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A KIND OF MAGIC. By Edna Fer-
ber. 335 pp. New York: Doubleday
& Co. $5.75.

By W. G. ROGERS
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a lifelong ambition and too
role in one of her own p

week onfy in &

her name, which is
., four syllables, easy to remem-
ber, short enough to fit the
& spine of a book or, in bright
6\
Over the years there have
\ been a lot of theaters, and there
€ oy still are, she doesn’t hesitate to
P rge S. Kaufman, and also
oy "'"""‘"'t' she re- AN Written 25 books, including
ind of Magic,” | found one.

» and catchy run of

lights, a theater entrance.
"M _~g remind us. She has done six
'Nl:oys, five in collaboration with
Her life divides roughly in

nightly and twice on matinee days;
making up . . . going on stage to say
those same lines, night after night.”

Mr. Rogers is a roving jour-
nalist and critics with a special
interest in novels and novelists.

In Moonlight and

fo years of Midwest news-
er work, she covered every-
1 W ch she says, was not
rked “Men Only.” She had
a_real character for a moth-
er, Julia; her father,
Hungarian-B

and left his wife to run a gen-
eral store and bring up two
daughters. Generous swatches
of Julia help fill out many Fer-
ber fictional persons, as in the
ever popular Emma McChesney.

HER first book came out 52
years ago. Her first quarter-
century of writing was de-
scribed in her autobiographical
“A Peculiar Treasure” of 1939.
That was, in a way, she recalls,
a patriotic gesture. If other
Americans must remain indif-
ferent to Hitler, she would an-
swer him with a picture of a
middle-class Jewish family in
America.

This book, covering the third
quarter-century, is about Fer-
ber, writing, food, war, women
Negroes, our fine but less than
perfect country, and how won-
derful it is to be alive. Miss
Ferber's sturdy old fashioned

acob,
orn Jew, went blind
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strain shows in her nostalgia for
the long-ago childhoods that
were not pampered, and the
outmoded pleasures of walking.
Her attitude toward Negroes is
only one of her unwavering lib-
eral convictions. Muckraker Ida
Tarbell was one of her idols,
and there's a wide streak of un-
conventional Tarbell daring in
the Ferber thinking.

Deciding she must have a
little country place, say half an
acre, where she could work
without interruption, she wound
up, amazingly, with 116 acres
on a hilltop, and built a 14-room
house with swimming pool, gar-
dens, drives, terraces. During
the war she did assignments for
the Writers' War Board, sold
bonds by speaking and contrib-
uting her own manuscripts for
auction, and served for a time
in Europe in captain’s uniform.
A visit to Buchenwald horrified
her. She partly recovered from
the appalling shock by mixing
with American soldiers—she is
sociable and has a host of
friends. A soldier repeated from
memory a passage from “Show
Boat.” It was a tonic, a renewal,
a heart-to-heart communica-
tion. She calls it “A Kind of
Magic”—a magic she works in
this volume only in the stirring
account of wartime.

ﬂ( Protest Was Lost

Her novels were written as
protest, she says, but adds “lov-
ing protest.” She exaggerates
their social vigor and bite. “OI’
Man River,” to her is “a com-
passionate and terrible indict-
ment of the white man's treat-
ment of the Negro.” Jerome
Kern and Oscar Hammerstein
wrote a moving song, but with
more moonlight and magnolia
than revolt, and no one ever
came away from “Show Boat,”
book or musical, determined to
fight segregation. To her, “Sara-
toga Trunk” is about “the rape
of America” by “the land grab-
bers . . . the old-time railroad
millionaires.” Of course it's only
the love affair, now dated, of a
daughter of the New Orleans
red-light district and a hand-
some, broad-shouldered un-
couth Texan.

Miss Ferber bares no soul
here, but says a lot of very
sharp, astute things—the very
things that sparked her books.
Nevertheless while the novels
will not serve as models for
future novels, Miss Ferber her-
self will serve as model for fu-
ture novelists. She has been un-
remittingly dedicated to her
task. She is the 24-hour a day
professional, forthright and un-
compromising. As a working
woman, writer, she has no su-
perior.
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