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Foreign Literature 

'RITICS have told how-
good a story it is. Now 
classical authorities testify 
to its historical Tightness. 
The noted classical scholar, 
PROF. PAUL SHOREY, 

writes of T h e 

Immortal 
Marriage 
By G E R T R U D E A T H E R T O N 

Author of 
BLACK OXEN, THE CONQUEROR, 

Etc. 
"Mrs. Atherton has far 
surpassed the ordinary 
novelist who ventures 
into the classical field.... 
Though published as fic
tion, it is much saner and 
better informed history 
than the c h a p t e r s on 
Greece of Mr. H.G.Wells 
or Spengler." 

3rd large edition $2 .50 
At all bookstores 

.BONI & LIVERIGHT, N-

m GOOD 5? 
BOOKS 

Hamsun Views Life 
LANDSTRYKERE (Vagabonds). By 

KN'UT HAMSUN. Oslo: Gyldendal. 1927. 
Reviewed by JULIUS MORITZEN 

P R O . M being himself a good deal of a 
•*- wanderer, making the roving life con
spicuous as an element in sonic of his most 
popular books, Kiiut Hamsun, after the 
lapse of four years presents his cosmopolitan 
audience with another big novel, in which, 
however, the rolling stone symbol is em
ployed to show that a ivanderl-ust existence 
is anything but a virtue or a payer of 
dividends. 

It is true, of course, that in "Growth of 
the Soil," the love of the Norwegian for his 
native acres is strongly emphasized. But in 
"Vagabonds" Hamsun carries his idea along 
different channels and furnishes a picture 
of real joy in cultivating the home land. 
In fact, he tells the young people of Nor
way that the best they can do for them
selves and others is to stay at home and help 
build up the countrv. 

Now, in view of the fact that the United 
States has become more or less of a closed 
book to Europeans, because of the quota 
regulations, there is a slight suspicion in the 
mind of anyone reading this latest offering 
of his carefully that since the American 
Eldorado is no more, Norwav is good 
enough for the Norwegians. Bo this as it 
may, Hamsun puts into the mouth of one 
of his leading characters, Joakim, that "It 
is, then, that we should cultivate our own 
soil, Norway's soil; then we won't have to 
buy so nmch of our food elsewhere and 
will escape heavy taxes and other burdens." 

It is August, a typical Hamsun character, 
who is the pivotal figure of the book, and 
with hirn we make the acquaintance of his 

friend, Edevart Andreassen. But, as always, 
Knut Hamsun presents a human gallery of 
almost illimitable dimensions. And those 
who h.ive followed this Norwegian writer 
through his various productions are sure to 
recognze here and there Johan Nagel, Lieu
tenant Glalm, and other striking personal
ities that go to make the Hamsun novels 
unique. 

The remarkable hold of Knut Hamsun on 
readers in all parts of the world must be 
due to certain qualities such as have made 
Dickens and Hans Christian Andersen 
literan- favorites. In "Vagabonds" the 
motif is as simple as in a story by the 
Danish writer of fairy tales. Every word 
is poe-ic, although rugged when needed. 
Whether Hamsun pictures fishermen, peas
ants, traders in this small-town Norway and 
countryside, he endows all with the one 
thing essential to make a book of lasting 
worth, namely, reality. There is this dif
ference between Hamsun and his great pred
ecessor, Ibsen, that where the latter made 
the small community the scene for his world-
message, to Hamsun it is just what it is, and 
nothing more. 

Since Hamsun settled down as proprietor 
of a considerable estate no doubt the satis
faction of possession, unconsciously per
haps, is creeping into his later productions. 
But in contrast w îth many other writers who 
have tasted cosmopolitan fame and believe 
it necessary to turn their talents toward 
what thev consider the demands of a foreign 
reading public, Hamsun does not deviate 
where it comes to locale or personnel. He 
sticks to the environment he knows best, and 
of which he considers himself a part. P'or 
this reason we meet with the same people, 
the same regions, the same problems, albeit 
made amenable to the particular purpose he 
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The Heart of Thoreau's 
Journals 

Odell Shepard 
"In the present form, the journals 
have the aptitude and pimgency of 
'Walden' itself." Lewis Mumford in 
the New York Herald Tribune. 

