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New MACMIl.liAN Books 
Foreign Literature 

Second l^arg^e Printing^ 

THE UNIVERSE 
AROUND US 

By Sir James Jeans 

" N o t o n l y i n t e l l i g i b l e b u t f a s c i n a t i n g . I t so lve s t h e 

p r o b l e m of e n a b l i n g t h e o r d i n a r y m a n t o a p p r e h e n d 

t h e r e c e n t a d v a n c e s i n a s t r o n o m i e a l a n d p h y s i c a l 

r e s e a r c h . . . r e m a r k a b l e b o o k . " — F r o m t h e New 

York Times. $4 .50 

Third Large Print ing 

The Prince 
of Wales ^ A 

An In t imate Biograpliy 

Btf W. and. Lt. Toivnsend 

The colorful story of a romantic figure, H. R. H. The 
Prince of Wales, who emerges from these interest
ing pages as the human being he really is. The nar
rative is animated throughout with many anecdotes 
aud unusual glimpses into the private life of the 
world's most popular citizen. $2.50 

»f Roninnce of the French Revolution 

THE WHIRLWIND 
By William Stearns Davis 

Author of Gilmnn of Redford, etc, 

AMASTER of historical romance tells a magnificent, quick-
paced story of the stirring days of the French Revolution. 

An authentic historical background is peopled with living 
characters whose daily 
existence in those turbu
lent times is shot through 
with love, hatred,danger, 
in t r igue and disastfer. 
The story will hold you 
through its suspense and 
its truth. $2.50 

Every If^oman Wants This Book 

FEEDING THE FAMILY 
By Mary Swartz Rose 

Here is a reliable, practical guide to proper diets and scien
tifically balanced meals, recommended to you by the leading 
food experts of the country. "The first book to buy, after 
your cook book, for it shows how to adjust diets to the needs 
of particular members of the family." Home Edition $5.00 

SOVIET 
RUSSIA 

By Walter R. Batsell 
This is the first authoritative 
account in the English lan
guage of the origins and ac
tual daily functions of the 
Soviet state. It contains many 
documents and charts not 
available elsewhere. $6.00 

YOU CAN 
ESCAPE 

By Edward H. Smith 
"There are nineteen thrill
ing stories in this book, 
taken f r o m t h e records, 
and I confess that several of 
them made my hair curl."— 
Harry Hansen in the iVe«j 
York World. $2.50 

Complete Editions of Two Great Poets 
John Masefield 

COLLECTED POEMS 

Edwin A. Robinson 
COLLECTED POEMS 
All of the published poetry of 
the foremost poets of America 
and England, is now collected in 
two new, one-volume editions, of 
a thousand pages each. These are 
volumes you will want for your 

library. Price $5.00 each, thin-paper $6.00; full leather $7.50. 

A HISTORY OF 
ENGLISH LITERATURE 
By Entile Legouis and Louis Cazamian 

Already appraised as the greatest survey of English literature 
since Taine, this work is now issued in a one-volume edition, 
with a large type face, and at a reduced price. $7.50 

THE MACMILLAN CO. •> <• NEW YORK 

Two Austrian Poets 
GEDICHTE. By RICHARD BILLINGEK. 

Leipzig: Insel Verlag. 1929. 

GEDICHTE. By MAX M F X L . (With wood
cuts by SwiTBERT LoBissER.) Vienna: 
F. G. Speidel'sche Verlagsbuchhandlung. 
1929. 

Reviewed by A. W. G. RANDALL 

I ' HE past three or four years have seen 
the waning of the Expressionist school 

of German poetry, and the waxing of a 
group which is opposed to it in almost every 
respect. It is devoted to the peasant, while 
the Expressionists exalt the factory-worker 
or at least the city-dweller; it avows a re
ligious faith, whereas most of the Expres
sionists seemed to advocate a materialistic 
determinism consonant with their Marxist 
economic and political theories; it follows 
the traditional forms of poetry, in contrast 
with the deliberately revolutionary, often in
coherent technique of the Expressionists. Of 
this return to tradition a number of young 
poets along the Rhineland and in the Aus
trian provinces have made themselves the 
prominent exponents, and among the Aus-
trians the first place is certainly taken by 
Richard Billinger and Max Mell, whose 
dramatic work is already known to the 
readers of this Review. 

