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ol success achieved by this ambitious
novel. It is a major fictional exploration
into America, no less—the America
that is vanishing and the problematical
America of today. And without aban-
doning its fictional premises, it draws
us into a sobering meditation on the
possible shapes of our immediate fu-
ture. It tells no lies yet ends with a re-
fusal to accept despair. It does all this
at the same time as it involves us in
an absorbing and intricately interwoven
story. This is a great deal for any one
novel to do, and it should be recog-
nized immediately for what it is—a
very impressive achievement. [J

A Lite in the Theater

BY ALEX SZOGYI

DON'T PUT YOUR DAUGHTER ON
THE STAGE. By Margaret Webster. II-
lustrated. 391 pages. Alfred A. Knopf. $10.

Margaret Webster’s incredibly busy lite
touched ours in America meaningfully
and in many ways as she shuttled back
and forth between her native England
and the American coasts. (Appropri-
ately, she was born here when her fa-
ther, Ben Webster, was doing a play
on Broadway.) In the various guises of
actress, director, producer, one-woman
theater impresario, purveyor of Shake-
speare and the classics to a new world
beyond New York, and most especially
educator in the best sense of that much
maligned word, she successfully enact-
ed the most varied creative roles in the
complex world of theatrical experience.

Just a few months before her un-
timely death, her latest volume of
memoirs—her fourth—Don’t Put Youwr
Daughter on the Stage appeared. The
book has a most curious ring of truth;
it radiates a prescient sense of herself
as she recounts the ways she tilted at
the windmills that stood in her theatri-
cal path. “By nature a truth-teller,”
Miss Webster, in a strong, hearty stvle,
sums up in this volume her “transatlan-
tic schizophrenia.” At first she re-enacts
her earliest incarmation, as Dame May
Whitty’s loving daughter and Maurice
Evans’s gracious sidekick. She loved
and doted on her famous actress moth-
er, who slowly mellowed and aged like
a vintage wine. Maurice Evans was her
other touchstone to success. She direct-
ed him in Richard 11, Henry IV, Part [,
Hamlet, and Twelfth Night. So many
of the famous Shakespearean produc-
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tions that remain memorable were hers,
including Paul Robeson’s Othello.

The most amusing moments of her
hook are devoted to her sudden, excit-
ing encounter and vears with Rudolf
Bing of the Metropolitan Opera. From
the very first, when she was summoned
by Sir Rudolf to direct, despite her
better judgment, his initial production
at the old, beloved opera house, she
became mistress of the Verdi spectacles,
Don Carlo, Aida, and Macbetto. Ach-
ing to direct Mozart, she was neverthe-
less relegated to making sense of Ver-
di’s flamhoyant libretti. She analyzed
them, made “horse sense” of them,
sought to communicate her understand-
ing to the artists of the opera house.
She battled with the great voices, cru-
saded to make opera more accessible,
winning the loyalty of the chorus who
loved and understood her. The stars
resisted her, and she sheds considerable
light on the reasons why grand opera
was so rarely grand. We witness her
single-minded determination to bring
order to a chaotic world of primeval
instinct and gorgeous sound. One real-
izes anew that the Marx Brothers’ vi-
sion in A Night at the Opera was per-
ilously close to the truth.

The book also tells what it was like
to be hounded during the McCarthy
era with a constant fear and trepida-
tion ot losing one’s job through the dan-
gers of unproved insinuation. Her un-
derstated accounts of how it felt to be
attacked without reason remind the
reader most forciblv of what so manv
decent human heings suffered in the
theater. as elsewhere. during those dis-
mal vears.

She tonred the length and breadth of
the United States in her one-woman
show, a portrait of the Brontés. Ambas-
sadress plenipotentiarv of the theater
arts, she gave countless lectures to un-
tutored. potentially enthusiastic audi-
ences. initiating them into a theatrical
experience. With her great friend. Eva
Le Gallienne, she fought the good hat-
tle to give America a classical theater
worthy of the name and to bring this
theater to the eves, ears, and conscions-
ness of a nation perhaps not vet fully
readv for it. Along the wav, she be-
came the conscience of university thea-
ters, insisting that theater training had
to he relevant to the life of the theater
itself.

