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The Mob Spirit”

KING MOB. By Frank K. Norcu. New York:
Harcourt, Brace & Co. 1930. $2.
Reviewed by ERNEST SUTHERLAND BATES
HE author writing under the intriguing
pseudonym of Frank K. Notch i, we are
assured by the publishers, “an experienced
writer.” The experienced reader needs no testimony
to this effect other than the author’s own work.
From the first to the last page “King Mob” reveals
the deft hand of the literary craftsman. The fluent
yet torceful style with its tempered wit and restrained
denunciation—the style of a scholar who is also a
man of the world—would alone suffice to give dis-
tinction to the book. Furthermore, the author pos-
sesses a high and austere taste and a keen-edged logic.
He knows, one suspects, the classics intimately; he is
well read in history and philosophy; if his knowledge
of recent physics seems, like that of most of us, to
be derived mainly from Eddington, he turns his
Eddington to good account.
very alert.
The significance of “King
things: first, in its attempt to derive the manifold
evils of the present day—standardization, mass pro-

He 15 very much abive,

AMob” lies in rwo

duction, propaganda, inner emptiness and ourer rest-
lessness, nationalist hysteria—from one fundamental
principle; and, sccond, in its endeavor to prove that
what are usually considered to be efforts to remedy
these evils are really only further examples of them.
Thre fundamental principle is that modern civiliza-
tion i3 controlled by the spirit of the mob which i
defined as “a group of persons unahle to think
straight because they are affected by the conscious-
ness of their own numbers.” The modern mob, ap-
parently, includes about nine-tenths of contemporary
society. Its recent endeavors to “get” culture and
the recent endeavors to “give” it culture threaren
traditional human values with extinction. Thev ig-
nore the very meaning of true culture which con-
sists in inner development by means of discipline,
the slow moulding of character by intense controlled
experience. They try to seize as if it were a material
thing a spiritual quality which must be
throuzh a lifetime, not won in a dav.
IR

waned

Catering to this tendency, according wo Mr.
Notch, are the Book Clubs, such publishers as Simon
and Schuster, such popularizers as Durant and Van
Loon. The public is constantly being panicked by
the number of sales into an acceptance of mediocre
work. There has developed an attitude for which
oniy that is real which can be measured. In its
atrack on human personality the mob acts as a nat-
ural force. Nature knows nothing of spiritual values:
she cares only for the species, not the individuals; her
only standard is the mob standard of measurement.
“The human impulse toward spiritual creation works
in the teeth of 2 vast, crushing conspiracy which ex-
tends through every aspect of the phisical universe.”
The mob has joined this conspiracy; “sport” is its
aila

sgue for the struggle to survive ia nature,
Owing to the largeness of his field, Mr. Notch is
forced to negilect many fair targets for his barbed
arrows——our rotarianized colleges and churches, the
pest of “conventions” which descend upon our cities
like swarms of obscene insects, the fact that we can-
not any longer produce even a man-sized individual
vy
T,

[onoring
such trivialitics, the author procecds to the more ‘m-
portant demonstration of the sinister infuence of the
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of nature for the slavery of man, the art of living should
spread among the many. Instcad of that, we are deliberately
forgetting it. A restoration of the art can begin only
through the individual. We cannot serve humanity unless
we make much of the man, and unless we rescue the in-
dividual we cannot help mankind . . . Machine, State, and
Nation . . . must exist solely for the benefit of the individual.

However unsatisfactory the “humanist” dualism
between man and nature which Mr. Notch adopts,
however overdrawn the war which he depicts be-
tween the cultured few and the uncultured many,
however captious his condemnation of particular
writers and popularizing agencies—and his work in-
vites criticism on all these counts—nevertheless, on
the main issue “King Mob” strikes home. If Mr.
Notch is weak in his analysis of causes, he is strong
in his perception of aims.  His program for “The
Rescue of the Individual” is one to enlist the al-
legiance of every liberal.

THE LONG, LONG TRAIL, by J. N. DarrLiNG
From “Roosevelt: The Story of a Friendship.”

['wo More Anthologies

TWENTIETH-CENTURY POETRY. Edited
by Joun Dringwarer, HENRY SppEL Caney,
and Wiritam Rose BeENET. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Co. 1930, $s.