Richard Billinger, born in 1893 at St. 
Marienkirchen, in Upper Austria, made his 
first appearance a few years ago with the 
volume of lyrics entitled "Ober die Acker." 
This collection, slender but at once recog
nized by a number of critics of German 
literature, is included in this volume of Col
lected Poems, which do not belie the promise 
of the first publication. Billinger i« re
vealed as a sincere, original poet, of keen 
observation and vigorous expression, with 
a strain of vivid mysticism which has al
most a hint of William Blake, as in the 
poem "Mariae Verkiindigung." Other poems 
have a reminder, for English readers, of 
Wordsworth, but it is the Austrian peasant, 
with his solid religious faith and his simple 
pride in his work, or it is the Austrian land
scape, chiefly under a grey or stormy sky, 
that forms the subject of his lyrics. Oc
casionally there is a pagan glimpse, as in the 
appeal to the one naked saint, Sebastian, to 
show himself in the fields like a god, but 
this southern emotion is rare; it is generally 
the simple, unemotional Catholic faith of 
the .Austrian villager that finds expression 
in these verses—and an expression which en
titles Billinger to rank as a true poet, in 
the line of the earlier Rilke. A typical 
poem is "Wir Bauern," the beginning of 
which may be quoted as a specimen: 

Wir Bauern dulden keinen Spott 
An unsern Herrn und Heifer Gott. 

Was ivdreii -zvir nvoM o/pne ihn? 
Eine Ehschaft ohne Gatten. 
Ein Bienstock ohne Komgin. 
Ein Baum olme Frucht mid Schatten. 

Max Mell gives the impression of greater 
sophistication. Perhaps this is due to the 
more sustained character of his verse, which 
sometimes extends to the ode-form, whereas 
most of Billinger's work is in the short, ap
parently artless lyrics. Essentially the out
look on life is the same; the patient, labori
ous peasant, the village in sunshine and 
storm, the life of the fields and the Aus
trian valleys—these are his chief subjects, 
and all the complications of social revolu
tion, wage-slavery, the sexual problem, the 
dirty city streets, and the garish lights, might 
not exist so far as his poems are concerned. 
Like Billinger, he is for the most part a 
severely objective poet, life as he finds it in 
the country is beautiful and ennobling, and 
he has no occasion for torturing self-ques
tionings. Part of his long poem "Sommer-
nacht-Gleichnis" may be quoted as an ex
ample:— 

0 Leben. So erhob ich 
Mein Herz zum Dank, 
0 Leben und Sein. 
VoUer guler Geister 
1st dein Kreis. 
Voller reltender Wahrheit 
Dein We/in. 

There is no conscious reaction in all this, 
not a hint of opposition or challenge. One 
cannot doubt that the poet is describing what 
he sees and knows, and one cannot but feel 
a certain relief that there is a world to 
which the expressionists and naturalists were 
strangers—a world of peace and simplicity 
which we may well have thought had been 
lost to the world for ever. 

Academies 
PER GEDANKE EINER ENGLISCHEN 

SPRACHAKADEMIE IN VERGAN-
GENHEIT UND GEGENWART. By 
HERMANN M . FLASDIEK. Jena: Verlag 

der Frommannschen Buchhandlung. 1929. 
VEROFFENTLICHUNGEN DER PREUS-

SISCHEN A K A D E M I E DER KUNSTE: 
Jahrbuch der Sektion fiir Dichtkunst; 
1929. Berlin: S. Fischer. 1929. 

