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HOSE who are looking for a
travel book that is purcly a
medium of escape will not find
it in Down River by John Lebmann
(Cresset Press, 12s. 6d. net). This de-
ceptively titled, deceptively illustrated
book, the work of a man who has
spent most of his time these last few
years somewhere or other on the
banks of the Danube that gives the
book its title, is concerned very little
with the geography of the tourist.
More political than geographical,
more concerned with the back-stage
behaviour of international financiers
than with the show set out for
travellers, it opens up few vistas ol
enchantment that are not ultimately
soiled by blood. The book belongs ta
the class of Insanity Fair and Fallen
Bastions, though it lacks the emotional
and despairing prophecy of the first
and the too-calm, too-factual analysis
of the second. By contrast I find it a
warm, human, persuasive book, its
facts carefully but never heavily
documented, its emotions strongly
defined but never hysterical. Its aim
18 not, as in the case of Mr. Douglas
Reed, argument and prophecy mixed
with emotional reminiscence, but the
presentation of historical and every-
day fact In a warmly moving pano-
:)?‘rxrrlliaéé?:]%mg the book a sort of film
s urope, with Vienna as the
rome and the Danube itself as the
Protagonist in the drama.

"I“he book has n

4 aturally certaj
things in common y 3

with other and

less recent commentapie -

bian affairs. It is dee les- Dan :

1 . s p Y tlnged _ll

nosta glq—Mr. Lehmann’s U wigg

Vienna is full of charp aplctllreof

and knowledge of ap u:c Tegrey
0

kind (“unknown to tha opg oy
tourist . . . there used o erdma
seventy weight - lifepg Clu}fsbol."

V.l(?ﬂna”) ; and 1t is heayily cloudnl
with that particular smel] !
arises as soon as the muck-h;vhlch
European politics is stirred. Thap a
half of the book, dealing with Ae ﬁ[}'t
in general and Vienna in parti&sﬁna
stinks aloud with the politicalint®
of Dollfuss and Starhemberg fgs
the German-controlled industry- the
second half, dealing more with t)hOsc
countries whose life and problep
spring moredirectly from the Danyhe
is no less a tragic mass of corruption:

[

stupidity, and political cynicism. The

main facts that have shattered
Central Europe for the last ten years
are here more or less as the head-

lines report them—the

Workers’ -

revolutions in Vienna, the death of **

Dollfuss, the Anschliiss, Czecho-
<iovakia. It has been Mr. Lehmann$
b to fill in the rest: the stinks, the

1 trayals, the intrigues, the blunders,

:he people, the beauty. Gr.eatIY.to his
merit, he has succeeded in doing 1t

without bias or hysteria. He has let

the facts speak for themselve:
knowing quite well t i
spirit of the Vienna workers 50!
down in revolt, they have a m®
singular power of survival.

Mr. Lehmann’s book s deary
result of some years of first-hand CCC§
tact with his subject; half the su¢

2 ; that
of his book is due to the faCtit peind

has lived it or has watche Bis poim

lived about him. I makeftthe\\'e‘
in order to show up some O 7,y
ness of Mr. F, D; Ommani€issy

4 g 6d. net:..
Cape (Longmans, 105 3 o
parently with the intent©! oy took :
this book, Mr. Qm“mm,ll';rimsb)
sort of honorary joP (i\lllo;‘t Capd
trawler bound for

hat, like the

N

S e I N RO TR B T SRS

.
Ing

Elp}
Saj]




- ’with the

y I‘vas mon

~ River and Sea

d three weeks.
able to watch
ng and packi.rtllg
al stories with
i iﬁiﬁi“ the football-
o2 he dribbled an
deck-house, to.
our or two inlahpulcol
spen occasional han
b A ltirllld gﬁt all the time he
3 he ship, and not of it.
at first monotonous
fish ; then it

1asté

: 'pper as

rount
| orﬂng . dreary b

S' p] on t
‘ 40€ was
b Tc[:;::e tﬁerﬁ juerc. 1o
| - and night, and no rest, no
‘ ﬁs}t’ﬁﬂngack ho%ne until the storage
: gcacc was packed. The food, supple-
-.ggnted by a witches’ brew of tea

mde from cold water, condensed
" nilk, and sugar boiled up and kept
loiling all day, was coarse and got

o Mr, Ommanney’s nerves a little.
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Fredericson begins by telling of that

fatal boyish lqnging to g0 to sea:
then of first ships, dirty, overloaded
timber-boats sailing between Finland
and Scotland, colliers from Tyneside
to T'eneriffe, sailing-ships, oil-tankers,
whalers. He writes of ports which are
always to be different, and never are.
His pictures are the inevitable ones:
women, booze, quarrels, bad food,
the longing for life ashore, the ever-
lasting return to the sea. How much
of the book is half-fictitious it is not
possible to say. The style is brisk and
has, on the editor’s confession, been
slightly touched up here and there;
occasional scenesappear tohave been
dramatized. But the general effect,
disillusionment, bitterness, a sort of
weary cynicism, is beyond doubt.
Iastly, a book of travelling and
sntaineering that will nowhere
sou beyond Skye or higher than
Len Nevis, but which is extremely
yturous, always amusing, and
-n with dry, attractive brevity:
i yrt, a first-rate little book about
Scotland by a Scotsman—Always a
Little Further, by Alastair Borthwick
(Faber & Faber, 7s. 6d. net). Mr.
Borthwick’s chief pursuit ismountain-
cering. It was not always so, and he
describes his beginnings with dry and
charming candour. His record of
how, with three others, he set out to
walk thirty miles across Skye, took
two and a half days, and nearly died
of starvation is an epic of amateur
endeavour. He tells the rest of the
book with the same irrepressible
humour, freshness, and enthusiasm.
His only fault is that he appears to
take it for granted that the rest of
the world knows Scotland as well as
he does himself. It is in his power to
rectify that mistake by giving us a
real book on Scotland, and I hope
he will,
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