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CULTURES IN CONFLICT

THEY NEVER COME BACK.

of the Day

The Ginne_d ffarade

How

‘Reason and
Reviewer's

AFTERNOON MEN. By Anthony
y s | Powell. Henry Holt & Ca. §2.
Nature’ Provokes a
= " | More of those lushing, feckless souls,
(J()l]fCSSlO[]. JWhnsn lives are just so many bowls

Reviewers may be by nature hon-
est; but some books lend themselves
to the graces of a review, and some
do not. The most widely read and
deeply reviewed hook in the list of
best sellers, for that reason, is rarely

a work to which reviewers have
devoted their best hours, A reader
may have been spending four months
upon Morris R, Cohen's “"Reason an«
Nature” with full recognition that
it must have bcen one of the truly
fine bhooks of 1931,
worthwhile sort of review it could
command would he the publication
of a letter from a biochemist to a
biologist, thanking him for the gift
of such a volume.

Mr. Cohen is not concerned with
making a reviewer's path to be
strewn with primroses, though the
book is cogent, reflective, vet clear,
It is studiously devoted to settingy
down a method of thinking along
lines of a rational scientific pro-
cedure. Unquestionably “Reason
and Nature" charts the course that
thought will plot often in our time;
it apprehends methods aborning
since Galileo, and which have be-
come so acceptable that, by the
middle of this century, a philosopher
who disregards the tenets of scien-
tific rationaliszn will hardly ke d»
ngueur at the meetings of his so-
ciety. (It may be, of course, that
he will be a greater man than any
other there.)

It would seem certain that ""ea-
son and Nature' contains within its
admirably reasoned and profound
pages the basis of what must bhe ac-
cepted ‘‘in the competition of the
market'’ as the proper way in which
to search for truth. Yet it defies re-
viewing in a general sense and is
one of the profound books which will
not be met with on any bhest sellin:
list; it will probably be found there
in work reduced to ecretin scale bhv
soma popularizer when, ‘‘fished up,
painted a brighter blue, perhaps,’ " th
public begins to inquire as to the na-
ture of classic, scientifie rational-
fsm.

We confess it to be our busman's
tholiday. Reading it in secret, with
no thought of reviewing it- in itself
it 1s & constructive review of man's
own processes which distinguish him
from other beasts—we regret having
written this much about It.

. @

Reaviewers, those who go from dav
to day, have little privacy of mind.
Few books can escape the mill; for
tha grist must keep coming, One of

our favorites was a work on econ-

nomics which we read in hospital, It

is no exaggeration to say that the)

book lel us to two years of night
sessions in economics at Georgetown
University in the School of Foreign
Service.

That book was “The Economic
Consequences of the Peace' by John

Maynard Keynes, Certain men griev- |

ously situated at that time believed,
with Mr. Keynes, that"Versailles was
all the bunk; all of it, every settle-
ment, every geographical division,
every economiec readjustment. Wo
sat around to await the crash.
Friends grew wealthy not awalting
it. And now, between the explosion
and counding the dead, Mr., Keynes
does another book and is reproached
for an ‘I told you =0'' attitude. Since
that first book of his came from
Harcourt-Brace he has written
steadily of such things as treaty re-
vision, currency reform, and the
Russian economic phenomenon, It
is hardly just to say that his new
book iz an "I told you so.'" But it
would be fair to call it “I keep on
telling you."
e v

Tt 1s difficult for a reviewer not to
puccumb to the errors of the public
which he feeds. For consistent bril-
liancy Mr. Keynes has been hy all

odds the best of our prophets in the |

world of revision. But what will it
avail a reviewer, of no specialized
knowledge, to din such a thing into
the public ear? It would mean to
challenge almost every other econ-
omist to do so. The best seller list,
when things such as Keynes has un-
¢"vingly predicted have come true, is
filed with gibes about *'Oh yeah"
from men who prove their own
fatulty rather than that of the stock

| Of cherries sunk in deep morasses,
| Cohen hook on how to think a thing | And ig;:,. Who beg you to make
(through and hold to (t. Yet to say | P '

"Keynes'' juet now finds your friends Atwater leads the ginned parade,

:Er;::i:r?;zl ':'?:‘.ifyc::'-r:::: :om};:'\‘s p?:‘ Beset hetimes by this charade:
B, RS 45, A " Though queens o 0 or
nounnced the truth, which came to| §h queens in queues pout f

his kisses,

°f 1n Susan's lips alone his bliss is.

pass, he was having some sort
porsonal vietory,

A reviewer can hardly have pri-

vacy of opinlon as regards the imagi- | Travel's what she likes plenty of;

native works, such as fiction and
L And i '
poctry, and helles lettres in Umited ! And near at hand, inviting pillage

Susan, however's off of love.

