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violent and yet glorious old man— 
"the grand old Pagan" and "unsubdu-
able old Roman," as Carlyle called 
him. whose style was "like the ring 
of Roman swords on the helmets of 
barbarians." But in his loftiest vein 
he, the unsubduable, subdued himself 
to an even nobler emotional restraint. 
There, as he himself said, "Passion 
and Imagination meet, the low banks 
of prose are overflowed, and molehill 
after molehill disappears." Then, 
above those flooding waters, his poems 
rise in calm and Olympian heights. 

Notes 
DISCOVERER OF TREASURE ISLAND: Al­
though G. B. Stern has addressed her 
biographical sketch "Robert Louis Ste­
venson (Macmillan, $2.75) to youth­
ful readers, oldsters will also find 
much in it to charm and delight them. 
The zest, courage, and good humor of 
the nineteenth-century Scottish au­
thor are infectious. Miss Stern's 
graceful manner of presentation is a 
happy reminder to those already fa­
miliar with Stevenson's life and wri t ­
ings, and it is an invitation to those 
who have not yet made his acquaint­
ance. The biographer has centered 
her attention on Stevenson's romantic 
appeal as a storyteller, essayist, and 
poet. She thinks of him, her subtitle 
suggests, as "The Man Who Wrote 
'Treasure Island'." And she inter­
weaves details of his life (not always 
with historic precision)—his boyish 
exploits, his cheerful refusal to bow 
to illness, his love affair with Fanny 
Osbourne, his ceaseless travels—as a 
complement to his literary side. 

Stevenson's love of adventure and 
an instinctively rebellious nature 
made him the despair of his school­
masters and Edinburgh University 
professors. Blessed with a tolerant if 
disappointed father, he was enabled 
to give up the study of engineering 
(his father's profession) and turn to 
the law. This was but a formal con­
cession, for there was never any real 
question that he could be anything 
but a writer. Constantly in search 
of a climate favorable to his tuber­
cular condition, Stevenson traveled 
widely in Europe, in America, and in 
the Pacific. One of the most fortu­
nate circumstances of his brief life (he 
died in Samoa December 3, 1894, aged 
forty-four) was his marriage to Fan­
ny, an American divorcee many years 
older than he. She nursed him through 
innumerable bouts of illness, and loy­
ally suffered seasickness and tropical 

discomfoits to bu with him. Although ; 
he had no children of his own. he | 
lavished intuitive parental affection \ 
on his stepson Lloyd. He helped the ; 
boy manifest a talent for drawing, and 
dedicated to him "Treasure Island," 
which he wrote while ho was ill in i 
bod. Such other popular works as "A : 
Child's Garden of Verses" and "Kid- [ 
napped" were likewise the products 
of many bedridden hours. Wherever 
Stevenson went he made lasting 
fi-iendships, ranging from Sydney Col-
vin, W. E. Henley, and J. M. Barrie 
to Pacific chieftains. Thei'e is perhaps 
no greater monument to the loyalty 
and love which he inspired than the 
mourning of the Samoan natives at 
the time of his death. 

—EDWARD A. BLOOM. 

BRITISH HUMOUR: "Wit of the first or­
der," according to Ernest Newman, 
"is like lightning—it strikes swiftly 
and unexpectedly, regardless of the 
innocence or guilt of its victims, and 
it never strikes twice in the same 
way." There are many grave defi­
nitions of this glittering, frequently 
painful intellectual play; but the 
sharply individualized quality which 
marks it frustrates satisfactory defi­
nition. Wit in action, however, is an­
other matter; and once experienced 
it is not likely to be soon forgotten. 
"English Wits" (Macmillan, $2.50), 
edited by Leonard Russell of the 
London Sunday Times and now in its 
fourth edition since 1940, is a pleas­
u r a b l e r e m i n d e r of th is p r inc ip le . 
The fourteen essays comprising the 
volumes are from the pens of such 
witty essayists as Newman, Gerard 
Hopkins, D. B. Wyndham Lewis, 
Robert Lynd, Desmond McCarthy, 
Dilys Powell, and others. 

