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Foreign Literature

A Mexican Tale

EL AGUILA Y LA §ERPIENTE. By
MARTIN LUIs GUZMAN. Madrid: M.
Aguilar. 1928.

Reviewed by ERNEST GRUENING
Author of “Mexico and Its Heritage”

ICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ’S articles

about Mexico, printed in the American
press early in 1920 and pyblished in their
original tongue as “El Militarismo Meji-
cano,” contained a promise to write a novel
about Mexico. The title would be “El Aguila
y la Serpiente”—an eagle holding a serpent
in its claws being the Mexican emblem.
Don Vicente indicated with gusto that to
this larger purpose his devastating articles
about Mexican militarism were merely an
apéritif. He never carried out his promise
—or threat,

Less than a year after his death, Martin
Luis Guzméin, Mexican journalist and foi-
letista, has written a story (one avoids with
difficulty calling it a novel) of the Mexican
Revolution with the above title, It is
loosely hung on the autobiography of a
civilian who went through the chaos and
reached eminence in successive Revolution-
ary régimes. Later he intrigued with the
De La Huerta rebellion, fled to New York
in the customary manner as one of its agents
(I interviewed him the night of his arrival
in one of the hotels which Latin-American
juntas frequent) and, finding that he had
backed the wrong horse, remained in exile.
The whole scenario, even to his subsequent
necessity of writing for a livelihood—to
which we owe this opus—is part of the
Mexican Revolutionary rhythm, including
the writer’s new-found ability to discrimi-
nate between fair and foul, and, as retro-
spective commentator, to gauge moral values
of which he was oblivious as an actor in
the drama,

Witness his allusion to “the Mexican
sport of civil war”; his analysis of intra-
Revolutionist differences of principle: “At
bottom it all simmered down to the struggle
—eternal among Mexicans—of groups,
plural, desirous of seizing the power, which
is singular.” And in portraying a fellow-

Revolutionist: “He was one of the few

. who felt the Revolutionary tragedy:
the impossibility of not siding morally with
the Revolution, and the material and
psychological impossibility of achieving
through it the good and immense result that
was needed.” Elsewhere he describes the
lavish breakfasts which he and his fellow
liberators consumed at the Hotel McAlpin,
their gay nights along Broadway, and with
that admirably detached irony of the politico
whose right cerebral lobe is fully conscious
of what his left hand abstracts: “We were
sincere Revolutionists . . . no doubt of it!”

In his descriptions of Mexican events
Guzmin writes with the realism of a Zola
and the relentless pathos and fatality of
Gorky and Andreieff: The massacre by
Villa’s lieutenant, Rodolfo Fierro, of three-
hundred prisoners, Orozquiztas (followers
of Pascual Orozco, originally Maderista,
who turned counter-Revolutionist), They
were driven, cattle fashion, a few at a time,
from one corral into another, human
targets, until the mounting—and thus pro-
tecting—pile of human bodies called for in-
creasing ingenuity by the butcher-in-chief.
This and kindred horrors are told unspar-
ingly but with a restraint and diction that
reveal a new star in the Hispanic literary
firmament,

Here is Mexico’s Revolution from within
—with all its gluttony and gore, its mute
suffering, its heroisms. The book reads
like a novel, because, indeed, the Mexican
truth is stranger, to our twentieth century
consciousness, ‘than fiction. Its historical
value as source material is considerable,
for it discloses the motives and methods of
many principals in the national drama over
which still hangs the acrid smell of powder
and blood. It is to the hitherto almost un-
chronicled turmoil of Mexican Revolution
what “La Débacle” was to the Franco-
Prussian War. In a word, it is a master-
piece. :

Colonel Lawrence, author of “Revolt in
the Desert,” who is now an aircraftsman
in India, denies that he is bringing out a
new book on the East under a mom de
plume.

The last volume of a work of fiction be-
gun as long ago as 1908 and carrying its
tale of society and love through six volumes
has just been issued in René Behaine’s “Les
Yeux de DPEsprit” (Grasset). Over a
period of twenty years the “Histoire d’une
Société” has been appearing, and gradually
has been winning recognition as one of the
most remarkable of recent French works
of fiction. As it has developed it has be-
come rather than a portrayal of society an
inquiry into the nature of first love,~—a
portrayal of delicacy, charm, and rare un-
derstanding.

L

Readers who know Jakob Wassermann
only as a novelist will be interested in get-
ting a glimpse of him as an essayist. His
latest volume, “Lebensdienst” (Grethlein); is
a collection of essays and studies which are
illuminating as the expression of a person-
ality and a point of view.

