NoveMser 28, 1931

THE SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE

329

]

w oIy S -

EIY YW N )
= .-".%

- e W W W W e Wy e Wy W e W p Wy Wy W

The !

BOWLING GREEN

o L Bt Bl W >t Wt w W - -l - -;i

> .

- R

!

d Gl il Gl 6l GaV O il o~ ¢ O~y

Alice and the Aquitania

II

E came up harbor again in

the pink light of late after-

noon, too wise even to try to

match words against that
cluster of stalagmites that will never be
described by deliberate intention; only,
if ever, by accident. Perhaps James Bone
came as near it as anyone: “The City of
Dreadful Height.” It is a much steeper
view from the deck of a tug than from
the high terraces of a liner. We steered
for the deep notch of Broadway, as the
big ships do, and rounded the bend of the
island. F. A. remembered that the last time
we had come up the bay in a tug was the
night President Harding died, when some
great building in Battery Place had left its
lights burning toward sea in the pattern
of a huge cross. “I'm afraid they wouldn’t
do it again for poor old Harding,” was
someone’s comment, Yet no man need be
grudged whatever light he can get as he
heads down those dark Narrows.

We passed the American Farmer at her
pier: a merchantman of letters in spite of
her bucolic name. The other day she
brought over from London the new edi-
tion of Sir Thomas Browne; and is it not
her commander, good Captain Myddle-
ton, who told us long ago that he always
keeps the General Catalogue of the Ox-
ford University Press in the chart-room,
for momentary relief during hours of fog
or soundings? But our minds were on
other matters. The Aquitania was now at
Quarantine and would be up shortly—a
full day late, after a bad voyage. Alice
was to help dock her.

At Pier 42 is a little rendezvous where
the Moran family and their friends the
Barretts wait for the prima donnas to
come in. We tarried there in a plain, un-
demonstrative family group. From the
various errands of the day these stout
workwomen of the harbor came puffing
in. They seemed to wipe their hands on
their aprons and sit rocking gently on
beamy bottoms to talk things over before
the big job. They filled water coolers, the
men took a sluice at the fresh-water hose.
There was Joseph H. Moran, bigger than
ourself; and Helen B. Moran with a small
white dog on board, very alert and eager
of eye, much aware of his responsibility
as the only dog among so many informal
human beings. He stood up with front
paws rigid against Helen B’s bulwarks
and watched the other kinsmen arrive
with critical attention. Oliver (who no-
tices everything) says the small white
dog was furiously annoyed when in the
middle of his supervisions one of the men
sprayed him humorously with a mouth-
ful of drinking water. Certainly it was a
liberty, and the more so if it was done by
someone on the Howard C. Moore or the
Downer X, who were not Morans or Bar-
retts. But I did not see this myself, for at
that moment F. R. was telling me of his
excitement in reading Defoe's Journal of
the Plague Year and asking me (so it
seemed to my morbid mind) why none of
us could write as well as Defoe.

We lay in a knot, haunch to haunch, at
the end of Pier 42. Eugene F. Moran had
followed wus faithfully from Brooklyn.
Grace Barrett was there, and Richard J.
Barrett, and R. J. Barrett. It must be fun
to have a big family and a tugboat to name
after each of them. John Nichols, how-
ever, kept a little in the offing. He was too
proud to join our little gab, for it is John
Nichols’s captain who goes aboard the big
liner and commands the whole fleet of
tugs. The rest of us sociabled our soft
noses together, our upward poking bows
muzzled with the big fenders that look
like a brown bear climbing aboard. Above
the soft aroma of the North River was a
good smell of cooking. We lay in an eddy
of it, for all galleys were busy.

Aquitania loomed up in the haze. Only
someone very important could arrive so
quietly, so steadily, so sure of herself. We
had the oblique profile of her, best for
both women and ships. Every slant of her
seemed to accept homage. She took it as
her due, yet not wholly unconscious of it,
for she was still a little sore from discour-
tesies outside. At sea, alone with gray
trigonometry, she is only a little thing.
Here she was queen. In that soft light she
did not come, she grew. But these were
the thoughts of lubbers. The urchin tugs
(I am sorry to switch metaphors so
often) have no time for awe. They swarm
about her skirts and hustle her with sooty
grasp.

