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Le Centenaire des Postes Alpestres Suisses. 4 to. Geneva: “L’Art
en Suisse,” 1932. Price Fr. 6.

This attractive volume, also issued with English text, has been
published by the Department of Posts and Telegraphs of Switzer-
land. It is well illustrated, with color-plates by such artists as
d’Elzingre and F. Gos, and reproductions of old prints and in-
teresting documents, tracing the evolution of Swiss postal services
across the Alps during the past century. One reads the diverting
story of Greville, the Englishman, who conquered the St. Gothard
in a fiacre in the good old days of the eighteenth century when the
passes were first coming into use as routes of despatch. The his-
tory of the federal diligences is traced from 1850 to 1920, follow-
ing which the thesis is maintained that “the postal-motors are
brutes created and nourished by the mountains.” A chapter is
devoted to the perennial struggle with snow, and full statistical
tables are witnesses of progress in the opening of routes.
5 Mo

Sous Poeil des choucas . . . ou les plaisirs de ' Alpinisme. Eighty
plates by Samivel, with foreword by Guido Rey. 4 to.
Paris: Delagrave, 1933. Price Fr. 25.

The pleasures of Alpinism depicted by Samivel, with a foreword
by Guido Rey, makes a book that should not be read in hospital
after an abdominal operation, unless the patient’s incision has been
properly reenforced by pitons and crafty girdings of the rope.
For side-splitting it is, and may this serve as due warning.

Two zones of elevation are recognized—the inferior, or that
of the telescope; and the superior, that of the jack-daw—in each
of which epochal events transpire; possibly, one should say,
perspire.

From the lower zone no specimen of humanity is barred, for
even a pathetic little old gentleman with an umbrella may gaze
upon the Matterhorn. Picnic parties risk their lives for edelweiss,
and aerial passengers of the téléférique thumb their noses at the
burdened climber on so-called terra-firma below.

But, in the zone of the jack-daw, the cragsman is supreme.
Free he is to ponder on the doubtful delights of moraines, and to



