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ared tones T should throw the weight
of my considerable nuthority into
the seales ngainst Youth or Modern
Art, My voice, 1 think, would he
ruminative and rumbly.  When it
heenme necessary (o rebuke presump-
tion my jowls would shuko with
stutely disapproval, 1 should bo pa-
ternaily jocose to the doughters of
the richer familics,  Unhappily, no
amount of deliberate churneter-adop-
tion will blot out the memory of the
pust, 1 should never forget that in
my cheery, emncinted, sensible duys

1 should huve considered my new sell
an appalling old man, and T should
recognize this view as right,

Sholdon has n third category, physi-
cally described us Mesomorphs and
temperamentally as Somutonics, As
thewo nro lurge-honed, strong-muscled
heroes, 1 do not think that anything
I do about tobnceo will got mo into
their cluss. 1t is not one 1 find at-
traetive.  Cerehrotonies, in Tuxley's
words, “suffer neutely from the un-
restrained hellowing and trampling
of the Somatonie.” So, 1 should
imagine, do Viscerotonics, who must
find bellowing and trampling very
disturbing when they are ceremoni-
ously cating in common,

1C seems 1o me that neither the
enllous and competitive Somatonics
nor the grim and selfsearching C
brotonies would muke nice friends
for mo, still Tess make good models,
Unhappily, 1 um now coming (o feol
that oven the merry Viscerotonies nro
not wholly admirable.  Apparently
thay go in for telling overybody they
meet oxuetly how thoy feel, and re-
semblo — uecording to Huxloy — lib-
eral Protestant. clergymen, 17 this bo
truo, 1 am wrong i Chinking that in
tho good old days 1 helonged to this
group,  Fven when 1 was chuin-
wmoking twenty hours u day thero
was nothing faintly elerieal” ahout
mo. 1 um much moro likely to
have eategories of my own, 1 think
that for many years T must have heen
a skinny and lighthearted Nicotonic
and that probubly my present condi-
tion can best be deseribed as Megalo-
melnneholic, oo
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by KURT VONNEGUT, JR

Kune Vonnkaur, I, 0 a natie of Indian-
apalis who left Cornell in 1042 o sero as an
Army combal intelligenco scont. o twas cap-
tured in the Nattle of the Bulge and spent firo
monthe in a Dresden prison camp, He {1 now
working for Ueneral Kleclrio'in Schencelady and
writing a norel in his spare time,

wa# nstonished one day in 1044, in

the midst of front-line hell-raising,
(o learn that 1 had heen mado inter-
proter, Dolmetscher if you plense, for
u wholo battalion, and was to be bil-
leted in o Belgion burgomaster's houso
within artillery rango of the Siegfried
Line,

1t had nover entered my head that
I had what it took to dolmetseh, I
qualified for the position while wait-
ing to move from Franco into the
front lines. While n student, [ had
Jearned the fiest stanza of Die Lorelei
by rote from a college roommate, and
1" happoned 1o givo thowo lines u
dogged rondition whilo working within
carshot of the battalion commander.
Pho colonel (n hotel deteetive from
Mobilo) asked his oxecutivo officer (n
dry-goods snlesman from Knoxville)
in what lunguage the lyrics wero, “T'ho
oxeeutive withheld judgment until 1
had bungled through Der Gipfel des
Berges foo-unk-kelt im Abendsonnen-
sehein,

“ Al holieves tha's Krant, Cubnel,”
he snid.

The colonel felt that his rolo enr-
viedd with it the obligation o make
quick, hendstrong decisions, 1lomnde
somo dandies heforo the Wehrmueht
was whipped, but_the one ho mado
that dny was my favorite, “If thu's
Kraut, whassat man doin’ on the
lonoy-dippin’ dotail?” ho wanted to
know, ‘I'wo hours lnter, the company
clerk Lold mo to luy down the buckets,

for 1 was now battalion interpreter,

Orders to move up cume soon after,
Those in authority were too harried
1o hear my declarations of incompe-
tence. ““You talk Kraut good cnough
foah us,” snid the exceutive officer.
“Pheah ain’t goin’ to be much talk-
in’ to Krauts where we're goin.”
Ile putted my rifle affcctionately.
“Heal's what's goin’ to do miost of
younh interpretin’ fo’ ya,” he said.
The exceutive, who learned cvery-
thing he knew from the colonel, had
the idea that the American Army had
just licked the Belginng, and that [
was o be stationed with the burgo-
master to make sure he didn’t try to
pull a fust one, “Besides,” the exceu-
tive concluded, “thenh nin’t nobody
olso ean talk Kraut at all.”

