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| HE facts, it appears, are these: On Sept. 12, 1862, Count Leo Tol-
stoy, already famous for some of his stories, recorded in his diary:
“] am in love, as I did not think it was possible to be in love. 1
madman; I'll shoot myself if it goes on like this.” The next day
jod : “To-morrow as soon as I get up, I shall go and tell everything
‘shoot myself.” On September 16 he handed a written proposal of
e to Sophie Andreevna Bers, the daughter of a court physician

%, Sophic Andresvna was pretty, well educated; she had grad-
with honors in literature and had seen some of her work pub-
el; she spoke Russian, French, German, Italign, and later, English,
ple was married on September 23, They settled on the country
asnaya Polyanas where during a long period of happy married
blstoy wrote, among other things, “The '~ sacks” and “War and
‘suce” The Countess bore him thirteen childien, four of whom died,
ﬁz she helped her husband with his manuseripts, proofs and copy-
‘fts,  With the increase of the family her domestic duties exhausted
| ge most of her strength. = A rift appeared in 1874 when Tolstoy lost
ree of his children and an aged aunt he admired and loved. He began
13 look for consolation in some faith he could cling to. “‘His secking for
§ inuth became acute. He econtemplated hanging himself. A
 gitit which rejected the existing religions, progress, science, art, family,
had been growing stronger and stronger in Leo Nikolaevich and he was be-
coming gloomier and gloomier.” This quest was something she could not
understand. He had changed and she had not tagged after him; she had
been deprived of these hazardous adventures of the spirit by the practical
necessity of keeping her house in order and caring for her children. The
rift widened. Tolstoy, spurred on by his gadfly, became cruel: “At one
time he thought of taking a Russian peasant woman, a worker on the|
iynd, and of secretly going away with the peasanta to start a new lifc:
he confessed this to me.” He did go away, one night when the poor

mmitg Leo Nikolaevich came back, and without coming to me, lay |
fo¥n on the couch down stairs in his study. In spite of my cruel
mins, I Tan down to him; he was gloomy and said nothing to me. At
wven o'clock that morning our daughter Alexandra was born. I could
never forget that terrible, bright June night.” Tortured with the idea
B ikat he should live a true, early Christian life, give away his money and
B moperty to the poor and work the land, peasang fashion, he proposed
ftis awful scheme to his wife She thought, quite properly, that it was
mdoess; it was well enough for him to be so quixotic, but she, whose
grength  had been wasted in childbearing would have thereby been
forced to add to her cares and labors the drudgery of washing and cook-
ingand tilling the land. Tolstoy found a sympathetic ear in one Chert-
iov, & man who appears from Countess Tolstoy’s testimony, to have been
asinister, if not designing figure, who abetted the tormented old man in
tig withdrawal from his family. Of Chertkov, Countess Tolstoy became
| iolently jealous, for Tolstoy no longer econfided in her, and there were
grange conferences between the two. She confesses obliquely to prying |
srough Tolstoy’s papers, and eavesdropping. Tolstoy proposed to deed |
#r all he owned to her and she, with a bit of theatricalism, cried out,
| % you wish to hand over that evil to me, the creature nearest to you! |
{lo not want it and I shall take nothing!” Of course, though the prop- |
aty was evil in Tolstoy's eyes, it was not evil in her eyes; and the reader |
els that she played here her last trupm, and that it lost. The end was |
iragic, Tolstoy went away. The two records, Countess Tolstoy’s in |
this beok and Tolstoy’s side of it in the notations he made on the train, |
should be read together. !'
Throughout this tragical little life story there runs an unreason-!
able ery of injustice. 'The unhappy woman felt when she wrote it that |
life had been cruel to her (and it had); but she felt also that she had,
hieen' injured willfully and cruelly by Tolstoy and by others. It is with a
sense of avenging herself, rather more than of Justifying herself (and
she needed no justification) that she consented to write this autobiog-
raphy. Toward the end of her recital there is a terrible, a feminine, cen-
tence—her final triumph of revenge: “I shall not describe in detail Leo
kaohavich’s going away. So much has been and will be written about
i but no ome will know the real cause. Let his biographers try to find out.”
Itis but the dramatic story of a woman married to0 a man who is
driven by the gadfly of genius. After a brief gpell his concerns inevit-
ably were not hers, for the important, the goading thing in his life was
e satisfaction of an inner necessity, something she could not know, nor
te, its victim, know, except that it, was the only thing that mattered.
Tolstoy was mad; he was eruel; he was tyrannical; he was pitiable. Peace
A his escape came upon him, and absolution: “The fear passes. And
fty for her rises in me, but no doubt at all that T have done what I
wght to do.” Before one subseribes as a moral to this story:
"gnung- woman, beware in marrying a genius,” let me observe that
Chantess Tolstoy failed to appreciate that, though her life was, at times,
abell, it wag interesting, and that there were moments of happiness that

