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Round about Parnassus 
By WILLIAM ROSE BENir 

JUST PUBLISHED 

TVyTOST memorial books of verse are dis-
-'-'•*- tinguished for their feeling rather 
than for their art. Strength of emotion in 
loss has sometimes blended with high art in 
the utterances of great poets. But the usual 
poems written in remembrance of one loved 
may better be passed over, with recognition 
of the sincere feeling that occasioned them 
merely. The means of expression is usually 
inadequate. We do not, however, feel this 
to be the case in respect to a small privately 
printed volume by Helen Hoyt, whose name 
is already well established among the most 
interesting American women poets of our 
time. Two hundred copies of The Name 
of a Rose have been printed for the author 
by Helen Gentry in San Francisco, and the 
sequence of seventeen poems is dedicated to 
the mother of the author's husband, who 
was born in 1840 at Columbus, Mississippi, 
and died at St. Helena, California, in 19:9. 

This book by Helen Hoyt Lyman, written 
for Sarah Amis Lyman, is composed with art 
as well as sincere feeling and introduces us 
in memory, to one whose spirit must ha\e 
been rare and distinguished. In the four 
poems, "The Locks of Hair," "Wilful and 
Beautiful," "Lie there at Last," and "The 
Truce," we receive impressions of a person 
who endured her own distinct tragedy with 
her own distinct force and beauty of per
sonality. "The Truce," particularlv, con
cerning "the old emulous contending of 
woman with woman for possession," in this 
instance not of the mother's son but of the 
wife's son, is a deeply intelligent medita
tion. It ends in the recognition of an "in
dissoluble accord." "Fable" is a beautiful 
tribute, ending as it does with these lines: 

Though tenuous and most candid-miiJ the 
foam of the delicate bloom, 

Yet had this husli the iron of a ivilder stock 
ho/ding it firm in air, 

And- barbs along all the ste?ns alert in thteir 
defense— 

Of that in-z:iolable, that iniearthlv, that fa
bulous innocence' 

"The Slave-Woman's Grave" contains the 
gist of a characteristicallv American history. 
As it is less intimate than the others we 
shall quote it here in full. Brief as the 
whole book is, its tenderness is unflawed bv 
sentimentalitv, and its record has the breath 
of life. 

THE SLAVE-WOMAN'S GRAVE 
As far av.^ay from the South' as from the 

North, 
111 this strange -valley by titis -vesteru sea— 
In this neiv country, in tlie midst of this 7ieiv 

city— 
A ix'liole lifetime after Gettysburg, a ivhole 

continent 
Betiveen that battlefield a>id this San Fran

cisco gra-veyard ; 
As far from Dixie as from Africa—liomc-

less in all lands— 
Here in this graveyard, iv/iere note her mis

tress too is laid. 
Rest the bones of that slave-iicoman, that 

black friend, 
IVho came idth you so loii^ '^^o, faithfully 

folloiving. 
To this stale of the ivest, tliis Califonii.i, 
As her oivu mother—first from Viriri)?ia 
And then from tlie Carolina Iiome— 
Folloixed your mother to Mississippi in the 

days 
When Mississifpi zras the Wild, tlie Ne-c-

fatientlx. 
Dozen mapless roads and across unnamed 

rivers, 
Follo'ved the ~ahole lo}iit, zca\ ajid ^wver 

turned back, 
No-xv mistress and servant have reached to-

getJier 
The end of their journey, here at the con

tinent's eds,e— 
Tlie edi^e of Balboa's sea; the edv,e oi Asia, 
Where the circle of the ivorld breaks and 

meets a^aiu; 
Reach<'d at last the hirthermost borders of 

all: 
The infinite abysm of Time and dark' 

Beauty for Ashes, by Sally Gibbs, pub
lished by Dorrance & Company in Phila
delphia, has almost all the faults of the 
poetry of a neophyte, and vet for all its 
stammering and confusion, occasionallv a 
freshness of phrase, an honestv of expres
sion that make one impatient that this young 
poet should be content to be so lavishly care
less. Most of the poems are too long, too 
vaguely rhetorical, lapsing too often into 
banality. Soinetimes there is an excruciat
ing juxtaposition of the inflated and the 
commonplace. There is feeling, there is 
temperament, but in her last poem, "The 
Being," Miss Gibbs expresses her own pre

dicament; she has not yet, by any means, 
found her own identity in poetry, neither 
does she seem to know her best from her 
worst. She can write 