1 rode to the burgomaster’s furm
on the same truck with three dis-
gruntled Pennsylvanin  Dutchmen
who had applied for interpreters’ jobs
months earlier, When I mado it clear
(hat T was no competition for them,
and that 1 hoped to he liquidated
within twenty-fourhours, they warmed
up enough to furnish the interesting
information that I was o Dolmelscher.
I'hey also decoded Die Lorelei at my
request,” This gave me command of
about forty words (par for a two-
year-old), but no combination of them
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would got me so much as a glasy of
cold water,

Iivery turn of the truck’s wheels
hrought n new question: “What's the
word for Army? . . . How do I nsk
for the bathroom? . . . What's the
word for sick? . ., well? . . . dish?
. brother? . . . shoe?” My phleg-
matic instructors tired, and one
handed mo a pamphlet purporting to
make German casy for the man in the
foxhole.

“Some of the first puges are miss-
ing,” the donor expluined us I jumped
from the truck hefore the burgomas-
ter's stone farmhouso, **Used ‘em for
cigarette papers,” he snid.

Tt was still dark when I knocked at
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the hurgomaster’s door. I stood on
the doorstep like a bit player in the
wings, with the one line I was to
deliver banging around an otherwise
empty head. The door swung open.
“Dolmetscher,” 1 suid.

“I'he burgomaster himself, old, thin,
and nightshirted, ushered me into the
first-floor bedroom which was to be
mine. He paptomimed as well as
spoke his weleome, and a sprinkling
of danke schin was adequate dol-
metsching for the time being. T was
prepared to throttle further discussion
with Ich weiss nichl, was soll s beden-
len, dass ich so traurig bin. ‘This would
have sent him padding off to hed,
convineed that he had a fluent, albeit
shot-full-of-Weltschmerz, Dolmelscher.
“I'he stratagem wasn’t neeessary. 1o
left me alone to consolidate my re-
sources.

Chief nmong these resources was
the mutilated pumphlet. 1 examined
ench of its precious pages in turn, de-
lighted by the simplicity of transpos-
ing English into German. With this
booklet, all I had to do was to run my
finger down the left-hand column
until I found the English phraso 1
wanted, nnd then rattle off the non-
sense syllables printed opposite in the
right-hand column, “low many gre-
nade lnunchers have you?” for in-
stance, was Vee feel grenada vairfair
habben zee? Impecenble German for
“Where are your tank columns?”
proved to be nothing more trouble-
some than Vo zinl ecara panlzer
shpitzen? I mouthed the phrases:
“Where are your howitzers? How
many machine guns have you? Sur-
render! Don’t shoot! Where have
you hidden your motorcyele? Hands
up! What unit are you from?”

T'he pumphlet came to an abrupt
end, toppling my spirits from manic
to depressive.  The Pennsylvania
Dutchman had smoked up all the
rear arca pleasantrics, comprising the
pamphlet’s first half, leaving me with
nothing to work with but the repartee
of hand-to-hand fighting. Clear the decks for Black & White! You

As I Iy slecpless in bed, the one N 2 loadi . P
druma inywhich 1 could pliy ook can depend on the leading Scotch Whisky
shape in my mind. . . .

in America because its quality and charac-

N ter never change!
DonMeTsciir (1o BURGOMASTER'S v 8¢

Davonren): 1don't know what will he- | gy "
come of me, T um so sad. (Embraces her.) B l Ac K & wH I'E ’

Bundosaster's Davanren (with yicld-

iny shyness): The air is cool, and it's get-
s flowing quictly, The St with W

ting durk, and the Rhin
(DorMeTscuEnr scizes BURGOMASTEI'S

Davonren, carries her bodily into his BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY 86,8 PROOF
room.)

Dovsiemscuen (softly): Surrender, THE FLEISCHMANN DISTILLING CORPORATION, N, Y, « SOLE DISTRIBUTORS
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(Enter BURGOMASTE)

Buncomasten (brandishing lager): Ach!
Hands up}

Domsprscurn and BUunaosMasTER'S
Davonren: Don't shoot!

(A large map, showing disposition of
Amrican First Army, fulls from Bunao-
MANTEI'S breast pockel.)

Dorskscnen (anide, in English): What
in this spposedly pro-Ally Burgomaster
daing with & map showing the disposition
of the American First Army? (Ne snalches
46 antomatic pistol from beneath pillow
and aims al BURGOMABTEIL)

Buncomasrrn and BURGOMARTER'S
Pavanren: Don't shoot! (BuRGoMASTER
dropa Tuger, cowers, sncers.)

