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ROOSEVELT'S HUNTING
ADVENTURES IN
THE WEST

Hunting Trips of a Ranchman and
The Wilderness Hunter in one vol-
une, An entertaining record of
Roosevelt's more strenuous days.

$2.50

CERTAIN RICH MEN
By Meade Minnigerode

The {furious din and tumult of

money conflict in the New York of
the 1870’s. $3.50

LOUIS XVIII
By J. Lucas-Dubreton

The history of a pathetic French
monarch, the last remmant of Bour-

bon royalty. $3.50

GALAPAGOS:

World’s End
By William Beebe
A new popular edition with the
same text as the original and

forty-eight specially selected photo-
graphs. Only $5.00

WILHELM
HOHENZOLLERN

The T.ast of the Kaisers
By Emil Ludwig

“A dramatic biography so powerful
seldom gets into print in any lan-
guage.”"—New York Times.

Hustrated $5.00

ROBESPIERRE
By Hilaire Belloc

A keen character analysis. Belloc
concentrates on the man rather than
the happenings through which he
lived. $5.00

Eor sale at all bookstores, or at the Putnam Store,
2 West 45th Street, just west of Sth Avenue

G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS
New York London

Write for Illustrated Catalog of
Putnam Books for Fall

Books of Special Interest

War—A Diagnosis

THE EVOLUTION OF WAR. A
MARXIAN STUDY. By EwmaNUEL
KaNTER. Chicago: Charles H. Kerr &
Company. 1927. $1.

CAUSES OF WAR AND THE NEW
REVOLUTION. By TeLL A. TURNER.
Boston: Marshall Jones Company. 1927.
$2.

WAR—CAUSE AND CURE. (The Hand-
book Series). By Juria E. Jounsew.
New York: H. W. Wilson Company.
1926.  $2.40.

STATESMANSHIP OR WAR? By Joun
McAULEY PaLMER, Brigadier-General,
U. S. A, Retired. New York: Double-
day, Page & Company. 19z7. #z2.50.

Reviewed by JouN BAKELESs
Author of “The Origin of the Next War”
HEN one considers their importance
and the length of time the human race

has been suffering because of its failure to
eliminate them, the causes of war have been
singularly little studied. Indeed, if we ex-
cept the writings of G. Lowes Dickinson,
Oscar Crosby, and a few others, there have
been practically no books of genuine im-
portance on what is, after all, the chief
problem of the twentieth century. Such
an opinion neglects, of course, the all-too-
plentiful maunderings of the professional
pacifists; but as these are for the most part
purely emotional efforts to deal with a prob-
lem that primarily demands intellectual
solution, what else can one do but neglect
them?

Nor do the three latest books on the
causes of war offer very notable contribu-
tions to the literature of this neglected sub-
ject. The fieriest of the three is Emanuel
Kanter’s Marxian solution of the puzzle.
Je is all quite simple—Mr, Kanter turns
you off a neat solution while you wait in
precisely one hundred and twenty-three
pages. War is due to Capitalism—with a
big C, please; and it will be done away
with by Communism—which requires an
even bigger C and, if possible, red ink.
A solemn, discursive little book, with abun-
dant allusion to primitive practices, Homer,
cannibalism,  American  Indians, and in-
numerable encyclopedia articles and books
by other people. Prehistoric man’s sup-
posed habits, of course, offer convenient
argument for almost anvthing, because no-
body really knows much about them and
our unfortunate ancestors -are not here to
defend themselves,

.

Savages and barbarians, according to
Mr. Kanter, are on the whole peacabic and
well-disposed—one wonders, how he knows
—and ravely undertake military operations
more ambitious than raids to secure cap-
tives for sacrifice or slaves. But you can’t
call that war. “The basis for the relative
peacefulness of barbarians is found in the
fact that private property in the mecans of
production, as well as the division of socicty
into warring classes, is nowhere fully de-
veloped.”  Later on in the process of social
evolution, “the State and the private own-
ership of land usher in Civilization, the
Society of War par excellence.”

The last stage of all, which will assuredly
end this sad eventful history, is Communism
—*%“and in such a society,” says trustful Mr.
Kanter, “War and Revolution will have
become a social anachronism.” This will
be news to the Chinese associates of Mr.
Borodin, who have lately been giving an
exceedingly practical demonstration of a
somewhat different doctrine. Tt will also
be news to the Polish soldiers who only a
few vyears ago watched the Communist
armies sweep almost to the gates of War-
saw, and who of late have anticipated the
necessity of facing a war with the only
organized Communist state!

