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Trevelyan’s History of Italy’s Part in the War

the most marvellous reconstruetions that

By JOSEPH COLLINS,

Medical Director of the American Red
Cross in Italy.

MR, G. M. TREVELYAN has speeial
i qualifieations for writing about
Italy and the war, He is a trained his-
torian, intimate with the traditions of
Italy, an admirer of her people and insti-
tutions, famihar with her language and
sympathetie with ber aspirations. More-
over, he is a real student of the psychol-
ogy of the Italians and recognizes keenly
that they are a sirange mixture of ma-
termlism and idealism. As commandant
of the first British Red Cross unit for
Italy from the middle of 1915 to the end
of 1918, most of which tume was spent
in the war sone, he had unnsual oppor-
tunities to get first hand information from
Italians of all moks. That be made good
use of those opportunities is evideneed
by bis book, Scemes From Italy's War.
Careful perusal of this book will go a
long way towsrd purging the minds of
many English readers of =rroneous ideas
and mistaken motions of *he conduet of
the Italians durmg the war.

Mr. Trevelyan is master both of the
art of narrative and of compression, and
he depiets in a lutid and terse fashion
the conditions that existed in Italy, par-
ticnlarly in her Government, during the
time that she was making tle decision, s0
momentons to her allies, £5 forsake her
nentrality. Any ome who reads the first
chapter, entitled Days of May, will get
a fairly comprebensive idea of the de-
termined forees that finally took the Gov-
eroment out of the bhands of Giolitti, the
distator, and. made it the expression of the
will of the people, who, despite the co-
quetting of Germany, realized that her
promises were but eamouflage of the de-
termination on the part of Austria, the
ancient and hereditary enemy of Italy, to
make her a vassal country. It would have
added enormously to this chapter Lad the
author made reference to the public ulter-
ance of Salandra, made in the early su-
tumn of 1018, that Italy’s King was de-
termined to abdicate the throme had his
ecountry not made thé deeision to throw
her fortunes in with the Alles. Ervil
minded, mahgn, bigoted and prejudiced
individuals, who seem to bave a perverted
pleasure in maintaining that Italy spent
the months of her neutrality bartering
with the Allies and the Central Powers
to determine from which she could get the
best terms; may get their jaundiced minds
elarified by eareful pernsal of this chap-

ter.
II.

The second and third chapters are of
less interest and are taken up largely
with more or less personal narrstive of
the advent and eondoct o' the British
Red Cross unit which Mr, Trevelyan di-
rected.. Nevertheless, he intersperses his
narrative with personal notes which help
to sustain the interest of the reader. THis
remarks on the Tialian engineers; on the
way in which the Italisn medical war
serviee conirolled what threatened to be
a most devastating attack of cholera in
the summer of 1916; on the sceomplish-
menis of the Fiats and the conduet of the
mules, whose adeguate praise has yet to
be sung, all make inferesting reading.

The writer gn(-s a lively deseription of
the Isonzo front in 1916, whieh, unsufi-
poried” by documentary evidence of any
sort, must perforee be what he has seen
or heard. Really o unigue opportanity
Tor a historian to be for weeks and months
in the midst of baitle and to draw his
conclusions of its eondunel from personal
observations. What be has to say about
the Bersaglieri, whose fame goes hack to
the '30s of the last eemfury, when they
were the erack regiment of the little Piad-
montese army that played so grest a
part in the making of Ttaly and who
nowadays add {o their stature, physicglly
and mentally, by their nodding plumes,
is very interesting. Lilewise his deserip-
tion of the treops known ss the Arditi,
that is, the daredevils or men full of dar-
ing, snd of the Aplini, who are recruited

- from {lie mountains and who are neither

so modern and impressionistic as the Ar-
diti, nor so dignifled aud early Vietorian
as the lieri, shows that the writer
is not puiting forth second hand informa-
tion.

It is one of the merits of the book thet
the varions scemes which it depicts are
frequently enlivened by pgossipy marra-
tives. Perhaps, indeed, this is a bit over-
done, and one tires a little of “my friend
Gen. So-and-S0,”" or Major So-und-So,
whose professional aceomplisbments are
adorned by his literary gifits and lofty
)l:im enthusiasm. m as the
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volume does pot purport to be a l.i‘.iur_\'
of the Brtish Red Cross 1 Italy, but a
narrative of some phases ¢f Italy’s war,
it would be aceeptable to many renders,
I am sure, wis there less detail of the
conduet of the personmel. Some of the
writer's personal references have an amus-
ing aspeet at the present time, partieu-
luarly the one describing the “thin, aguiline
form of Mr. Wickhamn Steed, the evil
genius of the House of Hapsburg, and the
dvenging angel of the races oppressed by
the Dual Monarchy.” “He had come to
the right place at an historie bour.” The
traditional safam has vanished for the
average Ilalion, and Mr. Wickham Steed,
formerly resident correspondent of the
London Times in Italy, later editor of .
New Europe, and latest, shadow of Lord
Northeliffe and editor of the Times, has
taken his place! :
IIL

