
Pigs Is Pets. Says Hudson
The Book of a Naturalist Offers
Various Substitutes for Dog's Place

By Heywood Broun
W. H. Hudson has written a fascinat-

{.«f bcok ot* nature essays in his new

,olame "The Book ,of ft Naturalist,"
¦which is published by Doran, but it is

«robable that a good many readers will
be ghocked at Mr. Hudson's low esti-
gate of the dog. He sails into most of

out sentimental conceptions about this

jr-imal in a chapter called "The Great

Dosr-Superstition." In this ho writes:

-If we had him not, if wo had never

bad him or had forgotten hi3 memory,
«nd wero to go out again to select a

friend and companion from tho beasts

of the field, the wild dog would bo
__J \... ,*.¦ t V. nil«: il t !*rm i.V. f Thi.ri.0f the nekl. tue wua nog wouui

massed by without a thought. The

is nothing in him to attract, but

the contrary much to rene!. In a state

of nature he is an animal of disgust-
fog habits, with a vulture-like prefer-
tncey feve dead and decomposing meat.!

Cowardly he aiso is, yet whet; un¬

opposed displays a
«i --* ..l.lirtnr -I TV,'

nature's method, has fashioned his
favorite; or rather, sine- the dog has
».^^onip so divergent in his koepir.ir.

n>i?take to go so low in tho first place,;
to have contentedly taken base metal,!
dull-witted barbarian that he was,
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A Romance of Reality

THE TEST
OF SCARLET
By CONINOSBY DAWSON
Author of "Carry On," "Living
Bayonets." "The Garden With'
out Walls," etc.

Cloth. $1.60 Net
Here is a new kind of novel by this
famous soldier author. It is a sort of
paean of victory, a rejoicing over the
glorious end of the war. But it is more

than that; it is a tale of marches by
nigh!, of battles by day, of heroic deeds
of men and women, that holds you spell¬
bound from the first sentence to the last.
And it (¦..//*« us man)) things thai Teere
hidden from us by the censor. The
Dawson books have sold into the hun¬
dred thousands, so DO NOT MISS
THIS ONE.

*
A Returned Soldier's Romance

CHALMERS
COMES BACK
By W. J. DAWSON
Author of "The Father of a -

Soldier," "The War Eagle" etc.
Cloth, $1.60 Net

An able and stimulating novel telling
what the returned soldier thinks and
feels. It deals also with the attitude
of the modern woman towards the con¬
ventionalities of life, and presents a

charming iove story as well,
4 South Sea Romance

THE BEACH
OF DREAMS
By H. DU VERÉ STACPOOLE
Author of "The Man Who
Lost Himself," "The Blue
Lagoon," etc.

Cloth. $1.60 Net
This is Treasure Inland, Robinson Crusoe
and many of the other adventure stories
we have loved rolled into one, and an

interesting and novel feature is that the
Robinson Crusoe of this tale is a woman
.and such a woman !
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when he might just as well h.ive taken
gold. For the baseness of the metal
shows in spite of much polishing to
make it shine. Polishing powders we
have, but not the powders.of projec¬
tion; and the dog, with a;l his new

propensities, remains mentally a
jackal." *

Hudson is fertile in offering sugges¬
tions as to a substitute for the dog. In
his list are the marmoset, the lemur,
the squirrel, the lagidium and the I'ata-
gonian dolichotis. The last suggestion
strikes us as having much in its favor.
There would be something of truly awe
inspiring nature in a sign "Beware of
the Patagonian dolichotis." But Mr.
Hudson does not insist on the dolichotis.
As a matter of fact, his favorite is the
pig. He devotes a whole chapter to him

fin which the pig is recommended as the
most intelligent of beasts and also the
most attractive. Hudson defends the pig
from any charge of uncleanliness or
greediness.
With the single exception of the dog.

