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“CULTURE is what you

not what you know .

Will Durant:

“Y have taken an almost
sinful pleasure from every
page, He offers a guide to
happiness!”

Edgar Lee Masters:
“I could wish nothing Dbet-
ter to America than that
every neighborhood in it
should have this book.”

New York Times:
“A book at once full and
cogent and worthy auy-
body's perusalt”

New York Herald-Tribune:

“A rich mind spins these
chapters and in the pattern
the richest glories of human
experience are caught.”

Boston Transeript:
“In a stimulating thesis im-
pressively set forth and elo-
quently championed Mr.
Powys makes culture a phil-
osophy of life.”

That is why you can find
a guide to happiness
in this book

Occasionally there appears a book which is
not for one class, but for all classes: not merely
for the thousands, but for hundreds of thousands.
America has found such a book in THE MEAN-
ING OF CULTURE by John Cowper Powys.
Bankers and students—club women and social
leaders—fathers and mothers, young men and
voung women—all are making this philosophy
their own—the beginning of happiness is to
know the true meaning of culture. Whoever you
are, you too will find in this book something to

live by.
3rd large printing

$3.00 at all bookstores

W. W. NORTON & COMPANY, Inc.

THE MEANING OF

CULTURE / /7

-
e

By JOHN COWPER POWYSS | uy le

Have you read these?

GOOD-BYE TO ALL THAT

by Robert Graves

Q “The truth about the Regular Army has never been so candidly told as in

this book.

Good-bye To All That should be read all over the world.”—
ReBEccA WEST in The Bookman.

$3.00

AMERICA AND ENGLANDf?

by Nicholas Roosevelt

q “No better preparation for a sensible appraisal of the debate at London
could be had than through a thoughtful reading of what Mr. Roosevelt has

written,”—N. Y. Times.

THE WAVE
by Evelyn Scott

@ “The greatest novel on the American Civil War.”—CAaARL VAN DoREN.

$3.00

$2.50

HUMANITY UPROOTED

by Maurice Hindus

€ “Mr. Hindus has evidently absorbed into himself Russian history,.Russian
literature, the psychology of each of the classes he so brilliantly depicts. To
read these pages with sympathy is to travel the road of a liberal educa-

tion.”—From the Introduction by Joux Dewey.

RABELAIS:

Iustrated, $3.50

Man of the Renaissance

by Samuel Putnam
@ The first attempt at a consecutive life of Rabelais.

“Zeal, no less than zest,

makes this an outstanding blography.”—LEwis PIAGET SHANKs in The Book-

man.

Illustrated, $3.50

THE SOUND AND THE FURY

by William Faulkner
€ The story of a run-down Southern family living outwardly on the frayed

threads of fermer gentility.

EVELYN SCOTT.

“His idiot is better than Dostoyevsky’s.”
$2.50

COLLECTED POEMS OF D. H. LAWRENCE

(]]“FundamentallyA this collection is, as D. H. Lawrence points out in his
preface, a piece of autobiography . . . the poems are written out of his own
experience. telling the story of his emotional life through a period of twenty

years."—N. Y. World,

GODS’ MAN

Tawoe wvolumes, boxed, $5.00

(A Novel in Wood-cuts)

by Lynd Ward

q ‘A book which may be pored over endlessly, always with fascination.”—

N. Y. Sun.

$3.00

JONATHAN CAPE & HARRISON SMITH

139 EAST 46th STREET

NEW YORK, N. Y.

-

Round about Parnassus

By WiLLiaMm Rose BENET

HE symposium on the “Revolution of

the Word” in V. F. Calverton’s and S.
D. Schmalhausen’s The Modern Quarterly
has recently interested us. Are the revolu-
tion-in-the-wordists moving in the right or
the wrong direction? James Joyce in his
“Work in Progress” has been doing all sorts
of things with words. At first glance it
would seem that he has simply been trying
to write a whole book in Jabberwockeyese,
Then it appears that his words are port-
manteaus—not such simple and outdated
portmanteaus, for instance, as the word
“Hobohemia,” once coined by Sinclair Lewis,
but packed with extreme erudition, linguistic
accomplishment, and cryptogrammatic afflu-
ence. A line from Francis Thompson pops
into our memory at this juncture: “Brimmed
with nimbler meanings up than hasty Gid-
eons from their hands may sup.” The tex-
ture of Joyce’s present writing is “stiff with
riches” of such kind, And to us, when it is
not utterly incomprehensible, it is so la-
borious that it bores us. Why not be frank
about it? It bores us; just as Gertrude Stein
bores us. And we do not feel ourself to be
altogether too hasty a Gideon.

