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he takes their rule of enjoying what-
ever brief pleasure his senses can afford
him. For love, religion, honor, fame,
like Gallio he cares for none of these
things, after sampling them all.

His narrative would be more en-
grossing if the end were not so clearly
in gight from the beginning. It has
a certain brilliance, but is thin and
mechanical, with something of the
staleness of yesterday’s newspaper.
In it Mr. George attempts to “come
back’ to his earlier form. But yes-
terday never returns. '

WHEN THE HEAVENS ARE
DARK :

By Raymond Weaver

INCE Copernicus, the heavens

have changed. Though Galileo
in his seventieth year, a prisoner on
his knees, having before his eyes the
Holy Gospel which he touched with
his hands, publicly abjured, cursed,
and detested the error and the heresy
of the movement of the earth, the
earth in its movement was not balked.
And on this lukewarm bullet that
scuds around a minor sun, the stiff
necked pride of the upright gorilla was
broken to an admission of humility.
We have been forced to relinquish the
flattering myth of the cosmology of
Genesis; we have traced our descent
beyond the time when Adam and Eve
walked with God in the Garden, to a
remoter period when our hairy ances-
tors, in the mordant terrors of the
jungle, climbed a tree for the night.
Our vision of the physical universe has
been . transformed. One by one the
veils of myth have been stripped from
the external universe, and the naked
reality has chastened to tameness the

wildest myths. And now the universe

of subjective reality is bursting the
bonds of incredulity. And again,
within the memory of living man, this
time in the realm of human nature,
the heavens have been swung off centre,

That each of us humans is essen-
tially and preponderately what he
believes himself to be in consciousness;
that we are in fact what we are in
awareness; that our motives and our
moods can be truly accounted for by
a sincere turning of the attention
within ourselves: that is the Ptolemaic
psychology. But man can no longer
rest in this agreeable delusion. The
white light of our consciousness, we
are forced to believe, is not the core
and pivot of our being. Rather is
consciousness like a flickering Jack o’
Lantern, dancing above an unplumbed
reservoir of purposeful but unconscious
life. The human mind is now viewed -
in the figure of .a floating iceberg that
hides below the surface of the sea most
of its bulk; and from the deeps. of
thought and feeling below the level
of awareness, long silent hands are
ever reaching out, molding our actions
and passions, urging us to whims of
the blood and tension of the nerves
whose origins we never suspect. A
new realm of reality has been annexed,
and we are challenged to take a nearer
view of our fatal facility at self decep-
tion, to relinquish our dearest myths
and preconceptions about human na-
ture, and to face the startling dis-
coveries of what lies within ourselves:
Many of the reports of such findings
are distortions of fancy; most are
tentative at best; but none can be
dismissed without examination, since
so many of our basic preconceptions
about ourselves have been demon-
strated to be false,

To those interested in this new ex-
ploration into the human spirit, ‘“Dead

Reckonings in Fiction”, by Dorothy
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Brewster and Angﬁs Burrell, with an

introduction by James Harvey Robin-
son, will be found to be a thrilling
departure among books of literary
criticism.

“It would be a simple matter to get
started on a book of ecriticism,” the
authors begin, ‘“if one had a theory
to prove or disprove, if one had an axe
to grind. Theories we enjoy, and
expect to play with. But our prop-
osition is distressingly simple. We
like certain novels and stories, and

wish to talk about them; and we are

halted at the threshold by wondering
why we like them, and why anyone
should care to listen to our talk about
them.”

This promises. A book of criticism
without either moral or wsthetic pre-
conceptions is an encouraging novelty.
And the book, we soon learn, is not
concerned (except humorously) with
orthodox literary dogma. It starts
off rather with a problem of fact:
What and why do men read? and,
Why of the making of books is there
no end? What, in terms of behavior
and post-Ptolemaic psychology, is the
meaning of the fact of literature?
Though these questions are approached
from the angle of psychoanalysis, they
are approached with exemplary humor,
and without a touch of that jaunty
Freudian finality that has worked to
render contemptible one of the most
importantdiscoveries in human history.

