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O R ' fc'^.'.e of u s w h o h a d t h e good
fortune to meet William Bolitho,
that r a r e a n d flashing personality,
alight with passionate interest in life, brilliant, sudden, baffling, this book by his
wife, half idyllic romance, half biography,
will be of compelling appeal. B u t it needs
no personal recollection of the man, nor
even acquaintance with the vivid columns
which a few years ago graced the "page
opposite editorial" of the now vanished
World, to find it fascinating. For Mrs. B o l itho writes so well, w i t h so sure a sense of
t h e dramatic, so unfailing an eye for t h e
significant and, above all, with so p r o found and moving an emotion as to c o m municate her own fervor of feeling to the
reader. T h e r e will always be two m i n d s
as to the p r o p r i e t y and taste of such d o c u ments of the h e a r t as this, revelations of
a relationship so intimate t h a t to b a r e it
to the public gaze during the lifetime of
both participants would be unthinkable,
and which, even after death h a s broken it,
r u n s t h e risk in the telling of appearing
either sentimental or defiled. Our own i n clination i s . a g a i n s t them, b u t h e r e is a
volume which, to us at least, rides t r i umphantly over the objections which can
be brought against most of its kind. It
t h r o b s w i t h feeling, yet is n o t sentimental,
and the picture it leaves of a life compounded of early disappointments and
griefs and later fulfilments which could
never wholly eradicate the m e m o r y of
those earlier pains has all t h e justification
to which a w o r k of a r t can lay claim.
P e r h a p s in nothing does Mrs. Bolitho
more surely prove h e r skill t h a n in the
fact t h a t t h o u g h she w r i t e s of herself
as heroine, and^that it is h e r u n a s s u a g e able sorrow which gives glow to t h e book,
it is the figure of her h u s b a n d which holds
the center of t h e stage. J o h n as h e lies
dying, breathing his last in the m e a n little
room in a hospital in Marseilles to which
he has been carried after a wayside collision, m u r m u r i n g his love for Helen in the
intervals of thinking himself back in the
trenches, J o h n in t h e incredibly beautiful
garden at Vedeimes, lush with blossom,
(Continued on page 123)
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OURT memoir forms but a scant
p a r t of American letters. American
politics has h a d few tattlers. We
have h a d expounders, interpreters, and
propagandists infesting the literature of
o u r public life. But few American writers
have taken off their shoes, let down their
hair, unbuttoned their clothes, and gossipped genially, amiably, or even malevolently, about our American presidents
and t h e i r private lives in t h e little white
colonial mansion on Pennsylvania A v e nue. Alas, now, the little white colonial
mansion that McKinley k n e w has e x panded. Today it is an office building with
an incidental residence. Mrs. Theodore
Roosevelt, t h e first White House lady to
live n e x t to the executive offices, used to
say t h a t she felt like a w o m a n w h o lived
over t h e store.
In t h e forty-two years covered by Ike
Hoover's gossipy reminiscences of the
White House h e lived only fifteen of them
in t h e old White House, t h e White House
before Theodore Roosevelt had begun to
t u r n it architecturally into an office building. These fifteen years in which Ike
Hoover lived in the old White House h e
lived as one of t h e u s h e r s after having
graduated from an electrician's job. As an
ordinary usher, even in t h e old White
House, h e had few opportunities and p r o b ably little desire to associate intimately
w i t h t h e passing statesmen in the White
House and their families. But w h e n h e b e came chief usher, h e became in a w a y
major domo of t h e White House. His job
for nearly a q u a r t e r of a c e n t u r y h a s
been to look after the president and his
family in residence; sometimes to follow t h e m about t h e world. H e w e n t to
P a r i s with WUson. H e w a s a sort of butler,
social adviser, fidus Achates, head doorman, and buffer between t h e president and
the White House staff. But because in his
more t h a n twenty years as chief usher t h e
various presidents' major duties w e r e o u t side of t h e White House, I k e Hoover seems
(Continued on page 126)

