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ENJOYMENT

Ad Extraordinary
Marriaye Experiment

THE HOLIDAY
HUSBAND

By DOLF WYLLARDE
Aduthor of “Exile)” “The Story of
Eden,” "Lhe Rat Trap,” etc.
Cloth, $1.50 net.

Would it be worth while to risk
the happiness of all futire years for
the sake of two weeks of forbidden
pleasure? This was the question
Vervain asked herself and answered
in the afhrmative. When she re-
tirned to her evervday duties from
her two weeks' holiday she consid-
eredd the matter over and done with;
but Dame Destiny had a trump card
to ‘play; she brought forward the
only man Vervain could have mar-
ried, and just before the marriage
becnme a fart accompli she brooght
baek from the Front the all-but-for-
gotten holiday husband, and then
. . . Read this story and see what
became of the girl who had to ex-
tricite herself from this barbed-wire
fate cntanglement.

A Derective Novel
Wirh Real Thrills

THE
SHRIEKING PIT

By ARTHUR J. REES
Formerly of Scotland Yard
Ca-author of "The Mystery of the
Dagons,” “The Hampstead Mystery,”
elc. Cloth, 81.50 net.
In addition to a baffling mystery,
there is a clever American detective
solves the murder puzzle, a
haunted pit for those who like ghost
stories, a charming heroine and a
manly hero suffering from shell-
All-in-all a satisfying and
sping detective story.

who

gri
Leacock Solves
the Kaiser Problem

THE
HOHENZOLLERNS
iN AMERICA

And Cther Impossibllities

Bv STEPHEN LEACOCEK
Author of “Nonsense Nn'r.'rfs,':' ~Lit-
erary Lapses)” “Frenzied Fiction

etc. Second Printing. Cloth, 31.25 net,

“Mr. Leacock scoréa another suc-
cess here All the way through, the
hook is funnv'—Springfield Repub-

licar.

Romance—Humor—Surprises

NURSE
BENSON

By jUSTIN H. McCARTHY

: f “The Glorinus Rascal ™ "If

] ete. Clath, 81.50 net.
A charming modern novel, full of

bright and sparkling conversation,

refreshing humor and tender pathos.

BOOKSELLERS
NEW YORK

OF ALL
JOHN LANE CO.

THERE IS NO DEATH!
The passing i3 but to a higher plane,
From the plane of the twentieth de-
gree messages, authenticated by Dr.
Watson, of Toronto, have come to
add to oupr kuiowledge of intel-
lectial and spiritual things. The
book is impersonal, convincing, re-
markable.

The 20th Plane

Beparted by ALBERT DURRANT
WATSON, M. D., President of the
Royal dstronomical Saciety of Can-
ada and the Association for Piy=
chical Research of Canada.

I'he book has a scientific purpose
and recounts, solely as evidence,
the extraordinary recent conversa-
tions with great men of the past,
including Lincoln, Taine, Maoses,
Beethoven and Plato. It forms an-
other important link in the chain
of evideuce in

proof of a life hereafter

(a) A serious, thonght provoking
study of psychic phenomena,
() A compelling and Inspirational
volume of information end new
fdeas on philosophy, art, sci-
ence and religion.
(e) A book of consoclation for thoas
in sorrow for their departed.
It i= said to bs the only book desl-
ing with the wspirit world that doea not
aptagonize the Church

fvo. Cloth. $2.00 net

GEORGE W. JACOBS & CO.
Philadelphia

Every bookseller has it

The
Vinegar

By Hughes Mearns, who wrote
“Richard Richard”

good story—vivid and humorous, |
{ith a thought In it—and different. |

All bookssllers £1.50 net
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:C_onrad and His Public |

In the

] By Rebecca Drucker

| The flgnre of Joseph Conrad 1s a
strange and provocative one. It grows
to glgantle proportions with tha finest
and most characterlatic of his work,
but ita solitude 1s 1nvineible. There is
a discriminating and worshipful publie,
and & following of disciples and inter-
preters, but only Mr. Conrad himself
can transmit his human quality. The
| temptation to see him as n demigod

|uycrcomes every one who interprets
| him,

| Some of the obscurity is rent by a
group of lettera connected with the
| publication of his latest novel, “The
| Arrow of Gold.” In these Conrad sets
| forth some of His own emotions about
this novel and gives us & glimpss of
his feelings about hig craft.

