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EDITORS

America and the Postwar World weaker countries. A third is mililf T is clear to everyone that our tarism. At the present time these
Jl country will emerge from this evils are far from the public mind;
war as the strongest nation in the but who will guarantee that, unworld. Even Russia, as large as it der the stress of economic presis, and as strong, will require a sure in postwar days we will not
postwar breathing-spell for recon- be tempted to move in the direcstruction and further industrial tion of one or the other or all of
development before it can match them? Politicians, seeking to obour strength. On the basis of tain power or to perpetuate themthe Atlantic Charter our country selves in office may by the use of
stands committed to the four free- modern propaganda create a pubdoms, and many nations will look lic opinion that would support
to us for friendship, counsel and any or all of these dangerous
aid in the solution of their prob- trends.
lems, and for moral support, at
One of the reasons that our releast, in the establishment of just lations with the Latin American
relationships with other nations. countries are somewhat tenuous
History shows that nations which is that our attitude in the past
grow powerful are faced with pe- · has of ten, to them, smacked of
culiar problems as well as temp- Yankee imperialism, and in some
tations. One of these is the danger of our dealings the spirit of arroof imperialism. Another is the gance was sometimes in evidence.
temptation to arrogance and ruth- Therefore these countries look at
lessness in relation to smaller and us with suspicion and all our ef-
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forts toward hemispheral solidarity have not been able to dissipate
this.
It would not be good if similar mistakes in the future were
to shake the confidence of other
countries in us. Let us be on guard
against ourselves. Pride still goeth
before a fall and a haughty spirit
before destruction. We have a
great opportunity in the postwar
period to set for all nations, large
or small, an example of fairmindedness, forbearance, justice, patience, and national righteousness.

Power Politics
U .S.S.R. is extending and
T strengthening
its influence in
HE

the Balkans and in the Mediterranean area. Stalin knows what he
wants, and, in striving to reach
his goal, he is leaving no stone unturned. In many respects he himself is a past master of the fine art
of self-effacement; but he does not
believe in self-effacement for the
Soviet Union.
How does the Vatican regard
the unmistakable expansion of
Russian prestige and power? The
Pope has made no public pronouncements about the extension
of Stalin's influence toward the
west; but the grapevine reports
that the Holy See is worried. Communism and Roman Catholicism
do not mix. Italy is full of com-

munist cells, and that fact in itself has been disturbing the Roman Pontiff. What kind of policy will the Vatican pursue with respect to Italy's next-door neighbors if and when they are forced
to take their cues from the Soviet
Union?
England does not look with favor upon the machinations of the
U .S.S.R. in the Balkans and in the
Mediterranean area; but the worries of the British Lion are somewhat different from the worries
which are causing headaches for
the Pope. When Winston Churchill paid a visit to the Vatican a
short time ago, the press was unable to get a single shred of news
about what he discussed with
the head of the Roman Catholic
Church. Is it far-fetched to suppose that the westward surge of
Russian influence had a prominent place on the agenda at the
Vatican? In fact, it is not at all
fantastic to imagine a conversation something like the following:
CHURCHILL. Your Holiness, Great
Britain, no less than the Vatican, is
gravely worried about what is going
on in the Balkans and in a large part
of the Mediterranean ar ea. What
shall we do about it? How can we
curb Stalin's influence?
THE POPE. What do you suggest?
CHURCHILL. Perhaps my country
could work together with the Vatican
to establish a group of Catholic buffer states for the purpose of counteracting the Soviet Union's influence

--
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in western Europe. Not long ago,
you recall, I made a scathing attack
upon those who wanted England to
have nothing whatever to do with
Francisco Franco. I had good reasons
for speaking as I did on that occasion.

Naturally, all this would have
been couched in highly diplomatic
language.
We do not know how the Pope
reacted; but, since he is well versed
in diplomatic usage, it is safe to
say that he impressed upon Mr.
Churchill the necessity of obtaining support for a bloc of Catholic
buffer nations not only from Britain but also from the United
States.
Will Mr. Roosevelt be in favor
of such a plan, or will he say that
the Soviet Union is entitled to
an extension of its sphere of influence on the European continent? Would it be roaming too
far and too recklessly in the realm
of make-believe to take for granted
that the President of the United
States and the British Prime Minister talked about this matter at
the Quebec conference-or after
the conference?
At any rate, the game of power
politics is going on under our very
noses, and, since real news about
peace plans is almost as scarce
these days as teeth in the mouth
of a hen, we must use our noses
to sniff out what is taking place.
How can the wor Id ever be free
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from fear, from war and rumors
of war when the high and the
mighty do not seem to believe that
there is a crying need for ''open
coven an ts openly arrived at"?
Will Stalin come out on top? Will
the British Lion be able to curb
the influence of the Russian Bear?
Will the Vatican co-operate with
Britain, or will it find a way to
get along amicably with the Soviet Union?

Our Chief of Staff
is fortunate in havO ingcountry
as Chief of Staff of its
UR

army a man as wise as General
George C. Marshall. His recent
declaration as to the folly and the
danger of maintaining a large professional army in the United States
after the war gave evidence of
sound and thorough reasoning.
Since General Marshall is a soldier, he wants universal military
training in our land; but he knows
that a large army of professional
soldiers would, in the course of
time, be in a position to overshadow and lord it over all civil
authority. Su.c h a state of affairs,
he realizes, would lead to fascism
and to all the evils that result
from fascism.
General Marshall deserves the
gratitude and the admiration of
every loyal citizen of our nation.
He is an able soldier and a wise
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man. History will honor him as
one of our great heroes.

Luther and Modern Education
of Martin LuT therleadership
in the Protestant ReforHE

mation three centuries ago is generally recognized by unbiased historians regardless of nationality
and religious conviction. In many
churches throughout our land the
anniversary of his posting of the
Ninety-five Theses on the door of
the Castle Church in Wittenberg,
Germany, on October 31, 1517,
will again be commemorated during this month. In reviewing the
accomplishments of Luther, it is
frequently overlooked that with
the death of this man nearly four
hundred years ago there was removed from the world stage one
of the greatest educational leaders
and reformers of modern times.
Martin Luther's contributions to
modern educational thought and
practice have been of far-reaching
significance to our Western culture in general and to education
in particular.
Our age is marked by popular education, a condition which
makes education available to the
masses instead of a favored few
individuals. Luther paved the
way for this when he defended
the principle that the individual
stands in direct relationship to

his God and does not need the
mediation of the Church. From
this followed naturally the desire
and need o~ the part of the individual to be able to learn God's
plan regarding him as revealed in
Scripture. Literacy of the masses
was imperative. Hence Luther's
untiring efforts for the establishment of schools, of which his "Letter to the Mayors and Aldermen
of All the Cities of Germany in
Behalf of Christian Schools" in
1524 gives evidence. The import
of this educational classic is that
Luther bound the establishment
and maintenance of schools upon
the consciences of magistrates.
Modern historians therefore acclaim him as the fa ther of our
modern state-supported systems of
schools.
When one reads Luther's two
famous educational treatises, his
"Letter to the Mayors and Aldermen" and his "Sermon on
the Duty of Sending Children to
School," one sees in Luther an educator who lived centuries ahead
of his time. By and large, the principles and practices which he advocated are those commonly approved and basic in our day. He
clamored for education of both
sexes; he prescribed an enriched
curriculum which would supplement the bare three R's with history, music, gymnastics; he urged
the establishment of libraries in
all communities; he had no pa-
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tience with parental indifference
and neglect of children's training,
but raised his voice in favor of
compulsory education; he saw the
need of secondary and higher education because the Church and the
State needed trained leaders. Luther's reform included methods of
teaching which revolutionized the
educational procedure of his day.
He denounced in violent terms
the brutality of the schoolmaster
of his day; he was aware of the
existence of individual differences
in pupils and felt that these must
be recognized by teachers; he agitated against the abstract teaching
procedure common in his day and
championed the use of illustrations and the concrete and lifelike approach in teaching methods.
As we look back over the past
several centuries, Luther rises majestically before us-not only as a
reformer of the Christian Church
but also as one who in no small
measure has contributed to the
improved social conditions which
we today en joy. His social reforms
in which he regarded education
basic reveal him as a man of vision
and courage well deserving of the
eloquent tribute paid him by
the late Elbert Hubbard, famous
American author who lost his life
on the ill-fated Lusitania in i915.
Hubbard concludes his very readable essay on Martin Luther thus:
"There never lived a braver man

5

-there never lived one more earnest and sincere. He fought freedom's fight with all the weapons
God had given him; and for the
liberty we now en joy, in great degree, we are debtors to Martin
Luther."

Postwar Crime
E do not ordinarily put
much stock in human prophecies; but occasionally we find a
prophet whose words carry weight.
In this instance the prophet is
none other than State Police Commissioner Hickey of Connecticut.
He uttered a word of prophecy
that to us seems fitly spoken. It is
this: "Police must prepare for the
bloodiest and most costly crime
wave in history, with the evergrowing number of juvenile delinquents graduating into the criminals of tomorrow.''
The commissioner should know
what he is talking about. And are
there not sufficient signs within
the view of all of us that support
his prognostication?
It would seem that for our country's future, it is more important
to leave the re-education of the
youth in Italy, Germany, and Japan to others, and to concentrate our attention on the problems confronting us in which the
church, the school, and the community must cooperate in or-
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der that young America may be
trained to walk in the paths of
civic righteousness.

Two Americans
was a strange quirk of fate
that removed from the American scene within the space of a
single week two titans in the recent life of this nation. Alfred E.
Smith will go down in history as
one of the greatest governors of
the State of New York-but more
especially as the man who failed
to achieve the presidency because
of his religion. Wendell Willkie
will long be remembered for his
meteoric rise to political eminence and for his forthright advocacy of internationalism as an
American doctrine.
One cannot help wondering
what the course of American history would have been if either-or
both-of these two men had succeeded in their campaigns for the
presidency. Could Al Smith have
averted the economic collapse
which has been labeled the "Hoover depression"? We think not.
The "Happy Warrior" would
probably have been as powerless
to stem the world-wide debacle
which engulfed nation after nation as was Mr. Hoover. His good
fortune in losing the election of
i928 was matched only by his ill

I

T

fortune in missing the Democratic
nomination in i932, when, as he
himself put it in his inimitable
way, "The Democrats could have
won with One-Eyed Connally."
And would Mr. Willkie have
kept the United States out of war
if he had been successful in i 940?
Again we think not. For one
thing, he was as ardent an exponent of American intervention as
was Mr. Roosevelt. Moreover,
subsequent events have proved
that by January, i941-the beginning of the current presidential
term-this country had already
become so deeply embroiled in
the world situation that any turning back would have been impossible.
Al Smith and Wendell Willkie,
having made their contribution
to American life and thought,
have passed from the stage of contemporary history. But the memory of these two remarkable leaders-each of whom in his own life
epitomized the very spirit ?£
America-will be etched deep m
the annals of human freedom for
all time to come.

A Dangerous Anachronism
s pollsters busy themselves
forecasting the results of this
November's presidential election,
one striking fact becomes at once

A

7

October 1944
apparent. It is too evident that
the president of the United States
who is to serve during the chaotic
years of reconstruction and rehabilitation may be put in office
by an anachroIJ.ism in our mechanics of choosing such an official.
Forgetting partisan politicseither Democrat or Republican
may gain at the expense of the
other-we must admit that it is
still an indictment of our present
voting system to say that in a free
America the popular will may not
prevail. And this fact could easily
be true in our next election; it is
more than possible that either
Dewey or Roosevelt will be elected to the presidency without receiving a majority, or even a plurality, of the popular vote. The
probability that our next president will be chosen by the electors
and not by the people is very real.
.Because of war-time conditions
and adroit campaign plans, everything is being gambled on the
returns from only a few states,
such as New York and California
with their comparatively large
numbers of electors.
We can think of no more tragic
thing which could possibly happen. With some eleven million
men standing ready to die that
the voice of every man may be
heard, we, here at home, allow a
system that permits, or perhaps
even advocates, a minority rule.

It just does not seem to make
sense; we wash our hands of the
Nazis and Fascists, yet we allow
the few to control the many here
in America.
Times have changed since the
electoral system went into effect.
No longer do we have a populace
illiterate, or at least uneducated.
No longer do we choose electors
who vote as their judgment and
their conscience indicate. No
longer do we have masses willing,
yes, even desirous, of being led
with a ring through the nose. If
America is big enough to turn the
tide of battle, if America is big
enough to take her stand in the
writing of the peace, America is
big enough to see to it that her
leaders are elected by America.
That means the end of the electoral system.

V-E Day
HE

observance of Victory-in-

T Europe Day is being planned
by almost every wide-awake
Chamber of Commerce in the
United States. It is a foregone
conclusion that the time will
come and prophecies as to the exact day and hour are being made
by practically every columnist and
public official. In fact, this is the
latest enthusiasm, the most up-todate parlor game in our country
today.
Guesses as to the exact time

l
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vary. Some have placed it as late
as December or early 1945. Others forecast sixty days or so. The
time set by the Washington University professor who predicted
D-Day almost to the minute, is
already past. Of course, any thinking person will admit that the
German crack-up may come out
of the clear blue sky at any momenf, even though this latter sentiment is predicated almost solely
upon what happened in 1918.
The important · thing, it seems
to us, is that we in America realize that the conflict in Europe
may be with us for many months
to come. We say "may" because
the war could be over even before
this gets into print. But can we
afford to sell our enemies short?
That has been a disastrous tendency that has cost many victories.
The Nazis just may have something up Hitler's sleeve. This
something may be a plan to hold
back crack troops to cut the Allies'
supply lines in France once these
lines have become too extended.
According to newspaper reports,
this danger was recently pointed
out by Representative Martin of
Iowa, a member of the House military affairs committee. It was by
this method that Russia was able
to start the German debacle on
the Eastern front. The Nazis so
weakened themselves there by
over-extended supply lines that
the Red armies were able to break

these lines and cut off millions of
men.
We may be sure that our high
command has foreseen all such
possibilities. We know the Allies
are guarding against them. But in
spite of these facts, anything can
happen in war. If the German
people decide to fight to the last
ditch, the European war may be
a long, drawn-out affair. V-E Day
plans are perhaps a necessity. We
hope that they will not lull us into a false security.

Memorials
past few months,
D sports the
writers throughout the
URING

country have been giving much
publicity to the National Commission on Physical Fitness, a
branch of the Federal Security
Agency. It seems that this organization, which has won mt~ch support from the American Medical
association, is working diligently
for a plan to make our war memorials take the form of sports
fields, gymnasiums, or community
sports arenas.
It is the idea of this group to
make the memorial for the dead
an asset to the living. And there
is something to that thought.
Such places would afford clean
recreation to millions who will be
seeking just that. In addition, the
program would mean a stronger

October 1944
people, a nation of physically-fits.
It is probably this latter fact
which interests our American
doctors. But must this very progressive idea stop there? Would it
not be possible to create cultural
institutions as memorials for
those who died to preserve culture? Would not libraries and
museums and art institutes even
better express our debt to the
dead?
We have always felt that a mere
statue or plaque or empty edifice,
however grandiose, was not
enough. We are positive that
those who gave everything for our
cause would be more content if
they knew that these memorials,
constructed for them, would add a
bit to the civilization of man.
World War III will be avoided
only if mankind makes progress
in religion and philosophy and
education and art. What better
memorial to those who have gone
than a contribution toward the
good life to those who are here?