Her book cuts deeper than its milieu.
For theater, as is olten forgotten, can
be life’s most eloquent offshoot—and
Miss Webster, the fifth-generation rep-
resentative of Websters on world stages,
the final flowering of a long and dis-
tinguished theater tradition, vibrantly
demonstrated that working in the the-

ater was the ultimate fulfillment for
those who gave it their very souls. In
the epilogue to her book, she assesses
the meaning of her life by sharing G. B.
Shaw’s credo: “This is the only true
joy in life: the being used for a purpose
recognized by yourself as a mighty one;
the being thoroughly worn out before
you are thrown on the scrap-heap; the
being a force of nature, instead of a
selfish little clod of ailments and griev-
ances, complaining that the world will
not devote itself to making you happy.”

She echoes the old saying to the ef-
fect that you never grow up until your
mirrors turn into windows. Like Auden,
Calder, the Lunts, to cull artists from
disparate worlds, she gave indications
of having reached a higher awareness.
Her mother had reached it before her,
with more time to do it. Here and there
in this most moving book we intuit
that remarkable state of an artist who
has come to meaningful terms with her
existence. Her book transcends most
theater memoirs by its involvement be-
yond ego. It points to a saner world
and makes us glad she waged the bat-
tles that she did. (O

The Devil Wore Spats

BY WILLIAM ABRAHAMS

THE JOHN COLLIER READER. By John
Collier. 571 pages. Alfred A. Knopf. $10.

It is twenty-one years—twenty years
too many—since we have had a book
trom John Collier, and that, Fancies
and Goodnights, a collection of fifty
of his stories, was in considerable part
drawn from two earlier collections.
This is one writer, evidently, who is
determined that his admirers won'’t suf-
fer from a surfeit of his work. But
twenty-one years are twenty-one years,
and famished Collierites, not to speak
of a new generation of readers who
ought to be Collierites, will settle down
happily with this new volume—and no
matter that very little of its contents
are. strictly speaking, “new.” It brings
together in a handsome format his
novel of a sensitive and attractive
chimpanzee who fell in love with her
master and ultimately became His
Monkey Wife, written at the end of
the 1920s and redolent in its luxuriant
style and whimsical ironies of that van-
ished epoch, and forty-seven of his sto-
ries, six of them in book form for the
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power come from?

The editors of Saturday Review
proudly announce a magazine
devoted to Education.

All through your life, environ-
mental influences are having a profound
influence onyourability to think and cope.

Formal education plays an important
part in this process, but clearly, all of the
answers cannot be found in the classroom.

So any inquiry into learning pat-
terns must go beyond the classroom.

In addition, basic education is
undergoing significant change at all levels.

The information explosion is
partly responsible.

New technology plays its part.

And educators are learning more about
how people learn, and what they retain.

But the major change occurring in
education today may be due to the fact
that teaching methods which worked in
America during the industrial revolution
and the immigrant waves willnot be
relevantin the 21st Century.

Today, we are faced with education
in the urban ghetto.

Retraining of workers who have
been automated out of jobs. Overcrowded,
underfinanced school systems. Continuing
education beyond college, for people who
need it, and for people who enjoy it.

Saturday Review hasalwayshada
strong franchise in the area of education.
And now the subject has grown so rapidly,
it’s time we devoted a magazine to it.

So we've created a new monthly:
Saturday Review - Education.

It explores the world of learning,
and raises fundamental questions about
the existing educational system, and the
new directions education might take.

It has several editorial departments:
Previews and Reviews, Life and Learning,
Barly Childhood, The Schools, Colleges
and Universities, and People and Ideas.

It examines how we learn, where
we learn, and what we learn, and relates
it to the new requirements of our society.