swald have overbalanced all else.
L

. “THE CROCK OF GOLD" (Macmillan) by James Stephens, a new
dition, illustrated by Wilfred Jones. This is one of the profoundest
Wotks of philosophy ever written, in that it reduces all philosophy to
i gbsurdity and slays gravity with a smile. It is a book which should
H}sht #ll sentient beings of commendable taste and derent intelligence,
Iis peculiarly irish and elfin; that is to say, gay and grave, irresponsible
f’“d sagacious, capricious, wise, good humored and close to the soil.
Tongue in check, brows contracted in serious mien, this nimble witted
and Imaginative writer builds up carefully one after another the most
plausible awguments for religious faith, for paganizsm, for earnestness,
for frivolity, for wisdom, for ignorance, for every notion, faith and
ideal and they shatters each argument inte bits with sudden bursts of
laughter, It is.a wize and beautiful book, written from the heart, multi-
}.“d‘“““-‘- in ifg facets of interest, as variable as life. It is a book like
_"“_‘8’?"." Wherein you will find what you are seeking, no matter what it
85 1t 1s the crock of gold at the end of the rainbow.

& # *
“ROSSETTI AND HIS CIRCLE” (Doubleday, Page) by Max
bohni. In a characteristic preface to this delicious bpok of drawings
and tomments, Mr. Beerbohm writes: “Perhaps you have never heard of

M6l In that case I must apologize still more profusely. But even
You, flushed though you are with the pride of youth, must have heard of
tl}5"'§!:124:|1-ia. era. Rossetti belonged to that—though he was indeed born
Hine years hefore it and died of it nine years after it was over.” Here

Wit and irony edged with appreciative satire, for Mr. Beerbohm jests
®utly where his love lies warmest. It was Rossetti, the bulky, dreamy,
®meantic, and his intense little circle of beauty worshippers, patheti-

Y 8t odds with a prosaic and utilitarian environment, who alone
ong the mid-Victorians commanded Mr. Beerbohm’s admiration and

i and for that reason he'is able to view them with a satiric humor

8dds to rather than detracts from their luster. He has been uncanny

g each picture evoke what is precisely one’s idea of that era;

% drawings are in character with the times they depict. Here we see
. eager and diminutive Swinburne, wasp-waisted, with a mass of

. “atly red hair and a wispy blond mustache, leading a granite-like
"2 to Rossetti’s house; Coventry Patmore, a lanky yokel, impassion-
| 7 reciting poetry; Meredith, the dandy, urging Rossetti to come for
§ "Mk in the glorious sunshine; Browning, like a poetic financier, pre-
<. X an austerely Victorian lady of fashion to Rossettl, who is dressed
i."hﬁl’er'n blouse and dressing slippers. The best legend in the boo™
_‘hgl'lbed to a drawing which represents Benjamin Jowett viewing
“etti's mural depicting the quest of the Holy Grail. Mr. Beerbohm

§ the sole remark likely to have been made by Professor Jowett

§ Pines the o
' e i i Grail when they found it,
B 5 koig Go,.0 With e

: *® e e
%‘"OUTSPQKEN ESSAYS” (Longmans Green) by William Ralph
™ the second series of discussions by the not altogether gloomy
@ﬁ&'a Patrick’s, in London. Muci: of the fire is gone out of these
Breat but there remains, if no. much to put one’s teeth into, a
‘hm of very good writing. In his confession of faith he tells
E eves in the reality of absolute values—Truth, Goodness and
"lldu‘” Which is not a very staggering declaration on the part of the
90 elergyman whose outspokenness most frequently makes the first
“The worst enemies of Christianity are

%,” we are told, and “It is the duty of the clergy to speak
Uh,” and so forth. The impression deepens that Dean Inge is,
é" an Oxford schooling and no schooling at all, the Billy

the newspapers.

yoman was racked by the pains of childbirth: “At four o’clock in the

the strangs spe
]

s News a

na Reviews of Books and Authors

Gordon Hill Grahame, of Lakefield, Ontario, has been awarded the
$2,500 prize for the best novel by a Canadian, offered by the Messrs,
Hodder & Stoughton and the Musson Book Company, of Toronto. Mr.
Gruhan_le"s novel is “The Bond Triumphant,” a picture of old Quebec.
The judges of the contess suggest that Mr. Grahame is likely to super-
sede Sir Gilbert Parker in literary prestige among writers on Canadion
themes. More than 250 manuseripts were entered in the contest. The
verdict in Mr. Grahame's fovor was unanimous.