There is a delight in coined words, therc
lurks a great delight in “lingo.” We have
all heard children evolve words, through an
inexact comprehension of the words spoken

around them, which were so good in their *

portmanteau meanings that it seemed as
though they should most certainly be added to
the English language. But such words are in-
spirations, conscious or unconscious, When one
goes at the matter with the well-nigh Teu-
tonic thoroughness Joyce has applied to it,
the eventual palimpsest presents so great
a problem to the average mind that litera-
ture’s true function is all but destroyed. The
pleasure derived from his writing reduces
itself to a highly esoteric pleasure. The
study of such writing becomes like the studv
of the higher mathematics. And, unfortu-
nately, the general run of mankind is at
present so constituted that it cannot grasp the
rarified esthetic and intellectual enjoyment
to be derived from application to this new
language. Why should there not be such a
new language! Why indeed! But for a
very long time it will, necessarily, be for
the few. And it seems to us a pity that one
of the great literary geniuses of our time, as
we believe Joyce to be, should assiduously
and determinedly follow a road that leads
him farther and farther away from intelli-
gibility to the average reader, in a day when,
we verily believe, writing has never had so
intelligent or quickly perceptive a general
audience,

Perhaps, if the word-revolution gains
ground and advances its standards within
the next century, readers of 2030 A.D. will
find Joyce as simple and direct as most of
us now find Browning, though Browning
was satisfied with the English language,
more or less, as he found it. Mr, Calverton
has admitted to his symposium, with great
fairness, a variety of spokesmen, for and
against the word-revolution. He himself
contributes a very interesting paper. And if
vou ask us why we .are discussing here, in a
column devoted to the discussion of poetry,
the matter before us, it should be obvious
that it is in poetry that single words have
always become most intensely effective. The
revolution-in-wordists will create a new
poetry, whether it be written (as most cer-
tainly it will not be) in the present verse
forms or no. When Mr. Jolas says, in his
contribution to the symposium, that “the
isolated vocable should develop a new sense
of conjuration,” we most heartily agree, ex-
cept that with the words of the present Eng-
lish language—even the simplest, of the most
common usage——that has always proved pos-

sible when genius or even great talent
wielded them. He also says, however, (in
part) that

The study of the state of mind which the dis-
coveries of Freud, Stekel, etc., have clarified for

us, after a long struggle begun by the Greeks-

and continued by the romantics, is the primary
task of the modern poet.

He quotes Poe to the effect that “there
are certain states of mind for which lan-
guage has not yvet found an adequate mani-
festation.” Of this every poet is aware.
And the conclusion is that the new poetry,
if it does indeed take up “the primary task
of the modern poet,” “needs instrumentali-
ties that past epochs did not know.” The
complete expression of the “dream state” in
its relationship to the “conscious state” seems
to him to demand a new language.

Mr, Calverton agrees that whole new areas
have been opened to the poet for interpreta-
tion, but it seems to us that his unanswerable
answer 1s this:

Any revolution in the word, therefore, if it is
to mark an advance, has but one function to

4

perform, and that is to make the word a finer
tecause a more precise and clarifying form of
social communication.

That was what we ourself meant when
we said above that in the Joyceian experi-
ment we felt that “literature’s true function
is all but destroyed.” Mr. Calverton’s con-
tention is not that there is no necessity for
a revolution in expression, but “the revolt
that is necessary, we maintain, is not in the
word, but in the use of the word.” “There
can be no intelligent argument,” he says,
“against neologisms that aid language to be
more communicative; argument can only be
directed against neologisms that do not aid
that function. Here is the crux of the
controversy!” He goes on to disagree with
one of the revolution-in-the-wordists who
announced that “the writer expresses; he
does not communicate.” He points out that
such an attitude is “hostile to all sense and
reason.”