/OBJECTIONS TO BRAN

By Branch Cabell,

|
| “THESE RESTLESS HEADS,"
|  $2.50.

Robert M. MeBride & Co

By JAMES BRANCH CABELL.,
For all that T wish for Branch Cabell all kinds of good luck (within,
| of course, such moderate limits of success as any human being can find
endurable in a lifelong acquaintance), and for all that I have read his
first book with an interest such as I have not lately accorded the work
[of any other beginning writer, yet has this book left me unnleasantly
impressed and pervasively irritated by its artless candors. In a beginner
chavity allows much. Yet there js no hiding the fact that the avthor of
| “These Restless Heads" is truth{ul; he is even in earnest: and if there
‘be any third form of self-indulgence equally damaging to |
‘I do not know it,

iterary meris

Yet the oniy

editions, These things, at his hand,
must immediately go into the mill
F'ut books such as *‘IRReason and
Nature' are not to be reviewed;
unlecd, of course, one wishes to bhore
the reeder with a long list of Mr.
Cohen's  terris-with  a  judieious
and prissy exveption to an oceasional

point or two--and with a sham ex‘]Tho style’s a grade B Hemingway's, ‘

hihitica of the reviewer's own su-

perior knowledge in such a field.
ool nsg some of the book reviews

in =uch journals as the Nation and

Are gals to crowd a Greenwich

| Village.

A village set in London town,

| Where men, it seems, slide quickly
down,

{And in the end, lost to ambition,

| Swig rum at every intermission,
|

| The characters lead lives to daze,
| A placid scribe whose daily lot
| Revolves around his wife and tot.

D. W. L
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Mrs. Mary Roberts Rinchart, author of *Miss Pinkerton” (a mystery

story, to be published February 11 by Farrar &« Rinehart, $2). Buying bustling afliuiter
(Associated Press Photo.).
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a mystery story at a bookstall,
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the New Republie are, a good half
of the reviews are in auch vein; by
cmatenrs, by ruddy
had a few courzes in such a subject
while at college, and by gentlemcn
professing to decipner with pleasure
Bertrand Russell's dispute with Ein-
stein and his variation from de Sit-
ter. A general reviewer nowadavs
iz licked before he starts when he
attempts to gainsay the work of any

great specialist in his field; he is,

fatuous when he tries
| intelligently.

to praise it
How can he don either?
It ha= heen many decades sinee o
man might sum up within him all
cerudition. In the time of Voltaire,
the greatest reviewer in history, it
wag possible, One had read Plato
and that crowd; had punished Des-
cartes and his crush; was leaning to
Newton, &c.; wag going to tear into
| everything.

It is our greatest pleasure to spend
a lot of time in the company of an
old gentleman who got his biology
at the Zoological Institute at Berlin,
and who ligtened to Huxley at Ken-
fington. One findsz him at 76 for-
ever putting into his little red note-
hooks works which he must have
immediately to keep in step with the
(general knowledge advanced in his
field, Yet, at nights now, when it is
chill, he likes hest to put hig micro-
scope under the lamp nearest the
fire; for he still has hopes of seeing

an amaba divide. In fifty years it |

hag not been within his fortune, nnd
s0 the hay emulsions are all around
awarming with infusoria,

| We think of this simplicity in one
‘fioltl of knowledge, and know that
not only we, as a reviewer, but all
general reviewers everywhere are
'faking terribly when they set them-
selves up to review a work ecalling
for a passionless, specialized en-
|deavor in a fleld remote from easy
{apprehension. We can only =ay that
| we believe in Morris R, Cohen’'s
|'""Reagon and Nature''—and that we
|are not competent to belleve—and let
[it ;0 nt that,
l L .- -
Radio Talks on Music

old boys who |

racketeers who were uttering them. >Y MPHONIC BROADCASTS. By
« + « We were In despair until that | ©lin Downes. Dial Press. $2.50,

market erash came. We had re-|
mained out of speculation until we
were green with envy of aur mil-
lionaire friends, and all becauso,
reading ''The Economic Consequences
of the Pence.'" we followed Keynes
and belleved him right and that the
whole thing was a house of eard:,
But we have never, that we recall,
mentioned Keynes bhefore in a review,
g 99