The
Collected Letters

of
OLIVER
GOLDSMITH

Edited by
Katherine C. Balderston

A complete collection of the letters of
Goldsmith, taken wherever possible
from the original manuscripts. A num-
ber of the letters have never been
published before and the introduction
also embodies much new material.

eAt your bookstore now—$3.00

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
American Agents for The Cambridge Press
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WITS®
By Viola Paradise

What do nice young girls talk about? This
unique novel was selected as the Dutton Book
of the Month for December. A delightful gift
for any friend who is hard to please.

$2.50
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. 7’_//” f
N {}\\ VL

from junior books

TERE they are— JUNIOR BOOKS that modern boys and

girls enjoy.

Because they are as gay as Christmas books should be—full
of ideas, imagination, originality.

Because they are rich with old world color, glowing with new
world vigor—and as modern in spirit as the skyscrapers of Man-
hattan and the young people who live in their shadow.

Because they are written by distinguished authors, illustrated by
great artists and made in a highly specialized Junior Books De-
partment concerned with nothing but books for modern juniors.

Because they stimulate the interest of these modern boys and
girls who demand their own JUNIOR BOOKS as they do their
own junior clubs, junior parties, junior shops—at Christmas and

every other time of the year.

KNICKERBOCKER’S HISTORY OF NEW
YORK. By Washington Irving. Edited by Anne
Carroll Moore and illustrated by James Daugherty.
The lusty chronicle of early Manhattan in a spirited

pictorial edition. . 3.50

THE DRYAD AND THE HIRED BOY.
By Ethel Cook Eliot. Lively vacation adventures
in a2 new mystery story by a popular writer. Illus-

trated. 2.00
*

PINOCCHIO IN AMERICA. By AngeloPatri,
with pictures by Mary Liddell. Capricious adven-

tures of the famous little wooden boy in “the land
of the free.” 2.00

EYES FOR THE DARK. By Monica Shannon.
Whimsy and modern magic in fairy tales that grew
in the California mountains. Colorful illustrations.

by C. E. Millard. 2.50
*

THE BLACKSMITH AND THE BLACK-
BIRDS. By Edith Rickert. Funny pictures by James

‘Daugherty add to the gaiety of this nonsense

tale .75
*

WHERE WAS BOBBY? By Marguerite Clément.
Johnny and Suzanne and their amusing pets in a
little French village. Many pictures by Maud and
Miska Petersham. 2.00

THE KEWPIES AND THE RUNAWAY
BABY. Written and illustrated by Rose O’ Neill.
On a sutprising baby hunt with the versatile
Kewpies. * 1.50

A PRINCESS COMES TO OUR TOWN. By

Rose Fyleman. A fairy princess visits a litcle English

town. Many pictures by Erick Berry. 2.00
*

DAVY JONES’S LOCKER. By Reed Fulton.

Witha freedom-loving lad on the eventful Astorian

Expedition of 1810. Illustrated. 2.00
4

TISZA TALES. By Rosika Schwimmer. Hungarian

legends, gorgeously illustrated in colors and black

and white by Willy Pogany. 5.00

If you want to know more about our
books for boys and girls send for Junior
Books, our complete illustrated catalog.

DousLepAY, DORAN AND COMPANY, INC.
Gatden City, N. Y.

Please send me your catalogue of Junior Books.
Name
Address

City.
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This advertisement was not prepaved by one of 1he out-
standing advertising agencies, It was not prepared by a
$25,000 a year copywriter. Nor was it prepared by any
¢i copywriter. It is taken as it is from The Ketail Book-
\ seller, published by Baker and Taylor, the largest
wholesale distributor of books in the United States.

BOOKBUYERS ELECT MILNE

“THE HOUSE AT POOH CORNER” leads
national sales for the past month, both fiction
and non-fiction

NCE more A. A. Milne and E. H. Shepard have

done what -seemed impossible—they have made
another juvenile best-seller. After the almost incredible
sales of “When We Were Very Young,” booksellers,
like the oldest oyster, shook their heavy heads. They
were willing to be convinced but frankly skeptical. Then
came “Winnie-the-Pooh” and the second triumph, then
“Now We Are Six,” and at last “The House at Pooh
Corner” which Mr. Milne says quite definitely is the
final Christopher Robin book.  __Ererick W. Childe

PUBLISHER’S NOTE:— Naturally one reason why
these books of Mr. Milne outsell all books of fic-
tion as well as non-fiction—some of the best as well as
the best-selling books in the history of publishing have
been published in the last four years —is that grown-
ups enjoy him as much as if not more than children. In
foursuccessiveyearswith foursuccessive books, Mr. Milne
has broken all existing best-seller récords. This in itself
establishes a record which it would seem humanly im-
possible to break or even equal. The charm and spon-
taneity of Mr. Milne are apparently inexhaustible.

