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A Fourth Mrs. Paterson

WEVER ASK THE END, By IsaseL Parm-
sow. Mew York: Williamm Morrow &
Company. 1933, $2.50,

Reviewed by BrRancHE CABELL

N “MNever Ask the End” Isabel Pater-

gon haos writien a book which, in the

first place, I declare Lo be very beau-

tiful and humorous, and not a littile
porturbing, 1 then obey iis imperative
title. 1 ask only how many persons—in
maore common falrness to her less protean
fellow creatures — precisely how many
porsens, is Mrs, Palerson entltled to be?

I mean, that for a long while I have
pleasurably encountered, in the Herald
Tribune, upen Sunday after Sunday, that
not especially Sabbatical Book Worm who
(from her own unigue worm hole, drilled

delicately upon the border line betwesn |

respect and derision) has made public,
upen Sundesy after Sunday, the travels,
the teas, the wardrobes, and the post cards
of the preceding week’s literary gonluses;
and who subscribes all such gay gallma-
tias with her true, but her suspiciously
apt initials, I. M. P, For an equally long
while have I admired the signed-in-full
book reviews of Isabel Paterson, thoss
scholarly snd st tmes profeund ap-
praisals, written, it would seem, by an
elfin Ph. D, (after having considered her
allotted book's auther a bit over-appreci-
atively) with an serially sardonic and an
always faintly inhuman sympathy, ex-
pressed in quite solemn sounding sen=
tences which yet—I do not in the least
know how—conirived to twinkle.

Meither one of these two beings, them-
selves strangely disparate, could be made
to fit in with that whole-hearted romanti-
cist who wrole “The Singing Sesson,”
“The Fourth Queen,” and “The Road of
the Gods"—and who attained. in at all
events this last-named book, to passage
after passage of authentic thaumaturgy.
It has beon to me & puzzle, now for some
years, why "The Road of the Gods” did
not ever atiract & proper fraction of the
ettention it merited. 1 pity any literate
person who cannot delight in its fine hate
story, enacted by the High Priest of the
Cowyth-An and Alethea, the Washer of
the Dead, or who reads without suitable
zest about the Council of Dusty Feet, ar
abaut the Men Whe Danced Like Bears,
of, abowe all, about the strayed wild Ro-

man Legion, in rebellion against the Rome |

of Augustus Cesar, and wandering at
loose ends over half Europe in quest of
the fabled City of Salt and Silver.

All theze affairs, I repeat, along with
yet other splendifercus matters which
figure in “The Road of the Gods" ap-

peared, to my color=loving fancy, to be |
distinetly gorgeous notlons in the while |

that all these figments moved sparklingly
among the gray magics of a Druid Weod,
reared somewhere between Legend and
Faéry. All these did T accept gratefully
{in the fit romantic terms) as brave boons,
and &z guerdons, and as largesse bestowed
by this third Isabel Paterson. I applavded
her, In betel, as the most nobly endowed
af our few surviving romanticlists

Well, and my reward is that this hither-
to triune creature has now written “Never
Ask the End” and has thus assumed &
fourth avatar, which in no feature re-
sembles any one of the other three, She
haz wrltten a “modern novel” which puz-
zles me by its profound and its entiee dis-
connection from all and each of her pre-
eeding appearances in print, and which
moves me to inguire, yet agaln, just how
many persons Is Isabel Paterson entitled
to be?

e

N

modern Modern,

IFTY years ago is always further away in its point of view than one or
two hundred years back; it is more distasteful to us, more comie.
Surface fashions change quickly, especially in dress, humor, and
whizkers. Each new generation rearranges these simple disgpulses, and
feels sure that such things are significant, and that they go desp.

It i= hard to see Yesterday. When men write books about it they describe it
minutely and accurately, but it is as though they were deseribing the cast-off
skin of a snake. They laugh at this or that peculisr marking, they point out
mottled spots. But they show us only the dry wrinkled skins. The live and
handsome belngs who wore them aren't in the museum.

