albeit at the cost of his own political
life.

The great mass of Southerners ob-
tained forgiveness by the taking of a
loyalty oath, as provided in proclama-
tions of general amnesty, one by Lin-
coln and three by Johnson. Certain
classes, such as high civil and mili-
tary officers and persons of property,
were excluded from the benefits of
these proclamations, but these might
apply to the President for special
pardon. All in all, 13,500 special par-
dons were granted by the two Presi-
dents, most of them, of course, by
Johnson. Finally, on Christmas Day
1868, the President issued a procla-
mation of universal amnesty. It was
this amnesty which finally restored
the civil rights of Jefferson Davis and
a handful of others who, because of
their failure to seek special pardon
or for other reason, were still un-
shriven.

This is the essence of the story told
by Jonathan Truman Dorris in
“Pardon and Amnesty Under Lincoln
and Johnson” (University of North

Carolina Press, $7.50). The essential |

facts are somewhat obscured by a
mass of detail covering individual
cases, many of which seemed to this

reviewer superfluous. Mr. Dorris has
done a good job of research, but there |

is something to be desired in his or-
ganization and handling of his ma-
terial. One wonders, for instance, why
the author’s personal evaluation of the
character and genius of Robert E. Lee
belongs in a work of this kind.

—A. D. Kirwan,

Spring Tonic
By Carl Binger

HEN jonguil bends with April
air,
When boughs are black and twigs are
bare,
When chlrp and chatter bring the
dawn,
And peepers shrill their even-song,
No thought have I except to share
The earth with creatures, nor any
care
But paint’ the fence and prune the
vine,
And turn the compost with thé tine,
And mend the wall where recent frost
Has tumbled boulders—boundaries
lost.

" Now wild goose wedges to the north,
While skunk and woodchuck venture
forth;
My self, as well, from winter’s rest
Spreads out its wings and swells its
" breast.
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In Quest of
a New Ethics

yin living...

By CHARLES MAYER

Written by a prominent French biochemist, humanist, and man of univer-
sal learning, here is a book that is living proof of a new and dynamic

spirit abroad.

R. MAYER believes in progress, in enlightened
self-interest, in free competition, He also believes
that though men are not equal, opportunity must be—

that progress cannot be made by regimented socxetles.
A stimulating, provocative book. )
$4.00 at your bookstore

- Beacon Hill, Boston
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— T BUREAU OF
UNIVERSITY TRAVEL,
13 Boyd St., Newfon, Massachusetts

Founded in 1891 to conduct foreign tours for intel-
ligent travelers under the friendly inspiring guidance
of well-known American scholars, the Bureau oper-
ates as a nou-profit educational foundation. Thou-
sands of Americans have taken advantage of our
services. In addition to a carefree, happy vacation
our patrons enjoy a stimulating cultural adventure.
Write Dept. S. for announcements, full information,
itineraries, etc. EUROPE, MEXICO AND SOUTH AMERICA.

INDIANA UNIVERSITY
THE SCHOOL OF LETTERS JUNE 13-AUGUST 31

The theory and. practice of literary criticism
Courses by:

William Empson ’ John Crowe Ransom
Leslie Fiedler R. P. Blackmur
Harold Whitehall
For details address:

Newtlon P. Stallknech#, Director

- BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA

The Spectacle

is a powerful story about an intelli-
gent, charming man on trial for
murder.

The Spectacle

is a shattering novel of suspense but
it is not just a thriller. *...like
Graham Greene’s ‘entertainments’
and the best of Ambler’s spy stories,
(it) is also a serious novel that uses
the thriller technique.”—~T be Satur-
day Review.

The Spectacle

introduces for the first time to
American readers an English novel-
ist who has nearly all the gifts—
“force, personality, intellectual -
drive, human insight ”"—~Pamela
Hansford Johnson.

THE
SPECTACLE

By RAYNE KRUGER

s on sale now wherever books are sold.
$3.00

Fhe Maomillon Comprany

60 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 11, N.Y.
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A Preface to Lippmann

Continued from page 11

on whatever he likes,” he did four
columns a week. Now he does only
three and sometimes less than that,
especially when he is on his annual
trips to Burope. His writing, of course,
does not stop with “Today and To-
morrow,” since between columns he
is almost always working on maga-
zine articles, lectures, or books.

The pressure of his schedule does
not appear to trouble Lippmann. The
philosophic calm which character-
izes his prose is also characteristic
of his manner and living. In a pro-
fession forever in a hurry he always
seems unhurried. If he has nerves,
he does not show them. His courtesy
is indestructible, his quiet friendli-
ness winning. No wag himself, his
face lights up at the jokes of others.
Although he takes a human interest
in dinner table prattle, smail talk
is not his forte. He 'is an earnest man
whose earnestness is unmistakable
without being dampening,..

