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Round about Parnassus

By WiLLiam Rose BenfT

UITE a few books crowd our shelf this

week-end.  One of the most interest-
ing is William Alexander Percy’s “Selected
Poems,” with a preface by Llewellyn Jones,
published at three dollars by the Yale Uni-
versity Press. It is now fifteen years since
Mr. Percy’s first volume, “Sappho in Lev-
kas,” was printed; but he was publishing
before that, He is of an age with most of
the older poets still writing, but he has re-
mained more secluded. Much of his rhetoric
seems to us no more than mere rhetoric, and
his absorption in the thirteenth century has
not often produced verse really impelling.
Also his turn for poetic drama fades as a
candle in the sun before the robustness of the
Elizabethans. But here and there he holds
the attention and can achieve truly passion-
ate utterance,—in the old tale of Sappho
and Phaon, in a description of the Children’s
Crusade, in several sonnets and several brief
lyrics, There is also much beauty in one
of the last poems in the volume, “A Legend
of Lacedzmon,” as well as in “Chimes,”
where he finds the spontaneous, fortunate
phrase:

Her shadows are rimmed with silver,

And there is wild beautiful sunlight in her
anger;

Her injustice is some virtue in excess,

And the dapple of dew is on her passion,

This is the voice of love suddenly in-
spired. A great deal of his poetry is
paler. And the poet in him often trips into
the lilied marsh of sentimentality, But sure-
ly “The Unloved to His Beloved” is a finely
wrought lyric:

Could I pluck down Adldebaran
And haze the Pleiads in your hair,
I could not add more burning to your
beauty
Or lend a starrier coldness to your air,

If I avere cleaving terrible awaters
With dead ahead on the visible sands
I could not turn and stretck my hands more
wildly,
More wainly turn and stretch to you my
hads,

It is by such moments of accomplishment
that William Alexander Percy will be
known of posterity, not, we think, by his
more ambitious and elaborate attempts to
recreate the pageant of the dim past. “Safe
Secrets” is another brief poem that appeals
to us in its profound humanity and direct
statement:

I awill carry terrible things to the grave
with me:
So much must never be told.
My eyes will be ready for sleep and my
heart for dust
With all the secrets they hold.
The piteous things alive in my memory
Will be safe in that soundless dwelling;
In the clean loam, in the dark where the
dumb roots rust
I can sleep without fear of telling.

As we see, Percy’s gift is not for remark-
able imagery. When insufficiently moved
he often states things tritely, And sometimes
he even trifles with a pretty quaintness. But
few poets can hope to make linger in the
memory of mankind more than a very few
of their words. He has uttered a few that,
it seems to us, may linger. He is not a first-
rate poet (as, indeed, are few), he has not
greatly impressed his own personality on his
writing, but, as' we think we have shown, on
occasion he can strikingly express his emo-
tion,

Polly Chase Boyden, a Chicagoan, edu-
cated at St. Timothy’s and at Bryn Mawr,
interests us technically and is occasionally
quite felicitous in her first book of poems
with the peculiar title, “Toward Equi-
librium.” It is not a good title, being too
close to the edge of humorous implication.
But the poems in the book are more fas-
tidious than the average. The influence of
Elinor Wylie can easily be discerned here
and there. But Miss Boyden also has im-
agery of her own, and is finding her own
voice, ‘“Fall of Snow” is perhaps as repre-
sentative a poem of hers to quote as any
other.

Your hand within my hand
Sleeps moth-wise in a closely spun cocoon.

EGYPTIAN DAY

Princess Marthe Bibesco
AUTHOR OF “CATHERINE-PARIS”

Princess Bibesco, whom Paul Souday calls one of the best writers
in France to-day, made the classic pilgrimage to Cairo, Assuan and

Luxor.
of brilliant conversation.

