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THE % : By Storm Jameson. Little,

ARGARET STORM JAMESON
was born in Whitby, on the
Yorkshire coast of ﬁnghn(_l,
‘ - several less than thirty years
¢ mufo. %:im?whnu aroun 3 19&0
hers, suthorities are vague) she
married Mr. C. Do Clark, of an old
#:l:rimu family of Yorkshire descent.
y have one son, Billy Storm Clark.

1 hope he takes after his mother.

Besider “The Clash” Storm Jameson
hus wriissn two novels — *"fhe Pot
Boils" 51919) and “The Happy High-
ways" ( 920.)——111«! “The Modern Drama
in Europe” (1921), has published
weighty articles on the socisl and eco-
nomic relations of England and the
United States in “The New Europe"
and has been assivtant editor of “The
Commonwealth.”

After completing a scholarship at
Leedds University she wrote her study
of the drama for her master’s degree
at London University. In this thesis,
either in spite of or hecause of her
knowWledge 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
simliar gnrpose  few years earlier at
the University of Chicago, 1 had
reachied the conventional hand, and
even an arm and leg or two ncross the
sea, in connection with something
about the Elizabethans, I forget just
what.

Some of the above information I
have lifted verbatim from the i“k“
of “The Clash.” 1 pass it along in the
belief ' that anything whatever about
Sto Jameson is important in the

mstanees, perhaps more important |
than criticism of the work she has
done z» far. % j« w mean thing to say, |
but Miss Jemeson is a writer of the'
most  brilliant promise. 1 believe, |
moreover, that she was born to helong |
to the small group of contemporary
novelists of the first order of’ merit |
and that she will one dxy 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 ig forced by certain
esxasperations to strangle the voice
of one's eritical demon, who whispers
urgently: “If you have adjectives pre-
pure 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 Jameson, in her
strong, rushing spirit, her scorns and
frozen hatreds, her emotional intensi-
ties, her wisdom of life. She has al-
ready schieved a style that is like rich
wine, She brings s Nietzscheun fury !
that surely this branch of literature|
enn well bear at this time. She would |
vench beyond life te 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|
af a eertain flourishing type of bour-
geois novel, For her life 1s too ghort |
to write such novels, although [ be-
lleve she would not deny them their
rlight to a place in the world, a’place

th the coffee grounds, I fear, and the
wholesome but to some palates spvor-
less potato skins. Those who wish to
read about mpes must seek elsewhers
for the emutign of recognition.

- -

It will bore a great many people to
hear that Miss Jameson uses the war,
though indirectly, in “The Clash.,” They
sre tiring of that., It is. old stuff.
Crueifixions, I understand, to interest
them must bo fresh every hotr, Until

" Thus Spake Mrs. Zarathustra

| ism and gawky ingenuity would horrify

| Jamie,

Cuppy _
new butcheries can be arranged 1 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
in the 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-
thr with its reason for being. We are
told in a foreword to the American
cdition 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 tale tells that Captain Jess
Cornish, ecommanding an American
sero 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-
tiont. that gives the book its name, I
mf. 1f have never been one side of a
triangle the hypothenuse of which was
George Washington, but it may be
niore 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, {tio:

and so on ad inf., and Je
arrogance, his passion
money, hiz nalveté and

naug., take on political
values (or whatever you
it), which I think they can very well
do without. Elizabeth's favorite re-
mark is that Jess is “nothing but =
barbarian,” and Jess insists by way of
repartée  upon hie youth, meaning
thereby something about the Declara-
tion of Independence.
L ®

This erude and flat-footed parallel-

Miss Jameson were it not for her wall
intentioned diplomatic message.. Ta

of dear old England nor pride in pro-
hibition, Mies Jameson's fixed iden
gives the effect of a desperate shift to
lend significance to her characters,
who are, however, rather belttled by
it than ennobled. Besides, the sym-
bolism is far from complete. I have
no idea how old England ma
as Jess is twenty-five, surely {Z‘,liznbeth
would have to be at least n couple of
centuries to carry out the figure.