Our little fleet throbbed into action. It
was like letting a pack of well-trained
beagles out of a kennel. No one needed to
be told anything. The routine has been
perfected in every detail. John Nichols
turned downstream to meet her. Joseph
H.and Helen B. shot up ahead of us with a
scurry of froth. Grace Barrett, pirouet-
ting on her solid heel, twirled across our
bow and took the inside track along the
pierheads. Behind this interference Eu-
gene and ourself and Howard Moore fol-
lowed upstream. There was a very strong
ebb, Captain Huseby had told us. But
there was no difficulty of wind, a gentle
breeze from S.W. It was pink November
dusk at its mildest.

Alice and Eugene went outward to join
her. She came huge above us, steadily in-
creasing. Now we had no eyes to note the
movements of the other tugs, only to
study this monstrous nobility of a ship.
It must have been a bad voyage, for she
looked dingy, rusted and salted from
water-line to funnels. High on her slop-
ing stacks were crusts of salt. Her white-
work was stained, her boot-topping green
with scum. The safety nettings were still
stretched along her steerage decks, even
high on the promenade we could see them
brailed up. Passengers at her rails looked
down incuriously as we dropped astern.
Just one more landing, they supposed.

We passed the notice hoard—Propeller
8 feet beneath surface, Keep Clear-—and
with Eugene slid in under her magnificent
stern. Her bronze fans, turning unseen,

- slipped her cleanly along; we nosed busily

into the very broth of her wake. Almost
beneath the overhang we followed, dip-
ping in the great swelling bubbles of her
shove. It was like carrying the train of
an empress. AQUITANIA, LIVERPOOL!
Only the sharks have followed her closer
than that. She was drawing 331% feet at
the rudder-post. The smooth taper of her
hull, swimming forward ahead of us, made
her seem suddenly fishlike. Beneath that
skin of metal you could divine the in-
tricate veinings and glands of her life:
silvery shafts turning in a perspiration of
oil, hot bulbs of light, white honeycombs
of corridor, cell-like staterooms suddenly
vacated. All the cunning structure of
vivid life, and yet like everything living
so pitifully frail. Then Bill Banks the mate
went forward with a boathook. He stood
under her colossal tail with his rod poised
like a lance. “My God,” said Oliver, “he’s
going to harpoon her.” We looked at Eu-
gene F. and there, too, stood one with
boathook pointed. Like two whaleboats
we followed Moby Dick.

She swam steadily. A uniformed officer
and two sailors looked down at us from
the taffrail far above. There was supe-
riority in that look. But Alice M. takes
condescension from none. “Give us your
rope,” she cried. They said nothing. We
continued to follow. A breath of anxiety
seemed to pass over Captain Huseby and
Bill Banks. For now we were almost
abreast of the pier. Perhaps that ebb tide
was on their minds. To deal with that e¢bb
was our affair. They repeated the invita-
tion. “Wait till we get word from the
bridge,” replied the officer calmly. The

devil with the bridge, we could see Alice
thinking. Her job is to get hold of a line
and the sooner the better. At last it came,
snaking downward. Bill Banks caught it,
partly on the boathook and partly on his
neck. The big hawser drooped after it,
five inches thick of new rope. There was
fierce haste to get it looped on the towing
bitts astern. It was Alice who took Aqui-
tania’s first line, from the port quarter.
“You've got to be careful taking a rope
under way like this,” said Captain Huseby
spinning his wheel. “These big ships have
a powerful suction.”
I

Eugene F. took the second line. The
next thing we realized a quick hitch-up
had taken place, and we were towing in
tandem. R. J. Barrett was coupled ahead
of Alice, Richard Barrett was in line with
Eugene. The quartet headed diagonally
upstream. The big hawsers came taut and
creaked. Alice trembled. Up at Aqui-
tania’s port bow were three other tugs
pushing downward, side by side. Seven of
us altogether on the port side. There must
have been half a dozen to starboard, but
what was happening there we couldn’t
see.

