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~ THE
EMERGENCE
OF MAN

BY GERALD HEARD

“The Life Force long ago decided
that intelligence should lead.*’
—Gerald Heard

The half-man left the tree, to play,
to roam, to outwit the great beast.

He left the cave with a set of
conscious reactions---no longer an
animal.

Centuries later, in Egypt, the first
individual was born.

«“This then is the fundamental
fact about man’s history, that his
mind is an emerging mind . . .
Man’s real history can only be told
as the history of an emergence
into a fuller and more general
awareness of himself, of life and
of the world.” —Gerald Heard

Psychology is Gerald Heard’s tool,
human history his material. The
result is a complete rewriting of
the accepted story of mankind
from a fresh, stirring point of view.

<« A notable book unlocking new
doors of thought.”
—Julian Huxley

“So excellent . so stimulating
that I should be doing a disservice
were I to refrain from booming
it for all I am worth. It it read-
able, brilliant and sound. One
feels that some new explanation,
some new encouragement has en-
tered life.” —Harold Nicolson

THE
EMERGENCE
OF MAN

HARCOURT BRACE & COMPANY
New York $2.75
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Just an idea—situation-—character—Ilocale to start,
is all one needs. GENIE builds around that. A
sensation in literary circles. Endorsed and used by
professional authors. Also praised by new writers
who are being helped in plotting their stories.
Write for full information today.
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A Tennessee Tale

THE WEATHER TREE. By MARISTAN
CuarmaN. New York: The Viking Press.
1932. $2.50.

Reviewed by JoNATHAN DANIELS
N spite of its thin but appealing tale
“The Weather Tree,” the third novel
by Mary and Stanton Chapman
about their well beloved Tennessee
mountains, is lifted above mediocrity by
fine drawings of highland characters and
by the strangely wrought but beautiful
native prose in which the book is written.

The novel would be a better book if the

Chapmans, knowing the mountains so

well, did not love them quite so obviously

and quite so much.

The story begins almost pastorally on
Red Hill, above the village of Glen Haz-
ard, where the laurel is growing over the
scars of abandoned coal mines. Lynn
Clayton, the outlander, comes with
dreams of progress and industry and so-
cial welfare, to develop the mines he has
inherited, to make cheap coal-brick for
the city poor, and to give employment

and uplift to the people of the mountains. :

After him comes Lida Grant, the city girl,
who has lent him the money to develop
his mines. He breaks the mountain peace
with loud intrusion. He builds houses; he
chops trees; he would make Red Hill
stark naked in his progress. Definitely
Glen Hazard does not wish to be uplifted.
It wishes only to be left alone and to be
rid of this stranger. Yet the mountaineers
present a tangible resistance only when
Clayton’s axemen touch Uncle Billy
Whiteoak, the Weather Tree. The moun-
tain confidence of “weathering” him out
is disturbed only when he and Thelma
Lane, the mountain heroine, fall in love.
This simple narrative is deliberately ac-
celerated by leading the love story
through misunderstanding into a conven-
tional mountain melodrama of revenge.
The solution of the story, Thelma Lane’s
choice in loyalty, the departure of the
outlander, grow out of misunderstand-
ings created by difference in language
and spirit of outlander and mountaineer.
The solution is abortive but Glen Hazard
settles into a peace that is real and the
laurel grows back over the mines.

The central figures of the story, the
outlanders, Lynn Clayton and Lida Grant,
and, to a less degree, Thelma Lane and
her brother Chad, are conventional fig-
ures, almost types for outland imperti-
nence and mountain simplicity. The Lane
household is an idealization of the simple
life and the simple, strong, inarticulate
man and woman. Opposed to this ideali-
zation, the newcomers are made unreal
by a complete lack of sympathy in their
drawing. Both are callow and insensitive
figures from a familiar background of big
house and green lawn, thin dishes and
shining glass. Their meagerness makes
less moving the conflict of the novel and
less convincing the idealization of Glen
Hazard.

