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QST spectators will  probably 
agree  that “A Bell for Adano” 

(Cort  Theater) is, so far,  the most ef- 
fective American play to come out of 
the war,  and some part of its success 
is no  doubt  due  to  the IacL that it does 
not attempt too much. I have not read 
the novel upon which the  play  is based, 
but  it is obvious that the author  did 
not plan an epic  or  hope to get  into 
one evening the whole truth about 
either  war or  the  men  who fight it. He 
had, instead, a simple  story to tell, ,and 
though that story has implications of 
the greatest importance, no attempt is 
wade to’ force It to carry more  welght 
than It can easily bear, and its slmple 
action is not  cluttered up with more or 
less irrelevant incidents intcoduced out 
of some mistaken notion  that  a  good 
play about  the  war  must somehow get 
in some reference to all its major as- 
pects. 

I confess that  what I had read of 
John Mersey’s novel did n ~ t  much pre- 
dispose me in its  favor. The story, SO 

I read, was concerned with  the misad- 
ventures of a Civil Ma i r s  officer who 

I reahzed-as his superaor did’ not-how 
much  a  conquered Sicdian village 
needed the ancient bell whlch the Ger- 
mans had carrled away. That suggested 

- to me something  a litde precious and a 
little sentlmental. But in  the play at 
least, the bell, convenient symbol though 
it is, remains in its proper place, and 
what we get is not a merely sentimental 
tale  but  a  moving and substantial story 
of the conflict between two men-one  
with a decent sense of the decencies f6r 
which we are supposed to be fighting, 
the  other a  blood-and-guts  general  to 
whom war is war-merely a  question 
of our team against the other. This 
general never appears on the stage, and 
his Influence is directly felt only twice 
“once when we hear him  .through a 
window  bullying  a peasant in  the street: 
below  and once, when his Iong  arm 
reaches out to remove the  oficer  whose 
humanity is brlnging  life  and hope back 

.! to the vlllage. But as the curtain  falls 
i t  is still  an  open  question  whether all 
that decent men have been able to ac- 
complish will not  be  undone by the 
ruthless arrogance of the general and 
his kind. 

P a d  Bsborn, a practiced craftsman, 
has nsade a smooth dramatitation  which 
deserves the high praise  implied in say- 
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ing  that no  uninformed spectator would 
eve1 need to suspect that the story had 
been told before in  another form. 
Fredric March, as t he  man of good-wdl, 
gives a  performance oE remarkable re- 
straint  and effectiveness; the rest of the 
compahy, performances  generally very 
good  indeed,  though I did find  it neces- 
sary to remind myself From time to time 
that  leal Italian peasads probably ’ are 
in actual fact nearly as much like skage 
It2lians as these seem to be. But  per- 
haps  the most significant thing about 
both  the novel and  the play is the seem- 
ing willingness of the  public to take 
both  the  one  and  the  other  to its bosom. 

Six years after  the First \%‘odd War 
was over  New York audiences greeted 
“What Price Glory?”  with  an  enthu- 
siasm which could rnem o d g  that  the 
ribald cynicism of that play expressed 
as. the audience wanted someone to ex- 
press its own no: quite arkiculate re- 
action to the events through which it 
had just lived. Today, three years after 
we entered the present conflict, a corre- 
sponding  audience wodd hardly be ex- 
pected to be in  the mood for a “What 
Price Glory?” but  one  might guess that 
it would find itself mos6 strongtyr at- 
tracted to sDme expressloll of mlhtant 
nationalism, to some tale of martial 
courage, or even to some representation 
of  the crude  horrors of war.  Instead, it 
has chosen to acclaim a humane  appeal 
that  this war shall be made in actual 
fact a war of liberation  rather than a 
war of conquest. If “A Be41 for Adano” 
were  a  work of extraordinary power 
and hence capable of imposing itself, 
its success would mean less as a symp- 
tom. But for $11 its ektivve simplicity 
and sincerity it is hardly str011g enough 
to demand  more attentcon than  the 
public is ready tQ giv2 it, and its SUC- 

cess must mean that it s ~ y s  what many 
want it to say. That many do want  to 
have just these things said is a fact 
hopeful enough  to be worth notii~g. 