December 21, 1918, to Mr. Doubleday,
of Doubleday, Page & Co., his publish-
“is a subject which I have had In

for some eighteen years, but
which I hesitated to tuke up till now.
This state of mind may to &n American
uppear very dilatory and ineffectual;
and I won't attempt to spologize for
my opinfon that work is not to be
rughed at simply bLecause it can be
done or becauss one suifers from mere
impatience to do it. A piece of work
of any sort is fully justified only when
it i5 done at the right time; just as the
Euwntiality and the energy of o fire-
i brigande is justified only when a houss
|18 on fire. To rush out and deluge the
Ecitizens' houses with streams of water
|.~=1mp]y betause the pumps are new, the
organization perfect and a laudable
onergy must have an cutlet, would be
| an absurd proceeding and, very likely,
give scrious offence to the reasonable
!part of the public. Bome fecling like
this, just as strong but of a different
order, had restrained me, But having
found the mood I didn’t tarry much on
my way, having finished that novel in
‘about ten months. This for a piece of
creation depending so much for its
truth on actual brush strokes, ane may
| say, Is rather n short time, especially
| as it was also an ecssay, 1 won't say in
a new technigue (there ls nothing new
| under the sun), but in a method of pres-
| entation which was s new departure
|in J. O.'s art—if such & thing as J. C.'a

ergonal art exists, T wouldn't like to
| ave to demonstrate this in et terma;
but some peopls say that it does exiat

i

human nature not to understand nfter
| what I have said that I feel a particu-
| lar interest in that book, whicl' is =0
| mueh of & portraiture of vanished
| years, of feelings that had onece their
| actuating power a.d of peopls who
probably are all at rest by now. 1 am

idesa of being a writer of any ‘coterie’ of
some small zelf-appointed aristocracy
(in the wvast domain of art or letters.
| As a matter of feeling—not as & mat-
| ter of business—I want to be read by
many eyes and by all kinds of them at
that., 1 pride myself that there ia no
sentence of my writing, either thought
| or image, that s not secessible, I won't
gay to the meanest intelligence (mean-
Iness i a matter of ' temperament
rather), but to the simplest intelli-
| gence that is aware of all of the world
in which wae live."

“The Arrow of Gold,” he writes on

| :
«ltenders
“You have too much knowledge of |inin. P

| THE

And in thie letter sppears quite sim- |

| plya dizselosure whichwill seem extraor-
dinary to those who have visualized
|Jusenh Conrad n4 an artist alosfly pre-
|'oecupied with the problems of his crafi
und neithor concerned with unPaITr—r:l-d
by & consciouwsness of his audience.
“Iaccept the favorable omen of your
pronouncement aboul the publie. 1

have Leen always too democratic in my |

feelings (if not in my
| to  dislike intensely
being the writer
exclusive eirele, T have always wanted
to see my books accepted in
widest possible sphers of
Mercenary considerntions lave but 1it-

politics)
the ides of
of 8 small and

i welcome in every way, and mainly as
| the outward eign of recognition,

“I think that in all con=cicnce I hawm
| worked hard enough for it. The book
| of which wou epeak so kindly ls the
| product of the twenty-third vear of my
| writing life, To have moved yon to the
| expression of such warm sympathy is a
| sugeess of the best kind.”
|  And again:
| “1 am very much cheered up by vour
| anticlpations of a popular success, Such
| &g the baok is 1 have done my best for
it, end the rest is for you and the other

KIPLING

RITICS hail his art,
his power over words, |
All hail his humanity, His |
pocms are now folk-songs. |
Undeniably he is  “the
prophet of his time; the
spokesman of his people.”

THE YEARS |
BETWEEN |

His first book of poems |
In sixteen years has ex- |
hausted an English edition |
of 100,000 and is making

|

necessary another of 50
000. Net, $1.50; leather, |
2.00,

i
At all bookstores !

Doubleday, Page & Co.|

[GARDEN crT¥ NEW YORK

1TH EITION | b
BIITANNICA
HOME & FEiON,

T 1!
i3 Joba BL, N, X,

‘Favae &6

Lﬂn——-—a—u—.-——-—-—_—._—_.. L B S L b B

e, |
56-4120 Sanm

“One Chapter of
[Snaith is worth

a thousand miles
of film’’—uruanco

THE UNDEFEATED
13 now in its
Eleventh Edition

At Al Booksellers, $1.60 net
THIS 1S AN APPLETON BOOK

naot |

the |
mankind, |

tle to do with that desire, though I am |
not sshemed to admit that sucecess ial

Author Reveals His Belief |
Public

at Large |
[

young warriors of the Garden City {o|
do. It will need all your efforts, be-|
cause I have an ides that there will bn||
a good many critica out for my scalp[
on account of those pagea which can ba |
s0 ensily misunderstood, 1 have tried
to aveid all rheforic, all subtleties and
all ‘declamation in his plece of work,
round which my thoughts have been
working for twenty yeara before I mus-
tered courage enough to put pen to
paper. Now It is dene and I am not
nshamed of it. I really think that as
far a8 freshness of feeling, directness
of sensations anfl honesty of purpose
are concerned the thing is not so bad for
a youngster of sixty! Butnota line has
been faked in deference to prejudice
or from personal fear of consequence.
Still, one cannot help thinking of one's|
readers—the old and new friends ofl
my writing life. I feel a little as if I
were piving myself away, for, indeed,
psychologically it is quite a disclosure
of an unusual temperament,” |