Peace Terms for Germany
have seldom seen anything so callous and vengeful as Secretary Morgenthau's proposal to impose a Carthaginian
peace upon Germany by reducing
it to a purely agricultural state.
The fact that it received favorable
consideration at Quebec and that

W
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it was given the green light by
Mr. Roosevelt only serves to
heighten our apprehension as to
the postwar policy of this nation
and of those with whom we are
associated. It is not now a question of whether or not Germany
deserves the fate which Mr. Morgen thau wishes to impose upon
it. Have we not been told incessantly that we are the "decent people" and that our morality is far
superior to that of our enemies?
If the tables had been turned, and
Mr. Morgenthau's plan had been
announced by Dr. Goebbels as
the postwar fate of the United
States, the cry would go up from
every corner of the land that here
we have the ultimate example of
the barbarity of the unspeakable
Nazis.
As one commentator stated, the
proposal of Secretary Morgenthau
makes one "want to resign from
the human race." It is to the everlasting credit of Cordell Hull that
he threatened to resign as Secretary of State if this plan were
adopted. It is encouraging, too,
that such responsible students of
world affairs as Walter Lippmann
and Dorothy Thompson have
raised their voices in strenuous
objection and have pleaded for
sanity and temperance in dealing
with our defeated enemies. One
might inquire parenthetically
what concern it is of the Secretary
of the Treasury to outline-and
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broadcast-a program of this kind
at all. We had always presumed
that this fell within the province
of the Department of State. Is our
foreign policy really in such a
state of hopeless confusion? Is
this the fruit of the "experience"
which we are told is such an important factor in the current
presidential campaign?
But we are chiefly dismayed by
the fact that Mr. Morgenthau's irresponsible-and utterly unworkable - proposal has undoubtedly
served to stiffen German resistance and thus to prolong the European war, at the expense of
countless American lives. It will
serve only to heighten the already

disastrous effects of the equally
irresponsible and unworkable
''unconditional surrender'' dictum
of Casablanca, and the "policy of
hate" which is gaining the ascendancy in Allied councils.
We wish that those in whose
hands rests the life or death of
millions of American boys would
give thought to that fact before
they utter words that will only
serve as grist for the enemy's mill.
And we wish, above all, that our
leaders would be actuated by
those Christian principles which
are basic to our national conscience and for the preservation
of which, we are told, this war is
being fought.
·

Pax
What can you ask of the wind but a change or a storm,
A finger smudge on the sky and a flag of smoke,
For winds come up from the south that are sweet and warm,
And murderous northern gales with a thunder-stroke.
What can you ask of fate but the fall of the year,
The song of the summer birds remembered again,
And somewhere out of the murk of lies and fear,
The incredible birth of love in the hearts of men.
-ALLEN E. WOODALL

The

PILGRIM
"All the trumpets sounded for him on the
oth er side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y

0.

P.

KR E T

Z MA N N

the things we dreamed and talked
of when we belonged were antiworld .... It was not a question of
what the world had done to usthan which there is no more common topic at class reunions-but
what we were going to do to the
world. . . . And tarnished principles never make good pillows ....
(But not bad mirrors.) ...
But come along on a night like
this .... If you listen gently, the
disembodied voices of the stones
will come to you .... They whisper of high courage in a world of
compromise .... Strains of the De
Profundis mingle with the Trisagion .... Even a few sentences of
a Latin lecture trickle from yonder medieval rain-spout. . . . And
get tangled up with a Gaudeamus
Igitur .... Perhaps the voices will
make you sad. . . . Perhaps they
will make you jittery .... But they
must make you think .... In places
like this men dare to hew to the
line ... and don't even watch the
chips .... Without variation they
sing their songs in high degree ....

Memory in Ivy
S I write this, a tentative moon
rests on ivy that rustles reminiscently on the wall across the
quadrangle. . . . Notes from the
chapel organ quiver on the moon's
beams .... Mullioned windows ....
For the rest, a deep quiet as that
of forgotten dreams .... Weeks of
emptiness have banished from the
nooks and corners of the quad the
last echoes of hurrying feet. . . .
What is it that lives on in places
like this when every living, breathing thing has taken leave? We can
usually whip up a little temporary
Alma Mater enthusiasm for class
reunions and alumni days .... But
it must be whipped up notwithstanding .... The trouble is that
it can never be the same when
once we have gone out. . . . We
come back, not as we left, but as
the world has made us. . .. And
the world always comes along ....
To sit down at midnight where it
has no business .... And to look
over our shoulder at something
it does not understand . . . . For

A
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Despite the consciousness that the
world will rewrite them in a lower
key .... Matthew Arnold once said
that a place like this was a home
of lost causes. . . . That broken
and bruised dreams came here to
rest. . . . But these are the only
causes that are finally not lost ... .
Their warp is of the eternal .. .
their woof of the infinite ....
On a night like this you may
make some irrelevant observations,
too. . . . There is no wind in the
quadrangle, but the little breezes
chase each other up and down the
vaulted arches of the entrances ....
Afraid to come in .... You notice
how the students walk. . . . No
grass grows in the angles of the
footpaths. . . . The philosophers
of Athens lost something when
they ceased being peripatetic....
What is the relation between
walking and thinking, anyway?
. . . A subject for a deep essay,
there. . . . Perhaps the Pilgrim
should be pictured in an easy
chair ... or a rocker?
Places like this have a curious
and charming way of perpetuating
customs ·of the past even though
the peculiar circumstances which
gave rise to the customs no longer
exist. . .. They say that in Christ
Church, Oxford, there were at one
time, long ago, one hundred and
one students and promptly at nine
o'clock the bell in the tower would
ring up the entire student body
with a stroke for each . . . . The

bell still rings one hundred and
one times every night . . . and at
nine o'clock. . . . But the nine
o'clock curfew is history and the
student body now numbers far
more than the hundred and one.
But we have almost lost our
way in rhe mazes and moonlight
of the quadrangle . . . . This one
happens to belong to a school that
stands for a towering religion ....
And we suspect that the voices of
the night, but barely audible now,
are only the faint echoes of the
voices of men who have gone out
into the bypaths and highpaths of
all the continents.... Crying out
to men to come and buy without
money and without price....They
walk the valleys of the world with
the reflection of Judea's hilltops
in their eyes .... Theirs is a cause
that is never lost. ...

. IL
This Thing Called Poetry
1s apparently inevitable that
a month's reading picks up
bits of fugitive verse which for
one reason or another deserve recording.... There are fashions in
poetry just as in feminine dress.
. . . Somewhere during the past
fortnight we ran across specimens
of the verses which once were recited in the eighth grade on Friday afternoons. . . . Ready?

I
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llc still, sad heart, and cease repining;
Behind the clouds is the sun still
shining,
Thy fate is the common fate of all;
Into each life some rain must fall,
Some days must be dark and dreary.

I am guilty, but do not condemn,
I took-oh, was it stealing?The bread to give to them.

Excursion .... The argument of
lines like these, still to be heard
in pulpits that have forgotten
God, has always fascinated us ....
Holy Writ uses it properly-as an
answer to the wondering questions
of men concerning pain. . . . Here
it is merely our old friend "Tu
quoque" in thin disguise .... Ordinarily this approach is used only
as the last resort of a cornered adversary: "Don't yell at me! You
are just as bad as I am." ... Curiously enough, the same argument
is supposed to be a source of comfort . . . . Has sorrow come? Are
tears welling up? ... Cheerio, the
same thing has happened, is happening, and will happen to others.
... Dubious comfort....
But we were talking about poetry .... At commencement exercises
fifty years ago no audience remained unmoved when Annabella,
resplendent in white dress and
pink ribbon, bravely recited (with
hands thrown upward and outward at the fifth line) ....

I could suffer on, alone! come for my fatherless children,
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Or
Not for myself do I come here now;

I could get no more employment;
The weather was bitter cold,
The young ones cried and shivered(Little Johnny's but four years old) So what was I to do, sir?

Helpless and starving at home;
Starving because their father
For liquor sold his life.
Thank God for the Adair Liquor
Law!
The friend of the drunkard's wife.

We no longer go in for that sort
of thing.... Too naive .... Well,
perhaps. . . . But have we made
progress? ... We pick up a volume
by v\T. H. Auden, currently the
bellwether of the younger English
poets:
But to see brave sent home
Hermetically sealed with shame
And cold's victorious wrestle
With mother metal.
A neutralizing peace
And an average disgrace
An honour to discover
For later other.

Yes, that is quoted correctly.
To say that that is an improvement over the verse in McGuffey's
reader is to admit membership in
the cult of the esoteric. . . . Or
take something that makes sense
but is full of the brave modern
spirit which has been hailed as

I
14

The CRESSET

such an advance over "Be still,
sad heart":
Our dried voices, when
We whisper together
Are quiet and meaningless
As wind in dry grass
Or rats' feet over broken glass
In our dry cellar.

That mood will pass, too .... It
is a strange thing with poetry ... .
The more we see of it, the more
we believe that the heart of it lies
in the words of Robert Lynd:
"Ultimately the worth of poetry
must be measured by its spiritual
content. Only he who has come
through some profound, soul-searing experience can write profoundly. All else is a skating on
surfaces. With infinite grace the
poet may tell of things of beauty.
But his readers will not be moved
as they are moved when the urgent
spirit of man is shown to them."

... That's .it. ... Why, for example, are we always moved by the
lines of Hilton Young, written toward the last days of 1914. . . .
He was serving with the British
Grand Fleet, and his memory
journeyed to the downs of hi~ native Wiltshire and the old town of
Ma~lborough:

I should not mind to die for them,
My own dear downs, my comrades
true,
But that great heart of Bethlehem
He died for men He never knew.
And yet, I think, at Golgotha,
As Jesus' eyes were closed in death,
They saw with love most passionate
The village street at Nazareth.

That is the greatness of true simplicity and the simplicity of true
greatness. . . . It cannot be converted into prose without almost
total loss .... And that, perhaps,
is the essence of poetry ....

A scholar surveys some typical modern verse*

Poetry Today
ALICE
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of war, the noise of
battle, the frightfulness, and,
at last, the problems of avoiding
a recurrence-these themes are seldom far from the consciousness of
these four writers.
Yvor Winters' The Giant Weapon presents a selection from what
he considers his best work of the
past fourteen years. The weapon
is one for which he sees great need
at the present time:

R

UMORS

The just man's fury and uplifted arm,
And the strong heart to keep the
weak from harm.
Odysseus, with the giant weapon
bent.

The poem in which these lines
occur was written to memorialize
E. V. McKenzie's defense of David
Lamson, unjustly accused of murder. Many others of the poems
in the collection are occasional
pieces. Winters observes in "To a
Military Rifle" that in times of
stress thought expands to public
scope:

. . . individual men
Are counted not at all.
Now life is general,
And the bewildered Muse,
Thinking what she has done
Confronts the daily news.

But even in the poems that have
little or no bearing on public
events Winters writes of general
problems, frequently metaphysical
problems. In treating them he
bears in mind the accumulation
of past thought on these subjects.
T here is an effective echo of
Donne in "The Cremation":
And where is that which made you
just?
• The Giant Weapon by Yvor Winters.
New Directions. New York, 1944. 34
pages. $i.oo
Day of Deliverance by William Rose
Benet. Alfred A. Knopf. New York,
1944. 144 pages. $2.50
Beast in View. By Muriel Rukeyser.
Doubleday, Doran and Company.
Garden City, New York, 1944. 98
pages. $2.oo
Take Them, Stranger by Babette
Deutsch. Henry Holt and Company.
New York, 1944. 72 pages. $2.00
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Which gathered light about the bone
And moved the tongue, in earth's
despite?
·
The powdered lime sinks back alone.

"The Marriage" is reminiscent of
Donne's "The Ecstasy." To discuss the excitement and the evils
of power he uses the traditional
symbol of Heracles.
The book includes several pieces
that make their effects largely
through simple description. "By
the Road to the Air-Base" begins:
The calloused grass lies hard
Against the crackling plain:
Life is a grayish stain;
The salt-marsh hems my yard.

Although the collection contains
only some thirty poems, there is
a considerable variety; there are
three lightly comic poems involving animals: "Sonnet to the
Moon," with its yellow tom-cat,
"Elegy on a Young Airdale Bitch,"
and "A Winter Evening." The
poems are brief and neat in their
form. The objectivity of the collection finds an appropriate finish
in the close of the last poem:
0 small and fair of face!
In this appalling place,
The conscious soul must give
Its life to live.

Day of Deliverance, by William
Rose Benet, is a collection of some
fifty poems directly concerning the
war. In them he illustrates Win-

ters' statement, "Now life is general"; he gives voice to the general
thought of the war years. This is
a kind of poetry that must necessarily lack subtlety, and yet it
is ·a kind that we cannot well
do without. Nations organize and
armies fight in terms of groups a
million strong as truly as in terms
of individuals, and the events of
the present time must be seen at
both focuses. Benet is no chauvinist, and if his poetry is less acute
than that of, say, Wilfred Owen
of World War I, it is largely true
as far as it goes.
The title poem, which has been
used for radio broadcasts, depicts
the average sensitive man puzzling over how the war came about,
learning country by country what
the effects of embattled fascism
are, and finally receiving a vision
of the day of victory, a vision that
introduces the eschatological motif that appears in many of the
poems:
And I saw Mankind stand in a new
and lighted land
Like a giant on the mountains. And
the stars were in his hand.

Benet has sought out a remarkable variety of verse-forms to deal
with his occasions. "The Myriad
Ghost," print~d originally in the
Marines' Leatherneck, is in short
riming lines in the style of Skelton; "The Burning Orphanage"
is a loosely rimed dialogue that is
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enriched for the reader if he is familiar with Rossetti, while "Dunkerque" certainly presupposes a
familiarity with Dante Rossetti's
"The White Ship." And not only
by poetic form but by many explicit references does Benet call
up the past. "The Middle Watch"
links the British Commandos of
today with Francis Drake; "Ben
Franklin Asks the Time" reminds
Americans of the ideals and of the
scope of the leaders in the Revolution. "Prayer for England," a
poem that has widely circulated
in that country, is a sort of popular hymn, based on a phrase
from a medieval prayer-poem; it
begins:
Tonight and every night
God save England!

"Men of the Hurricane" follows
the swing of Kipling's "Ballad of
East and West." The narrative
"The Strong Swimmer" is told
in simple quatrains. Then there
are contemplative poems in blank
verse and in free verse. "The Miracle of the Beaches" is written in
a short tail-rimed stanza that by
its frustrated rhythm enforces the
grimness of the situation.
Winters' remark that the Muse
now "confronts the daily news" is
borne out literally in several of
Benet's poems, for he opens them
with epigraphs taken from news
stories by foreign correspondents.
Benet's vocabulary combines the
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journalistic, the literary archaic,
and the conversational; all of these
are customary in public speeches.
His words are seldom telling;
when they might be, they are hindered by the prevailing looseness.
The reader is occasionally delighted to come upon exact passages
like:
He gasped, "just say if I'm goin'
right!"
Yes, brother, right you are!

and
Greetings of neighbors; at night, the
lighthouse gleam.

One of his most effective passages
is the final couplet of the sonnet
"The Question":
The wretched anguished argument of
Cain
Wrung from him by the stillness of
the slain

and one might question whether
this might not be still better in
octosyllabic lines. On the whole
Benet's poems are interesting as
literature and rousing as alertes
to action.
Muriel Rukeyser's Beast in View
is much more introspective than
either of the preceding collections.
The title is taken from Dryden's
All, all of a piece throughout;
Thy chase had a beast in view;
Thy wars brought nothing about;
Thy lovers were all untrue.
'Tis well an old age is out,
And time to begin a new.
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In general the poems are concerned with building for the individual a new life and for the
world a new world. Since she desires to present subtleties of feeling, Miss Rukeyser, in contrast to
Benet, writes with original wordcombinations and quickly-changing images. The book opens with
a series of poems entitled "Ajanta," in which the writer attempts
to get rid of the falsities of her
former life. Several poems follow
that present a state of waiting,
waiting for a new meaning. One
of the best of these, "Darkness Music," recalls Laforgue, the French
symbolist to whom Eliot and many
other twentieth-century poets admit indebtedness; it closes with
the lines:
Here overflown by bells
Black altitudes,
And my wild bed turns slowly
among the stars.

In the problems that she deals
with Miss Rukeyser is chiefly concerned with the solutions that
women may make. One of her
most powerful short poems is
"Drunken Girl," in which she
builds on some images of Yeats'.
"Wreath of Women" is more discursive; "Who in One Lifetime,"
a poem of female frustration in
time of war, lacks sufficiently cogent imagery. In the realm of the
male, however, there is "Madboy's
Song," with its haunting refrain,

Fly down, Death: Call me:

and "The Minotaur," which compares favorably with Ralph Hodgson's "The Bull':
Trapped, blinded, led; and in the
end betrayed
Daily by new betrayals as he stays
Deep in his labyrinth, shaking and
going mad.

Although none of these poems
are journalistic, some are in a
more general vein. There is a series on Mexico, in which she gives
her impressions of scenes and customs. These are excellent in their
accuracy; she writes of evening in
a plaza:
And seen the green enter the evening
sky,
Reluctant yellow come and the Cathedral
Unfold in roseAnd stood under that rose of stone,
remembering rose
Spattered in feasts of rockets ...

"Letter to the Front" is made up
of poems dealing explicitly with
the present war and with its prelude, the civil war in Spain, the
early part of which Miss Rukeyser
experienced directly. In general
these poems reflect a mood of
weariness; the final one, however,
calls upon women to rise and
build against the recurrence of
war. The last poems in the collection are a series of four elegies,
constructed on a large frame and
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presenting the desolation of various groups:
I hear your cries, you little voices of
children
swaying wild, nightlost, in black fields
calling.