A JUNIOR ANTHOLOGY OF WORLD
POETRY. Edited by Mark Van Dorex and
Garisarnr M, Larornra. New York: Albert &

1930.
Reviewed by ALFrRED KREYMBORG
Author of *“This Singing World”

Charles Donlt.

N “Twentieth-Century Poetry,” an anthology

of British and American poetry, the editors,

John Drinkwater, Henry Seidel Canby, and
William Rose Benét, have made an admirable con-
rribution to a field already rich and almost over-ripe
in anthologies.  The many modern collections com-
piled during the past two decades have increased
tie lahors of subsequent editors.  They must sway
an audience surfeited with anthologies, and produce
new volumes, fresh in thelr viewpoint, content, and
appeal. Happily, the twentieth centurv has intro-
duced out of its own tumult, and carried over from
the clsiny vears of the ninetcenth, a large body of
excellent poets, varted and individual, and 18 now
adiding the adventures of the youngest generation.

Furthermore, present-day editors have a clear ad-

vatage over their predecessors in the important

matter of perspectives. Pocts who have been over-

toand pocts who have received a niggardly

noor none waatsoever are susceptible of bal-
anced Tadoments on the part of critics and com-
pifers. The wise editor, now more than ever, s an
pe who attempts fair play inside the boundaries
s temperament, and claims neither perfection nor

v for his selection and its prefaces and com-
menis. His work, in any event, will be Incomplete.

His Integrity will force him to state that his im-

mense labers, concentrated between two boards, have
made a mere sketeh or outline of the poetic currents
and movements of the century. Tt is thus with the
nresent volume and its editors. Thev have ap-
proached their task with love, skill, and restraint—
a lirtle ton much restraint in My, Drinkwater’s case.

The American editors have taken more chances and
shown more catholicity than their British collearue.

The author of “Abeaham Lincoln” s nat inhoas-

pitable to experiment in poetry, and to the apparent
waywardness of iconoclasts and pathbreakers. But
he is cautious, very cautious, about admitting such
explorers to the section over which he presides. Any
anthology, it seems to me, should close with a few
examples at least of the tendencies in poetry; and
I feel the poetry of D. H. Lawrence to be more
than a tendency. Other English absentees from the
volume are Richard Aldington, F. S. Flint, and the
parading Sitwells. Even if one dislikes such people,
they were or are representative of definite phases in
romance and experiment. It 1s needless to repeat
that the movements we now term classical, were
romantic in their time. But one cannot repeat too
often that an editor should examine and re-examine
his temperamental doubts even more than his pref-
erences. Mr. Drinkwater, despite his experience and
courtesy, has inherited the British habit of forcing a
man to make good before he is completely acceptable.
Often, all too often, the man has to die to make
good. One does not ask a critic to be lenient with
his contemporaries. But a little more daring and
willingness to err should reside in his heart, though
the heart lead his head astray.

Mr. Drinkwater’s selection has been divided into
four groups: “poets who have established themselves
before 1900, but have continued to write in the new
century”’; poets too old or well known “to be eli-
gible for Mr. Edward Marsh’s Georgian antholo-
gies”; poets who were included in those anthologies;
and lastly, poets who have arisen since Mr. Marsh’s
scheme was completed. Part I opens with Hardy
and closes with Yeats, and includes Bridges, Francis
Thompson, Alice Meynell, Kipling, A. E. Hous-
man, and A. E. Part II contains Michael Field, T.
Sturge Moore, Doughty, Belloc, Chesterton, Mase-
field, and Noyes. The Georgian group, the largest
of all, and the one contemporaneous with our
aational renascence, contains Davies, De la Mare,
Hodgson, Abercrombie, Gibson, Drinkwater, Bot-
temley, Monro, the war poets, and Stephens, Free-
man, and Gould. The last part contains but six
poets: Charlotte Mew, Frances Cornford, J. Red-
wood Anderson, Humbert Wolfe, Charles Williams,
Peter Quennell.  Quennell is the only young poet
in the British section. ‘This delightful daredevil was
born in 1905. In every instance but one (Charles
Doughty), each poet is represented by two or more
poems forming groups that give the reader an em-
bryonic impression of individual gamuts. These ga-
muts are skilfully revealed by the editor and are
introduced by pithy biographical and critical notes.
Limitations of space hamper Mr. Drinkwater (as
they hamper all anthologists) when it comes to the
writers of cpic verse and poetic drama. Doughty
is limited to a scene from “Wayfaring to the Valley
of the Dove,” while such poetic dramatists as Hardy,
Yeats, Masefield, Bottomley, and Flecker have to
be confined to the lyric phases of their work. This
1s particularly regrettable in the case of Gordon Bot-
tomley, whose cxquisite dramas deserve a growing
audience. ¢