Her book, alert, graceful, and amusing, has the swift charm
“Curious about everything, informed on

a great deal, Mme. Bibesco has both fancy and simplicity, which

give the least of her writings their own particular grace.
book is full of life and light. I would travel to Egypt willingly with
Princess Bibesco.”—N. Y. Herald Tribune.

This little

Just published, $2.50

BLUE RHINE-BLACK
FOREST

Louis Untermeyer

“Both diverting and useful, and the American who plans to visit Ger-
many this summer can do no better than put it in his pocket,” says
“In fact,” says the N. Y. Sun, “if one made the
trip in a windowless and airtight compartment and read Mr. Unter-
meyer’s book, one would doubtless enjoy the trip more than if one
The Philadelphia Ledger adds, “This is no ordinary
Its real interest lies in awarding stars
to spots which Baedeker and routine tourists ignore.” [llustrated with
drawings and maps by the author.

H. L. Mencken.

sat on deck.”
guide book for the tourist.

$2.50

VANAMEE

Mary Conger Vanamee

“This unusual book is a friendship in itself.
ing it a personal satisfaction in having known Parker Vanamee.”—
“There is something tonic, something fine and satisfying
in this richly human narrative of a keen, alert, vivid spirit, a sterling,
It is a ‘life’ any American, whether he be work-

N. Y. Sun.

typical American.

One feels upon clos-

man or Bishop, tramp or dignitary, can read with profit to his soul.”

—Frederick H. Martens, Philadelphia Ledger.

$3.00

HARCOURT, BRACE AND COMPANY
383 Madison Avenue, New York

There is no stir

Of feather or of fur . . .

And the snow falls from the caverns of the
moon.

Your lips against my lips,

Moist with the frosty immanence of breath,

Are more alone

Than footsteps covered and gone . . .

And the snow falls from the corridors of
death.

This poet has evidently chosen her inclu-
sions carefully and her book has dignity
and grace,

“Spindrift,” by Florence Mary Bennett,
from the Mosher Press of Portland, Maine,
and “Trailings, a Rhymed Sketch-Book,” by
Jessie S, Miner, from the Lantern Press of
New York City, have in common the fact
that many of the poems deal with foreign
places and with classicisin, though many of
Mrs. Anderson’s (Florence Mary Bennett)
signalize America. Hers is naturally the
more beautifully printed volume as well as
the Jarger, though both books are small, but
the phrase of neither is very distinguished.
Edwin Valentine Mitchell of Hartford has
published Eleanor O’Rourke Koenig’s “Two
on the Old Pathway,” and such titles as
“Twilight Dream Song,” “Snow in April,”
“To a Late Bird Singing,” “End of Sum-
mer,” and “March Twilight,” may serve to
indicate what is the fact, that, though Mrs.
Koenig possesses talent, it is no greater than
that of a large number of today’s minor
poets. Grace Noll Crowell’s “Flame in the
Wind,” from the Southwest Press of Dallas,
Texas, is cven more obvious and easily fore-
seen in its pronouncements upon life, It is
a relief to turn from these books to “After-
Walker,” which title characterizes the poems
of Leonard Cline, who died tragically last
year, who wrote several remarkable novels,
and who experienced more than his share of
hounding in his private life by the daily
press. His career was erratic, his prose fan-
tastic, but “The Dark Chamber,” <“Listen,
Moon!” and “God Head” are novels well
worth reading. His publishers’ note tells us
that the manuscript of his poems was
brought to them as early as 1927. He later
revised it, added newer poems, and returned
it a few months before his death, Mean-
while he had sent in the long poem “After-
Walker” from which the posthumous book
takes its title. The publishers (Viking Press.
$2) have added five poems to the original
manuscript.

