cause just as Tintin slps the cool air on _
" board the ship that carties him to his desti oo
nalion or boggles at the windbag polemics
of his dinner companions, his alory is by
turns bracingly fresh and bewilderingly sub-
terraneon. So Tintin leavea home—Marlin-
spike—for South America, where he and
his friends take up with Clavdia's entou-
rage, which includes her lover, Peeperkorn,
Signor Settembrini, Herr Naptha, and the
paturnine Lieutenant dos Amantes. There,
our hero drinks in extraordinary vistas and
discovers within himself a torlured soul.
Well, every eternal 12-year-old should
have his composure unzipped in a scene like
this one: “Your spirit has sparked the
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4, ON THE LONG MARCH

Fredeoric Tuten ] . flesh,” he whispers to Madame Clavdia,
] HL&__“W 1971, Duldprlniw A who is 50 inexplicably drawn to the boy that
3 L ds

she takes him to her room, oilind him up

with some magical unguents beforc she ush-

ers him into manhood, “Long silence. Then r '
chirps of crickets and the cracking of stones k
decomposing in the cold mountain night.
Many sighs float to the ceiling, some
brenthed to the mattress. Faint odor of sea
spray, roses, and honey. A blue glow ema-
nates from bed center, where (wo animals
collide and cohere.” Unllkc the similnrly
polymathic Robertson Davies, whose prose
has Intellectual stamped all over it but who
writes as if physical expression wére the
province of the poor and futile, there's a
gexunl beast in many a Tuten personality,
albeit a strangely gracious onc. In Tintin in
the New World, readers—and characters—
are afforded many pleasures that are usual-

ly oft-limits in the art novel. Not only beau-
tiful food, sex, and parrot-green notebooks,
but Inndscapes and violent weather too are *
made into situations of pure stimulation.

Pyt On a verands overlooking hlun mountnms
 VIn the cooling Andean dusk, an unlikely
couple fumbles toward an ardent under-
i"lhlndlng. The elegant Mme. Chauchat, va- «
"\ cationing from hor usual office of player in
The Mogic Mountain, dearches the large,
aﬁ black:dot eyes of her young man; who, be.'
£ tng a eartoon chamtor. fs permanently
lhlled ot the lﬁnf 12, 'How [ would have
u]um Clmiin. assuton
kn prot Tintin, '
@[’wm wild animals nml wild persons, in our
#kin-carpeted cavo high in:the mountain
« clouds, ‘our nest: lmnf with bear furs and
< ‘antelope akina and illumined by a secret
" light of the sky." What a pluny’ assignment
. for Herge's fictitious detective—stranded in
“the jungle with his faithful terrier, Snowy,
and this fascinating Tartar redhead. And
- what @ confession Tintin's vow: “Yes," he
F tells hery¥had we known each other then,
we would have:destroyed the vacancy of
iﬁ.‘Suﬂdnyﬂ and the misery of being small.”

That afternoon the shy went gray, and great
sheets of rain made a waterfall of his win-
dow; red lightning cracked through the
great broil of sea shy, and thunder boomed
through the vast park. The tower shook and
slightly swayed in the rushing winds. Tintin
first feared that stone and glass would tum-
ble into the mad sea helow, but then he
thought he wotld welcome. the plunge and
let the elements take him where they would.
He'd ride sovereign over them on a match-
stick or they'd break him and whirl him )
into a jelly of bones and drenms. -

“1In ench of his three novel, Frederic Tut-

\/'en persuades people from tho past—war-

riors, femmes falales, even his smooth-talk-

ing, delinquent father—to spenk with the

1 present, In thelr volcen but on hia terms.

¢ The wrlter in completely at ease in history's

t 'fnl:ulnul furniture; thése books may be the

'clmn you'll aver get to bielng locked in the

wahﬂpdlm Museum overnight, Nap on-
h
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£ 21of the dog and wolf. The tirelessly opinion-

s iated Tuten knows where the good ‘stufl is.

Tintin'in|the New World is a eong about
the community of benuty, the transcen-: |y

i "del‘lu of langunge, and the treachery of | ° the souls of characters are shaped and

‘love, and when Tuten gets his masslve cre- killed and remade, you may find yoursell
gfllion rating all ot once; you'll' see why | had ever prepared and served him coffee. | cheeked blond kid is as pure as anyone Ben wishing to call for a whacking cup of espres-
such . huge range of subjects have known | So much the richer from her hand. Her rosy ‘Jonson ever mourned, Exactly how painful | so, or two, or three, if you had Tintin’s
*the smooch of his pen. “Me, the Bronx | aroma and creamy bare neck and the or- | la his passage going to be? Captain Haddock to bring them. At times,
Racine, the Poussin of I'ouilnp, a8 he play- | ange on the windowsill waiting for her to Tintin in the New Worid ia a wild and | you might sense that you're following Tuten
“full intl'brluv:ed himull’ in his npuchmllnr peel it with her silver knife, and beyond the | often wrenching trip. Though it starts out | around, polishing the frames on his art col-

(| Tallien:' A B rief ls an vindow, the racing blue sky lapping the | like any detective story—mysterious mis- | lection while he leads you into room after
nmi intimidating storyteller, but one wllo world: it really wae a dream.” aive arrives ol the palatial estate of the hero | room of arcane masterpieces. You may also
never withholds !mardn for uuth {unnliun Tallien is actunlly two revolutions for the | during brenkfast, bidding him to exotlc | be alarmed at the sight of all these social
"iu'lll lonely hearta: price of one: la France and 1a Bronx, Tuten | climes where he's menaced in cafés and | and acsthetic heterodoxics rolling around
His first riovel, The Ad’um!um of Mao. | intersperses his own experience growing up | dangled over ravines—Tintin's tale ia the | loose like peas on a plate. Does this guy

