Trumpeted Storyteller

STEPHEN CRANE: A BIBLIOG-
RAPHY. By Ames W. Williams and
Vincent Starrett. Glendale, Califor-
nia: John Valentine. 1948. xzii +
164 pp. $7.50.

Reviewed by JonN T. WINTERICH

INCENT STARRETT blew a lusty

trumpet in the Crane-renaissance
parade of a quarter century ago, and
he has been tooting and marching
ever since. His call, indeed, has grown
more clarion, his stride sturdier. His
Crane bibliography of 1923 was an
affair of forty-eight pages, but it was
a mighty useful tool to the Crane
student at the moment, and has been
ever since.

Now, twenty-five years later, ap-
pears a new Crane bibliography, the
work of a devoted and competent
team: Mr. Starrett and Ames W, Wil-
liams. Neither title-page nor text gives
the slightest clue to the share of the
work borne by each collaborator. It
doesn’t seem to matter; both Mr, Wil-
liams and Mr. Starrett know their
Crane; both know his books; both un-
derstand the niceties of description
and collation.

An author-bibliography, if it is to
be of any account, must be largely
biography. It should give almost as
good a picture of the man as the
formal biography does, without, of
course, trying to usurp the function
of the latter. Biography, in general,
would be better if more biographers

were, in addition,
ographers.

Here the thing is done, which makes
this an admirable monograph to study
in order to see how it is done. Here
is Crane, publishing his first book at
his own expense, entrusting his sec-
ond to an upstart firm of youngsters,
and attaining instant fame with his
third at the hands of an old-line house.
Less than five years later, at twenty-
eight, he was dead. After an interval
corresponding nearly to the length of
his own life, his collected works ap-
peared in ten volumes. Mr. Starrett,
in an introduction (the single attrib-
uted unit of the book), calls him “the
first modern American storyteller.”
This bibliography is the story of his
stories, well and graphicall;’ set forth.
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ROBERT PENN WARREN: “I have
read Delmore Schwartz’s stories
several times, and am more im-
pressed with them at each reading.
I do not see why this book should
not place him quite securely among
the very best writers of the story
we now have in America.”

TIME: “With these stories, Poet Del-
more Schwartz should take his place
among the dozen ot so most accom-
plished young U.S. writers, . . . The
two longest pieces will suffer no

disgrace by comparison with
Chekov or Stendhal.”

THE NEW YORKER: “Schwartz is

a man who understands that a fic-
tion writer’s primary responsibility
is to tell us what it is like to be a
human being and who, in addition,
has the equipment to do something
about it.”
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fabulous empire that flourished on the border of the
Black Sea five centuries ago—comes to life again in The
Burnished Blade. Young Pierre, sent to track down
smugglers who had been bringing opium and jewels
into feudal France, found a remote, forbidding
empire, sophisticated and polished, but sccthing with
intrigue and amorality. His adventures there provide as
thrilling an action story as you have read in many years—with

a setting completely new to readers of historical fiction.
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OLIVIER'S

F and when they build houses for
us, architects usually reflect our
tastes, hence our pergonalities.
Even if they fail to do so, one thing
1s certain. They determine the physi-
cal pattern of our living, once their
blueprints, realized in terms of brick
and mortar, have become our homes.

The new film version of “Hamlet” *
is, of course, billed as Laurence Oliv-
icr’s. Since he directed it and plays
the Prince, it is as the Laurence
Olivier “Hamlet” that the picture will
2lways be identified. Yet, while sitting
before it, as filled with admiration as
with misgivings, I could not help won-
dering if this cinematic “Hamlet,” so
fine in some respects, so unsatisfac-
tory in others, should not more ac-
curately be described as Roger Furse’s.

It is Mr. Furse who served the pro-
duction as its architect. It is he who
designed the huge, drafty structure,
part conch shell, part labyrinth, part
courtyard, part lighthouse staircase,
part Simmons bed window exhibit,
part Cloisters, part ziggurat, part
Danish pueblo, but mainly movie set-
ting, which is the most recent Elsi-
nore. By so doing Mr. Furse has con-
ditioned the whole performance. He
has provided its terrain, created its
mood, charted its action, steered its
actors, and, sometimes, smothcred
the play in the cloche which is his

" castle.

