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Books of Special Interest
Harcourt, Brace &
Company
New York

Chekhov Letters
L E T T E R S ON T H E SHORT STORY,
T H E DRAMA, A N D O T H E R L I T E R ARY

"Pages from

TOPICS.

By ANTON

CHEKHOV.

Selected and edited by Louis S. FRIEDLAND. New York: Minton, Balch & Co.

Life"

1924.

Manchester Gtiardian

$4.

Reviewed by L E O W I E N E R

Yopng

Harvard University

[rs. Cruse
By
VIOLA
A u t h o r of

MEYNELL
Columbine,

Marriage,

Second

etc.

LITERARY

NOTE:

After several successful novels
Viola Meynell, daughter of Alice
Meynell, breaks a long silence by
bringing out seven stories, individual, and in atmosphere and
manner unlike anyone else's.
" T h e y are quick with passion,
flashing out with a sudden radiance—a romantic glamor which
is almost in excess."—The

Times

(London).

$2.00

T E T T E R S of a great writer have not
-*—' only a fascination as giving an insight into his inner life, which is generally
disguised in his literary works, but they
also throw a flood of light upon many
activities connected with his authorship,
which otherwise would remain hidden from
the reader's view and would distort the
actual facts into wrong perspectives. In
the first case a well-chosen selection, especially in a translation from a foreign
tongue, easily accomplishes its purpose.
Thus, Mrs. Garnett's admirable selection
from the six volumes of Chekhov's letters,
which appeared in 1920, fully satisfies the
reader's curiosity. Apparently M r . Friedland wanted to do justice to the scholar's
desire for documentarv proof in issuing the
present volume, in which a larger amount
of material is brought together. It remains
for the critic to ascertain how he has acquitted himself of his task.
T h e constant solecisms in Mr. Friedland's
translations do not raise any hope that the
renderings are exact or even correct. Moscowlte for Muscovite, Sokolonits for
Sokolinets, Russkoye Bogatsvo and Russkaya
Bogatsyo for Russkoe Bogatstvo, Lvo and
LVOV for Lev (Tolstoy's s o n ) , kalie
bromatie for potassium bromide, etc., are
irritating enough.
His worst offence is
quoting Mrs. Garnett's translation in toto,
without even once giving her credit for
the text. Such passages may be found, with
an occasional change of a word, on pp. 10,
II,

Mce m a
Blue Moon
By
MARION

STROBEL

A first book of poems of unusual charm and delicacy of form
—all the moods of young womanhood in transparent and musical
verses.

$1.75

COMING!
Virginia
Woolf's
Remarkable
New
Novel

By
CHARLES

S.

BROOKS

M r . Friedland's
Mrs.
Garnett's
Translation
Translation
" I begin a storv
"I begin a story
on September 1 oth on September i oth
with the thought that with the thought that
I must finish it by I must finish it by
October ;th at the October ^th at the
latest; if T don't I latest; If T don't I
shall fail the editor shall fail the editor
and be left without and be left without
money. I let myself money. I let myself
go at the beginning go at the beginning
and write with an and write with an
easy mind; but by easy mind; but by
the time I get to the the time I get to the
middle T begin to middle I begin to
grow timid and to grow timid and to
fear that my storv fear that my storv
will be too long: I will be too long; I
have to remember have to remember
the
Sievemy
that the
Syeverny that
has not
Vyestnik
has not Viestnik
much
money, and much money, and
that I am one of that I am one of
their expensive con- their expensive conThis Is
tributors.
This is tributors.
whv the beginning why the beginning
of my stories is al- of mv stories Is alwavs very promising wavs verv promising
and looks as though and looks as though
I were starting on a I were startin? on a
novel, the middle Is novel, the middle Is
huddled and timid, huddled and timid,
and the end is, as in and the end Is, as In
a short sketch, like a short sketch, like
And so
fireworks.
And so fireworks.
in nlannlng a storv In planning a storv
one Is bound to think one Is bound to think
first about its frame- first about its frame-

A volume of witty and amusing essays by the author of " A
T h r e a d of English Road."
Illustrated.

