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wesT 
T ^ 7 E have been g-lad to see Vincent Star-

' ' rett's "Seapor ts in the M o o n " get t ing 
such good notices. W e have not yet read 
this fantas t ic w o r k ourselves, but we have 
a lways had a l ik ing f o r Vincent Starre t t ' s 
verses. Once he d rew a lyr ical po r t r a i t of 
himself, of which his publishers recently 
reminded us. Here is the p ic tu re—but they 
say tha t since seeing " T h e M i r a c l e " he has 
t h r o w n a w a y his glasses. 

A slightly Jeimsh, someiuhat S-panish visage. 
Nose nearly Roman, hairless lif and joivl, 
And shaggy thatch: eyes that incline to 

froivl 
Behind horn spectacles, in gentle quizzage. 
Tall, but of proudly curving appetite; 
Garments that hang like some grotesque 

conceit: 
Abstracted manner, sarve luhen intvard heat 
Gives off in steami of talk, late in the night. 
Kindly indeed, except 'when roused to rages, 
Soothed by tobacco and by skilful cooks; 
Fond of the gallant company of books. 
And villains of all languages and ages. 
Withal, a decent chap, loho likes the ladies 
And daily paves a goodish stretch of Hades. 

W e made a sl ight e r ro r recently in stat
ing that the Verse Class o / Mary Carolyn 
Davies met a t her h o m e ; it meets every F r i 
day at e ight P . M . a t the Hote l Gonfa rone , 
corner West 8th and M a c D o u g a l Streets. 
F o r f u r t he r in fo rmat ion address M a r y 
Caro lyn Davies , 58 West 8 th Street. . . . 

Lord Dunsany wi l l address the Century 
F o r u m on " T h e Ar ts and L i f e , " on the 
evening of A p r i l 17th. T h e lecture wi l l be 
del iverered at the Communi ty Church . . . . 

John Gould Fletcher's poem, " T h e Black 
Rock , " addressed to Thomas Hardy, was 
or ig ina l ly pr in ted in the Yale Review f o r 
J u l y , 1920. I t was dedicated to H a r d y with 
his consent. I t is an ex t rao rd ina ry tr ibute 
and one of Fletcher 's best poems. In the 
A p r i l Yale Review of the present year it is 
repr in ted in m e m o r y of the master . . . . 

Wi l le t t , C l a r k & Colby, publishers at 
440 South Dea rbo rn Street, Chicago, believe 
very s t rongly in a recent novel published 
by them. T h i s is " S h o d d y , " by Dan Brum-
mitt. W e have not yet seen the book, but 
the publishers th ink it has distinct qualities 
of greatness. . . . 

A new poem by Percy Mackaye, which 
Longmans , Green and Company are b r i n g 
i n g out in M a y , is queerly enti t led " T h e 
Gobbler of G o d . " But the queerness of 
the title is somewhat lessened when one 
realizes that the poem concerns the Ken
tucky M o u n t a i n s and that its most d ramat ic 
momen t centers upon a conclave of wi ld 
turkeys. Mackaye has preserved a fasci
nated interest fo r the folk of the Kentucky 
Moun ta in s fo r some time. T h e speech and 
legendry of the mountaineers has furnished 
him wi th unusual mater ia l . His "Ken tucky 
M o u n t a i n Fantas ies" are also published by 
L o n g m a n s , and are subtitled " T h r e e Short 
Plays fo r an Appa lach ian T h e a t r e . " Both 
these and " T h e Gobbler of G o d " are il lus
t ra ted by his h igh ly talented daugh te r , 
Arv ia Mackaye . . . . 

T h e charac ter of K i n g D a v i d in the 
Bible continues to provoke the pens of many 
wri ters . Elmer Davis has now wri t ten his 
own story of D a v i d which Collier's Weekly 
is to serialize, p robab ly beg inn ing in 
Augus t . T h e J o h n D a y C o m p a n y wi l l 
publish it in book fo rm, sometime a l o n g in 
next November . . . . 

It cer ta inly is an amaz ing phenomenon, 
the fact that reminiscences wri t ten by 
candle- l ight on scraps of paper , bi l l -heads 
and envelopes in a Johannesburg l odg ing -
house should eventual ly have become a book 
that has been ave rag ing the au thor and his 
editor (Amer ican sales a lone) over two 
thousand dol lars a week in royalt ies. D u r 
ing the day, Trader Horn, w h o m we have 
recently had the privi lege to see in the 
iiesh, hawked a luminum ware . He sold the 
South Afr ican novelist, Mrs. Ethelreda 
Lewis, a gr id i ron she d idn ' t need, gave her 
a recipe for oat-cakes, and thus the collab
ora t ion b<;gan. Old stuff, but still as tound
i n g ! . . . 

