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The Hound-Tuner of Gallaway
and Other Stories
By Raymond Weeks

A collection of quaint tales dealing
with the people of the Missouri Val-
ley, a region that has until now been
practically ignored by writers in
search of local color. Mr. Weeks
knows these people intimately and
presents them in a charming light.

At all bookstores, $2.50
The Half-Breed and Other

Stories
By Walt Whitman

A short novel and four sketches be-
longing to the period of the poet’s
apprenticeship, collected by Thomas
0. Mabhbott and illustrated with dis-
tinguished woodcuts by Allen Lewis.
Available at all bookstores at $4.50
or in a limited edition on hand-made
paper at $15.00.

CGLUMBIA UNIVERSITY PRESS
New York City

]
The most human

of all philosophers

—Plato
Ghe

DIALOGUES
OF PLATO

From The Third Jowett Translation
‘Edited with an Introduction by
Prof. William C. Greene
of Harvard University

ROFESSOR GREENE has woven

together those parts of the
dialogues which together form a
consistent philosophic whole. No
previous attempts to elucidate the
great philosopher have been so
successful as this collection from
his own work. The text is the
Jowett translation which has itself
become an English classic.

Uniformly bound in the now fa~
mous Black and Gold Library, a
brochure of which will be mailed
on request.

At Octavo.
all stores §

IBRARY 3
BONI & LIVERIGHT
61 W. 48th Street, N.Y.

These four little, but mighty, books appear
mcre often on the reading table than in the
book case.

RHAPSODY

A Viennese physician returns from a
ball tore-live the loves he might have
had. Some of his adventures are
dreams,somereal’ ty. ButSchnitzler’s
piquantstyile hintsno dreamisallfan-
tasy, no reality completely

real. Macabre, fascincting. $150

FRAULEIN FLSE

The dramati- story of a young girl
who might be yo. r sister or daughter;
enthusiastically proclaimed ¢

asaclassic . . . . . . 8150

BEATRICLE
A shert, deft, dromatic #nd unfor-
gettable tale. T ying to protect her

scn, Beatrice ! tc her -
greatest advent R $1_)O

“TNONE
BUT THEL BRAVE”

Even these who bark r t Scha'tzler’s
philes piy will bt > this diveit-
ing and {os ineting monclogue, des e
in the author’s best manner. 1355
It started a furcre abroad. $l“:’

At all booksellers

Simon and Schuster— Publishers
37 West 57th St. New York
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The Reader’s Guide

Conducted by May LaMBERTON BECKER

Inquiries in regard to the selection of books and questions of like nature should
be addressed to Mrs, BECKER, c/o The Saturday Rewiew.

A BALANCED RATION l

GianTs IN THE EarTH, By O. E.
Rélvaag. (Harpers).

TuE NEXT AGE OF MaN. By Albert
Edward Wiggan. (Bobbs-Merrill).

THE RENASCENCE OF THE TWELFTH

CENTURY. By Charles Homer
Haskins. (Harvard  University
Press).

L. 4. K., Brooklyn, N. Y., is to be a
secretary to anm executive when his course in
shorthand and typing is completed; he asks
for books on gemeral secretarial work, to
supplement this course.

“AN ANALYSIS OF SECRETARIAL DUTIES
AND Trairs,” by Charters and
Whiteley (Williams & Wilkins, Baltimore,
1924), has been recommended to me for
this purpose, also “How to Become a Com-
pany Secretary,” by E. J. Hammond (Pit-
man, 1922), and two books in vocational
series, “The Private Secretary,” by E. J.
Kilduff (Century, 1924), and “The Train-
ing of a Secretary,” by A. L. Church
(Lippincott, 1922), both presenting the
duties and opportunities of the profession.
The latter manual includes information not
only for secretaries of business enterprises,
but for those of clubs and other organiza-
ticns.

