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from T H E I N N E R S A N C T U M of 
SIMON and SCHUSTER 
Fubliahers, 386 Fourth Avenue, Neie York 

Announcing THRUST AT THE SKY 
a book of poetry by MACKNICHT BLACK 

inY^Y?r> The recent and untimely 
death of MACKNICHT BLACK removed 
from the American literary scene a 
young poet of recognized achievement. 
His first volume Machinery was widely 
hailed as a fresh interpretation of the 
age of dynamos. To-day The Inner Sanc
tum is privileged to publish his posthu
mous volume Thrust At the Sky, which 
lovers of high verse will recognize 
as a notable advance over MACKNICHT 
BLACK'S previous work. 

^^v^v^ In rhythms as clearv and 
powerful as the strokes of chromium-
coated pistons he has driven the great tra
ditions of lyric poetry into the difficult 
and complicated pattern of our tiihes. 

inin^ The 
meats of the crystals in 
a telephone receiver, 
the laws of refraction of 
light, the hard flight of 
a New York Central lo
comotive, the up-thrust 
of a city skyscraper— 
all find expression in rhythms invented 
for the set purpose of conveying new 
images to the mind. Born into an en
vironment that has substituted horse
power automobiles for fiery steeds, and 
dynamos for gods, MACKNICHT BLACK 
performed the miracle of transforming 
the clangor of his time into the glorious 
song, the rare lyricism of incontestable 
poetry. 

^^v?r \^ Reservations for first-edition 
copies of Thrust at the Sky ($2.00) will 
be honored, in order of their receipt, by 
your own bookseller or by 

ESSANDESS. 

M A R G A R E T B O U R K E - W H I T E 

Of course we agree that most re
turned travellers' tales are pretty 
bad and that, bad or good, there 
are much too many of them. 

But what's a publisher to do when 
a born photographer like Margaret 
Bourke-White returns from a coun
try like Russia? 

Speaking specifically of her new 
EYES O N RUSSIA, there are, in the 
first place, her photographs. Anyone 
who has seen her work in Fortune 
knows what they are like. These par
ticular ones give a more accurate 
picture of Russia today than thou
sands of words. 

In the second place there is her 
narrative. She puts forth no Jong dis
sertation on the Five Year Pfan,— 
only the story of what happened to 
a charming American girl with a lens 
for news. 

EYES ON RUSSIA 
By MARGARET BOURKE-WHITE 

•with thirty-two photographs and a Preface 
by Maurice Hindus 

S I M O N A N D S C H U S T E R • $ 9 . 0 0 
SS6 Fourth Avenue • New York City 

z/lave pou read 

PETRARCH'S 
SONNETS? 
"The old poet walks our 
street and Laura smiles 
again. It is an amazing 
achievement."— Edwin 
Markham. 
Now for the first time available 
to readers of modern English in 
a sustained translation by a single 
poet. 

Tratislated by 

JOSEPH AUSLANDER 
LONGMANS • S2 .S0 
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WE'VE been to some nice 
blow-outs this winter, but 
owing to the Depression 
most of the publishers have 

not been quite so lavish with that p a r 
ticular method of introducing new a u 
thors or honoring old ones. When along 
comes The Li terary Guild with a par ty 
for that Dom Manuel Cahell of the Gui ld-
ed Branch who has just achieved the 
acrobatic feat of turning himself into 
two persons. It was also something like 
the fifth bir thday of the Guild and the 
strong and lusty infant was certainly alive 
and kicking. When we entered the lobby 
of the Chatham, ahead of us that long, 
Pul lman-car l ike space where one can on 
ordinary days procure an excellent lunch 
was seething with New York's most g re 
garious literati. We had a hard time ge t 
ting through the crowd. One error , or 
perhaps one masterstroke, to preserve a 
little free space around the guest of 
honor, v/as that the cocktail table was 
near the door and Mr. Cabell placed at 
the farthest end of the room about as 
far awaj ' from it as he could possibly be. 
Near him still lurked Hendrik Van Loon, 
who is much too large to be a really good 
lurker , Corey Ford, who was regrett ing 
the fact that he had been facetious b e 
fore so many—^he had thought the b road
casting would take place in some dim 
cell or other—Carl Van Doren, looking 
uncommonly svelte since he has taken off 
twenty pounds on a diet of one meal a 
day, a raw steak gnawed for dinner or 
something like that,—and Burton Rascoe 
the only begetter of the first salient p u b 
licity that the early Cabell received. . . . 