Napoleon the Little

By Esther Murphy

THHE SHCOND EMPIRI.
Guedalln, 3. P, Putnam Sons,

HE Second Empire has always
had something of the air of
& historical anti-elimax. It
has seemed like an inadequate
and superfluuous sequel to the tre-
mendous drama in which the firat Na-
poleon astounded the world with the
spectacle of his exaltation and his
downfall, And the star of Napeleon 11T
iz dim beside the remembered splendor
of that prodigious comet which van-
iched into the darkness of Saint
Helena. But Mr, Philip Guedalls has
written a book about Napoleon III in
which that extraordinary man and his
experiment in imperiallsm are por-
traeyed in a way which makes one real-
ize their importance and their signifi-
canco.

Mr. Guedalla's method in “The
Second Empire” will inevitably suggest
a comparison with that of Lytton
Strachey in “Queen Viectoria.” They
are alike, inasmuch as they may both
be said to consist In the relentless ap-
plication of irony to aceepted historical
values. But the resemblance ceases
there, and the subtle malice which
My, Strachey bringa to bear upon the
sanclities of the past, is very different

from the vein of elaborate satire in
which Mr. Guedalla writes.

Mr. Guedalla's style, which iz one
of the outstanding features of his
book, iz euriounsly uneven. t its best
it is extraordinarily brilliant and ef-
fective, and at its worst it is preten-
gious and inept. Mr. Guedalla is capa-
ble both of genuine wit and of a
labored and tedious facetiousness, and
in his efforts to arrive at the one he
frequently relapses into the other. But
both the merit and the defect of Mr.
Guedalla’s style lie in his epigram-
matic faecility.

Mr. Guedalla has a very unususl tal-
ent for coining eritical epigrams, which
he uabuses to an extraordinary degree.

By Phillp

ing his ideas into epi h ;
quently goea to such lengths in his
‘letermination to do so that one some-
times suspects that the ideas them-
selves may be no more than pretexts
for the epigrams. But despite an os-
tentatious striving after effect, which
oceasionally lends his conclusion an
air of insincerity, Mr. Guedalla’s tal-
ents are of & very higih order, and he
has written a book which is one of the
most brilliant and original pieces of
historical eriticism that has appeared
in years. \
L] L
HE Second Empire was the reality
T into which Napoleon ITI translated
the dream which dominated kis life,
and its history is inseparable from
his. Mr. Guedalla shows his: recog-
nition of this fact by making the career
and the character of the Emperor_th_e
main theme of his book., The portrait
which Mr. Guedglla draws of Nspol'qu
III gives an extremely just and vivi
conception of one of the most mis-
understood fizures of modern times.
Neapoleon III appeared in history ms
the heir and the successor of a man
of whom it was said “he has caatds
doubt upom all pest glory I'a‘nd mahe
all future renown impossible.’ By the
very name which he bore he inevitably
challenged = comparison which could
never be to his advantzge. To the
idolators of his uncle he was a pygmy
treading in the footsteps of a titan.
To those to whom the whole Bona-
partist tradition was abhorrent he
embodied all the vices, without pos-
sessing any of the genius, of the great
Napoleon. And yet this man, who has
been denounced both as a
and as o villain, was neither. L
Mr. Guedalla gives proof of rare in-
pight in his portrayal of his somplex
character in " 'a% tha adeenturer and
- ~alist were so strangely blended.
He has Stk ;aue x;un :rﬁ{- the true
explanation of Napoleen 's career
lny? in his profound snd unshakable
belief in his own destiny. For Na-
poleon III was & man whose entire life
was controlled by & single motive. He
had before him alwaya the memoxx of
his uncle, the lieutenant of artillery
who mounted the throne of Chag-
lemagne, and in his heart was the co
viction that it wms decreed that h!
shonld rule over France. It wae &
faith which never forscok him through-
out all the wvicissitudes of his life,
which lglmu;;l him in prh%n ;mll in
axile ted him finsily to the Falace
lg‘uﬂérhl- |

of the :
'he history of Napoleon III affords
s aetani of

© Both of them refer to pol é‘ u,nvg__gr}flf

W

Guedalla has summed

He is so obviously bent upon translat-
ams, and he fre-

by the acomplishment of |

weakling |

|

1

8 man who |

this failure in a very concise and pene-
trating way:

