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THCENIX diESr 
C O N T E M P O R A R Y P O E T R Y : BY WILLIAM R O S E B E N E T 

IN the last issue of this department I 
did not have space to complete m y r e 
marks upon the books of poetry from 

private presses. I shall do so now. I 
wish to make a note of the fact that H a w 
thorn House of Windham, Connecticut, 
sponsors BroM6,an GiXVs "Death in April," 
a book which consists chiefly of sonnets 
that somehow slide off the mind. 

More vivid is the little brochure of 
'K.a.ih.arxne Kennedy's verse in "Poems," 
from the Terminal Press of Washing
ton, D. C. More exotically m o d e m than 
all, and incidentally involving better 
book-making and bet ter writing, is a 
regular roc's egg from the Cassowary 
Press of New York City, "Sea Pieces 
and Other Poems" by Forrest Anderson. 
The capitals are my own. There are no 
capital letters connected wi th the book 
at all! By this t ime I've read a good 
deal of that sort of thing and it doesn't 
impress me tremendously. Of course 
there's a poem in it "for har t crane." 

So you see how busy the small presses 
have been! The above is only to mention 

a few of the books of poems that emerge 
steadily from this semi-private source. 
There are several thin volumes from Basil 
Blackwell in Oxford, also, bu t none seems 
really worth singling out for mention. 

By this t ime you will probably be 
rather annoyed at me for not having 
mentioned a few books I th ink are really 
good. Still, I cannot recommend the new 
Naihalia Crane volume, "Swear by the 
Night" (Random House) , as one of her 
best. And though "The Hermaphrodi te" 
by Samuel Loveman (Caxton Printers, 
Caldwell, Idaho) is introduced wi th a 
flourish by Benjamin De Casseres, (even 
Sir Edmund Gosse has called the title 
poem vivid and accomplished, and this 
poet has received plenty of encomia else
where,) I consider Mr. Loveman merely a 
pleasing poet and no more. By contrast, 
get Robert Fitzgerald's poems in Arrow 
Editions. I shall devote more space to him 
later. He is a newcomer worthy of close 
attention. The Black Cat Press of Chicago 
(Addresses: 4940 Winthrop<Avenue, Chi
cago, and 581 Snediker Ave., Brooklyn, 

IF YOU AGREE WITH ME.. . «/ 

about what a novel should be, 
one of the recent English succes
ses, Richard Blaker's 'Here Lies a 
Most Beautiful Lady' is a book 
you ought to read at your earliest 
opportunity."-HERSCHEL BRICKELL, 

in the NEW YORK EVENING POST. 

HERE LIES A MOST 
BEAUTIFUL LADY 

B Y R I C H A R D BLAKER 

Thousands of American readers have already agreed with Herschel 

Brickell, and Richard Blaker's distinguished novel seems destined 

to repeat its phenomenal English success on this side. A n d why 

shouldn ' t it when critics are writing this sort of t h i n g ? 

" T h e book is something of a marve l . "—IRIS BARRY in 

N. Y. Herald-Tribune 

" T h e personaUties in this novel take you by s torm." 

— D O R O T H E A K I N G S L A N D in Saturday Rerien' of Literature 

" A masterpiece in contemporary fiction."—LOUIS G O L D I N G 

Author of Magnolia Street 

" A n entrancing b o o k . " — J A M E S C. G R E Y in The New York Sun 

" I t is dangerously close to greatness." —Los Angeles Times 

You Too Will Agree! 2nd Large Printing $2.^0 
W . Indianapolis T H E B O B B S - M E R R I L L C O M P A N Y New York . ^ i 

N. Y.) , which published Frank Marshall 
Havis's "Black Man's Verse," now gives 
us a book of poems by m y old English 
friend, A. Hugh Fisher, the famous 
etcher, called "Jemshyd in Exile," and 
also Boris Todrin's "The Room by the 
River," the lat ter a young wri ter in whose 
work the late Edwin Arlington Robinson 
was deeply and sincerely interested. I'll 
have more to say of Todrin too. Mean
while, remember the publications of the 
Black Cat Press! They have someone 
there of unusua l discriminatory powers. 

A good book of free ballads, a book you 
will enjoy for its stories and its swinging 
rhythm, is Derrick Norman Lehmer's 
"Fightery Dick, and other poems" (The 
Macmillan Company) . Strangely enough 
Dr. Lehmer is a member of the Depar t 
ment of Mathematics in the University of 
California, and these ballads are but an 
avocation. Nevertheless, he has produced 
a book I have much enjoyed. 