The poems in Miss Deutsch's
collection, Take Them, Stranger,
are less chaotic but also less ambitious than Miss Rukeyser's. The
book includes many charming descriptive pieces:
Sunrise tumbling in like a surf, of
flowers.
The foam rose petals, curling thousands, lightly crumbling
Away into light.

But of those poems that pretend
to deal with problems, some are

19

little more than vers de societe,
finished, surprising, but lacking accumulated significance. The horror of current world events is not
presented very effectively in the
opening poem, "History," by symbols from the nursery. "To My
Son," apparently autobiographical, is pathetic but undistinguished. A better poem to a son is
"Prospect," which is built on the
idea that the boy's wife will yearn
backward toward the years of his
life before she knew him, whereas
the mother, who knows these,
yearns forward toward that part
of his life that will follow her own
death. Probably the best poem in
the boqk is "Solitude." In poems
like these last two Miss Deutsch
achieves something of the vibrancy of Virginia Woolf.

THE
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--------------------------------------~----------------WHEN JOHNNY COMES
MARCHING HOME
£During World War I a certain
~song became popular, and, as
wartime songs so often do, it
gave expression to a universal sentiment: "When Johnny Comes
Marching Home." Well, Johnny
came marching home at last from
the war that was to end all wars.
But after 25 years of uneasy peace
Johnny went off to another and
more terrible war, and once again
with eager and yearning hearts his
friends and loved ones at home
are singing, "When Johnny Comes
Marching Home."
Now it seems, at long last, that
Johnny may be marching home
before so very long. V-Day, at least
in the European war zone, is
looming ever higher on the horizon of our hopes. And, for that
matter, many a Johnny-over a
million, in fact-has already come

home, discharged from the services because of wounds or illness
or age or some other valid cause.
And when Johnny comes marching home, what will he be like,
what will he expect, what can we
do for him?
First, let's take a look at Johnny
himself, so that we know what to
expect when he comes marching
home. He will, in most cases, not
be the same Johnny who left home
two or three years ago. He left as
a carefree boy; he will come back
as a grim and battleworn man.
He will have aged beyond his
years. He will have seen life at its
unspeakable worst. He will have
lived months on end in grime and
misery and blood. He will have
learned the meaning of terror and
despair-and death.
One desire has been uppermost
in Johnny's mind and heart during the long and weary days of his
20
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absence: the desire to get home.
Wherever he may be, and whatever he may be doing, he wants to
finish the job quickly, so that he
may get home sooner. A war correspondent, recently returned
from the battlefront, reports:
"Thinking about it and talking
about it, they have built up homecoming in their minds to a point
where it compares roughly with
entering into Paradise."
Thus, Johnny has by this time
probably conjured up an idealized picture of home. He doesn't
fully realize that things may not
be quite as he pictured them,
and that the places and people
he knew may have changed from
what they used to be and from
what he expects to find. An army
psychologist puts it this way:
Absence not only makes the heart
grow fonder, but it makes the mental
image grow more vague and beautiful. The soldier from some little
crossroads town, for example, may
remember it as something pretty
grand; but when he gets back, perhaps after seeing Rome, it is likely
to look strangely unimpressive. And
his girl friend may not look quite as
glamorous as he remembers she used
to be, either.

It's up to the folks at home,
therefore, to help Johnny in his
transition from war to peace, to
smooth the way of his homecoming and to ease the shock of
the new and unfamiliar life into
which he will suddenly be thrust.

We'll have to be tactful and very
patient with Johnny. We'll have
to develop a "cordial tolerance"
of the new ways and attitudes that
he may have acquired while he
was in uniform. When his nerves
are jangled and his mood is depressed-we'll just have to understand. He'll "come out of it"
all right-if we give him a chance.
We believe Johnny will appreciate this kind of solution to his
personal problem of readjustment
much more than that of Mrs.
Anna Rosenberg, a White House
confidante, who, after a flying trip
to France, came back with the
recommendation that, before our
servicemen are discharged, they
be put through a program of reorientation to the amenities of civilized living. The brutalizing experiences of war, she asserts, will
have made them unfit for an immediate return to civilian life.
Johnny will not like that. ·

~
HE WANTS TO
BE HIMSELF
~ And now Johnny is coming
~home, wan and weary, and
wearing his service ribbons and
his silver campaign stars. He'll be
self-conscious about those ribbons,
and especially about those stars.
He'd much rather not wear them;
they make him conspicuous-and
he hates to be conspicuous. And
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so, let's not add to his discomfort.
Let's not lionize him or make a
hero out of him. He doesn't want
to be a hero-he just wants to be
a normal fellow again.
There's something else, too. You
may be curious about those battle
stars that he's wearing. But if you
feel like asking him how he
earned them, or what he went
through to get them-don't. Johnny doesn't want to talk about
those things. He wants desperate! y to forget them. Don't ask him
to relive those days, just to gratify
your curiosity.
A young marine, discharged
from the service after two years
in the South Pacific, had this to
say about his homecoming experience:
People made me feel like a oneman parade. They gushed, and gooed,
and made speeches at me. Even my
draft board, when I notified them
of my new status, talked like a bunch
of Fourth of July orators. People
wouldn't let me take my share of the
checks. An old lady insisted on holding a door open for me, instead of
letting me hold it for her, because
I had "been through so much." It
all made me feel so self-conscious
that I got the jitters. I felt as if there
were a conspiracy to keep me from
doing the one thing I wanted-which
was to get back to being myself in
normal, ordinary life.

Let's see that Johnny gets his
chance!

HOW WILL HE FEEL
ABOUT RELIGION?
How will Johnny be from the
spiritual
standpoint when he
•
comes marching home? A prominent churchman has aptly observed that war makes a man more
intensely what he was before. If
he went into the war a scoffer, or
immoral, or profane, war will have
hardened him in those ways. But
the converse also holds true. If,
before he went in, he loved God
a little, he will have learned to
love Him a lot; if he used to pray
once in a while, he will have
learned to pray often; if his Christian ideals and principles seemed
abstract and remote to him before, he will have come to see in
them the only sure foundation of
life and the only anchor of his
hope.
This war has not brought-nor
will it bring-a genuine religious
revival. History teaches that no
war ever has. The Church should
not expect war to do for people
what the Church itself, in normal
times, ought to have done. But, at
the same time, many a Christian
boy will emerge from the war
deepened in his Christian experience, fortified in his faith, and inbued with new zeal for his religious convictions.
In a caustic artitle, "A Soldier Looks at the Church," in
the October, 1944, issue of Harper's, Chaplain Russell C. Stroup
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concedes that the soldier "is, in a
sense, concerned with religion. In
fact, it is one of his favorite topics
of conversation. . . . His faith is
far greater than his knowledge." ,
One need not fully agree with the
chaplain's scathing denunciation
of the Church to admit that there
is a distressing amount of truth
in his portrayal of the Church's
lost opportunities for constructive
spiritual service. His bitter words
should give us pause as we prepare to welcome Johnny home.
The Christian Century, in its
issue of August 25, 1943, states
editorially:
One fears not so much that there
will be atheists in foxholes as that
some of the men who come out of
the foxholes after seeing their comrades die in them will find no way to
keep the faith that they found in the
face of desperate danger.

Here, then, is where the Christian Church must bring into play
the full resources of its quicken-'
ing Gospel and of wise pastoral
counsel. The Church, more than
any other agency, is in a position
to help Johnny readjust himself
into the pattern of normal, peacetime living, to heal the inner
wounds that he will bring home
from war, and to build up his spiritual resources. As business and
government grapple these days
with the immense problems of industrial and economic reconversion, the Church must face this
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still greater and more vital task
of spiritual reconversion.
Johnnywill expect certain things
of his Church when he comes
marching home. The well-known
Protestant leader, Dr. Bernard Iddings Bell, in discussing this matter in the January, 1944, issue of
Harper's, declares that the Church
must cultivate three attitudes in
dealing with the returning veterans: simplicity, sincerity, and sympathy.
Johnny will expect simplicity,
for one thing, of his Church. His
wartime experiences will have reinforced his sense of spiritual values, and so he will be impatient
with the trimmings, the fol-derol, the commercialism, the intricate machinery, that clutter up so
much of our modern church life.
He will want none of what Chaplain Stroup calls "the pathetic
pipings of pitiful prophets." He
will want to hear a forthright
spiritual message; he will want
the Church's emphasis to be altogether spiritual; he will want his
Church to show him "the blazing
centrality of God in Christ" -in
its preaching, in its program, in
its common life.
What is more, he will expect
sincerity of his Church and of its
members. In a foxhole, or on a
life-raft, or amid the rain of shot
and shell, religion is reduced to
its bare essentials. And so Johnny
will have no patience with the
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artificial, mechanical type of religion that we so of ten find in
our churches. He will have learned
that there is more to religion
than me{ely "going through the .
motions," rattling off our formal
prayers, dropping our dimes into
the offering plate, and putting on
our Sunday clothes. He has found
that that kind of religion doesn't
stand up under fire, and he is
pretty sure that it won't stand up
on the home front, either.
And then, too, Johnny will expect sympathy of his Church. Not
pity. Johnny doesn't want to be
pitied-even though he comes
home bearing the wounds and
disfigurements of battle. In fact,
especially not then! But he will
want and need sympathy in the
true meaning of that word"fellow-feeling." A genuine concern for his needs, a real interest
in his future, a true understanding
of his attitudes and emotions, a
willingness to help in healing the
inner scars that he has brought
home from war. The Church
must be in the world "a colony
of Heaven" in which Johnny can
see its preaching working out in
practice.

WHAT CAN THE
CHURCH DO?
.AAnd now, what will the
~Church have to offer him?
There is no more important ques-

tion facing the Church today.
The answer had better be right.
The Church has done much for
Johnny while he has been away;
why should it suddenly drop this
interest when he returns home?
The fact that many church agencies, working either independently or in conjunction with State or
civic organizations, are already
hard at work on Johnny's problem indicates that we can hope
for a constructive, intelligent answer-a truly Christian answeron the part of the Church.
When Johnny comes marching
home, he has a right to expect a
welcome from his home churcha welcome displayed by pastor
and members alike, through a
friendly visit, a cordial letter, a
spirit of genuine warmth. Johnny
ought to be given-without delay
-a definite part in the congregational program: a part in the
choir, a chance to work on some
young people's project, a Sunday
school class to teach, or a job in
the Men's Club-whatever appeals to him most. The Church
should keep him busy, make him
feel that he has an important part
to play and that he is really needed in its life and program.
The Church ought to help
Johnny, too, in his personal problems of readjustment into civilian
life by the appointment of a servicemen's welfare committee that
will work together with the ap-
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propriate community and civic
agencies. The "G.I. Bill of Rights,"
passed by Congress some months
ago, offers the returning servicemen many facilities and opportunities in the way of employment,
education, financial aid, insurance, and other services. The
local church, through such a committee, can assist Johnny to avail
himself of the maximum benefits
of this bill.
Chaplain Alfred Klausler, in a
well-written pamphlet entitled,
"When Peace Comes," observes
that "there is an acute interrelation between a man's economic
and spiritual welfare," and goes
on to say:
The State will have such gigantic
problems that the individual will be
lost somewhere in the files of a central agency. Then the Church should
have a ready solution. Let the
Church, locally at first, know who the
returned servicemen are. Does Sgt.
Joe Doakes have a job awaiting him?
His family, a wife and a child, attend
church. Is the Church concerned
about that returned sergeant's future? VVhere can the sergeant get a
job? Let's say the ex-sergeant was a
shop-mechanic. vvm his former employer rehire him or has the business
been washed out? Does the Church
know? The Church should have a
list of all such available jobs so that
ex-Sergeant Doakes need not wander
from shop to shop hunting a job.
Some will say that local or national or military agencies will take
care of ex-Sergeant Doakes. It will
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be a well-organized local community
indeed that will have information
available for the job-hunting soldier.
But what community is thoroughly
organized? If the community is not
organized, then the local church
should take the initiative in effecting such an organization which will
re-establish Doakes as a wage-earner
in his community.

Chaplain Klausler also cites the
example of a rural Lutheran
church in Iowa that has sent this
questionnaire to all its men in
service:
Do you in tend to return to our
parish after the war?
2. Have you a job waiting for you?
3. VVould you like to find work on
some farm?
4. Do you look forward to farming
in our community?
5. Do you have any suggestions?
1•

The servicemen are then as- •
sured that all those who desire it
will be given the opportunity to
farm in that community after the
war. The church members will see
to that. And the servicemen from
that congregation won't soon forget how their Church h_as helped
them. Hence, the chaplain concludes, "The G.I. Bill and the
Church can be made to work together harmoniously to the ultimate benefit of the man and the
growth of the Kingdom."
Attention should be drawn,
also, to the far-reaching educational opportunities which the
government is offering under the
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G.I. Bill. The plan recently announced by Valparaiso University
offers an outstanding example of
how church-related colleges can
provide an effective and well-balanced program especially geared
to meet the educational needs of
the returning veteran.
The local church can help keep
Johnny's interest, too, by developing a program of cultural activities-handicraft, music, dramatics,
and other hobbies of various
kinds. The young people's group
can provide an athletic and recreational program that will give
him an outlet for his energies.
The parish hall should be kept
open at least several nights a week
so that Johnny and his friends can
come there to spend some leisure
hours in recreation, handicraft,
reading, and the like-all within
the embrace of the Church. The
Church must make Johnny realize
that it has his welfare at heart not
only on Sunday morning, but all
through the week. He should be
able to look to his Church for
constructive guidance in working
out not only his spiritual problems, but his social and economic
problems as well.

~
WHEN JOHNNY WON'T
COME MARCHING
~"When Johnny comes march~ing home"-but in some cases

Johnny won't come marching
home. He'll be brought home on
a stretcher or come hobbling
home on crutches. Our hospitals
and sanatoria will be filled for
years to come with those who bear
in their bodies or minds the shattering results of battle.
The government has made excellent provision for the medical,
surgical, and hospital care of its
ex-servicemen. At present there
are in operation 93 veterans' administration facilities; it is estimated that these services will be
required by 300,000 disabled veterans by the end of the war. The
Army has developed a reconditioning program for those who
are most seriously disabled-the
blind, the deaf, and those who
have undergone amputations.
But this program will be incomplete without the healing ministry of religion. The Church must
develop a continuing program of
Christian welfare and spiritual rehabilitation in behalf of the Johnny who is brought home physically handicapped, or mentally sick,
or emotionally shattered. The
good that can be done by a large
and well-trained corps of hospital
chaplains is beyond calculation.
It's up to the Church to make sure
that our disabled Johnny doesn't
become the "forgotten man" of
World War II.
"When Johnny comes marching home"-but many a Johnny
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will never come home again. He
is sleeping forever in an alien
grave; he has given the last full
measure of devotion. Well, this
Johnny has a mother, or wife, or
sweetheart at home. Their world
has crashed. We can help them rebuild it. It only takes a spirit of
thoughtfulness, a word of comfort
-and a generous measure of love.
And because Johnny hasn't come
home, that means that the rest of
us must carry on in his stead, and
work just that much harder for
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our Christian and American
ideals. He would want that. We
must keep faith with him.
In the majority of our churches
there hangs a service flag, with a
star for every member in service.
That flag should not be taken
down on the day that peace is declared. That flag ought not to
come down until every person
represented on the flag is accounted for: safe in the fold of his family and his Church-or safe in the
arms of God.

