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M. Andre Maurois' Reminiscences of Pre-Vichy France
He Writes with Mellowness About His

Own 'Best of All

Possible Worlds'

Revlewed by
Klaus Mann

| REMEMBER, | REMEMBER
By Andre Maourocis, Harper. $3.

NDRE MAUROIS, member of

the French Academy, is a high-
Iy elvilized gentleman, the very
embodiment of suaveness and dig-
nity, He looks and behaves like the
dean of a university where only
nice and wealthy young men are
admitted. Remarkably shrewd and
eautiols, he would never pronounce
a rash, daring word. His persomal
manners, like his literary siyle, are
sgedate but mot without a eertaln
dapper elegance, He has no sense
of humor—not a teace of ik, If he
had, he would giggle about certain
passoges In his autobiography.

Mot that these “intimale mem-
aries” make dull reading; quite the
contrary, they contaln m lot of
clever remarks and colorful ob-
gervations, Especially instructive
snd entertaining are the first five
chaptors with their Uvely descrip-
tions of childhood, eollege, military
service. The background is a pro-
vincial comer of France,
1900, Maurols' father was an Alsa-
tian manufacturer nomed Ernest
Herzog. Wi the Germans an-
nexed Alisce, afler the French de-
bacte of 1871, he moved with his
family to i small town, Elbeuf, near
Rouen, in Normandy. Young Emile
Herzop (alits Andre Maurcis) had
a penchont for literature; hia fo-
vorite author was Kipling, who
represented 10 him “the idea of a
pecessary  hiermrehy,” Hizs own
career aa @ writer, however, had to
be put off: the “necessary
archy™ compelled him to enter his
father's mills, The future biog-
rapher of Shelley found himselfl “at
23 the independent and uncontested
head of o vast industrial domain.”

abouk

hier-

One s nol surprised to hear that
“thiz. power ond  responsibility
trin irmed my life and, 1o some
extent, my character,” As for his

chamicter, it might have suffered
still'more, if it had not been for the

spothing and pucifying effect of
Beothoven's music: “The necessity
of giving orders had tended 1o
harden me. Boethoven called me
back to lkindliness, charity #nnd
love”

The spirit of love touched him
not only through the mediom of
Beethove mrmonies but also in
the mao Ipable form of & greaf,
stirring romance. The young lady
in question, Janine de Szymklewicz,
was of Russian descent and “beau-

tiful as the heroing of a fairy tale
The young industrinlist called her
and made her
. The marriage took
plece in Paris en October 30, 1012,
Two years later the young husband
became & French linison officer in
tha HBritish Army—in experience
which stimuloted him {o write his
first boak, b ence of Colonel
Bromble,” Be it could be pub-
lished {he auihor hod o secure the
conzent of the French Misslon with
the British Army. “You ean't bring
it out under your own name” he
told. *“The English officers
themselves and be
We give you our moral
i, ot you must use @
" Thot is how Emile
Andre Maurols.

was

might recogniz
offended,

Mauroia' first mor-

The story of

.

riage s undoubledly the emo-
tional and literary climax of his
book. Janine died in 1924, The mov-
ing simpliclty with which Maurolz
describes the circumsiances of her
end proves, with unassuming elo-
quence, the depth and bitterness of
his sorrow, However, “life must go
on,” ns the title of the following
chapler indicates,

Life goes on and brings new soe-
cesges, new contacts, and alio a
new wife, Maurois produces one
best-seller after the other, His bi-
ographies of Shelley and Disrmeli
make him famous on five contl-
nents. He travels pbout—feted and
applauded in all the European tap-
italz and in the United States. He
makes friends with English lords
and French marshals. He organizes,
cherishes, expands his fame— tena-
cious, cautious, doggedly ambitious.
His supreme aspiration 8 a sest
in the Academy. He will get b

F THE Janine episode is the most
homan and most engaging part of

the book, its most ridiculous inter-
mezzo (s cerfainly the chapter
called *“The Capltal” deseribing