Hudson's sympathies in the animal king¬
dom are broad and his interest acute.
For instance, in a chapter on "Hints to
Adder-Seekers" we find our naturalist
holding an adder "by the tip of its tail
for nearly half an hour, until, exhausted
with its vain wriggling, it allowed it¬
self to hang limp and straight." Hud¬
son was intent upon measuring the
adder without being obliged to injureit. but his patience was in vain, for he
tells that ¡«s soon as he got out the tape
measure the adder would not remain
limp, "for invariably when the tape
was dropped at its side it drew itself
up in a series of curves and defeated
me." Not until then did Hudson avail
himself of the method of stunning the
adder first and then measuring it.His book is an engrossing collection
of essays by a stylist who is also a sci¬
entist, or the other way round if youchoose. At any rate, the book is to be
recommended not only as a record of
original observation in the life of mnnykinds of animal life, but for its bril¬liant exposition of these observed facts.

Romance and Mystery
Till) BARTI.KTT MYSTERY. By LouisTracy. Edward J. Clu«le, New York.

Mr. Tracy's latest story satisfies the
two chief requirements of detective
fiction: mystery and excitement. The
heroine of the novel is a disinherited
girl, who is kept out of her fortune bytwo villains, one a smooth-tonguedhypocrite who has become a United
States Senator, the other a swaggeringWild Western bully. Another sinister
ligure in the book is the pister of the
bully, who poses as the girl's aunt and
helps to keep her in ignorance of her
real parentage and fortune.
The heroine finds a protector in a

chivalrous young millionaire, who falls
very much in love with her. With the
help of two astute and infallible de¬
tectives, he finally wins a decisive vic¬
tory over the villains, one of whom
melodramatically shoots himself in the
last chapter. Needless to say the
young' millionaire marries the girl.There are several thrilling automo¬
bile races in the course of the .story,
mostly punctuated with lively ex¬
changes of revolver shots. There are
exciting battles of wits and brawn be¬
tween the forces of right and the
forces of crime; and there is enoughsentiment to appeal to those who like
a certain mixture of this essential in¬
gredient even in a detective story.

W. H. C.

Rarely in publishing history
has a book received such
unanimously warm, almost
tender, appreciation as THF.
OLD CARD, by ROLAND
PERTWEE. Not even one
lukewarm review has ap¬
peared. All the critica ad-
«riae their reader« to bur
THE OiD CARD for, to
quote The New York Time»,
"its quiet humor, refresh¬
ing naturalness and simplic¬
ity, its farce, its high
comedy, its thrilling drama,
and its touch of pathos."
Comparisons are difficult.
but if you enjoy the flavor
of W. J. Locke, you are
likely to read THE OLD
CARD more than once.

HENRIBARBUSSE'S great novel

By the Author of "Under Fire"
At first the young French clerk of this story moves contentedly

among the hard brightness of factory lamps, the elemental
glare of Brisbille's forge where the radicals gather, the flicker¬
ing of light o' loves, the steadier gleam of home.

Then War Comes, blotting out all lights but its own.but at
length bringing to eyes straining against the blackness of
No Man's Land visions of all the lights that have guided
or misguided humanity.

At the end, the seeker of light comes to face life, cleansed, sim¬
plified, free from passion and illusion, in the clear light of
intellectual truth and justice. $1.90

SWÄ&&» Ea P. DUTTON & CO. ési.trt"''

By the author of "Slippy McGec"

A WOMAN NAMED SMITH
By MARIE CONWAY OEMLHR

ADELIGHTFUL new novel of the South. We would
recommend it to our best friend. It has a rattling goodplot with a haunted house, a fascinating myst«ery, and atwo-handed love story. It has likable and memorable people,ft is full of good-natured laughter and human feeling. The.¡bnosphere is as clean and stimulating as a cool, clear day inOctober. Abó it ¡s told in a way that is positively irresistible.TheNew York. World says: "The whole book is a refresh-¦«.n**** «ad every review the publishers have teen says readA Woman Named Smith." (A Century book. At allwlutor«ta. Price $ 1.60. )

Hugh Walpole Here
Brilliant English Author
An Enthusiastic Visitor
Hugh Walpole said he had come to

