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Is Survival Enough?

as our wars become
bigger and more dreadful our
wartime objectives become smaller
and more elementary. In World
War I, our announced intention
was to make the world safe for
• democracy. In World War II, we
were willing to settle for four
basic freedoms. In the war which
many think is upon us now, we
seek nothing more than survival.
But World War I did not make
the world safe for democracy. If
anything, it spawned the most
fearful threats to democracy that
man had had to encounter in centuries . . World War II, far from
securing four or three or two or
even one freedom, greatly reduced
~ the area within which freedom
lives at all. Will World War III
secure our survival or will it, like
PPARENTLY
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its predecessors, confound the purpose for which it is ostensibly
being fought?
We doubt that mere survival is
a good enough reason for going to
war. Survival is worth fighting for
only if there is reason for surviving. Why do we want to survive?
What is the vision that invests
survival with desirability? In a
concrete way, what kind of world
are we trying to salvage through
the fiery purification of war?
If it is the world that we and
our fathers have associated with
what we have called "the American way of life," we must recognize that that world cannot survive an atomic war. If it is Mr.
Hoover's western civilization, we
must realize that that civilization
is dying, war or no war. If it is
the chromium-plated, high-veloci-
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ty world of the streamlined auto
and the ten thousand gadgets, we
may ask why it should survive.
We are children of our age and
if we have found our age pleasant
we have a perfect right to wish for
its survival. We are citizens of
our country and if we have found
it a happy land in which to live
we have a perfect right to wish
for its survival. But if survival is
our primary objective, we must
be careful that our means do not
vitiate our end. It would be sheer
tragedy if, in fighting Communism, we created within western
society the very conditions upon
which Communism thrives; if, in
the battle to destroy authoritarianis~n. we became ourselves the victims of authoritarianism.
We are not trying to direct national policy. We are not criticizing anything that has been done,
or said, or proposed. All that we
are doing at the moment is praying-for ourselves and for our
countrymen, for the Russians and
the Yugoslavs, for Synghman Rhee
and for Mao Tse-tung. And our
prayer is that our God would
come with a strong hand and save
us, not from each other but from
ourselves; not from death but
from meaningless survival; not
from our fears, which are after all
well-founded, but from our ambitious hopes which, like the legended Lorelei, draw us each day
closer to the maelstrom.

Where Is the Man?
has the free world so
sorely needed, and never has
it so sorely lacked, some tremendous cliche around which to marshall its will to peace. The leaders
of the west are mousy men, honest
and God-fearing and well-combed
but wholly lacking the dramatic
flair of a V\Tilson or a Churchill.
Look once at the last war. Here
was little England, face to face
with the author of a thousandyear Reich whose legions had
made of all Europe one stupendous Wagnerian spectacle against
which England looked no more
formidable than a pale-faced curate.
But England was rallied around
the tremendous cliche of the invincibility of the English race. It
didn't matter that the English are
not, correctly speaking, a race or
that England had not, in the past,
proved invincible. What mattered
greatly was that the cliche was
believed, as fervently and as naively as a child believes that his
daddy can lick anybody else's
daddy in the whole world. Mrs.
Miniver believed it and the people
who sang, "There'll Always Be an
England" believed it and the Londoners down in the Tube believed
it. One reason why they believed
it was that Winston Churchill
sa id it was so and Winston
Churchill was the spittin' image
of John Bull.
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dent of advertising, and as the
name of his column implies, a
kind of syndicated Seelso1·ger. It
was in this last capacity that he
undertook to answer Miss Carolyn
H., 19, Sunday school teacher,
who wanted to know whether God
speaks to people nowadays.
"Yes," said the doctor, "God
speaks to people nowadays if they
get into the proper frame of mind.
He speaks by a peculiar warming
of the heart, with a lump in the
throat." The doctor then proceeds
to tell Miss H. where she can
work up this cardio-tracheal reaction. Church, it would seem, is
one of the best places, especially i£
the business of the day is a funeral
or if the congregation is at work
on one of the old familiar hymns.
Priests and clergymen sometimes
produce it when they hit the climax of their sermons. If it doesn't
happen to be a Sunday when the
urge for such a feeling hits, one
can seek it at a play, a concert, or
a good movie.
At the time we read Dr. Crane's
column, we were confined to quarters with a case of nasopharyngitis,
acute, mild, and had just dosed
Nasopharyngitis and the
ourselves with a wee drammie of
Beatific Vision
the family specific for such comEAVE us now praise famous
plaints. The lump in the throat
men, not least among them Dr. had already been bothering us for
George W. Crane whose column, some time (we finally coughed it
-4 "The Worry Clinic," appears in up) and as the healing elixir made
several metropolitan dailies.
its way down our alimentary canal
Dr. Crane is a psychologist, stu - we began to experience what

But suppose Clement Attlee had
made that speech about fighting
the Germans on the beaches and
in the towns. Or imagine Harry
Truman with a long cigarette
holder, a big smile, and a black
cloak billowing in the wind. 'N'ithout passing any judgments, we
would simply observe that some
men were born to wear medium
grey suits and, unfortunate though
it may be, men in medium grey
suits are not the kind of men who
can invest cliches, however tremendous, with life and fire.
'!\There IS the man who will
"" stand up and tell the western
world that it is still in the vigor
of its youth, even though he
knows it is not; who will invest
the hard and wearying struggle
for peace with all of the glamor
and derring-do that we have falsely associated with the waging of
war? Wherever he is, he is the
man of the hour and the man who
will give his name to this second
half of the twentieth century.

L
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seemed to be a peculiar warming
of the heart. The same sort of
thing had happened to us on several occasions before, but we had
never before realized that in such
circumstances one might be experiencing the beatific vision.
And we suspect that none of the
saints had ever suspected it, either.
Our Lord told Dives that if his
brethren on earth wanted to know
the will of God, they could read
Moses and the prophets. And since
apostolic times, the Church has
testified to a God Who speaks
through His Word and through
the Sacraments. Man's entrails, as
far as we know; are no more in
tune with the divine than are his
pedal and digital extremities.

The Right Use of the Bible
public service feature for
this month is the reprinting
of regulations drawn up by the
past national chaplain of the Navy
Club of the U.S.A. for the proper
use of the Holy Bible at sessions
of the Navy Club. We have taken
the liberty of appending certain
comments of our own.
"The Holy Bible should be one
that contains both the Old and
the New Testaments, and shall be
opened to the division of the two."
(In most Bibles, the two are divided by blank sheets.)

O
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"The Bible should never be presented to or brought before a
gathering that you would not wish
to be seen or bring your Mother,
Sister or Wife before, or not have
the Creator Himself present Himself at." ("The Son of Man came
eating and drinking, and they say,
Behold a man gluttonous and a
winebibber, a friend of publicans
and sinners."-Matthew 11:1g.
"For John came to you m the
way of righteousness, and ye believed him not; but the publicans
and the harlots believed him."Matthew 21:32. "I am not come
to call the righteousness, but sinners to repentance."-Matthew g:
13. Additionally, it is permissible,
but not desirable, to end a sentence with a preposition.)
"The Bible shall be placed upon
an Altar in the center or forward
center part of the Meeting room.
The Bible should not be opened
until the gathering is brought to
Quiet Attention, by the Commandant or Master of Ceremonies.
The Invocation should immediately follow.
"If the meeting should at any
time become of a nature that control of language is not becoming
our Christian Nationhood, the
Bible shall be closed until order
is restored. Drinking in the presence of the open Bible IS not
tolerated." (From the order that
the Bible shall be closed when
things get rough, we gather that
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~

...,.

~

'r

f-

March 1951
it has eyes and ears between the
Old and New Testaments. Ahd
what is this "Christian N a tionhood" business? Isn't the Bronx
a part of the United States?)
"At the close of the regular
meeting or gathering, the Bible
should be closed immediately after
the Benediction and should be
removed from the Aftar. The Commandant or Master of Ceremonies
then should so state or use the
gavel to indicate that the meeting
or gathering is closed or over."
(But wait a minute. Nobody has
read it yet. Or was it supposed to
.., be just a stage prop to give the
meeting a little tone?)

Nuclear Note
on a bus: "The facO tory is giving
us a raise, radioVERHE ARD

•

active to the first of the year."

Daydreams

c

TANDING

so near the threshold

~ of the second half of this cen-

tury, we cannot restrain the impulse to dream about the kind of
news stories we would like to b e
able to report in the years to come.
We set our dreams down in the
order in which they occur to us
and not necessarily in any order
of priority:

5

1. The election of Josef Vissarionovich Stalin as a delegate to
the International Meeting of
Friends.
2. The abrogation, at solemn
ceremonies inaugurating the 1975
Holy Year, of the dogma of papal
infallibility.
3· A ceremony off the island of
Mindanao in which the accumulated stocks of A-bombs, H-bombs,
bug- bombs, blockbuster bombs,
and just plain ordinary bombs
would be let down into the deepest trench in the Pacific while a
Salvation 'Army band plays the
Good Friday Spell from Parsifal.
4· The election of a distinguished
Negro citizen as governor of one
of the states of the Deep South.
5· The adoption by corporations, as a general policy, of the
principle of labor representation
on boards of directors.
6. The amalgamation of all national armies into an International
Conservation Corps, commanded
by General Omar Bradley.
7· The engagement of Miss Margaret Truman to a fine young
man, followed immediately by her
retirement from the concert stage.
8. The announcement from Calcutta that a classics don from Oxford had succeeded in climbing
to the top of Mt. Everest.
9· The infiltration of the Government Printing Office by staff
members of the N ew Yorh er magazine, with E. B. White handling
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the editorship of the Congressional
Record.
10. Confirmation of the existence
of the Loch Ness monster by its
appearance, during the non-tourist
season, to Senator Taft, vacationing in Scotland after his successful
presidential campaign.

Who Should Judge?
question of literT aryperplexing
censorship came up again
HE

in Chicago a few weeks ago when
Captain Harry Fulmer, head of
the police censorship division,
found Maud Hutchins' A Diary
of Love "candidly filthy" and got
an advisory opinion from Judge
Matthew Hartigan to back up his
contention that the book should
be banned from Chicago bookshops.
We do not propose to go into
the question of whether Mrs.
Hutchins is a pornographist, although it might be said that the
consensus of critical comment indicates that at worst she is somewhat naive and definitely pedestrian. Nor do we propose to argue the question of whether government has a right to suppress
obscene literature. We think it
does and we think that there are
types of writing which any fairminded person would instantly
classify as obscene, both as to con-

tent and as to obvious intent. The
question that we want to raise is
this: granting that there is such a
thing as obscene literature and
that it is the duty of government
to prevent its distribution, who is
to do the labelling?
The Chicago Civil Liberties
Committee, which interested itself
in Mrs. Hutchins' difficulties,
wants to leave the decision up to
juries. The Committee believe~
that "public morals can best be
protected by average jurors representing the current generation,"
or at least that a jury is more
reasonable protection than is a
police officer acting under the authority of an 18go law.
The bug in that answer, it
seems to us, is that it assumes that
morality is nothing more than a
matter of public opinion. It assumes also that the typical citizen
can draw the fine line at which
unpalatable reality passes over into
smut. We doubt both of those assumptions. At the same time, we
realize the necessity for some more
or less arbitrary way of labelling
obscene writing so that its distribution can be prevented.
Perhaps, until some better sug
gestion is brought forward, the
proposal of the Civil Liberties
Committee might be given a try.
We are willing to stake human life
on the judgment of twelve fallible
men and certainly no author could
maintain that his book is more
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valuable than a man's life. Meanwhile, let some of the newspapers
that have been so violent in their
• denunciation of Mrs. Hutchins
and of other "realistic" writers
examine their own skirts. Many
a respectable suburbanite reads
more salacious material every
morning over his eggs and toast
than he would find in the whole
1950 crop of books.

Protecting the Innocent
is tragic enough when
only two people are involved.
The tragedy is heightened when
children are involved.
The newspapers have reported
several particularly messy childcustody cases recently. And it is
only the more spectacular cases
that ever make the newspapers.
The day-to-day cases of children
shuttling back and forth from one
parent to the other, often to the
accompaniment of bickering between the parents, never get into
the papers. But the human suffering involved is as great as in the
.. better-publicized cases.
It seems to us that the right to
rear children rests upon several
bases, of which the physical act
of begetting is only one and, per- haps, a relatively unimportant one
"-.at that. When a home is broken
up, we would suggest that the
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principal concern of society should
be with the welfare of the children
of the home, and not with any
supposed right of the parents to
the custody of the children.
If it can be said that a child has
any rights at all, certainly one of
its most fundam ental rights is the
right to a fixed place of residence.
It must belong somewhere and to
someone.
A child can belong to two people
only if those two people are one.
If the two insist upon going their
separate ways, it is far better for
the child to be given to one or the
other than to be divided between
the two. Admittedly that is rough
on one of the two parents but
perhaps there would be less of a
disposition to seek the easy relief
of divorce if parents knew in advance that divorce meant that one
or the other would have to give
up all claim to the children and,
in the normal process of things,
be forgotten by them. If either an
adult or a child must suffer, we
prefer that the adult suffer.
For this reason, we hope that
the system of split-custody will
soon become a thing of the past.
In its place, we would like to see
a policy of assigning custody of
children to one or the other parent,
permanently and irrevocably, before the final decree of divorce is
granted. We do not presume that
such an arrangement would compensate for the breaking-up of the
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home, but it would at least allow
the child to grow up in an environment of relative stability.

us told us how the network pundits
had sized up the situation the evening before.
The worsening of the international situation has magnified the
importance of the commentator.
When H. V. Kaltenborn declared
war on the Soviet Union some
months ago, he carried a considerable part of the population -"'
with him. Still more fell in line
when Morgan Beatty went to war.
Meanwhile Gabriel Heatter and
Paul Harvey had also rallied
'round.
This presents us with a dilemma
No one will deny that a respon
sible commentator is obliged to re
port and interpret the news as he:
sees it and understands it. At the:
same time, we are entitled to ask
whether it is in the best interests •
of the country to permit private
individuals such a large measure
of influence over national policy. •
The answer lies, we think, not
in muzzling the commentator but
in educating the listener. If we
can persuade the listener to listen
to a variety of commentators and
to balance opinion agai~~Jt opinion -,
we may be able to restrain the
tendency to stampede. If at the ~
same time we can persuade people
that in any crisis the greatest danger lies in precipitate action based
upon emotion, we will stand a
better chance of weathering the crisis. And there, certainly, respon- ..-*
sible government officials could
~-

The Herd Instinct
disturbing by-prodO uctsof ofthemass
communication
NE

is the intensification of the herd
instinct. And implicit in the herd
instinct is the tendency to stampede.
We have been in a position to
notice this for about four years
now. During all of that time, the
world situation has been unsettled
and the possibility of war has
never been altogether remote. For
the average citizen, and particularly for the young men who would
have to bear the heaviest burden
of war, the situation from day to
day has been essentially what this
or that commentator said that it
was-and this in spite of the fact
tha t the commentators did not
agree among themselves and in
spite of the additional fact that
individual commentators frequently missed the boat entirely with
their analyses and predictions.
We remember a couple of years
ago when we had an eight o'clock
class on Monday mornings. We
did not listen regularly to the
Sunday evening commentators but
we found that it was hardly necessary for us to listen. One look at
the faces of the young men before
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we reeled, our twisted little brain
chock full of Aesop's unscientific
rot and our finer sensibilities
numbed with tales of lust and gore
from the Old Testament. We ate
too much and laughed too much
and got into too many fights and
periodically got our seat tanned
and here we are today, old at
thirty, working on a magazine. If
Stabilizer DiSalle's frozen prices
Act Now!
had left us any spare cash for beer,
CIOMETIMES it seems that every
0 other piece of mail that crosses we would be crying into it.
Brethren, we live in the age of
our desk starts off with "No one
person can possibly hope to (know, the clipped coupon. Clip the couunderstand, comprehend)" and pon and get the books. Painless
the letters then proceed to invite parenthood, painless friendship,
us to buy or hire Expert Opinion. painless religion, painless bowel
It was therefore only on second elimination-they're all in the
reading that we were struck by books. Clip the coupon and be
the ad of a Chicago book house really equipped. Your kid got no
which warns that "very few character andj or personality? Clip
mothers are really equipped to the coupon. Want a mess of happidirect the development of their ness and success for Junior? Clip
child's character and personality" the coupon. Want a four-color picand exhorts the material stupes to ture of Christ weeping over J em"make sure that you are prepar- salem? Clip the coupon-but ACT
ing your child for a happy, suc- NOW!
cessful life. ACT NOW! Paste this
Brethren, we live in the age of
Expert Opinion. You can get an
coupon," etc.
Shades of our ill-equipped Expert to tell you why stars twinkle
mother! A blackguard and misan- and how to make whole countries
thrope we grew up to drag out believe the Big Lie and what lies
our wretched, unsuccessful life at the end of the rainbow and
while mother blew the family's where the violin's music comes
substance on toys and doctor bills from. The Labor Department
and books of fairy tales. Nary an keeps a stable of Experts working
.-J
Expert laid his hand on us, nary to improve the health of children
a Counselor fiddled with our and the Defense Department keeps
"" psyche. Down the primrose path an even bigger stable of Experts
help greatly by setting an example
of calm, purposeful behavior, by
taking the people into their confidence even when the news is bad,
and by standing firm themselves
against any urge to stampede.