Kings. Amos, t h a t farmer prophet of the
hill country of J u d a h , first raised in d r a matic form the problem of social justice,
fair t r e a t m e n t of debtors, and balanced
prices.
Physically, and in other ways also, the
basic structure of our land of yesterday
has been torn to pieces. By the r a w p i o neer rules of first stakes w e have e n camped as migrants a n d h a v e taken
greedily and unevenly of its wealth. A
few of us, in consequence, have much
more than we can comfortably or decently spend or handle; yet most of us have
too little for comfort, decency, and hope
of a general progress.
We face, moreover, these h a r d facts:
first, the land frontier of the United
States is gone. Depression can no longer
be solved by shipping the unemployed
West. We m u s t l e a m to live w i t h each
other. We h a v e no longer enormous, u n exploited natural resources awaiting only
the touch of young and vigorous h a n d s to
be transformed into fabulous individual
wealth.
Second, the wealth that m a y be drawn
by the shrewdest of a rapidly expanding
.•f.,:\, . .ji. ^e- ii^ r'..u.'Uj.o.e^-^.j?:i
Ic> iiovi- U.ci's
.g tirfan t-nd. I,
tli« old days, expanding population, and
in t h e way.
the million or so of people w e received
I am sometimes accused of u n d u e idealannually from Europe, enlarged certain
ism; b u t I know very well t h a t it will not
of our cities so rapidly that tremendous
do to hope too m u c h of the generation of
real estate values were reared. Today, i m which I a m a part. It is simply impossible
migration is mostly shut out. Our birth
for us to let go overnight of the habits
rate is decreasing. It appears t h a t by 1950
and beliefs of a lifetime. Younger people,
our population will probably reach its
if they will, can easily accomplish changes
peak, around a h u n d r e d and fifty million
which seem impossible to older people.
people, and then start declining. O u r r u r a l
Unfortunately, m a n y of the oncoming
areas, especially in the South, furnish
generation now in our schools, or idling
most of the present population increase.
in o u r homes, are handicapped by an i n Most of our cities are growing only i n s o heritance of past concepts, bitterly comfar as they suck in the surplus population
plicated by the present stalemate. They
are stirred by the fact that the present j from farms and small towns; and this s u r plus is falling off.
world does not seem to want their services
Third, enormous decentralizing forces
into potentially menacing forms of protest.
If misled by demagogues and half-baked
educators, they m a y be inclined t o a s sume more and m o r e t h a t the world owes
them not only a living b u t a limousine.
Their restlessness and present disillusionm e n t can be fatal or infinitely constructive, depending u p o n which side they
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alone will n o t lead t h e m t o consolidate the
Reviewed by Alvah C. Bessie
position we now strive to hold, and push
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forward to something better.
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The Children of Israel's problems did
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not come to an end after t h e y had crossed
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the borders, or even after they had taken
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ite civilization. Their old frontier was
gone. They h a d t o w o r k on n e w frontiers.
T U R K E S T A N REUNION
By ELEANOR HOLGATE LATTIMORE
These problems, in m a n y respects s t r i k Reviewed by Kermit Roosevelt
ingly modern, provoked the strife and
HEN those forty thousand u n disciplined slaves, the Children of Israel, left Egypt, it
w a s possible for t h e m to reach their p r o m ised land within a few months. But they
were not fit to march a straight course,
enter, and take possession. The older men
and women among them thought of
everything in terms of the fieshpots of
Egypt. Before the promised land could be
attained it was necessary for the younger
generation, hardened by travels in the
wilderness, to come to maturity.
We have been forced away from the
fieshpots. When our stock market crashed
in 1929 it was plain that w e would have to
abandon them. We, too, k n o w something
about a new land and how it may be
reached, b u t we are not yet fit to go in
and t a k e possession. Too many of us
would like one last r o u n d with those fleshpots and golden calves. It may be that
m a n y of our younger people have been
sufficiently hardened by suffering in our
economic wilderness. B u t all will have to
come to a more effective maturity before
the n e w land can be fully possessed. A d vance guards sent out to estimate the cost

