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The P.E.N.Club Conference

By HENRY SEIDEL CANBY

HE Annual Congress of the In-

ternational P.E.N, Clubs, meeting

on May 25-28 at Dubrovnik (Ra-

gusa) in Jugoslavia, was a les-
son in what may be expected of interna-
tional gatherings in the troublous year
of 1933. The P.EN. Clubs have fifty-four
“centres” in forty nations of Europe,
North and South America, with a begin-
ning (unrepresented this time) in Asia.
Some 400 official delegates and members
were present, a polyglot group drawn
from the writing professions of the world,
with novelists, journalists, and poets best
represented. Jules Romains was ‘there
from France, H. G. Wells, as president,
from England, Ernst Toller from among
the exiled Germans, and an especially
strong group of poets, novelists, and jour-
nalists from the Danubian countries. The
Argentine was ably represented, Holland
had a large and, as it proved somewhat
agonized delegation; Scotland, which is
to have the Conference next year, was
led by Edwin Muir; Felix Salten was
chairman of the Austrians. “P.EN.” (it
may be noted parenthetically) signifies
“poets, editors, and novelists.”

The United States, that whirlpool into
which all translatable books are finally
drawn, was represented, I regret to say,
only by myself; but thanks to the acu-
men of our New York Executive Com-
mittee, and especially Will Irwin, Robert
Nathan, and Alfred Dashiell, I was able
to present a Resolution which kept the
Conference from being one more disaster
on the rocks of Chauvinism.

The sole issue before the Conference,
indeed, was the question of Chauvinism
vs. internationalism in literature, forced
upon the Congress by events and by the
delegation from the Berlin P.E.N. Club.

This delegation had been “harmonized”
by order of Hitler. Members of the Ger-
man P.EN. whose races or opinion did
not conform to the Nazi principles, had
been ordered dropped. With one ex-
ception, Herr Elster, the secretary, no
one of the Germans present had ever
appeared at a PEN. Club Congress, and
the really distinguished members of that
organization — Heinrich and Thomas
Mann, Feuchtwanger, Remarque, Zweig,
Hauptmann—were all silenced, or in
exile and absent.

The question which immediately con-
fronted the Congress was this—could one
of the centres of an organization formed
to promote international amity and to
uphold the principle that art knows no
boundary lines or racial prejudice, expel
its members for being Jews or liberals,
and allow without protest the burning of
all “non-~-Aryan” books and the exile or
disciplining of writers whose art was not
propaganda for the state.

In a closely packed opera house, in
a tense atmosphere, the debate began.
Wells, from long experience with Fabian
tactics was an able manager. The French,
the Poles, and the Belgians, although they
had no plan ready, had come prepared to
force an accounting from the Germans.
The Austrians, the Dutch, and the Swiss
were desirous of keeping the Congress out
of politics, which meant letting the Ger-
mans escape with generalities. The Ger-
mans had been ordered (and were, ac-
cording to credible report, re-ordered
hourly by telephone from Berlin) to ac-
cept without protest a general resolution,
but allow no discussion which would
give the opponents of German handling of
German writers in the past few months a
chance to get on the record.

The first morning was enlivened by one
of those Parliamentary riots with which
Americans who have attended a session of
the French chamber of deputies may be
familiar. The chairman, Mr. Wells, had
chosen, from the numerous resolutions
submitted, the American motion for sub-
mission to the Congress. As adopted un-
animously it ran (after a preamble):

We, the members of the American
Center of the P. E. N. Club, call upon all
other centers to affirm once more those
principles upon which the structure of
this society was raised and call par-
ticular attention to those resolutions
presented by the English, French, Ger-
man, and Belgian delegates at the Fifth
International Congress of P. E. N. Clubs
in Brussels in 1927 and passed there
unanimously:

1. Literature, national though it be in
origin, ows no frontiers, and
should remain common currency be-
tween nations in spite of political or
international upheavals.

2. In all circumstances, and particu-
larly in time of war, works of art, the

patrimony of humanity at large,
should be left untouched by national
or political passion.

3. Members of the P. E. N, will at all
times use what influence they have
in favor of good understanding and
mutual respect between the nations.

