
JENJOYMENT
An Extraordlnary
Marrisye Experlrtrent
THE HOLIDAY
HUSBAND
Bv DOLF WVLLARDE
Author of "Exile" "The Story of
Edfn," "The Rat Trap." etc.

Cloth, S1J0 net.
Would it be worth while to risk

thc happiness of all future years for
the sake of two weeks of forbiddcn
pieasure? This was the question
Vervain asked herself and answered
in the afhrmative. When she re¬

turned to her everyday dutics from
her two weeks' holiday she consid-
ercd thc 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
hc._me a fait accompli she brought
baak from the Front the all-but-for-
go$en hoiiday husband, and then
. . , . Read this story ancl see what
became of the girl who had to ex-

tricate herself from this barbed-wire
fate entanglement.
.4 Detective Novel
With Real Thrllls

THE
SHRIEKING PIT
By ARTHUR J. REES
Formerly of Scotland Yard
Co-author of "The Mystery of the
Downs," "The Hampstead Mystery"

etc. Cloth. $1.50 neU

In addition to a baffling mystery,
there is a clever American detective
who solves the murder puzzle, a

haunted pit for those who like ghost
stories, a charming heroine and a

marily hero suflering from shell-
shock. All-in-all a satisfying and
gripping detective story.
Leacock Solves
the Kxiser Problem

THE
HCHENZOLLERNS
IN AMERICA
And Other Imposslbllitles
By SrEPHEN LEACOCK
Authoi of "Nonsense Novels" "Lit-
erary Lapses," "Frenzied Fiction,"
etc. Second Printing. Cloth, $125 net%

"Mr. Leacock scores another suc¬
cess here. All the way through, the
book is funny.".Springield Repub-
lican.
Romance.Humor.Sttrprlses
NURSE
BENSON
By JUSTIN H. McCARTHY
Author of'The Glorious Rascal""If
I Were Kina," etc. Cloth, $1.50 net.

A charming modern novel, full of
bright and sparkling conversation,
r-.r-.hinp humor and tender pathos.

OF ALL BOOKSELLERS

JOHN LANE CO. NEW YORK

THERE IS NO DEATH!
The passmg is but to a higher plane.
From the plane of the twentieth de-
gree rnessages, authenticated by Dr.
Watson, of Toronto, have come to
add to our knowledge of intel-
lecrual and spiritual things. The
book is impcrsonal, convincing, re¬
markable.

The 20th Plane
Reported by ALBERT DURRANT
WATSON, M. D., President of tht
Royal Astronomical Society of Can-
ada and the Association for Psy-
c/iical Rcsearch of Canada.
The book has a scientific purpose
and recounts, solely as evidence,
the extraordinary recent conversa-

tions with great men of the past,
including Lincoln, Taine, Moses,
Beethoven and Plato. It forms an¬
other important link in the chain
of evidence in

proof of a life hereafte?
(a.) A serlona, thoaght provohtng

etudy of psychic phenomena.
(b) A compe'ling and Insplratlonal

volume of information and new
Ideas on philosophy, art, aci-
ccce and religion.

(c) A book of con.olation for thos.
in Eorrow for their departed.

It ln s_!_ to b. th. only book d.al-
tng with ..he i«pir!t world lhat do.a not
__t_gonl_* the Church.

8vo. Cloth. $2.00 net

GEORGE W. JACOBS & CO.
Philadelphia

Every booksell.r h.i 11,

The
Vinegar

) Saint
By Hughes Mearns, who wrote

"Richard Richard"
jood Btory.vivid and humorou..

f'xth a thought ln it.and different.
All booksellere $1.50 n«t
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Conrad and His Public
Author Reveals His Belief
In the Public at Large

By Rebecca Drucker
Th« figura of Joseph Conrad is &

strange and provoeativo one. It grows
to gigantio proportions with tho finest
and most eharactcrlstic of his worfc,
but ita solitude- is nivincible. There ia
a discriminating and worshipful public,
and a following of disciplea and inter-
preters, but only Mr. Conrad himself
can transmit his human quality. Tho
temptation to see him as a demigod
overcomes every one who interpretshim. '