Billy Rose’s !‘Seven ILikly Arts,” 
now hogsed in the elaborately refur- 
bished Ziegfeld  Theater, seems to m e  
to provide about evefything  which can 
reasonably be desired in a spectacular 
revue. It is true that nothing now re- 
mains of an original  intention to stress 
Art with  a  big A except two st-unning 
virtuoso performances by Benny Good- 
man  and a rather tame bdlet in the 
classical style. ht is also true that most 
of the entertainment is provided by the 

.established stars rather than by m y  of 
the newcirners; but at least ~WQ of these 
established starr; are at the top of heir 

form,  and Mr. Rose has provided spec- 
tacIe wikh his usual lavkh  hand. Beatrice 
Llllie is stdI.unique  and  still capable of 
making  the gamut from A to B yield 
more variety than most performers can 
get out of what looks like a really ex- 
tensive range; Bert Lahr  can  still  make 
more  and ugIier faces than  any  two 
other comedlans on our stage. The skit 
in which Miss Lillie  appears as a high- 
born  English lady who  has  learned out 
of ~a book how  to talk to  American 
soldiers in their  own  language is very 
funny indeed  but no  funnier  than that: 
in which she  sings a waltz song  and 
has  nothing except herself to use as 
material. Mr. Lahr’s rendition of a 
drinking  song^ in the  manner of “The 
Student Prince,” is also hilarious,  even 
though it wzs obviously suggested by 
his masterly rendition, some years  back, 
of “The Song of the Woodman.” Qoc 
Rockwell’s lecture on  female  anatomy 
will continue to be a high spot unless 
the police insist that  the  young lady 
who indicates the organs  under discus- 
sion by means of an dluminated  manikin 
must in the  future make fewer embar- 
rassing mistakes. 
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RANKLY, I doubt I am qualified 
to arrive at -any sensible, assessment 

of Miss Elizabeth Taylor. Ever since E 
first saw the child,  two or three years 
ago, in I forget  what  minor role in 
what movie, I have been chohd with 
the peculiar sort of adoration I might 
have felt if we were  both in  the same 
grade of primary school. I feel I am 
obligated to this unpleasant  unveiling 
because it is now my duty to try to re- 
view her, in  “National Velvet,” in her 
first major role. 

So far as I can see on an exceedingly 
cloudy day, I wouldn’t say she is par- 
’ticulnrlg gifted as an actress. She seems, 
rather,  to turn things OB and o n ,  much 
as  she is told, with  perhaps a fair 
amount of natural grace and of a natu- 
ral-born female’s sleepwalking sort of 

.guile, but without much, if any, of an 
artist’s  intuldon, perception, or resource. 
She stnkes me, however, if I may resort 
to conservative statement, as being  rap. 
turously beautiful. I think  she also has a 
talent, of a sort, in the particular  things 
she can turn on: which are most con- 
sp~cuously a mock-pastoral kind of sim- 
plicity, and two or three speeds of 
sem-hysterical emotion, such as C C S ~ S ~ ,  
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an odd sort of pre-specific erotic sen- 
dence, and  the  angush of overstramed 
hope, imagination,  and faith. Since 
these 2re precisely the fiiings she needs 
far her role  in “Nahonal Velvet”- 
which is  a few-toned-scale semi-fairy 
story about a twelve-year-old gih1 in 
love with a korsGand since I think it 
is the most  hopeful business of movies 
to find the perfect  people  rather  than 
the perfect artlsts, 1 think that she and 
the picture  are  wonderful,  and I hardly 
know or care whether shs can act or not. 

