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PHENIX NEST

By WILLIAM ROSE BENET

ROUND ABOUT PARNASSUS
THE AMERICAN MUSE

SHALL probably be accused of fa-
I voritism in reviewing a notable new

book of poetry by a young American,
Paul Engle, inasmuch as the back of its
jacket bears a recommendation by my
brother. But the actual facts are that I
have met Mr. Engle, and quite casually,
but twice; that my brother and I preserve
our individual tastes and friends, and, al-
though most sympathetic with each other’s
views in certain respects, do not often,
these days, discuss modern poetry to-
gether. That is no more than the truth.

I will say at the outset, that though I
approve of what Mr. Engle is trying to do
I do not altogether approve of the man-
ner in which he is doing it. I think his
versification could be closer-knit and
more salient. I read this book with an un-
usual interest, awakened by the nature
of its material; but I found at the end that
far too few phrases had bitten deeply into
my mind. This I found particularly frue
in one of the poems not concerned with
America, “Fire at Viareggio.” Having had
the honor at one time to be the husband
of a great poet who from her childhood
up immersed herself in Shelley, I am
rather more familiar with his character
and story than the average person, and
1 seized upon Mr. Engle’s poem with avid-
ity; for Shelley, to me, is always inspir-
ing “material,” if that be not too flat and
vulgar a word—as it is—to use in connec-
tion with him. But despite some fine lines
I found Mr. Engle’s poem by far too nebu-
lar an hypothesis to suit me. I think he
does better with concrete things; I think
he does less well with matters in the na-
ture of an exordium. Despite this, I think
his book of poetry one of the most in-
spiriting that has come to us for some time
from a younger American.

In the first place, he is one of the few
contemporary poets who write about
America—that is, these United States—as
though they really had lived in the coun-
try! We have had plenty of poetry about
New York, and some about Chicago. But
that is poetry within quite a narrow com-
pass. We have had some truly faithful
New England poetry from Robert Frost,
and now from the unrelated Frances
Frost. But even the revolutionary poets
whose knowledge of America—both its
past development and its possible future
—should be as profound as their certainty
that they have just the proper panacea
for all its ills—seem to have little grasp
or none at all of its multifold spirit.

Mr. Engle, to steal the title of one of
his own poems, writes a “Letter to an Elder
Generation” in this book of his about
America. There is a fresh high wind blow-
ing through it, and suddenly we know
that this is the eternal inspiration of our
country. We can trace it to our own youth,
before mere money-grubbing under a
rickety social system replaced the short
space of large visions.

O wood thrush crying in Kenucky hills,

O grey gull poising over Puget Sound,

Sing down our hands from cursing at the
sky,

Give them again the feel of friendly
ground.

And that is just what Mr. Engle’s book
does. He gives us the feel of the various
soils of America. He knows a lot about it.
He can perceive the subtle irony of
“wretched murals in small-town banks,
the ancient Greek acanthus Framing the
Utah trail, the dignity of Cornstalk, Pon-
tiac, American Horse Immortalized in the
ads of automobiles.” And in the next
breath he can speak of looping a lariat
across the land that shall settle across
“the lifted, crashing Defiant horns of the
wild American spirit And with a twist
around the saddle-horn Drop it to earth.”
His verse is sometimes exceptionally vig-
orous, as when he writes of a young girl
swimmer as having a

body supple as a diving otter’s
Churning o wake of pale foam in the torn
And tideless estuaries of my mind.

Yet I should not misdirect you as to the
content of Mr. Engle’s poetry. He is no
mere local bard, even though the locality
be so vast a region as the whole United
States. He is a young man coming rapidly
to mental maturity with a proper appre-
ciation of “the lone spirit’s mad magnifi-
cence,” to quote him again. He has called
his book “American Song,” which has led

the publishers into stamping its jacket
with various dies from our coinage—the
American buffalo, the Indian head, the
head of Liberty in her Phrygian cap, and
so on. Perhaps this is a good sales policy,
but it makes the book look as though it
were brimming with patriotic verse of
the most eagle-screaming type, which is
about as far from the truth as could well
be. It is brimmed with sensitive verse that
often has a clear title to the name of
poetry. It is full of thought and emotion
not of an obvious kind.

And so, in the short space allotted to me
I have tried to convey a hint, at least, that
here is one of our younger poets really
worth reading; a poet neither ashamed
of the country in which he was born nor
afraid to look it in the face; a poet who
can range from stubble field to glowing
planet with his own new interpretations;
and a young poet possessing that exhila-
rating energy of youth that is not recap-
tured once you have come to forty year.
I think he will go far along the trail!

Trade Winds

By P. E. G. QUERCUS

IF Are there any movie fans in the audi-
ence? If so, they have an opportunity to
try for one of the hundred and fifty-seven
prizes in the Anthony Adverse casting
contest. Sponsored by Farrar & Rine-
hart, Photoplay Magazine, Postal Tele-
graph, and Warner Brothers (who will
make the movie of Anthony) the Contest
offers prizes ranging from a new Ford to
a Pre-Vue Day-Night mirror, with amber
and blue faces, enabling ladies to make up
properly for artificial or natural light.

7 The dope is this. You get a ballot at
any bookstore or Postal Telegraph office,
or clip it out of Photoplay, and vote for
twelve movie actors to take the parts of
the twelve principal characters of An-
thony Adverse, listed on the ballot. Win-
ners will be rated in accordance with the
similarity of their nominations to the
actual cast chosen. You ulso have to ex-
plain within fifty words, your choice for
the role of Anthony; and we are informed
that neatness will be taken into consid-
eration. You file your ballot at a book-
store or Postal Telegraph office (without
charge) or mail it to Photoplay. The con-
test closes September 15.