ARROWS MITH
By Sinclair Lewis

$2.00

Reviewed

by

KENNETH

LORE

SHARP

In this eloquent chronicle of a
bee-keeper's year, Dallas Lore
Sharp reveals every stage in
the life and love of the bees,
every separate delight in the
task of caring for them. I t is
an exquisite distillation of the
poetry of his craft by a beekeeper of distinction and imagination.
$2.50

Twenty Years
On Broadway
By GEORGE

M.

COHAN

SAUNDERS

I

T is strange that the Western world has
had to wait so long for books upon so
great and important a topic. And now almost simultaneously have appeared two
books, "Hindu Ethics," by D r . McKenzie
of Bombay, and "Ethics of India," by Professor Hopkins of Yale; the latter tells us
that he had claimed to be the first in this
field only to discover that Professor McKenzie's volume was already out. T h e books
are written from a somewhat different point
of view. "Hindu Ethics," a member of
the well-known Quest of India Series, has
a missionary purpose, and while it seeks to
be fair is much more critical than "Ethics
of India." This is in a sense a continuation of Dr. Hopkins's well-known "Religions of India," and follows the same historical method. It traces the development of I n dian ethical ideals from the Rig Veda to
modern days and shows how much more
ethical content Indian religion has than Is
usually recognized. In a concluding chapter he attempts to evaluate some of these,
and deals specially with India's challenge
to the Western world in her great doctrine
of Ahimsa, now voiced by M r . Gandhi. He
holds that Hindu ethics surpasses that of the
West in its compassionate spirit towards
bird and beast and even towards the plant
world.
And we, who are only beginning to hear that
trees and flowers have life and feeling- comparable In weak degree to our own, and condone, if we do not inflict, so much of the
misery suffered by dumb animals, may properly,
as we learn to be less cruel, turn back with
some humility to the time long before the
Christian era, when so good and perfect a doctrine was not only preached as an ethical Ideal
but was accepted by millions of people as the
normal rule of life for every good man, and
confess that, however excellent our ethics may
be, India has taught us something better than
we know.
If this is true in the sphere of plants and
animals how much more true is It in that
of men. Today when it is regarded as a
dangerous doctrine in the West the essentially Christian teaching of the power of
love and of the duty of non-resistance Is
being embodied in a movement which Is
shaking all India and arresting attention
everywhere.

The new books for the Spring are already
beginning to appear. Buy them as they
are published and spread the pleasure of
reading them over a longer period of time.

A
special performance by
George M . Cohan himself,
telling in his own easy, breezy
way the story of his life—not
from the platform but from
the pages of a merry book. A
tale to be read for its verve
and candor and its reflection
of the American stage in its
changing years.
$3.00

The Creative
Spirit
By ROLLO
BROWN

WALTER

In this provocative new book
M r . Brown challenges the
forces that are stifling the creative spirit in the United
States today and standardizing
almost every phase of human
activity. H e offers stimulating
and specific suggestions for
overcoming them
and for
building a new public attitude
toward the creative life.
$2.50

Mrs^ Harter
By E. M.

DELAFIELD

Here is cool, ironic comedv;
humor that will not only
tickle your funnv bone, but delight your mind as w e l l : the
rare quality of a trulv light
touch. E. M . Delafield has
written nothinjr more finished
than this sparkling, witty story
of a grouD of people on an
English
Main
Street — revealed as they are by their
attempts to be something else.
$2.00

HARPER & BROTHERS
Establuhed 1817

THE SUNWISE TURN, INC.
$2.00

By DALLAS

On India

$2.50

A PASSAGE TO INDIA
By E. M. Forster
$2.50
PLUMES
By Lawrence Stodlings

*A letter by the author of this volume
replying to the reviewer's criticism will be
found on page 654.

The Spirit of
The Hive

ETHICS O F INDIA. By E. WASHBURN
HOPKINS. New Haven: Yale University
Press. 1924. $3.

