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Books of Special Interest

Grant the General
THE GENERALSHiIP OF ULYSSEsS S.
GRANT, By CoroxtL J. F. C. FULLER.
New York: Dodd, Mead & Company.
1930. $3.
Reviewed by A, Howarp MENEELY
Dartmouth College

IT is an interesting fact that several of the
best books on the military leaders of the
Civil War have been written by English
soldiers. Conspicious among these are Hen-
derson’s “Jackson,” Maurice’s “Lee,” and
Liddell-Hart’s vecently published *“Sher-
man.” Colonel Fuller’s study deserves to
be listed with them. As the title indicates,
his work is not biographical: it is chiefly
an analysis of Grant’s military activities as
a commander in the Union army. About
one third of the book is given to Grant’s
services as a subordinate general and nearly
half to his work as general-in-chief. The
remaining portions are devoted largely to a
preliminary discussion of the strategy and
tactics of the war and a concluding section
on “The Generalship of Peace,” a sort of
philosophical discussion of war and its re-
lation to peace.

It is not likelv that the general reader
will find the book of engaging interest, but
students of military history are almost cer-
tain to enjoy it and profit by it, even though
they may not agree with some of Colonel
Fuller’s judgments and conclusions. He has
not delved as widely into the source mate-
rials of the period as has Liddell-Hart, but
he has made generous use of the most im-
portant sources, notably the “Official Records
of the Union and Confederate Armies.”
Such a book is not the result of a few
months’ investigation: it is the fruit of vears
of study, observation, and experience.

Colonel Fuller has critically analyzed
each step in Grant’s progress through the
war, sometimes following him from day to
day, as in the famous Wilderness campaign
of 1864. Grant himself is occasionally al-
most obscured from view in the maze of
strategy, tactics, marches, flank movements
and attacks. This is one of the deficiencies
of the book. It would have lightened the
narrative considerablv, and in no wise have
detracted from it, had the author now and
again injected a graphic and intimate

picture of Grant in camp or in the field.
Liddell-Hart has done so with telling effect
in his trcatment of Sherman.

Colonel Fuller contends very emphatical-
ly that great injustice has been done Grant
in setting him down as a cold-blooded
butcher who stubbornly and needlessly sacri-
ficed thousands of men to gain his objec-
tives. The Northern press originated the
charges in 1864 and the historians have
reiterated them, but the author’s own in-
quiries have convinced him that not only
were Grant’s losses smaller proportionately
to the size of his army than were those of
Lee in the Wilderness, but they stand favor-
able comparison with those of many other
prominent Northern and Southern generals.
“If anvthing,” he says, “Lee rather than
Grant, deserves to be accused of sacrificing
his men” Instead of being a mere line-
plunger, Fuller declares that Grant was “the
greatest strategist of his age, of the war,
and, consequently, its greatest general;” that
he was the only Northern general who had
a comprehension of grand strategy, that is,
the relationship between policy and war, and
that he never overlooked the political situa-
tion and the necessity of conforming to it,
He was not bound by military conventions
and book strategy, or obsessed by real or
imaginary difficulties: he was always ready
to act. He conceived a grand plan and
then step by step executed it.

From Paducah to Appomattox . . . Grant’s
strategical plan, upon which all actions were to
pivot, was maintained in spite of all difficulties;
this in itself constitutes one of the most re-
markable cases of concentration of purpose and
maintenance of direction to be found in the
history of war.

Many of the author’s assessments of the
generals of the Civil War are of especial
interest, In some instances he reaches new
and surprising conclusions; in others he
agrees with the judgments already rendered
but sharpens the criticism. To Halleck,
Thomas, and William F. Smith he is merci-
less. Buel, he believes, was “a far abler
soldier than McClellan;” Meade “an indif-
ferent tactician,” many of whose blunders
have been unloaded on Grant. Sherman is
credited with being an able general, but de-
cidedly inferior to Grant, In Colonel Ful-
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He never reached the
forbidden city of Tarudant

but his failure is more exciting than any tale of
R. B. Cunninghame Graham, Spanish
hidalgo and Scotch laird, is one of the few living
adventurers in the grand tradition, and a writer
revered by Joseph Conrad and G. B. Shaw,
Stephen Crane and Theodore Roosevelt, Max
Beerbohm and William Morris.
ment, Mogreb-el-Acksa, the story of his journey
rivals
Arabia: for literary content it belongs beside
Doughty's Arabia Deserta.
the holy city forbidden to Christians, how he was
captured by a sheikh who might have stepped
from the pages of the Arabian Nights, how he
attempted again and again to escape make one of

MOGREB-EL-ACKSA
A JOURNEY IN MOROCCO
by R. B. CUNNINGHAME GRAMAM

In sheer excite-
Lawrence's adventures in

How he started for

the most magnificent travel
books in the language.
With an introduction by
Edward Garnett.