H. C. B., New York, asks for novels—
not translations from the French—with the
scene in Paris.

O many good Americans have gone to

Paris in print that I must keep this
list to the more recent romances. Of these
I find Ethel Mannin’s “Pilgrims” (Doran),
the most important; the central figure is a
Dutchman, an artist of the sur-sur-realist
type, or whatever is the word for an indi-
vidualist painting for the day after tomor-
row. But he is a genuine artist, and his
spiritual and financial struggles are against
a background of those curious non-producing
painters who complicate life on the left
bank, and whose importance to art or to
anything else is about that of an ex-assistant
bookkeeper in a delicatessen shop. A grade
below this are the people in Ernest Heming-
way’s “The Sun Also Rises” (Scribnmer).
Wyndham Lewis’s “Tarr” (Knopf), a novel
of artist life ten years old, has recently been
reprinted by Knopf; Nancy Hoyt’s “Round-
about” takes its name from the street-
carrousels figuring in local fairs. “The
Lingering Faun,” by Mabel Wood Martin
(Stokes), is about the upset and fever-
ish  post-war Paris, with an American
gir] married to a Russian prince. “These
Frantic Years,” by Warner Bellah (Apple-
ton), begins on the Riviera, then goes to
New York, then to Paris. I have not read
Harold Loeb’s “The Professors Like Vodka”
(Boni & Liveright), but according to the
description the professors are American and
meet their fates in a Czarist café in Paris,
“The Rat” (Doran), is novelized by Phyllis
Bottome from Ivor Novello’s play of that
name; it is the stage Apache, and off the
stage he loses his breath. “Morning, Noon,
and Night,” by Kenneth Phillips Britton
(E. V. Mitchell), tells about a lady who
goes to Paris to get back her lost youth: it
is a very young book—nothing marks the
age of a writer more accurately than his
idea of the age-limit on enjoyment. “A
Fiddle for Eighteen Pence,” by Sybil Ryall
(Doran), begins in Paris but soon takes to
the open road and romance. “Mr. and Mrs.
Haddock in Paris> by Donald Ogden
Stewart (Doran), and Homer Croy’s “They
Had to See Paris” (Harper), display the
travelling American family as it is supposed
to be when it is funny.

“On the Slope of Montmartre,” by Wil-
Liam Wallace Irwin (Stokes), is a series of
brief and illuminating sketches of life as
it is really lived among the self-respecting,
self-supporting inhabitants of this sacred
ground—for no matter how many penny-
catching parasites may taint its air with
clectric signs and jazz bands, so long as there
live on this high land young people—and
old ones too—who will quietly go hungry
and cold for the sake of art, the place will
be still a Mount of Martyrs, I know plenty
of them doing just this at this moment, and
glad of the chance to do it; they do not

get into the papers, but they work in Paris.

Mr. Irwin, by the way, is not a composite
of the Irwin brothers, William and Wallace;
he was born that way. -

W. 4. C., a valued collaborator of the
Guide in Kingston, Jamaica, asks me to tell
two citizens of this island, soom coming to
this city on a wisit, what book awill “give
them an idea of your city, open sesame to
its charms, its mystery, its barbaric splendor;
such a book—and this aill let you know
exactly what 1 have in mind—as Chris
Morley might awrite”

HE best book is “That’s New York!”

by Morris Markey (Macy-Masius).
This may not please the aborigines of this
town—although, come to think of it, T am
one of these, and it pleases me—but there
can be no doubt that it catches and passes
on something of the distinctive spirit of the
city at this moment, not only in its grandiose
aspects but in its nervous intensity of action.
Along with this I would by all means take
“New Backgrounds for a New Age” by
Edwin Avery Park (Harcourt, Brace), a
surprising survey of architecture, arts and
crafts, advertisements, fabrics—all the
extraordinary evidences that art is alive in
this city and screaming at the top of its
lungs to be heard over the din of traffic.
The book is not concerned altogether with
New York, but it centers here; I am pleased
to find that I have been in the movement
without knowing it; the only restaurant
that I frequent with anything like regu-
larity—save for the one across the street
from my home—is the only one whose
decorations get two sets of pictures.

These visitors should keep in touch with
the magazine The New Yorker; it has the
same relation to New York that Pumch has
to London. This is one of the reasons why
some New Yorkers go to London.