Some of the obscurlty ia rent by a
group of letters conriected with the
publication of his latest novel, "The
Arrow of Gold." In these Conrad sots
forth somo of his own emotions about
this novel and gives us a glimpse of
his feelings about his craft.
"The Arrow of Gold," he wrltes on

December 21, 1918, to Mr. Doubleday,
of Doubleday, Page & Co., his publish-
ers, "is a subject which I have had in
mind for some eighteen years, but
which I hesitated to take up till now.
This state of mind may to an American
appear very dilatory and ineffectual;
and I won't attempt to apologize for
my opinion that work is not to be
rushed at simply because it can bo
done or because one suffers from mere
impatienco to do it. A pieco of work
of any BOrt is fully justifled only when
it is done at the right time; just as the
potentiality and the energy of a firo-
brigade is Justifled only when a house
is on.fire. To rash out and deluge the
citizens* houses with streams of water
simply because the pumps are new, the
organization perfect and a laudable
energy must havo an outlet, would be
an absurd proceeding and, very likely,
give serious offence to the reasonable
part of the public. Some feeling 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, one may
say, is rather a short time, especially
as it was also an essay, I won't say in
a new technique (there is nothing now
under the sun), but in a method of pres¬
entation which was a new departure
in J. C.'s art.if such a thing as J. C.'s
personal art exists. I wouldn't like to
have to demonstrate this in set terms;
but some people say that it does exist.
"You havo too much knowledge of

human nature not to understand after
what I have said that I feel a particu-
lar interest in that book, which* is so
much of a portraituro ot' vanishod
years, of feelings that had once their
actuating power and of people who
probabhjj aro al! at rest by.now. T am
sufficiently of a democrat to detest the
idea of being a writer of any 'coterie' of
some small self-appointed aristocracy
in the vast domain of art or letters.
As a matter of feeling.not as a mat¬
ter of business.I want to be read by
many eyes and by all kinds of them at
that. I pride myself that there is no
sentence of my writtng, either thoughtj
or image, that is not secessible, I won't
say to the meanest intelligence (mean-
ness is a matter of- temperament
rather), but to the simplcst intelli¬
gence that is aware of all of the world
in which we live."
And in this letter appears quite sim-

plya disclosure which will seem extraor-
dinary to those who have visualized
Joseph Conrad as an artist aloofly pre-
occupied with the problems of his crafl
and neither concerned with no^aft'ectedby a consciousness of his audience.

"I accept the favorable omen of your1
pronouncement about the public. I
have been always too democratic in my
feelings (if not in my politlcs) not!
to dislike intensely the idea of
being the writer of a small and
exclusive circle. I have always wanted
to see my books accepted in the
widest possible sphero of mankind.
J.Iercenary considerations have but lit¬
tle to do with that desire, though I am
not ashamed to admit that success is
welcome in every way, and mainly as
the outward.fcign of recognition.

"I think that in all conscience I have
workod hard enough for it. Tho book
of which you speak so kindly is the
product of the twenty-third year of my
writing life. To have moved you to the
expression of such warm sympathy is a
success of tho best kind."
And again:
"I am very much cheered up by your

anticlpations of a popular success. Such
as the book is I have done my best fori
it, and the rest is for you and the other

KIPLING
CRITICS hail his art,

his power over words.
All hail his humanity. His
poems are now folk-songa.
Undeniably hc is "the
prophct of his time; the
epokesman of his people."
THE YEARS
BETWEEN

His first book of poems
ln sixteen years haB ex-
hausted an English edition
of 100,000 and is making "

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

At all bookstores

Doubleday, Page & Co.!
fiARDKN fITY NEW YORIii

"One Chapter of
Snaith is worth
a thousand miles
of film" saw roAvctseo

cmiojuci.E.

