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THE FAIRY 
SHOEMAKER 

By Boris Artzyhasheff 
The artist has chosen fairy poems 
from Allingham, Arnold and de la 
Mare and made for them striking 
pictures. With its brilliant binding 
and jacket this makes an excellent 
gift book for grown-ups, as well as 
small people. $2.00 

THE WHITE CAT 
By Countess d'Aulnoy. Illus
trated by Elizabeth MacKin-
stry. Edited by Rachel Field. 

Beautiful pictures in the manner of 
, the eighteenth century for famous 

French fairy tales. (>{ou. 13) $3.50 

JANE BE GOOD' 
By Isaiah C. Howes 

Here are delicious poems and pic
tures from the pen of a devoted 
grandfather. All children will want 
to know Peter Slim, Hoggy Hog, 
Mrs. Rose and the Ill-Treated Doll. 

$1.75 

ROCKY BILLY 
By Holling C. Hailing 

Rocky Billy's adventures in the 
mountains are told and pictured 
by an author who has long known 
Rocky Mountain goats. $2.00 

JUNIPER FARM 
By Rene Bazin. Translated 
by Margery Bianco. Illus
trated by Anne M. Pec\ 
{Children's Classics) 

A picture of French farm life 
which will interest American boys 
and girls who want to learn how 
other people live. $1.75 

LITTLE DOG TOBY 
By Rachel Field (The Little 
Library) 
A story of Victorian England 

and a brave little dog who acted 
with a Punch and Judy show. 
Many pictures by the author. $1.00 

As\ at your boo\shop for our new 
catalog. Mactnillan BooJ^s for 

Boys and Girls 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
NEW YORK BOSTON ATLANTA 
CHICAGO DALLAS SAN FRANCISCO 

Points of View 
Poets and the Machine 

To the Editor of T/ie Saturday Review: 
SIR: 

"Poems of the Machine Age" by Mac-
Knight Black in your number of Septem
ber 8 seemed the most satisfying poems on 
a modern subject this reader has lately seen. 
They were perhaps only indications of what 
may come later from the same writer but, 
if one may judge from personal enjoyment, 
they were not shaped for an occasion but 
resulted from emotion unhindered by 
popular amazement. This is a step in un
conscious sophistication and familiarity 
with new material which must be achieved 
before we can expect to have any really 
interpretative verse of an advanced in
dustrial age. Mr. Black's poems deal with 
subjects ordinarily considered outside the 
realm of poetry and not yet in the realm 
of the vernacular. That they attain to 
beauty rather than to novelty is reassur
ing. 

It is interesting to note that in describing 
a power-house, a Corliss engine, and re
ciprocating engines and the mood they pro
duce in the beholder, nearly all the asso
ciations in the poet's mind are with natural 
objects—sky, flowers, sun, eagles, stars, 
white pear-blossoms in April. These are 
things with which a poet has kinship and 
in terms of their ancient language he still 
describes the most modern facts of steel, 
power, and electricity. The source of his 
imagery and to a great extent of his emo
tion still resides in the only reliable store 
he possesses, that of individual and racial 
experience. We have lived with the sun 
and stars for ages, but the monsters of 
man's mechanical genius are still too new to 
us to exist in images in their own terms. 
At least not yet to the point of becoming 
abundant in the pages of poetry. 

For the most part the phenomena of in
dustry and science remain on the horizon 
of the poet's consciousness. He is fully 
aware of them but has not yet possessed 
them completely enough to give them forth 
again in his own language, a language 
which must be divorced from technical as
sociations but distilled with a new magic. 
This is a process which must be slow if it 
is to convey a mature emotion in a dis
tinguished manner. Hence the impatience 
in certain quarters with poets who are tardy 
in their response to the wonders of an in
dustrial-scientific civilization seems to be 
lacking in understanding of the creative 
mind itself. It is the reporter but not the 
poet who concludes and signs his iriipres-
sions from the top of a sight-seeing bus. 
What if it takes a whole generation to pro
duce poets capable of absorbing the marvels 
of the machine age to the point of emo
tional and esthetic saturation? What if the 
poets do continue to find some fascination 
in life and love this side the factory and 
laboratory doors.' After all, there is some
thing as pleasant as a new invention in the 
fact that in a world of development and 
vast enterprise the seasons manufacture sun 
and snow with the undisturbed certainty of 
a perfect engine, and unsupplied by current 
or gasoline. 