When we find a book such as *'Ren-
son and Nature,” and we believe in
our mind and our heart that here in
A book as reasoned, ag serviceable
1o us as Keynes has always be n, we
are at Joss to review it, We would
need a sledge hammer, and to go - Pl
nbout socking people with it. When | The Columbia University Press has
we think of Keynes with hix arro-|just issued No, 354 of its studies In
gance in 1019, telling the world what [history, economics and public law,
the rogues would not have it belleve, Fdward R, Hardy's “The Large s
goraehow we connect him with the [tates of Byzantine Egypt.*

The musie editor of the New York
Times has here colleeted and ampli-
| fied the series of radio broadcasts he
lgave in 1930-31 as interpreter of the
works performed under Toscanini's
dlrection by the Philharmonic Sym-
phony Orchestra, in addition to twoe
programsa rendered by membera of
the Curtia Institute of Musie, There
are 100 standard productions of or-
(Chestenl  repertories dealt with by
Mr. Downes in a simplified fashion
which should not fail to reward de-
votees of musie whose technical un-
derstanding of the art may need the
enlightenment that he, In all essen-
tinls, adequately supplies,

S . —

"

“Saxon Farm Workers:" Eleventh century, In “Medieval Costume and

Life,” By Dorothy Hartley, Suirnnn. $5,

- - -— S ——

A Logdon_ !.etter

LONDON, Jan. 14,

Incalculahle is the mighty British
publie. In the mass it could not be
described as “‘art loving."" Yet pune-
tually onece a vear for the last four
years it has swarmed to see an ex-
hibition of foreign paintings.

The Flemish exhibition was the
first. So huge were the crowds that

it attracted that an Italian exh'bi-
tion was held the next year. After

|

that there was a Persian exhibition; |
and now the French exhibition has |

opened its doors and will keep them
open for two months at the very
(least; all of which time it will be

| practieally impossible to see the pic- |

(tures except through chinks in a
|dense and surging mob.

And why? No doubt snobbery has
something to do with it, the aimless
follow-my-leader of any crowd a4
And then the journalists, hard up
for better copy. have taken their
turn in awakening public interest.
Even the triumphal progress of a
vigiting fllm star has received less
attention from the daily papers than
the arrival of the precious canvases
from ahroad, as they are brought up
from the siocks under armed escort
and tendery disposed on the walls
Lof Burlingron House,

There w also the glamour of their
value, uring the Flemish exhibi-
tion, whi+h began the series, many
visitora =tood entranced in front of

contemplating a fabulous banknote
under glass, In fact, wheth-
er one =ees the pictures or not, one's
fellow visitors are always worth the

entrance money,
.

Meanwhile the experts, ordinarily
so retiring, enjoy a brief appearance
beneath the spotlight. Books are pub-
lished on the partieular: natfonal
gchool and, what is more, are sold in
large numbers, Varlous monographs
on French painting are already out,
and Roger Fry ls writing weekly ar-
ticles in the New Statesman.

I do not know whether Fry's re-
[ nown as a critic extends heyond the

limit of these shores. Fimself the

most genial of men, as a critic he s
| Implacahle and scvere as only erities
!ot the fine arts know how to he,
[. . . Thia is often especially In-
“lmidnnnz if one asks him for his

opinion of some picture that one
happens oneself much to admire, In

variably he announces, though in the
| kindest way,
|glaring and eclumsy fake, or, at all
[ events, a poor example of the maa-
ter's work. The moral to he de-
| duced from such an experience {s:
Learn to have the courage of your
L own obliquity!