$3.00 

Etah and Beyond 
Donald B. MacMillan 

"Loaded with facts, with scientiiic 
statements that have the ring of truth, 
with tales of people, fishes, birds."— 
Harry Hansen in t!ie N e'dj York 
World. Superbly illustrated. $5.00 

The Harvest of 
A Quiet Eye 

Odell Shepard 
"Friendly dogs, trout jumping in 
the stream—of such is this book 
composed." — New York Herald 
Tribune. $3.00 

In Praise of 
France 

Stephen Gwynn 
Trips through seldom visited parts 
of France with descriptions of 
good wine, choice food, and pic
turesque people. Illustrated. $3.50 

Guide-Posts to 
Chinese Painting 

Louise W. Hackney 

A complete, authoritative and 
readable survey of Chinese art 
with advice to collectors. Illus
trated. $10.00 

Shel ley 
Walter E. Peck 

After seven years of research, 
Professor Peck has produced a 
life of "Mad Shelley" that "must 
take its place beside Amy Low
ell's 'Keats' as a splendid example 
of American constructive scholar
ship."—iV. Y. Times. 
"All future study of Shelley must 
begin here."—London Quarterly 
Review. Two volumes, illus
trated. $12.50 

Seven Str ings 
of t h e Lyre 

Elizabeth Schermerhorn 
"Miss Schermerhorn does not err, 
her treatment of George Sand's 
life is composed, her introduc
tion of the period vivid, and her 
prose restrained and individual 
in quality."—Herbert Gorman in 
the New York Herald Tribune. 
Illustrated. $4.00 

A Childhood in 
Brittany 

Anne D. Sedgwick 
"As bright, as clear and as soft 
as the colored sails of the Breton 
fishing fleet are these memories." 
—New York Herald Tribune. Il
lustrated. $2.50 

Ballads for Sale 
Amy Lowell 

This third posthumous volume of 
verse is "electrical with the many-
faceted genius of this arousing 
woman."—New York Times. ^ . 2 5 

The Road to 
Xanadu 

John J. Lowes 

"This study of Coleridge is prob
ably the most important piece of 
critical writing ever produced in 
America."—The Bookman. Illus
trated. $6.00 

European Skyways 
Lowell Thomas 

"Chock full of astonishing facts about 
the most rotnantic of all transport 
lanes, the new airways of the Old 
World. Adventure lurks behind 
every cloudbank."—Howard Mingos. 
Remarkably illustrated. $5.00 

Some People 
Harold Nicolson 

"A new attitude to biography . . . Not 
fiction because it has the reality of 
t ru th; not biography because it has 
the artistry of fiction."—Virginia 
Woolf in the New York Herald 
Tribune. $2.50 

The Wits' Weekly 
Owing to delays in receipt of 

the mail forwarded to Mr. Davison 
in the South where he is now lec
turing, the announcement of the 
award for the competition falling 
due this week has been postponed. 
After Mr. Davison had made his 
decision as to the prize winner 
thirty entries were received which 
could not have been considered in 
advance of The Saturday Review 
going to press. 

has in mind. In this he takes, perhaps, the 
same position as does his famous colleague, 
Johan Bojer. "Our Own Stock" and 
"Vagabonds" have much in common. 

The book, as has already been intimated, 
is primarily concerned with the question of 
emigration, and the driving force that makes 
the youth of Norway, as elsewhere in Europe, 
seek foreign fields in which to settle down. 
There has been a movement afoot in Nor
way for some time for a better utilization 
of the natural resources of the soil. If 
Knut Hamsun had been commissioned by 
his Government publicly to take the stand 
for his people remaining at home, he could 
have done nothing more effective than 
writing "Vagabonds." It is a new Hamsun 
that we here have to deal with but a Ham
sun as skilful as ever in the delineation of 
plot and characters. 

A Notable Autobiography 
DER JUNGE TOBIAS. By KARL SCHEFF-

LER. Leipzig: Insel Verlag. 1927. 
"LJERR KARL SCHEFFLER is one of 
•̂  -•- the most widely-read of German art-
historians and critics. His volumes on Ger
man and European art in the nineteenth 
century are authoritative works in their 
category, and his essays on other artistic 
subjects are sold in many thousands of 
copies. The present volume is obviously 
an autobiography. It reveals a singularly 
interesting career, but does not derive all 
its value from this fact. Besides being a 
very well-told account of his own life, it 
illuminates a certain side of German social 
development in the last thirty years of the 
nineteenth century. 