HiLDEGARDE PLANNER. 

Altadena, California. 

A Challenge 
To the Editor of T/ie Saturday Review. 
SIR: 

The October 20 issue of your magazine 
contains a review of "Rising Wind," the 
author of which is Virginia Moore. The 
last paragraph puts forth the sweeping ob
servation that the book is full of "amusing 
errors in printing." Your unknown re
viewer then proceeds to name a particularly 
humorous one, viz., "as when Mrs. Carver 
is described as wearing about her throat 
'a fissure of Valenciennes lace.' " 

If your reviewer is under the impression 
that proofreaders deliberately create such 
humorous substitutions he or she has never 
been in the position of having and keeping 
a job. 

It happens that I am the reader who was 
the cause of this unwarranted hilarity on 
the part of your brilliant critic. Granting 
that the word should have read fic/ia and 
not fissure, why should the proofreader be 
charged entirely with the crime, if it be 
regarded as such. Shouldn't Miss Moore 
come in for a little chastisement? Fissure 
it was—in her manuscript. 

Honestly, now, when authors, and women 
authors in particular, can't describe women's 
apparel accurately, should proofreaders be 
excoriated for not being experts in that 
direction? 

In closing, I challenge this "unknown" 
to a debate on literature or to an engage

ment in a spelling match (old-fashioned 
or modern) to be "refereed" by Dr. 
Vizitelly, one of the rules of such a con
test to be that the meaning of the words 
spelled shall also be interpreted by the con
testants. Furthermore, I can promise this 
same "unknown" a hundred percent better 
written book-review, by confining it to the 
material at hand, and not indulge in petty 
quibblings that characterize minor critics' 
reviews. 

BOB ROLLINS. 
Elmhurst, L. I. 

"Home Life in History" 
To the Editor of TAe Saturday Review. 
SIR: 

To the review of the interesting book 
"Home Life in History," by John Gloag 
and C. Thompson Walker, recently pub
lished in Tke Saturday Review, may I add 
a few words of appreciation for this very 
delightful rendering of the pleasant narra
tion of twenty-four centuries of living in 
England? 

To put between the covers of one book a 
coherent epitome of living, with sugges
tive facts and illustrative material that 
really informs, is a task well worth the do
ing, and when the style of the book carries 
one on from page to page with continued 
interest, the authors are to be praised and 
certainly the book justified. 

Beginning in the distant past when Britain 
was a Roman Colony, describing definitely 
what the manner of living was, including 
the housing, heating, and food, as well as 
the manners and customs, with citations of 
authorities on which the descriptions are 
based, is a valuable contribution to a littk 
known period. It is worthy of careful 
study. 

Then follows the period of Saxon hold
ing, their ways of living ;,nd how they 
fared in their daily life and what manner 
of living they had. Here again are most 
important facts definitely stated and the 
whole humanized and clarified by the out
line presented. 

Of the eighth century in England we 
knew little; through this book any reader 
has added to his stock of information and 
has had a very pleasant time in increasing 
his store of facts, again well authenticated. 
The description of furniture and furnish
ings is well handled and the feasts and 
ceremonies clearly described, with here and 
there a glint of humor that evokes a smile 
—a cheerful smile. The section reads like 
romance; still it is a factual presentation of 
the episodes of that period hitherto unob
tainable. 

The coming of the Danes was a tragedy 
to the Saxons and the wedding of their 
manners and meals, religion and customs, is 
an interesting narrative based on careful 
research. It is good to know about all 
this. 

Of the Norman Conquest in the twelfth 
century there is good reading, the stories 
of the occupation of England and the 
forced adjustment not only to new ways 
but to a new tongue, makes an epoch of 
intense interest, and this also creates deep 
interest In the record of events. It was 
not a peaceful occupation by treaty rights 
but bv forceful occupation and stern re

minders of conquest. Again the people of 
England were required to adjust themselves 
to the new order; no matter how they de
tested the Norman, he had come to stay. 
The story of the adaptation of the people 
to a new format of life, with strange 
language, strange food, and strange people, 
is vital. 

Feudal life is well defined, with careful 
outline of details carrying a flavor of color 
in the home, with the ways of hospitality 
and the forms of living, the observance of 
religion and the methods of marriage, with 
an interesting account of foods. 