8 S

The American editors have divided their section
into seven parts. The parts are not as arbitrarily
arranged as the British section, nor does the arrange-
ment enable the reader to study the subtle relation-
ship among our poets in a natural order throughout.
Adhering to a seven-part scheme, the editors might
have divided our poets as follows: Forerunners of
the national renascence, poets of the renascence {di-
vided into two groups: the workers in the old forms,
and the Imagists), poets of the Southern renascence,
poets of the Western ballad, and poets of the younger
generation (divided into two groups: the realists and
the mctaphysicians). These divisions are hinted at
in the book, but the demarcations are not outlin=d
with sufficient clarity.  In Mr. Benét’s fine fore-
word, it is stated: “Richard Hovey was, perhaps, the
most salient poet before 1900, in which year he
died.” ‘T'o Hovey’s name might be added the name
of the pioneer Stephen Crane, who likewise died in
1900, and most decidedly the name of Emily Dick-
wson, Though she died in 1880, the immortal tip-
pier was discovered by and indubitably belonps to the
present century, and might well have opened the
second half of this volume,

The section opens, as it otherwise should, with
William Vaughn Moody. Part I contains as well,
Woodberry, Markham, Sterling, Torrence, and Miss
Guiney, Miss Reese, Miss Branch. Part IT con-
tains Robinson, Irost, Sandburg, Lindsay, three of
the Imagists, Eliot, Jeffers, and Sara Teasdale, Edna
Millay, Elinor Wylie, Lola Ridge, Léonie .Adams.
Part IIT contaius Leonard, Ficke, Oppenheim,

Untermever, the clder Bendés, Bacon, and Mrs, Con-
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kling—Part IV, Allen, Auslander, Stephen Benét,
several humorists, and a group of the younger meta-
physicians—Part V, Fletcher, Aiken, Bodenheim,
Stevens, Williams, Cummings, Marianne Moore,
Ransom, MacLeish, Hart Crane—Part VI, Neihardt
and Sarett—Part VII, Edwin Ford Piper, two
Southern ladies, and four negro poets. The book
closes with James Weldon Johnson’s “Go Down
Death.”

The American editors have been generous in their
selection, a generosity tempered by critical insight and
integrity. ‘The prefatory notes to each poet’s group
are more elaborate than Mr. Drinkwater’s. They
are brilliantly written little essays, colorful, dynamic,
stimulating. The volume’s strongest appeal lies in
the opportunity for enjoying and studying side by
side the leading British and American poets of the
century. It has been made very clear in Dr. Canby’s
general preface “that no estimate of the relative val-
ues of British and American poetry has been in-
tended. . . .” This temptation has been silently
left to the reader. I do not feel that a man is
plunging into a competitive game and rooting for
the home team when he ventures the opinion that
recent British poetry is more traditional than Ameri-
can poetry, and American poetry more adventurous.
This has become a truism.

It is more important to discover, for ourselves at
least, that most of the American poetry in this vol-
ume could have been written nowhere else than on
native soil.

Our poets of the nineteenth century, with the
exception of Emerson, Whitman, and Dickinson,
still leaned too heavily on English traditions. None
the less, much though we pride ourselves on the
great variety and originality of the poets of the na-
tional renascence, we owe the first steps in our in-
digenous march (and what profound steps they
were!) to Emerson, and to the bearded Long
Islander and mischievous girl who developed the
Concordian’s independent vision. We can now say
with certainty that we have a tradition, though it is
less than a century old. This anthology, revealing
definite contrasts between cousins who speak and
write what used to be considered an identical lan-
guage, proves that we are an autochthonous race,
with ideals and records of our own, a past and future
of our own. If it had no other quality, the book
would still be worthy of recommendation to British,
as well as to American readers. But, all argument
aside, it is of still greater value to the lover of poetry,
regardless of race or tradition. 'The book is full of
beautiful things which one reads for themselves
alone. . . .

