Take your choice—

PAPER $1.45

PUCLOTH $4.95

EATHER $9.50

THE NEW
ENGLISH BIBLE

New Testament

“To read it is like
reading the great story for
the first time,”—LIFE

Each edition is complete, unabridged,
with all the notes. 460 pages.

First aid for
battered tourists

TO ALL AMERICAN TRAVELERS: If you
have felt abused, cheated or misun-
derstood, this account of a Good
Natured American abroad will come
as consolation. With a shrewd eye
for human absurdity, Gerald Green
tells the wry, often hilarious, saga
of what happened when he took his
wife -and chiidren to the ltalian

Riviera. THE
PORTOFINO P.T.A.
by Gerald Green

Jacket art by Whitney Darrow, fr.
$3.95 at all bookstores
, SCRIBNERS

Honest Abe—A to Z

“Lincoln: A Contemporary Por-
trait,” edited by Allan Nevins and
Irving Stone (Doubleday. 226 pp.
$4.50), assembles essays by a wide
diversity of writers, including Nor-
man Corwin and Marianne Moore,
on our many-faceted sixteenth Presi-
dent. David M. Potter is author of
“Lincoln and His Party in the Seces-
sion Crisis,” which Yale University
Press will reissue later this year,

By DAVID M. POTTER

N 1936, in an essay well known
among historians, the late J. G.
Randall asked a famous question: “Has
the Lincoln Theme Been Exhausted?”
Fortunately for his own reputation as a
prophet, he said that it had not. Ever
since then books on Lincoln have con-
tinued to accumulate in quantity, while
the law of diminishing returns on qual-
ity has persistently refused to set in.

The twelve essays that make up
“Lincoln: A Contemporary Portrait”
offer striking evidence of the wide
range of interest in Lincoln, while the
variety of authors bears witness to the
diversity of people who share this in-
terest. Only tour of the twelve essayists
are professional historians. Along with
them, one finds Marianne Moore, the
poet; Norman Corwin, the radio writer;
Fawn Brodie, the biographer, and also
a United States district judge, a televi-
sion producer, an expert on the history
of the American Indians, a retired busi-
nessman, and an investment executive.
Is there any other subject, one wonders,
on which one could get together such
a panel?

The topics covered run the gamut,
encompassing Lincoln’s humor (Mort
Lewis), his biographers (Andrew
Rolle), his debates with Douglas (Nor-
man Corwin), his relations with Thad-
deus Stevens (Fawn Brodie), his sus-
pension of habeas corpus (Sherrill Hal-
bert), his policy toward the Sioux after
their 1862 uprising in Minnesota
(David Miller}), his role in the abortive
peace conference at Hampton Roads in
February 1865 (Justin Turner), and
the books and libraries of his time (Jay
Monaghan). Harold Hyman and Wil-
liam E. Marsh devote themselves to the
rehabilitation of two of Lincoln’s chief
advisers, Edwin M. Stanton and Henry
W. Halleck respectively. Both essays

o

—Bettmann Archive.

Lincoln—his prose is a
“Euclid of the heart.”

are well argued, but neither, in my
opinion, is entirely successful. Hyman
has recently developed his views much
more fully in a biography of Stanton.

This variety might be called Lincoln
a la carte, and each item on the menu
is likely to suit the taste of some par-
ticular group of readers. But those by
Allan Nevins and Marianne Moore will
probably have widest appeal. In ap-
praising Lincol’s democratic ideas,
Nevins shows cogently that they were
practical rather than theoretical.
Although Lincoln contributed very little
to pure thought on democracy, he be-
lieved in it and cleaved to it, without
idealizing or overestimating what could
be expected of it. Miss Moore, writing
on “Lincoln and the Art of the Word,”
demonstrates with apt quotations his
unique combination of rigorous logic
and evocation of feeling. Reminding us
that he studied six books of Euclid in-
tensively, she observes that Lincoln’s
prose is a “Euclid of the heart.”