With the detachment which the authors
lost in drawing these characters, they
have made in their minor characters a
vivid community of true people. There
are the three towers of Glen Hazard
strength, the doctor, the preacher, the
sheriff. Doc Peters practices good with-
out believing in it. Preacher Howard be-
gins his preaching not with Creation but
with here and now. To the mountain peo-
ple, Sheriff Joe Marks “had been a habit
since long along and they were knowen
just how much he would stand.” A lesser
figure in the community but no less in
the story is Uncle Shannon Budd who
pronounced himself “innocent as an un-
burst robin’s egg” but who was good for
nothing but “to sit in a corner and fore-
tell a hard winter.” Other characters,
Squirrel Mercy, Hurd Foster, Lum Mor-
gan, are all natural and living, people as
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real as the mountains.

Not only in the dialogue but in their
own narrative as well, Mr. and Mrs.
Chapman use the forms, the words, the
rhythms of mountain speech. Their me-
taphors and images are highland. The
result is no dialect difficult to read but a
vital native prose enriched by vigorous
mountain and forgotten old English words.
As it is shaped in “The Weather Tree” this
language is not only beautiful but it
seems, too, the inevitably proper language
for the book.

The novel is the first to appear since the
announcement that all of the Chapman
books have been written in collaboration
by Mr. and Mrs. Chapman and that the
name Maristan is not the first name of
Mrs. Chapman but a combination of the
first names of both. “The Weather Tree”
is the January choice of the Book League
of America and is the second of their
novels to be selected by a book club.

Middle-Class Annals

THE NIGHT VISITOR: And Other Sto-~
ries. By ArnoLb BeENNETT. New York:
Doubleday, Doran & Co. 1931, $2.50.

Reviewed by GEORGE DANGERFIELD

E were mostly agreed that

“Imperial Palace” was no

more than a fair to mid-

dling short story stretched
out upon the rack, its sinews cracking
at every page. It was saved from a sort
of grisly tedium by those characters in
it who appeared briefly and inconclu-
sively and were held in no great honor.
Just for that reason it was not so un-
fortunate as it might have been that this
was the last novel Bennett wrote before
he died: and just for that reason “The
Night Visitor” does no violence to his
reputation.

To be honest, these stories are not
very good; the point is that the charac-
ters in them are the sort of people we
should pass over in real life. They be-
long to that class which is equally
barred from the best Mayfair drawing
rooms and the best Limehouse public-
houses . . . the great English middle class,
the class of Oxford undergraduates,
commercial travellers, and conservative
M.P.s, the class which believes in dealing
firmly with India. It despises itself with
such complacent arrogance that most of
the world holds it in contempt and awe;
it is considered humdrum and materialis-
tic; but of all aggregations of humanity it
is perhaps the most romantic. It spends
its idle hours in dreaming of what it can
never be—which, if you like, is quite
stupid and quite human.

Certainly no English writer of our time
has been so much in sympathy with this
class as Arnold Bennett, or had such a
sense of its variety, or was so aware of
its inward thoughts and of the strange
pattern of its outward life. His best char-
acters are always the obscure of this
world. But whereas in actual life such
people hope that anything may happen,
and nothing does happen: in Arnold Ben-
nett’s fiction, more real than reality, they
hope that anything may happen, and lo!
it is so. I say this in the belief that the true
Bennett was the Bennett of “Mr. Pro-
hack” and not the Bennett of “Riceyman
Steps”; and that his enduring work was
the translation of unuttered and unful-
filled desires into the warmth of life and
the finality of action.

Almost all the characters—certainly all
the living characters—in “The Night Vis-
itor” are symbols of an understanding and
sympathy which, of its kind, can hardly
be equalled in English fiction. They may
be imperfect symbols, but they are not
conventional symbols. The young men
are generally good looking, well-dressed,
and intelligent—which is a sin against the
modern short story; and they have the
singular temerity not to be disillusioned.
The middle-aged men are affectionate,

whimsical, and financially secure. The la-
dies have some claim to beauty and are
successful in their love affairs. The cloak
room attendant owns an exquisite man-
sionette and an exquisite wife; the young
and rather priggish don claims his pas-
sionate young beauty from baccarat and
society. No heart beats in vain and every
lane has a turning. . . .

" Arnold Bennett’s enduring work was to
discover the infinite strangeness of the
commonplace, and the result was that his
more indifferent performances had gen-
erally a commonplace appearance. Per-
haps this criticism could be brought
against most of these stories. There is
only little to stand between them and me-
chanical ingenuity; but that little bears
its witness to a great personality. Bennett
was often dull, incoherent, even vulgar;
he wrote at most one great novel and at
least three wretched ones; but few mer
have brought such warmth to life, and in
his time he did more for English fiction
than almost any other half dozen writers
you could mention.

