MON

MONACENSIA

Verbundkatalog Kalliope

In: The Nation. Vol. CLXIV, Nr. 2, 11.1.1947, S. 51

The Queen and Columbus. Ferdinand and Isabella. By Hermann Kesten.

Mann, Klaus

1947-01-11

Nutzungsbedingungen

Bei zahlreichen Dokumenten auf monacensia-digital.de sind die Urheberrechte bereits abgelaufen. Sie
sind gemeinfrei und durfen ohne weitere Riicksprache mit der Monacensia weiterverwendet werden.

Bei den Dokumenten, bei denen noch Urheberrechte bestehen, missen fir eine Weiterverwendung
stets die Rechteinhaber*innen angefragt werden sowie eine Publikationsgenehmigung der Monacensia
eingeholt werden. Das Zitatrecht bleibt hiervon unberihrt.

Zur Erteilung einer Publikationserlaubnis wenden Sie sich bitte an:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus

Literaturarchiv

Adresse: Maria-Theresia-StraBe 23, 81675 Miinchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Terms of use

The copyrights for numerous documents on monacensia-digital.de have already expired. They are in the
public domain and may be reused without further consultation with Monacensia. In the case of
documents for which copyrights still exist, the copyright holders must always be contacted for further
use and publication permission must be obtained from the Monacensia. The right to quote under
copyright law remains unaffected by this. To obtain permission for publication, please contact:

Monacensia im Hildebrandhaus:

Literaturarchiv

Address: Maria-Theresia-StraBe 23, 81675 Minchen
E-Mail: monacensia.literaturarchiv@muenchen.de

Visual \\Llibrary



: The NATION

ed u the returning embassies,” and
ms.gimhfm?wmm “Shrines illumined by
e of a revived speculation.”” Whatever pratituds
sward M, Vatise here soon collapses, “Rien ne
nce au front des palais” is turned into “Nathinp
in fromt of the palaces”; any schoolboy mrould
tly translated i the fo:rhurd' of, allowing one
fagade of buildings as faces. "And the dream
read for "Et leréve fraichit.”
12d been the result of an attempt to convey some
A5 music and thythins to the American reader,
kes wauld not matter in the least, Buk Mrs, Vardse
ingly’uninspired. A single poem of Hart Crane's,
e, though not at all derivative, can give you more
ace of Rimbaud than all these translations fogether.
sf course, keep one from having to tum ton often
iamq mﬂ BLANC-ROOS

\ Up-Please It Spinach

UP PLEASE ITS TIME. By Elizabeth H.lm
il and Hihﬂb(k 5-50 L =

{urnu.ilnukwu.':ss-pcrhnps butuﬂmdﬂl
1e type of mystery, in-which. the reader’s object is
¢ the point of the book. The title seems to present
course, and after you Hurry Up and read the val-
do discover that It's Time to fight for socialism
is nothing about-socialismiin the book except for a
s at the end expressing I.I:e-uullur's ungualified
lyzed indorsement.

ket, which'] consulted r:gu'ly I’o: a lead, says that
hec most important book™™ {mors impertant even
fion Is Spinach™}, Miss Hawes “darcs 1o expose
rarefully bushed-up. ills.” These appear to he, in
icof peavity, the petronizing attitude of trade-union

ol trade-union women ; marital infidelity in and out ©

wr movement, of the "Great Bed Bug”; the con-
fascist natuge of employers; red-baiting in the
wd, sbove all, "Walter Reuther, who is not 18
'in d},hmnh&m}lﬂumlﬂhkem

m:-,lmmadwnfmlymﬂithbﬂt

Mo 2,

¥ Jmu.;l.l.’)’ 11, 39‘17

and thinks he has the requisite skill in machine politics,

" His activities tumn her “'as cold as do those of the N. A, M.,
‘gnd i we permit him to “mix us up by a red scare or indi-

vidualistic behavior—then we may expect the U, 5. A, 10

_ foltow in the foolsteps of Nazi Germany.”

‘These remarkable bits of libelous passion, fully backed by
erained inference and far-fetched ancedote, are in keeping
with the vapory nature of the book, which in a disjointed
way lells of the frustrations in educating women in the
prisciples of trade unionism,

" Ida not profess to have discovered the point of the book,
" bt since all mysieries are supposed (o have a eulprit, 1 pick

 Reyal and Hitchcock,

'ﬂm Queen and Columbus

FEE.DJ"J.-!ND AND ISABELLA. Dy Hermann Kesten.
S, 1A A Wyn. $3. "2
EVJ:N yeass ago J reviewed in these columns Hermann
Kesten's novel “The Children of Guernica,” the book
swith which that authar introduced himself to the American
reading public. “Ferdinand and Isabells™ testifies once mare
“to the freshness and originality of his talent,
*. The events described in this historical novel are known to
any college student—Spain's ruthless and tenacious strupgle
frr power staried by Queen Isshella toward the end of the
fltecatl century, the inhuman persecution and expulsion
‘of the Smnish Jews and Anbs under the Inquisition,
Iiler.ruu:! deed and pc:tsnml drama of Christopher Cohun-
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bus. (“A world is my monument,” muses the unfortunate dis-
coverer. "Spanish chains are my reward.” ) But the [amiliar
characters and situations assume an entirely new relevance
and fascinstion as a truly ereative writer depitts them with
poignant wit and profound compassion,

There ate heart-breaking scenes dramatizing the I'n.lﬂ-_rl
dom of labella's vicims—the Moors whom she was deter-
mincd 1o catcrminate, the Jews whose tormented outcrg,
“God, You see and arc dumb?* resounds through the pages
of the chronicle. In spite of all its moral indignation, how-
ever, the chronicle treats the blood-stained heroine with
fairness and understanding, The Isabella it portrays is not
just a monster of preed and fanaticism; she is 2 live woman,
a human being—complex, contradictory, problematical, At
times she is almost lovable; in other moments she has tragic
grandeur. And again there are hours when she becomes puny
and pitiful, There are hoors of doubt. Looking ata "gouty
old man,” a “sublime, ridiculous old man™ by the name of
Christopher Columbus, the Queen of both the Spains won-
ders, shuddering: "Are all great men mad? Have I been mad,
toa? Is madness preatness? Is greatness madness? Poor,
poor old man!™

A skeptic and moralist in tb: Voltairean t.udth Kesten
seems to tell us that madncss was ruling the world foar han-
ddred and fifty years ago as it is taday. Which is not to say
that we should acquiesce in madness. Kesten, for one, does
not—as he las proved once more by writing the frightening
and cdifying, bitter and entertaining story of Queen Isabella
and her beloved Ferdinand, nicknamed "King Petticoat,”.
S KLAUS MANN
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1 You ot Knowre

. HOW THE. CATHOLIC CHURCH EXISTS IN A

DEMOCRACY

" WHAT THE STEPINAC CASE MEANS TO US
MUST WE CHOOSE BETWEEN ROMR AND
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