L B

A critle of quite another brand ls
Clive Bell. He is not—he would not
claim to be-—-an expert, so much as
|a literary popularizer of sculpture
' a function which he

‘and painting;
\per{orms with great good humor and
|a method of approach pereonal
|rather than portentous. Here L the
1p'°imm.~«~ path of criticlsm, the path
which, If we ean afford to be ain-
cere, we shall most of us admit that
we prefer to tread. Clive Bell has
all the apparatus of scholarship, but
I toa amiable a character to em-
ploy it ruthlessly. As the amateur
metaphysiclan remarked to Boawell,
somechow  “‘eheerfuiness {a always
breaking In."

PETER QUENNELL.

Royal Cortlezoz writes an Introdye-
tion for "Contemporary
Prints" just published in a limited
edition by the American Art Dealers’
‘luoclutlon.

| the Rembrandts as though they were |

that the picture is a !

I speak as any confirmed romantie
must speak perforce when confronted
'by the accursed thing called *real-
lIsm." I speak also as one who ob-
|serves that this Branch Cabell has

account of my household, of my per-
sonal foibles and of my hitherto
(private life.

' Now this is a liberty taken at the
cost of all logic. It is a misstep
which makes this hbook a prolonged
exercise in doing precisely what its
writer proclaims he has never been
able to do. In his nineteenth chap-
ter, I mean, he speculates at prodi-
gioug length as to why he has at no
time written anything which touched
the known life about him; and to
my opinion-to my, perhaps, biased
opinion his surmises wear an odd
favor when they oceur plump in the
middle of a book which is, through-
out its every paragraph, so com-
pletely and, indeed, microscopically
concerned with its writer's immediate

surroundings.
LI ]

Nor is that guite all which troubles
me in this book. The author of
“These Restless Heads' seems to me
regrettably overprone to dabble in
rhetorical floriculture. I note, for
example, his reiteration of the re-
frain word ‘‘nonscnse'’ at the close
'of each section of the book, and a
kindred juggling with ""contentment’’
in the code of the sections which are
devoted, without any such thin

(trickery as figures in the prologu

and the epilogue. to the writer's
se!'”, I observe such unrestrained in-
stances of onomatoparia as  ‘this

flag's fleet,
flapping'* or
“like dead

unflagging, flippityflop
the paronomasia of
leaves scuttling and
gutters,” 1 regard the elaborate
building up of long rhapsodies and
tirades in order that the instant they
i reach completion their architect may
|tumble them : ver, fleeringly. I lift
gray eyebrows before the ever-pres-
ent confection of *prose rhythms'
(after the very best but antiquated
recipes of Professor George Saints-
bury), as such verbal ecates are rx-
emplified, let ue gay, in the five fret
of continuously inereasing or of con-
tinuously lessened length, which
close severally the pair of preciose
paragraphs ahout Agni and Hephies-
tos. I decide that common sens® can-
not but object to this overcareful
handling everywhere of mere sylla-
‘bles as though they were diamonds.
. & »

Those and yet many other exam-
ples of the faux bon—as we human-
ista say by ordinary when we con-
[temn whatsoever is admired by per-
song who do not admire us—I ob-
serve, I repeat, ruefully. It seems
to me that the author of ‘‘These
Restless Heads'' has wasted a great
deal of effort upon his filigree nice-
ties. Such rhetorical love knots are
at odds with the taste of our plain
age, and one cannot but marvel over
the infinite labor which a beginning
author can devote even nowadays fo
the more difficult refinements of
writing as an actual art, thus thuft-
lesaly, We older writers have been
taught long ago by our readers, in
conjunction with our royalty state-
ments, to indite otherwise. We do
not attempt, in Branch Cabeil's per-
 nickety phrase, "“to guide the uni-
corn in double harness with the dray
horse."'

Lo

For the heginner, though, there iz
always hope, and “‘with time and
experience, aided by the sympathetic
appreciation ef the reviewer, it
may be that #his Cabell also may
llearn to do better in a more modishly
'homespun fashion. Meanwhile I
:rould wigh, T confess, that the per-
(gonality ¢f this new writer were a
tiny bit more attractive to me. There
is everywhere, to my feeling, an aura
of smug self-satisfaction over the
completion of the blography of the
iife of Manuel (with which Branch
{Cabell after all had nothing what-
| ever to do) and a weak-spirited ac-
|ceptance of the fact that this uni-
|verse can prove both kindly and
‘mmfortable. such as no approved

pessimist of my generation could |

avoid finding distasteful, This Branch
Cabell in brief appears to enjoy life,
howsgoever soberly; he indorses, to
| every practical intent, the time.ap-
proved rulings of human wisdom,
and among the hetter class of Ameri-
can writers that simply has not heen
done for the last twenly years or
| more,

Law and Medicine

COURTS AND DOCTORS. By Lloyd
Paul Stryker. Macmillan, $2.

