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cessful. Something simpler might have been better.
lie is supposed to be relating these memories of his
to a companion during long medical treatments for
a serious ailment, which keep him immobilized for
hours at a time. Curiously enough, the interlocutor
to whom he passes on his recollections and reflec­
tions, and with whom he talks oxer their meaning.
bears a certain resemblance to “the Perfesser” of
Raintree County. He. too. is a provocative and stim­
ulating discussion-comrade, perhaps used bv the au­
thor to put forth certain aspects of his thoughts
which he washes to express but not wholly to en­
dorse. This is your book, if you like rambling, dis­
cursive, loosely organized writing, with plenty of per-
sonality. (Price. $4.00) Dorothy Canfield

Jefferson the Virginian
By DUMAS MALONE

The bicentennial of Thomas Jef­
ferson’s birth in 1943. when his
country was once asain in arms
against “a long train of abuses and
usurpations,” was marked by the
dedication of a rotunda erected
in his honor on tire banks of the

The Niacncan Democracy
By HAROLD J. LASKI

HAROLD J. LASKI

This is a monumental and dis­
turbing book. Professor Laski has
written not so much a book as a
capsule encyclopedia, with a whole
pharmacopoeia in even- capsule—
a series of searching monographs
on American political institutions,
both national and local; American

business enterprise; labor in America; religion in Amer­
ica; education in America; American culture. Amer­
ica’s minority problems; America as a world power;
the professions in America; the press, the movies and
radio: Americanism as a principle of civilization. This
man from London inspects us with the detachment
of the man from Mars, but also with an intimacy
bom of frequent sojourn among us and a genuine lik­
ing for us. plus 2 knowledge of our ways, our back­
ground. our history, and our literature that must put
most of us to shame. If he pulls no punches, he
throws none. The .-Vnerican Democracy reflects Mr.
Laski's own political background, but it is not slanted
—unless it be slanting to declare flatly that "the
business man dominates American civilization.” The
business man himself will be the first to echo that

.•mas malone Potomac and by the publication
1 considerable amount of material about him, by
means all of it of high merit or great importance.
Malone has hided his time, and, without benefit

•nniversaries, has produced an amply-documented
ey of Jefferson’s career up to the moment in
I when he boarded the ship Ceres in Boston to
his old associates, Franklin and Adams, in Paris.
■Vas then forty-one; he had forty-two years, to
'lay, still to live. Jefferson the Virginian does not
its outlook to Jefferson against the background
irginia. though that would have been scope

tjh for Jefferson as he understood Virginia; he
□t less the American because, in his familiar epi-
" American” appears once and “Virginia” twice.
same epitaph credits him with the authorship
) noble documents, but makes no mention of
Mr. Malone calls the only work of “this inci­
author . . . which can be properly termed a

—his Notes on the State of Virginia. Jcffer-
ver went beyond the Shenandoah Valley, but
"far more than a localist”; true, “Virginia was
crocosm,” but "through this wide door he
urvey the whole American scene and the ex-
j universe of philosophy.” The red-headed
an who went to Paris was no provincial, but
1 of the stars. Mr. Malone, in a fine studv.
Ived the living image of a great mind and
'rice, $6.00) John T. Winterich

sentiment, interpreting it by his own definitions of
domination and civilization. This penetrating and in­
formed dissection of what we are and how we be­
came so wdl be debated endlessly, and will be damned
or praised, never faintly, by everyone who reads it.
Mr. Laski declares that he seeks to make America "in­
telligible to Europeans, and. above all, to English­
men.” His American audience will be profoundly in­
terested. (Price. S6.50) George Harriss

The ]\(agarovs
By MARKOOSHA FISCHER

.V hoe ver wants a personal his-
ton- of life in Russia from before

Ti Revolution to the war will
find it in this rich novel. The

Vfc • Nazarovs were wealthy bourgeoisie
beginning to thrust into aristocratic

—circles. The family at the begin-
MBS. FISCHER nin? of fhe sfory -js em hatit.a]]v

and dramatically what we used to call typically Rus­
sian in the ante-Lenin days. That is, among a group
of intense individuals one finds every kind of con­
sciousness and character from liberal to conservative
to feudal. The novel itself is really a studv of how