The title, "Young Tobit," is a Httle 
puzzling at first. Later we learn that the 
hero, Johann, is considered to have been 
guarded by the angels of intelligence and 
hope, just as the Biblical character was 
surrounded by heavenly protectors. Let it 
be said at once, however, that this is no 
smug story of "self-help;" the absolute 
frankness of the style takes away any hint 
of self-complacence. Johann was the son 
of a respectable painter and decorator. He 
was bom in a small North German town, 
near a large seaport, and his beginnings fell 
at the time when industrialism was casting 
its shadow over the lives of the German 
lower middle class. The rush to the big 
city was beginning; it was no longer con
sidered as respectable to be a manual worker, 
however skilled, as a clerk in a shipping 
firm. The first chapters, in fact, are a 
kind of "Deserted Village" in prose. 
Johann's father apprenticed his son to his 
own trade and the minute technical ac
count of the business of painting and deco
rating, which is never tiring, bears the 
stamp of absolute first-hand experience. 
There are pages which remind us of Crabbe, 
so well is technical knowledge, realistically 
conveyed, merged into art. Or again, we 
can recall parallels with the experience 
which Dickens put into his novels. 

But the boy had ideas, not of "improv
ing himself"—that snobbish note is absent— 
but of something more nearly fulfilling his 
inner nature. He wanted to write; he 
wanted to paint pictures. A certain shy
ness kept him aloof from the coarser en
joyment of his fellow-workers, and 
eventually his father allowed him to go to 
the city and take regular art-lessons. Here 
temptations pressed upon him. He was 
exploited by friends who fell too easily 
victims to the vices of the town. There is 
a whole chapter entitled "Prostitution" 
which fits well into the complete story. It 
is an exact rendering of the physical chaos 
of the big city, just as the last chapter is 
a rendering of the intellectual chaos. For 
this latter the writer holds responsible the 
vulgarization of the Darwinian theory, 
which seems to have made a far deeper im
pression on average minds in Germany than 
anywhere else. The last chapter might be 
called "The Making of an Idealist Art 
Critic;" it shows how the young man 
fought his way through to clarity and self-
confidence. It must have been no easy task 
to make this plain life-story of such grip
ping interest. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED
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A Child, Forsooth 
T F only children were definitely one thing 
•*- or another it would be a comparatively 
simple matter to make books for them. If 
they were fairies full of fancies caught 
from no earthly moon, then their authors 
could all i>e poets rollicking- on winged 
pens. Or if childish minds perfectly 
matched bodies in well-being, romping, 
rsleeping, and eating might leave no need 
for books at all. But no such simplicity 
is true to the facts. Whenever we con
gratulate ourselves on training up young 
citi;:ens, our offspring turn into pixies with 
a longing for green cheese; when we re
vere them because of their innocent eyes, 
the}- fasten on a muddy bank and are 
pulled off looking like earth-worms. Fact 
and fancy never untangle, savage and fairv 
live in one breast. A child, forsooth! How 
write for such a creature? 

And not satisfied with inherent difficulty, 
we acquire trouble by placing our babe at 
birth in the bosom of adult life. We call 
the thousand and one sophistirated activities 
to which we introduce him none too 
gradually "a preparation for life," and fail 
to note that the phrase monopolizes the 
word "life" for our grown up selves. We 
overdo the sophisticating process more 
thoroughly all the time. And yet this 
impingement of our world on his does re
sult in a firmly social supporting structure 
for nis private affairs, and any book about 
or for children that ignores the existence 
of such a structure falsifies essential truth. 
As truly as a child lives in his own world, 
30 truly does he live in ours, which is also 
his. So it is that we must not onlv face 
that complex being, a child, but in addition 
the difficult problem of his double environ
ment. 

