
THE PEOPLE AND THE ARTS 

Books 
JOHN CHAMBERLAIN 

GENERALIZATIONS may be illusions, 
and the man who said the scien

tific method consists of "proceeding 
from the general to the more general" 
may have been more of an objective 
reporter than a cynic. Nevertheless, I 
want to risk a generalization based on 
my own scientific investigation of the 
books of the past month. The general
ization is that literature, in the rela
tively free countries, is turning more 
and more to a defense or celebration of 
the human spirit to compensate for the 
fact that institutions, both political and 
industrial, are tending to deny that 
spirit. 

For example, the fascist Franco does 
his best to blow Spain to bits, and the 
Spanish communists, following a tor
tuous "win-the-war" logic that might 
easily result in a vicious peace, turn and 
rend the Spanish anarcho-syndicalists 
and libertarians in a way that can only 
nominally be called democratic. But 
Elliot Paul, in The Life and Death of 
a Spanish Town (Random House, 
$2.50), writes a gentle, loving, sun-shot, 
and elegiac book about the peace-loving 
population of Santa Eulalia, a town 
on one of Spain's Balearic Islands that 
has unfortunately fallen into the mur
derous paws of Mussolini's marauding 
mobs. And while Mussolini, Hitler, and 
Franco exalt the Prussian spirit, Lud-
wig Bemelmans, a twinkling, gemutlich 
German who came to America from 
the Tirol in 1914 in the hope of shoot
ing some Indians in Hoboken, twits 
his Teuton brothers by publishing his 
1917-18 diary. My War With the 
United States (Viking, $2.50). This 
diary, the artless account of young 
Bemelmans' experience as a private in 
the United States Army, turns out to 
be praise for the unsoldierly qualities 
of American officers and for the live-
and-let-live attitude of the American 
doughboy. (According to Bemelmans, 
it was only the swivel-chair patriots 
who "hated the Hun every morning 
before breakfast." And, also according 

70 

to Bemelmans, a goosestepping army 
which makes a fetish of discipline to 
the exclusion of all else is apt to prove 
incapable of the resourcefulness that 
wins wars.) To continue the deadly 
contrast between constricting institu
tions and freedom-loving authors, there 
is the example of Michael Foster's 
novel, American Dream (Morrow, $3) , 
in which the "good guys" of America 
have a hard time squaring the neces
sities of making a living with the Whit-
manesque vision that is close to their 
hearts. (Michael Foster believes in the 
America of Caleb Catlum, which, if 
you remember Vincent McHugh's fan
tasy of last autumn, is continually 
threatened by the America of the "petty 
traders.") Finally, to clinch my gen
eralization before it is completely rid
dled next month by a crop of hard-guy, 
tough - talk, no - sentiment - or - I'll - cut -
your-heart-out novels, there is Clyde 
Brion Davis's The Anointed (Farrar & 
Rinehart, $2.50). Mr. Davis's hero thinks 
he is a messiah, but he is not the sort 
of omnipotent madman who regards a 
population as something to be played 

with in the interests of satisfying per
sonal megalomania. In fact, Mr. Davis's 
Harry ("Horseshoes") Patterson, sea
man and dice artist, is a pretty good 
guy. Elliot Paul would enjoy his com
pany; Ludwig Bemelmans would take 
pleasure in kidding him. And while 
Michael Foster is a little too serious to 
have much truck with people like Harry 
Patterson, Mr. Foster's own hero, the 
democratic John Thrall, would have 
given his life as a small-town Kansas 
lawyer to keep Mr. Davis's hero out of 
jail after one of his recurrent scrapes. 

