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Vulgarity in Literature 
WAS Edgar Allan Poe a major poet? 

I t would surely never occur to any 
English-speaking critic to say so. And 
yet, in France from 1850 till the pres

ent time, the best poets of each generation—yes, and 
and the best critics, too—for, like most excellent 
poets, Baudelaire, Mallarme, Paul Valery are also 
admirable critics—have gone out of their way to 
praise him. Only a year or two ago M. Valery 
repeated the now traditional French encomium of 
Poe and added at the same time a protest against 
the faintness of our English praise. W e who are 
speakers of English and not English scholars, who 
were born into the language and from childhood 
have been pickled in its literature—we can only say, 
with all due respect, that Baudelaire, Mallarme, and 
Valery are wrong and that Poe is not one of our 
major poets. A taint of vulgarity spoils, for the 
English reader, all but two or three of his poems— 
the marvellous "City in the Sea" and " T o Helen," 
for example, whose beauty and crystal perfection 
make us realize, as we read them, what a very great 
artist perished on most of the occasions when Poe 
wrote verse. I t is to this perished artist that the 
French poets pay their tribute. Not being English 
they are incapable of appreciating those finer shades 
of vulgarity that ruin Poe for us, just as we, not 
being French, are incapable of appreciating those 
finer shades of lyrical beauty which are, for them, 
the making of La Fontaine. 

T h e substance of Poe is refined; it is his form that 
is vulgar. He is, as it were, one of Nature's gentle
men, unhappily cursed with incorrigible bad taste. 
T o the most sensitive and high-souled man in the 
world we should find it hard to forgive, shall we 
say, the wearing of a diamond ring on every finger. 
Poe does the equivalent of this in his poetry; we 
notice the solecism and shudder. Foreign observers 
lio not notice it; they detect only the native gentle-
manliness in the poetical intention, not the vulgarity 
in the details of execution. T o them, we seem per
versely and quite incomprehensibly unjust. 

It is when Poe tries to make it too poetical that 
his poetry takes on its peculiar tinge of badness. Pro
testing too much that he is a gentleman, and opulent 
into the bargain, he falls into vulgarity. Diamond 
rings on every finger proclaim the parvenu. 

Consider, for example, the first stanza of "Ula-
lume." 

The skies they were ashen and sober; 
The leaves they were crisped and sere— 
The leaves they were withering and sere; 

It was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year; 

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 
In the misty mid region of Weir—• 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber 
In the ghoul-haunted woodlands of Weir. 

These lines protest too much (and with what a var
iety of voices!) that they are poetical, and, protest
ing, are therefore vulgar. T o start with, the wal-
lopping dactylic metre is all too musical. Poetry 
ought to be musical, but musical with tact, subtly 
and variously. Metres whose rhythms, as in this 
case, are strong, insistent, and practically invariable 
offer the poet a kind of short cut to musicality. They 
provide him (my subject calls for a mixture of meta
phors) with a ready-made, reach-me-down music. 
He does not have to create a music appropriately 
modulated to his meaning; all he has to do is to 
shovel the meaning into the moving stream of the 
metre and allow the current to carry it along on 
waves, that, like those of the best hairdressers, are 
guaranteed permanent. Many nineteenth century 
poets used those metrical short cuts to music, with 
artistically fatal results. 

Then when nature around me is smiling 
The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling 
Because it reminds me of thine. 

How can one take even Byron seriously, when he 
protests his musicalness in such loud and vulgar ac
cents? I t is only by luck or an almost superhuman 
poetical skill that these all too musical metres can be 
made to sound, through their insistent barrel-organ 
rhythms, the intricate, personal music of the poet's 
own meaning. Byron occasionally, for a line or two. 

takes the hard kink out of those dactylic permanent 
waves and appears, so to speak, in his own musical 
hair; and Hood, by an unparalleled prodigy of 
technique, turns even the reach-me-down music of 
" T h e Bridge of Sighs" into a personal music, made 
to the measure of the subject and his own emotion. 
Moore, on the contrary, is always perfectly content 
with the permanent wave; and Swinburne, that 
super-Moore of a later generation, was also content 
to be a permanent waver—the most accomplished, 
perhaps, in all the history of literature. T h e com
plexity of his ready-made musics and his technical 
skill in varying the number, shape, and contour of 
his permanent waves are simply astonishing. But, 
like Poe and the others, he protested too much, he 
tried to be too poetical. However elaborately devi
ous his short cuts to music may be, they are still short 
cuts—and short cuts (this is the irony) to poetical 
vulgarity. 

A quotation and a parody will illustrate the dif
ference between ready-made music and music made 
to measure. I remember ( I trust correctly) a simile 
of Milton's:— 

Like that fair field 
Of Enna, where Proserpine gathering flowers, 
Herself a fairer flower, by gloomy Dis 
Was gathered, which cost Ceres all that pain 
To seek her through the world. 

Rearranged according to their musical phrasing, 
these lines would have to be written thus:— 

Like that fair field of Enna, 
where Proserpine gathering flowers, 

Herself a fairer flower, 
by gloomy Dis was gathered, 

Which cost Ceres all that pain 
To seek her through the world. 

The contrast between the lyrical swiftness of the 
first four phrases with that row of limping spondees 
which tells of Ceres's pain, is thrillingly appropriate. 
Bespoke, the music fits the sense like a glove. 

How would Poe have written on the same theme? 
I have ventured to invent his opening stanza. 

