Time Passing,

Chekhov Stories 1895-1897, trans-
lated from the Russian and edited
by Ronald Hingley (Oxford. 325 pp.
$5.60), and Chekhov and His Prose,
by Thomas Winner (Holt, Rinehart
& Winston 263 pp. $5), illuminate
the immortal Russian’s craft and
genius. Thais S. Lindstrom, who has
written about Tolstoy, Dostoevsky,
and Gorky, will soon publish her
“listory of Russian Literature.”

By THAIS S. LINDSTROM

HEKHOV revolutionized the short

story. By stripping it of such tra-
ditional devices as plotted narrative,
character analysis, and gradually devel-
oping action he created its modern form.
This became a new kind of short fiction
which, lacking beginning or end, was
“all middle” like a tortoise, episodic in
sequence, impressionistic in style, and
streaked with seemingly irrelevant real-
istic detail that was made to carry a
heavy burden of meaning.

No satisfactory work has been written
about this significant aspect of his art.
This may be due to the fact that, as
Edmund Wilson complained ten years
agn, the chronology of Chekhov’s stories
was rarely maintained in the English
collections; early humorous trifles scrib-
bled hastily for the pulps were juxta-
posed with the longer, mature master-

Anton Chekhov—epi-
sodic, impressionistic.
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pieces, making it difficult for critics to
understand what the writer “was all
about.” At last a definitive critical edi-
tion of Chekhov’s complete works, trans-
lated and edited by Dr. Ronald Hingley,
is under way. In it all the stories written
between 1888 and 1904 will appear in
chronological sequence.

The volume under consideration here
contains the stories published between
1895 and 1897. During this period
Chekhov was at the peak of his powers
as a short story writer; he was living on
his estate some seventy miles south of
Moscow and for the first time was
brought into intimate contact with the
Russian peasant. The effect on his work
was immediate; of the eleven stories
written during these years three deal
with village life, including the famous
Peasants, which dealt a death blow to the
intelligentsia’s idealized concept of the
virtuous muzhik in its depiction of physi-
cal and moral degradation, drunkenness

and brutality as the Russian peasant’s

usual way of life. The uneasy preoccu-
pation of a bachelor regarding the mar-
ried state is reflected in three others of
these stories, in which the marital con-
frontation is dominant. In his introduc-
tory comment Dr. Hingley implies that
Chekhov’s negation of physical hannony
betweeu man and wife may have been
due to his own lack of interest in sex.
This remark like many others in his long
and detailed preface reveals the editor’s
astuteness, and an objectivity alrcady
familiar to readers of his biographical
study of Chekhov published in 1950,

Unstinting care and fastidious scholu- !
ship have gone into this volume, which |

concludes with appendixes and notes
that illuminate the path of Chekhov’s
creativity.

The translation, too, is of very high
quality indeed; bold, vigorous, and style-

conscious, in accuracy it vies for the '
primacy of Constance Garnett, whose

renderings had far too long been the
only English gateway to Russian classics.
An updating in idiom is inevitable in a
translation made several decades later;
nevertheless, Dr. Hingley manages to
reproduce in pungent English the hlend
of the formal and colloquial that is pe-
culiar to Chekhovian language, and
communicates unerringly the many
shadings of illiterate and semiliterate
speech. If the over-all standard of this
edition of Chekhov’s works may be
judged by this excellent example we
can look forward with pleasurable antic-

4 Bobbs-Merrill

The Bill of Rights

ITS ORIGINS AND MEANING
by IRVING BRANT

“,..thank your stars
that his kind exists...

Brant presents judicial decisions clear-
ly, but with a passion —controlled but
steady—in favor of the individual de-
fending his rights against a frightened
society . . . There is no comfort here
for extremists . . . Brant should have
the widest possible audience.”

