“I hope,” said Mrs. Pendarvis,
“that you won’t write one of

those doughy books which leave
a great lump in one’s brain. Do
grind your thought, if you find
it necessary to use any, exceed-
ingly fine; and do realize from
the start that there’s no use ex-
plaining Life or Love or things
like that. . . . Write something
light. It’s almost impossible to
buy a book at once light and
intelligent.”

Mr. Brackett has taken his own
character’s advice in

: Week-End

By
CHARLES BRACKETT
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He offers a satiric glimpse of a
Friday-to-Monday among the
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fashionable intelligentsia. Filled
with gay, brilliant talk, with
characters whose portraits are
etched in malice, it 1s a story
which takes its place among the
best work being done in the
field of sophisticated comedy.
$1.75 net
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At all Bookstores, When ordering
by mail add 6% for posiage
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& COMPANY, Publishers
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THE OLD FARMER
and HIS ALMANACK

By G. L. KITTREDGE

An absorbing book on life and
manners in New England a cen-
tury ago. ¢ It is no exaggera-
tion to say that there is not a
dull page in this book. Learn-
ing and wit have combined to
produce a most entertaining and
instructive work. As we read,
old New England seems to
take shape before our eyes.”

MONTREAL STANDARD.

Fully illustrated. §3.00

Harvard University Press
2 Randall Hall, Cambridge, Mass.

AT LEADING NEWS-
STANDS

15¢
By Subscription $5 a Year
TIME
£36 East 39th St., NEw York

A Letter from Italy

By ArLpo Sorani

HOMAS  MANN, the great German

novelist, rencwing  his plgrimages to
ftaiv and consenung with Protessor von
Witimewitz-Mocliendort to address  an
ltaouan and costopolitan public in the Ger-
dan cuttural Week ot the Florence Inter-
pational Book Fair, has marked the othicial
resuinption by Germany ot her place in
Ltuban culture. 2\ notable step.

the fecturer had chusen for his theme
Tolstoy and Gocthe, and to draw a parallel
between  two  such  opposites  seetned  an
arduous, well-nigh impossible undertaking.
Fhemas Mo nevertheless brought  the
subticst analysls to bear upon his task, and,
assisted by his mastery of literary values,
diligent technique, and cloquent gesture, he
brought Tolstwy and Goethe together so as
to veveal unsuspected resemblances between
theie, Both wraced a common ancestry in
Juan-Jacques Rousscau, at all events in
their pleasure 1o seli-expression and  the
moralists atdtude, and it fell to Thomas
Mann's rare sleight of bhand to formulate
with und around those threc names the
outline of a literary Society of Nations,
supporting his plea with all the arguments
and  mteilectual  testimony  worthy of the
pen that has given us “Der Zauberberg.”

It was my good tortune, a few days
later, to mect this guest of honor of
Florcuce at the country home of his host,
Dr. Richter, and mindful of that intel-
lectual League of Nations whose strands
Mamn  had woven round those mighty
naines, opportunity served me, 1 thought, to
lay the lines of our talk upon what intel-
lectual Germany  today appears to think
about the European brotherhood.

Germany, he observed, has not emerged
fromr the war only to withdraw herself
within a strained nationalism. Her prob-
lems are shared by all literary peoples.
The need of a renewed approach is gen-
erally felt. Germany wants to count among
the Nations.  We have agreed to drop
pulitics out of our talk, yet I may as well
say—continued Mann—that any concern
I may have felt at Marshal Hindenburg’s
election to the Presidency of the German
Reich s due less to personal prejudice
against a man for whom I harbor no hostile
feelings, than to its possibilities in retard-
g the advent of that Europeanism to-
wards  which  our intellectual  outlook
tends.  Hindenburg fortunately has taken
the oath to the Republic, and I am not only
a belicver In her, but also in the solidarity
and strength of the forces of democracy
which have joined issue with other princi-
ples, and won. Moreover Germany, up
against Europe and the world at large,
Germany turned back upon herself, is as
remote from our wish as it is unthinkable.
That of which we feel the want is a gen-
eral  return, political, intellectual, and
artistic, not indeed to the past, but to the
institution, after such far-reaching anarchy,
of a new order. In this new order alone
the solution lics of problems, ideal as well
as practical, not necessarily in reaction but
in a sense a revolutionary new order. . . .
Nevertheless, he added, T am not a doer,
my province is the thinker’s, the thought
and its vehicle, style.  “Der Zauberberg,”
my last novel, envisages the enchantment of
dissolution and draws its theme from all
sources, politics and letters, medicine and
metaphvsics.