The most important part of Mr. Tell A.
Turner’s “Causes of War?—and that is
not very important—consists of “brief
narratives of the principal wars from the
Spanish Armada, 1588, to the Treaties of
Locarno, roz5.” His lists of the causes of
each conflict would be valuable if he had
the least idea of the distinction between
fundamental and merely precipitating causes,
or any conception of documentation. *‘Causes
of War” is a well-meant, futile little book,
which ends with a solemn prophecy of “the
momentous revolution that is now pending.”
Let nobody, however, get excited and look
under the bed for a Bolshevik. This revo-
lution will be merely a “war to end war.”
Somehow, that phrase seems familiar.

Mr. Turner also observes that President
Coolidge is neither a visionary nor an alarm-
ist—which nobody can deny.

A refreshing contrast to this windy ideal-
tsm, and by far the best of the three books,
is Miss Julia E. Johnsen’s unpretentious
and wseful little compilation, “War—Cause
and Cure,” which is primarily intended as
a guide to undergraduate - debaters, but
which is equally convenient for any one
else interested in the subject, It brings
together a mass of magazine articles, some
of which, at least, are worth preserving;
and it provides an extended bibliography of
genuine value.

Brigadier-General Palmer’s “Statesman-.

ship or Way” is a downright, soldierly book
which deals neither in lofty generalizations
nor in pious platitudes. General Palmer
is concerned not with the causes of war
but solely with the proper military policy
for the defense of the United States, which
he believes is to be found in a modification
of the Swiss system of military training for
every able-bodied male citizen. It is sur-
prising to find a professional soldier ad-
vocating reduction of the Regular Army;
but then, General Palmer is by no means
an ordinary saldier.

He distinguishes between offensive and
defensive armiments, pointing out that the
former foster war, whereas the latter pro-
mote peace; but unhappily he fails to de-
fine his terms; nor does he adequately
explain - the obvious contradiction between
his conception and the maxim that the best
defense is an offensive.  Presumably Gen-
eral Palmmer would retort that the ocecan
barriers to east and west of the United
States make an ordinary American arma-
ment defensive only, simply because there
is no other country within reaching dis-
tance, But, in spite of the traditional gaod
feeling, which will in all probability endure
forever, Canada might not regard a great
American ermy—even a citizen army—with
equanimity; and Mexico certainly would
not.

At any rate, General Palmer pins his
faith to what Washington describes as a
“respectably defensive posture,”—a phrase
which the Father of his Country encloses
in quotation marks,—which would enable
the United States to defend its Continental
possessions, Panama, and Hawaii, without
threatening  other nations, The Regular
Army would then constitute simply an ex-
pediticnary force, large enough for emer-
gencies, but too small to alarm other
nations, and it would also provide a staff
and other necessary organizations.  But
wherever possible, General Palmer would
leave trairing in the hands of the citizen-
officer, cheosing him carefullv and demand-
ing a high standard of military attainment
to avoid past disasters with militia,

Sane and well-informed as most of Gen-
eral Palmer’s book s, it is a distinet shock
to find him totally ignorant of the trans-
formation which accepted views on respon-
sibility for the World War have undergone
in the las: few vears.

The fact that his views on world politics
are out of date is incidental, however, and
does not iavalidate his extremely intelligent
ideas of American military policy.

A —

Russian Folk Lore

KRYLOV'S FABLES. Translated
English  verse by Sir Bernard
Ha-court, Brace & Co. 1927. $5.

Reviewed by PITIRIM  SOROKIN

into
Pares.

HAT la Fontaine is in French, Jsop

in Greeek, or the “Pilgrim’s Progress”
in English, Krylov’s Fables are in Russian.
Published between 1809 and 1844, thev
st ence became classical in Russian litera-
ture; passed luto Russlan proverbs; became
a part of the Russian folklore; and are
still as fresh and popular now as at the
time of their publication. They are a con-
centrated expression of the wit, and humor,
and commnion sense of the Russian nation.
Like other classical fables, they are the
most national in their character, and at the
same time, quite cosmopolitan, equally com-
prehensive for all nations and for all age-
groups.