If an artist writes merely to express and is
unconcerned with the element of communica-
tion, to be consistent with himself he should
never print what he writes—if he must write-—
but keep it to himself in his own private pos-
session.  But that is not the nature of artists or
the so-called art-impulse,

This is entirely sound.

And equally as
sound is this paragraph:

Because we are done with an old culture does
not mean we are done with old words. Words
survive cultures—for they are the substance of
all culture, be it revolutionary or reactionary.
Words take on new meanings, acquire new
power, demand new emphasis. but they are spelt
approximately the same, and hold within them-
sclves the residuum of culture. In English and
American words there now inheres the congealed
thought of centuries. That we must add to these
words, drive new life into their old bones, set
them against the new spirit of our age, no one
should dispute. But that we should destroy their
meaning by distortion; that we should allow an
individual to make havoc with their substance in
order to express his fancy—that is a violation
of the entire social purpose and meaning of
words,

So the situation stands. And after being
so forcibly reminded of Joyce’s vocabulary
and of Gertrude Stein’s rhythms there still
seems a good deal to be done with the lan-
guage as it stands and with variations of the
rhythms we know. Mr. Joyce and Miss
Stein are extraordinary phenomena of our
time. The former has prodigious gifts, the
latter seems to us to labor under a prod-
igious hallucination concerning the effective-
ness of words, And all this logomachy has
its interest. But its end seems to be in steril-
ity. It does not impress us with new life.
Tt is of the study. Both writers have be-
come the most extraordinary examples of de-
tachment from the age in which they live
that we know of to-day.

After such considerations it is interesting
to turn to a slim book of poems written by
probably the best of the younger critics of
our time. It was published in the fall of
last year. Tt is “Poets, Farewell!” by Ed-
mund Wilson (Scribners). The opening
poem is one of the best. It is in regular
metre and rhyme (as are, in fact, most of
Mr. Wilson’s inclusions in this volume) and
is impressively nostalgic. In fact, one verse
of it has been running in our head for a
long time:

Yet never now to travel toward Vittel!—
South now to seek her, say!—

Sauth, south, to that soft-graying Esterel
That fades on rose and gray—

“Infection,” on the seventh page, is like-
wise remarkable, So are “Boboli Gardens”
and “Provincetown.” And the peculiar
thing about them all is that the last three
are in exactly the same metre, that all four
are most classical and traditional as to form,
that in none is there the slightest attempt at
verbal or metrical experimentation. Yet
Wilson is undeniably a poet, with an exact
ear and the gift of precise expression; and
he has given us probably the best critical
analyses of Proust, Joyce, and others that we
have had in our time. Also in his section
“Nonsense” his poem concerning “Quintil-
lian,” in regular stanzas, is to us one of the
mnost amusing pieces of fooling we have
read for a long time. In fact, we have had
it in a scrapbook of ours for a number of

" vears, ever since it originally appeared in

The Double Dealer.

We ponder upon the revolution in the
word, and we ponder upon this book. We
find ourself allied to those who elect an an-
cient discipline, Perhaps it is a sign of age.
But the less words the better, seeing that a
simple direct statement can still be packed
with human experience and with a reference
to beauty that by its very reticence still
deeply stirs the heart and ennobles the mind.
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ALMosT any book can get
some favorable reviews.
Even the superlatives are
frequently too easily
available, There are al-
ways a few friendly or
lenient or obscure critics
who can accommodate
the blurb-writer or the
headline virtuoso.

JHAN-R'CHARD BLOCH
But acclaim—authentic acclaim from responsi-
ble and famous men of letters—is made of different

stuff, and it is international acclaim of such magni-
tude which greets the American publication of this
novel by Jean-Ricuarp Brocn,“~dAnd Company”.

