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ONE MAN’S MEAT

Another time I caught myself carryin
hand, as I wandered here and there. T have ne

carrying a paper napkin around his bamyard.
For all its imp]ausibi]ity,

not my hens that deve]oped lice, but my Victrola Th

- : ) ) 1
‘chme, I discovered the other day, is fairl};r alive with -
in the seams where the old needl

out .the little cup where old and new needles mingle in dem
cratic equality. T use Black Ieaf 40 (nicotine sulpl?ate) for m
hens, smearing it on the roosts according to directions on the
how to apply nicotine sulphate §
ng in my agricultural bulletins |

bottle. But I'm damned if T know
to a Victrola, and there is nothi

which covers the subject. I suppose I could rub the stuff on 3|
Benny Gooqun record and let him swing it, but it sounds like!}
a mess. It is this sort of thing that makes the land so richly |
exciting: you never know where the enemy is going to strike, Y

g a paper napkin in mf
ver seen a farmer ¢

however, my farmi
a » My farming has the excite
ment, the calamities, and sometimes the nobility of the re]

d ma

ovember 1938 |

" CHILDREN’S BOOKS

'AMONG the goat feathers which stick to us at this season of the
ear are some two hundred children’s books. They are review
s sent to my wife by the publishers. They lie dormant in
‘room, like November flies.
This inundation of juvenile literature is an annual emergency
which I have gradually become accustomed—the way the
people of the Connecticut River valley get used to having the
ver come into their parlor. The books arrive in the mail by tens
nd twenties; we live with them for a few crowded, fever-laden
weeks, and then fumigate. Lacking shelf space, we pile them
erywhere—on chairs, beds, davenports, ledges, stair landings.
Some of them we tuck away in spidery cupboards, among the
¢rocks and fragments of an older civilization. Turn over a birch
og on my hearth and you won't find a beetle, you'll find Bumble-
izz,'the chronicle of a bee. Throw open the door of our kitchen
inet, out will fall The Story of Tea. Pick up a sofa cushion
d there, mashed to a pulp, will be a definitive work on drums,
toms, and rattles. For the past three weeks I have shared my
best armchair with the Boyhood Adventures of Our Presidents
d a rather heavy book about the valley of the Euphrates. Mine
-an uncomfortable, but not uninstructive, existence.
I'bhave naturally come to know something about children’s
“books from living so close to them and gazing hatefully at their
jackets. A man can’t be dogged from room to room by camels,
spandas, and cocker spaniels and mnot gain some knowledge of
eir: peculiar quality. Besides, although I resent their presence,
‘am not quite proof against children’s books: yesterday I could
_!Ixéire been found flat on my stomach studying, with every evi-
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dence of complete absorption, an outdoor handicraft book m
which I had discovered a chapter on how to build a tree-hous!
(There may have been, in this particular case, an unconscioy
urge o escape to green mansions; but anyway, there I was, ang
I didn’t stop till I read that the finishing touch to a boy's ’1§3
tree-house was to equip it with a little radio.)

Close physical contact with the field of juvenile literature leads
e to the conclusion that it must be a lot of fun to write for
children—reasonably easy work, perhaps even important work.
ne side of it which must be exciting is finding a place, a period,
r a thing that hasn’t already been written about. This season’s
list_ indicates that the authors set about their task with a will.
Ope of them, as I said before, hit upon the valley of the Eu-
phrates. Another one shut his eyes, opened an atlas, and let his
ger fall on the Louisiana bayous. Another, with enviable
prescience, managed to tumn out the third book of a trilogy on
Czechoslovakia. Munro Leaf, scouring the earth for another
erdinand, wound up in the Scotland of the MacGregors and
‘the Maxine Sullivans. (Such is the staying power of success, you
~can have this rather flat tale in either the standard or the special
'de luxe edition.)
. The custom of providing an authentic background for books
for the young is almost universal. Authors are most specific. This
winter, if a child should yearn to read of an American country
town, he can have his choice between a country town in the
profile are cultun] Eighties and a country town in the Seventies. If his fancy turns
) the California scene, he can have the Mexican quarter of Los
geles or a prune ranch in the Santa Clara Valley. If he dotes
n the deep South, he can assuage his hunger in the colored
‘section of Charleston, the colored section of a small town in
sters. . o y Florida, or that Louisiana bayou. If depressions are his hobby, he
r:)(;;soﬂ;efa:r:gfer (tlli]e ¥ndlans get from the original, as the YAR B can enjoy the depression of 1817 on the Ohio River or the de);)res—
. ' gnity and caste they seem to acquire. Thee on of 1 the Potomac. Let his glance rest on th h
Is a certain charm in this tardy deificati : e ; 932 on the rotomac. Let ls glance rest on the sea, 1€
" s tardy ation of the American prin can’ amuse himself with the displacement of a batdleship, the

itlc‘l’s;l}:u;:e:Ozﬁzﬂ:;:geﬁtstlﬁlée;:nlze ;—.; a httlle ?r frlom-lil-'e: (,)r mayb;: " misadventures of a yawl.in a storm, or, tiring of surface matters,
U aedint i ' . 1he only live Indians I've com: == he can go right down into the sea in company with nymphs,