It was noon in the 
When Proserpina 
Herself the most 

Was gathered away 
By the Prince of 

Was born down the 
To the gloom of 

Down the tortuous 
To the god's aga' 

fair field of Enna, 
gathering flowers— 
fragrant of flowers, 
to Gehenna 

Plutonian powers; 
windings of Brenner 

his amorous bowers— 
highway of Brenner 
pemonous bowers. 

Of the versification of " T h e Raven" Poe says, 
in his "Philosophy of Composition": "My first ob
ject (as usual) was originality. T h e extent to which 
this has been neglected in versification, is one of the 
most unaccountable things in the world. Admitting 
that there is little possibility of variety in mere 
rhythm, it is still clear that the possible varieties of 
metre and stanza are absolutely infinite—and yet, 
jor centuries, 710 man, in verse, has ever done or 
ever seemed to think of doing an original thing." 
This fact, which Poe hardly exaggerates, speaks vol
umes for the good sense of the poets. Feeling that 
almost all strikingly original metres and stanzas were 
only illegitimate short cuts to a musicalness which, 
when reached, turned out to be but a poor and vul
gar substitute for individual music, they wisely stuck 
to the less blatantly musical metres of tradition. T h e 
ordinary iambic decasyllabic, for example, is intrin
sically musical enough to be just able, when required, 
to stand up by itself. But its musical stiffness can 
easily be taken out of it. It can be now a chasuble, 
a golden carapace of sound, now, if the poet so de
sires, a pliant, soft and, musically speaking, almost 
neutral material, out of which he can fashion a 
special music of his own to fit his thoughts and feel
ings in all their incessant transformations. Good 
landscape painters seldom choose a "picturesque" 
subject; they want to paint their own picture, not 
have it imposed on them by nature. In the thor
oughly paintable little places of this world you will 
generally find only bad painters. (I t 's so easy to 
paint the thoroughly paintable.) T h e good ones 
prefer the unspectacular neutralities of the Home 
Counties to those Cornish coves and Ligurian fishing 
villages, whose picturesqueness is the delight of all 
those who have no pictures of their own to project 

on to the canvas. I t is the same with poetry: good 
poets avoid what I may call, by analogy, "music-
esque" metres, preferring to create their own music 
out of raw materials as nearly as pc«sible neutral. 
Only bad poets, or good poets against their better 
judgment, and by mistake, go to the Musicesque for 
their material. "Fo r centuries no man, in verse, has 
ever done or ever seemed to think of doing an origi
nal thing," I t remained for Poe and the other 
nineteenth century metrists to do it; Procrustes-like 
they tortured and amputated significance into fitting 
the ready-made music of their highly original metres 
and stanzas. T h e result was, in most cases, as vul
gar as a Royal Academy Sunrise on Ben Nevis (with 
Highland Cattle) or a genuine hand-painted sketch 
of Porto-fino. 

How could a judge so fastidious as Baudelaire 
listen to Poe's music and remain unaware of its 
vulgarity? A happy ignorance of English versifica
tion preserved him, I fancy, from this realization. 
His own imitations of medieval hymns prove how 
far he was from understanding the first principles of 
versification in a language where the stresses are 
not, as in French, equal, but essentially and insis
tently uneven. In,his Latin poems Baudelaire makes 
the ghost of Bernard of Cluny write as though he 
had learned his art from Racine. T h e principles of 
English versification are much the same as those 
of medieval Latin. If Baudelaire could discover 
lines composed of equally stressed syllables in Bern
ard, he must also have discovered them in Poe. 
Interpreted according to Racinian principles, such 
verses as 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber 
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir 

must have taken on, for Baudelaire, heaven knows 
what exotic subtlety of rhythm. W e can never hope 
to guess what those ghoul-hauhted woodlands mean 
to a Frenchman possessing onl/ a distant and theo
retical knowledge of our language. 

Returning now to "Ula lume," we find that its 
too poetical metre has the effect of vulgarizing by 
contagion what would be otherwise perfectly harm
less and refined technical devices. Thus , even the 
very mild alliterations in "the ghoul-haunted wood
lands of Wei r " seem to protest too much. And yet 
an iambic verse beginning "Woodland of Weir, 
ghoul-haunted," would not sound in the least over-
poetical. It is only in the dactylic environment that 
those two w's strike one as protesting too much. 

And then there are the proper names. Well 
used, proper names can be relied on to produce the 
most thrilling musical-magical effects. But use them 
without discretion, and the magic evaporates into 
abracadabrical absurdity, or becomes its own mock
ing parody; the over-emphatic music shrills first into 
vulgarity and finally into ridiculousness. Poe tends 
to place his proper names in the most conspicuous 
position in the line (he uses them constantly as 
rhyme words) , showing them off—these magical-
musical jewels—as the rastacouaire might display the 
twin cabochon emeralds at his shirt cuffs and the 
platinum wrist watch, with his monogram in dia
monds. These proper-name rhyme-jewels are par
ticularly flashy in Poe's case because they are mostly 
dissyllabic. Now, the dissyllabic rhyme in English 
is poetically so precious and so conspicuous by its 
richness that, if it is not perfect in itself and per
fectly used, it emphatically ruins what is was meant 
emphatically to adorn. Thus , sound and association 
make of " T h u l e " a musical-magical proper name of 
exceptional power. But when Poe writes, 

