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The Reader^s Guide 
Conducted by MAY LAMBERTON BECKER 

Inquiries in regard to the choice of books should be addressed to MRS. BECKER C/O The 
Saturday Review. As for reasons of space ninety percent of the inquiries cannot be 
answered in print, a stamped and addressed envelope should be enclosed for reply. 

B R., New York, asks jor information 
^ on present political conditions in 

Germany. Two books have just come from 
the press; they should be read together. 
Edgar Ansel Mowrer's "Germany Puts 
the Clock Back" (Morrow) is none the 
worse for being journalism; it is being 
issued simultaneously in Germany, Eng
land, and America. The author, chief of 
the Chicago Daily News Bureau in Ber
lin, tells the story of Germany's revolt 
against its own republic in nervous, strik
ing sentences, alive with interest. What 
he says will be endorsed by many on the 
field, but it will be news to many in other 
lands. Oswald Garrison Villard's "The 
German Phcenix" (Smith & Haas) goes 
much deeper—or rather, starting much 
further back, it takes off for a broader 
jump. For a thoughtful, sympathetic, and 
often saddened report of things as they 
are, nothing beats it. Less picturesque 
than Mr. Mowrer's book, it is more com
prehensive. The former supplements and 
explains the newspapers; the latter illumi
nates contemporary history. It will be 
especially useful to the student to see 
where these two books agree and on what 
points they differ. 

Another Good Samaritan, R. F. Flinter-
mann, Detroit, Mich., has sent directions 
for "Senior Wrangler," so the inquirer 
from Oakland, California, is doubly sup
plied; the elaborate instructions are typed 
that someone else "may get as much plea
sure out of the game as I know others 
have." P. C. C, Cheshire, Conn., asks me 
to pass on to B. De V., Lincoln, Mass., the 
name of "The Garden Guide," published 
by De La Mare and Co, saying he has used 
it for three years and various friends 
swear by and on it. It may be noted that 
the famous De la Mare garden books 
have been incorporated with those of 
Dodd, Mead & Co. E. C. K., Kansas City, 
Mo., has long been looking for a good 
large-type edition of "El Periquillo Sar-
niento," by El Pensador Mexicano (J. J. 
Fernandez Lizardi), which he of course 
desires in Spanish; he wonders if our "su
perior of avenues of information" can 
supply the address of a Spanish, Mexican, 
or South American publisher of a good 
edition of this work, which he can find 
only in one edition, small-type and 
paper-bound, published in Spain. Do I 
see help coming along one of these su
perior avenues? 

Ir7na S. Rombauer, moved by the strong 
praise of her cook book in these columns, 
sent in by my Trevlac, Indiana, corre
spondent, sends me a copy to see for my
self, and I can testify that Benj. Wallace 
Douglass, Hickory Hill, Indiana, who col
lects cook books has made no mistake 
in putting this into a high place in his out
fit; it is the cream of thirty years of cook
ing as an avocation, an anthology of 
favorite recipes set down in a spirit of 
appreciation of good food. Meanwhile, 
noting my romantic feeling for a good 
cook book—for romance will not perish 
while cook books, seed catalogues, and 
books of building plans continue to come 
out—someone has sent me a most unusual 
and valuable work, "The National Cook 
Book," by Sheila Hibben (Harper). This 

is the only cook book I have seen that 
deserves to rank as a serious contribu
tion to our social history—though serious 
is the last word to use for a work whose 
directions are brisk and whose introduc
tion is sparkling. "As the months of com
piling this volume have gone by," says 
the author, "and I have sent and received 
hampers of correspondence with people 
interested in food all over the United 
States, I have let my spirits rise. I have 
felt as if I were writing not only a geog
raphy of this country, but a social study 
of its inhabitants, for I have been in com
munication with people who really be
lieve that how we do things, as much as 
what we do, is significant—-people who 
still hold that a thing, even an apple pie, 
must have style to be important." Pie? 
Style? I'll say so. For style in an apple pie 
means not only looks and taste but that 
indefinable tang of perfection to be foimd 
in certain sections of the Great American 
Pie Belt. In summer, made out of Early 
Transparents or Gravensteins, pie is lyric; 
even in the winter a good Greening can 
lift the heart. Pie begins on p. 362 and 
twenty-three states contribute to it; this 
gives you an idea how Mrs. Hibben goes 
to work. The meats, the soups, and espe
cially the fish, are enough to make exUes 
homesick. Yes, it is truly national, and it 
may keep some dishes from belonging 
to a "passing America." 

"What is the basis," asks H. W. C, Tuc
son, Arizona, "for Thomas Mann's exten
sive knowledge of tuberculosis? Did he 
have it himself, did one of his family ever 
have it, or has he ever practised medicine? 
His acquaintance with it is so authentic 
as to make us wonder." 