“It is the trn‘fedy of Napeleon III
that he did not die until twenty years
after his life had lost its purpose, He
had lived, since he came of ege, by the
light of a single atar which shone
above the Tuileries and would make
him. as he believed, Emperor of the
French. . . He followed it, and at
iorty-five, a pallid man with dull eyes,
he was Emperor of the French and the
husband of a beautiful woman, But
the star flickered and failed since on
attaining his purpose he had loat it;
it was the tragedy of an arriviete who
arrived. + + He had been a8 man of
one idea and when it was accomplished
he wus left without one. It was as
though a man ghould climb a ridge of
high hilla and then have no direction
for the great walk slong the sum-
mita."

L]

HE very qualitiea which had made

Napoleon IIT the most successful
of Pretenders, made him the least
forlunate of Monarchs. In him there
was far more of the dreamer than the
man of action; and he was perpetunlly
haunted by schemea for the better-
ment of the human race. It was one
of the strangest features of Napoleon
III's character, that, although he de-
stroyed a republic to found his empire,
his political sympathies were avowedly
liberal. It was an incensistency that
puzzled Europe, like 80 much else
ahont him. And Queen Victoria gave
naive expression to the bewilderment
with which he inspired his contempoz-
aries, when she called him “a myster-
ious man.”

But Burope slse thought him more
formidable than he really was. Like
many men who are engrossed by an
inward vision, he had an outward
gerenity which gave him the appear-
ance of a strength that he did ot
possess, He was eseentially a vision-
ary, and he went dewn to defeat be-
fore an opponent who was one of the
most relentless realists who heve ever
lived.

My, Guedalla has written an extraor-
dinarily moving account of the strug-|
gle between Bismarck and Napoleon IIT,
and of the final catastrophe of Sedan;
where hefore the onslaught of the
legions of Prussia the Second Empire
erumbled into dust. He quotes the let-
ter which Napoleon III wrote to the
Empress in that hour of agony, when he
realized that all was finally lost, “Ma
chére Eugenie—I1 m’est impossible de
te dire ce que j'si souffert et ce gue
je souffre. J'aurais préferé la
mort a étre temoin d'une capitulation
8i desasztrense. . Et encore 5i
mes tourments etaiert concentres fei!
Je pense a toi, & nuire fils, a notre
je puis au

malheureux pays. . . .

desespoir.” He had believed so firmly
in his destiny that when it failed him
there was nothing left. But there had
always been m certain grandeur in his
agpirations and it was not absent from
his end. There have been emperors
whose downfall was less noble than
the one which he met on the fleld of
battle, at the head of the army which
he had refused to forsake. But his
dream was over, and there remained
for him only exile and death. The
future belonged to Bismarck, and that
other empire which had arisen trinm-
phant from the ruins of Sedan—and to
the remorseless ironies of time which
had decreed its passing at the Marne,

BASIL KING’S
Fine New Novel

DRAMATIC new

A version of the tri-
angle—a man is be-
trothed to a society girl
and secretly married to a
waif; both Iove him: to
both he is bound by ties of
honor. The author of “The

Inner Shrine” solves it for
you unforgetably.

THE
DUST FLOWER

Wherever Books are Sold. 3200
HARPER

|
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GUSTAVE GEFFROY is

president of the academy

° founded by the Goncourts.

But he is more than this,

He is director of the Go-

beling factories; he is a friend of Mr.
Clemenceau: he has a geore of volumes
of art criticisma to his eredit; he has
written many books deseriptive of the
French provinées as well ae several
novels. As president of the Académio
F}oncuurt he is, by definition, a natural- |
ist. His philosophy is the philesaphy |
of the School of Life, the Love of Life. |
Life and Truth are the pillars of his |
church. Even apart from his presi- |
dency we know this to be true because |
he is anti-clerical, |
Mr. Geffroy has published a volume !
of tales which he calls “La Comédie
Bourgeoise,” It ia in the tradition of
naturalism, As witness: |
“The Singing Master.” Séruphin!
Berckmann leads o modest oxistence, !
loving only musie. On the night when |
his favorite pupil has curried off a tri- |
umph at the opera he sits alone and re- |
flects that his mission is ended. There
is a knock nt the door. She enters with |
her faithful servant to announce *hat

she hag come to sup with him and that
she will retain him as her teachor “if

you will permit me to increase your
fees.”

