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is a work of popularization in the best 
sense of the word; it is indeed a model 
of that difficult combination: breadth of 
knowledge and direct presentation. 

While thus unhesitatingly recommend
ing the book, I must add on a plane of 
"higher criticism" some slight objections 
of detail. First, why does Mr. Seligmann 
persist in making sport of Gobineau? He 
was a great writer, read by few in his 
own day or ours. His "Inequality of Races" 
is the least of his works, and it is, oddly 
enough, not aimed at what we now call 
racialism. His views on the subject are 
to his literary worth what Sir Thomas 
Browne's views on snake-bite are to his, 
so that if we go on damning Gobineau as 
a racialist, we shall only give ourselves 
the trouble of exhuming him again for his 
merits at a later date. 

In the second place, I question whether 
it is quite consistent in Mr. Seligmann to 
explain racialism as an historical and cul
tural product, and at the same time to 
attack contemporary German racialists as 
if some personal deviltry lay behind their 
views. It seems to weaken the demonstra
tion. And, lastly, I wonder whether in 
treating of hybrids and the "interracial-
ism" of culture, Mr. Seligmann has suffi
ciently stressed the fact that he is com
bating, not a doctrine of race superiority 
or race purity, but just race. 

Jacques Barzun is the author of "Race; 
a Study in Modem Superstition." 
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Reviewed by RICHABD ALDDIGTON 

"N accordance with "established tra
dition," this second volume of the 

.history of The Times (London) by 
members of the staff is published anony
mously. This strict discipline—the sub
jection of all its writers to the interests 
of the paper, this ban on any individual 
recognition—is only one of the reasons 
for its power over British public opinion 
in the last century, a power which to 
some extent it has regained during the 
past fifteen years. (It was The Times 
which led the attack on Edward VTII.) 

The epoch, 1841-84, was that of the pa
per's greatest influence; and, towards the 
end, of its decline. It is a mistake to think 
that this influence existed because The 
Times was a Government journal. True, 
in those easy-going days it was possible 
for Delane, its editor, to be in close touch 
with Cabinet Ministers and to pick up 
important news from them in advance of 
other papers. But such was its power that 
Ministers rather courted The Times than 
The Times Ministers. Though Conserva-
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MISS EDITH SITWELL, whose 
fancy for the grotesqueries of 
life has led her into many pleas

ant by-ways, first introduced John Myt
ton to a modern au
dience. She included 
him in her gallery 
of "English Eccen
t r i c s ," w h e r e his 
strange and boister
ous career is sketched 
with tantalizing brev
ity. A personage of 
such peculiar genius 
demands a more de
t a i l ed presentation 
than the scope of 
Miss Sitwell's book would permit. Ex
quisite as her vignette is, it cries for 
amplification, and Mr. Darwall has an
swered the cry with this admirably 
complete biography, which not only re
tells all that "Nimrod," Mytton's close 
friend, first divulged in his breathless 
volume of 1837, but also incorporates into 

the narrative many hitherto uncollected 
episodes from the madcap's fantastic 
progress and a small collection of freshly 
discovered and very illuminating letters. 

What Shakespeare was to poets, Ra
phael or Rubens to painters. Bach to com
posers, John Mytton was to sportsmen— 
a man of unpredictable and miraculous 
deeds. He was a genius of dare-deviltry. 
Who but he, clothed only in nightshirt, 
would have stalked wild fowl over the 

frozen pond? Who 
but he could have 
ridden a ferocious 
she-bear into the 
midst of a dinner 
party, and what mat
ter if the exasperated 
beast did bury her 
teeth in his calf? But 
perhaps his crowning 
feat lay outside the 
realm of pure sport: 
he suffered from hic

cups and, knowing that only fear could 
banish the ailment, he frightened them 
away by setting fire to his nightdress. 
His native Shropshire loved and feared 
him. and remembers still his achieve
ments, legendary and real. We can thank 
Mr. Darwall's industry for the pleasure of 
meeting him vicariously. 