Here in the Sunshine
Here in the sunshine I am full of darkness
As the world is full of murder and hope of lust,
And the seas are full of death and pagan thunder,
And spores of hatred from the yellow mushrooms
Growing on death out of the ancient world
Of ancient hatreds groping for terrible weapons ...
Here in the sunshine, where the birds shall twitter
And talk of going south again, we wonder,
Asking the age-old riddles of beauty and pain.
-ALLEN E. WooDALL

r
AND MUSIC MAKERS
Music and Sleep
BY WALTER

.l\ Haveyoueverfallenasleepdur;· ing a concert? It's not always a
disgrace to do so. Sometimes singers or players are so indescribably
incompetent that a pleasant little
catnap affords the concert-goer a
welcome escape from needless torment; sometimes a composition is
so unutterably vapid that a sojourn in the arms of Morpheus
brings relief from unnecessary suffering. Furthermore, it often happens that men, women, or children-mostly men-are dragged to
concerts against their will. Would
you censure them for sleeping
during the performances-especially if, like rabbits, they sleep with
their eyes open? Naturally snoring-and the peculiar type of whistling that frequently goes with
snoring-is taboo. It disturbs your
neighbors. Critics, of course, must
always resist every temptation to
indulge in a nap during the course
of a concert. No matter how un-
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speakable the performance or the
music may be, they must remain
awake-or pretend to remain
awake. They have their consolation when they report in cold
print that the artist-so calleddoled out sleeping potions or that
the music-so called-was highly
soporific in character.
Perhaps you've heard the endlessly repeated tale about Haydn's
Surprise Symphony. An old gentleman, it's said, had the habit of
going to sleep during Haydn's
concerts. Since it would have been
impolite and indiscreet to upbraid
the fellow in public, the composer, so the story goes, decided to
resort to another method of rousing the culprit from his slumber.
Haydn inserted a crashing chord
into the slow movement of his
Symphony No. 94) in G Major.
This was to be a surprise-a surprise which would teach the
sleepyhead to mend his annoying
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ways. Nowadays we don't regard
that much-discussed surprise as
very surprising. In fact, it sounds
rather mild to us and not at all
loud enough to awaken anyone
from sound sleep.
It's necessary to add, however,
that the tale about the origin of
the Surprise Chord has almost as
many variations as the movement
in which it occurs. Some say that
Haydn wanted to startle an old
gentleman; others report that he
had a group of sleepyheaded women in mind. What did the composer himself declare when he heard
the story? Well, he denied it. In
the course of his career Haydn
had learned to be diplomatic, and
competent diplomats, you know,
have the habit of resorting to
prompt denials whenever the
proper occasion arises. Haydn said
that it had been his intention to
surprise his audience by putting
something new into his symphony. "The first Allegro of my symphony," he stated, "was received
with countless 'Bravos'; but enthusiasm rose to its highest pitch
after the Andante with the drumstroke. 'Ancoral Ancoral' was
cried out on all sides, and Pleyel
himself complimented me on my
idea." One of Haydn's biographers reports that,he paid the composer a visit shortly after the completion of the Surprise Symphony
and listened with great interest to
a piano-version of the Andante.
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After striking the Surprise Chord
Haydn exclaimed in a gleeful
manner, "The women will cry out
here!" Whatever the unadulterated historical truth may be, we
usually think about a sleeper-or
sleepers-when we listen to the
slow movement of the Surprise
Symphony. The composition has
at least a legendary connection
with slumber.
I'm sure, has counted
N oorone,listed
the millions of
cradle songs that have been improvised or written since the beginning of time. What's more, no
one would ever be rash enough to
undertake such a task. The
rhythm and the melodic contour
of most lullabies, I suppose, suggest the rocking of a cradle. Some
are clumsy; some are entrancingly
graceful. Think of the marvelous1y beautiful cradle songs by Johannes Brahms and Franz Schubert. They're imperishable masterpieces. If you're a capable pianist, you'll never tire of playing
Chopin's wonderful "Berceuse."
An enthusiastic listener once
asked the late Fannie Bloomfield
Zeisler why her reading of Chopin's charming cradle song seemed
to be far more impressive than
performances of the same composition by many other famous pianists. "Perhaps," the renowned artist responded, "it's because I'm a
mother."
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What Makes Greatness

f\Benjamin Godard (1849-1895)
-·was a prolific composer; but
would anyone call him great? You
wouldn't mention him in the
same breath with Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, Schubert, or Chopin, would you? Nevertheless, the
name Godard will remain immortal in the history of music. Why?
Because of the bewitching and
omnipresent "Berceuse" which occurs in Godard's long-since-forgotten opera entitled Jocelyn.
Who hasn't heard that unforgettable "Berceuse"? It has been presented to us in hundreds of vocal
and instrumental arrangements.
Sometimes it's manhandled with
merciless cruelty; yet it continues
to hold its head high. The appeal
of the "Berceuse" is just as potent
today as it was when Godard gave
Jocelyn to the public. What's the
measuring-stick for true greatness
anyway? Must one produce five,
ten, fifteen, or twenty masterpieces
to be known as a great composer;
or will a single masterpiece-a
masterpiece like the "Berceuse"
from Jocelyn-suffice? Yes, it's easy
to sneer at Godard's "Berceuse,"
it's easy to speak of the little work
as worm-eaten and shopworn, and
it's easy to damn it with faint
praise; but it's far from easy to
write a composition as fine as that
"Berceuse." Fortunately, great
music has an ingrained strength
-a strength which enables it to

survive the shallow and flippant
strictures of blase critics and
would-be critics. In the opinion
of many, Godard's "Berceuse" is
a precious jewel. It's your privilege, of course, to hold to a conviction radically different. Let
taste be the arbiter. But it would
be tragically wrong to overlook
the cold fact that the taste of millions of men, women, and children-musicians and non-musicians-is, and always has been, favorably disposed toward Godard's
well-known "Berceuse."
There's a glowingly beautiful
"Berceuse" in Stravinsky's The
Fire Bird. It's entirely different in
design and in workmanship from
Chopin's and Godard's compositions with the same title; but it's
laden with rich melodic beauty.
One of the princesses in the Russian fairy tale on which the ballet
is based is lulled to sleep to guard
her from the evil designs of the
ogre Kas tchel.
Sleep of ten brings dreams.
Think of Berlioz' Symphonie Fantastique. The composer says:
A young musician of morbid sensibility and ardent imagination poisons himself with opium in a fit of
amorous despair. The narcotic dose,
too weak to result in death, plunges
him into a heavy sleep accompanied
by the strangest visions, during which
his sensations, sentiments, and recollections are translated in his sick
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brain into musical thoughts and images. The beloved woman herself has
become for him a melody, like a fixed
idea which he finds and hears everywhere.

The young musician is none
other than Berlioz himself, who
was madly in love with the Irish
actress, Henrietta Smithson.
The first part of the masterfully
scored Symphonie Fantastique has
to do with "Dreams, Passions."
Then the lover "sees his beloved
at a ball, in the midst of the tumult of a brilliant fete." Next
there's the "Scene in the Fields."
On a summer evening "two shepherds playing a Ranz-des-vaches
in alternate dialogue" bring calm
and hope into his heart; but "she
appears once more," and "he is
agitated with painful presentiments." A "M~rch to the Scaffold"
follows. The lover "dreams that
he has killed his beloved, that he
is condemned to death and led to
execution." Finally there's the
weird "Walpurgisnight's Dream,"
the witches' Sabbath. Throughout
the work one hears again and
again the theme of the belovedthe idee fixe. "Strange to say,"
wrote Berlioz, "the image of the
loved one never comes into his
mind without the accompaniment
of a musical thought in which he
finds the characteristic grace and
nobility attributed by him to his
beloved."
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f'iln Tchaikovsky's Nutcracker
•. Suite-derived from the ballet
entitled The Nutcracker and
based on a fairy tale, The Nutcracker and the Mouse King, from
the pen of E. T. A. HoffmannMarie, who has eaten much more
than her fill of Christmas dainties
and, sad to say, has broken her
nutcracker, falls asleep and
dreams that her sweets, toys, and
dolls come to life and make merry.
Her broken nutcracker appears as
Nutcracker, the Prince of Fairyland. After listening to an "Overture Miniature" the little girl sees
an "Arabian Dance," a "Dance of
the Sugarplum Fairy," and a wild
Russian "Trepak." Then there's
a delightful little "March." Next
Marie is enthralled by a "Chinese
Dance," a "Dance of the Flutes,"
and a "Waltz of the Flowers."
Tchaikovsky wrote another
ballet dealing with sleep. It's
called Sleeping Beauty.
Who doesn't thrill to the sublime beauty of the "Dream Pantomime" in Engelbert Humperdinck's Hansel und Gretel, and
who will deny that the "Song of
the Sandman," in the same opera,
is filled with irresistible charm?
In Debussy's The Afternoon of
a Faun-called a Prelude-"a simple, sensuous, passionate being
wakens in the forest at daybreak
and tries to recall his experience
of the previous afternoon." After
recollections and ruminations of
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many kinds the faun "curls 'himself up again, after worshiping the
efficacious star of wine, that he
may pursue the dubious ecstasy
into the more hospitable boscages
of sleep." There's magic in the
subtly made score of The Afternoon of a Faun. The work was inspired by a poem written by Stephane Mallarme.
Sleep-walking plays a decisive
part in Vincenzo Bellini's opera,
La Sonnambula (The Somnambulist). The tale is ridiculous; the
music is delightful.
Giuseppe Tartini's (1692-1770)
Devil's Trill Sonata was inspired
by a dream. The famous composer-violinist wrote:
One night, in 1713, I dreamt that I
had made a compact with the Devil,
who promised to be at my service on
all occasions. At last I thought I
would offer my violin to the Devil;
to my great astonishment I heard

him play a solo so singularly beautiful . . . that it surpassed all the
music I had ever heard or conceived
in the whole course of my life. . . .
The violence of the sensation awoke
me; instantly I seized my violin in
the hopes of remembering some portion of what I had heard. But in vain.
The work which this dream suggested ... is doubtless the best of all my
compositions.

The slumber motif in Wagner's Ring, particularly in Die
Walkilre, is impressive in its proper context. Wagnerpho bes undoubtedly speak of it as soporific
so far as they themselves are concerned; Wagnerphiles-and their
number is growing from day to
day-wouldn't think of dozing
during the magnificent scene in
which Wotan puts Briinnhilde to
sleep on a rocky mountain fastness
and surrounds her with the magic
fire.

RECENT RECORDINGS
Partita No.
3 for Unaccompanied Violin, transcribed for the piano by Sergei
Rachmaninoff. Sergei Rachmaninoff, pianist.-Pianism of the highest order. The transcription does
not lay violent hands on the spirit
of Bach's great Partita. Victor disc
11-8607. $1.05.

JOHANN SEBASTIAN BACH.

Concerto No.
4, in G Minor, Op. 40. Sergei Rach-

SERGEI RACHMANINOFF.

maninoff, pianist, and the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra under Eugene Ormandy.-Magnificent
pianism; a superbly balanced orchestral background; a composition full of meat. Victor Album
972. $4·73·
SEBASTIAN BACH. Double
Concerto in D Minor. Yehudi
Menuhin and Georges Enesco, violinists, with an orchestra conducted
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'The Duerer World
"Re1ne112ber that the sight of things is -not their only
substance. Their being gives them all their dignity-

not what we hapjJen to see of them."
LBRECHT DUERER

was born on May

21,

I

47 I in Ni.irnberg.

A At the beginning he worked with his father as an apprentice in the latter's goldsmith shop. Tiring of this he began to
study under the foremost artist of Ni.irnberg, Michael Wohlgemuth. ·w hen he was nineteen years old he began his famous
travels. He stayed for a considerable time in Basie and may
even have reached Venice. By i494 he returned home, married
and became an established leader in the art world of his time.
For ten years he painted Altar pictures and portraits, and
then, in order to give his work a wider circulation , he turned
to etching and wood-cutting. At the end of
to Venice and remained until
1521

i 505

he returned

From July,

1520

to July

he worked in the_Netherlands. On April 6,

1528

he died

1507.

'i n Ni..irnberg.
In the picture of the " Prodigal Son" ( 1) , Duerer has reached
the greatest heights. Rembrandt has in terpretecl the story in
an entirely different way. Eduard von Gebhardt has brought
the prodigal back to his father in a comfortable XVI Century
living room. Even Max Dasis and Alexander Brendel bring
nothing but despair into the picture. But in Duerer you feel
the real heart of the parable-the Prodigal Son has folded his
hands and is looking heavenward-and now he is ready to
arise and go to his father.

The Prodigal Son ( 1497)

Battle of St. Michael and His Angels with the Dragon (1498)

l

Jesus Appearing to Mary Magdalene on the Morning of
the Resurrection (1508)

1

'
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.

Knight, Death and the Devil (1513)

l

St. Jerome in His Cell (1514)

1

Philip Melanchthon (1526)
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by Pierre Monteux.-Two of the
great violinists of our time join
forces with an excellent orchestra
under a famous conductor to give
an enthralling performance of a
stirring work. Victor Album 932.
$2.63.

Duet in E
Flat for Viola and 'Cello (Duett
mit zwei A ugengliisern ). William
Primrose, violinist, and Emanuel

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN.
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Feuermann, 'cellist.-A delightful
work in a humorous vein. The
reading rises to lofty peaks of artistry. Victor disc 11-8620. $1.05.

Sonata for Organ and Strings. E. Power Biggs,
organist, and the Arthur Fiedler
Sinfonietta.-The music is full of
limpid beauty; the performance is
excellent. Victor disc 10-1105. Seventy-nine cents.

ARCANGELO CORELLI.

A Star Pinned High
You ask me with a laughter
To unbolt for you some brighter star
From a broad sky-rafter,
And lay it where your treasures are.
Do you know how starlight seats
Or how it must be cooled with tears?
HELEN MYRTIS LANGE

/

READ NOT TO CONTRADICT AND CONFUTE-NOR TO BELIEVE
AND TAKE FOR GRANTED-BUT TO WEIGH AND CONSIDER

All unsigned reviews are by members of the staff

The American Way

The sub-title of Mr. Beard's book
is "Conversations on Fundamentals"
and in his introduction he amplifies
the title by announcing the subject
of the book as "The Republic, Under Our Constitution." The author
has cast his chapters into dialogue
form and, it must be said, with great
literary skill. One has not read the
book long before one recognizes the
socratic method. As when Mr. Beard
addresses one of his characters thus:

THE REPUBLIC. By Charles A.
Beard. The Viking Press, New
York, 1943. 365 pages. $3.00.
HEN

this book was first pub-

lished late in 1943 it was at
W
once recognized as a notable contribution to the discussion of the American Constitution. It received front
page notice in the press a little later
when it was listed among the books
of which distribution to the armed
forces overseas had been prohibited
by a government order. More recently a relaxation of this order has
been reported and, as a result, Mr.
Beard's book may now be read by
the service men overseas. The reviewer has gone through Mr. Beard's book
rather carefully and fails to find in
these chapters anything that could be
charged with partisan views or with
an anti-administration bias, unless
we have reached the point when a
discussion of the Constitution and of
the political teachings of the American founders is interpreted as propaganda directed against the political
forces now controlling ·w ashington.

You have expressed an idea, Mr.
Whiteworth, which has wide currency
among men of your class. I should like
to explore it with you. If I could ask
you some questions and get your answers, we might bring our opinions to
a head and see what it is we agree
upon ana differ about. You are not
an anarchist, are you?
Whileworth: Heavens, No! How did
you get that notion? Why do you ask
such a foolish question?
Beard: I just wanted to get that out
of the way. I now know that you believe in some kind of government for
the United States. Next, I ask, What
kind of government?
And so on until we agree with one
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of the characters, close to the end of
the book:
I suspect Beard of trying to lead us,
especially Whiteworth and Walker, all
around through the tortuous course of
history and petty details, for the purpose of tripping us up, tying us in
knots, breaking down our assurance,
forcing us to define our words, frightening us into believing that something
heroic would have to be done to create
what he calls an economic underwriting. It is a kind of game borrowed from
old Socrates and dressed up in an
American garb, that is, with less theory
and more facts. Anyway, it worked pretty
well.

The author has had long years of
preparation for the task set in The
Republic. He has written books on
the interpretation of the Constitution and on Jeffersonian Democracy,
but now for the first time sets himself
the objective of analyzing the fundamental ideas of our American charter as an operation absolutely necessary to any fruitful and effective consideration of vital issues in our Republic. He regards it as "a task of
civilization, supreme over all others"
that we "preserve the idea of constitutional processes and keep it anchored firmly in the minds and affections of succeeding generations."
A large part of the book is.. devoted
to minute exploration of the meanings of the primary words we use in
discussing public affairs, not excluding such words as democracy, justice,
general welfare, religious liberty, the
power ot government. The book is of
permanent value for the remarkable
quotations from The Federalist, from
the writings of Washington, Jefferson, and Hamilton, from some of the
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less familiar addresses of Lincoln, in
which the very essence of the American conception of government is seL
forth. In a section too long for quotation here, taken from an address by
Abraham Lincoln, delivered from the
North portico of the White House
on the night of November 10, two
days after the election, Mr. Beard
finds "the whole philosophy of American self-government in peace and
war." Elsewhere he urges the constant fear and distrust which should
be ours in the face of political power,
as expressed (either by Hamilton or
Madison) in The Federalist. Possibly the powers that be, in stigmatizing
the book as a partisan document, had
in mind this same passage, characterized by the following extract:
The great security against a gradual
concentration of the several powers in
the same department, consists in giving
to those who administer each department the necessary constitutional means
and personal motives to resist the encroachments of the others . . . , . Ambition must be made to counteract ambition. The interest of the man must be
connected with the constitutional rights
of the place. It may be a reflection on
human nature, that such devices should
be necessary to control the abuses of
government. But what is government itself, but the greatest of all reflections
on human nature? If men were angels,
no government would be necessary.