Sir Bernard Pares’s translation has now
made themm accessible for English readers,
and especially for English children. The
translation itself is a real masterpiece.
Krylev’s adequate translation into a foreign
language is almost impossible. And yet,
the translator has succeeded in expressing in
English Krylov's style, idioms, metre; in
brief, he gave in English the real Krylov’s
Fables. Only the talent of the translator,
and twenty years of work over the trans-
lation can explain such an artistic achieve-
ment,

Pirandello Plays
“EACH IN HIS OWN WAY” AND TWO
OTHER PLAYS. By Luict Prran-
pELLO.. Translated by ARTHUR Liv-
INGSTON.  New York: E. P. Dutton &
Co. 1927. $2.
Reviewed by CLEVELAND B. CHASE

T is doubtful whether the publication of

translations of three more of Pirandello’s
plays will add greatly to his reputation in
this country. Not that the plays are not up
to his standard—quite to the contrary. But
they impress us anew with the fact that he
is a dramatist with such an ideé fixe that
he seems to have reduced play writing to a
formula, Each of his plays is only an at-
tempt to pound in with new evidence his
not so original conviction that all reality
is fictitious, and that human beings don’t
act, or rather, react logically, To quote
Mr, Livingston’s prefatory note, “Strip-
ping reality of the attributes that make it
seem to us most real, reducing personality
to a fleeting, changing moment, identifying
illusion with reality and vice versa . . .
Pirandello makes people over into some-
thing like ghosts . . . We experience a
certain bewilderment, a certain tense strain,
a ‘torment of the spirit’ . . . This mood

. is the essencé of his art.”?

Pirandello has taken a leaf from the hu-
morists’ manual, and has applied the reduc-
tio ad absurdum to logical theories about
life. The resultant discrepancies, however,
he takes with the utmost seriousness. Writ-
ers from the days of the Greeks to those of
our own Will Rogers have remarked the
contrary unwillingness of human beings to
be logical. In “Candide” Voltaire sketched
the subject with unsurpassed wit and pene-
tration. But Pirandello must needs get up-
set about it. With Latin volubility he
shakes us by the shoulders and shouts,
“Look here! Things aren’t what they
seem!” To which it has ever been the cus-
tom of the world to reply, “But, of course,
they never were.”

His is an amusing point of view, but he
varies the formula too little. His plays are
nothing but comments on life, and his com-
ment Is essentially the same, whatever the
immediate point under discussion. An in-
telligent person will get him the first or,
at any rate, the second time. After that
his repetition of the theme gets dull. And
the unintellicent reader—or listener—
won’t ever discover what he is driving at,
anvhow.

Of the three plays here translated, “Each
in His Own Way,” an example of Piran-
dello’s method at its best, suggests the man-
ner of the author’s first Broadway success,
“3ix Characters in Search of an Author.”
If the latter may be said to be the drama
of writing a play, the former is the drama
of the presentation of a play. “The Pleas-
ure of Honesty” is an involved affair which
seeks vaguely and vainly for some working
definition of honesty. “Naked,” the last of
the three, failed when it was produced in
New York last autumn. It takes up th2
question of the wrong man dous woman by
idealizing her.

Ancient Towns
VANISHED CITIES OF NORTHERN

AFRICA. By DMgs. STEUART ERSKINE
and Major BENTON FLETCHER, Boston:
Houghton Mifflin Co. 1927, $6.

HIS is a book for the special reader

rather than the general public. Tt is
written for the student of antiquity and arch-
xology, for the reader who prefers his fire-
side travel to be touched with the authen-
ticity of historical data rather than th2 en-
thusiasm of a fired Imagination. For a
popular travel book, its minute searchings
make for monotonous reading. It suffers
too much from the dust of class room style
and has not e¢nough of the burning, pic-
turesque sands of the desert. On the other
hand, for those who would like nothing
better than to go with pick and shovel
along the northern strip of the Dark Conti-
nent, eves ever on the alert for footprints
of those Roman conquerors whose lives are
so inextricably bound up with the misfor-
tunes of the ancient cities of the North
African coast, there is much interesting in-
formation presented in a straightforward
and orderly manner. The book abounds
in dates, names of battles, and famous
Roman, Carthacinian, and Arab solders. 1In
addition one will find a veritable catalogue
of museums and ruins where may be
examined everything of importance bearing
upon the heyday of the vanished cities of
Northern Africa,
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Five Leading Nowelists Join the Chorus of Approval of the
$10,000 Award to Miss de la Roche

