Miss Cynthia McAdoo

A New York Society favourite, Miss Cynthia McAdoo
is young and outstandingly beautiful, with a
radiantly fair complexion which she safeguards with

Pond's.

“It's my favourite beauty treatment,” she

says. Among the many other famous Pond's beauties
are the Countess of Carnarvon, Mrs. Anthony J.
Drexell IIl, Mrs. Ernest L. Biddle, Mrs. Henry
C. Mellon, Jr.

Such a simple and effective beauty care

You’ll find that it Is only a matter
of minutes to keep your skin at
its loveliest—with Pond’s. Night
and morning, and for daytime
freshen-ups, too, smooth rich,
satiny Pond’s Cold Cream over
your face and throat, -Pat it on
with a light upward movement
of the fingertips, leave it on a few
minutes to release dust and stale

make-up—then wipe it off and
notice how spankingly clean, re-
freshed and smooth your skin
feels, -

Always before you make-up, pat
on a transparent film of delici-
ously fragrant, gossamer-light
Pond’s Vanishing Cream. It sof-
tens your skin for powder, holds
make-up fresh and attractive for
hours.

%

Pond’s Cold Cream for thorough
skin cleansing. Pond’s Vanishing
Cream, powder base and skin soft-
ener, at all chemists, chain and
riiepartmental stores in attractive
ars. )
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Ponds Extract Co. (Internationat) Ltd.,, 781 8t. Clair Ave, West, Toronto, Canada.
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BOOKS

THAT SUMMER AND OTHER STORIES.
By Frank Sargeson. John Lehmann, London,
1946. :

(Reviewed by James Bertram)

NYONE interested in New
A Zealand writing who does
not happen to be a Caxton
collector and has failed to pre-
serve back numbers of Penguin
New Weriting for 1944, should
want to buy this book. He may not find
it easy: a few advance copies sold rap-
idly and there haveabeen no reinforce-
ments—I have only a borrowed -copy
for review. Clearly this is an unsatisfac-
tory situation for writer and readers
alike. Londoners may have their col-
lected Sargeson; even Parisians, who
appreciate a new sensation, may buy
Cet Eté-la from an avant-garde pub-
lisher; but the author, though not with-
out honour, is* without royalties in his
own country. It looks as though the
State Literary Fund has just arvived in

time.
* * *

RANK SARGESON'’S stories first ap-

peared in book form in this country,
and early won recognition among the
discerning. But it is surely significant
that they should have been a first choice
for the new London publishing firm of
John Lehmeann Ltd., with the perhaps
inevitable blurb that “No writer of com-
parable gifts has come from the Domix-
ion since Katherine Mansfield,” TFor
obviously John Lehmann, a gifted if not
infallible literary impresario, considers
Sargeson one of his major “finds.” Onr
the record, and with the support of a
number of English critics, he is well
entitled to think so.

For the book itself: pne might wish
for & brighter format (in this respect,
the Caxton Press wins hands down).
This is an English austerity edition with
lean margins and a drab cloth cover.
And I cannot feel that John Minton has
added much of realism or fantasy with
his old-world dust-jacket on which a
London costermonger wheels a rustic
barrow down a white lane to what looks
like Ilfracombe. But whatever the out-
side may be, inside is New Zealand.

*» * *®

IN addition to the short novel That

Summer which forms its centre-
piece, the book contains a choice (Mr.
Sargeson’s? or Mr. Lehmann’s?) of 20
stories from Conversation with My Uncle
(1936), A Man and his Wife (1940), and
Speaking for Ourselves (1945). Keeping

1 in mind the longer novel since published

by the Caxton Press, this gives a repre-
sentative view of ten years' literary
achievement——certainly enough by which
to judge a serious writer. In bulk it
}émay not be much; and the stories hefe
collected, though always technically in-
teresting, will cause no revolution. Yet
the book is a landmark comparable with
The Story of an African Farm or Capri-
cornia. It is one of those books that
help change directions and that—in their
countries of origin, at least—-can never
sgain be forgotten.

\

THE LITTLE WORLD:

Frank Sargeson’s New Zealand

If Mr. Sargeson had written no more
than these 200 pages, he would still be
among the very small group of New
Zealand creative writers who count for
something. What, then, is the achieve-
ment that this book summarises?

In the first place,
the perfecting of a
deliberate and
highly self-conscious
craftsmanship, so
finished and delicate
in the shadings it
gives to the most
commonplace mate-
rial that only Aus-
tralasians, I suspect,
can appreciate its —
full virtuosity. Where an Australian
writer like Xavier Herbert handles Anti-
podean speech with bravura and gusto,
Mr. Sargeson fingers his shabby idiom
tenderly like a cynnoisseur. The result is
a surprising verbal subtlety, incapable of
brief illustration: the total effect of a
good Sargeson story is very near to that
of poetry. If he had been an English
intellectual, one feels, he might have
written rather like E. M. Forster or
Virginia Woolf; being a New Zealander
he writes like Frank Sargeson, and no
one has ever done that before.

Given the art or craft—and it is clear
that so scrupulous an instrument can
only have been won painfully from inner
experience—what does he do with it?
On the surface, these stories are episodes
and incidents and moods in the every-
day life of a narrow and rather un-
attractive range of New Zealanders. Few
of them have any obvious plot; when
they have (as in A Grear Day) they pay
for it, That Summer, more ambitious
in construction than the rest and as bril-
liantly handled in some of its passages
as anything Mr. Sargeson has done, has
a beginning and a middle: it can hardly
be said to have an end, despite its
haunting final cadence. Yet in its own
way it is 2 condensed modern epic, and
does for New Zealand in the Depression
what The Wasfe Land did for Europe
between two wars. (It has even, like
Tiresias in The Waste Land, a bi-sexual
central figure to act as pivot to the nar-
rative, if not as chorus.) And Terry in
his barrow—a sick man being wheeled
away by his pal from a hospital to
die—is a symbol more potent than many
stgtistics,

Mr. Sargeson is not a moralist; nor
is he a consciously political writer of the
social-documentary school, though he
might easily have been either one of
these. They Gave Her a Rise, a fiercely
ironical story that turns around an in-
dustrial accident, levels its charge not
against a system, but against human,
weakness—if you Hke, ageinst”human
nature. And the quality of Sargeson’s
mind and art that is probably most
remarkable (as it is certainly rarest,
in the literature of a young country)
is its universality. He has no heroes,
for he has a single hero: man. By and
large he doesn’t think much of him;
but the indignant reader—and there will

(continued on next page)
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