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From a list of 
thoughtfully chosen 
books for the Fall we 
select these titles of 
proved interest. 

• 
CASANOVA 
H I S K N O W N and U N K N O W N LIFE 
By S. Guy Endore 
T h e greatest of all lovers and scoundre l s 
is here t ransformed from a rakehelly my th 
to a l iving and scandalously fascinating 
figure. I | | B I Il lustrated. $5 .00 

MARLBOROUGH 
P O R T R A I T O F A C O N Q U E R O R 
By Donald Barr Chidsey 
F r o m coast t o coast reviewers and readers 
have shou ted their en thus iasm for this 
h igh spir i ted b iography o f i h e Grea t D u k e . 

• • • j I l lus t ra ted. $3 .?0 

MEDALS OF HONOR 
By 'James Hopper 

T r u e stories o f e l even m e n w h o w o n the 
Congress iona l M e d a l . " A n o b l e v o l u m e 
of pu re adven tu re . " N . £ . A. Book Survey. 
I l lustrated by J o h n Alan Maxwel l . $3.00 

•I 
PEREGRINE PICKLE 
By Tobias Smollett 

I l lustrated by Alexander K i n g . A limited 
edi t ion , beautifully p r in ted o n all-rag 
pape r , wi th twenty full page i l lustrat ions. 
950 copies , 2 vols . , boxed . $15 .00 

NEW FICTION 

EARLY CANDLELIGHT 
By Maud Hart Lovelace 

" T h i s s tory o f early Minneso ta is a treat 

for lovers o f t h e roman t i c . " 
—New York Times. $2.50 

m 
HORSES IN THE SKY 
By Larry Barretto 
" T o l d wi th an artistry and verisimilitude] 
few war novels have surpassed." 

— New York Sun. $2.50 • 
THE WAKING BIRD 
By Barbara Goolden 

" M o r e than a story, this is a sympathet ic 
and w e l c o m e study of you th ' s feelings 
and phases . " — Boston Transcript.- $2 ,50 

»t 
ALRAUNE 
By Hanns Heinz Ewers 
"A book of lovely and dreadful h o r r o r s , 
insidiously abso rb ing . " — Brooklyn Eagle. 
Il lustrated by M a h l o n Blaine. $5.00 

NEW POETRY and ESSAYS 

THE TROPHIES 
W I T H O T H E R S O N N E T S 

By Jose Maria de Heredia 

N e w l y and n o w comple te ly translated 

in to Engl ish . $3.50. Limited Edition, $10 

IW 
HIGH FALCON 
By Leonie Adams 

"Abstract poet ry in the h ighes t s ense . " 
—Louis Untermeyer. ( • • I $2.50 

GREEK GESTURES 
By William Griffith 

"Matve lous evocat ions of t h e G r e e k 
Sx>\m."—Burton Rascoe. | | B I $1.50 

J2.50 
MALAESKA 
By Mrs. Ann S. Sttvens 

CONTRACT 
By George Reili I I P ' ^^'°° 
I s T H E R E A D O C T O R I N T H E H O U S E ? 

By Rube Goldberg I H U *'^°'^ 

SINGING TIME ! • 
By Satis N. Coleman and Alice G. Thorn $2.50 

A MAP OF CHILDREN EVERYWHERE 
Designed by Rulh HamUdge \^t^ ^^-"^ 

THE LIFEOFCHRIST; A MAP 
Designed by Isabella Stevens Hunner | f l H } 2 . 0 0 •"•' 
THE JOHN DAY COMPANY 
386 Four th A v e n u e N e w Y o r ^ A l 

The New Books 
Fiction 

(^Continued from froceding page) 