There is a running and vigorous story 
of the Black Death and the causes which 
led up to it, which is concrete and worthy 
of inclusion, for it is enlightening and 
definite. 

The better known fourteenth century is 
well treated, and the dissolution of the 
monasteries and nunneries is fairly set down. 
The Elizabethan period with its richness of 
color and the development of literature and 
drama is most comprehensive. 

In fact, "The History of Home Life" 
furnishes a survey in a single book, that 
the reading of a dozen books could not 
provide. True, it is boiled down to a few 
pages, but each section is definite in fact 
and clear in portrayal. The authors did 
an enormous amount of research to gather 
their facts, and those who care for the study 
of the beginnings of our present mode of 
living are to be congratulated in being fur
nished with so concise a study. It is a 
good stout book of three hundred pages 
with notes that are valuable. The illustra
tions of homes and appliances embellish the 
book. 

CLAUDIA Q . M U R P H Y 
New York City. 

y — v j 
By Viscountess Grey 

of Falloden 
THE WHITE WALLET 
is so full of a number of things—A 
golden treasury of prose and poetry, 
selected from Tennyson, Keats, Ib
sen, Tolstoy and many more. 

$2.50 

E. P. BUTTON & CO., INC. 

Just Published 

ilvK^ (I u (̂ "fk- xMHh 

My 
Autobiography 

by Benito 

M U S S O L I N I 
II Duce writes his own story of his eventful life 

$3.50 Illustrated «-" ot oU bookstores Scribners 
PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED
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The Reader's Guide 
CONDUCTED BY MAY LAMBERTON BECKER 

Inquiries in regard to the selection of books and questions of like nature should be addressed 
to MRS. BECKER, C/O The Saturday Review. 

G. B. W., Hartford, Conn., asks for soine 
books on middle age or maturity. "While 
I am interested in technical fsychological 
works more or less corresfonding to various 
•well knoiim volumes on Adolescence and 
on Senescence, I can find these listed In the 
Fsychological Index. But tliere must be 
many other books on this subject lahich, 
while not technical, are interesting and val
uable. I nvould be glad if you ivauld help 
me to form, a blbllografhy on this topic, In 
which, as the years go by, I am becoming 
Increasingly interested." 

/ ^ L E N W A Y WESCOTT says in "Good-
^ ^ bye Wisconsin" that the Middle West 
is a state of mind of people born where 
they do not like to live. How far this 
covers the population I have no means of 
knowing; one has but to come back to the 
States on a slow steamer and listen to the 
talk of returning tourists from Topeka and 
points West, to discover that in their com
parisons Paris, London, and New York do 
not always come out ahead. It must be, 
however, the state of mind in which much 
of its realistic fiction is produced. Its nov
elists have in Sauk Center no continuing 
city, nor even, it would seem, in Chicago it
self. When Mr. Wescott revisits Milwau
kee he wears a beret, apparently that Wis
consin may be advised that his heart is not 
here when his head is—though as the beret 
has already taken the place of the label-
plastered suitcase as proof that a young man 
has made his first trip abroad, it is clear 
that some other gesture of distinction must 
soon be devised. Naturally the Middle West 
is attractive to a writer in this frame of 
mind only when seen over the shoulder, 
when, like any landscape we have left be
hind, its outlines may take on the soft 
shades of desirability. 

