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gality of spirit, an industrious craftsmanly frame of mind, of a 
capacity for joy and love and contemplative thought, and for 
the practice of the arts. =\I1 that is still alive in us  yearns to- 
wards the South-if it  only knew it-but is thwarted by in- 
human forces of Science and fog-ridden moralistic Christianity 
working in collaboration with our diabolical climate. Look at 
that statue of Eros in Piccadilly Circus-no, you will no t  be 
able to see it for the glare of advertisements recommending 
bile-beans. London, the most Christ-conscious city of the world 
-but it is a phantom figure of Christ looming through the fog 
2nd rain with which it is haunted. And indeed it is perhaps 
very significant that a procession of the Salvation Army station- 
ing itself in  some square at  .\rles or Tarascon is a n  unbearable 
image. Under such skies i t  is so hard to think that the temp- 
ration arises either to vegetate or to resort to the mass- 
produced thought that comes from Germany; so hard to find 
suitable diet for the body that one is tempted into mere gross- 
;less or else to feed o u t  of tins or out of the hands of scientists. 
Clubs, arm-chairs, potted meats, indigestion, intolerance, envy- 
there is no end to the list of evils. 

A s  a guide to the \\-orld of Prol-ence this is a superb book, a 
rich, joyous, learned work of art. -1s a moral, social essay, 
its Pied Piping is entirely in the right direction, but its value 
has been sei-iously impaired by a mood of irresponsibility. I t  
is not for the Troubadour to engage directly i n  theological, any 
more than i n  economic spade-work operations. Rut he  must not 
hinder those others n-hose painful duty it is to do so. Alr. Ford 
Rlacios Ford, hon-e\-er, lo~-a l  Papist although he means to be, 
has not seemed to mind if i n  his gambolling he has embroiled 
quite a fair :>umber of fundamental Christian principles. He  
has carried his s!-nipath!- for the Pro\-enqal Troubadours to the 
naughty length of p!a>-ing at  being himself some sort of semi- 
pelagian. T!iis is unfair to his readers ; it is to court the risk 
of being pu; on the Ind t s  ! 

RICHARD KEHOE, O.P. 

THE TRIPLE ‘ r H I s K E R S .  B!. Edmund \\&on. (Oxford Univer- 

l l r .  Edmund T\3lson’s nen- book opens with an attractive 
account of the author’s meeting x i th  the late Paul Elmer More, 
who, \\-ith Professor Irving Babbitt, was one of the intellectual 
leaders of the elder generation in -1merica. 

‘-1 man of true spiritual vocation,’ writes Mr. Wilson, ‘ un- 
able to remain a simple rationalist but prevented by a Protestant 
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education and an obstinate hard-heacied common sense from 
finding a basis i n  the mysticism of Rome, he devoted long and 
diligent years t o  estabiishing an historicai tradition dz ich  :iloir[d 
p s t z f y  his pecrdiny point of zriew ’ (italics mine). 

This seems to me to be a good statement of the dilemma of 
More’s generation which v;as perpetuallJ- oscillating between 
niomlisirie and 2i; tdrafuve (More recogiiiztd Gaudzlaire’s power, 
but found him unsatisfactory ‘ as a guide to life ‘ !), n-i;hout 
being able to  find any certain basis for judgment in life or art ,  
and which was finally driven iiito eclecticism like 1Iore himself, 
or into barren abstractions like Babbitt’s humanism.’ I t  is 
against this background-the co!lapse of the old puritan tradi- 
tion and the failure of the new eclccticism--that 11r. II-i!son’s 
own studies must be seen. For  iike many of his contemporaries, 
I l r .  IVilson has tried to find a solution of the difficulty in a 
Marxist philosophy. But though he considers that ‘ SIarsism 
is somcthing new in the n.orld.‘ Sir. i.I-ilson is too good a critic 
to allow his literary judgmen: to bc distorted by the dog-matic 
application of hard and fast ruies. Indeed, the title of his book 
(which is taken from Flaubert’s dictum : ‘ W h a t  is the artist 
if he is not a triple thinker? ’) is an  explicit challenge to the 
cruder assumptions of left wing critks.  In an essay on ‘ Marx- 
ism and Literature.’ he points out That lI:irx$ Engc!s. and even 
Lenili n-ere men of saisibiiity who n-ere gziiui:le!y interested in 
literature and v;ere constant!!- \yarning their folioivers agaiiist 
the dangers of tendeiicious .:.-,-itin= ; and he contrasts t!:is atti- 
tude with the  crude censorship exercised by Sialin and his 
friends. JVhiIe he thinks :hat I!arsisrn can ‘ throw a great deal 
of liglit on the origins and social significance of works of art,’ 
he declares thar ‘ Marxism by itself can tell u s  nothing about 
the goodness o r  badness of a work of a r t  ’ and ‘ the leftist critic 
with no literary competence is always trying to measure works 
of literature by tests which have no validity in that field.’ 