—The Chicago Tribune

¢, . . he handsomely wins admission
into the ranks of American historians
with this solid study . . . of our con-
stitutional liberties . .. Mr. Brant . ..
is no ivory tower historian. He is a
civil libertarian who believes in Mad-
ison’s ‘doctrine of the pre-eminence
of the great rights’ . . . Mr. Brant’s
boak is history and at the same time
a tract for the times.. . this volume
will remain indispensable.”

— The New York Times

“This is not only a first-rate historical
study . . . it is also an advocacy of the
Bill of Rights as originally intended . ..
Mr. Brant’s interpretation . . . is in the
purest libertarian tradition.”

—ROGER BALDWIN, Saturday Review

“Three of his best chapters are de-
voted to congressional investigations
... To read them is to wish that...
they . . . could be published as a
ready reference . . . for each member
of the Senate and the House. ..”

—The New Republic
NOW IN SECOND PRINTING
at all bookstores $7.50

4 Bobbs-Merrill
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ipation to the appearance of companion
volumes.

At this point it is most appropriate to
consider Thomas Winner’s analysis of
Chekhov's prose. A down-to-earth study,
highly useful to the general reader, the
book contains able and clear summaries
of the most famous stories written be-
tween 1883 and 1900. Professor Winner
focuses his investigation on Chekhov as
a short story writer, tracing the develop-
ment of his prose from the time when,
as a young medical student, he wrote
twenty-line anecdotes for the comic
weeklies.

’I‘W O facets of Chekhov’s fiction are
probed: the internal structure of the
story and its external stylistic devices.
In the first we are presented with typical
Chekhovian technigues, such as the de-
tour from the expected, the rhythmic
interplay between opposing motifs, the
flashbacks, and the inconclusive “zero”
ending. Mr. Winner's complete famil-
jarity with his subject’s literary language
becomes apparent in his lively exposé
of Chekhov’s verbal virtuosity, which he
illustrates with generous bilingual quo-
tations. One may savor the distortion of
the Russian idiom through the crude
colloquialisms, the stilted pretentious-
ness of the would-be cultured class, and
the convolutions of provincial officialese.

Any critic of Chekhov’s work is con-
fronted with a vast kaleidescope of char-
acters, as well as themes and situations
that recur in the complex of some 500
stories with no apparent programming
or reason. Mr. Winner has chosen to
landmark Chekhov’s progress by the-
matic escalator. Starting with the early
stories, in which the characters are mo-
tivated by a guiding idea, he goes on to
those preoccupied with class changes
among the lower orders of Russian so-
cietv. The theme at the next level is
beauty versus banalitv, and finally there
are Chekhov’s studies of his characters’
constricted inner life. Mr. Winner argues
well for his particular choice of thematic
projection, but among the risks he runs
in this type of approach to Chekhov’s
content is that other themes intrude,
sometimes powerfully, into the stories
that he selects. Thus, in order to respect
his own system, he is obliged at times
to classify the same story under different
thematic headings. Furthermore, one
could see in them other thematic stress
that would be equally valid; for exam-
ple, the lack of communication between
human beings, the ambiguous relation-
ships between men and women, the
discord between human aspirations and
bitter actuality. In fact, the Chekhovian
leitmotifs are so numerous in the stories
treated here that they in themselves

mates do.

If you love children, your heart will go out to Tommy
Littleraven, a 9-year-old American Indian boy who is
attending school off the reservation for the first time. Going
to school in town frightens Tommy. He is afraid that his
non-Indian schoolmates are laughing at his tattered cloth-
ing, at his faulty English.

He yearns to join the school club, buy personal books,
clothing, go out for a soda with the other boys. But his
parents are too poor to give him pocket money. And so
Tommy wanders off by himself and dreams that someday
he will have the money to do what his non-Indian school-

it you love children

Make a dream come true! You, your school or group can make this dream
come true for an Indian child like Tommy. Contribute $12.50 a month and provide one
Indian youngster with suitable clothing, personal books and a cash allowance. You will
receive the photograph and story of the child you help and enjoy a warm person-to-person
relationship through an exchange of letters. Please give one Indian youngster an even
break — and the sense of security and confidence he needs to join the mainstream of

American life.

