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Thus Spake Mrs. Zarafhustra

By Will Cuppy
TKB CLASH. By Storm Jameson. Uttie.
Brown * «Co.
MARGARET STORM JAMESON

wa« bom in Whitby, on the
Yorkshire coast of England,
several less than thirty years
ago. Somewhere around 1920

(her«, too, authorities are vague) she
married Mr. C. Dougan Clark, of an old
American family of Yorkshire descent.
They have one son, Billy Storm Clark.
I hope he takes after his mother.

Beside» "The Clash" Storm Jameson
ha« wri\i*n two novels . "The Pot
Boils" (1919) and "The Happy High¬
ways" (1920).-and "The Modern Drama
in Europe" (1921), has published
weighty articles on the social and eco¬
nomic relations of England and the
united States in "The New Europe"
and has been assistant editor of "The
Commonweakh."

After completing a scholarship at
Leeds University she wrote her study
of the drama for her master's degree
at London University. In this thesis,
either in spite of or because of her
knowledge of her subject, she made no
faintest mention of the United States.
This surprised me, if nobody else, since
in a thesis of my own written for a
similar purpose a few years earlier at
the University of Chicago, I had
reached the conventional hand, and
even an arm and leg or two across the
sea, in connection with something
about the Elizabethans, I forget Just
what.
Some of the above information I

have lifted verbatim from the jacket
of "The Clash." I pass it along in the
belief that anything whatever about
Storm Jameson is important in the
eiribmstances, perhaps more importantthan criticism of the work she has
done c? far. I* r» a mean thing to say,
but Miss Jameson is a writer of the
most brilliant promise. I believe,
moreover, that she was born to belong
to the small yroup of contemporary
novelists of the first order of merit
md that she will one day step triumph¬
antly into her rightful place.

It would be a strangely unfeeling
reviewer of "The Clash" who would
not confess that the book had moved
him deeply and stirred him to admi¬
ration by numerous points of excel¬
lence. But one is forced by certain
exasperations to strangle the voice
of one's critical demon, who whispers
urgently: "If you have adjectives pre¬
pare to shed them now." Even so
"The Clash" is the best novel I happen
to have read since "Crome Yellow,"
with which it has nothing whatever in
common except a civilized author.
My interest is rather in the great

potentialities of Storm Jnmes^n. in h*T
strong, rushing spirit, her scorns and
frozen hatreds, her emotional intensi¬
ties, her wisdom of life. She has al¬
ready achieved a style that is like rich
wine. She brings a Nietzschean fury
that surely this branch of literature
can well bear at this time. She would
reach beyond life to the finer than
life. Yes, in this novel Mrs. Zara-
thustra speaks.

It need hardly be pointed out that
she has no affinities with the authors
of a certain flourishing type of bour¬
geois novel. For her life is too short
to write such novels, although I be¬
lieve she would not deny them their
right to a place in the world, n place
with the coffee grounds, I fear, and the
wholesome but to some palates savor¬
less potato skins. Those who wish to
read about apes must stick elsewhere
for the emotion of recognition.

* . .

It will bore a great many people to
hear that Miss Jameson uses the war,
though indirectly, in "The Clash." They
are tiring of that. It is. old stuff.
Crucifixions, I understand, to interest
tbem must bo fresh every hour. Until

new butcheries can be arranged I ask
them to be silent. As a literary prop-
erty the war seems to me to be quite
as dignified and meaningful as the
more sanctified throwing of flatirons
ir. tho home. Artistically "The Clash"
does It no violence, and It returns the
compliment.
One defends this book, and yet the

reviewer feels himself out of sympa¬
thy with its reason for being. We are
told in a foreword to the American
edition that it was written to foster a
better understanding between England
and the United States in the belief
that without this there can be no last¬
ing peace between the two. Nobly
thought and stated and highly impor¬
tant if true. Do they hate each other so ?
The talc tells that Captain Jess