But let us take heart. Difficulties 
inherent or acquired are the last things that 
trouble the young reader. The mixture of 
.fact and fancy in hin-iself would seem a 
perfectly natural one to a child if put in 
terms of the world as he sees it. Conven
tion, indeed, divides the two, but life con
tinually combines them. And as for the 
social world in which he needs must live, 
a youngster is too busy with his own con
cerns to trouble much about affairs in 
general except as a necessary interruption, 
a useful means, or a usually beloved back
ground. Why cannot grown-up life take 
its place in children's books as in children's 
minds, casually and naturallv, but squarely, 
-with close relationships felt always, with 
sparrows falling occasionally, and book-
liomes full of fun and sadness all mixed 
up? Or else (since children are continually 
and prophetically living ahead as well as 
in their own present) why not let the 
grown-up aspect of things deck itself 
suitably to catch the childish eye and step 
from background to foreground? Why 
not let it emerge oftener as the hero of the 
piece, with knightly colors on its sleeve, the 
gayety of Harlequin in its antics, or even 
the fascinating sorrows of a Ulysses in its 
eyes r 

Imaginative Books 
By RACHEL FIELD 

F T seems impossible to believe, but there 
-*- are still people who labor under the 
delusion that a brightly colored wrapper, 
g-ay pictures, and large print constitute a 
good children's book. If you don't believe 
this method of selection is true, just try 
going into a juvenile book departn-ient some 
day before Christmas and see it in action 
for yourself. Not that there isn't some
thing to be said in its favor, for it is 
natural to %vant to put the gayest and 
brightest into a child's hands. Only it 
just happens that sometimes what is being 
put into a child's mind at the same time 
gets forgotten! In spite of sanguine and 
;ent)mental juvenile reviewers and the 
illuring statements in publisher's catalogues, 
he genuinely imaginative child's book ap-
iears about as regularly as Halley's Comet, 
vhich leaves us with the distressing prob-
em of what is to be done in between-times. 
Ne can't keep on giving out copies of 
'Alice in Wonderland" and Hans Ander-
en, of "Water Babies" and "Pinocchio," of 
he "Jungle Books" and "When We Were 
'ery Young," indefinitely, and for the rest, 
—how does one tell? The answer is, of 
ourse, that no one can. There is, how

ever, one unfailing test by which a child's 
book (or any other for that matter) can 
stand or fall, and that is, did the author 
write it to please himself? You can usually 
tell, and though of course this may not 
mean that the book will become an imagina
tive classic, still it is almost sure to have 
vitality and spirit and a lack of con
descension and self-consciousness. 

If "Peacock Pie" had been ordinary, 
jog-trot verse Walter de la Mare surely 
couldn't have managed to keep his own 
mind on it and we should have missed 
"Miss T. ," "Nod," "Nicholas Nye," "The 
Lost Shoe," and all the rest. Lewis Carroll 
would hardly have been interested in any 
land. Wonderland or otherwise, without 
humor and nonsense, and so .^lice's adven
tures are what they are. Kate Greenaway, 
in a letter to a friend, confesses that she 
hurried through the fog and damp of a 
London winter morning, eager to reach her 
studio where soon she could make it spring 
for herself with daffodils and apple-
blossoms in bloom and as many clean and 
capering children as she cared to have at 
play there. 

This is the sort of thing that really counts 
in a child's book, or anv other kind, for 
that matter,—this power of setting a world 
of one's own between two book covers. 
Hans Andersen did that and for the child 
lucky enough to have come to him young, 
an icicle will be something more than 
frozen water hanging in a point from some 
window sill; it will be all mixed up with 
the adventures of Kay and Gerda and the 
palace of the Snow Queen. Of present-day 
writers it is difficult to guess those who will 
be read and reread by the youngsters of 
tomorrow. Will Dr. Dolittle seem as droll 
and seriously-comic and will Margery Wil
liams Blanco's little tales of wooden dolls, 
velveteen rabbits, and skin horses keep their 
spirit and charm? At any rate with Milne, 
Barrie, Walter de la Mare, Eleanor 
Farjeon, and others putting their imagina
tive best into books for bovs and girls there 
seems little reason to complain even if for 
every really inspired child's book there must 
be a score or more of the usual "Dolly 
Dee in the Country'," "Benny's Backyard 
Neighbors" type to counterbalance. 

Charming Tales 
T H E LION-HEARTED K I T T E N . Writ

ten and illustrated by PECGY BACON. 