THE UNDEFEATED

is now in its
Eleventh Edition

Al All flooJ^ef/erj, $fj60 net
THIS IS AN APPLETON BOOK

young warriors of the Garden City to
do. It will need all your efforts, be¬
cause I have an idea that there will be
a good many critics out for my scalp
on account of those pages which can bo
so easily misunderstood. I have tried
to avoid all rhetoric, all subtleties and
all declamation in his pieco of work,
round which my thoughts have been
working for twenty years before I mus-
tered courago enough to put pen to
paper. Now it is done and I am not
ashamed of it. I really think that as
far as freshness of feeling, directness
of sensations and honesty of purpose
are concerned the thing is not so bad for
a youngster of sixty! But not a 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 of
my writing life. I feel a little as if I
were giving myself away, for, indeed,
psychologically it is quite a disclosure
of an unusual tomperament."
The singular circumstances of Con-

rad's wanderir.g sea life and the fact
that he translates his own Slavic soul
into English literature account some¬
what for his isolation from the cur¬
rent of conternporary novel-writing.
But it is chiefly accomplished by an
acute nnd overwhelming individual
sense of the quality of life. The ship-
wrecks, the blind chances, the fantas-
tic barbarism of the elements he sees,
not as the essential stuff of adventure,
but as the sotting for the drama'of man
pitted in a desperate attempt to sal-
vago from a harsh and immensely in-
dmerent universo some sense of mean-
ing and continuity in life. In tho
spectacular movemcnt of romance he
imbeds a seareh for spiritual realism.

It is this duality, making him too
large for either the accepted forms of
romance or realism to hold, which has
forced him to create his own form for
expression. Sometimes the mechanism
qf his narration is intricate, as in
"Lord Jim," in which the tale is picked
up and revealed in fiashes by a variety
of men. Or he tells the story back-
ward from the end. But, vague in out-
linea and ihtangible in suggestions, it
aptures the finest precision of emotion.
"Tho Arrow of Gold" is out of the

key of Conrad'.s other tales. Tho dan-
gers and intrigues of a band of gurv-
runners are only the faintly throb-
bing undercurrent to the major-theme, which is the love of a Spanish
girl. an adherent to the Spanish" legit-'
imist cause of tho last of the Pre-
tenders, for a young English oap-tain. For one thing, it is the most
complete portrait of a woman Conrad
has ever done.inflnitely and subtlydetailed. For another, it is a more
direct narrative than Conrad's novel3
usually are. It is involved by no back-
ward glimpsings and no indirections.
Over all, it is what a fine novel should
be, a bridge between a profound in-
telligence into human nature and hu-
man curiosity.

A Roumanian Novel

Slavici's "The Lucky Mill"'
h Sordid But of Great Power
THE LTJCKT MILL. By loan Slavlcl.lranslatBd by A. JMIrcea Emperlo. Duf-fleld. ,<; Co.
A sordid but compelHng little novel

is "The Lucky Mill," the first book of
loan Slavici to appear in translation
in this country. Slavici, heralded bythe publishers as Rumania's foremost.
hving author, is a writer of great
power utid a keen observor of human
emotions. His present volume tells tho
story of a peasant, Ghitza, and his
wife, who move to a tavern called "TheLucky Mill" to better their lot.Ghitza's weakness for money bringshim into the power of the sinister Lica,
a sort °.f capitalist swineherd. Gradu-ally Ghitza is drawn ir.to Lica's net,-work of rcbbery and murder, and in ajwild orgy of blood and thunder (liter-ally) Ghitza, his wife and Lica all
meet violent ends. Even the LuckyMill perishea in flames.
The tale itself is a gloomy potpourrlof crime and punishment, but the char-'acter drawing ia masterly throughoutand tha depiction of rural life inKumania bears the stamp of authen-ticitv. Other works from Slavici's penshoald be worth waiting for.
Slavici tells his story simplv, withlittle editorial comment, but the trans¬lation is so obviously inept that thereaders interest frequently i3 divertedby the prolix phrasing of the adaptorSuch passages as the following lead

one to hope that Siavici cannot read'English"t
"As many ravineB as thera are in thamountams, they are full of Bwine-droves; necessarily there must also bo

a great many swineherds for their aur-veillance."
It is doubtful also whether Ruma-

nians use expressiona like "bono-head, ' "cook" and "fiftjf-flfty." Eventhe punctuation is consistently incor-rect. But withal "The Lucky Mill" isthe work of an able craftsma'n. Let ushope that his next work to be published
in this country will bo more skilfullvtranslated.