Cornish, commanding an American
aero squadron, and Elizabeth Denman,
carrying on for England, meet, insult
each other's countries, and love. It
is the clash of their temperaments, as
determined by geographical considera¬
tions, that gives the book its name. I
myself have never been one aide of a
triangle the hypothenuse of which was
George Washington, but it may be
more amusing than it sounds. One has
to fight, about something.
A faithful following of Miss Jame¬

son demands that Elizabeth^ with her
superior culture, education,, traditions,
and so on ad inf., and Jess, with his
arrogance, his passion f^t, making
money, his naivete and sjifyiörth ad
naus., take on politicallfB^'symbolie
values (or whatever you ca*i to name
it), which I think they can very well
do without. Elizabeth's favorite re¬
mark is that Jess is "nothing but r.
barbarian," and Jess insists by way of
repartee upon his youth, meaning
thereby something about the Declara¬
tion of Independence.

» * *

This crude and flat-footed parallel¬ism and gawky ingenuity would horrifyMiss Jameson were it not for her well
intentioned diplomatic message. To
one with neither hatred for the hedges
of dear old England nor pride in pro¬hibition, Miss Jameson's fixed idea
gives the effect of a desperate shift to
lend significance to her characters,who are, however, rather belittled byit than ennobled. Besides, the sym¬bolism is far from complete. I have
no Idea how old England may be, but
as Jess is twenty-five, surely Elizabeth
would have to be at least a couple ofcenturies to carry out the figure.I prefer the love making of these
two in their more cosmopolitan mo¬
ments. Elizabeth had never experiencedthe complete eclipsing of her cerebral
runctions until Jess came flyinsr. Ho
vas uncouth, but stimulating. Althoughhe said, in his rough Kentucky dialect:
'I will gentle my desire of you," he
didn't, and so won her. "You see, mydear," he said against her mouth, "you
see ?" She saw.
For all that there was Jamie to think

of. Jamie, you must know, was the
lady's husband all this time. He was
one of those sensitive, sweet-natured,
reasonable, understanding, second-
string men. She really suffered about
Jamie. But what could she do?" Ano
what didn't she?
There are a dozen other characterf

of a completeness, and the best of all
is Elizabeth's great-aunt Miriam. She
had run away from her old 'husbanr
with a farmhand "as mad as herself.'
Somebody shot him. And "after thu'
she was starved in a potato famine ii
Russia, seduced by a Bulgarian durinf
a little war, and married to a Levantin«
who beat her. A strange woman.'
Strange is the word. And drawn fron
strange, far depths in her creator*!
soul. Wise is Miriam with the wisdpnof witches and sibyls. Her gaUntravished face is immortal.

A Rotter and His Wife
By Isabel Patèrson

¦KR UNWELCOME HUSBAND. By W.
L. George. Harper St Broo.

A REPUTATION is equally hard
to live up to or to live down.
It may be his own fault that
for some years past W. L.
George has not been ap¬

praised on his merits as a novelist, but
en his pretensions as a. student or
¦avant of feminine psychology; but at
times this classification is unduly hard
«pon him. Mr. George's fictional gift
is authentic and unmistakable, though
humanly liable to imperfections. On
the other hand, it Is evident enough
that his knowledge of women is no
more extensive than that of any ever-

""'

»ge observant person, for if it were
It would be taken for granted, and only
the use made of it would receive at¬
tention. That is the case with George

it Moore, who really does know an un-
B canny lot about women, so much that
W he can create them, instead of general¬

ising about them, and so argument be¬
comes absurd. Moreover, Mr. Moore
pursued wisdom humbly, not with in¬
tent to teach his teachers.
So it would seem that if the critics-

have been led astray in regard to Mr.
George's work they only followed him.
"The Second Blooming" wüb judged,
and praised, as a well ropnded sosia)
study, rather than a series of exhibits
of captive ladies. That book marked
the height of Mr. George's achievement
to date and the beginning of a retro-

Çression which culminated in "Ursula
rent." It had to culminate there, that

being the lowest deep. It is pleasant
to see him now take a step backward
and upward, with "Her Unwelcome
Husband."
The title alone will warn the acute

reader that the story is not equal to
"The Second Blooming." A makeshift
title, a mere "working titled' He
could have invented a better one,
«urely, if he had been at pains to do
so. So the story could have Rained
several cubits in artistic stature by
the author taking a little more thought.
The theme is interesting, and the plot,
so far as it Is developed, .is dramat'c
But neither is quite worked out to the
end.