The singulur cireumstances of Con- |
rad's wandering sea life and the fm:L|
that he translates his own Slavie soul
inte Englhish literature account Eiurrmli
what for his isolation from the eur-|
rent of conlemporary novel-writing,
But it is ehiefly accomplished by an|
acute nnd overwhelming individual |
sense of the quality of life, The ship-
wreelks, the blind chances, the fantas- |
tiec barbariasm of the elements he sees,
not as the essentinl stuff of adyenture,
but as the setting for the drama of man
pitted in a desperate attempt to sal-
vage from a liarsh and immengely in-
different universe some sense of mean-
ing and eontinuity in life. In the
spectacular movenient of romance he
imbeds a search for spiritual realism.

It is this duoality, making him too
larga for either the accepted ferms of
romance or realism to hold, which has
forced him to create his own form for
expression. Sometimes the mechanism
of his narration is= intricate, as in
“Lord Jim,” in which the tale is picked
up and revealed in flashes by a variety
of men. Or ne tells the story back-
ward from the end, But, vague in out-
lines and intangible in suggestions, it
aptures tha finest precision of emotion.

“The Arrow of Gold" ig out of the
key of Conrad's other tales. Tho dan-
gers and infrigues of a hand of gun-
runners @re only the faintly throb-|
bmg  undercurrent to the major|
theme, which is the love of n Spanish
girl, an adherent to the Spanizh legit-
imist cause of tha last of the Pre-
for o young English cap-
For one thing, it is the most
complete portrait of s woman Conrad
has ever done—inflnitely and subtly
detailed, For another, it is a8 more
divect narrative then Conrad's novels
usually are. It is involved by ne back-
ward glimpaings snd no indirections,

| Over all, it is what a fine novel should
sufficiently of a democrat to detest the |

he, a bridge between a profound in-
telligence into human naturs and hu- |
nian curiosity.

A Roumanian Novel

Slaviei's “The Lucky Mill"
Is Sordid But of Great Power

LUCKY MILL. Ry Ioan Elaviel
Tronglated by AL Mirden Emperle. Duf-
Nehil & Tou
A sordid but compelling Httle novel

is “The Lucky MULY the first bodk of

Ioan Slayiel to appear in translation

in thiz country. Slaviel, heralded by

the: publishers as Rumania's faremost

Hving author, ls & writer of great

power snd a keen abservar of humann

emotions, His present volume tells the
story of a pessant, Ghitza, and his
wife, who move to a tavern called “The

Lucky Mill" to better their lot,

Ghitza's weakness for money brings |

him Into tho power of the siniater Lica,

a rort of capitalist awineherd. Gradu-

ally Ghitza is drawn into Liea's net-

work of robbery and murder, und in & |
wild orgy of blaud and thunder (liter-
ally) Ghitza, his wife and Lica all |
meet, violent ends. Even the Lucky |

Mill perishes in flames.
The tale itself {a a gloomy pntpoun'l|

of erime and punishment, hut the ehae-

acter drawing is masterly throunghout
and the depiction of rural life in

Rumania beara tha stamp of authen

ticity. Other works from Slavici': nen

thflcl be worth waiting for.

JSlaviel tells his story simply, with
little editorial comment, but the trans-
lution 18 8o obviously inept that the
reader’s intarest freguently is diverted |
by the prolix phrasing of the adaptor, |
Such passages as the following lead
one to hope that Blaviel cannot read
“English";

“As many ravines as thera are In the
mountaing, they are full of swine-
droves; necessarily thera must elso ba
4 great many swineherds for their aur-
velllapce.”