Rarely is it given to a publisher to launch a novel
with such impressive tributes, and under such dis-
tinguished auspices. The introduction is by Romain
Ro1ianp, the translation from the French is by
C. K. Scorr-Moxcrierr, noted for his rendition
of Proust, and the comments quoted in this an-
nouncement are but typical of a larger homage
which Arvoip Benxerr, Vany Wyck Brooks,
Paur CrLaupiL, and IsraEL ZANGWILL are proud
to pay to a novelist in the noble tradition of
classical French fiction. These, in fact, are their
own words, not the publisher’s.

“Gentlemen, a novel!”

THE word genius 1s not used lightly by men of

the standing of Romain RoLLanp. In the case
of “—And Company”, by Jean-Ricunarp Brocy, he
uses it with measured deliberation—and without
qualifying phrases.

“The great majority of novelists,” says Romaix
Rovrianp, “write from a shallow ink-well. They
but scratch the surface of reality. They seize upon
nature from a single angle, perhaps by means of
external description, or through the minds of the
characters, or through the use of movement or
emotion. 1 know scarcely a single writer who,
throughout a work of any size, comes to grip with
life like an athlete, hand to hand—who embraces
the entire mass of reality, his chosen prey, in the
net of his spiritual and intellectual perception.

“Yet that is the very achievement of ‘—.nd
Company’. The tribe of the Simlers is modeled
from human flesh. We can see them, touch them;
we can even carry away the living clay in our hands.

“For me, that is the first and indelible impres-
sion produced by this great book—even beyond
the overwhelming interest of the story itself: an
exceptional power of integral creation, of body
plus soul. The verb ‘to create’ here takes on its
full complement of meanings. The author has not

fee

“*] make bold to say, without any
reservations, that ‘—aAND COM~
PANY' 15 the only French novel
know which is worthy 10 take its
ﬁlace among the masterpieces of
aLzac's Human Comeny.” =
Romarw RoiLanp

ALZAC.”

—~AND COMPANY’ 25
built on the scale of the
masterpieces of French
MR [ierature. It 15 sorthy
of the best work of

—Vax Wyck Brooks

only imagined or observed his characters. He has
engendered them.”

IN describing the “amplitude and the solid
construction” of this novel Romain RovLraxp
speaks unqualifiedly of “the genius of Jeax-
Ricuarp Brocu”,; and continues:

“The outstanding and preeminent element in
this book is obviously the Simler family. And in
painting their portraits the author is incomparable.
His treatment, his style, by emphasizing certain
qualities, by making them stand out in monumental
relief, by the abundance of the clay and the vigor-
ous joy of the modeler who shapes it, borders very
close on caricature, yet is majestic to the point of
being epic.

“He reminds me of Daumier. There is the same
firm touch, the well-rounded flesh and muscles,
the michaelangelesque ardour in the bourgeois
buffoonery, the vis comica (tragica?), the irresisti-
ble scenic movement, the genius not only of the
individual portraiture (Hippolyte Simler is a world
in himself), but of the ensemébles.

.« YEaN-Ricaarp Brocr has barely passed his
forty-third year, and he is emerging from the
furnace of the war. The war, which scarred his
body with three wounds, has instilled a world of
tragic experiences and emancipating disillusions

AAR from the InNer SancTum of

SIMON 4nd SCHUSTER
37 West 57th Street - - New York

into his spirit. It is this world which smoulders in
a brain wherein a fever of creation and universal
curiosity rages.”

HF. reader who confronts a novel entitled

“—AndCompany” for thefirsttime may wonder
at its implications. There is drama in this story,
there 1s passion, there is suspense, there is climax,
there is imagery, and there is an astounding sense
of character and continuity—but all "these lo-
ments are steeped in a theme of timeless spiritual
and ideological import—the struggle between man
and his company—between individual and busi-
ness—between personality and factory, between
the hushed cry of Joseph Simler’s love and the im-
perious summons of the daybreak siren over the
looms and the smoke-stacks.

113

. Most of all, the sword of his own eventual
solitude pierced him to the heart . . . .

114

v v o« The machines stand there in a row with the
tranquillity of creditors, gluttonous and gorsed . . .

(14

oo Wagous bring fresh looms and machinery.
The roar increases. The family home, which original-
Iy regulated evervthing else according ilo its own
rhvthm, is no more now than a plank tossed vpon the
waves. A mighty din overwhelns the universe .. .."

