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History of an Autumn 
BY CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 

WE come to September. How 
shall the historian condense 
that month? All he can do 

is "shoot a few levels" as a surveyor 
once said who was puzzled by the 
drainage of a bumpy Long Island lot. 

For in September the dam broke. The 
game of Ring-Around-a-Nazi couldn't 
be played any longer. Once more Eu
rope trembled under a Little Corporal. 
(Where was Unity Mitford?) The 
Trojan Horse came steadily closer to the 
wall. Those who tried to think things 
through found they were through think
ing. 

So, with their usual'hankering for sim
plification, men tried to blame worldwide 
stupidities as the fault of one man. 

In the spring of 1938 an eminent ex-
German author lectured across the United 
States on ''The Coming Victory of De
mocracy." In September that title 
sounded a bit optimistic. It looked as 
though democracy required enormous 
environs of salt water to keep it from 
decay. 

On the 9th of September a historian 
went, on interim, to the hills of the Blue 
Ridge. He was feeling blue himself: he 
had read the New York, Washington and 
Philadelphia papers en route, and bought 
the evening Sun-paper on arrival in Bal
timore. He telegraphed a kinsman (a 
newspaper man) We are not amused; 
then there was some time to wait before 
taking the Western Maryland cars. In 
afternoon ease he rambled in -what re
mains his favorite of all cities. He went to 
have a look at his old school on Cathedral 
Street. It used to be Mr. Marston's, the 
University School, but is now P. S. 49, and 
in 1914 renamed for Robert E. Lee, with 
Marse Robert's Horatian motto Ne In-
cautus Futuri. This was appropriate. Still 
more so the quotation from Lee on the 
tablet: "Human Virtue should always be 
equal to human calamity." He wondered 
if it was going to be. He was startled to 
find that across the street the old 
severely-walled Bryn Mawr School for 
Girls (object of mystified speculation to 
Mr. Marston's boys all those years ago) 
was now the Deutsches Haus—with a beer 
garden in the yard. No further surprises 
were possible. 

He loitered across the park to another 
familiar haunt. Mount Royal Station of 
the B. & O., the most placid big-town 
depot in America. It lies in a hollow, 
under slopes of sunburned lawn. There 
was the same old fleur-de-lys-shape 
flower bed, and a colored porter drowsily 
dragging himself up the long stairs. In 
the waiting rooms the same peaceful 
hush, so rarely broken by a train. Where 
else in the world will you find a railroad 
station whose only sound is the creak of 
rocking chairs? There were the good old 

photos of B. & O. landscapes: Cornfields 
of Ohio; Trough of the Potomac; The 
Fertile Hills of Maryland; Harpers Ferry; 
and Aqueduct over the Monocacy. Even 
in that remembered place were sugges
tions of war: the Monocacy River, play
mate of childhood, rises on the slopes of 
Gettysburg. 

Then, back at the other depot, the brisk 
Western Maryland train came bustling in; 
copper piping burnished on the sturdy 
loco, two trim little cars with blinds pulled 
housewifely even. A crate of doves for the 
Timonium Fair seemed the only bag
gage: a peaceful omen he hoped. Through 
the long tunnel and the green glades of 
the suburbs. Back from memory of more 
than thirty years came that moaning 
scream of the whistle. Then the red earth 
of Maryland, who has always kept her 
beauties private for those who love her. 
Not for her the push and publicity of 
Vermont. Com shocks and sorrel were 
pink in sunset, and the first touch of 
autumn lipstick on the trees. Through 
the country of grazing and orchard; river 
meadows with great timber; sheep and 
hogs and mules, and a muddy "branch." 
There were little towns with still some
thing of the slattern touch of the South. 
Going through one such he remembered 
how years ago an emergency visit to the 
dentist saved a family from being in 
the wreck of the Blue Mountain Ex
press. The profile of hills drew nearer; 
and as the train climbed the ridges be
yond Thurmont a full moon was rising 
over the plain in a flush of tawny haze. 
How far it seemed from Europe and from 
any kind of pressure. But the world is 
tightened in a queer web. The first thing 
you see at Blue Ridge Summit is the 
house where a Queen of England w âs al
most bom. No, I mean where there was 
bom a lady who almost became Queen 
of England. She is now the Duchess of 
Windsor. And when he left the Summit, 
three days later, every radio on that 
inland hiUtop was bringing the words of 
Adolf Hitler from Nuremberg. 

There followed, for him and everyone, 
the Radio Fortnight, the universal purge. 
Motorists on tour stopped at hot dog 
stands to know what was coming through. 
They saw the roadside signs, Rely on 
Your Brakes Instead of Your Horn, and 
thought Tell it to Hitler. Through the 
golden ethers of autumn, words came 
always darker and heavier. The day of 
the Sports Palace tirade, all over New 
York City people clustered round taxi-
cabs and private cars to hear a shrill 
voice (with a very impure accent: not 
even good German). One no longer took 
time to reprobate the mispronunciations 
of broadcasters, and would have been 
grateful for some of the old cheerful 
bushwa about toothpaste or cold cream. 

TJieSatunJ^Revieu) 

It was almost impossible to read or write 
or concentrate on anything. When one 
went to bed it was realizing that to
morrow was already breaking in Eu
rope; and on what? 

The Herald Tribune printed a gorgeous 
photo of the household cat of Number 
Ten Downing Street sitting warily at that 
famous doorstep. It was a black cat with 
ears flattened backward, tail tense with 
nerves. That was the mood of everyone. 
Whether black cats are lucky or unlucky 
is still debate, but some thought the para
ble was clear. There were plenty to 
suggest that if this were the British lion 
it was shrunk indeed; world-broken at 
last. 

Inside that doorway the furled um
brella was ready to go on its travels. 

The week-end of October 1 and 2 was 
autumn at its brightest: clear sun, quick 
air, the trees turning in swatches of color. 
Commuters took Saturday off to rake and 
burn and chop; Long Island and New 
England were still busy repairing the 
wreckage of a hurricane. At dusk, a 
blanched almond moon curved slowly to 
westward, that straight-edged semicircle 
that seems always the most artificial of 
her phases. It would have been a useful 
moon for an air raid. 

It was a week-end of breathing space. 
(Moratorium salutamus). It was a good 
week-end for parsons, they were almost 
gay for the first time in twenty years. 
Newspaper editors were playing golf, after 
having duly written their leaders that 
this was probably a pretty poor kind of 
Peace. It was astonishing how many news
paper byliners in America thought Eu
rope should have gone to War. There was 
a great deal of courage of other people's 
patriotism. 

But in the suburbs the big atlas, which 
had lain open on the table for a month, 
was returned to its place on the shelf. 
The radio had gone back to Bran Flakes 
and Bulova watches, Face Powders and 
Football Scores. In hospitals the nurses 
were wondering what to give patients, 
thought fatally ill, who had been revived 
—more than by strychnine or digitalis—by 
those repeated shots of suspense. Septem
ber had indeed been a month with an R, 
and the R was Radio. Tuning in at odd 
intervals, as everyone did, who would 
know whether he might hear of a final 
mobilization or something about Buttered 
Pecan Rolls? Spinning the dial its full 
gamut, 1550 to 570, seining the ether for 
some catch of information, what an audi
tion of a crazed (yet still lovable) world. 
Poetry readings, hymns, Jim Farley, som
nambulist Republicans, outraged libertads 
("The speaker's opinions are his own") 
the launching of the Queen Elizabeth in 
braw Scottish ("Her Majesty will be pre
sented a booky"), the adorably sophisti
cated rhythms of A tisket a tasket, gen
tlemanly and memorable Mr. De Valera, 
and anxious Mr. Kaltenborn attempting 

{Continued on page 28) 
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Worth ̂  
Waiting 
For! 

THE 

INTERNATIONAL 
CYCLOPEDIA OF 

MUSIC and MUSICIANS 
Edited by Oscar Thompson, in collaboration with 
sixty of the foremost music authorities in Europe 
and America (Ernest Newman, Olin Downes, Henry 
Prunieres, etc.)- In addition to extended articles on 
the great figures in music by these distinguished 
critics, the book contains complete reference infor
mation in all fields of musical knowledge. Over 2000 
pages. Coming in November. Write for free brochure. 

Boxed, $12.50 

by ISAAC F. MARCOSSON 

TURBULENT 
TEARS 

The world's foremost interviewer, who has known 
intimately more outstanding personalities than any 
other living writer, interprets what is going on 
today in Europe and Asia, in terms of the men whose 
names are newspaper headlines. Many portraits. 

$3.50 

Edited By BURNS MANTLE 

The BEST PLAYS 
OF 1937-38 

Ten significant plays, by excerpt and summary, with 
year book information about theatres, drama, actors, 
etc. Includes Of Mice and Men; The Star-Wagon; 
Susan and God; Amphitryon 38; Shadow and Sub
stance; On Borrowed Time; Our Town; Prologue 
to Glory; Golden Boy; and What a Life. Stage 
photos. $3.00 

THE $10.000 PRIZE NOVEL 

YOUNG DOCTOR 
GALAHAD 

by ELIZABETH SEIFERT 
An exciting story of a young American doctor in a 
Mid-western town—his career, his girl and his 
ideals. Beyond that, a dramatic picture of the ques
tions our medical profession is facing today. $2.50 

YOUNG SETTLER 

gSMlSi^si 

B Q P ^ LIVES OF 
TWO GREAT AMERICANS 

Elihu 
Root 
by PHILIP C. JESSUP 

A richly detailed, full-length portrait of 

the great American statesman, the mov

ing force behind our history for more 

than forty years, with an appraisal of his 

achievements in many fields, as Secretary 

of War and of State, peace advocate in 

Europe and South America, leading 

lawyer and constitutionalist, etc. With 

45 pages of illustrations. Two volumes, 

$7.50 

The Story of 
the Winged-S 

by IGOR L SIKORSKY 
The autobiography of a dreamer and 

pioneer who became the master-builder 

of great Clipper ships and flying boats. 

