782 THE SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE, MARCH 1, 1930

R O S R R S G A R L

Buy Your Books By This Label

L R R S S S L L L L R L S

WARWICK DEEPING’S NEW NOVEL

EXILE

by the author of Sorrell and Son and Roper’s Row
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R Sleepy Tindaro with its blue waters and bluer skies, its glittering days and f;‘
PN heavy nights cast its exotic spell on Billy Brown as it had on the other exiles a
" whom it had hypnotized. And Billy Brown with her fresh English beauty and KN
ﬁ young ideals who came to Tialy to work, remained there to love. Against this N
z{s glamorous background, Mr. Deeping has told the dramatic: {ocy of a girl who is, 7
A without exception, the most remarkable feminine character he hascreated. $2.50 »
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THE HUMAN MIND

t/y KARL MENNINGER, M. D.

Have you a normal or abnormal mind? Are you a schizoid or cycloid? In
this book by one of the most brilliant of the younger psychiatrists, you
will find all that science has revealed about the human mind, its workings
and personality. Illustrated as it is, with many cases, this is the most
readable book on the subject. But popular though this book may be, its
scientific accuracy is undisputed. $5.00
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i PORNOGRAPHY aND OBSCENITY %
¥
¥ by D. H. LAWRENCE ¥
A scathing indictment of censorship by the author of Lady
Chatterly’s Lover. “A pamphlet which, if it wins understanding,
may well mark an epoch in the history, not only of censorship,
1 but of the reasonable appreciation of the realities of sexual ;
% morality and sexual honesty and decency.” 4
‘iu — The New Statesman (London) $1.00 z
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TRENT'S LAST CASE

by E. C. BENTLEY
“A masterpiece of detective fiction.”—EDGAR WALLACE
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J.S. Fletcher says: “The very best and cleverest detective story I
have ever read.” Dorothy Sayers says: “It is the one detective
story of the present century which I am certain will go down to
posterity as a classic. It is a masterpiece.”” Agatha Christie says:
“One of the three best detective stories ever written.” $2.00
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THE TROUGH OF THE WAVE

}y OLAV DUUN

Sigrid Undset has called Olav Duun “the great indigenous writer of epics;
the second Norwegian candidate for the Nobel Prize.” In Europe he is
considered the logical successor to the great Knut Hamsun. Duun has here
woven the traditions of his native Norway into a magnificent, dramatic

saga of the proud Juviking family. $2.50
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by PHILIP WYLIE
author of Babes and Sucklings

A story of a superman. With ease he overcame the obstacles of

4  ordinary men and towered above the life about him; yet he ;
z could not find a task worthy of his tremendous powers. In this %
% world of ours there was no place for a god. .. $2.50 $
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AT ALL BOOKSHOPS

Alfred -A-Knopf- 730 Fifth Ave., New York
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Points of View

Who Said Itr
To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
SIR:

To locaze a familiar quotation +ould
stem a simple thing. I am at present in
position to deny that simplicity; unless
among the many who read the Rewview
a pigeon-holed remembrance may produce
one quotation I wish to locate but have in
a year’s search failed to do.

I must premise by saying I had no edu-
cation, myself, and but a newspaper man’s
swift and general method of collecting in-
formation at need. This quotation appa-
rently was compassed neither by my primary
school instruction nor subsequent experience.

Whether the quotation, therefore, would
npply to me, I am not sure.

But someone, somewhere, at some time,
said, or wrote, or is said to have made or
recorded the statement regarding the edu-
cation of youth: “Give me a child until he
is six years old, and you may have him for
the rest of his life.”

I do not insist on that exact wording, but
something very definitely to that effect, and
in somewhat near those words,

I wrote first to that compendium of in-
formation and requests, the New York
Times query column,

The answers 1 got were diverse and a
little vague: Jean Jacques Rousseau, Ig-
natius Loyola, and “a Jesuit writer.”