Elliot Paul's book is by far the best 
of those under discussion. Mr. Paul was 
once of the "lost generation" that was, 
in Gertrude Stein's heyday, completely 
nonpolitical. (Being nonpolitical him
self, however, didn't keep Elliot Paul 
from writing the best political novel in 
American literature, The Governor of 
Massachusetts.) A natural-born "last 
Bohemian," Mr. Paul had gone from 
newspaper work to Paris, where he 
helped Eugene Jolas found the maga
zine transition as a monument to post
war incoherence and Freudian baby 
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talk. The boys had rather solemn fun. 
("Hey! hey!" one might say, "a heyday 
is a hay day, even when it is Gertrude 
Stein's.") When the exchange went 
against the Paris expatriates (a heyday 
is not necessarily a pay day) , Mr. Paul, 
an intransigent, refused to follow 
Harold Stearns back to New York or 
Ernest Hemingway to Africa and the 
pursuit of the great kudu. Instead, he 
moved on to the Balearic Islands, to 
Santa Eulalia on Ibiza. I have never 
seen Ibiza, but I have been to Mexico 
and Bermuda, and Mr. Paul's Balearic 
seaside town reminds me of the best 
features of both. I t is Bermuda without 
the ghostly suggestion of the Oxford 
accent; it is Mexico sans buzzards, Le 
Gorbusier architecture, the Trotsky-
Stalin squabble, and he-men from 
Texas. Or rather, it was, for Mr. Paul's 
Santa Eulalia is no more. The fascists 
have got it, and their kiss is of death. 

Sea-washed, sun-smitten, Santa Eula
lia was the incarnation of Mr. Paul's 
escapist dream. The social life there 
was naturally democratic, even in Al
fonso's and Primo de Rivera's day; it 
reminded Mr. Paul of "life in America 
thirty years ago." (Shades of the Booth 
Tarkington serenade, the front-porch 
democracy of our fathers! Has Mr. 
Paul forgotten that the expatriates 
originally went to Paris to get away 
from repressed, Babbittical America, 
whose common, democratic life was 
supposed to be the enemy of excellence 
in the arts and in culture?) Mr. Paul 
loved the Ibicenco people, even a 
couple of the rich ones. There were few 
natural extremists in Santa Eulalia or 
on Ibiza; Mr. Paul estimates that a half-
dozen were natural fascists, while in 
between were 3000 moderates. Life was 
geared to the local rhythms of nature, 
the slow lift of a tideless sea, the almost 
imperceptible drift of summer into 
autumn, and winter into spring. The 
Ibicencos worked while they worked 
(they were manful fishermen, heroic 
gardeners) and while they loafed they 
really invited their souls. The siesta was 
a daily institution, respected even by 
mad dogs and Englishmen. And the 
meals were Homeric. No one tried to 
save his waistline for the junior prom 
or his energy for the Yale game, yet 
the Ibicencos were, for the most part, 
strong, comely folk. 

Mr. Paul has packed his book with 
sharp thumbnail portraits of his former 
friends. He remembers the girls. There 
was Gatalina, who worked at Gosmi's 
cafe. She had slate-blue eyes and honey-
colored hair, a pleasing voice, and "a 
complete ignorance of everything that 
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THE HOUSE 
IN ANTIGUA 

By Louis Adamic 

The author of The Native's Return 
writes of Guatemala with all the 
color, charm and understanding 
with which he formerly described 
Yugoslavia. 32 bleed illustrations. 

$3.00 

LET YOUR 
MIND ALONE! 

By James ThUrber 
Warning: Don't tamper with your 
brainpan—it may upset. With this 
as his theme, the author of My Life 
and Hard Times writes a riotously 
funny book to end all books of in
spiration. Illustrated by the au
thor. $2.50 

Harper Prize Novel: 1937-38 

THE SEVEN WHO FlW 
BY Frederic Prokosch 

utterly different and 
-Strange • • exotic •^^^^^;^^^^ Uke these that 
utterly beautiful. It is ^ " ' 1 by the author of 
reviewers greet ' ^ ^ ^ X anTthTnr ou have ever read 
rhe Asiatics, ^-yotV^nh)^''^''^^'' S> j2.50 
before. 