Notable chapters are given to the
Freedom of Speech and Press, to Religious Liberty, and to the Critique
of the Federal System. In discussing
the latter, Mr. Beard sets forth with
great clearness the distinctive features of the parliamentary system, especially as operated in Great Britain,
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and our own presidential-congressional-judicial system. Another luminous chapter is devoted to the proposition that the Constitution by no
means intended the three branches of
government to operate with complete isolation of each of the powers,
that, on the contrary, the strength of
the system, and the check on autocracy, consists in the ingenious manner in which the founders of the republic so defined the powers of Congress, of the President, and of the
Supreme Court, that through jealous
self-interest each would see that their
powers would not be invaded and
that none of the departments ever
seize dominant power over the others.
This chapter (Power and the Control of Power) is one of the finest in
the book.
In a sense, we have in Charles A.
Beard's The Republic an answer to
Henry Wallace's Whose Constitution?
Yet it is not a doctrinaire defense of
political conservatism but an interpretation of Government under a
Constitution such as Hamilton and
Madison would subscribe to if they
were living in our age. The author
comes down to bed-rock in the exploration of his subject when he reduces the whole doctrine of democracy and rights to the fundamental
moral standards of society. Unless
this be the guiding principle of our
political life "the matured will of an
undoubted and persistent majority
large enough to amend the Constitution will prevail in the long run, unless checked by revolutionary resistance. According to this principle, the
voters could vote themselves a despotism and perhaps force the acqui-

escence of the minority. This might
be democracy under the mechanical
theory, but it would certainly be a
repudiation of constitutional government, and dangerous to individual
rights, even if not utterly destructive."
At the same time, the weakness of
democracy is brought out in the analysis of "natural" rights.
A natural right is an asserted moral
right, claimed by anybody who chooses
to assert or claim. If enough people
join in upholding the assertion or claim,
such as the right to vote, for example
-a thing nature did not provide-then
that right has force and becomes a right
respected by government and society.
. .. All human rights rest on the moral
standards of the community and the
nation-on habits, sentiments, and practices favorable to the expression and
enjoyment of such rights. But as such
habits, sentiments, and practices change,
concepts of natural rights also change.

To safeguard the republic against
changes which would destroy liberty,
Charles A. Beard has given us this
laborious and profound, yet interesting and frequently fascinating analysis of the government under which
we live.

A Religious Scientist
JOHN MERLE COULTER. Missionary in Science. By Andrew Denny Rodgers III. Princeton U niversity Press. 1944. 321 pages. $3·75·
is more than the life story of
a great scientist and one of the
T
world's greatest botanists, it is the
HIS

story of the American development
of the various botanical branches. It
shows the tremendous progress of re-
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search iµ.to the life history of higher
and lower plants and the extension
of this study into a great number of
related fields. John M. Coulter was
born in China, where his father was
superintendent of the Mission Press,
a Presbyterian institution. He had
his early training in Indiana schools,
his first interest being entirely in
classical studies. But observations
made on western exploratory trips
awakened his interest in plant life
and this subject became the major
occupation of his life. His great gifts
of mind and his teaching ability were
devoted thereafter to botanical science. Coulter's chief work was done
as professor in the University of Chicago. Mr. Rodgers has used thousands
of unpublished letters and much other manuscript material in the compiling of this book. There is an appendix headed "Acknowledgments"
which reveals a very unusual amount
of research, by the study of primary
sources, by library research, by personal correspondence and conferences with men who have been closely related to Dr. Coulter. The result
is a biographical work which certain1y is an outstanding contribution to
the history of American botany.
Taken together with his earlier works
on John Torrey and American Botany, 1873-1892, this life story of Dr.
Coulter places Mr. Rodgers into the
front rank of the historians of science.
the book, prominence
is given to John Merle Coulter's
T
interest in religion. He seems to have
HROUGHOUT

been at first an orthodox Presbyterian. He did not respond wholeheartedly to evolutio~. Even later he was
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not, like so many others, led into materialism and skepticism through his
studies in the field of species formation. Coulter wrote for the journal
of Theology an article on "The Proper Use of Science by the Pulpit."
This began a large number of articles
on religious subjects for which Coulter became internationally known as
both scientist and religionist. "Religious experience was one of the deep,
great adventures of his life." Late in
the nineties he began teaching a large
men's Bible class in the Sunday school
of the Hyde Park Presbyterian
Church, quite often occupying the
pulpit. Such expressions as these are
frequently found in his writings: "It
is painful to me to hear some Christian teachers, wearied, probably, by
the struggle to defend the Bible
against skeptical oppressors, say that
the Scriptures were only intended to
set forth religious truth, and scientific inaccuracies, if discovered, would
prove nothing against them." He remained to the end a man of the
church and by his biographer is
termed, even in his later years, "a
devout Christian believer."
However, while reading Coulter's
tributes to Jesus we cannot find more
i.n these examples of his religious attitude than a veneration for Jesus as
a moral leader. Mr. Rodgers says:
To Coulter, in Jesus' teachings were
embodied a scientific attitude toward
religion. Without flavor of rigidity or
escape in terminology, Jesus appealed
to the affections, the intellect, and the
physical powers. "Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart, with
all thy mind, and with all thy strength,
and thy neighbor as thyself" was religion's obligation. "It is no wonder that,
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in the religion of Jesus, God is not only
called Father, but is personified as love,"
said Coulter. "As I look at it, the great
contribution which Jesus made to religion was his recognition of the masterpassion, love, as the most powerful
stimulus to develop the best that is in
n1an."
Again:
In Coulter's estimation science was a
teacher of morality and religion. Science,
said he, "is an attitude of mind peculiarly intolerant of sham or cant, and
likely to brush aside unessentials . . .
This comes n?t only from its training,
but it also one of the things it has
learned to admire in the life of Jesus
Christ. I am afraid that it is little interested in dogmatic theology. . .. r
make bold to say that it is immensely
interested in morality and religion , and
noq.e appeals to it so strongly as do the
morality and religion of Jesus Christ."
While accepting with enthusiasm
the mutation theory which Hugo de
Vries announced to the world about
1900, he remained to the end cautious in his utterances and never, it
appears, accepted evolution more
than as a working theory and as a
means of classifying the various types
of plant life into a system.
This reviewer is not able to understand the appearance of validity
which is conveyed by Mr. Rodgers'
frequent references to de Vries' theory of the origin of species by mutations, as illustrated in certain forms
of primrose. The famous British botanist, D. H. Scott, points out that the
mutations of the evening primrose
on which de Vries based his solution
of the problem of new species were
pathological freaks. The number of
chromosomes (the elements which

carry the inherited characters, and
which should be constant in number)
in the germ-cells of his evening primrose was "anomalous." Bateson has
said about his experiments, "We see
novel forms appearing, but there are
no new species of Oenothera (primrose) nor are the parents which produce them pure or homozygous
forms." (Homozygous, formed from
two sexual cells both bearing the
same characters; therefore not a
cross.) In other words, de Vries was
dealing with domesticated plants,
probably with artificially produced
hybrids. These doubts of men of the
first rank, like Scott and Bateson,
should not have remained unmen·
tioned in a treatise of this kind. Mr.
Rodgers underestimates, too, th<:
misgivings which Coulter has regard
ing evolution through the inherit·
ance of acquired characters. We know
that in his public lectures he ruled
this cause of development out as contrary to biological fact. We note, however, that the biographer makes mention of the fact that Coulter was associated as co-author of a textbook of
botany with H. C. Cowles who by a
competent reviewer was described as
"not an evolutionist."
The greatness of John M. Coulter
as a missionary in science is brought
out in a few significant passages:
He wanted the child to learn and
grow with knowledge of his environment, including ability to see, under. stand, and love the commonplace things
about him. Not the trivial but the
fundamental and even the exceptional.
In the discernment of natural processes
lay realization of intellectual, and
doubtless, healthy emotional values ....
Coulter saw values as a university man
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and consistently pleaded for original,
creative, and imaginative work in the
secondary schools . . . . In his admirable
address in 1900, The Mission of Science
in Education, he had differentiated
clearly the roles of synthesis and analysis, in both investigation and teaching.
Science developed a new attitude of
mind in education. In it are found the
spirit of inquiry, the spirit demanding
"that there shall be no hiatus b~tween
an effect and its claimed cause, and that
the cause claimed shall be adequate."
It is the spirit that keeps one close to
the facts, giving a training essential to
well-balanced education, productive of
self-elimination in contrast to the interjection of self resulting in the power
of appreciation in the humanities. Selfinjection in science vitiates the result,
however admirable and imperative in
the humanities.

We cannot leave this outstanding
scientific text without an expression
of wonderment that the author
should have been so careless of his
style. There are passages not a few
which are simply meaningless, while
others yield sense only after several
re-readings. Examples could be given
from every part of the book. Mr.
Rodgers has a peculiar preference for
the English participle even when the
construction becomes altogether turbid through this mannerism. For example:
Work on the lawns, the orchard, the
vineyard, the garden, the entire farm
had progressed, building fences, barns,
gates, and sheds (p. 58) . There were
other concerns having to do with the
college and with botany which troubled him (p. 130). MacDougal had
been led by a note of Darwin concerning some "fool experiments" injecting
chemicals into leaves with the idea of
bringing about morphological changes

(p. 199). Ernst Bessey became a botanist of much promise, being connected
with the United States Department of
Agriculture serving in Washington and
at Miami (p. 247) . There was enough
difficulty establishing that natural selection could not evolve new species (p.
261).

Certain! y, the reader for the
Princeton University Press should
have caught such things as these:
His knowledge of Greek was not far
behind Latin (p. 12). One incident told
of a large black bear which Coulter ostensibly shot (p. 19)· He was by now
much less a source of great worry as he
risked his life or health to gather scientific information (p. 21). In 1884 Indiana
had conferred an honorary degree on
Coulter and the following year sought
him as their professor of botany (p. 102).
He was a good financier as demonstrated by his financing the Gazette on
a professor's small salary with a large
family to feed, clothe, and shelter (p.
110). In the phase of sex determination, Coulter learned from among
others, Schaffner (p. 255) .

Huxley's Odyssey
TIME MUST HAVE A STOP. By
Aldous Huxley. Harper and Brothers, New York. 1944. 311 pages.

$2.75.
UXLEY

takes the title of his latest

novel from the dying speech of
H
Hotspur:
But thought's the slave of life, and life's
time's fool,
And time, that takes survey of all the
world,
}.fost have a stop.

This novel, like the two preceding,
differs from the early ones and Point
Counter Point in that these last prop-
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ositions are given consideration. That
time must, in several senses, have a
stop is the teaching of the raisonneur,
Bruno Rontini. That life is time's
fool is demonstrated by various events
and by the insights of Eustace Barnack in his extra-mundial life. These
propositions arise in the minds of
characters who have learned the truth
of the first proposition, one with
which Huxley's satire has always been
occupied.
The persons satirized in this novel
are English people living in London
and in Florence in 1929. As in Huxley's earlier novels there is the young
man to be educated, in this case Sebastian Barnack, a seventeen-year-old
who has surprising talent as a poet
but is in emotional confusion. There
is his uncle, Eustace Barnack, a pleasant voluptuary. There is the rich old
crone, the femme fatale, the art dealer. And there are the "good": Sebastian's loyal but gullible little cousin,
his bluestocking aunt, and the bereaved mother, Daisy Ockham. All
these Huxley analyzes with his usual
brilliance. But the satire is tempered
by a new element.
Recently several critics, in essays
on Huxley or on the somewhat older
novelist E. M. Forster, have made
, ·~rtain comparisons between the two.
Forster's chief theme is "good-andevil," Milton's "twins" that came inextricably into this world; and his
satire is ordinarily moderated by consciousness of the reverse side of the
coin. In Time Must Have a Stop
Huxley similarly takes account of the
"goodness" in characters who have,
in addition, their dull or boring aspects. Uncle Eustace and Bruno per-

ceive that Sebastian's faults are of a
piece with his talents; in the Epilogue, Sebastian considers the complementary virtues and faults of his cousin, his aunt, Daisy, and other characters.
The contest between personality
and the "Godhead" or "divine
Ground" is a theme that becomes
more specific in the Epilogue. Here
Sebastian, matured at last, but still
struggling in his effort to find and
live the good life, meditates upon the
evils of "Godproofing" one's life-trying to "express one's personality" to
a point of spiritual blindness instead
of seeking communion with God.
The process that he deplores is illustrated in a series of comic chapters
on the deceased voluptuary, Eustace,
who, in the Beyond, resists the Light
that seeks to engulf him, yearns after
his human days, and finally manages
to be reincarnated in an unborn
child. As for Sebastian himself, he
has finally learned to ward off some
of the "arrows" which, as with his
namesake, are constantly aimed at
him, and is last seen performing an
act of kindliness.

The King's English
THE READER OVER YOUR
SHOULDER. A Handbook fen
Writers of English Prose. By Robert Graves and Alan Hodge. Macmillan Co., New York. 1944. 446
pages. $3.00.
is a unique book, welcome to
lovers of good English, indispenT
sable to writers who would do their
HIS

best in this most subtle of all languages. The authors are two Oxford
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scholars. Professor Graves is the author of some sixty books, of which
many have had a wide readership,
while Professor Hodge has done literary work for the British government. In The Reader Over Your
Shoulder they address themselves to
the person who wants to know what
is good English and what is bad, not
in an arbitrary manner but making
clear beyond any reasonable doubt
the why and wherefore of English
usage. It is a most entertaining book,
done in a clever and pungent style.
The first half is given to the story of
the English language and to a discussion of the principles of plain writing. The authors have a high respect
for the native strength and beauty of
the English language. Of its prose
style they say, "No wise person will
ever claim final mastery." True, it is
extremely inconsistent in its spelling,
but the English accept this fault
cheerfully "not only for the practical
service it has given in the differentiation of meaning, but on its own account, as one learns to accept and
even love the irregularities of a
friend's face. There is to the English
eye something distasteful in phonetic
spelling. Attempts to force it upon
the language, though supported by
all the logic in the world, are unavailing-'because of the ugly look the
words have-too much "k" and "z"
and "ay."'"
The title of the book is explained
in the following:
'Ve suggest that whenever anyone sits
down to write he should imagine a
crowd of his prospective readers (rather
than a grammarian in cap and gown)
looking over his shoulder. They will
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be asking such questions as: "What does
this sentence mean?" "Why do you
trouble to tell me that again?" "Why
have you chosen such a ridiculous metaphor?" "Must I really read this long,
limping sentence?" "Haven't you got
your ideas muddled here?" By anticipating and listing as many questions of
this sort as possible, the writer will
discover certain tests of intelligibility to
which he may regularly submit his
work before he sends it off to the
printer.

