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like walks among imposing streets and 
squares and buildings, the atmosphere 
of a slowly disintegrating home, the 
worship of a father whom she hardly 
knew but whose name was magic. Then 
the exultant mood of frequent journeys 
to a grandmother in Finland; the gloom 
and brooding, the inner revolt, and 
the final relaxation of a time spent in 
a fashionable boarding school, haunted 
with the memories of the admired fa
ther who had been teaching there. And 
after that came war, and with it more 
insecurity, more poverty and hunger, 
outwardly resulting in a feverish ac
tivity that gave no satisfaction. The in
difference it produced lasted well into 
the years of the revolution. Those 
years left upon the author only the 
vague impression of a nightmare. I t 
was not the horror of the shootings 
and the executions, nor the elimina
tion of a class she did not belong 
to, and all its established institu
tions—it was the filth, the corruption, 
the hatred, the insanity, and even the 
bureaucratism of those early years that 
made her leave the country which had 
so amply provided the dreams—both 
good and bad—of her youth. 

This book is rich, abundant, and po
etic—and it fully merits the $5,000 
prize it has been awarded by the 
judges of the Atlantic Monthly Non-
Fiction Contest. 

Cloete , . . And 

True psychological insi ^ht 

J^ow. 
Voyager 

BY OI.IVE HIGGINS PROUTY 

Oi ive Higgins Prouty 
showed that she knew what 
went on in the minds of 
women when she wrote 
"Stefla Dallas" and "Lisa 
Vale." Her writing, in 
"Now, Voyager," reads like 
a continuation of the best 
of Edith Wharton's novels 
of society, and to this re
viewer it is startling that 
such reticence can be so 
successful."—Harry Hansen 
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THE HILL OF DOVES. By Stuart 
Cloete. Boston: Houghton Mifflin 
Co. 1941. 633 pp. $2.75. 

Reviewed by GARRETT MATTINGLY 

STUART CLOETE'S saga of South 
African history plods on across 
the years, sometimes at a pace 

reminiscent of the ox-drawn wagons 
of the Boers, but always with their 
honest, workmanlike solidity and some
times with an exhilarating sense of 
the waiting earth beneath them and 
the broad horizons between which they 
move. 

This third volume of the series 
takes its name from the battle of 
Majuba Hill in 1881, the brisk action 
in which the redcoat column, advanc
ing as they had failed to learn not to 
do at New Orleans, withered under the 
fire of invisible riflemen; when the 
sturdy farmers of the veldt, innocent 
of the intricacies of Mr. Gladstone's 
conscience, went home thinking that 
they had whipped the British Empire 
and conquered forever the indepen
dence of the Transvaal. Few of them 
were farsighted enough to guess that 
the skirmish a t Majuba marked only 
an eddy in the advance of a relentless 
tide (the inflowing tide of industrial 
civilization), more certainly fatal to 
their patriarchal way of life than the 
force of any empire. Because they lay 
in an eddy, the years around Majuba 
saw the typical development of the 
self-isolating Boers, and this novel is 
appropriately more a pastoral idyl than 
an epic, bracketed between the heroic 
triumph of the Great Trek, which only 
old Philippus now remembers, and the 
still distant menace of the final trag
edy. 

The bucolic loves of Dirk and Lena, 
the daily round of a Boer farmhouse, 
and the robust humors of the soil 
are the central theme, into which 
politics and war seem to intrude only 
in passing. In its externals, the sights 
and sounds and salty talk of the barn
yard and the crossroads, the centrsd 
theme is well handled, unexciting per
haps, but as satisfyingly real and solid 
as a painting by one of the Little 
Dutch masters. When it comes to the 
interior soliloquies of the characters 
one is not so sure. Do inarticulate 
Boer farmers and their women really 
think in such abstract terms, and or
ganize their thoughts in such energetic 
and poetic paragraphs? Then one re
members that Mr. Cloete is also a poet, 
and that it is only in these soliloquies 
that he allows himself to play the 
chorus to his puppets. 