Those belngs were human, They were of the same species as the most

Qeansecsc Sy

have conveyed to you the most complets | from each moment to the next moment,

travesty of the book conceivable,

For in point of fact, the book is not con- |

cerned with these matters In any sense
more serious than is algebra concerned
with the letters of the alphabet, or than
the parable of the Good Shepherd deals
with sheep rafsing. “Never Ask the End
the fact gradually dawnsz on a diserimina-
tive reader, = instead o book about, “What

do men want, what do women want, of
each other and of life? And Mrs. Pater-
son makes yet more immediate this ques-
tion (without ever dabbling in the unwis-
dom of attempting to answer it herself)
by the adroit use of a technique which, in
so far as I know, is new,

An admirer can but indicate the em-
ployed method of narrative by remarking
here that, of what Is done, of what is sald,
of what is thought, of what is felt, and of
whatsoever too at that exact instant s re-
collected, by Marta or by Pauline or by
Russ, all is presented, just as in human
living it all does occur to human consci=

| ousness, simultaneously, and with the

“Never Ask the End™ tells of how three |

Americans, one male and the other two
female, each one of the tric somewhere in
the forties, each with a reasonably exten-
sive and wvariously peopled “past” meet
in Paris. One of the women, Marta Brown,
has for a long while known both of her
compatriots, but Pauline Gardiner and
Russell Girard meet for the frst time, The
three get on together quite nicely, in and
about Parls, in and about bed, in and
about all matters. That, erudely and curt-
Iy and superficially, i= the story of “MNever
Ask the End.” That alone "happens” dur=
ing the progress of the book. When I have
said this much, all which is truthful, I

same frrelevantly distributed emphasis,
Isabel Paterson has thus tried fo present
—actually for the first time, I belisve—the
nctiial mental and emotlonal and p]'l:,r'.si.ﬂll
life of tolerably civilized beings ss that
life does actually appear (in, as the pains-

| taking might phrase it, five dimensions)

at each feeting instant of life's actual ex<
istence. You may dismlss any such at-
tempt, should you so elect, as a tour de
foree: but I prefer to call it a small master-
phece of dexterity. For the attempt suc-
ceeds,

It follows that this fourth Mrs. Paterson
has made, in “"Mever Ask the End" a book
which any tolerably civilized American

must regard, throughout, with a sort of |
charmed squirming. In one of, as they say, |

o certain age, this ook will evaolee, T think,
an amused and yet half-resentful sense
of having been undressed (once more, &
bit over-appreciatively) and then left
naked, by a totally fair-minded person.
Of those of us Amerleans, reasonably eul-
tured, whe have today reached respons
sible middle Life, here 2 an honest por-
trait, all the honest will admit perforee.
Thus, and not otherwlze, have we lived,

during the most notable gencration, it may
be, and during the most disastrous gen-
eraticn, it is certain, in the world's his-
tary.

Today (now that “the grass is growing
again over Litge”), today the consoling
outcome iz, that we oldsters are exceed-
ingly well content to live on, for the rest
of our granted while, weaving at every
granted instant our five granted threads
—of nctlon, of speech, of emotion, of
thought, and of recollection — late no
Penelope’s weh, to be unravelled ower-
night, but into a pattern destroved in-
stantly, and recast instantly into another
pattern no less inconceivably transient.
Throughout some and forty wyears, we
now know, we have done just this, and
only this much, untiringly. And yet, “we
had a good life," says Marta Brown, in the
upshot. "We would very willingly do it
all over again, and but hope to do it bet-
hr—ll

For one does not really regret, ot bot-
tom, that this futile pattern-weaving, in-
side sur own braln eells, has proved to be
the utmost that life could amount to, so
long ms life vet endured in us “and the
spirit still scknowledged itz debt to the
body for having served its joy." By the
middle forties, in fine, cne has perceived
that these momentary fivefeld patterns
can, rather often, be made amusing or
beautiful or even, in thelr own small way,
instructive. One has seen that our human
delight in them avails, day in and day out,
to keep life an interesting and a fascinat-
ing kaleidoscope, and that it does recon-
eile usg, each cne of us, at well-nigh every
instant, to leaving all human life wnex-
plained. Wa obey, in short, the fourth Mra.
Patersor: we never ask the end.

I concede this freely, I commend these
salutary morals. None the less do T de-
mand of the welkin, with same such shade
of resentrment as = natural in & mere unit,
just how many persens iz Isabel Paterson
entitled to be?