A subsequent informant, however, stated
more definitely that Jean Jacques Rousseau
was the author, and that the quotation might
be found in his “Emile,” edition of 1762.

English translations failed to record it
as a part of “Emile.” Knowing how faulty
translations may be, T referred directly to
the 1762 edition, in French, A careful read-
ing from title-page to last fly-leaf failed to
find it there.

I had, long before, of course, done Bart-
lett from “Make Me Again” to “A Wise
Father.”

In despair I appealed to one who has
solved more problems of this sort for quer-
ists than any respondent of the time or
Times, Miss Everett, of Boston. Her cour-
teous reply said: “An answer to this query
in the Boston Transcript ascribes the quota-
tion to Cardinal Newman; but gives no fur-
ther identifving clue. My only Newman
is on some back bookshelf; but Tl root it
out and search it through.”

A conscientious respondent from Carthage,
Tllinois, replied to the query: “I shall try
to locate the educator who said many a
time before his class in Pedagogy: ‘Jean
Jacques Rousseaun says “Give me a child
until he is six, and the world may have
him the rest of his life”> I cannot locate
the quotation, chapter, page, line, where
Rousseau makes such an observation. I
have just finished reading an English trans-
lation of ‘Emilius; or a Treatise of Educa-
tion,” Edinburgh publication, 1763, I have
interested a number of my friends, especially
a professor of Romance Languages, and
hope to locate the quotation soon.”

Yet, though these hopes were born in
August and September last, and my first in-
quiry was made through the Times in April,
1929, almost a year ago, no one has yet
located or proved the verbiage of that quo-
tation. Can any reader of the Saturday
Review do so?

Was such a statement made by Jean
Jacques Rousseau, or by Cardinal Newman,
or by Ignatius Loyola? And where can it
be found? And what Is its true verbiage?

T shall be immensely obliged to anyone
who can give me this information.

JoHN BENNETT.

Charleston, S, C.

Rabelais and Americanism

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
Sir:

I cannot let pass a statement in Mr.
Berdan’s recent article “Rabelais, Huinanist.”
1 refer to the last paragraph where he
says, “The Abbey of Theleme, with its
motto ‘Do What You Willy was the ideal
because he believed in the inherent nobility
of the human soul. Consequently Rabelais
is curiously modern, curiously American.”

Does Mr. Berdan mean that Rabelais is
curiously American because we believe in
the “inherent nobility of the human soul”?
or because the motto “Do What You Will”
is a particularly American philosophy?

The “inherent nobility of the human
sonl” is of course Socratic (and perhaps
American) and the “Do What You Will” is
no doubt the motto of the present younger
generation, vet to call Rabelais curiously
American seems to me “curiously” inap-
propriate. It savors a bit of Mr. Bruce

Barton’s book on Jesus, the man nobody but
an advertising man could have made an
American gogetter,

Rabelais was a Latin first of all with a
craze for knowledge and a craze for living.
The American is a Puritan who has voted
into the constitution the eighteenth amend-
ment, about as un-Rabelaisian an act as 1
can imagine,

Pantagruelisin, as Anatole France called
the Rabelaisian philosophy, is the very nega-
tion of American Puritanism and also of
the present movement in America called in-
appropriately, I think, Humanism. The
“full, brutal Renaissance” as expressed in
“Gargantua” is a far cry from the acade-
mic Humanism of Mr. Irving Babbitt, who
it seems to me 75 curiously American as
Francois Rabelais was curiously un-Ameri-
can, When Rabelais is curiously American
let our motto be “Trinc” and “Do What
You Will” in the real Rabelasian sense, and
if that occurs, and when, America will have
reached the millennium and all our uplift
societies, and militant organizations to keep
me from doing what I will, will have sunk
into the obscurity that should be theirs, and
men of honor will sit in the seats of the
mighty.

H. FAULKNER WEST.

Dartmouth College.