His life story, from the first "Winged S" 

in Russia, through the Great War, and 

his new start as an American, to the 

gigantic flying ships of today and to

morrow. An amazing story, with the 

evolution of aviation as its background. 

Illustrated. $3.00 

LAMENT T MAKER 
by MICHAEL INNES 

If you read mystery novels, don't overlook this 
superb story of a rat-ridden Scottish castle and 
its half-daft l a i rd . "The King of Mystery 
Writers," says William Lyon Phelps of its author. 

$2.00 

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY 
449 Fourth Avenue, New York 
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Pronouncements of a 
Boston Bachelor 

THE PREJUDICES 
OF MR. PENNYFEATHER 

By Donald Moffat 
Author of "The Mott Family in France" 

"Mr. Pennyfeather more than occasion
ally reminds one of Mr. Dooley. Very 
quie t ly u p there in Bos ton , a n o t h e r 
a u t h e n t i c Wr i t e r seems to have been 
ripening on the tree." 
—Lewis Gannett in N . Y. Herald Tribune 

'Wise and sharp and witty and human . " 
— Nctv York Herald Tribune "Books" 

Illustrated by Hildegard Woodward. 
An Atlantic Book. $2.00 

For Those Who Love Beautiful Books 

TRENDING into MAINE 
By Kenneth Roberts 

With 14 pages in color from paintings by N. C. Wyeth 

"Has about everything anybody could ask for. It has 
writing of the first water, it has toughness and sinew, it 
has expert knowledge, and wit that is bright as a Maine 
ice storm."—Robert P . Tristram Coffin in N . Y. Herald 
Tribune "BooLs." $4-00 20th Thousand 

An Instant Hit-

MR. POPPER'S 
PEHGUIHS 

By Richard and 
Florence Atwater 

inustrated by Robert Lawson 

" T h e most e n t e r t a i n i n g 
book in kind since Fer^ 
dinand ' ." -B«rton Rascoe 

in Neuisujcck 

"One of those books which 
parents will carry down
stairs to finish, after the 
fifteen minutes' bedttme 
reading is done."-Le^.^s 
G a n n e t t in N e ^ York 

Herald Tribune 

"Here is a find, a book not 
only funny, but umver-
sally f u n n y . " - M a y Lam-
ber ton Becker i " N- V-
Herald Tribune "Books 

$1.50 

2nd Uorge Printing 

Booksellers Are Now Taking Advance 

R O A D S T O A N E W A M E R I C A By David Cushman Coyle $2.75 OCTOBER 20th 
A book for all the Americans who believe that the American Dream is worth working for. 

P R I N C E S S L I E V E N By H . Montgomery Hyde $3.50 OCTOBER 20th 
The first biography in English of the Russian Ambassador's wife who greatly influenced European diplomacy and had 
as lovers Metternich and Guizot, among others. Illustrated. 

SECRET AGENT OF JAPAN By Amieto Vespa $3.00 OCTOBER 21st 
The personal story of an Italian forced by the Japanese to be their spy. Would be almost unbelievable were it not so 
definitely authenticated. Illustrated. 

SPELLA H O By H. E. Bates $2.50 OCTOBER 24th 
B y The story of a house and a man and of the man's two great obsessions—money and women. This book may 

make a famous novelist out of a noted short-story writer. An Atlantic Novel. 

LITTLE, BROWN & C 
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REMEMBERING 
By Nathalie 

^««9wiek Colby 

''It is an auto-
b iography of 

, , the rich and en
tertaining kind. 
It sparkles, scin-

o f t e n t i m e s e " ; ? n " ' ^ " " ' ' 
s i o n s " - R ' , ' " « ^ ^ P ' - e s -

^^^- -Boston Herald 
tnustrated $3.00 

''j;̂ 5/™ANCER 
HERE MYSELF 

By Ogden Nash 
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25fh ThoMsond 

A Canadian Novel by 
Canada^s Leading Novelist 

GROWTH OF 
A MAN 

By Mazo de la Roche 
"Has a double distinction. It teems with vital characteri
zation, idiosyncratic and humorous enough to satisfy the 
most exacting of 'Jalna' lovers and it has a protagonist of 
powerful personality . . . Shaw's journey to manhood . . . 
holds us breathless with suspense throughout."—N. Y. 
Times Book Review. An Atlantic Novel. $2.50 

23rd Thousand 

A Dramatic Novel of To-day 

THE MORTAL STORM 
By Phyllis Bottome 

The more dictatorships threaten the more pertinent 
seems this novel. This dramatic story of a family in 
Hitler's Germany is making readers think: "What would 
life be like for me under a dictatorship?" 

The N o v e l A b o u t Dictatorship 
$2.50 45th Thousand 
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Drders For These Important Books 

G U N S O R BUTTER By R. H. Bruce Lockhart $3.00 NOVEMBER 4th 
The "British Agent" revisits Europe. This is the most immediately pertinent book on Europe. 

A S O N C E Y O U W E R E By A . S. M . Hutchinson $2.50 NOVEMBER 14th 
The story of a man who had the chance to test his theory that youth can be recaptured—but who didn ' t allow for 
the effect of romance on his plans. 

M I L L B R O O K By Delia T. Lutes $2.50 DECEMBER 2nd 
The warm-hearted story of a Michigan town in the 1880's by the author of "The Country Ki tchen." An Atlantic 
Book. Illustrated. 

A LABRADOR LOGBOOK By Sir Wi l f red Grenfel l $1.75 DECEMBER 2nd if, L 
A bedside book of daily inspiration compiled by the Labrador Doctor, of passages that have helped him. 
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•î «̂Mv -'̂  •^m(M^-yif-^^'"^'-: ..-i-^^fc' 

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



The Satuniap Review 

Fashions in Ideas 
(Continued from page 4) 

ideas have suffered from their modishness 
and been impeded by their very popu
larity. There is, I suppose, no serious 
writer on human affairs who would with
hold tribute to the fundamental depths 
and importance of the psychoanalytic 
contribution to the understanding of hu
man motives. Hardly any well-informed 
person (though there are a few) would 
contest the immense therapeutic value 
psychoanalytic treatment has afforded in 
vast numbers of cases. But the depths of 
the ideas and their great curative possi
bilities are not what I mean by psycho
analysis as a fashion. I mean the days, 
somewhat over now, when a smattering 
of psychoanalytic terms studded all con
versation everywhere, and even the gos
sip about friends and enemies had to take 
a psychoanalytic turn. One knew or one 
suspected everybody's complexes. Where, 
earlier, people would have spoken of 
brashness and rudeness, they spoke now 
of compensation and an inferiority com
plex. One's friends were no longer xin-
happy, but frustrated; castles in Spain 
gave place to wish fulfillments, and no 
weekend was complete without an ama
teur psychoanalytic devastation of every
body not present and in turn of every
body there. 

It is not easy to say just when it was 
that the vocabulary of the dinner parties 
and the little groups began to change. 
Some say it came with the depression, 
but I seem to remember noticing it a little 
earlier. But suddenly it seemed (however 
gradual it may have been) the talk had 
turned from sex to socialism. There was 
even a revival, for a brief, frenzied period, 
of the ideal of a civilization run by sci
ence, this time through the engineers. 
Technocracy was the name of that short
lived epidemic. It seems incredible now 
that for months that word to describe a 
civilization to be saved through engineers 
and engineering (despite the failure of 
Herbert Hoover) was the magic symbol, 
the shibboleth, that dominated the con
versation of the intellectuals. There was 
a flood of books and pamphlets, formulas 
and statistics; whole forests must have 
been destroyed to provide the printed 
matter that nourished the fad. And in a 
few months the whole forest of printed 
matter disappeared, and technocracy was 
as dead as Herbert Spencer. 

This is not history but reminiscence, 
and I cannot say I remember exactly 
when Marxism first became, pro and con, 
a staple part of the fashionable diet of 
ideas. (Certainly Marxism to the literate 
was not new; had we not been required 
in 1914 to read the "Communist Mani
festo" as part of our reading in a regula
tion, though exceptionally good, course in 
European history? But books on art and 
metaphysics and novels and plays were 
not then discussed in terms of their Right-
ness or Leftness; one heard little about 

the Party Line, and Dialectic Materialism 
was unknown to most hostesses, even as 
a label. 

I am not speaking of serious students of 
Marxism, nor of the importance of the 
Marxian iinderstanding of history and 
politics. I am speaking again of the fact 
that at a certain point in the history of 
conversation among the articulates of 
New York, Marxism became the charac
teristic theme of conversation and almost 
a correct standard of intellectual deport
ment. It carmot be attributed to the Rus
sian Revolution, for the Revolution had 
taken place in 1917 and between 1917 and 
1929 there were many other fashions of 
ideas. 

But it was some time before Marxism 
could be the comprehensive atmosphere 
in which all conversation was bathed. 
Even today, while the strategy of revo
lution is being discussed in one corner, 
and there are vivid debates as to how 
likely it is that the possessing classes will 
consent to be expropriated without vio
lence, other choruses are sung in other 
corners. For a time it was relativity, al
though there was general agreement that 
nobody (save a dozen men whose names 
nobody remembered) could understand 
Einstein. That agreement, however, in 
which most discussions began, was no bar 
to talking about the Einstein theory, or 
even making diagrams of two trains mov
ing at different speeds to illustrate how 
relative time was. Then there was the 
winter that Eddington's "Nature of the 
Physical World" was published, and Sir 
James Jeans revealed the philosophical 
mysteries of "The Mysterious Universe." 
It is hard to remember now the easy way 
conversationists had with the principle of 
indetermination, time-space, and quanta. 
If any one suggested that Jeans and Ed-
dington were superimposing some very 
questionable—and old-fashioned—meta
physics upon their scientific researches, 
that Eddington remained fundamentally a 
Quaker who happened to be playing with 
quanta, such reservations were for one 
short winter not the mode. 