In the Introduction, Irving Stone
remarks that, although the separate
pieces were not designed to form any
kind of pattern, nevertheless as each
one came in it “seemed to fit as an
integral part of a design. Lincoln
emerged as a man unified in mind,
spirit, and action; we were tempted to
title the book: “United He Stands.”
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Literary Sampler

Continued from page 21

are searching for ourselves, our selves—
that, through whatever complex of fac-
tors, most of us have lost the clear iden-
tifying sense of just who and what we
are—each of us, just what his real po-
tentialities and limitations are, what
that peculiar hallmark of identity that
enables him to feel that he not only
inhabits but fits his skin, all of a piece,
body, mind and spirit, thought, word
and action one, so that he has made,
each to his degree, his peace with him-
self and gained sufficient self-knowledge
to be ready to turn outward to move
among others with good will and gen-
uine interest; to engage, in a spirit of
mutuality and with a sense of discrete-
ness, friendly otherness, the individuals
he meets.

—From “The Hands of Esau,” by Hiram
Hayden, to be published by Harper in

June.

Cheers for Surrait

ATE STONE of Louisiana—whose
diary was published in 1955, un-
der the title “Brokenburn: The Journal
of Kate Stone, 1861-1868”"—is the typi-
cal Dixie heroine, as approved by the
Southern tradition. In her opinions, she
is perfectly orthodox. When the Federal
fleet arrives, she declares that the Yan-
kee gunboats “are polluting the waters
of the grand old Mississippi.” “Is the
soul of Nero reincarnated in the form
of Butler?” she asks, when General Ben
Butler in New Orleans has a Louisiana
gentleman shot for tearing down the
flag of the Union. “I wonder what will
be the result of this diabolical move,”
she writes of the Emancipation Procla-
mation. “I think there is little chance
of a happy hereafter for President Lin-
coln.” And of Lincoln’s assassination
she writes, “All honor to J. Wilkes
Booth, who has rid the world of a
tyrant and made himself famous for
generations. Surratt has also won the
love and applause of all Southerners by
his daring attack on Seward, whose life
is trembling in the balance. How ear-
nestly we hope our two avengers may
escape to the South, where they will
meet with a warm welcome.”
—From “Patriotic Gore: Studies in the
Literature of the American Civil War,”
by Edmund Wilson, to be published
this month by Oxford.

Boom-lay, Boom! at Prep

HE PLAYING fields of Princeton,
so accessible in my fancy, seemed
hopelessly remote then in fact, for I
was only just setting foot in the world
of blackboards, books, and other boys.
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This world opened for me one Septem-
ber day when I was put in the car,
taken to Great Neck Preparatory School
with my sisters, who were already
sprinkled through the upper grades, and
installed in kindergarten. Great Neck
Prep was a private country day school,
several miles from home, which was
founded in the early 1920’s by B. Lord
Buckley. Mr. Buckley must have been
quite a figure in primary education, for
he founded four or five other schools
in and around New York. I remember
him faintly from one of my first school
assemblies—an old man in black, dan-
gling and snapping his gold watch to
amuse the youngest boys and girls.
Another old man I remember from the
same misty period was Vachel Lindsay,
the poet, who came to give a “recital.”
To us moppets in the front row he
seemed like some grotesque prophet,
his white hair astray, his voice intoning
“Boom-lay, boom-lay, boom-lay, boom!”
We tittered, and were hustled back to
our classroom to be disciplined for not
recognizing culture when we saw it.
—By William Zinsser, from “Five Boy-
hoods: Howard Lindsay, Harry Golden,
Walt Kelly, William K. Zinsser and
John Updike,” edited by Martin Levin,
to be published this month by Double-
day.