Alice shook with life. The churn from
R. J. Barrett boiled past us. The mass of
Aquitania’s stern plus the flow of the
whole Hudson watershed hung on a few
inches of splice hooked over the bitts.
The big ship stood unmoved as a cliff,
while our quartet strained and quivered.
Morans and Barretts dug their twirly
heels into the slippery river and grunted
with work. Steam panted with hot enjoy-
ment. Aquitania didn’t seem to care. She
wasn’t even looking at us. Her port side
was almost deserted. Passengers were all
to starboard looking for someone to say
hullo to. Lights began to shine from the
ports. One was blocked with a wooden
deadlight, proof of smashing weather, A
single steward looked out calmly from
the glory hole. It was all old business to
him. For several minutes nothing seemed
to happen. In midstream a big Socony
tanker, almost loaded under with weight
of oil, stood by to bring in fuel as
soon as she was docked. John D. ready
for business, we thought. There was no
time to lose: she must sail again only 31
hours later. And in this, the very stress of
the battle, they asked us, “How about
some supper?” Alice had hold now. Ap-
parently she could do practically all the
rest of it herself. Captain Huseby was
surprised when we said we were too ex-
cited to eat.

Gradually the big hull swung. The
downward sweep of the tide crisped in a
smacking surf against her side as she
straightened out across the river. Her
great profile brightened with lights in the
thickening dusk. Now she was straight
onto the opening of the pier. She blew
once, very short, a deep, mellow rumble.
Thanks! We all answered in chorus, with
equal brevity. Sure! Our quartet slack-
ened the pull, wheeled off at wider angles
to safeguard her stern as she warped in.
She had pivoted round the corner and
was slowly easing against the camels,
those floating rafts that keep her from
rubbing. Captain Huseby now did his
steering from the wheel at Alice’s stern.
The rest were at supper.

It was blue dark, 5:10 p.m. New Jersey
had vanished except for the bright words
LIPTON’S TEA. Aquitania’s stern was
flush with the outer end of the pier. Her
ensign came down. We could hardly be-
lieve it was all over.

Bill Paton was a little disappointed we
could not stay for supper. But we had
seen too much—and eaten too much lunch
—to be hungry yet. “Next time let us
know a day ahead,” he remarked, “and

DRAWN BY FRANKLIN ABBOTT

we can really give you a meal.” We tried
to compliment the deck-hand on his sure
skill with a hawser. He was embarrassed.
“I'm glad you were pleased,” was his
modest reply. They put us ashore at the
end of the pier.

Why do people build or buy big steam
yachts, we wondered. Surely a tugboat is
the perfect craft. They build them on the
Great Lakes—Green Bay, I think they
said, was where Alice came from. You
can get one like her for something like
$100,000. A maiden voyage in a tugboat
from Green Bay to New York would be a
good trip to take.

Agquitania lay there, a blaze of lights,
stewards busy carrying off baggage. Alice
backed off with a curtseying motion, and
vanished into the dark. She sleeps in
Brooklyn.

CHRISTOPHER MORLEY.

A Dz'plomctt’s Memories

MY YESTERDAYS. By Lorp FRrepErIC
Hamirton. New York: Doubleday, Do-
ran & Co. 1931. $2.50.

HIS is a one-volume reprint, from

the original plates, of the three

books of reminiscence, “The Van-

ished Pomps of Yesterday,” “The
Days before Yesterday,” and “Here, There
and Everywhere.” Lord Frederick Hamil-
ton was son of a Duke and brought up in
the full tradition of his caste. Family rou-
tine sent him to Harrow: this book con-
tains a devoutly Harrovian chapter of old-
boy memories. But instead of going up to
Cambridge or Oxford he entered the
diplomatic service. He was built for a
man of the world, not a scholar, and be-
came a shining example of the public
school Briton at his best.

But he is more than a type. With all
his easy acceptance of rank, its privileges
and responsibilities, he has a private hu-
mor and gusto of living that protect him
from anything like pretence or snob-
bery. He likes pomp and circumstance
on occasion, and registers with a sigh the
passing of the old régime, when in roy-
alty the world possessed at least an orna-
ment above the doorway of the common-
place. But he likes human beings and
human nature more.