We learned almost at once that the 
radio announcer had succeeded in spite 
of Selma Robinson's pleas and tears in 
pronouncing Cabell not to rhyme with 
babble or hardscrabble but to rhyme 
with umbrell . So they had pu t that radio 
announcer in a corner with a dish of ice 
cream and were letting h im severely 
alone. And then our eyes alighted on 
the fascinating Fania Marinoff, not hav
ing seen her for perfect ages, and strayed 
thence to the rubicund country-squire 
face of her husband, Carl Van Vechten. 
In and out among these restless heads 
darted the animated Dick Glaemer of the 
Robert McBride Company, and over by 
the wall a low sound of bitter weeping 
came from Cohurn Gilman of Travel, 
shudders coursing his frame as someone 
tried to persuade him that listening to 
the radio was a delightful evening amuse 
ment . People shouldn' t be so cruel to 
Cobey! . . . 

Our own esteemed editor beset the ba t 
tleship build of Bill Woodioard, who has 
exposed God knows how many ex -Pres i 
dents, wi th the dictum that it was he who 
had added the word Bunk to the bright 
lexicon of what -have-you; but Bill kept 
waving the indictment aside with a lordly 
gesture, enunciating only, "Terrible word, 
terr ible word, take it away!" Frieda Ines-
cort and Ben Ray Redman in the middle 
distance contributed well-chosen badi 
nage, while Rebecca Lowrie, late of H a r 
per 's , mourned the fact that she had to r e 
tu rn to Chicago. Emily Balch, who com
mutes between Philadelphia and New 
York, breezed by with an on-to-Richmond 
air, and Isabel Paterson took occasion 
completely to misinform Mr. Cabell as to 
the number of people we didn't speak to. 
You see, we really remember quite a lot 
of what went on. Finally the bugle sang 
truce, the sunset -gun was fired, down 
came the colors, and an epoch-making and 
other- th ings-making par ty was brought 
to a t r iumphal close. The rest of the eve
ning we spent mostly playing a sort of 
new bagatelle with Ben Ray Redman, and 
fortunately not betting on our own p row
ess. We then fell into a discussion of John 
Donne and Francis Thompson till forcibly 
dragged away by the young lady we 
had been escorting. Redman and ourself 
found ourseli;es rushing around the room 
snatching books out of each other 's hands. 
"Now just listen to this!" "No, now you 
listen to this!" Most delightful evening we 
have had for some time. . . . 

As we write this we purpose a t tend
ing Phil Barry's "Animal Kingdom" this 
evening as we have recently met the 
most attractive Loro Baxter who takes the 
par t of the wife in the play. But the best 
we have been able to do is get a seat in 
the eleventh row. We unders tand how 

Bob Benchley feels about this play, but 
we expect to like it. Which shouldn't r e 
mind us, but does, of our reply last night 
to the young lady who asked us what 
play Frieda Inescort was in, to which we 
replied in a daze, "Springtime becomes 
Henry." . . . 

The Nest's special dramatic scout r e 
cently visited the Provincetown P lay 
house, and has now reported her findings 
as follows: Despite some obvious flaws 
"The marr iage of Cana," a comedy of N e 
gro Life by Julian L. MacDonald, now 
running down on MacDougal Street, has 
some diverting moments. The first scene, 
part icularly, in which the wary young co
quet te (Marjorie Lorraine) wi th a cau 
tious eye on marriage and security, r e 
sists the temptation to go joy-r iding with 
the scalawag of the town (Juano Hernan
dez) seemed to ring t rue . Wayland Rudd 
as the bashful suitor who overcomes his 
inferiority complex acts as capably as he 
has in the past. . . . 

We toss our ta t tered cap in the air at 
the announcement that Anne Green has 
now produced another novel. This is 
"Marietta," one of the four Mississippi 
Malorys resident in Paris . We can recom
mend any novel by Anne Green wi th 
out reading it, but just as soon as we 
get a copy you bet we will be reading it! 

Edward Davison, the English poet, r e 
cently sent to Christopher Morley a speci
men of translation into "the English as 
she is spoke." It is from Alassio and an 
announcement of "The Fakir Manetti ." 
The prize portion is a description of 
the third par t of the enter tainment , 
which runs as follows: "Third Par t . The 
Most Great Experiments Executed in the 
World. Mr. Manetti, closed in a copper 
sarcophagus, will be immerged in a water 
glass basin for the time that will from 
the Phisician an Public permited The H u 
man Target Mr. Manett i will be shot Nude 
Breast." . . . 