A National Travel Club Book

$3.50 at all bookstores.

NEW YORK

ler’s opinion he was unpardonably destruc-
tive; Sherman’s own dispatches are used to
damn him, Liddell-Hart, on the other hand,
has offered Sherman quotations, drawn from
the same source, which tend materially to
soften the usual criticisms of the general’s
actions, It is certainly true that interpreta-
tion is largely a matter of selection of mate-
rials, When the experts and critics disagree,
the reader must judge for himself. In this
reviewer’s opinion, Colonel Fuller under-
estimates and is at times unfair to Sherman.

Albert Sidney Johnston and Lee also suf-
fer considerably in the author’s assessments
and again not always justly. The former
is set down as “a very common type of brave
but stupid soldier.” Lee is admitted to be
a great general, but found deficient as a
general-in-chief. His strategy, says Colonel
Fuller, often led to brilliant tactical suc-
cesses, but it was not of a type to win the
war, “Lee’s one and only chance was to imi-
tate the great Fabius, and plot to win the
war, even if in the winning of it he lost
every battle he fought.” But how long might
Lee have held his command, or how long
might the Davis government have been sus-
tained, had he adopted such a policy at the
outset? Were not victories essential to keep
up Southern morale, obtain state aid, and win
the much-sought-for European support? Has
not the author here overlooked the political
factor which he insists is necessary to great
generalship?  Surely it is not necessary to
indulge in rash statements, as Colonel Ful-
ler occasionally does, in order to emphasize
the excellence of Grant’s generalship as com.
pared with some of his compatriots and op-
ponents.

Leacockisms

THE IRON MAN AND THE TIN
WOMAN, With Other Such Futuritics.
By StEPHEN LEacock. New York:
Dodd, Mead & Co. 1g929. $2.

Reviewed by RoOBERT CORTEs HoLLipAY

THE publication of the new collection

of Leacockisms may jog a mind here
and there into a somewhat troubled state as
to something askew somewhere. What is
the source of this undefined worrit?

We know a young woman who lately got
married. When it developed that certain of
her habits produced some disharmony in
her new relationship she observed wonder-
ingly, “Why, I’ve done that for years”—
it not occurring to her that in an altered
order of things there might be occasion for
some change in her perspective. Mr. Lea-
cock, evidently curiously innocent of any
suspicion as to the perpetual jollity of it
all, has been doing his steady brand of
humorisms for now nineteen years.

During those two portentous decades just
past an altogether unprecedented amount of
water has gone down the literary mill. And,
in particular, much that in its scason was
screamingly humorous has been sadly blown
upon. The point of these unstartling ob-
servations is the emerging fact that the
pristine spectacle of Mr. Leacock, incredibly
blithe and inexplicably unhurt, presents a
conundrum. Veteran headliner of a vastly
more yokel day, twirling his original slap-
stick, his box office pull, including the or-
chestra circle, is a social phenomenon that
solicits interrogation. Leacockitis seems to
be a curiously tenacious bug. The other
day, however, a confessedly confirmed
Leacockian, confronted by “The Iron Man
and the Tin Woman,” diffidently admitted,
between the lines, that the later Leacockiana
was a falling off. Somebody is likely pretty
soon to fail to take Stephen Leacock for
granted, and to note that he is a strange
case of mistaken identity—in short, not the
humorist described in the invoice,

The volume in hand grasps at extreme
contemporaneousness by such labels as
“Futurities” and “Little Sketches of Today
and Tomorrow,” and by the device of treat-
ing of robots and such. The tone, cast into
jazz tempo, is the guffaw tone of the bar-
bershop reading of the boom days of natural
gas. Mr. Leacock took up, not exactly the
clumsy mantle of Artemus Ward, but some-
thing like the alpaca coat of Robert 7J.
Burdette. In a biographical utterance at-
tached to the present volume he writes:

Apart from my college work, I have written
eighteen books. . . . Any of them can be ob-
tained, absurd though it sounds, for the mere
sum of two dollars. Yet these works are of
so humorous a character that, for many years,
it was found impossible to print them. The
compositors fell back from their task suffocated
with laughter and gasping for air. Nothing but
the invention of the linotype machine—or rather,
of the kind of men who operate it—made it
possible to print these books. Even now, people
have to bhe very careful in circulating them, and
the books should never be put into the hands of
persons not in robust health.

