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THE BOOKMAN

He speaks bitterly of censorship and its
power, the limitations it placed upon
truth telling. ‘This censorship was
submitted to by the publie”’, he writes,
“‘in every country, in the belief that it
would be a sword in the hands of their
skilful generals. No doubt in some
cases it proved to be so; but far more
frequently it served as a shield to hide
the incompetence of generals, staffs,
War Offices and the politicians who set
them moving, or checked them (or set
them moving and then checked them),
as their ambitions or their cliques die-
tated. Early in 1916, this censorship
was not, in this country, such a power
as it afterward came to be, but, as a
matter of course, it barred out the two
most important sources of possible in-
formation, the Admiralty and the War
Office.”” In effect, this prose epic was
written as a message to America. It
stands now, accurate or inaccurate, as a
saga of heroism. Mr. Masefield finds
himself puzzled by unwillingness to
glorify war, yet no book could possibly
do more to make for peace than one in

which the terrors and struggles of war»
and the humanity of the soldier in face
of tremendous odds, are so aptly told.
‘What a mastery of prose rhythm! This
prose is almost poetry, yet starkly sim-
ple. Homer is the name that comes to
mind. Any page carries with it a sense
of the march of history. If *Gallip-
oli”’ is not a proper textbook for those
studying the history of the war, it is
essential for an understanding of the
spirit of the war, and it should be on
every library and home shelf that
boasts the inclusion of modern literary
masterpieces. We quote at random:

This word of victory, coming to men who
thought for the moment that their efforts
had been made in vain, had the effect of a
fresh brigade. The men rallied back up the
hill; bearing the news to the firing-line, the
new, constricted line was made good, and
the rest of the night was never anything but
continued victory to those weary ones in the
scrub. But 24 hours of continual battle
exhausts men, and by dawn the Turks,
knowing the weariness of our men, resolved
to beat them down into the sea. When the
sun was well in our men’s eyes they at-

tacked again, with not less than twice our
entire strength of fresh men, and with an

“overwhelming superiority in field artillery.

HUSHED MIDNIGHT

By John Hall Wheelock

HEARD the owlet call,
A little, quavering eall —
Timidly, timidly out of the dark it cried:

’Twas midnight,
By candlelight

I sat alone, and the light was burning low;

And I thought of you that once had loved me so,

And of my lonely youth, my stubborn pride.

Heart of my heart, it was you out there in the night —

It was you that cried!

.



ART FOR PHILISTIA

By Irwin Edman

EDITOR’S NOTE: In this series of articles, the first of which was ‘“ Philosophy
for the Lawless”, the second *‘ Religion for the Faithless’’, Dr. Edman seeks to show
that, although present day intellectuals talk much of changed codes, of religion
destroyed of a challenging -of convenlion, there can be for them a stability in the

midst of their chaos.

He attempts to pomt the way, to speculate as to what standards

will arise from the ashes of the old, if the old is to be truly desiroyed.

N that wave of revealing introspec-

tion that has swept over American
literature in the last few years, we have
had discovered to ourselves by writers
as different as Sherwood Anderson and
Sinclair Lewis that American life suf-
fers from standardization, mediocrity,
and externality.. We have learned
that the American scene offers no place
or shelter for eternal and beautiful
things, and, what is worse, no stimulus
or encouragement to the kind of life
that flowers into art. We have been
told till it hurts that we are lost in the
morasses of mechanism, industrialism,
and materialism. We have been con-
victed of wallowing in haste, waste,
and greed. There has been compara-
tive silence as an answer to the charges
that there is nothing in our continent
or in our civilization that gives a
characteristic savor or meaning or
loveliness to our lives.

Now anyone who has traveled much
abroad knows that what these writers
say is wrong with the American scene,
has been more or less wrong with the
world since the industrial revolution.
Much of the joy that an American
finds in Europe is not the glamor of a
beautified present, but the halo of a
dying past. The loveliness is that of
individual reliecs and monuments linger-
ing in the midst of a civilization not
much less mechanical or external than

our own. The illusion of difference

“comes partly, though not wholly, from

the fact that the American remembers
a distilled and purified Europe upon
his return. He recalls, not the fac-
tories and unemployment of Birming-
ham but the promenaders in the wide
spaces of the Tuileries Gardens. He
remembers, not the grime of Manches-
ter but the green of Salisbury, not the
soot of the Five Towns but the
thatched cottage and the cathedral
close.

The indictment that sensitive and
creative minds make against the con-
ditions of American life is thus not an
accusation against America; it is a -
charge against that industrial revolu-
tion whose operations and consequences
are most clearly seen in America where,
since it is a young country, there is so
little of the lovely persistence of older
and more beautiful vestiges and ways
of life. The troubled critics of the
American scene are making practically
the same charges that Matthew Arnold
was elegantly thundering against the
British middle class fifty years ago.
The comfortable citizenry was living
upon the fruits of a terrible and
dwarfing labor. It was spending its
energies in an equally terrlble and
footless leisure.

Our own recent critics have, on the
whole, been concerned not with the
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