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A Letter from France 
By ABEL CHEVALLEY 

TH E Goncour t Pr ize has just been 
awarded to M . Constant in Weye r fo r 

his novel " U n H o m m e Se Penche sur Son 
Passe . " I was , I believe, a m o n g the first 
to call a t tent ion to his w o r k , f o r I was l o n g 
ago convinced that he deserved the _recog-
nit ion which he has n o w received. But 
h o w spectacular is the nor the rn Canada of 
his p r i ze -nove l ! In introduces us to a cow
boy w h o reads Pascal , and is chock ful l of 
metaphysical problems. T h e sentimental 
anecdote tha t binds together his vivid de
scriptions is of the flimsiest order . T h e spirit 
of J a c k London hovers a round the whole 
pe r fo rmance . 

T h i s is not the first t ime tha t the Gon
court pr ize has been awarded , not to wha t 
is most deserving in a given au thor , but to 
w h a t passes f o r the momen t as " m o d e r n " 
in the minds of the mul t i tude of this coun
t ry , h o w e v e r ant iquated and worn -ou t in 
others . 

I do not believe in l i te rary prizes. T h e y 
do more h a r m than good, at least in France . 
T h e y encourage sensationalism and mercan 
t i l ism. L i t e r a ry ta lent is no longe r in dan 
g e r of be ing left unrecognized. I t over 
flows. I t is as p len t i fu l as turn ips in 
Beauce, and the demand a t least equals the 
supply. W h e n old Goncour t endowed his 
t en -member Academy, the si tuation was very 
different. H e wanted the y o u n g dare-devi ls 
to have thei r chance. N o w , since the war , 
dare-devi l s have been constant ly at a p r e 
m i u m , and we are ge t t ing sick of devi l ry . 
T h e only artists that are not encouraged 
are those w h o have the courage to learn 
thei r business. F lauber t , Ana to le France , 
the Goncour t s themselves served a l o n g ap 
prenticeship before fame and money came 
thei r way . 

Genius is not necessarily r eve la t ion ; it is 
also w o r k and pat ience. In order to be 
fa i th fu l to the Goncour t spiri t , the Gon
court Pr ize ough t to go , not to the most 
revolu t ionary , but to the most t rad i t iona l 
of o u r y o u n g novelists. T h e y are the only 
real dare-devi ls of the so-called " m o d e r n 
gene ra t ion . " 

W h a t is real ly " m o d e r n " in French con
t e m p o r a r y l i te ra ture? T h e w o r d itself is 
ambiguous . In its l i teral sense it means "o f 
t o - d a y . " E tymolog ica l ly speaking, our 
g r a n d m o t h e r s a re as modern as ourselves. 
T l i ey b e l o n g to their genera t ion , which has 
just as good a r i gh t to exist in this w o r l d , 
and make a splash, too, as our o w n . A n d 
in thei r t ime they were p robab ly not only 
modern , bu t modernist . In tha t sense al l 
con tempora ry wr i t ings are m o d e r n , even 
the epic poems and five-act r hymed t ragedies 
which provincia l academies are still c rown
i n g w i th laurels . Even Nobe l Pr ize l i ter 
a tu re is modern . 

But f r o m the same La t in or ig in is also 
derived fnode, i. e., manner , o r fashion. A 
modern novel is not on ly nove l , but it is 
fashionable. I t has a m a n n e r of be ing novel 
which makes it fashionable . O n the other 
hand , if it is too wide ly accepted and fai ls 
to cause surprise, t o come as someth ing of 
a shock, it ceases a t once to be modern . W e 
are in a l abyr in th . 