I have reached these lands but newly 
From an ultimate dim Thule, 

he spoils the effect which the word ought to pro
duce by insisting too much, and incompetently, on 
its musicality. He shows off his jewel as conspic
uously as he can, but only reveals thereby the bad
ness of its setting and his own Levantine love of 
display. For "newly" does not rhyme with " T h u l e " 
—or only rhymes on condition that you pronounce 
the adverb as though you were a Bengali, or the 
name as though you came from Whitechapel. T h e 
paramour of Goethe's king rhymed perfectly with 
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by Aldous Huxley f%p f*? 
the name of his kingdom; and when Laforgue wrote 
of that "rot de Thule, Immacule" his rime riche was 
entirely above suspicion. Poe's rich rhymes, on the 
contrary, are seldom above suspicion. Tha t dank 
tarn of Auber is only very dubiously a fit poetical 
companion for the tenth month; and though Mount 
Yaanek is, ex hyfothesl, a volcano, the rhyme with 
volcanic is, frankly, impossible. On other occasions 
Poe's proper names rhyme not only well enough, 
but actually, in the particular context, much too well. 
Dead D'Elormie, in " T h e Bridal Ballad," is pros-
odically in order, because Poe had brought his an
cestors over with the Conqueror (as he also imported 
the ancestors of that Guy de Vere who wept his tear 
over Lenore) for the express purpose of providing 
a richly musical-magical rhyme to "bore me" and 
"before me . " Dead D'Elormie is first cousin to 
Edward Lear's aged Uncle Arley sitting on a heap 
of Barley—ludicrous; but also (unlike dear Uncle 
Arley) horribly vulgar, because of the too musical 
lusciousness of his invented name and his display, 
in all tragical seriousness, of an obviously faked Nor
man pedigree. Dead D'Elormie is a poetical disas
ter. 

I T is vulgar, in literature, to make a display of 
emotions which you do not naturally have, but 
think you ought to have, because all the best 

people do have them. It is also vulgar (and this is 
the more common case) to have emotions, but to 
express them so badly, with so much too many pro-
testings, that you seem to have no natural feelings, 
nut to be merely fabricating emotions by a process 
(if literary forgery. Sincerity in art, as I have 
[lointed out elsewhere, is mainly a matter of talent. 
Keats's love letters ring true, because he had great 
literary gifts. Most men and women are capable of 
feeling passion, but not of expressing it; their love 
letters (as we learn from the specimens read aloud 
,it inquests and murder trials, in the divorce court, 
during breach of promise cases) are either tritely flat 
lu' tritely bombastic. In either case manifestly in
sincere, and in the second case also vulgar—for to 
protest too much is always vulgar, when the pro
testations are so incompetent as not to carry convic
tion. And perhaps siich excessive protestations can 
never be convincing, however accomplished the pro
tester. D'Annunzio, for example—nobody could do 
a job of writing better than d'Annunzio. But when, 
as is too often the case, he makes much ado about 
n<jthing, we find it hard to be convinced either of the 
importance of the nothing, or of the sincerity of the 
author's emotion about it—and this in spite of the 
incomparable splendor of d'Annunzio's much ado. 
True, excessive protestings may convince a certain 
public at a certain time. But when the circum
stances, which rendered the public sensitive to the 
force and blind to the vulgarity of the too much pro
testing, have changed, the protests cease to convince. 
Mackenzie's "Man of Feeling," for example, pro
tests its author's sensibility with an extravagance that 
seems now, not merely vulgar, but positively ludi
crous. At the time of its publication sentimentality 
was, for various reasons, extremeU- fashionable. Cir
cumstances changed and " T h e Man of Feeling" re
vealed itself as vulgar to the point of ridiculousness; 
and vulgar and ridiculous it has remained ever since 
and doubtless will remain. 

TH E case of Dickens is a strange one. The 
really monstrous emcjtional vulgarity, of 
which he is guilty now and then in all his 

books and almost continuously in " T h e Old Curi
osity Shop," is not the emotional vulgarity of on'-
who simulates feelings which he does not liave. It 
is evident, on the contrar)-, that Dickens felt most 
poignantly for and with liis Little Nell; that he 
wept over her sufferings, piously revered her good
ness, and exulted in her jows. He had an overflow
ing heart; but the trouble was that it overfloweti 
with such curious, and L-ven I'ather repellent, secre
tions. T h e creator of the later Pickwick and the 
Cheeryble Brothers, of Tim Linkwater and the 
Bachelor and Mr. Garland and so many other grue
some old Peter Pans was obviously a little abnormal 
in his emotional reactions. There was something 
rather wrong with a man who could take this lachry
mose an4 tremulous pleasure in adult infantility. He 

would doubtless have justified his rather frightful 
emotional taste by a reference to the New Testa
ment. But the child-like qualities of character com
mended by Jesus are certainly not the same as those 
which distinguish the old infants in Dickens's novels. 
There is all the difference in the world between in
fants and children. Infants are stupid and unaware 
and subhuman. Children are remarkable for their 
intelligence and ardor, for their curiosity, their in
tolerance of shams, the clarity and ruthlessness of 
their vision. From all accounts Jesus must have 
been childlike, not at all infantile. A childlike man 
is not a man whose development has been arrested; 
on the contrary, he is a man who has given himself 
a chance of continuing to develop long after most 
adults have muffled themselves in the cocoon of mid
dle-aged habit and convention. An infantile man 
is one who has not developed at all, or who has re
gressed towards the womb, into a comfortable una-
wareness. So far from being attractive and com
mendable, an infantile man is really a most repulsive, 
because a truly monstrous and misshapen being. A 
writer who can tearfully adore those stout or cadav
erous old babies, snugly ensconced in their mental 
and economic womb-substitutes and sucking, between 
false teeth, their thumbs, must have something seri
ously amiss with his emotional constitution. 