America to have a good time and to
see the country. He frankly acknow¬
ledged that he was lecturing merely
because it was one of the most de¬
lightful ways of travelling about and
"besides," he said, with a wide and
infectious smile, "I rather want to
publicly correct, the impression Ameri¬
cans seem to have of me. They rather
tend to think I'm a bit oldish and ter¬
rible serious, and I'm not, you know,
really."
No, he's not, really. He's tall and

big and blond and young.amazingly-
young to have attained the literarymerit which is justly his. He gives one
the impression of having just come in
from a vigorous tennis match with a
victor's wreath a bit awry on his
blond head and himself somewhat
breathy. But if he is a bit inarticu¬
late in expressing his liking for things
American, he is fairly exploding with
ideas literary.
Ho docsn'*. exactly want to form a

literary society of, British and Amer¬
ican authors, but he strenuously do-
sires to Roe the potential writers o.
tho two countries in closer intimacyFeeling that they now know each otht-,
only through their books, he woul
have them get together and exchang«ideas and metaphorically hold hundí
across the set:.

"After all, you know, we i Englishhave more or less the same likes and
dislikes as yourselves. Take, for in-
stance, the book that is being most-
talked of in England -Somerset Maug-ham's 'The Moon and Sixpence.' I
find it is hailed a:? one of the greatestachievements oí the year by you Amer¬
icans."

"Iiow about Blasco Ibar.e:-:?" I asked.
"Well," Mr. Walpole admitted, "the

"Four Horsemen of ..
' pcer.lyp.,'didn't go very yell in '¦'.¦ YV.i

got' it hero, while tho ¦. -.,- -.-.. .->..:.
on; but wo had it after ist!
and when English people wc.vo fightingshy of anything dealing with the war.
Personally, I feel that it was some¬
what overrated.
"As for war books in general, theysimply don't go at home. In fact, the

writer over there is in a bit of a
bad way. If ho writes of anythingbefore the war, people turn up their
noses and think the author's old-fash
ioned. He can't write of the war be-
cause no one will read it, and we are I
still too near the war to write of any¬thing since it."
Frank* Swinnerton is making a name

for himself in England, nceording to
Mr. Walpole, who expressed surprisethat the books succeeding "Nocturne"
met with small success over here. How¬
ever, he said that the fate of Ernest
Poole had been similar in England."The Harbor" had created considerable
of a ripple, but Poole's succeedingnovels had disappointed hi3 British
followers.

Naturally, tho Daisy Ashford con-
troversy came up during the conver-
sation, and Mr. Walpole emphaticallydeclared that "The Young Visitera"
was actually written by a girl nine
years old, and that the girl's name was
and is Daisy Ashford.

"It is my pleasure," said Mr. Wal-
pole, "to know Miss Ashford. She was ]completely surprised by the huge sale
of her book. She is a woman now
about thirty, enjoying pleasure:! she
had never expected to have. After
finding one's excitement in a trip now
and then to London, it is a bit start-
ling to find a fortune at one'n com-
mand, with all the vista of pleasureswhich it opens up." N. M.

Art and Love
SFRTOOI..ES. By 15. 'Lawrence Dudley. |l'ublisheil by Appleton.

Spriggles, a tenement house waif de-
sorted by his mother, finds a friend in
a philanthropic tugboat captain, who
takes him into his homo and giveshim a start in life. Later, having de¬
veloped artistic talent, a rich spinster
tiikes him in hand. There is the usual
episode with a model, experiences in
Paris, passing fancy for one girl and
final realization of his love for the
companion of his childhood. The storyis not particularly original, but has a
certain interest. - E. B. B.

Did the Maid
of France
Return?.

He was weary and broken,
this soldier of France. Could
he ever light again? Was
France worth his effort? He
flung his tired body down on

the ferns in a little dell . . .

he was done. And then he felt
Ía Presence. A peasant girl

stood there, a girl in a red dress,
with her black hair down her
back, and eyes the color of to¬
paz, and a radiance all about
her , . . And the soldier went
back ... It is one of the
beautiful stories of all time.

THE BROKEN SOLDIER
AND

THE MAID OF FRANCE
By Henry van Dyke

Author of ''The Story of the
Other Wise Man."

1 lluntrated- -16tno..60c.
Richly illustrated in color

By F. E. Schoonover, and page
decorations.«Svo..$1.25

HARPEÏT& VrÖTHERsT
Est. 1817.

LORD AND LADY DUNSANY

Distinguished Irishman and his wife at Dunstall Priory, Shoreham, Kent.