In his " In i t i a t ion a la L i t t e r a tu r e d 'Au-
j o u r d ' h u i " (Renaissance du L i v r e ) , M . E . 
Bouvier does not quite find the w a y out . 
H e is so systematic and cocksure tha t one 
is tempted to chal lenge h i m a t every t u rn . 
But his not ion of w h a t has been considered 
as modern , say since the w a r , is str ict ly con
sonant w i th the one aspect of modern i ty 
that has been the most evident in contempo
r a r y literature, that of surfrise, shock, dis
cordance. Gu i l l aume Apol l ina i r e used to 
say : La surf rise est la grand ressort de 
I'esfrh nouveau (surpr ise is the mainspr ing 
of the new s p i r i t ) . Hence the vogue of 
unexpected m e t a p h o r s : d ry , crooked, p u n 
gent manner i sms f a l l i n g like bomerangs on 
the reader ' s mind—inexp l i cab le happen ings , 
sub-conscious, marve lous , unconnec ted— 
premedi ta ted audaci t ies of t h o u g h t and ex 
pression. But the effect of surprise is su r 
p r i s ing ly shor t - l ived . W e have go t to the 
po in t a t which we expect the unexpected. 
T h e element of shock, be ing discounted, is 
destroyed. You canno t pe t r i fy people a l 
ready tu rned into pi l lars of salt . 

W h a t is the consequence? T h e w o r d 
modem r ap id ly ceases to be a synonym of 
jarring, startling, or lurid. There is a n o 
ticeable movement of pub l ic taste t owards 
those wr i te rs w h o , eschewing the element of 
shock o r surprise, h a v e been content to w o r k 
slowly, before and since the w a r , on s t rong ly 
coherent themes, p r o d u c i n g closely-knit 
series of volumes, h a r d l y noticed when they 
first appeared , bu t n o w c o m i n g into their 
o w n . 

M a r c e l Prous t was one of these men. His 

industry hastened his death , and his death, 
his f ame . But it is no exaggera t ion to say, 
wi th the good G e r m a n critic Cur t ius , tha t , 
even if he were still a l ive , his w o r k wou ld 
m a r k a t u r n i n g poin t in the history of the 
novel . Roge r M a r t i n du Gard , au tho r of 
"Les T h i b a u t , " who was the main subject 
of one of my recent letters, is ano ther case 
in point . A n d if you have not yet heard 
of Rene Bchaine , you wi l l soon be asking 
yourself w h y he also has become modern 
wi thou t t r y ing to be discordant . He began , 
twenty years ago , his "His to i re d 'une So-
c ie t e " and has recently published the sixth 
volume under the t i t le, "Avec les Yeux de 
I 'Esp r i t " ( G r a s s e t ) . T h e or ig ina l first vol
ume, "Les N o u v e a u x Venus , " is now out of 
pr in t . I t bore the impr in t of Fasquel le . 
Berna rd Grasset b o u g h t the copyr ight , to 
gether wi th the remains of the first edit ion. 
I t is now being repr in ted . Success came 
wi th the fou r th vo lume . Rene Behaine has 
some fanat ica l admirers , a m o n g w h o m Leon 
Daude t , a g rea t discoverer of hidden t rea
sure. I do not share the i r enthusiasm. Rene 
Behaine is too por tentous f o r my taste. But 
let us give h im his d u e : he sets a g rea t ex 
ample of conscience and thorouerhness. His 
province is the genera t ion of 1900, and es
pecial ly the cathol ic and provincia l g i r l of 
F rance . 

T h e progressive weaken ing of the element 
of surprise in w h a t is considered as modem 
has had ano ther effect. W e are not f o l l o w 
i n g w i th a renewed admira t ion the w o r k of 
men like Jean Schlumberger , w h o are si
lent ly recast ing w h a t was once called the 
novel of introspection. Of the five stories 
contained in "Les Y e u x de D ix -hu i t A n s " 
( N . R. F . ) , one, " A u Bivouac , " is a t r i u m p h 
of technique, and I cannot adequate ly de
scribe the sense both of mystery and mas
tery which it arouses, even in a blase reader 
of fiction like myself. I t has been hailed 
as a masterpiece by E d m o n d J a l o u x , an ex
cellent critic, and himself a novelist of no 
mean dist inction. E d m o n d J a l o u x has been 
g ran ted " L e Grand P r i x de L i t t e r a t u r e , " 
tha t is, the highest a w a r d that the Academy 
can confer on a l iv ing wr i te r , p e n d i n g his 
election. " L a Branche M o r t e " ( P l o n ) con
tains three l o n g stories, wr i t ten , one in 
1924, the second in 1 9 1 1 , the th i rd in the 
au thor ' s you th , about 1900. T h e develop
ment of his ta lent , the progress of his h a r 
monious career, are epi tomized in " L a 
Branche M o r t e . " I ent i re ly share his a d m i 
ra t ion f o r the sort of w o r k which the n a m e 
of J ean Sch lumberger represents. 