Da-zvn ruffled the eyelids of the tozvn 
And it began to stir. 
The shops blinked up their shades. 
The barnyards -zvere stridulous zvith dazmi. 
The cries of the cocks zvere sparkles of the 

sun— 

which is not bad. But then, at the end of 
a poem about love, she is actually capable 
of saying 

Tell jue, are you out for all that you can 

gft, 
Or zuill you bear zvith me for yet azuhile? 

Her most successful poem, perhaps, is 
"The Girls," consisting of little bouquets 
of similes for Mary, Ellen, Evelyn, etc. 
Miss Gibbs generally uses a free verse with 
an occasional interior rhyme which is rather 
clumsily handled. In her case we should 
certainlv recomrtiend that she begin to work 
in strict forms. Even in the beginning of 
"Fireflies," where she appears to have more 
conmiand over her versification than in most 
instances, actual coimnand is lacking. Her 
language leaves little impression in general 
because of her lack of precision in epithet 
or of individuality in statement. Yet she 
has certainlv facility, if little of that humor 
toward one's own moods which serves to es
tablish the poet's most serviceable critic in 
his own brain. The afflatus is evident, but 
the figurative speech, which is so much of 
poetry, is not ruthlessly enough examined 
before it is allowed to stand. We have been 
critical to this extent because we feel that 
there is in this writer the making of a far 
better poet than she has as yet tried to be. 

In the Internationa! Pocket Library se
ries, published at +70 Stuart Street, Boston, 
apjiears The Book of Francois Villon, w-ith 
a rather villainous ('Od's mercy, no pun in
tended!) paper cover. The translations it 
contains are familiar enough, by Swinburne, 
Rossetti, and John Payne, but they are al
ways worth rereading, and the Introduction 
bv H. De Vere Stacpoole with its descrip
tions of fifteenth century Paris supplies a 
livid background for the poet. Take this 
sentence: "Teeming with people by night, 
lit bv bonfires, unapproachable even by the 
archers of the watch, the Cour des Miracles, 
like a terrible lantern, lights the Paris of 
\'il!on for the understanding." 

In Poe and Chivers, by Landon C. Bell, 
pulilished bv the Charles .\. Trowbridge 
Company of Columbus, Ohio, we have a 
small book consisting of critical comment 
noon Professor S. Foster Damon's recent 
Thomas Holley Chivers, Friend of Poe, that 
Hanier & Brothers brought out last year. 
Mr. R-.'ll, an ardent Poeite, and quite as e\i-
denth an ardent Southerner, feels that de-
snite Professor Damon's exonerating Poe 
from borrowing from Chivers he has lapsed 
into inaccuracies, b̂ • implication at least, has 
omitted documentation that should have 
been included, such as certain geneological 
information, and has ignored the cultural 
background of the South in the era of which 
h'' writes. We ourself did not read Profes
sor Damon's book, but in several matters 
that appear still to be matters of opinion 
rather than of circumstantial proof Mr. Bell 
makes out a strong case against Chivers. 
He obiects to Professor Damon's title for 
his book as conveying a wrong impression, 
for Mr. Bell's contention is that Chivers 
was never so much a friend of Poe as he 
was a snake in the grass. Doubtless Pro
fessor Damon himself will answer the book 
in controversy. The Poe-Chivers debate is 
now a matter of long standing. Chivers re
mains one of the greatest literary curiosities 
these States have tiroduced. 

Dark Odyssey, bv Donald Wandrei, with 
five illustrntions bv Howard Wandrei, comes 
from the Webb Publishing Conuiany of St. 
Paul, Minnesota. The poet has some fa
cility in verse-forms, but we find little or 
no originality in the volume. "The Five 
Lords" is original in conception, but we 
cnnnot commend the execution, though Mr. 
Wanctrei is fairly fluent in metre. 