An Interview With Dunsany
Dunsany Qomes to Touch Hands With Amer¬
ica, Which Has Given Him Appreciation

They have spoken softly of this man
whose tales and plays people the outer
darkness, whose gods are forever enjoy-
ing their cosmic jests which bring men
to derision. They have said that he is
of an ancient race, that lie lives the life
of a(recluso and that he writes with a
quill pen. They would have fixed LordDunsany for us in a poet's trance, as
remote as one of his own gods, if he
had not come overseas to call on us, re¬
vealing that he is an intensely alive
person with an eager sun-and-wind
tanned look about him. Ke is large and
clear-eyed and good to look upon. He
has a smile which must have been an
utterly delightful grin when he was a
small boy. He has an Irishman's delightin talking. The man who met reporterswith such zest, who threw so manyfoot-pounds of energy to answeringtheir tired, automatic questions, could
be no recluse. Yet here one fails him
again. To set him so aggressively in
his every-day qualities is to miss him
again.since the truth of personalitylies in no rigid definition. The dualityof genius.the hundred-sidodness of
it, indeed is set subtly on Lord Dun¬
sany.

I approached Dunsany with an un¬
easy consciousness of v. play, recentlypublished in "Atlantic Monthly," "Fame
and the Poet" in which he satirized the
twopenny blarings of the press. \
poet had prepared and tended with
fasting and prayer and work a shrine
i«) Fame, and one morning awoke to find
that the goddess had, indeed, alightedthere. She was beautitful and classical¬
ly noble-looking. But did she proclaimthe striving of his spirit, the beauty of
his vision to waiting posterity? In a
strong cockney accent she shouted
through a window to a breathless multi¬
tude the personal idiosyncrasies, the
vulgar trivialities by which a publicknows its great ones.

"That," said Lord Dunsany, smilingwhen I reminded him of it, "is a littb
unfair to Fume. I wrote it, you see
when I was a very young man.when
in fact, I was unrecognized and had m
fame. It is a young man's very fin«
flourish of disdain. I do want faint
becauso it means appreciation, and
want appreciation immensely because i
means making people see what I see.
have como to America because I wan

j to touch more closely the people wh«
have given mo that. They have givei
me the most a poet can ask for.
"We have no real literary or artiste

life in England, because Englishmenhave still a profound distrust fo
beauty. Drunkness and drama, lon(hair and bad morals. they go togethein the English mind. We admire tin
man with a square jaw, but I have seei
bulldogs with B«^uar«>r jaws. We hav
no knowledge of the holiday of th«
spirit, the incommunicable thing tha
can take us further than ships o
trains."
About the cosmogany of his own ere

ation.those vast, windy kingdoms o
whose ovevshadowirg gods and pitifumortels he is creator, he is immensel
serious. Curiously enough, instinct a
his books are with the spirit and colo
of the East, it was all built on hi
imagination of it long before he ha.
been there, when be was a schoolbo
in Kent, in fact. Even now ho has no
been to India, though it is that land t
which his fabuloua kingdom is moa
akin.

"I do not know whether it is th
stories or the plays for which I car
nost. I began l:y writing stories, b'.i
the play form is so much more vivi
and economical that I find it more ak
'soi hing. First in my love oí them
should pur, the stories and plays of m
country, Ireland. Then those of m
own land. Perhaps some one will com
iifter 1 r.ir. gone and rate the stories n
greater. 1 «to not know. It is neithc
us a dramatist nor as a teller of tale
that I wish to be known. I want ur
derstnnding as a poet, of a poet's vi.'Jen of truth and the preciousness r

the spirit before which all the iron an
steel I«« which we sacrifice so much
paltry.

"1 am foi túnate under the aristc
cratic system that I nave an inherite
¡-.cce of land which is my own, t
vhich I fan £0 and be free of any ma
or scheme.
"Not only in essential spirit, but i

the forms, you will find that what
lave written is poetry. Break any lir
I have written with the free hand <
the vers librist, and you will find thi

föanbed Fires
by.."J".8avi

G. P. PUTNAM'S
SONS

Publishers
New York. London.