And it is these tests which are illustrated in the volume both by precept and example. The book is full
of acute criticism. In fact, this reviewer has never seen a volume which
so effectively sets forth the abuses of
our language, the principles of clear
writing, and then follows up these
chapters with selections from some
seventy-five noted British and American writers, which serve as examples
of the faults in grammar, logic, and
diction of which even the best writers of English often become guilty.
Their writings, we learn, contain
countless repetitions, contradictions,
muddled sequences of ideas, dropped
threads, hastily chosen phrases, irrelevancies, queer variations of tense and
case. There are keen thrusts such as
these:
Regarding dictation: "Sometimes the
typist is not only part of the officeequipment but an audience: the employer will wish to give an impression
of fluency and infallibility rather than
fumble and fuss over words. . . ."
Normally, except for those who work
in the early hours of the morning, or
who live up a long country lane, it is
almost impossible to avoid being disturbed by incidental noises of traffic,
industry, schools, and the wireless, or
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by the telephone, or by callers. The
intense concentration achieved when
one writes in complete ~ilence, security
and leisure, wilh the mental senses cognizant of every possible aspect of the
theme as it develops-this was always
rare and is now rarer than ever.
The secret of the force of Authorized Version English is set forth with
well chosen illustrations of that interlacing of repeated phrases and
rhythms which to this day makes the
English of the Authorized Version
the despair of all imitators. "The
rhetorical exquisiteness of such writing encouraged those who heard the
Bible read in church to read it aloud
at home. It cast a religious spell even
on listeners who did not understand
the sense.''
We quote a few of the twenty-five
Principles of Clear Statement: "It
should always be made clear which
of two or more things already mentioned is being discussed." "There
should never be any doubt left as to
where something happened or is expected to happen." "No theme
should be suddenly abandoned.'' "No
unnecessary idea, phrase or word
should be included in a sentence."
Rather self-evident, almost truisms,
but the manner in which these and
similar principles are illustrated by
examples sets forth their vital nature. To show that the writer should
never leave the readers in doubt as
to "how much" or "how long,'' the
following sentence is taken from Dr.
C. Alington's A Schoolmaster's Apology. He is writing about the learning of poems by heart:
We no longer impose on our yout}1
the gigantic tasks which an earlier gen-

eration performed with success, and it
may well be that the verbal memories
of our pupils suffer in proportion.
Then follows this comment:
If, say, one-third of the gigantic tasks
were now imposed, the verbal memories
might be said to suffer "in proportion."
But since these tasks are no longer imposed at all, the verbal memories cannot suffer "in proportion"-un1ess by
being totally destroyed. The sentence
should have run something like this:
"We do not impose on the present generation of schoolboys nearly such gigantic tasks as we once successfully performed, and perhaps, therefore, their
verbal memories are proportionately
weaker than ours."
As to the problem of making every
word appropriate to its context, the
authors quote Wendell Willkie: "My
grandparents left Germany ninety
years ago, because they were Protestants against autocracy." The word
protestant as a rare variant of protestor has a small p. They add, "as
though a Protestant were one who
made a protest rather than a protestation (or declaration on oath) ."
Or the intrusion of logical flaws
which to the careful reader become
offensive as absurdities an example
is offered from the Historical Introduction to the Oxford English Dictionary: "'In this way began the
system of voluntary readers, without
whose help the material for the Society's Dictionary could never have
been collected at all, except at a prohibitive cost of time and money.' But
if the cost had been prohibitive, the
material could not have been collected" I
But all this is introductory to the
second major part, containing an ex-
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amination of English prose works of
the 1918-1941 period, from each of
which are drawn examples of several
different kinds of error. These are
writings of eminent people, and the
quotations are chosen quite at random, which means that "having decided so-and-so was eminent in such
and such a profession, we took up
the first popular book, pamphlet or
article by him that came our way and
read on at our usual speed until we
found ourselves bogged in a difficult
passage. This passage became the
subject of our analysis. Often we were
bogged in the opening paragraph;
often we were not bogged at all and
mentally apologized to the author."
The procedure is highly complex
and the record here submitted is evidently the result of intense application to the task, not of making these
English writers (and six Americans)
look ridiculous, but of applying the
principles of clear writing to the passages chosen. Under each head there
is first an extract from a modern
prose work. This is followed by the
Examination. Extracts are made illustrating the fault of inappropriate
·words, ambiguous phrases, material
omissions, mispunctuation, false contrast, over-emphasis, logical weakness,
mixed categories, duplication, misplaced words, undeveloped themes,
too much of the same word, jingling
repetition of vowels, and so on. Then
the authors undertake the much
more difficult job of rewriting the
passage under criticism, rewriting it
in such a way as to correct all the
faults of grammar, style, and diction
which have been encountered. Finally, there is Comment on the passage

I
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which classifies it historically and
from the standpoint of literary criticism.
Quotations would have to be rather complete in order to give an impression of the procedure, of the
acuteness of its criticism, the cleverness of the corrections which are
supplied. But here are a few examples:
". . . . The chief desire in every sensible Englishman's mind is to last out
this war without getting killed . . . ."
One could not last out the war, with
·getting killed. "Buildings ... have been
physically knocked down." It would
have been difficult to knock them down
mentally, or spiritually, or morally.
" . . . . The Great War of 1914-1918,
which, in its four years of frenzy . . . ."
The reader is capable of doing this
sum himself: subtracting 1914 from
1918 and getting the answer "four."
". . . . If we compare the sun to a
man of average weight . . . . ." The intended comparison is not of the sun
to a man, but of the weight of the sun
to that of a man of average size. " ... .
Most readily released responses . . . . "
One can usually avoid distractive alliteration without injury to the sense.
Here: "readily elicited responses." " ....
Social forces have taken the bit in their
teeth and threaten to pull the fabric
of civilization down if not harnessed
and controlled." But an animal that
takes the bit between its teeth and
threatens to pull down the fabric of
a building must be already harnessed
to it.

About their collaboration on The
Reader Over Your Shoulder, Robert
Graves says: "It was done by correspondence between us after about
three days' preliminary roughout of
the scheme. We never disagree in
matters of taste or principle; and if
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the facts are in question ~e look
them up. So there has been no collaborative problem."

Good Reporting
INVASION DIARY. By Richard Tregaskis. Random House, New York.
1944. 245 pages. $2.75.
author of Guadalcanal Diary
led best-seller lists for
months) here presents the story of
the invasion of Sicily and southern
Italy. In the form of almost daily
entries from July 9, 1943, to January
13, l944, Tregaskis gives us one man's
picture of fighting-front events up to
the temporary stalemate at Cassino.
Vividness is meritorious in this
book's presentation of first-h3:nd experiences. Actual conditions under
which the American soldier first carried the present war into Europe are
emphasized. What this war correspondent saw and felt and shared with
our fighting men is told in a direct,
unadorned account filled with as
much action as was its predecessor.
(Incidentally, the writer's answer to
the question whether the Germans
are tougher foes than the J aps makes
interesting exposition.)
We get. intimate glimpses of some
240 leaders and fighting men, from
Gen. Eisenhower and Lieut. Gen.
Clark down to Sgt. Justice and Pvt.
Weiherman. Individual achievements
of small units of the army are well
balanced by the over-all description
of plans and progress of the campaign in general. To appreciate
what our soldiers think of life and
death, read this diary's poignant details that were born in battle.
HE

T (which

The lure of the front stirs the imagination and gives a transcendent
meaning to things ordinarily taken
for granted. Some of the dramatic
suspense of fiction is thus achieved.
But the climax of this record is
reached at the point where Tregaskis is seriously wounded by a German shell fragment. Thereafter we
are given an idea of the modern care
and efficient treatment of battle
wounded. How our correspondent
reacted to pain and numbness, goaded always by the mad desire to keep
with him his notes and his gashed
helmet, are this journal's best feature.
The book ends with this challenging statement:
There is a parallel to all this in the
m ass history of our time . . . . Time
and determination and persistence will
perhaps restore this mutilated world to
a semblan ce of order and intelligence.
... If only we do not forget , when the
time comes.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

Great Man
DR. GEORGE WASHINGTON
CARVER, SCIENTIST. By Shirley
Graham and George D. Lipscomb.
Julian Messner, Inc. New York.
248 pages. $3.00.
HE

life story of a great scientist

and a great human character is
T
sketched in this small but well print-

ed and well bound volume. George
Washington Carver was born of slave
parents in the Missouri Ozarks in
1864. The pitiful poverty of his early
years is described in detail and the
greater part of the book is devoted
to the struggles of the young genius.
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One would wish that the authors had
given less space to dramatizing the
boyhood years of Dr. Carver and had
given us more detail about the methods, techniques, and research by
means of which he became one of the
world's leading chemurgists, sought
after by congressional committees,
and a friend of Henry Ford, who was
a frequent caller at his laboratory at
Tuskegee Institute in Alabama.
The authors make mention of the
products of Dr. Carver's research in
synthetic chemistry, the art of "decomposing substances" and "combining minute particles to create new
wealth." From vegetables once counted worthless weeds, he produced a
continuing procession of face powder,
printer's ink, butter, shampoo, creosote, vinegar, dandruff cure, instant
coffee, dyes, rubberoid compound,
soaps, salads, and wood stains. From
the lowly yam more than a hundred
products, most important being flour,
starch tapioca, breakfast foods, stock
foods, numerous dyes for silks and
cotton, crystallized ginger, vinegar,
mucilage, ink and-much later-synthetic rubber.
Cotton had dropped from the high
war prices, farms were deserted and
help hard to find. With cotton going
to waste, Carver began producing insulating boards, cordage, paper and
rugs and finally paving blocks from
cotton which might have rotted in
the fields. His sweet potato flour
helped to feed armies during the first
World War, and when it seemed that
the United States was dependent on
Germany for aniline dyes, Carver
came forward with his vegetable dyes.
He obtained over five hundred dyes
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from fruits, leaf, root and stem of
twenty-nine plants. These dyes are
used on leather, cotton, wool, silk
and linen and do not fade in washing or in light. In the Carver Museum, which now houses Dr. Carver's
priceless collections, may be seen
paints, stains and varnishes from Alabama clay, artificial marble made
from wood shavings, beautiful wall
hangings from feed sacks and wrapping strings, rugs and mats from okra
and iron weed fiber, charming landscapes from water colors that started
out as coffee grounds and osage orange peels. When a government expert declared that science was "opening up a field of chemical research
greater even than the coal tar chemistry of recent years," the Montgomery Advertiser, a leading Alabama
newspaper, said on December 23,
1929:
In this connection, Alabama can
boast that it has a man who has probably done }llOre in this field of research and who probably knows more
about chemical possibilities of plants
than any other scientist in the world.
That man is Dr. George W. Carver,
the great Negro scientist of Tuskegee
Institute.

And the International Federation
of Architects, Engineers, Chemists
and Technicians chose Carver as the
man of the year. (1940) who had
contributed most to science.
A most remarkable career and
worthy of the labors of some future
biographer who will delineate the
scientific labors and achievements of
the Tuskegee chernurgist more proper! y than has been done in this
volume.
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Free Choice
LAND I HAVE CHOSEN. By Ellin
Berlin. Doubleday, Doran & Co.,
New York. 1944. 341 pages. $2.50.
wo young women, one American,
other German, trade countries. Anne Brooke, an attractive
Southampton-New York socialite,
chooses Germany while Lisa Blessing,
a gifted German actress, adopts America. As the skein of events unravels it
is seen how each arrives at her choice
in a perfectly rational and natural
manner.
Anne Brooke preferred Germany
because it represented security in the
pre-war days of the thirties, and security was a fetish with Anne. Her
first marriage had been largely motivated by the desire to obtain for herself a husband with a sound financial
background. But the money which
she thought was secure and permanent dissolved in the economic chaos
of the depression. A husband who
could not provide her with material
resources that were of a lasting nature was no real husband, so she divorced him. She turned next to a
Prussian count, Franz von Erlencamp, who seemed to have the stability that was important to her. He
was handsome and he was a Nazi of
the Inner Circle. The Nazi leaders
were strong; their program directional. With them her future would be
safe.
Lisa Blessing chose America. She
was frightened by the horrors she saw
in Germany. The love she had for her
native land was cancelled out by her
distaste for the ugly pattern that was
being woven before her eyes in pre-

T the

Munich Germany. She knew that the
evil gods of war would walk again on
the Continent. And she knew that
"the west was bright."
The lives of Anne and Lisa crisscrossed at frequent intervals. Count
Erlencamp, who finally became engaged to Anne, had been Lisa's former husband. The story comes to an
end with Anne leaving on the boat
that was to take her to marry the
Count. Lisa on the other hand was
alone in the land she had chosen, but
she was not afraid. America was
now her home. It would give her a
fair deal.
Though involved and intricate at
times, Land I Have Chosen contains
many passages of deep insight and
eloquent feeling. It forces you to reevaluate those things which are inherently American. Liberty, Freedom,
and Equality, although glittering and
sometimes empty platitudes, are actually the essence of that happiness
which we Americans too of ten take
for granted.
H.F. RESSMEYER

Long Ago
LEBANON. By Caroline Miller.
Doubleday, Doran and Co., Inc.,
New York. 1944. 234 pages. $2.50.
was the year 1836.
Iyear.There
was a lot happened in that
That was the year the comet
T

came and did not destroy the earth,
after all. One of the longest railroads
in the country was opened-one hundred and sixty-one miles one could
ride, and turn around and ride back
again. There was bloody talk from abolitionists, and politicians were split a
dozen ways: Republicans and Aristo-
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crats, and Aristocrat-Republicans and
Republican-Aristocrats, and Democrats
and Hellfire-Republicans, and on and
on. The patriots spoke out, though, and
held things together; they preached
what Jefferson and Washington said,
and men still got up in the Senate and
told where they stood on a question.

that eventful year Fernald and
Lebanon d'Aussy rejoiced over the
birth of a son, and "the days were
sweet in Lebanon's face." During
Timothy's brief lifetime Lebanon
lost for a little while her homesick
longing for her old home in Georgia
and her bitter-sweet memories of a
lost lover. The hard years of trying
to build a new home in a wilderness
were forgotten. Only the future was
important-the bright, happy future
in which Timothy would travel to
far places and accomplish great and
glorious deeds. Fernald, too, "had
taken new hope in all of living. He
had not touched liquor since the first
time he laid eyes on his son." Before
Ti.m othy took his first steps,

I
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was a great care on Fernald's mind,
wondering where to send Timothy that
he might learn most. Of nights, Fernald
would hold the drowsing Timothy in
his arms and would read from the old
Bible. This manner of living was monstrous contentful.
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Lebanon herself went down to the
very gates of death. When she recovered, "that Thing" had been carried
away on the cool winds of autumn,
and the air was bright and clear.
Although Lebanon falls short of
Mrs." Miller's earlier, Pulitzer Prizewinning novel, Lamb in His Bosom,
it is nevertheless a colorful and fascinating flash-back to the early years of
our history as a nation. Mrs. Miller
obviously draws on a substantial
fund of folk lore and early Americana, and she has captured the romantic charm and the pioneering
spirit of another age. Her description of the Georgia lowlands and of
the d'Aussys' journey to the west is
distinguished for its poetic beauty
and simplicity.

The Years Between
THE HISTORY OF ROME
HANKS AND KINDRED MATTERS. By Joseph Stanley Pennell.
Charles Scribner's Sons, New York.
1944. 363 pages. $2.75.

il

Then, in Timothy's third year, the
Pest came-that black, terrible Thing
which "came through the air and settled on a place, and there was nothing to do but get from that place
with all possible dispatch. Those who
tarried to nurse and bury their dead
died too." The Pest struck the d'Aussys with fearful suddenness. Soon
Timothy and Fernald were gone, and

in July, 1944, Joseph Stanley
Pennell's historical novel, The
L
History of Rome Hanks, flashed upATE

on the literary scene with the crashing impact of a buzz-bomb. Critics
from coast to coast dusted off their
most cherished words and phrases
and embodied them in ecstatic reviews, although here and there more
conservative and less volatile reviewers tempered their praise with reservations. The first edition of Lt. Pennell's book was sold out overnight,
and in the weeks which have passed
since its publication the novel has
remained firmly established on best-
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seller lists. There it will undoubtedly stay for a long, long time; for Lt.
Pennell's story has all the elements
essential to the making of a best seller. It contains substantial fare for
those who are genuinely interested in
contemporary literature and in the
history of the United States. For
those who crave excitement and sensationalism the novel has a too-generous measure of that lurid and vicious
quality which masquerades under the
guise of realism. Lt. Pennell's story
of Lee Harrington's search for information concerning his forbears is assembled piecemeal after the manner
of a patch-work quilt and is often
confused and incoherent. Furthermore, it is cluttered with profanity,
vulgarity, and endless tales of violence and degeneracy. The stark and
terrible drama of the battlefield is
weakened by a curiously adolescent
tendency to indulge in anatomical
details-a characteristic which is not
a hall mark of mature writing or of
mature thinking. Poignant scenes of
suffering and sacrifice are dimmed by
extravagant sentimentalism or by sly
mockery.
In spite of these faults The History
of Rome Hanks possesses great vigor
and, in its less exhibitionistic passages, genuine charm. Lt. Pennell's
characters are real and vivid, and the
panorama of American history which
he unfolds before us shows a fine
appreciation of the diversity of culture which has gone into the building of our nation.
When blond, sophisticated Christa
Schell cut short his discussion of
Grandpa Harrington with the careless words, "Yes; I'm sure your

Grandfather was a fine old Southern
gentleman," Lee Harrington felt a
sharp surge of anger and resentment.
Why should Christa be bored with
Grandpa Harrington? Why, Grandpa Harrington was a hero. He was at
Gettysburg, and he had been in Pickett's charge. Why, he . . . . And here
Lee was forced to stop. What did he
really know about Grandpa Harrington? Or, for that matter, about any
of his antecedents? Little or nothing.
What part had his ancestors played
in their day? Lee decided to find out
for himself. The History of Rome
Hanks is the story of Lee's explorations into the past.