I
N 1812 the wife of Thomas Mann was 
attacked by catarrh of the tip of the 
lung. "Then, and again in the next 
year but one," he himself says, "she 

was obliged to stop for several months in 
the Alps. In May and June of 1912 I spent 
three weeks with her in Davos, and accu
mulated—the word but ill describes the 
passivitiy of my state— the fantastic im
pressions out of which the Horselberg 
idea shaped itself into a short tale." It was 
to have been a brief "satyr play"; the fas
cination of death, the triumph of extreme 
disorder over a life founded upon order 
and consecrated to it—these were to be 
reduced in scale and dignity by a humor
ous treatment." It seemed to him at first 
as if this would suffice. It always seems to 
him, he says, as if a book will be easy to 
bring about, and it never is. "Every work
ing idea of mine presents itself to me in a 
harmless, simple, practicable light, in
volving no great effort in the execution." 
But this simple and harmless book had 
him "in its power for twelve years," and 
it was not until 1924 that he brought it 
finally to completion, a triumph of ob
stinacy. In these twelve years he had 
brought to an amazing masterliness the 
idea of epic prose composition as "a 
t h o u g h t - t e x t u r e woven of different 
themes, as a musically related complex"— 
an idea with which he had played in "Tod 
in Venedig," and one with which contem
porary fiction has dallied more than with 

any other method of literary composition. 
It is necessary only to examine Andre 
Gide's "The Counterfeiters," or Aldous 
Huxley's "Point Counter Point," in the 
light of some knowledge of musical archi
tecture, or to recall that James Joyce was 
a deeply informed musician long before he 
wrote "Ulysses," to mark the interrelation 
of the arts in this generation of composers 
and novelists. 

Thomas Mann did not make his first ac
quaintance with lung disease at Davos; 
his second sister, Carla, whose suicide in 
1912 was one of the crucial tragedies of 
his life, had been ill in childhood with in
flammation of the lungs. But the three 

ing alike hut with different meanings. 
"The Secretary's Guide to Correct Modern 
Usage," by C. Sylvester Mawson (Crow-
ell), gives succinct advice on spelling, 
hyphens and divisions, capitals, punctua
tion, abbreviations, figures and numerals, 
as well as type-sizes, italics and their use, 
spacing and indentation, the preparation 
of manuscripts, and the essentials of cor
respondence. It is arranged for instant 
reference. For the second book, "Words 
Confused and Misused," by Maurice H. 
Weseen (Crowell), is a useful little desk-
book, all the more practical becaixse it 
does not disdain to deal with mistakes 
often before corrected. 
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weeks, off and on, in the sanitarium in the 
Alps sufficed for a documentation to 
whose accuracy other "lungers" than 
those in Arizona have testified." It may 
have been because of that very "passiv
ity" of which he speaks that his observa
tion was so sound, searching and compre
hensive. It is my own opinion that such 
"passivity" is the only sound basis for ob
servation, and that a novelist never really 
gets life by going strenuously after it with 
a notebook. 

C L. S., Wallijigford, Conn., asks for 
^ a recent book, not necessarily fic

tion, for reading aloud at the meetings of 
an organization now working for the peo
ple of the Southern highlands. The non-
fiction clause makes it possible to include 
a book every such group should read: 
"Machine Age in the Hills," by Malcolm 
Ross (Macmillan). It may hold up the 
work of the meeting now and again, while 
these poignant chapters quietly and with
out special pleading tell their story of how 
the machine age has "changed hill virtues 
into industrial vices." It does not leave 
things there; it looks ahead and shows a 
chance for the American people to act for 
assuaging the despair of the hills. But it 
makes its case by producing cases, and 
each of them is as telling as a novel. 

If a novel is needed, an entertaining one 
that brings in all manner of picturesque 
elemental local superstitions is "Three 
Brothers and Seven Daddies," by Harry 
Harrison Kroll (Long & Smith). This 
takes place somewhere in the Southern 
highlands; if I knew my geography better 
I could tell where the mountains are 
whose cheerfully named peaks afford the 
book's title. 

K A. F., Mimieapolis, Minn., needs 
, books—not more than two—for a 

stenographer's desk, especially one that 
outlines the correct use of words sound-

THE question most often asked this 
depsirtment has never been answered 

in print. In one form or another it amounts 
to this: "How on earth do you manage to 
do so many things and keep your head?" 

Asked this face to face, I am wont to 
reply by quoting my life's motto: "Leg 
over leg, as the dog went to Dover." This 
may call for a little explanation. The dog, 
confronted with the necessity of walking 
from London to Dover, a considerable dis
tance, was at first daunted, till it dawrned 
on him that by placing one leg in front of 
the other and repeating the process, he 
could in time arrive almost anywhere. 
Quoting this motto in the studio of Cate=" 
de Leeuw, who made the brilliant ilk 
trations for her sister Adele's Javant 
story "Rika" (Macmillan), she was mov 
to make me the accompanying pictui-, 
now my priceless possession. No model 
being on hand, she says he is more heraldic 
than he needed to be, but what he may 
lack in anatomy he makes up in spirit. 
You can see in his eye that he has been 
caught at the moment when the great lib
erating thought struck him. His paw is 
posed for the pas qui coutc. 

