
party and cannot recall the word "schiz
ophrenia." The more cultured Nazi 
prompts him: "Schizophrenia." 

" 'Yes, that's the word,' HOss replied. 
'That mind doctor in Vienna, his 
name escapes—' 

'Sigmund Freud.'" 

Actually, this cute conversation could 
take place between, say, two New York
ers. Freud contended that his psycho
analysis should be applied only to mild 
neuroses—never to schizophrenia. A 
group of Americans calling themselves 
psychiatrists is the only large medical 
group on earth which began to use 
Freud's psychoanalysis for the medical 
treatment of schizophrenia—despite 
Freud's protests. Schizophrenia was 
first described by Kraepelin and the 
term was coined by Bleuler. Even the 
American pro-Freudian Encyclopedia 
Britannica says in its rave article on 
Freud that he was not "primarily inter
ested in this psychosis." Demonstrating 
the ignorance of the Nazis, Stingo 
spreads around his smug provincialism 
of the 70s. He fares even worse in the 
scenes of Polish resistance. To anyone 
with even a precarious contact with any 
antitotalitarian conspiracy, his in
sights into the opaque world of clandes
tine political action (unless a safe, well-
publicized and rewarding mass con
formity in New York, like the "anti-
Vietnam War movement" can be called 
resistance) sound, to say the least, 
bizarre. This is how a Polish resister 
tries to recruit Sophie (Zosia in Polish): 

"I am appealing to you in the name 
of humanity. I am trying to appeal to 
your sense of decency, to a sense of 
yourself as a human being and a Pole. " 
[ The italics belong to Stingo, 1 

Surely, even a New York environmen
tal activist does not declaim like that as 
he tries to persuade his pal to take part 
in a protest march. Or does Stingo be
lieve that in order to persuade someone 
to face torture, it is necessary to say: 

"You must reconsider, Zosia. This is 
becoming indecent of you. Consider 
what you can do for all of us. Con
sider your country! Consider Poland!" 

V-<uriously enough, though Sophie's 
Choice perfectly fits Soviet propaganda, 
a Moscow editor would insist that 
Stingo delete such speeches as too prim
itive, stilted and slogan-riddled. "People 

do not speak like that under the cir
cumstances, Mr. Styron," he would 
say. Mr. Styron, a recipient of the Prix 
de Rome of the American Academy of 
Arts and Letters and a Pulitzer Prize 
winner, would have had a better chance 
with his MS somewhere in Albania or 
perhaps Trinidad. Unless his novel were 
uprightly presented as a parody, as, at 
the beginning, we have suggested it 
should have been. D 

Lord Snow on Art & Life 
C. p. Snow: The Realists; Charles 
Scribner's Sons; New York. 

by Dain A. Trafton 

It is disappointing not to be able to 
recommend C. P. Snow's The Realists: 
the author's name and preface promise 
a better book; the subject deserves one. 
The "realists" to whom the title refers 
are eight of the greatest novelists of 
the nineteenth and early twentieth cen
turies—Stendhal, Balzac, Dickens, 
Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, Galdos, Henry 
James and Proust. According to the 
preface, those masters have much to 
teach us about both art and life. Their 
understanding that the "primal impulse" 
to tell a good story lies at the heart of 
good novel writing reproves the mod
ern tendency to disregard plot and "to 
compose novels as verbal puzzles to be 
worked out by persons cleverer than the 
original writers." Even more important, 
through the realists' subtle renderings 
of character and society, they enhance 
our self-knowledge and our sensitivity 
to the world around us. Their art in
structs. So do their lives. And the pref
ace offers to show us that "a writer's 
life is not just connected with his work; 
it cannot be separated from it." As a 
distinguished novelist himself, with an 
unusually varied experience in science. 

Dr. Trafton is Professor of English at 
Rockford College. 

letters and public life. Lord Snow might 
seem ideally qualified to develop these 
themes. If he had done so in the literate 
but popular manner that is his forte, 
he would have written a book of real 
value. He would have made a contribu
tion to public taste by directing readers 
of novels back to the great works that 
establish the standards for the art. To 
read Cheever, Pynchon, Bellow, or Up
dike with The Red and the Black, Great 
Expectations, The Brothers Karamazov 
or War and Peace in mind provides a 
salutary perspective. The best of what 
is being done today is interesting but 
not great. Lord Snow might have il
luminated this fact and stimulated re
flection upon its causes. Unfortunately, 
The Realists falls far beneath its possi
bilities. What might have been a useful 
book turned out superficial, muddled, 
and at times downright silly. 