IFQuercus gathers from the list of
prizes that the majority of winners are
expected to be women. Except for the five
Fords, the ten trips to the Chicago Fair,
and the cash prizes which are offered, the
inducements are feminine in character
and appeal: a Tecla pearl necklace, six
dresses, twenty prizes each consisting of
forty pairs of silk stockings, and the afore-
mentioned Day-Night mirrors, of which
there are to be a hundred awarded. & We
are somehow greatly cheered by this con-
test, which brings back to the book busi-
ness the long lost flavor of superlatives. As
a promotion stunt, it has, in the publishers’
phrase, started off with a bang. Ten mil-
lion ballots have been printed. There are
displays in two thousand Postal Telegraph
offices. These offices and bookstores are
distributing circulars giving all the details
of the contest. The Warner Brothers
theatres are showing contest trailers.

IZ Not the least remarkable achievement
has been the condensation of Anthony Ad-
verse into a three page synopsis, appear-
ing in the August Photoplay. = Tip:
while contestants may vote for any movie
actor or actress, and “all players suggested
will be duly considered,” the circular
points out that the availability of players
not under contract to Warners will de-
pend on their commitments elsewhere.

S

¥ Joe Consolino, New England sales
representative of various publishers and
of this journal, reports in a recent letter
that business seems better; he sold 60%
more books in a week than a year ago on
the same trip. & Ellis K. Baker’s order for
fifty copies a week of the Review to be
sent to the May Company, Los Angeles,
came as a much needed stimulant on one
of the Quercuses’ most humid days last
week, I7It is surprising to see such musi-
cianly publishers as Simon & Schuster
letting this typographical error get in Vir-
ginia Faulkner’s amusing Friends and
Romans: Beethoven’s Opus III, for Opus
111, tZThe indefatigable Walter Pitkin,

who never reads second-class mail, is now |
going to produce some, as editor of a new |

magazine, The New York Woman,

1

BoOKSELLERS ARE
NOW TAKING ADVANCE
ORDERS FOR THIS BOOK,

“HOLY DEADLOCK,” THE MALICIOUSLY
AMUSING STORY OF TWO YOUNG PEOPLE
IN SEARCH OF A DECENT DIVORCE, THE
FIRST NOVEL BY A. P. HERBERT SINCE
“THE WATER GYPSIES.” AN ENGLISH BEST-
SELLER SINCE APRIL AND JUST ABOUT
THE MOST DELIGHTFUL ENTERTAINMENT
YOU WILL FIND IN A NOVEL THIS SEASON.
GERALD GOULD SAYS, “MR. HERBERT'’S
GENIUS AT ITS VARIOUS AND GORGEOUS
BEST!” WE STRONGLY RECOMMEND THAT
YOU ENTER YOUR NAME AT ONCE AT
YOUR FAVORITE BOOKSHOP FOR A FIRST-

EDITION COPY.
$2.50 — Doubleday, Doran

From the OXFORD Fress

society.

The Letters of

DAVID HUME
Edited by J. Y. T.

Greig
The definitive edition
of Hume’s letters, con-
taining 543 letters, all
but a few given in full,
an index of persons,
books and subjects and
12 valuable appendices.

2 vols. $16.75

predominant in his character.

Jean-Jacques Rousseau: MORALIST
By Charles William Hendel, Jr.

Macdonald Professor of Moral Philasophy in MeGill University

Probably no great writer has ever been the subject of more wide-
spread, prolonged, and bitter controversy, than the enigmatical
“Jean-Jacques.” The present important and readable study traces
the gradual development of thie moral strain which was really
The author shews how in conflict
with his own character and the weaknesses of his age and time it
produced many paradoxes such as his denouncing worldliness and
civilization while continuing to be a chief ornament of Parisian
The author shows how eventually, the moralist and the
political philosopher won out.

2 volumes.

$7.50.

By Harold Nicolson
SOME PEOPLE

“Individuals will dis-
cover it with glad sur-
prise. One of those
very rare things quite
perfect in their kind.”
—Joseph Wood Krutch
in the World’s Classics.

80 cents

DAVID HUME
By 1. Y. T. Greig

The first full length bi-
ography since Burton’s
(1846), written from
a frank 20th century
standpoint that evades
nothing in Hume’s life
or philosophy. Illus-
trated. $3.75

|’ —— OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, 114 Fifth Ave., N. Y.=—

deified A. D
America.
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SEVEN GOTHIC TALES

by ISAK DINESEN. lis outrageously unexpected
characters, ifs '‘strange, slanting beauty of phrase”
have made this Book-of-the-Month Club selection
the most excitingly reviewed book of the year and
a nationol best-seller.

I, CLAUDIUS

bv ROBERT GRAVES. The lusty “autobiography’ of
Clavdivs Caesar, born B. C.
54, A best-seller in *England ond

ST-SELLERS

420 pages, $2.50.

, murdered and

494 pages, $3.

MAN’S FATE

by ANDRE MALRAUX. The 1933 Goncourt Prize
Novel. "“Malraux is a far more interesting and
human French version of Britain's Colonel T. E.
Lawrence."—~N. Y. $2.50,

SEEHARRISON SMITH & ROBERT HAAS, 17E. 49 St,N.Y,

Times.