I have been told that he is crying Eu
reka. This is clearly an error. He is mak
ing the all-sufficient statement Cur Non? 
Himself a motto, he has a motto for him
self. The two w îll take one over long 
rough roads with a mind at ease and an 
eye cocked for the landscape. 

An original copy of William Blake's 
"Songs of Innocence," with color plates, 
one of which is the only example in the 
world, has been presented to the British 
Musexmi. The donor is Miss E. J. Carey, 
and it was given to her great-grandfather 
by Blake himself. 

THE MEMOIRS OF SATAN 
"Helen was an 
a m u s i n g and 
likeable l i t t le 

beast." 

The Private Life of the Devil 
"Eve . . . one of 
the nicest girls I've 
ever k n o w n . . . " 

9 W® d o u b t whe the r t he season wi l l 
y i e ld any book m o r e e n t e r t a i n i n g , more 
p rovoca t i ve o f conversa t ion than this 
story o f how Satan e n t e r e d rnto some 
of t he g r e a t personal i t ies o f h i s t o r y— 
f r o m Tiber ius t o N a p o l e o n . 

The odd old gen
tleman who was 
w r i t i n g his l i fe-

story. 

I t Is a novel f resh in t h e m e , d i abo l i ca l l y 
br i f f iant in d e v e l o p m e n t . I t may g i v e 
you a new Idea o f wickedness, and an 
amazing new slant on h is tory . $2.50. 
D o u b l e d a y , Do ran . 

Thev had some funny 
i d e a s in Caligula's 

Court. . , 

"My first 1.000,000,000,-
000,000,000 years were 

rather quiet. . . " 
Collated by 

WILLIAM GERHARDI 
Author of "The Polyglots" 

and BRIAN LUNN 
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las such sinister 
brilliance played across the 
pages of a mystery novel. 
For thrilling entertainment, 
don't miss. T H E 

WHITE COCKATOO 
by Mignon G. Eberhart 

Winner of the Scotland Yard Prize 

6th Printing . . $2. CRIME CLUB, Inc. 

" A n ingenius story, rap!<J-fire narrative, a sIcM-

fully contrived plot, a good red-blooded 

tale."—Saturday Review of Literature 

ll^^fi^^inni^iit 
. . . is no more blood-cur
dling than the train of terror 
which pulses through this 
most hair-raising mystery of 
the year —the new novel by 
the author of Murder by an 
Aristocrat. • • u p 

WHITE COCKATOO 
by Mignon G. Eberhart 

Winner of (tie Seotland Yard Prize 

6th Printing . . . $2 CRIME CLUB, Inc. 

"Mrs . Eberhart is a skilful del ineator of hu

mans: she now proves that she can swing 

melodramatic events with the wildest of them 

when she puts her mind on i t . " — N . / . Tribune 

]&]̂ « M%f%l, 
. . . could have taken les
sons from the ruthless murder
er who turned the quiet little 
French hotel into a terror-
ridden shambles, in the year's 
most satisfying thriller— 

WHITE COCKATOO 
by Mignon G. Eberhart 

Winner of (tic Scotland Yard Prize 

6th Printing . . . $2 CRIME CLUB, Inc. 

" M i g n o n G . Eberhart is just coming into her 

own. The W h i t e Cockatoo is one of our own 

personal enthusiasms and we are glad to see 

it making good."—The Retail Soolcse/ler 

^^^m $h^tl©4k 
U©lmL^$ 

.. . . would be baffled by the 
sinister and blood-curdling 
mystery of the little French 
hotel — of the horror that pur
sued lovely Sue Tally — of 
the death that struck from 
dark ness. 

WHITE COCKATOO 
by Mignon G. Ebierhart 

Winner of the Scotland Yard Prize 

6th Printing . . . $2 CRIME CLUB, Inc. 

The New Books 
Fiction 

(Continued irom page 453) 
bu t for the background—the house. Miss 
Ashton has the gift of designing scenes 
and costumes charmingly and significant
ly; t he little pageant of the changes from 
Georgian stateliness through early Vic
torian romanticism and mid-Victorian 
solidity to the disintegration of the p re s 
ent, is admirably pu t on. It seems a pity 
that a good half of the book is laid this 
side of 1900, when the glamor of u n -
familiarity, which is the greatest appeal 
of the book, is necessarily not so strong. 
But even here the author 's skill makes the 
most possible out of her material . This is 
never an important book, bu t always a 
readable one. 