HIS, then,is“ —.4id Company”, the book hailed

by Ar~orLp Bexwnerr, Vax Wyek Brooks,
Romainy RoLrann, Isragn Zanowiny, and Pavi
CraupeL. This is the author acclaimed by the most
eminentcritics of England, France and Germany.
This is the work selected by The Book League of
America for February, now published by Simon
and Schuster and on sale at all bookstores for £3.00.

the qualities of BALZA(‘?,
LAUBERT, and Zora It is

, — —
€66 __AND COMPANY’ is a per-
manent achievement. It has some
Ay ;
written in the grand manner of the § o
classical French fiction of the nine- |} @9
teenth century.” ArvoLp BENNETT BV

“4 bovk like ‘~aND com-
. PANY'isnotopentocriticism.
oj One vieldstoit as one would
v~} to anatiral phenomenan. It
S flocws along like a river and
has the majesty of a forest.” |
—IsrAEL ZANGWILL
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The New Books

The books listed by title only in the classified list below are noted here as
received. Many of them will be reviewed later,

Fiction
TIDE HOUSE. By MaupeE CALDWELL
PErrY. Harcourt, Brace. 1929. $2.50.
Miss Perry’s “Tide House” is confused,
harsh, and irritating; in more skilful hands
it could have been made persuasive. It does
fairly well with its scene, but the rest—
plot and people—is disappointing. The
protagonist, Matthew Gulick, is 2 dim and

unsympathetic figure; we do not know him
well, and we do not wish to. He is a
simple-minded, stupidly ambitious boor, and
whatever significance Miss Perry intended
him to possess is certainly not communicated
to us, The women characters, though
equally unattractive, seem much more plausi-
ble. As for the plot—the less said the better;
it is complicated, luridly melodramatic, and
tiresome.

Local color is the only real merit of the
novel. Argyll, the small town where the
entire action takes place, is on the Pacific
coast, evidently in the state of Washington.
During the years from 18go to 1917 we see
this “mud-flat” town grow and change, The
sea, with its storms; the dunes; with their
encroaching sands; the vast lumber tracts.
with their threat of forest fires—these,
somehow, seem to keep the townspeople dis-
pirited and uncivilized. Every aspect of life
in Argyll makes for discouragement and
meanness. This background, however, in
spite of its energetic picturesqueness, does
not make up for the serious defects of the
novel.

e s by the 'Author 0
) ULTIMA THULE

AUSTRALIA FELIX

by HENRY HANDEL RICHARDSON

W. W. NORTON & CO. INC.

70 Fifth Avenue
New York

Price $2.50

George Joseph Smith was a lady-
killer by profession. When he
married women for profit they did
not live long. Three of his numer-
ous brides were found dead in
bathtubs. Marshall Hall could not
save his neck.

Ruby Young betrayed her Jover
to the police, but he was detended
so well by Marshall Ifall that the
girl had to leave court in disguise
to escape an angry mob.

If Ronald Light had not been rid-
ing a green bicycle on a pleasant
afternoon he would never have been
on the court records as a man who

ped hanging only 1 his
counsel was an expert on firearms,

New York Times.

At all Bookstores

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY

FOR THE
DEFENCE

The Life of Sir Edward Marshall Hall
By EDWARD MARIJORIBANKS

Unflagging Inierest

“A vast mine of criminal literature. The reviewer, to
whatever pitch of interest he may have been aroused,
and to what unflagging attention he may have been he.ld,
cannot in any wise reproduce the book. .. Brimming
with what 1s commonly called human interest.”—

Thrilling Blography
“1tis by all odds the most inspiring and 1llri]li}1g biog-
raphy now available ..A book that sparkles with keen
logic matched against the tricks an 5
best brains of criminal detection.” — Brooklyn Eagle.

the devices and

A Nudge to Connoissenrs

“Well worth buying, if only for the large. generous por-
tions the author supplies of accounts of his subject’s
most celebrated cases. And most of the best ones in
England these forty years are set out again in these
pages. Once more a nudge to connoisseurs.” —William

Bolitho in the New York World.
Fifth Large Printing

$5.00
NEW YORK

THE MERCHANT PRINCE. By H. C.