Reviewed by A. W. G. RANDALL 
p ROM these two books the conclusion 

might well be drawn that the academic 
idea is foreign to the Germanic genius. 
Matthew Arnold, of course, long ago ex
plained the growth of the French .\cademy 
and reasons why a similar institution could, 
even should, never arise in England. When 
he wrote, however, there was a flourishing 
Academy at Berlin, and he mentioned it, 
ei-en indicating that something limited and 
scientific in its scope such as the Prussian 
institution might well come in Great Britain. 
But the academy as the prescriber of taste, 
correctness of diction, and spelling, the pro
vider of literary standards, the association 
of the best and most authoritative represen
tatives of a nation's culture—this was for
eign to the English as to the German tradi
tion, and the scientific or artistic academies 
which both countries have possessed for 
man}' years have been extremely slow in en
larging their scope so as to admit the liter
ary element. 

Dr. Flasdiek's book is a most interesting 
and thorough piece of research into the evo
lution of the idea of an academy in Eng
land, from the age of Shakespeare until the 
year 1927. The purely historical section 
occupies five-sixths of the book and rc;" . -
sents probably the most exhaustive study of 
its subject ever made. Certainly it must be 
indispensable to the intensive student of 
English literature, above all in the eight
eenth century. For the non-specialist reader 
the main interest of the book will lie in the 
last chapter, which is a consideration of the 
academic idea in England to-day, in the 
light of the preceding historical study. Br . 
Flasdiek discusses the British Academy and 
the Society for Pure English, devoting much 
attention to the attempts to produce a lin
guistic entente between England and the 
United States, and to propagate the English 
language in the interests of policy. His 
conclusion, however, is that the legislative 
idea of the academy is impossible of attain
ment in England, and is even expressly dis
claimed by those leading scholars, such as 
Lord Balfour, who have given their support 
to the present-day institutions mentioned. 
For—we summarize Herr Flasdiek—the 
academy, properly so-called, is the outcome 
of classicism, and classicism is the outcome 
of a state. But England is a society, and no 
state. Individual freedom is still the English 
Gesellschaftsideal and it runs contrary to 
the academic idea. 

In view of this conclusion it is curious to 
note that Prussia, which never claimed indi
vidual freedom as its highest ideal, and has 
certainly claimed to be a Staat before it was a 
Gesellschaft, should have had to wait until 
1926 until it obtained a literary academy. 
Since the seventeenth century an academy of 
arts and sciences existed in Prussia, and in the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries impor
tant writers were elected to it. But there 
was no literary section, in spite of propa-
l^'anda for it by such authorities as Von 
Ranke, until after the war, in 1918, the 
proposal was actively taken up and sup
ported by the Government, and became an 
accomplished fact eight years later. But it 
is, of course, not a replica of the Frcncli 
.'\cademy; it numbers very many leading 
German writers, it has acted on behalf of 
the whole German literary craft in such 
matters as the censorship—to which a good 
deal of the volume under review is devoted 
—and it worthily celebrated the Lessing 
centenary. But it does not seem likely t,) 
aspire to the role of law-giver; on the con
trary, many of its ideas, in politics as in 
literature, seem to be far from conservative. 
It will be interesting to watch its growth. 

The Italian Academy of Sciences, Art, 
and Literature, which is to be formally 
inaugurated by Mussolini on October 2S, 
and of which Senator Tittoni is president, 
will number, when complete forty members. 
Tliirty members, seven for each of the first 
two classes and eight for each of the last 
two, were nominated last March by royal 
Decree, and the remaining ten will now be 
chosen by Mussolini. Members of the 
Academy will have the title of Excellency, 
and will rank as High Officers of the State. 
No member of Parliament may be an 
Academician and no woman is eligible for 
admission. 
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BIRD 
OF GOD 
By V IRGINIA HERSCH 