THESE LOW 
GROUNDS 
By Waters Turpin 

"Possibly the outstanding Negro 
novel of our day," says Edna Fer-
ber. Sidney Howard says, "Only a 
Negro could have written such a 
story. While William Allen White 
calls it "A notable book." $2.50 

HORSELESS 
CARRIAGE DAVS 

By Hiram Percy Maxim 

The story of the days when a ride 
in the country on a horseless car
riage was an adventure, and when 
observing farmers thought a loco
motive had jumped the tracks. By 
the author of A Genius in the 
Family. Illustrated. $2.50 

"We h a v e no poet 
to match her . ' -LewisGanrxet t . 

We n a v e nw f-'.~- -- ^ ^ 

CONVERIATION AT 
MIDNKiHT 
BvEdnaStVirxcentMillay 
••Unquestionably her ^^^.tf^, "^g v 4 ° - " ^ ' V . ' ' ° " ' 
MiUay is going ior^^'Ju^ycVll poore, N. Y.Tmes. 
things that matter now Chan ^^^^^^ ^^ ̂ ^^^ 
"The many ideas of her book a ^̂ ^̂ ^ ^^^^^^ ^^^^i^_ 
^i„y and passionate. - C . r / ^^^^^^^ ^^ ^„ 

WE ARE TEN 
By Fannie Hurst 

New stories by the au
thor of Great Laughter 
and Lummox. Each is in 
effect a condensed novel, 
each deals powerfully 
with basic human emo
tions. $2.50 

rdesf SeUmsr\ 
INSIDE EUROPE 
By John Gunther 

MAN, THE 
UNKNOWN 

By Alexis Carrel 
THE MIRACLE 
OF ENGLAND 
By Andre Maurois 

NOTHING IS SAFE 
By E. M. Delafield 

THE <ASE OP 
LEON TROTSKY 
These reports of the 
hearings in Mexico City 
of the charges made 
against him in the Mos
cow trials offer Trotsky's 
complete version of the 
greatest mystery story of 
modern times. $3.00 

I HARPER & BROTHERS I 
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Cathedral Close 
\k\ Susan Ooodyear 

"An absorbing story, skillfully build
ing its action up to an intensely dra
matic climax. . . , The interesting 
plot, penetrating character analysis, 
and intimate description of cathedral 
life are combined with a iiuency of 
expression, the whole making a novel 
of unusual merit." 

Springfield Republican. $2.50 

Sugar in the Air 
by E. C. large 

Here Is the book — a story of the 
strange things that happen when 
science gets into the clutches of big 
business — for any one who wants to 
discover "a new novelist of exciting 
importance. . . . Entertaining through
out." 
Saturday Review of Literature. $2.50 

by Robert Br i f faul t 
Against a background of the World War and its aftermath, por
trayed with the intimate knowledge, brilliant color, and wealth of 
incident that distinguished his famous Europa, Robert Briffault 
tells the story of Julian Bern and the Russian Princess Zena, two 
struggling atoms caught in the maelstrom of world conflict. The 
one, embittered by the greed and faithlessness of the class in which 
he was reared, yet forced to fight for a cause he despised; the 

other returning to her own coun
try in its most terrible hour, to 
lose her lover and then, in cir
cumstances of tragic power, to 
find him again. 

As separate and different from 
its predecessor as the years of the 
War were distinct from the era 
that preceded, this novel again 
proclaims the author's supreme 
ability to create characters glow
ing with life, depict scenes ma
jestic, brutal and dramatic, re
veal the sordid motives that 
lurked behind the face of patriot
ism and — best of all — to tell 
a superbly moving story. .75 

Whirlpool: a novel 

by David Lamson 
"The terrific personal experience of 
David Lamson lends a driving emo
tional power to his novel Whirlpool. A 
powerful and efEective story." 