Of Mr. Mark Van Doren’s “Junior Anthology of
World Poetry” little can be added to what has been
said about its predecessor. The first volume is vastly
popular, and doubtless deservedly so. The Junior
Anthology was compiled at the suggestion of Mr.
Garibaldi M. Lapolla, of the Thomas Jefferson High
School. Mr. Lapolla states that the book “‘is offered
to the ever-growing numbers of children who have in
recent years been learning to enjoy the reading of
poetry without the mediation of teacher or parent.”
What a long, long step in advance over one’s own
boyhood, when poetry, literally forced down the
throat, was an absolute abomination! The progress
from education to self-education is a healthful indi-
cation of growth where growth is most needed. I
happen to know from many jaunts about our queer
soil how responsive the young are to poetry—provid-
ing you let them enjoy it. Only last night, a quiet
little human, in his first year at high school, gravely
informed me that his four favorite poets are Robin-
son, Aiken, Fletcher and—well, this could not have
happened when I entered high school a little over
thirty years ago. In those days, we hated poetry like
hell!

Commenting editorially on Robert Bridges the
London Mercury says: “His perpetual youth of
heart and mind was almost unique. What is not
so generally known is that this went with a tremend-
ous robustness of character and tremendous physical
vigor. Since his death Dr. Bourne has revealed to
the world that Bridges was asked, in 1867, if he
would stroke the Oxford Boat: and declined, prob-
ably without a moment of subsequent regret, on the
ground that he was working hard for his Schools,
and that his College Boat must consequently content
him. At seventy he was drilling with the Oxford
Volunteers, At seventy-six he was still capable of
walking his thirty miles over rough country, and
probably of taking any of his critics by the scruff of
the neck and dropping him into the Thames.”

>

A Gay Novel

VISA TO FRANCE. By Berry FLEMING. New
York: Doubleday, Doran & Co. 1930. $2.50.

Reviewed by Grabpys GRAHAM

LONG time ago, before Miss Gertrude

Stein had descended into her present repeti-

tional obscurity of style, but after she had
definitely turned her back on the brief clarity of
“Three Lives,” she wrote a story about two young
women,—Harriet Freen and Georgine Skeen. The
essential fact about these two young women, which
grew during the story from a mere statement into a
refrain, was that they were both “regularly gay.”
And so it is with “Visa to France.” It is a gay
book, a regularly gay book, without at all being an-
other of the numerous and depressing “funny’ books
that appear each year as surely as the vacation sea-
son does. This story of the Riviera is based firmly
upon the actualities of the lives of its characters and
not upon the considered needs of the possible reader;
the jronic cross-currents and contradictions which so
flavor it, spring from the intrinsic conflicts of human
nature and not from an obvious juggling of events
and characters for the purpose of entertainment.
Mr. Fleming has locked upon his hero, and has
pleasantly recorded his findings for us.

Clement Train arrives at Les Planches-sur-Mer
typically. He is driving a conspicuous automobile
nicely stocked with a servant and with wines bear-
ing the proper marks and the proper years. And
he is wearing yellow gloves for which he has paid
one hundred and ninety francs chez Jones “as a
homage to convention,” and which he has conscien-
tiously made very dirty, “as a homage to romance.”
He is an American who has come to the French
plage looking for a plot for a novel. Here, sur-
rounded by the most complex situations, in daily
contact with expatriates of England, Germany, Italy,
and America, and with plots beating in upon him
with the regularity of the waves along the shore,
he spends his days trying vainly to find the person
who will make the central character for his story
and in the end gives up in irritable futility because
he sees no stuff that plots are made on.

This basic irony of a plotless author entirely sur-
rounded by plots gives the undercurrent tone to the
whole novel, but the stories within the story, the
strange, the amusing, and the tragic little contest
that Train misses entirely, might very well stand
on their own merits, unaccountable to any central
scheme. Mr. Fleming has not gone in for the
shocking or the merely reportorial presentation of
life in the French “American Bars” He has con-
structed a novel, created character, and most en-
gagingly commented on life. “Visa to France”
doesn’t take itself too hard but it should be very
gratefully received by a public which does not often
get a book of such gay intent so beautifully turned
out.

Crime and Catastrophe

IT°S NEVER OVER. By MoRLEY CALLAGHAN.
New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons. 1930. $2.50.