It is doubtful slso whether Ruma-
nians - use expressions  like “hone-
head,” “‘cook” and “Altw-ffty.” Even
the punctuation is consistently ineor-
reet,  But withal “The Lucky Mill® js |
the work of an able eraftsman. Lt us
hope that his next work to be published |
in this country will be more ekilTully
trangluted, 2

“Three Tremendouﬁ rifles”

THRED TREMENDOUS TRIFLES By
Feiton. B Elkins Fubllshed by  Dgfielil

o

Vaudeville and the folk who produen
ong-act pisys for the benefit of indi-
gent animuls always are on the alert
Tor new skits, but they will find little
aviailuble material in Felton B, Flkina's
“'Il‘hrna"Fremu‘ndnus Trifles. Mr, El-
kins gives complete staga directions |
for the production of a play, but the
play does not always follow, OF the
three trifles only tho first, “The Bel-
gian Baby,” {a sufficfently tremendous |
to merit a homo on the sthga,

CORNELIA |

Lucy Fitch Perkins

“Cornelia is not & broad-and-
milk miss—she's a terror and »
dear."—Cleveland Pluin Daaler.
“Cornelia is one of the most en-
gaging little girlsa who have ap-
peared in books. She is first
oousin to Rebeocca and Pollyana
and Mary Carey."—Philadelphin
Press.

All Bopkstores.

o

Hlus. $1.25 net.

- Houghton Mifflin Co.

 to the

| that of an anclent turtln"”

Joseph Conrad, Author of “The Arrow of Gold” 7
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Henry James

Moves On |

Volume of His Short Stories
Shows Him at Many Stages |

| would-be novelists and poeta are real

ITRAVELLING COMPANIONS By Henry
James. Fubltshod Ly Ionl & Tiveright,
i 8090 Price §1:900

By Virginia Tracy
Two eritica wers recontly disputing
about n young mctor; one being dis-
agreeably Impressed by the audience’s
pledasore in o half develaped ability, a
parformanca only

partially equipped,
The eouncil

for the defenee insisted,

“But, at any rate, wnat’s so fnterest- |
| ing as just this stape, whern vou can
learning to go!

still see the wheels
round; when the sctor has a3 vet no
ready mude formuls for gaetting any
where, but builds Just another lenrtl
of the road at each performance, ki
ing & nervous eye uItmml for jumpi
oft places which he mudt brifdigs f
ly ‘every night by nothis
but his instant persenal initiutiv
“Oh, well, of course, if you care to
be as indulgent as t
If you ara az indu
will take an added | 1 U Teavelling
Companions,” a collection of those
stories which Henry James contributed
magazines between 1574 anid
1868, fifty-onae years ago. Closed in

as that you

one velume you come upon work whieh |

may ns well he plunkly ealled perfee-
tion and work as touchingly, as
geniously funny as “De Grey: an No-
mance.” TFancy being in a position to
say o Henry James, “My dear child
do that

you ‘really belinve any  girl
struggling to eontrol her gorrow at
hier Tacher's death ever r keil, “The
common cares and mece ties of life

operate strongly to interrupt and dis-
gipate one's grief!” Or again, “Goad
vouth, It is true that when you nar-
rate a Etory in tho first person you
are free, theoretically, to assume what
character you will. But take our tip;

do 1ot mgain assume that of a epm-
mereial traveller; that must ever be a |
character in which we someb Tl
to see yow'' This 14 one Te-

wiards for indulgence towanrd this en-
chanting book.

So

- |

me Recent Novel

The earlieat story is that “De Grey”
[;-21 which the reader, while b(‘(!\“ﬂﬂ'lﬂlﬁl
| aecustomed to a reverberation as from
| a distant “Mysteries of Udulpho" is|
{now and then violently startled by a|

flash of Ienry James; an author who
iy fairly pgrown up by the time we
reach the eluaw and pallid but un-
| mistukably tive maturalism of
i “Travelling Companions.,  Here the
[ author is found alveady at his own|
s proat game which remalned so lt'-ngi
and so splendidly his deep preoccupan- |
tion; thut effort to compose Into one|
pme human-made beauty and the |
ping trend of human lives; to wark |
| out, amid emotions and sometimes me- |
| tual seenes peeurring in ruined amphi-
theatres and galleries and eathedrals
and the color of mystery-drenched eiv-
sutions, some  communication  he-
mankind and the glories men
ave murde, Thig i3 lost sight of in |
“iuests’ Confession,” g novelette of tha
| most sophisticated realism, full of the |
frustrations and baflements and inti-|
alo utrocities ef Jater days. “Pro- |
or Marge’ i3 a hideous little mas-
cepleee In the same manner, But in
“Adina" and “Abt Tsella” and “The
Sweatheart of M. Briseux” it comes|
iritn its own: thesp storfes, too, are
| adventure itaelf—adventure warm and|
| deep with the glow of tragie hack-
| wrounda against which the passape of
their own light and swlft brilliance,
their fresh, unweariad faith in roman-
lie action, their belief that despite all |
the empty nuts we pick up through
life some of ud treasure s few pearls,
shines ont ag dear and fugitive as
yvouth, Thelfirst twe are pure To-
owrl us by the loveliest fun-
t, but thoss to whom genius
the preat adventure will find
rd all Its hardy and astrin-
gent eloguenee.  MHere, maoresver, when