*

"Three Treraendous Trifles"
THREE TREMENDOU8 TRIFLES. BvFeUon B. Elklns. Publlshed by D#meld

Vaudeville and the folk who produccone-aet plays for the benefit of indi-
gent animals always are on the alrrtfor new skits, but thev will find littleavailable matmial in Felton B. Elkins'a"Three Trcmendous Trifles." Mr. El-kins gives complete stage directions
for the production of a play, but theplay does not always foliow. Of thethree trifles only tho first, "The Bel-gian Baby," is sufficiently tremendoua
to rnerit a home on tho stage.

CORNELIA
Lucy Fitch Perkins
"Cornelia is not a bread-and-

milk miss.she'« a terror and a
dear.".Cleveland Plain Dealer.
"Cornelia is one of the most «n-
gaging little girU who have ap-peared in booka. She is first
oousln to Rebecca and Poliyani.nd Mary Carey.".PhiladelphiaPress.
A!l Bookstores. Hlus. $t.2S net.

Houghton Miflliu Co.

Henry James Moves On
Volume of His Short Stories
Shows Him at Many Stages

TRAVELLlNO COMPAXIONS. By Henry
James. Published by J.ionl & Llverlght,
pp. 309. Prlce $1 76.

By Virginia Tracy
Two critics were recently disputing

about a young actor; one being dis-
agreeably impressed by the audience's
pleasure in a half developed ability, a

performance only partially equipped.
The council for the defence insisted,
"But, at any rate, wnat's so Interest-
ing as just, this Btage, where you can
still see the wheels learning to go
round; when the actor has as yet no

ready made formula for getting any-
where, but build. just another length
of tho road at each performance, keep-
ing a nervous cye ahead for jumping-
off places which he must bridge fresh-
ly every night by nothing whatever
but his instant personal initiative?"
"Oh, weil, of course, if you care to

be as indulgent as that!"
If you are as indulgent aa that you

will take an added joy in "Travolling
Companions," a collection of those
stories which Henry James contributed
to tho magazines between 1.7. and
1868, fifty-one years ago. Closed in
one volume you come upon work whicl
may ns weil be plunkly called perfoc-
tion and work as touchingly, as in-
geniously funny as "De Grey: a Ro¬
mance." Fancy being in a position to
say to Henry James, "My dear child,
do you really believe that any girl
strugglirtg to control her sorrow at
her father's death ever remarked, "The
common cares and necessities of life
operato strongly to Interrupt and dis-
sipato one's gricf!" Or again, "Good
youth, it ia true that when you nar-
rate a story in tho first person you
are free, theoretlcaily, to assumo what
character you will. But take our tip;
do not again assume that of a com¬
mercial traveller; that must ever be a
character in which wo somehow l'ail
to see you." This is one of the re-
wards for indulgenco toward this en-
chanting book.

Tho earliest story is that "De Grey'*
in which tho reader, while becoming
accustomed to a reverberation as from
a distant "Mysteriea of Udulpho," is
now and then violent.ly startled by a
flash of Henry James; an author who
ls fairly grown up by the time we
reach tho clumsy and pallid but un-

mistakably sensitive naturalism of
"Travelling Companions." Here tha
author is found already at his own

great game which remalned so long
and so splendidly his deep preoccupa-
tion; that effort to compose into one
scheme human-made beauty and the
groping trend of human lives; to work
out, amid omotions and sometimes ac-
tual scenes occurring in ruined amphi-
theatrea and galleries and cathedrals
and the color of mystery-drenchfed civ-
ilizations, some communication be-
tween mankind and the glories men
have made. This is lost. sight of in
"Guests' Confession," a novelette of the
most sophisticated realism, full of the
frustrations and bafflements and inti-
mate atrocities of later days. "Pro-
fessor Fargo" is a hidcous little mas-
terpiece in the same manner. But in
"Adina" and "At Isella" and "The
SweetheSrt of M. Briseux" it cotnes
into its own; these stories, too, are'
adventure itself.adventure warm and
deep with the glow of tragic back-
grounds against which tho passage of
their own light and swlft brilliance,
their fresh, unwearied faith in roman-
tic action, their belief that despite all
tho empty nuts we pick up through
life some of us treasure a few pearls,
shines out as dear and fugitive as
youth. The/fir3t two are pure ro-
mances shown us by the loveliest fan-
tastic light, but those to whom genius
remains the great. adventure will find'
in the third all its hardy and astrin-
gent eloquenco. Here, moreover, when
as yet no one has "quite too wonder-
fully observed" we take the first turn
toward that long since celebrated
phraseology. "It must he an eternitysince the thing happened, so very unre-
servedly I've described itl"