It does not restrict its attention to
schools, colleges and other formal institu-
tions, because we are constantly learning
outside the classroom.

Itisintensely readable, and exciting.

Here are some of the things you
will read about in Education:

—Are “educational toys™ really
educational? Are they really necessary?
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—Children’s TV. A guide
to the coming season that parents, and
educators can really trust.

—The “blue-collar™ colleges: as
open admissions becomes policy in many
colleges, what experience from the past
will be significant?

—Do those “‘crash courses” for the
College Boards really help?

—A head-start on Head Start:
education beginsin the home.

—Should schooling be compulsory?
Direct reports from states where it is not.

=
===

0}.}3
— |V

—The school where 10-year-olds
learn to master computers.

In addition, Education will carry
features, puzzles, reviews, and editorials,
of the kind that have made Saturday
Review the brain-prodder it is.

We invite you to become a Charter
Subscriber to Saturday Review-Education
atthe half-price introductory Charter
Rate of $6 for 1 year (regularly $12).

It will increase your brain power.

S Regien SaturdayReview

Box 2043, Rock Island, ™ Ill. 61207
En“m‘l " Dear Saturday Review,
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Enter my introductory subscription to
Saturday Review-Education at the Half-Price
Charter Subscription rate of $6.00 for one
year (regularly $12).

[JPayment Enclosed [JBill me (Ofier good only intU5.and Canada)

Name
Address
City State

Zip
e ——— BEA3A511
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If you are currently a subscriber to Saturday Review, SR-Education is already included in your subscription
as part of SR's new total information program covering The Arts, Science, The Society, as well as Education,
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first time, and all of them elegant, mis-
chievous, slightly sinister, and a source
of continuing pleasure.

Anthony Burgess, in an enthusiastic
introduction to the present volume, re-
marks that “people who read Irving
Wallace and Irving Stone and the other
Irvings may not be expected to read
Collier,” which is almost certainly the
case, though I am constrained to add
that there is at least one Irving (Clif-
ford) whose misadventures might serve
as material for a Collier story—suitably
re-styled, of course. Burgess then goes
on to balance the sentence and give
vent to a grievance that Collier has
been unduly neglected in serious quar-
ters, complaining that “scholars who
write about Edith Wharton and E. M.
Forster may also be expected to ne-
glect him.” Again, very likely. But
surely, what John Collier doesn’t need
-—no more than do Saki, or Hans Chris-
tian Anderson, with both of whom he
has noticeable affinities—are scholars to
criticize, explicate, and interpret his
work, but readers to enjoy it. I feel
reasonably confident, judging by my
own experience, that readers of Whar-

ton and Forster, especially the latter,
can become readers of Collier without
feeling they are letting the side down.

This is especially true of the tales,
in which the real and the fantastic
most plausibly cohabit. The Devil is
frequently on the scene—as, for ex-
ample, in one of the best of the stories,
“The Devil George and Rosie,” where
he turns up in the Horseshoe Bar at
the bottom of the Tottenham Court
Road, “a smart and saturnine indivi-
dual . . . who had the rather repulsive
look of a detective dressed up in eve-
ning clothes for the purpose of spying
in a nightclub.” This is Mephistopheles
with a difference, and George Postle-
thwaite, the hero of the tale, is very
much a latter-day Faustus, “a young
man who was invariably spurned by
the girls not because he smelt at all
bad, but because he happened to be
as ugly as a monkey.” What happens
to George after he seals his compact
with the Devil is his and the Devil’s
and also pretty Rosie’s story; as in so
much of Collier, it is the unexpected,
yet inevitable, dénouement that counts.

“Story” is the operative word in any

case, for Mr. Collier is always shame-
lessly and superbly the raconteur—to
revive an old-fashioned word that
seems appropriate to the occasion—
who keeps us asking that most primi-
itive of questions, “What happens
next?” and who is never at a loss for a
sophisticated and irresistible answer. O
L ]

Popcorn at Eight

BY JOSEPH KANON

RULE BRITANNIA. By Daphne du Mau-
rier. 336 pages. Doubleday. $6.95.
GREEN DARKNESS. By Anya Seton. 591
pages. Houghton Mifflin. $8.95.