10
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figuring out how many of these
healthy children we will need each
year as human targets. There are
production Experts and demolitions Experts and reconstruction
Experts, Experts who decipher the
past, Experts who analyze the
present danger, Experts who limn
the share of things to come. Clip
the coupon, the paternoster of
Expertolatry. No money down,
ten days free trial, money cheerfully refunded if not satisfied.
Begone, you ill-equipped mothers with your ample laps and your
cool, unsterile hands. Get that
cookie jar off the table and fetch
us Dr. Finsterniss' four-volume set
on "The Character and Personality
of Children." And-ACT NOW!

Easter Notes
time h as come when it
might be well for us to consider whether we should not, in
the interest of a really broad
ecumenicity, abolish Easter. One
Christian doctrine, and only one,
stands in the way of a universal
religion. That doctrine is the doctrine of the physical resurrection
of Christ. If we could dispose of it,
there would be nothing to prevent
our combining with Judaism and
Islam and the religions of the
Orient in one great, world-wide
religion.
So long as Christians maintain

T
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that the rabbi from Nazareth rose
in bodily form from the dead,
their religion is a religion of judgment. Jesus the teacher, the moralist, the great physician, the ideal
man, the children's friend-that
Jesus can be fitted into some sort
of religious hall of fame beside
Mahomet and Buddha and Laotse and Moses and Confucius. But
a Jesus ',Yho rises from the dead is
not only a greater person than
these others but an altogethe1. Jifferent kind of person. Whatever
else He may or may not be-teacher, healer, ideal-He is most certainly Lord. And because He is ,.
Lord, He is the Judge.
The world knows this better .)
than the Church knows it. The
world will go along with Christmas because there is a certain
sentimental lift in recounting how
a poor little child was born in a
stable with various beasts standing
about and simple shepherds hearing angel choirs. It's a pretty story
and the children, especially, love
it, and what kind of a h eel would
spoil things for the kids? There
is even a certain willingness, on
the part of the world, to let the
Christians have their Good Friday.
Especially in the twentieth century it is obvious that virtue leads
more often to the place of the
skull than to the seat of power.
From the standpoint of pure
drama, the crucifixion makes a ,.,

March 1951
powerful climax to the tragic
story of a man who was dangerous
because he was good.
But Easter is different. One need
not be highly sensitive to sense
the snarl behind the facade of
gaiety with which th e world greets
Easter. Dead teachers are fit subjects for romantic idealization but
they certain1y represent no danger.
The Living God is something altogether different. H e can not b e
manipulated. He cannot be used.
He can not be squeezed into molds
of our devising. It is possible to
love Him or to hate Him, but it is
"' not possible to ignore Him.
At Easter, the world drops all
..., of its pretense. The secular cele-

11

bration of the day is openly, even
flauntingly, pagan. There is no
singing of Easter hymns at office
parties, no exchanging of cards
bearing cheap reproductions of
pictures of Christ the King. It is
not a watered-down Christian saint
but the rodent that carries tularemia that symbolizes the secular
Easter. And the mood of the season is set, not by the exchanging
of gifts, but by the display of one's
own new finery .
Get rid of Easter and the whole
world will be Christian. Even the
devils don't mind the Sermon on
the Mount. But that empty tomb
scares them silly. A living Jesus
is dangerous.

"Jesus said and proved that man is wrong about death. It
is not what he thinks it is, or fears it may be. Death, as we
think of it, does not exist. Our fear is due to the tyranny of
the senses; we are overawed by the fatalism of the body, its
masterful negation and collapse. Death is separation, not
destruction . Body and soul are parted, nothing is destroyed.
. . . Jesus 'abolished death,' Paul tells us; abolished the old
fiction of death, as the radio abolishes time and distance. The
distance is still there, but it is transcended, outsped."
Joseph Fort Newton in Everyday Religion
(Abingdon-Cokesbury Press)

God, History, and
George Bancroft= I
By VICTOR F.

HoFFMAN

Valparaiso University

writing of history may only
be a narrative or a chronology
of facts, figures, events, and eras.
To such ends, one gathers data.
The facts are criticized and evaluated. To maintain a certain professional orthodoxy, the written
history must indicate the extent
of the research by "bibliographies
and footnotes, drawn up in the
form required by recognized usage." There is some interpretation
as the writer sees it to make a
presentable synthesis of the facts.
Hockett added to the above in his
little monograph: "Finally the
effectiveness of the production will
be proportionate to the skill with
which the writer can use the English language."
However, the criteria "for determining what kinds of facts are
significant" demand a wider intellectual perspective and the
sharp skills of philosophical analysis. Shailer Mathews concurred in
effect: there must be more than a

T
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mere recording of facts and events.
No matter how fervently the historian intends to stay with the
facts, no matter how aware he is
of the dangers of interpretation
and of philosophizing about what <-"
has happened in history, no matter how cognizant he is that the
great imponderables belong to the
theologian and the philosopher, II
his interest in humanity and its
·
social problems entices him to
more than an interpretative synthesis for the presentation of his , .
facts. The deeper he plumbs the
record of life, the more the mystery of life weighs upon him. He
begins to go beyond the terminal
points of history.
In the twentieth century, unique
we think in some of its trends and
tensions-with an atom bomb and
a potential hydrogen bomb to
make us speak at least occasionally
in terms of destiny and destination-thinkers are dealing once '"
again with the age-old questions. ~
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Out of what, where, or whom did
this stream of life come? What is
the meaning of it all? A renewed
emphasis on the spiritual is indicated by some of the books which
have recently become important.
Kenneth Scott Latourette, a living
American historian of note, in his
presidential address to the annual
meeting of the American Historical Association at Washington,
D. C., December 29, 1948, was
willing to raise "the question of
whether the Christian understanding of history may not offer the
clue to the mystery which fascinates so many of our best minds."
Therefore, if only as a student of
history, one must study the spiritual approach.
In addition, the societies which
we study include a great many
who feel that there is a greater
Maker of history behind it all.
History cannot be without meaning. Man's hopes and failures are
not mere fleeting appearances nor
just a futile cycle of birth and
decay. The hopes and fears of all
the years are caught up in some
grand and glorious meaning. What
happens in history is from and to
God and of concern to God. God
is no mere spectator at a game.
In each man, they say, that the
historian studies is an intuition of
this greater Cause. In an article
about Reinhold Niebuhr, professor at Union Theological Seminary.Time magazine put it thus:
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To this unending effort to know
God, man is driven by the noblest of
his intuitions . . . man's occasional
lapses from God-seeking inevitably
result in intolerable shallowness of
thought combined with incalculable
mischief in action.

Not even the atheist historian
can academically refuse to take
into account what his society is
thinking about God.
The critical mind, however,
dare not approach the study of
the spiritual interpretations of history with too much brashness for
"neither a providential design nor
a natural law of progressive development is discernible in the
tragic human comedy of all times."
The step from skepticism to faith,
and vice versa, is not a long one.
"The skeptic and the believer
have a common cause against the
easy reading of history and its
meaning."
Nevertheless, George Bancroft,
an early American historian and
man of affairs, had moments when
he was brash enough to impose
upon history "a reasoned order"
or, better, to draw out of history
"the working of God." To place
God into history, as George Bancroft did, is almost a contradiction
in terms. Though believing in
God, it seems difficult to touch,
feel, and see God in any vertical
relationship t.o history. But like
all people, believing in God or
not, George Bancroft was a bundle
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of paradoxes. Having every reason
of background and temperament
to be a New England aristocrat,
this patriarch of American history
in his politics and history "voted
for Jackson." In spite of his avowed
affection for the democrat, h e
never completely loved the common man. Sometimes theological
in bent a nd character, he never
could quite bring himself to become a theologian or minister.
Though never quite a minister,
he nevertheless showed theological
influences in his writings. An author and historian of high ideals
and philosophical concepts, not at
all oblivious to the isolated and
painstaking job of research and
of collecting documents, he nevertheless heeded the call of the
market-place and the political
arena. Educated in Germany,
touched by European ideologies
and scholars of first rank, he remained a thorough and occasionally chauvinistic American. Provincial and cosmopolitan, subject
to the charge of a "filiopietistic"
attitude, he was one of our first
great American historians- "by
no means last or least." He made
no important statement without
reference to a document yet "in
every event he perceived the spirit
of God moving on the waters."
These paradoxes, particularly
the New England-Democratic one
"gave many curious twists to the
threads of his narrative," but for

the moment we are more interested
in his "avowed intimacy with the
purposes of Providence" or, as
according to the further accounts
of the Beards, in the providential
theory of history that "lifted him
far above the dusty way."
His providential theory of hiswry was "essentially a Hebrew
and Christian assumption that
history is direqed toward an ultimate purpose and governed by
the providence of a supreme insight." Unlike the orthodox Christian assumption, however, his God
was not metaphysically Trinitarian
or anthropomorphic. On the other
hand, far from believing that the
deity was a sort of absentee landlord or watchmaker who had
wound up the natural law mechanism to run its own course thereafter, Bancroft accepted an approximately Protestant concept of
God who was intimate with man
and immanent in the ways of man.
Or as he put it in a letter to his
wife:
Each page of history may begin
and end with Great is God and marvellous are his doin gs among the
children of men; and I defy a man
to penetrate the secrets and laws of
events without something of faith .
. . . He may pile a heap of stones,
he will not get at the soul. This is
my commentary.

A later audience, Congress on
February 12, 1855, heard him place
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history under the providence of
God in his famed Lincoln address:
That God rules in the affairs of
men is as certain as any truth of
physical science. . . . Kings are lifted
up or thrown down, nations come
and go, republics flourish and wither,
dynasties pass away like a tale that
is told; but nothing is by chance,
though men in their ignorance of
causes may think so.
From such a premise of God
he not at all unexpectedly deduced history in all its events and
processes to be a manifestation of
God or the God-Idea. God is behind history: therefore there is
harmony and a coherent development in it. God is perfect and
consequent! y His gradual revelation in history, person by person
and era by era, cannot be by
caprice. As history proceeds upward and onward, God in "a
glorious display of his perfection"
manifests more of the Infinite to
the finite that the finite might be
brought closer to infinite truth.
That would connotate not only
process but progress as well. In
leading or guiding man generation by generation to a fuller realization of the truth behind moving and changing history God was
actually directing· the human race
(and America) from diversity to
unity, from disharmony to harmony, "from tyranny toward liberty, from heterogeneity to homogeneity, from colonies to federated
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republic." In one broad and majestic sweep and over-view, history
showed "the inevitability of man's
progress and the unity of humanity." Progress had to come because
God was directing man and man
was yearning for God. Summarized
in Bancroft's terms, we have it
said this way:
It is because man cannot separate
himself from his inward experience
and his yearning after the infinite,
that he is capable of progress.
But how exactly does man fit
into this process and progress of
history guided by a living and
regulating Providence? History, as
suggested above, is a unit, operating and recording itself according
to an organized and coherent plan
of God. The individual and the
race fit into this picture as significant units. The Infinite (the GodIdea) and His plans are established absolutes, posited in the
world. Progress does not consist in
God developing, nor is it the evolution of His plan. The material
world did not change, nor anything in it. "Truth, morals, and
justice have always been truth,
morals, and justice." Wherein
then did Bancroft's view of progress consist? "The progress of man
consists in this that he himself
arrives at the perception of truth."
Progress is achieved as man discovers and appropriates the truth
God has placed into the world.
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This weakens the orthodox
Christian view of man in history.
To Bancroft man was more than
an inherently morally depraved
creature to whom God had to
come in an atoning Christ and
Revelation "to save many souls
alive." On the contrary, man to
Bancroft was a sort of little God
in whom the great God had posited
an ability to discern the divine
truths and God Himself. In a
word, man was a being of worth
who by his innate powers could
come to God. Instead of man living in separation from God and
in need of divine reconciliation,
he could come to a most perfect
relationship with the Infinite. He
had the ability to bring his human will into conformity with the
divine will.
What has God placed into man
whereby he might discover infinite
truth, bring his will into conformity with the divine will, and
thus progress? It is the faculty of
intuitive reason. To Bancroft the
discovering reason was not the
logic or the reasoning power of
the rationalists by which they
found the natural law behind history. In addition to the "external
senses" which related man to the
material world the human being
had an "internal sense" which
connected him to the world of
intelligence and of God. Actually
it was the higher sense or insight
of the poet or musician that found

God and truth in the over-tones or
Over-Soul of life. Bancroft used
the ·analogy of the poet who "is at
once the interpreter and the favourite of Heaven." This creative
spirit or intuitive reason is not
only in the individual man, but
"IT IS IN MAN." According to
Bancroft this easily made the
people the voice of God and placed
God on the side of democracy.
One of his biographers has drawn
the following conclusions: "Here
lay the theoretical basis for his
political beliefs, the philosophical
foundations for his J acksonism."
He continues, however, by saying
•
that this was also the faith of a
transcendentalist, "an implied be- ,..
lief in the ability of man to rule
himself by divine guidance and
to progress toward a higher and
better state." Bancroft said all of
these things best in a Fourth of
July oration at Northhampton in
1826:

J

With the people the power resides,
·both theoretically and practically.
The government is a democracy, a
determined uncompromising democracy; administered immediately by
the people, or the people's responsible
agents . . . . The popular voice is all
powerful with us; this we acknowledge is the voice of God.

As a historian with a providential view of history, how did Bancroft operate specifically and particularly within the framework of f
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historical facts and the written
record? If history was the successive manifestations of God in and
through man, the historian must
then "examine the past" to find
traces of the God-directed progress.
He approached the story of man
with the faith that man was destined and had been moving to a
future better state where truth,
justice, beauty, and morality might
-4 abound. Since the complete truth
is not found in the individual
man, the historian must look at
the collective man of each era to
discover the truth for that time
and to mark the discovery as another step toward the future state.
This George Bancroft did.
He spent a good deal of his time
in looking backward. In fact, his
monumental work, The History
of the United States from the Discovery of the Continent in ten
volumes, did not reach beyond
"America's Independence Is Ac" knowledged." His retrospective eye
surveyed the civilizations of Palestine, Italy, Greece, Spain and
France, and England. Each had
made their contribution to humanity respectively in religion,
law, the arts, the discovery of
America, and representative government. Each one of these great
nations in its own age had become
the carrier of previous civilizations
in addition to contributing its
own unique cultural heritage.
Bancroft was interested primarily
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in the streams of culture moving
into the common inheritance. One
gets the idea somewhat by his
illustration of the universal mind:
The defense of liberty in our own
halls of legislation penetrates the
plains of Poland, is echoed along the
mountains of Greece, and pierces the
darkest night of eastern despotism.