Some Recent Nove
Wildness of the West Still
Holds Its Place in Fiction

THE 8AOEBRX:SHEl.. Bv Bmerson
Houg'h. Published by D. Applet.n & Co.
lllustr_t-d. S19 pages. Prlce, $1.60.
"Some folks is too damn dirty,"

ejaculated Wid Gardner, as he looked
over the shanty occupied by Sim Gage,
rancher of Two Forks Valloy, and Wid
struck it about right. In fact, Gage
was the last word in dirt. His rudo
hovel was an accumulation of fourteen
years' mess.dirty dishes, dirty bed
clothing, dirty everything. Sim him¬
self was squat and shapeless, with
mild blue eyes that peered out from a
scraggly mass of hay-colored hair, un-
kempt, unclean. He had been un-
shaven for weeks, or months, and his
beard, unreaped, showed divers colors,
as of a field partially ripening here
and there. "His neck," so Hough tells
us, "was grimed, red and wrinkled as
that of an ancient turtle," ancl on his
body was strung, by means of rope
suspenders, all the clothing he pos-
sessod--clothing which never changed,winter or summer.

Hough juggles with the eensibillties
of his readers in depicting such a hero
for his novel, and then daringly bringsfrom Cincinnati to mate with Sim a
ghi who is essentially fastidious, clean
in her mode of Hving, shunning dirt or
disorder, and almost abnormally sensi-
tive to anything unwholesome or un-
pleasant.
By the grace of God and tho good

sense of Hough, Mary Warren is
stricken blind the day she arrives in
Two Forks Valley, so she ia sparndthe far from prepos'sessing appear-
ance of the man who hus been adver-
tised in the ma.trimonial bureau as "a
well-to-do and chivalrous farmer of

One can get more renl entertainment
out of Max Brand'* tale of Whistling
Dan, Kate Cumberland, Satan and Bart
.woolly westerner. ail in the wool-
liest of wildernesses.than you would
tmagine possible in such a world full
of new romances, each claiming to

have corner*d all th_ thrilU.
At all booksrllrrti .1.0 n<_

G. P. PUTNAIWS SONS

abundant means and large hold-
inga." To Mary ho is merely a
bit uncouth, but we held our
breath until she atepped into
Gage's ahack. We expected she would
share our own horror. We even feared
she might faint, and wondered what
awful method Gage would take to re-
vive her. But no! Along with Mary's¦ight must have gone her sense of smell
and touch. That Sim's wash pan was
also the dish pan w;is the only dis-
crepancy Mary appaxently noted. We
grew suspicious of Mary's sensibili-
tieB, and there intruded inco our enjoy-
ment of Hough's unusual romance n
sudden sense of inisaing plumbing.
Such personal matters as bathing i'a-
cilities and the liko crowdpd to our
mind, and we wondered why they didn't
occur to Mary.the fa3tidious Mary.

But Ilough insista that Mary was

completely deceived, and if you are
gulhble, and want. to enjoy the rest of
the story, you'll believe it. At any rate,
Mary achieves a clean up in the shanty,and Sim, tho slovenly, unlettered
rancher who found himself possessedof a lovely woman with whom he hadn't
a thought or feeling in common, be-
c mes a man regenerated. Back of the
ln.ld blue tyrs and beneath the dirtyshirt is a heart as tender as a woman's.
A shy amazement and a great wonder
are born in Sim Gage with the comingof Mary Warren. And out of his love
springa a might^ tact, that forbids
contact with a woman he realizes is outof hia ken. They marry, and for daysand weeks Sim protects and worshipshis wife, without touching her hand oraccepting the kisa sho shrinkingly of-fers. Finally, n few hours before Mary
regains her sight, Sim is killed in sav-

jng tho great dam from destruction byBolsheviat laborers. .