In still another comer would be a 
young man who had discovered St. 
Thomas Aquinas, seven hundred years 
late, and found in the clear principles of 
that orthodox summit of Catholic ortho
doxy the one way of life for a rational 
animal, and a most impressive vocabu
lary. Behaviorism and psychoanalysis had 
run their course, and it was years since 
anybody (save economic scholars) had 
mentioned Veblen, whose "Theory of the 
Leisure Class" and whose phrase "con
spicuous waste" had once been in all 
literate mouths. Watson, the foiinder of 
behaviorism, had been forgotten and was 
now in the advertising business, and 
Bergson, whose lectures in French were 
attended by Frenchless fashionable ladies, 
was (most people believed) dead. Mean
while, the free association prose, the in
trospective streams of consciousness of 
Proust and Virginia Woolf, began to be 

more than audible murmurs, "the cult of 
unintelligibility" began in poetry, and the 
breakdown of all familiar conventions in 
surrealist painting. In that time it was 
bliss to be alive, and to be young was 
heaven, a heaven filled with singular stars 
and strange colors, some of them resusci
tated, like Aquinas, from a half-forgotten 
past, as if somebody should declare after 
looking at the pictures in the Pitti Palace 
in Florence that he had found the secret 
of Raphael's blue, or that the methods of 
the Primitives were the only techniques 
for modern painting to follow. 

It is natural, living in New York, and 
moving among acquaintances generated 
by the writing and teaching profession, 
that I should have been exposed in suc
cession to all these modes. And I dis
covered further when one left New York 
one heard the same things, usually, that 
one had heard in Manhattan the previous 
winter, in transformed farmhouses in 
Connecticut, in cafes in Paris, on transat
lantic steamers. What, I began to wonder, 
accounts for these changes in fashions of 
ideas, so much more rapid in their suc
cession among us than they are abroad? 
What is there that has made many of 
these discussions so superficial that the 
term "intellectual," from being a term 
naturally enough taken to mean praise as 
an adjective, has come to have the at
mosphere of contempt about it as a noun? 
I suspect one of the answers lies in the 
fact that the intellectuals are more in
terested in articulateness than in analysis, 
and in themes for conversation than in 
objects for feeling and thought. The par
lor pink, the salon scientist, the drawing-
room philosopher, the tea-time psycholo
gist or theologian, are not new in our era. 
They were rampant in France in the 
eighteenth century. But the polite world 
of learning was then a smaller world, and 
though it is still small (the class of in
tellectuals is never as large as its fluency 
would lead one to expect), it had then 
none of the devices of high-pressure pub
licity that can rapidly make it as obliga
tory to have a certain vocabulary as to 
wear certain kinds of clothes. 

There is nothing heinous about the love 
of words for their own sake. Was it not 
Plato himself who said that he would 
never write a treatise on philosophy, that 
the latter must be acquired by conversa
tion, the flame leaping from speaker to 
speaker "until the soul itself caught fire"? 
"Education at lunch" may be a poor af
fair, but everyone knows how out of a 
conversation new insights emerge and 
one's old ones become clarified. But what 
one could see time and again in New York 
was the love of words in the place of 
ideas, and, even worse, simply the love of 
knowing and displaying the words, cliches 
cherished for their snob values, or new 
and current generalizations paraded like 
the latest fashions in ties or hats. Even 
noble words standing for noble causes 
have in our time come to be debased into 

(Continued on page 27) 
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<LAS beautiful, as thrilling 

as NORTH TO THE ORIENT 

The neW book by 

iiNNE MORROW LINDBERGH 

With a Foreword and Map Drawings by Charles A. Lindbergh 

Mrs. Lindbergh's story of the 1933 flight across the South Atlan

tic with her husband. Similar in treatment, style, and spirit to 

N O R T H TO T H E ORIENT, this new book has an entirely 

different background since it deals principally with tropical 

Africa and the journey across the ocean to Brazil. It demon

strates again the meticulously beautiful writing art which made 

N O R T H T O T H E O R I E N T one of the best-loved books 

in America. $2.50 
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. . . criticism, art, fun 

Virginia Woolf 
THREE GUINEAS 
War might really be prevented if the wor ld 
listened to Mrs. W o o l f s argument on that 
grave subject. "It is not possible in a review to 
do justice to the brilliance and beauty of this 
hook."—Katherine Woods, N. Y. Times. $2.50 

Lewis Mumford 
THE CULTURE OF CITIES 
By the author of "Technics and Civilization." 
"For distinction, entertainment, information, 
scholarship, and general human interest, this is 
one of the most distinguished books of many 
years."—Mary Coliim, The Varum. Profusely 
illustrated. $5.00 

Mabel and Mario Scacherl 
THE FUN OF PHOTOGRAPHY 
A complete photographic education for ama
teur or professional, and a lot of fun to read. 
Everyone seems to agree with the Boston 
Transcript that "this is the best book on 
photography published in many a day." 375 
pages, plus 375 illustrations. $3.75 

Constance Rourlte 
CHARLES SHEELER 
IKrttst in the American Tradition 

The author of "Audubon" writes a new kind of 
book about a distinguished contemporary 
American artist, and about American art. "A 
valuable document in the history of creative 
art in America."~Holger Cahill, N. Y. Herald 
Tribune. With reproductions of 48 of Sheeler's 
paintings, drawings, and photographs. $3.00 

Hilaire Hiler 
THE PAINTER'S POCKET BOOK 
A practical handbook on methods, materials, 
color theories, and measurements, prepared by 
an artist. A good deal of valuable information 
condensed for everyday use by artists and 
students. $2.00 

Rose Macaulay 
THE WRITINGS OF E. M. FORSTER 
"For sheer delight in style you are not likely to 
find any book of the season superior . . . An 
alert and graceful critical estimate that com
bines a rare sensitivity with a robust common 
sense."—The Forum. $2.50 

Everyman^s dream'^ 
"I sat up all one night reading STARS 

TO W I N D W A R D until I had finished, 

and then I was surprised that men who 

could sail so well could also write so 

well. I think that the boys have taken 

everyman's dream and then given it back 

to him in this book."—ERIC HATCH 

by Bruce and 
Sheridan Fahnestock 

Stars To Windward 
The Fahnestocks sailed ofif to the South Seas in their sturdy schooner Director 
—an unhurried journey which was to take them to all the places they wanted 
to see, and rolled out into three years of fun and accomplishment. They visited 
the Galapagos Islands, scene of mystery and murder. They dove for pearls in 
the South Pacific. They drank Algerian Red with Trader MacKitterick in the 
Marquesas. They raced through Captain Bligh's Straits. They named new land. 
They discovered the Stones of Ndakunimba which may, when deciphered, be 
the key to the whole Pacific mystery. They met Nordhoflf and Hall in Tahiti. 
They were entertained royally by the Ndeni cannibals. They landed in the 
thick of the war in China, where they cranked newsreel cameras and sent news
paper dispatches back to America. They savored the life of every land they 
touched, and they share their experiences perfectly in this joyous book. 

With many photographs, $3 .00 

The author o 
repeats that 

In this tale c 
torn from Rev 

" N o w that I've read 
I d o not see h o w any 
does no t be long at 
novelists in this cou 
she 's d o n e . " — WALT 
OF "DRUMS ALONG 1 

"A novel wi th an env) 
b o o k readers fall in lo 
and g o on year after y 
friends."—NEW YORI 

"A terrific, me lod ran 
s ingle tab lo id touch , 
eno rmous pa thos and 
BOSTON TRANSCRIP' 

"This excellent h is tor 
is by a master hand in 
can past." — HENRY 
THE-MONTH CLUB N 
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lliant success 
'agic passion 

onaiy history 

GENERAL'S LADY 
»uld possibly say she 
)p of the historical 
[ think it's the best 
EDMONDS, AUTHOR 

OHAWK" 

ature . . . the kind of 
3, cherish and reread 
ommending to their 
iS 

tory, told without a 
ivincing portrait of 
y." — OLGA OWENS, 

vel of the Revolution 
reating of the Ameri-
. CANBY, BOOK-OF-

. . , novels^ travel, science 

Mildred Gilman 
DIVIDE BY TWO 
"A sensitive and searching study of the effect 
which divorce may have upon a child torn be
tween affection for two parents. A skilful and 
courageous effort."—Heywood Broini. Book-oJ-
the-Month Club Kews. S 2.00 

Kay Boyle 
MONDAY NIGHT 
A brand-new, wholly captivating subject for 
her talent—murder, horror , and thrills. "Miss 
Boyle's brilliant mystery story will be com
pared with the tales of Edgar Allan Poe ." — 
iV. y . Herald Tribune. S2.50 

George Sava 
THE HEALING KNIFE 
A famous surgeon's autobiography. "One of 
those rare autobiographies which serve to 
remind you that real life can be much stranger 
and far more fascinating than even good fiction." 
—hos Angeles Times. S2.50 

Gustav Krist 
ALONE THROUGH THE FORBIDDEN LAND 
The lively, dangerous adventure of a trip 
through Northern Persia, Turkestan, the Oxus 
Valley. "A travel and adventure story worth a 
place on even a small hooV^\\^\i."—United Press 
Red Letter. With 72 photographs. 53-50 

Lawrence G. Blochman 
MIDNIGHT SAILING 
"A spy story, a murder story and a love story all 
in one—a triple-threat yarn which makes good 
on each separate threat. "—N. Y. Times. S2.0() 

Melville Cane 
POEMS: NEW AND SELECTED 
A collection of over 100 poems, including 38 
which have never before appeared in book 
form. "Deftly phrased and gracefully metered. 
Cane's "Poems' are the work of a sensitive and 
witty (and freely breathing) vainA."—Boston 
Herald. S2.00 

Edited by William Kozlenko 
THE ONE-ACT PLAY TODAY 
Fourteen authorities offer instruction and criti
cal comment on every conceivable aspect of 
the short drama. "A careful, often an illuminat
ing, symposium of ideas. Will repay study by 
the layman as well as by the aspiring play
wright."—Boi/OH Herald. $2.50 

Willis D. Ellis: A SOURCE BOOK 
OF GESTALT PSYCHOLOGY 
A digest of the 35 most important contribu
tions, published in Germany from 1920 to 
1929, by the leading exponents of Gestalt 
psychology. Professor Kurt Koffka has written 
a special introduction. $5.00 

. . . and the world laughs 
with you, RUTH McKENNEY 
for that very funny hook of yours 

My Sister Eileen 
It must be the real thing in humor, for it gets them all, from the learned folk 

who talk about its being genuine Americana (remembering theit own hor

rendous experiences in childhood and youth) to the jolly time-wasters who 

read the stories over and over again for the sheer pleasure of laughing out loud. 