The essay on ‘ Flaubert’s Politics ’ is an interesting applica- 
tion of Mr. JVilson’s own theory to a concrete instance. He 
has no  use for the view that Flaubert n-as a mere aesthete with- 
o u t  any understanding of contemporary problems, and argues 
that he ‘ owed his superiority to those of his contemporaries- 
Gautier, for esample, xvho profcssed the same literary creed-to 
the seriousness of his concern with the large questions of human 
destiny.’ In acomparison between Flaubert and Marx he says : 
‘ To-day v;e must recognize that Flauhert had observed some- 
thing of which Marx was not aware. W e  have had the oppor- 
tunity to see how even socialism which has come to power a s  
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the result of a proletarian revolution h a s  bred a political police 
of almost unprecedented ruthlessness and  all-per\;asiveness- 
how the socialism of l l a r x  himself, with i t s  emphasis on  dic- 
tatorship rather  than on the  democratic process, h a s  contributed 
to prodilce this disaster.’ L’ddtrcntion sentimentale is there- 
fore  seen t o  be a profound criticism of weaknesses of practical 
socialisin ; and it is exceliently summed up  as ‘ the  t ragedy of 
nobody in particular, but  of the  poor human race itself reduced 
to such ineptitude, such cowardice, such commonness, such 
\veak irresolution-arriving, with so many fine notions in its 
head, so niany nobie v w d s  on  its lips, a t  a failure which is all 
the more miserable because those who have failed a r e  hardly 
conscious oi ha \ - i~ ig  done so.’ 

Thc most subs:antial of the  o ther  essays-the studies of 
Hen:!- Janies, Pus:il.;in, Hernard Shaw,  and  t h e  American wri ter ,  
j o h n  J a y  Chapman-possess the same quaiities of lucid exposi- 
tion combined n-ith acute comment which distinguished Mr. Wil- 
son’s admirable s tudy oi  modern tendencies, Axel ’s  Castle, 
~ h i c l i  w a s  published seveii !-ears ago .  I n  the long essay on 
‘ Bernarc! Siian- at Eigiity ’ he exposcs the incoiisistencies of 
that  1vri:er.s politi=al ideas and praises t h e  ar t is t  a t  t h e  espcnse  
of the  paniphletee;. H e  points ou t  tha t  it is the ‘ theme of the  
saint and :he \\-orld v:hic^h h a s  inspired those scenes of Shaw’s 
plays \.;iiich a r e  m s s t  moving and most real on the  s t a g e  ’; but 

sEnti:iie:?rai perfo;’inar;ce. Siiil?t Joai i ,  as  ‘ the  first genuine 
tr3grd~. :ha: Sliav: had lvritten.‘ ‘ I n  Honour  of Pushkin ’ 
(\vhich is folluned by a translation of The Bronze Horseman) 
s e e x s  to me to be a:) adni i rabk  introduction t o  a writer of 
whcni, u:ifoi-tunately, most of as k n o n ~  too little. 

O n e  of the thii:gs i\.iiich niakes this book refreshing is its 
author’s nationality. I t  is characteristic of the best American 
criticism tha r  i t  approaches European authors  f rom a new angle  
and  is usually free from the preconceptions which sometimes 
hamper  European critics. O n  the other  hand,  the  romantic at- 
titude of the  -4me:ica:i tolvards ‘ action ’ occasionally produces 
some curious judgments .  3Ir. 11-ilson, for  example, is altogether 
too kind to  Hemingxvay and J I a l r a u s ;  and  it is s tar t l ing to find 
a second-rater like Dreiser bracketed with Balzac and Dickens. 
H e  is taken in by Miss 1IiIlay‘s bogus lyricism ; and t h e  inter- 
escing st:ic!y of -\. E. Housman‘s  limitations as a m a n  a n d  his 
achievement a s  a scholar is folloi.-ed b\. a somewhat  exaggerated 
estimate of the x-ery respectable minor talent which produced 

The Sl i ropshire  L a d .  MARTIN TURNELL. 

i t  is a ! : - -  , l tLle curious to find him describing tha t  embarrassingly 