.¦...jo can .,«'¦ o. virtuous wviininr
For hrr prie* it far abort ruble*."

Provirbë .rjxtt., 10

With this «a her text, the author -weaves
the »pell of IndU into the page« of "Banked
Fir««*," her latest novel. A beautiful young
English girl-bride of the Magistrate of the
District, suddenly transported to this land
of brooding mystery, finds herself the
storm center of a series of startling events.
She absorbs the pal-ion-swept atmosphere
of the East and is led unconsciously to
the edfre of things. "Banked Fires" is a
novel that will inevitably provoke discus¬
sion and comment.

/?!/ thi; author of 'Thr pi'iight'i-.it-l.au ,"
"Btnner* All,'1 *J.c

At all boohimllcr*.II.«0 net

it falla into such cadences as WaltWhitman's poetry. 'The Tent of theArabs,' for instance, is in absolutehexameter.
"In what order do you rate yourplays?"
"First, 'Alexander,'; a four-act trag¬edy which has never been plaved. ThenI shall put 'The Laughter of "the Gods'

and then 'The Gods of the Mountains.'
i have written twenty plays. Thetwentieth has just been finished. It is
a modern play, and it deals with un-lashionable people in a middle-classsuburb in London.dull, unimaginativepeople, whom I have kindled. Not
many of my plays have been producedin London Russia and America have
seen more than my countrymen. I
want all my plays to be produced, but
I have not the gift for going about to
Bee managers nnd persuading them to
take my plays.* I had one brief ex¬
perience in London with the producingof 'The Golden Doom.' The actor who
did it, a very funny man, thought it
should have a comedy relief, and he
wished the chamberlain played as a
comedy character. I protested that it
was unnecessary, that in this jest be¬
tween gods and men the solemnity of
men was the hugely comic thing. But
the producer smiled indulgently. You
know, in a London theatre the play-
wright's importance is a little below
that of the woman who sweeps out.
Indeed, he follows her, and he cannot
be heard because his voice is choked
with her dust and he is lost to view
in the cloud of it.

"I have been troubled because I have
written plays without getting a chance
to see them played.indeed, not know-
ing whether they ever would be played.
Sometimes they were played ten years
after I wrote them. And so I have
little knowledge» of technical problems
of the theatre. But I am eager to see
them here, and I hope Stuart Walker
will give me a chance to see them be-
fore I return.

"I sometimes think no one could act
in my plays as I could. That is odd,
isn't it? I think often of that invoca-
tion to the Nile in 'The Queen's Ene¬
mies' and wonder if it thrilled an audi-
once as it did me. And when the Nile
rushes in and covers the l'ittle queen's
enemies, one by one. I see her crouch-
ing on the stair beside her nurse. 'Are
they all dead?' she asks, sleepily. 'All.
great, queen,' answers the nurse. And
the queen smiles and creeps upstairs.
She has been frightened and hurt, but
she has had her jam. and the cook has
killed all the ugly black beetles, ami
sho need never be afraid any more,
and so, quite simply and childlike, she
goes to sleep. Did they make, it seem
like that?"

I did not say. I had listened,
thrilled, while he had rolled off rich,
glowing passages from memory and
given the strange names a vibrancy
that no actor had ever been able to
give them, and I felt, too, that he could
have played the little queen better
than any one else.
"Will you recognize .your children.

do you think, when you see them on
the stage?"

"I do not expect them to be as I
have known them. You know that
Shelley said the feeling of a poem and
the form it took were to be compared
to a wave and the scalloped, uneven
imprint its recession left on the sand.
The poem is the fiat imprint of the
feeling. That is a lovely and tiue way
uf putting it. It will be rather like
that, I think." P. D.
-.-.