“The School for Mothers.” Mme.
Lon

g}ecourt waa not only well but ele-
gantly preserved. Walking one day
with ner twenty-year-old =on, che aver-
hears two common men exchanging re-
marks ahout her appearance. She and
her gon ara troubled. The next duy she
pute on the habiliments of wsn old
woman,

“The True Mother,” Mme, Rollet had
no child by her husband, who mal-
treated her. She adopted a daughter.
When she died the daughter lesrned
the truth. “Why did she not tell me,”
wailed the girl, “I should only have
loved her the more.”

“The Attraction.” Divorced without
alimony, Mme. Legandre rears her
daughter in discreet poverty. One day
they meet the father on the Champs
Elysées. He finds his daughter to be
A pretty %irl, spoils her, she prefers
to leave her mother for lLim. Tha
mother resigns her.

“The Misunderstanding.” A widower
and his daughter have sacrificed them-
sclves to one another, he refraining
from remarrying, she remaining un-
married, One day they reproach each
other. The storm over, the daughter
says: “There! Now we shall alwavs
stay with mamma.”

“The Standard Beesrer.” M. and
Mme. Roulier decide that their daugh-
tar shall be married only to a young
man of proper ideas and unimpeach-
able conduet. He appears one day, the
Standard Bearer of the Sons of Saint
Sévérin. The marringe takes
the parents perceive that he iz an
ignoble addict to alecohol and must be
put into an asylum.

“Lionnette’s Child.” Lionnette dances
in a music hall and the fashion in
which she cenducts herself with gen-
tlemen is deplorable. A young man
does her a great wrong. Later one of
his pals is astonished to see her push-
ing ire!orc her, sweetly and gravely, a
baby carringe. She is poing “straight.”
Maternity has.uaveg her;

My tasta is, I suppose, naive, but I
confess that M. Geffroy's book gave
me not a little pleasure, There is a
noble frankness sbout these ineffably
virtuous atories from real life (by the
Mastor of the School of Life) that
warms my heart. . . Oh, you are
right. In another mood I might have
flung the book out of the window. But
I am just ss glad I was not in that
mood,

In the preface to M. Geffroy’s “La
Vie Artistique” M. Edmond de Goneourt
wrote: “You are the writer of a most
admirable snd pictorial style, a style
colered just to the right point, poetic
and technical at once, a style which |
brings ideas into the light; in brief, |
the most beautiful modern French that
is being written.”

Well, let it go at that. Put it that
I haven’t said a word and that father
Goncourt, writing in his barn on the
Boulevard Montmorency, was right.

Every few days some one sends me,
from the erroneous impression that I
am a potential bookbuyer, an attrac-
tive prospectus. I am just as glad to
have it. DExcepting =8 bhookseller's
eatalogue, whose variety it lacks, noth-
ing is more interesting than a prospee
tus. It is always printed on excellen
paper in beautiful type.  Sometimes
thers is a specimen page which one
reads, beginning in the middie of one
beautiful sentence, end ending half-
vay through snother. Occasionally, a
colored plate accompanies the an-
nouncement, and, when this is ‘tipped’
to the paper it may be removed with-
out difffculty and employed to cover a|
apet on the wall paper of one's garret. |
I have lutely had these. y

1. Announcement of an edition “en

r
4

By Lewis Calantiére

"work of M.

| were published,

6t 160 franes.

{copies comipose the edition.

lace and |

talian, with & new French tranalation
by M. André Pératé, curator of the
museum of the Palace of Versailles,
The particulsr featurs of this princely
book is a eollection of woodeuts made
after a series of
drawings by Bott

|
|

sgrande luxe” of the “Divine Comedy” in | ATOLLS OF THB SUN,

hitherto unpublished !
icelli, in the style of

the seventeonth century Florentine on. |

gravera. The:

are of great beauty, the
acques Beltrand. Three
Eubhshnd for 1,800 francs.

and twentysfive coples

volumes are
Two hundre

2. A new wdition of “Ulysses” ia an-
nounced, “published by John Kodker
for the Egoist Press,” and will be on sale
at Shakespears & Co., 10 Rue de 1'Odéon,
The text is complete,
the format slightly smaller than that
of the first edition. Two thousand

8. Under_the editorial direetion of
Mr. Ezra Pound, a new veniure, th
Three Mountains Press, 19 Rue d'Antin,
is about to publish the following
books: “Indiseretions,” by Pound;
Women and Men,” by F. M. Hueffer;
“Elimus,” by B, C, Windeler; “The
Greal American Novel,” by Carlos Wil-
liams; “England,” by H. M. Gould-

and  “Blank,” J] t M.