1 Founded 1932 I
] SAVE THE CHILDREN FEDERATION 1
National Sponsors | - ' Norwalk, Connecticut . |
| | wish to contribute $150.00 annually to help an American |
Faith Baldwin | Indiangirl O  boy OJ |
| Enclosed is my first payment: |
Joan Crawford l $12.50 a month [ $ 75.00 semi-annually [} ]
Henry R. Luce | $37:50aquarter O $150.00 annually 0
Norman Rockwell i | cannot sponsor a child, enclosed is contribution of $. -
Frank Sinatra | Neme I
Mrs. Earl Warren | Address |
| ciy Zone State |
I Contributions are income tax deductible. SR-2-19-6 ‘
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constitute a criticism of Mr., Winner’s
method of approach.

The major omission in this otherwise
workmanlike critical ~evaluation of
Chekhov and his prose is the exposition
of the one thematic factor which is a
constant in the stories. That is the depic-
tion of life in all its grubbiness: the venial
sins of inconsiderateness, casual and gra-
tuitous cruelty, the trivial vulgarity and
the relentless monotony that engulf the
average man, which he is too weak to re-
sist and by which he is weakened. What
Chekhov makes us accept in his por-
trayal of this fluid, relentless grayness is
man’s endurance of the unacceptable; it
is this, perhaps, more than any other
proposition that he has willed to his
twentieth-century literary heirs.
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—Compiled by Nam SoFian.
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Banish Wind and
Weather with

DOUBLE-CROSTICS #55

by Doris Nash Wortman

GOOD news for fans—fifty brand-new, never-before-published
Double-Crostics, including diagramless ones, cryptics, surprises.
Tantalizing, stimulating, brain-teasing puzzles to keep all crostickers
crosticking happily into the summer. Just the thing for weather-
proofing your winter, for sharpening wits in front of the fire, in planes,

on trains, on winter cruises—for tingling the brain, soothing the spirit,

inflating the ego.

Fill out the coupon below and slip it into the mailbox today
and it will bring you your copy (or copies) of these delectably decod-
able, utterly indispensable literary puzzles.

>= Note to anybody who is about to try a
Double-Crostic puzzle for the first time: we
promise yow'll enjoy it. Yow'll feel o little like
a detective, a little like a poet, a little like the
fellow who solved the message on the Rosetta
stone. All the equipment you need, in addition
to the book (which contains quick, simple in-
structions for solving) is a pencil, and a mind
not overstuffed but nicely furnished.

To your bookseller, or

SATURDAY REVIEW, 380 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. 10017

Send me....... copies of Double-Crostics #55
Price 31.95 each.

Name

Address

City Zone State

(New York State residents, add applicable sales tax)



BROADWAY POSTSCRIPT

The Condemned of Lincoln Center

S THE THIRD of its four presen-
Atations this season, the Lincoln
Center Drama Repertory Theater
is offering the American premiere of
Jean-Paul Sartre’s Les Sequestrés d’ Al-
tona. Its American title, The Condemned
of Altona, is slightly misleading, for
sequestrés merely means held apart
under official control while awaiting dis-
position; it does not necessarily mean
guilty or damned. This distinction might
not be so important if in director Herbert
Blau’s production the atmosphere of
condemnation did not stifle all. In a
dimly lit setting that reminds one of
a public hall in a picture gallery porous
with exits leading nowhere, we meet a
German industrialist family deeply de-
pressed. The father is dying of throat
cancer. The eldest son, Franz, wanted
for war crimes, is hiding out in an up-
stairs room. As long as the latter remains
alive, the remaining members of the
family will be required to occupy the
house at all times, and Franz’s brother
Wemer will run the family business.
Wemner’s wife Johanna is determined,
however, to release her weak-willed hus-
band and herself from this impending
life of affluent incarceration. The key to
the situation is Franz. Only his death
will free them.