As counsel for many years to the
Medieal Soclety of New York State,
Mr. Stryker here speaks with the
volea of authority on the many vital
pointa of law with which the phy-
gleian and surgeon may be compelled
to cope with in the course of work-
day practice. 'The principal prob-
lems dealt with, {llustrated with cita-
tions of many typical cases and judl-
cial rulings, fell under the general
subject of the doctor's legal lability
to the charge of malpractice. The
latter is then linked up to the per-
tinent supplementary procedures es-
[gential to lines of defense action-—
[expert testimony, lay witnesses, hy-
pothetieal innocence or culpability,
[relation of physaiclan and patient,
The book iz designed for the en.

Ameriean lightenment of doctors, but there I8 guay” (Columbia

much In It which the lawyer and
nonprofessional reader may profit-
ably learn,

rendered into print an unflattering '

Romance in Spain

|[RUMOUR AT NIGHTFALL. PRy
Graham Greene, Doubleday, Doran.
$2.50.

The kind of romanticism which we

CH CABELL '

(find in “Rumour at Nightfall" is a |
|belated survival, or revival, or the

[Stevensonian romanticism of three
or four decades ago. As might be
expected, this romanticism is now
romewhat impure and diluted.
Greene, who is Stevenson's younger
cousin, is inclined to mix his fantasy
with more or less renl characters and
situations, And, strangeiy enough,
there fs e¢ven a touch of romanti-
cism's opposite, naturalism,

The author tells a story of love and
intrigue in the Spanish DPyrences.
where the Government is in search
of a rebel leader hiding in the nioun-
tainz. Two Engzlish newspaper men,
a Spanizsh girl and the rebel leader
are the chief characters. The story
telates the jealousy of the Enzlish-
men over the girl, her faithlessnoss
to the leader and the hetraval of ane
Englishman by the other. It ends
with the death of the Enclishman
and the girl's marriage to the sur-
vivor,

The author Is at hls best in de-
gcribing nature and in portraying
men charaeters, He does some really
brilliant writing, for instance, in
telling of Chase's ride down the
mountaing to €an Juan in a storm,
and in describing the Government
forees' attack upon the rehels’ inn.
The cynical treatment of the women
characters is, on the other hand, out
of harmony with the rest of the
etory, and seems a bit shallow. It is
nat in keeping with the herale mood
of the events, or the grand passions
implied in the characters’ actions
and is surely not a pait of true
romanticism,

" TENDERLY WRITTEN

pugnacious,

The observations included
| more subtle than these, and they
may be accurate. yet they have the
same quality of being comments

¢ibility of prcof, thelr aptness de-
| pending largely upon the prejudices
of the individual reader,
of the story is modern Japan, and
the Japanese, naturally, serve as
subjects for the comments, though
occasionally hemispheres are in-
volved, and East and West are
 spoken of as though all Orientals
reacted in a fixed manner to a given
situation, and all Oeccidentals obedi-

JIRS CE s S

By Willlam Plomer,

\
in
“They Never Come Back'' are much

'made in a vacuum, beyond all pos. |

The scene

L

James Branch Cahe!l,

So Say We All

I FEEL BETTER NOW. By Marga- |

ret Fishback. Dutton.