A Good Idea Badly Handled
MIST OP MQRNIXO. By Isabel Eccle-

.¦tnno Macliay. Published by George II.
Doran Company.
It is unfortunate that the author of

this book allowed coincidence to step
in and spoil what would have otherwise
been an exceptionally good piece of
writing. Through two-thirds of the
story the action moves along unique
and decidedly realistic lines. The char-
acters are markedly individualized and
each one has the pleasing faculty of
being able to meet and handle his pe-
culinr problems in a sane and red-
blooded way. Then when situations
have reached an interesting climax and
the reader wonders how the dickens
David is going to get rid of Clara, who
has engaged herself to him while beinii
passionately entangled with Willard,
and puzzles with considerable interest
over the problem which confronts
Rosme, the author brings in an absurd
German spy, who wants David's ma¬
chine, has Willard steal the plans, get
shot at the feet of the hysterical Clara
and so leave David and Rosme to each
other.
By the thinnest coincidence the story

achieves a conventionally happy end-
ing.something it might justly have
had if the people concerned had been
allowed to settle what after all was not
a particularly difficult problem. In-
stead all right to thoughtful action is
wrested from them and the story
spoiled. However, the book is inter-
esting as a good idea gone wrong.

N. M.

Note Ready

George Barr
McCutchcoii's

New Indiana Romance

SHERRY
At all bookstores. $1.75

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY
Publisher» New York

Altruistic Europe
Gibbons Attacks Allied
Policy» in Colonial Asia

THE NEW MAP OF ASIA V., Herbert
Adams Gibbon». The Centura Company,
New Yoric.
The tremendous expansion of Euro¬

pean power and influence in Asia has
not been accomplished with any verv

scrupulous regard for the niceties c>

ethics anil international law. Thi
British conquest ot' India, the Russo-
British partition of Persia, the terri¬
torial acquisitions ot' the European
states at the expense ol* China, may all
be characterized as acts of ruthless
and predatory imperialism.
According to the point of view ex¬

pressed in Rudyard Kipling's famous
phrase, "the white man's burden," the
Asiatic races have derived inestimable
benefits from being governed, civilized
and Christianized by the altruistic Eu¬
ropeans. Dr. Gibbons sharply attack«
this comforting theory. He cites em¬
barrassing statistics to show the utter
poverty of India as contrasted with the
immense financial profits which Englandlias drawn out of the country. He con¬
tends that most of the Asiatie peoples
are now fully capable of standing on
their own feet, and predicts that a
league of aroused Asiatie nations maydrive the French and English out oftheir colonial possessions in the near
future.

Dr. Gibbons analyzes the break-upof the Ottoman Empire and discusses
the probable future of its subject
races. He devotes a chapter to Zion¬
ism, which he opposes on the groundthat a wholesale immigration of Jews
from Europe and America into Pales¬
tine would irritate the Arab population
of the country and stir «ip endless
raciul friction. He describes the fate
of China and Persia, two nxtion>**Vhich
entered the war on the side of the
Allies only to find their delegations
rebuffed and their grievances' ignored
by the peace conference. Japan's am¬
bitious designs in China and Siberia.
Ihe old clash of Russian and British
imperialism in oentral Asia, the effect-»
of Bolshevism in the Far East, all re¬
ceive a share of the author's attention.Ah may be seen, Dr. Gibbons covers
an extremely wide field, and in some
cases his narrative is inevitably sug¬gestive rr.ther than fully informative.
At the same time the author's lucid
style and excellent sense of proportion
preserve his work from obscurity and
one-sidedne.'s. The fearless, straight¬
forward liberalism which characterised
Dr. Gibbons's earlier writings on the
war are manifest in this work also;
he speaks out his convictions without
the slightest, attempt to propitiate the
powerful forces which are interested in
keeping the Asiatic races in a state
of subjection. He puts the case
against European imperialism vigor¬
ously and succinctly in the following
paragraph :
.'When we examine analytically and

weigh dispassionately arguments ad¬
vanced for the maintenance of Euro¬
pean eminent domain, we realize that
they are based upon principles we
have proscribed. They are the prin¬
ciples of Prussian militarists and of
the German Imperial government. For
European eminent domain ia the doc-
trine ol" the Uebermensh put into
practice. Races, believing in their
superiority, imposed by force their
rule and kultur upon inferió.- races,
European eminent domain has no jus-
tification, unless one believes either
(a' that our particular idea of civili¬
zation-is so essential to the world's
happiness and wellbeing that it must
be built up and spread and maintained
by force; or (b) that 'superior races'
have the right to exploit, or at least
to direct the destinies of 'inferior
races;' or (e) that the bestowal of ma-
terial blessings upon people is ade-

j quate compensation for denying them
the right of governing themselves."