Incisive Thinking
THE TIME FOR DECISION. By
Sumner Welles. Harper & Brothers,
New York. 1944. 431 pages. $3.oo.
ow that peace is in sight, the

N United Nations must strive to
solve many important and perplexing problems. Will the war which we
are fighting today lead to another far
more terrible holocaust twenty-five
years from now? Will petty and selfish power politics be the order of
business when the representatives of
the victorious nations sit down at
the peace table? Will there be a sane
and equitable readjustment in our
war-scarred world after the last shot
has been fired, or will there be nothing more than an armistice-an armistice which will prove to be but a
prelude to the next war? How shall
we deal with vanquished Germany?
What about Japan? What role will
Latin America play?
Sumner Welles, former Under-
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secretary of State, is well qualified to
discuss all these problems. In The
Time for Decision he writes clearly,
pertinently, incisively, and brilliantly
about world-conditions as they existed yesterday, as they exist today, and
as they may exist tomorrow. Long a
career man in our State Department,
Mr. Welles has traveled extensively,
has devoted much intensive study to ·
national and international affairs,
and, as a result, has garnered a rich
fund of experience. His discussions
reveal tact, knowledge, vision, and,
at times, a refreshing bluntness. It is
known throughout our land, of
course, that Mr. Welles left the State
Department because he and Cordell
Hull did not, and could not, always
see eye to eye; yet there is no evidence of spleen in The Time for Decision-unless it is to be found in the
fact that Mr. Hull's name is mentioned only once in the book. Now
and then one gains the impression
that Mr. Welles does not unburden
himself of everything he could reveal
if he felt inclined to do so; but it is
wise for us to bear in mind that restraint is always an admirable quality
in an author. In fact, a book as provocative as The Time for Decision
gains much in pertinence and effectiveness from the spirit of reserve in
which it is written. Mr. Welles is too
astute a diplomat to vitiate his discussions and arguments by letting
the pot boil over. Besides, he knows
that he is in duty bound to observe
the Official Secrets Act.
It would be wrong, however, for
the prospective reader of The Time
for Decision to take for granted that
the able author's restraint leads to a
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mealy-mouthed presentation of his
cases. Consider Mr. Welles' plainspoken views regarding what he
thinks should be the postwar policy
of the United Nations with respect
to Germany. He believes that the nation which has been led to ruin by
Hitler should be divided into three
separate states after the war and that
the boundaries of those states should
be "determined primarily by cultural, historic, and economic factors."
He suggests "a new state of Southern
Germany, comprising the former sovereign nations of Bavaria, Wuertemberg, Baden, and Hesse-Darmstadt,
together with those regions which
may roughly be defined as the Rhineland and the Saar." Here the population is predominantly Catholic.
The second state would be made up
of Upper Hesse, Thuringia, Westphalia, Hanover, Oldenburg, Hamburg, and the smaller contiguous subdivisions. Here the population is predominantly Protestant. The third
state would be composed largely of
Prussia (exclusive of East Prussia),
Mecklenburg and Saxony. A partition
of this nature, reasons Mr. Welles,
would prevent Germany from preparing intensively and successfully
for a third world war; but the German
should be assured that he need not look
ahead to the same dark and uncertain
future that he faced in 1919. Such economic security can be obtained only if
basic economic arrangements which ensure the eventual prosperity of the German people are taken into full account
in any division of the present German
Reich. Next to the military considerations, these appear to me to be determining factors.
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The United Nations, thinks Mr.
Welles, should not be deterred from
partitioning Germany by any consideration of the danger, or dangers,
that would be likely to ensue from
the creation of an inferiority complex in the minds of the Germans.
He realizes that Germany will have
an inferiority complex in any case
after her defeat. The important thing
is to keep that inferiority complex
from running amuck once more.
One could point out to Mr. Welles
that a partitioning of Germany would
be tantamount to a Balkanization of
the country-a Balkanization with all
the concomitant opportunities for
war-producing power politics; but
the learned author of The Time for
Decision would be able to parry that
argument with more than one counterthrust.
an<l 'Walter Lippmann differ widely and irreconM
cilably with respect to world-organiR.

WELLES

zation after the war. Welles wants a
revivified and adequately strengthened League of Nations-a League of
Nations with teeth. Lippmann, whose
recently published book, U. S. War
Aims, has had an extensive circulation, wants a regional alignment of
the countries of the world-an alignment with teeth in it, to be sure, but
far different in numerous respects
from the alignment suggested by Mr.
Welles.
For Japan there must be "continued disarmament"; but "by international agreement" there must be "liberal economic policies which will afford the Japanese people an outlet
for their abilities and for their enter-

prise." "Russia," says Mr. Welles,
"can become the greatest menace that
the world has yet seen"; but "it can
equally well become the greatest
force for peace and for orderly development in the world" if "the
United States can persuade the Russian people and their government
that their permanent and truest interest lies in co-operating with us in
the creation and maintenance of a
democratic and effective world-organization." There must be, argues Mr.
Welles, an end to the long-establishe<l
policy of upholding the fetish of
white supremacy among the Asiatic
and Pacific peoples. The United
States, he says, now have "another
opportunity to help to make a world
in which they, and all peoples, can
safely live. The decision they now
make will determine their destiny."
Mr. '!\Telles' account of his visit to
Europe in 1940 in a vain effort to
prevent the Sitzkrieg from breaking
out into terrible bloodshed is exciting reading and is full of news. His
characterizations of Hitler, Ribbentrop, Goring, Mussolini, Ciano,
Blum, Herriot, Lebrun, Daladier,
Chamberlain, and other European
statesmen are frank and enlightening; but what he has to say about the
world today and the world tomorrow
is far more important than the account of his futile mission to the warring countries. His discussion of Latin
America and of the relations of the
United States and the rest of the
world with Latin America is founded
on a thorough-going acquaintance
with the many knotty problems that
are involved. He believes that it is
tragically wrong for our State De-
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partment "to use the act of recognition as a diplomatic weapon, and as
a means of exerting pressure in order
to shape political developments in
Argentina." Such a policy, he is convinced, leads to charges of Yankee imperialism. "Policies of nations," declares Mr. Welles, "are determined
more often than is generally supposed by the ability of the statesmen of one country to understand
the essential problems, needs, and
concerns of other countries." There
is a wealth of deep-going wisdom and
insight in that statement. Conditions
in the world today substantiate Mr.
Welles' assertion; conditions in the
world tomorrow will point out the
pertinence of that assertion with
equal clarity and forcefulness.

Dark Tragedy
THE GRAVEDIGGERS OF
FRANCE: Gamelin, Daladier, Reynaud, Petain, and Laval. By Pertinax. Doubleday, Doran and Co.,
Inc., New York. 1944. 612 pages.
$6.oo.
ERTINAX,

the famous French jour-

nalist, whose real name is Andre
P
Geraud, has written a detailed anal-

ysis of the factors and the personalities that led to the downfall of France
in June, 1940. Many able men and
women have discussed the sad plight
in which the Third Republic found
itself when the German juggernaut
crushed it so quickly, so relentlessly,
and so effectively a little more than
four years ago; but the account given
by Pertinax is by far the most exhaustive of all. The author realizes,
of course, that it is not possible at the
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present time to offer a complete and
definitively comprehensive explanation of the state of affairs which resulted in the defeat of France. "The
full illumination," he says, "will be
tomorrow's." Nevertheless, to postpone analyzing the reasons for the
fall of the Third Republic "on the
ground that only incomplete data are
available would amount to groping
in the dark by choice rather than
moving forward with the torch we
have-however feeble it may be."
According to Pertinax, Gamelin,
Daladier, and Reynaud were utterly
incompetent to guide and preserve
their country in a time of crisis. Their
intentions were good; but their words
and their deeds were tragically inadequate. They were weaklings, and their
weaknesses were used to good advantage by the clever Germans. Petain
and Laval, however, long ago revealed
convictions and character traits which
no thoroughly patriotic citizen of the
Third Republic could afford to condone. The aged marshal, who is commonly referred to as the Hero of
Verdun, was, in reality, a defeatist
while the Battle of Verdun was being fought. He was a defeatist of the
same stripe when the Wehrmacht
broke through into France at the end
of the lull usually known as the
"phony" war. Petain showed that he
is a Fascist at heart. Perhaps he believed in all sincerity that he was
doing his country a good turn when
he joined Weygand in demanding
that the French government ask for
an armistice in June, 1940; but subsequent events have proved that his
patriotism was woefully misguided.
Petain was naive enough to think
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that the Nazis would be benevolent
in their attitude toward France. What
about Laval? He showed beyond the
slightest shadow of a doubt that in
all France there was no more unscrupulous renegade and no greedier
an opportunist than Laval. His interests and his patriotism were centered wholly and solely on himself.
He was far more than a collaboration~st; he was a self-seeking traitor.
Pertmax pours out scalding scorn
upon the weaknesses of Reynaud; but
he dips his pen in poison when he
de~ls with the villainous means by
which Laval sold himself and others
to the invader.
The Gravediggers of France is a
fascinating book in every way. No
student of present-day world-affairs
can afford to ignore it. The well-informed author does not attempt to
observe a chronological order in setting forth the reasons for the moral,
economic, and military collapse of
France; but he writes with keenness
of understanding, with vision, and
with a glowing love for his country.
He draws on wide and rich experience as he talks about many of his
prominent countrymen. Some of his
c~nclusions will no doubt provoke
vigorous dissension. Military men, in
particular, may disagree sharply here
and there with some of the author's
statements. Pertinax himself states
frankly that there are shortcomings
in the book. He says:
Weak spots will be detected in my
· work, and I entertain no illusions about
them. But, at any rate, some sort of
observatory has been built. The reader
who patiently follows through to the
end will find himself upon a platform,

and under his eyes the su11sler landscape will unfold as it never did before.
Whatever his opinion, he will see more
deeply into the case of my country and,
besides, into the working of international politics. My purpose will have
been fulfilled.

Apostle of Internationalism
WOODROW WILSON. As the Camera Saw Him Then and As We
Begin to See Him Today. By Gerald W. Johnson. Harper & Bros.,
New York, 1944. 295 pages. $2.00.
book. was written in collaboand
is for the most part composed of
pictures and cartoons, with just
~nough text to tie these together
mto a thoroughly enjoyable story.
The author, Gerald W. Johnson, is
well known for some of his previous
books, such as his Andrew Jackson
and his Roosevelt: Dictator or Democrat1 Since i926, he has been an editorial writer on the Baltimore Evening Sun.
His effort at "welding two mediums (the camera and writing) into
a graphic story" strikes us as eminently successful, bringing new insight into character and development,
into times and circumstances. At the
same time the form is entertaining,
human, and his tori call y exact.
When the author prepared his
book he evidently had in mind not
merely the presentation of the biography of one of our great presidents, but to put the American public to thinking about one of the
great problems that will confront it
at the conclusion of the present war.
HIS.

T ration with Look Magazine
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Woodrow Wilson a quarter century
ago did his utmost to have our nation join the League of Nations. He
hoped that thereby another tragic
world war might be averted. He
failed in the attempt. He was not
able to sell the League of Nations to
America. We remained aloof. Nationalism and isolationism were what we
thought was all that was necessary
for our future welfare as a nation.
We could not see eye to eye with
Wilson, and it broke his heart. Today his prophecy rises up to haunt
us. He foretold that failure to give
our whole support to the League of
Nations would ultimately lead to a
greater and more tragic world war
than the one which ended with the
Armistice of 1918. Wilson's words,
uttered in St. Louis in 1919, showed
his prophet's vision: "There will
come sometime, in the vengeful
Providence of God, another struggle
in which, not a few hundred thousand fine men from America will
have to die, but as many millions as
are necessary to accomplish the final
freedom of the people of the world."
Gerald W. Johnson would have us
ponder these words and others just
as pregnant spoken by Wilson to our
people. It will perhaps be not long
before we shall be confronted with
the question of joining some sort of
world federation to preserve the
peace among nations. Are we going
to allow history to repeat itself, and,
after the present struggle is ended,
withdraw into the shell of isolationism and let the rest of the world go
by? Or are we going to use our power
and influence to maintain peace in
the world and to help the smaller
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and weaker nations toward freedom
and justice?
It will be well for us all to read
this volume and to study the implications which it has for our day. The
world and especially the smaller nations look to us for guidance and
aid, even as they did after the tragedy of World War I. It lies within
our power, under God, to help them
and to lead them into the paths of
the Four Freedoms for which men
are yearning. It will require patience
and unselfishness and a spirit of
sympathy and helpfulness to do so.
Will we as a nation be ready to use
the wealth, the power, and the influence which Almighty God has
given us to undertake what the
world expects of us?

Imminent Danger
THE NAZIS GO UNDERGROUND.
By Curt Riess. Doubleday, Doran
and Co., Inc., New York. 1944. 210
pages. $2.50.
HAT

will the Nazis do when the

Third Reich has been crushed
W
by the might of the Allies? Will they

concede defeat? Will they forswear
their ideology and give up all their
carefully made plans? Will they realize that aggression and the ruthless
seizure of what they call Lebensraum
cannot be made to pay in the long
run?
Curt Riess believes that the Nazis
-many of them at least-will not call
a halt to their agitations. He is sure
that a large number of those who
have drunk deep draughts of the
Hitlerian philosophy will go underground to make ready for another at-
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tempt to bring a large part of the
world under their control. Naziism,
argues Mr. Riess, is nothing more
and nothing less than a power-seeking ideology formulated and applied
by the German General Staff. Hitler
has been the tool of the German military caste. His thoughts were their
thoughts; his designs were their designs. The power-mad members of the
German General Staff had a longplanned objective in mind, and they
made use of Hitler for the purpose
of gaining that objective.
The Nazis Go Underground is based
on a careful study of what Germany
did after her defeat in World War I.
Immediately after the victory of the
Allies-which, by the way, Hitler and
the Hitlerites persistently refused to
acknowledge as a victory-Germany set
out to plan for another war. She succeeded cleverly in hoodwinking the
nations which had crushed her into
submission on the field of battle; she
devised devious ways of circumventing and nullifying the stipulations of
the Versailles Treaty. By throwing
sand into the eyes of many influential leaders in the war-weary countries which had beaten her she managed to win sympathy and help. Mr.
Riess is convinced that she will try
again to make use of similar tactics.
But there are other cogent arguments on whid1 Mr. Riess bases his
conclusions. News reports emanating
in one way or another from the Third
Reich ever since the outbreak of the
present war have convinced him that
the dyed-in-the-wool Nazis do not intend to give up. After the Battle of
Stalingrad it was evident to all clearsighted observers-and evident, let it

be added, to the Nazis themselvesthat Germany could not hope to
emerge victoriously from World War
II. At that time the Hitlerites resolved that the Party must go on no
matter what would happen to Germany. They mapped out their strategy; they made ready to go underground. Heinrich Himmler, says Mr.
Riess, is the master-planner of the
movement. The Nazis will not confine their clandestine agitations to
their own country. They have detailed
plans for operating in Switzerland, in
Spain, in Argentina, and even in the
United States. To reinforce his conclusions Mr. Riess mentions names
and discusses actual happenings. He
describes some of the preparations
which have long been in the making
in Nazi circles, and he enlarges upon
the schemes and the snares to which
they will resort for the purpose of
hoodwinking the rest of the world
and eventually reaching their goal.
What can we do about it? Mr. Riess
declares:
The only way the coming Nazi underground can be crushed before it is
strong enough to rear its head is to
introduce a new order. Jn Germanyand outside of Germany. The Nazis
came to power, not because something
was wrong with Germany, but because
something was wrong with the world.
Nothing has yet changed as far as the
world is concerned. Mr. Churchill is
still of the opinion that the British
Empire should be preserved precisely as
it was when he was born. The overwhelming majority of influential Americans still believe that the United States
should be run according to the principles and by methods which were effective and fair a generation or two ago.
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American Bulwark
MEET YOUR CONGRESS. By John
T. Flynn. Doubleday, Doran &
Co., Garden City, N. Y. 1944. 157
pages. $2.00.
HIS

is a book which needed to be

written. A systematic campaign
T
is currently underway in certain

quarters to undermine the confidence
and respect of the American people
toward their Congress, and to make
the legislative branch of our government a mere appendage of the executive. That was not the intent of the
founding fathers. That has not been
the historic-and successfully provenAmerican form of government. That
way dictatorship lies. And so, in a
day when Walter Winchell, the
night-club gossip-monger, sneers at
Congress as "the house of reprehensibles," there is crying need for a
book of this kind.
Mr. Flynn presents a careful anal ysis of the history and workings of
our representative form of government. He writes with the sincere objectivity of a careful student, without any taint of partisan bias. But
he is utterly convinced-as any intelligent and patriotic American must
be-of the wisdom and strength of
our system of government and he
views with apprehension the inroads
which have been made in recent
years upon the independence of
Congress and upon its sphere of
jurisdiction. He shows, too, that virtually all of Congress' parliamentary
practices-even those which seem incomprehensible and foolish to the
layman-have a very sound and logical basis. Irresponsible critics and de-

l
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tractors of Congress, who usually
know not whereof they speak, should
realize that these belong to the very
essence of the democratic way.
Meet Your Congress should be required reading for every high school
and college student-and for all those
who follow the current fashion of
admiring foreign ideologies. The result will be a healthier respect for
that institution which is the bulwark
of our freedom.