"Belongs on the same shelf with Clarence Day's LIFE WITH FATHER."— 

San Francisco Call-Bulletin. "As richly American as a three-decker sandwich." 

—The Forum. "The best sister act since the demise of vaudeville."—Pittsburgh 

Post Gazette. 6th big printing, $2 .00 
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Zaca Venture 

WILLIAIVI BEEBt 
captures the magic of the 

beautiful world under seas 

"Dr . Beebe's adventures are as thick wi th 

suspense as an old Pearl Whi t e movie 

serial . . . T h e average reader wil l be p o o r 

in spiri t indeed if he is not moved by the 

beauty and cruelty of Dr . Beebe 's w o r l d . " 

—Saturday Review. 

"Dr . Beebe makes the tiny wr igg le rs in

hab i t ing a piece of co rk bark m o r e interest

ing than your next-door ne ighbors . "—New 

Republic. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "HALF 
MILE DOWN," "NONSUCH," ETC. 

Life undersea—the wonder l and which only Wil l iam Beebe can re-create for us land

lubbers! T h e ZACA took Beebe and his c rew for two m o n t h s ' wande r ing in the Gulf of 

California, hun t ing whale shark, the wor ld ' s biggest fish, s tudying the mos t minute 

forms of life. A j ourney full of unexpected dangers and thril ls , perfectly shared in the book . 

With 23 photographs, $3 .00 

"Not since Eugene Lyons' ASSIGN

MENT IN UTOPIA has so valuable 

and interesting a book on Soviet Russia 

appeared." 

-PEARL S. BUCK, ASIA MAGAZINE 

A Connect icut Yankee in K i n g Commu

nism's court was Lit t lepage. An American 

m i n i n g e n g i n e e r , h e w o r k e d for S t a l i n 

for ten years, came out of Russia wi th 

an amazing story of wha t really goes on 

there . But it t o o k Demaree Bess, ace foreign 

cor respondent , t o get h im to tell it. 

fn Search of Soviet Gold 
By JOHN D. LITTLEPAGE AND DEMAREE BESS 

" T h e best clues this reviewer has seen anywhere as to the real reasons for the series of 

Soviet purge trials."—United Press. $2.75 

. . xs^ejerenvc jui 

Sayers Collectors 

C h r o n o l o g i c a l l i s t of 

D o r o t h y L . S a y e r s ' s 

M y s t e r i e s 

Whose Body? (1923) 
The Unpleasantness At 

The Bellona Club (1928) 
Suspicious Characters 

(1931) 

The Dawson Pedigree 
(1928) and 

Lord Peter Views the 
Body (1928) 

Clouds of Witness (1926) 
and 

The Documents in the 
Case (1930) 

Murder Must Advertise 
(1933) and 

Hangman's Holiday 
(1933) 

Strong Poison (1930) 
and 

Have His Carcase (1932) 

$1.49 

$2.00 

$2.00 

$2.00 

$2.00 

The Nine Tailors (1934) $1.29 

Gaudy Night (1936) $2.50 

Busman's Honeymoon 
(1937) $2.50 

The Letters of 
Lincoln Steffens 
Edited by Ella Winter 
and Granville Hicks 

2 vols., illustrated, boxed, $ 10.00. 
(Oaober 20) 

Charles Laughton 
and I 
by Elsa Lanchester 

Illustrated, $3.50 (October 20) 

|T'S AN AFT 
Advertising and Advertised Products 
H.- -

by Helen Woodward 

$2.75 (October 20) 

To The Market Place 
A Novel by Berry Fleming 

$2.75 (October 27) 
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Fashions in Ideas 
(^Continued jrom, page 22) 

such cliches. Ant i -war and anti-fascism 
can become mere labels and signals, and 
by the same token so can democracy and 
socialism. The "Tyranny of Words" has i t 
self, to borrow Mr. Stuar t Chase's s tereo
type, become a "stereotype," and the 
'Folklore of Capitalism" itself a fashion

able mythology. 
Impatience with the talking intellec

tuals may thus easily bring the whole i n 
tellectual life into disrepute. I have heard 
talking fools dismiss the talkers t ime and 
again. It is easy enough for the stupid or 
the dull or the reactionary to mistake in 
tellectual gossip for the intellectual life, 
and argue from the chatter, polysyllabic 
but trivial, of the salons tha t the intellect 
itself is to be condemned. Our current 
conservatives are not the first to identify 
all thinking with sophistry. Socrates h im
self was pu t to death partly because he 
was thought to be one of the glibly ta lk
ing Sophists who had come to Athens and 
that, like them, he was teaching young 
Athenians to talk without knowing what 
they were talking about—which was what 
Socrates accused all Athens of doing. But 
the respectable suspicion of Socrates was 
plausible, for Socrates himself had b e 
come a fashion with the young wits of 
Athens. The dull and the conservative 
know only that there is a lot of talk going 
on, that it is dull to them, that what 
chiefly seems to recommend ideas (to 
those whose intellectual life is nearly all 
talk) is that they are new and that they 
can be talked about. To the man without 
a gift for conversation, or the passion for 
it, all conversation must seem so much 
chatter and not least so the conversation 
of the intellectuals. The intellectuals 
themselves have sometimes felt this about 
themselves. Every once in a while in New 
York, at some crowded cocktail party or 
at some dinner par ty of the well-fed, the 
well-clothed, and the well-informed, one 
hears the desire, usually well expressed, 
to get away from all the talk. The "faux-
ndif itself becomes a fashion, and the 
silences and the simplicities become the 
theme of talk, and everyone moves to the 
country to continue the talk there in a 
barn made into a studio. 

Yet t he conservative and the dull are 
mistaken if they think the chatter that 
has been current in New York in the last 
two decades is unimportant . I suspect that 
the real grudge of the reactionary (rather 
than the dull) against the articulates is 
their shrewd perception that the chatter 
is symptomatic. They realize (what is 
true) tha t some of the modes of intellec
tual life which have become fashionable 
are symptoms of a deeper uneasiness 
(shared sometimes by themselves) and of 
a nervous search for values in place of 
those no longer adequate. Psychoanalysis 
may have become a theme for d inner -
table conversation and a luxury for 

[Continiied on next page) 
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i THE ANATOMY of REVOLUTION 
By Crane Brinton 

"It is legit imate to ask whether the Naz i revolution is not somehow 
similar to other revolutions. Mr. Brinton's excellent book would 
seem to show that it is. If another revolution doesn't reach them 
first, Thermidor will," is the reaction of Ralph Thompson in the 
N . Y. Times to this fruitful examinat ion of the great revolutions of 
1642, 1776, 1789 and 1917. $3.00 

POWER 
By Bertrand Russell 

IT is a great tragedy that Nevil le Chamberla in did not read and 
commi t to memory this book. It would, for instance, have told 

ANEW 
SOCIAL 5 S S 

ANALYSIS 

him so much he doesn't seem to know concerning 'leaders and 
followers', ' the biology of organizations' , the forms of power, their 
uses and, historically speaking, their end results. It is a splendid 
analysis of power . . . priestly power, kingly power, revolutionary 
power, economic and military power, the power of propaganda, the 
ethics of power, and, finally, how we can tame the hez-St!'—Sterling 
North in his Book-of-the-Week Review in the Chicago News. $3-00 

By John Mason Brou>n 

H e - - ^ ' - .^b ' l fnighfs ^ 
" ' ^ ^ " i . X s t n ^ v i v w ' a a d their 
their d«a.ls '11^ ^jg^ts as 
pleasures « " ' , " ! „ „ ; and want 
P^'^^^^'^Sber them sToad enough 
to remember he ^^^^^^ „ e 
in scope to inci ^̂  ^ 

and Gypsy ^^^^^''^ho loves the book for everyone who 1 ^^ ^^ 

theatre. 

^y I^avid Mannes 

?us'~ll ^-^ a U. 