Garrett Mattingly is the author of 
the recently published "Catherine of 
Aragon." 
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THE DAYS GROW COLD. By Bar

bara Tunnell Anderson. New York: 
The Macmillan Co. 1941. 277 pp. 
$2.50. 

Reviewed by HARRIET COLBY 

N OVELS of the South, dreaming 
its way gracefully deeper and 
deeper into picturesque decay, 

are nothing new, but in this novel 
Barbara Tunnell Anderson has given a 
fresh and vigorous turn to a familiar 
theme. Through the eyes of a little 
girl of eleven she tells the story of a 
South that is gradually, painfully, 
turning its face away from its rich 
past and beginning to look ahead to 
something new. 

Lucinda's family moves to Macklin, 
a small town that might be anywhere 
in the heart of the South—to a house 
just outside the gates of what was 
formerly one of the great plantations. 
Castleton is a legend of the Golden 
Age; tales of the splendor from which 
it has fallen and of its present fas
tidious decay, form the intricate web 
of the town's gossip; they are woven 
lovingly into the fabric of Lucinda's 
dreams. But Castleton remains aloof 
and inaccessible behind its wall of 
trees, inhabited only by two lonely 
women. Last of the Cass line, Mrs. 
Reeves and her daughter Emily live 
in proud starvation, cherishing their 
memories, guarding their one remain
ing possession, a huge portrait of the 
Cass family in the days of its grand
eur. 

The shadow of Castleton falls long 
upon Macklin. Only Miss Carley, a 
clear-eyed schoolteacher, and Curtis 
Hardin, w h o s e paintings of half-
starved Negroes have brought him 
honor everywhere save among his own 
people, see Castleton in its t rue per
spective. They are the rescuers, Lu-
cinda and her young friends the res
cued. A small beginning—a school for 
painting and music for the town's 
children—and an ironic climax con
nected with Castleton itself and its 
great picture, point the way out, the 
road away from faded dreams toward 
a brisk and urgent reality. 

The novel has many faults; its theme 
is too large—and too important—not 
to lose dignity and emphasis by being 
presented through the eyes of a little 
girl, whose fears and fastasies, vivid 
and intense as they are, too often ob
scure the main issue. Miss Anderson 
has, in short, failed rather conspicu
ously to decide between writing a so
cial study and painting a portrait of 
a child and a family. But hers is, at 
any rate, a novel, alive and eager, by 
someone with something to say. 
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DO WORDS SCARE US? 
(Continued from page 11) 

proves only that Mr. Johansen is 
smart. To one who doesn't like Ne
groes, and wishes to see them kept "in 
their place," it sounds plausible when 
a demagogue says, "If a person has 
even a drop of Negro blood, he is a 
Negro." But those are only words. To 
another person it might be equally 
logical to say, "If this supposed Negro 
has a drop of white blood, then he is 
white." 

Some of us go daily past gangs 
of WPA workers sweating over the 
construction of roads and bridges 
and still declare quite honestly, "I 
never saw a WPA worker doing any
thing useful in all my life." By the 
definition some of us have, WPA is 
"made work"; "made work" is not 
"real work"; therefore, even if WPA 
workers have built schools, parks 
and municipal auditoriums, they 
weren't really working. Further
more, many of us encounter daily 
hundreds of cars driven by women 
who handle them expertly; yet we 
declare, again quite honestly, "I 
never saw a woman yet who could 
really drive a car." By definition, 
women are "timid," "nervous" and 
"easily frightened"; therefore they 
"can't drive." 

Hayakawa has pointed out the dan
ger of such expressions as, "We must 
listen to both sides of the question." 
The danger of such two-way logic is 
the assumption, frequently unexam
ined, that every question has funda
mentally only two sides. We tend to 
think in opposites, to feel that what is 
not "good" must be "bad." This feel
ing is heightened when we are excited 
or angry. During war times, it is often 
felt that whoever is not a "100 per 
cent patriot" must be a "foreign 
agent," or a "fifth columnist." But 
what about the 99.7 per cent patriots ? 
When children are taught history they 
want to know if this or that ruler 
was a "good king" or a "bad king." 
They do not ask how much good and 
bad was in each. In popular literature, 
as Hayakawa observes, and in movie 
scenarios written for childish mental
ities, there are always "heroes" to be 
cheered and "villains" to be hissed. 