Grace Buchanan Sherwood has p u b 
lished her own poems, "Winter Bird 
Song," a t 113 Sixth Street, Garden City, 
Long Island, and it is just about what you 
would expect. Jamie Sexton Holme, au 
thor of "I Have Been a Pilgrim" (New 
York: Henry Harrison) tu rns out to be 
Mrs. Peter H. Holme of Denver, Colo
rado, who was recently given an honor
ary M.A. by the University of Colorado, 
and who has inspired a long letter to me 
from a Denver correspondent. Mrs. Holme 
has certain merits, though they do not 
seem excessive. Another Henry Harrison 
publication, ra ther bet ter than his aver
age, is Florence Ripley Mastin's "Cables 
of Cobweb." 

I have been criticized for devoting 
space to so many most minor poets. And 
yet it seems to m e the only fair way that 
I can operate. As it is, I discard a certain 
percentage of the books tha t come in as 
not worthy of any mention at all. And I'd 
ra ther be over-conscientious wi th books 
that appear to be nullities and yet may 
hide a gem, than be so scornful that I'd 
be bound to overlook' anything that wasn' t 
pu t out by a leading publisher. Tha t may 
sound smug, bu t I honestly t ry to play 
fair by all the orphan books that drift in. 
They can find asylum on my shelves, even 
if they don't always find mention! 

But, Good Lord, I do get t ired of the 
"Hearts and Flowers" motif of many 
housewifely poets who were cut out to be 
housewives and not poets and cherish ex
tremely vague ecstasies in their souls. I 
honestly think—and hope to heaven they 
don't take my advice!—that if they went 
off and committed one good ripsnorting 
scarlet sin it would do more to tone up 
their systems than the tons of treacle 
through which they mew about their 
souls. That certainly is a garbled line, bu t 
you may get the sense of it! 

It isn't tha t I'm unsympathetic—but 
enough is enough. To oflEset the dieaway 
school we have some good yoiinger 
women poets. Muriel Rukeyser and Shir
ley Barker are the real thing, and here I 
may ment ion a woman wri ter older than 
these, a woman versatile in poetry, the 
novel, books for children, and the ar t of 
illustration—a woman who illustrates the 
vigor tha t remains in the old tradition of 
l i terature in the new world. Her name is 
Rocfiel Field. 

The general public knows Miss Field 
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best for her novel, "Time Out of Mind," 
bu t her "Points East" proved that she was 
a poet not only with charm but with 
power and a narrat ive ability that su r 
passed most of the women poets of her 
time. Now he r new book, "Fear Is the 
Thorn" (Macmillan) will reward your 
purchase. Miss Field is no experimenter 
with form or wielder of loose rhetoric; 
nor does she wri te a psychological diary 
fuliginous to the average reader, or ride 
the high horse with Laura Riding—she 
merely has ideas, expresses them clearly, 
and writes verse tha t has its own indi 
viduality. She is not a poet of the first 
flight, but she can give you glimpses like 
this, from "The Pawnshop Window": 

I'll never pass the Pawnshop 
With its cluttered window pane, 

But I shall see you standing there 
Beside me in the rain. 

Our breath made patches on the glass, 
Mist filmed our coats like dew. 

And you showed this and that to me, 
I that and this to you;— 

The tarnished rings, the dangling chains. 
The silver plate embossed, 

The tray of medals bravely won, 
And still more bravely lost 

Queer odds and ends of people's lives 
In hopeless Utter spread. 

The way my mind is full of all 
You ever did,—or said. 

A hundred poets would have spoiled 
the expression of that simple idea. Miss 
Field models it with an inevitable twist 
of he r own. Wholly delightful are "Night 
Thoughts from a Day-Bed" and it fully 
answers the late Mr. Kipling's "God of the 
Copybook Headings." It 's a poem I want 
to commit to memory! 

—I've watched old dogs at the newest 
tricks, 

And built my houses of strawless 
bricks. 

After the turning I've tried the lane; 
Leaped, and then looked back again. 
In a bed I did not make I lie. 
Over spilt milk I often cry. . . . 

"The Ballad of the Seal Woman" that 
completes the book is very well done. You 
may say that so far I have not proved tha t 
Miss Field really writes poetry, though 
she does seem to wri te acceptable verse. 
Go to her book then. Hers are unpre ten
tious rhymes, but they often take on the 
magic of poetry. Read "Spinner of Time," 
about t he spider t rapped in the a la rm-
clock, "To a Certain Gentleman," "La
ment for Organ Grinders," "Black Alder 
Berry," and "Equinoxial," for choice. I 
think you will agree with me then. 

SOLUTION OF LAST WEEK'S 
DOUBLE-CROSTIC (No. 102) 

WALTER DURANTY— 
"I WRITE AS I PLEASE." 

Still greater in my opinion is 
what might be called the na tura l 
interest of Russia—its u t ter differ
ence from anything one has known 
before and its Alice-in-Wonderland 
topsy-turviness as compared with 
the Western World. 