A Relz'gz'ous Fanatic

EBENEZER WALKS WITH GOD. By
GEORGE BAkER. New York: The Macmil-
lan Company. 1931. $2.

Reviewed by ERNEST SUTHERLAND BATES

HIS is a curious, highly original

work, half realism, half grotesque
fantasy, leaving the reader con-
siderably perplexed as to the
author’s purpose. It tells the story of a
pious and ignorant elder of Zion Chapel
who in his old age is led by his equally
pious and ignorant wife to adopt an
orphaned grand-nephew. At first, the
elder, in his puritanical zeal, is troubled
by his wife’s devotion to the child, but,
after a nervous breakdown, when he re-
covers, it is with a fixed delusion that the
child is the Son of God. The bulk of the
book is taken up with the effects of this
delusion on the old man Ebenezer, his
wife Elizabeth, and the child Paul. Eliza-
beth repudiates the connection and
henceforth regards her husband as a com-~
bination of lunatic and blasphemer. Eben-
ezer takes the child and wanders off, first
into the poorer section of London, and
then into the hop fields of Kent. The book
moves for a time into the genre style, with
realistic pictures of the hop-workers and
much use of dialect. Ebenezer wins
friends among his new companions by his
amiability and general harmlessness, and
their attitude toward his delusion—one of
half-contemptuous skepticism mingled
with a vague, unconfessed fear that he
may be right—is very well brought out.
One gets a vivid impression of the fer-
tile soil for religious mysticism that still
exists among those below the educational
level even in these modern days. Had
Ebenezer been younger or a character of
more force, he might have succeeded in
founding a new sect. To have done so,
however, he would have needed personal
ambition and an organizing ability, both
of which he was quite without. As it is,
he merely dies, leaving behind him only
a pitying, kindly memory among his asso-
ciates in the hop-fields, and unassuaged
indignation on the part of his wife and
her friends. The book is weakest in its
treatment of the child. Paul is a pale, un-
convinecing creature; in so far as he is
characterized at all, he is a dull, priggish
youngster, who follows Ebenezer’s lead
uncomprehendingly; one is left entirely
in doubt as to how far his future will be
affected by his early experiences. Perhaps
this was exactly the impression which the
author sought to convey; it is quite in
harmony with the tentative, exploratory
character of the whole book; but it is too
great a demand on the reader to expect
him to be interested in such a nonentity.
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Round About Parnassus

By WILLIAM ROSE BENET

HE first edition of Descent to the

Dead, by Robinson Jeffers, which

comes to me from Random House,

one of five hundred copies num-
bered and signed by the author, was de-
signed by A. G. Hoffman and printed by
Printype, Inc. It is a beautiful book. But
unlike most beautifully printed books
nowadays the poetry it contains is actu-
ally distinguished. The language is beau-
tiful, and robust even though the mood
induced has been a dwelling on death, in
the midst of cairns and dolmens and
ringed circles of great stones. The poems
were written in Ireland and Great Britain
on the occasion of Mr. Jeffers’s recent trip
thither. He identifies himself with Ireland
through his forefathers. He is impressed
by the living quality of the great dead.
He moves in the presence of mighty
ghosts. They overcome for him, tempo-
rarily at least, all faith in the present liv-
ing world where men seem shadows walk-
ing, a midge-dance “Of gutted and mul-
tiplied echoes of life in the latter sun.”
Death and life are both beautiful but
death is a resolution of the discords of
life, and a thing beyond and above even
any earthly immortality. It is better to
rest beneath the ageless stones, to be dust.
Yet the dead of an age of blood and battle
retain strange life:

I hear like ¢ hum in the ground the Boyne
running through the aging

Fields forever, and one of our great blue-
spiral-cut stones

Settle in the dark a hair’s breadth under
the burden of the hill.

“We hear from cairn to cromlech all over
Ireland the dead

Whisper and conspire, and whinnies of
laughter tinkle in the raths.

The living dream but the dead are awake.”