"The romance o( El Greco presented 
with breathless passion."— Ford 
Madox Ford " A beautifully wrought 
tapestry, crowded with figures. A n 
unforgettable picture of Spain under 
the Inquisition. Has very real dis
tinction, beauty and richnefs."— 
Ellen Glasgow. Illustrated, $2.50 
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"Today the HARPER impHrit is a 
genuine: yti<! ribbon/' 

•Saturday Revkw o^ Literatore 

DAMPIER 
By CLENNELL 
WILKINSON 

Navigator, adventurer, scientist, writer, 
buccaneer, pillager of Spanish galleons, 
circumnavigator of the globe—the ro
mantic career of this courageous and 
daring man. "Utterly delightful."—Lon
don Times. Illustrated, $4.00 

GNE ME 
MY SIN 
AGAIN 

By N A O M I ROYDE-SMITH 
Author of ''In the Wood" 

"She has taken the pretty, ignoranf 
flapper of the lower-middle-classes 
and made her a true, moving hero
ine of tragedy, without glossing 
over one of her limitations."—The 
New Statesman. $2.50 
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THE 
DARK 

JOURNEY 
By JUL IAN GREEN 
The Harper Prize Novel 

"Holds you with all the tenseness of the 
most pulsating mystery story as it flows 
on with the apparent calmness and 
majesty of an epic."—Chicago Tribune. 
"Has the authentic inevitability of Life." 
—Louis Gannett. $2.50 

THE 
METHODIST 

FAUN 
By A N N E PARRISH 

"Here is adroit eloquence of writing. I 
should place this book well to the fore 
on this season's five-foot she l f / '^ 
William Soskin $2.50 

FIVE 
AND TEN 

By FANNIE HURST 
Author of "A President Is Born" 

"An exceedingly vivid story of 
contemporary life in New York. 
The rich hero, Rarick, is original 
and appealing."—William Lyon 
Phelps. $2.50 
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TOWER 
OF SAND 

By WILBUR DANIEL STEELE 

A new book of short stories by 
America's master of the short 
tales form. Stories notable for 
their dynamic and moving brevity, 
their dramatic transcription of 
life. $2.50 
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Points of View 

D O N N BYRNE 
and America's tribute to his 

last and greatest novel 

F I E L D O F 
H O N O R 

" A big, a splendid piece of work" 
—Now York Times 

"Gorgeous, deeply written, well-vis-
ioned historical romance." 

—Boston Transcript 
" T h e r e is g r e a t n e s s In FIELD OF 
HONOR."—Philadelphia Ledger 
" A great story, a great poem, a great 
picture of life."—Washington Star 

"The Out look" reports FIELD OF 
HONOR first on combined best-seller 
lists of fourteen leading U. S. stores I 

Everywhere $2.50 

Published by THE CENTURY CO. New York 

A Correc t ion 

To tlio Eclitcir of The SaliirJay Review. 

Sir: 
May ne take this opportunity of correct

ing' one of Chandler R. Post's statements in 
his splendid review of "English Mediaeval 
Painting," by Tancred Borenius and E. W. 
Tristram, published by the Pegasus Press? 
He says: "The superb and numerous plates 
of illustrations, which are so important a 
feature of the Pegasus publications, are 
somewhat vitiated in this instance by the 
considerations that they are very often based 
on Mr. Tristram's water colors rather than 
on the originals, and that the cases of such 
derivation are not each so labelled." On 
page 62 of "English Mediaeval Painting," 
below the heading "List of Plates," the fol
lowing text is printed: "The plates marked 
with an asterisk are reproduced from draw
ings by Professor E. W. Tristram in the 
Victoria and Albert Museum, except plates 
57 to 61, which are from drawings in the 
House of Commons." There is a large as
terisk against each plate which comes from 
Mr. Tristram's water colors. There are one 
or two exceptions, such as plate 4, where the 
source of the picture is mentioned. The rea
son for the reproductions from Mr. Tris
tram's water colors is that most of the orig
inals are in such a state that reproductions 
directly from them would show little or 
nothing. A substantial portion of the value 
of the book lies in the fact that, by repro
ducing Mr. Tristrain's extraordinarily faith
ful copies, it has been possible to supply stu
dents with documents concerning early prim
itives, some of which, since Mr. Tristram 
copied them, are practically invisible. 