For gift purposes, When We Were Very Young and
Now We Are Six, boxed, five dollars. The House at
Pooh Corner and Winnte-the-Poob, boxed, five dollars.

Each book is beautifully bound with gold edges,
top, bottom, and side. Price per volume, $2.50.
Regular edition, $2.00 per volume.

E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., 300 Fourth Ave., New York City

Points of View

Literary News
To the Editor of The Saturday Revie:
Sir:

In spite of the increased number of our
literary journals, there still seems to be one
task left undone both by your magazine
and by its contemporaries. That task is
the furnishing of a brief column of news
about contemporary writers,

Contemporary valuations of books have
frequently proved wrong when compared
with the verdict of time. Hence many
second-rate critics, careful of their prestige,
have dealt almost wholly with the estab-
lished past. But more courageous critics
realize that time is merely an artificial term
which can be analyzed into many parts, and
that each part is some man who, by praise
or blame or actual publication, keeps alive
some book. Courageous critics, then, do
not attempt to stand apart from the verdicts
of time, but play their parts as minute-men
of time, best qualified to see and judge the
contemporary scene.

To such courageous critics to-day has
been added the strength of modern business
methods, and our various book clubs are
the result. Formerly the critic wrote a
thousand words on a book; and of the rela-
tively few persons who read his review, still
fewer had inclination and money enough to
purchase the book. The unanimously crit-
ical ballyhoo in recent years for Melville
and Stephen Crane did not result in popu-
larly priced publication of more than one
book by each man. Nine-tenths of their
works are as scarce and as little in demand
as before. But the clubs—four general
ones, and the specialized ones on poetry,
religion, free thought, crime, and juveniles
—can secure the purchase of nearly 200,000
books every month. The contemporary
critic——there must be at least forty on club
committees—can deal in deeds instead of
words. Many more persons will purchase
the books which he recommends than would
read any article he might write in criticism
of those books.

This one duty of contemporary criticism
is to-day fulfilled better than ever before.
But the second duty, that of recording facts,
is badly neglected.

Take the files of half a dozen weeklies
and monthlies that deal largely or wholly
with literature. Look through them for

—
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Scribner Books for Christmas Gifts

DI

My Autobiography
by Benito Mussolini

Ilustrated. $3.50

contribution to Christmas literature.””—Boston Transcript.
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“The biggest piece of he-man writing I have read in months. Only one other
" man could have written it, and he is dead. His name was Napoleon Bonaparte.

... A startling self-revelation. . . . It has been written by one of the most

forceful characters in history.”—HarrRY HANSEN in the New York World.

*Even Unto Bethlehem”: The Story of Christmas

by Hem'y van Dyke. With frontispiece in colors by N. C. WyeTH

This is the newest and most significant Christmas story in the world.  Daring, reverent, graphic, it
tells new sides of the ancient story that make the whole account glow with fresh life. “A genuine

The Complete Plays of James M. Barrie

All the famous plays of the great Scotch dramatist are here—twenty in all—including “Peter Pan”
I8 and.several othgr plays never before published. A nine-hundred-page volume chockful of humor,

pathos, and human understanding. y R rrey i

[| Swan Song O e’
wan In the two vltlxlumes now
; ready Mr. Sullivan paints
by JOhn Galsworthy a fascinating pictore of
The last of the great Forsyte novels, American yesterdays.

illi i i ; “The Turn of the Cen-
brilliant with satire on modern modes tury"” and “America Find-

and morals and glowing with emo- ing Hereelf,” two volumes,
tion. “A good story well told.”— bozed, $10.00; single vol-
WrrLiam Lyon PRELPS. $2.50 umes, $5.00.