Struck out of these pages is one won-
derful phrase for the barrows near Fin-
voy, County Antrim,—"“bee-bright nec-
ropolis.” Flashing out of the reveries are
two vividly terrible pictures, Mary Byrnes
killing her lover on Shane O’'Neill’s cairn;
Father O’Donnel, the old priest, spitting
on his Christ before an altar in Donegal,

Because the tortured torturer is too long
dying; because the strain in the
wounded minds of men

Leaves them no peace.

That last is a remarkable and unforget-
table presentation. While the description
of the ghosts seen in England is impres-
sive the most truly impressive of the Eng-
lish poems is “Subjected Earth.” It is the
last poem. “Shakespeare’s Grave” is a fine
poem, too, having Shakespeare speak of
his “passionate ruins,” and, at the end,

Oh, a thousand years
Will hardly leach,” he thought, “this dust
of that fire.”

Such is an indication of the movement
of the verse, of its predominating tone.
Jeffers, come as he says from “the west
of the world, where hardly/Anything has
died yet,” feels the overpowering burden
of mortality in what we call older lands.
And yet his mood does not seem to us al-
together new. He is in love with rock,
with monumental silence, =~d if not pre-
cisely in love with death his only way of
seeing life is in terms of the colossal cru-
elty of nature and the mad drama of hu-
man passions or the twisted futility of
human endeavor. One must have a rather
strong stomach for life not to be too heav-
ily depressed by his view of life. It is one
view. I recently read Cawdor for the
first time, and it seemed to us character-
istic of this poet that only the caged eagle
in it begot in the poem a superb lyrical
passage descriptive of the flight of its
spirit after death. The dead kings of Ire-
land appeal to him as the dead eagle ap-
pealed, dead things of ravage, men of
blood. The cruelty of nature deeply at-
tracts him. It is, in fact, his obsession.
This and the uncontrolled passions of hu-
manity certainly still make, as they have
always made, for the most powerful dra-
matic poetry. The story of “Macbeth” is
a wonderfully imagined primitive story
of murder. The “tragedy of blood” is a
commonplace as the basis of the greatest
Elizabethan drama. Cawdor, at the end of
that poem, slashes sight from his own
eyes, having killed his son. The Greeks
derived great drama from incest and phy-
sical violence. As a dramatic poet, Jeffers
moves in the most primitive tradition.

So far as his rhythmic utterance goes,

the feeling still persists in me that Jef-
fers's manner has for the most part been
too loose and prolix. Given a short sec-
tion of any Jeffers poem I think I could
recoghnize his authorship without having
any other indication that he had written
it. But I am not sure. There are passages
so intensely imbued with his own indi-
viduality that one could not mistake them
for the work of anyone else. There is
often essential form. And, as often, to me,
there is not. Tt is not a question of his
notably long line, nor a question of the
absence of strict metrical form as distin-
guished from inherent rhythm. One wres-
tles with a Proteus so far as his style is
concerned. This constitutes my doubt
about the man as a great poet, for he cer-
tainly possesses certain qualities of great-
ness. We have to judge him by higher
standards than we apply to most poets.
The range of his pondering and the power
of his language necessitate that. This
handful of present poems is but an “aside”
compared with the main body of his work,
but it has led me into these speculations.
Whatever may be the truth he is one of
the most striking poets of our period.

It is easy to agree with a quoted com-
ment of May Sinclair’s that “H. Ds po-
sition in literature is secure.” I have
spoken above of the long plangent line of
Robinson Jeffers. In the poems in “H. D.’s”
newest volume, Red Roses for Bronze
(Houghton Mifflin), the line is curt,
quick, nervous, full of crisp repetitive en-
foldments, lyrical almost to the pitch of
piping. It would be stating the obvious to
sayv that it is beautiful, to say that it is ac-
complished. The renderings of Greek
choruses only convince us the more of her
skill as an artist, and over and above this
of her ability to breathe life into what in
most translations remains dead. Take this
in “From Morpheus”:

O I am tired of measures
like deft oars:

the beat and ringing

of majestic song;

give me your poppies;

I would lie along

hot rocks, listening;

still my ambition

that would rear and chafe
like chariot horses
waiting for the race;

let me forget

the spears of Marathon.