That would have been good Bill Nye, In
this our time T fear it is no laughing matter.

A Son of China
Tells His Mother’s Story

A wedding that lasts a week—a revolu-
tion seen by a boy of 16 who ran away
from home to fight—beautiful pictures of
old China and stirring scenes in the new—
these are the qualities of an autobiography
that has everything.

Written to achieve better understanding
between the East and the West, “this
charming book,” says Paul Valery, “may
be the sign of a new era.” $3.00

W. W. NORTON & CO.,, Inc.
70 Fifth Avenue, New York
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YOURSELTF, .
—The Story of the Human Body

by Adolph Elwyn
S

This fascinating book takes you on
a tour through the Body Com-
monwealth, introduces you to the
important citizens, and reveals their
habits, home life, central govera-
ment and foreign relationships.

Profusely ilfustrated, $3.50

BRENTANO’S
Publishers  New York

THE METROPOLIS
OF TOMORROW

by Hugh Ferriss

"Vastly appealing’’'—
N. Y. Times.

’One of the truly ex-
citing books of the
year’’ — Walter Yust,
Philadelphia Public
Ledger.

A gorgeous feast’'—
N. Y. Herald - Tribune.

At Your Bookseller’s
$7.50.

IVES WASHBURN
NEW YORK
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,  Completing

THE GREATEST EVENT IN MODERN FICTION

)
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Under the Southern Cross,
twenty-odd years ago,
Henry Handel Richardson
planned her epic of the
Australian pioneers. On a
canvas as big as Australia
itself, she projected the
life of a man—a life in
which every detail is mo-
mentous, every event pro-
foundly stirring. And
now, after twenty years,
she has won the highest

* acclaim of the literary
world.

The appearance on April 10 of THE WAY
HOME by Henry Handel Richardson com-
pletes the publication of her magnum opus—
the trilogy of Mary and Richard Mahony.
Exigencies of copyright made it impossible
to publish here the three novels in the order
of their composition. The publishers were
obliged to issue ULTIMA THULE first,
although it is the third part of the trilogy.
Perhaps it was fortunate for the author, for
ULTIMA THULE won her fame and 100,000
American readers. These readers have

waited anxiously for the earlier two novels;

and many others have postponed reading
ULTIMA THULE until they had read
AUSTRALIA FELIX and THE WAY HOME.

After the publication, in January, of
AUSTRALIA FELIX, The New York Times
wrote: “It is high tribute that, with only the
English period of Richard’s life withheld
from us, we should await it with genuine
impatience.” The New York Herald-Tribune
said, “After two volumes and 800 pages,
I am eager for more!” Now you can read
all three parts of this gigantic story in the
order in which they were written.

The Trilogy of

HENRY HANDEL RICHARDSON

AUSTRALIA FELIX

Happy Australia! That was what the early
settlers called the country. And here begins
Richard Mahony's story—the story of one
who was to find love, adventure, wealth, and
drama, but never happiness.

Published January, 1930. $2.50

THE WAY HOME

““They change their skies, but not themselves,
who go across the scas.”” This was what
Richard was to learn when, having made his
fortune, he tried to find again his old life in
England. Just published. $2.50

ULTIMATHULE

Here, in the most memorable events of his life,
the story of Richard Mahony is brought to its
nobly tragic close. To its close also comes the
most profoundly real and moving tragedy of
our time. Published September, 1929. $2.50

Every critic urges you to read Henry Handel Richardson’s
great trilogy; but her books are too real to become a
literary fashion. You read them not to discuss the latest
thing in fiction; you read them for one of the memorable
experiences of your life.

At all bookstores

Books that Live

"W.W. NORTON & COMPANY, INC.
70 Fifth Avenue, New York

«With the complete history of Richard Mahony before
us, we can at last estimate its place in English fiction,
We expect that discriminating readers will place it on 2
level with, if not higher than, Galsworthy’s Forsyte
Chronicles; nor are we unreasonable in suggesting that
it may be considered the soundest accomplishment of
English fiction in the twentieth century.”

The Saturday Review of Literature

“Fifty years from now the works of Henry Handel
Richardson will probably be read as classics of our day,
and the figures of Richard and Mary Mahony will stand

among great characters of fiction.” The Golden Book