If these common civilizations
flow progressively like streams into
the mighty river of truth, then of
course the future must be venerated as a greater unfolding of the
Infinite or God-Idea. Bancroft's
history said this future lay with
America. All the peoples of the
world before America were component parts, with so many springs,
which would some day all be put
together. The world was pointing
to the consummation. In the necessary, real, and certain progress of
the human race the Americans
had come the farthest. They had
been more successful in the conquest of brute force and environment by their intelligence. America had conformed more and more
to the principles of truth, justice,
morality, and democracy-all a
part of the last triumph. The
Crown of Life had been placed
into America's hands. It was James
Truslow Adams who suggested
"that Bancroft wrote as if the
history of the United States were
that of the Kingdom of Heaven."
To this Kingdom of Heaven on
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earth the nations of western and
despotic Europe could look for
renewed freedom, Asia could learn
to receive "the message of freedom." More than all the world
we were in close communion with
the God-Idea and His Name was
Liberty.
Throughout the pages of Bancroft's history shone the steadfast
conviction that God had championed the cause of America.
George Bancroft was certainly not
standing alone in this view for he
had been saying what the majority
of Americans believed. America
was in the process of emancipating
the slave, freeing the woman, redeeming the captive, elevating the
law, receiving the world's depressed, and building the Utopia
of freedom. But of course such
did not always seem to be the
case. However, after all the various
struggles and setbacks which might
have appeared so depressing, confusing, and un-Godlike the American could still say: "Lo! God is
here and we knew it not."
In his account of Lexington
(April 19, 177 5), for example, are
concrete illustrations of his providential theory applied to a historical situation. He spoke of William Emerson, "the minister, with
gun in hand," whose sermons "had
so hallowed the enthusiasm of his
flock that they held the defence
of their liberties a part of their
covenant with God." The heroes

of Lexington not only looked "up
to God as the stay of their fathers
and the protectors of their privileges" but they in their very beings
and actions were "the slowly
ripened fruit of Providence and
time." In other words, the events
and heroics of Lexington did not
derive from the accidental impulses of the moment but were all
a part of God's grand design in
behalf of America.
Thereupon, in quick panoramic
and generalized fashion he ran
through all of history "from the
traditions of the Hebrews in the
gray of the world's morning . . .
from the clouds of witnesses of all
the ages to the reality and the
rightfulness of human freedom"
to prove his point that the light
that led on our 177 5 heroes "was
combined of rays from the whole
history of the race." In a culmination that would have driven our
present day so-called scientific
thinker to the verge of profanity,
he "splashed" us with this bit of
"lushness":

'
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All the centuries bowed themselves
from the recesses of the past to cheer
in their sacrifice the lowly men who
proved themselves worthy of their
forerunners, and whose children rise
up and call them blessed .. .. Samuel
Adams, with the voice of a prophet,
exclaimed: "Oh, what a glorious
morning is this!"

His explanation of the entire
American Revolution is but a re- ~
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echo. The common folk, the mechanics, the merchants, and laborers realized that they were the
agents of God, the champions of
humanity, and as such "were inspired by the thought that the
Providence which rules the world
demanded of them heroic selfdenial." It was not within "the
grand design of Providence" for
England to retrograde by tramping freedom underfoot.
Thus far we have had an indication that the collective American
man was the agent of Providence.
Paradoxically enough, Bancroft
also emphasized the great man or
..., leader idea within his providential
context, that is to say, there were
certain leaders who in part were
the length and shadow of history.
One might look at his famous Lincoln address, already cited. Here,
we would rather point to his Commemoration Address for Andrew
.,. . Jackson, delivered at Washington
on June 27, 1845· According to
Bancroft, Jackson stood out before
the nation and the world as "the
representative, for his generation,
of the American mind." His intuitive reason had had keen insight
into "all the creative ideas of his
country and his time." It must
have been words such as these that
caused J. S. Bassett to say of Bancroft:
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He crystallized all the hero worship
of the old Fourth-of-July school into
a large work [his History] written in
a style acceptable to his time.
Any view of life and history
becomes more clear when it is
known whence it came and how it
compares. To some of us in the
twentieth century Bancroft's view
of history may seem a little naive.
We must remember, however, that
Bancroft was the creature and
mouthpiece of his times. All of
this suggests that his philosophy
was not original and that it did
not come to him by intellectual
stork. In regard to the arming
of the colony of Virginia for the
struggle against England, Patrick
Henry had said:
Three millions of people, armed in
the holy cause of liberty, and in such
a country as that which we possess,
are invincible by any force which our
enemy can send against us. Besides,
sir, we shall not fight our battles
alone. There is a just God who presides over the destinies of nations,
and who will raise up friends to fight
our battles for us.
Ralph Gabriel, in his chapter on
"Doctrines of Democratic Faith,"
has this to say of the American
thought pattern: "The foundation
of this democratic faith was a frank
supernaturalism derived from
Christianity."

fTO BE CONTINUED)

The Clouds Are Great
With Mercy
By WALTER RIESS
Managing Editor, The Detroit Lutheran

I write, a steady rain beats
A sagainst
the office window.

selling shoes. Dick studied at the
University of Detroit. Neither was
much interested in religion. Both
were lonely and friendless.
One Sunday the two brothers
stepped into the narthex of Bethany Lutheran Church. They liked
what they heard. Young people
came up to shake hands. The
minister's wife invited them to return. One year later Jack and
Dick became confirmed Lutheran
members.
Now, we waited for Jack to tell
us what was on his mind. We
were not surprised to hear him
stumble through his frightened
overture: "I wonder-! wonder if
I could become a minister?"
The question marked the beginning of a shaking experience
in my father's ministry. Jack left
in September. Dick enrolled in
Concordia Seminary, Springfield,
a year afterward. Two boys from
the confirmation class, Raymond
Otto and Larry Rohlfing, traveled
to the Wisconsin Synod Seminary

Across the street, red brick buildings accept the dim sheets of rain
with no complaint. So also the
people, who skitter buglike under
their umbrellas, going everywhere
and nowhere in a terrible hurry.
The streets are shiny like black
ice under the u pr' ccided feet, and
I do not think t" ,. d -enched people
trust the clouds above them.
It was just such a day as this
when Jack rang a parsonage doorbell many miles from here. July 5,
I think it was. And the small thin
figure at my father's door shivered
under its splotched gray raincoat.
Nervously he stepped into our
house, accepted a study chair without a word. We could not make
him feel comfortable. He sat forward, afraid-yet eager-to speak.
I guess we all knew then, better
than ever before, what this young
man had gone through. Orphaned
at an early age, he had come north
with his brother. Jack took a job
20
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in Saginaw, Michigan. Eugene Rudow, an engineering student at
Cass Technical High School in
Detroit, went to Concordia College in Milwaukee. One of Detroit's best softballers, and star
shortstop of his church team
(Charles Auch, by name), joined
Jack and Dick Burbank at Springfield.
All this happened in 1949, when
young men were thinking of big
pay checks and rosy years of homebuilding. By the end of that
astounding year, no less than nine
of us were studying to be pastors
in the Lutheran Church. These
from a single congregation whose
total membership was less than
one thousand. It was a strange
processional.
But the sudden interest in theology may not have been so strange
after all. I do not think that any
one of us had ideas of setting the
..; world afire. But surely the compulsion which drove us to the
seminary was stronger than even
we might have realized. And it
was born of natural parents: a
realization that the cold war was
not so cold, and that any world
salvation would have to come
from men who knew enough about
God to accurately declare His will
to a needy-if complacent-people.
Gathered to this, I believe now,
was an unconfessed awareness of
1 a nervous discomfort which we
had experienced during World
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War II. None of us had fought
with the armed forces. But many
pastors told us what the war was
all about. From the pulpit we
heard reconsiderations of Fascism
and Communism, sermons carefully squeezed dry of all Christ.
Other pastors labored with the
pure Gospel, optimistically ignored
bothersome fears which snaked
among the pews.
The question in our minds was
this: Did God have a unique
Message for His imperiled 2oth
Century children? Or would the
two-thousand-year-old Gospel of
Jesus Christ, as revealed in Scripture, hold within itself a responsive gleam to our searching eyes?
I do not know what my fellow
seminarians have found, or which
mysterious roads they traveled. My
first glances turned, without hesitation, to the mystics-those dark
saints (within and without the
Church) who believed in capturing
God by a storm of prayer and
devotion. They were fascinating
people-William Law, Sister Maria
Theresa, William Blake, St. John
of the Cross, Marsden Hartley,
Thomas Merton. Some of them
kicked over all traces of systematic
religion to reach up into the sky
for the very skirts of God. Some
of them loved the Church. Some
of them fought it.
At first, rebellion seemed delicious to me. But later, faced with
the actual necessity to preach and
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write, I saw that life could be
lonely enough even with the help
of fellow searchers. Without the
hills of the Church, healthy spiritual activity would be impossible.
That posed the inevitable question: If you accept all the comfort
of the Church, must you not accept all of its teachings? The answer was, obviously, no. But by
that time the answer didn't matter.
Even while reading the mystics,
and viewing their paintings, I
found myself quoting long-lost
Bible passages, examining all foreign religious microbes under that
penetrating beam from the cross
of Calvary.
My quest was ended. Free religious thought seemed valid only
when based upon a solid structure
of Christian doctrine. Before one
can study psychiatry, he must study
medicine. Before one can walk
about on the roof, he must know
there's a basement under him.
Only in Christian theology (pardon the mixed metaphor) you can
never climb high enough to get
away from the Cross in the basement.
Not that the mystics had nothing to say. I learned from them
that God gives unique knowledge
in answer to individual prayers.
There are private contemplations
for those who ask. But these personal sacraments never oppose the
recorded body of religious truth,
never fight the Messiahship of

)lo
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Christ. It is through Christ's reconI
ciliation of God and men that
I
special blessings can come to earthdwellers.
Too many seminarians are prone
to scorn "middle-road" theology.
And yet, God knows, a healthy
balance between revealed and hidden religion must spark the drive
of every Christian seeking for God.
Sink into the waves of historical
theology, and you get groggy. Swim
in the whirlpool of mysticism, and
you drown. Best: stay out on the
water, but g'e t yourself a good
raft.
The doctrine of the Church is
always the first to suffer from the ~
antics of any theological acrobat.
The strenuous searching going on
in our seminaries is heartening
only so long as it remains in sympathy with the Church. I see a
dire need for fellowship among
our future pastors. The bright
rays which the Church has cast ~
over the path of the saint might
be quickly shuttered by too much
religious selfishness.
And this precisely at the time
when selflessness is the most obvious need of our Christian pastorate. Now is the time for the
drawing together. I look at Jack
Burbank out in Carthage, Illinois.
He is married, owns a lovely
daughter. At 27, he is nearing the
end of a quest which has taken
him to the highest mountainpeaks f.
-as well as the deepest valleys.

.
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He will be a pastor close to people.
Gene Rudow lives in Mission,
Kansas. When I last saw him
there, he was eager to "get through
as quick as I can." The ministry
of this husky fellow should be
something to watch. Shortstop
Auch is not only playing good
ball at Springfield. He is thinking
religion.
From every student comes a
new thought, a different reaction
to the same diamond which has
set so many eyes blinking: the
Gospel of the resurrection of Jesus.
The Miracle is always above us.
We can approach the Miracle
from a thousand divergent view-1 points-with the mind of a scholar,
the brush of an artist, the sensitivity of a poet. This is one Event
everyone must know-in his own
way. Let everyone who knows this
Christ report what he has seen.
The hasty, the broad, the minute
observations will confuse us at
.- first. But soon, for the encourage-

ment of the Church, the pieces
shall fit together perfectly to shape
a portrait designed for the Christian who waits beneath the pulpit.
The rain has stopped falling
now. And I am rather sorry. All
day I have thought of this ceaseless
downpour as a symbol of God's
generosity. This morning the
clouds were ashen gray, and they
threatened the scurrying people
with goodness. No one believed in
the goodness of the rain, of course.
But it came anyway: large swollen
drops which reached the top of
Snellenburg's Department Store
and the sewers on I I th Street.
We in the Church have learned
to fear, like everyone else, the
clouds which roof our sky. But .
while pastors still live with God,
and people follow, the clouds are
great with mercy. We shall soon
own the blessings which now
threaten us. They wait only for
men strong enough to pray.

After all our wanderings through the labyrinths of science, religion
is the haven and Sabbath of man's contemplation.
FRANCIS BACON

Mendelssohn and
Bach~s Rebirth
By

I

~

CLAUDIA STEWART BACHMAN

The year just past was marked by the univenal honoring of Johann
Sebastian Bach on the 2ooth anniversary of his death . We should also honor
the one who brought this forgotten musician's music to light and instigated
the interest in his music which has never waned.
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year was 18og. Forgotten was subjected to strict discipline
and almost penniless, Regine in his study of music. He learned tSusanna-the youngest daughter to play the piano, violin, and
and the last direct descendant of organ; he mastered thorough-bass
old Sebastian to bear the worthy and composition with venerable
name of Bach-died. That fateful Zeiter, head of the Singakademie,
year seemed to thrust composer in Berlin. Felix's wealthy father
Bach and his works still further assembled a small orchestra se- ,..
into oblivion. However, in this lected from the court-band for
same year, a Jewish baby was born; Sunday musicales at the Mendels- "'
his name-Jakob Ludwig Felix sohn home. Here the picturesque
Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. This tal- Felix, elevated on a footstool beented and precocious child was fore the music desk, conducted
destined throughout his life to the group of sedate musicians as
focus the attention of the people they played the works of the old
of many nations upon Sebastian masters, and occasionally his own
Bach. Mendelssohn's splendid per- compositions.
formance and interpretation of
The shrewd Zeiter saw to it that
the Bach works was to proclaim to Felix sang in the Singakademie
the world the matchless worth and chorus. As a result, Felix grew
unequalled beauty of these com- ·familiar with the most minute int.
tricacies of the great choral works.
positions.
Beginning at an early age, Felix However, he became acquainted '

T

HE

March 1951

..

with the Bach choral works at the
Friday practices held at Zeiter's
house; here a small select group
from the Singakademie, desirous
to know the difficult works of
Bach and other old masters, met
to sing. Zeiter referred to Bach's
compositions as "bristly pieces,"
because Bach at that time was
considered an unintelligible musical arithmetician, with an astonishing facility for writing fugues.
In the fall of 1820, eleven-yearold Mendelssohn sat at the piano
in a harmony class far beyond his
years, at the Singakademie. The
class was studying by way of illus4
tration a chorale from the all-butforgotten St. Matthew Passion by
Sebastian Bach. Deeply moved by
the words and music, the little
fellow sang with all his heart
along with the rest of the class.
Suddenly one of the students
nudged his neighbor and said
~ loudly enough for all to hear,
"How appropriate! The little Jew
kid raises his voice to the Savior
tool" The class burst into laughter;
but the sobbing Felix ran all the
way home and told his father that
he would never go back there
again. The next day father Mendelssohn took the boy to the Lutheran church to be baptizedBach's St. Matthew Passion had
converted Felix Mendelssohn. Biographers tell that from that time
-i- on, Bach was everything to Felix,
musically and spiritually. He
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played Bach; he dreamed Bach;
and he preached Bach in an age
that knew the master but little
and loved him less.
Once Felix wrote his sister,
Fanny, "You say that I should
become a missionary and convert
Onslow and Reicha to a love for
Sebastian Bach. That is just what
I am endeavoring to do. But remember, by dear child, that these
people believe Bach to be nothing
but a wig stuffed with learning."
He later wrote in reference to a
musician-friend, "I told him much
about Sebastian Bach and said
that he did not yet know the
fountainhead and the most important things in music, because
all that was comprised in Sebastian."
When Felix was twelve years
old, Zeiter took him to Weimar to
visit Goethe. Goethe, an ardent
admirer of Bach, was overwhelmed
by Felix's mastering of Bach; and
he would have been overjoyed if
Felix had stayed with him indefinitely. "One day Felix played a
Bach fugue and suffered a slip of
memory. Nothing daunted, he
went on improvising at considerable length. The poet noticed
nothing amiss!"
For Christmas in 1823, the
fifteen-year-old Felix received from
his grandmother a score of the
St. Matthew Passion copied by
Zeiter's express permission from
the manuscript preserved in the
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Singakademie. Felix was delighted
with the gift and sat right down
and memorized the score from
beginning to end.
During the winter of 1827, Felix
-spurred into action by the complaint that Bach always seemed
like an arithmetical exerciseformed a select choir of sixteen
voices and proceeded to practice
the St. Matthew Passion. This motivated the public performance of
this great work a year later (exactly a century after its first production under Bach's own direction)
and the formation of the Bach
Gesellschaft (an organization for
the publication of Bach's works).
Felix's little choir became so
enthusiastic about the St . Matth ew
Passion that they urged Felix to
enlarge the chorus to three or
four-hundred voices for a grand
public performance of the magnificent work. However, apart from
the difficulties of the music, with
its double choruses and double
orchestra, two main obstacles appeared to lie in the way-the opposition of Zeiter as head of the
Singakademie and the apathy of
the public. Felix refused, at first,
to attempt the project. Finally
Eduard Devrient, actor-friend of
the Mendelssohns, persuaded Felix
to go with him to talk over the
situation with Zelter. After some
heated words between Zeiter and
Devrient, Zeiter grudgingly gave
his permission for the perform-