L E W I S G A N N E T T in 

The New York Herald Tribune 
Bd printing $2.50 

Murder in Blue 
by 

Clifford Witting 
Mild-mannered but quick-thinking 
Inspector Charlton solves the murder 
of a constable in a humdrum English 
village. A literate, swiftly moving, and 
puzzling yarn. $2.00 

or The Show of Things 

b/H. G. WELLS <*^r-V 

In his first full-length novel in several years Mr. Wells writes with wit, irony, and penetra
tion of a publicity-mad novehst, his wife, the lovely — and neglected — Brynhild, and another 
author with a charming but somewhat tangled personaKty. Here is the Wells of Kips and Mr. 
Polly writing of all-too-human people in a world of reality. $2.50 

at a l bookstores S C R I B M E R S H. a. WELLS 

72 SGRIBNER'S 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Hool" 

East Goes West: 
b / Y o u n g h i l l K a n g 
From the moment Younghill Kang, exiled from his native Korea 
and almost penniless, landed in New York, to the day that he felt 
he was — at last — an American this story of an Oriental, with 
generations of scholarship and culture behind him, striving to 
solve the problems of an utterly new and confusing civilization, is 
packed with humor and charm. Its pages reveal a rare personality, 
one who could rise above the grimmest incidents in a long and 

heart-breaking struggle for a 
Western education and a meager 
livelihood, see the real meaning 
of America — and retain his 
buoyant humor. 

The Making of an 
Oriental Yanliee 

A. 

' -v 
I ' O L N G I l 1 I . I . [ C A N G 

Great Mother 
Forest 

by Commanrier 
Attilio Gatti 

A thrilling record of exploration in the 
" t a b u " forests of the Belgian Congo 
with a fascinating account of the cap
ture of the rare and elusive okapl. 
Profusely illustrated from photographs. 

$3.75 

Elephant Dance 
by Frances H. Flaherty 
These " le t te rs from I n d i a " and the 
many superb iUustrations by the 
Flahertys t ha t accompany them tell 
of the making of the famous motion 
picture " E l e p h a n t Boy." $2.75 

Mr. Kang's experiences as book 
agent, objet d'art salesman, wait
er, assistant to an amazing itiner
ant evangeUst, hitch-hiker and 
student are described with such 
feeling and sincerity that they 
convey to the reader all the hard
ships and defeats of a stranger in 
a strange land. Not the least in
teresting part of the book is the 
charming and unconventional 
romance which is its culminating 
point. $2.75 

The Saga of 
American Society 
A Record of Social Aspirations 

1607-1937 

by Dixon Wecter 
" The richest plum pudding of a book tha t has come my way 
in many a long day. I t is as sound and as thorough a history 
of a changing American civilization as you will find in the 
best-stocked library. A book tha t I can recommend with
out reservation. I t ' s grand fun and makes plenty of sense 
as well, a combination you do not often find in this imper
fect world." H E B S C H E L B B I C K E L L in The New York Post 
136 illustrations $4.00 

o f a\\ bookstores 

The Golden 
Sovereign 

by Laurence Housman 
author of "Victoria Begina" 

Nineteen short plays about Queen 
Victoria and her contemporaries rang
ing from tragic to hilariously amus
ing. All good — and easy — reading, 
and illustrated profusely by Ernest 
Shepard. $3.00 

Plays: 
Winesburg and Others 

hy 
Sherwood Anderson 

Dramatic versions of several of the 
author 's most famoxis stories, includ
ing " The Triumph of the Egg," 
"Mothe r , " and several others. Some 
have been successfully produced and 
all are invigorating reading. $2.50 

Ralston's Ring 
California Plunders the 

Comstock Lode 

by George D. Lyman 
author of "The Saga of the Comstock Lode" 

A factual narrative t ha t out-thrills the most imaginative fic
tion. The story of Wm. C. Ralston, financial wizard of Cali
fornia in the '70's, and his epic bat t le with Adolph Sutro, 
whose tunnel beneath Sun Mounta in threatened the su
premacy of Ralston and his " r ing . " Here is one of the gaudi
est decades in American history recorded in glittering detail 
and at the breakneck speed of a novel. 
Illustrated $3.50 
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Hau Kay!! 
Now in a book—Mr. Kaplan, Mrs. Mos-
kowitz, Miss Mitnick, Mr. Norman 
Bloom, and the others of the Beginners 
Class; and, of course, Mr. "Pockheel." 
A complete collection of these grand 
stories for the thousands who love and 
admire the incomparable figure of 
H*Y*M*A*N K*A*P*L*A*N. 