MULLINER NIGHTS. By P . G. WODE-
HOUSE. Doubleday, Doran. 1933. $2. 
"A mer ry hear t doeth good like a medi 

cine. Proverbs , 17, 22," m u r m u r e d the 
Reverend August ine as a benediction a t 
the end of this collection of Mr. Mulliner 's 
reports of the s t range adventures of his 
large assortment of nephews. That is why 
there cannot be too much Wodehouse. 
He is the best of good medicines. This 
volume contains nine short stories, all of 
them well up to Mr. Wodehouse's high 
s tandard. If you have read them, or some 
of them, in their magazine publication it 
doesn't mat te r a bit as it is one of his r e 
markable qualities that his work can stand 
rereading. Even if the plot is fresh in 
mind, there is sure to be some unexi>ected 
phrase, some subtle touch, tha t comes to 
the reader as a freshly happy surprise, 
something not fully savored in a first 
reading. Indeed, Mr. Wodehouse perhaps 
suffers a little from the fate of the h iunor-
ist who runs into broad farce upon occa
sion, in tha t one is apt t o underest imate 
the delicacy and smoothness of his wr i t 
ing in the fine finish of its style. He is a 
master in the construction of the short 
story, but perhaps his most amazing gift 
is his ability to r ing the changes upon e s 
sentially similar comic situations in such 
fashion that each one presents something 
new in an infinite variety. 

Education 
SET THE CHILDREN FREE. By FRITZ 

WiTTELS, M.D. Translated by EDEN and 
CEDAR PAUL. Norton. 1933. $2.75. 
The promoters of this book claim tha t it 

is "for normal parents of normal children" 
and tha t it can answer, from the point of 
view of psychoeinalysis, "every normal 
quest ion" of t he m o d e m parent regarding 
the impulses of children, w h y they tell 
lies, how to prevent feelings of inferiority, 
wha t to tell children about sex, the uses 
and abuses of punishment, and the values 
of the new education. Psychoanalists who 
wish to reach the average individual 
would do well to recall the many months 
of personal analysis prel iminary to their 
own understanding and emotional accept
ance of the principles they set forth. 
Though there is much of wor th in Dr . 
Wittels's book, especially his constant 
stressing of the need of children for e n 
couragement and wise affection, the lay 
paren t will probably find in it many u n 
profitable threats to self-confidence (such 
as the insistence that t he smallest acts 
may have lasting deleterious effect on the 
development of the chUd). Possibly such a 
parent will even be horrified, for Dr. Wit -
tels does not trEinslate his psychoanalyt i
cal words and concepts, startl ing in their 
ambiguity, into those in common use. He 
has, as weU, taken "extreme cases in i l lus
trat ion of his thesis, for nothing bu t d r a 
matic effects can impress a modern reader 
who has a surfeit of sensationalism in his 
daily paper." Jus t as one never imagines 
oneself committing the lur id acts d e 
scribed in the newspaper, so in all p r o b 
ability will the intrepid normal parent 
who perseveres to the end of this book, 
preserve his equil ibrium by the decision 
that it can have no possible application to 
himself. By its very sensationalism, it wUl 
faE of its purpose. Moreover, do not most 
paren ts need encouragement as much as 
children? The sense of guilt, wi th its p a r a 
lyzing effect on constructive action, is too 
easily aroused by such books as this one, 
and unfortimately cannot be dissipated 
for each individual so disturbed by clar i 
fying discussions of the principles as they 
actually apply to him. 

THE MIDDLE GENERATION. By J. D. 
BERESFORD. Dutton. 1933. $2.50. 

With "The Middle Generat ion" Mr. 
Beresford has now completed the second 
stage in his trilogy. Behind h im lies "The 
Old People," a t idy level plain, where 

no wind st i rred and few birds sang; b e 
fore him is another unsmiling stretch 
of country which wUl presumably be 
called "The Young People," or something 
of tha t kind. Might the reviewer, in his 
role of unsolicited adviser, beg Mr. Be res 
ford to think again before he at tempts 
that th i rd stage? The family geography of 
1910-1930 is already known to us; its fruits 
have all been devoured by other wri ters ; 
and it is depressing to think that a novelist 
of Mr. Beresford's undoubted gifts may 
come to grief along its ba r ren roads. 

"The Old People" had little to recom
mend it but technical perseverance—there 
was not much life in it, tha t is to say, bu t 
it was neatly pu t together. What has h a p 
pened to the Hillington family since we 
bade it a tepid farewell there? Old Miles 
and his wife are out of the pic ture now; 
Babs, the daughter , has r u n off wi th a 
farmer; Bob is a rising barr is ter , wi th a 
taste for high society—he is to mar ry a 
peer 's daughter before t h e novel ends; 
Owen, the hero, is a young electrical e n 
gineer, apprenticed to a bourgeois uncle. 
But Owen is only a hero by courtesy. For 
a while, as an ardent and bewildered 
young lover, he makes a serious claim on 
us; bu t thereafter the mild protagonist is 
Time, and the story moves under no 
greater compulsion than that of bringing 
the HUlingtons to the threshold of yet a n 
other book. Owen's one moment of vitality 
—^his touching affair wi th a shopgirl—is 
also Mr. Beresford's one moment of real 
storytelling. The subsequent pages of the 
novel are filled with a melancholy refrain: 
eheu jugaces — the years are slipping 
away; the brougham mus t give place to 
the automobile, Victoria mus t die, morals 
and manners and politics must change, 
Hillingtons must have children. What are 
Owen's spiritual conflicts bu t the merest 
incidents in this th readbare parade? What 
is his lifeless second marr iage bu t an e x 
cuse for keeping the trilogy alive? 