The distinet note of Mr. Trevelyan's
book is praise, praise of everybody and
everthing, particularly of everybody from
the King down 1o the Duke of Aosta, from
Gen. Hamilton, whom, “if any one in the
world could replace as the Italian com-
mandant of the British troops in Italy it
was Lord Cavan,” to Mr. Murridge, the
mechanician of the ambulances under his
direetion. The only pame that we miss
in this peesn of praise is that of Gen.
di Robilant, who was eurrently eredited
in the latter part of 1917 and the early
part of 1918 -with being responsible
equally with the Duke of Aosta for hav-
ing stopped fhe advance of the Anstrian
troops after the eolossal defaleation of

Ttaly's second army on October 24, 1917,
at the Piave. Perhaps it would be more
arcurate to say for having shaped the sue-
geas of the retreat of the Italians after
that eatastrophe.

Mr. Trevelyan is one of the increasing
number of Britishers who sneerely hope
for a closer intimacy, emofionally and in-
telleetually, between his countrymen and
the Ttalians. He knows the sensitiveness
of the Ttuhans. He has obviously been a

close observer of their temperament, and

be is eonvineed that the relations which
he wishes to succor ean be faeilitated by
praise. It is the eonsensus of opinion
that praise is an emolient and a eement
that most be nsed with diseernment with
nations as well as individoals. However,
is to be hoped that these efforts of
Mr. Trevelyan's-offset, in a measgre at
least, the effect of some of the irmitants
that were applied to the Ttakians after the
beginning of the Pence Conference.

The chapter that the average reader
will turn to with the greatest keemness
is the one entitled Caporetio and the Be-
treat. We have no hesitation in u)ng
that the gist of the real truth concern-
ing Caporetto is contained in that cliap-
ter, and if the suthor had not covemanted
with himseif not te say a ward that could

hurt the most sensitive or erethitic fecling -

ofehr&wmﬂndﬂorputy,
soldier or civilian, his

historian udp-yuhﬂkgm,nhmrerof
events and inferprefer, wonld have per-
mifted him to make aecepiable state-
ment and iaterpretation of one of the
most lameniable defalcations and one of

She Came Out of the

By CORINNE LOWE.
£ Easterners are awfully apt to

bL think that what bappens to 2
person west of New York doesn’t matler
ope wta. Our eonviction bas been deep-
ened undoubledly by those romanece curd-
ling folks from Seattle who, sniffing at
Lake Lucerne or glancing patronizingly at
the erescent blue of Naples, have always
capped every European landseape with
the remark, “Oh, if you could only see
Mount Rainier and the Seattle roses!™

I myself, when abroad, used to become
very violent on the subject of Western
enthusinsts. I ealled them Earope spoil-
ers and made variouns remarks about van-
dals who instead of taking away wares
always bronght them along. That I lave
come to know the hold wineh the Cascades
and the Olympics take upor ‘he imagina-
tion is due to my meeting with Ruth Dun-
bar, author of The Swallow. For Niss
Dunbar comes frem the State of Wash-
ingtan and, though she has Yived in New
York city for the past four years, her
spirit has never moved from the ghost
peaks that follow Hood's Canal or the
great lonely dome of smow breaking
throngh the mists of Puget Sound.

The mountsins and the deep bearted
firs and the rivers—this Western sweep of

all felt in Miss Dunbar's
first book, The Swallow. There is more
in the novel, which, though slight in size,
is to me ome of our mest valuable eon-
tributions to war literature. Told in the
first person, this story of a young Amer-
ican aviator who went to Franee before
America’s formal entrance into the war,
has a tremendous grasp of that battliing
courage which we women are polite enough
to call masculine. From first to last
The Swallow is a tale of battle. And
whether Richard Byrd is fighting aguinst
seasickness and thugs on the nmle bost
which fook kim te Europe, whether he is
trying to get his airplane back to Fremeh
soil after the German bullet has explodad
in his thigh, er whether—mast terrifie of
all—be is trying 40 keep bimself alive
through all the suffering in a Freneh hos-
pital, we ‘see the “overcoming spirit”
whieh his ereator has elnimed for him.