Dr. Gibbons, unlike Mr. Wilson,
seems to take the fourteen points se-
riously. His book may be described

! as a plea for the literal aplication of
the President's dictum that, in con-
sidering the colonial problem, the in-
terests of the subject races should bo
regarded as of equal weight with those
of the governing power. W. II. C.

Treasure Seekers
Amusing Burlesque
Of Popular Situation

SPANISH DOUBLOONS. By Camilla Kev.-
yon. Bobba-bferrill Company, indian-
apolis.
Except for its element of broad bur-

lesque, this story i;; ijuite similar in
general outline to Stevenson's "Treas-
lire Island." There is the same quest
after treasure buried by a godless olo
buccaneer on an obscure island, the
same map revealing the location of the
board, the same skeleton standing like
a sentinel over tiie ill-g.>tten gold. As
in Stevenson's masterpiece, the treas-
ure seekers are surprised by treachery
in their midst, and only escape from
the clutches of ruffians who bear a
considerable resemblance to John Sil-
ver's piratical crew by a series of lucky
accidents.

It \.i only toward the end of the
story that blood-curdling incidents be¬
gin to develop. Most of the book may
be described as an enjoyable, although
rather exaggerated, farce. The princi-
pal actors in it are a qucnilou-' old
maid who vacillates between spiritual¬
ism and affnil's of the heart, a gentle-
man who claims to enjoy a high posi-
tion in financial circles, a strong-
minded woman who plays on the old
maid's weakness and attempts to se-

cure the whole profit of the expedition
for herself, a nugro cook, and, last but
not least, a dog which is discovered on
the island and appropriately named
Crusoe.

Sherry
No Fictitious Kingdom in
McCutcheon's New Book

,

SHERRY. By «îcorRp Barr McCntcheon.
The Dodd, Mead Company. New York.
As the novel opens Sherry Redpath

is pictured laying his last dime upon
the shinv surface of a receptive bar
and huskily announcing that he has
taken his last drink. Unlike many other
mortals who have taken similar resolu-
tions, Sherry sticks to his word, and
remains an edifying model of temper-
anee throughout the book.

After his reformation Sherry's life
runs in two main currents. He is en-

gaged to act as companion to Andrew
Giiman, a wealthy old man with a

reputation as a miser. And he foils
head over heels in love with liorna
O'Brien, a girl whom he accidentally
meets as she is running away from the
tutelage of her well meaning but some-
what austere grandmother. Sherry dis-
suades her from carrying out her rash
project, and finally wins her love after
the conventional series of ups and
downs.

His relations with Mr. Giiman are
more serious and complicated by an
element of mystery. The old man seems

morbidly afraid of some unknown
danger and insists upon being care¬
fully guarded every night. The mystery,
involving as it does a neurotic wife and
a worthless pon, is not cleared up until
near the end of the book, when the
hidden domestic tragedy comes to a
Midden climax with a shocking murder.

Mr. McCutcheon's admirers will find
the best qualities of his work in this
novel: action, excitement, mystery and
humor. The author demonstrates that

I he doe» not hav» to go to Graustark or

I sat beside Hugh Walpole three day*
ago at lunch, It was a small party in a New York
club.an informal gathering in honor of his arrivai,
to which "some gentlemen of the press".as tin-
British graciously phrase it.hail been invited- As I
»at there, the memory of his ten novels rieh ami pleasantlxstirring in my mind-, Walpole himself humorousl) happ>.alert to every flutter of talk that sounded round the table. I
i-ouldnothelp comparing this visit Kith the visit of anotherdbtingui-du-d EugH-di novelist which tunk place 77 vear* ago.(Charles Dirken-« at the age of .'JO paid hi» tii>t \i«*it to the "State-»."What he thought of us may he found in "Martin t hn/^leuit" andIds "American Notes." Mr. Walpole may never -itrite an \meri-
can novel. Whether he does or not there i* more than anarhitrary association of names in the linkiug of Palpóle vithDickens. We need not fray our spirits **ith the debates of thelearned Doctors of Literature as to whether Hugh \t ulpnle i«*less of a romantic sentimentalist or more of a realistic romanti¬cist than tillarles Dickens. These things really do not matter."What does matter tremendously is that here on our o-«n »oil forthe first time since he t-t-as eight year» old i» the man -«-ho. con¬