A Correction

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
SIR:

The Encyclopzdia i}ritannica, Inec., re-
grets that the article on “Dramatic Critis-
ism,” which appears on pages 619 and 620
of Volume v of the Fourteenth Edition of
the Encyclopadia Britannica, was inadver-
tently attributed in the index of authors to
Professor Jules Isaac of the Lycée of Lyons.
The author of the article is in fact Mr.
Jacob Isaac, M. A, (Oxon), Lecturer in
English Literature and Language in the
University of London, King’s College.

THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA BRITANNICA, INC,

New York.

Creative Humanism

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
Sir:

Harry Hayden Clark, in a letter by Mr.
J. T. Shipley in your issue of January 18,
is conceived as suggesting a “doting on tra-
dition.” This seems to me unjust. Mr.
Clark is no blind advocate of the past. Like
other humanists (like the Brooks-Mumford
school of criticism also), he believes that we
must seek to create a usable past, by means
of a “purposeful and discriminating inter-
pretation.” When a usable past had been
created and widely accepted, we may begin
to hope for a useful future.

In regard to the present revolt in Ger-
many against an unhumanistic university
education, 1 should like to call attention to
the Harvard lectures of Fritz Kellermann,
“The Effect of the World War on European
Education, with Special Reference to Ger-
many” (Harvard University Press, 1928),
particularly page s5z2.

NorMaN FOERSTER.

Chapel Hill, N. C.

A Practical Joke

To the Editor of The Saturday Review:
Sir:

In “All Our Yesterdays” Mr. Tomlinson
has included an incident which he has al-
ready published as a separate article in either
Scribner’s, or Harper's, telling, as one of the
many mysterious occurrences at the front, of
the visit of two French officers to a British
mess, and their extraordinary conduct and
subsequent disappearance, The story is re-
lated to the narrator of “All Our Yester-
days” by an officer who was present at the
occasion.

Both in the magazine where it originally
appeared and in the book Mr. Tomlinson
tells it with a portentous gravity, Yet an
explanation other than supernatural or mys-
terious must immediately occur, it seems to
me, to American readers who have been at
the front.

It is with no desire to detract from the
high and noble seriousness of this book that
I suggest that Mr, Tomlinson and the of-
ficer eyewitness have both been taken in, and
that the two French officers were Norton
Harjes’s ambulance drivers in disguise play-
ing one of the most superb practical jokes
in history or literature on our gallant Bri-
tannic Allies,

HowaRD SWIGGETT-

New York, N. Y.
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j BREWER AND WARREN, Inc, 6 East 53rd St, New York
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NOVEL, tremendous in its scope, stirring in its emo-

tions, convincing in its picture of life; written in the

finest traditions of Henry James and Edith Wharton
—searching detailed portraits of men and women; a merci-
less dissection of a social group.

It is the magnificent, dramatic story of a young artist who
tries to live the creative life. And around him the whole
panorama of a social order intervenes. An order which
decrees that the artist’s life shall be a lonely one... Yet,
Bartram Lloyd did not want to be alone. He wanted to
love and be loved ... But he thought, perhaps that is the
price, the spiritual isolation of the artist ... The artist—to

win that name he would go lonely through all eternity!

This book will stir the chords of your imagination with
its richness, 1ts vitality, its delicate spiritual quality. For
the beauty of the author’s style, the cadence of his words,
the seduciiveness of his phrases, arouses in the reader a

responsiveness of mood that is almost SOLCEry.

Not the least of its extraordinary virtues is its thoroughly

American scene. $2.50
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didn’t give a
hoot and holler

how long | had to stay with For the Defence to
finish it, and 1 closed the book with regret that
there wasn't more... It is for that mass of garden
variety of readers who wish first of all to be en-
tertained . .. A gold mine for writers and readers
of detective novels; it is, in effect, another
Newgate Calendar, more absorbing than the orig-
inal . .. For the Defence as |'ve said, is worth a
hundred detective novels. Or did | say fifty2 —

Well, a hundred 's not too many.” — Walter Yust,
Philadelphia Ledger.