The body of the book consists of 
eight essays, one on each writer. They 
are loose, chatty mixtures of fact, specu
lation and opinion. Occasionally they 
interest and amuse, but the level of in
formation and understanding rarely rises 
above what one would expect in a good 
encyclopedia. The themes announced 
in the preface function only intermit
tently in the essays themselves, and as 
a result the notion that we can learn 
something of importance from these 
writers soon dissipates in a welter of 
random observations: Stendhal did well 
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at school; he liked mathematics; he 
lacked ambition in the civil service; 
he had a thick neck, and his legs were 
"not long enough"; he suffered from 
unrequited love; he was devoted to his 
mother; he was "far from impotent"; 
and so on, and so on. Perhaps such de
tails might be shown to possess a sig
nificance beyond themselves; Lord Snow 
seems to love them aiihlessly, for their 
own sake. They lead him to no insight 
into Stendhal's character, nor do they 
help us to understand his work. Indeed, 
Lord Snow's discussion of Stendhal's 
masterpieces makes no effort to relate 
them seriously to his life. 'We are told, 
for example, that Julien Sorel—the hero 
of The Red and the Black—\s "the first 
voice of ultimate class hatred in a major 
work of literature," and that "Stendhal 
identified himself with Julien." How
ever, nothing in the account of Stend
hal's life prepares us to see him as an 
apostle of class hatred. On the contrary, 
Lord Snow asserts that the author of 
The Charterhouse of Parma "would 
have liked to be an Italian aristocrat." 
Possibly class hatred and the desire to 
be an Italian ar is tocrat can be made 
compatible, but one would like to be 
shown how. In fact. Lord Snow's view 
of the role of class in The Red and the 
Black is unconvincing—and left wholly 
unsubstantiated. Class hatred cannot 
explain Julien's ultimate motivation, 
and in any case he does not enjoy the 
uncritical sympathy of his creator. Given 
Lord Snow's interpretation, however, 
one must raise a question. Why has he 
chosen to praise the "realism" of a novel 
that he believes to be inspired by class 
hatred.'' What lesson are we to derive 
from this.'' 

Similar examples of superficiality and 
incoherence occur plentifully in every 
chapter, but nowhere is the book's fail
ure more evident than in the chapters 
on Dostoevsky and Tolstoy. As figures 
of the very highest authority in world 
literature, they stand out even among 
the other great "realists," and the re
markable features of their lives — 

Dostoevsky's youthful career as a revo
lutionary, his compulsive gambling, his 
emergence as a spokesman for conserv
atism; Tolstoy's transformation from 
dissolute young aristocrat into prophet 
of moral reform—make them especially 
suited to an analysis that blends 
biography with literary criticism. Fur
thermore, both require special interpre
tation because they challenge so radically 
the values that prevail in Europe and 
America today. Both rejected utterly 

spiced with a great deal of gossip about 
the sex lives of the great men. The 
facts, although sparse, seem to be accu
rate; the gossip is mostly silly; but the 
platitudes can mislead. For example, in 
discussing the Grand Inquisitor section 
of The Brothers Karamazov, Lord Snow 
uncritically adopts the existentialist-left
ist t radit ion that stresses Ivan Ka
ramazov's hatred of God, and ignores the 
religious affirmation that derives from 
Dostoevsky's overall design. A distortion 

••.•XnuMiy all ilii^i- e.Mvili-nr ]iicci-s. noni- are tim-r 
lii)ii.s i)t DosiDiAskv .IIKI I olstov." 

rich exj 

the scientific, commercial, democratic 
and "progressive" culture of liberal 
Europe. To both, the liberalism that 
grew out of the Enlightenment seemed 
antagonistic to religion and a healthy 
political and social order; and while the 
details of their programs differ, both 
men sought' to restore an essentially 
Christian polity. In this, they shocked 
nineteenth-century intellectuals much 
as another great Russian novelist—Sol-
zhenitsyn—shocks our own. Lord Snow 
simply declines the task of trying to 
come to grips with the "realism" and 
the importance for our t ime of 
Dostoevsky and Tolstoy. He contents 
himself with a few facts and platitudes. 

— Wall Slrct'l Journal 

of this kind, or the distortion of The Red 
andthe Black mentioned earlier, coupled 
with the general triviality of approach 
throughout, makes one wonder about 
Lord Snow's preparation, or motives. Did 
he fail to study his material with suffi
cient care.' Is he unaware of what other 
critics have done.'' Or is he engaged in 
an effort to make what he has to say 
conform to the taste of his audience.' 
Is he more concerned with mimicking 
the thoughts that his readers already 
accept than with trying to lead them to 
conceptions that are different, older and 
more difficult.' In any case, The Realists 
has nothing important to teach about 
either art or life. D 

Private Part as Thing 
Kingsley Amis: Jake's Thing; Vik
ing Press; N e w York. 

by Joseph Schwartz 

JVingsley Amis's first and best novel, 
Lucky Jim, established expectations for 
his subsequent work that were not ful
filled. This new novel is being misread 
in some quarters, ironically enough, be
cause it comes closer to realizing what 

Professor Schwartz, of Marquette Uni
versity, edits the quarterly Renascence. 

Lucky Jim promised than any of the 
eleven novels since then. I will try to 
look at Jake's Thing without allowing 
the happy memory of Jim's antics to 
cast a troublesome shadow over my 
evaluation. It is enough to say by way 
of comparison that Jake is not J im 
grown older, and that 25 years later 
Amis is much less lighthearted. 

Oxford don Jaques (Jake) Richardson, 
nearly 60, has worked out a tolerable, 
mundane pattern of life with Brenda, 
his third wife. But this circumscribed 
enclave is threatened by his disturbing 
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