A8

That pronouncement led our conversa-
tion to the novelist’s art.  Evolution is
noticcable not alone in Mann, but in the
vounger  men of  France and  Britain.
Among the latter, and Aldous Huxley is
a typical mstance, characters do not act,
they question, discuss, and lecture about
life. The novel of todav turns away from
the narrative and constructive theme; a
thests heads cach chapter, made up of at
teast two  dissertations.  Nothing happens
bevond the contrast of views, the author
apparently plaving audience to his charac-
ters after Introducing them to us. Mann
has mot read Huxlev; Galsworthy holds
his suffrage, it appears, and he recalls his
own surname  “the German Galsworthy,”
given him after the publication and Eng-
Lish translation of “Buddenbrooks.”

There is a “fiction crisis,” admits Mann.
Evervthing, todav, is traversing a critical
staze amd the novel secks a new form,
cven ax Ufe moves in quest of rencwed
ideals. No doubt this can not be put down
to failure in numbers or output.  The
cause Tioe elsewhere,  The framework of
ali enfolding plots is shattered, the per-
spective But w~ have in Ger-
many a number of powerful novelists still.
There e Tacob Wassermann, for instance,
Thiess, Tleinrich Mann toa, myv brother,
whose ruthless diseection of pre-war Ger-

1soreversed.

many reads as the writing upon the wall
‘To my query whither literary young
Gerany trends, Thomas Mann replied as
toliows:

As far as 1 can see, expressionisiy, anti-
realistic, spiritualistic, parallel with the like
movements n panung and sculpture, has
come full cycle, and 1s past. No marked
individuality has been thrown up by, no
leader has  headed  expressionism. The
movement, nevertheless, will have proved a
useful experience, and it may leave behind
an instructive wake, even though accom-
plishment be lacking.  In my opinion, a
revived classicismn Is at hand, outstripping the
antique, the traditional canon broxen and
derided on all sides, and having learned a
lesson  from  expressionism’s adventures,
truancies, and vagaries. For my own part,
concluded Mann, I am looking for a new
form and style, that in its severity, con-
cision, and accuracy shall indeed embody a
new realization of life.

The wvaried influences upon literature
catne under review and with them in-
evitably that of Freudian psychology.
Thomas Mann believes in the far-rcaching
influence of Freudian suggestion which 1s
far, he thinks, from waning, as indeed is
shown by the issue of that author’s collect-
ed works in ten volumes.

My novel “Death in Venice,” he went
on, is underlain by Freudian influcnce. I
should not but for him have treated the
subject, so peculiarly sensual and morbid,
in this way or, at any rate, seen thus my
hero, the renowned writer von Ashenbach’s
tragic undoing. Whatever may be said,
Freud’s theory seems an undoubted step to-
wards knowledge of the subconsciousness.
In military parlance, 1 should call Freud-
ism a general assault to conquer the sub-
conscious field. As an arust, however, 1
admit perplexity, nay, humiliation, the
theory acting in the manner of X-rays,
disclosing all, even the recondite mystery
of action. I revere knowledge, even
that which knocks at the entrance beneath
the threshold of consciousness, but too much
knowledge hurts, inhibiting, nay, abolish-
ing action. Freud knows too much, he
learns too much about us, he cuts at the
roots of all motive, he raises the veil upon
the virgin mind. Excess of knowledge is
today our misfortune, an excess starving
action for plethoric thought. Hence we
not only fail to initiate a definite course
along the beaten track, but we fail even to
obtain a clear and immediate world out-
look, and an instinctive perception of life’s
significance.  Hence our hesitancies, our
anxietics, our difhidence before the most
contradictory systems of thought, and our
extreme difficulty to realizee The urgent
task before us is to find the new way,
namely to march towards the synthesis of
knowledge and action. We must remake
our youth and virginity. We must over-
come knowledge and recreate intuition. We
have traversed the phase of naiveté pass-
ing on to that of science-worship; the third
phase is the union of both, which shall
bring forth the miracle of innocence after
and through awareness. At this turning, if
we rcach it, we shall view a new scheme
of life for mankind. . . .