Though Mary is rather lacklngin sus-(Jteptibihty, and Dr. Gage :s amusinglyinarticulate in trylng to explain toMary and the reader why ho shouldn'trestore her sight, and rather lacks color
':. P [over, Sim Gage is a splendidni ure in hia final regeneration, winninethe reader'a enthusiastic admiration.rhough unique in plot, the storv doesnot, however, carry the conviction ofHough a "Tho Broken Gate." N. M.

The Lovo of Lincoln
THE SC-tlL OP A.NNM RUTLBTOOHJ. Abra-hn i, Ltncoln'a romanoc. Bv lWnlo Hnb«CShlaJ' ^.,Lo!PPlnCOtt C°mpany' rhlla-

Mrs. Babcock has discovered thatAbraham Lincoln had a romance andAnno Rutl'odgO, his aweetheart, a soul'15ut sho has put little of either into thisbook.
Lincoln niet Anno at Now Salem, 111where his flatboat, on its way down thoMississippi to New Orleans stuck for

a faw hours on a dam. He came towork ni the town nnd fell in lovo withtho girl, but nfter sho had been courtedand won ahe died, leaving her memorr,as the saying goes, to haunt him. Thia

T. R. Spanked Once,
Says His Biographer

Colonel Roosevelt was spanked ju-t
once, according to bia latest b-Ographer,
William Draper Lewts.

"It appears," writes Lewla. "that
Theodorehad bltten hls elder sister's ar_-
and had instantly taken refuge, first ln
the yard and then under the kitchen
table, from tho punishment which be
knew he deserved. Hls .ath.r followed.
him and, discoverlng his presence under
the table, dropped on all foars and dart-
cd for hhn. The boy feebly hurled a
handful of dough at his pursuer and
then ran for the stalrs. Half way up
the stalrs his father caught him and
admini.tered the punishment which he
afterward ackiiuwledged that he richly
deserved."

is the text that Mrs. Babcock preaches.
and surely an irnaginative writer ol
historical romances could ask no better.
On it Mrs. Babcock has written a
simple, straight story, but one which
does not quite fulfil its promise of
romance.
From time to time Mrs. Babcock

leaves her search for the bou! of Anne
Rutledge and devotes herself to "local
color." Her backwoods characters speakin a strange dialect which we hope
nobody uses, even in Illinois. Lincoln
himseif employs it when he talks to
the village ne'er-do-wells, but when he
speaks to Anne his speech i3 un-
polluted.
The book's virtue is its simplicity."Fine writing" is renouneed, and in the

higher moments of the love story this
renunciation 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 carrying on into
the later life of the hero, the reader
will be thankful.

Novel of Bohemia
THE BOUNDEh, By Arthur Hodges.Published by Houghton MIfflta Co.Prlce $1.60.
The author m what he calls "a vul-

gar tale" draws a vivid picture of the
lives and manners .of a heterogeneous
assortment of characters, the tenants
of a cheap New York apartment house.
Dora, the woman with a past, the
Blomfield sisters, for stage purposes
only, the Bounder himself and the
would-be novelists and poets are real
people and quite a different type from
the Washington Square bohemians one
has grown so tired of in much of our
recent fiction.

It la a weil told story with no dull
spots. A little more inventiveness in
naming tho characters would be help-
ful. Kilkenny Court, the name of thc
apartment house, hardly savors of real-
ity, nor is Fred Filbert an altogether
happy choice for the name of a charac-
ter who is presented as an authentic
person.

Pale Purple Passion
Elinor Glyn's "Family"

Is a Warmed Up Affair
FAMILY. By Elinor Glyn, Published by

D. Appl.ton & Co. .15 pages. Illus-
tratod. Prioe, $1.60.
"Then he kissed her neck insolently

and pushed her off his knee."
"He kissed her until her lipa were

bruiaod."
"The man again held her ln close

cmbrace.blting the lobe of her ear
until ohe gave a little scream."
"He kissed her almost roughly.""But Verisschenzko, with a flerce

savagery which she adored, crushed
her in his arms."
"She flung herself into hls arms and

almost strangled him in her furious
embrace."
"She felt that he was mocking her,

suddenly turned and bit his arm, her
teeth meeting in the cloth of his fur-
lined coat."