"'I
ance. It was an immediate success.
As Devrient said, "all were amazed
not only at the structural grandeur of the mighty work, but a1
its abundance of melody, its wealth
of expression and passion, its
I
quaint and affecting declamation,
and its dramatic power. No one
ever suspected old Bach of all
this.
"But Felix's share in making this
work felt and known is as memorable as the undertaking itself.
His perfect mastery of all its details was only half his merit. His
energy, perseverance, tact, and
clever calculation of the resources
at hand, made this masterpiece
modern, intelligible, and life-like
once more. This was Mendelssohn's first and greatest achievement in conductorship."
Felix later said, for once and
only once alluding to his descent,
"to think it was an actor and a
Jew who restored this great Chris- ,.
tian work to the people."
"The importance of Mendelssohn's deed may occasionally have
been overrated, but unquestion·
ably no other event in the long
struggle for re-evaluation of Bach's
works was equally colorful and
had such wide repercussions. The
St. Matthew Passion was soon
taken up in other cities as well.
The B-minor Mass and the St.
fohn's Passion were introduced
into the concert repertoire, and (
one cantata after another was res-

._,,'
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cued from oblivion." -David, The
Bach Reader.
Besides being a brilliant pianist,
Mendelssohn was an organ virtuoso. In his travels to England,
France, Italy, and Switzerland, he
played numerous organs. His organ concerts were devoted almost
exclusively to the Bach organ
works. It was he who initiated
Schumann into the beauty of the
choral fantasias. Of their favorite
choral prelude, Schmiiche dich, 0
Liebe Seele, Mendelssohn confessed that if life were to deprive
him of hope and faith, this one
chorale would bring it all back.
In Leipzig, 1840, Mendelssohn
gave an organ concert in St.
Thomas's church. The proceeds
went to erect a monument to the
memory of Johann Sebastian Bach.
(The monument was later placed
in front of the St. Thomas school.)
Mendelssohn practiced eight days
for the recital. The result was that
he could hardly stand up straight,
and he walked along the street
only in pedal passages.
Schumann wrote in his paper,
Neue Zeitschrift fur Musih:
"Would that I could record last
evening in these pages with golden
letters! It was, for a change, a
concert for men, a complete whole
from beginning to end. Again, I
thought, how we are never at an
end with Bach, how he seems to
grow more profound the oftener
he is heard ... . The music itself
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still serves as the best means to
bring his works before our senses
and to explain them: and whom
can we expect to accomplish this
more warmly and faithfully than
the artist who accomplished it
yesterday--who has devoted the
greatest part of his life to this
very master, who was the first to
refresh, with the full power of his
enthusiasm, the memory of Bach
in Germany; who gives the first
impulse towards bringing Bach's
image nearer the eyes of our contemporaries by an outward image?"
Mendelssohn made several trips
to England. He was the "darling"
of the English people, and was
constantly in demand for concerts
and recitals. His amazing success
and popularity in this country
was reflected in his native Germany. His organ playing in England as on the Continent brought
him enormous acclaim.
There is a story of Mendelssohn's
performance in London's St. Paul's
cathedral on one Sunday afternoon in 1837. The audience was
so enthralled by his playing that
it would not leave the church; it
seemed as if they could not hear
enough Bach. Finally, with Mendelssohn thoroughly enjoying himself, and apparently indefatigible,
the authorities were forced to
withdraw the organ blowers, letting the wind out of the bellows
while Mendelssohn was in the
midst of a Bach prelude and fugue.
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As a composer, Mendelssohn's
serious writing is obviously related to Bach. Pratt states that
"though lacking in the latter's profundity and sheer originality, some
of his nobler passages rise to a
fine sublimity of thematic massiveness. He reaches his best in
his larger choral works and in
those for chamber ensemble." His
inspiration was of like nature to
Bach. Felix once wrote to Devrient, "I have recently written a
good deal of sacred music; that is
quite as much of a necessity to me
as is the study of some particular
book to people who have that
impulse, and who care for no other
reading at that time. If it bears
any resemblance to Sebastian Bach,
it is again no fault of mine, for
I wrote it just according to the
mood I was in; and if the words
inspired me with a mood akin
to old Bach, so much the better.
I am sure you do not think that
I would merely copy his form,
without the substance; if it were
so, I should feel such disgust and
such a void, that I could never
again finish a composition."
It was the same Mendelssohn
who wrote after he became disgusted with the low level of plot
and music in the operas of his
day, that if this style were indispensable he would forsake opera
and write oratorios. Thereupon,
he wrote his first oratorio, St. Paul,
using exclusively the Bible and

his chorale-book after the manner
of Bach. The whole work is in
the severe contrapuntal style of
that school which Bach used. The
style of the chorale is the foundation, and is worked into the overture, and treated in chorus quite
after the manner of Bach in 0
Thou, the True and Only Light!
and But, Our God. What more
Mendelssohn would have accomplished if he had lived beyond
his thirty-eighth year is, of course,
unanswerable.
However, it is as Hiller says,
"when an artist like Mendelssohn
devotes his whole strength to giving even his smallest songs that
perfection which always hovered
before him as his ideal, when he
strains his full power and knowledge to advance all that is best
in his art on every side, he deserves
no less acknowledgment because
he was wealthy and happened to
be in a position free from all material cares, than if he were compelled to wait for the reward of
his work in order to pay his
debts."
Posthumously, Mendelssohn's
fate has been just the opposite of
his predecessor Bach. Bach is now
universally highly acclaimed while
Mendelssohn lost his high position
soon after his death. The whole
history of music scarcely shows a
more violent backswing of the
pendulum. Bach, an unappreciated
cantor and organist, passed into a
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long eclipse, then, largely through
Mendelssohn's efforts, underwent
a miracle of resurrection. On the
other hand, Mendelssohn, who
was recognized throughout his life
and preposterously famous at his
death, was soon considered to have
been overrated. The music of the
cold mathematical precision (Bach)
has been found to contain the very
qualities in which it was once
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supposed deficient; but Mendelssohn's music is now considered inadequate and rather artificial in
many instances. But let us give
Mendelssohn the full credit due
him; it was he who awakened the
world to the grandeur of Bach
and gave momentum to the now
well-substantiated realization of
Bach's superiority above all other
composers.

It is certain that worship stands in some commanding relation to
the health of man, and to his highest powers, so as to be, in some
manner, the source of intellect. All the great ages have been ages of
belief. I mean, when there was any extraordinary power of performance, when great national movements began, when arts appeared,
when heroes existed, when poems were made, the human soul was
in earnest and had fixed its thoughts on spiritual verities with as
strict a grasp as that of the hands on the sword or the pencil or the
trowel.
RALPH WALDO EMERSON

r

AND MUSIC MAKERS
Bach Comes to the U.S.A.
(CONTINUED]

BY WALTER A. HANSEN

f\ As I go from concert to con•. cert in the company of the
venerable, baldheaded, and sharpwitted Johann Sebastian, I often
wonder how other important personages who lived many years ago
would react to music composed
after their time.
Bach and I decide to hear some
chamber music We are overjoyed
when we learn that a string quartet will present Beethoven's Quartet in c Minor, op. I8, No. 4·
In the course of his second sojourn
on earth Bach has heard many
works from the pen of Beethoven.
He has not been slow to exclaim
with full- throated enthusiasm,
"Beethoven was a great mastera master of melody and a master
of workmanship!"
The Quartet in C Min or, Op.
IB, No. 4 happens to be a work
which Beethoven wrote when he
was in his early thirties. Consequently, more than one critic and

quasi-cnt1c has felt impelled to
declare, "This composition does
not represent Beethoven at his
greatest. It does not show him as
a mature master."
Words of this kind-words that
ooze so easily and so naturally
from the pen-can do a great deal
of harm. They can lead many
listeners to the utterly false conclusion that music written by Beethoven in his early manhood is,
in the main, less important than
works that were brought into
being during later periods in the
master's life. Such a conclusion is
nothing short of tragic
"I think you'll agree with me,"
I say to Bach, "when I tell you
that in my opinion the Quartet in
c Minor, op. IB, No. 4 is one of
Beethoven's great masterpieces.
The craftsmanship it exemplifies
is wonderful. Pay special attention
to the second movement, which,
as you'll see at once, is fugal in

.,
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character. Note the extraordinary
richness of melody that characterizes the quartet from beginning
to end."
Johann Sebastian nods his head
in agreement as he listens. He
applauds enthusiastically when the
four musicians have come to the
end of the masterpiece.
Suddenly I am in a cold sweat .
For years I have been nursing in
my brainpan a conviction which
I hesitate to send out into the
world. Now, however, I am urged
by an irresistible force to let that
conviction see the light of dayfor better or for worse.
"Master," I say with fear and
trembling, "I know that you were
a great melodist when you walked
the earth. I have an innate horror
of attempting to measure art and
artists with a tool-if you can call
it a tool-as prosaic as a yardstick,
and bear in mind, please, that
I'm not using a yardstick when I
say to you in all earnestness that
I look upon Beethoven as a greater
melodist than you."
Bach does not like to hear words
like those that have just come
from my lips. Great man that he
is, he squelches me with the remark, "My dear friend, have you
ever heard me say that I was a
great melodist?" Johann Sebastian,
you see, is a modest genius.
No, I have never heard Bach
himself declare that Bach was a
great melodist. But I have heard
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many others say so. I, too, have
said so, and I say so again. Nevertheless, I venture to cling to my
conviction that there is a greater
variety of melodic richness in the
music of Beethoven than one finds
in that of Bach. Yes, I am keenly
aware of the axiomatic truth that
comparisons are odious.
More Ruminations
~ There is a long intermission.
til. I give Bach a cigarette, for
the master has learned to smoke
cigarettes since he has become reincarnate in my dreams.
Then I begin to ruminate once
more. Bach listens patiently and
with tolerance to what I have to
say.
"Master," I begin, "I wonder
what Louis XIV, King of France
(1643-1715), would say if he could
be brought back to life to hear
Beethoven's Quartet in C Minor,
Op. IB, No.4? You evidently heard
much about Louis XIV while you
were alive. You know that the
tonal art was cultivated intensively in France during his reign.
Furthermore, you undoubtedly
know that under Louis XIV music
was used extensively as a political
tool. You know, I'm sure, that at
the time of what is known in
history as the French absolutism
music and politics were often
forced to walk arm in arm."
"Yes," says Johann Sebastian as
he puffs at his cigarette, "I re-
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member the days of Louis XIV.
The French King was forty-two
years of age when I was born. I
outlived him by thirty-five years.
Have you ever heard that a composer named Cavalli wrote a gigantic opera for Louis' wedding?
It was a six-hour-long opera. And
do you know that the renowned
Jean-Baptiste Lully contributed in
a significant manner to this opera
by composing ballet music to go
with it? At the end of each act of
the opera there were huge ballets.
Had I lived in France and had I,
as a composer, found favor at the
court of Louis XIV, I, too, would
undoubtedly have written operas
as well as ballet music."
"In all probability," I put in,
"you would have learned to play
the lute if you had risen to prominence as a musician in France
under Louis XIV. The lute, you
know, was an exceedingly popular
instrument in Louis' France.
"Maybe, Mr. Bach, you would
have become an expert guitarplayer if you had been born a
subject of Louis XIV. Why? Because a Spanish musician named
Robert de Visee made the guitar
fashionable at court in those days."
"Who can tell?" says Johann
Sebastian. "Who can tell?"
"I'm sure, however," I go on,
"that you would not have developed into an insufferable egotist like Lully, who made a fortune-partly from real estate and

partly from his music-and came
to believe that the world at large
owed him everything.
"In spite of this Lully was an
important figure in music. In a
later age Richard Wagner was
an insufferable egotist like Lully,
who, although he was not a Frenchman by birth, became as powerful
and as absolute in his art as Louis
XIV was in the domain of statecraft:
"On more than one occasion
you yourself have declared that
Wagner was a great master. You
remember, of course, what you
said when you heard the marvelous prelude to Wagner's Die Meistersinger von Nurnberg."
Great and Good

f\ My ruminations give
ttl" pause. Unfortunately,

me
not
every great musician has been a
good man. But Bach, I know, was
both a great musician and a go-o d
man. History records that he was
somewhat rebellious at times and
that he could be headstrong, but
it does not tell us that he was an
insufferable egotist like Lully or
Wagner.
"I believe," says Bach, "that
Louis XIV would rub his eyes in
wonder, scratch his head in amazement, and clap his hands in pleasure if he could come back to life
to hear a masterpiece like Beethoven's Quartet in C Minor, Op.
r8, No.4·"
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After Bach has reminded me
once more that he paid much attention to French music during
his lifetime, we take our seats
again to hear a work written by
a Russian composer named Alexander Borodin. The title of the
composition is Quartet No. 2, in
D Major.
Bach recognizes immediately
that a wide and deep gulf is fixed
between Borodin and Beethoven.
Nevertheless, he finds a distinctive
note in Borodin's music. It is a
Russian note.
"The workmanship in Borodin's
composition," says Johann Sebastian, "is far inferior to that which
is exemplified in Beethoven's quartet. But must one not study nearmasterpieces as well as masterpieces?"
Then I tell my distinguished
companion somethin about Borodin, whose best-known works are
an opera titled Prince Igor and a
fascinating symphonic poem called
On the Steppes of Central Asia.
"Borodin," I say, "was a brilliant
chemist and, at the same time, a
composer who sounded a distinctively Russian note in his music.
He was one of a group of Russian
musicians who are known in history as the Mighty Five.
"Borodin wasn't a prolific writer.
It's said that his eyes were so
sensitive to light that he could
sleep only in a very dark room
with a piece of dark cloth over
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them. He usually had boils, colds,
or violent bellyaches. He was inordinately fond of roast goose and
cabbage. His room was perpetually
in disorder. On more than one
occasion the maid used his papers
in the kitchen to cover jars of sour
milk or to line cat-boxes."
"Well," declares Bach as we
leave the concert hall, "Borodin
had much to say in his musiceven though he wasn't a great
master like Beethoven. I hope that
no great masterpiece from his pen
was ever relegated to a cat-box.
And it was fascinating to wander
back, in the spirit, to the days of
Louis XIV."
Afterwards I reflect on Francois
Couperin and Jean-Philippe Rameau, mighty composers who lived
and worked during the reign of
the Sun King. Then my thoughts
turn to Frederick the Great, King
of Prussia (1712-1786), who stood
for and practiced what historians
refer to as an enlightened abso·
lutism-an absolutism which fostered creative activity in letters
and in the arts primarily for the
purpose of glorifying the stateand, of course, Frederick himself.
I remember that in 1747 Johann
Sebastian paid a visit to Potsdam
and improvised for the pleasure
of the Prussian monarch. Frederick
gave Bach a theme for the improvisation-a theme which the
master used later on as the basis
of his Musical Offering.
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How would Frederick the Great
react to the music of Beethoven if
he could be resurrected to hear it?
What would the royal flute-player
say about the compositions written
by the great master who was growing to young manhood in Bonnon-the-Rhine in the late evening

of the Prussian sovereign's reign?
I venture to believe that, like
Bach, he would applaud them
with unstinted enthusiasm. But
I could be wrong. Maybe Beethoven's independence of spirit
would antagonize the mighty monarch.