But the Mr. Beresford who enter ta ins 
us between pages 49 and 130 of "The Mid
dle Generation" is a novelist to be r eck 
oned with. There is a simple and p e r m a 
nent beauty in the young Nellie Wood, a 
straightforward vigor in Owen's lust: 
sxirely the novelist who can get so directly 
at our emotions need not waste his t ime 
with the Hillington f ortimes. Already their 
doom is pronounced: for even the F o r 
sytes were ta inted wi th au tumn, and Miss 
Bentley seems to have used u p what little 
energy there was left in t he family saga. 
Nothing remains for Galsworthy's suc 
cessors bu t a wint ry rehearsal of the d e 
cay of English glory, of t he undaunted 
fertility of English males—two facts which 
stale wi th repetition. Before h e presents 
us with a third book, I wish Mr. Beresford 
would ask himself whether its story has 
not already been told. 

DESIRE: SPANISH VERSION. By E V 
ELYN EATON. Morrow. 1933. $2. 

So that no one may be misled by t he 
title of this book, it is perhaps well to s ta te 
at once that "Desire: Spanish Version" 
does not have as its theme tha t desire in 
Spain is different from desire in Labrador 
or Costa Rica or Tierra del Fuego or any 
other habitable land. The ti t le happens to 
be the title of a movie. The movie was t he 
occasion of the meeting of t he he ro and 
heroine of the book, and has something 
to do also with their reunion. Tha t is the 
sole connection of the title wi th the story. 

The story is concerned wi th a violinist 
and a pre t ty Polish girl. It is by tu rns r o 
mantic and sordid, and occasionally a little 
bawdy. The violinist and the girl meet at 
the Paradore movie studios outside Par i s 
and have an affair. This affair, as p r e 
sented by t he author , is somewhat colored 
by the surroundings, and is not very 
pret ty . 

The most interesting aspect of the book 
is the picture it gives—quite incidentally 
—of the activities of a big modern talkie 
studio. The glimpses we get of wha t goes 
on behind the scenes are vivid and seem 
to be t rue . We a re interested by the com
plicated mechanics of taking the scenes 
and the par ts played by all the people r e 
quired to make a strip of film a few feet 
long. This is surely one of t he t r iumphs of 
coordination among machines and people. 

But as to the novel as a whole, we can 
scarcely say it is very interesting. The 
episodes are the stsmdard ones for b o -
hemian novels since Du Mavu-ier. Our 
chief objection is that they a r e not very 
well handled. The author jvunps from one 
to another wi thout sufficient connecting 
links, Etnd her style is—^weU, j i t tery. 

SUBLUNARY. By L. E. MARTIN. Dut ton. 
1933. $2.50. 
Miss Martin, a newcomer among British 

novelists, is to be welcomed as one whose 
first book is somewhat out of the ordinary. 

Its surface t ex tu re is excellent; it is often 
felicitous in phrase, colorful in its descr ip
tive passages, and smoothly fluent. In con
struct ion it sprawls a little, as it covers 
two generations, wi th a glimpse a t a tliird, 
bu t it is sufficiently held together, as a 
unit, by the central character around 
whom it is built. In its thought, in con
ception as a view of life, it can hardly be 
called immature , bu t it is a curiously l im
ited, nar rowly feminine envisagement 
and, as such, seriously astigmatic. Essen
tially, it is a s tudy of sex hostilities by a 
woman who does not adequately u n d e r 
s tand them, though she has moments of 
penetrat ing insight, and the book is of 
value and unusual interest as a sort of 
case history. Incidentally, the title r e 
mains cryptic, unless it is to be referred 
to Dryden 's observation that "All thiings 
sublunary are subject to change." 

Miscellaneous 
THE ORIENT IN AMERICAN TRANSCENDEN

TALISM. By Arthur Christy. Columbia 
University Press. $4. 

A DICTIONARY OF SPANISH TERMS IN E N G 
LISH. By Harold W. Bentley. Columbia 
University Press. $3.53. 

INFANTS AND CHILDREN. By Frederic H. 
Bartlett. F a r r a r & Rinehart . $1.50 net. 

EVANGELINE ADAMS GUIDE FOR 1933. Dodd, 
Mead. $2. 

THE ATTITUDE OF THE J E W I S H STUDENT IN 
THE COLLEGES AND UNIVERSITIES TOWARD 
H I S RELIGION. By Marvin Nathan. Bloch. 