One of Dickens's most striking peculiarities is that, 
whenever in his writing he becomes emotional, he 
ceases instantly to use his intelligence. T h e over
flowing of his heart drowns his head and even dims 
his eyes; for, whenever he is in the melting mood, 
Dickens ceases to be able, and probably ceases even 
to wish, to sec reality. His one and only desire on 
these occasions is just to overflow, nothing else. 
Which he does, with a vengeance and in an atrocious 
blank verse that is meant to be poetical prose and 
succeeds only in being the worst kind of fustian. 
"When Death strikes down the innocent and young, 
from c very fragile form from which he lets the pant
ing spirit free, a hundred virtues rise, in shapes of 
mcrc\ , charity, and love, to walk the world and bless 
it. Of every tear that sorrowing mortals shed on 
such green graves, some good is born, some gentler 
nature comes. In the Destroyer's steps there spring 
up bright creations that defy his power, and his dark 
path becomes a way of light to Heaven." And so 
on, a stanchless flux. 

.\Ientally drowned and blinded by the sticky over-
tiowings of his heart, Dickens was incapable, when 
moved, of recreating, in terms of art, the reality 
which had moved him, was even, it would seem, un
able to perceive that realit). Little Nell's sufferings 
and death distressed him as, in real life, they would 
distress any normally constituted man; for the suf
fering and death of children raise the problem of 
evil in its most unanswerable form. It was Dickens's 
business as a writer to recreate in terms of his art this 
distressing reality. He failed. The history of Little 
Nell is distressing indeed, but not as Dickens pre
sumably meant it to be distressing; it is distressing 
in its ineptitude and vulgar sentimentality. 

A child, Ilusha, suffers and dies in Dostoievsky's, 
"Brothers Karamazov." Why is this history so 
agonizingly moving, when the tale of Little Nell 
leaves us not merely cold, but derisive? Comparing 
the two stories, we are instantly struck by the in
comparably greater richness in factual detail of 
Dostoievsky's creation. Feeling did not prevent him 
from seeing and recording, or rather recreating. All 
that happened round Ilusha's death bed he saw, un
erringly. The emotion-blinded Dickens noticed 
practically nothing of what went on in Little Nell's 
neighborhood during the child's last days. W e are 
almost forced, indeed, to believe that he didn't want 
to see anything. He wanted to be unaware himself, 
and he wanted his readers to be unaware, of every
thing except Little Nell's suft'erings on the one hand 
and her goodness and innocence on the other. But 
goodness and innocence and the undeservedness of 
surt'ering and even, to some extent, suffering itself 
are only significant in relation to the actual realities 
of human life. Isolated, they cease to mean any
thing, perhaps to exist. Even the classical writers 
surrounded their abstract and algebraical personages 
with at least the abstract and algebraical implication 
of the human realities, in relation to which virtues 
and vices are significant. Thanks to Dickens's path

ologically deliberate unawareness, Nell's virtues are 
marooned, as it were, in the midst of a boundless 
waste of unreality; isolated, they fade and die. Even 
her sufferings and death lack significance because of 
this isolation. Dickens's unawareness was the death 
of death itself. Unawareness, according to the 
ethics of Buddhism, is one of the deadly sins. T h e 
stupid are wicked. (Incidentally, the cleverest men 
can sometimes and in certain circumstances reveal 
themselves as profoundly—criminally—stupid. You 
can be an acute logician and at the same time an 
emotional cretin.) Damned in the realm of con
duct, the unaware are also damned esthetically. 
Their art is bad; instead of creating, they murder. 

Art, as I have said, is also philosophy, is also sci
ence. Other things being equal, the work of art 
which, in its own way, "says" more about the uni
verse will be better than the work of art which says 
less. ( T h e "other things" which have to be eqiiSl 
are the forms of beauty, in terms of which the artist 
must express his philosophic and scientific truths.) 
W h y is " T h e Rosary" a less admirable novel than 
" T h e Brothers Karamazov"? Because the amount 
of experience of all kinds understood, "felt into," as 
the Germans would say, and artistically recreated 
by Mrs. Barclay is small in comparison with that 
which Dostoievsky feelingly comprehended and knew 
so consummately well how to recreate in terms of 
the novelist's art. Dostoievsky covers all Mrs. Bar
clay's ground and a vast area beside. T h e pathetic 
parts of " T h e Old Curiosity Shop" are as poor in 
understood and artistically recreated experience as 
" T h e Rosary"—indeed, I think they are even poorer. 
At the same time they are vulgar (which " T h e 
Rosary," that genuine masterpiece of the servants' 
hall, is not.) They are vulgar, because their pov
erty is a pretentious poverty, because their disease 
(for the quality of Dickens's sentimentality is truly 
pathological) professes to be the most radiant healtfi; 
because they protest their intelligence, their lack of 
understanding with a vehemence of florid utterance 
that is not only shocking, but ludicrous. 

Good Cheer for Readers 
{^Continued jrom page 153) 

bers of the book business, which must always be 
added, to or subtracted from, price. 

Wha t makes talk about books? Reviewing and 
advertising indirectly, but directly the intelligent in
terest of those good readers who in every community 
start the talk about good books. And yet to get 
the talkers started, to bring books to their attention 
by the right advertising or a criticism flush with 
enthusiasm, there must be good books to go on. 
Not even Charles Lamb could have been made to 
talk excitedly about the book season of 1929-1930. 

