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Fiction Drowned in Talk

THE JOURNEY DOWN. By Aline Bern-
stein. New York: Alfred A. Knopf.
1938. $2.50.

Reviewed by BErNARD DEVOTO

RS. BERNSTEIN’S novel deals,
M in nine episodes, with the love

affair between a great literary
genius and this year’s most sensitive
spirit, a woman who paints, designs cos-
tumes for the theater, and talks in phrases
by Black, Starr, Frost & Gorham. Neither
he nor she is ever given a name, but
the third story in Mrs. Bernstein’s earlier
“Three Blue Suits,” which deals with
the same people and fits in here just
after the fifth episode, shows that his
name is Eugene. Little characterization is
expended on him and, in fact, little atten-
tion is paid to him. He is gigantic physi-
cally and suffers from a kind of giantism
in his speech and in his ideas about him-~
self, which the lady shares. He makes love
to her by telling her that she comes from
a dung hill, that she belongs to the stable,
that she is a flower growing from filth,
that her breasts are like melons, that she
smells like a Jew. He models his behavior
on the romantic tradition of geniuses. He
forgets to turn off the faucets in the bath-
room, he stands shaving and seeing vi-
sions for hours on end, he works all night
writing indescribably magnificent prose,
he weeps and also has ecstasies—that sort
of thing. All his adjectives have a high
amperage, he bellows and throws people
about, his phantasies are populated by
malevolent enemies who are trying to in-
flict immeasurable cruelties on him. He

seems to be, that is, a megalomaniac. He
would have been an interesting character
if some use had been made of him in the
novel, but his only function is to start the
lady talking.

This is the usual mechanism of the epi-
sodes: after some prefatory matter, the
genius says, “Tell me what you saw this
morning,” “Tell me what it was like when
you were a little girl,” or “Tell me about
the vegetables in your garden,” and the
lady tells him for thirty pages of genuine,
hand-painted prose. She is hell on over-
tones and nuances, and determined to let
none of them escape her. Her ailment
would appear to be systemic hyperaesthe-
sia complicated by logorrhoea. It is fine
talk and even finer writing, the kind of
tense and mannered sensibility that fur-
nished forth the little magazine of twenty
years ago, an attempt to sublimate pure
mood. Ineffable but unbearably porten-
tous moods turn on the curve of a parsley
leaf, a glimpse of a face in the city street,
the colors of sky and foliage in that one
moment when the luminous twilight
pauses and seems trembling toward rev-
elation. The lady is as sensitive as possible
to all forms of beauty; she has a low flash-
point and a hair-trigger. But fiction gets
drowned in talk. The reader perks up in
one episode when a fortune teller suc-
ceeds in getting the ball away from her,
but the seeress also is sensitive and talks
in just the same way. The point of the
novel is that the genius discarded the
lady, who alone of all women understood
and loved him, but the reader can take
that with composure. She merely talked
herself out of a job.
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NOW AVAILABLE IN
A REGULAR EDITION

One of the Most
Remarkable Pieces of
Literary Americana

Ever Published

The amazing Americana
episode which Kipling
deliberately omitted
from his autobiography.

RUDYARD

KIPLING’S

VERMONT
FEUD

By FREDERIC F.
VAN DE WATER

The Criminal Record
The Saturday Review’s Guide to Detective Fiction
Title and Author Crime, Place, Sleuth Summing Up Verdict
THE MYSTERY OF |River Thames disgorges | Penk’s adventures|Unusual
THE PAINTED NUDE |painting and naked | among advanced artists
William Gore corpse. Insp. Penk in-|add hilarious spice to
(Crime Club: $2.) vades surrealistic cir-|yarn that violates sun-
cles to find solution. dry rules but has zest.
THE CLOUDED Sudden death of girl| Modicum of mystery| Thriller
MOON and detective on Riviera | but plenitude of thrills
Max Saltmarsh plunge novelist Stern|in tale of clever crimi-
(Knopf: $2.50.) and friend Lumsden in- | nals, devil worship, and
to maelstrom. blazing forests.
BRIGADE OF SPIES |Huge amount of inside | Writing verges on Sun-| Sinis-
Wm. J. Makin —and some old—stuff {day - supplementish,| terly
(Dutton: $3.) about post-war spies | but facts are fascinating | inform-
(Non-fiction) and their machinations | —especially “Spies of| ative
in Europe and Asia. Science” section.
MIDNIGHT AND Concert singer shot; | Chicago night life, cyn-| Worth
PERCY JONES radio announcer van-|ically amusing cops,| while
Vincent Starrett ishes; another killing— | bullet spattered climax,
(Covici-Friede: $2.) |and drama critic Black- | plentiful red herrings,
wood spots third death [and gruesome solution,
before case closes. expertly blended.
MURDER ON THE |Crooner slain as broad- | Inside dope on addled | Higher
NOISE cast eénds. Insp. Schmidt | antics of air-wavers and | brackets
Ggorge Bagby learns much about ra-{bountiful action quell
(Crime Club: $2.) dio, uncovers slick|doubts about method of
racket, nets slayers. major murder.