(TO BE CONTINUED]

RECENT RECORDINGS
GIUSEPPE VERDI. Quartet in E Minor.
The Paganini Quartet.-This fine
composition is played in commemoration of the fiftieth anniversary
of Verdi's death. It was written in
1874 for the composer's own amusement. Verdi permitted one private
performance but subsequently refused to let the work be played
in public. RCA Victor WDM-1469.
HECTOR BERLIOZ. Beatrice and Benedict Overture. The Boston Symphony Orchestra under Charles
Mtinch.-A virile reading of a melodically barren but brilliantly
scored composition. RCA Victor 493078.
FRANCEsco CILEA. Lamento eli Fede
rico: E la solita storia, from L'Artesiana. GAETANO DoNIZETTI. Una
furtiva lagrima, from Th e Elixir
of Love. Jussi Bjoerling, tenor,
with an orchestra under Nils Grevillius.-This recording was made in
Sweden. Bjoerling has one of the
great voices of the present time.
RCA Victor 49-3086.
JULES MASSENET. Elegie. REYNALDO
HAHN. L es Cygnes. Gladys Swarth-

out, mezzo-soprano, with Gibner
King at the piano. Leonard Rose
plays the 'cello obbligato in Massenet's composition .- These excellent recordings will give much
pleasure to many. RCA VICTOR
49·3042NiccoLo PAGANINI. La Campanella,
from Second Concerto, Op. 7· Moto
Perpetuo. Played by the thirty-four
violins of the Boston "Pops" Orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.-Superb recording. RCA Victor 493077·
IRVING BERLIN. You'1·e just in Love,
from Call Me Madam. It's a Lovely
Day Today, from the same production. Rise Stevens, mezzo-soprano,
and Robert Merrill, baritone, with
the RCA Victor Orchestra under
Ted Dale.-The singing is acceptable, but the music represents Berlin
at his worst. RCA Victor 49-3108.
JosEPH HAYDN. Toy Symphony. The
Boston Symphony Orchestra under
Serge Koussevitzky.-A fine recording of a tuneful work which Haydn
wrote for the little ones. RCA Victor 49-3013.
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Unsigned reviews are by the Associates

running through our mind. Remember them? "You may have been a
headache but you never were a bore."
We can't think of any more apt
commentary on F.D.R. A headache
he certainly was to the rather considerable number of people who loved
him not and even, at times, to his
best friends. But certainly he never
was a bore.
These letters reveal FDR's manysidedness. His correspondents included kings, politicians, teachers, nice
old ladies, relatives of every degree
of consanguinity, Will Rogers, Vincent Astor, Chester A. Arthur IIIeveryone, it would seem, except this
reviewer. The letters were about politics, legislation, plans for the reunion
of his Harvard class, the pruning of
trees on the property of St. James
church (of which he was senior warden) , stamp-collecting, a projected
vacation trip to the Galapagos Islands, the war, problems of the peace,
treatment of individuals, everything
imaginable and some things almost
unimaginable.
Most of the letters deal, of course,

Personal Letters Reveal
Many-Sided Roosevelt
1fT WILL

undoubtedly be centuries

.1l before the whole mass of the late
President Roosevelt's correspondence
is collected, indexed, edited, and published. Already his son, Elliott, has
brought out two voluminous collections of his father's personal letters
and now come two more, • these last
covering the years 1928 to 1945, years
during which FDR was governor of
New York and pres.ident of the United
States.
As we worked our way through
these letters, staying up long past our
bedtime because we couldn't resist
the temptation to read "just one
more," two lines from the old song,
"Thanks for the Memories," kept

*F. D. R. HIS PERSONAL
LETTERS, 1928-1945
Two volumes, boxed. Edited by
Elliott Roosevelt, assisted by Joseph
P. Lash. New York: Duell, Sloan
and Pearce. 1951. 1,615 pages.
$10.00.
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with matters of state. They show
Roosevelt as a strong personality with
a genius for the right word at the
right moment and an uncanny ability
to sense the mood of the country.
The man was, if we may borrow a
colloquialism, "smooth." He was also,
quite obviously, sure of himself and
urbanely tolerant of opposition (except for that "little man," Tom
Dewey, who irked him) . His letters
reveal him as a strange combination
of enthusiastic schoolboy, astute politician, warm friend, and autocrat.
And always and pre-eminently, he
was the Great White Father, the
patroon with a social conscience.
It should not be supposed that the
present volumes include all of F.D.R.'s
correspondence between 1928 and
1945. Much has not even been indexed yet, much that has been indexed is being withheld because of
personal references to the characters
or loyalties of people who are still
living. We shall have to wait perhaps
a generation before we can begin to
make any definitive judgments of
Roosevelt on the basis of his correspondence. The present volumes do,
however, supply the broad, prelimi·
nary brush-strokes. One of our colleagues, a political scientist, maintains that these letters are likely to
be the most important political documents published in the past year.
The notes supplied by the editors
help greatly in explaining the circumstances in which each letter was
written and, where the letter was
written to achieve a purpose, how
well it succeeded. Scattered among
the letters here and there are memoranda written by F.D.R. or by his

closer associates, intended to preserve
the thread of historical continuity
where the letters fail to do so.
The illustrations that have been
included in the volume are wellchosen. Perhaps the most interesting
is the Douglas Chandor study of the
late President which appears, in color,
on the box. Mr. Roosevelt had sat
for the portrait a month before his
death and had commissioned it as
part of a large group picture of the
Big Three which was to have been
hung in Washington.

BIOGRAPHY
COUNT FOLKE BERNADOTTE.
His Life and Work
By Ralph Hewins. Minneapolis:
T. S. Denison and Company. 1950.
279 pages. $3.00.

lfF PROTESTANTISM h ad any machinery
Jl for canonizing its saints, Folke Bernadette would be well along toward
beatification and the present volume
could be accepted as satisfactory devotional literature. Unfortunately,
Protestants do not canonize their
saints and so a biography of Berna·
dotte must be judged simply as biography. By such a standard, Hewins'
book is a disappointment.
The disappointment arises not from
Lhe fact that Mr. Hewins says too
little but that he says too much. Folke
Bernadette, least of all of the public
figures of this century, needs an advo·
cate. His principles were rooted in
a high religion and his courage in
living by his principles was magnifi·
cent. That such a life as his should
end in assassination could surprise no
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one who realizes the intolerable radicality of goodness. His very existence
was an affront and an accusation to
the bloody-handed.
Mr. Hewins has, unfortunately,
worked himself into a lather about
the injustice of the thing. And in so
doing, he may give readers who are
less well acquainted with Bernadotte
the impression that the Swedish nobleman needs justification before the
bar of human judgment. And from
the purely technical viewpoint, this
special pleading mars what is otherwise a very competent biography.
No one could have asked more of
life than Bernadotte had-social position, good family, a happy marriage,
work which kept him in the thick
of the struggle to save life while his
generation was just as actively destroying it, and above and through it
all, a close and personal r elation
with his God. By his own admission,
Bernadotte's life was singularly happy
and fortunate. Those of us who loved
him might, despite our regret at his
passing, say the same of his death.
The many illustrations in the book
form almost a photographic record
of Bernadotte's life.

CURRENT AFFAIRS
GERMANY AND THE FIGHT
FOR FREEDOM
Lucius D. Clay, Harvard University Press. Cambridge, Mass. 1950.
83 pages. $2.00.
small book contains three lectures which General Lucius D.
Clay delivered at Harvard University.
They deal with the development of
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the administrative occupation policy
of the victorious Allies and the integration of Germany in a united
westt:rn Europe.
Due to the growing good will of
the United States and Great Britain
towards Germany and especially to
the rapidly emerging antagonism between the East and the West the
post-war road has, within a very few
years, led from the revengeful Morgenthau plan to the establishment of
a friendly and semi-independent German government. We should have
profited greatly if we had observed
the diplomatic maxim expressed by
Count Rumiantzov, Chancellor of
Russia in 1812: "Always love your
friend as though one day he might
be your enemy, and always hate your
enemy as though one day he might
become your friend."
In the light of the development of
international relations since the close
of the second world war it seems
ironical that the Yalta and Potsdam
programs provided for the complete
disarmament of Germany, the destruction and removal of most of its important industry, and the punishment of those who were considered
war criminals by inter-allied tribunals. This program has been carried
out. And now the German people
are asked to ignore the previous lessons and treatment given to them and
to rearm, rebuild their dismantled
factories, increase production, and
resist Communist attacks in the face
of threats by Russia to the effect that
any such resistance would be con·
sidered war crimes and punished ac·
cordingly.
It is to tl1e credit of General Clay
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that, as the head of the military government in the American zone of
occupation, he soon recognized the
error of a continued vindictive Allied
policy towards Germany as well as
the true character of the Stalin government. On the contrary, he advocated a firm stand against any further
spread of Moscow-directed aggressive
communism and the integration of
Western Europe, including Germany,
as a part of a new international arrangement for the preservation of
freedom in the world.
Hardly any free Germans would
disagree with General Clay's statement that "Russia has built a legacy
of hatred in its exploitation of the
east German economy, in its use
of German labor for its purposes, in
the early excesses of the Red army,
in its treatment of German war prisoners, and in its oppressive conduct
of east German affairs."
Western Germans have made it
clear in innumerable ways-and we
may be sure that a free Eastern Germany would likewise do so-that they
belong with all their ideas and ideals
to Western European culture to which
Germany has made such great contributions.
The German people are now pondering the proposition expressed by
General Clay in the following sentences: "In the kind of Europe which
exists today, Germany cannot be left
undefended, unless we expect it,
dominated by fear, to fall under
Soviet influence just as did the countries of eastern Europe. Therefore,
the occupying powers continue to
provide security for West Germany.
This cannot continue forever. Ger-

many cannot become fully associated
with western Europe unless it contributes to the common defense."
Tempora mutantur et nos mutamus in illis.
F. K. KRUGER

PEACE BY INVESTMENT
By Benjamin A. Javits. New York:
Funk & Wagnalls Company in association with United Nations World.
1950. 242 pages. $3.50.
lrT IS

too bad that Mr. Javits is not

.JL a better WTiter, for Peace By Investment represents one of the rare
instances in which the economic
facts of today's world crisis have been
presented bluntly for general consumption. The proposals are not entirely original (P. T. Ellsworth has
a very similar discussion in his text
The International Economy), but to
the layman they will seem at first
glance to be entirely exaggerated and
unrealistic.
Briefly put, the plan presented is
this: Economic reconstruction and development of the world to bring it
approximately up to the level of living enjoyed in the United States is
necessary if we are to have world
stability and peace. The rest of the
world cannot achieve this on its own.
If we wish to build world peace, we
must be prepared to assist in this
world development. Such development would require, judging from
our own experience, an investment
of approximately 1,ooo per person
throughout the world in the next 50
years, or a total of two trillion dollars.
Although each nation may be expected to finance a large part of this
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cost, the United States as the wealthiest and most productive country of
the world and the only one with
large available sources of capital,
should be willing to invest or loan
about one-half of the capital needed.
This would mean an annual outlay
of $20 billions per year for the next
50 years, or about 7 per cent of our
national income. With these foreign
investments and loans the United
States would be buying world peace,
aiding in a tremendous development
of the productive capacities of the
world, giving others a chance to
enjoy the good things we have an~
at the same time reaping great benefits at home in the form of full employment, prosperity and a rising
standard of living.
Economists and world analysts are
not likely to argue much about the
broad objectives of these proposals
though there are many versions of
the figures to be used. Mr. Javits
may be criticized, however, for his
almost complete emphasis on credit
as the cure-all of the world's ills. He
does not explain how we are to get
the complete cooperation of the free
nations of the world (and the Soviet
bloc eventually) which would be essential for the plan's success. To many
foreigners this may sound suspiciously
like the economic imperialism of
which Russia warns, especially since
great emphasis is laid on the benefits
we are to receive. One may also doubt
the political practicability of the
scheme in the light of U. S. history.
Again, there is the problem of how
we would avoid inflation at home
especially in the next few years.
Could it be done without seriously
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endangering the free capitalistic system upon which these plans are
based?
Mr. Javits has said much that needs
saying and left many gaps for others
to fill. Most regrettable of all, however, is the fact that the book as a
whole seems vague, exaggerated and
incoherent and is not likely to convince many people of the wisdom of
the course he advocates.
DAVID A. LESOURD

THE PROSPECT BEFORE US
By John Dos Passos. Houghton
Mifflin & Co. $3.75·

J

Dos PAssos is concerned about
the submergence of the individual
under the mass of government and
corporations throughout the world.
He presents his concern in the form
of a series of lectures to a town hall
study group. In order to point up
certain problems, members of the
audience ask questions or inject their
own points of view.
There is much in this book which
will cause liberals and intellectuals
to scream in rage. Because Dos Passos
has noted in Great Britain and the
United States a "certain callousness
toward the human material," he offers
as his opinion that the· intelligent
people of our time are too often
ready to speak their "entrenched
prejudices" without examining basic
truths. "The nonconformist conscience
seems to be extinct in the rightthinkers today," Dos Passos says. He
cites dozens of instances where the
advanced thinkers of the 195o's simply
mouth the stereotypes of the 18go's
OHN
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and which are perhaps no longer applicable. Dos Passos insists that the
concept of liberty needs to be courageously fought for both in the academic and political world. And that
concept of liberty includes the right
to re-examine those truths which intellectuals once held to be self-evident.
A stimulating and disturbing book.
Worth buying and studying.

FICTION
MAKE LIGHT OF IT
By William Carlos Williams. New
York: Random House. 1950. 342
pages. $3.50.

D

OCTOR WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS

(the poet-physician of Paterson,
N . J.) can turn a word into a razor
blade, and his stories (none of them
really story but rather embarrassingly
honest and sometimes disenchanting
portrait) have a way of sticking with
you like a solid old piece of cheese
too quickly eaten. No matter how
you begin this book, you end by
respecting the man who wrote it.
He is much too good with a pen,
and he has too much to say about
the inevitable turn things are taking
nowadays.
Two of the stories here are as fine
as anything being done, and probably
better (I include in the comparison:
William Faulkner, Erskine Caldwell,
and whatever you have to offer in the
way of American gifts) . "Old Doc
Rivers" is a tender picture of a
recluse doctor. "Jean Beicke" is a
baby who dies because her doctor
neglects to inspect her mastoid condition.