“How did yon ever do it 1" I asked Miss
Dunbar as she sat in her apartment on
Washington Square. “How did you, a
woman, imagine so vividly a man's
pluck 1"

I really need not have asked her, I I |
lived in the timno of Jane Aasten, T shonld !
say that Miss Dunbar's face was “a won- |
derful combination of strength and gentle-
ness.” Whriting to-day, I celebrate her by
saying that she bus one of these grave,
deep, dark faces—secing far and going
fur—whieh {he early Floremtines put
down for s on eamvas. She might be o
portrait by Botticelli

“Well,” she said with a little twinkle—
the twinkle of humor that runs M
M hu M—ﬁt nl-’l 50 bard to
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mnagine, really. I've pone through a
battle, too. It's my battle with the East.”

Quainf words for an Easterner to hear!
I thought of those ladies who wuwsed to
moan, “Oh, if you could only see Rai-
nier,” as they looked st tle Neapolitan
goals

“Why did you leave the West then?" °

I asked. It was the very same question
I used to ask the elegise indies abroad.

Miss Dunbar, however, had a reason.
“Well,” she answered slowly,
Esst beesuse I wanted to learn to write.
I had pome to a little Weste.n college and
I feit I ought to have a pest gradumte
course i English. So I came to New
York and took a course at Columbia.
There wasn't a day when I wasn't so
homesiek that T felt I must take the train
to Mlympia—"

“Olympia?" 1 asked wonderingly.
felt suddenly as if I should lapse into a
Homerie verh.

“Yes,” she answered, “that is the cap-
ital of Washington. I have always lived
there, for my father was Chief Justice of
the State for many years. He was a
very wenderful person,” she adled rever-
enily, *Oh, no, that isn’t a daughterly
prejondice—he was like the West—big and
honest and eourageous—and it"s a matter
of history that his dissenting opinions
often beeamd laws in the eourse of time.”

“Ah, then you inherit your cournge?” I
asked

“If T have it T cortainly do,” she re-
plied with a gesture of very fine, delicate
hands. “All wy ancestors have been
pioneers—going out to the West before
there were any railroads, fighting the
wilderness at every step—indeed, my
mother's father was killed by Indians, the
Tndians that be had alwavs befriended.
You see,” she added after n minute, “my
grandfatliers were pioneers of the West
—they fought fheir way there. Now,
TI'm a pioneer of the Fast. And I don't
believe”™—this  with another twinkling
smile—*“that they fought the West much
farther than T fought the East™

“Tell me more about that,” said I. T
was beginning already to have more sym-
pathy with the Rainier mourners by the
Bay of Naples.

“Well,” said she, “T hated New York.

j5 |

the world has ever seen.  As it 18, he sver-
handicaps himself. In a few pages he
sketches the part played in those extraor-
dinary occurrences by the mentality and
charaeter of the Italians as a reee; the
merits and defeets of its politieal and
educational system; the relation of the
different elasses and parties to the war;
the enemy propaganda; the grievances of
the soldiers at the froni; *Le marvelloas
strategy of Ludendorff and the tacties of
the German army; the aetions of Cadorna
and his subordinates, and the advent of
the Allies. In his lines and between his
lines the careful reader can find an ade-
quate description of the Caporetto dis-
aster and of its real causes. He may also
get hints of the factors that led up to that
event, which will always be ome of the

in the heart of their best beloved
= patriot, Cesare Battisti. It wns
the finishing touch of the straggle fi
United Ttaly, whieh began with the ad-

vent of Mazzini praetically a

SCENES FROM ITALY'S WAR. Br
G. M. Taevecvax. Boston: Houghton
Miftin Company.
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of
lhemonnhimm;thyvb-!;d
didn't spatter the streets of the
strange city with tears of loneliness.”
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know it meant my own developmept. Yet :

things did get harder. In the first place,
my money guve out and I did—what do |/

vou sappose I did¥™
I shook my hesd.
“Why,” said she memily,
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The meals were terrible, the
months with their terrifie heat
physically sick, never was there a
men{ when T didnt long for my momnt-
ains and my friends in the West. Yet it
was worth it all—the straggle. For I &id
learn a great deal throngh my newspaper
experience here—"

“Yes,” T interrupted, “and the greatest
thing you learned was winning the battle,
for if it had not been for that you conld
never have written so well of how Rich-
ard Byrd, the avister, won his battles™
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Ovider af your own
Beutzelly or Jrom

By JANET LAING
Author of “Before the Wind”
Cloth, net, £1.90, postage exira.

Dﬂhlh‘-ﬁlnw- “Before the Wind,” Miss Laing’s new sto-y is oven more
appealing. Like that, it sparkles with humerous, kindly satire, snd is a rapidly
. ingenious story of adventure; but ir the richer for a touch of some-
lh-giuper wore spiritoal, n&‘nmbﬂﬂ:m-ﬁknﬂn
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