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In Turfari 
AUF HELLAS SPUREN IN OST-TFRK-

ISTAN. By ALBKRr vox L' i o:j, 
Leipzj-: J. C. iiin; .chs'aii- liiichii.aiJ-
I 'J i iy. i y ^ 6 . 

Re\-it;«-ed by U A M K L V. TiiuMP,-,ox, JR. 

T ^ H E jjreatest road which led to ancient 
-*- Kon.e was the silK-rouic- across Asia. 

Siik found its way froni China into Bactria 
and Parthia, to Persia, India, and the Occi
dent; and the padding" feet of the camel 
trains which bor it to the West engraved the 
path which BLidcihist faitli anti arts were to 
follow eastward to e'athay. The penetra
tion of Buddhism from India into Central 
Asia took place along- two routes: the first, 
through Bactria, across the Pamirs to 
Kashgar and Khotan, the second, o\er the 
formidable Karakorum Pass, to Yarkand, 
and beyond. There it was picked up along 
the trade-routes, and carried throughout the 
Middle Kingdoin, to Korea and Japan. 

Precisely how this penetration took place, 
to what influences the Art of Buddhist 
India was subjected during its long journey, 
and by what stages early Chinese Art 
evolved, are questions of burning interest 
to archa;ologists. The story of Buddhism 
is written in arduous places; in the siirines 
and temples of Gandhara, of Afghanistan 
and Turkestan it is written, carved, and 
painted. And if the archieologist would 
read it, he must go, as Foucher has gone, 
to the Bamian Valley, to read it there; to 
Tun Huang, "The Caves of the Thousand 
Buddhas," or to the oases of Turkestan, 
Turfan, the Knotenfunkt of the old trade-
routes, Kutscha, and lesser sites. 

The "Royal Prussian Turfan-Expe-
ditions" were led by Dr. Albert von Le Coq 
and his colleagues, between 1902 and 1914, 
for the purpose of discovering, excavating, 
and acquiring documents to illustrate the 
arts and religions of Central Asia in the 
first ten centuries of the Christian era. In 
this they were notably successful, and in
valuable collections of manuscripts and 
wall-paintings, sculptures, photographs, and 
records now housed in the Museum fiir 
Volkerkunde in Berlin bear witness to their 
zeal. The scientific aspects of these docu
ments have been admirably treated in Dr. 
von Le Coq's "Chotscho" and in his 
"Buddhistische Spiitantike in Mittelasien" 
series, and other monumental works. "Auf 
Hellas Spuren" is written in a lighter vein. 

Le Coq, the veteran explorer, dean of 
Orientalists, lias laid aside all zvissenschaft-
lichen Ballast to give us in informal, con
versational style a "personal account of his 
experiences in that distant, inaccessible, 
dusty, sunny land." 

Le Coq, the keen, observant traveller, 
invites the reader with him to Turfan, bv 
tarantass and telega; to spots unknown since 
Marco Polo's day, to Karachodscha, 
Baziiklik, to Kami, and Qyzil, hard on the 
trail of the "traces of Hellas." It would 
be difficult to find a more fascinating book 
of travel and adventure. A copious fund 
of anecdote and picturesque detail, a whim
sical humor, and a warm humanity season 
everv page. 

Le Coq, the genial scholar, has sum
marized in a scant thirty pages of intro
duction, the story of Hellenism in India 
and its consequences in Turkestan. In con
tact with post-Alexandrian Hellenic culture 
in the North and West, young Buddhism 
drew upon Greek models for its Pantheon 
just as the early Christians borrowed from 
the arts of pagan Rome. "Whenever the 
decadent Antique encounters an unculti\-ated 
religion, a new Art springs into being." 
This was the art, this Hellenistic-Indian 
hybrid, that the missionaries of Buddhism 
took with them East, over the Pamirs or the 
Karakorum Pass. 

It is true that some scholars are less 
inclined than von Le Coq to see Greek 
influence in Oriental Art. But "Auf Hellas 
Spuren" is not misnamed. It opens de
lightful doors, and offers to the intelligent 
layman a sound new pathwav to the Arts 
of the Far East. 

Houghton MifHin Company announce 
that they have been securing stray copies of 
some of their special editions, with the aim 
of assembling a set of the Riverside Press 
Editions. They say that the scarcity of 
these items, which were issued under the 
direction of Bruce Rogers, and the marked 
increase in prices, is a matter of keen sat
isfaction. It shows unmistakably the appre
ciation of blooklovers for the careful 
selection of material for these limited 
•editions, and the soundness of investing in 
books of excellent typography and appro
priate format. 