=

| 55 yet no one has “quite too wonder-

v observed” wi
long

take the fivst turn

since  celebruted
. "1t must he an eternity
ing happened, so vary unre-

servedly 1've-deseribed it1”

S

Wildness of the West Still
Holds Its Place in Fiction

THE BAGHBRUSHER, Ry  Hmsreon
Hongh. Published by D. Appleton & Co.
Ilustrated. £§19 pages. Price, $1.50.

“Homs folka ls too damn dirty,”
ejaculated Wid OGardner, a8 he looked
over the shanty cccupied by Bim Guage,
rancher of Two Forks Valley, and Wid
etruek It sbout right. In fact, Gage
was the last word in dirt. His rude
hovel was an aceumulation of fourteen
years' mess—dirty dishes, dirty bed
clothing, dirty everything. =im him
self was squat and shapeles
mild blue eyes that peered out from a
seraggly masa of hay-colored hair, un-
kampt, unelean, He had Deen  un-
shaven for waeks, or months, and his
beard, unreaped, showed divers ecolors,
as of u fiald partinlly vipening hers
and there. “His neck,” so Hourh tells
us, “was grimed, ved and weinkled as

and on his
hody was strung, by means of rope
suspenders, all tha elothing he pos
sessed-—clothing which nover changed,
winter or summer,

Hough juggles with the eensibilities
of his roadeva In depicting =ueh 4 hern
for his novel, and then daringly brings
from Cineinnati
siv] who is essentially fustidions, clean
in her mode of living, shunning dirt or
disorder, and almost abnovmnlly sonei-
tive to anything unwholesome ar un
pleasant,

By the grace of God and the good
sgense of  Houph, Mary Warren is
stricken blind the dav ghe arplves in
Two Forka Valley, so ahe is
the far from prvrns'c.w.-ung appenr-
anco of the man who has been advor-
tised in the matrimonial burenn as “a
well-to-do and chivalrous farmer of

The

v with

Untamed

One can get more real entertainment

| out of Max Brand's tale of Whistling

Dan, Kate Cumberland, Satan and Bart
—woolly westerners ail in the wool-
liest of wildernesses—than you would
imagine possible in such a world full
of new romances, each claiming to
have cornered all ths thrills.

At all bookscllern $1.60 net

G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS
New York London

to mate with Sim al

spatrad |

menns  and

thundant
i Mary ha

ings.,” Ta

large hold-
i merely a
bit  wneouth, but we hold our
hreath until  sha  stepped into
Gage's shack. We expected she would
share our own horror. We oven fearad
she might faint, and wondered what |
awfnl method Gage would take to re- |
vive her. But nol Along with Mary's |
sight must have gone ker senze of amell
and touch., That Bim's wash pan woas
ulse the dish pan was the only dia-
cropancy Mary ‘apparently mnotod.  Wa
grew suspicious of Mary's scensibili-
tigs, and there intewded Hito our enjoy-
ment of Hough's unasunl romance a
sudden  sense of wmizzing plumbing,
Such personal matters as bathing ra-
cilitiea and the liko crowded to our
mind, and we wondered why they didn't |
oceur to Mary—the faatidious Mary, |

But Mlough insists that Mary was
completely deceived, and if you are
gullible, and want.fo enjoy the vest of
thie story, you'll beliove 1t. At HTY rate,
Mary achieves o elean upin the shanty, |

and - Sim,  the sloveniv, unlettensd
rancher who found himself possessed
of g lovely woman with whoem he hadn't
& thought or feeling in common, be-
OTies i man regenerated.  Back of the |

mild blue eyes wnil beneath the dirty

shirt is o heart as tender as 4 woman's.
A shy mmazement and a great wonder
are liprn in Sim Gage with the ¢oming |

of Mary Warren. And cut of his love
springs o wighteg tact, that forbids
contunet with s woman he realizes is sut
of his ken. They marry, and for davs
and weeks Sim protects and wnrsh:i}s'
his wite, without touehing her hand or |
aeeenting the kiss she shrinkingly of- |
fers. Finally; a few hours before Msu'g;
regains her gight, Sim is killed in sav- |
ing the great dam from destruction by |
Bolshevist lnborers. - :
Though Mary i4 rather Incking in spa-

eeptihility, and Dr. Gagp 18 smusingly
inarticulate “in tryfng to ekplain to
Mary and the reader why he shouldn't
|vestare her sight, and rather lacks color
o lover, Sim Gagn i3 a splendid
ficure in his final regeneration, winning
the reader's enthusiastic admiration,
Though unigue in plot, the story does
not, liowever, carry the conviet on of