spicuously, is carrying on the fuient tradition» of the hnglii*!-novel. reviving in hi» hook» the rich, spirited .md heautifulh
human and tender emotions that »tamped the pages ot Fielding.Thackeray and Dickens for nhat they were. Must I cite prooffor this? I think not. \et it it Mere needed one has hut to turn
to such novels as Walpole*« "Fortitude," "The Dark Forest."
"The Prelude to Adventure.** "The tireen Mirror.' ami to thai
last profoundly moving vision of the spirit ot man encased in
the husk of things: "The Secret t'it*.." Hark ye! all h ho cherish
the loveliness, the courage, the transfiguring of the human heart.
Here is a -toting man of some thirty-four >ear». Hi» ten fine
novels have put him h here ten ot his talent and tears have ever
*tood. He come» to n» a» Dickens did the second time.after a
war: hut with what a difference! He i» eager for that contact of
youth with youth m hich shall discover the heauty of America to
England, and vice versa. He i» preoccupied in his novel» noi
with the photographic portrayal of human clay in travail, hut
with that beauty which shine» through and transfigure». That is
the spell he heaten in his page», the iutangihle quality thai
makes "ihe (»olden Scarcero i-*" and his forthcoming "Jeremy"
eo radiant, so like a prism turning in the light and not to he for-

.gotten. Since I sat at lunch with him and looked into hi» level,
humorous eyes the sense of significance in Hugh **A alpole*s vi»it
has grown upon me. He i» the cup-hearer of a ¡tioriou» -oiutagrbrewed in the I8t : Century.the true wine of romance, it Sow»
through hi» ten novels in a rich red »tream. Here i» life again
r-een with the eyes of the spirit. lYrl-ap- it i» a portent, thi»
visit of Hugh Walpole'». America's soul ha» been lUrred «luring
the past five years. In the novels of
this young Englishman it will find
that vision of life which is more

lasting than brass because it is the
vision of beauty.of the human
snirit.and they do not die.

»oui ha» been stirred dnrin-;

Is the French Girl Different?
«*/***-

Kenneth Ware, stationed in
Paris, is a$*oung American lieu¬
tenant of Puritan upbringing.
Andrée, the girl, is of the won¬
derful womanhood oí Prance.
Life for her has been tragic; it
F.eems that there is no future.
Then Kenneth comes along and
they fall in love. Can they
marry ?
Can they be happy . in

America ?
Thousands of French girls

_and American men have asked
that question. How do Kenneth ;*nd Andrée answer if '.'

The Little Moment of Happiness
By Clarence Budington Kcllartd

is not ju.-*t a story. Thousands of leiteis to the author from men
who have been stationed over cas testify to it.-* truth. "I might
imagine," says one lieutenant, "that it wa copied from my expe¬
rience in Paris, it is so similar, and 1 find if to he by far the most,
interesting book I have ever read."

The "Little Moment of Happiness" is a novel you want
to read. Get it at your nearest bookseller's today. $1.60 per
copy.
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by Gouverneur Morris
Suppose you discovered your wile to be in love with
another man. Would you do what the Wild Goose
did.he was an awfully level-headed husband ! .or
would you.?$1.75

Notes of a Camp-
T^^ll^.-ir^-M ON THE WESTERN IRONTFollOWCr By E. W. Hornung
The New York Time» «ay«: As the creator of '.Raffle*'* and author of
many novels compacj of mysteries, intrigues and nerve-stretehing situ
ations, Mr. Hornun*- has won renown. But this ne**** book <>f h:.*
. . . is moro interesting than any novel he has ever penned
and it. is also infused with a peculiar personal quality that quickly draw«
the reader into close sympathy and understanding and K>ri>- i«pf««re he
reaches the end of the volume has developed into a warm personal
regard. S2.00
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other fictitious countries for "thrilling"
plots; he findH an Abundant-« of hair-
raising incidents in the normally quiet
life of a little town in the Middle West.
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