The range of their celebrated Eng­
lish (and one American) subjects is 
broad—from the abusive waspishness 
of Pope, the magisterial snortings of 
Dr. Johnson, and the unbridled prank-
ishness of John Wilkes, to the rapier 
thrusts of Wilde, Whistler, Sydnej? 
Smith, and Shaw. In between are 
the witticisms, in varying degrees of 
effectiveness, of Theodore Hook, 
Lamb, Sheridan, Henry Lebouchere, 
Beerbohm, "Saki," and Mary Russell 
Mitford. Each subject has his par­
ticular mode of wit, and the reviewer 
should be excused from the hazards 
of stating preferences that will en­
rage partial readers. It is, however, 
gratifying to report that many of the 
contributing essayists are fair matches 
for their subjects in urbanity and 
verbal dexterity. 

Cumulatively, "English Wits" is 
splendid entertainment, and one 
gladly forgives even Mr. Russell for 
succumbing to an inevitable finis line, 
"Wit's End." —E. A. B. 
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EUROPE IN 
SPRINGTIME 
Tour sails April 6 via Queen Eliza­
beth visiting England, Holland & 
Belgium in Tuliptime, the Rhine 
Country & Black Forest, Swiss Lakes 
of Lucerne, Thun, Brienz and Ge­
neva, Italian Lakes of Maggiore and 
Como, Italian & French Rivieras, 
and Paris. Arrives New York May 
17. Price $1239 to $1652 depend­
ing on class traveled on the Queen 
Elizabeth. 
Also other Spring & Summer fours 
independently or with small groups. 
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BAILEY, JAMES & GORDON, INC. 

417 Boylston St., Boston, Mass. * 
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of well-known American scholars, the Bureau oper­
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Write for announcements, full information, itiner­
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in 1954. Perhaps it would have turned 
anyway, as tides have a way of do­
ing. What is certain is that the turn 
began after the publication of this 
book by a respected and courageously 
plainspoken Indianan—a book that, by 
remaining on the best-seller lists ever 
since its appearance early in the year, 
was a constant reminder of a fact that 
we and the world seemed almost to 
have forgotten: we loere born free and 
most of us intended to stay that way. 
The same reminder was placed in a 
general context by Henry Steele 
Commager's "Freedom, Loyalty, and 
Dissent" and in a particular one by 
Bishop G. Bromley Oxnam's "I P ro ­
test." 

Our increasing interest in Asian af­
fairs (a life-and-death interest) was 
I'eflected in books of many categories. 
The late, if not latent, war in Korea 
was written about by two generals, 
William Dean ("General Dean's 
Story") and Mark Clark ("From the 
Danube to the Yalu"), and two cor­
respondents, John Dille ("Substitute 
for Victory") and Keyes Beech ("To­
kyo and Points East") . Uneasy India 
was the subject of Chester Bowles's 
"Ambassador's Report" and Saunders 
Redding's disturbed report "An 
American in India." Several of the 
worlds Pearl Buck described so viv­
idly in her warm and wise autobi­
ography, "My Several Worlds," were 
Asian. Southeast Asia's jungle war­
fare flared through several novels, the 
best of which were Norman Lewis's 
"A Single Pilgrim" and Pierre 
Boulee's "The Bridge Over the River 
Kwai." The Cambridge University 
Press issued a handsome introductory 
volume in a projected series by Jo ­
seph Needham on "Science and Civi­
lization in China." As for Japan, James 
Michener produced a sio-sio novel 
about a modern Cio-Cio San ("Say-
onara") and a superbly designed and 
enthusiastic treatise on Japanese 
prints ("The Floating World"). 
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John Bartram, eighteenth-century 
botanist and explorer of the wilder­
ness, lived his long, good life in the 
state of Pennsylvania, . . . where a 
little plant called the Star of Bethle­
hem, thought by Bartram doomed to 
perish, continues to flourish. 

One Asian problem that had been 
magnificently solved a year before 
was the subject of what sometimes 
seemed like an interminable string of 
books. The most notable of these was, 
of course. Sir John Hunt's o w n ' a c ­
count of "The Conquest of Everest," 
but they all had their virtues, and, if 
the successful British excelled in 
prose, the unsuccessful Swiss were 
victorious in the matter of mountain 
photography. 

Nc IOT many peaks were scaled in 
1954's fiction. The highest altitude rec­
ord made by a member of the Ameri­
can expedition was probably that of 
William Faulkner in "A Fable," but 
no real statistics are available, since 
most of the critics who tried to fol­
low him failed to complete the ascent, 
complaining that their oxygen had 
given out and expressing a wistful 
desire to be back in Yoknapatawpha 
County. 