In a sense, of course, Franz represents
their war guilt, and ultimately the guilt
of all twentieth-century men who have
benefited from the terrible violence that

has occurred and is still continuing.
Actually, Franz’s responsibility needn’t
have gone beyond living up to the pat-
tern of behavior he inherited from his
father and his country. Yet the individ-
ual will tends to struggle against such
rigidity, and in Franz’s case the struggle
had erupted into one horrendous inci-
dent that earned him the title “the
Butcher of Smolensk.” The play never
fully explains this eruption, beyond mak-
ing the rather philosophical suggestion
that in this vile act Franz freed himself
from his family and at the same time
assumed the burden of guilt for his
century.

More interesting than this studied
analysis of guilt is the theatrical creation
of two worlds in one house. The first is
the temporal universe of daily duties,
money-acquiring, and sexual relation-
ships. The second, coexisting in Franz’s
locked room, is timeless, amoral, and
lunatic. In it Franz has imagined a future
when the world will be governed by
hard-shelled crabs and man will be past
history, remembered only through the
tapes Franz furiously records. Franz is
kept in this timeless world by his sister
Leni, who feeds his delusion that Ger-
many is in ruins and extends his guilt
by persuading him to occasional incest.
Johanna's task is to snap him back to the
real world where he will kill himself, but
it is complicated when she falls in love
with him,

“Exactly! I find that for me ferocity works.”
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The action is also given a heightened
irony by the stipulation that within this
play winners are losers, losers winners.
For instance, Germany has lost the war
only to emerge as the greatest power in
Europe. As the father points out, Ger-
many couldn’t have won, and those who
loved their country enough to sacrifice
their honor for victory only risked pro-
longing the massacre, and in truth did
nothing at all except commit individual
murders.

The most effective scenes in the play
are the ones in which Franz can enact
his Hamlet-like madness. And although
Tom Rosqui is not ideal for the role, he
achieves the evening’s only sparks of ex-
citement. Carolyn Coates brings an
attractive quality to Johanna, but in
general the entire cast including George
Coulowris (brought in for this one en-
gagement) appear defeated from the
start by the weight of M. Sartre’s pes-
simism. Line after line is spoken
portentously as if each character were
unsuccessfully pondering its deeper sig-
nificance. To the audience this quickly
becomes monotonous, and only the most
dedicated theatergoer will sustain the
effort of thinking through dialogue that
seldom leads to any emotional develop-
ment. Whatever their director has told
them may be fascinating and true, but
it also appears to inhibit the sort of life
and theatrical expertness this ambitious
but austere work so desperately needs.
But it is worth noting that even with the
high-caliber British cast that appeared
in the London production a few seasons
back, Altona failed to run more than a
couple of months.

SUSPENSE has become pretty much
a derogatory word in the modern thea-
ter. It implies the use of tricks to tease
an audience through material that would
otherwise not be worth absorbing. Ear-
lier this season, The Right Honorable
Gentleman and The Playroom failed
despite the fact that they did generate
considerable suspense, for discriminat-
ing theatergoers quickly realized that
the playwrights were deliberately work-
ing up the audience’s concern for no
other apparent purpose than to do so.
And this sort of thing can be better and
more cheaply had on TV. Now another
suspense play, Wait Until Dark, by
Frederick Knott, who fourteen years ago
gave us Dial M for Murder, tries a
slightly different approach to the same
task. For his first two acts Mr, Knott
does everything possible to avoid sus-
pense. He is careful to see that the
danger to which he exposes the blind
voung housewife is fairly tame and gen-
tle. Three con men are simply seeking
tc recover from her apartment a child’s
doll in which $50,000 worth of heroin
has been hidden. There is no need for
brutality. One of the men poses as an
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