. » «

The problem stated is not an un¬
common one, especially under the
English law. Mrs. Caldecot, the hero¬
ine, ie a thoroughly nice woman, not
even "at heart a rake," but married to
one. Her husband deserted her for no
reason but to follow his own loose
inclinations more freely, yet she could
not easily get a divorce; probably at
first she was too disillusioned to de-
fire one. But being young and charm¬
ing and lonely, in course of time she
fell in lovo again. We see her, in the
first chapter, at the age of thirty-eight.
beginning to be anxious about her
future with her lover.
She has reason enough, as imme¬

diately appears, Rodbourne, the lover,
not at all a bad sort, is not exactly
tired of her, bot perhaps he is a little
tired of his condition of a man neither
bound nor tree; and he has begun to
tall in love with a young girl. Mrs.
Galdeeot catches him in the act of
kissing the girl, for the first time, be
it said, »««i-with-great-pride end-dig¬
nity she releases nina unconditionally
from «11 obligation to her, bids him
marry and live' happy ever after. Not
an easy thing to do; but she ia a
woman of character ftnd makes him see
that she means it.
Now here is trouble enough: but on

fso ot it returns her wandering hus-
jgaadj after sn absence of fifteen years.

nor repentant; but his vices have worn
him out and his light women thrown
him out. He comes to his wife for
blackmail. A very consistently bad
egg; Mrs. Caldecot knows him well
enough to know that appeals to his
Sense of decency will be vain, because
ho has none. She pays up to save her
former lover from being dragged into
the divorce courts. It would ruin
Rodbourne, not only with his young
wife, but with his parliamentary con¬
stituency.

o .¦"".,
But that is not all. Mrs. Caldecot

has another admirer, a dry and tena¬
cious barrister who has pursued her
for twenty years. Desperate with the
long, wait, the barrister, Britford, uses
the deplorable Geoffrey and is used
by him to compromise Mrs. Caldecot
still further, and so force her to a
divorce and remarriage with Britford.
Having carried out this pretty plan,Geoffrey Caldecot decides that after
all he will not sue for divorce, but will
insist upon Mrs. Caldecot taking him
back as her husband.
And she does. Now that is too

much, and it is beyond everythingwhen she pats him on the head pity¬
ingly and says: "Poor old Geoffrey."
The patient Griselda could not be more
abject; all the sympathy which has
accrued to Mrs. Caldecot for her gal¬
lantry in a losing fight is swept away
by her final surrender. And it is not
in character, either; any woman with
an ounce of self-respect would have
seen all three of her gentlemen friend»
in a much warmer climate before being
disposed of in this fashion. Let the
roof fall in, throw Geoffrey out of the
second-story window, "sink Rome," but
no surrender under such abominable
coercion. Mr. George throws a much
more lurid light upon the psychology
of his countrymen than -upon women
in contriving such a situation and such
an issue, and he justifies to the hilt
the wildest flights of English femin¬
ism. .

Nevertheless, there is. one highly
dramatic situation and' several crisply
amusing and wholly lifelike encoun¬
ters before we come to this sad end.
And then it is all such delightfully
easy reading. Mr. George.has a rare
talent for making pleasing pictures for
the "inward eye"; his characters have
substance, form and color; they speak
with a deceptively naturalistic accent,
which is really art, because, unlike life,
their conversation never becomes bor¬
ing. They are vivid; one takes sides
with them, cares what happens to
them. One quarrels with their creator,
not alone for his failures, but because
his successes seem to make failure un¬
necessary. He does ho well; why
should he not do better?