Jacques de Lacretel le 's " L ' A m e Cachee" 
is also one of those books where the hidden 
soul of men and th ings is, as it were , i l lu 
mina ted f r o m wi th in , independent ly of ex
terna l and surpr is ing invent ion. I t consists 
of f o u r tales, one of which , " L a M a r t 
d ' H i p p o l y t e , " deserves to become, and is in 
a f a i r w a y of becoming, a classic. Lac re 
telle 's novels " S i l b e r m a n " and " L a Bon i -
f a s , " and especially the la t ter , a re wi th 
good reason considered as absolutely sure to 
survive as models of the F rench nove l in 
this decade. 

" L e M i r o i r a D e u x Faces , " by Jacques 
Bou lange r ( N . R . F . ) , bears a felicitous 
and significant t i t le , wh ich could be equal ly 
w e l l appl ied to several o the r novels p u b 
lished this year ( f o r instance, " C l i m a t s , " by 
A n d r e Mauro i s , and " B l e c h e , " by D u n e La 
R o c h e l l e ) . T h e y are a l l "double - faced 
m i r r o r s , " where the same people, the same 
events, are seen t h r o u g h t w o opposed minds 
and temperaments . 

As of ten as not , they consist of con juga l 
diaries, where the refracted images of the 
wi fe in her husoand 's m i n d and the husband 
in his wife ' s hea r t are successively p r e 
sented. T h e situations are no t new, bu t the 
technique of these diptychs has been surpr is
ing ly refreshed and renewed. F o r l ightness 
of touch, v ivaci ty , agreement , g ive me 
Jacques Bou lange r . T h e t w o faces of his 
m i r r o r close upon each other , b r i g h t and 
fit, l ike those h inged w r i t i n g tablets, waxed 
on the inner side, which ancient poets have 
used and loved. A n d tha t , aga in , is modem 
w o r k wi thou t modern aggressiveness. 

Ge rha rd t H a u p t m a n n ' s new novel , 
" W a n d a " (Fischer V e r l a g ) is, accord ing to 
repor ts f r o m Berl in , c rea t ing considerable 
of a sensation in Germany . I t is the story 
of a sculptor , a m a n s p r u n g f r o m the people 
w h o has a t t a ined to g r e a t success, and w h o 
in the provinc ia l t o w n where honors are 
about to be bestowed upon h im, meets a 
y o u n g g i r l mode l , member of a t r ave l ing 
show. T h e g i r l , completely soulless, en 
slaves the man , and works his ruin t h r o u g h 
his passion. T h e s tory is told wi th skill . 

C A P I T A L A N D F I N A N C E I N T H E A G E 

O F T H E R E N A I S S A N C E . By R I C H A R D 

E H R E N B E R G . T rans l a t ed by H . M . L U 

CAS. N e w Y o r k : H a r c o u r t , Brace & Com

pany . 1928. $4.50. 

T h e sixteenth century appears in history 
as a broad economic and poli t ical hiatus 
which separa tes—and yet jo ins—the Midd le 
Ages and modern times. Looked at in the 
perspective which fou r hundred years have 
given us, its very incoherence is its most 
eloquent characterist ic. Pol i t ical ly con
sidered, its greatest impor tance consists in 
the final supremacy of the nat ion state and 
the absolute monarchy . Its economic con
comitants a re the wide r area of exchanges, 
the g r o w t h of the grea t bourses, the expan
sion of the money economy—in brief, the 
commercia l revolut ion . In these enormous 
processes there were few par t ic ipants equal 
in impor tance to the members of the House 
of F u g g e r . 