"n- in thelJ '̂ .>'P'eaIiy Ameri-

a book everv^^"'^- ^^^'^°'' '^ ^̂  want to Twn'^™"^'^,, over wij, 
" ' « . 13.00 

THE SOCIAL LIFE OF ANIMALS 
By W. C AUee 

"If I offer you a book by a university professor of animal behavior, 
if I assure you that it has more bearing on why we behave so badly 
like h u m a n beings than the memoirs of twenty correspondents w h o 
have interviewed Benes and Henle in , you will ask, naturally, ' W h a t 
does a professor know about i t? ' T h e answer to that is The Social 
Life of Animals, which is not a text-book and not merely a pleasant 
nature book, or any sort of special pleading, but is rather one brief 
volume on the still largely non-existent l i terature of the biological 
v iewpoint on human and world affairs. W i t h a daring scarcely 
known to the precise scientist. Dr. Allee marches steadily u p to a 
penul t imate chapter called ' H u m a n Implications. ' A n d if he were 
l iving in port ions of Central Europe today, he would be in a concen
tration camp."—Donald Cuirass Peattie in the Saturday Review. | 3 . 0 0 

"BOOKS THAT LIVE'' 
W. W. NORTON & CO., 7 0 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 

I 

ffl«M^^^>y^V>M«WMMyv.^^^^^^ 
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History of an Autumn 
{Continued from page 18) 

to mitigate the latest bulletin from "Yir-
rup." Late one evening Mr. Hindus was 
announced to speak again from Prague— 
which was blacked out and ready for any 
thing. (No one will forget those descrip
tions of the little blue lights.) All waited 
breathless: and presently there sounded 
a queer thin-jingling orchestra pa the t i 
cally playing some sort of Bohemian folk-
dance. Was that Czechoslovakia, whistling 
in the dark? 

Already it is almost impossible to write 
the history of that month. Men looked so 
closely into an abyss they were dizzy. 
Even the sound of innocent planes over
head suggested horror. News was pulled 
up by the roots every half hour, and the 
newspapers withered. Again—after how 
many generations—ear, not eye, became 
the master of the event. And men had 
scarcely breathed relief that war was 
averted before the wiseacres began to 
crab. Insiders said freely that the final 
crisis had been staged; its dramaturgy 
was too perfect for accident. Chamberlain 
and Hitler, they thought, mus t have been 
in cahoots. Or that this was not Peace but 
a sell-out. It was a connivance with fas
cism to get the better of Russia, or to 
isolate France. It was the beginning of an 
era even more terrible than we had yet 
known . . . and so on. 

"I do not know. I live in the suburbs." 
Yet it is fairly simple to fight for democ
racy at 3000 miles distance. No one in New 
York or Washington was seen digging 
trenches in the parks. Caspar Milquetoast 
(for whom perhaps this is wri t ten) had 
only one thought: at least there'll be one 
more Christmas. Even the land of Good 
King Wenceslas himself can have Christ
mas. 

A journalist said a queer thing. "I don't 
believe anything I read in the papers, 
even if I write it myself. T ru th is some
thing you feel inside, and you only em
barrass it by putt ing it into words." 

It was something new, this lightning 
radio-plebiscite of world feeling, this s tav
ing off by airplane of the air war that all 
dreaded. Students of publicity were still— 
in that week-end of argument and self-
search—fumbling to state exactly what 
had happened. One would ra ther make 
some living contribution to its unde r 
standing than write a magnificent autopsy 
like Gibbon. Some of its understanding 
perhaps comes from within. A man wrote 
from a country house in England {not 
Cliveden) on September 14: "It is after 
2 a.m. I have work which mus t be done 
tonight. There may be a war on: my feel
ing as to that is, tha t nothing that can 
happen is any different, only quicker or 
slower; that what you are matters, not 
what you do. And don't forget, if the new 
world is to carry the you-know-wha t of 
civilization, to think unceasingly what 
civilization is." 

After their golf, on the Sunday, and 

with the highballs, the byliners had a 
chance to ease down a bit. Historians do 
not often record enough of the wisecracks 
of a period. They were many that breezy 
afternoon. Irreverence is one of h u m a n 
ity's most engaging traits—at the right 
moment. The c r u d e s t of epigrams was r e 
called: Dorothy Thompson's, that Cham
berlain had gone to Germany on his knees 
at two hundred miles an hour. Some said: 

At Munich 
Mr. Chamberlain lost his tunic. 

It was wondered whether the French, 
when they recovered from their grateful 
stupor, would really want to give Mr. 
Chamberlain that fishing cottage. "What's 
he going to fish for?" said one. "Sar
dines?"—Another remarked that if R u d -
yard Kipling hadn' t been dead already, 
this would have killed him. Even Haile 
Selassie came into the argument. Amateur 
Gibbons began to have premonitions of 
new imperial declines. "If an Empire," 
said one, "is just a line of Old Etonian 
filling stations on the trade routes of the 
world, I'm not interested." Another sug
gested that the Munich conference was 
the Decline and Fall of the Wing Collar. 
The soft collar boys were hardboiled, the 
starched collars were crumpled. Another 
theory was that the Press had been all 
ready to start a World War and Radio 
had saved us. . . . 

But as old gaffer Hobbes used to say, 
Be not hasty to conclude. If no one wins 
a war, no one loses a peace. Perhaps a 
billion Milquetoasts can't be wrong. 

Anyhow there was breathing space; 
used by some for talking, by some for 
thinking. General Hugh Johnson, shrewd 
and tough old commentator, remarked 
"Let's keep our fingers crossed." And so 
agreed. 130 million finger-crosses in the 
United States are better than several mi l 
lion wooden crosses in Central Europe. 

On the morning of October 1st a man 
in the suburbs was lighting a hearth-fire 
with a bundle of windfall branches, 
debris of the equinoctial gale, when he 
heard the wide mellow deep-chorded 
whistle of the 9.30 train. It always blows 
a full blast for the bend of Harbor Hill, 
and the valley below cups and resonates 
the sound. It seemed a symbol of com
mon things and day-by-day routine. P e r 
haps all men, consciously or not, had been 
watching the habi tual with special gaze 
because we were on the edge of some
thing so horribly different. Even that 
hurr icane of September 21—the worst 
ever recorded in its area—had come at 
the precise moment to suggest what 
wreckage could be like. Men won
dered if they had been quite grateful 
enough for the accepted decencies of 
what Hobbes called "commodious liv
ing": a meal to eat, a clean shirt to wear, 
tobacco and books and privacy. It came 
to that man as important to put down a 
Time Capsule of his own. It is consider
able only as a minute but representative 
symptom of a universal infection. 

iTieSaturdapR^iew 

Fashions in Ideas 
(Continued jrow, preceding page) 

moneyed and leisured neurotics. Bu t it 
never would have taken hold, its favorite 
terms would never have found their way 
almost into common speech, unless there 
had been a recognition of something fresh 
and important in them. Fascism and com
munism are terms to bandy about; one 
may sometimes, in New York, think they 
are houtonnieres ra ther than banners. 
One may long to be among Vermont 
farmers who have scarcely heard of them 
(though one may be sure that the summer 
residents will have ) . But fascism and 
communism are not less serious because 
they, in certain mouths, become chit-chat. 

There is any amount of loose talk about 
tight and subtle doctrines, which are in 
their own right of the greatest im
portance: Neo-Thomism over the cock
tails, surrealism over the cigarettes, rela
tivity while floating on a rubber mattress 
in a mountain pool on an August week
end! Like everybody else interested in 
words and ideas, I have participated in 
such goings-on. But let it be remembered 
that while leisured men and women in 
the eighteenth century were talking in the 
salons or the formal gardens, they were 
but the babbling surface of a deeper fer
ment . I think tha t is wha t the ant i - in te l 
lectuals suspect and fear. It is not the 
intellectuals they are inveighing against, 
or loose talk, or the passion for novelty, 
or the forgetfulness of old important ideas, 
or the lack of discipline or exactness or 
responsibility in so much that passes for 
intellectual conversation. They would not, 
I think, mind these things so much, for 
such faults they share and can sympa
thize with. But the anti-intellectual 
prejudice is a prejudice against genuine 
intellection, actual thought. The an t i - in 
tellectuals know, correctly, that if the talk 
goes on long enough, new and disquieting 
ideas may get about, and the security of 
the world they know, and have a private 
interest in preserving, may be destroyed 
—for the illusions by which it is main
tained will be punctured. There would be 
even more prejudice against real th ink
ing than against conversational play with 
ideas; the anti-intellectualism of every 
reactionary regime in Europe illustrates 
the point. 

One can be amused or bored by the 
talkers, but, as the entrenched and the 
smug know, thinking is cause for alarm. 
One can smile at the Sophists, but nothing 
less than execution will do for Socrates. 
The entrenched know also that what 
starts as a fashion may tu rn out to be a 
creed or a system of life or of politics. 
Christianity for a t ime seemed a harmless 
fashion among the more socially exalted 
ladies of Rome, and ideas are dangerous 
when they become endeared to the rich 
and the polite. 

The foregoing article, somewhat ex
panded, will constitute a chapter in Irwin 
Edinan's book, "Philosopher's Holiday," 
soon to be published by the Viking Press. 
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MAN'S 
HOPE 

By Andre Malraux 

New Revised Edition 

RED STAR 
OVER CHINA 

By EDGAR SNOW 
SIX NEW CHAPTERS, written at fever heat, bring 
the story right up to date and tell what the situation 
is today. "The prize for the best recent book by a journal
ist goes without any argument to Edgar Snows 'Red Star 
Over China'. This is one of the 'musts' of the season. " 
—Herschel Brickell, N. Y. EVENING POST. 

Sixth printing. 58 illustrations. $3.00 

"The most original and admirable volume 
to date in the W. P. A. Federal Writers' 
Project AMERICAN GUIDE Series." 