BAiLEY. Dutton, 1929. $2.50,

Mr, H. C. Bailey writes his historical
novel with a blithe and agreeable pen.
Those who imagine novels looking to the
past for their subject are dull and lacking
in the kick which follows from the proper
use of modern ideas and language will find
Mr. Bailey makes as good reading as they
could wish. In “The Merchant Prince,”
the author traces out the growth of a new
type of man and mentality in the Middle
Ages. Then war and the pursnit of war
was not only the business of the aristocracy,
but also the big business of the era. The
risks were great and the gains were corres-
ponding to those who happened to be lucky
enough to keep whole skins and en the right
side.

Hugh Camoys, though given the oppor-
tunity to enter this business under good
patronage, declined. He found himself able
to make as good a livelihood in trade, with
fewer chances of getting his head broken as
a penalty for lack of foresight. In addi-
tion to this, he saw that trade went on
merrily, while factions inside the country
equally merrily broke heads and got heads
broken in their attempt to keep on top.
Amidst all this, Hugh’s trade keeps on pros-
pering and his power and influence grow,
and he finishes up happily by marrying a
noble maid from the aristocracy which once
50 despised him,

This tale might be considered to carry a
moral as well as a plot which rattles along
at a good pace. If so, then the moral must
be that peace and prosperity and trade are
better than all the glories of war and cold
steel in the gullet. It doesn’t sound very
adventurous, but the author makes it so. Mr,
Bailey is his usual engaging and competent
self, and “The Merchant Prince” is another
added to the long list of his novels which
one takes up to put down only when fin-
ished.

EARLY REAPING. By CaLg Youxng RIcE.

Century. 1929. $2.50.

This is an uheven novel with some ex-
cellent psychological delineation and a story
—it can hardly be called a plot—that is
well integrated and interesting in its un-
folding. The hero is an offspring of mis-
mating, son of a dissolute father of com-
paratively aristocratic family and of a
mother who was a common-law child and
socially outside the local pale of Louisville,
Kentucky, scene of the story., The effect
upon a sensitive boy of his restricted mother-
dominated life with only occasional visits
from an unscrupulous and brutal father is
traced with sympathy and insight. The re-
sultant split personality of the boy leads to
a marriage as disastrous as that of his par-
ents but also to a love that in the end
promises to solve all.

That is why the novel is uneven. Mr.
Rice unflinchingly presents the tragic ele-
ments necessary to his story, but then he
too often relents and loosens the tension
with some idealization of life or love, an
idealization which is not forceful or con-
vineing enough to resolve the bitter com-
pound he has made, When Mr, Young is
the observer' and analyst, and sometimes
when he is the interpreter, he might take
his place beside the better realists of today.
But when he philosophizes, or permits his
philosophy to sift through the action and
characters, he blurs his effects and slips most
contradictorily into rather'an “uplift” atti-
tude, There is a lack of ruthlessness in
Cale Young Rice the novelist that must be
due in part to Cale Young Rice the poet
and idealist.

IN PRINCETON TOWN. By DaLe Eb-

WARDs. Scribners. 1929, $2.

These stories of college life have all the
defects and the one virtue of cheap maga-
zine® fiction. To enumerate the defects
would be tedious. Chief among them are
a machine-made plot, usually with a trick
ending, a cheaply romantic style, and stand-
ardized characters. The solitary virtue of
magazines stories, and of these collegiate
fables, is that they are easy to read. No
effort of any sort, intellectual, emotional, or
spiritual, is required in order to follow Mr.
Edwards as he goes through his little bag of
literary tricks. One knows that Crane will
not cheat on the examination, sorely tempted
though he is. One knows that the despised
East, working his way through college, will
get a bid from“the best club in Princeton
and that his snobbish roommate will not.
And one knows that orchestras will blare,
that colors will flame, that glances will dart
and cheeks grow hot with humiliation, All
these commonplaces one expects to find in a
book of this sort, and Mr, Edgar does not
disappoint one. However, his stories are
readable enough, and often quite entertain-
ing and colorful in spite of their banality.

(Continued on page 682)