Cline was a Michigan man and was
thirty-six years old when he died. His first
book, his only volume of poems except
“After-Walker,” appeared when he was
twenty-one.  The work we now have
gathered together of his is not astounding.
Much of it is, as a matter of fact, mediocre,
But the section entitled “Mad Jacob,” the
title-poem (with its haunting bitterness),
the poetn called “Snake,” the lyric “Sun Go
Parch,” and the peculiar “Cellar Idyl,” all
arrest the attention, Leonard Cline could
command the communication of weird ideas
in fitting rhythms, His intelligence was
quick and strange. His book is more or less
of a curiosity of literature. Perhaps it is
partly the history of the man, who gave
proof of a talent that might just possibly
have become great, and the pathos of his
comparatively fragmentary achievement,
that influence our judgment here, That
may be. But there is a force and fire and
eerie sagacity in many lines of this book.

M. A. DeWolfe's “Yankee Ballads”
(Cambridge: Washburn & Thomas, $2),
with illustrations by Philip Kappel, are
brought out with heads in imitation of older
printing and with pictures in silhouette.
They are entertaining and convey the atmos-
phere of the time of which they treat. Met-
rical facility, dry wit, a love for epitaphs, a
penchant for philosophizing in metre, dis-
tinguish the verse of F. L. Lucas (Macmil-
lan, $1.75), the English writer of belles
lettres who now gives us “Marionettes.”
One poem, “Discord,” dealing with a ter-
rible incident, stands out in his volume,
which, for the most part, is just about what
one would expect from a scholarly and cul-
tured Englishman, no more and no less, A
much lighter effort is, however, what we
wish to quote in this context, as we think it
may be said to have some bearing on a good
deal of argument going on at the present
time. Here it is, anyway:

CHORUS OF METAPHYSICAL CRITICS
Here we go gathering wind and wool,
Wind and awool,
Wind and awool,
Reason!-——awe left all that at school,
No doubt whatever afflicts us.
We tavist the riddle of things terrene
Into such a riddle as never avas seen,
And nobody knows what on earth we mean,
So nobody contradicts us,
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame,
So nobody contradicts us,

. Spies upon
his neighbor’s
wife ~— A man, torn
between godliness
and jealousy, spies
upon the secret
meetings of a crip-
pled nobleman’s
charming wife and a
gay young man of the
world, and tries to

break up the affair. A distinguished,

subtle novel by the author of TIDES,

The MAN
of G 0 D

by Count Edouard von Keyserling

$2. MACAULAY = PUBLISHERS » N.Y.

WEST-47TH

BRANCH -STORES:
5TH-AVENUE-AT-27 TH
MADISON-AVE- AT-JOTH

BROADWAY: AT-78TH

READ
INDIA’S

SIDE!?

THE SIMON REPORT
ANSWERED

At last the world is given the
Simon Commission’s Report on
India. It presents officially Great
Britain's side of the Indian situa-
tion. W hat is to be said on the
other side? The Report is an-
swered, answered thoroughly—
every important point it makes in
support of Great Britain’s con-
tinued domination of India is fully
considered and replied to in the
light of overwhelming facts.

INDIA

IN

BONDAGE

by Dr. J. T. Sunderland

This book is strongly endorsed by
Mahatma Gandhi, Rabindranath
Tagore, C. F. Andrews, Mrs. An-
nie Besant, the Presidents of the
Indian National Congress, and
practically all India, as true, just
and fair.

“A Monumental
Work ...

Its publication at this critical
period in Indian affairs is fortun-
ate,” says The New York Tele-
gram.

To understand what is now going
on in India, every well-informed
person must read INDIA IN
BONDAGE—The Book of the
Hour/

Send for it now—order on coupon below
Ly _F N N _B ¥ 5§ B B N N ¥ B 3 N ]

To Your Bookseller or

LEWIS COPELAND COMPANY

119 West 57th St., New York, N. Y.

Send me at once .... copies of “INDIA IN
BONDAGE,” by Dr. J. T. Sunderland, 556 pages,
illustrated, handsomely bound, at $4.00 per copy,
postage prepaid.
{J Check enclosed. [ Send €. O. D.

