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jealousies, his poetic exaltation of the 
family and the land and his self-re
proach at his "bourgeois happiness" 
are a reflection of his inner struggle 
between realism and God. The first 
fifteen years of his marriage brought 
him fame and money and thirteen 
children; but it also brought him the 
realization that the family must be 
the victim of the changing times. 
Russia seethed v/ith many social 
crises, and the seething in Tolstoy's 
heart is evident even in the blithe, 
wistful, bubbly pages of little Tanya's 
diary. She tells us of the delight with 
which they listened to Leo nervously 
reading aloud the first sections of 
"War and Peace." She does not tell 
us of the sense of guilt which tinc
tured those pages, and which hovered 
over the household. 

Some of the Answers 
ON BEING AN AUTHOR. By Vera 

Brittain. New York: The Macmillan 
Co. 1948. 218 VP. $3.50. 

Reviewed by HERSCHEL BRICKELL 

ANY honest book by a successful 
writer should i n e v i t a b l y be of 

some help to those who are deter
mined to learn to put words on paper 
so chosen and arranged as to arouse 
the interest of other members of the 
human race, and Miss Brittain's, as 
might be expected, is an honest book. 
Hers is a sound intelligence and a 
sensitive spirit, and the solid accom
plishment of her two best books, the 
autobiographical "Testament of Youth" 
and the biographical "Testament of 
Friendship," lend authority to what 
she has to say on an inexhaustible 
subject. 

Her small book, called "On Becom
ing a Writer in England," is made 
considerably more useful here by the 
editing of Dr. George Savage of the 
English Department of the Univer
sity of Washington, who has given it 
the necessary American touches, and 
who introduces it in terms that seem 
somewhat extravagant in the light 
of its actual accomplishment. His 
stress is on Miss Brittain's frankness, 
which is not really so surprising as 
to cause excitement; many good writ
ers have been frank about their ca
reers, as why should they not be? 

This is not really a "manual for 
writers," as its blurb asserts, since 
it is a very personal book, which gives 
it its value. The author does not pre

tend to know all the answers, or even 
very many of them, outside the fields 
she herself has cultivated: journalism, 
the novel, and the personal narrative. 
The truth is that no one person can 
cover all the branches of writing, 
even cursorily, unless he be either a 
hack without a c o n s c i e n c e or t. 
racketeer. 

Speaking for herself, Miss Brittain 
confesses that she could not have been 
anything else except a writer. She 
declares that no matter how difflcull 
it is to learn to write, as difficult for 
most people as to learn to play the 
piano or to paint well, the writer has 
the advantage of being able to rid 
himself of his sufferings by writing 
about his troubles, besides, if he is 
fortunate, winning fame and fortune. 

As for how much can be taught 
about writing, she gives the only de

cent answer there is: people with 
talent may be helped to learn to 
write, people without talent cannot. 
Her recipe for handling the awful 
task of d i s p o s i n g of unsolicited 
manuscripts, whicli haunts us all in 
this business, is to tell the truth, 
a drastic prescription, but the only 
serviceable one. 

Dr. Savage adds a good deal of in
formation about American prizes, fel
lowships, and other aids to writers, 
but neither his bibliography nor Miss 
Brittain's is selective or annotated, 
and therefore both are far less useful 
than they might have been. Book
shops are piled high with books on 
writing, most of them worthless, or 
worse, and a service might have been 
rendered by saying so, and listing the 
few good ones, with a line or so of 
description. 
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Title and Author 

THIS INWARD 
HORROR 

J. Russell Warren 
(Dut ton: $2.75) 

SAVE A ROPE 
H. C. Bailep 

(Crime Club: $2.) 

SHADOW OF 
FU MANCHU 
Sax Rohmer 

(Crime Club: $2.) 