Mr. Furse’s interest, understand-
ably, is the camera. He would be in
the wrong if it were not. Transferring
the drama to a different medium, he
is bound to have thought in terms of
close-ups, long shots, fade-outs, and
all those supposedly liberating tech-
nical devices which the screen enjoys
and the stage does not. His problem,
a sizable one, is external. It has been
to find an outward form for an in-
ward tragedy. Not such a form, mind
you, as a stage designer would have
evolved.'No, a form three-dimensional,
spacious, filmworthy. A form intended
to dispense with the scene divisions
of the theatre, to occupy the eye, and

*HAMLET. a film version of William Shales-
peare’s lragedy. Directed by Laurénce Olivier.
Tert editor, Alan Dent. Designed by Roger
Furse. Music composed by Williane Walton and
played by the Phillarmonia Orchestra. With o
cast including Lanrence Qlivier, Eileen Herlie,

Busil  Sydneey, Jean Sinnons, Felir Aylmer,
Norman Wooland, Terence Morgan, Stantey Hol-
loway, Peter Cushing, ete. A J. Arthur Rank

In:n{erpri.w. Sponsored by the Theatre Guild., A
Universal-International Release. At the Park
Avenue Theatre.
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add those free-ranging elements im-
possible behind the footlights.

Almost inevitably, Mr. Furse’s prob-
lem becomes not only Olivier's but
ours, too. The final “Hamlet,” if in-
deed there b; such a thing in the case
of a text so endlessly self-extending,
exists in the mind and achieves its
most satisfying visualization in the
mind’s eye. What Shakespcare wanted
to say, what he felt necessary to get
said, with all its subtleties, tantalizing
depths, and inter-relationships, is said
by him in his uncut text. How excit-
ing that text can be when its wonders
are untampered with, the Maurice
Evans production made clear in 1938.
The play, in that instance, was indeed
the thing; the thing it was plainly
meant to be, and in many stirring mo-
ments is, in the film. Yet in the film
much that is valuable is lost, and need-
lessly lost, because of the swollen di-
mensions of Mr. Furse’s Elsinore. The
paradox is that the screen text finds
itself confined instead of freed by the
very space now at its disposal.

To have “Hamlet” hacked at in or-
der to compress it within the theatre’s
regulation playing time is the common
experience. Even when so dismem-
bered, the results can be incompar-
able. Everyone knows this who has
responded to the tattered texts acted

by Walter 11
Basil Sydne

ampden, Jchn Barrymore,
', John Gielgud, or, for
that matter, by Mr. Evans in his oddly
truncated GI version. To sacrifice
great language, however, for meaning-
less pantomime; to have complexity
and innuendo dispensed with in favor
of camera angles; and to lose key
speeches, characters, or scenes merely
hecause so much time is wasted get-
ting the actors from one part of the
castle to another is to encounter a
“Hamlet” in many ways dislocated by
being on location.

HE film runs two hours and thirty-

three minutes. In other words, since
the performance is continuous, its
playing time is about the same as that
required for the cut stage versions
which, with one or two intermissions,
usually take three hours. These cut
versions in the theatre, incidentally,
have always found room for Rosen-

" crantz and Guildenstern; for so pivotal

a speech as “O what a rogue and
peasant slave am I”; for the second
gravedigger (who is not greatly
missed); sometimes, and rightly, for
“How all occasions do inform against
me”’; usually for Fortinbras; and as a
rule for many lines or speeches not
to be found in this new “Hamlet.”
The film’s cuts are not in every in-
stance wise or logical even in view of
the camera’s needs. The transposition
of “To be or not to be” until after
Hamlet’s scene with Ophelia does not,
I suppose, really matter. But, surely,
the Fortinbras sub-plot and the scene
of Hamlet’s embarkation for England,
in addition to contributing to our un-
derstanding of the Prince, are com-
pounded of ideal stuffs for the movies.
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Laurence Olivier and Eileen Herlie—*, , . a bounce, an urgency, a fascination.”
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