T H E E A T E R O F D A R K N E S S . By R O B E R T 
M . CoATES. M a c a u l a y . 1929. $2.50. 
M a l c o l m Cowley spreads himself over the 

jacket of " T h e Ea te r of Darkness" to an
nounce that it is " t he first pure ly D a d a 
novel to be published in E n g l i s h . " Dada i sm 
w o u l d appear , therefore , to be a wise-crack
ing , luna t ic sophistication, definitely a 
p roduc t of the transition school of w r i t i n g . 
I r reverent ly , we suggest that fo r " D a d a " we 
m i g h t jus t as well insert " b l a h - b l a h " or even 
" f l ap -dood le . " M r . Coates does not take his 
novel ser iously; so w h y should we honor him 
wi th complete seriousness? He cont inual ly 
jests a t himself, g iggles when he migh t to 
his advan t age be s t ra ight- faced, and plays 
the slapstick c lown with unpleasant mono t 
ony. T y p o g r a p h i c a l l y , rhetor ical ly , and ar 
tistically " T h e plater of Darkness" is mad . 
A n d madness, unless it be touched by some 
sav ing genius, is quite out of place in any 
novel . 

T h i s a l legedly " D a d a " novel is a bu r 
lesque m u r d e r s tory. An insane super-cr im
inal ki l ls by means of an invisible r a y ; his 
accomplice is the central character . T h e 
th in , j u m p y na r ra t ive , which tells of the 
death of this accomplice, is ex t r avagan t l y 
difficult to fo l low, by reason of obscurity 
and i r re levance. I r r i ta ted ra ther than satis
fied, we keep asking, " W h a t of i t ? " Yet 
some passages are a m u s i n g ; others bui ld up 
an emot iona l or sensual tension. W e refer 
especially to chapters I X and X I . Unden i 
ably M r . Coates has wit , quickness of mind , 
imag ina t ion . Pe rhaps conscientiously fash
ionable litterateurs m a y fool themselves 
into be l ieving tha t they like this sort of 
t h i n g , and , even, that they unders tand it. But 
the most l iberal l ay - reader wi l l t u rn the last 
page ( i f , indeed, he gets t h a t f a r ) in mel
ancholy and despair . " T h e Ea te r of D a r k 
ness" seeks f o r novel ty and f r e e d o m ; it 
a t ta ins , however , merely pretent ious and 
meaningless manner isms. 

S .4PLINGS. By I R E N E S T I L E S . Henk le . 

1929 . $2 .50 . 

T h e vi r tues of this nove l are quietness 
and sincerity. Beyond these qualit ies there 
is l i t t le to interest o r stir the reader . W e 
never a re in suspense; we never feel ou r 
selves moved by the difficulties in the pa th 
of the lovers . N o real p lo t exists, and the 
characters are dim shadows. O u r on ly praise 
is f o r the background , which is L o n d o n as 
it exists f o r this g r o u p of y o u n g artists. 
Zedd 's , the school where they learn the 
pa t t e r of a r t ; the tea- room so ga l l an t ly a t 
t e m p t e d ; the week-ends in Surrey o r on the 
T h a m e s ; the endless bustle over t r iv ia l i t ies— 
a l l this is well suggested. W e suspect tha t 
this genera l scene is a remembered one, and 
tha t Miss Stiles found her characters , t oo , 
in he r ingenuous recollections of a life tha t 
she herself must once have lived. T h i s sus
picion is s t rengthened by the observed fact 
tha t the book lacks focus, selection, and fo r 
w a r d m o v e m e n t ; it is precisely the sort of 
t h i n g tha t a to lerably talented wr i t e r might 
do if someone said, " O h , my dear , why 
don ' t you wri te u p a l l those interesting ex
periences you had at Zedd 's and at T h e 
K o p p e r K e t t l e ? " " S a p l i n g s " gets nowhere , 
since it has no passion, no convictions behind 
it. I t is ra ther l ike a pleasant voice te l l ing 
a vague li t t le story. 