S0 docs the reader, The publishers
#ive no price for the book—it's price-
less.  There are other adjectives:
Frittle, elever, subtle, satiric (in a
gentle way), There are other ad-
jeetives it js not: ecyniecal, sophisti-
cated, modish, smart, Though now
and ngain there is a pose, as when
she lauments

Thongh 1I'd rather be wicked than

jzoor]
My sin= don't amount to a damn.
Be yourself. There are too many
fake Ninons around and some of
themi nre writing what
smart verse that is not worth your

_grain of =malt in your Manhattan
clam cMowder, Compliments to the
New Yorker and Vanity Falr and

any other magazine that gives you
growing room so that you may
In vour inimitable way

Girow more charming every day
Which naturally meana for ma
Increased su-ceptibility,
Century hasg just published two
more "“"White House Conference"

Fnoks on child health and protection,
"Bady Mechanics: KEducation and
Practice,” prepared by a subcommit-

tee on orthopedics under the chair- |

mun«hip of Rohert B, Osgood, and

Paychology and Psychiatry in Pedl-
atries,"” the report of the subcommit-
te¢ on these subjects, of which Bron-
son Crothers was chairman.

WILD RYE. By Miriel Hine,

Anpleton,

82,

s
While this autkor's tast hook, “Ten Days' Wonder,” was an amusing
and sophizticated farce, thiz new hook is a moving and tender story of

a young girl in love,

Jenny Rorke, motherless at seventeen, iz sent to

uer mother's peonple to grow into maturity,

1

{“Man About Town." 15th century.

Creeping Jenny

WAYS, By Brian Flynn. Macrae-

Smith Company. §2,

“With Creeping Jenny's compli-
ments, She takes but one.’' These
(twn sentencer, neatly typed on A
leard left in place of the stolen Aar-
ticle, constituted the only clew to A

seriex of unusual jewel robherles,

Scotland Yard, though mystified, was |

inot unduly upset, believing the
thefts would turn out to be an “'in-
side soclety job.'"" The Yard, how-
ever, was Jarred Into actlon when
the beautiful Mrs. Mordaunt, chate-
lnine of The Crosaways, was found
done to death following a visit from
Creeping Jenny and the theft of the
Lorrimer sapphire. Inspector Bad-
deley, greatly disappointed when

actively Interested in the ease, frank-
ly admitted that he was drawing
only blanks. However, it {s Anthony
who solves the myeterlen-the jewel
robberies and the murder—in a per-
fectly logical and Holmeslike way,
though it ls rather a strain on the
reader's credulity to helieve that a

ciating with close friends for a week
|or more. A good ‘'myatery,” well
[told, with little unneceasnry verbiage.

| Arthur

"

Elwood Elllott'a  “'Para.
University Press)
Ia & dizseussion of the country's cul-
tural heritage, social conditions and

educational problems.

]thtng she can do.
| tempestuous
| that

— [
THE CRIME AT THE CROSS

Anthony Bathurst refused to become !

man ean fo dlsguise himeself as to |
{defy detection while intimately asso- |

While with them she meets 'I'hadl

Ryott, a talented young artist, who
talls in love with Jenny and she
with him. Her people force them to
have a year's engagement, and Thad,
who has temperament and a great
need of women, is dismay .d at the
thought of a year's wait. Consider-
ing the Victorian times this was a
great problem to these young peo-
ple. Dizobedience to her grandmother
was out of the question to Jenny, so
out of pity for Thad she gives her-
 self to him. Then remorse takes
hold of her and once more she be-
lteves they should not *“'sin,"" so Thad
1ceepts her point of view and goes to
print a portrait of the lovely Linda,
Jenny's eousin, who is very much in
love with him and has no scruples
about taking him from Jenny., Lin-
da'z hushand discovera them and
Thad 15 caught in a net of Linda's
making. He js forced to stick by
her. and Jenny js Jeft alone, Thad
knows he can never be worthy of
ker and Jenny feels that virtue |s an
empty reward for itself,
* 8

The author has placed this little
tragedy in the Victorian period and
has kept the atmosphere and social
atructure so well that one does not
wonder at Jenny's code. It is pa-
thetic and admirable; it is the only
Thad, as the
lover, is a character
holds the reader's sympathy
despite Jenny's being hurt, for he is
a normal man living openly in those
days the way the modern man does
It is really the story of two
lovera a little ahead of their times,

now,

To alleviate the inevitable tragedy (led, by an internal proceas of de-|

of the situation, Murie]l] Hine has in-

vested her story with some delightful [hia youthful ideals, to robbery and | -
dialogue and many amusing situ- murder; and at the very last he

ations, She has created characlers
who are diverse in their effects upon
the reader., There {a Grandmother
Dale, who is witty and gay In her
eighties, and Grandfather Dale, who
[loves a pretty woman and spolls
Linda. There {s Aunt May, who is a
social climber, and Aunt Effie, who
i= sallow and unpopular eéven with
her own mother and who takes it all
out on Jenny,

Then there are the leg of mutton
laleeves, and balls where the Lancera
s danced, There are broughams and
tricyeles and piano songs in the eve-
nings«. There is, in short, rather a
 nostalgic atmosphere through the
fwhole book; and In contrast stand
Jenny, Thad and Susannah, Thad's
sigter, Theae are the threa who are
fighting through the morass of con-
ventinn to something finer and more

honest, and being too early, they
fail.