We likewise call upon the interna-

tional Congress to take definite steps to
prevent the individual centers of the
P. E. N, founded for the purpose of fos-
tering goodwill and understanding be-
tween races and nations, from being
used as weapons of propaganda in the
defence of persecutions inflicted in the
name of nationalism, racial prejudice,
and political ill will.

It will be noted that this resolution is a
mandate upon the Executive Committee
to expel all member centres who do not
conform to the principles of the Club.

It was a gratification to national pride
that this resolution was the only action,
only principle, brought before the Con-
ference which commanded general ap-
proval. Unfortunately the French-Polish-
Belgian bloc was determined that another
resolution, this time of direct protest
against the German Inquisition, should be
debated at the same time. They were al-
lowed to present their resolution as part
of the discussion. The American Resolu-
tion was then carried unanimously as the
principle of action to be adopted by the
Congress, and the French bloc and the
German group were sent out of meeting
to agree, if possible, upon a form of pro-
test which could be passed without driv-
ing the Germans from the Congress.

So much, so far, was on the surface, but
the Congress was seething with an agita-
tion that went much deeper than resolu-
tions. Sholom Asch, the great Yiddish
writer, was in the midst of them, quiver-
ing with emotion. And from among the
exiled Germans, Ernst Toller, the dra-
matist, well known in New York, a rad-
ical who belongs to no party, a playwright
of power, a man who has spent seven
years in prison, and on whom the German
tyrannies had inflicted intolerable wounds,
was waiting to speak.

The joint committee returned with a
somewhat softened resolution (which was
later adopted) protesting the burning of
the books and the German injustices to
art, but with a provision that the German
delegation, while they would not vote for
it, would not oppose it, provided there
was no discussion of the resolution to be
allowed; provided, in other words, that
Sholom Asch and Toller should not be al-
lowed to speak. It looked like a triumph
for conciliation. Actually the Germans
had blocked the French, the Poles and the
Belgians, and got precisely what they
wanted, a cork in the mouth of danger-
ous speech.

The Congress also was for the moment
blocked,—until H. G., in that squeaky
Cockney French of his, his thin voice sur-
mounting a storm, announced that dis-
cussion would not be shut off while he
remained in the chair and the presidency,
that Toller, even if the German P.E.N. had
expelled him, should speak, and could
speak at the request of the President, in
behalf of the long list of German writers
and scholars in jail or in exile. Such a ver-
bal riot followed as no Anglo-Saxon coun-
try can provide.

It was from one point of view a magnifi-
cent comedy, yet of deep significance. For
the immediate consequence was a heart-
rending appeal from Sholom Asch, now
given his tongue, followed by a defense of
spiritual liberty from Ernst Toller, a deep-
eyed man, humorous,but with fire burning
in him of an eloquence and a passion that
swept the Congress, and apparently in its
press reports all Eastern Europe, On the
trip through Serbia which some sixty of
us took afterwards, it was everywhere
“Toller, Toller!” The young people from
the universities mobbed the train and
carried him on their shoulders. The opera
in Belgrade had to stop, the session at the
university where with perfect courtesy I
with five other official delegates were
cheered as we spoke, broke up at the end
into a wild tumult calling for Toller. And
this in a rigid dictatorship!

In short, this Congress accomplished
three things. It passed a general resolu-
tion asserting the principle of a reason-
able freedom for art and deep opposition
to Chauvinistic tyranny, with a rigorous
provision that after time for reformation
had been granted, the P.E.N. Clubs should
be purged-—and not only of German
Chauvinism. Thereby it secured its own
perpetuation as an organization which for
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To the Editor: —

Letters are welcomed, but those
discussing reviews will be favored for
publication if limited to 200 words.

Rube Goldberg Reading

Sir: The letter from Merlin N. Hanson
advocating uncut pages, seems to me naive
to the point of absurdity. Why not use in-
visible ink? Why not encase the book in a
carton sealed and locked with ball and
chain? Why not make the opening and the
reading and enjoyment of a book a task
for a Houdini?

Books are meant to be read, not to be
grappled with.