Mothers and Daughters 
T O C H T E R : DER ROMAN ZWEIER 

C E X E R A n o N E N . By GAI!RI;.L]: 
K L L T I X . Berlin: I'llstein Verlag. i9-'.7. 

Re\iewcd by A. W. G. RANDALL 
"VTO German writer is better cjualified than 
-'• ^ Gabriele Reuter to write a novel of 
this type, contrasting: the older and the 
vounger generation of women. For it was 
she who, in i^^95, ga\e Germany, in her 
no\'el "Aus Guter Familie," the equivalent 
of "'lire Woman Who Did," and sounded 
the fantare of "eniancifJation," since when 
she has followed, with acuter observation 
than the icuilletonisch style of her books 
would lead one to suppose, the trend of ideas 
and habits of the succeeding generation. 
The result is disillusion, but it would hardly 
be fair to call it the disillusionment of ad-
\'anclng years. Miss Rose Macaulay's suc
ceeding ages of women in "Told by an 
Idiot" find that their inhibitions, their thrill
ing challenges to current morality, their re
bellions against convention, all come more 
or less to the same thing. Plus (a change, 
•plus c'est la meme chose. But if this novel 
of Gabriele Reuter is to be taken as in any 
way an accurate picture—and we repeat 
that, against our first impressions, we are 
convinced of its truth of observation—there 
is not only an important difference between 
the "woman who did" when she was young, 
and the same woman thirty years later; 
there is also a really fundamental difference 
between her and her daughters, due to more 
than the customary misunderstanding's be
tween maturity and adolescence. It is a 
difference that seems inherent in European, 
or at least, since we are reviewing a Ger
man no\el, let us sa\̂ , Gernian civilization. 
Perhaps a short summary of Gabriele 
Renter's work will serve to make the point 
clear. 

Dorothec, daughter of conventional peo
ple, marries the brilliant archx'ologist Pro
fessor Peter Cardenius, not before, however, 
she has, in a moment of abandon—"the 
woman who did"—had a child by him. 
Far away in a remote part of Greece, how
ever, this defiance of convention is easily 
kept a secret, and an apparently successful 
married life follows, marred, towards the 
end of Peter Cardenius's life, by a jealousy 
on his part for which there was no serious 
cause. The mother, the joys of inde
pendence over, devotes herself to bringing 
up her two daughters, Petra and Helge. 
The elder comes to maturity at about the 
beginning of the war and marries a man of 
sceptical, materialistic outlook, from whom 
she parts, and whose child conveniently dies 
(the novelist, we have calculated, escapes 
from no less than four awkward situations 
by letting her characters die). In all the 
excitement of the war, the uprooting of 
standards, the stimulation of emotions, Petra 
gradually becomes completely abandoned to 
luxury and pleasure. Whereas, however, 
her mother had felt the departure from con
ventional morality to be a defiance of a 
standard, Petra seems to have no such con
sciousness; moreover, the ring of liberty and 
successful emancipation in the experience of 
the mother stjems wanting with the daugh
ter; with her it is sheer, conscienceless aban
don. 

The reallv tragic figure however, is 
the mother. Her hands are tied, not only 
by her own adventure, the knowledge of 
which has come to Petra's ears, but by the 
fact that not only has she cast down the 
standards of her parents, but by doubts of 
the \alue of her owm "ideals" of liberty. The 
moral agnosticism of the age has entered 
her soul and paralyzed her action. To her 
second daughter, the beautiful Helge, she 
clings more closely. The child is young and 
innocent; a na'ive love-story is all her ex
perience, but her very ingenuousness at
tracts the passionate, decadent dancer Les-
cinska, and it looks as if she too were on 
the brink of the moral and emotional abyss 
into which Petra, deserted by the millionaire 
to whom she had given herself, eventually 
falls. How unravel this problem? Gabriele 
Reuter simplv does not; she lets Petra marry 
respectablv, anel Helge, in whose future we 
were getting interested, is killed in a motor-
accident. The technique is old-fashioned, 
so often is the style, but the situation is 
vivid and as a popular, but not absurdly 
romantic, summing-up of a certain phase of 
German social life in the last thirty years, 
the novel is well worth reading. 