W e have been mean ing to acknowledge a 
l o n g and amus ing let ter wr i t ten us back in 
F e b r u a r y by Father Will Whalen of the 
Old Jesuit Mission, O r r t a n n a , Adams 
County , Pennsylvania . His let ter is too 
l o n g to quote. In one year ten novels by 
h im appeared ,—but the reason was that he 

had wri t ten them at different times and they 
had been ly ing in his t r unk fo r years. H e 
says that r igh t now he has seven fu l l - length 
plays "ke tch ing dust in the g a r r e t . " . . . 

T h e more we don ' t hear much about it 
the more we wonde r that Marcus Cheke's 
" P a p i l e e " hasn ' t had more praise. T o us it 
has proved one of the gayest and most 
b r igh t ly colored enter ta inments of the l in
ge r ing winter , a capital tr ifle! . . . 

Dr. Horace Howard Furness, Jr., whose 
" C o r i o l a n u s " has just been published in the 
wel l -known Var io rum Edi t ion of Shake
speare, made a decided " f i nd" recent ly w h e n 
he discovered in a dusty s toreroom of the 
W a l n u t Street T h e a t r e in Ph i l ade lph ia , a 
diary of Junius Brutus Booth, f a t he r of 
Edwin Booth and himself a Shakesperian 
ac tor of note. T h e d ia ry was wr i t ten when 
the elder Booth was a y o u n g m a n . In the 
basket of old papers D r . Furness discovered 
a playbi l l announc ing the e lder Booth 's 
appearance in the W a l n u t Street T h e a t r e in 
"R icha rd I I I , " and a letter wr i t t en by a 
patroness of Convent Garden , N e w York , 
in t roducing him to managers there and , in 
this way, s ta r t ing him on his w a y to f ame . 

We wish to a c k n o w l e d g e — a n d the ac
knowledgements are l o n g ove rdue—the com
municat ion f rom C. A. MacPherson, of 28 
Gould Avenue, N e w a r k , N . J . , concern ing 
the old "L i t e r a ry C h a t " in a Munsey's 
Magazine of some twenty-seven years ago , 
— t h e letter f rom C. S. Schneider, of 
Springfield, Ohio, r e l a t ing w h a t he finds 
the modern parent is up agains t ,—severa l 
poems of Sylvia Satan's tha t we are still 
h o l d i n g , — a poem by E. M . S. ,—and 
poems by Florence Reeves of Mon tc l a i r . 
W e may be able to use some of these poems 
sometime soon. W e hope to . . . . 

J. Newell Green of H a r t f o r d , Connect i 
cut, mentioned to us l a n g syne an interest ing 
epitaph he had come across in an isolated 
cemetery discovered on a back road run
n i n g f rom Amhers t to Belcher town. It 
reads: 

Think, my friends, when this you see 
How my -j^ife has dealt wtith me. 
She i'li some oysters did prepare. 
Some poison for my lot and share. 
Then of the same I did partake 
And nature yielded to its fate. 
Before she my wife became 
Mary Felion was her nam.e. 

T h a t is certainly s ta r t l ing e n o u g h ! . . . 
In a recent Publishers' Weekly we 

chanced upon the f o l l o w i n g inspired render
ing of the old Bible s tory by Horace Live-
right, President of Boni & L i v e r i g h t : 

You ali remember that once upon a time the 
Creator was walking in the garden in the 
cool of the day and Adam and his wife hid 
themselves among the trees and the bushes, 
whereupon the Creator called upon Adam and 
said in effect, "Where art thou?—come out of 
the bushes." But Adam was afraid because he 
was naked. 

F o r two of the latest volumes of T h e 
Mode rn Library , Herbert Gorman has w r i t 
ten the introduct ion fo r Joyce's " A P o r t r a i t 
of the Artist as a Y o u n g M a n , " and Vincent 
Starrett, one for his own selection of 
"Four teen Great Detective Stories ." T h i s 
is evidently Starret t D a y in the Nest, f o r 
we perceive that we begin and end wi th 
him. Incidenta l ly , the m a n has wr i t ten 
detective stories himself, on and off f o r 
years. . . . 

But maybe we 'd better end wi th our 
own word about Samuel^ Hoffenstein's 
"Poems in Praise of Prac t ica l ly N o t h i n g . " 
Such a f an fa re as has greeted i t ! W e l l , 
we don ' t th ink it 's quite as good as al l that . 
W e could have done wi th the volume cut 
considerably. T h e verses we still like best 
are those that give their t i t le to the book. 
But there is a decided flash of real poetry 
about the specific numbers t ha t Hoffen-
stein wanted to make real poet ry . As a 
jester he has a lot of cleverness; yet ha rd ly 
more , it seems to us, t h a n . a number of 
others. Stil l , his Yidiom is of ten excel lent ; 
and there is the iron taste of despair in a 
number of apparen t ly " k i d d i n g " lines. 
Here a soul may certainly be discerned, even 
when the body in which it resides is bi t ter ly 
c lowning . . . . 

So saying, he walked rap id ly down the 
street on his hands and was almost im
mediately lost in the c rowd. . . . 