THE EDUCATION OF 

H*rMTN KTRLTN 
By Leonard Q. Ross 

Jus t out, | 2 . 0 0 
HARCOURT, BRACE & COMPANY 

383 Madison Avenue, New York 

4ilaiuiM! 

LOOK FOR THIS CIRCULAR TRADE-MARK 
AND THE " N W " MONOGRAM ON THE COVER. 

THROUGH four generations Webster's Diction
ary has earned and maintained first place 

among reference books. When you are con
fronted with any question of iact, whenever 
you need to tnow, you think of Webster as the 
utmost in authority, the judge of judges, the 
court of last appeal. But that confidence is war
ranted only if you use the MERHIAM-Webster. 

Look for the Merriam-Webster trade-mark 
when you buy a dictionary. The New Second 
Edition of Webster's New International (un
abridged) is 20 years newer, contains 122,000 
more entries than any similar dictionary. Pro
vides information in all branches of knowl
edge. The aulhoriiy in courts, colleges, news
papers. Prepared by 207 experts. 600,000 en
tries; 3,350 pages. 12,000 terms illustrated. Ask 
your bookdealer, or write for free booklet. 
G. & C. Merriam Co., Dept. 842, Springfield, Mass. 
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a woman does not need to know." Be
cause she was a blonde, Mr. Paul thinks 
she must have been a daughter of the 
Phoenicians, who once inhabited the 
island. The loveliest brunette was the 
daughter of Pere des Puig, a lonely 
farmer who played the accordion at 
town dances. The fishermen of Santa 
Eulalia were not merely fishermen; they 
were peers of William Beebe in their 
knowledge of the subaqueous world. 
Mr. Paul takes special pleasure in nam
ing over their catches like beads on a 
rosary—the huge meros with red, open 
mouths and six jagged sets of teeth, 
the torpedo-shaped cirviolas, the sharp-
billed bonitos, the large kranka crabs, 
the Balearic octopus (edible when eaten 
soft), the langosta, or local lobster. 

Mr. Paul gets so lyrical about the 
fish and the girls and the flower beds of 
Santa Eulalia that at first you suspect 
him of seeing things ten times life size. 
But slowly his town takes possession of 
your senses, and you smell the brine 
and the flowers and the roasting coffee. 
And as you watch Guillermo, the black
smith, as he cavalierly consents to finish 
up a job, you sympathize with Sindik, 
the carpenter, who earns much less than 
Guillermo and uses up ten times the 
energy. You laugh at Jose Ribas, the 
diving champion who fell into the open 
ditch when drunk, and you accept all 
things with the philosophical land
owner, Don Ignacio Riquer, who re
fuses to exploit his tenants. And you 
hope against hope that Odila, daughter 
of one of the conspiratorial fascists, will 
somehow escape from her family's con
trol and become the feminist and reg
istered pharmacist that she wants so 
desperately to be. 

Of course Odila did not escape; the 
civil war came, and the town's life, 
centuries old, was first interrupted, then 
destroyed. When news of the fascist 
rebellion reached Santa Eulalia a year 
ago from the mainland, the townsmen 
swore silently that they wouldn't permit 
political difficulties to ruin their com
munity life. But slowly the war psy
chology took hold. The fascist coup 
was ended when the near-by loyalist 
mainland sent troops to wipe out the 
conspirators, and of course the traitors 
that were captured had to be summarily 
punished. One thing led to another; 
hates grew. The 3000 moderates slowly 
ceased to be moderate, and the dozen 
fascists and communists imposed their 
psychological patterns on the crowd. 
The end came when the Italians seized 
the island. By that time Mr. Paul had 
escaped on a warship and some of his 
old friends had put to sea on a schooner, 

the Isabel Matutes, bound for Goc 
knows where. The republicans and com
munists who stayed are probably in jai) 
or dead, the victims of Mussolini's 
Caesarism. 