In fact, Lord Lee of Fareham, writing in 
A folio of February, 1928, states: "With 
becoming modesty they (the authors) like
wise omit to acknowledge the unique record 
of pioneering work, in this particular field. 

by Professor Tristram, who, for more than 
twenty years, has devoted his incomparable 
pencil and pen to creating a permanent rec
ord of the scanty and perishable examples 
of British primitive painting which have 
survived until our day." 

We are taking the trouble to make this 
detailed explanation, as the main goal in 
making the Pegasus Press plates is to supply 
absolutely accurate and authentic back
ground material. T H E PEGASUS PRESS 

New York. C. R. E. 

C o n t r a s t as a Device 
To the Editor of The Saturiay Revuiv: 

SIR: 

Powerful contrast, as a literary device, has 
always been very effective, in fiction or any 
other form of writing. The most striking 
use of contrast in fiction, that occurs to my 
mind, is in Kipling's celebrated tale, "The 
Man Who Was." But that tale is so well 
known to sophisticated readers that it would 
be absurd to repeat it here. I have in mind 
an equally striking use of the same device, 
to be found in one of Jack London's books, 
"The People of the Abyss." The book is 
a long narrative essay, not specially read
able, although more readable than the aver
age novel. Buried in the middle of the 
book there is a chapter describing Corona
tion Day in London, when Edward the 
Seventh was crowned. In that chapter we 
find the element of contrast raised to the nth 
power. 

More than six thousand prelates, priests, 
statesmen, princes, and warriors beheld the 
crowning and the anointing, says Mr. Lon
don; the rest of us saw the pageant as it 
passed. He then goes on to tell us what he 
observed, describing how the line of march 
was guarded by soldiers, by constabulary, 
by blue-jackets, by marines, by lancers and 
hussars, a superb disjilay of armed power. 

AN AMAZING CHARACTER CREATION 

MAXWELL 
There was no limit to the 
things Oswald Raikes would 
do to win your praise. For 
approbation was his bread 
and meat, and fear a secret 
wolf in his heart. Even nor
mally reserved strangers be
came garrulous in his pres
ence, and he gave loquacious 
bores the treat of their lives. 
He could listen for hours with
out flinching, for his technique 
of being interested was irre
proachable. There were no 
pains he would not take to 
down his fear of being afraid; 
there were no wounds he would 
not suffer to prove himself in
vulnerable. All because the 
real approbation—self-esteem 
—was irrevocably denied him. 

The author of "The Day's 
Journey" creates a character 
of absorbing interest, and 
probes him with shocking 
surgical precision. A portrait 
of colossal pretense, startling-
ly lifelike, with character
istics of universal appeal. 

THE MAN WHO 
PRETENDED 
2.50 DOUBLEDAY, DORAN 

—'From the Union Club to Whitehall swept 
the glittering, massive curve of the Life 
Guards, gigantic men mounted on gigantic 
chargers, steel-breastplated, steel-helmeted, 
steel-caparisoned, a great war-sword of steel 
ready to the hand of the powers that be. 
x\t the Abbey,—clad in wonderful, golden 
raiment, amid fanfare of trumpets and 
throbbing of music, surrounded by a bril
liant throng of masters, lords and rulers, the 
King was being invested with the insignia 
of his sovereignty.— 

—But hark! There is cheering down 
Whitehall; the crowd sways; the double 
walls of soldiers come to attention, and 
into view swing the King's watermen, in 
fantastic medieval garbs of red, for all the 
world like the van of a circus parade. Then 
a royal carriage, filled with ladies and 
\rentlemen of the household, with powdered 
footmen and coachmen most gorgeously ar
rayed. More carriages, lords and chamber
lains, viscounts, mistresses of the robes, 
lackeys all. Then the warriors, a kingly 
escort, generals bronzed and worn, from the 
ends of the earth come up to London town; 
Admiral Seymour of China; Kitchener of 
Khartouin; Lord Roberts of India, and all 
the world; the fighting men of England. 