le great events which began with Russia’s defeat by 

Japan worked upon these traits, crushing or exiling
the reactionaries and conservatives, changing the lib
erals and particularly the children into revolutionaries,
reducing a prosperous if not happy family into broken
bitter relics, or disillusioned idealists. But when the
scene of the Revolution has been played through, the
novel begins to center more and more upon a daugh-
ter and a grandson of the original family, Natasha,
who becomes a Soviet saint, entirely given over to
good works, and with a complete faith in Commu­
nism as a new religion for the world; and Maxim,
equally confident, who becomes a leader in Party poli­
tics. Slowly but surely the new Nationalist state of
Stalin closes in on these “old Bolsheviks,” though they
are old only in experience. Their souls arc killed, their
minds become sterile. We last see Maxim bloody
and broken in the pits of Siberia. ’Phis, of course, is
not the only thread of the story, which is detailed
in background and broad in scope, but its direction is
typical. Last scene of all is in a village captured by
the Germans. A child has been raped and killed by
a German major. It is the granddaughter of Vera
Nazarov who has been a reactionary to the end.
“Murderer,” she spits at him from the crowd. But
the villagers protect her identity and take their pun­
ishment. After all they arc Russians. This is the un­
derlying moral of the book. Russia persists in spite of
Stalinism. (Price, S3.00) Henry Seidel Canby 

By OLIVIA ROBERTSON

Since Cromwell’s time the St.
Lcgcrs had lived in Mount Gran­
ite. Nothing much changed there
except (when occasionally a son
of the house married money)
more buildings appeared—the
country house in place of the old

miss robertson Keep, a William IV chapel, and
St. Lcgcr’s Folly. Also, of course, each generation.
rich or poor, made its contribution to the gallery of
family portraits, to the cycle of family legends. But
now the estate was rented to outsiders who made
their money and learned their habits of behavior in
Dublin. Little more than foreigners, the country
people thought them. For the actual half-day’s bus
trip stretched out, in terms of standards of conduct.
to over a century. How the experiment worked out
__ or rather did not work out—is the theme of the
book. There is nothing thrilling or gripping about it
—no party line stuff at all. Instead there is plenty
of shrewd spicy observation. Miss Robertson has an
unforgiving eye for pretentiousness of any sort, a keen
ear for the lilting cadence of Irish speech: Millsy 

Dooley is describing the splendors of her new job.
“Oh, God, Miss Robertson, you should have a look at
Mrs. Merton-Clinch’s toilet requisites . . . lipstick and
astringent lotion . . . and massage cream and face­
packs. D’you know what, Miss Robertson? a face­
pack is mud. Honest! I tried it on me own face. . . .”
No, you couldn’t call it a timely or an important
book, but as escape it offers a great deal of quiet en­
joyment. (Price, $3.00) Dorothy Canfield

The hdafyd and the (Dead
By NORMAN MAILER

To avoid misunderstanding it is
best to state at the outset that this
long, ambitious, and, in many of
its parts, distinguished novel is not
acceptable literary fare for the con­
ventional gentle reader, whose
blood pressure will rise and who
will no longer be gentle if he 

finishes it. Aside from many moments of stark hor­
ror, The Naked and the Dead has a larger vocabulary
of plain and fancy four-letter words than I have ever
seen in print, and is conclusive proof that literature
is at last released from prudery and, some might add.
from many limits of common decency. Yet so, too,
were most American soldiers whose prototypes march
through Mr. Mailer’s pages. Their language here is
the correct language of camp and beachhead, no bet­
ter and no worse than usual war-theater talk in the
recent conflict, and Mr. Mailer’s frank dialogue gives
his enlisted men a startling stamp of authenticity
and renders their desires, sufferings, hates and fears
poignant without sentiment or exaggeration. The
Naked and the Dead is the story of a division’s as­
sault on a Japanese-occupied island in the Pacific.
from the rendezvous of the transports offshore to the
final securing. It is a broad and admirable picture
of mass military effort, told in the terms of a large
group of diverse individuals, all of whose motives and
pasts arc revealed before the book is finished. There
is an unforgettable vividness about many of the
scenes. Among them a tropical storm, a night attack.
a drunken soldier seeking for souvenirs among the
Japanese dead, and a reconnaissance march through
the island jungles will remain long in any reader’s
memory. There is a fine authenticity in all of Mr.
Mailer’s writing. His realism never conceals his sen­
sitive understanding, and his skilful character delinea­
tion gives his battle scenes a significance that is never
reportorial. Parts of the book may be too long, much
of it is uneven, but more of it is some of the best
war fiction that has been written in a long while.
(Price, $4.00) j0HN p Marquand
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