Slavish Habits

THERE was no mistaking the bitter-
ness and hopelessness which may
have been long housed within [Morris
Lindsay], thinly guised with an easy
affability, an ever-ready badinage.
“You came here expecting to find us
all practically standing on our heads in
an ecstacy of freedom gained. Freedom!
You heard or perhaps read of others
fighting and dying for freedom and you
thought that if other parts of Africa
are like that, Sierra Leone cannot be
different. You couldn’t be more wrong.
We're different because we never fought
for anything. I'm talking about the
Sierra Leone the world knows, that
little piece of it which is called the col-
ony because the protectorate is still
mostly unknown territory. The freed
slaves who settled here never really got
over being slaves; they persisted in
their slavish habits and treated the in-
digenous Africans as badly, if not worse,
than they had once been treated. To
them the DBritish settlers and traders
were not oppressors or exploiters, but
examples which they assiduously copied
in dress, speech, religion and attitudes.
There is no genuine background of mis-
trust and antagonism here between the
black settlers and the white, and not
very much between the black indigenes
and the white administrators either,
But the indigenes had had very little
reason to love the creoles, who were

These men out-fought,
out-thought, and
out-dared the enemy!

GIANTS IN WAR

by James Dean Sanderson, author
of Behind Enemy Lines, 14
i%. true stories of war in our
&, time about men of all races
3 who wore every uniform
under the sun — one of them
the incomparable saga of
President Kennedy’s ill-
§ fated PT boat, TEN LIVES
1 FOR KENNEDY. $4.95

THE IMPERIALISM
READER:

documents and readings
on modern expansionism

Louis L. Snyder, editor, Eye witness
reports, official documents, essays
and arguments related to major
phases of imperialism — mnotably
communism — viewed theoretically

and historically. $8.50
(,QQ
()
PUERTO ¢ @g'
~d&.

RICO— 87
A Traveler’s M’
Guide s oS\

by Ralph Hancock, author of Puerto
Rico: A Success Story. For tours
ists and prospective Caribbean ty-
coons! A to Z coverage from ac-
commodations, art, banking, and
business opportunities to racing,
restaurants, shopping, skin diving,
and touring. Endpaper maps.
$5.95

Comment dit-on cela aux Etats-Unis?
Comment dit-on cela au Canada?
You'll find all the answers in

VAN NOSTRAND’S
CONCGISE STUDENT
English-French

DI a TI 0” A n y Frfn’csh-fnglish
Editor-in-Chief, Jean Paul Vinay;
Editors, Pierre Daviault and Henry Alex-
ander. The first bi-lingual dictionary
based on international usage and
standards that also includes Eng-
lish and French idioms peculiar to

the American and Canadian scenel
$5.95

at your bookstore, or
D. Van Nostrand Company, Inc.
120 Alexander Street, Princeton, N.J.
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HEMINGWAY

T
SBLVIE LERI L

16 critics attack
and defend Hemingway
the man and writer
Just published—HEMINGWAY: 4

Collection of Critical Essays—the
latest volume in

Twentieth Century
Views

THE NEW SPECTRUM SERIES
edited by Maynard Mack,
Yale University
A new look at the world’s great

writers by the best critics of our
own time—

Here are the most influential, con-
troversial, and best of the writers
who form our literary heritage:
each presented in a single, hand-
somely designed volume, edited by
a leading scholar.

First titles in the series

T. S. Eliot
Hugh Kenner, Editor

Robert Frost
James M, Cox, Editor

Whitman
Roy Harvey Pearce, Editor

Sinclair Lewis
Mark Schorer, Editor

Hemingway

Robert P, Weeks, Editor
Thoreau

Sherman Paul, Editor
Fielding

Ronald Paulson, Editor

Camus i
Germaine Brée, Editor

Proust
René Girard, Editor

Victor Brombert, Editor

Coming this Summer: volumes on
Emerson, Melville, and Brecht; ad-
ditional titles ready this Fall.
Each volume in paperback, §1.95
cloth, $3.95
Available- at your local bookstore

Spectrum /720 Books: Symhol of Good Reading
Send for complete catalog. Write Dept. CSR

PRENTICE-HALL, Englewood Cliffs, N. 1.

‘. Stendhal
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for the most part Western educated and
maintained a kind of black elite group
in the colony.”

—From “A Kind of Homecoming,” by
E. R. Braithwaite, to be published this
month by Prentice-Hall.