THE CASE OF THE 
VAGABOND 

VIRGIN 
Erie Stanley Gardner 

(Morrow: $2.50) 

UNEASY STREET 
Wade Miller 

(Far ra r , S t r aus : 
$2.50) 

THE LONG 
ESCAPE 

David Dodge 
(Random House: 

$2.50) 

THE LINKS IN 
THE CHAIN 
John Rhode 

(Dodd, Mead: $2.50) 

Crime, Place, and Sleuth 

Nice y o u n g English 
architect wakes up, in
jured, in ditch and finds, 
soon enough, tha t he's 
in somebody else's body. 
Ructions follow. 

Discovery of f e m a l e 
bones (minus skull) near 
English ta rn interests 
many people, including 
Dr. Reggie Fortune, who 
enlightens local cop. 

Fu Manchu, masquer
ading in N. Y. as psy
chiatrist, crosses swords 
a g a i n with Nayland 
Smith of Scotland Yard 
in sequence of s tar t l ing 
situations. 

T r o u b l e s of irascible 
executive with beauti
ful b l o n d e "vagrant" 
progress through black
mail to m u r d e r and 
some stylish sleuthing. 

B l u n t Calif, sharhus 
Max Thursday w a l k s 
smack into client's mur
der—and others, before 
secret of antique music 
box is revealed. 

P r i v a t e investigator 
Colbee t races long r.iiss-
ing P a s a d e n a n from 
Mexico City to Chile, 
energetically d o d g i n g 
death en route. 

P e r p l e x i n g E n g l i s h 
c r ime-carn iva l , featur
ing safe-lifting, d r u g -
stealing, and m u r d e r , 
stopped by Supt. Wag-
horn with assist from 
Dr. Priestley. 

Summing Up 

Murder, robbery, Eng
lish underworld life, and 
misplaced soul's efforts 
to make itself known 
portrayed in absorbing 
detail, if not convincingly. 

Don't mind plethora of 
idle chatter—it all ties 
in. Mr. For tune is him
self t h r o u g h o u t , and 
tale has plenty of high 
spots. 

Best line in book, for 
Fu devotees, is, "He has 
slipped through our fin
gers." Others may take 
o r i e n t a l deviltries in 
stride. 

Slight let-down at fin
ish compensated by ex
tra-speedy action, sinu
ous plotting, and dope 
on racket which male 
motorists may ponder. 

Forthr ight , streamlined 
detecting; incessant ac
tion from s ta r t to end; 
neat puzzle, and much 
lively wit-matching by 
Thursday and girl. 

Plenty of punch and 
color—latter due to gal 
called Idaho—frequen t 
fisticuffs and fire-fights 
and logical, a l t h o u g h 
anticlimactic, finish. 

Usual careful plotting, 
plodding but interest ing 
detective work, variety 
of h o n e s t l y portrayed 
characters , and helpful 
hints from Dr. P. 

Verdict 

Read
able 

fantasy 

High 
class 

Bailey 

Mixture 
as 

before 

Stand
ard 

b rand 

Brisk 
and 

rugged 

Bet te r 
grade 

Satis
factorily 

solid 
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THE FINE ARTS 
R E P O R T O N P A R I S 

DURING the winter of 1946-47, 
the Whitney Museum of Amer
ican Art held an exhibition of 

paintings by the new generation of 
French artists. The show had been 
selected in Paris by a committee, and 
it was occasionally condemned as giv
ing an inadequate report on what had 
been produced by younger French 
painters during the war period. I had 
this exhibition very much in mind 
while visiting Paris this summer. In
deed, the show was difficult to forget, 
since the artists and dealers who had 
been excluded from it were quick to 
say why, and not always in the ele
gant phrases of the Versailles court. 
Yet after four weeks in the Paris gal
leries, I came to the conclusion that 
the Whitney exhibition had supplied a 
pretty fair idea of what the new school 
of Paris is like—neither conspicuously 
better nor worse than at the Whitney. 