Tells What Others Have Left Untold 

THE TRAGEDY OF 

NIJINSKY 
by Anatole Bourman and D. Lyman 

The su rp r i se b iography of t he season—a cha rm
ing book, filled wi th new ma t e r i a l , by Ni j insky ' s 
closest fr iend in the Russ ian Imper ia l Ballet 
school. "Amazingly fresh, w i th w a r m , in t imate , 
anecdotal sketches. . . . F a s c i n a t i n g r ead ing to 
anyone in teres ted in e i ther the m a n or the bal le t ." 
—Virgin ia Kirkus. 2nd L a r g e P r i n t i n g before 
publication. I l lus t ra ted . $3.00 

THROUGH THE 
TELESCOPE 
by Edward Arthur Path 

A beautiful ly i l lus t ra ted volume which gives an up-to-date , lively 
account of t he s t a r s a s seen th rough the modern, long r a n g e tele
scopes a t t he Lick and Mt. Wilson observator ies . A n i l lus t ra ted 
tou r of t he heavens unde r t he direction of a famous as t ronomer . 
Over 100 i l lus t ra t ions reproduced by aquatone . $2.75 

PROPAGANDA 
AND THE NEWS 

by Will Irwin 
"Tells how a perfectly simple fact 
may be mauled, twisted, painted and 
kicked around until it becomes mis
leading and dangerous."—Stanley 
Wulker, author of "City Editor." 
"Spiced with good stories."—Lewis 
Gannett. $2.75 

GETTING ALONG 
WITH PEOPLE 
by Milton Wright 

A practical book, showing' you how 
to secure not only the liking, but the 
respect and the cooperation of others 
through the application of sound, 
common-sense principles. $2.50 

CHOOSING YOUR 
LIFE WORK 

by William Rosengarten 
A simple and effective plan whereby 
the individual may analyze his abili
ties and how they fit into commercial 
requirements. Revised. $2.50 

ENCHANTED 
ACRE 

by Gove Hambidge 
Prepare for Spring with a copy of 
this delightful book. Adventures in 
"backyard farming" by a man who 
quit a city desk and took time to 
live, "Packed with practical advice." 
—AT. Y. Herald Tribune. $2.50 

THE GREAT 
BIOGRAPHERS 

by Albert Britt 
A fascinating survey of the great 
biographies and their makers. "Crit
ical, balanced, and refreshingly can
did."—Paul Jordan-Smith. $2.00 

THE 
PUBLIC SPEAKER'S 

SCRAPBOOK 
by William S . Hoffman 

At last, a usable source book of stimu
lating ideas on a thousand interest
ing topics, classified and indexed for 
instant use. $2.50 

HOMEMAKER'S 
HANDBOOK 

by Dorothy Myerson 
The cornerstone of the modern kitchen, a boon to the busy housewife who 
wants to save time and money. This book tells how to run a house easily 
from cellar to servants, from laundry to parties. Packed full of tested meth
ods, suggestions and useful information. More than 600 recipes. "Answers 
about any question a housekeeper might have to face."—N. Y. World Tele
gram. 566 pages. $2.75 

WHITTLESEY HOUSE McGraw-Hill Book Company, N. Y. 
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Gallantry and 
tenderness . . . 
. . . characterize this delight
ful novel which has been one 
of the most popular books of 
the current season in London— 

FAITH, HOPE 
NO CHARITY 

By Margaret Lane 
American ciitics aie waimly 
praising this fascinating story 
of Cockney London. "Her 
characters are the subjects 
of a human drama whose 
outstanding attraction is 
its quiet na tura lness . . . 
and the gallantry of 
the individuals ." 
-N. Y. Times. 
"When y o u p u t 
the novel down 
you feel that it is 
the humanity of 
h u m a n n a t u r e 
that keeps the 
world going."— 
N.Y.Sun. 

1 
iV 
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$2.50 HARPERS 

! S ^ BORZOI B O O K S 

Are you a m o n g the m a n y w h o 

h a v e discovcvcii wi th dehg l i t 

t h i s v o h i m c ot Ivrieal p o e m s ? 

Robert 
Nathan's 

SELF.CTED POEMS 

I— What: — 
Haven't you read 

MRS. 
ASTOR'S 

HORSE 
By STANLEY WALKER 

I 40«i' T h o u s a n d '} 
8 C O U N T R I E S 
This year EUROPE extends its cordiai invitation to youl 
9 4 0 $ and Affords you a trip on luxurious fastest 
b t £ up steamers to England, Denmark, Sweden, 
Finland, Soviet Itussia, Holland, Germany, Franc*. 
Round trip, rail and steamer, with 8 days hotel, meals, 
ftnd 9lghtseadn«, etc., in Soviet Union. Round trip ticketa 
good 2 years. Also travel bargains to all parts of world. 
GUSTAVE EISNER, 1123 B'way, N. Y., CH.3.5080. 