I an quite sure  about Mlckey Roonaney: 
he is  an extremely wise and  moving 
actor, and if I am ever again tempted to 
speak disrespectfuIly of him,  that  will 
be in mger over the unforgwale waste 
of a forceful yet subtle talent,  proved 
capable o €  self-discipline and of the 
hardest  roles  that could be thrown it. (E 
suggest it jealously, ‘because 1 would so 
IOTY to make the films rather than see 

‘ them made ; but If-only a Studs Lonigsln 
for the middle  period a d d  be found- 
the  two I will mention mght conceiv- 
ably overlap it-and inter-studio entan- 
@ , ~ r n ~ t s  conld SO be combed out &at 
both Rooney and James Cagney-from 
whom Rooney has Iearned a lot-were 
avarlable, they could find in  FarrelIs 
trilogy the best roles of their lives; and 
h s e  novels, done as they should ,be, 
couId become three  major American 
movies.) 

There  are still other good things 
about “Nalional  Velvet”: the perform- 
ance of Anrie Revere as the ,girl’s 
mother and or‘ Donald  Crisp as her 
father (except for their tedious habit 
of addressing each other as “Mr. 
Brown”  and “Trilrs. Brow%” and some 
conventional blts a€ business which I 
suspect were forced down Crisp’s 
throat) ; the endearing appearance (I 
don’t suppose one can redly call i t  a 
performance) of Jackie Jenkins ; and a 
number of gently pretty “touches,” 
m a d y  domestic, which may have been 
Clarence Blown’s, who dlrected, 01 may 
kwe  been i n  the script, or for that mat- 
ter in Enid Bagnold’s novel. And  there 
are  few  outright blunders, like &e silly 
burlesquing of one adolescent love 
scene. 

Y e t  in a sense-the sense of a11 t he  
opportunities, OK obligations, which 
were  either neglected, with or wit5out 
reason, or went unrealized-almost the 
whole picture is a  blunder mitigated 
diefly but insufficiently by the over-all 
charm of the story and affectionateness 
Qf the treatment, by Rooniy’s all but 
unimprovable performance (I won- 
der only about his very skilful but 

st~dited use of his hands fn Us impres- 
sive drunk scene), and by a couple of 
dozen piercing rnoments-whia5 may 
have t ~ a n s h e d  me exdnsively-from 
Miss Taylor. 

The makers of be h h  had an all but 
ideal movie: a nominally v q  simple 
story, expressing itself abundantly in 
vxsual and active terms, WE& inclosed 
and might have  illuminated almost end- 
less recessions and intwreverberatlons of 
emotion and meaIling into religious and 
sexual psychology and  into  naturalistic 
legend But of alI  these reins, all of 
which needed so light,  hard, dear a 
hand, they seem to have been conscious 
only df the most obvious; an6 they have 
bungled &en their rnaaagement of 
those. Far from nnderstandmg and valu- 
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to make a flop rrf “National Velvet.”’ 1 
expect to see it again myself, fQ1 that 
matter. 

Outstsandlrag Releases in 1944 
~ m 5 :  IF”& in E Bat (w. Anne“) fop 

organ; Bonnet; V 11-5528, $1. Sonata in 
E minor for violin  and figured bass (Peters 
Serles 3, Vol. Vn, N o  2) (for the &st 
movement); Busch m d  Balsam; C 715XZ-D, 
$1. Toccata and  Fugue in E minor fm 
clavier Serkan (poor performance) ; C 

Beethouen: Quartet Opus 132; Budapest 
71594-D, $1. 