The two-valued way of thinking is 
relied upon by Nazi party propagand
ists in Germany almost exclusively. 

"All things offensive are lined up 
upon the 'bad' side with 'Jewish dom
inated plutocracy.' Anyone or anything 
that stands in the way of Hitler's 
wishes is 'Jewish,' 'degenerate,' 'cor
rupt,' 'democratic,' 'internationalist, ' 
and as a crowning insult 'non-Aryan.' 
If Hitler approves, it is 'Aryan.' The 
absurdity of classifying the Japanese 
as 'Aryan' just because Japan and 
Germany have friendly understand-

WOULDN'T YOU LIKE 
TO KNOW: 

IN THESE ARTICLES 
<i) 
GERMAN GEOPOLITICS 

By H. W. WEIGERT 
(2) 
DEFENSE BEGINS TO 
HURT 

By FRANK C. HANIGHEN 
(3) 
DO THE GALLUP POLLS 
MEASURE OPINION? 

By LINDSAY ROGERS 
(4) 
REVOLT ON THE DELTA 

By OREN STEPHENS 
(5) 
WANTED: ANOTHER 
WALTER REED 

By CHARLES MORROW WILSON 

SEEING THE SOUTH 
By JONATHAN DANIELS 

THE FAILURE OF 
PROPAGANDA 

By D. A. SAUNDERS 

. . . and others! 

^it^^. 
M^S^-^. 

stories by 

SUSAN ERTZ 
PAUL HORGAN 

. . . and Regular 
Monthly Features by 

E. B. WHITE 
JOHN CHAMBERLAIN 
BERNARD DE VOTO 

Harpers 
for November gives 

you the news 
before it "breaks" 

HOW GERMANY'S COURSE 
IS PLANNED 
for conquest, Hi t l e r or no Hi t ler ! *" 

WHAT'S GOING TO HAPPEN 
to business under "all out" defense '̂ * 

WHAT WEAK SPOT WILL SHOW UP 
in the Gallup Public Opinion Polls "* 

WHAT'S BREWING IN THE SOUTH 
from Sharecropper to Planter *•*' 

WHAT AMERICA'S GOING TO DO 
about Latin America's deadliest foe *" 

^ MONTHS S-
for only -^ 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
For New Subscribers Only 

Today it is not enough to "keep up"' with the news; you 
must keep ahead of it. To make sure you receive the im
portant November issue with its authoritative articles 
giving you the background of the news "before it hap
pens," (and assure yourself of receiving Harpers during 
the critical months to come) send the coupon today 
with one dollar for the next six issues of Harpers 
Magazine. 

This tremendous saving is made possible only because we 
are confident that you will want Harpers long after the 
six months' trial. The outline of contents gives you an 
idea of the editorial richness for November and succeed
ing months. 

THE COUPON BELOW IS WORTH $1.00 TO YOU 
Use this coupon now and have the next six issues sent 
directly to you, post paid, for $1 (Regular rate, one yeai 
$4.00). Six issues of the exciting new Harpers for $1— 
*'the month's best reading" every month for half a yeai 
is yours at this special introductory rate if you attach a 
dollar bill to the coupon and send it at once. 

- — . M A I L THIS COUPON TODAY » - - -
Harpers Magazine SR-11-15 
49 E. 33rd St., New York 

Here is my dollar. Please send me H A R P E R S 
MAGAZINE for six months (beginning with the 
November 1941 Issue) at your Special Introductory 
Rate for New Subscribers Only. (Regular rate, 
one year $4.00) 

Name 

Local Address 

City and State 

EXACTLY HALF PRICE! 

NOVEMBER 22, 1941 21 

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