Name

Address

City Siate ..
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A Letter from France

By ApEn CHEVALLEY

M JEAN MARTET, who was Cle-
* menceau’s secretary for some years
after the war, has published “Le Silence de
M. C(lemenceau,” and “M. Clemenceau
Peint par Lui-Méme” Albin Michel),

“You will note,” says Jean Martet, “that,
like all aged men, M. Clemenceau remem-
bered more vividly and more willingly the
first years of his life than such and such re-
cent happenings.” But this happens to be the
reason why Jean Martet’s second book ap-
peals to me,

I hail from the same village (in Venddée)
as Clemenceau. My first eighteen years were
spent at Mouilleron, where he was born,
and Mouchamps, where he lies buried.
(“The two poles of his life,” as he said.)
My (adoptive) grandmother was a friend
and my mother a favorite of Clemenceau’s
maternal grandmother, Madame Gautreau,
the Huguenot housewife whose influence
was profound in his development. He used
to say: “I prefer my Gautreau blood to the
other.,” He had left Vendée (forever, as it
then seemed) when I, thirty years younger,
was growing up. But his name was a house-
hold word in the whole district. He was
much discussed and not a little feared by
the good bourgeois, Catholic, and more or
less reactionary families of our neighbor-
hood. 1 need not say that, to some young
people like me, belonging as his grand-
mother to a tiny minority of emancipated
Calvinists, Georges Clemenceau was some-
thing of a hero,

I never met him until I was more than
forty and he more than seventy. I was then
consul-general in South Africa, and hap-
pened to be on leave at the moment he had
become Prime Minister for the first time.
Three years later, being then in charge of
the American department at Quai d’Orsay,
my intercourge with Clemenceau became
closer and, in one case at least, contributed
to safeguard Franco-American amity. But
of this, more some day. 1 see from
Martet’s book that Clemenceau never wa-
vered. The trend of his political thought,
or rather sense—and sensibility—-, remained
the same after the war,

His references to his family, youth, and
milien, in Martet’s book, are in some places
mischievous, Their subtle dryness is irre-
sistible, chiefly when he speaks of his great-
groadfather,  But he says precious little
about the very Balzacian aspect of his own
clan life, No real biography of Clemenceau
can be attempted for some time yet. Some
picturesque episodes where he was not di-
rectly or immediately concerned may come
to light before other and more personal in-
caidents. 1 wonder how many people are
aware of some little romantic affairs (such
as “La Dame Blanche” of Mouilleron) in
which he took an avuncular interest,

M. Jean Martet shrewdly notes that “M.
Clemenceau was not particularly well-in-
formed as to the history of his own family.”
This is true but in one sense only. History
is one thing, “Story” is another; even, said
Prior,

The solid Story and severest Truth
That’s no Poefs thought, nor flight of
Youth.

Clemenceau’s baffling personality would
stand clearer in the eves of posterity if it
were remembered that, like all people born
in Vendée, he was, from birth to maturity,
a sort of Montagu-Capulet.  For instance,
he liked to play at times with the idea that
the Mongol invasion reached the sea near
our birthplace and, stopping there, per-
meated the Celts with Asiatic blood. The
fact that there was something of the Hun
in his own features (high check bones, slant-
ing eyes, etc,) tickled his fancy. Clemen-
ceau a Hun! A Hun at war! Yes, at war
with himself,

The Renaissance hardly touched Vendée,
Yet the first printer who set up a press in
that “closed” country was a Clemenceau.
The Reformation reft his descendants into
alien groups. The Calvinists were deci-
mated, ruined or exiled. Another Clemen-
ceau died penniless in London. One (never
mentioned, but why?) was a great slave-
dealer in the eighteenth century; others,
Rousseauists,

M. Jean Martet is full of ideas. But in
his books there is little of Jean Martet, All
is Clemenceau’s, which shows that Jean
Martet is not only a very able writer but
alse a very clever journalist.