Hemingway, at long last, won the 
Nobel Prize. A novel by William 
March ("The Bad Seed") at long 
last made the best-seller lists, but 
that inexplicably neglected author 
had died soon after the book's publi­
cation. Steinbeck coasted with a far­
cical successor to "Cannery Row." Dos 
Passos's "Most Likely to Succeed" 
was, by all odds, the most unprophetic 
title of the year, as Douglas Wallop's 
"The Year the Yankees Lost the Pen­
nant" was the most devilishly pro­
phetic. Marquand was represented 
only by an uneven collection of 
short stories ("Thirty Years"). Long 
absent authors made welcome r e ­
turns—Harriette Arnow ("The Doll-
maker") , Anne Parrish ("And Not 
for Love"), Hamilton Basso ("The 
View from Pompey's Head"), Dawn 
Powell ("The Wicked Pavilion") 
Raymond Chandler ("The Long 
Goodbye")—with works that brought 
a deservedly enthusiastic response. 
First novelists were few, but among 
their number were names to remem­
ber: William Gibson ("The Cobweb"), 
Evan Hunter ("The Blackboard J u n ­
gle"), Davis Grubb ("The Night of 
the Hunter") . 

England gave us L. P. Hartley's 
"The Go-Between," a craft-wise and 
compelling novel about a boy's first 
shattering encounter with the Facts 
of Life; William Plomer's comedy of 
Edwardian and Georgian humours, 
"Museum Pieces"; Sylvia Townsend 
Warner's careful reconstruction of a 
fairly grim corner of the Victorian 
world, "The Flint Anchor"; and An­
gus Wilson's barbed but affectionate 

glance at the foolish Twenties, "For 
Whom the Cloche Tolls." There was, 
too, J.R.R. Tolkien's "The Fellowship 
of the Ring," first volume in a trilogy 
about the wars of the free peoples of 
Middle-earth (elves, hobbits, and 
such) against evil enslavement by 
Sauron, Lord of Darkness. Every re ­
viewer being entitled to at least one 
long-shot annually, I suggest that Mr. 
Tolkien's fantasy is one of those indi­
vidual works mentioned at the open­
ing of this summary that will mark 
1954 as a historic year in publishing— 
not because adult critics have serious­
ly compared it with "The Faerie 
Queene," but because it is bound to 
be seized upon by children as their 
own delighted discovery, and passed 
on in this fashion to generations yet 
to come. 

Historical novels, as in other years, 
added solidity and strength to the 
whole fictional structure. In America 
Esther Forbes's enthralling re-crea­
tion of a vanished New England, 
"Rainbow on the Road," was one of 
that fine writer's finest works. Estab­
lished authors like Anya Seton 
("Katherine") and John Masters 
("Bhowani Junction") had further 
successes; there were striking first 
novels by Milton Lott ("The Last 
Hunt") and Basil Burwell ("Our 
Brother the Sun") . From England 
there was a new Du Maurier ("Mary 
Anne") , a new Bryher ("Roman 
Wall") and a new Duggan ("Leop­
ards and Lilies"). From Russia (via 
Canada) there was Igor Gouzenko's 
titanic "Fall of a Titan"; from France 
(via Italy) Marguerite Yourcenar's 
philosophical "Hadrian's Memoirs"; 
from Sweden Frans Bengtsson's wit-
crammed Viking saga, "The Long 
Ships." 

The brightness of the literary land­
scape that we have journeyed through 
in 1954 is evident when we look back 
in almost any direction—new poems 
by Jeffers and Williams and MacLeish, 
adventurous travels in Tibet and 
Bafut and Lapland and the South At­
lantic whaling grounds, golden liter­
ary reminiscences by Richard Garnett 
and Sean O'Casey and Van Wyck 
Brooks, the private diaries of Stendhal 
and Virginia Woolf, the humane wit 
of E. B. White and Jacques Barzun 
and the dafter variety of Fred Allen 
and Paul Jennings and Groucho (as 
quoted by his son), the common un­
derstanding of science enhanced by 
the works of Oppenheimer and Waks-
man and Carlton Coon and others. 

Have we read any good books late­
ly? If we haven't, it's our own fault. 
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