DOROTHY PARKER'S 
7\[ew Volume of Toems 

DEATH & TAXES 
two of the many reasons why 

you must own this hook 

THE FLAW IN PAGANISM 
Drink and dance and laugh and lie, 

Love, the reeling midnight through, 

For tomorrow we shall die! 
(But, alas, we never do.) 

SWEET VIOLETS 
You are brief and frail and blue— 

Little sisters, I am too. 

You are heaven's masterpieces— 

Little loves, the likeness ceases. 

At all Bookstores, $1.75- Also an autographed edition, 
limited to 250 copies, $5.00 

18 East 48th St. • THE V I K I N G PRESS • New York City 

"It is important to remember," says John 
o' London's Weekly, "that between the sort 
of criticism that Byron denounced and the 
sort that Arnold exalted into a gospel there 
are many other grades, some of which are 
not literary at all. A critic is one who has 
•some claim to pass judgment on any human 
Oroduction, from a poem to a prize-fight, 
hut always his main duty is to discover what 
is best, not to denounce what is worst." 

Tkz Story That 
HaJToBeTolJ 
For days the doctor kept his story a 
secret until it tortured him so that he 
had to tell it to a total stranger. 
For years Stefan Zweig's masterpiece 
was never translated for fear of offend
ing Anglo-Saxon tastes. 
Now, with the broadening of mores, 
this masterpiece of dramatic suspense 
is presented for the first tirtie to 
American readers. 

AMOK 
A Story by Stefan Zweig 
In a short novel—a field in which he is an 
acknowledged master—Stefan Zweig, the 
great Continental writer, tells the story of a 
doctor suddenly faced with a terrible deci
sion. How he ran amuck bringing disaster 
to himself and to the woman who had comt-
to him with a daring request is the theme of 
this brilliant novelette. 

Beautifully printed and bound in pocket size 
format, ideally suited for steamer present, train 
reading and week-end gift. $1.50 

THE VIKING PRESS 
18 East 48th Street, New York 
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Foreign Literature Points of View 
New German Books 

DIE GROSSE SACHE. By HEINRICH 
M A N N . Berlin: Gustav Kiepenheuer. 
1930. 

DIE J O N G L I N G S Z E I T D E S JOHANNES 
SCHATTENHOLD. By JAKOB SCHAFF-
NER. Berlin: Union Deutsche Verlagsan-
stalt. 1930. 

DIE MICHAELSKINDER. By MARTIN 
BEHAIM-SCHWARZBACH. Leipzig: Insel-
Verlag. 1930. 

KLEINE FANFARE. By A N N E T T E KOLB. 

Berlin: Ernst Rowohlt. 1930. 
GUTE GESELLSCHAFT. By FELIX SAL-

TEN. Berlin: Paul Zsolnay Verlag. 1930. 
Reviewed by AMELIA VON ENDE 

T T E I N R I C H MANN has earned the grat-
•*• -* itude of all thoughtful readers by such 
books as "Professor Unrat" and "Der Un-
tertan," books in which he drew a startling-
ly true picture of imperial Germany, such 
as no other writer of the pre-war period had 
dared to attempt. During the war, too, his 
independent attitude was admirable. Now, 
after a number of books of minor import
ance, he has projected upon his canvas 
with documentary authenticity and sovereign 
power a picture of life in post-war Germany 
which, unbiased by outworn traditions and 
new conventions, sees things as they are sub 
specie aternitatis. "Die Grosse Sache" rec
ords the changed standards of living and the 
struggle for existence of the many, and the 
rise to wealth and position of the few, with
out long-winded description and hollow 
phrases. He portrays in the person of the 
Ex-Chancelor Schattich and the new Vien
nese millionaire Von List political corrup
tion and industrial piracy, and in that of 
the old engineer Birk a man of large family 
who tries to arrest the moral decline through 
poverty by his loyalty to a certain ideal of 
life. The means by which he hopes to save 
them may strike the casual reader as child
ish, but his "invention" is to be taken sym
bolically. The struggle of the family to 
capitalize it and the rapacious efforts of the 
Chemical Trust for its possession furnish a 
plot full of dramatic episodes, involving in 
equivocal situations the wife of the Ex-
Chancellor and the daughters of Birk. But 
his ideal of life sounds the final note in this 
powerful story, written in that clear and 
fluid style which suggests the Latin strain 
in the author's maternal ancestry. 