I am not sure that anything has yet been
published about Marcel Proust that can
compete for wealth and range of ideas with
Arnaud Danieu’s “Marcel Proust” (Hum-
phrey Milford, London, and Firmin-Didot,
Paris). This short book transcends its own
title by so far that it can be considered as
an epitome of the processes of artistic crea-

tion, or other “revelation.” The first edi-
tion was sold out in a week, before any re-
view appeared, and the book had to be
reprinted at once,

it has nothing to do with Marcel Proust
as a chronicler of sexual aberrations and
salon life; very little with Marcel Proust
as an analyst, stylist, or even novelist in the
bookselling sense. Its appeal is far more
universal.  Marcel Proust has been called
a dissociator of personality. True in a sense,
But the sort of personality that he dis-
sociated is that which, manifesting itself in
action, mental or physical, is constantly
dramatic and irreducible to identity. The
real personality, the only one that is con-
crete and endures, he has spent his whole
life and work in trying to reconstitute and
invigorate, When he says: “Temps perdu,”
“Temps retrouvé,” he means: Reality lost;
Personality recovered, 1 need not insist
upon the affinity of that position with con-
temporary philosophies.

How did it come to pass that an invalid,
a recluse, an apparently snobbish slobberer,
an inveterate lingerer, compelled the hard
world of after war not only to admit him,
but to remodel its attitude towards artistic
creation:  Dandiet’s book is an answer to
that query. He explains how Proust has
re-invented, for us all, the magical process
by which children and primitives apprehend
reality. Frazer and Lévy-Bruhl, Loisy, Pa-
get, incidentally Freud and his followers,
Meverson, Minkovsky, are brought up as
witnesses, The power of “metaphor,” that
is transposition in all its aspects, was Marcel
Proust’s instrument. In wielding it he went
to the root of all art: affectivity, not intel-
lect,  To speak of Proust’s infantilisim is to
beg the question, Why did he triumph? 1t
is true that he was finally led to isolation
and self-immolation, not merely physical.
This is another aspect of the sacrifical rite
that lies at the bottom of artistic achieve-
ment,  Either kill revealers) or, if you want
them, accept their conditions, Marcel Proust
played the whole game and Dandiew’s book
contains the main Key to his work.

“Fva,” by Jacques Chardonne, is rightly
considered here as a masterpiece of the same
importance as “L’Epithalame” by the same
author.  Jacques Chardonne is the pseudo-
ayin of one of the partners in the Librairie
Stock.  He writes at leisure, flatters not,
and is greatly admired, His books belong
to a type which even well-informed for-
eigners do not associate with the French
reading public, though it is quite in the na-
tional tradition., They are purely mental
and sentimental adventures; fertilized by an
undercurrent of culture and learning, illu-
minated by frequent references to the art
both of thinking and writing. Their poign-
aney is, however, so true to nature that they
appeal to all lovers of fiction. “Eva” 1s
the story of a couple told by the husband,
Bernard,  He sacrifices everything to the
wife he loves. But the wife he loves is his
creation,  She cannot entirely desert him.

“Robert,” by André Gide, is the second
part of “L'Ecole des Femmes,” which T have
reviewed at length. Tt is the husband’s
journal.  His self-revelation is an accom-
plished picce of work,  One feels almost
sorry for him. Yes, decidedly; André Gide
is still the ereatest, T mean the most univer-
sallv accessible and admirable, of our fic-

tion writers

The Hawthornden Prize for the vear
1929 was recently bestowed upon Lord
David Ceeil, for his book “The Stricken
Deer”  The presentation was made by
Stanlev Baldwin, Mr, Baldwin, it appears,
had read ir on its first appearance, and
especiaily delighted in the subtle and me-
morable prosc of its first chapters, This
was the cleventh award of the Prize since
Miss Alice Warrender first established 1t
in 1919, The previous winners were Ed-
ward Shanks, Romer Wilson, John Free-
man, Edmund Blunden, David  Garnett,
Scan O’Casev, R. H. Mottram, V. Sack-
ville-West, Henry Williamson, and Siegfried
Sassoon.  The second and third of these,
still young, have died since last vear’s pres-
entation was made.  Amongst those who
have made speeches awarding the Prize have
been Sir Edmund Gosse, Maurice Hewlett,
A. E. W, Mason, Gilbert Murray, Augustine
Birrell, John Drinkwater, John Masefield,
John Buchan, John Galsworthy, Walter de
la Mare, and Lord Lonsdale.