Elinor Glyn's "Family" is a novel of
passion quiie in tho spirit of the old
days before eight ounce gloves had
been substituted for bare knuckles, tho
toe hold barred or mass plays abolish.d.
That is, "Family" seems to be a novel
of rough passion, but since Freudianmethods have been introduced to in-
terpret the subconscious mind of au-
thors a doubt ariaes. Mordell has
pointed out that the" most pastoralpiece of writing may conceal a hidden
erotic motive. Wordsworth, for in-
stance, when he wrote of brooks and
lakes and autumn leaves, was thinkingof other things entirely. Is it not pos¬sible that exactly tho rcverse may be
true of Elinor Glyn? According to our
interpretation, Mrs. Glyn has a sup-
pressed desire to enter a convent. In
the effort to keep it suppressed she
turns out her various pale purplenovels with all their amplitude of
strenuous love making and their dearth
of anything approaching actual pas-sion.
Even Mrs. Glyn cannot deviae enoughstrangllng and biting episodes to fill

an entire novel, and so she adds senti-
mental and philosophical passagesabout love which are somewhat more
tiresome than the variou3 aggressiveincidents described.
"Loving," writes Elinor Glvn, "throbswith delight in the fiesh; it thrills the

3ptrit with reverence. It glorifies'intobeauty commonplace things. It draws
nearer in sickness and sorrow, and is
not the sport of change. When a
woman loves truly she has the passionof the mistress, the selfish tendernessof the mother, the dignity and devo¬
tion of the wife. She is all fire and
snow, all will and frankness, all pas¬sion and reserve, she is authoritativeand obedient.queen and child."
"Family" tells the story of Sir JohnArdayre, who fears that he will diowithout an heir and accordingly in-vites his cousin, Denzil Ardayre, to takehis place briefly unknown to LadyArdayre. All this is a bit thick of

course, but we did not find it thrillingTlie success of Elinor Glyn has alwavsamazed us. There is a large publicfor tempestuous novels of passion, butit does not seem to us that Mrs. Glynmakes them very purple. H. B."
-_.-.._

"Without the Walls"
Is a Reading Play

WITHOUT TTTR WALLS. By Karrln.Trask. Published by MkcmUlan
Katrina Trask labels her latest effortin dramatic form a "reading play " butIt is evident throughout that "Without!the Walls' was planned for the foot-1lignts. The story is a simple melo-drama of the love of a Hebrew maidenlor a Roman solidcr in the fateful

year 83 A. D. The et.rn father bldshi3 daughter wed a wealthy old roueof her own race, and on her refusalcasta her into a dungeon, from whichshe is released by the earthquake fol-lowlng Calvary. Thereupon she wedathe Roman. The hackground of Jcru-salem and the events of 33 A. D setoff the story with no small theatricalefiect.
Here is the Btuff of stageworthymelodrama, but Mrs. Trask's attemptto tell her tale day by day necossitatesfrequent shifts of scene, and the me-chanical difneutties involved ratherthan the material probably inducedthe author to tlcket her play for theclosot. The chief objection to makingplays for the closet is that such work.usually remain on tho shelf, but'Without thu Walls" mav bo rcscuedby sonio ono on the trail of a grand

opera hbretto, for tha play, with italyncism and pngeantry, eecms fated
lor a musical oettlngj,

Just Published
Faces in theFire
And Other Fancies

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

The Luggage of Life
The Golden Milestone
The Silver Shadow

Author of
Mountalns in the Mist
Mushrooms on the Moor
The Other Side of the Hill J

(IN PRESS)
The Uttennost Star

Price, per volume, net, $1.25, postpaid
At the Better Bookshops

THE ABINGDON PRESS
150 Fifth Avenue New York City

By E. Phillips Oppenheim
In this new novel "The Prince of Story Tellers" has writ¬

ten an engrossing story of a long-planned revenge that was
thwarted. The central character is a fmancially embar-
rassed nobleman, Reginald Philip Graham Thursford,
Baron 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, plotting 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
foliow.

