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Now
A Best Seller
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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.
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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.
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There once was such a lyric.

drawing-room ballad:

Each southern Spring

Daffodils bring

retired.”

Review.
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the paper should be used.
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part of any entry.

The Wits' Weekly

Cenducted by Epwarp Davison

OR the convenience of readers who perhaps missed last week’s
announcement of ‘““I'he Wits’ Weekly,” the details are re-

Part of this page will, in future, be devoted

to a series of Literary Competitions.

Numbers 1 and 2, proposed in our last issue, are re-
Number 3 will be set next week.

1. A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best serious lyric
written in not more than four ordinarv limerick stanzas.
tries for this competition must be mailed in time to reach THE
SATURDAY REVIEW office not later than the morning of Octo-

A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the most characteristic
fragment, in not more than 350 words, from the preface to
“Columbus—A Comedy,” by George Bernard Shaw,
for this competition must be mailed in time to reack THE Sar-
URDAY REVIEW office not later than the morning of October

oo

The entries for Competition No, 1 will be reviewed and the prize
awarded in our issue of October 29.
Intending competitors are advised to read very carefully the rules

I cannot take any credit to myself for the idea of the test com-
petition which I set last week. Christopher Morley, William Rose
Benét, and Leonard Bacon were offered a prize of one cent for

The best short nonsense lyric beginning with

the line, “It’s daffodil time in New Zealand.”
It was written by an undergraduate
friend of mine, but, so far as T know, never printed.
can now recall is the chorus which was helped out by a tune that
must have been begotten by a Salvation Army hymn on a Victorian

It’s daffodil time in New Zealand

Down where the kiwi sings,

The homeland, the fair land, the free land,
Whose sons are the scions of kings;

Under the old eucalyptus,

Where the lithe platypi roam

Mem’ries of Ho-ome Swe-eet Ho-ome!

1 hope this will not take any wind out of the competitors’ sails.
Mr. Bacon writes to me asking whether the eland is an Australasian
bird; but I am not giving away any hints about rhymes.
Mr. Morley has sustained an awful silence, ‘“apart, sat on a hill
Personally, I am backing Mr. Benét to win the prize.
No outsiders have entered up to the time of writing, but anything
may happen before the rival lyrics appear in the next Saturday

I R
RULES

(Competitors failing to comply with these rules will be disqualified)
1. Envelopes should be addressed to “The Competitions Editor,
The Saturday Review of Literature, 25 West 45th Street, New
York City.”v ‘The number of the competition (e.g., “‘Compe-
tition 1) must be written on the top left hand corner.

All MSS. must be legible—typewritten if possible—and should
bear the name or psuedonvm of the author.
Prose entries must be clearly marked
off at the end of each fifty words.
The Saturday Rewiew reserves the right to print the whole or
he decision of the Competitions Editor is
final and he can in no circumstances enter into correspondence.

A new problem will be set

(En-

(Entries

All that I

So far,

Only one side of

MSS. cannot be returned.

€é ODERN readers,” says Jokn O’ Lon-
dow’s Weekly, “are apt to imagine
that tales of fantastic adventure are of
modern growth, but the Greeks in this, as
in most forms of literary effort, were our
predecessors.  The Grecian public was as
avid of marvelous adventures as we are:
so much so that Lucian, who flourished in
the sccond century A. D., felt compelled
to satirize the too-prolific romancers who
wrote of their adventures as being actual
events. He wrote his ‘Veracious History’
to poke fun at them and, at the same time,
rebuke the public for their credulity. Un-
fortunately, as he confesses in his preface,
he had never had any extraordinary adven-
tares.  Still, that is of small disadvantage,
for it occurred to him that he might re-
sort to lying as other writers did. But
he points out that he differs from his ri-
vals in this: they asserted that their nar-
ratives were true; he acknowledged that
his story was pure fiction.
He set sail and traversed the Mediter-
ranean in safety till he had passed the
Pillars of Hercules (Gibraltar). But soon

he mer with a tremendous stormy the
riwimnd carried the ship into the air, and
he gave up ail hope. But by happy chance
he landed on the Moen. . ..