This year, thank heavens, apparently we are go
ing to have the books! Already stirs of excitement 
precede the publication of a dozen early books:—a 
really excellent novel by Booth Tarkington; an 
extraordinary story of Manchuria, humorous and 
beautiful, by Stella Benson; the best novel of her 
series, by Martha Ostenso; a fresh and vivid book, 
compounded of adventure and mysticism, called 
"Lives of a Bengal Lancer" ; the impressive auto
biography of the Archduchess Marie; the first really 
good novel of the Russian Revolution, called "A 
Quiet Street"; fine novels by A. P.' Herbert and 
Francis Brett Young; a book on the Victorians by 
Esme Wingfield-Stratfor>4 that puts new meanings 
in Victorianism; another important contribution to 
the literature of our South in a S&vel by Isa Glenn; 
a new and admirable novel by Priestley, as rich in 
content as " T h e Good Companions" and better 
fiction; more Siegfried Sassoon; the intimate letters 
of .\rchie Butt; a brilliant life of Daniel Webster. 
. . . But this is only a sampling, enough, however, 
t« excite a reader. And enough, too, to make it 
safe to assert that this year we shall have a chance 
to test the theory expressed in these paragraphs. For, 
with (we hope and expect) not too many of the 
other kind, we are going to have plenty of real 
books, after a dead interval. It is our belief that the 
public, hard times or no hard times, will want them. 
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I n the li l^rds 
of a Weird World 
In in tensely impress ion
istic prose — in fevered, 
shifting phrases—a woman 
who came back tells of her 
unforgettable exper i ence 
in an asylum for the insane. 

THE SHUTTER 
OF S N O W . . . by 
Emily Holmes Coleman 

Not merely an important 
case history in abnormal 
psychology, but a profound 
descr ip t ion of a h u m a n 
experience. | 2 .50 

T H E VIKIIIVG P R E S S 

Books of Special Interest 
Strictly Homebrew 

F O R G E R Y I N C H R I S T I A N I T Y : A Docu
mented Record of Jewish-Chr is t ian F o r g 
eries, F r auds , and Fakeries . By J O S E P H 
W H E L E S * . N e w Y o r k : Alfred A . Knopf. 
1930. $4. 

Reviewed by B E N J A M I N W . B A C O N 

Yale University 

I ' H I S is one of the massive crudities of 
•*• Amer ica unveiled before the astonished 

eyes of E u r o p e since the conflict inaugura ted 
by the Scopes t r ia l between Fundamenta l i sm 
and Atheism. A few foreign visitors have 
been a l r eady induced to fol low from N e w 
Y o r k to Los Angeles the nat ional h i g h w a y 
k n o w n as M a i n Street. Possibly more may 
be induced to make the tr ip under the gu id
ance of one w h o confesses himself " a t ra ined 
l awye r w i th wide r ead ing and profound 
l e a r n i n g . " T h e legal t r a in ing ( p r i v a t e ) 
seems to have been pursued under the 
m a x i m , where the evidence is weak, abuse 
the opponent ' s l awyer . 

M r . Wheless has framed an indictment 
wh ich Burke m i g h t we l l envy, not "aga ins t 
a who le n a t i o n " mere ly , but against a l l the 
nat ions of Chr is tendom in al l their history. 
T h i s is his modest u n d e r t a k i n g : 

" I charge and purpose to prove, from unim
peachable texts and historical records, and by 
authoritative clerical confessions, beyond the 

^ | | ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ̂  possibility of denial, evasion, or refutation: 
^ ^ ^ ^ 9 ^ H ^ H j T I. That the Bible, in its every Book, and 
^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ H V 4 H ^ ^ I ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ H ̂ ^ ^^^ strictest legal and moral lujge 

^ ^ K • • • • B f c '"'"'' 
9 V ^ ^ i ^ B > ^ V ^ V B i > J ^ B a K ^ H L ^ B ^ Six fur ther items in the Indic tment follow 

whose genera l substance m a y be gathered 
What does yOUY diction* ^™'" ̂ " - S w i thou t bu rden ing the reader 

w i th more r a v i n g . 

ary say that it is? . . . . 
' 5. ihat the Church was founded upon, and 

SU P P O S E t h a t you w a n t a clear, conc i se through the Dark Ages of Faith has battened 

def in i t ion of t h e s imple w o r d " s k u n k , " ""—(yet languishes decadcntly upon)—monu-
a n d let us assume t h a t you o w n a die- mental and petty forgeries and pious frauds, 

t i o n a r y w h i c h defines t h e w o r d as follows: possible only because of its own shameless 
SKUNK—An Ammcan mcphkine musteloid car- mendacity and through the crass ignorance and 
nivmaoixout jorm, with a bush-] tail, and vi:r-3 large superstition of the sodden masses of Its deluded 
anal glands that .-crcte a liquid of very offensive ^ • , ! . • . . . . j - . -
odor I'hich can be ejected at Will votaries purposely kept _m that base condition 

- , , j L - j r - ^°^ purposes of ecclesiastical graft and ag-grand-
Before you c a n fully u n d e r s t a n d thrs defim- 5^^,^^^^ ^ j ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ conscious and most unconscion-
n o n , y o u m u s t h a v e pa t i ence t o look u p t h e ^,1,,^ imposture. 
meanin;?s 01 mepnitine a n d musteloid, a n d pos-
sibly carnivore ai^d anal . F o u r obstacles t o easy ^^.^ chal lenge M r . Wheless 
c o m p r e h e n s i o n ! „^,. . , ' ' , • ' r 1 ?,, , „ ^~ • 