Thomas Mann remains the ingenious
artificer of the “Death in Venice” and the
“Buddenbrooks” and retains all his youth-
ful vigor in despite of all vicissitudes. He
is now at work upon another book with
a hero different iz foto from von Aschen-
bach or from the hero of “Zauberberg,”
who having betaken himself for a week to
Davos, stayed there seven years. The new
novel tells the story of a modern captain
of industry, an adventurer of exalted rank,
with as many possibilities as his scruples
are few,

Mann is now on his way to the Lido,
allured by the spell of Venice. Will the
great novelist dwell there seven days
or scven vyears?

Knut Rasmussen is one of the two or
three Arctic explorers who are thoroughly
familiar with the Eskimo language and
who have made a serious study of Eskimo
folk-lore. His latest contribution to the
field of his researches is his publication of
the second volume of “Myter og Sagn fra
Gronland” (Copenhagen: Gyldendal), a
collection of stories, arranged in groups, de-
rived from the West Greenland district of
Godthaab. Two further volumes in the
serics are to be published in Danish.

The Mercure de France is running some
hitherto unpublished papers by Michelet
which bear upon the war of 1870.

A Companion Volume to

“The Forsyte Saga”

Caravan

THE ASSEMBLED TALES OF

JOHN
GALSWORTHY

In assembling his tales for this “caravan”
Mr. Galsworthy, as he declares in his pre-
face, has “roped them two by two, an early
tale behind and a late tale in front . . . so
that any reader who has the curiosity can
mark such difference as Time brings to
technique or treatment.”

SALVATION OF A FORSYTE . . 1900
A STOIC . . . . . . 1916
A PORTRAIT .. 1908
THE GREY ANGEL 1917
QUALITY Lo 1911
THE MAN WHO KEPT HIS

FORM . 1920
THE JAPANESE QUINCE . 1910
THE BROKEN BOOT .. 1922
TIHE CHOICE . . . . 1910
ULTIMA THULE . . . . . 1914
COURAGE .. . ... . 1904
THE BRIGHT SIDE .. 1919
THE BLACK GODMOTHER . 1912
PHILANTHROPY . 1922
A MAN OF DEVON . . . . 1900
THE APPLE TREE . . . . 1916
THE PRISONER . .. 1909
A SIMPLE TALE L. 1914
THE CONSUMMATION . . . 1904
ACME e . 1923
DEFEAT . . . . . . . . 1916
VIRTUE . . . . . . . . 1922
THE NEIGHBOURS . . . . 1909
STROKE OF LIGHTNING . . 1921
SPINDLEBERRIES . . . . . 1918
SALTA PRO NOBIS .. . . 1922
THE PACK . . . . . . . 1905
“THE DOG IT WAS THAT

DIED’’ - e . . . . . 1919
A KNIGHT . . . . . . . 1900
THE JURYMAN . . . . . 1916
TIMBER . . . . . . . . 1920
SANTA LUCTA . . . . . . 1921
THE MOTHER STONE . . . 1903
PEACE MEETING . . . . . 1917
A STRANGE THING . . . . 1916
THE NIGHTMARE CHILD ., . 1917
A REVERSION TO TYPE . . . 1901
EXPECTATIONS . . . . . 1919
A WOMAN . . . . . . . 1900
A HEDONIST . . . . . . 1920
A MILLEROF DEE . . . . . 1903
LATE—299 . . . . . . . 1923
THE SILENCE . . . . . . 1901
AFEUD . . . . . . . . 1921
A FISHER OF MEN . . . . 1908
MANNA . . . . . . . . 1916
“cararp” . . . . . . . 1917
THE RECRUIT . . . . . . 1917
COMPENSATION . . . . . 1914
CONSCIENCE . . . . . . 1922
ONCE MORE . . . . . . 1910
BLACKMAIL ... L1921
TWO LOOKS ., . . . . . 1904
A LONG-AGO AFFAIR ., 1922
TIE FIRST AND THE LAST . . 1914
TIAD A HORSE ... 1923