16, 1 9 , 2 0 , 2 1 , 2 4 , 2 7 , 2 9 , 3 5 , 4 0 , a n d

so forth. T h e following passage from p.
II in M r . Friedland's book as compared
with Mrs. Garnett's translation, will illustra:te his method:

work: from a crowd work: from a crowd
of leading or sub- of leading or subordinate
characters ordinate
characters
one selects one per- one selects one person only—wife or son only—wife or
husband; one puts husband; one puts
him on the canvas him on the canvas
and paints him alone, and paints him alone,
making him promi- making him prominent, while the others nent, while the others
one scatters over the one scatters over the
canvas
like
small canvas
like
small
coin, and the result coin, and the result
is something like the is something like the
vault of heaven: one vault of heaven: one
big moon and a big moon and a
number of very small number of very small
stars around it. But stars around It. But
the moon is not a the moon Is not a
success, because it can success, because it can
only be understood only be understood
if the stars too are If the stars too are
intelligible, and the intelligible, and the
stars are not worked stars are not worked
out. And so what out. And so what
I produce is not lit- I produce is not literature, but some- erature, but something like the patch- thing like the patching of Trishka's coat, ing of Trishka's coat.
What am I to do? What am I to do?
I don't know, I don't I don't know, I don't
know. I must trust know. I must trust
to tim« which heals to time which heals
all things."
all things."
One cannot condemn M r . Friedland too
much for the literary atrocities perpetrated
by him.

51 East 44th Street
Tekpiuaiie Murray WSL 2 5 9 0
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A Letter from England
By EDWIN M U I R

JONAH

ROBERT NATHAN, author of "Autumn"
and "The Puppet Master," has written "a
deh'cately beautiful book, a book that makes
more sure than ever Robert Nathan's enviable, unobtrusive position among the
prose writers of his day."—Ben Ray Redman in the
Herald-Tribune.
$2.00 at Bookstores
McBBIDB
PubUsher
N E W YORK

THE MODERN
AMERICAN WRITERS
SERIES
Under the general editorship of Ernest
Boyd, there is being prepared a series of
studies of the work of outstanding figures
in American letters. The initial volume is

JAMES BRANCH CABELL
By

Carl

Van

Doren

It is the first critical study of our foremost living writer and contains a map of
Poictesme drawn by Mr. Cabell.
To Follow Shortly

EDITH WHARTON
By Robert Morss

THEODORE
By Burton

Lovett

DREISER
Rascoe

Each $1.00 net
McBRIDE

The

Publisher

NEW YORK

Ninetieth Birthday
Charles W. Eliot

of

Dr. Eliot's birthday celebration on
March 20, 1924, was an occasion
unique in the history of H a r v a r d
and of American education. This
volume contains a full report of the
exercises at the University together with copies of the many congratulatory messages Dr. Eliot received on that day. There are numerous illustrations as well, so that
the volume as a whole is a most
delightful item of Harvardiana.
$2.50 a copy.