| Hemingwny. There are throe Eng:liah-'

men and three Americans (if Pound is
to be reckoned with the latter. It is
not certain that this would please him).
Hemingway is a pro'égé of Sherwood
Anderson, whoss work I greatly admire
and in w’hoso continued development 1
have much faith,

"Thgau books,” says the notice, “will
be printed on handsome paper in nn
edition limited to 300 numbered copies.”
The aim of the press is to free prose
writers from the necessity of present-
ing their work in the stock-sized vol-
ume of commerce. By printing T. E.
Hulme's poems at the end of “Ripostes”
and by erranging the first collection of
“Imagistes” Mr., Pound asserted the
}Jrln&:lp]e that a man might writa a
e

w good dp_ogms + « + "and pre-
sent an individuality or o body of
work” And so forth. It would be

(who is an intelligent man) thought
he had said something new. Poetry
Bookshop (London) might have made
a chapbook of Mr. Hulme's verses and
given them, perhaps, more viaible form
thun the burial they received. Who
could be certsin that “Hulme” was
not & name invented by Mr. Pound?
As for “Imaglistes™ it was o smnll an-
thology rather than an “assertion of
prineiple.,” But the novelty of a plan
for publishing homogoneous flction in
small books is less impgrtant than the
quality of the literature. “The present
prose,'” it is sald, “is Jamesian, Impres-
sionigt, Vorticist, if these terms are
given a vague enough meaning,” Thia
is typical of the loose and ambiruous
critical style personal to Pound. Fortu-
nately, his instinet for the beautiful
is more than his faculty for communi-
cating it.

Subseriptions are beging received at
%2 a volume, payable on publication.
| 4, We are advised, finally, of =
guarto on the Italian improvised
comedy, by P. L. Duchartre, o young

brought together a fascinating and
widaely scattered documentation, in-
cluding more than two hundred old
and modern engravings, showing the
evolution of the well known conven-
tional characters concerned in this
type of comedy.

and entertaining prose forms a wvalu-
able and interesting contribution to
the history of the theater. The book
will be published at about 60 francs
by the Librairie de France.

A collectlon of gay and curious
Brazilian legends by Mr. Duchartre,
illustrations in color by V. Monteiro, a
Brazilian painter, is being
by Tolmer, Quai d’Anjou,
ings are deft and highly original.
have ne doubt that if the book gets to
America they will be freely adapted
by advertising illustrators.

A Modern Ulysses

Dr. I'erdihand Ossendowski, the author
of “Beasts, Men and Gods,” got the
material for his book by a journey few

would care to emulate. The author is
a Pole, and was a professor of eco-
nomic geograghlr‘ at the Petrograd
Polytechnic when the Reds came into
power. He fled to Siberin to save his
lifs, and to escape from there set o
alone and sfoot in the winter of 1820
through the pathless foresta of the
Yenisei. From thence he traversed
Outer and Inner Mongolin and Tibet
to the borders of India, where bandits
forced him to turn vack av the passcas.
He retraced his way almost to the
gshores of Lake Baikal and finally got
back to civilization through Manchuria.
He spent some time in Urga, where
dwells “The Living Buddha,” wor-
shipped 82 a god by miliiona of Bud-
dhista. Since then ¥m has been at the
Washington peace conference as at-
tuche of the Polish Legation, and like-
wise he attended the Genoa conference
on behzlf of Poland.

spirit and strange charm.”

Far Away
Birds in Town and Village.
The Purple Land.
Idle Days In Patagonia.
A Shepherd’s Life. Mr. Hudson's
Adventures Among Birds.
Birds of La Plata. 2 vols,. Limite

The Boolk of a Naturalist.
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W. H. HUDSON

John Galsworthy: “With the passing out of W. H.
Hudson the English-speaking world, perhaps the wide
world, has lost its most unique personality. He is quite
irreplaceable. Happily his work preserves for us his rare

It is this spirit that enchants the readers of
and Long Ago. The story of his carly years. With portrait. $3.00

His first work, recently reissued. - 4!
“Written with infinite charm."—Christopher Morley. 2.00

A Crystal Age. The highest achievement of a great styliat and a great

A& jon of his individuality. = 2.00
neg :xp‘re“lon o 3 IN ‘w!. z-m
own favorite among his writings. 3.00

“A joy to all lovers of wild life." Ilus, 3.00

Dead Man’s Plack andAn 01dThorn. Tragic folk tales, ;
A Traveller In Little Things. A revelation of beauty in minor things.
The Naturalist in La Plata.Describea the very heart of tropical nature.

ed., $15.00; on large % 35.00
$ gc paper 2
3.00
3.00
Makes even snakes 4 3.00

A Hind in Richmond Park. In press, to be published this fall.
Mr. HUDSON'S books are obtainabls at any booksiore; or, if niot, from

4.00

1 Fifth Ave., New York
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DON MARQUIS’s

THE REVOLT

Droll and humorous short stories by the author of The Old
Soak. The new collection contains, among other yarns, the

that should rank with Mark Twains' famous story, The Jump-

At all Bookstores, sz.s@: ;
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The South

Seas Again

By Stewart T. Bea;:h

By Fredertok

O'Brien. The Century Company.