Life in a Parsonage
PAPA WAS A PREACHER. By Alyene Porter. Illustrated by Janet
Smalley. Abingdon - Cokesbury
Press, New York, 1944. 167 pages.
$1.75.
is not just another book about
preacher and his family. A
number of these, and excellent ones,
too, have issued from the presses of
various publishers during the past
decade. The reader might therefore
conclude: authors know that books
about ministers have a sale just now
and so they are anxious to rush into
print with that kind of book and
make some hay while the sun shines.
But that conclusion would be wrong
about this volume. We have read
most, if not all, of the recent
"preacher-books" and we are ready
to say that this is by no means the
least worthy of them. In fact, there
are certain things in this volume that
make it rate high in the list. One of
these is the deep sympathy of the
author for the religion of her father.
Alyene Porter is the younger
daughter in this parson's family of
eight lively youngsters. She is now a
HIS

Ta
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teacher of speech and drama and
director of plays, with a studio in
Dallas, Texas. She wields a facile pen
and commands a gentle humor that
enlivens page after page as she unfolds the delightful story of a Texas
Methodist preacher's family and
home life. She divulges in the foreword that her motive in writing the
book was to dispel the idea that life
in a parsonage is so restricted that
the children in it lead a drab and
joyless existence and miss out on all
the fun in life. She amply proves
that the very opposite is true and
that "the restricted atmosphere has
meant missing some things, but the
shelter of its dignity has meant escape from other things." And she
adds: "And love was there, and truth,
and laughter."
We shall not enter upon a summary of her story. That would take
the edge off the prospective reader's
enjoyment of the book. Let it suffice
to say that Papa was a Methodist
preacher who is still active in spite

of his advanced years. He has served
small churches in villages and
country-places as well as large city
churches. The picture of this preacher, as well as that of his dev9ted wife,
as drawn by the loving pen of the
younger daughter, is that of a Godfearing couple and of a Christian
home. It shows vividly how a small
salary and a large family required
sacrifices from old and young, especially so when the college education
of all eight children was taken as a
matter of course. It is a powerful
sermon against the spirit of materialism that holds that happiness depends
upon the size of the family bankroll.
The strain of humor which runs
through the story from beginning to
end, the accompanying pen and ink
drawings by Miss Smalley, the sound
common sense, and the idealism of
the author all work together to make
a book that many will read again
and again, some with a feeling of
nostalgia as it reminds them of their
own youth and home.

A

IlRIEF

GLANCE

RECENT

AT

PUBLICATIONS

A SURVEY OF BOOKS
MOUNTAIN CLOUD
By Marius Barbeau. The Caxton
Printers, Ltd., Caldwell, Idaho.
1944. 300 pages. $4.oo.
R.

BARBEAU,

an anthropologist

and folklorist for the Canadian
D
Government, attempts in this book

to interpret the ritualistic aspect of
the life, a century ago, of the Indian tribes in the Northwest. A slight
romantic plot-the love of a French
trader for his Indian wife, who dies ·
in childbirth, and twelve years later,
his circular trek with his young son
through the uncharted country west
of the Mackenzie-serves as a frame
for pictures of the hard daily life of
the Indians, samples of their folk wisdom, descriptions of their ceremonies,
and translations of their stories and
prayers.
The author's sympathy with the Indians enables him to discover their
qualities of discipline, lyricism, and
common sense. Only such a sympathetic approach could accomplish this
end; yet the reader may feel that the
Indians remain incompletely presented in that the rude and sordid as-

pects of their lives are so lightly
touched upon.
The stylized pen-and-ink illustrations are the work of Thoreau MacDonald, a Canadian artist. The book
as a whole is an excellent example of
fine printing.
A topical value is given this work
by the fact that the country described
skirts some four hundred miles of
the new Alaska Highway.

KEEP THE PEACE THROUGH
AIR POWER
By Allen· A. Michie. Henry Holt
and Company, Inc., New York.
1944. 196 pages. $2.00.
N

this poorly written book sound

thinking walks arm in arm with
Ishoddy
thinking. Allen A. Michie's

conclusions as to the origin of the
present war are based on foolproof
reasoning, and what he has to say
about the dangers of a third worldholocaust is worth pondering and
digesting. When he st:i.tes that a nation contemplating aggres.s ion can be
brought to its senses by the prompt
threat or use of bombing, he is right;
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but he fails to consider carefully the
grave danger that the powers organized for the purpose of resorting
to preventive threats and preventive
bombing may, for one reason or another, fall out among themselves.
What then? Is it not a foregone conclusion that an international air force
maintained by the victorious nations
after this war will not be enough to
keep the peace even though the conquered countries are policed and inspected so painstaking! y and so regularly-or irregularly-that they will
have no opportunity whatever to
manufacture arms? No world-organization can succeed in preventing wars
unless that organization is founded
on something far more substantial
than mere force. Yes, the war which
is raging today could have been prevented if Hitler had been restrained
at the proper time by force; but
throughout the world there were factors at work which led to attempts
at appeasement and to bickering of
all kinds. Those factors will continue
to play an important role in worldaffairs. Mr. Michie has failed to think
the problem through.

CHINA LOOKS FORWARD
By Sun Fo. Introduction by Lin
Yutang. The John Day Company,
New York. i944. 276 pages. $3.00.

C'\ UN

FO, son of Sun Yat-sen, who was
the father of the Chinese Republic, writes candidly and fearlessly
about China, her problems, her sufferings, her bravery, her aspirations,
and her place in the world. The eminent Chinese statesman is an ardent
advocate of a strictly democratic form

0

of government for his country. Although he is well aware of what the
U .S.S.R. has accomplished under the
regime of Stalin, he believes that his
own nation should shun the path of
communism. Japan, he declares, must
be decisively beaten on the field of
battle, her avaricious and power-mad
military caste must be rendered harmless, her Mikado must be deposed,
and she must learn that her own true
welfare lies in the establishment of
an honest Japanese democracy. In addition, Sun Fo discusses the problems pertaining to Manchuria, Korea,
and other parts of East Asia. Since
he is president of China's Legislative
Yuan, he speaks with authority and
in an illuminating manner about his
nation's economic and industrial development. He has firm convictions
with respect to what is necessary to
assure a just and lasting peace in
Asia as well as in the rest of the
world.

MUST MEN HATE?
By Sigmund Livingston. Harper
& Brothers, New York. i944. 344

pages. $2.50.
many citizens of
the United States have drunk
deep draughts of the vile poison of
anti-Semitism. They need an antidote, and the sooner they take that
antidote into their systems, the better
it will be for our country and for the
entire world. One cannot point out
too often or too emphatically that
Jew-baiting, whether carried on openly or covertly, is both anti-Christian
and anti-democratic. In Must Men
Hate? Sigmund Livingston, a promi-
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nent Jewish lawyer, examines and
refutes many of the charges that have
been raised against the Jews in many
lands and for many years. He
pleads his case with an eloquence
born of intense feeling and far-reaching knowledge. Every American should
give heed to what he says.

DEWEY: AN AMERICAN OF
TIIlS CENTURY
By Stanley Walker. Whittlesey
House, New York. i944. 350 pages.
$2.00.

THE STORY OF THOMAS E.
DEWEY, ATTORNEY FOR
THE PEOPLE
By Rupert Hughes. Grosset & Dunlap, New York. 1944. 406 pages.
$1.00.
two books on the Republican presidential nominee have
been issued in connection with the
current political campaign. Both
trace the rise of Governor Dewey
from his humble origin to his present place of eminence and discuss in
detail his political views on both
domestic and foreign issues. The
story of the young lawyer who became the nation's foremost "racketbuster" and went on from there to
the governorship of the Empire State
is undeniably an absorbing American
epic. Regardless of the outcome of
the presidential election, Governor
Dewey has already-at the age of 42
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-made his mark as one of the most
distinguished Americans of his time.
Both of these books tell the story
of Tom Dewey interestingly and well.
Mr. Walker's book is by far the better in point of workmanship. A specially valuable feature is the inclusion of a number of Mr. Dewey's
public addresses. Mr. Hughes' book
is racier-which fact, together with
its low selling price, will probably
gain for it the larger circulation of
the two.

JOANNA
By Helen Ashton. Samuel Curl,
Inc., New York. 1944. 320 pages.
$2.50.
s the wife of a famous English

novelist, Joanna Sheerwater had
A
led an easy, luxurious, and purposeless existence. The deceptive and dangerous quiet of the first year of the
war did not seriously disrupt the lazy
routine of the sophisticated Smart Set
on the French Riviera. Then the fastmoving columns of the Wehrmacht
smashed into Southern France, and,
in a matter of hours, Joanna became
one of the thousands of desperate
refugees who choked the escape roads
into Spain.
In Joanna Helen Ashton relates
the story of her heroine's difficult and
reluctant adjustment to the hard realities of wartime living. Mrs. Ashton
presents a thin, brittle, polished, and
superficial study of a thin, brittle,
polished, and shallow woman.

Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

fascinating biography of
T Oliver
Morosco, "the Oracle of
HE

Broadway," reminds one of the
Horatio Alger success books
which provided such absorbing
entertainment for an earlier generation. It is the story of a poor
boy who amassed great wealth, of
a child who built for himself a
fabulous empire in the world of
the theatre.
Oliver Mitchell was born in
Logan, Utah, on June 20, 1875.
His parents-Esmah Montrose
Mitchell and Sir John Leslie Mitchell-were divorced a few years
later, and Mrs. Mitchell took her
children to San Francisco. Here
the fortunes of the Mitchell family were at a dangerously low ebb
for a long time. Oliver was nine
years old when he became the pupil and protege of Walter Morosco, the prosperous owner of, and
star performer in, the Royal Russian Circus. Because Walter Morosco took a keen and affectionate
interest in the ambitious boy, Oliver Mitchell assumed the name

· Oliver Morosco-a name destined
to live in the history of the American theatre and of the motionpicture industry.
Mr. Morosco introduced to audiences here and abroad many of
the smash hits of yesteryear-as
well as the actors and the actresses
who played in the Morosco productions. He discovered and encouraged talented authors and
playwrights, and, on occasion, he
himself did neat bits of play-doctoring.
From a literary viewpoint, The
Oracle of Broadway, by Helen M.
Morosco and Leonard Paul Dugger (The Caxton Printers, Ltd.,
Caldwell, Idaho. 1944. 391 pages.
$4.25), is unimportant and undistinguished. For those who are
interested in the theatre it is not
only important but completely
absorbing.
Motion picture producers and
directors would do well to adopt
one of the precepts to which Mr.
Morosco attributes much of his
success. In The Oracle of Broad-
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way the well-known showman
says:
There was a popular fallacy at thal
time, and it is just as popular today,
that a play, regardless of its excellence, must have a star's name to put
it over. Fortunately for my success, I
was never a believer in that fallacy.
To me the artist for the part, known
or unknown, is the prime essential. I
have elevated many excellent supernumeraries to stellar heights, and
have never yet had that play suffer
by doing so. But I have had them die
miserably because an unsuitable star
was forced upon me.

The Story of Dr. Wassel (Paramount, Cecil B. DeMille) provides an excellent example of miscasting and mishandling. The account of the heroic deeds of Dr.
Corydon Wassel in the jungles of
Java is one of the most poignant
dramas to come out of this war.
It is a good story and a moving
one. It needs no fancy touches or
gaudy trimmings. But in the
hands of Cecil B. DeMille the
epic tale of the fifty-eight-year-old
Arkansas country doctor becomes
just another foolish, fantastic melodrama. Played by Gary Cooper,
Dr. Wassel is transformed into a
romantic, love-lorn, inarticulate
figure. Three glamor gals in musical comedy dress, a bit of fiagwaving, a share of overworked
cliches and stale gags, a dash of
pathos, and a large hunk of dazzling technicolor are added to
turn a fine story into the custom-
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ary DeMille super-spectacle. In
short, this isn't war. This is Hollywood make-believe, and combat
veterans will have no part of it. In
recent months there have been
many reports of G.I. Joe's outspoken dis~atisfaction with war
and propaganda films. One seasoned campaigner observed, "The
average film of the war period exhibits a sense of values that borders on vulgarity and repels the
man who appreciates deeply the
war era in which he lives." He's
right! Any exploitation of the
present world-tragedy in lurid
and sensational melodrama is to
be deplored and condemned. Servicemen have a right to resent
deeply Hollywood's ridiculous
and distorted portrayal of the average American soldier.
Wing and a Prayer (20th Century-Fox, Henry Hathaway)
avoids many of the stereotyped
situations and emotional exaggerations of other film releases. This
is the story of an aircraft carrier
operating in the South Pacific during the anxious months after
Pearl Harbor. The battle scenes
are excerpts from the official Navy
record of the Battle of Midway.
Many other sequences are completely factual. They were made
during the seven weeks Director
Henry Hathaway and his camera
crew spent aboard a carrier.
Christmas Holiday (Universal,
Robert Siodmak) , which presents
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a grown-up Deanna Durbin in
her first dramatic role, effectively
demonstrates the fact that it takes
more than heavy make-up and
daring gowns to transform an ingenue into a dramatic actress.
Supported by an excellent cast,
Miss Durbin tries hard to bring
to life Somerset Maugham's tragic
heroine. She never succeeds.
The highly touted Lady in the
Dark (Paramount, Mitchell Lersen) is just another long, stupid,
incredible dream film filled with
unearthly sounds and vast quantities of vapor. It has very little
artistic merit.
How long is a boy a boy? Or, to
put it another way, how long will
it be before Mickey Rooney outgrows the role of the typical
American boy? Blonde Trouble
(M-G-M, George B. Seitz) sees
Andy Hardy off to college and to
further adventures-adventures
which, it is comforting to reflect,
are actually not at all typical of
American college life. The producers of the Andy Hardy series
could, if they wished, make a real
contribution to the cultural life
of young America. Youth is in itself engrossing. Having established Andy Hardy as a popular
box-office figure, why do the producers not present him in simple,
wholesome, natural roles instead
of keeping him kneedeep in
blondes and perpetually engaged
in multiple love affairs?

From a cell in the Illinois State
Prison comes Roger Touhy's formal protest against the 20th Century-Fox film, Roger Touhy,
Gangster. ''Terrible" Touhy not
only requests a permanent injunction to restrain exhibitors from
showing this film, he also asks for
$1,000,000 damages. Touhy contends that this is not a factual por·
trayal of his life and that it will
prove embarrassing to his two
sons, who are now serving in our
armed forces. Our sympathy goes
out to those who suffer because of
the misdeeds of another; but isn't
Mr. Touhy forgetting that the
film is merely an outgrowth of his
criminal career-and not the other
way around? Roger Touhy, Gangster is a bleak and of ten brutal
re-enactment of one chapter of a
lawless period which now seems
curiously remote.
Take It or Leave It (20th Century1-Fox, Benjamin Stoloff)
brings to the screen the quizmaster of a popular radio show in
a comedy which comes off surprisingly well. A tender and timely
story is handled with charm and
delicacy; a series of flash-backs recalls many of the pictures of the
past.
Gaslight (M-G-M, George Cukor) is a highly successful screen
adaptation of Patrick Hamilton's
sensational Broadway hit, Angel
Street. The story of a brutal husband who quietly and deliberate-
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l y tries to rob 11is wife of her
sanity, Gaslight is a dark and depressing picture designed for adult
audiences.
Funnymen Abbott and Costello are back again after a year's
absence from the screen. If you
.like this crazy pair, you'll enjoy
In Society (Universal, Jean Yarborough). It's a typical Abbott
and Costello picture, with all the
old gags and all the familiar routines.
In Uncertain Glory (Warner
Bros.) superman Errol Flynn car-

ries on his fantastic one-man war.
Even a good actor would be hamstrung by a typical Flynn vehicle
-and Errol Flynn isn't a g·ood
actor.
Away back in 1919 Broadway
audiences, so we are told, found
Up in Mabel's Room side-splittingly funny. Maybe so. But I'm
inclined to doubt it. At any rate,
Up in Mabel's Room (Universal,
Allan Dwan), the cinema counterpart of the Harback-Collison
stage play, is stupid and hackneyed comedy.
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MODERN poetry, like every other
phase of our contemporary
culture, has felt the deep effects
of war. Our major article this
month presents a
scholarly, yet fascinating, survey
of poetry in wartime. Alice Bensen is professor of
English at Valparaiso University
and is a frequent
contributor to
the Literary
Scene.
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ter of the European War will
usher in the staggering problems
of the postwar period. THE CRESSET will endeavor to bring a careful, Chris t ian
analysis of these
developments.
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