, 1 r • I I • -r • "flings m the face or the C h u r c h . " xo im-
Let us t ry d e n n i n g skunk again. 1 u r n i n g t o -̂  i_ 11 j 1. 

a n o t h e r d i c t i ona ry , a ssume t h a t y o u read : f''''' ' ' ' " O " tho rough ly on any reader w h o 
SKVtiK-A fetid animal of the American genus " lay be disposed to question his immense 
Mephitis, M. Mephitica. By extension—2. Any e rudi t ion he even translates it into wha t he 
f p T l S a l / . T d & a t T i ' S ' r r o l K i h : obviously supposes to be La t in , "in faca 
family Mustidac, as the African zoriUe, Asiatic (sic) eccleStiS." 
-^eledu. or stinkard, etc. See these vvards. I t is a pi ty tha t the extreme youth of M r . 

After be ing a n n o y e d by a m e r e p a r a d e o f ^ j ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ prevented commit ta l to his hands 
La t in n a m e s , we are to ld t o look l a r t n e r ! r i , r , • , -7-, 

, , , , „ , - , , „ , , - . or the defendants case in the cause ceiebre 
A n d n(nv let u.s look u p O K U N K . i n i j • j • » j r i_ i 

^ a l r eady ment ioned, instead of the clumsy 
^ V A ^ ^ ^ _ _ ^ _ y _ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ hands of Clarence D a r r o w . Howeve r , M r . 

Cffi V ^ ^ f I ^ U ^ ^ I C W ̂ W Wheless has prepared himself to £ g h t the 
tlW w w J l X ^ fc^ * » ^ ^ X ̂  bat t le o 'er aga in by di l igent r ead ing of M a y -

Sintplified f^^d Shipley's "a rsena l of defense against 
^ f ^ ^ p ^ . O . - ^ * A ̂ ^^LT can t ing re l ig ious Phar i sa i sm" enti t led " T h e 
JJI^J^ J P I C ^ ^ J A J E V * ^ " ° " M o d e r n Science; a Short His tory of 

the Fundamen ta l i s t At tacks on Evolu t ion 
( E n c y c l o p e d i c E d i t i o n ) and M o d e r n i s m , " i g z g . A judicia l frame 

A t o n c e you find t h e s t ra ight forward defini- of ™'"d being thus induced he exhibits his 
t i o n y o u w a n t , in p la in English, comple te i n " w i d e r e a d i n g " t h r o u g h copious cl ippings 
one reference: f rom the newspapers , and his " p r o f o u n d 

SKUNK—A small American mammal(eenus l e a r n i n g " by al te rna te extracts from the 
^ b l f j ; t ^ i r A T i t ' ' r / ; a t / d ^ T - ? . T f e "Ca tho l i c E n c y c l o p e d i a " (a "clerical con-
odor. In the United States also called polecat. fesslon" which unaccountably escaped sup-

Is it any wonder that the WINSTON is highly ptaised by pression by the R o m a n C u r i a ) and the " E n -
busy people hke Booth Tarkington. Mary Roberts '^ . , .*' _^., , . , , , , • • i 

Rinehart and Zona GaW Used because of its scholarly cyclopaedia ijlblica," a Standard Critical aU-
accura«y by such colleges and urnvetsitics as Harvard, thor i ty of l iberal Protes tant scholars. Seated 
Princeton, Chicago and Columbia, bdited by Henry , . -̂  , , , 
Seidel Canby, Ph.D., William Dodge Lewis, A.M., Pd. a t his ease between these t w o , generously 
D., Litt.D., and Thomas Kite Brown, Jr., Ph.D. supplied by the Staff of any good theological 

E X A M I N E I T F R E E ^ ^ l ^ ^ ^ l ib ra ry , he doubtless also has such assistance 
See this new kind of dictionary at ̂ ^ H H ^ ^ ^ ^ as enables h im to transla te f rom the o r l g -
loupon below.'^witliSit money, ^ ^ ^ ^ M ^ ^ f c inal Greek such a passage as tha t quoted 
at once. We are confident that ^^iBBmB^M f rom P a u l On p . 1 (capi ta ls f rom Wheless) 
S davs' free examination ^ I S ^ ^ H l H ^ ^ ^ ^ H ti-rt • c T . - i_ -i 
will convince responsible ^K/^^^K^^M "Be ing crafty I caught you wi th gui le . . . . 
people, sincerely interest- . ^ ^ ^ ^ H H ^ ^ ^ H F o r If the t ru th of God ha th more abounded 
ed, that they need to . ^ ^ B ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ H T TT^ . i - 1 
own the nevY WINSTON. ^ ^ B ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ M t h r o u g h m y L I E unto his g l o r y ; w h y yet 
Use coupon below. ^ A | ^ 9 ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ am I also ad judged a sinner ." T h u s com-

^ ^ H ^ H ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ for tably ensconced he can nibble like Alice 
Price ^KK^^^^^^^^^r^ ' " W o n d e r l a n d , from the one au thor i ty 

^ ^^HK^^K^^^^^^** U when he wishes to be one of the "sodden 
>̂ ̂  ^^^^^^K^^^^^^^t* JOHN C^ niass of deluded votar ies , " or from the other 

- ^ ^ B f ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ r / * WINSTON when he wishes to rise to the level of the 
^ ^ t ^ S ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ oooWinstoii hlstorlco-crl t ical scholar. A theory of in-