Hough's “The Broken (ate.” N.M. |

The Love of Lincoin
THE :-'r'-l.'l'l, OF ANND RUTLEDGE. Abrae

lim |l. I w]nln'.lu Forriiee. By Rernla Bap. |
i Lo Lipplncalt Company 1y YER |
AR ST RERYEELE
Mra. Balitock hns discoversd that|
Abrahim Lineoln had a romanee and

Amne Rutledige, hin swee

But ghe

book,
Lineoln moet Ann

: theart, a soul;
has put little of either Into this

e at New Salem, I11,,
whera his flathont, on ita way down the
Mississippi to Now Orleans, stuek for!
o faw hours on a dum. H’l‘

came to|
work tn the town and fell in love with
the girl, but after she had bheen courted |

and won sho died, leaving her memor .
| a8 tho snying goes, to haunt him, 'rh?-

Iivill be thankfu

| sssortment of eharacters, the tenants

| eratie motive.

' true of Elinor Glyn? According to our

| tion of the wifa.

| amased

T. R. Spanked Once,

Says His Biographer
c i 1 ‘B ¥ was P .3 Jm
once, according to his latest biographer,
Wiliam Draper Lewls.

"It appears,” writes Lewls, “that
Theodors had bitten his elder sister’s arm
and had Instantly taken refuge, first in
the yard and then under the kitchen
table, from the punishment which he
knew he deserved. His father followed
him and, discovering his presence under | |
the table, dropped on all fours and dart- | |
ed for him, The boy feebly hurled = ||
handful of dough a¢ his pursuer and
then ran for the stairs. Half way up
the stalrs his father caught him and
adminisiersd the punishment which he
nfterward acknowledged thet he richly
deserved.”

is the text that Mra, Babeock preaches
gnd surely an imaginative writer of
historiezl romances could ask no better.
On it Mrs. Babeoek has written &
simple, stralght story, but one which
does not quite fulfil its promise of
romanee, |

From time to time Mrs. Babeock|
leayes her search for the soul of Anna |
Rutledge and devotes herself to *local
color,” Her backwoods characters speak |
in m strange dialeet which we hope |
mzhanfv uges, even in Illinois. Lincoln |
himsel! employs it when he talks to |
the village ne'er-do-wells, but when he i
speaks to Anne his speech i3 un- |
polluted, |

The book's virtus is fts simplleity. |
“Fine writing” {s renouneed, and in the!
higher moments of the love story this|
renuncistion has made it possible for|
Mrs. Babcock to use her maximum |
charm. For this, as for the fact that|
the book ends with the death of the|
heroine instead of carrming on into!
the later life of the hero, the reader |
1. i

Novel of Bohemia
THE BOUNDER. By Arthur Hodges
Fublished by Houghton MIUfllm o,
Price §1.69.

The author in what he ealls “a wvul-
gar tale” draws a vivid picture of the
lives and manners of & heterogeneous

of a cheap New York apartment house. |
Dora,
Blomfield sisters, for stage purposzes
only, the Boundsr himself and the

people and quite a different type from
the Washington Squnre bohemians one
hus grown so tired of in much of our
recent fiction.

It is & well told story with no dull
spots. A little more inventiveneszs in
rnaming the characters would be help-
ful. Kilkenny Court, the name of the
apartment house, hardly savors of real-
ity, nor is Fred Filbert an altogether |
happy cheice for the name of a charaec- |
ter who iy presented as an authentie |
person. : 1

Pale Purple Passion !

Elinor Glyn's “Family"’
Is a Warmed Up Affair

FAMILY. Ey Ellnor Glyn, Published by |
I, Appleton & Oo pages 1llas:
triated. Prios, $1.50.

“Then he kissed her neck insolently
and pughed her off hia knea.”

“He kissed her until her lips wers
bruigad."

“The man agaln held her in close
embrace—blting the lobe of her ear
until she gave a little scream.” |

“He kissed her almost roughly.”

“But Verisschenzko, with & flerce |
savagery which
her in his arms.”

“Bhe flung hersel? into hls arms and
almost strangled him in her furious
cmbrace.”