With four illuslratiom fc_y Will Crefe. $1.50 net

LITTLE, BROWN & COMPANY, Publishers BOSTON
fr////W/y/F'>ftag^^

"It is fiction of a sort that people will
read again and again.the great world
never tires of its Dona Ritas.".Phlla.
North American.

A Great Love Story, by

Joseph Conrad
A reader says.

" 'The Arrow of Gold' was three books to rne. I read it
three times v/ith a new emotion each time. 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

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO., Garden City, N. Y.

A Hebrew Omar
A GEN'TT.E CYN1C, F.olng the Book of

Eccleslastes. By Morris Jastrow, Jr.
J. B. LipDlnoott Company, PhUad^lrhia.
$2.00.
The Book of Ecciesiastes has always

occupied a rather anomalous position
in the Old Testament. It waa admittod
to the canon of the sacred writings,
after considerable discussion. chiefly
by reaaon of the Hctitious thcory that
Solomon was its author. In its mel-
ancholy scepticism, in Its profound
conviction of the essential futility of
life, it is di3tinctly opposed to the fun-
damental tcndencies of Judaic and
Christian theology alike. At the same
time it is characterized by rare de!i-
cacy of thought and expression, by re¬
markable iiterary art. Renan, one of
the greatest.certainiy the most poetic
.of Biblical scholars, prono'incod in
the most charming book in the Bible.

Dr. Jastrow takes this ancient mas-
terpiece, points out the modirications
to which it has been subjected, and In-
terprots its original spirit with the au-
thority of a scholar and the discern-
ment of a traincd Iiterary critic. He
represents Koheleth, the unknown au-
thor of the book, as a mocking and
cynical, yet gentle and kindly, spirit.
at once a philosupher and a dilletante,
a sort of Heine and Anatole France
rolled into one. Ho showa how this
Semitic Omar Khayyam has suffcred at
the hands of pious commentators who
attempted to disguise his hcter
by inserting a large number of inter-
polations, which pervert and obacure
the author's real meaning. At the close
of the volume he appends a transiation
of the authentic words of Koheleth,
Etripped of all spurious gloasea and
additions.

Conaidered purely from tho scientific
standpoint Dr. Jastrow'B work repre-
aenta a notable achievement in the
field of Biblical research. But the ap¬peal of his book is by no means re-
atricted to acholars. On the contrnryhis clear, vivid picture of the geneMsand development of the Book of Kc-
cleaiastoa Bometimcs almost attains the
faacination of a historical novel. The
.tudy of Koholeth goea far beyond its
profeaaed aeope; it becomes a vcritablo
reconatruction of an interesting croea-
iieetion of anoienft Jewish Hfa undiiteratura. ygm t^ q,

THE BEST T°__ BOOKS
_j_i'c/i record the scene.
_/ hiar, already vanishing

Vagabonds of the Sea
By RENE MILAN
TranslateJ by RANDOLPH BOURNEj
A remarkable description of life cn
a French naval ve»sel. $l.90j

Air Men o' War
By BOYD CABLE

\Vhose pictures of iife at die front!
are among the be»t in print. $!.-5|

Bourru: Soldier of France
By JEAN DES VIGNES ROUGESjPictures the French poilu. tnoit ap-|

pealing of all fighters. $!.90l
Under Fire (I_e Feu)
By HENRf BARBUSSE, to wh.mjEdznond Rostand wrote: "It is al

splendid thmg to have written -i

romance from which history will
borrow." Net, $1.75j

A Student in Arms
By DONALD HANKEY

First Series. I8lh Edition.
Second Series, I Oth Edition.

An unequalrd .evelation of the i
dier's inner 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 pricm are net, poatag* extra.
Order of j/o_r Booktrlter, or

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

Not a War Story
The TIN SOLDIER

By Tempte Balley
-0f_ _"_OU-_K-

At oH hcokatores I: -#
PKNNt ri'm.ISHING CO.. Phl)a_*l_-i»