After reading The Life and Death o] 
a Spanish Town you can sympathize 
with Spaniards who have, as an answei 
to Franco's illegal force, gone the whole 
way ideologically to Moscow; any thins 
to beat the devil! You can sympathize 
even though as an American in a tradi
tional two-party land you may not wan; 
to be compelled to go the same way 
yourself. Mr. Paul thinks the Unitec 
States is reprehensible to remain neutra^ 
while loyalist Spain bleeds. He sub
scribes to the sentiment expressed in one 
of the poems of And Spain Sings (Van 
guard, $1) : 

Franco, Franco 
Pirate Franco 
Sold your country 
For a blank-o. 
Damn you. Franco. . . . 

Yet, as an American, I don't see hov 
Mr. Paul has the right to ask our gov 
ernment, as a government, to intervene 
in any way on the side of any Europear 
faction, no matter how noble the cause 
For discriminatory sanctions, if these 
are what Mr. Paul wants, are apt te 
mean war, and war means dictatorship 
even when waged to preserve dê  
mocracy. And dictatorship means every^ 
thing that Mr. Paul detests. It is nc 
more pleasant to be totalitarianized by 
Woodrow Wilson, George Creel, anc 
Newton D. Baker (or their successor; 
in America) than it is to be totalitarian
ized by a fascist. 

Mr. Foster's novel, American Dream' 
has something to tell us on this score 
As a novel, American Dream has its 
deficiencies. It attempts to cover a 
whole century of United States history 
by means of the flash back, and it gets 
into some dubious romantic territory 
when Mr. Foster is writing about 
Yankee clippers and the Indian wars 
The stufT on New England is pure 
stereotype; Mr. Foster evidently be
lieves that practically all New Eng-
landers are walking bundles of Freudian 
repressions. But when Mr. Foster is 
writing about a humane man in a 
prairie town he is first-rate. The story 
of how John Thrall was beaten and 
bulldozed because he defended con-i 
scientious objectors during the World 
War is as moving, in its way, as the 
recently told story of Senator George 
Norris's attempt to keep us out of the 
War (see this department in SCRIBNER'S 
for last mon th ) . Mr. Foster can't quite 
summarize in so many words just whal 
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the American Dream is. But he knows 
what it isn't. And so does Ludwig Bemel
mans, who left Germany because he 
didn't like the German worship of 
authority. Mr. Bemelmans' My War 
With the United States is not a serious 
book. But it has a serious undercurrent. 
And its tenderness and rueful humor 

have a special point. Mr. Bemelmans 
spent most of the War looking after 
madmen in army sanitariums on this 
side of the ocean. He learned a lot. 
One of the things he learned is that 
militarism compounds madness. As for 
The Anointed, that hasn't anything to 
do with the American Dream. It is 

Book Notes 

simply good fun. Stephen Vincent Benet 
describes it as a slightly cuckoo Tom 
Sawyer. The point about Tom Sawyer 
may be mistaken (after all, Tom Sawyer 
is pretty typical as a character, while 
Harry Patterson is completely atyp
ical), but it is certainly true that The 
Anointed is cuckoo. 

From Baltimore, where he works on 
The Sun, comes a good letter from Neil 
Swanson, whose The First Rebel, an 
historical novel about Pennsylvania's 
James Smith, has been highly praised. 
He says that he felt the story of the 
Pennsylvania rebellion deserved a place 
:n American history and he did his best 
to put it there; that when he stumbled 
Dn the old records on which the book 
ŝ based he stopped dead in the middle 

Df a 200,000-word novel and went to 
ivork on The First Rebel. 

"Now," he says, " I am trying to sort 
Dut the pieces of my orphaned novel. 
The Temporary Gentleman, from 
imong shirts and socks, moth balls and 
n y wife's most precious linen. Even
tually, I suppose, it will come un
scrambled, if the dog hasn't developed 
1 taste for historical fiction and disposed 
Df the most vital chapters. He disposes 
Df practically everything else around 
Dur house." 

