THE cheerful types in the photograph above—among them Brian Norton, NZBS
technician (at rear)—are in the R.N.Z.A.F. decompression chamber at Wigram
preparing for a simulated climb to 25,000 feet for the NZBS documentary “This
Space is Reserved”” Scripted and produced by Allan Sleeman, the programme
(ZB Sunday Showcase this coming Sunday, November 3, 2ZA, November 10,
and other Commercial stations later), looks beyond the IGY satellites to others
upon which—some say within 10 years—rocket ships will dump their cargoes and
men will build space stations for the first journeys bevond mother earth.

—— .

the resting places of ancient pharaohs,
to rifle the tombs of their treasures with
2 ruthlessness a shade less wanton than
that of most of his contemporaries. In-
deed, in scientific method Belzoni was
ahead of his age. His journeys in the
desert were adventurous; the appetite
for travel grew on him, and he died of
fever in West Africa on his way, liter-
ally, to Timbuctoo.

Mr Disher is primarily a theatrical
historian. and it was presumably the
vaudeville phase which first interested
him in Belzoni. He is one to mar a
curious tale in the telling, and in spite
of the obvious trouble that he has de-
voted to research into Belzoni's life,
this biography does not quite come to
life. I suspect it was a little thin for
a book, both in source materials and in
subject. But there are all sorts of tit-
bits let drop to delight the historically

minded. —David Hall
WITHOUT WATER, PLEASE

SCOTCH REVIEWERS, THE EDINBURGH
REVIEW, 1802-1815, by John Clive; Faber
and Faber, Engilish price 25/-.

"l"HIS is a fascinating book about the

most famous of all “little maga-
zines.” Byron, who preferred Scotch to
the Scots, in spite of or because of his
ancestry, was as unfair as most poets in
the lampoon that gives Clive his title.

The Edinburgh Review could be as

savage as Byron himself; but it too was

honest and énlightened. It was run by

“clever young men with time on their

hands,” serving the Whig cause in

pretty bad times. The young men in-

cluded Francis Jeffrey, in most ways a

maodel editor, and Sydney Smith, one

of the wittiest men who ever spoke or
wrote English. Its politicians included

Henry Brougham, who managed . to

quarrel with almost everybody at some

time or other, in a long and important
career. Its readers included almost
everybody who could read, and wanted
to read anything of importance. Its
subject-matter included politics, econ-
omics, science and literature, Unsigned
articles suggest some fear, except per-
haps in its editor; but there was no
favour. We could do with something
of the kind here, but the times are even

more unpropitious. The importance of
even the best *little magazine” is dimin-
ished, willy-nilly, by masses of news-
print. We shall not see the like again.

A’m' , —Anton Vogt
MODERN MANUAL OF CRITICISM

CRITICAL APPROACHES TO LITERA-
TURE, by David Daiches; Longmans, Green
and Co., English price 25/-,

R DAICHES, himself an experienced

critic, has compiled a streamlined

“specimen book” of literary criticism,

classical and modern, which will be of

considerable practical® use to advanced
students and teachers. It has the air
of something designed for a sophomore
course at a good private college in the
U.S.A—which means that it is prob-
ably very well suited to New Zealand
demands. By old-fashioned standards the
sections on Plato, Aristotle and Long-
inus are perfunctory; and those on the
newer schools of Cambridge, Kenyon
and- Chicago rather too detailed and re-
spectful. There are notable gaps: the

“whole field of literary criticism” is cer-

tainly not covered, as the publishers un-

wisely claim.

But within its limits, this book is
smoothly planned. The extracts are well
chosen, the exposition is clear and able,
next week’s exercise is regularly given
out. Dr Daiches is an adroit showman,
very much at home among the more
fashionable developments
scholarship. He gives us a neat pattern,
with all the names dropping into their
proper places; just when a charge of
glibness seems uravoidable, he' produces
a penetrating epilogue on the limitations
of all literary criticism, and steps back
into the wings on the unesceptionable

line, “Art 1is greater than its inter-
preters.” —J.B.
ACKNOWLEDGMENT

”/HIZZ FOR ATOMMS, by Geoffrey

Willans and Ronald Searle; Max
Parrish, English price 9/6. Further ad-
ventures of Master Nigel Molesworth
for those who enjoyed Down With
Skool! and How to be Tepp. Sooner or
later the social psychologists are goirg
to have something to say about all this,

N.Z, LiSTENER, NOVEMBER 1, 1957,

of modern:

UNWANTED HAIR

goes in 3 minutes

Hair where it is not wanted will stmply
ruin your charm. So try this wonder-
ful way to remove underarm hair.
Just a dainty cream that smoothes
away every trace of hair. Apply Veet
cream straight from the tube — leave
for 3 minutes—then wash off. Your
skin is left silken smooth. Neo
stubble — not a shadow — becausg,
Veet melts away the hair just below
the surface, and keeps your skin hair-
free longer. And remember, hair on
legs means goodbye to sex appeal.
So use Veet on your legs, t0o. Veet
at chemists, 3/2d per tube. Success
guaranteed with Veet or your money
refunded.

Made in New Zealand for Dae Health Laboratories Ltd., London, by Stanford Laboratories Ltd.,
s Manuka St,, Wellington. 5.5

BY APPOINTMENT TO HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN
SCOTCH WHISKY DISTILLERS, JOHN WALXER & SONS LTOD.

To have such a wide
circle of friends
Johnnie Walker

must be Scotch
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" Born 1820—still going strong‘

DISTILLED and BOTTLED in SCOTLAND