G O L D E N R U B B I S H . By W I L L I A M D U D 
L E Y P E L L E T . P u t n a m . 1929. $2. 
T o the p la in reader , this voluine is so 

dul l tha t it is pract ical ly unreadable . M r . 
Pelley is seriously pu t t i ng f o r w a r d some 
quite incoKiprehensible theory of " the C o 
lossal Ga lvan ism behind a l l m o r t a l l i f e . " 
H e also tries to make us unders tand " the 
science of v ib ra t i on . " T h e f o l l o w i n g is a 
fa i r sample of the w a y his characters hold 
f o r t h : 

What I mean is this: Thinking, by and large, 
is a receiving of billions upon billions of subli
mated light granules from the sun of Universal 
Intelligence, impacting on brain cells, demand
ing a housing, seeking conversion into the proper 
vibratory velocity for practical employment— 
not unlike the process of an electric current in 
a common Transformer. Great Thinkers are 
merely easy receivers; their perceptions are sen
sitized to tune in on the Absolute. 

T h i s sort of h igh fa lu t in j a r g o n is al l very 

wel l f o r those w h o th ink they unders tand 

it, but most readers w i l l find it Insufierable. 

M r . Pel ley saddles a tolerable na r ra t ive wi th 

this incubus of pseudo-mysticism, and as a 

result the na r ra t ive is completely done fo r 

before the book is wel l under way . As a 

novel , "Go lden R e b b i s h " simply doesn't 

R O U X T H E B A N D I T . By A N D R E C H A M -
SON. Scribner. 1929 . $2.50. 
T h i s is one of those serious and ra ther 

solemn French novels, laid a lmost ent i re ly 
a m o n g peasants and in the remote count ry
side, which general ly possess al l the fau l t s 
ascribed by Par is ian critics to -Anglo-Saxon 
l i te ra ture . I t is long , and the genera l tone 
is heavy, bu t the abil i ty and sincerity of M . 
Chamson are not to be gainsaid. H i s story 
is, however , a different mat ter . T h o u g h it 
is claimed that Roux was an ac tua l char 
ac te r ,—a y o u n g peasant f r o m the Cevennes 
w h o in 1914 refused to serve in the a r m y , 
fled to the hills, and became a semi-legen
da ry figure in local h i s tory ,—the te l l ing c f 
his tale is often ma ladro i t and unreal to the 
Engl ish reader . T h e frequent comparison 
of Chamson wi th H a r d y , — m a d e genera l ly 
by Frenchmen who have never read a word 
of the Wessex novels ,—is justified by m a n y 
o u t w a r d signs, but the i n w a r d spark which 
gives l i fe to the whole sometimes ponderous 
appa ra tu s of a novel of the soil is gener 
al ly missing. Chamson 's book remains a 
French pa rody of H a r d y , which is fa r f rom 
admirab le in itself. 

Such a j u d g m e n t , a lmost inevitable to a 
mind pre judiced be fo rehand £.gainst t h ; 
comparison, is probably u n f a i r to Chamson, 
whose " T h e R o a d " unquest ionably makes a 
f a r bet ter impression. H e is one of the 
real ly considerable younger F renchmen , and 
seems as yet immune f rom the fashionable 
influences which make m a n y of his contem
porar ies almost unreadable to anyone not 
who l ly wrapped up in the movement . M r . 
Van W y c k Brooks seems to have taken the 
greatest pains wi th his version of the book, 
but it has been impossible to endow it wi th 
any par t i cu la r l i fe . 

T H E GODFATHER. By Kalbro Bartly. Farrar & 
Rinehart. $2 net. 

BLUE FOREST. By Viola C. White. Four Seas. 
I1.50. 

T H E BOLT. By P. R. Shore. Dutton. 
CONSEQUENCES. By Julia Ellsworth Ford. Dut

ton. $2.50-
To H I M THAT ENDURETH. By James A. Hern-

don. Caldwell, Idaho: Coxton. 
VOLTAIRE'S CANDIDE. Illustrated by Rocktvell 

Kent. Randum House. 
CANDIDE. By Voltaire. Edited by Morris Bishop. 

Scribners. $1 . 

ZADIG. By Voltaire. Illustrated by Volenti An
gela. Rlmington & Hooper. 

T H E ADVENTURES OF PEREGRINE PICKLE. By 

Tobias Smollett. Illustrated by Alexander 
King. Day. 2 vols. 