Middle life in fiction is something like 
the Middle West in this respect; it looks 
better to most people the nearer they get to 
its western exit. If I steadfastly refuse to 
set a date on either this doorway or that of 
the year through which one goes into the 
period, it is for reasons readily to be in
ferred from a glance through the B's in 
"Who's Who." Dates change their looks 
anyway, depending on the direction in 
which you look at them; in Willa Cather's 
"Death Comes for the Archbishop" 
(Knopf) there is a lady who risks all sorts 
of loss rather than admit to fifty-three 
when she prefers to have been forty-two on 
her last birthday. "Ah, mon fere," she 
weeps, "je voudrals mleux etre jeune et 
mendiante, que n'etre que vieille et rlche." 
Such captiousness could not be understood 
by any really young person; having owned 
to forty-two, what on earth could matter 
after that? You can guess how old Dickens 
was when he wrote "Pickwick" by the ad
vanced decay of old Mrs. Wardell; a 
middle-aged person of to-day gets a bad 
jolt when he figures out the actual number 
of her years. When we were very young 
there was no middle-age; people were 
young and they were old, and senility set 
in at an age that would scare you. Susan 
Ertz, who is young and pretty, manages to 
get the distinctive savor of middle-aged ro
mantic happiness in "Afternoon" (Apple-
ton) , but she had already practised throw
ing her mind ahead a few decades, her most 
popular heroine being Madame Claire. Inez 
Haynes Irwin's Phoebe and Ernest stories 
concluded with one in which the parents of 
these active adolescents were shown enjoy
ing their dividend years, their children now 
married and settled, and there was a play 
on Broadway, whose name I cannot recall 
though French undoubtedly publishes it, in 
which the happiness of a middle-aged 
American honeymoon is made complete by 
the slipping off by both parties of the juve
nile discomforts each had used to win the 
other. Bess Streeter Aldrich specializes in 
pleasant prairie mothers of middle-age, like 
the one in "The Cutters" or "Mother Ma
son" (Appleton), and "Jen Culliton," by 
N. G. White (Appleton), is a reassuring 
study of a farm-woman whose life is broken 
at an age when most women are getting 
ready to call it a day, but who starts over 
again and builds what proves to be another 
lifetime of usefulness. But the classic of 
recuperation is W. B. Maxwell's "Mrs. 
Thompson" (it is published, republished, 
and is now out of print) which I used to 
lend to women suffering from Karen Mi-
chaelis's "Dangerous Age," which came out 
in the same year. This hysteric, pseudo-

medical novel contiiiued to exert a sort of 
underground influence for years, mainly 
from its title, until Rose Macaulay blew it 
sky-high with "Dangerous Ages" (Live-
r ight ) . In this the only one of the four 
heroines, twenty-forty-sixty-eighty, who is 
not dangerous to herself or the community 
in some way, is the one who has reached 
the anchorage of the latest date. It is a 
sound, ironic book; like Miss Macaulay's 
"Told by an Idiot" (Liveright), it has the 
tolerant good-humor of middle life, gen
erally mistaken for an improvement of the 
temper, but more often the result of discov
ering how few things there are that are 
still worth making a fuss about. 

According to Mr. Hergesheimer's "Cy-
therea" (Knopf) , which was in its day 
supposed to be an important document of 
middle age, there is a specified year in 
which man's foot itches to be free. I do 
not see what wives are to do about it, un
less as brides used to be advised in the 'nine
ties in Germany, they begin at once to fatten 
their husbands so that by forty-six they 
cannot run. The Arnold Bennett man 
seems not to wish to run; as in "Clay-
hanger" and "The Roll Call" he prefers 
to stop around and enjoy the matrimonial 
tug-of-war that, like the fleas on David 
Harum's dog, keep him from brooding on 
being a dog. See the solid citizens of 
middle life in social England under the 
Forsytes! How much more they manage 
to get out of living, for all their Edwardian 
livers, than young cormorants like Fleur! 
English writers, especially the more estab
lished in popularity, are more kind to the 
forties than we are apt to be; even Hugh 
Walpole's "Maradick at Forty" (Double-
day, Doran) does not get its terrors from 
the birthday. Somerset Maugham's man in 
"The Moon and Sixpence" (Doubleday, 
Doran) did make a t5fpical middle-aged 
breakaway, but then he was taking the trail 
of Gauguin. "Babbitt" had made forty-six 
revolutions on the carrousel of his life be
fore he began to clutch at his birthdays as 
at gold rings that turned out—even when 
he caught them—to be a tawdry brass. In 
Howells's day they did not clutch: in 
"Indian Summer" and in "April Hopes" 
there are discreet contrasts not only of 
Spring blossoms with shorn fields, but of 
green apples with the sweeter fruit of ripe 
September. 

I have already sheered off from dates, 
nor do I find in these novels any signs of 
uniformity in the process of becoming 
middle-aged or more so. But there is one 
phenomenon that does distinguish it for 
many men and women, especially such as 
live consciously, richly, and with a relish. 
This is the discovery which may be made 
gradually or by tripping over it in the 
road, that, as Yeats says, somewhere about 
his fiftieth year, with an all but unbeliev
ing surprise, 

But who could have foretold 
That the heart laould grow old? 