"I called up the ear man," writes
Williams, "and he came down at
once. A clear miss, he said. I think if
we'd gone in there earlier, we'd have
saved her.
"For what? said I. Vote the straight
Communist ticket.
"Could it make us any dumber?
said the ear man."
This book is like that, quietly
breathing the dull odor of utter brilliance and unexcited futility, and
both are in place in Williams' pale
scheme of logic. I have an idea I'd
like to have the author for my doctor,
but certainly not for my counselor.
He's as weary of the world as a saint,
but he's not tired b y reason of his
sanctity.
He is quite deft with his scalpel,
that's all, and his title "Make Light
of It" is too appropriate for comfort.
Everything he says carries an impact
-not because of the way he says it,
but because of what he is: a physician
who h as seen and scrutinized that
which had best be ignored by less
brave minds.
THE CRESSET could stand about
four pages on these short stories,
and sometime it might get them. I'm
sure such an article could end no
better than with the last words of
Doctor Williams' "OverLure to a
Dance of Locomotives":
" ... wheels repeating
the same gesture remain relatively
stationary: rails forever parallel
return on themselves infinitely.
The dance is sure."
WALTER RIESS
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THE WHOLE ARMOR
By Faith Baldwin. New York: Rinehart and Co. 1951. 334 pages. $3.00.
latest in the series of "religious" novels comes from the
queen of the pulp-scribes, Faith Baldwin. Her newest effort must be met
with varied emotions, but the greatest
of these is charity. For her effort to
rise above the soap-opera and sobserial ranks in choosing a theme such
as this, she is to be commended. For
her measure of success in the endeavor, she rates a rousing D-minus.
Like others in the series of parsonportraits now current, this one is
dedicated to the proposition (possibly true) that ministers of the Word
have emotions like anyone else, that
they are endowed by their Creator
with the almost-unalienable right to
counsel others while they themselves
nearly become castaways. Miss Baldwin's hero, six-foot-three, handsome
Paul Lennox, championing the cause
of "muscular Christianity" in a fashionable parish, is able to help almost
everyone in the congregation. An exception is the startlingly beautiful
and sincere kitten named Connie
Marshall, who cries her heart out for
300 pages because the bachelor pastor
won't give her a tumble even though
she knows he loves her. His reason is
her shallow spiritual possibilities.
But, since this is a Baldwin book,
love finds its way, and it takes nothing more than a plane-crash scare and
a case of polio to startle Lennox into
using his head instead of his long
legs, into succumbing even though,
in the end, proposing is still left to
the young lady. Theologically on the

T

HIS

watery side, Lennox' parishioners apparently get little more than The
Lord's Prayer, the Twenty- Third
Psalm, "It is better to marry than to
burn," and "All things work together"
. . . thrown at them. The parish
incidents are almost unrelated and
most clinical, and add nothing to
the already thin portraits of Protestant pastors current. The book's virtues: tale-ability-except for a few
impossible and disjointed incidents
the story moves right along (it should,
she's written over sixty novels) ; sentimentality-which will appeal to her
feminine flock; saleability-the popular theme and inevitable 25c reprint
will put this right on top. All it will
achieve is a contribution to the already vapid ideal of Protestant ministers pictured so commonly that we
shall soon begin to believe it to be a
true one. Perhaps it is.
MARTY MARTY

THE TELEGRAPH
By Stendhal. Translated by Louise
Varese. New Directions, New York.
1950. 415 pages. $3.50.
QTENDHAL (really Henri Beyle) was
0 a novelist who could make almost
any situation-artificial or not-seem
ultimately real. The life of Lucien
Leuwen, issued in three books (of
which The Telegraph is the second)
would make boring fiction in the
hands of any other writer, the entire
story being planned to the pattern
of a cautious scholar, motives being
too real, and outcome too necessary.
Stendhal had no need to resort to
surprise or sensation with his beloved

50

The CRESSET

Leuwen. The political ascendancy of
Lucien in the skin-deep government
of Louis-Philippe, and the young
man's amorous adventures, are perfectly contrived to fit a pattern. Nearly disowning himself and all his principles, Lucien follows a course designed to carry him to the peak of
political corruption. The symmetry
of the plot enables Stendhal to write
with a most delightful sarcasm, and
the vast power of the novel derives
more from Stendhal's art than from
the narrative itself.
But so gifted is Stendhal's pen that
one seldom awakes, in his reading of
The Telegraph, to the fact that the
story and characters are brittle, pale
at best. It is perhaps our most gracious
compliment to Stendhal to say that
we could read him plot or no. And
we love the hard surface of story for
the sake of the man who can so deftly
poke through it. That Lucien eventually saves himself from his own
political self-death is a good thing
to know, but the salvation is somewhat unnecessary. We are perfectly
content to see that Stendhal was so
evidently attracted to his Lucien that
he considered Lucien's grave worthy
of his peculiar roses. Lucien can go
to the dogs with his life and loves,
but Stendhal's tragic giggle remains:
a spiritual salvation in itself for the
unspiritual, diabolically patterned
breath of Lucien Leuwen.
Whatever the value of the story in
comparison with the bite of the author, The Telegraph stands among
the finest novels we've had about.
For this we can thank Louise Varese
too. Her translation has a part with
the story itself, and we wonder how

much she must have liked Leuwen
to go through with it.
WALTER RIESS

HISTORY
AMERICA'S COLONIAL
EXPERIMENT
By Julius W . Pratt. New York
Prentice-Hall. 1950. 460 pages
$6.oo.

....

"naive popular enthusiasm" for

A oversea expansion ushered the
United States into the company of
colonial and imperial powers at the
close of the last century. That enthusiasm was to turn to a disillusionment and skepticism which was to
lead to a surrender of much of that
empire. Professor Pratt presents the
many aspects of that colonial experiment in a short text that the student
of history, political science, and economics will find very valuable.
Crowded into the volume is not only
the story of the acquisition of territory but also an analysis of motives
and public reaction, a survey of the
development or failure of development of institutions of self-government, and the box score of economic
gain and loss in each area of expansion. The volume is a synthesis of
facts and presents no distinct thesis.
The reader, however, will be impressed in the end with the basic
American lack of territorial ambitions, as evidenced by the replacing
of "Yankee imperialism" with the
"good neighbor policy" in the Caribbean and the failure to grab the
many military bases that her strength
would have made possible at the close
of World War II.
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Covering such a broad area, the
many problems that are a part of our
colonial venture receive a treatment
that often does not go beyond brief
summary. The more extensive treatment of our withdrawal from the
Philippines is thus appreciated. Here
Prof. Pratt is frank in his analysis of
our granting of Philippine independence as neither statesmanlike nor
generous, but an act prompted by
cynical motives of American producers who were anxious to close
American markets to Filipinos. The
last chapter, "The Quest for Security," is particularly timely. While we
are concerned as to where to draw
the defense line against the spread of
Communist aggression, it is well for
us, as is done in this chapter, to take
stock of the Pacific areas we now
have under our jurisdiction.
DAN GAHL

THE HINGE OF FATE
By Winston S. Churchill. Boston:
Houghton Mifflin Co. 1950. 1,000
pages. $6.oo.
~ JOLUME

four of Churchill's "The

'o/ Second World War" begins in
January 1942 with the defeat of the
British in the Western Desert and
it ends in June, 1943 on the eve of
the Allied invasion of Sicily. Following the desert defeat in rapid succession was a series of British reverses
all over the world, the retreat in
Malaya, the fall of Singapore, the
loss of the Dutch East Indies, the
withdrawal from Burma, and the
heavy shipping losses in the Atlantic.
Right in the center of these worldwide reverses stood the British Prime
Minister practising one of the morals

51

of this work, "In Defeat: Defiance."
Nothing in his letters or reports of
those months indicates the disillusionment one might expect. Instead
Churchill epitomized the British lion
at bay and he was roaring his loudest.
The Hinge of Fate started to turn
in the latter half of 1942 with the
victory at the Battle of Alamein.
Churchill almost summarizes this
volume with the statement, "Before
Alamein we never had a victory.
After Alamein we never had a defeat."
The Hinge was turning for the other
members of the Grand Alliance too;
the Russians were counter-attacking
at Stalingrad and the United States
won several victories in the Pacific.
Churchill covers all the war fronts
but he is at his graphic best when
he describes the war at sea. Plans for,
and the successful completion of the
invasion of North Africa and the
Victory in Tunis take up the remainder of the book.
Just as active as the military was
the political front in 1942-43. During
this period, Churchill twice visited
Roosevelt in the United States, had
meetings with Stalin in Moscow, met
with his staff in Cairo, and attended
the Casablanca conference. Although
these meetings are, by now, wellknown, he adds quite a few new
and colorful descriptions of the meetings and makes some incisive characterizations of the men with whom
he met. Despite the resulting backlog of work, the inconvenience, and
the great risks involved, it is evident
that Churchill enjoyed every one of
the trips. For the most part, his relations with Roosevelt and Stalin
were highly cordial, but he indicates
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an extreme strain of patience when
dealing with the three controversial
Frenchmen, Darlan, Giraud, and DeGaulle. In politics at home, the
British Prime Minister faced a clique
of dissenters to Government policy
and roundly defeated their vote of
censure in Parliament with one of
his memorable speeches.
Reflecting some of the strain of
the years in which these letters and
reports were produced, the writing is
plain and contains fewer of the usual
Churchill flourishes. But it is an interesting style which transmits all the
excitement of that critical period.
The reports to his staff and to the
Allies are to the point, but they are
not without an undercurrent of
drama. For general interest this
\'Olume ranks high in comparison
with the three previously published,
and the increased activity of American forces described here should add
to its popularity in the United States.
Of course this book is a necessary
addition to the library of every historian, amateur or professional.
ALFRED R. LOOMAN

WE OF NAGASAKI
By Takashi Nagai. New York: Duell
Sloan and Pearce. 1951. 189 pages.

.$2.75·
are human experiences that
make the cold, unperturbed,
headlines that one reads the next
day: "USE A-BOMB ON NAGASAKI," or some such.
Eight survivors of the bombing tell
their first hand accounts of the explosion, its aftermath, and its effects
in their lives through Dr. Nagai. In

H

ERE

his editing Nagai has kept the simple,
unsophisticated words of the narratives focused each in such a way a~
to point up the theme: "that a
spiritual wreckage, more vast thar.
the material, must result from atomit
war."
The introduction states that in
Japan Nagai is read particularly for
the special emotional needs his work
fills for many Japanese. This book
was written expressly for translation
into English. "He is clearly contriving
out of the doctrine of his churchNagai is a Roman Catholic-an adjustment to his new, bleak condition,
as well as a rationale toward defeat
and an attitude toward the conqueror."
Dr. Nagai says that after four years
there are houses being rebuilt, there
is food and clothing enough, but "in
the personal bonds among the inhabitants of our city, the invisible
cracks have appeared. Expressions are
brighter and we appear to be living
happily among our neighbors and
fellow citizens in a spirit of mutual
love." But there are the heart-rending,
remorseful memories, the accusing
consciences-"why didn't you go back
to save him?"-the unhealing wounds
among friends an-d relatives.
The author brings things closer to
home when he says, "The destructive
power of the atom bomb is now
known to be less absolute than was
at first thought. Hiroshima and Nagasaki were supposed to have been
wiped out, but it developed that actually a sizeable number of people
survived the very center of the blasted
area. So it must be possible to protect
on eself from annihilation."

-- I
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And after four years the people
who go to see the atomic wasteland
find the city largely rebuilt and thriving, and they say, "Atomic bombs
aren't so much after all, are they?"

LAND OF THE
CON QUIST ADORES
By Cleve Hallenbeck. Caldwell,
Idaho: Caxton. 1950. 375 pages.
$5.oo.
N

CALCULATED RISK
By Mark W. Clark. New York:
Harper & Brothers. 1950. 500 pages.
$5.oo.
T IS

said that every man has one

in his system. When a man
Ihasbook
the experiences Mark Clark had
in North Africa and in the Italian
campaigns, it could make good reading and does. There is not much
new in this book that has not been
covered in other publications except
the viewpoint of the man who was
involved. And that, of course, was
the reason for writing the book. Why,
for example, was the Monte Cassino
Monastery bombed? Who gave the
order? Was the bombing justified?
Clark says he wasn't responsible and
still thinks the action unjustified.
Much of the book is written in the
first person singular which makes it
more personal. Even to the telling
of the story about the loss of his
pants on the pre-invasion North African mission.
The book is well and interestingly
written. Although no great work of
art nor a complete history of the
campaigns, it places the "forgotten"
front in better perspective. One thing
especially noted: even the top brass
doesn't always know why it is told
to do something. To a former G.I.
that means a lot.
JoHN

W.
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A

day when expansion-minded

I Americans moved farther into the

trans-Mississippi West under 'the stimulus of a feeling that "Destiny" had
decreed that they take their "superior
institutions" to l ess fortunate people,
one column of migrants came into
contact with outposts of the proud
and ancient Spanish civilization. The
background of that civilization as it
existed in New Mexico with its
ranches, missions, pueblos, and presidios is given in this volume, Land
of the Conquistadores. Spain's advance into New Mexico began with
the famous expedition of Coronado
(1540-42), seeking the Seven Citi es
of Cibola, fabled cities of wealth according to Spanish legend. The curses
of the conquistadores filled the air
when their trail ended at a mudwalled pueblo of the Zuni Indians.
But the area was to play the role of
a frontier outpost of Spain against
her colonial rivals. The establishment of the province of New Mexico
was the work of a wealthy mineowner Juan de Onate, in whose veins
also flowed the blood of the colorful
conquistadores. A turbulent history
follows, marked by the clash of church
and civil officials, Indian revolts, the
Mexican independence movement,
and final conquest by the destinyminded American frontiersmen.
Mr. Hallenbeck makes no attempt
to reflect the marvels or the color of
this era. But a greater failing of the
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volume is that it for the most part
presents a mere "recital of events,"
neglecting an evaluation and interpretation of significant subjects.
There is no treatment, for example,
of the eventual clash of the two
civilizations that were ~Carried forward
by the faithful Spanish mission priests
and the rugged American pioneer
farmer.
DAN GAHL

A PICI'ORIAL IDSTORY OF
THE AMERICAN THEATRE:
1900-1950
By Daniel Blum. New York: Greenberg: Publisher. 1950. 279 pages,
plus index. $7.50.
HIS profusely illustrated volume
successfully captures the magic
T
and the glamor of the American stage
during the first half of the twentieth
century. Daniel Blum gathered the
material for his book from his own
close association with the theater and
from personal contact with many of
the famous figures who trod the
boards during the past fifty years.
The names and the photographs
of the great and the near-great are
here, as well as scenes from the plays
in which they appeared. More than
2,ooo pictures-together with dates
and comments-have been assembled
to present this sweeping panorama of
the American theater since the turn
of the century.
Mr. Blum is the author of two
widely read year books: Theatre
World, which presents an annual survey of the Broadway season, and
Screen World, which annually records
the important developments in the
motion-picture theater.

LEGEND
THREE ICELANDIC SAGAS
Translated by M. H. Scargill and
Margaret Schlauch. Princeton University Press, New Jersey. 1950
150 pages. Illustrated by H. G
Glyde. 3.oo.
HIS book was obviously published
for the sake of preserving some
Icelandic lore, not certainly for a
large sale. Princeton Press printed
the three sagas for the AmericanScandinavian Foundation of New
York, and the stories are quite worth
the effort of saving them. Here are
love triangle, social intrigue, family
feud all bound into one effect: a
remarkable naivete, an innocent observation of what must have been an
extremely sensitive people. Hollywood could ruin any one of these
narratives with a little embellishment,
but Hollywood (like modern authors)
would hardly think of allowing a
character to enter a story without
purpose. The Icelandic scribes were
simple enough folk to believe that
life is story enough, and so persons
enter and leave the tales without
excuse: "Thorvard then went abroad,
and he is now out of our saga."
The lovely Helga is the kind of
dream-image you cannot find in any
contemporary print, being "so beautiful that those who know said that
she was the loveliest woman there
has ever been in Iceland. Her hair
was of such a length that it could
cover her entirely, and it was as fair
as beaten gold. . . . " Nevertheless,
we think Lady Helga to be a vision
for holding, as well as gentlemen

T
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poets Hrafn and Gunnlaug and all
the rest. Princeton University is
largely responsible for encasing these
people in ice, and that with a care
only a romantic could bestow upon
them.
WALTER RIESS

HUMOR
THROUGH HISTORY WITH
J. WESLEY SMITH
By Burr Shafer. New York: The
Vanguard Press. 1950. $2.00.
EADERS of the Salladay Review

of Litemture who have followed
R
J. Wesley Smith through history can

only have an extremely warped view
of the world in which we live. For
J. Wesley Smith has met every momentous crisis in history with what
can be described only as monumental
incomprehension.
It would be only Brother Smith,
for instance, who would feel obliged
to advise a fairy story writer named
Aesop to spend his time on "more
serious literary endeavor." The same
J. Wesley, watching with a friend the
passage of the Clermont on the Hudson, would suggest that "it could be
mass hypnotism." And who do you
suppose would be too drunk to march
in the Whisky Rebellion?
The only catch to Shafer's cartoons
is that they presuppose literacy. If
one has never heard of Malthus,
there is obviously nothing very humorous in a cartoon of a man sitting
in a chair reading while an obviously
irate wife, attempting to keep order
among six children, demands "Instead
of just sitting there reading Malthus
-why don't you help out around
here"?

