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of Paul and his sacrifice to beauty. 
Paul breaks through language and es­
capes, a flesh and blood brother of 
Andreyev's "Little Angel". This story, 
bearing witness to the author's career 
as teacher, reveals her development 
out of the materials of life. In this 
development she has advanced a long 
way. And if in her new stories she 
chooses to run the gamut of emotion, it 
is doubtless because she has surren­
dered the easier appeal to feeling for 
the more difficult challenge to the in­
tellectual and the aesthetic. 

Youth and the Bright Medusa. By Willa 
Sibert Gather. Alfred A. Knopf. 

A PEOPHET OF JOY 

By William Lyon Phelps 

THE name Gamaliel Bradford is a 
combination of the Bible and the 

Pilgrim Fathers^good ancestry on 
both sides. The original Gamaliel, 
mentioned repeatedly in the Book of 
Numbers, was a chief of Manasseh, 
who was chosen to aid in taking the 
census in the wilderness; it was from 
this man that Mr. Bradford inherited 
his skill in making lists of American 
Worthies, and putting each in his 
proper place; the New Testament Ga­
maliel was a professor famed for his 
liberal views and human charity, 
whose influence may be discerned on 
every page of the present book. As 
for the Pilgrim Bradford, he would 
turn over in his grave at the picture 
of the prayer-meeting in the First 
Canto; but he bequeathed to our poet 
a rather unusual combination of learn­
ing and wisdom, and the courage that 
sometimes accompanies convictions. 

This is a modern novel told in stan­
zas, "bright,with bewildering audaci­
ties of rime", as someone said of 

"Hudibras". The measure chosen is 
Ottava Eima, a veritable wheelhorse 
in narrative poetry, which Byron made 
to dance like a thoroughbred. Novels 
are by no means confined to prose; 
there have been plenty of realistic, ro­
mantic, and burlesque novels told in 
verse; while the greatest living mas­
ter of the short story in rhyme is John 
Masefield, every one of whose works 
you have to read twice, first to see 
what happens next, second to cull the 
flowers that fringe the smooth road. 
Masefield spins blood - and - thunder 
yarns with the high art that Steven­
son spent on pirates. 

In "Beppo", "The Vision of Judg­
ment", and "Don Juan", Lord Byron 
showed the possibilities of Ottava 
Eima employed in narrative verse 
filled with surprises of wit, humor, 
sarcasm and irony, displaying a met­
rical facility commanded only by a 
great virtuoso. It would be unjust to 
compare "A Prophet of Joy" with 
"Don. Juan"-—though one cannot help 
thinking of the comparison—because 
Byron's technique had the mysterious 
addition of genius; but we can truth­
fully say that Mr. Bradford has skill 
and talent, which cannot be said of 
most writers. The fairest parallel in 
contemporary literature is with Wil­
liam Watson's "The Eloping Angels", 
an imaginative, ironical, burlesque 
poem written in the same metre. Mr. 
Bradford, I think, exhibits a com­
mand of the measure equal to that of 
the distinguished Englishman, and 
has the advantage of dealing with 
present-day people in present-day sur­
roundings. 

To a certain extent, the writer's aim 
is the same as Byron's, though the 
poem is quite free from the passages 
that shocked British sentiment a hun­
dred years ago. When Byron had the 
first canto of "Don Juan" ready, he 
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wrote to John Murray: "I have fin­
ished the first Canto (a long one, of 
about one hundred and eighty octaves) 
of a poem in the style and manner of 
'Beppo', encouraged by the good suc­
cess of the same. It is called 'Don 
Juan', and is meant to be a little 
quietly facetious upon every thing." 

"A Prophet of Joy" is divided into 
six books, averaging about one hun­
dred stanzas for the first five, with 
sixty in the last. The hero's name is 
Smith, and the shock is strengthened 
by his first name, Percival. This anti­
climax in names perhaps symbolizes 
the purposeful mixture of fancy and 
fact. Anyhow, the author delights in 
beginning the names of his charac­
ters with a flourish, and ending them 
with a jolt, bringing the reader up 
rudely, and possibly indicating also 
the rebellion of romance against actu­
ality. For while parents cannot very 
well help the family names of their 
children, their sentimental yearnings 
are often shown—are they not?—in 
the Christian names they bestow. In 
this poem we have Theodora Perkins, 
Matthew Morgan, Aurelia McGoggin, 
Ezekiel Waters, Cecilia Braybrooke, 
Peter Scrimp. 

Theodora is a charming and wealthy 
spinster of thirty-five, Matthew Mor­
gan is a newspaper reporter, Aurelia 
is a blazing movie-star, Ezekiel is an 
anarchist agitator, Cecilia a young, 
sophisticated, somewhat artificial 
beauty, and Peter a cynical Wall 
Street magnate. In the last book we 
have a strife between two uncompro-
mizing enemies. Scrimp and Waters— 
a scene reminding one of Galsworthy's 
famous play. Here as there, nothing 
is gained by the strife, but in the 
midst of it Percival Smith is killed by 
an automatic—the obvious lesson 
being that joy cannot live in strife, or. 

as Aurelia sums it all up in the last 
stanza,— 
"Yet what lie taught shaU not be lost; for I 

Will take the burden up, though far unfit. 
His death has shown me violence must die, 

Its hideous, tortured strength at last un-
l^nlt. 