J a k o b F u g g e r I I supplied the funds wi th 
which Phi l ip V bough t his election as H o l y 
R o m a n E m p e r o r . T h e F u g g e r fami ly 
financed princes, established extensive for
e ign agencies and branches, carried on 
enormous transact ions ( f o r that t ime) in 
internat ional exchanges, par t ic ipated in the 
business of the bourses, and lost most of its 
collective fo r tune t h r o u g h the series of 
Spanish state bankruptcies . D r . Ehrenberg ' s 
account of the F u g g e r s and their times is 
scholarly wi thout be ing tedious, and pene
t r a t i ng wi thout too meticulous a considera
tion of a l ternat ives and potentiali t ies. Whi le 
wri t ten chiefly f o r historians, it should 
prove to be a most va luable economic t rea t 
ment of the sixteenth century fo r lay read
ers of his tory. 

" A thousand numbered copies of an im

por t an t w o r k on a r t , in two volumes, has 
lately been publ ished," says the London 
Observer. " I t is 'Stor ia dei P i t to r i I ta l iani 
del l ' Ot tocento, ' by Enr ico Somare. ( M i l a n : 
L 'Esame. Ediz ione d 'Ar te M o d e r n o . Lire 
700. ) T h e r e are hundreds of fine r ep ro 
ductions, some in color, and the clear type 
and sober magnificence of the leather b ind
i n g make it a welcome addi t ion to the l i 
brary . Signor Somare gives a lucid ac 
count of the different reg iona l schools of 
a r t in I t a ly d u r i n g the nineteenth century, 
and his b iographica l notices of the artists 
are he lpfu l to students of a period too little 
k n o w n . " 

Leon Daude t , w h o as a child was f re 
quent ly in the home of Victor H u g o , and 
w h o , a f te r the death of the novelist , helped 
to class and examine the notes and papers 
left to his heirs and executors, has wri t ten 
a brief but excellent essay upon him in his 
new volume entit led, "Les Pelerins d ' E m -
m a u s " ( P a r i s : Grasse t ) . T h e life of Victor 
H u g o was of so d ramat i c a charac ter as to 
hold as much interest as romance . R a y 
mond Escholier , Keeper of the Victor H u g o 
Museum in the Place des Vosges, has con
veyed much of its picturesque qual i ty , fo r 
al l tha t he is confining himself to s t ra ight • 
b iography , in a l i fe he has just issued under 
the ti t le, " L a Vie Glorieuse de Victor H u g o " 
( P a r i s : P l o n ) . I t is a seasoned, judic ious 
study, of genuine va lue . 

T h e fou r th volume of "Cose Vis te" 
( T r e v e s ) , by Ugo Ojet t i , has recently a p 
peared. Like the books that preceded it, it 
is fu l l of vivid incident and br i l l ian t de
scription, and its reminiscences of such fig
ures as Carducci , M a t i l d e Serao, and Count 
Volpi , to ment ion but a f ew, are rich in 
interest. 

The ART OF THINKING 
was written for 

{ 

— f o r m e , w h o m i s s t h e p l e a s u r e o f 

k n o w l e d g e b e c a u s e of t h e i m a g i n e d 

t e r r o r of t h o u g h t . . . for m e , w h o s e 

d a y - d r e a m s , r i g h t l y d i r e c t e d , w o u l d 

b u i l d o n f ac t m y m o s t f a n t a s t i c 

C a s t l e in S p a i n . . . for m e , so p o o r 

a c o m p a n i o n t o myself , t h a t I p r e y o n 

o t h e r s t o m a k e life e n d u r a b l e ; a n d , 

l o o k i n g w i t h i n , find a v o i d t h a t H o l l y 

w o o d m u s t fill. 

F o r me t h i s b o o k w a s w r i t t e n . I t s h o w s 

m e c l e a r l y t h e poss ib i l i t i e s l a t e n t in m y 

o w n m i n d , a w a i t i n g t o b e a r o u s e d . I t 

p u t s m e in W i l l i a m J a m e s ' g a l l e r y oF 

t h o s e w h o u s e b u t a f r ac t ion of t h e i r 

m e n t a l p o w e r s , w h o k n o w n o t t h e in 

c o m p a r a b l e th r i l l s of i n t e l l e c t u a l a d 

v e n t u r e . 