Gertrude Atherton says: My experi- Honoré WillsieMorrowsays: “lhave- Basil King says: “‘Jalna’ is a real
ence of prize stories has been invari- n’t enjoyed any story so much in a gift. In style, strength and amplitude
ably discouraging, but I found ‘Jalna’ long time. It has an originality of it ranks with the best fiction in Eng-
not only unique and intensely inter- thought and style — a wholesome raci- lish. Most novels one reads and for-
esting but singularly rich for these ness—and a soundness of technique gets, ‘Jalna’ one could never forget.”
days when so few novels seem to have that filled me with content.”
any background. Itisa fine, first-rate, Sir Gilbert Parker says: “Certainly
fascinating novel, full of life and Margaret Prescott Montague says: ‘1 Mazo de laRoche can describe charac-
character. Please accept my con- have not read a novel for years that ter —she understands life and it is all
gratulations as well as my thanks.” has delighted me so much.” very skilfully done.” $2.00
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THE SENTIMENTALISTS By Dale Collins N B t’}e juuthor of “In Quest
Of this tale of tropic seas bv the author of “Ordeal”, The New York of the Perfect Book

World says: “This is xcellent book. It has rich, pi har- [
acfgri:ai?grzs; it hlass l::C?ir(‘)ne‘;led zl?stpe(r)l(s)e. Itt isacsa;lecfullslgiloatrtl:dc a?ll;l THE KINGDOM
OF BOOKS
B

well written. A really fine yarn.” Second printing. $2.00
THE EXILE By Mary Johnston s y

William Dana Orcutt
In this volume Mr. Orcutt

The events which come to a political exile on Eldorado Island, told

by America’s leading historical novelist in a haunting and romantic

love story with an unusual background. $2.50 shares with the reader his
further adventures in his

quest of the perfect book.

SINCE VICTOR HUGO: French Literature of To-day
Nearly a hundred illustra-

fid

The autobiography of a great
character actor

UP THE
YEARS FROM
BLOOMSBURY

By George Arliss
A world-famous actor’s own
account of his life and stage
work, a chronicle packed
with interest, humor and
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By Bernard Fay

A brilliant outline of French literature since 1880, revealing the

NS ANY

anecdote, written in a style principal currents determining its evolution $2.00 tions illuminate his text, and
of unusual charm. With 16 cags the type has been especially
Mustrations. $4.00 A PIONEER OF 1850 By George Willis Read imported for the book. $5.00

Edited by his daughter, Georgia Willis Reed

This record, from the diary of a pioneer who journeyed from Fort
Independence to Placerville just after the gold craze had swept the
couniry, makes a valuable addition to the literature of the Old
West. With 21 illustrations and a map. $3.50

THE STORY OF EVEREST By Captain John Noel

Leaving the scientific accounts to others, Captain Noel, official
photographer, has told of the lure which led men on, of the country
and the people, and of the dauntless spirit which filled the souls of
the entire Mt. Everest Expedition.  With 32 illustrations. $4.00

A NEW ENGLAND BOYHOOD
By Edward Everett Hale

A new edition of Dr. Hale’s classic story, in which he writes simply
and delightfully of his boyhood days in Boston and at Harvard
College during the 1820’s and 1830’s. With 16 illustrations. $3.00
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THE LONE-
SOME ROAD

By Lucy Furman

A novel founded on the
intense friendship between
two Southern mountaineer
boys, picturing the dramatic
complications as they come
intocontactwith loveand ma-
turity. An Atlantic Monthly
Press Publication. $2.00

4 fine novel by the author of
“Mary Christmas™

UPLANDS
Mary El?gn Chase

A charming idyll of first
love and birth and death,
with its scenes laid in the
upland pastures and along
the coast of Maine. An At-
lantic Monthly Press Publi-

ey
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T

e cation. $2.00
2 7 FONM S I\ SO\ PUTTERING ROUND By MacGregor Jenkins |3 WOI—— —
¢ mmj\'mw This companion volume to “Bucolic Beatitudes” describes further \\VJ/\JL’.\'\W&\\KK g
episodes in the life of “Rusticus, the rural sentimentalist” in an {

ALAS, POOR
YORICK!

