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FI'HIS week brings a batch of widely contrasting, but interesting
does not need the recommendations of such extremely
Mr. Tom Driberg, M.P., Miss Gracie Fields and Ronald Searle,

THE ESSENTIAL ENGLAND.

books. It
different people as
the creator of those

horrible schoolgirls, to make * Lease of Life,”’ by Andrew Milbourne (Museum Press ;
12s. 6d.), a book which is both memorable and humbling. Andrew Milbourne

was a regular soldier, having joined the Army as a boy in his early

teens. He

transferred to the Paratroops of the First Airborne Division, which covered itself
with glory at Arnhem. The descriptions of the confused, deadly and heroic fighting

in Oosterbeek is as vivid as anything in war literature.
primarily concerned with Andy Milbourne’s gallantry
there happened something which changed the whole of his life.
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But the book is not
as a soldier. For at Arnhem
He suffered wounds
which led to the amputation of both hands and the
removal of one eye. The primary interest of the book
1s the astounding rehabilitation of the maimed soldier, till
he actually reached a point where he was working as a
miner underground. (His description of the feeling of
helplessness of a man without tactile sense who has
knocked over his miner’s lamp in the dark underground
and unable to find it, creates for the reader who is
whole the strange apart world of the maimed with its
special terrors, large or small, as nothing else can.)
The description of his fear at meeting his mother and
his fiancée, indeed, of encountering normal life again,
after his repatriation from the P.O.W. camp after the
war, 1S very moving—though it is not meant to be.
The description of how he learned to master the
mechanical contrivances which now serve him for his
missing limbs, the heartbreaks and setbacks, the
moments of despair, the frank discussion of the moment
when his marriage nearly broke up, gains everything
from the simplicity of the telling. That Andy Milbourne
1s now happily settled as a Civil Servant with a wife
and son he adores represents a triumph for the resilience
and courage of the human spirit. No one who reads
this book will fail, I feel sure, to be both disturbed and
moved by it.

Mr.. Milbourne, a “ Geordie,” is very much a part
of the essential England. In the strange amalgam of
races which make up the English, a countryman of
Kent is, I suppose, as far removed in environment and
outlook from the industrial Tynesider as could be
imagined. Yet take them abroad, whether in uniform
or on a Cook’s tour, and no foreigner could recognise
them for anything but English. Mr. H. E. Bates,
except when he writes about Spain (when he contrives
to produce some dated nonsense), is one of my favourite
authors. I would forgive him anything, for example, for
such a book as “ The Country of White Clover ’’ (Michael
Joseph ; 12s. 6d.). This is an autobiographical descrip-
tion, in the manner of his earlier books on the country-
side, of how he came to live in Kent some twenty years
ago and all the trials and tribulations of the new arrival
setting out-to pull together thirty-seven derelict acres,
at the hands of the natives, who are, as anyone who
knows that part of the world can tell you, about twice
as shrewd as the slickest spiv that ever trundled his
barrow through the West End streets. In the middle of
the war, Sir Reeder Bullard, our Ambassador in Teheran,
brought to my sick-room in his hospitable Embassy a
pile of books which included one called ‘“ The Cricket
Match.” I have forgotten who wrote it (and if any
reader can tell me I shall be grateful for the information),
but I have always placed it, with that work of the late
Archie Macdonnell, ‘ England, Their England,” in the
forefront of delightful, humorous, penetrating descrip-
tions of the English countryside. Mr. Bates’ latest
book must now complete a trio in my appreciation.
The impossible tyrant Mr. Pimpkins, the insidious but
unsatisfactory post-war product Mr. Doolittle are—
I was going to say ‘‘ creations,’”’ but that won’t do, as
they are drawn from life—characters whose description
will long live in my memory. Incidentally, Mr. Bates
has some sound things to say about an England which
has so neglected the essentials of life for the misleading
delights of the Welfare State that it might one day sit
starving beside a television set, having nothing on which
its State-provided false teeth could chew:.

It is a far cry from Kent and the Garden of England
to the inhospitable shores of Alaska. Mrs. Ballard
Hadman, the authoress of *“ As the Sailor Loves the Sea '’
(Heinemann ; 15s.), has a gift for descriptive writing,
however, of which Mr. Bates himself would not be
ashamed. Mrs. Hadman, an artist, came to Alaska on
a temporary sketching and painting trip. The stay
lengthened out into twelve years, during which time
she became an expert fisherwoman, trolling for the great
king salmon off those inhospitable coasts and in those
dangerous seas, and where she married and has two
children. The book is written in a simple enough
manner, but the material is attractively exciting. I do
not think that Mrs. Hadman is likely to lure me to
sign on as a fisherman in Alaska, but I certainly enjoy
reading her descriptions of it. It gives me a cosy feeling
of comfort and safety to contemplate the hazards and
discomforts which she and her husband, and her
remarkable, highly individualistic fisherman friends
must now be undergoing.

Some time ago I reviewed a book on Alaska by

armon and Connie Helmericks. This remarkable pair have now produced yet another

description of Alaska entitled * Our Summer with the Eskimos
t deals largely with the vast game preserve of the interior and with the

"’ (Museum Press ; 18s.).
250 Eskimos

While Mrs. Hadman deals with the
as and the coast of Alaska, this is essentially a story of the interior—and first class it is.
A little while ago, too, I reviewed Colonel Henry Legge-Bourke’s book on the
ousehold Troops. This admirable volume, with its colour photographs, as good
is any I have ever seen, has now been divided into two,  The Brigade of Guards
on Ceremonial Occasions ’’ and “ The Household Cavalry on Ceremonial Occasions ’
both produced by Macdonald at 1o0s. 6d.). They have one advantage over
he consolidated volume, and that is, they are brought entirely up to date,
0 that what, for me, has been through my sentient life ‘‘ His Majesty’s
drigade of Guards ”’ becomes ‘‘ Her Majesty’'s Brigade of Guards (as they
low are) throughout. E. D. O’BriEn,

ho are the inhabitants of its 60,000 square miles.



Inam Ulhaq



