WHAT LIBERAL FRONT?

NOTE as dangerous a certain type
Iof name-calling recently indulged

in by George Creel in a “fighting”
article defending Secretary Hull from
attacks by his critics. The article ap-
peared in Collier’s, a national magazine
with a large circulation. Mr. Creel
bunched the Secretary’s critics all to-
gether as “the self-styled Liberal
Front.” To my mind a genuinely bad
thing was Mr. Creel’s branding of

the ideologists, emotionalists and
fellow travelers who make up the
self-styled Liberal Front. They want
him [Hulll to import his policies
from abroad, putting the interests
of other countries above America's,
while he insists on home products,
holding to the old-fashioned theory
that the welfare of the United States
comes first.

Therefore, presumably, the New
York Herqld-Tribune, Walter Lipp-
mann, Bruce Bliven, Freda Kirchwey,
Dorothy Thompson, the New York
Post, Pa, Samuel Grafton, Drew Pear-
son, and many others who have crit-
icized Secretary Hull or certain of his
policies, all want that, and are all of
that ilk. In the summation to his
article Mr. Creel lets fly again:

Not that it matters to the mud-
dled emotionalists, parlor pinks, fel-
low travelers and avowed Commu-
nists who form the self-styled Lib-
eral Front,

They are indeed, terrible people;
but are they all of them all of those
things? Or what is Mr. Creel’s “Lib-
eral Front”? Does it reduce itself
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to Earl Browder? But 1 understand
that Mr. Browder has now written to
Collier’s that he deeply respects Mr.
Hull! And the Communists have had
their hands full, since Mr. Creel wrote
his article, explaining Stalin’s recogni-
tion of Badoglio—even as Secretary
Hull is now asking him to explain it!
No; Mr. Creel says at one point, “re-
putable men and women, even reput-
able newspapers, joined in the hys-
terical hue and cry.”

But surely it is ill-advised in the ex-
treme, and by no means serving the
Secretary’s cause, to lump all his crit-
ics together as something to sneer at
—*“The Liberal Fronters ought to be
a pushover,” and then call them all
sorts of names. Were Mr. Creel’s ar-
gument for the Secretary’s policies
absolutely irrefutable and correct in
every particular, it would still be a
bad thing to make a mock of the
word Liberal. Besides, it reduces it-
self to nonsense! Just the other night
I heard Joseph C. Hartsch in “The
Meaning of the News,” over WABC,
remark that, “Our cautious diplomatic
policy has proceeded side by side with
a tarnishing of the Moscow declara-
tions.” Can it be—O horror!—that
Hartsch is a “fellow traveller”!

Mr. Creel puts the blame for many
of our policies squarely on Congress.
Another outspoken epithet-slinger,
Captain Eddie Rickenbacker, wouldn’t

like that! In the same week that I
read Mr. Creel’s article, I read of Cap-
tain Rickenbacker, at a public func-
tion, branding all critics of Congress
as “termites.”

These signs and omens do not augur
well for free speech or reasonable ar-
gument. The times are full of public
issues that demand a thorough airing.
When it has been a question of crit-
icism of the Administration (meaning
one essentially gallant man in office)
many high-sounding things have been
said about free speech and the neces-
sity for open and unhampered com-
ment. But now, if you criticize him,
Mr. Creel, well the pleasantest thing
the Secretary of State’ll call you will
be a “muddled emotionalist.”

In any event, as liberals, we can
turn from such heated gentlemen and
congratulate The New York Times
upon the sanest and clearest statement
of what is at issue in regard to the
Soldier’s Vote, and what makes prac-
tical good sense in the situation, in
their editorial of March 9, called (with
reference to Governor Dewey’s pro-
posal) “It Won't Work.,” In regard
to the contention of the Departments
of War and the Navy, The Times
went on to say that “we fail to see
any nonpartisan, nonpolitical reason
for the furious opposition with which
this proposal has been received in
Congress and elsewhere.” That will
certainly make Captain Rickenbacker
awfully mad!

WiLLiaMm Rose BENET.
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Title and Author

Crime, Place, and Sleuth

THE
MISADVENTURES

oF
SHERLOCK HOLMES
Ellery Queen, Editor
(Little, Brown: $2.50)

Thirty-odd imitations,
burlesques, etc.,, of the
famous Sheriock with
amiable notes by Mr.
Queen.

THE ROPE BEGAN
TO HANG
THE BUTCHER
C. W. Grafton
(Crime Club: $2.)

Kentucky lawyer’s first
case quickly turns into
double murder mystery.
At price of smashed
face he nabs Kkiller,

Summing Up Verdict
Diverting mixture of| Piéce
talented and trivial ma- dé
terial. “Must” for Sher-|{ resis-
lockians and pleasant| tance
pastime for all mystery
fans.

Well-developed—al-{ Very
though not entirely un-{ good

guessable—plot; bevy of
interesting characters—
including the killer—
and a likable and be-
lievable detective.

NO LITTLE ENEMY
Oliver Weld Bayer
(Crime Club: $2.)

Famous cartoonist and
merchant-marine hero
head bond-selling tour
that produces three
murders. Cartoonist gets
his man.

FIVE WILL FREEZE
Margaret Millar
(Random House: $2.)

Driver of Canadian
“sno-bus” vanishes and
plunges passengers into
maelstrom of murder
and inexplicable hap-
penings.

Suspenseful and timely{ Good
tale with more to it|{ stuff
than meets the eye.
Characters ably done

and pay-off, ’tho tele-
graphed, a thriller.