STUBBLE. By G*orr« Loom». Double-
day, Pase & Co.
We refuse to believe that human

beings can live the existence which
George Looms depicts in his "Stubble."
Any newspaper reporter could find
more feeling, more depth, more ro¬
mance and struggle in the lives of
these people than has Mr. Looms. He
has rambled along, never letting the
reader feel that he understands the
characters passing before him on the
printed page; he has stated his tale, if
such it can be called, in such a cut
and dry manner that one would believehe were wading through the news¬
paper reports of the lives of these
people, never catching a glimpse intothe whys and wherefores or the eon-trolling forces which brought about theresults which are presented in "Stub¬ble." A reader Is bored and ex>

ß

"f thank them and walk into the nearest dining-room table".One of
the illustrations for Robert C. Benchley's new book of fun, "Love

Conquers All." (Holt).

A Critic as Novelist
By Charlotte Dean

THE THINGS WÉ¡ ARE. By John Middle-
ton Murry. imtton.

ANY one who was ever less than
seventeen years old and never
quite got over it will find
something of himself in Mr.

Poston. For that estimable young man,
the modest hero of a novel by John
Middleton Murry, "The Things We
Are," is full of vague doubts, occasional
splendid glows of beatific happiness
and self-confidence ami horrible gnaw¬
ing reactions; he aches with growing
pains. In spite of his four pounds a

weck and his thirty years, he is as
reticent and'unconscious of his destiny
as a cabbage. Not that ho is like a

cabbage, except that he is in some

danger of being devoured. On the con¬

trary, he is fine-grained, delicately
nurtured. His own dark conviction that
he Is unworthy to live, unfit to asso¬
ciate with other people, never convinces
us that in the "depths of his being is
concealed "a dead cabbage.something
tight and yellow with a faintly un¬
pleasant smell." Not, of course, unless
we are willing to admit such an un-
heroic presence within our own being.
Mr. Boston, in short, is a real person

.as real as a very English young man,
brought up in Franco by a beautiful
and adoring mamma, can be. His associa-
ates are less real only in the degree of
difference bctweeii him and them.
When Bettington Is most alive he is
another Mr. Boston, a long-legged, rcd-
wristed, ungainly Mr. Boston, a shade
more enthusiastic, but thinking odd,disjointed Boston thoughts. He peer«out at life from the s.ime misty cave
inhabited by his friend. So does
Miss Mortimer. The three of them are
shy and awkward and sincere.terriblysincore. Their finest and their most
Interesting aspect is a trait they share
with Mr. Murry.a happy gift for
turning aside from the press of eventsfor fanciful philosophizing and specu¬lation, t

* » »

In fact, the people in this book fallinto two classes.those that are like
Mr, Boston, and the others. Of theothers, Mr. and Mrs. Williams arc com-fortable and useful and Miss Morti¬
mer's friends are rich and not too or¬dinary. They move about discreetly inthe background while the three roman¬tics muddle through their slough.

... . ? »

Though Mr. Boston and his friends
are romantics, they have flashes ofsuch realism as a camera cannot catch.They do not always disentangle theirdreams from reality. .While Mr. Bos¬ton squats on the bed in a waysideinn and diligently scrubs his feet with
a nail brush for which he f^eels dispro-portionately grateful, he gazes at themotto on the calendar, "If anythingremains to be done, nothing is done..Roederer." And he murmurs as hescrubs: <

"Put not your trust in Roederer,Of truth he is the murderer,So what could be absurderer?"
The absurdity of this jolts him backto reality and the nail brush and theinconvenience of no pajamas.