There is that note in some of Sara Teas-
dale's most beautiful later verse. A novel 
that sounds this note may have, I think, a 
chance of distinction if it is the work of a 
writer like—well, say like Willa Gather, 
for she has already sounded it more clearly 
and in a more golden tone than in any 
other novel of middle-age that I have read. 
This is "The Professor's House," in whose 
later chapters Professor St. Peter takes ac
count of years. The all but suicide that 
saved his life comes in the trough of the 
wave, and gives him just the energy not to 
go under, but rise with the flood. I have 
heard it said that the German nation might 
have long since committed suicide had it 
not been for its habit of taking a good 
strong cup of coffee at four o'clock in the 
afternoon. The English use tea to get the 
vitality past this point of low ebb, and I 
have heard that in days less pure than ours 
this used to be called the cocktail hour in 
America. Life, as it approaches its four 
P.M., would be all the better for a shove 
to get it past the down curve onto the up
ward slope, and a novel that would without 
preaching show men and women that there 
really is an up-curve coming, and a long 
evening ahead, would have its uses. For as 
one may learn with some surprise from Ver-
haeren, whose "Afternoon" has been ad
mirably translated into English verse 
(Dodd, Mead) , this time of day really has 
charms worth waiting for. 

{Continued on next page) 
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DODD MEAD 
N E W B O O K S 

THE EMPRESS 
OF HEARTS 

By E. BARRINGTON 
"Colorfiil and dramatic... E. Barrington has depicted all the greatness that 
was Marie Antoinette of Ptance."—Philadelphia Public Ledger 
"She wields a strange power, this E. Barrington . . . In 'The Empress of 
Hearts' she is at her best."—Brooklyn Eagle ?2-5o 

BLADES THE LOST 
By GEORGE BARR 

McCUTCHEON 
"A typical McCutcheon story that 
gallops along in a readable and often 
amusing style into and through an 
unusual and wholly romantic situa
tion."—New York Times ^2.00 

FIGHT 
By H. M. F. PRESCOTT 

Stark realism of the Thirteenth Cen
tury, offset by the glamour of knight
hood in flower, the loveliness of fair 
women, the stirring action of fighting 
men. ^2-50 

GENERAL CRACK 
By GEORGE PREEDY 

"An immense piece of work. The men and women 
as they were beneath their splendid trappings, and 
the turbulent, glittering, half-barbaric time in which 
they lived."—New York Times ^2.50 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, 449 Fourth Ave., New York 

e O W T SIGT^ O H T H E B O T T E I 3 M H E 

—but follow i t t o y o u r bookstore! 

^ ^ TKe BOOKSELECTION is for bvisy 
Each month the ^ ^ pcoplc who like to read, but 
Editor ial Board ^ ' haven't time to "keep up" -with 
chooses one book—an ^ ^ 1 1 -n 1 > 
important and readable book % . book newS. Bu t there S nO 
—and suggests it to you as rep- ^ ^ Obligation about i t ^you 
resentative of good reading. The 
Board is composed of well-known crit- ^ 
ics and prominent booksellers, Harry 
Hansen, Inez Haynes Irwin, Marion Dodd, 
Joseph A. Margolies and Dr. WiH Durant 
(non-fiction editor). 

sign no dotted Hnes! 

The BookSelection 
for November 

^ Strong - minded 
p^ people w h o like t o 

p ick their own books r ight 
off the shelves will appreciate 

the B O O K S E L E C T I O N . For you don ' t 

have to take the Edi tors ' word for i t . 

You can go to your bookstore and look at 
it yourself while you are shopping for other 

books you want to read. 

"JUBILEE J I M , " the amazing story of Jim 
Fisk, Jr . , who cavorted through a hectic 

career in the nineties, is the BOOK-
SELECTION for November. Drop 

in to see i t and other new Fall 
books, at any American 

Booksellers Association 
store or department. 

)0^ #t OFF 
by 

Mrs . Thomas Whiffen 

THE 

Her a u t o b i o g r a p h y is a series of m e m o r i e s . . . 
memor ie s oE Ne iv Yorlt -when c o w s pas tured o n 
F i f th a v e n u e . . . memor ie s of contac t s ^vith Be lasco , 
N a z i m o v a , the Barrymores , Gi lbert and S u l l i v a n . . . 
memor ie s . . . But y o u w h o remember and y o u t o o 
y o u n g t o remember—those good o ld days iivhen— 
read "KEEPING OFF THE SHELF." $ 5 . 0 0 

E . P . D U T T O N & C O . , I n c . XS6-30Z F o u r t h Ave. , N . Y. G. 
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