New York: The Macmillan Co. 1927. 
$ 2 . 

T H E LAST DRAGON. By DAN T O T H E -
ROH. New York; George H. Doran. 
192:". $2. 

T p O O often the stories advertised as having 
-*- been successfully told and retold by 

mothers to their children fall flat when they 
are transferred to the printed page, but this 
is not the case with Peggy Bacon's delectable 
book of animal stories. In these tales of 
beasts from independent kittens to mercenary 
camels, there is genuine literary skill, be
sides a really remarkable sense of form and 
style. And what humor! Even a very 
literal child would have to chuckle at the 
story of the brusque crocodile and the lion 
cub or the crafty minnow who saved him
self from being eaten so successfully. Each 
of the twelve little tales is a model of 
compactness with every sentence vivid and 
important; dialogue brief and spirited, and 
action swift and satisfactory. Could any 
beginning be more enticing than this from 
"The Little Baby Zebra" story: 

Once there was a baby Zebra who lived -with 
his mother on the big brown prairie, and every 
day they went together to look for green grass 
to eat. But in summer the sun shone so lon^ 
and so fiercely that tise whole prairie looked 
like burnt toast. 

Really no very little child should be with
out these tales. 

Miss Bacon is already so well known 
for her etchings that these illustrations of 
hers for the book need little comment ex
cept to say that they are in her original 
spirit. Whether the conventionally minded 
child will like them as well as more real
istic and pretty pictures of animals we 
cannot say, but certainly the adult reader 
will find them infinitely diverting. 

"The Last Dragon," by Dan Totheroh, 
is written in a very different mood and 
manner, but it is about a dragon, so should 
have a place with other beasts that have 

{Continued on next fage) 

The Best Selling Book 
of all the Best Sellers 
- ' 49 th Edition 

V And here we are 
0 In the same hall of fame as Stev 

^^enson, Barrie and Lewis Carroll. 
Indeedf as the Philadelphia/A. 

Winquirer says, **MILNE Is be-A* 
£̂  yond praise.** From F .P .A. , /^ 

**And so I think these poems //" 
P^ of his can be ranked -with '^ 
j ^ AUce." 
1£^ And here yve have the 

New York Times telling ' 
S us that **Justice O. W . / . 
1 Holmes and Wil l iam/f 

•^ Howard Taft f ind /s 
^ their opinions for 

once, at least, co 
incide** as to the 
l o y f o u n d i n 
NOW WE ARE 
SIX. 
" M I L N E , " 
writes Har r y / ^ 
H a n s e n , / / 
"has be - /* 
c o m e a 
*collec 
t o r * s 
Item* 

Very serious 
m e n w i t h 
thick lenses 
in their glass
es and deep 
furrows in 
their lavo-ws 
n o ŵ  b u y 

these rhymes avidly." 
(T'v^-^^ 

On the Road to 
Fame and 

200,000 
$2.00 

E. P. DUTTON & CO. 
NEW TOHK 

"A glorious riot of facts, reminiscences, recollections." 
—HAEKY HANSEN in the New York World. 

America Finding Herself 
B y Mark SullivaD 

T h e s tory of OUK T I M E S in t l ie y e a r s i m m e d i 
a te ly following- " T h e T u r n of t h e Cen tu ry . " 

"What material it i.s ! The epochs of discovery and migration had 
nothing more brilliantly picturesque. . . . Here are the annals of 
lost decades."—ROBEKT L . DCFFUS in the New York Times. 

"A perfect mine of information."—WILLIAM STABB MYEHS. 

"Brisk with anecdote, sparkling with personalities." 
—WALTBB YUST in the Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

The fascinating text is further enlivened by 204 illustrations from 
photographs, sketches, and cartoons of the day. 

At all Bookstores. $5.00 

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, NEW YORK 

GRITNY 
PEOPLE 

By R. EMMET KENNEDY 
Author of "Black Cameo," etc. 

A S E N S I T I V E 
and delightful 

record of the inti
mate life of the ne-
g r o e s o f rural 
Louisiana. T h e 
characters are real 
living people whom 
the author permits 
to speak for them
selves in their own 
emotional and pic
turesque way. 

$2.50 DODD, MEAD 
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