Mathilde de Beyesdorff sent us from 
Germany a postal concerning Sanct Ben-
no, and St. Benno-Biei , to celebrate Can
dlemas, our birthday. We didn't know 
about Saint Benno, though we did know 
about Saint Benet, who is the same as 
Benedict. We thank our correspondent, 
and also wish to thank Nino Jay Dusen-
berry for sending us from Fla tbush a 
very nice Raphael Tuck & Sons English 
postal of a hunt ing scene, saying "Bless
ings on you this Candelmasse! Jorrocks, 
no doubt, is watching for your wood-
chuck." . . . 

Edgar Johnson, au thor of that brilliant 
first novel, "Unweave a Rainbow," has 
contributed to this depar tment the fol
lowing poem which we are glad to print . 
It is, obviously, part icularly timely in 
view of the na ture of tomorrow—Sunday: 

GALLANTRY FOR 
ST. VALENTINE'S DAY 

No more of silvered syllables, no lyres 
Tingling to Venu^ in bright leaves that 

lazily 
Stir to Her hym,ns; no organ-sounding 

choirs 
With clarioned pomp of words and blue 

fumes hazily 
Drifting high through air stained lapis-

lazuli, 
Ruby, and gold in motey bands; no fires 
Before the altars: with the past suspires 
Its symboled trapping; and today brings 

nasally 
ITS Valentine in terms of honking horn. 
Cocktail, and Freud, where once the Cy

prian ruled. . . . 
Therefore no altar flames, no neophytes 
I sing. My muse is a la mode and schooled: 
Though it were shy as wild-rose-dawning 

m,orn 
My fire shall blaze in kilowatted lights! 

The second daughter of Lord C h a m -
wood is both a good-looking (to judge 
from her publicity photograph) and 
extremely clever gal. Only twenty-five 
years old, she is already the author of 
three novels, and the last of these "Which 
Way?" just published over here by Dou-
bleday, Doran, caused the London Chron
icle to praise its cleverness. "It is so clev
er," cried the reviewer for that journal , 
" that I grope for words in which to e x 
press adequate admiration." This author 's 
writing name is Tlieodora Benson. . . . 

And so with harp and psaltery. 

THE PHCENICIAN. 

>fc lizabeth 
^ ^ believed in LOVE •. 

but she made the mistake of marry
ing the kind of man romantic vfomen 
think they can reform. 

Murry^ the minister 
believed in GOD 
but he found the harsh realities of 
life hammered against uncondi
tional faith. 

Mabel andHector believed 
in OPPORTUNITY . . . 
They made the roost of it and were 
spared bitter regret. Lacking imag
ination they wore an unconscious 
armour against pain. 

Elise believed tn reason-
able INTELLIGENCE 

and she ran away 
with a married man. 
She tossed her bonnet over the mill 
but it came bounding back to her 
like a boomerang. 

All of these people you ztnll 
come to know in 

IMAGINED 
CORNERS 

By WILLA MUIR 
A distinguished first 
novel of life in a 
small Scotch town 

T H E N E W Y O R K T I M E S says: 
"The pattern of the novel, linking as 
it does the inner lives of seven only 
casually related persons, is an intri
cate one. . . . But Mrs. Muir has 
handled it with great skill and has 
contrived to evoke from it a sharp 
and penetrating picture. . . . Her 
prose is clear and rhythmic, as one 
might expect from what one knows 
of her translations, and her dialogue 
is delightfully crisp and natural." 

Price $2.00 at all bookstores 
T H E CENTURY CO., NEW YORK 

Authors, 
Booksellers 
Admire the Idea 

"A gem of an idea," says The 
American News of Books, 
of Stviss Family Manhattan. 
" T h e whole idea is perfect," 
w r i t e s a p u b l i s h e r f r o m 
London. "A bird of an idea," 
says William Rose Bene't. 

Here 's a Swissalpine view of 
New York, told in the story 
of a family marooned atop a 
skyscraper. It 's Mr. Morley's 
best novel since Thunder on 
the Left—a book which tells 
What a Young Nation Ought 
to K n o w . 

Christopher Morley's 
SWISS FAMILY 
MANHATTAN 

$2. Doubleday, Dorao 
4/h Large Printing 

To Our New Readers: 
If this number of T H E SATURDAY R E V I E W OF 

LITERATURE has served as your introduction to 
the inaga:;inc, you might like to know that the 
subscription price for one year is $3.50. 

Many of our subscribers tell us that they 
find T H E SATURDAY R E V I E W an invaluable help 
in making satisfactory book selections. We 
would like to recommend it to you as a re
liable and unprejudiced guide through the maze 
of current literature. 

If you would like to join the ranks of dis' 
criminating readers both here and abroad, who 
ke^;p in touch with important publishing events 
through the columns of T H E SATURDAY R E 
VIEW, please send your name and address to 
our Circulation Department. 

T H E SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE 

25 West 45th Street, New York City 
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