In & wery special sense Bjirnstjerne
Bjdrnson, whose hundredth birthday was
recently celebrated, savs Professor J. G.
Robertson, writing in the London Ob=
gerver, “is a national poet of his people,
their representative man of letters in his
generation. Indecd, at the close of last
century when Ibsen loomed so large on
the literary herizon of Europe, there was
not o little resentment in Norway b see-
ing the lustre of his brather in arms thus
dimmed and eclisped.”

Westward Ho

THE BRIGHT LAND. By Jaxer Aven
Fampank. Boston: Houghton MiRin.
1932 $2.50,

Reviewed by Avvan C. Beasie
HE reader who delights in no
more than a good story will be
more than amply repaid by read-
ing Mrs. Fairbank's book: and he

will get maore, He will get a well-docu-
mented narrative of American life, eov-
ering the period between Jackson's ad-
ministration and the Reconstruction {and
the documentatlon, for a change, fits in
the pictire); he will move with the hero-
ine, from Mew Hampshire to Galena, Iili-
nais, with side trips o Beston, Mew York,
Chicage, and NMNew Orleans, Abbey-
Delight Flagg made a runaway match be-
cause of her father—a petly domestic
tyrant, and a type-specimen of that genus.
With a husband she had met but three
days before, she went west and literally
grew up with the country, Those were
stirring times: the Indians were almost
on thelr last legs: Galena was o man's
town superseding c:h'it:n,gn at that pariod,
and Aboelitionist talk was rife in the land.
Stephen Blanchard was a man of his
time; he made money hand ever Ast and
a long life did not teach him how to man-
age it. Life Aowed along: children were
born and grew up; the Civil War broke
out, their sons enlisted and their daugh-
ters felt the [azeination of the uniform,
When the war waes over, Stephen went
rapidly downhill—he was twenty venrs
older than his bride, and as the nowvel
closes, his children gathered symbolically
from cast and west to speed him on this
last adventure,

It is a good tale not toos well teld, bat
the wealth of incldent will hald the atten-
tion of the most exacting reader. Of style,
Mrs, Fairbank has no inkling: the best
that ean be sid for it, is its complete lack
of pretension and a simplicity unmarred
by affectation and unrelicved by a feel-
ing for exactitude and inevitability of
phrase. In motivatlon, it is startlingly
lacking; it reads like & story the suther
had once bren tald, in all its multiplieity
of detail—a story that “ought to be writ=
ten down.” At times, it s most naive, and
we [eel that the particularly ingenuous
touches represent, unfortunately enough,
conscious efforts on the auther's part to
achleve a more than temporal signifi-
cance, Yot none of these episodes are un-
likely, and in the hands of an artist, might
have pointed up the narrative and lent
it the significance of which its elreum-
stantial nature strips it. Cases in point:
the specious parallelism of Abbey-De-
light's runaway match and her daugh-
ter's elopement; the reappearance of her
long-lost brother in the guise of & river
gambler on ane of her hushand's boats
and, most pathetically obvious and awk-
ward of all, the one "great respectable
moment” of this dissolute brother, in as-
gisting hiz intoxicated nephew—Abbey’s
son—on to the boat, which promptly
blows wp!

An interesting relic that was recently
sold in England was the telescope wsed by
Nelson at Trafalgar. It is inseribed, "Ho-
ratio Melson, from E. L. H. and T, M. H,
1B03," showing that it was a joint gift from
Lanﬁ.' Hamilton and l::ap‘l.u.i.n ]'lt.nly. It was
bought by a British firm for 1,450 guineas.
Two watches, one presented to Nelson on
the oceasion of his marriage, and the other
given by Lady Hamilton ta the young
gailor who killed the Frenchman who
shot Melson, went for 380 guineas.

This Group of Current Books:
NEVER ASK THE END. By
Everywoman

Everyman,
Tribung Bools,
Huaas,

THE WORLD ALMANAC,

This Less Recant Book:

The § aturday Review Recommends
I=aset Patesson. Morrow.
,and life in a novel by L M. P, of the Herald-

THE GERMAN PHOENIX. By Oswain Garmisor VILLamp, Smith &
The German Republie today and in its development.

The indispensable handbook,

CALL HOME THE HEART. By Frounmso Bueke, Longmane, Greén,
A novel laid in the mill district of the South,
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