L
“Wild Rye" is not a very impor-
tant book, but it is tenderly written
and full of understanding. Jenny
lives ns truly as any modern girl and
completely winag the heart of the
reander with her strugglea and eon.
fusion, Thiz book will he enjoyed hy
[those who like qulet stories of hu-
man nature that are not sugar cont
el beyond recognition, and that yet
have o breath of elean alr about
‘thom.
ELIZABETH SANDERSON.

passes for |

“—| NEW

rently reacted to the same eituation
in the opposite manner,
| . o @

These peneralizations may
spoken of first, for they form much
'of the substance of Mr. Plomer's
novel, and seem little more than
dead weight to the story. Aside
from them, *“They Never Come
Back"
novel, rather slight in the compli-
cations it evokes, but
written, and contalning individual
| passages of great charm. Vincent
'Lucas is a young Englishman visit-
ing Japan, impelled by a motive no
:nore substantial than a whim., He
8, we are told, a typical voun
!Eng]iah artist, e 2 -
encounters two typical Japanese,
one a liberal and one a reactionary;
one skeptical of the benefits of
Western progress, the other patriotic
and aggressive. These two charac-
| ters disappear, and never figure in
'the novel after Lucas lands; their
only purpose, evidently, is ts intro-
dm‘ve a few pages of political obser-
vation.

A letter introduces Lucas to Iris,
an English girl married to a Japa-
nese.  Simultaneously, he encoun-
[ters Sado, an indecigive, self-centered
Iyoung man, and forms a friendship
|with him, The remainder of the
Wnnw‘l is given over to an account of
‘the decline and fall of this friend-
ship, to characterizations of Iris and
ihor husband, te additional psycko-
iogical generzlizations. In the end.
as we have suapected from the first,
Lucas returns to England when his
personal relationships grow slightly
|tense, after Sado has become disillu-
gioned with him, and after he digcov-
ers Iris is in love with him.

L I

Come Back" iz eom-
P A Pa » to Indla "
but there is a fundamental differ-
ence between the twg novels, In “A

|

| "They Never
’ 1 ey N

" redd A

he !

ia a pleasant and readable |

gracefully |

and on the hoat he |

Coward McCann,

1Y,

There is apparently a type of mind that rejoices in racial generalin,
tions, in such arbitrary dogma as that the Scotch

are stingy or the Irisy

—

-

“ Fifteenth Century Headdress,

‘Passage to India’ we are introduced
to characters whose fortunes are
deeply involved in the political and
racial problems of a foreign land -
moreover, these problem. are not

'glven as footnotes to the sy hat
ara embodied in it in the natu.. of
the adventures that occur.

We cannot take a situatinn very

seriously if we feel that it can he
permanently ended by some one huye
ing a ticket to some other place. Is
it this inconsequentiality of his char-
acter's problems that induces Mr.
‘Plomrr to insist upon them as types?
L".\'.adn," he writes, “llke s0o many
lynung Japanese of the present," or
| “Iris and Lucas belonzed to n elass
;and 8 generation which inherited
little  dbut chacs and decay."” evi
dently refusing to eonsider his chare
|acters important if they dn not con.
form with a multitude of others,
. 0 »

One feels that such generalizations
hould be left 1n the reader, and one
'feels it all the more strongly because
Mr. Plomer can bring a fragment of
the East to life in a happy deserip-
tive phrase, anly te smother it at
once in vague and pompous moraliz-
ing. ROBERT CANTWELL.

la
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THE PRICE OF LIFF. Ry Viadimir

Lidin. Harpers. 82,

The judgments delivered to us in America about the a

lezedly new

literature of Soviet Russia have been so numerous and conflicting that
these first imrortant products of Soviet writers to be printed hera aro

sure to find an interested audience,

Yet it will be difficult for any one
to discover anything either Soviet or
“new,"” in the social sense, in this
latest Russian novel. The vehe-

mently anticommunistiec who eclaim |

to have made some study of new
Russian writers have for years bheen
assuring us that only party tracts,
and not literary works, were possible
within the borders of the Soviet
Union. American Communists, on

own wrlters can never amount to
much until they make an open re-

capitalistic masters.