Engraving by Aiken 
John Mytton in a "Hell" 

tive and anti-democratic, it was far from 
being the servile mouthpiece of the Gov
ernment. It never hesitated to attack 
Government policy and personalities or 
the Court. During one election it came 
out heartily for the Liberals. It was long 
a bitter enemy of Palmerston. The Queen 
and the Prince Consort hated it, like 
many of the aristocracy; and would have 
loved to see it curbed or suppressed. 

The fact is that The Times owed its 
great success to purely journalistic vir
tues—its excellent news service (for 
those days) and the high conception 
which Delane and John Walter III (its 
proprietor) had of its functions. The pub
lic knew that no pains or expense were 
spared to get accurate news as quickly as 
possible, and also knew that Delane could 
not be intimidated or bribed out of pub
lishing what he believed to be the truth. 
The exposures of British military incom
petence and hospital scandals during the 
Crimean War were widely denounced as 
unpatriotic, as "helping the enemy," as a 
mortal blow to British prestige. Delane 
and Russell (his war correspondent) 
stuck to their guns, eventually proved 
they were right, and the Government was 
swept away by the blast of public anger 
they had aroused. And that is not the 
whole story. In practically every branch 
of news-gathering The Times was ahead 
of its rivals. Its commercial and financial 
news, for instance, was so complete and 
so reliable that every business man in 
the coimtry had to read it. And it made 
some grand scoops. One of the most 
spectacular was printing the treaty of 
Berlin at the very moment it was being 
signed. 

This privileged position did not and 
could not last. The abolition of the stamp 
duty on newspapers achieved its object 
of curbing The Times by opening the way 
to new and democratic papers which ap
pealed to the masses, and soon beat The 
Times both in circulation and in efficiency. 
One of its worst blunders was its attitude 
towards the War between the States—a 
truly appalling display of British insu
larity and complacence. And its report
ing of the Franco-Prussian War was just 
rotten. Nor is there any evidence in this 
history to show that The Times was even 
aware of the dreadful exploitation and 
conditions of the working class. It was 
always the newspaper of the well-to-do. 
But times were changing even though 
The Times didn't know it. With the ill
ness and death of Delane and the ap
pointment of Chenery the paper was liv
ing on ita past prestige. The Thunderer 
was reduced to feeble crepitation. For 
revival it had to await another epoch and 
another editor. 

Richard Aldington, well-known Eng
lish novelist, poet, and critic, is now mak
ing his hovie in this country. 
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Announcement 

THE owners and editors of Tfie 

Saturday Review of Literature 

are pleased to announce that with 

this issue the magazine passes unde r new 

directorship, and will henceforth be p u b 

lished by Joseph Hilton Smyth and Har 

rison Smith. 

During the past year Joseph Hilton 

Smyth has acquired three other distin

guished l i terary properties: The Living 

Age, North American Review, and Cur

rent History. Mr. Harrison Smith is an 

associate editor of these magazines, as 

well as a par tner with Mr. Smyth in the 

firm of Harrison-Hilton Books, Inc. 

The North American Review was 

founded in 1815 by William Tudor; The 

Living Age by E. Littell in 1844 as the 

continuation of Littell 's "Museum of For 

eign Li terature"; Current History was 

founded by The New York Times during 

the world war. The Saturday Review of 

Literature will be the youngest of this 

distinguished group. 

The same board of editors now on its 

masthead, wi th the exception of George 

Stevens who became associated with the 

magazine in 1933, has been with The 

Saturday Review of Literature since its 

first issue in 1924. Mr. Stevens will r e 

main as editor, with the same editorial 

board as at present, and the same edi

torial policies will be continued. 

Noble A. Cathcart has resigned as 

president and t reasurer of the Saturday 

Review Company, Inc. After May 1 Mr. 

Cathcart will be with t he Crowell P u b 

lishing Company, publishers of Collier's, 

Woman's Home Companion, The Ameri

can Magazine, and The Country Home 

Magazine. 

Slicks and Books 

IT is undoubtedly a fact that most 
popular fiction is not l i terature. The 
ephemeral quality of the great m a 

jority of stories and novels wr i t ten for 
the slick marke t is a familiar phenome
non, so familiar that we should th ink 
everybody would be tired of hearing 
about it. (In any case, it is hardly su r 
prising, considering the ephemeral qual 
ity of most stories and novels writ ten for 
the sake of ar t ; but somehow this does 
not grieve the highbrows like writing for 
money.) However, what is more i r r i ta t 
ing is a corollary assumption, that what 
is popular cannot be much good. 