Frustrating the Sharks

IT IS funny that people always think
of the Arctic as a place of snow
and frost and terrible winters. They
forget, or perhaps they have never
heard, about the summers when the sun
is in the sky both night and day, when
your eyes get tired even when you wake
up in the morning because the tent is
so bright and when it is too hot to
cover your head with caribou skins to
get some darkness. In such a smiling
summer there is dead calm weather
for weeks at a time. There is not wind
enough to blow out a match, and not
a cloud is in the sky. Such things are
hardly known in other places of the
world. T have spent days and days in
the Arctic at such a season sitting out
in a kayak, waiting for seals to pop up
to the surface of the water so that I
might either hurl my harpoon into them
or shoot them with a gun. In the latter
case I always hope that I can get close
enough to them to get my harpoon
into their bodies before they sink, be-
cause a seal is lean at that time of the
year. It has been sleeping on the ice
throughout the spring instead of eating,
and does not have enough blubber to
buoy it up, so it sinks to the bottom—
to the great delight of the sharks, but
not the hunter.

—From “Peter Freuchen’s Book of Arctic
Exploration,” edited and with a preface
by Dagmar Freuchen, to be published
this month by Coward-McCann.

Fiction

Continued from page 31

cupants of the “Owl’s Roost,” is the first
to catch our fancy, and she stays with
us loyally to the end. She finds the
drowned body of a Potawatomi Bible
Club girl, and finally she will have to
endure the tragedy of another death.
In the meantime, she runs onto a scene
of dalliance between her mother and
the dashing reporter, father of the boy
she will grow fond of; she manages to
slip her supple, youthful shoulders out
from under the heavy arm of bold

Monk Ardway; she charms you with
her abundant mixture of the sweet,
eager, naive, fearful, and adventurous.
It’s all a believable story (except that
someone has his month wrong, or his
stars, when he sees Sirius and the
Pleiades in June) and a substantial
piece of writing, with body to it and
muscle. Here is the lush variety of a
contemporary community’s real life,
moderately dramatic, truthfully pic-
turesque, brimming over with the com-
mon, familiar, and everlasting emotions.
“Heartwarmy” things, says Elizabeth,
aren’t stylish. They could be; and Miss
Sandburg, who, as befits her father’s
daughter, has always been a heart-
warmy writer, grows constantly subtler,
more discriminating and persuasive.
—W. G. Rocegs.

Special Pre-
Publication Offer

Unexpurgated and really readable
—thanks to modern spelling—the
complete book of King Arthur and
his Knights of the Round Table.
Nothing has been left out: neither
the great tales of seduction (Lance-
lot and Guinevere, Tristan and
Isolde), nor the pre-Christian
magic. Here is Malory for adults.
Exact replica of the historic Medici
Society Edition. Over 1,000 pp. To
be published at $15.00.

Special Pre-Publication Price. $9.95

Sl W § MAIL COUPON NOW I I BN B
University Books, New Hyde Park, N. Y.
Please send LE MORTE D'ARTHUR (list price
$15.00) at special pre-publication price of
only $9.95. If not delighted, | may return

book in 10 days for refund.
NAME

l ADDRESS......

I CUTY s Zone..... State. ..

71 SAVE! Enclose $9.95 publisher pays
postage
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/ THE NEW
BEST SELLER

$6.50 * ATLANTIC-
LITTLE, BROWN

OF NAZARETH
THE HIDDEN YEARS

Winner of the PRIX FEMINA VACARESCO
ROBERT ARON

DR. ALBERT SCHWEITZER: “In my studies of
Jesus in history | always regretted being
unable to form an idea of his religious educa-
tion. Your book has made a profound impres-

sion upon me; | am very groteful.”
At all bookstores, $4.00

MORROW

HOUSE OF THE
10,000 PLEASURES

Sﬂl‘ﬂ Hﬂl‘l‘ls examines the lives of the
Geisha and the Pan-Pan. “Com-
pletely fascinating.”—N. Y. Herald

Tribune Books
DUTTON

$4.50 at all bookstores

600 selections...