P 28 € past tew years were a rather pale group I say scuds, and crayfish. If yaks are his passion, he can have a whim-
cal London yak or a yak of a more practical sort in Tibet.

in the Grand Central Galleries, sulkily admiring their own paint: -
‘Modern tidewater Virginia vies with Williamsburg before the

ings,’ and an extremely brisk master-of-ceremonies at the Sporty
man’s Show, squealing like a moose into a loud speaker. ‘Revolution. Ecuador competes with Bali. A mongrel of Kips Bay
B 25
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Ind_ia}ns, animals, fairies, these old reliables still occupy the kcf
positions. Indians seem, if anything, to be gaining—gaining iy
stature and in numbers. The child of twenty-five years ago hal}
his Fenimore Cooper Indian, his cigarstore Indian, his Jead.

ence, more vivid than Popeye. To my boy next month i
December—it is the Month of the Long Night Moon,

It's a funny thing about Indians. Everything about their Pez':'-
sons and their habits seems to satisfy the imagination of young-’;'
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competes with _an outlaw dog on a high windswept tract of
Exrfwor. Hawaii, Bermuda, South Africa, the Gobi Desert the
Ionian Sea—the authors g0 journeying on, "

Not less impressive than its geographical scope is the polygf 1
character of this literature. A child who romps around in

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

-~':| lete who was being scraped with a strigil and taken to the
konisterion.
efore 1 finished my browsing, I had learned how to count
up to three in Siamese (satu, dua, tiga), and 1 knew that 2
s avenil . ; coati mundi is also called a snookum bear, that bei shung is
glialict: Iﬁ 1611;1";0.(1 as}t, E lcksbup a.smat‘ter]ng Of. mfmy tongues. 3 ese for panda, that begashi is Navajo for cows, and that
el een browsing hit and miss in a deep pile u-du- gu-bu-du is Zulu for bumpity bumpity. Right there 1
books, opening them in the middle and reading a page or Al rested g N i P B8
Tehixﬁf:zebl::k]]Ia:);:f]tecrln;g%;rg% Wi o Like toys, books for children reflect surely the temper of the
after we left,” T bogan, “tomens, f’d""g ith Andrews. “Sho Iy od. into which they are born. With science dominating life
dozen yurts ’Pitcheg at’ the b tla OE’V“PO“TS swePt"aWay half owadays, books for young people are largely scientific in their
Wikar sing back ¢ & ((i) tom 0h a steep bluff, 8 pproach to their subject matter, whatever it may be.. Even the
int0 the neay ook Son n oll;t what a yurt was, 1 drifted o ite animals of the nonsense school move against lmp.eccable
alight on page 40 \’Jvh ?O"’ oy of Bﬂll- It Was'my Tuck baf]{glfol..mds of natural history; even a i:’emale ant who is suffi-
e P % 40, where, from somewhere in the village, “cam ently irregular to be able to talk English lays her eggs at the
the deep, hollow tones of a gamelang.” 3 er time and in the accepted manner.
Yurts to you, gamelang, T thought to myself, and picked up In this year of infinite terror, when adults search the sky for
ne‘J‘(t book-. It happened to be Benjie's Hat. 3 ble and when the desire of everyone is for a safe hole to
Thee is an abomination, Eliphalet!” cried a character in fhie ide in, it is not surprising to find writers of juveniles glorifying
bogk. e idea of safety. There are two safety books on my sofa. One
Who'all ‘bomination}” squeaked Eliphalet. ‘called, somewhat wistfully, Safety Can Be Fun. The other,
“Thee is,” declared Benjie. E e SafeWay Club, struck me as not far short of hilarious. It
I laid Benjie down and picked up King of the Tinkers whi ch ‘tells ‘about a neighborhood organization started “by some fun-
seemed to have an Irish flavor to it. e 8 ing children to prevent accidents” and it contains the priceless
. “Sit down here wid me,” piped up a fellow in my new book’
we'll have a long collogue together.” ’
. “I won't mind,” interrupted a Hawaiian in Hawaiign Holi
if I can have Moki sit on my lanai and tell me stories until I £
to sleep.” gq_;
All right, Moki, T muttered drunkenly, thee can sit on m |
lanai and we’ll all have a good old-fashion. i

: ed collogue, Gro
I picked up Olympiad, a book about ancient Greece, bftgyl
found no surcease. In fact I immediately encountered 2 young™
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tence: “The SafeWay Club had two weeks to get ready for
¢ Parent-Teacher Association Meeting, and what busy weeks
ey were!”

One laughs in demoniac glee at this sort of wild fantasy, but
e laugh has a hollow sound. Books on safety for children by
today’s grown-up authors somehow lack conviction, and the very
want of it is sobering. It is an odd place, this front yard of
orld Crisis, where adults with blueprints of bombproof shelters
cking from their pants pockets solemnly caution their little
ones against running downstairs with lollypops in their mouths.
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