“She felt that he was mocking her,
suddenly turaed aud bit his arm, her
teeth meeting in the cloth of his fur-
litted cout,”

Elinor Glyn's “Family” ia a noyel of
passion guile in the spirit of the old
idays before eight oufice gloves had
been substituted for bare knuekles, the
too hold barred or mass plays abalished,
That iz, “Family™ seems to be a novel
of roush passion, but since Froudian
methods have been introduced to in-

ul

she adored, crushed

| terpret the subconsclous mind of au- |

thors a doubt arises. Mordell has
pointed out that the” most pastoral
piecs of writing may conceal a hidden
Wordsworth, for in-
stance, when he wrote of brooks and
lakes and autumn leaves, was thinking
of ather things entivaly, Is it not poa-
sible that exactly the reverse may ba

interpretution, Mra, Glyn has a sup- |
presaed desire to enter a convent. In
the effort to keep it suppresszed she
turna out her wvarious pala purpls
novels with all their amplitude of
strenuous love making and thelr dearth
uif anything approacming actue] pas- |
slon. |

Even Mrs, Glyn cannot devise enough |
strangling and biting episodes to flil |
an entire novel, and so she addas genti- |
mental and philosophical passages |
about love which are somewhat maru|
tiresome than the various aggressive
incidents deseribad. |

“Loving," writes Elinor Glyn, “throba |
with delight in the flesh; it thrills the
apivit with reverence. It glorifies into
heauty commonplace things, 1t draws
nearcr in sickness and sorrvow, and is
net the spert of change, When a
woman loves traly she has the passion
of the mistress, the selfish tenderness
of the mother, the dignity nnd devo-
She is all fire and
spow, all will and franknesa, all pas-
sion and reserve, she is uuthoritutive

pitnid obedient—queen and ehild.”

“Family" tells the atory of Sir John |
Ardayre, who fears that he will dio |
without an heir and accordingly in- |
vites his cousin, Denzil Ardayre, to take
his place briefly unknown to Lady
Ardayre. All this is & bit thick, of|
course, but we did not find it thrilling,
The success of Elinor Glyn has alwavs |
us, There is a large public
for tempestuous novels of passion, hut
it does not seem to us that Mra. Glyn
makes them very purpla, :

"Without__.ae
Is

Walls™

a Reading Play
WITHOET THE WALl 5. . L £
Trasle * Published by Micinllan - rUi08

Eatrina Trask labe
in-dramatic form a
it is evident throug
tha Walls" was planned for the fool-
lights.  Tha story is a simple melo-
drama of the love of n Hebrew mniden
for a Roman solider in the fateful
year 33 A, D. The etern father hids
his daughter wed a wealthy old rous
of her own race, and on lier refusal
cnsts her into a dungeon, from which
che ia released by the earthquake fol-
lowing Calvary. Thereupon she weds
the Roman, The background of Jery-
salem and the events of 43 A. D, get
off the story with no small theatrical
effact.

Hers is the stuff of s
melodrama, but Mrs,
to tell her tale da
frequent shifts o

Jh’i her latest effors
“reading play,” hut
hout that “Without

tageworthy
Tragk's attempt
by day necessitates |
) scene, and the me- |
chanical difficulties involvad rather
than the material probably induced
tha author to ticket her play for the
closet, The chief objuection to making
plays for the closet is that such works
usunlly remain on the shelf, but
“Without tha Wulls” may be reacund
by somo one on the trail of a prand
opera libretto, for the play, with its
lyriclsm and pageantry, seems fated
for a musical settings

the woman with a past, the | |

Just Pu blishe?f

acesinihe Fire
nd Other Fancies

By F. W. BOREHAM
The popular essavist of Scotland and Australia

Author of

The Luggage of Life
The Golden Milestone
The Silver Shadow

Mountains in the Mist
Mushrooms on the Moor

The Other Side of the Hill g

(IN PRESS)
The Uttermost Star

Price, per volume, net, $1.25, postpaid

At the Better Bookshops

THE. ABINGDON PRESS

150 Fifth Avenue

New York City
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thwarted.

B

follow.

L] - L ]
By E. Phillips Oppenheim
In this new novel “The Prince of Story Tellers” has writ-
ten an engroszing story of a long-planned revenge that was
The central character is a financially embar-
assed nobleman, Reginald Philip Graham Thursford,
aron Travers and Marquis of Mandeleys, an English au-
tocrat of the old school, and a most engaging sinner. Op-
posed to the Marquis is Richard Bont, former gamekeeper
of Mandeleys, living within the shadow of the ancestral
hall, pletting his vengeance against the Marquis for per-
suading his daughter to accompany him to London.
Mr. Oppenheim is at his best in portraying his Wicked
Marquis in the complicated and exciting experiences which

With four illustrations by Will Grefe.
LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY,

A ARSI P ISR )

A FAEA

s

£7.50 net
Publishers BOSTON Y

b

“It is fiction of a sort that people will
read again and again—the great world
never tires of its Dona Ritas."__Plila.