The sullen hordes of greed and wrath must fly 
And ^oy's pure torch shall at his heart be 

lit. 
So love will make him live on earth again. 
Star of immortal hope to mortal men." 

The story is so interesting that one 
follows it eagerly for its own sake. 
We are taken to city and country, to 
scenes of revel and feasting, to Bol­
shevist gatherings, to picnics, to pub­
lic restaurants, to a Christian Science 
church, to movie shows, to card games 
—but in all times, places, and gather­
ings, and no matter with what com­
panions, whether with the unctuous 
Reverend James Nichols, or with the 
lively Widow Mclvor, the Prophet of 
Joy is always the sarne—for the point 
is that he carries the essence of happi­
ness in his own heart. He is like 
Donatello, human and yet more than 
human, who visits the earth as a me­
teor visits the sky. 

Happiness is more than pleasure, 
for pleasure is an excitement; happi­
ness is a state of mind. Thus, while 
all the other characters in the poem 
look upon Percival Smith as a crank, 
he is meant to be the only one who is 
truly sane. To them he seems eccen­
tric, but to him they appear either 
futile or mad, in their rage over poli­
tics, money, social gossip, and games. 
Yet there is nothing irritating about 
him; he is not Pollyanna. 

His actual quality is- best described 
in the stanzas where Theodora's sen­
timents toward him are analyzed: 
Did Theodora love the prophet then? 

She never would herself have used the word, 
Or owned the love that women feel for men. 

In fact, she would have called it quite absurd. 
Xou do not love a wandering sunbeam, when 

It comforts all your life, or love a bird 
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Which in a summer morning sings away 
The plague and discontent o£ yesterday. 

The sprightliness and gayety of the 
whole poem make it seem as though it 
were purely spontaneous, so fresh and 
strong and bubbling is the current; 
yet I dare say the ingenuity of the 
rhymes is the fruit of much cogitation 
and correction. The frequent femi­
nine and double rhymes put a ripple 
in the verse that is particularly charm­
ing. 

What fun the author must have had 
composing all this! He has not only 
worked with his subject, he has played 
with it. He keeps up his own and the 
reader's courage, sometimes by whis­
tling. It is one of the most original 
contributions to literature that I have 
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literature which it resembles. And it 
is written in the American, not the 
English language—witness the words 
that rhyme with "been", and "ceme­
tery". 

The book is beautifully printed, on 
dull paper with clear type, the volume 
being so light in weight that it is a 
pleasure to hold it in the hand. 

A Prophet of Joy. By Gamaliel Bradford. 
Houghton Mifflin Co. 

A FREUDIAN CONCEPT OF 
RELIGION 

By Joseph Collins 

MR. SWISHER, a Unitarian clergy­
man formerly of New London, 

now of Wellesley, has written a book 
which "aims to be a comprehensive 
treatment of the religious problem, the 
varied phenomena of religion, and vari­
ous normal, and abnormal religious 
types, together with certain sugges­
tions for a new and different kind of 

education from the viewpoint of the 
new psychology", that is, from dream 
interpretation or Freudian psychoan­
alysis. Rarely, perhaps never, has a 
writer failed so signally to accomplish 
his aim. The book is a heterogeneous 
mass of poorly digested, badly assimi­
lated psychology, and worse religion, 
while from the pedagogical point of 
view that which he says has been said 
many times. "At first glance the 
Freudian psychology seems fantastic, 
far-fetched and scientifically unsound." 
Not so much at first sight as at second. 
Mr. Swisher speaks of it as a system 
of thought. It is not a system of 
thought according to Freud but a 
miethod of treating nervous disorders, 
and speaking as authority, I may add 
the poorest and most pernicious that 
has been devised in modern times. 

"Civilized man is averse to having 
the biological origin of his emotions 
revealed in the harsh white light of 
modern rational thought." I am riot 
aware of such aversion and it would be 
interesting to know how Mr. Swisher 
became aware of it. Like many clergy-
Tnon l^o liQQ an Vi aKi'f"na"f"0^ Viirviaolf •f'n 

ex cathedra statement that he does not 
?ense the necessity of furnishing proof 
of his statements. During the past 
decade physiologists have been busy 
linking up the emotions, i. e. the gene­
sis and the display of them, with the 
internal secretions. However, this 
white light of modern thought is not 
"harsh". 

Mr. Swisher has a sex obsession, or 
had, and it is still dominant: 

All religion has a phallic origin... . The 
myth (the transpirations in the Garden of 
Eden) is a primitive sex myth. . . . Christian 
symbols such as the cross bespealt a phallic 
origin.. . . Religion is primarily emotional and 
therefore of sex origin..".. . There is nothing 
essentially abnormal about the incest complex 
itself.. . . Jesus had certain masochistic ten­
dencies, Paul was sadistic. . . The conviction or 
sense of sin is a suppression of sex craving. 
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