H. G.,, New York, asks for books that
would tell kim the conditions of standing
timber in South America,

HIS can be best obtained from “Forest

Resources of the World,” two volumes
by Zon and Sparhawk (McGraw-Hill).
This gives not only the information, but
also a detailed bibliography of value for
further study. :
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A European diplomat, more Don Juan than dip-

lomat. . .. A Japanese maid who caught his

wandering fancy. ... A highly moral Geisha

girl. .. . A bevy of Tokio notables — importu-

nately courteous. . .. All bound on an honorable

picnic—a gay French farce with an oriental flavor
and a dash of lively satire. . . .
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By THOMAS RAUCAT
NNustrated, $2.50 at all Bookstores

R ) S Yy w ) o) gy e Y S




936

THE SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, JUNE 25, 1927

T#he AMEN CORNER

HE OXONIAN realizes his own ar-

rant incapacity to distinguish be-
) tween verses which are (as Wil-
liam Webbe put it) “meere Poeticall, or
which tend in some respecte (as either in
matter or forme) to be Poetry.” Hence
he offers not without trepidation these
petty vandalisms and light-hearted rav-
ages upon the poetry of a more creative
past. From time to time these lisping
numbers and purposeful parodies have
found their way to the Oxonian’s desk.
Whether the offender be Pamela’s Latest
chtim, who takes this doubtful course to
his lady’s favor, or whether the Publisher’s
Young Man be the culprit, the Oxonian
cannot say. At any rate, although these
pxl}aged verses condemn themselves suf-
ﬁ_c:ently unaided, they show what fantas-
tic contortions June may wreak upon a
youthful mind.

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind,
That from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and gquiet mind
To Modern English Usage 1 fiy.

Yet this inconstancy is such
As thou too shalt’ adore.

I could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved I not Fowler more! (1)

-

Sumer is icumen in,
Loud sing cuckoo! :
Cometh flowers, and pretty bookes,
From Oxford to you—
Sing cuckoo!

-
This by our own Daisy Ashford!

When mothers chide and fathers curse
There’s still the Oxford Book of Eng-
lish Verse.
I seek refuge from my woes,
I turn to ditto English Prose!(2)

—
Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate

sings,
And Phoebus ’gins arise,
By reading of our catalogue
His mind to Oxford - izel(3)

-

Take, O take those lips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn;
And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do mislead the morn,
But my Fowler bring again,
Bring again;
It promises less fickle joys,
And greater gain.(1)

——

Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou art not so unkind
As man’s ingratitude.
Who borrowed Eighteenth Century

Verse,
And left me all forlorn.
Heigh golll sing, heigh ho! unto the green

olly:
Most friendship is feigning, most loving
mere folly!(4)

—

I sent thee late a Rasselas,
Not so much honouring thee
As giving it in hope that there
It could not wasted be;
But thou therein didst only glance,
And send’st it back to me;
Since when, thou fool, thou'lt get, 1 swear,
No more good books from me!l(5)

-

I dare not ask a kiss,
I dare not beg a smile,
Lest having that, or this,
I might grow proud the while,

No, no, the utmost share
Of my desire shall be
That you shall give me back
Croce’s Biography!(®)

—

In the hour of my distress,

When temptations me oppress,
And when I my sins confess,

Sweet Victorians, comfort mel(7)

——

When T counsider how my light is spent,
Ere half my days in this dark world
and wide,
I do regret those wasted moments when
I went.
Without the Pocket Oxford Dictionary
for my guide. ()

——

Indeed. indeed, Repentance oft before
I swore—and I was sober when I swore!
And then came Fowler, and behold!
My former errors have appeared no more).
(l
-

All the words that I utter,
And all the words that T write,

Are dissected by Krapp and Van Santvoord,
Whose wisdom gives me a fright!(8)

With malice toward none, and apologies

to all!
—Tnre OXONIAN,

(1) Fowler's Dictionary of Modern English
Usage, cloth $3.00, India $4.00. (2) Oxford
Books of English Verse and Prose, cloth $3.75,
India $4.25, and in leather. (3) Oxford Com-
plete Catalogue (ready July 1). (4) Oxford
Book of 18th Century Verse, cloth $3.75, India
paper $4.25. (5) Rasselas, ready soon, about
$3.00. (6) Imitation vellum, $1.75. (7) Oxford
Book of Victorian Verse, cloth $3.75, India
paper $4.25. (8) Pocket Oxford Dictionary,
American Edition, $2.00.