“His deseripiion of life on this planet
strains credulity. There are no woinen: chil-
dren are born from the calf of a man’s leg,
though seme are produced by certain plants.
The inhabitants do not die but dissolve into
sinoke  when their dave are ended, They
can take out their eves at pleasure. They
eat bv snuffing up the scent of frogs, which
flv about in the air. . . .

“There 15 no need to multiply his ex-
travagances, which outdo those of Mun-
chausen, who is supposed to have taken
some hints from the ‘Veracious History.?
Oddivy enough, Lucian wrotec another ac-
count of a Vovage to the Moon in one of
his ‘Dialogues’ In this the Cynic philos-
opher, Menippus, reached the moon by at-
taching wings to his shoulders like Icarus.
The outrageous adventures of the ‘Vera-
cious History’ arc wanting, and Lucian de-
votes his pages to a cutting satire on the
warring sects of philosophers.”
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THE GREAT NEW BIOGRAPHY OF NAPOLEON

THOSE QUARRELSOME
BONAPARTES

By ROBERT GORDON ANDERSON

A brilliant new biography of Napoleon and his intimates. It is
great and true biography, but Mr. Anderson brings to it a glamor
and pageantry that is rare indeed. One of the high spots of

Napoleonic literature.

$2.50
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The RADIANT
STORY OF
JESUS

! ’
By ALPHONSE SECHE

The remarkable new life of
Christ for all people. A
dramatic biography and a
literary achievement of a
high order. $3.50

THE
WISDOM OF
LANG-SIN

By THOMAS BARCLAY

Confucianism applied to the
affairs of the world today.
Lang-Sin is a modern sage
whose aphorisms are kernels
of wisdom. $2.00
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THE DRAMATIC HISTORY OF THE
CANADIAN MOUNTED—

THE SILENT FORCE

By T. MCRRIS LONGSTRETH

Author of The Laurentians, etc.

The members of the Canadian Mounted Police have
collaborated with Mr. Longstreth in presenting for the
first time the true story of the bold and adventurous
force that guards the outposts of civilization.
more dramatic than fiction! Illustrated

It is
$4.00
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A DISTINGUISHED
NOVEL

DIRT ROADS

By HOWARD SNYDER

The story of Ellic Wingate
and the beautiful thing that
came into his life between
tragedy and despair.  $2.00
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THE
RINGTAILED
RANNYHANS

By WALT COBURN

A remarkable story of the
Montana hill country, full of
action and adventure, by an
author who has spent his
whole life on the ranches and
ranges of the West. $2.00
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THE JUVENILE CLASSIC OF THE YEAR

THE BOYS’ LIFE OF

COLONEL LAWRENCE
By LOWELL THOMAS

Author of With Lawrence in Arabia

The story of the most romantic figure in modern his-
tory, T. E. Lawrence, told by the man who knows him
best, Lowell Thomas. This is unquestionably the most
important boys’ book that has appeared in years. Illus-

trated

$2.00
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The Literature of
Personality
By JAMES C. JOHNSTON
Foreword by
Gamaliel Bradford

A new examination of ma-
terials and methods of the
modern life-writer. A pioneer
work in its field, Illustrated

$2.50

I'VE GOT
YOUR
NUMBER!

By WEBSTER&SHOPKINS

The new “party” book which
is taking the country by
storm. It brings psycho-
analysis into the parlor!

$1.00
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THE LOCOMOTIVE GOD

By WILLIAM ELLERY LEONARD

trated

Here the author of Two Lives writes his long
awaited autobiography. It is one of the most
important books of recent times.
penetrating and vivid narrative with curious
psychological undercurrents which hold the
attention of the reader and challenge the at-
tention of all modern psychologists.

A frank,

Ius-
$4.00
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THE CENTURY CO., Publishers of Enduring Books
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