$2.50 at all bookstores

Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York
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Points of View

From London

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
SIR:

I could not stop here without sending a
greeting to you. Everything is as beautiful
as ever it was and the flowers are even more
beautiful than they have any business to be
this side of Heaven. The Eros statue is
now on the edge of the Thames: You go
to the Westminster Bridge and turn to the
left and the first thing you know you may
have an invisible arrow in your imagina-
tion which is the place this fellow aims at.
But no one is troubled over Eros any more:
Epstein has kept everyone worrying for
weeks and weeks: his bird sanctuary memo-
rial to Hudson in Hyde Park draws crowds
that sccthe with rage and say there ought
to be a law. One outraged citizen stood in
front of it and talked twelve consecutive
hours: variations on the theme Taxke IT
Out. I can’t sce why: it is a South Amer-
ican version of the Harpy Tomb, it seems
to me, and Rima was a South American,
wasn’t she?

Mrs. Belloc-Lowndes just wrote to ask
me if T would mect a group of writers at
Rumpelmayer’s for tea next week: their
names are most imposing. There was a
Court last night and Ebury Street, where I
live, was rolling with carriages, so I went
around to Buckingham Palace and saw a
half a dozen duchesses in red coaches with
frog-footmen like Cinderella, and any num-
ber of lovely debutantes with white feathers.
Onc of these lives next to me and very con-
siderately stood on the curb Thursday night
before she stepped into the carriage, long
enough to see the gorgeous effect. I am to
take tea with A. A. Milne next Friday, to
mect Christopher Robin, who is going to
autograph my copy of “When We Were
Very Young.” Oxford is so lovely I do
not waut to go back to London or anywhere
but to live on Holywell Street for ever and
ever.

May LaMBERTON BECKER.

London, '

»ubtful Wilde Item

litor of T'%e Saturday Review:

s wooober, 1922, Messts. Methuen of
London published, in a volume uniform
with the first collected edition of the works
of Oscar Wilde issued by the same firm in
1908, the scenario of a play called “For
Love of the King,” which is described on
the title-page as “A Burmese Masque.” It
was widely reviewed in England.

In an Introductory Note prefixed to the
volume it is stated that the work was writ-
ten for Mrs. Chan Toon (now Mrs. Wode-
house-Pearse) and that Wilde sent it to her
in Burma accompanied by a letter dated
November 27, 1893. “For Love of the
King” was first published in Hutchinson’s
Magagine, London, in October, 1g921: it
appeared also in the New York Cenrury
in December of the same year.

No manuscript of this work In Wilde’s
handwriting is known to exist. It was
printed from the typewritten copy, “bear-
ing dear Oscar’s corrections,” which Mrs.
Wodchouse-Pearse assures me she received
from Wilde at the end of 1894. Through
the courtesy of Messrs. Methuen, in whose
possession this document 1s, I have been
allowed to examine it. I have no hesitation
in saying that the manuscript corrections
are not in Wilde’s autograph. 1 am pre-
pared to state elsewhere, if required, in
whose handwriting I believe these correc-
tions to be.

Wilde was in the habit of preserving
every scrap of his own writing, I have
myself examined hundreds of manuscripts
of his plays, stories, essays, and poems, both
complete and incomplete, some written as
early as his undergraduvate days and some
written during the last few years of his
life. No single line of this “Burmese
Masque” is known to exist in Wilde’s
manuscript nor, so far as I know, has any
person scen the original of the letter dated
November 27, 1894, which Wilde is stated
to have written to Mrs. Chan Toon (as
she then was). Wilde very seldom dated
a letter.