One of the most beautiful lvrics of our
time shines in number four of the “Songs
from Cyprus.” It has haunted me long.
And the ten poems in “Halcyon” consti-
tute a sequence as sophisticatedly poig-
nant as may be, written with a kind of di-
vine informality. There are other se-
quences, the title-giving one, “In the
Rain,” “Chance Meeting,” and “Sigil,” de-
licately wrought in frost, yet breathing
warm life, Number three of “Chance
Meeting” is a particularly exquisite poem.
Number four of “Sigil” touches frail per-
fection. In “Epitaph” the poet says some-
thing that, because of her persisting in-
tention, may one day come to be said of
her:

“Greek flower; Greek ecstasy
reclaims for ever

one who died
following
intricate songs’ lost measure.”

The prosodic accomplishment of “H.
D.” is not inconsiderable. If we tire some-
what of rose and myrtle, cyclamen and
asphodel, it is yet a tribute to this poet
that she somehow manages perennially to
refresh her garlands. If we set this par-
ticular book against her other books we
cannot say that it much enlarges her
range, that it adds much to what we know
of her. But it is most certainly not all i
one key. It displays variety. And it is
Galatea-marble. Just as we think that the
flower is folding into stone, the quivering
of intense life is apparent in the petals.

The Palazzo Rezzonico at Venice, where
Browning once lived, has been bought by
the municipality and is to become a mu-
seum of eighteenth-century art, accord-
ing to John o’ London’s Weekly. After
Browning’s death his son lived there for
a time, and later the building was divided
into flats.

The subject for next year’s Newdigate
Prize is to be Sir Walter Scott.
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FRENCH BOOK CLUB

[OVER 1000 MEMBERS IN 2 MONTHS]

HE French Book Club offers you each month
the leading French Book of the Month . . .
chosen in Paris by a committee of four distin-

guished French writers

. . . mailed from New

York to your home address . . . 12 books a
year, for about 83 cents a book!

YOU GET THE BEST OF CURRENT FRENCH LITERATURE

FOR ONLY ] O A YEAR

WOULD YOU LIKE TO
KEEP UP YOUR FRENCH?

Thousands of American men and women
read French books. Or would like to read
them.

French teachers, to whom the literature of
today should be as important as the classics.
Clubs and circles, hungry for a program of
up-to-date French studies. Cultured Ameri-
cans, who, having invested hundreds of hours
and dollars in studying French, see their
investment vanishing with a sigh, “I wish
there were some way to keep up my French!”

But how can they be informed of current
French Literature? No journal reports new
French books completely.

How can they secure them? The few
French book counters are inaccessible to
most people, confusing new books and old,
good books and poor ones.

THE FRENCH BOOK CLUB
FULFILLS THIS NEED

Twelve of the best new French books a
year . . . chosen for current interest to cul-
tured Americans and for literary value . . .
offer a guide and refreshment to French
teachers, a program to clubs and circles,
and constant pleasure to cultivated men and
women.

The November volume, “Champlain,” was
a distinguished biography of the founder of
New France . .. the December volume,
“Saint Saturnin,” is rated by French critics
the most beautifully written piece of serious
fiction in two years . . . the January volume,
“Mal d’Amour” by Jean Fayard, mordant,

amusing, is the Goncourt prize-winner of
1931.

You cannot afford to miss such books. You
cannot afford to wait for translations. No
language loses so much as French when
translated into our heavier, blunter English.
To appreciate the new masterpieces fully
you must read the original.

Join the great group of cultivated men
and women to whom the reading of French
in the original is still—as it has always been
—the mark of an inner circle of fine taste.

HOW THE FRENCH BOOK OF
THE MONTH IS CHOSEN

Four of the most distinguished French
writers, the Comtesse de Chambrun, The
Abbé Dimnet, M. André Maurois, M. Firmin
Roz, in cooperation with the Paris editorial
secretary of the French Book Club, Miss Julie
Kernan, exanmine the current manuscripts of
all the leading French publishing houses.

From these they choose the book of the
month,

This is then purchased, in French, in the
Paris trade edition, and shipped to the New
York office of the French Book Club in bulk,

It is then immediately mailed to members
of the French Book Club, individually, to
their house addresses.

You pay less than boockstore per-copy
prices . . . less than 83 cents a bhook . ..
$10 a year.

What a small sum to assure your invest-
ment in your French studies! How many
more pleasure-hours it provides than $10
spent on an evening of dinner-and-theatre,
or a small purchase at a shop. How little
to secure the enjoyment and benefit that
twelve great French books can give!
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