T H E P H O E N I C I A N . 

yVom T H E INMER SANCTUM of 

SIMON and SCHUSTER 
PublUhera . 3 7 West 57tfa Street . JVeic York 

the r anks of t h e i n n e r 
s h r i n e of co lumnis t s , E S S A N D E S S wel
c o m e s T H E O L D M A N O F T H E SEA, 
whose first effort a p p e a r s in The At
lantic Bookshell th i s m o n t h , u n d e r t h e 
h e a d i n g : From the Back Yard o / 
DouBLECouRT and L I T T L E B M D E , Word 
Magnates, 200 Fifth Avenue, New 
York. 

AMi The Inner Sanctum not only 
hai ls The Back Yard as b l o o d - b r o t h e r 
to t h e wise-crack, bu t a lso he lps h im
self to t h e fo l lowing s a m p l e s : 

A meeting of publishers who are actively 
anxious to bring out THORNTON WILDER 'S 
next book is scheduled for next week <U 
Madison Square Garden. 

A leading publisher famous for his high 
hat and his low royalties will shortly r<!-
lease an anthology of Scotch jokes. His 
sales manager will introduce the item lo 
the book trade by throwing a box party 
at T H E LADDER. 

GENE TUNNEY helped the trade enormously 
by carrying a book into his training camp. 
Imagine -what will happen when he begins 
uppeF'CUtting the pages. 

(Mv^ The Inner Sanctum is p lant 
ing 2000 p i n e t rees ou t in L o n g I s l and 
this sp r ing ( l i t e r a l l y ) — t h a t is t h e 
least we can do after o r d e r i n g five 
ca r loads of p a p e r (a lso l i t e r a l ly ) for 
the next p r i n t i n g s of Trader Horn. 

Mv^ A p u b l i s h e r ' s idea of Para
d ise is a b o o k s teadi ly averag ing 7.')0 
copies a week in its second year . 

(Mv^ T h a t was t h e s ta tus of Trader 
Horn be fo re ALFRED A L O Y S I U S came 

lo A m e r i c a . 

(Mv^ A week after h is a r r iva l i h e 
sales m o r e t h a n t r i p l e d . 

(Mv^ T h e week after tha t th is 
new to ta l of 2500 copies was ilaelf 
tripled—the week ly sales char t reach
ing a new 1928 " h i g h " of 7500 copies 
—or more than ten times the previous 
average. 

(MY^ T h e resu l t has b e e n a t t a ined 
desp i t e The Inner Sanctum's po l icy of 
sa feguard ing TRADER H O R N ' S s t rength 

and comfor t at all costs—a pol icy 
which has left a t ra i l of b r o k e n - h e a r t e d 
press-agents , i m p r e s a r i o s , and " t ie - i ip" 
v i r tuos i all over A m e r i c a . 

^^VM^A picked pla-
l oon of N u b i a n head-
h u n t e r s , e q u i p p e d wi th 
Afr ican spears and j u n g l e 
assegais , has b e e n protect 
ing TRADER H O R N night 
a n d day f rom a h o r d e of 
souven i r - chasers , auto
g r a p h - h u n t e r s , contract-
flashers, n ight -c lub opera
to r s , and o t h e r p u r l o i n e r s 
of ref lected glory . 

(Mid) i WILL DuRANT and ALFRED 
A L O Y S H J S H O R N met for t h e first t i m e 

in The Inner Sanctum. 

A d v e n t u r e r s b o t h , we tiad 
ca l led t h e m in o n r adve r t i s emen t s , 
f ea tu r ing The Story of Philosophy artd 
Trader Horn s ide by s ide , and the 
k i n s h i p p r o v e d even m o r e sympa the t i c 
than we had p r e d i c t e d . 

P h i l o s o p h e r s bo th , convivi-
als b o t h , they w e r e soon cal l ing each 
o the r " W i l l i e " a n d " Z a m b e s i . " 

T o j o i n The Friendly Sons 
of Trader Horn it i^ no t even neces
sary to own t h e book . N o r mus t j 'ou 
p e d d l e g r i d i r o n s or c a p t u r e gor i l las 
o r col lect r o g u e e l e p h a n t s or rescue 
a u b u r n - h a i r e d goddesses f rom the jun
gle. T h o s e qual i f ica t ions wil l h e l p but 
the ca rd ina l r e q u i r e m e n t Is the spon
t aneous and per s i s t en t use of the word 
convivial as a noun , ^ r e , 'tis a word 
that gels to the core, like Beethoven. 
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» Are You Happy? 

I HAPPINESS 
By Wm. Lyon Phelps 

11TH LARGE EDITION 
$1.00 

"This small tome is a priceless 
tonic worth far more than the 
single dollar which buys it."— 
Robertus Love, St. Louis Globe-
Democrat. 

E. P. BUTTON & CO. 
Ai^AWAa*^AWAa*tfAWAWA^AWAWA^Aj*tfA>*fA PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