. . »

Such delightful inconsequentialiticsare sometimes driven away by more
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weighty considerations. Miss M«)rti-
mer, for instance, inspires a serious !
passage, which retains the freshness
of his lighter moments and adds depth
and subtlety. Mr. Boston gives utter¬
ance here to some of his deepest
thoughts. For Miss Mortimer he drags
them up from the slime and exhibits
all their green corruption. And he
insists on including the lady, who must
sit with him at Bettington's feet and
worship. She lis'ens, and rebels, and
vows to herself that she enn trust her¬
self. One notion she particularly re¬
sents is Mr. Boston's idea of a little
bell, possessed by every one who is
whole, which rings very loud when the
owner goes off the straight. She is
willing to admit that her little .bell
is either missing or has lost the clap¬
per, but Mr. Boston's experiment in
conscience development does not lure
her. Ho says, "Simply chuck yourself
across the line and see if you begin
to grow a little bell." Chucking hor-
self does not fit into Miss Mortimer's
picture of herself.

* » *

Mr. Merry's voice as he tells his
story is clear and cool. Ho speaks
sometimes like a philosopher, some¬
times like a poet, and always with a

mixture of admiring pleasure and gen¬
tle cynicism for.his characters, whoso
resemblance to each other is cause
rather for gratitude than complaint,
because they reflect Mr. Murry's own
charms.his delicate curiosity, his in¬
spection of motives, his picturesque
sense of humor.

rBooks lor Children-
OLIVER HERFORD'S
enchanting drawings are tho per¬
fecting touch which completes the
original and delightful story.
The Bird-Nest
Boarding House
By VERBENA REED $2.50
Verotcltka's Tales

i By MAMIN SIBERIA«I Aro Russian stories translated byRay Davidson and illustrated byBoris Artzybasheff. $2.60I The Pinafore Pocket
Story Book
By MIRIAM CLARK POTTER
Whimsical, quaint fancies for little
four and five year olda. $2.50
Little Lucia
By MABEL L. ROBINSON
A charming story, by tho authpr of
"Dr. Tarn o' Shanter." $1.60
Henny and PennyBy BERTHA PARKER HALL
Author of the "Ducky Daddies"
stories. Illustrated by Ruth Clem¬
ents Farroll. $1.50
Karl the Elephant
By DHAN GOPAL MUKERJI
A stimulating story of the educationof an elephant. $2.00
He Who Steals
By ALFREDO BAIOCCO
Mr. Walter Cramp's translation sus¬tains well the atmosphere of thoItalian original. $2.00
The New World
Fairy Book
By HOWARD A. KENNEDY
Folk lore from the Canadian border,chiefly Indian in origin. Illus. $2.50.
The Japanese
Fairy Book

j By YEI THEODORA OZAKIStories which have delighted manyJapanese children. Illus. $8.00
The Shadow WitchBy GERTRUDE CROWNFIELDBy the author of "Princess WhiteFlame"; a beautiful allegory. $2.00
Elizabeth Ann's DelightBy MAUD DOWSON
A fairy tale which any child willenjoy. $2.00
The Story of a
Cuckoo's EggBy HILDA TERRASI A true story of bird life illustratedwith colored photographs. $2.6(1
Sing a Song of
Sleepy Head
By JAMES FOLEY
Whose "Boys and Girls" is a chil¬dren's classic. $2.0(
Send for an illustrated list o)Book» for Children published by
E.P.DUTTON &COMPANY
«81 Fîîth Ave.» New York

Not for ChildreB
By Howard Irving Youne

ONCE) ON A TIMM. By A. A. MHne.
K. P. Dutton A Co.

AA. MILNE, in the introduc-
tion to hin new book
"Once On a Time" (Dut-

0ton), calía it "a fairy
«tory for grown-ups."
That is all very well,

but tho author's candor concern¬

ing- his tale does not go far enough.
It would be fairer to say of it tint
it i« "a fairy story that no child
should he allowed to read"; thut is,
it would bo fairer to the parents if
Mr, Mlln« should s»y this nHoiU't '''s
book and put it in large print on the
cover. Of course, the joung.ters miglît
thereby miss a great treat, but irrevo¬
cable havoc would bo wrought among
fathers, mothers, adult relatives and
nurses if the children should pounce
upon tho book as their natural right
because it treats of historical happen¬
ings in Fairyland. So far in tho antics
of the human race the terrible curios¬
ity concerning this complex world with
which the fledglings bedevil their
elders has never been turned upon
fairy stories.
The child, usually a stark realist,