B u t , h a p p i l y . T H E A R T O F T H I N K I N G , 

t h i s n e w b o o k , w i t t y a n d wi se , b y A B B E 

E R N E S T D I M N E T , p o i n t s t h e w a y in 

w h i c h I m a y m a k e m y life m o r e full , m y 

m i n d m o r e ef fec t ive , m y t h o u g h t s m o r e 

m e a n i n g f u l . 

F o r , w h o s o t o u c h e s t h i s b o o k t o u c h e s 

a m a n ; w h o s o o p e n s t h e s e p a g e s s w i n g s 

o p e n t h e d o o r of a n e w a d v e n t u r e for t h e 

m i n d ; w h o s o e n j o y s t h a t n o b l e s t p l e a s 

u r e , t h e j o y of u n d e r s t a n d i n g , wil l r e a d 

t h i s b o o k w i t h prof i t a n d d e l i g h t . 

The ART OF 
T H I N K I N G 

By ABBE ERNEST DIMNET 

PROFESSOR JOHN DEWEV 

Columbia University 
"Before a work of art., one is 
likely to 'be dumb or to in
dulge only in the efucula-
tions; and when asked why 
one likes it, to reply 'Go and 
see for yourself.' That is the 
way I feel about this genial 
and witty book" 

S. PARKES CADMAN 

National Radio Pastor 
" / / has the logical concise
ness and drive of the French 
mindy relieve^ by a sense of 
humor and a felicity of ex
pression which help the reader 
to absorb its capital ideas.'^ 

D R . JOHN GRIER HIBBEN 

President, Princeton 
University 

"Recommend it very highly 
to all who are perhaps grop
ing in the dark and not able 
to concentrate their lives along 
valuable and rewarding 
ends." 

NICHOLASMURRAVBUTLER 

President, Columbia 
University 

"Clear and succinct pres
entation of about as impor
tant a topic as there is in the 
modern world." 
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What French Children Read 
By LOUIS MORGAN SILL 

T P H E R E is no lack of children's books 
-*• in France. Look at Hatchette's cata

logues, and then the smaller ones of 
Larousse, Garnier Freres, Mame, Flam-
marion, and you will turn away confused 
as you do from our American lists of 
juveniles. 

First, there are all the French classics, 
bound as gift books, with and without 
illustrations, or as books for school prizes, 
an immense proportion of these, and at 
prices to suit everybody's purse; then a 
large number of the best later and even 
modern books for the older children; and 
for the youngest children many copies of 
what the French publishers call "albums," 
consisting chiefly of pictures accompanied 
by a paragraph or two of very simple text 
relating adventures of children or very 
often the domestic animals. There are 
alphabet books and trick books of various 
sorts, and there are books so cheap that 
they consist of the bound pages of a badly 
printed magazine done up in a gaudy cover, 
which depressing productions can only be 
found in department stores. 

French publishers issue collections of 
books in uniform bindings and call them 
"Bibliotheques." Hachette, the most im
portant publisher of children's books, is
sues a "Bibliotheque Rose" which is the 
best known of them all. The subjects in 
this series are carefully chosen, and range 
from Don Quixote and the immortal tales 
of Charles Perrault to Captain Mayne-
Reid. The binding is a cheerful red, and 
the books are illustrated and well made, 
and, according to the paper and cloth, can 
be bought for eight francs or thirteen francs 
(about thirty-five or fifty-five cents). 
Hachette also has a Blue, Green, and White 
"Bibliotheque," with modern authors in
cluded. 

Jules Verne is still very widely read, 
and no one has taken his place. The list 
of his books is very long. There are the 
agreeable tales of the Comtesse de Scgur, 
still beloved of young French children, 
and of Mile Zenai'de Fleuriot, whose "Le 
Petit Chief de Famille" everybody still 
reads, along with many other stories by 
the same author. There are books of science 
made easy, many books of voyages and ad
ventures, mechanical books for boys, books 
for small children to color, and all the 
usual things which we know in America. 

