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R. P. Smith...

SO IT DOESN’T WHISTLE. By Rob-
ert Paul Smith. New York: Har-
court, Brace & Co. 1941. 234 pp.
$2.50.

Reviewed by PHIL STONG

HIS book contains about equal

parts of Joyce, Saroyan, and

Budd Schulberg; liquor, love,
jazz music, and stream-of-conscious-
ness reflections on death and such
items are all inextricably mixed in a
combination that is somewhat dizzy-
ing. The book is extremely funny in
its more lucid passages. It is tougher,
perhaps, than the recent “What Makes
Sammy Run” in its exteriors because
in addition to the fact that all of the
men and women described are “loose,”
the scenes include one homosexual
carnival and one masochistic love
gcene. Aside from these details the
book is suitable for the Christian
Science Monitor since the philosophies
are not especially heterodox.

The story is almost indistinguish-
able. Four eccentric young Jews room
together when they are not rooming
with their mistresses who are, to a
congiderable extent, communal. Three
of them choose the least bad of the
codperative harem and marry them,
leaving “Dutch,” the most voluble
philosopher, alone. ‘“Dutch” doesn’t
like it so he kicks a hole in a good but
magnificently obscene painting and
breaks his favorite phonograph rec-
ord.

This bald synopsis hardly does jus-
tice to a book which is brilliant in the
writing in some places and is deliber-
ately and cunningly “screwball” in
most. Perhaps the Yiddish legend from
which the title is taken illustrates the
manner of the book better than any
attempted description.

The Old Jew attempts a riddle for
the Young Jew. “What is it that is
green and hangs on a wall and whis-
tles?”

The young man gives up.

“A red herring.”

“But it isn’t green.”

“So you paint it green.”

“But it doesn’t hang on a walll”

“There is some law you shouldn’t
hang it on the wall?”

“But it doesn’'t whistle.”

“Nu,” says the old man sadly. “It
doesn’t whistle.”

Anyone who enjoys a “screwball”
story—and anyone with a sufficiently
exquisite sense for the incongruous
does—will probably enjoy “So It
Doesn’t Whistle.”

Phril Stong, a frequent contributor
to these pages, is the author of “The
Princess.”
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C. P. Smith...

Chard Powers Smith

LADIES DAY. By Chard Powers
Smith. New York: Charles Scrib-
ner’s Sons. 1941. 491 pp. $2.75.

Reviewed by R. L. NATHAN

R. C. P. SMITH has written a
M lengthy and vigorous histori-

cal piece about the 1880’s
when America was growing and kick-
ing right out of its breeches. It is
a novel quite sumptuously “fur-
nished.” Every brick, bow, and bustle
is there, every prancing horse, croquet
stick, flowery syllable. Byzantium, N.
Y., the immediate scene, lives here like
a well-preserved tinted print of the
period. The protagonists, on the other
hand, seem a little dusty. Chief among
them is one Race Kirkwood, who can
best be described as three parts Rhett
Butler, and one Clark Gable. It is diffi-
cult not to feel him leering and twist-
ing his mustache at us, as he should-
ers his way about, bad and masculine
and irresistible. Worse than that is his
inspired second-guessing at history.
When he cries out, “There’s a young
fella I know in Cleveland has al-
ready made the oil business into some-
thin’ about as big as the Roman Em-
pire . . . young Scotchman in Pitts-
burgh is aimin’ to do the same thing
with steel . .."” we want to expostu-
late, “See here, Kirkwood, Mr. Smith
told you all that!” Aside from high
jinks and finance, there is the up-and-
down love affair between Kirkwood
and Sally Lathrop, a gentle lady, no
Scarlett she but a dewy Melanie. They
pursue their attachment to its bitter
end, neatly achieving recognition of
their difference without actual trag-
edy.

‘Wilson oo

YESTERDAY’S SON. By William E.
Wilson. New York: Farrar & Rine-
hart. 1941. 307 pp. $2.50.

Reviewed by RIcHARD A. CORDELL

HE Author of “The Wabash,”

I one of the most readable of the

Rivers of America series, now
tries his hand at fiction and has am-
ple reason to view his first novel with
satisfaction. “Yesterday’'s Son” with
admirable economy (it is an excellent
single-sitting novel) tells the story of
three adults and a youth who learn
through harrowing experience that the
dead past does not always bury its
dead, and that what’s done is not al-
ways done. A professor of English in.
a New England college is jolted out
of his comfortable academic routine
when he discovers that a sprawling,
sullen freshman in his Survey class
is his illegitimate son; then the moth-
er learns of her son’s knowledge of his
parentage, and finally confesses to her
husband her infidelity of eighteen years
before. The situation is powerfully
dramatic—in fact, “Yesterday’'s Son,”
like a short story, is concerned with a
situation rather than with a march of
events; but it is by no means merely
a blown-up short story, for it achieves
adequate fullness and expansiveness.

The excellence of this first novel lies
not in its style, which rarely rises
above the commonplace, but in its
shrewd characterization. Wisely limit.
ing his characters to a few, the novel-
ist succeeds in making each plausible
and—unusual in serious modern fic-
tion—Ilikable. His is a “Strange In-
terlude” about normal men and wo-
men, who entangle their lives and yet
escape neuroticism and empty frus-
tration. The author is fair to his char-
acters. The husband, a New England:
Brahmin, is seemingly aloof and pas-
sionless, prim and meticulous; but we
finally see him as shy and timid, still
frightened by an ignominious child-
hood poverty, and yearning for affec-
tion. The boy is puzzling, for he is be-
wildered and stunned. The thoughts of
youth are long, long thoughts, and
sometimes length is their only dimen-
sion; but when Larry begins to under-
stand himself and others, incongruities.
and paradoxes in his own thinking and
conduct begin to disappear. .

The backgrounds-—rural New Eng-
land and the college—are carefully
done but not overdone. There is little
humor except in some of the academic
portraits and possibly in the many tiny
jabs at Harvard, but there is little oc-
casion for humor in this tense study
of four people in a trap from which
it is impossible to escape without
wounds and suffering.

The Saturday Review



Third printing,
$3.00
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The “All Quiet” of this War!

When copies of A THOUSAND SHALL FALL by Hans Habe reached
critics and booksellers, there was immediate agreément that this com-
mon soldier’s story, the first full account of what it's like to fight with a
rifle against the armored blitz of the German Army, was destined for a
great public. Here are the terrific experiences of today’s war—defeat, im-
prisonment, escape-—recorded by a trained writer, Here is a book which,
for the first time since books about this war began to appear, has had,
and desetves, comparison with the greatest books of the last war.

‘“*One of the most convincing
and moving reports thus far.”

.._Neu) York Tiﬂles

‘“Written with passion, beauty,
and courage . . . There are many pages

in this stirring account of an anti-Nazi
volunteer which remind you of the
overpowering writing in “All Quiet
on the Western Front ... Hans Habe's
book shows he is a great writer.”

~Saturday Review

“‘The first book I have read about this
war which seemed to me real and necessary,
not to mention the fact that it is wonderfully
well written and that you cannot stop reading

it.”

~Martha Gellborn Hemingway
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“‘The most revealing picture
of the debacle that took place that
anyone has painted. Indeed, I predict
that it will turn out to be one of the
classics of the present war.”

~Lewis Mumford
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— THE NEW YORKER

Ulustrated, $3.00
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