His birth gave him entry to the Eng-
lish court in boyhood. At twenty he
went to Berlin as a full-fledged attaché.
He observed with amusement the fru-
gality of the Prussian, his reserve, his
secret dislike of England. He watched
the great Wagner being cosseted by
princesses, heard him play, as well as
Liszt, in private: met Bismarck, then
master of Europe, a friendly visitor at
the British embassy. He tells some en-
tertaining stories of court life and vividly
describes the formalities of court feasts
and functions. From Berlin he was de-
spatched to Austria, thence to Russia and
elsewhere, so that in these pages you
may find an extraordinary picture of
nineteenth century royalty as a sort of
panorama shifting from country to coun-
try but always with the same dominat-
ing figures in the foreground.

This British diplomat also functioned
in his time in Brazil and the Argentine,
in Canada and Calcutta. With him he
carried always his English aplomb but
also his inexhaustible interest in people
and his relish for human contacts of
all sorts. The third part of this volume,
“Here, There, and Everywhere,” is a
random record of his unofficial travels
and adventures in many lands and seas.
The chapters on the West Indies and the
Spanish Main are particularly readable.
There is nothing startling in this book,
from first to last, but it is so unassum-
ing, so genial, so well-bred and tolerant,
even of those changes which have al-
ready made of it a chronicle of dead
things—as to rank among the best of
modern “memoirs.”

Incidentally the book yields quite a
body of evidence about the manners a'nd
speech of a class and a period which
we know chiefly through the more or
less fanciful eyes of the novelists. Thls
passage is especially interesting in view
of certain alleged “Yankeeisms” gnd
“Southernisms.” The aunts in question
were noblewomen of the highest rank
and breeding:

In the ’seventies some of the curious
tricks of pronunciation of the eighteenth
century still survived. My aunts, who
had been born with or before the nine-
teenth century, invariably pronounced
“yellow” as “yaller,” “lilac” and “cu-
cumber” became “laylock” and “cow-
cumber,” and a gold bracelet was re-
ferred to as a “goold brasslet.”




330

THE SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE

NovemsBer 28, 1931

HENRY
SEIDEL
CANBY’S

Classic
Americans

An unusual critical study of eminent
American writers from Irving to
Whitman, viewed against the social
backgrounds of the “classic” period.
Their work is appraised as the
records of the American imagination
rather than as so much historical
document. Many of Dr. Canby’s
sound estimates of these great writ-
ers are radically different from cur-
rent opinion,

“One of Mr. Canby’s admirable qual-
ittes is a sense of balance. This
shows in his choice of subjects, in
the 'way he relates them to the
national background, and in his treat-
ment of the characteristics and cir-
cumstances which made and condi-
tioned each man of genius. . .. The
classic age of American literature
lives for us in the subjects of Mr.
Canby’s seven chapters on Irving,
Cooper, Emerson, Thoreau, Haw-
thorne, Melville, Poe and Whitman.
... No more absurd statements can
now be made—that America is pro-
ducing no critics!”

JOHN MAcCY, N. Y. Times

“Through the thorny scrub of litera-

ture does Mr. Canby guide his con-

fiding readers. He has never done

it better than in his latest book,
CLASSIC AMERICANS.”

CHRISTOPHER MORLEY,

Saturday Review

“A book with information and goed
sense abundantly in its hand and a
style alertly on its toes.”—N. Y. Sun

$3.50

Lovuis
UNTERMEYER’S

American
Poceiry

from the
Beginning to Whitman

“Louis Untermeyer gives what is per-
haps the widest survey of the subject
that has ever been brought within
the compass of a single volume. A
preface that 6ills nearly sixty pages
outlines the entire course of Amer-
ican poetry and leaves the reader
lacking almost nothing in an essential
and complete knowledge of the sub-
ject. Taken together the notes are
in themselves a biographical ency-
clopedia of American poets. . . . Mr.
Untermeyer has made a valuable
contribution to the literature’—
Boston Transcript

$3.50

IMARCOURT, BRACE AND COMPANY
383 Madison Ave. New York

e "]

Some Recent Fiction

Sarab Defiant

SARAH DEFIANT. By MarY BORDEN.
New York: Doubleday, Doran & Co.
1931. $2.50.