Among the most amusing and widely sold 
books for quite young children are the 
famous series of the "Becassine" stories 
(Gautier et Languereau). These consist 
largely of funny illustrations by Pinchon 
with a text running around and among 
them, by Caumery, relating the adventures 
of a good-natured and stupied Breton 
housemaid and nurse in Paris and elsewhere. 
Her foolishness is lovable, and she adores 
the children. Benjamin Rabier's "Clemen
tine," who is a humanized goose living on 
a farm, is funny and popular. 

, In the schools, lyceums, and colleges books 
are given very extensively for prizes, and 
include a great variety of authors and bind
ings, carefully chosen, from La Fontaine's 
Fables down to the most modern writers. 
The bias is, of course, towards the classics, 
but not in the least confined to them. 

I was surprised to find how many trans
lations enter into the juvenile production 
in France. There are Robinson Crusoe and 
Gulliver's Travels, the "Swiss Family Rob
inson," Don Quixote, already mentioned. 
Sir Walter Scott's wonderful historical ro
mances—somewhat abbreviated for youth
ful consumption—^Fenimore Cooper's rav
ishing tales, Mark Twain's Tom Sawyer 
and Huck Finn, "Helen's Babies," "Little 
Women" (very much adapted), Kipling's 
"Jungle Book," Anderson's and Grimm's 
Tales, Canon Schmid's stories from the 
German, some of Selma Lagerlof's books, 
"Alice in Wonderland," and even "Buster 
Brown," "Little Lord Fauntleroy," and 
"Peter Rabbit!" 

French parents complain, in spite of all 
the good material, that their children are 
not provided with enough good books, and 
that too many are deleterious. There are 
certainly books on flashy cinematographic 
subjects which cannot be recommended. 
However, an effort has been made to im
prove conditions, and a small group of 
people founded in igzo the "Bibliotheque 
de nos Enfants," of which the Comtesse 
de Pange is now President. They print 
once a year a carefully selected list of 
books for children of all ages, and young 
people, in which there is a note describing 
the story and giving other details. These 
lists are on sale at the Musee Sociale in 
the rue Las Cases, at the nominal price of 
one franc, and armed with these no buyer 
of children's books can go astray with re
gard to the sort of influence wielded by 
the publications. These lists are very 
eclectic and not at all insipid, as might 
be feared. The 1928 list includes Bor
deaux' "Vie de Guynemer" (Plon) , Mary 
Duclaux's "Victor Hugo" (Plon) , Mme 
Bonnafous's "Les Plus Belles Chansons de 
France," illustrated, with accompaniment 
for rounds and games (Larousse), Octave 
Feuillet's "Vie de Polichinelle" (Hachette), 
Gauthier-Villars's "Le Petit Roi de la Foret," 
(tales of chivalry in the tenth century, 
Hachette), even "Rabelais pour la Famille," 
adapted by Marie Butts (Larousse), and 
authors as modem as Pierre MacOrlan and 
Mme Gerard d'Houville, and even pages 
chosen from Mme Colette (Larousse). 

Hachette publishes an attractive paper-
bound edition entitled "Encyclopedie par 
I'Image," each number consisting of photo
graphic illustrations on every page of cathe
drals, chateaux, costumes, as the title may 
be, with interesting bits of description and 
historical information, and selling for only 
four francs each, though both paper and 
print are good. While not made especially 
for children, these books interest and in
struct them. 

It is interesting to know that the best 

Edna Bryner wins the Dutton Book of the 
Month Prize for January with 

WHILE THE BRIDEGROOM 
TARRIED 

THIS is the story of a man who was a 
slave to love, but who expected beauty 

to come to him as a gift and love without 
the price of any effort on his part. 

PSYCHOLOGY has produced no finer 
novel than this study of a man who 

through his relations with women lost all 
strength of mind and became a plaything 
of fate. 

By the author of Andy Brandt's Ark 
To be published January 1 

$2.50 

E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., 286-302 Fourth Ave., New York City 

loved stories of our childhood—Blue Beard. 
Little Red Ridinghood, Puss in Boots, Cin
derella, Tom Thumb, etc.—come from the 
French of Charles Perrault, who gathered 
them from folk tales and from tradition; 
and that this charming writer was also a 
physician and an architect capable of build
ing the colonnade of the Louvre Museum; 
and that "The White Cat" and "The Blue 
Bird" were written by Mme d'Aulnoy, and 
"Beauty and the Beast" by Mme Leprince 
de Beaumont. 