By a regrettable oversight "x'\ Dictionary 
of English Pronunciation with American 
A'ariants," which was reviewed in the last 
issue of the Saturday Revieiv, was credited 
onlv to the English publishers. The book 
has been brought out in this country by 
D. Appleton & Company. 

H£LL! • • • • 
Save that Whoop-Ia—'to get 
us votes in the next campaign 

It ivon't sell no books!*' 

THIS book is the 
story of Boss 
V a n H O G S , a 

politician in a Middle 
Western town — an 
ignorant .sentimental, 
tough, big - hearted, 
big-bodied Irishman 
who makes his entry 
into political life as 
the result of a saloon 
brawl the night be
fore the McKinley-
Bryan election and ultimately be
comes one of the most powerful po
litical bosses in the country—and it 
traces his material, social and moral 
development. A more startlingly gen
uine character has rarely been por
trayed in recent fiction. 

TheBook-of-the-Month Club News, 
in reporting on the book for its sub
scribers, says: "Boss Van Hoos stays 
honest, personally honest, and the 
curious moral world which he inhabits 
—where corruption in politics seems 

— s a y s Boss Van 
Hoos, the hero of 
"GodGot One Vote," 
a novel acclaimed by 
William Allen White 
as "a real book with
out being nasty . . . 
its saving grace of 
essential idealism, 
never softens into 
mush." 

right and natural as 
long as you keep faith 
w i t h y o u r f r i e n d s , 
where the men who 
govern have no in
terest in government 

except as a business, have never even 
heard of political theory except as a 
catchword—is a real achievement. 
This, in short, is the faithful and 
sometimes exciting picture of a ward 
politician. The title is accurate. When 
it was all over, the boss had done 
something for righteousness and 
humanity, where the reformers had 
failed or been hypocrites. God got 
one vote anyway." 

Published August 19th 

On sale at all bookstores—$2.50 

GOD GOT ONE VOTE 
A novel by Frederick Hazlitt Brennan 

SIMON and SCHUSTER, inc., S7 w. 57»< st., NEW YORK 
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<^OW EAST 
<^OW WEST 

A novel of married life 
among delightful people, re
vealing at their best Miss 
Ertz's broad understanding 
of human nature and delicate 
wit and charm. 

% 5USAN ,ERT2 
$2.00 at Booksellers D. Appleton and Company 

T H E N E W 

N O V E L 

by the 

Author of 

" A F T E R 

N O O N " 

and 

"MADAME 

CLAIRE" 

Nezi' York 
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GALLIONS 
REACH by 

ON SEPTEMBER 
1ST H A R P E R 
& B R O T H E R S 
WILL PUBLISH H. M. TOMLINSON 

"I exist ia a state of excited suspense," 
says A R N O L D B E N N E T T f t t r 

"waiting, in hope and in apprehension, for 
'GALLIONS REACH," the first novel of 
H. M. ToMLiNSON. ToMLiNSON, as some have 
been for years aw âre, is a great prose writer. 
He is, to use a convenient description, an 
English Conrad. I have been hearing about 
this novel for a long time, and at last I hear 
that it is being printed. It is certain to contain 
exceedingly fine work." Watch next week for what 
FRANK SWINNERTON says of this coming great 

novel of the sea and the jungle. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED
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THE END OF A WORLD* 
by Claude Anet 

The last chapter in the history of a people condemned 
to disappear, epitomized in the life of one man. 

Illustrated from prehistoric art. 
$3.00 

THE SHIP SAILS ON* 
hy Nordahl Grieg 

All the stark realities of a freight steamer's voyage. 
$2.50 

A PRINCE OF OUTLAWS* 
by Alexis Tolstoy 

A romance of the days of Ivan the Terrible, as 
tumultuous with action as With Fire and Sword, and 
utterly free from the Russian excess of introspection. 

$3.00 

The AUTOBIOGRAPHY of 
AN EX-COLOURED MAN* 

by James Weldon Johnson 

A source-book which presents every phase of Negro 
life in America, and is a sociological document as well 
as a fascinating story. 

$3.00 

MANCHU BLOOD* 
by Hugh Wiley 

Tales which combine the lure of San Francisco's 
Chinatown and the humor of Jim Sin, one of the oldest 
inhabitants. 

$2.50 

THE 
MAGIC 

MOUNTAIN* 
by Thomas Mann 

IT STILL TOWERS 
2 vols, boxed, $6.00 

ARIANE* 
by Claude Anet 

Love—and 
love only. 