Religion, debauchery, and literature
may, of course, be various expressions
of the same impulse — the impulse to
escape from reality into a more con-
genial world of makebelieve. When
literature is so used, life and literature,
fact and fiction, become antithetical
terms, and both author and reader
are in -a league of blasphemy against
what is sometimes called God’s master-
piece. When not an escape from real-

ity, literature has largely existed in the
past to illustrate the working out of
some social or moral “law”. Critics,
as a result, have been pretty generally
either connoisseurs in narcotics or
censors of lapses from herd prejudice.
Literature has a third possibility, how-
ever. The writer may divest himself
of all moral bias, of all thesis, and set
himself the task of a truthful record-
ing of the human spectacle. The .
result, when successful, is likely to
appear more incredible than the most
irresponsible romance. Then, in so
far as the writer comes to be perfete
recorder, in so far he comes to be per-
fect artist; and in his achievement the -
goal of science and of art merge into
one. It is with books of this third
type that ‘“Dead Reckonings in Fic-
tion” is concerned — books for adults,
not for romanticists. And realism,
in the most splendid and realistic sense
of that word, is made the final justifi-
cation of fiction. It is to such books
that we go to escape from our inner
conflicts and dumb isolations into a
dramatization of our psychic tensions;
and through the truth and insight of
such imagined experience we may come

- more nearly to self recognition and

inner freedom.

- From this it must appear that,
unlike the traditional books of literary
criticism, “Dead Reckonings in Fic-
tion” is concerned not with literature
as an end in itself, not in making the
generous distinction between ‘‘nice”
and ‘“‘nasty”. It is primarily inter-
ested in the very intricate puzzle of
human personality. There is an in-
troductory chapter ‘“Towards a Crit-
ical Point of View”, and a concluding
chapter, in dialogue, between the
authors, and imagined readers in the
mood to deny something. The eight
intervgani_rx'g chapters are on books of
Henry James, Anatole France, Chek-
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hov, Katherine Mansfield, Joseph
Conrad, Dostoyevsky, May Sinclair,
and D. H. Lawrence. But the authors
are considered, as well as their books;
and herein lies another originality of
this volume: the marvelous modern
recognition that the personality lying
behind the book — the poor bewil-
dered chap who wrote it, his sad harass-
ing experiences, his weary conflicts,
defeats, and conquests — is not irrele-
vant to the judgment and understand-
ing of his work.

‘““Dead Reckonings in Fiction” is
a study of the imaginative records of
individual souls in search of a success-
ful way of life, ‘“Such literature
records no doubt more failures than
successes, but it furnishes the best and
perhaps only really important material
for the study of that art of life which
grows ever more complicated as we
demand that it be more complete and
beautiful.”

Dead Reckonings in Fiction. By Dorothy
Brewster and Angus Burrell. Long-
mans, Green and Co.

RACE AND CHRISTIANITY
By Henry Pratt Fairchild

« HRISTIANITY and the Race
Problem” is the kind of book we

need. Not because it gives a final and
convincing answer to all the grave
questions which it faces, but because
it does face them squarely, bravely,
and in the true spirit of scientific re-
gearch. The problem of race and
population is so insistent and so men-
acing that we can welcome warmly
every effort to find some solution,
whatever the angle of approach. It
is such a manysided problem that
truth can come only by attacking it
from every reasonable .point of view.

Mr. Oldham frankly adopts the
point of view of the body of Christian
believers, rightly pointing out that
the maintenance of a point of view is
legitimate provided it is openly avowed,
and is not allowed to obscure or distort
the facts. Throughout the book an
admirable emphasis is laid on facts
as the only basis for sound scientific
conclusions, however the interpreta-
tion of the facts may be influenced by
the primary point of view.

The author recognizes the complex-
ity of his task by noting the deep
“questioning regarding the meaning
and purpose of human life” that per-
vades the western world, and imme-
diately gives an unconscious illustra-
tion of this truth in his statement that
“Nothing is more important for the
future of mankind on this planet than
to get rid of war.” Is this true? Is
war the worst of all possible evils?
“What Price Glory?” has its correla-
tive query, “What Price Peace?”
To imagine an extreme case for pur-
poses of illustration: Suppose that the
alternative to war was a complete
submergence of the various diversified
branches of the white race in a great
flood of Mongol humanity and oriental
culture. Which would be the greater
‘evil? Answers will differ. ,

Perhaps the most vulnerable spot
in the book is traceable to the very
fact that the problem which the author
is trying to solve is not solved — the

fundamental problem of the character . .

and meaning of race itself. Being
himself, one may assume, not a biolo-
gist, he is compelled to rely for his
facts in this particular on biological
specialists, and they, alas! have not
yet revealed the full facts of human
biology in a convincing way. A large
part of his argument revolves around
the thesis that racial antipathy “is
not instinctive or inborn”’, and as one