Naorth Amertcan,

A Great Love Story, by

Joseph Conrad

4 reader says—

“*“The Arrow of Gold' was three books to me.
three times with a new emotion each time,

1

I read it
I have heard

it said that Conrad was hard reading—that his story is

always less than his style,

I have read on and on in ‘The

Arrow of Gold,” hurried on by the swift action, led on by
irresistible lure of Dona Rita, truly a woman of all ages,
and only at the end was I conscious that this absorbing love
story had been told with great art—that there had been any

style at all.”

Net, $1.50; leather, $2.00.

At all booksellers

A Hebrew Omar
A GENTLE CYNIC, Being the Rask of

Hcelaslastes, By Morrin Jastrow, Jr
J. 1, Lipplnoott Compiny, Philadelphia,

$2:00.

The Book of Ecclesinstes has &lways
occupied B rether anomalous position
in the Old Testament. It was admitred
to the ecanon of the sacred writings,
after considerable dlscussion, chiefly
by reason of the fctitious ti'!!'ury that
Solomon was its author. In its mel-
ancholy mceptleism, in {ts profound
convietion of the essentlal futility of
life, it is distinetly opposed to the fun-
damental tendengies of Judaic and
Chrigtian theeology alike, At the same
tima it is characterized by rare dell-
caey of thoupht and expression, by re-
markable literary art. tenan, ona of
the gpreatest—certalinly the most poetic
—of Biblieal scholars, proncinced in
the most charming book in the Bible.

Dr. Jastrow takes this ancient mas-
terpicoe, points out the modifications
to which it hag been subjected, and in-
terprets its original spirit with the au-
thority of a scholar and the discern-
ment of a trained literary eritie. He
representa Koheleth, the unknown au-
thor of the book, as a mocking and
eynical, yet gentle and kindly, spirit—
at onee a philosopher and a dilletante,
a sort of Heine and Anatole France
rolled into one. He shows how this
Semitic Omar Khayyam has suffered at
the hands of pious commentators who
sttempted to dispuise his heteradoxy

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO,,

by inserting a large number of inter- |

polations, which pervert and obsecure
the author's real meaning. At the close
of the volume he appends a transiation
of the authentie words of Koheleth,
stripped of all spurious glosses and
additions.

Consldered purely from the scientifie
standpoint Dr. Jastrow's work repre-
sents a notable achievement in the
field of Biblical research. But the ap-
peal of his book is by no means re-
atricted to scholars. On the contrary
his cleur, vivid picture of the genesis
and development of the Book of Fe-
clesinstos sometimes almost attaing the
fuscination of a historieal novel. The
study of Koheleth goes far beyond its

professed scope; it becomes a veritable |

reconstruction of an interestin
#ection of ancient Jewlsh
liternture,

CToas-
lIife and

We

Garden City, N. Y.

THE BEST 5. BOOKS

which record the scenes
of war, already vanishing

Vagabonds of the Sea
By RENE MILAN
Translsted by RANDOLPH BOURME

| A remarkable description of life on

| & French naval vessel.

Air Men o’ War
By BEOYD CABLE
Whose pictures of life at the frent
are among the best in print. $1.75
Bourru: Soldier of France
By JEAN DES VIGNES ROUGES
Pictures the French poilu, most ap-

| x po ';3

| pealing of all fighters. $1.

Under Fire (Le Feu)

By HENRI BARBUSSE, to whom
Edmond ‘Rostand wrote: "It
splendid thing 1o heve written _ﬁ!

wi

:\-'el. SL?&

| romance from which history

barraw."”

/A Student in Arms

By DONALD HANKEY

| First  Series, 18th Edition.

Second Se:rica. 10th Edition.

| An unequaled .evelation of the sol-

| dier's mnner life. Each, $1.50

‘The Four Horsemen

of the Apocalypse

By VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ
The one incomparable, imperishable
picture of the war, $1.90

All prices are wet, postage estra,
| Order of your  Bookacller, or
|

E. P. DUTTON & CO,,
681 Fifth Ave., New York.

Not a War Story
The TIN SOLDIER

By Temple Balley
40th Thousand
At all Mooksiorex LI
PENN PUBLISHING CO., Philadelphis
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