Fifth large printing. 

$2.50 

AT ALL BOOKSHOPS 

Books marked * may be had in Canada from The Macmillan 
Company of Canada, Ltd., St. Martin's House, 

Bond Street, Toronto. 

Alfred A. 
KNOPF 

Publisher 
NEW YORK 

Points of View 

Now Ready 

BY FLORENCE MARY BENNETT 
(Mrs. Louis Francis Anderson) 

Author of "An Off-Islander" 

The Qarland of Defeat 
A tale of Ancient Greece in the golden days of 
Praxiteles the sculptor, when art, music and litera
ture came to their splendid flowering in Athens. 

Unusual in its delicate blending of poetic imagina
tion, with accurate classical knowledge, this fine 
and human story of an age dedicated to beauty 
ofTers a refuge to readers tired of jazz or of the 
pathological fiction of the moment. 

$2.00 at Bookstores 

Harold Vinal, Ltd. 
562 Fifth Avenue Publishers New York 

Duty and Desire 
To the Editor o:: Tke Saturday Review: 
SIR: 

Dr. Henrj' Seidel Canby writing in TAe 
Saturday Revieiu of Literature some months 
ago of Quakers and Puritans, said: 

"It is, indeed, not the ethical formula 
for making- everybody good that is the 
chief legacy of ihe Puritans, nor, except in 
weak forms, thiir dominant fear of the 
passions. Nor is it their anti-estheticism, 
for in that, if they were blind to color and 
deaf to music, their intellectual sense of 
proportion, their appreciation of decorous 
beauty, is manif<;st in their furniture, their 
houses, and most of all in the exquisite 
order of sucii ol their \'illages as we have 
not yet destroyed. Nor have the ideas, 
which intellectuals usually leave behind 
them, in this case survived in any consis
tency. No, it is a mental habit which New 
England chiefly gave to the United States, 
a deep-lying will to achieve and accomplish, 
essential at first :o all Calvinists who could 
never know whether they were of the elect 
or the damned unless they strove unend
ingly, and in the decline of Calvinism be
came a will to succeed in any fashion, not 
to lie down and take one's ease, not to be 
content with what one was or had, never 
to cease trying to rise in the scale, which 
in a hunderd foJ'ms, many degenerate, some 
admirable, is a part of American strenuosity 
throughout history. The aim was lost or 
transmuted, the will, the habit, the custom 
of energy remained. 

"That the influence of a pioneer environ
ment with its obstacles which had to be 
overcome was g.'cat in this, I of course do 
not deny, and that boundless opportunity 
in the same environment also called forth 
the will is obvious. Nor do I forget the 
later Scotch-Irish whose equivalent doctrine 
had like effects. Climate too has been a 
factor. The more carefully one studies 
American literature, religion, and social 
history, the mere evident and the more 
continuous does this mental habit appear. 
And in both its ethical and unethical forms 
—whether in the reforming clergyman, or 
the American undergraduate strenuous be
yond comparison in the pursuit of his own 
ideals—it is essentially Puritan (as Keyser-
ling incidentally has recently stated) and 
specifically in j^nierica owes its strongest 
impulses and immediate origin to the leaders 
of New England thought who were the 
strongest moral and intellectual force in our 
early history," 

I take it that the chief aim of God, 
nature, or evolution is the voluntary de
velopment of consciou.-ily molded character, 
constantly salted down into subconscious 
strata, but with new characteristics always 
in the making. 

If the development of character is the 
aim of evolution the Puritans were right 
in refusing to "lie down and take one's 
ease," or to be content "with what one was 
or had," and in never ceasing to try to rise 
in the scale. 

The man who at or prior to his prime, 
when he has developed his full faculties, 
lies down conhmt, will become stationary 
and then retrogressive. Instead of gaining 
more character, he will start losing that 
which he has already gained. 

In the matter of character development, 
I take it as my starting premise that the 
Dutv-will must be supreme over the Desire-
will. In the formation of character the 
two wills may struggle in the early .stages 
of the contest, but unless the Duty-will 
shall eventually dominate, the character 
will not grow. Long continued dominance 
of the Duty-will finally remolds the Desire-
will into an agent of its own. When that 
stage is reached, there should be an 
acquisition of new duties, or the Duty-will 
will tend to ati'ophy. Tlie Desire-will left 
to its own devices and unchecked by the 
Duty-will will cause men to degenerate into 
beasts. The Desire-will alone will never 
raise beasts into men. Rome probably be
gan its real decay at the point where the 
Roman Duty-will had decayed or been 
definitely conquered by the Desire- or 
Pleasure-will. 