Dorserscier: What unit are you
from?  (BURGOMASTER remaina  sullen,
silent,  Bunaomasten's Davairren gocs
10 his aide, weeps softly, DOLMETRCUER
pansen aignificantly, suddenly points al
Bungosasrer's Davanren,) Where have
you Widden  your motoreyele?  (Turns
aguin to Nurgomaster.) Where are your
howitzers, eh? Where are your tank col
umna? How many grennde launchers
have yout

Bunaosanern (cracking under lerrifio
grilling): 1 -

(Enter Unard Delail composed of Penn-
aylvania Dutehmen, making « routine cheek
Just in time lo hear Bundowastin and
Buncomasven’s  Davawren confess lo
loing Nazi agonts parachuted behind Ameri-
can lines.)

Johann  Christoph Priedrich von
Sehiller couldn’t have dono any hetter
with the samoe words, and they wero
tho only words 1 hnd. ‘Fhore was no
chaneo of my muddling through, and
no plensure in being interpreter for n
full battalion in De-
cembor und not heing
ablo to suy so much s
“Merry Christmus.”

1 made my bod,
tightoned tho draw-
strings on my duffol
hug, and stolo through
tho blnck-out curtuing
and into the night.

Wary sentinels directed me to Bat-
talion Headquarters, where I found
most of our officers cither poring over
mups or Jonding their wenpons. T'hers
was u holiday spirit in the air, and the
exceutive officer was honing an eight-
ceneinch bowio knife and humming
Are You from DixicP

“Well, bless muh soul,” he snid,
noticing me standing in the door,
where's old ‘sprecken zee Dutch)
Speak up, hoy. Ain’t you suppased
10 he ovah at the mayah’s house?”

“J¢’s no good,” 1 said, “'Fhey all
speak Jow German, and T spenk
High”

"Phe exeeutive was impressed, “Too
good fonh *em, ¢h?” Tle ran his index
finger down the edge of his murderous
knife, “Ah think we'll be runnin’
into some who ean talk the high-cluss
Kraut putty soon,” he snid, und then
added, * Weah surrounded.”

“We'll whomp 'em the way wo
whomped ’em in Nawth Co'lina and
Ponnessee,” snid * the colonel, who
had nover lost n mancuver, **You
stny henh, son. Al'm gonna want you
fouh muh pussnel intupretah.”

Pwenty minutes later I was in tho
(hick of dolmetsching again,  Four
"P'iger tanks drove up to the front door
of Hendquarters, and two dozen Ger-
maninfantrymen dismounted to round
us up with submachine guns.

“Say sumpin’,” ordered the colo-
nel, spunky to the lnst,

[ ran my cyo down the left-hand
columns of my pumphlet until 1 found
the phraso which most fairly repre-
sented our sentiments.
“Don’t shoot,” T said.

A Gorman tank ofli-
cor swaggered in to
have a look at his
centeh, In his hand was
a pamphlot, somowhat
smaller than mine,
“Whero aro your how-
itzors?” ho snid,

THI STARS AND T
by R P LISTER

Tastnge tho stars are, and immenso tho sky,

And vory, oSt ox

Somotimes 1 think, as through

ling smull am 1

the night T lurch,

That § am fiko o tiny flow in church,

Yot othor times T scem ostremely bi
A kind of mammoth, or at lenst a pig

Ihen, T conecivo the stars as very sl —
Or ¢lso 1 do not see the stars at all,
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by PEG BRACK EN

Pra Buacxen in the prewdonym of Mrs.
Ioderick Lull of Portland, Oregon. Her verse,
arlicles, and slories haro appeared in many
magazines,

nEnE are more tricks to the glossy

fiction trade than the ensual reader
probubly thinks. One of the writer’s
big problems, s he erentes his benuti-
ful, brave, lovable characters, is mak-
ing them heautiful enough and brave
cnough, and still keeping them lov-
able.

"Pho fuct is, times have changed.
"Todny’s sophisticated reader will no
longer buy yesterduy’s heroine, who
walked in virtue, her cyes blue as the
sky over Naples, with cheeks that
shamed the rose, Ile is equully un-
convineed by yesterdny’s hero, that
big handsome hrond-shouldered eurly-
haired package of incorruptibility.

A thing enlled Reader Identificn-
tion has set in. The render knows,
deep down, that he is not ns heautiful
or lovable as that, and furthermore he
doubts whether anyone is.

“Phus, the Lwin horns of the writer's
dilemma are distressingly clear. The

» writer must, to put it bluntly, lny
off the mallarkey. But he knows, too,
that his feminine renders will refuse
just as flatly to_identify themselves
with n thick-waisted heroine or one
who has u front tooth out; nor will his
mnseuline readers stay long with a
pothellied hero.

It is encournging to he able to
report that writers have solved the
problem — not with the fuint praise
which damns, but with the faint
damn which praises. For examplo:
“Brad looked at Pam. She was too
thin, her checkbones too high, her
cyes 100 wide apart, . A

Now, thero is Render Tdentificn-
tion with o hey-nonnie, Fvery woman
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