FOR THE DEFENCE

The Life of Sir Edward Marshall Heall
By EDWARD MARJIORIBANKS

MACMILLAN ~

.N'et MACMILILAN Books

The Roosevelt

and theAntinoe
By E. ). Pratt

Sixth Printing -~  $5.00

This is a stirring and dramatic account
in verse of the rescue at sea of the crew
of the sinking Antinoe by the S. 8.
Roosevelt, commanded by CaptainFried.
The heroic deed which lately stirred the Ei8
admiration of the nation is recounted in |
a sustained narrative form which may .

be favorably compared with Masefield’s Dauber,

“Shrange, Gorgeous Tale”

THE LACQUER LADY

A NOVEL OF OLD MANDALAY
By F. Tennyson Jesse

Second Large Printing now ready. Hugh Walpole says: T think
The Lacquer Lady a remarkable combination of history and
poetry ... Bright, glittering background.” §2.50

The Stock Market
Crash and After

By Irving Fisher

John
Wanamaker
By Joseph H. Appel

A noted economist’s analysis Second Large Printing now
of the Wall Street debacle and  ready. This business biography
what is coming. Every busi- of one of America’s great mer-
ness man will find it of value. chants will interest all business

$2.50 men. $5.00

MAHATMA
GANDHLI’'S IDEAS

Edited by C. F. Andrews

“For all of us Mahatma Gandhi’s Ideas
A is...a valnable book. 1 am torn be-
e, tween praising Andrews and emphas-
izing Gandhi; betweeen commending the work of the disciple in
presenting us with a book so filled with sympathy and under-
standing, and describing the actual ideas of the leader himself.”
Harry Hansen in the New York World. $3.00 -

The Rise and Fall of

GERMANY’S COLONIAL EMPIRE
By Mary Evelyn Townsend

This is the first book which provides a connected colonial history
of Germany before 1914 and supplies the need for a survey of late
nineteenth and twentieth century imperialism and international
politics. $5.00
A Spring Announcementof Macmillan Books
will be sent free to any address on request

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
60 Fifth Avenue ~ ~ New York

The Wit’s Weekly

Conducted by Epwarp Davison

Competition No. 8o. A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best short

rhymed poem called “Country Auction.”

(Entries should reach the Sazurday

Review office, 25 West 45th Street, New York City, not later than the morning

of March 11.)

Competition No. 81, A First Prize of ten dollars and a Second Prize of
five dollars are offered for the best specimens of what might have happened
if Mr. Ring Lardner had written “Romeo and Juliet.” (Entries, which must
not exceed 400 words of prose, should reach the Saturday Rewview office not

later than the morning of March 23.

telling the whole story.)

Competitors are advised not to attempt

Attention is called to the Rules printed below.

COMPETITION No. 76

The prize for the best short rthymed
poem, called “First Flight,” has been
divided equally between Claudius
Jones and Arjeh.

THE PRIZE POEMS

FIRST FLIGHT

I—By CLAUDIUS JONEs
HER cheek was pink, her kair a

braid,
Her shadowed eyes awere brown,
And 1, love-sick and half afraid,
1 tried with rhyme and meter’s aid
To write my passion dowwn.

When Marlowe praised the face that
burned

The topless towers of Troy,

I think, not all the praise ke earned

From Mermaid’s aits in couplets
turned

Gave half so deep a joy,

The Muses prize the mighty scene
That stirs the poet's heart,

But more, I think, they prize the keen
Unuttered joy of seventeen,

Too sweet for words of art.

II—By ARJEH

“They'd take mair awashin’,” quo’
Mistress McGlashan,

“Than wud be richt;

There’s nae sense fashin® masel with
splashin’

The hale first flicke.