Reviewed by Basi. DAVENPORT

R. CALLAGHAN, who has been known

as a writer of effective, extremely simple

contes, has turned to a story in which the
psychology is complex and subtle to the point of ob-
scurity. His story begins with the execution of Fred
Thompson for the killing of a policeman in a brawl,
and deals with the effect of his disgrace and death
upon a small group of his intimates;—John Hughes,
his friend, Isabelle, his sister, and Lillian, a girl who
had once been in love with him, but who was, even
before his crime, transferring her affections to John.
Of these, Isabelle is the only one who is a force in
the story; the other two she does with almost as she
pleases. In spite of the fact that Fred’s crime had
every extenuation possible, Isabelle feels herself hope-
lessly disgraced, and finds her only consolation in
dragging her friends and his into disgrace as well.
She succeeds in getting John and Lillian to live
together before they can afford to marry, and then
when they have reconciled themselves to the scan-
dal and are working out a way of living, she sets
out to possess herself of John’s body, for no better
reason than to get rid of her own chastity and
spoil his happiness and Lillian’s at a blow.

This is only a part of the story; there are other
characters to be involved in catastrophe, there are
eddies and cross-currents of emotion and motive,
but this is encugh to show that if Isabelle is to be

made comprehensible, she must have the most care-
ful and delicate analysis. She receives almost none.
Mr. Callaghan tells this intricate story of neurotics
in the same manner as his earlier tales of prize fight-
ers, with an entirely external viewpoint and a studied
evenness of tone and lowness of key. In “Soldier
Harmon” (to take an example which will be remem-
bered as one of the best short stories of the year)
this treatment gave poignancy to the simple, straight-
forward hero, and heightened the pathos by deliber-
ate understatement; in “It’s Never Over” it is
simply baffling. At first the monotony of sentence
structure and careful avoidance of climax have a
hypnotic effect, disposing the reader to believe what
is related in so matter-of-fact a manner, but before
long one grows incredulous in spite of oneself. Mr.
Callaghan’s style, too, grows positively painful in
the longer form. He has apparently imitated the
superficial characteristics of Mr. Hemingway’s style,
the short, simple declarative sentences, generally be-
ginning with the subject, but he has missed the
delicate internal modulations (as noteworthy as Mil-
ton’s variations on the ilambic pentameter) with
which Mr. Hemingway varies his style.

Nevertheless, though one must call “It’s Never
Over” a failure, it is the kind of book that shows
its author an artist, one who would rather fail at
first in a new attempt than repeat an old success.
This book has the qualities which won praise for its
author’s earlier works, their vitality, closeness of
observation, and clarity of expression. It fails be-
cause its conception is so much beyond anything Mr.
Callaghan has attempted in his previous stories that
their form will not hold it. His reach conspicuously
exceeds his grasp, but that reach shows him of a
higher stature than last year.

Riel’s Rebellion

THE HALF-BREED. By Maurice CoNsTaN-
TIN-WEYER. New York: The Macaulay Co.
1930. $2.50.

Reviewed by TueoporRE Purpy, JRr.
HE minor and undress episode in Canadian
history which is known as Riel’s rebellion
passed almost unnoticed in the United

States, still involved in 1869 in the shadows of the

Civil War. Yet in some ways the story of this re-

volt of a few hundred half-breed French-Indians in

the region now known as Manitoba is well worth
retelling, and M. Constantin-Weyer’s vigorous and
picturesque version of it makes, in the main, excellent
reading. Not always scrupulous in regard to historic
verisimilitude, the author is nevertheless able to pres-
ent a sufficiently accurate picture of his hero and his
surroundings. Louis Riel was clearly a remarkable
man, with great personal qualities as leader of his
fellow men, yet through the force of circumstances
his revolt took on something of a comic opera char-
acter, and its final suppression largely by the efforts
of a man less admirable but more adequately sup-
ported, was no doubt inevitable. The methods of

M. Constantin-Weyer, who was the winner of last

year’s Prix Goncourt, are nowhere better shown

than in his vivid description of how D. A. Smith

(later Lord Strathcona) with the aid of a little

whisky and some persuasion put down the rehellion

single-handed. The tragedy came later still, when

Riel, who had returned to Canada after some vears

in exile, was captured and hanged at Regina in

188s.

The book is an unusual and interesting one, espe-
cially coming as it does from a Frenchman who has
wandered far afield in the search for material, and,
in this case at least, brought home something worth
having. The style is also exceptional, recalling Kip-
ling rather than Gallic models and yet succeeding in
avoiding the customary clichés of most romances of
the Northwest,
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