Towards the end of 1894 Wilde was
writing “The Importance of Being Earn-
est” and possibly had not finished “An
Tdeal Husband.” An examination of the
original manuscripts of these two plays in
the British Muscum will show Wilde’s
method of composition. It is almost in-
credible that at that period when Wilde
was at the height of his dramatic career,
when John Hare and other managers were

pressing him to fulfil contracts for which
he had already received payment, when (as
he complains in the unpublished portion of
“De Profundis”) circumstances prevented
him even from finishing his onc-act play
called “A Florentine Tragedy,” he should
have had the tine or the inclination to com-
pose and to complete and to revise this
“Burmese Masque,” differing entirely in
subject-matter and in style from any work
that he had previously attempted.

Further, 1t is stated in the Introductory
Note that “the late Robert Ross much
wanted to include it in an edition of
Wilde’s works . . . but he could not
obtain the owner’s consent.” From 1gos
to 1909 I was closely associated with the
late Robert Ross in the preparation and
editing of two collected editions of Wilde’s
works published by Messrs. Methuen
which Robert Ross was anxious to make
as complete as possible—even fragments
of Wilde’s American lectures and two un-
finished plays were included. If the exist-
ence of “For Love of the King” had been
known to Mr. Ross it is (to say the least)
unlikely that he would not have mentioned
it to me.

It is always difficult to prove a negative,
but I suggest that until cvidence of its
authenticity be forthcoming, it should not
be taken for granted that “For Love of
the King” is the work of Oscar Wilde
merely because it has been published under
his name more than twenty years after his
death. ‘

STUART MasoN.

London, England.

————

In his “La Vie en France au Moyen Age,
de la Fin du XIle au Milieu du XIVe
Siecle, d’aprés les Moralistes du Temps”
(Paris: Hachette) Charles V. Langlois pre-
sents what is virtually a series of twelve
lectures digesting some of the most inter-
esting of the works of twelve moralists
from the twelfth to the fourteenth century.
His book is a realistic portrayal of medizval
life, with biographical and critical material
elucidating its narrative.

S

The third volume of “La Régne d’Alex-
andre Ter,” by K. Waliszewski (Paris: Plon
Nouritt), which has recently appeared, deals
with the Congresses from Aix-la-Chapelle
to Vienna, but its outstanding interest lies
in the picture it presents of Russia during
the reign of Alexander and in its analysis
of the part that the Czar played in bring-
ing about the demoralization of the coun-
try. It is a brilliant and biting depiction,
unsparing in its characterization.

S

A book which, though popular in manner
should prove of Importance to students of
history is Johannes NohD’s chronicle of the
Black Death through the ages entitled “Der
Schwarze Tod” (Potsdam: Kiepenhauer).
‘The work is based on contemporary records
and is lavishly illustrated with reproduc-
tions of woodcuts which were called forth
in such large numbers by the plague.

Trade Winds

T was Young Amherst’s idea to put

up a sign in our window, QUESTIONS
ANSWERED, which has led to Business.
A young, moderately fair Englishwoman
came in and said she was much troubled by
the word “galluses” which she had scen in
all the stories of Gorilla Warfare in Ten-
nessee, For a long time she had hesitated
to ask anyone, fearing the answer might
be embarrassing; but the word was not in
her Concise Oxford Dictionary and she
could endure the suspense no longer. Sus-
pense, said Young Ambherst, is exactly what
galluses are intended to perform. Probably
the plural, he said, should be gafli; at any
rate, madam, in a word, suspenders. 'They
got looking it up in the Oxford Dictionary,
which defines suspenders as “attachments to
which tops of socks or stockings are hung.”
They became quite merry over this and
Young Amherst is writing to the Oxford
dictioneers to bring their learning up to
date. From suspenders they rose to Russian
fiction, and when they discovered that they
both spelt Chchov the same way they were
very happy. Like Oxford suspenders, it is
a bond of union. Young Amherst sold her
Gerhardi’s maginificent book on Chehov; it
was the only sale that afternoon.

SN

Another inquiry elicited by Young Ame
herst’s placard: “Where can 1 buy that
book about Anatole France in Slippers, in
the French?”  Unluckily T was out of it,
so I referred the lady to the exccllent Plerre
Jarry, who used to run the famous book-
stall at the Brevoort; now he has opened
his own shop Au Coirn de France at 66 West
51, well stocked with all the current French
books and magazines. When my Scandi-
navian soul is depressed with the uniform-
ity of life I drop in at M. Jarry’s and have
a look at the Petites Annonces in Le Sourire,
I often wonder what O, Henry would have
thought of them as granules of short-story.