0 THOSE whu have made ‘he
acguaintance of  Frederick
O'Brien through the two pre-
vious volumes which he has
published, recounting adven-

tures and experiencea in the islands
of the far Pacifie, "Atolls of the Sun”
will need little introdustion. Its name
and auothorship will be sufficient %o
assure its resders thet they may ex-
Eect the same kean delight which they
ave experienced In the zmbulatory,
almost gossipy. record of days spent
upon the carious islanda of the Scuth
Hans to which distance lends the charm
of mysterions enchantruent.

Mr. (’Brien sets zali from Tahiti
fur the “Dangerous Archipelago,” that
rroup of coral islands to which mari-
ners, in memory of the ships which
had *‘been lost upon the trencherous
reefs, had givern severzlly the names
of the Hal
Archipelago
His

and the Pernicious
wanderings

Ia
carry him

through the atolls which compone the
group, te be coneluded in anolher viait:

to the Marquesas Islands oand (he re-
turn to Tahiti.
the voyrge promises none of the de
lightful romancing irts which the na:
rative extends, %‘hv aaithor has the
faculty ¢f weaving sll of the deteils
ot his  experiences. geogiaphical and
gopicitical s 8. anthropological and
archirological  observatlome, with the
storics and’‘Bdventuras of the natives
into an @ecount which rivala fiction
in its pure interest ¢f narrative.

And his is not the mecopnt of a
chunce traveler ecl down by fate in
unfamiliar ahores withovi knowledge
of the eountry, ita customZ or ita peo-
ple, His interest ia almost that of the
student, &nd coupled with his narrative
arc accounty of the remarkable pic-
torial effecte obinined by tattoolng in
the Marquesss, of pearl diving, and of
the remeinc of a vast civilization upon
Easter Island, with ite énormous idols,
seventy feet in length and carved from
ihe solid rock, bearing in their wvis-
ages A striking lkeness to the gods of
tha Ineay which have been exhumad in
Pern,  I'ascinated by the possibilitiea
proposed by thease resemblnnees, he re-
hearses the sclentific theorles which
would "place, prehiatorieally, a conti-
nent: in the stretch of ren between
South America and the Wastern isl-
ands, thereby accounting for the iden-
tical customs of }:eopleu in two such
slienated parts of the world and for
the basie steck eof Caucasian blood
which seems to underlie the later in-
fusion of a forelgn people apparently
indigenous to the South Seas.

L] L] L]

Mr, O'Brien’s account of the influx of
missionaries to the people of the,isl-
ands is perlaps one of the most in-
teresting in the book. Sinee he often
comes across the effects of Christian-
ity in his wanderings, the narrative is
an often reecurring one. Roman
Catholicism, Mormonism and Seventh
Day Adventism seem to be the reign-
ing adherencee, and, according to his
account, sectarianism is even more
, bitter and pronounced than it has been
| in more civilized countries. Ever-
changing laws gsws the ascendancy at
one time to the Catholics, then re-
turned it to the Protestants, but even
among the latter there was the bitter
strife of gect. The reader gtops with
Mr. O'Brien’'s comment to reflect upon
the Paumotman’s capacity for serious
interest in the religion of the Chris-
tians., "“The fact was,” he says, “that
it was not Msr to kee% Polynesians at
any heat of religion. They wanted en-
tertai t and am t, and if a

Edmwned Itlands, the Low

The drad outline of |

performunce of a religious rite, 8 sers
rion, revival, confurence or other sol-
nee or diversion was not offered thev
| were inclined to seek telnxntion, and
even pleavure, whers it might be had.
Monotony was tlie subsiance of thoir
days, and raiief welcomed in the most
trifiing incident or change.”
. - L]