Juvenile 
{The Ckildren's Books/10f iisill affear 

next -Lceek) 

T I M B E R L I N E . By A L I D A S I M S M A L -
KUS, H a r c o u r t , Brace. 1929. $2 .50 . 

P I R A T E S ' P O R T . By A L I D A S I M S M A L -
KUS. Ha rpe r s . 1929 . $2. 

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

S H A N N O N B O W L E S . Lippincot t . 1929. $2. 

These three stories f o r y o u n g girls fo l low 
a pa t te rn that calls fo r adventure , romance, 
and vivid description of time and place, but 
does not provide f o r character v i ta l i ty ex
cept in broad genera l outl ines. A n d rare ly 
does one find such interest ing, n o r m a l , and 
non-art i f icial stories made af te r this pa t t e rn . 
T h e au thors unquest ionably k n o w the people 
and pa r t of the wor ld they describe. T h e y 
have chosen adventuresome times and people 
of romant ic spirit and so the fact that the 
stories are t rue does not render impossible 
thr i l l s , bu t , in fac t , lends them impor tance . 
In spite of the pa t te rn the plot does not 
dominate the story. T h e spirit of a people 
holds interest equal ly wi th it. 

T h e first t w o stories are by the au tho r of 
" T h e D r a g o n F l y of Z u n i . " In " T i m b e r 
L i n e " she has caugh t the spirit of Rocky 
M o u n t a i n people more accurate ly than in 
"P i ra t e s ' P o r t " she has conveyed that of the 
pr ivateers and smuggle rs of N e w York 
when it was first under Engl ish rule . 

" C h i l d r e n of the B o r d e r , " more than the 
other t w o books, accepts the lamentable con
vent ion of exc lud ing g r o w n - u p problems 
and activities f r o m a y o u n g person's book. 
Y o u n g people, wi th a capacity that g r o w n 
ups fo rge t easily, seek to unders tand those 
persons they wi l l soon be a m o n g . "Ch i ld ren 
of the B o r d e r " gives its readers just enough 
of the prob lems of g r o w n - u p N e w H a m p 
shire pioneers and of the feel ings of the 
Ind ian to make them wi l l i ng to t rade , f o r 
more of it, some of the repeated te l l ing of 
the chi ldren 's fears . 

{Continued on fage 4 6 2 ) 

"If I could creal'e now one magic word thoj 

would make every one want to read the book 

I would write it down and be utterly satisfied." 

— Margery Latimer in the 
New York Herald Tribune, 

Look Homeward, 
Angel 
by Thomas Wolfe 
"As interesting and powerful a book as has 

ever been made out of the drab circumstances 

of provincial American life. . . . Enormously 

sensuous, full of the joy and gusto of life, and 

shrinkingly sensitive, torn with revulsion and 

disgust . . . a book to be savored slowly and 

reread." 

— Margaret Wallace in the New York Times. 

"Mr. Wolfe seems to 

me the most interesting 

writer of fiction to ap

pear in America since 

Glenway Wescott." 

-—Thomas Beer. 

2nd large printing 

$2.50 Scribners 
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The Wits ' Weekly 
Conducted by EDWARD DAVISON 

Comfetition No. 73. A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best sonnet 
called "Vanity Fair." (Entries should reach the Saturday Revuiv office, 25 
West 45th Street, New York City, not later than the morning: of December 2.) 

Comfetition No. 74. A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best short 
lyric to be interpolated in Tennyson's "In Memoriam." (Entries should reach 
the Saturday Re<vie<iu office not later than the morning of December 16.) 

Attention is called to the Rules printed below. 

THE SIXTY-NINTH 
COMPETITION 

The prize for the best short rhymed 
poem called "The Firstborn" has been 
awarded to Barbara Williams, who 
should write, with her address, to 
claim her prize. 

The Winning Entty 
THE FIRSTBORN 

rHE birds in the garden 
Make merry and. sing 

On sun-gilded branches 
All laden with Sfring— 

Out here sits the darkness^ 
The moon rises late-, 

God -pity the Firstborn 
Laid cold at the gate. 