Them in y'r attic ken I'm rheumatic ;
A for the lave
O’ 9’r fine tenants Poe independence,
A Pl no slave,

Y'r stairkeid’s dirty for Nineteen-
thirty

—But Pm near din;

Poe slopped them even, the hale
damned seeven,

An’ no washed yin”

This was not one of our most suc-
cessful competitions, The absence of
any really outstanding entry has com-
pelled the division of the prize. En-
tries fell into three groups. The least
successful, on the whole, were the
poems that dealt with human flight.
Strangely enough there were only
half a dozen of these, although, T con-
fess, that I was thinking in terms of
aeroplanes when I set the competition.
Marine Ado, Homer Parsons, and
Howard Donnelly were rather better
than Phoebe Scribble and Fanny
Hodges Newman whose “Man takes
to the air” did not sustain its open-
ing lines,

A second group considered the birds,
Joseph Remick’s poem (containing a
murderous cat) was too long to quali-
ly: Eleanor Glenn Wallis, Phoebe
Scribble, and Agnes Kendrick Gray
divided the honors in this group, but
rone of them qualified for the prize.

The third group dealt either with
the Flight into Egypt or varied the
ancient theme of Hadrian. Gardia L.
Blackney bettered R. S. Buck’s mov-
ing picture of the Holy Family, and
Clinton Scollard, Alice Boorman Wil-
liamson, and E. R. Applebee com-
peted closely in the second division.
T shall try to print some of their of-
ferings at a later time.

Most of the poems mentioned were
rather more ambitious than either of
the prize entries; but Claudius Jones
and Arjeh made their points better
than anybody else, so that after only
a little hesitation it seemed fairest to
let them divide our fifteen dollars.

We print some poems promised in
recent competitions:

ODE

Dedicating my Encyclopedia Britan-
nica to household use
Minions of ignorance have camped
aboyt
My dwelling, and their oft-recur-
ring bivouacs
Frighten the kine till milk I do with-
out,
Nor can I coax the honey-bees to
give waz,
Let alone honey.
But now more sunny
The lining of my cloud appears.
There comes
Help to the rescue. Look: their
pens are brighter
Than swords! Behold: machine-gun
fee faw fums
Spatter destruction—from an old
typeawriter!

Gallant Fourteenth, two million dol-
lars strong,
Galloping down the field in hand-
some bindings!
Thirty-five million words camnot be
wrong ;
So ignorance, turning tail, accepts
their findings
And, kelter-skelter
Running to shelter,
Leaves me this heritage of metaphor
To straighten out as well as I am
able,
Now that's one horse on me—but
there are more:
Thirty-five hundred in my book-
case (s) table! '

Away, ye military figures! 411
Thy work is done. What thou art
now good for is
To raise the children properly. For
Paul
Two books are needed; one will
do for Doris.
Thus for the youngsters
Yet from the tongue stirs
Praise by their elders, while the rapt
eye turns
From page to page, till smells em-
pyreumatic
Warn me that supper on the cookstove
burns,
And fll my nose with harsh ol-
factory static.

To ahat shall T compare thee? O'er
my head
Thou ragest, like a fearful Arctic
blizzard
Bleak and Borean, hurling, if truth
be said,
Slithering drifts of wisdom, A to
Ixzard,
Into my noggin.
Come, let’s toboggan
Adown the slope, Britannia rules the
waves
(Or ruled them till the recent
peace commotions).
In vealms of knowledge then shall ave
be slaves?
Britannica (hail Britannical) rules
the notions!
HomER M. Parsons,

RULES

Competitors failing to comply with
the following rules will be disquali-
fied. Envelopes should be addressed
to Edward Davison, The Saturday
Review of Literature, 25 West asth
Street, New York City, All MSS.
must be legible—typewritten if pos-
sible—and should bear the name or
pseudonym of the author. Competi-
tors may offer more than one entry.
MSS. cannot be returned. The Edi-
tor’s decision is final and T/ke Satur-
day Review reserves the right to
print the whole or part of any entry.