Reviewed by TAYLOR ScorT HARDIN

IKE “Three Pilgrims and a Tink-
er,” this latest of Mary Borden’s
novels has great charm. Again she
has a story; again she knows how

to tell it. It’s about a simple English wo-
man (daughter of a vicar, wife of a lord,
mother of two children) who, during the
war, while her husband is off on active
service, turns nurse, goes to the front,
falls in with an attractive British captain,
and causes a great to-do by her ensuing
love for him. At first she is “good”—even
breaks off with the captain when matters
get to a point. But when her husband re-
turns and she meets him in Paris, she
finds him old and insufferably dull. It
won’t work; so, against his lordship’s
stormy protests, she is quick to flee to her
gay young captain when word comes that
he has just been seriously wounded. She
finds him minus a leg. Then comes Ar-
mistice. His lordship will not grant his
wife a divorce. Defiant, she shocks her
high, moral relations by deserting hus-
band and children to go and live with the
captain, who soon takes her to Paris.

Half of the story is laid against that gay,
carefree effervescence which the French
capital was just after the war—diplomats,
aristocrats, smart parties, and femmes fa-
tales. Here the young lovers move and
have their being—until word comes to
the heroine that one of her children lies
ill at home. Whereupon she returns and
for a variety of reasons has to remain
about a year. Meantime in Paris the
wooden-legged captain thinks (wrongly)
that she has deserted him. He is in the
midst of an affair with a famous French
female when his English lady (after her
husband’s death) returns. And now the
stage is set for a beautiful climax. There
is shooting, of course, and all that, but it’s
a dénofiement in the manner of the co-
médie francaise, so no serious harm is
done; and then Paris peters out into dul-
ness, and the lovers return to England,
and are joined at last in holy matrimony.
All of which is as it should be.

In this book, Mary Borden once again
proves that she can write. There’s a glib-
ness, a freshness, a delight to her style
which is as friendly as it is persuasive.
Her thoughts trip along nimbly on top of
a rich flow of simple, well-chosen words.
There is no one who can do her kind of
“light” writing with quite the same grace
and good taste; and there is hardly any
one who has a better sense of catching
portraits and atmospheres with quite the
same easy economy. Her phrases, always
so simple, are often startling in their hap-
piness—as when she says of her heroine
that her face became “foolish with mis-
ery.” In one full sweep we get Lord Ho-
wick. With deftness we get his Palladian
house in England, including the children
and their faithful old governess, Mathilda
Browning. Mary Borden is always superb
when she deals with children. But in this
book she’s even more superb in her han-
dling of the Paris scene, which she does
with a delicious familiarity, not only the
city, but its smart set as well.

Mary Borden seems to have been born
with a sense of narrative sequence,
which, like an ear for music, is an innate
trait, I think, and not an acquired one.
Furthermore, she is an admirable judge
of pace. She avoids chronological concat-
enation whenever it gets in the way of
her story, introduces variety just when
the reader is ready for it, steps up the
tempo when things are happening, slows
it down when rest is needed. Her descrip-
tions never seem static. They sneak into
the dynamic web, almost unobserved. Her
dialogue is excellent—choice spots of if, in
just the right places. “Sarah Defiant” is a
comedy of manners which reads like a
charm. A hundred years from now schol-
ars may conceivably go back to it as they
now go back to “Evelina” and Jane Aus-
ten.

Ez'gbteen Varieties

MR. FOTHERGILL’S PLOT. By Eighteen
Authors. New York: Oxford University
Press. 1931. $2.50.

Reviewed by GLapYs GRAHAM

HE first work of fiction from the

Oxford University Press presents

both 4 new idea and an imposing

list of authors. The jacket ex-
plains, with or without its tongue in its
cheek, that Mr. Fothergill is the literary-
artist landlord of an old Coaching Inn
near Oxford, where English authors are
wont to enjoy his hospitality. And when
one morning he

jumped from his bed
with a plot in his head

he very wisely decided to put it to work.
He gave it to eighteen authors, the Con-
spirators, each of whom wrote a version
of it in short story form. The stories were
collected and are presented in “Mr, Foth-
ergill’s Plot.”