Mourois' elevation fo the rank of
official immortality, Hia pride and
joy are inordinate, childlike, naive
—almaat disarmingly so. I like the
solemn tremolo In his voice when
he tells us; "To be chosen by one's
elders and one’s peers {o &it in the
company te whith Cornellle and
Racing, Voltaire and Victor Hugo,
Taine and Renan had belouged,
seemad o me & consummation de-
voully to be wished” What he
forgets to mention s that such
mainor talents as Stendhal and Bal-
zie, Flaubert and Zola, Baudelnire
and Mallarme, Proust, Gide and
Claudel, were not deemed worthy
of the membership. And what he
cannot concelve is that such acid-
emicians sz Voltaire and Victor
Hugo would have withdraown from

A Grim,

Reviewed by
Kay Boyle

HOSTAGES. By Stefan Heym
Putnom’s. $2.50.

"I‘HE scene of the book [s Prague,

following the Naxd occupation of
Crechozlovaking the story begins
with the disappearance of a Ger-
man oificer from a popular river-
front eafe. The action is swilt, the
plot Ingenious, the characters un-
mistakable after each has had his
guick, clover sentence or {wo of in-
troduction, The fsmiliar rosy -
cheeked, brutal young 55 men click
heels, slap faces and place under
nrrest everyone who is found in the
cafe at the time of the drunken
officer’s extinction by muvder or
suicide.

The story proceeds—with rather
emateurish deviations Into under-
ground setivities—with the fate of
five of these hostages who are
poized In the pafe and impriscned
in o single cell, There are two ro-
mances in {f—one that developes (n
connection with the actual plot, and
one - that emerges piece by picce
from the poast in the conversation
wf two of the hostages awaiting

the “majestie institution® it they
had lived to witness its disgrace
and the distortion of its character.
Henri Bergson and Edounrd Herriot
acted in the spleit of Veltaire and
Victor Hugo; they renounced the
titlea and decorations now depre-
clated nnd polluted by foreign con-
querars: and by Interior traitors,
But Andre Mourols prefers his
Academic honor to his honor as a
French patriot, & democral, and a
Jew, And why? Becatse he
Sunpaolitical,”

“We must colfivate our garden,”
he advises his wife, who wonders
for

about what may be in store

France snd for the world. The
matrimonial dinlogue takes place
after a party to celebrate a birthday
af Mme Mourols. The Duke and
Duchess of Windsor were omong
the guests. The Maurois and the
Windsors are on {riendly terma
“They invited us to spend Chrisi-
mas of 1838 st their house at Cap
d'Antibes,” Maurocis reporls proud-
ly, “and gave us & real English
Christmas dinner. . . . In Paris they
took us to a conceri by Stokowskl,
the Duke much embarrassed be-
cause he had orchestra seats and
had newer been in the thester be-
fore except in a roynl box. They
came a number of times o have

uotariesy Arl IRsULIE,

The nestalgio of a Paris that is no more. Mourice Utrilla’s
painting, *'View of Sacre Coeur."”

death. There B murder and blood
and thunder in this book—and there
ks without any doubt a sensstional
maovie in it. But of depth of fecl-
Ing or nobillty of expression, there
is pone at all

The suthor, Stefan Heym, s a
young German journalist whose
conftributions to leading demoeratie
papers necessitated his flignt from
Germany, and later from Crecho=
slovakin, and who suceceded, in
1835, in resching the United Stales.
Heym's father was taken as hostage
in his place in Germany, and com-
mitted suicide after his release.
Here are all the elements of agon-
ized rveality, and yel—despite them
—thé book Stefan Heym has wilt-
Len has an Il!turuh]}' flippant, jour=
nalistie Ltone, Hiz approsch I8 thi-
atrical, his men and women types,
not people for an instant. A1 what
should be, in the work of a writer
of Impassioned or convincing ex-
presslon, the most solemn and fm-
preszive moments in his narrative,
Heym tirns awkward (o the read-
er's presence and resorts to clown-
in 2 In the scens on page 310
dezeribing . the peasant Janoshik's
return to the cell after houra of
excrucioting torture on the rack,