"Die Jiinglingszeit des Johannes Schat-
tenhold" is the stirring record of a tragic 
youth based upon the author's own experi
ences. So simply and honestly is it told, 
with no superfluous pathos and with an oc
casional touch of whimsical humor, that 
Jakob Schaffner is now ranked with the 
great Swiss masters of the novel, Gottfried 
Keller and Conrad Ferdinand Meyer. Of 
his hero, brought up in 'an orphans' home, 
apprenticed to a shoemaker, he writes: "A 
boy of sixteen is the most unfortunate being 
under the sun." His years of apprentice
ship are years of keen suffering for the 
youth with no little artistic temperament 
and a gift for poetry, music, and drawing. 
The sex problem is present as in all contem

porary stories of youth, but Schaffner is not 
obsessed by it as are so many writers of our 
day. The book stands apart from the many 
German novels dealing with youth by the 
almost naive frankness with which the hero's 
experiences are related. Jakob Schaffner is 
the most interesting example of a "self-
made" writer in the world of German let
ters. 

Martin Behaim-Schwarzbach is a rare 
phenomenon among the younger writers of 
Germany. As publicity does not wotk as 
fast and as unblushingly in European coun
tries as it does in ours, his private life is 
still his own. But it is safe to assume that 
the man who has delved into the history of 
the fifteenth century and has so saturated 
his mind with its religious atmosphere that 
he could reconstruct it with its haunting 
mysteries and its cruel superstitions, mpst 
be himself a mystic. His novel, "Die Mi-
chaelskinder," reads like the story of an
other Children's Crusade. The dominating 
figure is the sculptor at work in his hermit 
shop on a statue of St. Michael for the choir 
of a cathedral. A friend of children, he 
had told them of the fortress which the 
bishop of Avranches had built for the saint 
on a rock jutting out into the sea. With 
the arrival of a mysterious stranger in the 
guise of a juggler, who is no other than a 
former resident ostracized by the orthodox 
populace for refusing to give money for a 
pilgrimage, but is not recognized, a terrible 
catastrophe wipes out the older residents. 
Children, returning from the sculptor, had 
been attracted by the stranger's tricks and 
on reaching their homes find their families 
slain, their homes robbed. Remembering 
the story of St. Michael's fortress, they set 
out to find it and apply there for a home. 
A strange boy who joins them plays on a 
flute which one of the children has found, 
and all along the road the orphaned and 
homeless children follow them. They march 
through Hameln, and when they leave it 
there is not a child left within the \valls of 
that town. The figures of some of the little 
pilgrims are of pathetic beauty. 

"Kleine Fanfare" is a curious collection 
of essays, sketches of travel, recollections of 
meetings with men and women of note, and 
personal impressions on a variety of sub
jects. They do not seem to be correlated, 
but, with the exception of the first chapter, 
bear the stamp of the author's individuality; 
and Annette Kolb is a unique personality 
among> the writers of Germany who have 
risen Into prominence since the war. Most 
interesting are her impressions of the people 
she has met; with a few words she makes 
them live before the reader's eyes. 

Felix Salten's "Gute Gesellschaft," a new 
book of experiences and adventures with 
animals, is very aptly named; for his ani
mal friends are indeed good company. 
Whether he speaks of his falcon, of the kit
ten found drowning, of Liesl the cow, of 
Trefl and Lady and other dogs, he makes 
one feel not only the close bonds that science 
has established between humans and the 
"dumb" creatures, but companionship as 
well. 