TREASURY

MPILED BY
T OF

RELICIOUS
VERSE

At your bookstore
Fleming H. Revell Company, Westwood, N. J.
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Books in the News

Continued from page 29

tests were purposely carried out in
several most bitterly contested sections.
Distinctive are the jail and road-gang
experiences of young nonviolent vol-
unteers in such places as Tallahassee,
Fla., Rock Hill, $.C., Montgomery, Ala.,
and elsewhere. The author, incident-
ally, is honest enough to mention that
the Catholic school in Rock Hill, S.C,,
“was desegregated without incident,
and without outcry from segregation-
ists.” (May I add that this action took
place before the Supreme Court decree
of May 17, 1954.)

Some of his story’s effectiveness is
marred by the fact that Jim Peck and
other Freedom Ride pioneers were old
pacifist hands and habitual protesters.
Pacifism is another question, and you
may argue it on its own merits, but
(save for the nonviolent method em-
ployed), it is not pertinent to the Free-
dom Ride movement as such.

From a practical point of view, the
example of Knoxville is impressive;
there the movement was planned and
executed by the local educators, clergy,
and other responsible persons of both
races. The mayor himself was sympa-
thetic, and the police, whatever their
personal convictions, did in the main
a good job of preserving order. In Mr.
Proudfoot’s analysis, the Knoxville expe-
rience pointed out the need, a univer-
sal one, for a wide program of popular
education both within the churches
and outside them. Without such an
educational program, much of a pro-
test’s vigor is sapped at the roots. Not
every objective was achieved, but a
goodly number were.

Reverend Proudfoot is a bit vexed
by the difficulty of getting his sympa-
thetic clergymen to work out a coor-
dinated plan. I regret the sudden note
of bitterness with which he concludes
his story, and judge it as rather a bit
of rhetoric. Certainly he and his brave,
kindly associates came off much better
than did the fiery prophet Amos at
the hands of the pompous Amaziah
(Amos 7, 10-17).

N Al A AnT

The whole flamboyant
tragic life captured
as never hefore

2 Dlogre?®)

by Andrew Turnbull

A matchless portrait of a
great American writer,
who was also an extraor-
dinarily appealing human
being. “It tells the story
straight, more clearly than
it has ever been told, and
...brings into relief the
core of Fitzgerald’s com-
plex nature.” — CLIFTON

FADIMAN, Holiday

35.95 at all bookstores
IBNERS

“Dramatic events...
[with] the ring
of truth””

Judgment
» DAY

THOMAS
CHASTAIN

An explosively
suspenseful, behind-
the-headlines novel
of prejudice and
murder in a small
Southern town.

$3.95 at all booksellers
DOUBLEDAY

*N.Y. Herald Tribune
Book Review

39



What is a

EUMECES
SKILTONIANUS?
A Eumeces skiltonianus is
a type of lizard commonly

known as the blue-tailed
skink.

The study of all branches
of zoology is important to
a fuller knowledge of biol-
ogy which, in turn, is es-
sential to a better under-
standing of the human
body. Unfortunately,
many potential zoologists
may never pursue this sci-
ence because they may
never go tocollege. Already
many of our colleges are
overcrowded and in 10
years applications will
double. We will need more
and better college labora-
tories and thousands more
of the highest quality pro-
fessors.

HELP THE COLLEGE
OF YOUR CHOICE NOW!

Learn more about our current col-
lege crisis. Write for your free
booklet, “OPEN WIDE THE COL-
LEGE DOOR,” Box 36, Times
Square Station, New York 36, N.Y.

Published as a public service in coop-
eration with The Advertising Council,
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MUSIC TO MY EARS

have its problems for Leonard

Bernstein, but it also has its
advantages—as a way of avoiding ulcers,
say. Rather than repressing his dis-
agreement with a soloist’s conception
of a work they recently performed with
the New York Philharmonic in Carnegie
Hall, or swallowing his pride (than
which there is nothing more indigesti-
ble) and sharing the ecritical conse-
quence, he simply prefaced the per-
formance with a verbal statement of his
disagreement, praised the player as a
“valid and serious artist” with a right
to his views, and got on with the job.