enough. 
TO eake just two samples of this: the 

sequence during whr& the horse is 
trained fcr his r x e  gives you &le more 
than generalized pretty-pictures instead 
of a pr6sis of the pure technical detail 
+id1 must have deeply exited, in- 
structed, and intensified the girl, and so 
could  and shodd have done the same 
€OK the audience. As for the race and 
the imrne&ate preparations for it, they 
arc only &e more sadly flunked because, 
agam in a secondary, generalized way, 
they manage to make you half farget the 
f a q  by bemg quite faidy exciting. If 
the  audience couid have experienced 
what  the girl experienced, with any- 
thing like the same razorlike distinctness 
of detail arid intensity of actmn and of 
spirit, &hey would have been practically 
annddated. But they, not only neve1 
have, a chance to identify themselves 
w~th the gul QT her horse; they hardly 
even get a  good look at them, during 
the whole cousc of the race. The jock- 
eys,  moreover--and again their horses- 
are not only not characterized, and play 
none of bheir professional tricks on each 
o t h a  or the amateur ; by some horribly 
misguided desire to enhance the contrast 
between their  mature masculinity and 
the heroine’s frightened nubility, they 
are selected to look less like jockeys than 
like  guards on All-American. Sufi5 ne- 
glect amounts to a derektion, not of 
art, if H o l I p ~ o ~ d  fears and bridles at  
bhhc word, but of the most elementary 
common sense, which ~ ~ Q P & S  to the 
same bhing. If a man wrote a piece of 
music so-full of chowf-chowk, people 
would hardly bear to listen to  it (unless 
it were’ given  some such title as ‘The 
Four Freedoms,” or perhaps “The Seven 
Against Thebes” ) . But that is not going 
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Bloih: “Nigun” from “Baal 3hem”- Suite; 
Elman; V 11-8575, $1. 

C o d k  Sonata in P for strings and organ; 
Piedler Sinfonietta  and Biggs; V 10-1105, 
$.75. 

Debassy: “Gi,qes” and “Rondes de prim 
temps” (“Images” Nos. 1 and 3 ) ;  Montcux 
and San Francisco Symphony; V Set 954, 
$2.50. “En blanc et noir” for two planes 
( a  lesser work); Bartlett and Robertson 
jimpelfectly  recorded); C Set X-241, 
$2 50. 

D W Q F ~ :  Slavonic Dances Nos. 1 and 3: 
Golschrnann and St. LOUIS Symphony; V 

Hmdel:  Hallelz]iah Chorus and Behold the 
EamG of God from “The  Messiah”; Braial.1- 
waite  and Sadler’s Wells Chorns and Or- 
chestra. {reverberant recording); V 11- 
8670, $1. 

Ziddyn: Symphony No. 103 (“Drumroll”); 
Heward and Hall& Orchestra fnot a good 
performance); C Set 547, $ 3  50. 

M m a ~ t :  Piano Concerto K 414, ICentner with 
London Philharmonic under Beecharn; C 
Set 544, $3 50. Quartet K. 428; Busch 
Quartet (poor performance, poorly record- 
ed) ;  C Set 529, $4.50. B a t q  batti and 
Vedrrti, carho from “Don G~ovand’ ;  
Sayao; C 71582-D, $1 Se v?rol hnllare 
Errom “The Mxnage of Figam” and Be; 
Manueln zkreEche Llebe ffihlen from “The 
Magic Flute”; Puma and Rethberg (poor18 
sung); V 1O-lao4, $73. 

Scbubert: “Der Doppelg2nger” and “Die 
lunge Nonne“; Lehmann; G 71509-D, $1. 
Piano Sonata Opus 120; Casadesus (pow 

’ performance); C Set X-236, $2.50. I 

S t ~ n ~ m :  “Blue Danube” Wal t z ;  Toscadrni 
and N. D. C. Symphons V 11-8580, $1. 

Thomas: Overture to “Mignon”; Toscanini . 

and M. B. C. Symphony, V 11-8545, $1. 
VivnEdi: Violin Sonata in D; Morini; V 11- 

8671, $1. 
Vugner :  Part of Act 3 of “Trisian nnd 

Isulde”; Melchior, Janssen, Columbia 
Opera Orchestra  under Leinsdorf, Teatra 
Col6n Orchestra  under Kinsky [not all of , 
Melchior’s singhg is agreeable to the mar); 
C Set 5 5 q  $5.50. 

11-8566, $1. 