turmoil which resulted in the tremendous
literature of the prophets a n d the historical records contained in Chronicles and
•The following article is to form part of the
concluding chapter of Secretary Wallace's
"New Frontiers" shortly to be issued by Keynal & Hitchcock.
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are beginning to influence the psychology
and eventually the location of many of
our city families. Hard roads, trucks, autos, high-line electricity, and the increasing love of city people for good air, sunshine, trees, and natural surroundings,
will inevitably result in drawing millions
of Americans back into the open.
As we dimly discern these forces which
will be at work among us for years to
come, we wonder just what, in the new
combination, will give to the new life the
same unity that our old life obtained, simply as a result of fears and hopes centering in the frontier.
The old frontier was real. There were
Indians and fear of foreign conquest. People in the older colonies or states had to
stand together against actual perils on the
edge of a new civilization. Their determination to stand together was continually
renewed by romantic tales of many unknown kinds of wealth out on the frontier, of precious metals, and fertile valleys,
although as a matter of fact, the old frontier was all too often a place of ragged,
barbed-wire fences, dusty roads, unpainted shacks. Nevertheless, the hopes
and fears that existed in the old frontier
furnished a unity to our national life. For
a hundred and fifty years we felt it was
manifest destiny to push onward, until the
Pacific Coast was reached, until all the
fertile lands between had been plowed
and bound together by railroads and
paved highways. The obvious physical
task to which we set ourselves has been
accomplished; and in so doing, we have
destroyed in large measure the thing
which gave us hope and unity as a people.
We now demand a new unity, a new
hope. There are many spiritual and mental
frontiers yet to be conquered, but they
lead in many different directions and our
hearts have not yet fully warmed to any
one of them. They do not point in an obvious single direction as did that downright physical challenge which, for so
many generations, existed on the Western
edge of our life. Now we have come to the
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so we think of cooperative communities
not merely in a competent commercial
sense but also from the standpoint of people who are helping unfold each other's
lives in terms of the physical locality and
tradition of which they are a part.
In this way, every community can become something distinctly precious in its
own right. Children will not try to escape
as they grow up. They will look ahead to
the possibility of enriching the traditions
of their ancestors.
They will feel it is a privilege to learn
to live with the soil and the neighbors
of their fathers. Such communities will
be strung like many-colored beads on
the thread of the nation and the varied
strings of beads will be the glory of the

forth by the biologists and the economists
of the nineteenth century. Of necessity,
they will recognize competitive individualists and competitive nations and deal
with them, as the anachronisms they are,
treating them kindly, firmly, and carefully.
But the new frontiersman will be continually seeking for his fellows those satisfactions which are mutually enriching.
The nature of these satisfactions can only
be faintly shadowed now. They exist in
a land as strange and far as was America
in 1491. In this land of ageless desire we
are all striving newcomers. It is not a
mushy, sentimental frontier, but one of
hard realities, requiring individual and
social discipline beyond that of the old

truly measured only m terms of contribution to a spirit of world unity, even though
political and economic ties may be very
loose.
In the old days, we could not trust ourselves with joy and beauty because they j
ran coimter to our competitive search for i
wealth and power. Men of the old days,
whether Protestant or Catholic, accepted
implicitly the discipline of the Protestant i
Ethic (see Weber's "The Protestant Ethic
and the Spirit of Capitalism"). The men
of the new day must have their social
discipline comparable in its power with
that of the inner drive toward the hardworking, competitive frugality of the old
frontier. People may actually work harder
than they did on the old frontier, but
their motive will be different. They may
make and use more mechanical inventions.
They may do more to increase the wealthproducing power of the race.
But their efforts will, of necessity, be
continually moved by the spirit of cooperative achievement. They will devise
ways in which the monetary mechanism
can be modified to distribute the rewards
of labor more uniformly. They will work
with disinterested spirit to modify the
governmental and political machinery so
that there is a balanced relationship between prices, an even flow of employment,
and a far wider possibility of social justice and social charity. So enlisted, men
may rightfully feel that they are serving
a function as high as that of any minister
of the Gospel. They will not be socialists,
communists, or fascists, but plain men
trying to gain by democratic methods the
professed objectives of the communists,
socialists, and fascists: security, peace, and
the good life for all. In thefir efforts they
will not allow their work to be divided
or embittered by the dogma or prejudice
of any narrow, superficially logical, political or religious sect. Some will seek for
the fountains of an abundant life in renewed artistic, religious, and scientific inspiration. They will not, I trust, accept
the animal view of human nature, put