By Alfred H. Bill

The wit and genius of Lau-
rence Sterne, “Parson Yor-
ick”, are here illustrated by
three episodes of gayety, in-
trigue and romantic comedy.
An Atlantic Monthly Press
Publication. $2.50

THE FATHER
OF LITTLE
WOMEN

By Honore Willsie
Morrow
Using hitherto unread
materials, Mrs. Morrow re-
veals Bronson Alcott as the
greatest American school-
master. 8 illustrations. $3.00

engaging manner, with a humor that is infectious. With 14 illus-
trations. An Atlantic Monthly Press Publication. $1.50

AN AMERICAN SAGA By Carl Christian Jensen

“‘An American Saga’ is an unusual book. As a human document it
has no parallel. Jensen’s story of his love and marriage is an idyll
of rarest delicacy.”—The New York Times. Second large printing.
An Atlantic Monthly Press Publication. $2.50

These books are for sale at all Booksellers.

LITTLE, BROWN 8 COMPANY |

Publishers, Boston
4
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Now
A Best Seller

mCcCr>»< MO T

Have You Heard
What People Are

1 ?
Saying!
THE NEW YORKER—
“One of the stirangest

pieces of fiction that have
come my way. An astound-
ing tale for chaste Anglo~
Saxon consumption.”

SATURDAY REVIEW
OF LITERATURE—“We
recommend ‘Face Value’
to anyone who will not be
outraged by the open dis-
cussion of Madame Rey’'s
establishment and its cus-

toms. It is often arrest-
ing and always intelli-
gent.”

NEW YORK SUN—“This
is a book which amazes
by its daring, which pre-
sents the life in a French
maison de  tolerance with
a rawness of sinister de-
tail at which Maupassant

merely hinted. It is an
achievement.” $2.50
By J.L.Campbell

A Dutton Book

A London Letter

By Lours UNTERMEYER

OMING back to London after a year’s

absence I find it is no longer consid-
ered good form to talk about literature.
The more determinedly intelligent among
the intelligentzia are several leaps ahead of
Gilbert Seldes and his “Seven Lively Arts.”
Even the latest of light arts, far from being
lively, is appraised (if considered at all)
in terms of the lugubrious. “Technique”
is something applied to a “system” at rou-
lette; “form” concerns a cricket match;
“style” is mere “shop” and, hence, taboo.
This, of course, is only relatively true;
contrariwise, the publishers’ announce-
ments have seldom been so bright and (as
one of them confided to me) so “Ameri-
can” in tone. Moreover, it was pleasant
to arrive in the midst of a controversy—
two of them in fact.

The first of these was provoked by the
annual H. G. Wells novel and centres about
H. G. in general. Once more, he has in-
troduced “real characters” in what the
critics variously judge to be a work of fic-
tion, a piece of polemics, a diary of odd-
ments, an essay in education, and a system
of philosophy. Meanwhile, Ernest Benn,
Ltd,, has forced a reconsideration of the
newest and the earliest Wells by accom-
plishing a minor miracle in book-manufac-
ture. ‘“The Short Stories of H. G. Wells”
is a volume of more than eleven hundred
pages; it contains sixty-three tales (some
of them as long as “The Time Machine”);
it is not only carefully but decoratively
printed; and it sells for seven shillings, six-
pence! The collection, per se, is of first
importance—especially for even the sketch-
iest estimate of Wells. Considered only as
a prophet of the material world, this vol-
ume establishes him. Tt is true that the
theory of time as a fourth dimension did
not originate with him, but the central
motif of “The Time Machine” brings the
reader closer to Einstein than all the sub-
sequent interpreters.  The tanks, those
armored behemoths, first startled an in-
credible world during the Great War, but
“The Land Ironclads” was first published
in 1903. Yet it is not as either prophet
or politician that Wells bids fair to sur-
vive, but as teller of some of the most ex-
traordinary fairy tales that ever delighted
adults. Rarely have fantasy and horror
been so delicately combined as in ““The Val-
ley of Spiders” or “Pollock and the Porrah
Man” or “Jimmy Goggles the God” or
“The Plattner Story.” But—and here the
voung and quite forgotten romancer will
prove to be a Wells of purest fancy unde-
filed to this generation—*“The Door in the
Wall,” “The Magic Shop,” “The Country
of the Blind” (possibly the finest short
story in the language) reveal, what so few
of his critics have ackowledged, the in-
stinctive lover of beauty. Countless essays
(and at least four books) have been writ-
ten about Wells the Educator, Wells the
Agitator, Wells the Bourgeois Realist,
Wells the Historian, Wells the This, That,
and the Other. But I do not recall any ex-
amination—and this collection will be sure
to force one—of Wells the Poet.