S 2

Best sellers in my shop the past fortnight
(by which 1 mean the things it gave me
the greatest pleasure to sell) —“The
Travel Diary of a Philosopher,” by Key-
serling; Complete Prose, by Walt Whitman;
“Dramatic Values,” by C. E. Montague;
Notebooks, by Samuel Butler; “The Crazy
Fool,” by Donald Ogden Stewart; Poems,
by Emily Dickinson; “Serena Blandish,” by
A Lady of Quality,

St

It’s queer how people’s minds work. Not
long ago, when there was some particularly
comic controversy going on in the church,
a downtown bookseller dug out of his
stockroom a number of almost forgotten
copics of “Scenes from Clerical Life.” He
put them in the window; within three days
he had sold them all, and had an inquiry
from a celluloid editor as to whether the
book would make a good movie. The
question is, what kind of excitement did

these people think it was? Perbaps one
of those Ronald Press books about double-
entry bookkeeping.

L

How I'd love to have seen Mr. and
Mrs. Alfred Knopf arriving in a droschky
at the Polish acres of Wladyslaw Reymont,
and all the Polonaises gathered at the front
postern to shout an old fashioned Borzoi
greeting.

Qb b

Mr. John Murray, advertising in the
London Times:—*Barren Ground,” a new
novel by the author of “Black Oxen.”

P. E. G. QuEercus.

A& Items::

In and out of the office— ..

. NE song has been defi-
! O nitely decided upon for
the second volume of Barber
Shop Ballads. Close-harmon-
ists far and wide have been
berating Sig Spaeth for the
omission of Honey, Honey,
Bless Your Heart. Honey will

be Song No. ! in Series II.

2. By the way, Ring Lardner will
never forgive Sig Spaeth for
this omission. (See his sul-
phuric introduction to Barber

Shop Ballads.)
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Nevertheless, Barber Shop
Ballads continues to go like
hot cakes at the book stalls.

One of the reasons for this
phenomenon is that it really
shows you how to sing in close
harmony. (A guarantee of this
goes with each copy—oprice
$2.00, equipped with two
phonograph records.)
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(One of the
chip designs
in Webster's
Poker Book)

5. Webster's Poker Book will
soon come out in a non-Bar-
num and Bailey edition. Price
$1.50 instead of the $2.50. For
those who own Poker Chips—
the new edition will interest
you.

6. For those who are about
to learn the great American
cut throat game: get the $2.50
edition : it contains card-board
chips, I. O. U. Blanks. The
book’s all set for a game of
jack pots.

Simon and Schuster, Inc..
B 37 West 57th St.,, New York
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A MODERN DON JUAN JOURNEYS
TO THE HOLY LAND

THE RELIC

by Ec,‘a de Queiroz

This is the young man’s own account of his journey to Jerusalem in
search of a sacred relic to win the affections and the fortune of his
wealthy aunt—of the romantic adventures en route—of his tri-
umphant return with a relic undeniably, but a relic of his own most
pleasant moment which properly scandalizes the stiff old spinster
and intensely amuses the reader.

The strong healthy humor of it, the combination of honeved irony and infec-

tious gaiety, with here and there a picce of exquisite writing, make of this
book a precious find in fiction that the knowing will not forego.

Translated from the Portuguese by Aubrey F. G. Bell
Just Published. $2.50

Alfred A. Knopf, 730 Fifth Avenue, New York

In Canada from the Macmillan Co. of Carada, Ltd., St. Martin's House, Torouto

The reviewers recommend
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because it is light, subtle and highly

@
amusing. $2.00 ),

because it is Lawrence at his wittiest \‘.: :
and most significant. $2.00 %

because it is a thrilling tale of adven- b

ture in Africa and on the sea written

in beautiful prose. $2.50 \m
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for week-end reading: %
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by G. B. Stern %}»
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by D. H. Lawrence
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