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WOOD ENGRAVING BY CLARE LEIGHTON FOR “FOUR HEDGES"

An English Garden

Four Hedges, by Clare Leighton
London: Gollancz. 10s 6d. Nex
York: Macmillan. $2.50

'HE ENGLISH, blessed by a
unique climate, are so
much a race of pardeners

that the present spate of gar-
dening books 1s not astonishing.
It 1s only astonishing that it did
not happen long ago. Botanical
treatises are always with us, but
the work of pure love, inspired
by flowers fur theirr own sake,
has not been conimon since
Elizabethan days Good garden-
ers that are also gooa writers are
rare birds. True, we have had
Miss Jekyll and Farrer and the
too autocratic Robinson, bul
they seem like horticultural
plates of ham and beef, necessi-
ties, substantial. So that I turn
with ereat relief to Miss Clare
Leighton's book., which has
nothing new to tell us, but which
1s simply a delicate meal of Eng-
Ii1sh earth and flowers and birds,
In 12 courses, choice as the sea-
sons, the whole garnished with
some first-class wood engravings
by Miss Leighton herself.
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The garden 1s on the Chil-
terns, or the chalk ridge over-
looking Oxfordshire. It needs
courage to garden there: the soil

being a kind of gray ash, a
spit deep, over a foundation oi
chalk concrete, This not being
enough, Miss Leighton began
with another disadvantage. Her
four hedges bounded not one of
those sweet and meilow gardens
which artists are fond of de-
picting 1in color on calendars,
but a bare patch ot grassland,
aridly wirgin. Courageously. she
plannad it. dug 1t. planted 1t and
in due course reaped a reward
which 1s now also ours This book
records ner difficulties, hopes
and joys. modestly describes her
plans and flowers, expresses her
just pride 1n the things she has
done. It teaches nothing—except
patience. It offers no philosophy,
pretends to no kind of author-
1ty. All of which 1s good.
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But, as though it were not
good ensugh, Miss Leighton has
decorated it with 88 of her own
illustrations. As 2n artist more
generally concerned with the
human figure, Miss Leighton has
always seemea o me to sufter
from a kind of wooden refine-
ment. In her flower 1llustrations,
this drops completely away. Her
engravings here have unex-
pected delight, a new delicacy.
Also they are authentic and
superbly appropriate. For, just as
her prose pretends to teach us
nothing, so her 1llustrations pre-
tend to shows us nothing we
have not seen. The objects
she depicts are commonplace,
hedgeside things, child's flowers:
there 1s no showing off of
rarittes, no dazzling a&array of
rare lihes. Cowslips, snails. birds’
eggs,, roses, wild arums, pods of
peas, gawky nestlings, all the
things which wisit and grow in
—and even devastate—a country
garden are depicted with a beau-
tiful authenticity. They appear
m a proportion of roughly one
to two pages: so that one may
read a bit and gaze and read a
bit, just as in a garden one works
a bit and stares and works a bit

In short, prese and pictures
are perfeclly married. And the
union will give pleasure to all
who care in the least degree for
flowers and the English country-

side. and who are tired of sugari-
ness 1n hnnks ahant them
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