—The New Yorker 

NEW YORK 
PANORAMA 
"Extraordinary . . . A large, well-written, well-illustrated, 
well-bound, well-indexed work . . . It is hard to believe 
that in any one volume the color, squalor and vitality of 
the great city could have been better expressed. Here is 
everything that goes to make up New York, from the 
Bronx to the Bowery, from Park Avenue to Avenue A. " 

—N. Y. TIMES. 525 pages, 100 photos. $2.50 

This new novel by the author of Man's Fate celebrates the spirit of 

modern man fighting for civilization against the age-old forces of 

barbarism and reaction. The scene is the Spanish Civil W a r ; it is 

revealed in all its nakedness and hor ror—the relentless advance of 

the Fascists, the spectacle of Spain rising to save herself with new 

leaders and new courage. It contains pages of almost unbearable 

excitement, for Malraux (himself until recently head of the Loyal

ists' aviation) has lived through the scenes he describes. It is heart

ening, too, for it foresees—when the guns are silent and the last 

scream of terror has risen from the bomb-r idden cities—the hope 

of ult imate fraternity among men. {To be published Nov. 3rd) 

$2.50 

THE COMPLETE 
GREEK DRAMA 

Edited by 
Professor Whitney ]. Gates of Prince
ton and Eugene O'Neill, Jr. of Yale 

All the plays of Aeschuylus, Sophocles, 
Euripides, Aristophanes, Menander, in 
2 volumes, 2421 pages, boxed. $5.00 

A Randotn House 
''One Volume" Edition 

T t e S e l e c t e J W o r k s o f 

BEN JONSON 
Edited by HARRY LEVIN, Harvard 

"Congratulations! You have selected 
exactly the right plays, and the lyrics 
make up the book perfectly. Should 
have a big sale."—WM. LYON PHELPS. 

1010 pages, $3.50 

IMMORTAL 
LYRICS 

An Anthology of English Lyric 
Poetry front Sir Walter Ralegh 

to A. E. Housman 
Edited, with an Introduction, 

by HUDSON STRODE 

This anthology will be for modern 
readers what Palgrave's Golden 
Treasury was for Victorians. Poetic 
standards have changed materially, 
and a number of poems of great beau
ty—including those of Marvel, Donne, 
and William Blake — formerly con
sidered "too free" should be, and are, 
included in this new collection. 

345 pages, |2.50 

A NEW 
ANTHOLOGY 
OF MODERN 

VERSE 
Edited with an Introduction, 

by SELDEN RODMAN 
Besides many of the most notable epic 
and lyric poems of our time, this un
usual anthology includes folk-songs of 
the Negro, modern humor and satire, 
choruses from the experimental thea
tre and even the sound-track of the 
pioneer movies. With brief biogra
phies of the poets. 448 pages. $3.00 

A New History of England from the Stone Age to 1938 

A PEOPLE S HISTORY 
O F E N G L A N D By A. L. Morton 

THIS is the first new complete history of England that has appeared in many years. 
It has won wide praise in England from the Tory and the Liberal press alike and 
it has quickly become one of the leading besu-sellers there. The significance of the 

title lies in the fact that it is not a record merely of kings and campaigns, hut by its 
attention to the social and economic problems of the times, shows how the England of 
today came into being. With 15 remaik.ible maps by J. F. Horrabin. S3.00 

RANDOM HOUSE, INC., Publishers, 20 East 57th Street, New York, N.Y. 
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^^ An impressive facade, a 

colossal success, but a tor

mented cuckold, he was in

deed hung amongst the cloudy-

trophies of veiled Melan

choly,^^ writes Ernest Boyd 

of this novel about Hugo by 

his grandson 

T H E ROMANCE 
OF VICTOR HUGO 

6yLeonDaudet 

/ ? • it would be ha rd to find a more 
Cl^ perfect subject fojr an absorbing 
biographical novel t han the stormy^ 
passionate genius, Victor Hugo. Bril
liant, handsome, h e was the idol of 
Paris in his twenties. An incorrigible 
Don Juan , whom no woman could 
resist, he still suffered a deep hu
miliation, which h e never overcame, 
in the discovery tha t his wife, Adele, 
had taken as he r lover his great 
friend, Sainte-Beuve, t he critic. The 
rebound from this double betrayal 
drove h im to the great affair of his 
life—the liaison with the beautiful, 
popu la r actress, Jul ie t te Drouet . 

While it is essentially absorbing 
romance, CLOUDY TROPHY, is based 

on authent ic mater ia l , notably the 
collected correspondence of Hugo, 
the correspondence of Sainte-Beuve, 
and the unpubl i shed love letters of 
Mme. Victor Hugo to Sainte-Beuve. 
Like Lust for Life, it is a pic ture 
also of the times, and of the subject 's 
great contemporar ies , F lauber t , Zola, 
Dumas, Clemenceau. Transla ted from 
the French by J ames Whi ta l l . $2.50 

and fyublisned bt; ^trior row 

A Reader's Almanac 
(Continued from page 11) 

"surveys" the course of l i terature through 

the centuries, from Homer to Hardy, with 

generous samples. 

OCTOBER 25th 
^-'Sucker's Progress is Herber t A s -

bury 's history of gambling and gambling 
joints in the U. S., just as entertaining 
as his previous tours of the tenderloin. 
[C*'Philip Wylie's An April Afternoon is 
convincing drama, and Elizabeth Seifert's 
$10,000 prize Young Doctor Galahad 
plunges the surgeon of the title into 
enough recognizable Main Street mean
ness to earn its publishers that sum a 
couple of times over. C? Diary of the 
French Revolution, by Gouvemeur Mor
ris, published in entirety for the first time, 
is one for the l ibrary. 

OCTOBER 26tii 
1 * r / ie Five Sisters by Dr. William E. 

Blatz—the psychologist in charge of the 
quintuplets ' training, reports his obser
vations. <n^ Andrew to the Lions, by H. W. 
Freeman, reveals h im as competent with 
light novels, too. The Italian adventures 
of an English schoolmaster, and their 
aftermath, are for anyone's amusement. 

OCTOBER 27th 

C?'Geraldine Farrar ' s Such. Sweet Com
pulsion differs somewhat from the usual 
singer's autobiography. t D T o the Market 
Place, by Berry Fleming—the author of 
Siesta demonstrates that career-bound 
youngsters in New York, or any others, 
cannot sever home ties completely. 'S^The 
Baker's Daughter, by D. E. S t e v e n s o n -
English romance for those who liked the 
Miss Buncle books. v:^Three Harbours 
—in which Van Wyck Mason, author of 
mystery thrillers, does a competent job 
with a historical novel of marit ime aspects 
of the Revolutionary War. 

OCTOBER 28th 
n 'Sven Hedin, than whom there is none 

better in his territory, tells the story of 
his survey in Western China for a road 
to connect with the East. It 's The Silk 
Road. rJ'Toucfi'd with Madness is the a d 
ventures or the autobiography (amounts 
to the same thing) of Hilton Howell 
Bailey, who found time to promote Byrd, 
Wilkins, Earhart , and Ellsworth among 
others. Mr. Bailey's style is fast. ityLife 
Class, by Ludwig Bemelmans, is another 
volume of reminiscence, illustrated by the 
author. Bemelmans served his time as a 
waiter in some of the better and worse 
hostelries. It's a neat vantage point. 
C^Tfi-e Grade Allen Murder Case, by S. S. 
Van Dine. Slated for the movies. 
tc?"Charles G. Poore's biography of Goya, 
the product of many years ' work, will 
come on this date. Illustrated, of course. 

OCTOBER 31st 
[C?Tf»e Noise of Their Wi-iigs by Mac-

Kinlay Kantor—a long short in which the 
discovery of a pair of passenger pigeons 

lights the fuse of a melodrama. ^yPerri 
is another animal story by the author of 
wel l -remembered Bambi, Felix Salten. 
Gentle Salten is believed now to be the 
guest of Hitler in a concentration camp. 
V^The Journey of Tapiola, by Robert 
Nathan, is a whimsical story about a p u b 
lisher's terrier. Very short. 

NOVEMBER 1st 
C^Harry Emerson Wildes's Valley-

Forge is the first detailed story of t he 
region and Washington's encampment 
in eighty years, so they say. lE^And, 
in Young Longfellow, which was origi
nally titled Yankee Romantic, Lawrance 
Thompson shaves the patriarchal beard 
(or bard) to disclose an ambitious young 
Yank in a dither. C?"For amateur photogs, 
U. S. Camera, 1939, T. J. Maloney's best-
selling collection. 

N O V E M B E R 2nd 
^i^Adventures of America, 1857-1900 

is a collection of illustrations with r u n 
ning text from the files of Harper's 
Weekly, p u b l i s h e d b y g u e s s w h o . 
<i^F.O.B. Detroit by Wessel Smit ter asks 
of two or three cotterpins in the huge 
auto industry "Little Men, What Now?" 
It's a novel. ^'The Valiant Woman leads 
the publishers of Sheila Kaye-Smi th to 
memories of Joanna Godden in the blurb. 

N O V E M B E R 3rd 
C3-'Andre Malraux records candid shots 

of episodes in the savage Spanish fight. 
Brilliant, moving impressions to be p u b 
lished as Mail's Hope. C^Perhaps inspired 
by Clarence Day's life with his redoubt
able Father, Bertha Damon has pu t b e 
tween covers a grandmother whose opin
ions of twentieth century behavior were 
not lightly held — Grandma Called It 
Carnal, 

NOVEMBER 4th 
C^Dareiel Willard Rides the Line is what 

Edward Hungerford calls his biographical 
job on the president of the B. & O. Rail
road fans should go for it. CS'R. H. Bruce 
Lockhart 's comments on the current 
European puzzle are tagged Guns and 
Butter. !C? Nothing to Chance, by Charles 
Plisnier, is the Goncourt Prize Novel in 
translation. '^'The O. Henry Memorial 
Award Prize Stories of 1938 have been 
edited, as usual, by Harry Hansen. 
C^Margaret Ayer Barnes's best-seller, 
Wisdom's Gate. Setting is that of Years of 
Grace—turmoil behind the nea t fence of 
Chicago Gentility. c^'Major George F . 
Eliot, who is said to know about such 
things, will interest more than a handful 
in The Ramparts We Watch—the strategic 
problems of the defense of the U. S. A. 
fD^And, of course, not least is the Book-
of- the-Month Club selection, I rwin E d -
man's Philosopher's Holiday. Surely one 
of the most engaging books of 1938. 