From Light out of Darkness, 
From Earth out of Flood 

God fashioned the garden 
And saw it VMS good. 

With His hand full of dust 
And the foam, of the sea 

God fashioned my father 
Beneath a green tree. 

He took of the tree then 
Its branch and its bud 

And made for my mother 
Her siveet maidenhood. 

He took of the tree then 
Its leaf and its floiivr 

And made for m-y mother 
Her bed and her bower. 

A wind out of Heaven 
Struck floiuer and fruit; 

The tree, it was riven 
Its stem and its root. 

In the vjind-bitten meadoK 
Unroofed from the sky. 

Unsheltered, reluctant. 
And weef 171 g came I. 

The birds in the garden 
Make merry and sing 

On the blossoming grass 
And the sweet boughs of Spring. 

Out here sits the darkness; 
The gray moon is late; 

God fity the Firstborn 
Laid cold at the gate. 

BARBARA WILLIAMS. 

I was astonished not to recei\-e 
something- better than this week's best. 
The variety of the entries did not 
compensate for the absence of more 
than two or three really printable 
poems. There were verses about the 
editorial rejection of manuscripts, 
about the fading of firstborn dreams 
(the rainbow-tinted kind, of course), 
about Ford cars, the birth of twins, 
Cain's murder of Abel, young- fathers 
behaving- traditionally in hospital 
waiting rooms, and even about a male 
emu hatching out his ungrateful 
wife's eggs. Few of these even dis
tantly approached the standard one 
has learned to demand on this page. 

Even the outstanding entries were 
below par, the authors' par as well ns 
ours. Mary Waterman, an old and 
respected prize-winner, sent a senti
mental little character poem as nau-
seatingly realistic as any I have ever 
read and lacking even the tough hu
mor of the old music-hall song that 
might have been its original. 

Arjeh wrote in free verse a kind of 
monologue spoken by one of Pha
raoh's serving maids after the last 
Plague of Egj-pt; "Willowby" spoiled 
a good piece of work by interpolat
ing here and there the quite unneces
sary line-refrain "Little son," which 
was too near to "Sonny Boy" for my 
liking; Jane Urquhart's concluding 
lines provided a ruinous anti-climax 
to an impressive direct description of 
childbirth, and Howard Donnelly of
fered four variants of a single poem, 
all of which were more or less unin
telligible. Jean Waterbury must learn 
to be sparing with abstract nouns and 
images, and Homer Parsons still needs 
to distinguish more carefully between 

rhetoric and poetry. Most of these 
competitors have written better for 
the Wits' Weekly in the past and will 
do so, I hope, again. 

There remained Claudius Jones, 
Paul Sandoz (who, in a single poem, 
used indifferently both third and sec
ond person pronouns, and thus spoiled 
some good lines), Eleanor Glenn 
Wallis, Clifford Gessler, G. F. R. 
Walker, and the prize-winner, w ĥose 
medieval - sounding middle stanzas 
have a definite charm and a lyric tone 
that I miss in the rival entries and 
also at the beginning of her own 
poem. She took the prize by a hair's 
breadth from those whose verses are 
printed below. Claudius Jones of
fered two entries, one a sonnet which 
I hope to print later, the other a 
monologue which was a little too 
long to qualify as a short poem. 

When the hot agony was fast, and 
the drugged sleep, 

I ^jjoke refreshed and the nurse 
brought you in; 

I had not felt impatience, only deep 
Relief t/tat all was over and a faint 

Amused excitement and expectancy; 
I never had liked babies—it was 

quaint 
That I should be a motlier. Could I 

guess 
Until I saw small, m.ottled you 

emerge 
From woolly wrappings that my ten

derness 
Would rush to meet the son that I 

had bought 
With such a price of pain? And 

could I know 
What hungry searching lips so 

quickiv taught? 

ELEANOR GLENN WALLIS. 

Between the fronds of fiatne-hung 
trees 

That glow like lanterns through the 
tow-n. 