A certain amount of irrelevant cri t i 
cism, proceeding from this assumption, 
is being directed at J . P . Marquand's 
novel, "Wickford Point." Some reviewers 
seem to be bothered by t he fact tha t a 
condensed version of "Wickford Point" 
ran in The Saturday Evening Post. In 
fact, there are two conflicting criticisms; 
one, that "Wickford Point" cannot amount 
to much, since par t of it was a success
ful serial; the other, that "Wickford 
Point" is an important novel which was 
brutally maimed in the serial version. 

Thus we find Mr. T. S. Matthews (who 
regularly reviews books for Time) wr i t 
ing of "Wickford Point" in The New Re
public: 

If you think you've already read this 
story in The Saturday Evening Post, 
you'd better take a look at the book. 
Those old Post editors are mighty 
scared of their readers. And they did 
a lot of cutting. The bowdlerized ver 
sion of "Wickford Point" that The Post 
printed was 80,000 words shorter, and 
left out one of the principal characters 
because she was the hero 's mistress. . . . 
That half [Mr. Marquand's] effort has 
been censored out of all knowledge, he 
has only himself to blame. For if he 
knows anything, he knows . . . the laws 
of the swineherd editors who feed the 
public trough. 

Some of this, particularly the perora
tion, comes under the heading of hard 
words. It might be interesting to pursue 
the implications of a point of view which 
regards the popular reading public as 
pigs. Is this point of view consistent—for 
example—with a belief in political d e 
mocracy? Can the public be trusted to 
behave intelligently as voters if they be 
have like pigs as readers? We can see 
nothing but confusion and disaster in the 
at tempt to resolve this anomaly, and we 
re turn to the l i terary par t of the discus
sion—specifically, to "Wickford Point." 

We enjoyed "Wickford Point" im
mensely; we regard it as the most distin
guished social satire to be produced in 
the United States since, anyway, "The 
Late George Apley." We do not, however, 
regard every word of it as inspired, and 
if we have any criticism—as indeed we 
have—it is that "Wickford Point" is too 
long. Having read it in book form, we 
see no sacrilege in the appearance of a 
condensed version—so long as the uncut 

version exists and is readily available. 
The fact that The Saturday Evening Post 
omitted the sections involving Patricia 
Leighton, the narrator ' s girl friend, does 
not seem to us to come under the head 
of censorship. When the Hays office cuts 
a movie, you cannot go to see the por 
tion that was cut; but any S.E.P. reader 
is free to walk into t he nearest l ibrary 
and read all about Patricia Leighton. Not 
that he has missed very much if h e does 
not. For one thing, the scenes in which 
Patricia appears are moderate and d e 
corous in flavor; for a more important 
thing, she is irrelevant to the main story. 

The point w e wish to make is tha t many 
novels are too long; that many novels 
would profit by intelligent editing. "Wick
ford Point" t r iumphs over its i r re levan-
cies and its verbosities. Bu t how many 
novels do not. There are too many of 
which we say, "This might be good if only 
it were shorter!" Editors in publishing 
houses constantly sweat blood over this 
very point; the work they have done in 
helping to make manuscripts manageable, 
readable, pointed, and significant will 
never be known. Of course they can make 
mistakes, bu t we have seldom if ever 
heard of a serious editorial mutilation in 
contemporary book publishing; and it is 
hardly conceivable that an editor could 
persuade the kind of author who knows 
what he is doing to cut a manuscript to 
its detriment. In any common-sense view, 
the elimination of padding, irrelevance, 
and occasional pointlessness is all to the 
good. Novels are not lyric poems. 

The Chinese Sphere 
By MARTHA BACON 

I HAVE confused no issue now, 
My pat tern is full-wrought and clear, 
Arched to precision of the bow, 

Intricate as the Chinese sphere. 

The seven orbs, starred, intertwined. 
Separate and inseparable. 
Are , as the many circled mind. 
Cut to a curve irreparable. 
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