The fault is not his .if almost every
chair he sits in is turned into a tripod
by gushing hostesses or eager guests.
Socially, he is the victim of his rep-
utation, a person expected at the drop
of a question to come up with an
answer and to speak columns instead

of writing them. When jockeyed at -

parties into the role of pontificator,
he remains the least aggressive of
conversationalists. = Definite as his
- opinions may be, he states them
mildly, almost shyly, and is as willing
to listen as to talk. He discusses
the most controversial subjects in
crisp tones without raising his voice.
Even in political arguments where
tempers run short, he has mastered
the art of.keeping his. In speech no
less than in print he presents his
ideas in a pattern as neat as the plan-
ning of his daily routine in Wash-
ington. And nothing could be more
systematic than that. It is almost
metronomic in its regularity.

LIPPMANN is usually up at 6:45 and
breakfasts at 7:15 with his wife, Helen
Byrne, and their two French poodles,
Coquet and Vickie, in Mrs. Lipp-
mann’s bedroom. By eight, being an
exceptionally quick and selective
reader, he has finished three news-
papers (The New York Times, the
Herald Tribune, and the Washington
Post) and marked those items of spe-
cial interest to him. Wearing either
pajamas and dressing-gown or slacks
and a sweater, he is then ready to
go to his study and begin writing.
Years ago Lippmann insisted that
“every man whose. business it is to

.

think knows that he must for part of
the day create about himself a pool
of silence.” It is in such a pool of
silence that he works even as a jour-
nalist in the big house in George-
town which he has owned since 1946.
His study, a large handsome room
lined with books, is at the end of a
long hall on the second floor. Friendly
as its feeling is, it is a fortress against
noise and distraction. Its quiet and
sense of solitude in a home humming
with activity are indispensable aids
to Lippmann in maintaining the
steady pulse-beat of his schedule.

Unlike most people, Lippmann has
the strength not to look at his mail
until he has finished his morning’s
stint. Nothing or no one is allowed
to interrupt him. His secretaries, who
work in the "neat but file-jammed
attic, are under strict instructions not
to disturb him until he buzzes for
them. Often without notes and some-
times with only three or four guide
words jotted on a slip of paper, he
settles down at his desk.

Lippmann’s columns average 1,200
words and, as a rule, he turns them
out in three hours, writing on white
paper in a small hand that takes de-
ciphering. Generally he does a second
draft before recording the final ver-
sion on his dictaphone. At eleven or
soon thereafter he calls his secretary,
Jean Wehner, who has been with him
for eight ‘years, and she returns to
the attic to transcribe the final ver-
sion, a process requiring twenty to
forty minutes. While Miss Wehner is

typing, Lippmann dresses, reads his"

mail (which is large), and turns to

the dictaphone to answer it. By 12:45 .

he and Miss Wehner have gone over
the column she has typed. At one
o’clock the Herald Tribune calls and
Miss Wehner in the next ten or fifteen
minutes reads the approved script
over the telephone to a girl in New
York, a method found less expensive
than wiring it.

Meanwhile Lippmann has driven his
1950 Chrysler to the Metropolitan
Club, where he lunches at 1:00 on
columnless days, and 1:15 on column
days, mainly with key figures, foreign
or American, in search of background

for what he will write next. After-

lunch he returns home between 2:00
and 2:30 to sign his- letters, catch
up with periodicals, continue his ex-
tensive reading, take a short walk,
or work at carpentry in a room in the
cellar,

Every afternoon he consults for half
or three-quarters of an hour with
Barbara Donald, whose task is to

aid him in his research, clip news-
papers, keep his copious files, and
preside over the reference library
which is also in the attic. In a trunk
room, adjoining the office, an AP
teletype machine .ticks away, a link
with the outside world. When a col-
umn is dispatched and a chapter or
magazine article finished, Miss Weh-
ner types Lippmann’s letters or the
quotations he has marked in his read-

‘ing, while Charlotte Wallace, who is

Mrs. Lippmann’s secretary, takes care
of social and household correspond-
ence, All three women admit that,
genuine as is Lippmann’s serenity and
courteous as he always is, the_pres-
sure is terrific when he is around.

LIPPMANN 'S second wife, to whom
he has been married since 1938,
shares her husband’s energy, gra-
ciousness, and serious interests. She
is an accomplished hostess, hospitable
to both ideas and people. Trim and
stylish herself, she likes life to be
tidy too and has the gift of making
it so. She is equally skilful at in-
sulating Lippmann against the world
and in bringing him out into it.
With her he usually goes to ‘two
cocktail parties between 6:00 and 7:30

. and returns home to dress before

either giving or going to a dinner at
eight. Although such social activities
supply diversion, they also provide
invaluable opportunities for brain-
picking, a favorite Washington indoor
sport and one vital to Lippmann’s job.
When he dines 6ut Lippmann seldom
stays late, leaving as a rule between
10:30 and 11:00 unless imprisoned by
protocol, that curse and kill-joy but
necessary evil of Washington society.
Before going to sleep he seeks more
relaxation by reading something not
connected with his work. In general
his light is turned off well before
midnight. Having finished “today” on
schedule, he is prepared to start “to-
morrow” on the same schedule even
when he is devoting the morning to
magazine articles or books. rather
than columns.