This observation holds true through all 
evolution. It is the species which is gripped 
and driven by some will or instinct higher 
than its desires that is growing or develop
ing. It is the pleasure-led species which is 
moving toward extinction or decay. There 
are many forms of incentive operating upon 
the Duty-will, such as patriotism, love of 
offspring or mates, compassion, sympathy 
for others, and so forth. 

perhaps the highest form of duty-incen
tive is an unselfish patriotism to God known 
as Faith, although it may be that pure 
altruism, where it is secret and not seeking 
popular acclaim or other reward, may run 
patriotism a close second. Where altruism 
is coupled with a belief in Materialism it is 
perhaps even a higher or less selfish thing 
than Faith. But the point is that the de
mands of character-growth require that in 
all man's crucial combats between Duty and 
Desire, the former shall triumph if the 
character is to maintain its integrity. This 
does not mean that Duty shall assume the 
task of thwarting or stamping out Desire. 
Such a course of conduct would produce a 
dour and terrible character, one all out of 
balance. No; Duty should work with and 
use Desire, letting the latter grow, merely 
guiding it now and then, and subduing it 
only at the Waterloos and Marengos of 
life. 

The Puritan made the mistake of not 
letting the Duty-will work only eight hours 
per day and then giving the Desire-will 
rein for a few hours of recreation before 
sleep. The apotheosis of an unbalanced or 
overgrown Duty-will is usually a John 
Calvin or a Jonathan Edwards, while the 
apotheosis of the Desire-will is a Falstaff— 
a sheer bundle of uncontrolled passions and 
appetites. A man who is dominated by his 
desires descends towards animality. As he 
learns to regulate or control his desires (not 
to starve, but sanely to exercise and even 
normally to satisfy them) he rises in the 
scale of mandom. 

CRICHTON CLARKE. 

New York City. 

A Neglected Work 
To the Editor of T/ie Saturday Revieiv: 
SIR: 

Somewhere you have said—it was quoted 
in the Oxford Press Periodical—something 
to the effect that The Saturday Review feels 
a special and personal responsibility for 
such books of real genius as may get lost 
in the shuffle. 

This declaration ought to make you the 
very magazine for me to write to regarding 
a work which can stand alongside the 
classics of any literature and yet which is 
unread by all the literati of my acquaint
ance and generally, I believe. I am sure 
it would make a special appeal to you. 

I refer to the "Labyrinth of the World," 
by Komensky (1592-1671) more commonly 
known as Comenius. And my special rea
son for referring to it at this time is that 
while Count Liitzvio's translation will give 
vou a good idea of the work it is not an 
adequate translation. 

The need for a better has been supplied 
bv my friend Dr. Spinka of Chicago. But 
publishers have not rushed for his manu
script. It is a juncture at which I feel you 
might have something to say. 

A. J . R. SCHUM.AKFR. 

Pittsburgh, Pa. 

A Derivation 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review. 
SIR: 

The review of Ewers's "Der Zauberlchr-
ling" (in the Saturday Review of Litera
ture for July 16, 1927) omits what seems 
to me an important though small matter, 
the derivation of the title. Most well read 
Germans would at once think of Goethe's 
short poem by that name, and could infer 
from it, in general terms, what would hap
pen in the story. 

CLIFFORD H . BISSELL. 

The Copeland Reader 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review. 
SIR: 

Mr. Gavit, reviewing the Copeland 
Reader, wonders why it includes transla
tions only from Hebrew and Greek, not 
also from French and German. I suggest 
two possibilities: ( i ) Mr. Copeland's pur
pose required that the translations be well 
done; exceptions to the rule that all trans
lations are ill done are rare; the greater 
lapse of time has given opportunity for a 
larger number of tolerable translations to 
come into existence, and to be sifted out by 
the survival of the fittest, in the case of the 
ancient languages; or (2) Mr. Copeland 
thought the students might read their 
French and German in the original, and 
get merits which would only be damaged 
by knowing the passages first in translation, 
but he despaired of their reading the He
brew and Greek in the original. 

STEVEN T . BVINGTON. 

ftillard Vale, Mass. 
PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