M. LINCOLN SCHUSTER.
New York City.

A Mathematical Flea Hunt

Sir: A. E. Housman’s lecture on “The
Name and Nature of Poetry” contains
many good bits which the periodicals will
be reprinting for weeks to come. His ut-
terances have been so few that I feel cer-
tain that your readers will be glad to see
the following sentences from an address
before the British Classical Association in
1921. “A textual critic engaged upon his
business is not at all like Newton investi-
gating the motions of the planets: he is
much more like a dog huriting for fleas. If
a dog hunted for fleas on mathematical
principles, basing his researches on statis-
tics of area and population, he would never
catch a flea except by accident. They re-
quire to be treated as individuals; and
every problem which presents itself to the
textual critic must be regarded as possibly
unique.”

The title of the paper was “The Applica-
tion of Thought to Textual Criticism.”

CLARENCE STRATTON.

Cleveland, Ohio.

Hard To Refute

Sir; Mr. Yarros's reproach of The Sat-
urday Review for past editorial gloom is
good reading, especially because, to put it
glibly, the editorials in question are harder
to refute than to affirm. Mr. Yarros is
owed a debt; but only, I think, because his
contentions would be very pleasant if they
were true. Mr. Yarros says that a writer
may (and perhaps that was a word well
chosen!) do first-rate work provided he
possesses discipline and talent; he adds
that no particular religious or high ethical
principle underlies the best literature,
good character creation has nothing to do
with beliefs (which he confesses have
been shattered), life is now as rich as ever,
and justice and humanity will always
serve (others failing?) as guiding prin-
ciples. Now Mr. Yarros’s admission about
beliefs deprives of reason his remaining
thoughts. For, psychologically,anylearned
verbal response amounts to belief, and
learning is the consequence of the dis-
cipline (inhibition) and the talent (the
special ability to be disciplined) of which
he speaks; and, since anything a man
writes is composed totally of his beliefs,
if his beliefs appear to be disordered and
inconsistent and inconstant it is evident
that his mental life has been thoroughly
disrupted. Discipline has failed, life is not
rich for him, he cannot describe justice
and humanity: all of his expression will
bear the scars of uncertainty.

G. J. WYCKOFF.

Mountain Lakes, N. J.

More About Cue Ball

Sir: This is another installment about
“Cue Ball” Hennessey, the signboard
sandwich man with literary ambitions.
Don’t be surprised if you see the signboard
advertising an oriental restaurant parked
without Cue Ball under it. He may be
down in Theatre Alley where the shades
of Washington Irving are guiding him to
the arms of Morpheus; or as near to Mor-
pheus as one can get in a barrel. If, how-
ever, from his vantage point he sees you
make a purchase from one of the down-
town open shelved book-stalls he may ap-
proach you, asking, “What book did you
buy?”

That’s the opening he made with me.
No, I wasn’t surprised. I had just pur-
chased “Strictly Business,” and after read-
ing O. Henry are you startled at any-
thing?

“Strictly Business?” he asked. “I've read
it; but say what could he do with such a
title nowadays?”

“You see,” he continued (this was our
first meeting, too), “I'm sort of on a com-
mission proposition. They give me these

tickets to pass you and if people don’t re-
turn so many to the cashier—why I'll be
discharged. Say, where do you eat?”

Cue Ball reached over to his parked
sign, and took one of the little cards which
were stuck at handy angles. That’s one of
his “secrets of success.” He doesn’t stand
and hold the cards appealingly; nor does
he belligerently thrust them like pledge
cards into hurrying insurance brokers’
hands. He lets the public come to him. For
most people when they see the sign un-
guarded will snatch a card. “Maybe,” sug-
gested Cue Ball, “they think they're get-
ting away with something.”

What’s in his name? Just a tattoo mark
—a big black ball with the letters “Que.”
On close inspection it looks like the ball
had been patterned over a heart; and the
“Que” drawn from “Sue.”

But the story would come too high; for
he swallows hard and talks rapidly if you
ask him more.

JeFr MrLEr.

New York City.