The Phoenix Nest

ELL, as promised, here is our second
Ferocious Sonnet number, As we look
over the material we again humbly salaam
to Mr. Leonard Doughty, of Austin, Texas,
who has gone to the trouble of copying out
many sonnets by the great of other years
and sending in these and others of his own
thick as leaves on Vallombrosa. If a book
of ferocious sonnets is ever compiled with
our assistance we shall certainly see that Mr.
Doughty’s name is upon it and that he in-
herits a major portion of whatever royalties
may accrue. But we have so much work on
our hands at present that such a book must
wait, Meanwhile, we can print but several
of his, in order to give others a chance, but
he may be assured that all of his sending
will be consigned safely to our grateful
file, to be resurrected in a happier time. . . .
Meanwhile, we may mention that Mr.
Doughty has reminded us of various sonnets
of Lord Alfred Douglas; but as we are not
sure whether we could avoid difficulties by
quoting them, we do not do so. He has also,
as Procrustes, keeper of the tavern, rather
daringly experimented with making a son-
net of a part of No. IX of Housman’s
“Last Poems,” using literally his words and
making an alexandrine of the last line. But
this we canot quite allow. Likewise he
charges us by our soul’s repose not to forget
Sir William Watson’s “Year of Shame.” We
shall not, if the book ever comes to a book,
but meanwhile must. And now, to choose
from his plenty; here is a sonnet of Sidney
Dobell’s that may not be too familiar to
you:

LiBERTY TO M. LE DIPLOMATE

Thou fool aho treatest awith the sword,
and not

With the strong arm that wields it! Thou
insane

Who seest the dewdrops on the liow’s mane,

But dost forget the lion! Ok thou sot,

Hugging thy drunken dream! Thou idiot

Who makes a covenant against the rain

With autumn leaves! Thou atheist who
dost chain

This miserable body that can rot,

And thinkest it Me! Fool! for the swordless

arm
Shall strike thee dead. Madman, the lion
quakes,
And with one shake is dry, Sot, the day
breaks

Shall sober even thee.

And thou art bare.
thine,

But lo, the unfettered soul immortal and
divine!

Idiot, one storm
Atheist, the corpse is

And so to two parody-sonnets of Doughty’s
own, but attributed to the diary of Alger-
non Imperial Wordstoburn, whence they are
wrenched, with the motto
. Quare id faciam, fortasse requiris,
Nescio: sed fieri sentio. . . .

Catullus, Carmen 83.

I
Ap AMICOS

God strike me dead, if | unkhate my hates;

Hate is my livery and my hearfs red sign;

I said to Hate, O Master, be thou mine;
Thine am I, as when Plague with Earth-

quake mates;

Fling oper avide thy loved infernal gates,

And shut me in forever. Thou
benign
High god of my heart’s avorship! here I
pine
In a wvoid avorld where wvapid friendship
prates.

My soul is mad awith love of thee, O Hate;
My heart is Hell with hate of thee, O

Lowe;
I rage, that there are those awho love
me well.
O Master, burst these strangling bonds of
fate;
Arm me with ruffian strength that I may
shove
My lovers to the deepest depths of
Hell.
II
Ap CosmoON

Damnation! Curse of God, and Devil’s spite
Confound with Hells confusion and dis-
may;
Be Death by night, and Horror's rage by
day,
Forever and forever;—left and right,
Be tortuous, suffocating grip and bite
Of unseen ghouls and vampires, and the
grey
And unclean lips that lick all life away—
Ok heart of hearts, breathe Murder day
and night,

Turi devil, all ye gods of every age;
Turn blood, ye wandering waves of every
sea;
Dove, insect, worm, and infant, rend
and prey;
Roar, Silence; rise Corruption; Darkness,
rage;
Al earth and lheaven and hell join in
aith me,
. And slay, and slay, and slay, and slay
and slay.

That last seems to us pretty whole-souled
and satisfying! In fact it makes us supreme-
ly cheerful. Next, we append a new sonnet
by Leonard Bacon, whose former contribu-
tion to this douce and gentle gallery is
well-remembered:

SONNET WRITTEN DURING A STOMACH-
ACHE

Thank God I am light-minded. I have had
The happy disposition to ignore

Nine-tenths of our contemporary lore

That makes the younger generation sad.
There’s some good science and a lot of bad.
Most of our literature is just a bore.

Most of our art is piffle to the core.

That | know it is no reason to be glad.