THE LADIES, GOD BLESS 'EM.
A Collection of Cartoons by Helen
E. Hokinson. New York: E. P.
Dutton. 1950. $2.75.
N AN age of sudden death, most
of us have difficulty remembering
the air crash over Washington in
November of 1949 which claimed,
among many other lives, that of the
gentle and talented Helen Hokinson.
But no one who knew the "Hokinson girls,'; those plump but lovable
suburban matrons who steamed their
ways through so many New Yorker
cartoons, will ever forget them. Perhaps the reason why we cannot forget
them is that almost all of us have
some well-meaning but wholly irrelevant aunt who is a Hokinson Girl.
Here is what we can only presume
is the last collection of the girls.
Appropriately, the publisher has built
around them a kind of memorial
volume to their creator with a memoir
by Miss Hokinson's long-time collaborator, James Reid Parker; an appreciation (beautifully done) by John
Mason Brown; and the brief note
from the New Yorker of November
12, 1949, in which the editors said
their farewell to "an irreplaceable
artist and a woman whom some of
us have fondly admired half our
lives."

I

RELIGION AND
PHILOSOPHY
PERSPECTIVES ON A
TROUBLED DECADE: Science,
Philosophy, and Religion, 1939-1949
Tenth Symposium. Edited by Lyman Bryson, Louis Finkelstein,
and R. M. Maciver. Published by
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the Conference on Science, Philosophy and Religion, New York. 1950.
Distributed by Harper & Brothers.
901 pages. $5.50.
C\INCE 1939 a group of prominent
0 American scholars has met for
an annual conference of several days
for the purpose of high-lighting the
latest developments in the areas of
science, philosophy, and religion and
of candidly exchanging divergent
views. Since 1941, the essays read
at these conferences have been published and made available to wider
circles. The present volume is the
tenth in the series and contains
papers prepared and discussed at the
conference held in 1949 in New York
City. Of special interest in this
volume are those papers which are
revisions and restatements of papers
read at earlier conferences.
The volume contains 48 papers
besides three appendixes, all dealing
with problems in some way related
to science, philosophy, or religion.
We note that such specialized areas
as psychology, education, ethics, axiology, political science, and sociology
are particularly prominent. Science
in its limited sense-mathematics,
physics, and chemistry-plays a very
minor role on this stage of human
thought.
Because this reviewer has read carefully only a select number of these
papers, skimmed some, and disregarded others completely, his general
impressions may be one-sided. Yet
it did seem to him that there was
considerably more Substanz in some
of the earlier volumes published by
the Conference. But perhaps one's

appetite has become jaded and one
expects that every forthcoming
volume should, of n ecessity, surpass
its predecessors both in content and
relevance.
This reviewer does, however, hazard
the suggestion that the Conference
invite to its future sessions several
European scholars to have them present their point of view. Such a procedure may inject new life into the
organization and keep American
scholars from becoming blase or going
berserk in some of their well-intended
utterances. One hopes, too, that more
scientists representing both the pure
and applied sciences might participate
in the conferences and keep them
from becoming festivals of metaphysical and poetic gymnastics. Such
festivals may safely be left to the
"learned societies" whose sheer number is beginning to frighten the research worker given to reflective
thought in the quiet surrounding of
a humble cottage or a fifth-floor
apartment.

SCIENCE
THE SEA AND ITS MYSTERIES
By John S. Colman. New York:
W. W. Norton and Company, Inc.
1950. 248 pages. $3-75·
oceans of the world still remain the great frontier for exT
ploration and investigation. Land
HE

masses and the atmosphere have been
sufficiently studied that a well organized body of material has been
developed, much of which has become common knowledge. However,

...

:J
~

1

57

March 1951
the sea has been slow to yield her
mysteries.
Oceanography has not lagged behind the other earth sciences for lack
of importance. The oceans carry a
large part of the world's commerce,
provide an important part of the
world's food supply, are the primary
source of atmospheric moisture, and
modify temperature conditions of
some of the most important regions
of the world. The mineral content of
ocean water has attracted attention
as a possible future source of certain
minerals while new species of animal
and plant life from the oceans have
been described by marine biologists.
The fact that oceanography has
not kept pace with its sister sciences
is due to the difficulty and expense
involved in pursuing it. Several important contributions h ave nevertheless made their appearance in recent
years but all of them have been of
such a technical nature that their
appeal has been to scientists working
in oceanography and related fields.
The Sea and Its Mysteries is one
of the first presentations of the results
of oceanographic research designed
for the layman. The material is well
organized and well written, providing
the facts necessary for general understanding without, however, boring
the reader with unnecessary detail.
The average reader will be grateful
too for the consistent use of a nontechnical vocabulary.
The author has omitted the results
of some of the important studies
made with respect to the influence
of oceans on the climates of the continents and devoted considerable
space to a discussion of marine biolo·

gy. This may reflect the author's
special interest since he is at present
Director of the Marine Biological
Station at Erin, Isle of Man, but
it is certainly true that by far the
greatest amount of oceanographic research has been done in the field of
marine biology and from the standpoint of direct economic importance
there is perhaps no branch of oceanography that is in greater need of
study or of understanding.
E. J. BULS

PRINCIPLES OF SCIENTIFIC
RESEARCH
By Paul Freedman. Public Affairs
Press, Washington, D. C. 1950. 222
pages. $3.25.
SUBJEcr

of great importance is

announced in the title, which at
A
the same time indicates the very

limited appeal of this volume. It is
not meant for the enlightenment of
every person laboring in the field of
Science and it does not address itself
to every profession dealing with research, but to the experimenter and
laboratory worker in physical science
only. We can well understand that
for the worker, especially, in physics,
chemistry, and in the biological laboratory, a thorough study of Mr.
Freedman's book would be not only
intensely interesting but of great professional value. The publishers believe that the book could be of use
also to business executives because
they largely provide the funds and
select the workers for new experimentation. This reviewer questions
the ability of a businessman to read
with understanding ten pages in this
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book, unless he is, himself, a university graduate with a degree in science
or philosophy. One cannot help but
think that positions in which work
is done on this level are extremely
rare and are held by men and women
who might be greatly stimulated by
the lively encouragements for their
specific endeavor contained in this
volume, but have long ago absorbed
its principles.

OTHER BOOKS
THE FUNK AND WAGNALLS
STANDARD DICTIONARY OF
FOLKLORE, MYTHOLOGY,
AND LEGEND
Edited by Maria Leach and Others.
Volume Two: J to Z. Funk and
Wagnalls Co., New York. 1,196
pages. $7.50. 1950. (The set, boxed,
$15.oo.)
N THE July 1950 issue of THE

in the feature article "The
ILoreCRESSET,
of Folklore," this reviewer expressed himself at length about both
the subject in general and the first
volume of this set in particular.
Briefly, folklore covers the whole
body of ·traditional culture or conventional modes of human thought
and action. Created informally in a
group of persons for themselves, "it
becomes accepted widely enough to
attain considerable currency." Over
a sufficient period of time it acquires
traditional traits, such as anonymity
of authorship and historic-geographic
patterns of variants of basic forms.
With completion of the alphabetic
sequence of entries, from Aa (the
Assyrian and Babylonian consort of

Shamash) to zya (the Buriat term
for the figure of a person drawn on
cloth or paper for working magic
against him), this encyclopedic, two
volume dictionary offers some 8,ooo
topics and entries. It is unquestionably the biggest swipe book of the
twentieth century in its selection of
research of the last 12 years of folk
studies. The contents are of two
kinds: original articles on specific
ethnic groups throughout the world,
prepared specially by numerous folklorists; and brief, informational writeups of materials heretofore scattered
in rare books, obscure journals,
transcriptions recorded in the field,
unpublished manuscripts, or data
passed on by word of mouth .
There are a few valid objections
to be noted. Why need this good
set be labelled The Funk and Wagnalls Standard Dictionary . . . when
such a term restricts the appeal, compared to the more appropriate The
Standard . . ., etc? The use of page
numbers at the inside top is a
hindrance, even when key terms are
printed on the outside top of each
page. Certain entries in the second
volume belong more aptly in the
first volume; for instance, would you
not more logically look under A for
material on Johnny Appleseed (here
it is listed under J), or under F for
Materials, etc., of Folklore (here
found under M)? Many of the statements are so richly condensed-rather,
concentrated-that the reader ought
to absorb them in small doses lest
he become mixed-up. In a very few
cases, more supposition than proof
is offered, e.g., on twins, tobacco, and
the like.
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As varied in content and readable
in style as was the initial volume,
this concluding section of the work
deserves commendation because any
page can take you on a delightful
journey to the ends of the earth.
Fact and fiction lure you on through
nature and the supernatural, universal plots and characters, peculiar
hopes and fears, unique ceremonies
and usages, oral or written. Volume
two adds four more authorities to
the thirty in its predecessor. Its 35
additional major articles discuss areas
as diverse as jazz, masks, mnemonics,
oral tradition in music, primitive
and folk art, proverbs, revenge,
riddles, ritual, and tongue-twisters.
National cultures here (J to Z) illuminated are the Japanese; Latvian;
Lithuanian; Melanesian; Micronesian; North, South, Mexican, and Central American Indian; Polynesian;
Semitic; Slavic; and Spanish. Without exaggeration it can be said that
with the complete set at hand, the
general reader no longer needs his
Bullfinch or Gayley or Frazer as
quick-reference works in popular antiquities.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

THE PENNSYLVANIA DUTCH
By Fredric Klees. New York: The
Macmillan Company. 1 950. 45 1
pages. $5.00.
HE front flap of the jacket of
Klees' The Pennsylvania Dutch
calls the book "a treasury of information about a delightful people."
.to This reviewer concurs heartily. Herein are described the p eople, their
religions, history, ways of life, folkways, and their art. Here also is

T
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described, with recipes, the Dutch
cooking; incidentally classified as an
art. From Klees' descriptions and
my remembrance of grandmother's
cooking (the reviewer is a displaced
Pennsylvania Dutchman) , this classification is justified.
But the book is more than just
a compendium of knowledge. It is
a charmingly written account of a
people who are as fully justified in
being called our contemporary ancestors as are the peoples of the southern Appalachians. True, except for
the remote farming sections and religious strictures among the Plain
People, the modern amenities of life
are available. However the conservatism, the old phraseology and largely
the lack of modern outlook are still
to be found even in the cities and
towns. As an example, it might be
pointed out that despite the New
and Fair Deal's attitude toward labor, trade unionism has never taken
a strong hold in industry except
where national and international
unions call the turn from some other
section.
It has been a great pleasure to
read this book. A mild criticism of
the book is that Mr. Klees is too
all inclusive in what he terms the
Pennsylvania Dutch, although his
introduction fully justifies his inclusion of the Lutherans and Reformed
church members in his study. There
is also an annoying habit of interjecting points which he does not
fully develop. That may be where I
got the thought that this should have
been several times longer. I am sure
I would have enjoyed it.
JOHN w. REITH
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THE BEWITCHED PARSONAGE:

The Story of the Brontes
By William Stanley Braithwaite.
New York. Coward-McCann, Inc.
1950. 233 pages. $3·50.
HUNDRED and twenty years ago,

A in the chilly stone parsonage of
a village on the desolate Yorkshire
moors, four children-three sisters
and a brother-pia yed "make-believe" while their father, a widower,
sat apart gloomily in his study. But
their "make-believe" took unusual
forms: not content with acting out
the doings of the imaginary aristocrats of "Angria" and "Gonda!," they
wrote out elaborate stories and even
poems of these adventures and read
them eagerly, to each other. The
brother was to die from dissipation
at thirty-one, two of the sisters of
tuberculosis even younger, and the
third of an illness during pregnancy
at thirty-nine. But during their brief

lives they produced some extraordinary works of literature, two of the
sisters amazing the Victorian public ..
with novels giving an impassioned
concept of life: Wuthering Heights,
Jane Eyre, Shirley, Villette.
Mr. Braithwaite has brought to- t
gether in his book accounts of the
father's family in Ireland, the mother's in Cornwall, the characters of ...
the parents, the environment at Haworth, the stories the children wrote,
and the external events in their lives.
He transcribes a number of interesting letters, including the six famous
ones from Charlotte to the Belgian
professor, M. Heger. There are several good pictures of the Bronte
home, of portraits of the members
of the family, and of the moorlands.
His book seems to suffer somewhat
from oversimplification and brevity.
His table of references, however, lists
numerous sources to which an interested reader can refer.
ALICE BENSEN

God therefore showed himself in passion that he might
move us, and in that passion whereto he would move us; thus
complaineth God that we might thus infer and say, and doth
God thus complain? Why, it toucheth not God, it toucheth
me; "He needeth not our repentance, and our unrighteousness hurteth him not." It is I that shall win or lose by it,
even the best thing I have to lose, my soul; He is in no danger,
it is I, the hazard of whose eternal weal or woe lieth upon it.
And yet doth God shew himself sorry for me, and shall not I
be sorry for myself? Doth God thus complain of my sin, and
shall not I be moved to do as much for mine own sin?
LANCELOT ANDREWES, Sermon on Ash Wednesday, 1602
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READING ROOM
More Great Churches
(:~IX months ago we took note
0 of the significant series of articles on "Great Churches of
America" which formed the special journalistic feature of the
Christian Century for the year
1950. The series has now been
concluded, and the articles are
being issued in a reprint which
includes the entire series.
Two Presbyterian churches
found a place among the six
which were honored by the Century during the second half of
the year. First of these was the
First Presbyterian Church of Hollywood, one of the most interesting of all those reviewed in the
series. Its story is told in the issue
of September 20. As might be expected, the Hollywood church is
the largest Presbyterian church in
the United States, and boasts the
largest Sunday school in that denomination. Although Hollywood
is sometimes regarded as a colony
of the nether regions, the editors
of the Centur·y found that the
movie capital is not just a place
of glittering sin, but also of real

By
THOMAS
COATES

spirituality and Christian enterprise.
A foremost example of this is
the program of First Presbyterian
Church. Like everything else in
Hollywood, it is "colossal."
The size of the membership, the
size of the staff, the size of the plant
now in process of building, the size
of the budget, the size of the benevolences, the size of the filing card
system, the size of the various organizations, the number of organizations all are on a scale which will
not be approached by any other
church in this series of studies.

There are some really encouraging things to be said about this
church, far more important than
its size. Its preaching is Christcentered. Its concern for people
and all their big and little problems is deep and genuine. It finds
a place for everyone in its ramified program of service. It has the
knack-despite its hugeness-of
making everyone "feel at home."
These are the ingredients of a successful church.
The other Presbyterian church
to be studied was the First Pres61
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byterian of Topeka, Kansas (November 8). The editors of the
Century identify the success of
this historic church with the unusual effectiveness of its ministry.
The sketch of the pastor, Dr. Orlo
Choguill, reveals him as one of
the most consecrated and most
winning personalities of any of
the pastors whose churches were
discussed in this series. Here
again the truth of the Latin proverb, Qualis rex> talis g1·ex) is amply borne out. What we liked especially about the description of
Dr. Choguill was his evident emphasis on fundamental Christianity and his devotion to Christ. His
sermons are not concerned with
current social problems or world
affairs, but they are Bible-centered, and relate the hearer to
Christ. To quote a skilled psychiatrist who belongs to the Topeka
church, these sermons are filled
with "the sort of help people
need today."

