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“Brilliant, sophisticated and clever, this novel
breathes a fascinating spirit of modernity.”

THE
MODERN (OBSTACLE

By ALICE DUER MILLER

HE modern obstacle is the lack of money. The situation pre-

sented is that of two persons who love each other, but who are
too intelligent not to recognize the fact that by taste and cultivation
neither of them is equal to a struggle with existence without a guar-
anteed income large enough to minister to needs made imperative by
lifelong custom. Around this situation the author has woven a story
as engrossing as it is original in theme and treatment.

“The book sparkles with epigrams, brilliant generalizations and
clever dialogue. The impression of cleverness is pronounced through-
out.”—Brooklyn Times.
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