NATURE BY NIGHT. By Arthur L. Thomp
son. Ballou. $3.50. 

UNDERSTANDING INVESTMENT. By Allston 
Cragg. Dodd, Mead. $2. 

THE FUTURE OF EAST AND WEST. By Sir 
Frederick Whyte. London: Sidgwick & 
Jackson. 

AWAKE. By Susan Prior. Ballou. $1.50. 
PSYCHO-ANALYSIS OP THE NEUROSES. By 

Helene Deutsch, M.D. London: Hogarth 
Press. $4. 

DIOGENES DISCOVERS Us. By John Terence 
McGovern. Dial. $3. 

PROBATION AND CRIMINAL JUSTICE. By Shel
don Glueck. Macmillan. $3. 

PERMANENTLY CURING DEPRESSIONS. By M. 
H. Reymond. Baker & Taylor. $2. 

BuNKLEss PSYCHOLOGY. By Herbert Hun-
gerford. Washington, D. C : Green 
Lamp. 

GROWTH AND DEVELOPMENT OF THE CHILD. 
P a r t I. General Considerations. Cen
tury . $3. 

VooDOOS AND OBEAHS. By Joseph J. Wil
liams. Dial. $3. 

DUFAY TO SWEELINCK. By Edna Rickolson 
Sollitt. Washburn. $2. 

T H E TYPEWRITER IN THE PRIMARY AND I N 
TERMEDIATE GRADES. By Ralph Haefner. 
Macmillan. 

YuNiNi's STORY OP THE TRAIL OF TEARS. By 
Ada Loomis Barry. London: Fudge. 

L E M O T JUSTE. By J . G. Anderson. Dutton. 
$4.50. 

FESTIVALS AND SONGS OP ANCIENT CHINA. 
By Marcel Granet. Translated by E. D. 
Edwards. Dutton. $4.90. 

INEVITABLE WAR. By Lieut. Col. Richard 
Stockton. New York: The Pere th Co. 

PSYCHOLOGY OF SEX. By Havelock Ellis. 
Long & Smith. 

LOHENGRIN. Retold by Angela Diller. 
Schirmer. 75 cents net . 

PROGRESSIVE SOCIAL ACTION. By Edward T. 
Dc»iue. Macmillan. $1.75. 

OUR WONDERLAND OF BUREAUCRACY. By 
James M. Beck. Macmillan. $3. 

Pamphlets 
GANDHIISM VERSUS SOCIALISM. By Richard 

B. Gregg. Day. 25 cents. 
A SHORT STORY AND A POEM. By Larirv-

Kyosti. Mester Groves, Mo. Mark Twain 
Society. 50 cents. 

WASHINGTON'S M A P OF MOUNT VERNON. 

Universi ty of Chicago Press. 25 cents. 

Poetry 
TOWER WIDOW. By Mary Owen Lewis. 

Mackay. $1.50. 
EVERYMAN'S SONG. B y Jonathan Doolitde. 

3 vols. Je rsey City. Waat. 
THE CHASE POEMS. By Hasye Cooperman. 

Living Art . Bayard Press. 
THE PARIS PSALTER AND METERS OP B O E -

THIUS. Edited by George Philip Krapp. 
Columbia University Press. $4. 

THE LONG HILLS. By Frederic Brush. P h i 
ladelphia: Swain. $2. 

EVEN S O COME. By Arthur D. Ropes. Bos
ton: Humphries . $2. 

THREADS FROM THE WOOF OF L I F E . By Helen 
S. Ar thur . Stratford. 

T H E GOLDEN MsAStmE. By Ernestine Sel-
lier. New York: Paebar . 

THE ENDURING FLAME. New York: Paebar . 
MASQUERADE. By Kathleen Sutton. New 

York: Paebar . 
T H E CHOIR PRACTICE. By Ellen M. Carroll. 

New York: Paebar . 
TRANSVALUATIONS. By J. Redwood Ander

son. Oxford University Press. $2. 
SACRED SNOW. By Ethel McKenzie. Phi la 

delphia: Roland Swain. $2. 
T H E DIVINE COMEDY OF DANTB ALIGHIERI. 

Carlyle-Wicksteed Translation. Mod
e m Library. 95 cents. 
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Travel 
ARGENTINE TANGO. By PHILIP GUE-

DALLA. Harpers. 1933. $3. 
The light literature which Mr. Guedalla 

offers on the subject of South America is 
very light, indeed, and put with much 
coquetry. 

In a somewhat labored foreword, a Ste-
vensonian pirate, one-eyed, iron hook for 

~a hand, parrot croaking about pieces of 
eight, and all, hails our author as the lat
ter moves down the quay to join his ship 
and lugubriously warns him to Beware oj 
Adjectives. The sections into which Mr. 
Guedalla's jottings on Breizil and the Ar
gentine are divided, bear the names—for 
reasons not apparent in the context—of 
tango steps. And throughout his observa
tions on the neighboring continent, his 
main preoccupation appears to be less the 
subject in hand than his own archness. 