MKK^^^^^^^^r''* T,L .P".'',' ' ',"?' tent ional fraud discarded since the days of 
^^^^SS^^^^^^^^^r J.' X tiiUdelphia 

^ • H ^ g ^ ^ ^ ' Please send me, all ' ^ s eighteenth Century deists makes him 
flpUHj^^HH^^^^^' charges prepaid, the more than a match for the omnis genus of 
K ' - ' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ / thin paper Artkraft Edi- „,.;«5f,,„ft 
H ; ^ ^ ^ r * ' " ° " ( '°°.°°° definitions, pr ies tcrat t . 
t jj*u ^^r^ 1.500 pages, 3,000 illustra- Let not the reader suspect golden support 
Kf,^»iL^ WA tions) of the new Encyclopedic r »* c • .. .L • - J U*!̂ .... 
K | P F 1 V y # * WINSTON SIMPLIFIED DitTrioNARY. f^om Moscow. Soviet athcism is doubtless 
• ' * ' • ' ' ' r . ' p v ' I will either return it within 5 days at u-lad enough of volunteer allies In Its a t -
• I f jr your expense or remit $5.00. 7 7, • ̂  1 -, i j -
• / / tempt to ecraser C' tnjame, but its gold is 
K / > ' Name qiilte too scarcc to be wasted in payment 
W** Address for "confessions" accessible to every reader 
' , , . _ and discovery which only applies to rel igion 
City State •' , . •' , l̂ f . . " 
fCheck here if you prefer: n Persian Morocco « e Same reproach for^ derivation from a 
Edition (black) t>oId edges, $7.50; c Red Turkey background of superstl t lon and credul i ty as 

Morocco Edition, gold edges, $10.00.) , , i ^ . i_ • ̂  T 
Orders taken from outside U.S. should be accomj«nj„t wou ld app ly to as t ronomy or chemistry. In 
by remittance in full. addi t ion the a u t h o r w i l l be grea t ly over

paid by home pa t ronage . M r . Wheless's 
p roduc t is genuine boot legger stuff, g u a r a n 
teed to produce bl ind s taggers In m i n i m u m 
quant i ty . Its base is the s tandard g o v e r n 
ment ar t ic le , diverted from medical and 
sacramental use. T h e f lavoring is news
paper polemic. Only the labels a re o r ig ina l 
— a n d the Lat in . T h a t is strict ly home
b rew. 

Asia A-linor and Syria 
T H E H I T T I T E E M P I R E . By J O H N G A R -

ST.\NG. N e w Y o r k : Richard R. Smith. 
1930. $6. 

Reviewed by E . H . S T U R T E V A N T 

Yale University 

C l N C E Professor Gars tang ' s " L a n d of the 
^^ H i t t i t e s" appeared In 1910 o u r k n o w l 
edge of the ancient history of Asia M i n o r 
and Syria has been enormous ly increased 
not only by new excavat ions bu t even m o r e 
by the in terpre ta t ion of the texts in the H i t -
tite l anguage which H u g o W i n c k l e r dis
covered a t Boghaz Keul in 1907. T h e dis
covery of these documents was recorded in 
the ear l ier vo lume, but thei r in te rpre ta t ion 
belongs to the period since the w a r . Unde r 
these circumstances the a u t h o r has m a d e so 
tho rough a revision tha t he prefer red to 
give the w o r k a new ti t le . 

As a survey of g e o g r a p h y and m o n u 
ments the book is very satisfactory. T h e 
geographica l descriptions, buttressed by ex
cellent maps, are pa r t i cu la r ly useful. T h e 
" L a n d of the Hi t t i t e s" was adorned by 
numerous landscapes and pictures of modern 
vi l lages and their inhabi tants , m a n y of 
which have been omit ted to m a k e room 
for fuller i l lustrat ion of the monuments . 
Whi l e this process m i g h t we l l have been 
carried further , it would , of course, be im
possible to include in a single vo lume any 
t h i n g like a complete publ ica t ion of even 
the more impor t an t monuments . W h a t we 
have is a serviceable in t roduct ion w i th re
m a r k a b l y full descriptions and b ib l iography . 

T h e historical in te rpre ta t ion is less suc
cessful. N o w tha t we have con tempora ry 
documents of Hl t t i te his tory a first-hand 
knowledge of them is w h a t the historian 
chiefly needs. Professor G a r s t a n g realizes 
the impor tance of these documents , and he 
uses several thnt are to be had in t rans la 
tion ; but h o w inadequate these few are be
comes apparen t if one compares the chapter 
entit led "His to r ica l O u t l i n e " wi th Albrecht 
Gotze 's " D a s Hl th i te r -Reich , Seine Ste l lung 
zwischen Ost und W e s t , " which appeared 
in Vol . 27, P a r t 2 of " D e r Al te O r i e n t " 
(Le ipz ig , 1 9 2 8 ) . Gotze made full use of 
the Hit t i te texts, and the l igh t they shed 
upon Hi t t i te his tory completely eclipses 
Professor Gars tang ' s t r ea tment . I n fact the 
chapter contains e r rors t ha t could not be 
m,ade by one famil iar wi th the texts , such 
as the ascription of the l aw code to the 
second ra ther than the first Hi t t i te empi re , 
o r the statement tha t Hi t t i te documents re
la t ing to the period just before 1400 B . C. 
"a re still l a rge ly un in te l l ig ib le , " whereas 
no such documents are k n o w n . M o r e seri
ous is the absence of any clear out l ine of 
the main course of events, such as Gotze 
is able to supply for the ear l ier empire 
( c . 1900-1650 B .C . ) as wel l as for the more 
powerfu l empire of the fourteenth and 
thir teenth centuries. 