M8

Poctry furnished the setting for the other
controversy and Humbert Wolfe was its
centre. Wolfe had already published some
half-dozen volumes which critics had defi-
nitely praised and readers had, even more
definitely, refused to read. “Kensington
Gardens,” for example, was the sort of vol-
ume that, unlike Barrie or Milne, should
have appealed to the admirers of both. The
public, however, would have little or none
of it. Whereupon, after two more volumes
which made even less impression, Wolfe is-
sued his most difficult and ambitious work,
“Requiem,” sombre in tone with a struc-
ture as involved as a fugue. And “Re-
quiem” promptly went into its sixth print-
ing. This success had little to do with the
merits of Wolfe’s poetry gua poetry and
much with the curious reception encoun-
tered by the latest volume. The first few
reviews hailed “Requiem” with unstinted
extravagance and its author as “the great-
est living poet.” Roused by these super-
latives, the opposition denounced Wolfe's
rhetoric, his symbolism, his choice of sub-
jects, his “suspended rhymes,” his editing
of the new series of the Augustan (or Six-
penny) Poets, everything in short except
Wolfe’s conduct in the Ministrv of Labor.

The issue was joined with less and less
critical judgment; it reached comic dis-
proportions when Hugh M’Diarmid (in
The New Age) accused J. Middleton
Murry of having used his (M’Diarmid’s)

points of attack as the base of his (Mur-
ry’s) znimadversions in The Scots Obser-
ver. Whereupon Murry replied by printing
in the first issue of his own reorganized
quarterly, The New Adelphi, the only de-
tached and dispassionate critique of Wolfe
that has appeared in England. (The re-
view incidentally was the work of an
Arnerican, Robert Hillyer.)

Meanwhile, Wolfe’s publishers have not
allowed their presses (or Wolfe) to remain
idle.  Wolfe’s “Others Abide,” two hun-
dred rhymed epigrams from the Greck An-
thology, has just been issued and has al-
ready been praised by James Stephens;
twelve of his new Sixpenny Poets (includ-
ing Donne and Edward Lear) will make
their debut before the end of the year; and
as a final exhibit of versatility this inde-
fatigable poet has in preparation a set of
metrical stories and satires for children to
be called “Cursory Rhymes.”

S S

Another disproof of the often-encoun-
tered “Poetry doesn’t sell” has been vouch-
safed by Faber and Gwyer with their Ariel
Poems.  This series consists of a number
of three page booklets (nine of them to
date) each of which contains one hitherto
unpublished short poem, a colored illustra-
tion, and a cover by some well-known art-
ist. The series began with Hardy’s “Yule-
tide in a Younger World” with two draw-
ings by Albert Rutherston, and now in-
cludes T. S. Eliot’s most recent ‘Journey
of the Magi” (in tone curiously like Mac-
Leish’s “Bleheris” and Aiken’s later mono-
logues), with drawings by McKnight
Kaufter, Chesterton’s “Gloria in Pro-
fundis,” De la Mare’s “Alone,” and Sas-
soon’s “Nativity.” The illustrated pam-
phlets are extremely decorative and since
they cost only a shilling, will probably be
used instead of broadsides and Christmas
cards,

Hardy continues to defy time and ecriti-
cism. His “Yuletide in a Younger World”
is not merely the best of the poems in the
Ariel series, but the freshest. And Hardy
1s eighty-seven. No wonder there are so
few “new” poets. What’s the use, the dis-
comfited beginners must cry, when “the
grand old man” continues to write younger
(and, incidentally, more experimental)
verse than the youngest of the newcomers.
If Hardy should live to be ninety, his octo-
genarian work will, in all likelihood prove
to be his finest poetry. If he survives his
hundredth birthday, the anthologies of the
period will contain nothing but selections
from Thomas Hardy

To sound the other extreme, a casual
mention of the fact that I was still engaged
on a collection of the World’s Worst Poe-
try has brought me countless specimens of
the Victorian era. Unfortunately, most of
these are assigned to “Anonymous” and,
since the work is to be an eminently schol-
arly one, the sources must be “fixed.”” Pos-
sibly some reader has definite information
concerning two glorious but, alas, severed
couplets.  The first is supposed to have
Leen the climax of a broadside circulated
upon the death of Queen Victoria. It runs:

Diist to dust and ashes to ashes:
Into fer tomb the great Queen dashes.