Throughout the narrative, the names
of Tobert Louis Stevenson, Jack Lon-
don and Yaul Ganguin constantly re-
cur, &s the author finds in some
Etrange place or amoeng soma distant
peopls, the record of their visits to the
South' Seae. To the !atter he devotes
w chapter in retelling several of the
tales of CGuuguin’s friends and Aequnint.
ances whoee stories throw new fighs
upon. the character of the strango
Frenchman who sought the true ex-
gression of his art in his desire to bo
“wise and a barbarian.” The influence
of Gauguin persists in thoe South Seas,
rond vhough time has obliteratod even
the spot of his last resting place, he
tatill Jives in the memories of the men
'who knew him,

One might eontinue at considerable
length in detailing the ramifications
into which r. 0'Brien's narrative
ds him. The temptation iz great.
1 mand of the book is contupious and
ita author is one ef those delightful
pcan eu v.'huse 5'1-01'1‘2‘5 never tire.
Coupled with & keen perception and
nterest in detail, he has the journal-

i
| ist's senge of o good ttory and these
two, in turn, he combines with a rather
| pleasant, lazy manner of tei'ing which
seemz almos=t to toke its mood from the
|tempur of the South Seans.

[inge the

Supplement-
uninteresting ac-

| counts ns, Mr. O'Brien’s
rwork pats a vivacity and charm into
the daily life of the inhabitants of his
adopted izies which heightens their

exotic interest and accomplishes a feat
mort difficult te travelers in strange
lands in making the scenes and persons
he has seen live for his readers,

A Hazardous Cruise

THE CRUIEE OF THE HIPPOCAMPUE,
By Alfred F. Loomis, Tho Century Com-

pany.
28-foot yawl without flirting

O with serious disaster. Before

Eune had traveled many thousands of
miles one might be expected to have met,
with a few difficulties in the nature of

hurricunes, waterspouts and hidden
sho®&; and if one emerged safely from
the ruise one might have reason to
 thank the Goddess of Good Fortune. Cer-
"tainly the navigators of “The Hippo-
campus” had ample cause to be thank-
ful, for the author and his two com-
panions, who were the only passengers
on this tiny craft, came repeatedly
within a hairsbreadth of destruction
on their voyage from New York to Pan-
ama. Onee the author incautiously
ventured over the vessel’s zide, and u
shark came within an ineh of making
? mer]l of him; once he was almosi
rozen when caught in a severe rain-
storm in tropical waters; once their
little ship came near being erushed by
A ten-ton rock, and several times the
adventurers were seriously menaced by
storms. For all that they had a de-
lightful trip, and something of the
thrill and pleasure of the undertaking
iz conveyed to the reader in the writ-
ten account of the cruise, wherein we
have a sprightly and amusing record of
every incident from the time when the
voyage was but an improbable futur
event until the moment when the voy-
agers alight triumphantly at Balbos.
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The Mother
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Eighth large printing!. $2.00 everywhere!

By ROBERT KEABLE
Author of “Simon Called Peter”

intevesting story, who feel the thrill of adventure . . . and of
going to find & great delight in this

ing character in the book is the vivid, passion

, but generous Pamela, who dabbled in strange

rigks, hesides playing an ugly game from ex-

ew York Times. ’ '
“Mr. Kenble has power we knew

wit’k use, He is n big _m:mm B -hewm

#ad it possesses potent s
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GARGOVYLES

T

r thirty. ., . . He is boast
; he i1s cockily ecoiisiio- Lut

after Gargoyles I am prepared to admit he has a
right to be. He has, I think, more talent, more intelligence,
more experience, more assurance thon an
post-war generation of American writers.

cerned with the life and times and opinions of George
Basine, a Chicago lawyer with political aspirations, and his

mem e
Gargoyles is con-

aintances. . The story
Sabbath dawn, with two young

men emerging from a lupanar. One is Basine, who is brazen
and intelligent enough to stare his Puritan conscience out of
countenance and forget his sordid dereliction in an easily
The other is Keegan, a human jelly-
fish, whose stock of platitudes demand that he be distress-

are given here, in a few mas-
ysical lineaments and mental
Basine’s mother, his two sis-
1f, the men the sisters are

interested in, and the close friends of the family. The ac-

one of bitter disillusion, but
stic verity and the psychologi-

cal verisimilitude of this exposition. . . .

st, most lucid, most exact and

It seems as if in answer to those

the verbal corruscations and

epithetical opulence of the lyric ‘Erik Dorn,” Mr. Hecht

he could write well and pow-
ams and brilliant phrases and

ysin strange and arresting mectaphors.” .— Burton Rascoe,

of All Livin

“Those who care for a rich and
meet-

“Far end aws
intelligent,

amshr-ml” «..thisisa

—The Boston Transcript.
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