Unorthodox as this procedure may
be, it may be the orthodox way in the
future for a conductor to deal with the
problem of collaborating—as the expres-
sion goes—with the unquestionably
talented, wholly individualistic Glenn
Gould. When he first came into view
(1955), the range of his eccentricities,
whether conducting with one hand
while he played with the other, singing
in an undertone, or slumping cross-
legged at the keyboard, did not intrude
on the rectitude of his musical im-
pulses, their vitality, and, with rare ex-
ceptions, their justice. But time, and
success, have given him the aspect of
a musical Don Quixote tilting at wind-
mills of conformity.

On this occasion vitality was the
one element conspicuously lacking in
his performance of the Brahms No. 1,
which (like some solo pieces of this
composer he recorded a while back)
was slow to the point of sluggishness.
Even if his view of the first movement
could be indulged, it imposed (by a
percentage of contrast) a funereal pace
on the following adagio which left it
gasping for breath. The fundamental
fact is, however, that Gould didn’t
show the breadth of pianistic style or
the technical resource to play this
work impressively at any tempi, even
his own.

One by-product of this by-product
of the evening’s music was to detract
attention from the first half of the
program, which, being devoted to works
of Carl Nielsen, was unique in itself.
First there was the spirited “Mask-
arade” overture efficiently performed
under the direction of John Canarina,
one of Bernstein’s assistants this season,
then the Fifth Symphony of 1921, not
previously performed by this orchestra.
Not the most approachable of the six
for a listener unversed in the Dane’s

BEING as articulate as he is may

Bernstein Conducts Nielsen, Gould Plays Brahms—Munch

vocabulary, it has the practical merit
of being highly performable.  Its
thematic seeds are nurtured into or-
chestral growths of radiance and power,
it proceeds from movement to move-
ment with a sure sense of direction.

As Gould rejects the strain of playing
the full Philharmonic sequence, Andre
Previn had the opportunity for an ap-
pearance at the Saturday night concert
as soloist in the Shostakovitch Piano
Concerto No. 1. Musically, Previn
qualified without question, and pianis-
tically he commands this work. But the
sound he produces—dry, percussive,
and a little shallow—speaks the tonal
accent of his jazz and pop orientation
in a way that is hard to disguise.

The musical equivalent of the
changing of the guard occupied the at-
tention of two audiences in Carnegie
Hall during the week as Charles Munch
directed his final concerts with the Bos-
ton Symphony Orchestra. With him
went the tradition of a Saturday mat-
inee, for in Philharmonic Hall, next
season, the orchestra will have two
evening concerts.

Those who recall the similar depar-
ture of Serge Koussevitzky in 1949 from
the orchestra he led for twenty-five
years would describe that as a wrench,
this merely as a separation. An un-
questionably attractive personality (at-
tested by the long-continued applause at
the end of his final “Daphnis et Chloé”
as he stood beside a huge gilded wreath
dispatched by a subscriber of sixty-five
years’ devotion) as well as a genuinely
modest man, Munch will be remem-
bered more for the strength of his nar-
row affinities than the depth of his
broad sympathies. Nor, for that mat-
ter, is the Boston “primacy” among
orchestras of the world what it used to
be. It has, of course, status; but its
stature is in need ot attention.

Arousing, as always, were the per-
formances of Berlioz’s “Symphonie fan-
tastique,” Debussy’s “La Mer,” and the
Ravel which comprised both programs.
Something of the character of the man,
however, was revealed in his insistence
on sharing the applause with Richard
Burgin, retiring as the orchestra’s con-
certmaster after a career that began in
1920, and with Doriot Anthony Dwyer,
for her part as solo flutist in the Ravel.
Indeed, Munch’s introduction of her as
the first female soloist in the Boston
Symphony’s history may be among his
most remembered deeds.

—IrvinGg KoLobpIn,
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