Bang-up thriller and ex-} Worth-
cellent character study| while

of group of conflicting
personalities., Puzzle is
rewarding, 'tho it tends
to solve itself.
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Miracles and a

THE OUTNUMBERED. By Catherine
Hutter. New York: Dodd, Mead &
Co. 1944. 356 pp. $2.75.

Reviewed by EMILY SCHOSSBERGER

assigned herself a very ambitious

task: the story, fictionized, of a
religious miracle, the stigmatization
of Therese of Konnersreuth, woven
into the pattern of Austria’s last
years, Though she does not seem to
have attained fully what she set out
to do, she has nevertheless come
through with a thoroughly readable,
absorbing, and in spots beautiful story.

The central figure of the novel is
Feghe, a Jewish orphan girl who is
taken into the house of rich Doctor
Sappony, the owner of the fashion-
able turberculosis sanitarium at
Strubl, in the midst of the Vienna
Woods. Therese, the over-devout
Catholic wife of the Jewish doctor,
and Andrea, his head nurse, a militant
Protestant, battle for the soul of the
child who, however, makes her own
choice, when she turns to love and
worship her God in the Catholic fold.
Dennis Seymour, a young Englishman
who is a patient at the sanitarium,
befriends her and proves the greatest
influence in the life of the simple,
humble girl who, though a servant,
stands above and apart from class
and race distinctions. As Feghe grows
to womanhood, her sweet humility
and saintliness develop, until drama
reaches a high point when the miracle
saves her life and makes the village
in which she lives a place of pilgrim-
age in the midst of political upheaval.

Though hers is a beautiful story of
strong faith—sometimes tinted, it
seems, with colors that reflect a mast-
er’s portrait of Bernadette—Feghe
herself does not come completely to
life. Nor do the meekness and gentle-
ness of the outnumbered people tri-
umph over the brute force of dark-
ness by their humility: for they are
permitted to escape by purely acci-
dental circumstances when the brown
flood of Nazism sweeps the valley and
engulfs Austria.

Around this central figure moves a
host of secondary characters, and
though one is always conscious that
they are planted to convey an idea,
to symbolize certain strata of society,
or a party, they are all very real and
pulsating with life, The coarse and
backward peasantry of this particular
“neck of the woods”; the progressive
school teacher who lives and literally
dies for her social democratic ideals;
the dissatisfied, double-crossing coun-
try doctor; the multinational clien-

IN this first novel Miss Hutter has

MARCH 25, 194

Dying Country

tele of the sanitarium; the beautiful
Vienna society ladies—they all to-
gether, their fates and characters—
are deftly woven into the story of
Austria from 1924 to 1938.

Like so many authors of novels laid
in the Europe before World War II,
Miss Hutter is not entirely free from
evaluation of past events in the light
of present, prophecy in retrospect, as
it were. But since she is writing for
entertainment and not a political or
sociological study, she should not be
taken to task for a certain bias, or
for lack of a certain accuracy which
a description of Austria’s last years
would demand. There was certainly
no air of doom, or staleness, hanging
over the lovely Austrian countryside
as early as 1924. And only very few
persons, certainly not the majority,
were aware that the country, un-
happily divided into many parts, was
headed for its doom.

PERSONALS

ADVERTISEMENTS will be accepted in this
column for things wanted or unwanted, personal
gerviceg to let or required; literary or publish-
ing offers not easily classified elsewhere; mis-
cellareous items appealing to e apecial and in-
telligent clientéle; jobs
for rent, tutoring, traveling campantouc, {deas
Jor sale; communications of a decorous nature,
expressions of opinion (limited to Afty lines).

Ads of a smczly personal nature are limited to
an R of corresp thus also em-
abling an exchange of reference. Ratea: 10
cents per word including signature. Couns two
additional words for Box and Number. Payment
in full must be received eight days in advance
of pubdlication. We forward all maél received in
arswer to box numbers. Address Personal Dept.,
Saturday Review, 25 West 45th Btreet, New
York 19, N. Y.

YOUNG MAN of REast,
charged,
supernatural literature, cinema art;
of Mozart as well as Cole Porter; inter-
ested in playwrighting, acting, and literary
criticism-—anxious for correspondence with
kindred spirits. How about it? Box 269-J.

FASCINATING ASSOCIATION (inactive
or active participation), either sex, profit-
able. Broadway producer-director desires
financial associate. Box 197-J.

YOUNG MAN, teacher, amateur artist, or-
ganist, would correspond with one of same
temperament. Box 270-J.

LET ME TELL YOU of a very proﬂtable.
easily learned office business. Write G. H
Cole, Pres.,, Syracuse, N. Y

(Continued on page 26)

honorably dis-
student of modernlst poetry,
fond

says WILLIAM ROSE BENET.

Book of New Poems: 1943:

social consciousness . . .

juggler.”

The Chicago Sun: “Brilliant.”

HEE IBIG TV

By ALFRED HAYES
Beautifully illustrated by BEATRICE TOBIAS

“It has the same unsparing power that made
Masters’ 'Spoon River Anthology’ so notable,”

OSCAR WILLIAMS, poet and editor of The
“THE BIG TIME
is a big book, big in humanity, understanding,
a real poet.”

EDWIN SEAVER, of the Book-of-the-Month
Club: “I found it far more exciting than the
overwhelming majority of contemporary nov-
els. Hayes is a real poet, not just another word-

HOWELL, SOSKIN, PUBLISHERS, INC., 17 E. 45th ST.,, NEW YORK 17

YOU could write this adver-
tisement just as eloquenty as
the distinguished critics we
quote. When you discover this
book for yourself you will echo
their enthusiasm.

$2.50