Mr. Guedalla went to Brazil and the 
Argentine to deliver some lectures at the 
universities and as a sort of elder brother, 
it would appear, to a party of young Eng
lish university men going on a somewhat 
similar mission. He remakes the dis
coveries made by all North American ex
change-professors and the more intelli
gent sort of travellers for the past genera
tion or so. 

His truisms are all very well in their 
way, or would be, were their comparative 
banality not heightened in statement by 
the author's determined sprightliness. 
They are interspersed by various triviali
ties of a lecturer's experiences in an un
familiar land—^the South American habit 
of pinning the title of "Doctor" to every 
visitor whom the natives wish to honor; 
the newspaper photographers' flashlights 
which took away his breath; the brass 
spittoon to which one of the visiting Can-
tabridgians accidentally gave a resound
ing kick just as he was about to be pre
sented solemnly to the Rector of a iini-
versity; all amusing enough, and suitable 
for a letter to the folks at home, or even 
in a book of this sort, if simply and di
rectly put, but inappropriate as the sub
ject of such self-conscious elaboration 
and euphemistic artifice. 

Mr. Guedalla, needless to say, writes 
with style. The mere technique of these 
exceedingly superficial impressions is that 
of the literary virtuoso whose "Welling
ton," "The Second Empire," "Masters of 
Men," and half dozen other books have 
given him a reputation for b r i l l i a n c e . 
There are flashes of wit here and there, of 
delicate malice, atmospheric bits deli
cately and delightfully turned out. But 
Mr. Guedalla isn't, after all, writing a let
ter home or merely passing the time of 
day with some of his undergraduate fel
low-travellers. He is venturing—the more 
so after his complaint that hitherto "the 
Muses have somehow failed to hold the 
mirror up to South America"—to present 
to the general public some more or less 
pertinent generalizations on a continent 
and of its greater nations. His manner is 
engaging, but its content is distressingly 
thin. 

Brief Mention 
A useful item in the rapidly growing 

series of books on Technocracy is Allen 
Raymond's What Is Technocracy (Harper, 
$1.50), reprinted from the Herald Tribune 
and intended as an unauthorized but 
readable summary of what it is all sup
posed to be about * * • The now famous 
movie, Girls in Uniform, was based on a 
German play Gestern und Heute, by 
Christa Winsloe, which was later adapted 
in English by Barbara Burnham and is 
now published by Little, Brown & Co. 
($2). • * • Benjamin Constant's famous 
novelette Adolph, supposed to be a veiled 
autobiography of the period of his stormy 
love affair with Madame de Stael, has just 
been printed in a translation by W. Lalor 
Barrett (Dial Press, $2). * • * For those 
who like birds and animals the articles 
from the last edition of the Encyclopedia 
Britannica have been reprinted in a single 
volume with all illustrations (Mammals 
and Birds), Encyclopedia Press * * * 
Very different naturally is the Adventures 
in a Man's World, by Courtney Borden 
(Macmillan, $2), really excellent anec
dotes of hunting and fishing. * * * Let us 
note here a series of brief books which the 
Macmillan Company is importing, pub
lished originally by the Cambridge Uni
versity Press and selling for $1 each. 
There are two volumes of the Cambridge 
Miscellany of Poetry, brief lives of St. 
Bernard and St. Francis, George Sturt's 
A SmM.ll Boy in the 60's, and T. R. Glover's 
Horace. * * * For special students is a 
volume of Seventeenth Century Studies 
by members of the Graduate School of 
Cincinnati, edited by Robert Shafer. Mas-

singer, Ford, and Samuel Butler among the 
subjects. * * * A useful textbook with 
bibliographies is Social Pathology by J. L. 
GUlin of the University of Wisconsin, 
published by the Century Company 
($3.75). The book discusses drug addic
tion, alcoholism, mental disease, illegiti
macy, prostitution, etc. • * * StUl an
other brief survey of the world of modern 
physics has been written by Hans Rei-
chenbach of the University of Berlin, 
translated and published by the MacmU-
1cm Company. It is called Atom and Cos
mos ($2). 

Murder Will Out 
By WILLIAM C. WEBER 

It is a definite delight to sound the toc
sin for a trio of relatively new writers in
stead of ringing out the criminal activities 
of the old standbys. Imprimis, there is 
"Burn Witch Burn," by A. Merritt (Live-
right, $2). Mr. Merritt is hardly a new 
name in the domain of death and terror— 
more than a decade ago he wrote "The 
Moon Pool," a Rider-Haggardish affair 
that has not grown old with the passage 
of years. But "Burn Witch Burn" is with
out doubt the grisliest piece of writing 
that has come from his pen and, since 
"The Moon Pool," the most worthy of a 
large and terror-stricken audience. A sin
ister Italian lady is able to endow certain 
costume dolls she constructs, in a pecu
liarly horrible manner, with the power of 
motion. She bends the dolls to her will 
and, with needle-sharp poniards round 
their necks, they venture out by night and 
kill as she bids them. It will chill the blood 
of the hardiest mystery hound. This reader 
saw strange little figures scuttling into 
dark corners the night he read it. Try it 
yourself—and wake up screaming. 