Railroad Man’s Bible

Sir: On Page 98 of Human Being Chris-
topher Morley refers to the Official Guide
of the Railways as being “known as ‘Bul-
linger.’” This is not correct. The Official
Guide and “Bullinger” or Bullinger’s
Guide are two separate and distinct pub-
lications. Bullinger’s Monitor Guide, for-
merly “The Counting-House Monitor,” is
devoted primarily to local information,
that is, Railroad Time Tables and sched-
ules of other transportation lines into and
out of New York City. It was established
in 1869 and was published for many years
by E. W. Bullinger, a capable compiler
and publisher, an esteemed contemporary,
and a delightful character generally. “Bul-
linger’s” is in loose leaf form, a new sup-
plement issued each week. It is still pub-
lished regularly.

The Official Guide, which contains the
matter described in Chapter XIV of “Hu-
man Being,” is published by us and is
known as the “Railroad Man’s Bible”: it
was first issued in May, 1868, and has been
published as a monthly periodical con-
tinuously since that date. Incidentally, I
might say that Mr. Morley’s reaction to
the information contained in the Official
Guide is exceedingly interesting. It brings
out many phases which have escaped us
who no doubt have been too close to the
picture.

A. J. Burns.

New York City.

Gentle Master De Vere

Sir: Tucker Brooke’s “Gentle Master
Spenser” in your issue for June 3 is fairly
interesting. According to Time the Pro-
fessor is Yale’s leading “Marlovian.” For
all his newspaper praise, he does not seem
to know that “Edmund Spenser” was a
pen-name of Edward DeVere, 17th Earl
of Oxford. Or that the alleged inscription
to Elizabeth Boyle—Sonnet No. I of Amo-
retti, which Dr. A. W. S. Rosenbach states
was inscribed by Spenser to Elizabeth
Boyle—is a rank fake. This is demon-
strated by Elizabethan acrostic reading.
The Sonnet was written by Edward De
Vere for Mary Sidney, Countesse of Pem-
broke. I can demonstrate it for skeptics.
Acrostics were part of an Elizabethan
writer’'s work. In everything he wrote
—poems, plays, and stories—the Eliza-
bethan wove the names of friend, or foe,
and always his own. Because they do not
understand, professors of English litera-
ture are slow to take up the study. They
will in time. The Bodleian Library is in-
terested.

Until we deciphered the Rosetta Stone,
the Egyptian hieroglyphics were blank.
Until we study the Elizabethan acrostics,
the Elizabethan literature will be blank
to college professors. A closed mind is a
terrible handicap in the search for truth.

GEORGE FRISBEE.
San Francisco, Cal.

Jobn Cowper Powys

Sir: I have been for the past four
months engaged in the compilation of a
bibliography and check-list of the first
editions of John Cowper Powys. As this
work is nearing completion, and before
sending it to the printers, I should like to
get in touch first with any one who may
have or know of any material relating to
Powys that may not yet have come to my
attention.

BeLTRAN MORALEZ,

1357 Sedgwick St., Chicago, Il
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mystery
with a
DIFFERENCE

MURDER
MUST
ADVERTISE

by
Dorothy Sayers

$2.00

Harcourt, Brace & Co.

JOSEPHINE
HERDST’S

Pity Is
Not
Enough

A novel you’ll enjoy—and
probably never forget how
much you enjoyed it. $2.50

HARCOURT, BRACE & CO.

Frescoes for

Mr. Rockefeller’'s City

poems by
ARCHIBALD MacLEISH

Six new poems by the author
of the Pulitzer Prize poem
Conquistador, No. 29 in the
John Day Pamphlet series.
Published June 22. 25¢

B~ The Publishers cordially invite
your patronage and your correspondence
on matters of mutual interest. Their
recent catalogue of books «will be semt
upon request.

JOHN DAY BOOKS from your book-
seller, or 386 Fourth Avenue, Nesw York.
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“A wonderful book—
Julia is adorable’—
Alexander Woollcott.
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To Booksellers
Outside New York

Sounds pretty exclusive, doesn’t it? But
New York bookstores are already using
The Saturday Review's GOLD STAND
ARD. And with such definite success that
we invite booksellers elsewhere to write
for further information about this inge-
pious device, the purpose of which is to
ell books together with The Saturday
eview—and the virtues of which we
have not sufficient space here to extol.
Address

Bookstore Department
The SATURDAY REVIEW of LITERATURE
25 West 45th Street, New York, N. Y.