Two Rural Churches
HE

outstanding rural church

T which forms the subject of the
the Century article for August 2
is Olive Chapel Baptist, of Apex,
North Carolina. This remarkable
church has just celebrated its centennial, and its story has been
told in a book written by its present pastor, Garland A. Hendricks,
and entitled Biography of a Coun"
t1-y Church.

Here, too, it is evident that the
success of this congregation and
its resurgence to life after a long
period of apathy is due in large
measure to the outstanding leadership of its minister. Like every
successful leader, Mr. Hendricks
knows how to get along with people and to integrate them into the
program which he has sponsored.
The result is that go per cent of
the members are actively enlisted
in some phase of the church's activity. The pastor has made a special study of the problems and opportunities of the rural church
in American life, and has won
distinction for his contributions
in this field.
The second rural church to be
analyzed in this part of the series
is Washington Prairie Evangelical
Lutheran, of Decorah, Iowa (October 18). This historic church
has gained distinction in American Lutheran circles chiefly because of the long and illustrious
pastorate of its first shepherd, Ulrik Vilhelm Koren, one of the
outstanding Lutheran theologians
of the past century. The church
is made up of sturdy Norwegian
stock, who have clung to Lutheranism in its most conservative
form while the State Church of
the "old country" to which they
trace their roots has become increasingly liberal.
We can only admire the sound
confessional principles of this fa-
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mous church, its unwavering emphasis on the Christian training
of its youth, its missionary zeal,
and the solidarity of its membership. Notable, too, is its support
of Luther College in near-by Decorah, which it helped to establish
in 1857·
Underlying all (its) accomplishments is the reality of the church's
intimate relationship to God. . . .
Prayer at Washington Prairie Church
is no vestigial formality. It is intimate
conversation with a heavenly Father
who has time to listen and who wants
to help. It is this faith and this practice that undergird all the church's
plans and programs .... It is a successful church because it is a praying
church.

Specialized Services
A class by itself among the
churches studied by the Christian Century is Collegiate Methodist of Ames, Iowa (November
29). This is the only one of the
twelve great churches which directly serves a large university.
Its life and program are interwoven with the campus of Iowa
State College, one of the nation's
foremost agricultural schools, and
the successful operation of its
"town-gown" program has won
for it an enviable distinction.
Although it carries on a large
and extensive student program, it
does not confine its interests to
the college campus. The representative of the Century found
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that it "conserves and extends the
Christian faith of rural Iowa and
relates it to the modern world."
In l.ts presentation of the Gospel
it avoids both the "adolescent
level" and a "sterile intellectualism." It plays a leading role in
the fostering of an " ecumenical
fellowship" at Iowa State. We
failed, however, to find in the
story of Collegiate Methodist an)
clear and ringing espousal of the
historic Christian doctrines which
alone can make a church effectual
and great.
The final article in the series
on the great churches dealt with
the First Community Church of
Columbus, Ohio (December 20).
In many respects this is the most
unusual church of all. In social
service it is the strongest and in
theology it is the weakest. Here
again, the church is the extension
of the character and pe-rsonality
of its pastor. The pastor in this
case is perhaps the most widely
known of any of the twelve men
whose churches were studied by
the Century. He is the Rev. Roy
A. Burkhart, who has won international fame as a practitioner of
the art of Christian counseling.
First Community-the only nondenominational church in this series-is what Dr. Burkhart calls a
"full-guidance church."
A member of his congregation says
that this means that it covers life
from the cradle to the grave. That

64

The CRESSET

is an understatement. The program
of First Community begins long before the cradle and it extends beyond the grave, at least so far as surviving members of families are concerned. In between it gives its members and their families an unusual
amount of personal counsel, service,
and attention. Its name as a church
which gives people effective help
when they need it has spread so that
every day, by personal call, telephone
and even telegraph, appeals for assistance come.

There is no question that the
church and its large staff of workers are doing an amazingly successful job of mental hygiene and
personal counselling. Famed psychiatrist Karl Menninger has stated: "The inspiring First Community Church, Columbus, is providing the best example of organized mental hygiene that I know
of or have ever seen." A striking
confirmation of this appraisal is
to be found in the fact that
among the 646 men and women
from the church who served in
the late war, there was not one instance of mental breakdown.
Dr. Burkhart and his coworkers
have marshalled all the resources
of psychiatry, psychology, anthropology, sociology, and philosophy
-"the symphony of the arts and
sciences," to quote the pastor's
words-in developing the remarkable program of First Community
Church. It is only to be regretted

that, somewhere along the line,
real theology seems to have been
lost in the shuffie.

Epilogue

*

,

issue of January 3, 1951,
the Christian Century devotes
an editorial to the series which it ·has just completed. It asks: "What
makes a church great?" The answer is certainly not an imposing
building or an eminent preacher
or a huge membership.
This much, however, is clear: A
great church must have a faithful,
consecrated, courageous leader in
the person of its minister. Its
members must work together with
zeal and good will. It must be
supported by the cooperative efforts of all, not subsidized by a
few wealthy persons. Without
these elements, no church can
hope to become great.
The Century also found that
these twelve churches "are growing toward each other," moving
from both directions to the evangelical center. Just what this
"evangelical center" is, the Century does not make quite clear.
But the greatness of a church will
not lie in its espousal of a brave
ecumenicity. It can lie only in its
allegiance to the Word of God,
to the Lord Jesus Christ as man's
Redeemer and the Church's sovereign Head.
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Motion Picture

THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

RECENT weeks Gilbert Seldes'
I Nchallenging
and thought-pro""f

voking new book, The Great Audience (Viking Press), has been
widely and heatedly discussed in
entertainment circles. Mr. Seldes
is unquestionably well qualified
to write authoritatively about the
motion picture, the radio, and
television. His earlier book, The
Seven Lively Arts, published in
1924, is still remembered for its
lively wit, for its sound conclusions, and for the engaging manner in which it presented the distinguished artists and the cultural
trends of the day. During the past
twenty-six years Mr. Seldes has
written radio and motion-picture
scripts. In addition, he has directed
and produced screen releases and
radio presentations. From 1935 to
1947 he served as head of the
Television Department of the Columbia Broadcasting System. Thus
he has had unusual opportunities
to study the techniques of the
mass entertainment media and to

evaluate their aesthetic and educational possibilities.
The Great Audience presents
conclusions based on intensive research and wide experience. This
is a sober, serious study of the
great industries that dispense mass
entertainment to millions of Americans. It includes a documented
history of the motion picture, the
radio, and television; a penetrating
analysis of the economic and technical problems that plague writers,
producers, and directors; a survey
of present conditions within the
industries; and a pessimistic prognosis for the future, if sweeping
reforms are not instituted soon.
Mr. Seldes deplores the fact that
the powerful entertainment industries have created a "mass man"
and a "mass public" -a public
which, in his opinion, lacks taste,
intelligence, discernment, and discrimination. He regrets the fabrication of a false world of stereotyped illusions on . the screen and
on broadcast programs. He is con-
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vinced that it is a tragic mistake
on the part of producers to assume
that the vast radio and motionpicture audience is incapable of
enjoying and digesting substantial
artistic fare. Sternly he reminds
his readers that the cure for present
ills is largely in the hands of the
audience. It is not enough, he
says, to tune out or turn off a
poor radio program, or merely to
stay away from a mediocre film.
Instead, our protests must be loud,
articulate, and organized.
Mr. Seldes' suggestions for reform call for an alert, demanding
audience, a "pressure group" which
will not tolerate a continuance of
the prevailing "atmosphere of intellectual sterility." The author
sounds a note of grim warning in
his book. The radio and the
movies, he says, "are the great
engines of democratic entertainment and culture." Through the
arbitrary imposition of uniformity,
however, "they are committed to
the destruction of democracy." ·
Foreign films have figured prominently in the news recently. Seven
Days to Noon (London Films),
produced and directed by the
Boulting Twins-Roy and Johnhas been acclaimed for the chilling realism with which it presents
the terrifying story of a mad scientist's threat to set off a superbomb
in the very heart of London.
Soon after the Italian release,
Ways of Love (Joseph Butstyn)

won the New York Film Critics'
Award for the best foreign-language picture of 1950, the New
York License Commissioner and
the Roman Catholic Church condemned as "blasphemous" Roberto Rosselini's The Miracle, one of
the three films that make up this
presentation.
Other foreign films to receive
high praise for artistry are Face
to the Wind, a Banner production
made in Italy, and Jean Cocteau's
Orpheus (Discina International
Films).
High on the list of domestic
films that have been playing to
capacity houses all over the country is a successful screen adaptation
of Mary Chase's sparkling comedy
about the rabbit who was not
there. I dare say everyone has heard
about Harvey, the most famous
pooka in existence, or, shall I say,
out of existence. Miss Chase's delightful Pulitzer-Prize-winning
play opened on Broadway in 1944
and became a smash hit over night.
A record-breaking price of $1,ooo,ooo was paid to the author for the
screen rights to her play. In preparing the film script Producer
John Beck and Director Henry
Koster wisely adhered strictly to
the text and engaged the principals of the Broadway production
to re-create for the camera the
roles in which they had appeared
on the legitimate stage. James
Stewart, who replaced the late
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Frank Fay in the Broadway cast,
portrays the eccentric Elwood P.
Dowd with superb artistry. Josephine Hull is magnificent as the
harried sister whose concern for
Elwood leads to strange and hilarious complications. The entire
supporting cast is exceptionally
well chosen, and every member
seems ideally suited to the role
portrayed. H aroey (Universal-International) affords a welcome
break in the somber and bleak
duties and demands of the day .
It satirizes effectively our present
preoccupation with matters psychiatric and dispenses a bit of
homely and comforting philosophy.
For Heaven's Sake (2oth Century-Fox, George Seaton) must be
accepted for what it is: a combination of fantasy, whimsy, and Clifton Webb-with Edmund Gwenn
thrown in for good measure. No
need to describe or to analyze this
lightweight excursion into a world
of make-believe. For H eaven's Sake
is almost sure to keep you in the
well-known stitches.
There are those who charge that
Edmund Rostand's classic play
Cyrano de Bergerac is beginning
to show signs of age. For fifty years
Cyrano de Bergerac has been a
favorite in the classroom and on
the stage. In the past many famous
actors have delivered Rostand's
lyric lines with more or less artistry and authority. Jose Ferrer was
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warmly applauded for his interpretation of the role of Cyrano in
an outstanding Broadway production in 1946. Now he may be seen
to equal advantage in Stanley's
Kramer's distinguished film Cyrano de Bergerac (United Artists,
Michael Gordon). Young Mr. Kramer, a relative newcomer to the
motion-picture industry, has already gained for himself an enviable reputation in the entertainment world. At a comparatively
small cost he has made several
fine pictures, notably Champion,
The Men, and Home of the Brave.
Bing Crosby films are always
good box office. Mr. Music (Paramount, Richard Haydn) is no exception. Here Der Bingle makes
his appealing and effortless way
through a more-or-less routine
plot, which is enlivened by engaging song numbers written by
Johnny Burke and James Van
Heusen. Marge and Gower Champion are on hand, too, in lively
dance routines. Dorothy Kirsten,
Groucho Marx, and the Merry
Macs make brief guest appearances. Nancy Olsen, Charles Coburn, Ruth Hussey, Tom Ewell,
and Ido Moore are the principals
in an excellent supporting cast.
Faith Domergue, a Howard
Hughes discovery and protege,
makes an inauspicious debut in
two mediocre current releases.
Vendetta (RKO-Radio, Mel Ferrer) presents an inept adaptation
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of Colomba, Prosper Merimee's
violent story of murder and vengeance in nineteenth-century Corsica. Where Danger L.ives (RKORadio, John Farrow) is a lurid,
unconvincing tale of the present.
A good cast attempts to inject a
breath of life and reality into
this hokum.
The Old West comes aliveallegedly, that is-in two sudsy
technicolor horse operas. Branded
(Paramount, Rudolph Mate) displays the superhuman heroics of
Alan Ladd. Frenchie (Universal-

International) features Joel McCrea and an assortment of characters in a plot replete with roughand-tumble fisticuffs.
Another bright technicolor offering presents Esther Williams in
an idyllic excursion into Nirvana.
Pagan Love Song (M-G-M) takes
us to fabulous Tahiti, where all
is love and peace, where every day
is a holiday, and where everyone
lives in a swim suit and sips cocoanut milk. Just goes to show you!
Constant association with nuts can
be disastrous.

They alone are able to enjoy this world, who begin with the world
unseen. They alone enjoy it who have first abstained from it. They
alone can truly feast who have first fasted; they alone are able to use
the world who have learned not to abuse it; they alone inherit it who
take it as a shadow of the world to come, and who for that world to
come relinquish it.
JoHN HENRY, CARDINAL NEWMAN
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Verse
The Profane
The blush of guiltThe soul contracts
In Fear of her Life.
lives without well·springs wither,
to travel on a careless breeze
into oblivion, The Desert.
In this sterile space
.
Without line, Without color,
there can be no choice;
there is no willOnly sifted sand
Perpetually engaged in sifting sand.
Pressed between the cold black
Bowels of Night....
Seered beneath the burning
Flames of Day. . . .
The choiceless cycle of
Indecision and Unconsidered Action.
Between the alternatives lies the Tension,
The Hope;
Beyond the imagination lies the Reality,
The Word;
"Have Faith ... I AM."

And a Rose shall bloom in the Desert.
RAY
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Hallelujah Chorus
Who wrote that? Why, child, God did! No mortal
Could possibly devise such power and majesty.
Your clear eyes question me:
You do not see
How this can be?
Listen, then: An angel, nearing Heaven's portal,
Leaving God's trembling few, and filled with pity
For them-the pain and woe
They must know
Here belowHeard the lofty voices rehearse for His ComingCried to the winged sentry, "Open the Gates!
(God won't mind)
Perhaps they will find
Behind
The music of one who hears the angels sing
New courage-unbending, strong-and faith that radiates
Certainty and might
In humble souls, to light
The midnight
Hours of dying earth. Perhaps one may hear, and write
Into their hearts sounds unspeakable, forged to sever
Tearful Now from glorious Then in final, sudden twilight
With one fear-crushing truth: He shall reign [oreve1·!"
RORERT CHARLES SAUER
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Age 18 to 25
Among all these high-born ideals,
I have a constant and tearing desire to believe
That they are mine too; but alas, how I
Strive, how I struggle on and on, but all
To no avail: For I fear that sooner than
Soon, I will leave this hub, to return no more.
Many fleeting desires, many loves
And thoughts of others contend within me,
Keeping me from my duties and set me
To these twists. Should I strive,
Should I struggle to place myself upon
A spoke, to find my end, and lodge myself at a point?
Nay! I must away-whenI do not know; since what I look for,
What nor where nor when seems never
Where I am, but keeping on I trust
Will lead me nowhere, and from thence I shall start again.
ROBERT

p ASTERNAK

F

HISTORY

is, as one wit has put

more than an agreedIuponit, setnothing
of lies, it is rather important

and printed in these pages last summer.
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to know the philosophical bias of the
liar-historian. Mr. Victor Hoffman,
Next month we hope to run anof the department of government at other vignette by our European corValparaiso University, examines the respondent, A. R. Caltofen, whose
bias of the American historian,
first venture on this side of the AtGeorge Bancroft, in a study ("God, lantic was so well received by our
History, and George
readers last Fall.
Bancroft") which
One of these days,
also, we hope to get
was written under
the direction of
M. Caltofen's permission to print
one of the nation's
some of the coroutstanding conrespondence we
ttmporary historihave had with him
ans, Dr. William T.
relatLve to the
Hutchinson of the
problems of the
University of ChiEuropean writer.
cago.
They have, as a
Walter Riess
southern Indiana
("The Clouds Are
friend of ours used
Great With Merto say, some "doozcy") reappears in
ies."
these pages after an
PROBLEMS
absence of several
~
CONTRIBUTORS
months during
which he has been
And
this
month
FINAL NOTES
settling into his
Spring comes again.
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