Die Sabiniqj^ Review 

The New Books 
Belles Lettres 

ARTIFEX: SKETCHES AND IDEAS. By 
Richard Aldington. Douhleday, Doran. 
1936. $2.50. 

This collection is a miscellany, some 
parts of which are memorable and some 
hardly worth preserving. Artifex (the 
title of the first essay) is the "maker of 
myths, music, and images." All real bene
fits to human life come from Artifex. 
From the caves of Altamira to the latest 
virtuoso, he ministers to the more sensi
tive and bet ter life. The theologian, the 
scientist, and the business man are 
leagued against him. "By killing out the 
arts from life and life from the arts, the 
m o d e m world has impoverished its v i 
tality. Indeed it may be said to be killing 
off one by one the very faculties and ex 
periences which are life." Or, to quote 
the conclusion of a la ter essay, "Purpose 
in Life": "There is no purpose in life. 
Life is an end in itself." But there seems 
to be an overweening assumption here. 
"Life" does not consist only of those fac
ulties and experiences to which Artifex 
ministers. The faculties and experiences 
which the theologian, scientist, and bus i 
ness m a n exercise and minister to are 
just as much a part of life as the others. 
The philosophy of l ife-an-end-in-itself 
has been held by myriads of people from 
Epicurus to Pater. It involves a purpose 
as much as any other. The arguments 
pro and con are never final, bu t the prac
tice of the theory is apt to be disappoint
ing. With respect to the m o d e m world 
and its predominating machinery, how
ever sharp one's reaction may be, it does 
no h a r m to keep one's balance. 

The character sketches, "Abel," "The 
Squire," and "Female Thinking Ext ra -
ver t" are part icularly good and memo
rable. Abel was a West Indian negro serv
ant, and the Squire an eccentric English
man, whimsical and great hearted, who 
traveled much, studied birds, and climbed 
trees barefooted unt i l he was killed by 
a fall at the age of eighty-two. "Female 
Thinking Extraver t" is a dreadful title, 

and should have been "Anita." The story 
is delicious, bu t Anita was not. She was 
an unattract ive young woman, who 
thought that she ought to get rid of her 
virginity and was as solemn about it as 
a young convert to Calvinism. In the 
moral code of her set it was wrong not 
to have sexual experience; otherwise 
"one developed complexes and could not 
admire the best modern poetry or be eli
gible to the communist party." But for a 
lanky, unattract ive young woman, with 
convictions bu t no passions, and coming 
from a r ich and highly respectable fam
ily, the difficulties of doing what one 
ought were quite extraordinary. 

A. C. 

Fiction 
THE BARONESS. By Ernst Weichert. 

Norton. 1936. $2.50. 

The Baroness saw him coming through 
the fen, and watched him as he once more 
trod the ear th of his home, home that 
was no more home to him. He had been 
too long among the dead: officially, on 
the rolls, on the monuments, and in the 
thoughts of his father and his friends; 
actually, in the peculiar hells that the 
French had known how to construct in 
Africa for a German soldier who had 
damaged a guard in attempting to escape. 
He h a d lost all tha t makes a man want 
a home, or a task to perform, or a friend 
to talk with. He had no more desire for 
the things of this life. 

So the Baroness found him. She brought 
him home with her, and introduced him 
to those he once had known, now, in 
their own ways, as mad and as useless 
as he. Slowly, with great pain and with 
almost indescribable difficulty, he grew 
once again attached to his native soil; 
almost in spite of himself h e saved the 
reason of an old friend; qui te in spite of 
himself he took the last vestige of sanity 
from his father. 

The Baroness led no normal, l i fe , and 
the lives of those about her were warped 
and strange, thanks to the war. She did 

Over the Counter 
The Saturday Review's Guide to Current Attractions 

Trade Mark 

FLOWER O F THE 
GODS 

Achmed Abdullah & 
Anthony Abbot 

(Lee Furman: $2.) 

PORT OF HEAVEN 
Thomas W. Metcalfe 

(Ehitton: $2.50.) 

HORSETHIEF HOLE 
l.obert Ames Bennet 

(Washburn: $2.) 

Label 

Novel 

Contents 

Defying Hindu magic and Tao, 
high Tibetan priest, Lee Breck
inridge plucks the sacred flower 
and the pay-off is just too, too 
sad. 

Adven- Three-bott le hero reforms to 
ture ' clinch proud beauty and plenty 

of pieces of eight on Spanish Main, 
bu t it takes a long time. 

Western 1 J im Friel meets u p with Red Lor -
1 kin—a no account hombre, horse-
thief, and snake. Perdita, gal, 
meets up with J im. Biff! Bang! 
Zowie! 

Flavor 

Buddha-
ful 

Pot 
Likker 

Middlin' 
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