Across the fragrant mountain breeze 
The mellow sunlight trickles dowyi 

And spreads bright pools along the 
grass 

And gilds the roadway where I go 
Remrmbering lovely things that pass. 
And one w^/tose laugh ivas s^ceet to 

know—• 

And try to think; with tluxt same 
smile 

His face is lifted to the sun 
In that far-hidden m-ystic isle 
Where Kane^s living v>aters run. 

CLIFFORD GESSLER. 

For seven hours has he endured the 
strain. 

Trying all this time to make the 
nurses 

Think that he wvis calm and uncon
cerned 

With parenthood and these grim 
sounds of pain. 

There w^s no scream.ing, but sounds 
that ivomen make. 

That men must blench to hear, such 
sounds as tear 

A futile curse on God from hearts 
7nade mad 

With chains of helplessness the\ can
not break. 

Then stillness, the pressure of the 
Sounds released, 

And now he dares to think: I am a 
father. 

He is surprised to find this matters 
less 

Than that the fearful sounds of birth 

have ceased. 
G. R. WALKER. 

RULES 
Envelopes should be addressed to Ed-

•w-ard Davison, The Saturday Reviezc of 
Literature, 2̂  West 45th Street, New-
York City. All MSS. must be leftible— 
typewritten if possible—and should bear 
the name or pseudonym of the author. 
Competitors may offer more than one 
entry. .MSS. cannot be returned. 

HAMSJN 

LAGtRLOr 
MB5EN ' Y 

.STRINMERG 

TGARBORG 

jANDES 

DERSEN 

"The Parent of the 
Peasant Novel" 

PEACE 
By Arne Garborg 

Translated by Phillips Dean Carleton 

With Ibsen and Bjornson, Arne 

Garborg ranks as pivotal figure 

in Nor-wegian literature. Peace, 

Garborg's greatest work, is now 

for the first time translated. Here 

is the story of a strong mind 

destroyed by its own nobility, a 

classic to stand with the great 

novels of the world. "Not only 

the parent of the peasant novel, 

but much better than most of its 

progeny."—Hanna Astrup Larsen, 

Editor, The Atnerican-Scandina-

vian Review. $2.50 

The First Book 
for the 

American Reader 
on 

Scandinavian 
Literature 

FROM BRANDES TO OUR DAY 

By H. G. Topsoe-Jensen 
Translated by Isaac Anderson 

From Brandes—^who, in 1871 with 
his epoch-making lectures, inaugu
rated modern literature in Scandi
navia—to Sigrid Undset, this book 
surveys the most active years of 
Norwegian, Swedish and Danish 
literature. To the American 
reader, who knows the individual 
work of many Scandinavians, but 
has had no chance to learn of the 
writers themselves, this book gives 
a vivid picture of Scandinavian 
literature which will make the 
reader sense it as a whole. 

Illustrated, $3.50 

Edited hy The 
American-

Scandinavian 

Foundation 

w. w. NORTON & CO., 

70 Fifth Avenue 

New York 

INC. 

The Saga of the Younger Forsytes 

A Modern Comedy 
by 

John Galsworthy 

A complete ond fascinating novel in itself 
and the conclusion of the Forsyte history. 
Includes "The White Monkey," " The Silver 
Spoon," "Swan Song," and "Two Forsyte 
Interludes." 

$2.50 798 pages Scribners 

Armchair 
Adventures— 

The Thinking Machine 
By C Judson Herrick $3.00 

The Philosophic Way of Life 
By T. V. Smith $2.S0 

The Bhagavad-Gita 
Translated from ths Sanskrit by 
Arthur W. Ryder $2.00 

'"The Saleslady 
By Frances R. Donovan $3.00 

Progressive Relaxation 
By Edmund Jacobson $5.00 

Tht Unirernty of Chicago PreM 

*The 
Saleslady 
By Frances R. Donovan. 

A photographic picture of the 

modern saleswoman—a participant 

in the drama of buying and 

selling in which the manager j 

and the customer play the sup

porting roles. $3.00 '• 

•* . . . a commentary on contem
porary life . . a social study 
and very srood reading besides." 

—C/iicaoo Evening Foxi 
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