ILLUSTRATED $1.25 .

“I've never told it to anyone.
And T'll be Goddamned if I
know why I've told it to you,”
said Kipling’s fiery, ne’er-do-
well, Yankee brother-in-law,
Beatty Ballestier, to his neighbor,
Mr. Van de Water. The story he
told of his remarkable feud with
Kipling that drove the author
from his Vermont home—and
from America — passes at last
from the realm of gossip to that
of authentic history in this vivid
little book which relates the
whole episode and its back-
ground in unexpurgated detail
for the first time.

First published in a limited edi-
tion by The Countryman Press
in Vermont, the demand for this
book was so great that the
author has permitted its publi-
cation in a regular edition. It
contains all the material of the
limited edition including the six
charming full-page drawings by
Bernadine Custer.

a JOHN DAY book

ReYNAL & HircHcock, NEw YORK
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ThlS is the book of which

G. Quercus said last
week — “Among detective
stories of more than usual
merit, we recommend War-
rant for X by Philip Mac-
Donald.”

"You'll find

some of the best slevth-
ing of many seasons in
this story of kidnapping,
murder, and crime pre-
vention inLondon.Don’t
miss it.” The New Yorker

WARRANT Y
FOR
by PHILIP MACDONALD
$2. Crime Club Selection

And it was this same book
that the Saturday Review’s
Criminal Record last week
labeled “‘Swell concoction

. . exciting paper chase
with the usual Gethryn
brilliance.”

Everyday is a red-letter day
somewhere in America!l

“A unique reference
book, mnot only full of
facts but alive with
interest . ., . rich, use-
ful, and often sur-
prising—N. Y, TIMES.

THE AMERICAN
BOOK of DAYS

By GEORGE W.
DOUGLAS

Arranged in accordance
with the ealendar, cover-
ing every single day of
the year:

Here is a book that
follows the calendar,
fully deseribing the | The d.

National and State Holidays
evelopment of each
holiday with detailed de-

prineipal anniver-
soriptions of celebrations,

saries and historical
events—local and ] Post and present.
national—their ori- g“';g r‘g} “x‘-t Fast n"‘u
ein and history, and | E¥ portant religious
how they are cele- g{,‘;"n{g‘“};’ °},’§§;"§Sdm this
brated in all parts | (ecal Celabrations
ofthecountry. Many } The
facts casting inter- § mers’ Parade, Apple Tues-
esting sidelights on J day, Pioneer Day and hun-
American history dnil"d“gf other local events
that cannot be found Ly described.
elsewhere. Com- Blrthdays of Famous Americans
pletely indexed for With biographical .sketches.
Famons Events In American History

easy reference. 666
pp. Postpaid $4.50. mm&m event dated

Mardi Gras, Mum-

The H. W. WILSON (0., 950 University Ave., New York

ENJOY READING
IN RESTFUL EASE

The READAN'REST holds heaviest books and

largest magazines. Used in bed or chair. Fine

for writing, games, typing, lunching,

many other uses.

Genuine natural finish Mahogany or

Walnut, $5.00. Fully guaranteed.

5 days examination-trial if you wish,
” on receipt of price,

postage prepaid.

Or send for illustrated

folder: “Comfort,

Pleasure, Benefit,”

READAN'REST CO.
Sec. 7, 225 B'dway
New York, N. Y.

The Satunday Review

The New Books

Belles Lettres

FREE SPEECH AND PLAIN LAN-
GUAGE. By Albert Jay Nock. Morrow.
1937, $3.

Albert Jay Nock is an old-fashioned
liberal individualist. He fancies himself
as a citizen of that purely imaginary re-
public of which Thomas Jefferson was
prophet and high priest. Mr. Nock spends
much time in Belgium and in a realm
of ideas which brock no concessions to
expediency or even to practicality. He
writes lean, athletic English tinged with
an ironic humor akin to that of the eight-
eenth century British essayist. He writes
well.