And this, my informant assured me, was
from one of the bucolic idyls by Alfred
Austin, once Poet Laureate, but I have

tecn unable to track down the memorable
lines:

Spring has come; the Winter is over;
The cuckoo flower gets mauver and
manver,

Other things than poetry are making this
autumn lively for writers and readers. One
hears, on every hand, of Tomlinson’s “Gal-
lions Reach,” Susan Ertz’s “Now East, Now
West” (not to be confused with Felix Ries-
enberg’s novel of New York), “Greenlow,”
by Romer Wilson, J. Middleton Murry’s
reorganized quarterly, T/e New Adelphi,
the forthcoming “Are They the Same at
Home?” by the audacious Beverley Nich-
ols. For this reader, however, the fall
lists were even more distinguished by the
“Collected Poems 1914-1926,” of Robert
Graves, “Rustic Elegies,” by Edith Sitwell,
“A Survey of Modernist Poetry,” a col-
laboration by Laura Riding (once Gott-
schalk) and Robert Graves, the popular re-
print of “Selected Poems,” by James Elroy
Flecker, and A. E. Coppard’s exquisitely
made “Pelagea.” But of these the Ameri-
can publishers will undoubtedly have more
to sa¥.

NAVIGATOR

The Story of Nathaniel Bowditch of Salem
By Alfred Stanford
Bowditch, idol of the clipper ship days,
is brought back to live in the hearts
of lovers of the American past. From
Salem to Java his story stirs with history
and romance. Ewugene O’Neill says: “A
fine piece of work! One feels as if one
had known Bowditch personally and
lived in old Salem in the glamorous days
of ‘iron men and wooden ships.’”
Ilastrated $2.50

The BUILDERS
of AMERICA

By Ellsworth Huntington
and Leon F. Whitney

Here is a new angle on population and
America’s future. Are the quality men
and women-—the builder type—being
swallowed up by the “quantity production”
of the masses? New facts, new reccrds,
new program—by painstaking experts,
written in a popular style. Illustrated $3.50

MORROW’S
WORD FINDER

By Paul D. Hugon
What word to use? Find it easily in
this modern lexicography—the “word
exact” that marked the genius of Flau-
bert. At your fingertips, in one alphabeti-
cal order. $4.00

WILLIAM MORROW M
Publishers, New York iﬂ[{\g\%
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THE RIGHT
TO BE HAPPY,

A woman’s
frank appraisal
of life and sex

OIL!

A Novel by
UPTON SINCLAIR

JOHAN BOJER:.

“This novel is created by
a great artist, and a great
heart. Since Emile Zola I

can’t remember a similar
work.” $2.50

Albert & Charles Boni
66 Fitth Avenue New York City |

ARE BOOKS
YOUR HOBBY?

They can become your business and
your profession too if you take up
bookselling. The country needs
more bookshops and circulating li-
braries. Write us for free informa-
tion and suggestions about how to
start a bookshop or rental library of
your own.

BOOKSELLING INFORMATION

SERVICE
Room 777 §, 18 W. 34t St., N. Y.

Bargains in New Books
$2.50 BOOKS AT $1.90

Transition—OQil—Zelda Marsh—-Kitty
—We-—Meanwhile—Circus Parade
Good Woman — Bacchante — Dusty
Answer — Blue Voyage — Something
About Eve—Death for Archbishop.
Barberry Bush, $1.55

Trader Horn, $3.15

15 TO 25% DISCOUNT ALL OTHER
NEW BOOKS, POSTPAID
Write for late catalog or visit our
New Retail Store

Gerry Pascal Lieberman
601 MADISON AVE. (57th)
Formerly 246 Fifth Ave.