For the telling of the latter por-
tion of hiz story—the siory of the
five hostages and their questioning
by Gestapo Commissioner Rein-
hardt—Heym has turned to « meth-
od used with brilliance and pro-
foumd psychologicsl sentience by
Arthur Koestler in his “Darlcness at
Noon ™ ‘This method focuses the
questioned ond the guestioner, the
prisoner and the imprisoner In the
ruthless light of an electric lamp,
picking them—and the offivial ste-
nographer—momentarily out of the
blackness of the night and the chaos
of the political scene,

It s one way, and a dramatie
way, of probing the ideclogy of a
reglme and the unreconecilability of
an individual to that regime, but
Hieym's manfpulition of it s o poor
show Indeed. Behind thot stark
light he has placed Commissioner
Reinhardt with none of the mastery,
none of the Insight, none of the
trogic  Inevitability with which
Koestler's examining magistrate,
Ivanoff, faced his wictim, On the
blinding side of the light, Hevm's
D, Wallcnsielner fumbles the role
and muffs the professional lines of

dinher with us, and to please the
Buke [ invited the politiclans whom
he wished fo meel” Of ecourse,
even the most unpolitical host
wonld ask o few politiclans in oeder
to please the Windsore.

OR an unpolitico novelist, Mau-

roig has a surprising lot of high-
ly political econtacts. He prides
himzelf on having known, more or
tess intlaoately, the whole srcay of
leading statesmen both English and
French, He discussed Donte with
Mussolind ond life in general with
Georges Clemencesy. Among his old
soquaintances are men like Andre
Tordieu nnd Marshal Petaln. But
the same Maurcis vho was nok oo
unpolitical to oppose the People's
Front is now tou dreamy mnd de-
tached {0 admit that fherc might
be something wrong with Vichy.
Grandiose and nencommitial, he in=
sists that he is fuithful to his coun-
iry, not to n doctrine ror fo & sect:
he just loves France, and that's
that. “What France? The Franece.
There s only one ‘The physical,
apiritua’, living France; the France
of the villages and the cities . , .
the ‘rance of Pascal and of Va-
lery.” Is it the France of General
de Coualle? Or is It the France of
Marshal Petain?

It is Viehy France. Maurols' al-
ileged lack of political interest i= a
political trick. He does not come
out against Pierre Laval becouse
he is not agoinst him. He even
avoids mentioning the name of Hit-
ltr—not bocause he is in favor of
him {how could he be?), but be-
cause Vichy belleves in Hitler, and
Maurois believes in Viehy.

The publishers of “I Remember,
| Remember”—slightly  perturbed,
pechaps, by their author’s *unpolit=
ical" attitude—emphasize the fact
that “all the books of Andre May-
rols have been baaned by the Nazis
in n spocial decree, an honor easily
undersiood for he is, in his quiet
manner, one of the most efficlent
defenders of the clvilizstion they
mean to destroy.” [ believe, how-
ever, thal the Hozls would have no
objection to the guiet manner of
Andre Maurals, if It were not for
the disgturbing sccident that his real
name |8 Herzog.

Tragic Tale of Men Under the Nazi Heel

Koestler's HRubashov, while the
same dawn croeps ncross the prison
windows, and Wallensteiner—with-
out reality of his own—emulates
cven  Rubashovs last  pathetic
shuffling down the long corridoc
toward death.

I am not, In this review, dealing
with an evaluation of Nazi ideclogy
or behaviorism: but with one
man's Interpretation snd arrange-
ment of their history., There have
been, and there will be agmn great
books o tell us the parts of that
history with nobility and power.
Stefan Heym's is not one of thess
books, and it is a grave thing—as
has been done In certaln instances
in the press—to link hiz name with
the naumes of such other exiled writ-
ers ns Muann, Werfel and Feuchi-
wanger. It is a lamentable Indi-
cotion of lack of judgment and war-
time loss of equilibrium to spenk of
Stefan Heym's book In the same
breath that one speaks of Anna
Seghers' recently published *The
Ssventh Cross,” which gives us with
emotional depth, with restriunt, and
with vision snd power all the in-
sidiousness of that samo regime, as
well as the dogged and intrepid dar-
ing with which It is opposed,