I think of one or two exceptions to 
this statement, chief among them be
ing the fact that the Whitney show 
contained no work by Balthus, perhaps 
the most decisive artistic personality 
to have emerged in Paris just before 
the war. Balthus's strength is even 
more apparent today, for he has re
sisted completely the tendency of his 
contemporaries to eat their Matisse 
and have their Picasso too. Balthus 
has always run counter to fashion. 
Thus in seeking a more mature tech
nique, he chose to emulate Andre De-
rain; he did this at precisely the mo
ment when the latter's place in mod
ern art 's high consulate (with Matisse 
and Picasso) was becoming glaringly 
insecure. Moreover, Baltus found his 
central inspiration in Gustavo Cour-
bet, whose mid - nineteenth - century 
doctrine of realism—"art in painting 
should consist only in the representa
tion of objects that the artist can see 
and touch"—was anathema to the sur
realists and other advanced painters 
of the 1920's and 1930's. 

Balthus flew still more directly in 
the face of modern esthetic dogma by 
declaring: "I wish to do surrealism 
'after' Courbet." His statement seemed 
absurd to a number of critics, for how 
could one reconcile Courbet's faith in 
"objects that the artist can see and 
touch" with surrealism's exploration 
of the subconscious mind, intangible 
and mainly unseen? But Balthus had 
understood that Courbet's art was 
sometimes replete with psychological 

tensions that the swaggering, dropsi
cal realist would have been the last 
to recognize as such. He had presum
ably looked at Courbet's extraordi
nary portrait of the Socialist P.-J. 
Proudhon and his family (see cut). In 
the awkward intensity of Proudhon's 
children, enclosed in their separate 
world of reverie and play, Balthus 
must have found a sympathetic model 
for his own angular depiction of adol
escence's ecstasies, secrets, and gloom. 
The affinity is stylistic as well as 
emotional. In fact we may easily 
imagine that the Courbet infant with 
a pitcher has grown into the young 
girl who reads on the floor in the 
foreground of Balthus's painting "Le 
Salon." Yet Balthus's originality of 
vision is so decided that it seems only 
heightened by comparisons of this kind. 

The children in Balthus's picture 
first appeared in one of a series of 
drawings he made to illustrate 
"Wuthering Heights" (like Charles 
Demuth's illustrations for "The Turn 
of the Screw," the drawings were not 
Intended for publication, but as pri
vate interpretations of a revered 
literary work). It is scarcely an exag
geration to say that Emily Bronte's 
novel has been a mainspring of Bal
thus's imaginative life. The painter's 
own personality has Heathcliffian ele
ments; his respect for the macabre 

vein in English literature has been 
immense. And at this point, perhaps, 
we can discover another reason for 
Balthus's vigor in relation to the cur
rent Parisian art scene—his capacity 
to nourish his expression on alien 
sources. 

The French pictorial tradition has 
been powerful for so long, that we 
tend to forget how consistently it has 
been revitalized by other cultures. 
The sixteenth- century Fontainebleau 
mannerists outgrowing their provin
cialism through contact with Italian 
artists, Poussin raptly heeding the 
mythological echoes of Rome, David 
and Ingres exclaiming amid the monu
ments of Mediterranean antiquity. 
Watteau and the romantics looking 
north to Rubens a hundred years 
apart, Delacroix and the impression
ists revaluing the English landscapist 
Constable, the post-impressionists ex
citedly collecting the prints of Japan 
—these all were signs of a chronic 
need for foreign excursion, in thought 
or fact, to keep the French stock hardy 
and fresh. The leading artists earlier 
in our own century journeyed spiri
tually even farther afield—to Africa 
and the South Pacific, to the Far East, 
to the Sumerian realm and Macedonia, 
to the quite denationalized territory 
wherein are created the images of 
children, primitives, and the insane. 

Perhaps it is unfair to say so on 
the basis of a month's survey, but it 
seems to me that the present gener-
tion in French art, on the contrary, is 
imprisoned in its parental home, that 
the new school of Paris's great weak
ness is that it has become too Pari
sian. The school includes many gifted 
artists. Yet I cannot think of one 
whose work has the unmistakable 

Portrai t of P.-J. P roudhon by Gustave Courbet. 
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