Harvard University Press
2 Randall HaU
Cambridge, Massachusetts

The Irving Press
offers its facilities to
PUBLISHERS/)r/f^^

designing and printing of beautiful books

The Irving ^ress
GILBERT T. WASHBURN
Tresident

601 WEST 36TH ST.
Chickering 6922

' I "'HE English novel has been showing
-•- more and more diversity in the last two
or three years.
There are no longer
streams of tendency as there were in the
time—now apparently buried—of
Mr.
Wells, Mr. Bennett, and Mr. Galsworthy.
On the contrary, we see the spectacle, hard
to credit, of innumerable tributaries and no
river. In other words, there are many artists wandering in lor(,ely byways, but no
main road. These artists at intervals appear
surprisingly out of the void and pass unaccountably into a future which may with
equal plausibility be the disguised shape of
oblivion or of fame. We simply cannot
tell. There are novelists like Mr. Lawrence,
so individual that they can have few imitators and no colleagues. There is Mr.
David Garnett, whose field is so narrow that
two in it would be a crowd. There is Mr.
T . F. Powys, as narrow as Mr. Garnett,
more peculiar than Mr. Lawrence, and in
himself forbidding enough to scare away the
most hardened of those who insist on being
influenced. There are Mr. E. M. Forster
and Mr. Stephen Hudson, masters of their
metiers and therefore in no danger of being
imitated. There is Mrs. Virginia Woolf,
a very fine intelligence and a very intelligent sensibility, whom writers lacking her
rare fusion of gifts will imitate at their
peril. These writers do not swim in the
same stream of tendency, and none of them
incarnates "the modern consciousness" as
Mr. Wells did for a little twenty years ago.
There is indeed only one writer of accredited
rank in England in a stream. That is Mr.
Aldous Huxley, who if he does not incarnate the modern consciousness at least incarnates, something modern: an attitude, a
pose, or it may be a necessity of the mind.
He alone of the more considerable figures
writes in the same vein as a great number
of writers in England all inferior to him
ind as a small number of writers in France
(vho are his superiors. But one can hardly
take these writers seriously, whether they are
represented by Mr. Huxley or by Paul
Morand. Mr. Huxley himself—if he can be
separated from almost everything he has
written yet—one can take seriously on account of his admitted gifts, chief of which
is a graceful style. But what he says, describes, implies—his whole attitude to existence—is so senseless if it is genuine and so
pointless if it is not that there is a sort of
charlatanry in admiring it, as several young
writers and old critics seem to do. T h e
modern attitude of smart disillusion and upto-date despair is not unlike the spurious
romanticism of a century ago. Modify Mr.
Huxley a little and he has a remarkable re- •
semblance to Alfred de Musset. He "scorns"
life as the romantics did, only in different
phrases, and he cannot be exempted from the
charge of trying to work all his reactions,
disagreeable as well as agreeable, into a picturesque pose. But what value has that pose?
And what relevance has it to art?
The
relevance which de Musset's romanticism had
to his poetry. It made poetry fashionable
for a time, and unfashionable ever since.
Several of the chief English novelists have
published new worlcs this year. There has
been Mr. Huxley's "Those Barren Leaves."
Mr. T . F. Powys is represented by a novel,
" M r . Tasker's Gods," in which the leaves
are still more barren than Mr. Huxley's
and the fruit more bitter. Mr. J. D. Beresford has repeated himself very conscientiously in "The Monkey Puzzle."
Mr.
Stephen Hudson's "Myrtle" has appeared,
the most beautiful achievement thus far of
his fine and economical art. In addition
there have been two considerable novels by
new writers. Mr. Geoffrey Dennis, whose
"Mary Lee" made a stir in 1922, has followed it with "Harvest in Poland," which
will probably make even a bigger stir,
though its very considerable merits are not
chiefly literary.
Far more interesting as
well as far quieter is Miss Marjory Strachey's first novel. It is entitled " T h e Nightingale" and it is an imaginative reconstruction of the life of Chopin. The theme is
obviously difiicult. One can imagine the
life of Chopin being treated with the devastating
sentimentality
which
English
writers seldom avoid in approaching such
themes, the sentimentality, for example,
which makes unreadable every criticism,
long or short, written on Francis Thompson.
One can imagine it, again, being treated
with that light English satire which is almost always too heavy and almost never
wise. Miss Strachey avoids both sentimentality and satire: she renders the romance
of Chopin's life, surroundings, tlioughts,
while strictly avoiding the romantic. She
shows a rare sympathy, a rarePRODUCED
obiectivitv.