The Latest Modern Library Book 
850 pages—Contributions by 38 authorities 

THE MAKING 
OF MAN 

A N OUTLINE OF A N T H R O P O L O G Y 

Edited by V. F. CALVERTON 
Among the 38 articles in the volume are: 

Group Marriage and Sexual Communism . . Robert Briffault 
Homosexual Love Edward Westermarck 
Cannibalism William Graham Sumner 
The Problem of Race Franz Boas 
Concept of Right and Wrong Paul Radin 

" A masterpiece in more than one respect. The materials in it are 

of the highest utility."—Prof. Frank H. Hankins, Smith College 

"The book of the year."—N. K American 

95^ 
at all booksellers 

THE MODERN LIBRARY • 20 E. 57th ST. • NEW YORK 

"The Academy for Souls" 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 
Sir: 

I was touched by the fundamentalism of 
Professor Northrop as exhibited in that de
cisive dismissal of his of "The Academy for 
Souls." Such faith in the certitudes of sci
ence is rare in these days. His colleagues 
in physics and psychology may well be en
vious of his assurance, for with Jeans and 
Eddington descrying in the universe the out
lines of a mathematical Colossus and Ein
stein disclaiming that relativity throws light 
on origins, before the world is much older 
we may all find ourselves back in the arms 
of Mother Church. If mechanical concep
tions of the cosmos have to be thrown over
board, as Jeans says, then theology is not 
such bad form as he seems to believe. Or, 
is it that the Professor is so mid-Victorian 
in his views as to be out of touch with con
temporary thinking? 

Inadvertently I may have strayed into 
the field of thirteenth century theology, 
though I can't imagine any good Catholic 
admitting resemblance between my thesis 
and that of St. Thomas, but in considera
tion of the Thomian reputation the critic 
might have mentioned that we approached 
deity from opposite poles. Mine lacks the 
more pleasing attributes with which the 
saintly philosopher endovfs Him, and we 
diverge in toto as regards free-will and 
morality. But as I suggest, St. Thomas 
may be coming back into fashion, and the 
association may eventually amount to flat
tery. 

However, that is not the point. While 
I am aware that no author has rights a re
viewer need respect, rough justice prescribes 
that the matter adjudicated should be given 
a measure of consideration. In this instance 
I undertook to evaluate consciousness as an 
element with properties and to offer this 
factor as a substitute for natural selection 
as the causal agent in the origin and evolu
tion of vital organisms. This is a radical 
hypothesis completely at \'ariance with ac
cepted doctrines, and the book is an argu
ment to support it. The issue, then, is not 
St. Thomas or the demoded Aristotle or 
even the attitude of Big Business, but 
whether or not this contention had been es
tablished. I think I put up a pretty sound 
case for it, but whether I'm right or not 
the professor does not say. Of one thing 
I'm sure, after reading his article,—he is 
not equipped to decide, so his verdict would 
have been valueless save as basis for an ap
peal. 

No one knows better than I, who have 
been editing magazines and newspapers for 
four decades, that a new idea, or an old one 
revamped, is a challenge. Humanity is so 
adjusted to those it has digested that mere 
contemplation of a different viewpoint ex
cites it to wrath. Witness Russia. Besides, 
all accepted propositions have vested rights 
and retainers to defend them. In venturing 
forth, then, with a theory that seemed to 
cover more of the phenomena in sight than 
those now consecrated I was not unmindful 
of sacrilege. I knew the Academicians 
would turn up their noses or call it revi
valism or let loose the dogs on me. I im
agined, however, that it might be possible 
to escape attention and obtain public hear
ing in quarters where attributions are not 
stock-in-trade. 

There are people professionally at grips 
with objective reality, such as engineers, ar
chitects, builders, and manufacturers, who 
know the language of specifications, whose 
minds are not clogged with ascriptions, and 
who get things done. Folks such as these 
should be able to check an analysis of the 
principles that enter into an action and 
from their experience of process and opera
tion, recognize its truth or falsity. Ordi
nary accountancy for an action includes set
up, motive, design, energy, supervision, and 
fulfilment and when one has separated and 
checked each quantity one knows what the 
whole is about and can take a position re
garding it. My argument was pitched for 
this kind of thinking, and in order to get an 
outside and unprejudiced perspective on the 
affairs of our lives I imported a Martian 
and dramatized my thesis in the form of an 
argument between him and a disciple of 
Behaviorism. The Martian is posed as a 
critic of the prevailing notions of automatic 
determinism and bitter in his denunciation 
of those who believe that the secrets of life 
are hidden in protoplasm. Incidentally he 
tells of an intellectual revolution on Mars 
whose authorities some six hundred years 
ago were caught in the mechanistic eddy in 
which so many of our own are still whirl
ing. It was led by engineers who appealed 
from the Academies to the common sense of 
practical Martians of the Henry Ford, 

Schwab, Owen Young type with the result 
that the scientific hierarchy was overthrown. 
That is the slender basis of Professor Nor-
throp's allusions to the arbitrage of BTg 
Business. May I assure him that my Mar
tian is no nearer relative of Bruce Barton's 
than he is of St. Thomas? 