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 gace ninety percent of the inquiries cannot be

answered in print, a stamped and ad

essed envelope should be enclosed for reply.

ETTERS continue to arrive with
news of dolls and puppets: mean-
while a robust and practical book
about the latter, “Be a Puppet

Showman,” by Remo Bufano, has been
published by the Century Company and
has taken my affections by storm. For 1
caught marionette fever—along with sev-
eral community colds—a good while ago
in those crowded little ground-floor the-
atres on the East Side of New York where
you could be sure of at least three whack-
ing good battles, a princess or two with
large eyes and long hair, and (if you were
lucky) perhaps a necromancer in action
with red fire. Remo Bufano’s art springs
from this ancient and vital tradition, how-
ever modern it now is. Mrs. K. N. Rosen,
410 Riverside Drive, N. Y,, who specializes
in Russian picture-bocks, sent me a tan-
talizing list dealing with toys and dolls.
The former have inspiring titles, like
“We'll Make Them Ourselves: Toys Made
of Pine-Cones” (Moscow, 1927), “Toys
Made from Potatoes” (State Editions,
1931), and other creative enterprises, Mrs.
Rosen’s list, which she sent me to forward
to the original inquirer, arranges doll and
puppet books by countries, the Germans
having an amazing number. Collectors
should add to the English books “The
Book of the Queen’s Dolls’House,” 2 vols.:
vol. 1, “The Queen’s Dolls’ House,” vol. 2,
“The Queen’s Dolls’ House Library,” a
limited edition with innumerable illustra-
tions, some in colors, published by Me-
thuen in 1924. The second volume has
sketches and poems written expressly for
this little library by some of the most fa-
mous English authors. “Toys and Toy-
makers,” by James Tippet (Harper),
should certainly be added to the American
list; I unhappily overlooked it. Other en-
tries are A. C. Ellis and G. Stanley Halls’
“Study of Dolls” (Pedagogical Seminary,
bd. 4, Worcester, Mass., 1896-97), “Dolls
of the Tusayan Indians” in the Interna-
tional Archives of Ethnography, vol 7,
1894, and Philip Kester’s “On Dolls” in the
International Studie, 1923,

Reports continue of doll collections in
museums and public libraries, where they
seem everywhere popular, Miss Julia
Douglas, of the Evergreen Public Library,
Colorado, writes that “this library has
something more than one hundred seven-
ty, all gifts, as the library lives on nothing
certain a year”—this year nothing, more
than certain. No salaries, perhaps fortu-
nately just now.

The collection of American Indian
dolls, including Alaskan, is small but
very good: mostly Southwestern though
there are excellent examples of Iroquois
cornhusk dolls. Europe and the Orient
have a share as well as our mothers and
grandmothers; far too few of these last.
To the great entertainment of the chil-
dren, Little Black Sambo is struttin
away from the tigers in his recover
finery. Mary Queen of Scots is the prize,
made from a portrait by a London doll
artist who never duplicates. I brought
the doll idea from Newark, when much
against my will, I left the library there
to try the effect of Colorado’s climate on
an eastern throat. Three other collec-
tions in as many states have been started
through seeing this, and of course it all
goes back to Newark which makes me
glad indeed.

. Mrs. Watson, the children’s librarian
in Denver, has a good collection in the
children’s room. She was able to get the
friendship doll sent from Japan to Colo-
rado, and just imagine my feelings
when I see it, even though the Ever-
green library can't spare room for the
gorgeous creature. Occasionally Mrs.
Watson and I exchange treasures for a
time, and even from Montclair (N. J.)
there came a friendly loan with one
from here in return, The library has
several of the doll stories you men-
%orlllesd, as well “Peeps at the World's

0! '"

And L. K., New York City, says:

In Paul McPharlin’s “A Repertory of
Marionette Plays” (Viking Press) he
has an interesting note on miniature
theatres with cardboard actors (begin-
ning p. 19, notes preceding “The Scourge
of the Gulph” by Jack B, Yeats). Here
he mentions two publishers in London
who still sell penny cut-out theatres. He
also mentions with considerable glee a
theatre of this sort he bought in Flat-
bush when a small boy.