He also informs us that if he's an 
author at all, he's an author by mar
riage, and then explains the statement. 
T had just begun to write my first 
aovel. The Judas Tree, when I met the 
most beautiful girl I had ever seen and 
discovered that under her red hair she 
bad considerably more than the normal 
allotment of brains. When I got to page 
117, I proposed—in the middle of the 
second paragraph. . . . I spun the 
typewriter a few turns and, without 
changing paper, wrote the lovely red
head an urgent invitation to marry me. 
She did. 

"The First Rebel is a child of that 
marriage. My wife's aunt, Mrs. Mar
garet Koch of Bridgeville and Mercer, 
Pennsylvania, is a great-great-grand
daughter of Colonel James Smith, my 
'first rebel.' It was her gift of a tattered 
and yellowed copy of Smith's memoirs 
which started me on my hunt for the 
documents which would fill out his 
tantalizingly brief account of the re
bellion he led. And my wife, the Mar
garet Diana to whom all my books are 
dedicated, has borne the brunt of the 
research. The hard work has been fun 
with her to share it—and I make no 
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apology for that bit of sentimentality. 
Anyone who wants to know what she's 
like need only read The Phantom Em
peror, for she is Maurine Dufresne. 

"As I remember Locos, by Felipe 
Alfau, his 'author at the mercy of his 
characters' was not doomed to be 
troubled by them beyond the limits of 
one volume. From where I sit, it looks 
as if I 'd be driven through thirty 
volumes by the first half-dozen char
acters I tried to bring to life. The 
difficulty is that I got interested in them 
myself. After finishing The Judas Tree, 
I began to wonder what would happen 
to the people I had unceremoniously 
abandoned at the end of that book. 
More out of curiosity than out of any 
intention to write another book about 
the Pennsylvania frontier, I began to 
dig into source records covering the 
years between the Pontiac War and 
the Revolution. I came upon so many 
untold stories that I became more and 
more excited. In fact I think I grew a 
little feverish. For before I knew it, 
I had outlined a series of novels and 
biographies designed to tell the story 
of the 'middle border' (principally 
Pennsylvania and Maryland) from the 

first advent of white men to the years 
just after the World War—a series that 
will carry two or three families, through 
their successive generations, into epi
sodes neglected by formal historians 
and therefore long forgotten. If I live 
to finish the job, there will be twenty 
to twenty-five novels and five to ten 
biographies. If I do the job as I hope 
to do it, those thirty books will present 
the most complete picture of American 
development ever attempted in terms 
of ordinary people. 

"And just the other day I read a 
pontifical critic's statement that 'his
torical novelists contribute nothing.' 
But I 'm stubborn. . . . I don't know 
whether I'll get to my destination; but 
at any rate The Temporary Gentleman 
will be a sequel to The Judas Tree. . . ." 

* 

Michael Foster's American Dream is 
keeping fast company with Northwest 
Passage, Gone With the Wind, and 
The Tears at the top of best-seller lists 
all over the country. We wondered if 
he had any new literary plans hidden 
away. From Deer Harbor, Orcas Island, 
Washington, he writes back: "This is 
the first time, really, that I have ever 
regretted the extraordinarily quiet life 
which we live here, on this wilderness 
beach—because, in the nature of it, it 
precludes happenings which could pos
sibly be described as 'up-to-the-minute 
information' about this somewhat du
bious writer, anyway. 

"Of course, from time to time, other 
and more agile writers come to visit us 
from New York, and even members of 
the firm; but all we ever do is go fish
ing. . . . So if you don't mind I am 
sending your letter to Mr. Bob Hunt, 
of the publicity department of William 
Morrow and Company, who, as a pub
licity writer, compels the profound re
spect of one who has spent his life in 
publicizing other people." To date, 
nothing heard from Mr. Bob Hunt of 
William Morrow and Company, but 
we're still hoping. 

* 

Dale Warren at Houghton Mifflin 
has sent us what he says is pretty special 
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