_ with “Caravan™ and “The Forsyte. {0

The Story of France The Stream of History
by Paul van Dyke by Geoffrey Parsons

A one-volume narrative history of France for the A vivid, dramatic, and well-balanced h(ljstory of
general reader. Complete, authoritative, and as the world from creation to the present day.
fascinating as a novel. $3.50 With pictorial decorations by Fames Daugherty

The gift book of the year for younger readers
Drums (Scribner $2.50 Illustrated Classics)

. . ) LR Boyd’s
N. C. Wyeth has done 17 color pages and 46 drawings for this superb new edition of James
famous sz,ory of the American Revolution. A finer gift book can hardly be imagined. $2.50

— At all bookstores —

$1.50
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$5.00

Plays
by John Galsworthy

The complete dramatic work of Mr.
Galsworthy, including his recent New
York success, *Escape,” in a big vol-
ume of almost 900 pages. Uniform

Saga.” #2.50 |

$5.00
by James Boyd
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Charles Scribner’s Sons, 597 Fifth Avenue, New York
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some simple but important facts—for in-
stance, the dates of the deaths of Thomas
Hardy, Anatole France, and Hermann Su-
dermann. Each death produced a flood of
appreciations and memoirs. But you will
not find the simple facts about the time and
place and cause of their deaths recorded in
our magazines.

You can find those items in the news-
papers. But for three reasons, newspapers
are inadequate in such matters, Almost all
of them are not printed on durable paper.
Hence they are not bound and preserved in
most libraries, and are not easily available
for research. And finally, literary news
(except scandals) rarely “makes” the daily
papers; at best it results in whimsical ac-
counts of tea parties.

Here are some questions which contem-
porary writers of literature have not an-
swered adequately either in magazines or in
newspapers: What were the exact circum-
stances of Bierce’s going to Mexico? When
did Booth Tarkington’s daughter die?
When did Dreiser sail for Russia and how
long did he stay there! What newspapers
does Sherwood Anderson edit? With what
colleges has Robert Frost been connected,
and when? When and in what circumstances
did Charlotte Mew die? Where are Hugh
Walpole, Ford Madox Ford, and Carl
Sandburg at any given moment?

Do these questions seem trivial and silly?
They are exactly the sort of questions that
earnest researchers work years on and write
articles about, in order to gain degrees,
fame, and higher salaries. Here is a similar
list of “scholarly” questions: What were
the exact circumstances of Poe’s entering
West Point? When did Swift’s Stella die?
When did Whitman go to New Orleans and
what experiences had he on the trip? How
many pieces of real estate did John Milton
sell! With what stock company was Wil-
liam Shakespeare connected, and when?
When and in what circumstances did Chris~
topher Marlowe die? Where were Homer,
Chaucer, and Oscar Wilde at any given
moment?

Wiser men than I say that such facts are
important in literary study. If eo, the
magazines are neglecting a vital part of
their duty. Opinions on books may be
wrong and contrary to the verdict of time.
But facts about writers, if wrong, can be
immediately corrected. And such collec-
tions of facts in durable, bound magazines
scattered through the libraries of the land,
might perhaps change future literary studies
from a species of detective work to the
reading and furthering of good books.

1 plead for columns of literary news in
our magazines. W. L. WERNER,

State College, Pa.

The Crime Story

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
Sir:

Thanks for your editorial in a recent
issue entitled, “Throw Out the Detective.”

Only why not go a little further and
make it “Throw Out the Crime Story”!?

Of what earthly use is the so-called mys-
tery or crime story that makes a hero out
of a criminal or interests the reader in the
criminal inclinations of fictional person-
ages’ I can’t see them. I find them stupid
and silly, and I can’t help wondering if the
present vogue is not, to some extent, the re-
sult of clever propaganda. Some people
like to be in the mode. Raus mit the mys-
tery fake yarn!

ArTHUR G. PEACOCK.
Jamaica, N. Y.

Miss Sidgwick
To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
Sir:

To those of us who have been reading
and enjoying Miss Ethel Sidgwick’s books
for nearly fifteen years, it was a bit pain-
ful to have your reviewer in the issue of
November 17 refer to her constantly as
Myrs. Sidgwick. And still more painful was
his apparent implication, I admit that he
did not say it directly—that she was a dis-
ciple of Margaret Kennedy. Long before
Margaret Kennedy wrote “The Constant
Nymph,” the arrival of a new volume by
Ethel Sidgwick, introducing us to more of
her delightfully human people, was some-
thing that brought a fresh joy to life.

Your reviewer could not have been ig-
norant of this, but he fails to make it clear
in his review. Nor does he refer to a fact
that Miss Sidgwick’s readers would have
been interested to know, that this is the
second appearance of most of the char-
acters, who had already been introduced in
“Laura.” PRrISCILLA OsBORN.

Washington, D. C