It is Gotze aga in whose fami l ia r i ty wi th 
the texts has supplied the on ly reasonable 
interpretat ion of the archaeological m o n u 
ments. Professor Gar s t ang recognizes that 
the so-called " H i t t i t e " a r t of N o r t h e r n Syria 
cannot be derived from tha t of Hi t t i te Asia 
M i n o r , and he observes t ha t the relat ionship 
of the t w o wi th each other and wi th M l t a n -
ni existed even before the Hi t t i te conquests 
in Syria. H e is also inclined to credit the 
Hit t i tes w i th an I n d o - E u r o p e a n o r ig in , a 
conclusion tha t he could not doubt if he 
r ighly understood the l inguist ic evidence. I t 
has remained for Gotze, however , in a re 
view of D a v i d H o g a r t h ' s " K i n g s of the 
Hi t t i t e s " (Orientalistische Literafuneitung, 
1 9 2 7 ) , to d r a w the inevitable conclusion that 
th is " H i t t i t e " a r t is indigenous to Nor the rn 
Mesopotamia or a ne ighbor ing region and 
is p robab ly to be ascribed to the H u r l i (no t 
H a r r i , as o u r au tho r still wr i t es ) and their 
kinsmen, the M i t a n n i . T o them be long also 
the conical cap, the tu rned-up shoes, the 
storm god T e s h u p , and the " H i t t i t e " h iero
glyphic system of w r i t i n g . A l l these were 
bor rowed by the I n d o - E u r o p e a n Hi t t i te in
vaders , just as the Hellenes adopted a la rge 
pa r t of the indigenous Aegean civi l izat ion. 

Professor Gars tang has given us a w e l 
come summary of the archeological evidence 
for the earliest history of Asia M i n o r and 
N o r t h Syria, bu t the reader must look else
w h e r e for the in terpre ta t ion . 

Americana 
N e w books of outstanding im
portance to everyone interested 
in America and things Ameri
can. 

WESTWARD 
By E. Douglas Branch 

A t l a s t t h e c o m p l e t e s t o r y of t h e 
W e s t w a r d m a r c h of e x p l o r a t i o n , 
s e t t l e m e n t a n d d e v e l o p m e n t . " M r . 
B r a n c h ' s f ac i l i t y i n p r e s e n t i n g e v e n t s 
t h r o u g h t h e i r m a k e r s is h e a r t i l y w e l 
c o m e . H e c r e a t e s c h a r a c t e r s a s f e w of 
t h e s o - c a l l e d t o p - n o t c h b i o g r a p h e r s 
of t o d a y c a n . T h i s a b i l i t y , t o g e t h e r 
w i t h M r . B r a n c h ' s m a s t e r y of A m e r i 
c a ' s l e s s e r k n o w n h i s t o r y , m a k e s t h i s 
b o o k o u t s t a n d i n g . " — P h i l a d e l p h i a Pub
lic Ledger. I l l u s t r a t e d w i t h m a p s a n d 
w o o d c u t s . $5.00 

THE MOUND-
BUILDERS 
By Henry Clyde Shetrone 

This splendid work presents all that 
is known of the "First Americans." 
"A lavishly illustrated book by the 
leading authority."—The Outlook. 
299 illustrations. $7.50 

THE AMERICAN 
SCENE 
Edited by Barrett H. Clark 

and Kenyan Nicholson 

H e r e is A m e r i c a f r o m N e w E n g l a n d 
t o C a l i f o r n i a , f r o m C a n a d a t o t h e 
Gulf, h e r p e o p l e , h e r f a r m s a n d 
c i t i e s , h e r b u s i n e s s , h e r h o m e life, 
d i s p l a y e d t h r o u g h t h e u n u s u a l m e 
d i u m of a c o l l e c t i o n of o n e - a c t p l a y s 
b y t h e c o u n t r y ' s f o r e m o s t d r a m a t i s t s . 
I l l u s t r a t e d . $5.00 

GOSPEL 
FOUR CORNERS 
By Frances Gilchrist Wood 

A n o v e l of t h e Surging Seventies, 
of t h a t p i c t u r e s q u e d e c a d e w h e n 
m o d e r n A m e r i c a w a s e m e r g i n g a f t e r 
t h e C iv i l W a r . $2.00 

ON HOME SOIL 
WITH BOB DAVIS 
By Robert H. Davis 

t h e f a m o u s w o r l d t r a v e l e r a n d r a 
c o n t e u r h e r e c a p t u r e s t h e r e a l A m e r 
i c a n i n s o m e of t h e m o s t a b s o r b i n g 
t r a v e l i m p r e s s i o n s a n d s k e t c h e s e v e r 
p e n n e d . $2.00 
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Who killed John rUdaell7 

(John Ridddl according / • Covartuhias) 

The John Riddell 
Murder Case 

A Philo Vane* Parody 
by John Riddell 

(Coray Ford) 
John Riddell. literary sharpshooter, lay 
dead in his library. CruePy and foully 
bored to death. Any one of a,number of 
best-sellers might have done f»r him. 
Lei Philo Vance lead you.to the amazin' 
solution of a heinous and hilarious crime. 
With cartoons by Covarrubias. 
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