NOVEMBER 7th 
C7 As Once You Were—a novel by the 

If Winter Comes man, A. S. M. Hutchin
son, who tells about a middle-aged bus i -

{Continiied on page 32) 
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SKY ROAMING 
ABOVE TWO .. 
CONTINENTSl 

'iZ^ 

BY Harry A. Franck 

/i] 

u p in the air at last! The veteran __-
prowler of jungles, sailor of strange 
seas, p i l g r i m to fo rgo t t en cities 
leaves the ear th—but only for par t 
of the time. The landings are in Mexico, 
Guatemala, Salvador, Nicaragua, Honduras, 
Costa Rica, Panama, Colombia, Venezuela, 
plus all the important Carribbean islands. 

"Brims with swift items of information and 
tourist interest."—N. Y. Times. 90 reproduc
tions of photographs, most of them taken by 
the atithor. $3.50 

SPfMWG fROn VERMONT 
BY GOVERNOR GEORGE D. AIKEN of Vermont 
A Governor who thinks balanced budgets a matter of 
course sizes up national conditions through the lens of 
Yankee commonsense and tells his findings with Yankee 
directness. $2.00 

THE MEDIAEVAL UNIVERSITIES 
B Y N A T H A N S C H A C H N E R , a u t h o r oi Aaron Burr 
The story of the great mediaeval universities, with their 
dignity, their turbulent, hard-drinking students, their bloody 
affrays, and their good, hard learning. "An absorbing story, 
rich with human endeavor."—Saturday Review. S3.50 

THE SCHOOLMA'AM 
BY FRANCES R. DONOVAN. A true close-up of the in
direct rulers of America. The author, herself a teacher, 
knows how teachers look, act and think. "Entertaining and 
highly enlightening."—Chicago News. $2.50 

Pf^ESEHTs 

Queen Victoria's 
JWr. Brown 

By E. E. P . TISDALL f^ ^^1 
The biography of the astound
ing Highland gillie who for 
thirty years ordered the great 
Queen about — and made her 
like it." Most English historians 
have drawn a discreet veil 
across the story, but E. E. P. 
Tisdall bares the record."—Lewis Gannett. "K 
wholly delightful book."—N. Y. Times. 

Illustrated. S3.00 

Thomas Paine, 
Liberator 

* By FRANK SMITH 
An impressive biography of 
the great pamphleteer who 

blazed the path of independence for America, 
headed the revolutionary forces in England 
and championed the French Revolution before 
the world. "Frank Smith's THOMAS PAINE 
is an excellent book based on wide and fresh 
research."—Carl Van Voren. S3.00 

Vil(ings of the Sunrise 
By PETER H. BUCK 

The romance of the settlement of the Pacific 
Islands by a Stone Age people who were the 
greatest navigators the world has ever seen. 
Dr. Buck, himself of Maori descent, is Director 
of the Bishop Museum, Honolulu, and Ex
change Professor of Anthropology at Yale. 

I "Fascinating."—JV. Y. Times. Illustrated. $3.50 

What's a Heaven Hxl So I Went to Prison 
eic. 

By PERCY. M A R K S 
, , .,.ArreeGro.nStrai,ht'VrhenasUcA,. 

Author of A L^eeu . ^-d-earned educatioi;, a 
When a man has - ° " ^,i^„ted wife, an established 
badly-needed Job, a ;;'^ 1-be'avedd ^^^^ fitter, what s 
social position, and still the wo „ ^ ^^^^ j^ai 
he matter with the " J f J .^/^fproport ion of present^ 

problem that c o n ^ - " « , 1 ! ^ / J : , V R . , . / . « . $2.30 
day college graduates. 

By E D N A V . O ' B R I E N 
The true story of a socially prominent 
woman who served a year in Bedford 
Prison for grand larceny. "Few other 
women in her position would have had 
the courage to be so outspoken."—N. Y. 
Times. "Free from cant, rant and self-
pity."—Saturday Revietv. $2.50 

(FREDERICK A. STOKES CO., 443 Fourth Ave., N. Y.̂  
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T I M E L Y QIJESTIOI^: 

Have You Missed Reading Any of 
These New Books of Which The 

Saturday Review Said: 

"Growing 
Up In 

Iceland" 

"This second book of Gunnar Gunnarsson's, THE 
N I G H T A N D THE DREAM, has the exquisite cool 
clarity of the first, Ships in the S\y . . . He writes 
with great simplicity, and an unfailing talent for creat
ing both scene and characters . . . the most vivid 
pictures of the harsh, troll-ridden, and magnificent 
country which he so loves, and the people who in
habit it." 

THE N I G H T A N D THE D R E A M by Gunnm- GH«»arsso«...$2.50 

"Mme. Lotte Lehmann tells her own story in MID
W A Y IN MY SONG . . . the predominantly cheerful 
report of a greatly gifted artist who has made her way 
from an inconspicuous operatic debut in Hamburg to 
the great roles in the most celebrated auditoria in the 
world . . . For authentic Lehmann fans, of whom there 
are rightly many, it will be one of the events of the 
year." 
I N M Y S O N G hy Lotte Lehmann $3.00 

"An Artist 
in 

Action" 

U MIDWAY 

"The 
American 

Don 
Quixote" 

"In A M E R I C A N QUEST (a novel) Bradford Smith 
has done a vast sweeping canvas of America, warm and 
moving as a whole, strong and beautiful often in detail, 
executed with keen seeing and, for the most part, sensi
tive feeling and considerable versatility . . . It should 
get a wide circulation." 

A M E R I C A N Q U E S T by Bradford Smith $2.75 

"The 
Discovery of 
Anesthesia" 

"No one who has read Fiilop-Miller's story of Rasputin 
can doubt his feeling for drama, nor his ability to 
convey excitement in vivid sentences. For T R I U M P H 
OVER P A I N he has chosen a subject far more pro
found in its bearing on the human race. His devil is 
the physical pain that has dogged man's climb through 
the ages; his hero a tragic little Boston dentist . . . who, 
largely by chance, made one of the greatest contri
butions ever made to humanity." 

T R I U M P H O V E R P A I N by Rene Fiildp-MUle,- $3.50 

" F e m a l e s 

F o r l o r n l y 

S e e k i n g F u n " 

" I n t e r 

n a t i o n a l 

"Marjorie Hillis made herself an accredited spokesman 
of the contemporary business woman in one fell book 
—Live Alone and Li\e It. In W O R K ENDS A T 
NIGHTFALL she approaches her subject from a new 
angle and through a new medium. This time she turns 
frankly to fiction and presents it in crisply appropriate 
verse." 

WORK ENDS AT NIGHTFALL by Marjorie miiis $150 
"Its theme is the spinelessness, the chicanery and the 
downright dishonesty with which Britain has responded 
to the Italian drive for empire. Mr. Garratt has spent a 
good deal of time in Ethiopia and in Spain during both 
of Italy's imperialist wars—^he regards them as nothing 
less—and is a keen student of British diplomacy." 

M U S S O L I N I ' S R O M A N EMPIRE by Geoffrey T. Garratt.%2.iQ 

C HECK on this list now the books you want to read this Vail. 
Take it to your bookstore next time you go. And keep it as a 

handy reminder until you have enjoyed them all. 

N e w Y o r k THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY I n d i a n a p o l i s 

A Reade r ' s A l m a n a c 
(Continued from, page 30) 

ness man's plan for rejuvenation, c r ^ 
Pearl in Every Oyster is Frank Sullivan 
again agreeably on the loose, 

NOVEMBER 9th 
^'•^'To Remember at Midnight is the 

title of Michael Foster's successor to his 
best-selling American Dream. C^Also 
more of the same is Cornelia Otis 
Skinner's Dithers and Jitters for readers 
tickled by Excuse It Please! 

NOVEMBER 10th 
'^''Through the Fog oj War shows 

Captain Liddell Hart still evaluating the 
personalities and efficiency of the World 
War commanders. CJ'TRe Trouble with 
Tigers. Now, the trouble with Saroyan— 

NOVEMBER Uth 
^''It Is Later Than You Think, warns 

Max Lemer of The Nation, crying the 
need for a militant democracy. ^^Wolf 
among Wolves—Hans Fallada puts an
other Little Man and his girl through the 
economic hell of Germany in the post
war inflation period. It's a long one. 

NOVEMBER 12th 
ic?"Ladislas Farago, the journalist, 

views England in Crisis, particularly as 
she presents herself through a more and 
more obviously controlled press. 

NOVEMBER 14th 
C T h e latest of the American Guide 

Series covers Minnesota. lyphilip Barry 
makes a story in War in Heaven about a 
group of variety performers several years 
ago, when vaudeville still breathed. 

NOVEMBER 15th 
iD^Tfie Selected Poetry of Robinson 

Jeffers—The poet and his wife selected 
pieces long and shorter for a 650-page 
edition with his own foreword. tc?"Murder 
at the New York World's Fair by Free
man Dana is the first whodunit to take 
advantage of the ballyhoo. n^Candidate 
for the most sensational book of the sea
son is Lords of the Press, in which 
George Seldes contemplates the owner
ship and policies of the newspapers of 
the United States. C?And we have Wil
liam Allen White's A Puritan in Babylon, 
full-length biography of Calvin Coolidge. 

NOVEMBER 17th 
iC'ToZes of a Wayward Inn is the 

reminiscences of Frank Case of the Hotel 
Algonquin, the famous New York liter
ary and theatrical showcase to which 
celebrities run with their best extem
poraneous wisecracks. 