“I'm not moving any fiction,” a book-
seller told me last month. “They’re
just mnot writing stories anymore.”
Well, is storytelling in trouble? It’s
pointless in this case to look fo our
“serious” novels; apparently customers’
fingers skim over those glossy wrapped
downers like fireflies. It storytelling—
that is, writing whose sole purpose is
to be an entertaining companion by
the fire—is really going downhill, we
should look to the storytellers them-

COUTURE: An Illustrated History of the
Great Paris Designers and Their Creations.
Edited by Ruth Lynam. Hlustrated. 256
pages. Doubleday. $25.

BY MARY McLAUGHLIN

French couture, that haughty business
of designing, making, and selling
clothes to fashionable women, has a
rich past. Stories abound ot the lengths
to which a great couturier would go to
perfect a seam or to guard the secrecy
of his collection. Pride in the originality
and quality of work has been the very
spirit of couture. Here, however, is a
history of couture whose custom jacket
is covering up the ready-to-wear affair
inside. A desultory trick.

The least one would expect of such
a book is a selection of great photo-
graphs, elegantly printed and stylishly
laid out. After all, it’s a short walk to
the newsstand, where first-rate photo-
graphs crowd the pages of fashion
magazines. Instead we are presented
with color plates that resemble early
color TV (the sketches of Poiret and
Schiaparelli models excepted) and
black-and-white photographs so cheap-
ly reproduced that they appear in two
tones of gray.

The text these photographs accom-
pany (laid out, incidentally, so that
a page describing Ungaro designs

Mary McLaughlin is a former woman’s-
page newspaper reporter and fashion
writer for Harper's Bazaar.
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Haute couture at Chantilly, 1935

is illustrated by a picture of Cardin at
his desk) is a regular gumbo soup. Thir-
teen ladies and one man are respon-
sible for the eleven chapters, the repe-
tition of which is predictable. All but
two of these ladies work, or worked,
for the fashion press. Madeleine Gins-
burg, whose chapter on the Thirties is
authoritative and specific, is in charge
of costumes at the Victoria and Albert
Museum. Ginette Spanier has been di-
rectrice at Balmain for the past twenty-
five years.

1t is the latter who gets the book off
to a cranky start with a first chapter
entitled “The Classical Tradition, In-
side Couture.” (To get further inside,
I suppose she’d have to be a pin.) She
begins, “In spite of all the obituaries
pronounced in its honour, haute cou-
ture is by no means dead. Our num-
bers may have melted, but those of us

who still carry on the tradition are
very much alive.”

But there are a few lighter moments:
Penelope Portrait’s chapter, “A Paris
Model,” is one. Fashion correspondent
for the London Daily Mail, she once
worked as a mannequin in the houses
of Grés and Balmain. Describing a job
interview with Cardin, Miss Portrait
explains that her French was not up to
his polite rejection. “Seeing my blank
look, he kindly translated into English:
‘Very nice, but too beeg “eeps.””

Reading about Chanel is always fun,
even when the anecdotes surrounding
this audacious figure have appeared
elsewhere. Iris Ashley, former fashion
editor for the Daily Mail, is in charge
of the chapter called “Coco.” She gives
us this characteristic Chanelism: hav-
ing made costume jewelry chic, Chanel
said of gems, “It does not matter if
they are real, so long as they look like
junk!”

Other chapters tell us of the great
Vionnet, the silent master Balenciaga,
Dior, Fath, and so forth. The last two
pieces contain an onslaught of informa-
tion about the vigorous young design-
ers and the boom of prét a porter.
There is worry that the heyday of
French couture is over, and undoubt-
edly it is. What a nuisance, then, that
this big book will probably preclude
the appearance of another, proper his-
tory. Now we are stuck with a second-
rate treatment of a first-class past. O