“ on'the Long March, s dreamy and twisted, | in a radical household with scenes from the | germination of 8 human soul. This process scribe his visions wearing a Sulka smoking
L by fnr his most difficult work. The |truggll.'a reign of terror. Raised just below the Red | does not, however, simply unfold through | jacket and a fez, or what? If remancing the

* between the Red Army and the Kuoming- | Belt on the heels of the Depression, Tuten | time; it calls for simultaneity of experi- | canon tics you in & knot, Tintin in the New

= tang are entwined with issues in contempo- | came lo political awareness early, thanks to | ences and a delicate interweaving of fates, | World will give you a huge cosmic hairball.
%s ' art, scenca from the Civil War, and | Rex, his real-life, Party card-carrying, Bap- | The shape of the novel is unfamiliar and | You are being entertained by a raplure
l.'i ntid ﬂuht! of other !I.rrirlg mnla. tist dad. An organizer of restaurant work- | mutable, sometimes leading you straight- | freak who's busy (and happy) decorating
ers, Rex seemed only to come home by accl- | forwardly through events, sometimes pitch- | one room in your imagination with Deux-

Remaining alive and awake to al} of this
isn't easy. After the rain washes you and

LInaa RoSIER

gp'lul' " il ity through his dent hke on those nights when he got curb- | ing you into the middle of impassioned po- | itme Empire furniture and making Aztec
5 gradual revelatl of I ble oy pini d by strikebreaking goons and then_| litical arguments, and at one point almost | sacrifices in the other. Tuten's motive is
Ziiand deatres. For inst slogging through loaded on his family's doorstep Sniffing | losing you,in a dream, shared by two people | never plain unless it is that vision satisfies

,l.hd hm'n‘]u of tho Mantzu region, Mao ru- | tho ncrid glamour of hin parents’ marital | ‘lin the same bed, that goes on for 60 pages, | and beauty |8 its own reward, evon il you

@:mimm: 'No food but green wheat and raw | hldeout, Tulen pnlnu a atilldife of revolu- Tuten works In literary halluclnations, | have to move heaven, earth, and the ordorly
turnips and, occasionally, n raw, flayed rab- | tionary vanity. "On the night table in their | dry spells, and paybacks, all in a language | process of narrative art to get at it.

+ bitiis. In this o rovolution? Mao asked | bedroom: Lenin, On the Woman Questi that's ined and composed to within an As Tintin’s melancholy guide Licut t

himulf g8 ho sat on his hams to write a | Engels, The Origin of the Family, Private | inch of its glamorous life. He alao weaves in | dos Amantes diecovers one critical night

om about the Long March, ‘Rovolution? | Property and the State; open packs of Cam- | sea chanteys, verses in Spanish and French, | afler too many Pisco Sours, the choice for

a is the uhlm kiddo,” he Whispered to | els, bottles of anl Crown cola, pinta of | conversational Ttalian, and red-hot rants on | those who wish to sec their day arrive

""tho wob grass.” rye, a barrette,”" The young Tuten divines | art and cultural guilt, The process of read- | sometimes boils down to this: go slow or go
S0t Next, Tuten moves to a different war and | that those endless struggles taught us no | Ing him In rich, tasty, and trying. It is boldly | crazy. “To sit on some smoolh rock was
 Invests It with a suitably dazzling and vo- | lesson, 1 ing mostly misdirected heat l s wall. \\ﬂlynhuwould that bright | everything. And then, perhaps, once in a
“Iuptuoul reitgoist. In Tallien: A Brief | that “seared the last synapse between his- | green Florontine leather case Tallion casu- | whife, when a fit big enough to deserve :
Y Romance, the Incendinry Jean Lambert | tory and recollection.” ally tucks under his arm in one novel find | attention swept over him, he would make
Tnlllm.. who has o brief but fiery career Turning his nltentlon from Mao and Tﬂl- it way into Madame's closol in the next? | noises at the moon, little clicking sounds,
* under Napoleon, impresses the hell out of | lien to an ad of g The writer chorishies a lot of sneaking fond- | and then, to surprise it further, let out a
ﬁi thd Convention and saves the magnificent | and bendny dots may aeem like the act of a | nesses: strong coffee, Chinese herbalista, | long, full, deep, mad howl. He'd see that
flhlhn Thérdae from the blade Brll.jl to lvl mind working backward. Yet Tintin's es- | Itallan food, cats named Niccolino, He | moon smile a different smile.” He hears a
Ed/shafted for hin pains, He sential spotl makes him a perfect | seems to harbor a love/hate thing for the | voice behind him: Tintin, full and manly
q)in }ave all the same. This book i as close bo | foil for Tuten's third literary experiment, | French, a true affection for painting, a Jim- | and closer to death than he knows, says, r
ting as & novel can get dommated by Herge ) creahon has been translated into 31 | mie Rodgers high lonesome wail. And a | “Let ua have illumination light all the way
“‘*wgrlap]ﬁn; figures, and har h ding Picard, Galicien, and | thwarted, majestic sense of justice. of our road.” Yes, lct's, Let's have food and

tural swathes of color. "i‘l‘bértug:ou Welsh but Tintin hes never sleuthed out Cram this into your heads, readers, ond | illumination and, best of all, a bed under
E& a cup of coffee. No woman in his life .| what it might mean to grow up. The rosy- ahqge_ l@ all the way on up to the top, Be- | these brilliant cartoon stars. m
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