Lippmann is selective in his friend-
ships as in everything else. His ene-
mies have attacked him for knowing
the well-heeled and the mighty rather
than the poor and the unimportant.
They have claimed that his liberalism
has been subdued by. what Beatrice
Webb called the “aristocratic em-
brace.” But the charge that he sees
only the “right people” overlooks his



" temperament, background, and the
special nature of the role he has made
his own. He sees the people he en-
joys, the people who stimulate him,
the people he needs to see for pro-
fessional reasons—in other words, the
people who are right for him. This
does not mean they are politically to
the right. They may or may not be. He
only hopes they will talk well, and
does not mind if they live well, too.

Diogenes, who also had a philo-
sophic turn of mind, elected to live
in a tub. This was his prerogative,
but his example, though admired by
many, has been followed by few.
Diogenes’s choice would never have
been Lippmann’s. This does not mean
that the ostentatious has any appeal
for him or that he is taken in by price
tags or interested in them. Worldly-
wise as he is, Lippmann is much too
wise for that. Much too much of a
moralist also, and much too much of
a.gentleman. He is a man of informed
tastes who happens to prize the amen-

ities. A snob, however, he is not and

never has had to be.

His parents, Jacob and Daisy Baum
Lippmann, were cultivated people.
His father was a New York clothing
manufacturer and real-estate broker
successful enough to retire early.
Both his father and mother saw to
it that the young Walter enjoyed those
privileges and protections which go
with being the only child of prosper-
ous parents. They sent him to Dr.
Sachs’s School for Boys, an excellent
private day school attended in large
part by children of affluent families
of German-Jewish descent. They en-
couraged him to buy books and to
read them. They took him abroad
summer after summer on vacation

trips (once even to St. Petersburg)
during which he acquired an early
acquaintance with painting, sculpture,
architecture, and FEuropean history.
He was one of those sons who  have
the sense to take advantage of every
advantage given.

The civilized, the somewhat cot-
toned and cushioned, approach to life
Lippmann knew while growing up
remains the pattern of his living even
now. Undoubtedly his writing would
have been different had he had the
common touch and spent more time
in the company of that mythical en-
tity, the common man. Lippmann,
however, is by no means alone among
Washington columnists in being on
closer terms with labor as an idea
than with laborers. He has always
worked at the top level; been a cap-
tain, so to speak, at home on the
bridge and uncomfortable with the
crew. Even in journalism he became
an editor without ever having served
any real apprenticeship as a reporter.

If the society he finds agreeable is
good society, it is because that is the
environment in which he is at ease.
This is not to say, as his critics have
maintained, that he sees the world
through a class darkly (to misapply
a phrase of Philip Littell’s). A con~
ventional life may appeal to Lipp-
mann because the very grooves. it
follows are expressions and guaran-
tees of order. As a young man just
out of Harvard where he had cham-
pioned Socialism, he may have fan-
cied himself for a while as a radical
and tried hard to belong to New
York’s Bohemia by attending Mabel
Dodge’s “evenings” at her home at
23 Fifth Avenue. But, at least at heart,
Lippmann was a fish out of water on
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The Saturdey Review’s Guide to Detective Fact and. Fiction-

Title and Author Crime, Place, and Sleuth Summing Up Verdict .
THE GIRL IN THE Mass. State Trooper Lind-  Cast of manageable size, Nice
: CAGE sey tackles car-stealing not all look-alike; pace going
Ben Benson mob;  people also get fast.
(Mill-Mortrow: smashed.
$2.75) .
THE LONG Philip Marlowe, LA peeper, Usual excellent job by Anold -
GOODBYE tangles with cops, killers, classic performer; per- master
Raymond Chandler quality, riffraff, haps his best.
(Houghton Mifflin:
$3)
ROCKS AND RUIN Ed Green, NY eye back ~ Sprightly job, with good  Plus mark
Hal Jason Calin from Paris, runs into much. -action, some odd chat-
(Vanguard: $2.50) mayhem. ) acters.
CASES IN COURT . Noted British advocate dis- Narratives suffer from  OK, save
Patrick Hastings cusses 21 crime classics, drastic compression, hasty as noted
(British Book from libel to murdet. writing.
Centre: $2.95) -
CASINO ROYALE British agent finds ‘spy Baccarat session is high Come
Ian Fleming trouble, gal trouble, in point in fine thriller by again,
(Macmillan: $2.75)  French spa. new hand. brother
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