Revues 
T H E W H I T E CAT and Other Old French 

Fairy-Tales. By M M E LA COMTESSE 
D'AULNOY. Arranged by RACHEL FIELD 

and drawn by E. MACKINSTRY. New 
York: The Macmillan Co. 1928. $3. 

T H E NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 
By CLEMENT C . MOORE. With Pictures 
by E. MACKINSTRY. New York: E. P. 
Dutton & CO. 1928. $2. 

Reviewed by MARGERY BIANCO 

A NEW MacKinstry book is always 
•̂  -̂  something to look forward to with a 
thrill as one used to look forward to the 
Christmas stocking, confident that its con
tents, whatever form they may take, will 
be magical and exciting. But there are 
reasons why "The White Cat" especially 
has been awaited with eagerness, for it rep
resents the collaboration of an artist abso
lutely in her chosen element, an editor, her
self a poet and fine imaginative writer, who 
has known how to adapt the text to perfec
tion, and a publisher with the rare insight 
to realize that the very best work can only 
result from an artist doing the particular 
thing he or she most wants to do. To any
one steeped, as Elizabeth MacKinstry is, in 
the spirit and atmosphere of eighteenth 
century Franco, the d'Aulnoy tales are a 
perfect vehicle; one can readily see how 
their wit, grace, and delicate sophistication 
would be irresistible. They are of the es
sence of a civilization to which Miss Mac-
Kinstry's own work dates back in spirit and 
inspiration. The pale bright colors of her 
drawings suggest the fragile tints of old 
porcelain, her figures move to the tinkling 
measure of flute and harpsichord, but be
neath all is the robustness of contour, never 
lost sight of, which gives them force and 
vitality. For, however fanciful, deliber
ately elegant, as in these ladies with their 
drooping curls and garlands of pink roses, 
there is something militant in Miss Mac-
Kinstry's work, almost a challenge, shown 
in the cavalier fling of a line, the unex
pected placing of a color. The little oc
casional drawings are as delightful as the 
color pages, and shape, size, and type have 
been chosen to make a well-balanced and 
harmonious book. 

"The Night Before Christmas" is in 
some respects not so fine a piece of work or 
of printing as the d'Aulnoy book, but in its 
blaze of color it is a veritable "picture 
book" of the real old kind. Here are the 
strong pinks and reds and greens that carry 
one back to the picture sheets of many years 
ago, to the images d'Efinal and the paste
board theatre, and are a welcome challenge 
to much of the over-delicate tinting of to
day. The drawings are reproduced by off
set lithography, a process one would like 
to see more widely used in this country, as 
nothing else can quite take its place for ef
fect in a book of this kind. The title-page 
is particularly good. Miss MacKinstry 
draws toys as one who really enjoys them; 
her dolls and wooden soldiers and Noah's 
Ark figure are the genuine thing, and chil
dren will particularly delight in the little 
sleepy white mouse on the first page, with 
his scarlet nightcap and bedtime candlestick. 
Clement Moore's much-loved poem has 
never worn such appropriate and spirited 
garb. 

T H E WONDERFUL LOCOMOTIVE. By 
CORNELIA MEIGS. New York: The Mac
millan Company. 1928. 

Reviewed by A N N E T . EATON 
Lincoln School 

p E T E R , a small boy who "loved no 
•̂  sound quite so well as the puff-puff of 
a. steam engine," makes friends with Nels 
Stromberg, once an engineer, but who now 
spends his time helping to mend engines and 
doing other repair work in his house near 
the railroad yards. Many happy hours does 
Peter spend in this little one-room house, 
full of bits of machinery, nuts, bolts, and 
screws, and other delightful playthings. 
Most wonderful of all, in the yard, close 
to Nels's doorstep, stands a real locomotive, 
the remnant of former glory. The rail
road men said that "44," once a fine engine, 
had made its last run and would stand on 
the side track until Nels sold it for junk, 
but Nels and Peter thought differently. Old 

"44" was the delight of Nels's heart, and 
while Peter watched him, he tinkered away 
hopefully, insisting that some day "44 
would show them all what she could do." 
Then one night—and here the story really 
begins—Peter is waked from a sound sleep; 
Nels is calling him and "44" is ready to 
start. Alone, except for the puppy he res
cues on the way, Peter makes a dashing 
journey from coast to coast, across the 
desert, over the mountains, helping a circus 
to reach a town on time, rescuing a party of 
children from a forest fire, and then tri
umphantly home again to tumble into bed. 