“Free Speech and Plain Language” is
an assortment of essays most of which
were first published as magazine articles.
Mr. Nock’s articles are his conversations
with himself which he paused to write
upon paper. Very good conversation, too.
He believes in free speech without reser-
vation. His kind of free speech is possible
only to those rare persons who know pre-
cisely what they mean when they use
words. He presupposes a degree and a
spread of intelligence and wisdom difficult
to locate in any land.

His arguments are so fundamental that
in places he seems to be irresponsible.
This is because he is following to the end
the logic of his belief. Surrenders to ex-
pediency are, in his scheme, the sin
against the Holy Ghost. The philosophers
who measure the worth of principles by
the consequences which flow from them
are not the saints of this system.

But whether we accept or reject the
teachings of so detached and remote an
observer, his book provides pleasant
reading for more than one evening’s
leisure.

W. L. C.

Fiction

ROOT IN THE ROCK. By D. H. South-
gate. Knopf. 1938, $2.50.

The native brown races have preoc-
cupied a good many novelists this year.
The task of interpreting customs, minds,
religions, and speech idioms into an
English which will make them seem
veritable and moving is a formidable one.
Unfortunately the reader is callously un-
touched either by the amount of research
a writer may have put into assembling
his material or the amount of genuine
fervor which has pushed him into writ-
ing the book. The actual words on the
actual pages are all he sees or can feel.
And the actual words on the actual pages
of “Root in the Rock” did not, for us, do
the trick of taking India and the Brahmin
woman Latchmi out of the factual de-
scriptions of any of several non-fiction
books on the same subject and giving
them independent fictional life.

Because it is apparent that the author
has taken pains, has gathered informa-
tion, and is genuinely disturbed by the
plight of the Brahmin woman, it seems
unkind to say that the book does not
come off. Nevertheless, as fiction, it does

not. Latchmi is a child bride. Her suf-
ferings, the shame of her sterility, the
son who is finally “given” her by a
temple “god,” the horror of life in her
mother-in-law’s house, and the cruelty
of her position as a widow are sociologi-
cally moving; but they are not fiction.
When her son becomes a medical student,
outraging and breaking with his caste,
when the son’s daughter in her turn tries
to throw off India and embrace the West,
the book is a treatise, and a serious one.
But it bears the same relation to a novel
that the Red Cross float in the Armistice
Day parade bears to a dressing station
behind the front lines.

I have no doubt that the author has
lived in India. It is entirely possible that
he (or she, the initials reveal nothing, but
the writing seems to be that of a woman)
is an Indian. But, unlike Pearl Buck,
unlike Vicki Baum who has lately and
rather surprisingly made the Balinese
protagonists of a good novel, D. H. South-
gate is not a story teller. Louis Brom-
field’s “The Rains Came,” set in India
and beyond question written with less
high purpose than “Root in the Rock,”
nevertheless makes its Indian characters
more believable people, more vividly
seen, than any in this book, for all its
creator’s earnestness.

F. W.

ENCHANTED OASIS. By Fqith Bald-
win. Farrar & Rinehart. 1938. $2.

Take a lovely young girl; give her
peach-blossom skin inherited from the
English lady of title who died in giving
her birth, and hair the color of a new
penny inherited (together with a fabu-
lous number of new dollars) from an
American father; transport her from the
beech woods of Sussex to Palm Springs;
compromise her in a canyon with a rich,
handsome, and idealistic pseudo-cowboy;
stir and spice with a wicked stepmother;
garnish with a hard-boiled movie star
faithful beyond death though in heart
alone, of course, to the no-count gambler
she married when a child; and you almost
have Faith Baldwin’s latest. Almost, but
not quite; because Miss Baldwin is a
little better than her formulas, and at her
most saccharine can surprise you with
her deftness and her capacity to make an
unreal type character suddenly break into
an unmistakably human utterance.

K. T.

YOU’'RE IN THE RACKET, TOO. By
James Curtis. Knopf. 1938, $2.50.

This second novel by James Curtis is
particularly disappointing because it lacks
most of those qualities which made his
first so interesting. “There Ain’t No Jus-
tice” treated intensively of the life and
environment of a young British fighter;
it had a strong and well-knit plot that
carried local color and characterization
along with it. But here that polarizing
force is sadly lacking. “You're in the
Racket, Too” is composed of a series of
sketchy incidents calculated to acquaint
us with London’s second-story men,