becomes ns sentimental and romantic
as an adult of forty when he opens the
enchanted covers of Fairyland. He
doesn't ask how a prince who wears a

pair of seven-league boots can travel
anywhere, without the drudgery of
prosaic pedostrianism, except to places
that ara twenty-one miles or some

multiple thereof from his starting
point. He doesn't wondor what would
happen to tho prince.and what the
princess would say about it.if some-
wicked old wizard with a sense of
humor should turn him into a ridicu¬
lous combination of a rabbit, a lion
and a woolly lamb instead of a roman¬
tically urjly beast or a pitifully help-
less frog. At least, if the child
wonders at nil about these things he
doesn't worry the wits out: of his busy
betters by quizzing them concerning
these practical details. The child
seems to accept his Fairyland as it is
handed down to him, a courtesy which
ho is not inclined to show toward the
everyday world.

»a a

Then along cornea Mr. Milne with his
"Once on a Time" and, unless parents
are unusually careful, sows tho seeds
of revolt. After a single reading any
bright child would realizo that Hans
Christian Andersen, Andrew Lang and
the Brothers Grimm left an awful lot
of sense.and fun- -out of their pretty
little tales. As it is, the book will
probably shock the illusions out of
many grown-ups, who never recognized
the fact that the people who lived in
Fairyland were quite human and be¬
came excessively annoyed when bumped
into by arrogant persons who wore in¬
visible cloaks or who went around mut¬
tering magic runes and rubbing wish¬
ing rings. Nor would it ever occur to
these romantic adults who were fed in
their youth upon the sugary propa-

ganda of an idealistic Fairyland that
some princes, when wishing to capture
the heart of a king's beautful daugh¬
ter and half of the realm, would de¬
liberately hunt down an ancient, tooth¬
less dragon to worst in showy battle.

Mr. MHne has approached his task of
chronicling the deeds and misdeeds of
the aristocracy and tho proletariat of
the two neighboring kingdoms of Baro-
dia and Euralia, during their famous
war, with the scientific yet twinkling
eye of the merry historian. But the
author's droll passion for truth is
somewhat weakened by his sentimental
prejudice In favor of that very arch
conspirator, the charming Countess
Belvane. He wink» his eye at even the
most scandalous of the fair countess's
exploits. The historian ¡h thus often
led astray by Beauty. There is plenty
of evidence to support this suspicion
in Mr. Milne's book. The gleeful an¬
nalist of a realistic Fairyland starts to
record nn amusing rendezvous in the
forest between Princess Hyacinth and
Duke Coronel. But there follows a
chapter that is filled with a rare and
poignant beauty and the wistful ec-
stnsy of young love. For a moment tho
Illusion of mockery has gone. The poet
has revealed his beurt.

» n «

The great war between Barodia and
Euralia is caused by a morning flight
by the King of Barodia in his seven-
league boots over the neighboring
kingdom. He has the bad taste to sail
over the ramparts of the castlo where
the King of Euralia and his daugh¬
ter, Princess Hyacinth, are at break¬
fast. Naturally, they are annoyed by
this unceremonious flight and several
stiff notes are exchanged between the
two monarchs. Then comes war.a rol¬
licking war in which magic sword
clashes impotently against magic sword
and each army pits up nights repeat¬
ing spells backward and forward. *

Now while the Kinjr of Euralia and
all his men are at the front Hyacinth,
that lovely princess, is not sitting idle
at home. Suspecting tho machinations
>f the charming Countess Belvane, she
sends for Prince Udo, of Araby, to lend
her counsel. Poor Udo meets with
sorcery on tho road (of course, the
countess knows something about it)
and when ho arrives at the castle-
But it would not be fair to either Mr.
Milne or myself to tell his story here,
for in his delightful narration fairy¬
land appears in a new and sparkling
splendor. Realistic treatment seems
to add to its radiance. Not only for
telling the gay truth about Fairyland
is Mr. Milne tê be praised. In "Once
on a Time" he has given us a whim¬
sical tale behind which no stern pur¬
pose lurks. There are no crouching
moral truths Between its covers; there
are no acidulous flecks of social satire
on its pages; there are no higher prin¬
ciples to be served in its whimsies.
The author wrote his book to amuse
and to entertain, and it does both in
eharming fashion. Read it, you people
of age and dignity, but don't let your
children carry it off if you cherish your
easo and comfort.