The eighteen codperative authors are:
Martin Armstrong, H. R. Barbor, Eliza-
beth Bowen, Gerald Bullett, Thomas
Burke, G. K. Chesterton, A. E. Coppard,
E. M. Delafield, L. P. Hartley, Storm
Jameson, Sheila Kaye-Smith, Margaret
Kennedy, Edward Shanks, Helen Simp-
son, J. C. Squire, L. A, G. Strong, Frank
Swinnerton, and Rebecca West.

The plot as given out read:

A man gets into correspondence with
a woman he doesn’t know and finds ro-
mance in it, until he meets a girl, falls
in love with her in the ordinary way,
marries her, and drops the mysterious
correspondence. But after a period of
happiness comes dissatisfaction. He
writes again to the unknown woman
and finds consolation till by an accident
it is discovered that the married couple
are writing to one another.

Upon this theme the gamut of varia-
tions is run. Sometimes, as in “They That
Sit in Darkness,” by Rebecca West, it is
almost lost sight of in the subtle drawing
of a character wherein the distinction be-
tween the actual and not-actual is so
blurred that an intense sincerity and
fraudulent mediumship are possible in
the same life-beleaguered individual, or,
as in “A Mingled Strain,” by Storm Jame-
son—which, despite its lack of length,
reads like a novel—so fully developed is
the central character, Jew-artist-lover-
businessman. One story begins with the
great Low Brow movement at Oxford and
ends in suicide. In a “Quartette for Two
Voices” the author omits the marriage
ceremony in a tight-knit and thoroughly
modern version of the story. The reader
is not surprised to find that Mr. Swinner-
ton calls his characteristic sketch “Percy
and Pansy,” nor that Thomas Burke sets
his in Xanadu. Martin Armstrong gives
the plot an extra turn, developing the wo-
man’s character along lines that fringe
the edges of every little art circle today.
Some of the authors have approached
their subject in the lighter vein, others
have indulged in rosy sentimentality, but
most of them have crashed head-on into
a psychological situation that has as many
outcomes and causes as there are authors
to view it.

In an interesting and suggestive fore-
word, called “The Showman’s Speech,”
Mr. R. G. Collingwood points out that the
idea behind “Mr. Fothergill’s Plot” is the
idea that underlay Greek art. The Greek
dramatists were content to tell old stories,
already familiar to their audience, in new
ways. The sculptors, too, told old stories
in their marbles. Mr. Collingwood be-
lieves that the distinction between clas-
sical and romantic art lies just here. “To
be interested in a work of art on account
of what it says, is to treat it as romantic
art; to be interested on account of how it
says it, is to treat it as classical.

The conspirators, then, in Mr. Fother-
gill’s plot have approached their work in
the classical spirit! But the readers? They
are much more likely to take the cash of
eighteen remarkably good short stories
and let the classical credit go.

WE WAITED
FOR THECRITICS

to discover

THE LOVE
OFMARIO
FERRARO

-..AND THEY HAVE
SIMON AND SCHUSTER

“An Exceptionally Able
Novel, overflowing with riches
of character and background. Far
above the average in the things
that make for good reading.”

—The Saturday Review of Literature

‘‘Can Be Counted Upon
to Disturb Your Dreams —
while you hurry after Mario, hap-
py to pursue such venturesome

romanticism.” —The New York
’ Hevald-Tribune Books

‘“Here is a Modern Roman-
tic Novel of strong passions
and far places which belongs
with the best of its kind.”

—The New York Times
Book Review

‘‘A Magnificent Adven-
ture awaits you in THE LOVE
OF MARIO FERRAR Q. Writ-
ten with the aesthetic sensitiveness
of Lafcadio Hearn and the pictorial
expressiveness of Conrad.”

—The Pittsburgh Press

The Love of Mario Ferraro
is at your bookstore. $2.50

:THE LOVE
OF MARIO
FERRARO

By JOHN FABRICIUS

SIMON & SCHUSTER  Publishers

ohn Mst]efoe

“A Book that will Sell
Slowl): and Live Long.”

.$2.50 DOUBLEDAY, DORAN

by CHRISTOPHER MORIEY