NOVEMBER 18th 
^''Queen Victoria's Daughters, by E. F. 

Benson, provides an extraordinary pic
ture of a past Europe. Victoria's kids 
covered a continent. ^^The Patrol Is 
Ended by H. OlofE de Wet is the ex
periences of a flyer for Loyalist Spain 

{Continued on page 36) 
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A beautifiil appreciation of the greatest 
musical interpreter the world has ever known... 

and of the masterpieces he has re-created 

nno CREnimusic 

/oj 
jM(0ence 

(ji/maw 
author of WAGNER'S OPERAS 

THIS is not a biography of a man. It is "a book about Toscanini 
the priest of music, and about certain masterworks that he re

veals". In a language as rich and clear as the noble music he discusses, 
Mr. Oilman tells us why Toscanini is a unique phenomenon today. 
This study of Toscanini's conducting bears witness to the author's 
thesis that the interpretation of great art is in itself great art. A large 
part of the book is devoted to the great composers and their sym
phonic masterpieces: Haydn; Beethoven and the Eroica, his Fijth, 

Seventh and Ninth symphonies; Schubert and his C Major; the four 
symphonies of Brahms; Debussy and his La Mer; Sibelius; Wagner ; 
and others. Thus the book constitutes a series of introductions to some 
of the major works in the concert repertoire—works in the re-creating 
of which the genius of Toscanini is incomparably displayed. Publica
tion of this book marks the beginning of the second series of Tos
canini's Concert Broadcasts. $2.50 

FARRAR & RINEHART, 232 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 

Scwiples from the hook 
• "I li.iM- iriuil ill (lii-sf pages to 
|).n (rihuii. (I) .1 j;ri'.il .iiid singular 
iiiusi(i.iii will) in .ill IIIL- lialf-century 
ili.u 111- li.is bcin condiKiiiig orches-
ir.is li.is (ic\cr loiikcil upon a master-
piiic ot iiiusii »itlioiit seeing it as 
ilioiigh lor iht lir-it time, and being 
peneir.iteii and possessed anew by 
iis gri.uness. I think it is one of the 
things ih.it might he said of the su-
|>itine iiuerprettr thai he is a re-
(ie<ili\e ariist who has not wearied 
of woiidtrs." 

• "flis londutting is .ilniost an act 
of desperation. It is e\iilent that 
'i'ostanini s inuard ear is lonstantly 
(-ihoiiig u i ih a justness and purity 
ol disembodied sound for which 
iliere are no wholly satisfying vehi-
iles in this imiierfett world of all-
loo-human pla\ers upon material 
insirunienis. Is it to be wondered at 
that such interpreters tan never be 
quite happy.' Living among rarefied, 
essential things, their patience is 
easily exhausted by intervening sub
stances, media that are stubborn and 
obstructive. Their own world, ablaze 
with mysteriously lucid fires, is far 
more real than the known universe 
about them. In the midst of death 
they are in life." 

• "As we listen to a page of Bee
thoven or Bach or Brahms or Wag
ner, music divinely s t rong and 
harmonious and controlled, we re
member that the artist's ultimate 
function is to impose an ideal pattern 
of lucidity and significance upon the 
meaningless disorder of the world. 
We realize that Beauty is man's sub
lime retort to the chaos and the 
savagery of life." 

• "No wonder the police were dis
turbed: three successive bursts of 
applause were the rule for the Im
perial Family, and Beethoven, who 
was only a genius, got five." 
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Unfinished Portrait 
EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON: A 

Biography. By Hermann Hagedom. 
New York: The Macinillan Company. 
1938. $3. 

Reviewed by Louis UNTERMEYER 

EVER since Edwin Arlington Robin
son died in early 1935, readers of 
his reticent yet revealing poetry 

have been awaiting his biography. Mr. 
Hagedom has written it. It is almost four 
hundred pages long; it has a character
istic frontispiece; it is detailed, dutiful, 
and dull. In defense of the biographer it 
should be said that Robinson was not a 
particularly colorful subject, that he lived 
almost entirely in his work, and that he 
was so alert in evading emotional attach
ments and vivid intimacies that there 
are none to record. Mr. Hagedom makes 
occasional attempts to display anonymous 
women who pay pilgrimages to the Mac-
Dowell Colony at Peterborough, where 
Robinson was enshrined as "overlord," 
who declare their (unreciprocated) love 
for the poet, and who weep over his 
memory. But they are a shadowy and 
unconvincing few; they are fragments 
(or figments) of standard literature; they 
never come to life. The writing itself is 
another disappointment. The biographer 
attempts to compensate for his prevailing 
pedestrian style by fashioning sporadic 
bits of "pretty" prose, sticky paragraphs 
which the subject himself would have 
found not only incongruous but insuffer
able. For example: "The next hour was 
the children's, when he would romp with 
them, take them pickaback, toss them, 
and feel the fierce possessiveness of little 
arms. With a light in his eyes like a star 
in a well, he would play the fiddle for 
them," 

But it is neither the dull detailing nor 
the unfortunate style which makes this 
account so unsatisfactory. It is the lack 
of vital substance, the failure to record, 
let alone reconcile, the contradictions of 
Robinson's mood and character, of fact 

and interpretation, of—in short—any sort 
of synthesis. Mr. Hagedom gives us prac
tically nothing to indicate Robinson's 
special significance as a poet, as a social 
force, as a contemporary influence. There 
is little, if anything, about Robinson's 
relations with his fellow-poets; a half-
page is devoted to a meeting between 
Robinson and Frost, but nothing the bi
ographer has to say in all his pages is 
half as compelling as the brief foreword 
Frost furnished for Robinson's posthu
mous "King Jasper," a human and inter
pretive document which Hagedom never 
mentions. Tributes from Vachel Lindsay 
and Sara Teasdale are set down, but 
absolutely nothing can be found con
cerning the curious evenings spent in 
their company when drink was Robin
son's weakness and prohibition was 
Lindsay's. The poet's combination of 
evasiveness and candor is suggested; but 
his personality never really emerges; 
there is more of it in RoUo Walter 
Brown's offhand pamphlet, "Next Door 
to a Poet." The early backgrounds, the 
"subway period," and the rescue by 
Roosevelt the First are w êll documented; 
but the later phases in New York and the 
MacDowell colony are thinly drawn. 
Much might have been made of the 
absurdly grim billiard games, the dry 
verbal interchanges, and mixed sessions 
with such participants as Dubose Hey-
ward, Maxwell Bodenheim, William Rose 
Benet, and Elinor Wylie, none of whom 
are even listed in the index. 

Some day a biographer will explore 
the depths beneath Robinson's deceptive 
surfaces, the intensity under the detach
ment, the anxiety manifest in the over-
concern with his own work. Such a book 
will explain the reasons back of his dis
trust of most men and his fear of almost 
all women, the causes of his limitations, 
and the desperate sublimation of the 
laconic, lonely man, a man obsessed by 
failure and in love with death. Unfor
tunately, this is not the book. 

Louis Untermeyer's latest book is "Play 
in Poetry." 

Just published 

MEMORY 
AND OTHER POEMS, BY 

Walter de la Mare 
There are seventy-four new poems in this delightful collection, the 
author's first since Poems, 1919-1954. $2, Henry Holt and Co., N.Y. 

! 
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Ten Years' Playgoing 
TWO ON THE AISLE: Ten Years of the 

American Theater in Performance. By 
John Mason Brown. New York: W. W. 
Norton & Co. 1938. $2.75. 

Reviewed by JAMES GRAY 

J OHN MASON BROWN is a critic of 
the theater who possesses the happy 
gift of being able to split the differ

ence between erudition and entertain
ment. He knows how to write about plays 
in a jovial style without sacrificing the 
sobriety of his judgment. Into a single 
paragraph he can pack away a learned 
reference to the critical opinions of 
George Henry Lewes along with an origi
nal wisecrack couched in the raciest of 
contemporary idioms. The pleasant result 
is that his work appeals to brows of every 
type of conformation. 

It happens seldom enough that pub
lishers are interested in having a re
viewer of plays gather together his "night 
thoughts" to be preserved permanently 
in book form. Even Bernard Shaw and 
Max Beerbohm waited many years to 
have solid looking volumes made of those 
critical opinions which they tossed off 
toward midnight after London premieres. 
The measure of Mr. Brown's popularity 
is to be found in the fact that he has 
been invited to go through his scrapbook 
and catch once more those fugitive pieces 
which are so often allowed to keep right 
on flying into oblivion. 

Mr. Brown's own brow is high; but it 
is also capacious. It makes room for in
terests of many different kinds. He likes 
literary plays and plays of ideas, but the 
rowdy entertainment also receives from 
him a hearty welcome, if only its creators 
have known what they were about. What 
seems to him most important is expert-
ness in the doing of the job in hand. If 
his critical conscience instructs him: "This 
thing moves," all his vocabulary of praise 
is at the disposal of the production under 
consideration, whether it be a Shakes
pearean revival or a strip-tease act. 

It is, of course, impossible for any two 
serious-minded lovers of the theater to 
agree in all their judgments. Probably 
the ground fought over most volubly is 
the margin of indulgence to be extended 
to the groping, intellectual playwright. 
There are those who will think that Mr. 
Brown is too patient with O'Neill and his 
naive excursions into melodrama while 
he is not nearly patient enough with 
Maxwell Anderson whose passions, pleas, 
and perplexities seem always so reward
ing even when they reach no conclusion. 

If all other records were lost, "Two on 
the Aisle" would give a future historian 
an adequate and interesting idea of what 
liberal opinion toward dramatic art, and 
dramatic art itself, had been during the 
decade just past. 

James Gray is literary and dramatic 
critic of the St. Paul Dispatch. 
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