Lightminded! There are things I could have
died for.
But ere I die, let’s say, for Bertrand Russell
The executioner will have to hustle.
I want a brave bright madness of the heart,
And not a blank-dashed theory (patent ap-
plied for)
Or a tortuous and intellectual art.
Mr. Harvey C. Grumbine, of Washing-
ton, D. C., has submitted a number of son-
nets to us. The one we like the most is:

WHxY OLD MEN ARE IMMORAL!?

The things one runs away from half in fear

Of danger to one’s moral rectitude,

And half (the deadlier kalf) in fear o

rude
Bekavior from boors awho squeeze a tear
For one’s undying soul’s sake awith a leer

Quite late Victorian, as of a prude

Prying into a keyhole at some crude
Naughtiness—matter less as age draws near.
They matter less when time has come and

laid

An equalizing hand on high and low,

On rick and poor, the fair, the strong, the

aweak ;
For, seeing naught of whick to-be afraid

Save stiffened joints and blood congealed

to snow,

Age wwarms at Beauty’s breast its shrivelled

cheek.

And the following, which we have been
compelled somewhat to amend in its incep-
tion, comes from David S, Oakes, of Deca-
tur, Illinois:

To A GuesT TOWEL

Forbidding freshness of unearthly awhite,

Folded and fringed and bristling starchier

Than ought save evening’s bosom-shirtsy—
to stir

W hose creases sharp and folds too smooth
and tight ]

Were sacrilege, to soil whose monogram

Were desecration at a vandal’s hand,

Een though the hos’s or hostess gesture
grand

Would have one think it mattered not a
damny—

Gladly forbear these toil-stained palms of
mine

To smirch your virgin snow! I leave you
fast, ’

Unsought, unsullied, pure forever more,

To end your vestal lifes conceived design;

And seek bekind the door, as i the past,

The humble Turkish, damp from hands of
yore.

And last, but not least, this from E. H.
Burr, of Toronto, Canada:
O SoLOMON, O SINCLAIR!

O Soloman, think vou that you were wwise

To breathe that one impassioned Song of
yours?

The fleshly flavor of your love endures

W herever pagan hearts idolatrize.

A king by palimpsest could subsidize

And circulate libidinous brochures

Among a chosen few; the simon-pures

Reject such fervor with averted eves.

Successive genrations think they see
Just awhat your Hebrew imagery meait;
Walt Whitman read and then became $o
“free”
His broadening slowely down from precedent
Surpassed your transcendental lechery,
Noaw at its nadir in this Gantry gent,
. And so, farewell!
THE PHOENICIAN.
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Mysteries
By Knut Hamsun

An important early novel by the
author of Growth of the Soil.
The hero, victim of a character-
istically modern psychic unbal-
ance, “stumbles like a blind man
in a lighted room.”

$2.50

Denied

a Country
By Herman Bang

A novel on the theme of patriot-
ism. “It might very well be read
by all school children along with
Edward Everett Hale’s paste-
board masterpiece.”

—Clifton P, Fadiman, in the
New York Herald Tribune,

$2.50

Ariane
By Claude Anet

A love-story *“for those readers
who do not require their hooks
to be seasoned with either snappy
adventures or heady philosophies.”

—The Boston Evening Transcript.

$2.50

or, The Female Pirate
and Her Friends

Moonraker }
By F. Tennyson Jesse &
A historical tale of pirates in the
Ca}rlbwbean m 1802, “*“told ...
with a halo of poetry surround-
ing every page.”

E. F. Edgett, in
The Boston Evening Transcript,

$2.50

[AT ALL BOOKSHOPS]
Alfred A. Knopf

Publisher
730 Fifth Ave.

New York

The Macmillan

In Canada, from YO WAON
Ltd,, St. Mar-

Co. of Canada,

tin's Hou:‘ef Toronto. :
e ——
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Sherwood

Anderson’s

latest
book

NEW
TESTAMENTY

IHOR that pious search within
the self by which the finest
spirits of our time seek under-
standing, Sherwood Anderson
has written a testament.

In exaltation of thought and

beauty of word and symbol

it does not take that name

in vain,

The book is in an inter-

esting rmissal format.

At all bookstores.

$2.00. 00D
< BOOKS

Boni & Liveright, N. Y.