L. K. has been a teacher, whose pupils
put on a number of delightful marionette
plays that they themselves wrote, “The
Boston Sea Party” and “The Friar and the
Boy” among them. A good book for prac-

tice in such adaptations is “Puppet Shows
for Home and School,” by Maude Owens
Walters (Dodd, Mead), which is simple
and uses ready-made toys as well as regu-
lar puppets.

] G., Independence, Kansas, is haunted
» by the last line of an old book, “one of
those things girls used to read over and
over in the dreamy teens,” and runs as
follows: "“And so, making new friends and
keeping the old, we leave them.” It is not

an Alcott book, and J. G. would be happy
to find once more what it is. The same
inquirer recommends as a novel quite as.
exciting and closer to the facts than “Cim-
arron,” the 1920 novel “Free Soil,” by
Margaret Lynn, called by Howells the best
novel of its period. N. M., La Salle, Col.,
interested in recent books concerning
Mark Twain, may add to the list here late-
ly provided “Mark Twain the Letter Writ-
er,” a collection of letters by him dating
from 1868 to 1910, interspersed with anec-
dotes by some of those who knew him and
edited by Cyril Clemens. (Meador Press).
R. A. S.,, New York, adds to the list on
jobs the information that the Brooklyn
Daily Eagle from January 10 to 22, 1933,
contained answers to the question “How 1
beat the depression,” from which the in-
quirer on one-man businesses might get
useful suggestions.

member of the family in mind:

For men and women
who rest best when
mentally active

The Modern
Corporation and
Private Property

by A. A. Berle and G. C. Means

“The most important economic-legal
study in many years . . . may revolu-
tionize our ideas of property.” Phila.
Record. $3.75

The Rise of
American Civilization
by Charles A. & Mary R. Beard

“Epochal as well as epic. The field of
vision includes the whole circle of
American life.”—N. Y. Times. $3.50

The World Since 1914
by Walter C. Langsam

“Superbly comprehensive in its sweep
and yet characterized by a wealth of
detailed information.”—N. Y. Evening
Post. $4.00

The New Background
of Science
by Sir James Jeans

An accounting, by the master of lucid

analysis, of the advances made and the

progress to be expected in science.
$2.50

The Expanding
Universe
by A. S. Eddington

One of the most popular of scientific
writers explains the latest theory: that
the universe is constantly expanding!

$2.00

Cowboy Holiday
by Helen Train Hilles

From nine to 'teen (boys and girls)
will enjoy this story of an adventurous
vacation. $1.75

A SELECTED BOOKSHELF

for Your Vacation Home

@ Whether at a mountain camp, a beach cottage, or on shipboard,
Books, good books are indispensable to the complete enjoyment of
your summer outing. Here is a list of titles selected with every

And for the children

At All Bookstores
The Macmillan Co., 60 Fifth Ave., New York

For everyone,
but especially those who
revel in fine fiction

As the Earth
Turns
by Gladys Hasty Carroll

“Every character is vivid as an indi-
vidual. . . The best American novel I
have read in ten years.”—Ted Robin-

son, Cleveland Plain Dealer. $2.50
The Witch’s

Cauldron

by Eden Phillpotts

“Has a desperate tenseness . . . builds

up horror in effortless progress . . . of
its type, a masterpiece!” — Chicago

Daily News. $2.00
The Martyr

by Liam O’Flaherty

“O’Flaherty’s finest novel . . . throbs

with emotion and the climax is stu-
pendous.”—Phila. Inquirer. $2.00

Great Winds

by Ernest Poole

“Not since The Harbor has Mr. Poole
written with such force and distinc-
tion.”—Charles Hanson Towne. $2.00

The Street of the
Sandalmakers
by Nis Petersen

“One of the greatest historical novels
of the last twenty years.”—Chicago
Herald Exam. §2.50

Full Steam Ahead
by Henry B. Lent

The story of six days on hoard a mod-
ern ocean liner; profusely illustrated.

$2.00