all-consummg flame, an intense passion
for fair play, man to man, and man to
woman, in the little time that we are
here. In the Sermon on the Mount, He
spoke of the rules of the Kingdom of
Heaven.
The land beyond the new frontier will
be conquered by the continuous social
inventions of men whose hearts are free
from bitterness, prejudice, hatred, greed,
and fear; by men whose hearts are aflame
with the extraordinary beauty of the scientific, artistic, and spiritual wealth now
before us, if only we reach out confidently, together.
Frontier free-booter democracy of the
purely individualistic type is definitely
gone unless civilization lapses back into
the Dark Ages and starts over again. To
maintain the good points of the old individualism and the old democracy, and
yet to enable modem methods to operate
over an entire continent, without injury
to the rest of the world, is a challenge to
our utmost sympathetic ingenuity.
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chanical inventive power, our widespread
methods of transportation and communication make possible fulfilment of the individual in the unity of the whole.
Hitherto, such talk would have been
mere words and empty ideas. No one of
us yet thinks clearly in this field. But
millions of the unemployed, and hardpressed farmers, as they look at the tragic
waste of empty factories and idle resources, are groping in a new direction.
The good things of the past, including
the finer traits of rugged individualism,
can make their contribution to the triumph of social, cooperative ideals, over
competitive bitterness.
This means hard, definite, precise work.
There may even be an Armageddon such
as Theodore Roosevelt spoke of as he
searched the Scripture and felt his way
toward the dawn of this day. But even
though there may be grievous work, careful study, and hard fighting, the essential
thing is that our spirits be continually renewed by the vision of the ageless operations that bind all humanity together. In
the final analysis, our nation must sei^ve
itself by serving the world, just as you
and I in serving ourselves must keep
steadily in mind the needs of this nation.
These are some of the general considerations that occur as we try to peer beyond new frontiers. Because they are general in nature, they may seem to involve
too exclusively a reliance upon good intentions; and to provide too little of a
concrete pattern for a better order.
Good intentions are not enough,—not
even good intentions backed by enlightened realization of need for less selfishness and more coordination of effort.
Good intentions always have characterized human kind. The fact of aspiration
is the one unfailing bulwark of stubborn
hope that man can learn to master the
world in a way that really expresses
"peace on earth, good will to men."
But there is need to express aspiration
toward the ultimate in terms of today.
There is need to set up such social forms

!. .:-n we c'uic
will reinforce the cultural lite or the entire world? Can we leave something that
contributes toward giving life meaning,
joy, and beauty for generations to come?
During the sixteenth, seventeenth,
eighteenth, and nineteenth centuries, ideas
took possession of our fathers and grandfathers which made them resolute hard
workers, men of iron, equally good as Indian fighters, pioneer farmers, and captains of industry. They suffered and
forged ahead in the world, believing that
there was something prophetically worthy
in all they did. Progress Westward, landward, and wealthward was their continual urge. They exploited not only natural resources but the generations which
came after. We glorify these men, grabbers and exploiters that they were, and
marvel at their conquests. But they did
not know how to live with each other and
they did not know how to teach the
American nation to live with other nations.
The keynote of the new frontier is co5peration just as that of the old frontier
was individualistic competition. The mechanism of progress of the new frontier is
social invention, whereas that of the old
frontier was mechanical invention and the
competitive seizure of opportunities for
wealth. Power and wealth were worshipped in the old days. Beauty and justice and joy of spirit must be worshipped
in the new.
Many of the most lively, intimate expressions of spirit spring from the joyous,
continuous contact of human beings with
a particular locality. They feel the agelong spirit of this valley or that hill each
with its trees and rocks and special tricks
of weather, as the seasons unfold in their
endless charm. If lite can be made secure
in each community and if the rewards of
the different commxmities are distributed
justly, there will flower in every community not only those who attain joy in
daily, productive work well done; but also
those who paint and sing and tell stories
with the flavor peculiar to their own valley, well-loved hill, or broad prairie. And

At this point all of the great leaders of
the past have failed. The world has never
been ripe for a general success. But today
our scientific understanding, our me-

in 1912 have aged into old grandmothers
in the Republican Party. The "New Freedom" of Woodrow Wilson was lost in the
war hysteria of 1917 and 1918. Neither of
these movements reached even one-third
of the way toward a new world. They died
because the new world was not yet ready
to be discovered. But today it has to be
discovered, and when it is discovered.it
must be held on to. The problem is largely
one of spirit, but it is also one of hard
facts and definite action continually accompanying an unfolding of the spirit.
In the meantime, working with the
capitalistic order as it has come to us out
of the past, we can develop policies which
will enable the representatives of agriculture, labor, industry, and consumers to
meet together more effectively than in the
past, and discover just formulae for price
and production policies. The government
sits in either as a party to the negotiations
or as a reviewer and enforcer. This mechanism for a concert of interest, skilfully
worked out, should provide in considerable measure the unwritten constitution
which will govern many of our most significant advances toward economic democracy.

Old Testament
By WILLIAM ROSE BENfiT
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HIS was a bloody God, that to His priests
Delivered up His people, and their foes;
A tribal God, to suit the earlier throes
Of warring Man; a God of lamp-lit feasts—
And lamentation, when the ashen Easts
Revealed anew long-sinning Israel's woes;
And round His throne glared in malefic rows
The angels and the elders and the beasts.
The servitude, the fury, and the lusts,
The treachery, the wailing on the L o r d All these today the sickened heart mistrusts;
And yet—"In the Beginning was the Word,"
And all our truth doth not suffice to dim
Moimt Sion and the six-winged seraphim.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