Thirteen scholars, financed by the Amer-
ican Council of Learned Socicties and di-
rected by the Medizeval Academy of Amer-
ica, are to undertake a study project of
“The English Government at Work, 1327-
1336.” They are to be led by Professor James
F. Willard of the University of Colorado.

RS S

& NTE NTEL ST ORZ O
Boo]cs to IJuy é
Boo]cs to 1'eacl

Boo]cs to ]ceep
Bear t]zis lal)el

Wﬂ opened our Fall Season
aweckago......Itwas something of an event in the
world of literature...... Anevent... because every-
one interested in poetry . . . in biography . . . in the
history of American Letters . . . has been eagerly
awaiting the complete, authentic account of

The Life and Mind of

Fmily Dickinson
l’y Ge]lel)l‘el)e Tag}gal'cl

You will welcome it not only because there is much new
material on Emily Dickinson’s life . . . not only because
Miss Taggard has cleared up this long standing mystery
... given the world the real woman . . . not the cold
figure of myth and legend . . . but because she under-
stands the spirit of this delightful recluse . . . and the
forces which controlled her life . . . . . . Through her
book one can enjoy Emily Dickinson’s poetry to the
fullest . . . ... Miss Taggard’s appreciation is unique
. .. her criticism of the finest . . . ... Price $4.00

BUT in the excitement
over this remarkable piece of work . . . we must not
forget another book . . . a novel of unusual distinction
. . . of literary excellence . . . that has attracted the
attention and the praise of all the critics in England
and America......

A True Story
Z)y Step]zen Hu(lson

is the story of Richard Kurt . . . sensitive. . . dependent
...always at odds with his environment . ..... It tells
of his trip to America . . . his unfortunate marriage . . .
and his lonely, wasted life . . . then of the tragedy of
his affair with half primitive Virginia on the Lake of
Como. . . his return to England and the hope of happi-
ness with Myrtle . . . ... An amaaingly convincing

story ... ... $3.00

AND on the subject of

unhappiness . . . frustration . . . the reasons for wasted
lives . . . from the psyvchoanalytical standpoint there
is only one book .. ... .

The Structure and
Meaning of
Psychoanalysis

I)y William Healy, MD, Augusta F. Brlmncr, P]lD,
and Anna Mae Bowers, A.B.

It is already the definitive work . . . the source book for

both stadents and laymen . . . and is most absorbing

e No conclusions . . . only the facts . . . the con-
tentions of the various schools... their theories ...... $5.00

BOTH students and lay-

men have been interested . . . particularly those inter-
ested in history . . . In two more of our books . . . . ..
One of them is

World Politics in

Modern Civilization
I),y H(l]'l'y El]né']' _Bal']les, _P]l.D.

A revisionist’s survey of the causes of the World War. ..
the plans for peace . . . propaganda . . . international
debts . .. and all phases of the political situation. $6.50

THE other one is equally

important . . . not quite as wide in its appeal . . . but
incispensable to the student of history ... ... Based
on material from original sources

The Decline of the
Medieval Church

I)y Alexanclel‘ Clarence Flic]c, PLD. Lit.D. LL.D.

is an exhaustive study of all the causes of the decay of
the Church before the Reformation. .. ... A panorama
of medieval life. ... .. 2 vols, $12.50

At all Bookshops
750 5th Ave.- ALFRED - A- KNOPF - New York