Anyway, there's nothing especially heret
ical in "The Academy." My Martian has a 
sense both of humor and relativity. He does 
not dispute the findings of the biologists as 
bearing on the physical geography of the 
human system, or the assurance of the Be-
haviorists that the life story of a man is the 
biography of an organism adapting itself to 
an environment. He does insist that cause, 
coordination, architecture, tenancy, and mo
tivation are outside their pictures. No one 
who can read and understand Whitehead in 
the original would be shocked at my pres
entation or conclusions, even though I do 
pitch my narrative In conventional English. 

In conclusion may I suggest to those who 
have thought of investing in "The Academy 
for Souls" not to be deterred by Professor 
Northrop's hard usage? He did not get far 
enough into the book to find what it was 
about. Besides, this Is a busy season for 
professors of philosophy, and he has just 
finished a book of his own. If the editor of 
the S. R. of L. will give It to me to review 
I'll heap coals of fire on his head. At least 
he did not drag in the argument of design, 

JOHN O'HARA COSGRAVE. 

More on "Relief Unbound" 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 
Sir: 

It is difficult to conceive how so ill-man
nered and ignorant a review as that devoted 
to Dr. Montague's "Belief Unbound" could 
have been printed In the Saturday Revieiu. 
It is so obviously conceived in anger and 
brought forth in contempt that its unfair
ness Is apparent on the face of It. Dr. Mon
tague's book—as many of the best thinkers 
whom I have met cordially agree—is a no
table attempt to rethink the whole religious 
problem from a modern point of view and 
with the full equipment of modern experi
ence. Nothing can be more obvious among 
intelligent people than the breakdown of 
confidence In the traditional religious be
liefs. Dr. Montague, Instead of joining the 
ranks of the sneerers—where he might have 
had high honor in present-day America— 
does the far more difficult and thankless task 
of seeking to build up a conception of life 
and the universe In which the things that 
matter most will no longer, as he writes, be 
at the mercy of the things that matter least. 
That he may not have done this to the full 
satisfaction of every serious thinker is alto
gether possible, but that he has made a no
table attempt to clarify and restate the most 
fundamental of all human Issues there can 
be no doubt whatever. Not only are the 
authorities of Yale University to be congrat
ulated upon the appearance of so noteworthy 
a book, but Dr. Montague is to be com
mended for a piece of work searchingly 
honest and philosophically brilliant. 

The climax of the reviewer's ineptitude 
is reached when he patronizingly tells Dr, 
Montague that Prometheus really was not 
a rebel at all, but that he was only a symbol 
to show that divine compassion had its place 
on Olvmpus. Shades of .<Sschylus and of 
Shelley! 

H . A . OVERSTREET. 
College of the City of New York. 

Mint Condition 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 
Sir: 

Reading the article "Mint Condition" in 
the Compleat Collector was like finding a 
green oasis in a desert. I was delighted to 
find that there are booklovers who delight 
In a book even though the book may have 
a stain or a name written on the title page. 

I have been working in a rather select 
little bookshop, the owners of which go in 
for first editions with a bang and a whoop. 
The fuss raised over a first edition and con
dition of dust wrapper and title pages, etc., 
led me to wonder if book collectors really 
did enjoy the matter between the binding. 
I'll confess that hitherto I have enjoyed 
browsing In second-hand bookshops and 
picking up worn, well-thumbed books and 
enjoyed discovering that the preceding 
owner cared enough about a book to make 
notes in the margins. It happens to be one 
of my weaknesses, that habit of bracketing 
similes, phrases, and paragraphs that appeal 
to my mind. I had begun to feel like some 
brutal criminal for having indulged this 
weakness. It was a delight to read the ar
ticle on the subject. 

Milwaukee, Wis. A BOOK LOVER. 
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