Sevjen! Come,'Leven!
By A. Donald Douglas

JAh?. By Hugh Wtlfty. A. A. Knopf.
WHEN a Scnegambian gentlo-
man of fortune takes onto
his bottom a mascot goat,
rf simple faith in the di¬
vinity of Lady Luck and

an infinite capacity for shooting dice,
he thereby becomes thn chosen prey
of Old Man Trouble and the brunette
sport of chance. He must pass through
tho twin gateways of destiny: the gate
of horny-handed tail when his plunder
falle O eullud boys more expert than
himself in tho oracular hymn of Come
Seven! Come 'LevenI; and th« gate of
the 'galloping Ivories whose always
variable frivolity not even the most
capricious" woman (unis*, indeed, it be
Lady Luck) can ever hope to match.
His picaresque adventures unroll their
darkling course from the Golden Gate
to Memphis, Tenn., but never does
Wildcat desert his companion goat or
turn apostate to the gracious but un¬
certain patronage of Lady Luck.

* « *

Tho Wildcat's Odyssey Mr. Hugh
Wiley haB recorded in "Lily," a title
borne by the voyaging goat, and herein
this tan Ulysses pursues the uneven
tenor of his ways from the steamer in
San Francisco until he comes home
at last to Master Jack in Memphis,
Tcn-o-see. Save only in the instance
of Magnezia Bunny no Calypso holds
him in a depot between trains; and,
indeed, what Calypso more alluring
than the shining cubes whose faces
flash into fortune or harden into
gloom at the throw of double-one ami
"«le painful truth seven debbils." One
cube differeth from another in glory.

Wildcat gathers in the bucks when
the ivories come full circle to a seven;
or in one fell swoop of the clinking
babies he yields un the hundred green
boys won by capturing a Presidio army
mule A. W. O. L. Yet not even when
n prowling bootlegger robs his pocket,
or when forty thousand ducats melt
from his account within a week, or
when ho tries to purchase ham and
eggs on twenty cents doe« Wildcat over
mistrust the eventual beneficence of
Lady Luck or abjure the protective
presence of the goat whom no one ever
gets.

* « «

"Lily" is a novel witftout a heroine
unless It be Lady Luck, whom all true
boys espouse to their mischance, or
Lily, the plaintive quadruped from
whom not even the unequal combat
with the unfurlough'd mule can wring
a confession more compromising than
a blaa-a. The actors in this epic of.
the perambulating Wildcat (really a
black panther) are limited in race and
color to dark-skinned gentlemen whose
only servitude is vowed to Lady Luck
flying before the sinister following
feet of Old Man Trouble.

* ? »

To Wildcat money comes and money
goes, but the ivories click on forever.

.'Orphan! Done killed dey w. gfather. Nex' boy. Fade me Jv».,5?fumble dese leopards. Shoot* ¿ll '

lief. Shoot, twenty. You U J* fius reads six and de sunset RUn *ti?yo' furlough. You is bleached! S*.and I read six and a solitaire w«cat, you is bleached." ' re,i*
. * »

Yet the bleaching of the bro.»&puts no 1f.nr into the intrenid als *
lighted soul of the Wildcat ¿th'
a nickel in his pocket and OldlETrouble coming in at the rfoor ».'»¦
out of the window bearing the¿Lily în his arm-*, and servo* M . ¿' .***
on a boat bound for New Orleans vtends not pancake«, like the '

Alfred, but peel» potatoes whôse^2£Lily absorbs into her "puaponal eto?mick." Ho win* the confidence attucook. Bam (whose full name «8
the elision is Alabama), and togtVi*they purchase a desolate farm, «ahn»be recompensed with forty thoujjSdollars by an oil company, fy.
money goes the way of aj) die«,'^Wildcat works in a factory, when; ¿rattles the bones instead of Uníia»the pipes, and a reservoir of molem*spreads its vast r«>ze over the 1mi¿.Again Wildcat take* him to ;*a r*¿and after a miraculous egeap« fo^'the clutch of Magrtezia Bu my ti*prodigal comes safe to Mästet lack ¡(Memphis, Tenn.