This is one of the books that will find 
its readers from six to sixty. Out of curi
osity I sent the story to a young railroad 
man who, fourteen or fifteen years ago, 
was another Peter, and I quote from his 
letter in reply. He says: "Miss Meigs has 
written a book that fills a long empty space 
in the children's libraries. I only wish she 
had written it years ago. She has taken a 
wonderful plot and made the most interest
ing story about railroads for little children 
that I have ever read. It carries out the 
ideas, rules, and the true spirit of railroads. 
It is as near perfect in the details of rail
roading as could be to make the engine 
'magic ' It is geographically correct." 

Adults need not be disturbed because of 
the combination of real and unreal, for it 
will not disturb the child reader. The lo
comotive is a real locomotive, and what the 
youthful engineer does is what the child 
who loves engines dreams of doing. Fairy 
tales, which supply the element of wonder, 
that most necessary element in a child's ex
perience, are not always concerned with 
elves and dragons. In the fairylands of 
some children their places are filled by 
trains and shops, glorified but still actual 
and practical. This book will not conflict 
with the books of information, but will 
provide an outlet for the Imagination along 
other lines than those of giants and fairies. 
The illustrations by Berta and Elmer Hader 
are delightfully satisfactory; they have 
caught the "go" and zest of the story. 

SOKAR AND T H E CROCODILE. By 
ALICE WOODBURY HOWARD. Illustrated 

by COLEMAN KUBINYI . New York: The 

Macmillan Co. 1928. 
Reviewed by CATHERINE WOODBRIDGE 

' I ^HE problem of conveying some sense 
*- of the past to modern American child

hood absorbs the interest of many writers 
to-day. The field of history has yielded 
material for a long time, but the more spe
cialized one of archeology has been handled 
gingerly as being too technical. That it 
can be made, however, quite as interesting 
as history, is proved by Alice Woodbury 
Howard's "Sokar and the Crocodile." She 
has managed to write an authoritative work 
on ancient Egypt for ten-year-olds. The 
information is conveyed through the de
lightful medium of a fairy tale which the 
author modestly calls "archasologically im
possible." She means simply that her pic
ture is composite. The facts that she men
tions are all sound enough. While she may 
have telescoped the history of Egyptian cul
ture so as to have the whole field at her dis
posal for illustration, the combination can 
scarcely be misleading. Her aim is to con
vey the habit of mind which pervades the 
whole span of the art and there is time 
enough later to mark off into periods and 
dynasties. 

Mrs. Howard's position on the staff of 
the Cleveland Museum, where she has actual 
experience in teaching the subject, gives her 
a right to speak. "Sokar and the Croco
dile" was, in fact, written as a nucleus on 
which to center this instruction. No illus
trations were to be found by the children 
themselves in the museum exhibits. That 
Egyptian art thus approached through a 
fairy story becomes a most absorbing pic
ture book, is evinced by the children's own 
illustrations which testify to real observa
tion. 

But the book is not merely an interesting 
experiment in teaching. The story stands 
on its own merits. It is simply and directly 
told and moves with the rapidity that the 
age of ten demands. There is so much ac
tion that one is scarcely aware of the 
amount of information conveyed. More
over, the story stays completely within its 
frame. Although entirely the invention of 
the author, it gives the impression of being 
the sort of tale that might have been told 
to a little boy of ancient Egypt. Anthro
pology went hand in hand with archeol
ogy when Mrs. Howard made the impor
tant discovery that the ease with which chil
dren pass from fact to fairy tale is not un
like the concrete attitude of mind of the 
Egyptian who pictured the immediate de
tails of everyday life as continuing on into 
the spirit world. Thus, without pretending 
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