‘““The Price of Life' does nothing
(to clear up the controversy. We
jread on the jacket that it was put
out in Russia by the State Publish-
ling House, and there are intimations
[that Viadimir Lidin is well esteemed
by the Communist authorities.

written novel in a peculiarly old-

1rashinnod way, To a reader who has |

inot, been imbued with Communist
doctrine, what is immediately strik-

avoidance of soclal theorizing.

heen written by a novelist of high
talent who had read nothing later
than Dostoievsky., It is a psycho-
iogical study of the degeneration of a
young university student in Moscow.
Kiril Bessonov is a peasant boy with
a traditionally Russian idealistic
nature who is given an opportunity
to study at the capital. In Mescow
he lives in surroundings as wretched
as any the older Russians wrote
about, At first he is dazzled by the
bright variousness of the city, and
lifted by the stirrings of young love;
|but love faila, and his poverty be-
[comes unbearably depressing. He is

Iterioration which involvea the loss of

comes to the overwhelming yearning,
‘g0 familiarly Russian, for spiritual
lexpiation,

| Tt is the changes brought about in
| Kiril's nature by the distracting
| echaos and the essential emptiness of
|the city that are Important. There
|are momenta when Kiril thinka of
himself as a traitor to the new order,
but these are infrequent and unim-
pressive, the author is abviously not
concerned with setting up hia protag-
onizt as a horrible warning to those
in Russia who might be tempted into
disloyalty. He is, indeed, capable of
suggestions of a quite reverse na-
ture, as when Lebedkin, a young
official, is made to say to Kiril:
| "You've had a taste of bohemianism
(hera and have filled your head with
nihilistie Ideas—Soviet nihilism. Oh,

it doesn't take the big towns long to |

ruin men." Lidin develops his study
with the use of a completely con-
vineing and inherently Ilogical, but
[quite pre-Freudian, psychology, and
| his oddly lyrical style does more to
| remove the book from the realm of
official categories,

This author's works were recently
published in a ecollected edition by
Government Printing House In Mos-
cow, which might indieate
n likely propaganda trend “The
 Price of Life,"" however, it the moast
intensely Individualistic novel that
has come the way of this reviewer
in many months, Soviet Russia may

the other hand, have been declaring, f
with not too much patience, that our |

volt against the domination of the '

It is, |
‘howovor. an exciting and masterfuily |

This Is a book which might have |

in them |

?nr may not be evolving a "new'
literature, but thia book is definite
| proof that the Ruszian peoples can
[still breed artists of brilliance and
| profundity.

CLIFTON CUTHBRERT.

J m—

| —

**As frank as any
love adventure of
our time. . .. An
extraordinary
study of the
modern woman.”
—Harry Hansen

" THE END
OF DESIR

ROBERT HERRICK'S

New best-selling novel
6th Printing
FARRAR & RINFEHART

I A Puzzlor! /
The fx »

BLACK)
ROSE
MURDER

by Paul McGuire
| BRENTANO'S Pub. $2

$150

|ing about it is its almost cunning

l

In this new
romance of love's
struggle Ethel M. Dell prohes
the secret places of every wo-
man's heart. A triangle with

by i, 1.DELL

Putnam’s

—

Correcting
WM. LYON PHELP

Prof. Phelps, in picking “theren
best books of last year', includes
MARY'S NECK, by Bonth
Tarkingron. We're delighred :‘
this compliment, but the bo
won't be published ul! Monaay
Prof. Phelps had an advar
opy So for one of 1t e
entertaimng rovels ot t
anv other vear, give \
seller an ouder today R
all bookstores Monda
Dornrenay, Doxas

3
st
or
ks
v 1n
50

5



	nysun