» * *

No doubt Wildcat is a protestea»dgood-for-nothin* Cbut dice} thwoiit«gentleman. He cannot wDifc/fc». bu
no respect for the earning pw« ^capital, he cannot sign his nan»,'s*
puts words above wordJy goods t*âdice above thrift stamp*. Yet for caer,color and previous condition of ser*
tu.de.to Master Jack instead of PriijwHal, wherein does Wildcat differ frtsSir John Falstaff ? Which do you lo*the more.the hulk of gray iniquity r-
the exemplary Pendennis oí '"T¿
Newcomes"? Would you rather rtii
the illusory history of the roga«fe
buckram, aided by the knave« in I«
dal green, or the improving stony gth« boy atop the torrid radiator!

* * o

Only by the accident of um« fa
Sir John Falstaff quaff shems iim*
of alabaster mule; only by ths^
of space does the Wildcat «pin j,
ivories instead of the knaveH íb fo
dai green upon his trusty peint. S«&
discover vast enjoyment in the pete
of a rich and rare vocabulary. TbWildcat addresses MajcT.ezia, ""^heaven is a ham island in a coffetlifewid you whettin' a whetstone nia*I convey the bam knife." Sir Jobs-
marks to Dame Quickly: "Peace. ;tepint pot! Peace, good tickle bwipf'
No doubt Sir John is the more nuts»
and immortal figure, but he would itn
welcomed to his taven roysteren ft-Wildcat indefatigable in adveníasethe modern substitute for sherry «¡'in the buffet« of that sweet ru'wi;!-
undoubtedly feminine, who is (&
mortal dispensation goes und» &
name of Lady Luck.
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"Mother"

CERTAIN PEOPLE
OF IMPORTANCE

What was back of Dolores Brewer!
What made her a gay flapper.bright, slangy, defiant? What pro¬duced this reckless child, so pretty and so wise?
She didn't make herself^ Her surroundings didn't make her. Even the Wardidn't make her. She is to be traced back
and back, Each ofher ancestors contributed
something to the startling vivid creature, who
was to be Dolores Brewer.
Reuben Crabtree and Harriett Pratt, who
were married in 1760 in New Hampshire, left
their mark on her. Unknown men and
women between 1760 and today helped to
fashion her. Each was responsiblefor some impulse, some flare of
spirit, in the Dolores of today.While they were m aking Dolores,
they were also making the United
States. Slowly they moved across
the continent, slowly they built
up this people, this civilization.
To understand Dolores.to
understand the United States
of her day.our day.you
must know them.
That understanding, that knowledge,has been put by a great Amer¬
ican writer in the great American
novel of today,
"Certain Peo¬
ple of Impor¬
tance."

RUPERT
HUQHES Says:

"The book is, indeed, a boule¬
vard of life with glimpses into

innumerable houses and hearts.
There are Sandscapes of beauty, S

"

trysts kept, romances begun and ruined
by circumstances.

"Throughout, theconversations are marvel- ;

ously vivid and truthful Young and old
people, maids and wantons, children and gran-

dams, all live and move and have their being.
*' Big as the monumental work may be, it has nothing

of the ponderous or the dismal.
"It is human altogether. Its. dignity and its veracity

have won it the highest praise of the severest critics, It*
humanity makes it'what Horace Greeley called ' Mighty iiKj* teresting reading/"

s% *./* J» $2 at bookstoresUurforíUa
) Doubleday, Page& Co*, Garden City,N.Y*
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