Ethel Lina White flashes across the ken 
of this reader for the first time with a 
grand story—"Put Out the Light" (Dial 
Press, $2). A wealthy spinster, one of the 
most diabolically fascinating creatures in 
mystery fiction, holds in practical peonage 
her three young cousins—two boys and a 
girl, all penniless, all expecting to get part 
of the old lady's fortune, all treated like 
dogs by her, and all hating her in return. 
There is murder in the air from the first 
page, and finally the old gal gets what has 
been coming to her for a long time. The 
criminal tries to cover her (or his) trail in 
extraordinarOy clever fashion, but a plod
ding country detective solves the puzzle. 
Unusually well done, and A-1 entertain
ment. 

They tell me that Erie Stanley Gardiner, 
who writes "The Case of the Velvet 
Claws" (Morrow, $2), isn't a newcomer 
to the lists, but has been a Darling of the 
Pulps for years. Well, this is his first 
book-length opus to get into boards—and 
it is a wow. Perry Mason, hard-boiled 
criminal lawyer, is retained by a fair lady 
who for sheer deviltry has most of the 
Jezebels of fiction backed off the map. But 
Mason sticks by his client until the last 
ditch, in spite of warnings from his secre
tary, who has womanly intuitions and is 
also a bit jealous. The lady with the velvet 
claws even tries to shift her husband's 
murder from her own shoulders to those 
of Mason—who thereupon makes her, 
first, confess the crime, and then in a 
rousing climax shows that she didn't do 
it—and who did. Much of the story is 
in dialogue of the crispest sort, with a 
punch in every sentence, and when there 
isn't dialogue there is action. Pretty hard 
to beat, this one. 

Crime and humor, as a rule, do not mix. 
But there is one author who has achieved 
an almost perfect blend—David Sharp, 
whose "I, The Criminal" has just been 
published by Houghton Mifflin & Com
pany ($2). It is another chapter in the 
adventurous history of that Professor 
Fielding who, in an earlier story, found a 
dead man in the street—or on his door
step—, casually phoned a friend of his 
about the gniesome discovery, and tod
dled blithely away to deliver a lecture on 
philology. Mr. Fielding can be depended 
upon always for the unexpected and the 
amusing. In "I, the Criminal" he steals a 
valuable first edition from the book
shelves of a careless friend, meaning, of 
course, to return it later and show how 
easily his friend's treasures could be rav
ished. But the friend dies before Fielding 
can confess his crime, and the safe in 
which the book was hidden is ransacked 
by a real burglar, and then evers^thing 
begins to pop at once. The book is excit
ing, amusing, and well worth reading. 

The light touch is also evident in "The 
Mystery of Mr. Cross," by Clifton Rob-
bins (Appleton, $2). Clay Harrison, one 
of the suavest detectives in fiction, and 
his impeccable secretary, Henry, in this 

(Continued on next page) 

T H E N E W B O O K BY 

SHAW 
The Adv entures of the 

BLACK GIRL 
IN HER SEARCH FOR 

GOD 
A typically Shavian combination 
of wit and deep feeling, hailed as 
one of the most significant things 
the author has done. More than 
50,000 copies sold in England in 
three weeks. A Book-of-the-Month 
Club selection for March. With 
20 unusual woodcuts. $1.50 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY 
449 Fourth Avenue, New York 

42 P rize St ones 
—O. Henry Memorial Award Prize Winners, 

1919 to 1932 — T h e "Only Yesterday" of 

F ic t ion — a g r e a t 7 8 4 - p a g e v o l u m e ! 

A Few of the 

Authors Represented— 

Ernest Hemingway 

William Faulkner 

Dorothy Canfield 

Stephen Vincent Benet 

Kay Boyle 
James Gould Cozzens 

Booth Tarkington 

Katharine Brush 

William March 

Wilbur Daniel Steele 

Mary Austii 

An attractive vol
ume handsomely 
bound — a great 
value for anyone 
who is building a 

'̂ nr- $2-50 

If—as William Allan White once sug

gested—"the Great American Novel" is 

never written—certainly our short story 

writers will serve to represent America at 

her best. Here is the cream of this mem

orable short fiction in the last decade—a 

book which will be of great interest to all 

who follow the short story today—either as 

readers or as writers. 

GREAT AMERICAN 

SHORT 
STORIES 
with an I n t r o d u c t i o n by Dr. 
Blanche Colton Williams. See this 
volume at any bookstore now—or 
order direct trom the publlshe 

DOUBLED AY, DO RAN & C O . 
Garden City. N . Y. 
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