—But here they come in all the pomp and 
certitude of power, and still they come, these 
men of steel, these war-lords and world-
harnessers. Pell-mell, peers and commoners, 
princesses and maharajahs, equerries to the 
King and yoemen of the Guard. And here 
the colonials, lithe and hardy men. And 
here the conquered men of Ind, swarthy 
horsemen and sword-wielders, fiercely bar
baric, blazing in crimson and scarlet, Sikhs, 
Rajputs, Burmese, province by province and 
caste by caste. And now the Horse Guards, 
a glimpse of beautiful cream ponies, and a 
golden panoply, a hurricane of cheers, the 
crashing of hands; "The King! The King! 
God save the King!" Everybody has gone 
mad. The contagion is sweeping me off my 
feet. I, too, want to shout, "The King! 
God save the King!" Ragged men about 
me, tears in their eyes, are tossing up their 
hats and caps ecstatically. "Bless 'em! Bless 
'em! Bless 'em!" See, there he is, in that 
wondrous golden coach, the great crowti 
flashing on his head, the woman in white 
beside him likewise crowned.— 

Then the narrative goes on to describe 
the crowds in the streets.—I drift with the 
crowd out of the square, into a tangle of 
narrow streets, where the public-houses are 
a-roar with drunkenness; men, women and 
children mixed together in colossal debauch. 
As night drew on the city became a blaze 
of light. Splashes of color, green, amber 
and ruby, caught the eye at every point, 
and "E.R." in great, cut-crystal letters 
backed by flaring gas was everywhere. The 
crowds in the streets increased by hundreds 
of thousands.— 

Then Mr. London left the crowded 
thoroughfares and walked to the bank of 
the river, where he found two beggars.—I 
sat on a bench on the Thames Enbankment. 
On the bench beside me sat two ragged 
creatures, a man and a woman, nodding 
and dozing. I talked with the man. He 
was 54, and a broken-down docker. Of 
course he would eat. So would the girl, 
and we started for a coffee-house. Between 
them they stowed away a prodigious amount 
of food, this man and woman, and it was 
not till r had duplicated and triplicated their 
original orders that they showed any signs 
of easing down.— 

He asked them to explain what they did 
in the morning for something to eat. And 
they explained. The method was to try to 
get a penny, "if you haven't one saved 
over;" then go to a coffee-house and order 
a pot of tea, drink the tea in little sips, 
lingering and loitering at the table, mean
while keeping the keenest lookout for scraps 
and crusts that others might leave behind, 
appropriating such scraps and crusts for 
themselves. "The thing," said the man 
judicially as the trick dawned, "is to get 
hold of the penny." 

Here, certainly, is a powerful piece of 
contrast. On the one hand the boundless 
cost of the coronation, with its pomp and 
display, its gold and jewels, gorgeous cos
tuming; men brought from the ends of the 
earth to celebrate a single day; crowds in 
the streets running wild and flinging away 
their money in drunkeness and revelry. On 
the otiier hand the two outcasts, with whona 
the problem in life was "to get a penny!" 
If that isn't contrast, what is? 

ROGER SPRAGUE. 

General Morris Schaff, who died the other 
day, at the age of eighty-nine, was the au
thor of several books, including "The Bat
tle of the Wilderness," "Sunset of the Con
federacy," and "Jefferson Davis." He was 
graduated from West Point in 1862, and 
entered the Civil War as a second lieutenant 
in the Ordnance Corps. 
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