The description of the composer's early life
is firm and beautiful; the scenes at Nahant
between Chopin and George Sand's son, the
interiors of that queer and sordid household,
are full of unflinching truth and economy.
And the final scene is not merely very skillful in what it omits; it is intensely moving.
Miss Strachey is not so good in her love
scenes; she is at her best in describing the
first and the last years of Chopin's life, his
years of almost pure happiness and almost
unalleviated suffering.
Throughout she
sticks closely to the actual story of Chopin's
life; and like M. Maurois's "Ariel" the
book is both novel and biography. There
are great possibilities in this new field for
the novel, and, it is not unpleasant to think,
great dangers. None but writers with a
certain minimum of intelligence will be
able to undertake, the metier.
Of Mr. Dennis's novel, "Harvest in Poland," it is difficult to write. The author has
not acquired any command over his art; he
is full of tricks and devoid of technique;
he writes very well, very badly, and always
too much; and he is consistently melodramatic, a sure sign of a failure in artistic expression. But he has imagination; he sees
life originally, though not so originally as
he tries to make out; and one or two of the
characters in the novel are real creations on
the border-line between life and fantasy.
The horrible and fascinating Sebastyan is
magnificently imagined. If the novel were
on the plane of art it might conceivably be
great art. But it is not on that plane.
There is Mr. Dennis's stiff problem.
The last novel of note—Mr. Hudson's
"Myrtle"—is also the best. It is Mr. Hudson's fifth book, but it is in no sense a repetition. Each of this author's novels has had
a separate form, has been the solution of a
fresh artistic problem. The articulation of
each has been determined by the problem;
the novel has been the concrete answer to
that.
It has been, in other words, an
aesthetic creation; the question has been
answered on the plane of art: the novel has
had an esthetic necessity—and that is a rare
thing for an English novel to have. For

when the esthetic quality is present in a
novel it means not merely that a segment of
life is being faithfully described, but that
the presentation has an interior unity, that
the novel is a world the forces of which
alone create the characters and destinies of
the figures in it, their actions, reactions, interests, everything. Tliis world is autonomous and complete; the characters do not
stray into it from the actual world, as, for
example, Mr. Huxley's characters do; nor
are they concerned with specific problems
carried over from the actual world, as Mr.
Galsworthy's characters are. They live in
this completely evoked world of art; they
are a permanent part of it. It may be said
of Mr. Hudson's characters that they do
this. His novels are aesthetically realized.
Thus it is almost impossible to write of
the state of the novel in England today.
T h e novel has no type at present and it is
not in one state but in several. Seen from
one angle the position seems hopeless. The
conventional realistic novel, psycho-analytical or not, with or without sociology, has
been turned out for such a long time and in
such abundance that there seems no meaning
in turning it out any longer. Mr. Lawrence's
very exciting books are hardly contributions
to the novel; they open no new doors,
though they have broken most of the windows. Mr. Huxley, having begun as an
original variation, has made up his mind to
vary no more^ Mr. Garnett writes of animals in eighteenth century prose, and does
it excellently. T h e picture could be enlarged—but that is the English novel today. It seems to be advancing in all directions; it has no leader; it has attained no
synthesis, and there is probably nobody living who could synthesize it. The most encouraging sign in all this anarchy is that
more and more attention is being given to
the aesthetic side of the novel. By their
themes, their style, their vein of inhumanity,
Mr. David Garnett's stories, for example,
are made to rely, as no stories have relied
in England for a long time, on their aesthetic
appeal. Mr. Hudson's appeal, too, is chiefly
aesthetic. And one could mention three or
four other names, without dragging in
"Ulysses" (certainly the grand feat of our
generation), which has had very little influence on the English novel. At any rate,
the sociological-psychological novel is dead.
Although it is still being written, it has been
found out.

An amazing personal view of two
notable figures—some of the most
interesting revelations of political
history that have yet appeared.

SELECTIONS FROM THE
• CORRESPONDENCE OF

THEODORE ROOSEVELT
AND

HENRY CABOT LODGE
1884 -1918
To Henry Cabot Lodge, his close friend and adviser for nearly thirty-five years, Roosevelt gave
such confidences as he gave to almost no one else.
He wrote to Lodge fully and frankly on national
and international issues from the Cleveland-Blaine
campaign on through the rest of his life.
Few men in American public life have been so
influential in important crises or so beset by controversy as Henry Cabot Lodge. Lodge's letters
to Roosevelt during the latter part of their association form a record of the most important phase
of his life. The whole correspondence is perhaps
more interesting and illuminating than any which
ever passed between two men in American public
life.
In two volumes, boxed.

$10.00 at all bookstores
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