1 prefer the love making of these
two in their more cosmopolitan mo-
ments. Elizabeth had never experienced
the complete eclipsing of her cerebral
“unctions until Jess came flying. He
was uncouth, but stimulating, Although
he said, in his rough Kentucky dialect:
‘1 will gentle my desire of you,” he
didn’t, and 8o won her. “You see, my
dear,” he said against her mouth, “you
gee?” 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
But what could she doT And
what didn’t ahe?

There are a dozen other characters
of & completeness, and the best of all
is Elizabeth's great-aunt Miriam. She
had run away from her old husband
with a farmhand “as mad as herself.”
Somebody shot him. And “after that
she was starved in a potate famine in
Rusgia, seduced by a Bulgarian during
a little war, and married to a Levantine
who beat her. A strange woman.”
Strange iz the word. And drawn from
strange, far depths in her creator's
soul. Wise is Mirlam with the wisdom
of witches and sibyls. Her gatnt,
ravished face fs immortal. )

A Rotter and His Wife

HER
L.

By Isabel
UNWELCOME HUBBAND, By W.
aorgo. Harper & Bros.
REPUTATION is equally hard
to live up to or to live down,
1t 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
¢n his pretensions as a. student or
savant of feminine psychology; but at
times this classification is unduly hard
apon him, Mr. Georﬁn‘n fictional gift
ig authentic and unmistaknble, though
humanly liable to imperfections. On
the other hand, it is evident enough
that his knowledge of women is mno
more extensive than that of any aver-
o 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
Moore, who really does know an un-
eanny lot about women, so much that
he ean create them, instead of general-
{zing about them, and =0 argument be-
eomes absurd. oreover, Mr. Moore
ureued wisdom humbly, not with in-
Emt to teach his teachers,

So it would seem that if the erities
have been led astray in regard to Mr.
George's work they only followed him,
“The Second Blooming” was judged,
and praised, as a well rounded snrial
study, rather than a series of exhibits
of captive ladies. That book marked
the height of Mr. George's achievement
to date @and the bezlnnins of & retro-

assion which culminated in “Ursula

rent.” It had to culminate there, that
being the lowest deep. It is, pleasant
to ses him now tske a step backward
and upward, with “Her Unwelcome
Husband.”

The title alone will warn the acute
peader tnat the story is not cqual to
“The Second Blooming.” A makeshift
title, & mere ‘“working title! He,
could have invented =&  better one,
surely, if he had been at pains to do
#0. the story could have gained
several cubits in artistic’ stature by
the author taking a little more thought.
The theme is interesting, and the plot,
s¢ far as it 1s developed,.is dramat’c.
But neither is quite worked out to the
end.

L » -

The problem amtated is not an un-
common one, especinlly under. the
English law. Mrs. Caldecot, the ‘hero-
ine, is 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 frealy, yet she could
not eaeily get & divorce; probably at
Arst she was too disillusioned to de-
fire one. But being young and charm-
myg and lonely, in ecourss of time ashe
35 in love again. We see her, in the
Arst d's”“i% th_tlle nﬁ of thi;ty-teiﬁ‘ht,
beginnin e anxious about her
future -fth her lover.

She has reason- emough, as imme:
diately a 8, bourne, the lover,
not «t a 'bsd sort, is not exactly
g::. of her, but pexhaps he is a little

‘of his condition of & man neither
bound mor free; and ke has to
fall in love with a young girl. Mrs.
d st catchea him in the act of
H'::jn.{ thi‘ﬂd. for. the ’&x;t tir;aaiba

, and ‘with-great - e and-dig.
nity she roleates amnnditiomlfy
 irom sl obligation to her, bids him

marry snd live happy ever after. Not
an easy thing to do; but she is &
woman of character

pnd makes him gee

that she means it.

‘paper reports of the lives of these

Patérson

nor repéntant; but his vices have worn
him out and his light women thrown

himv ‘out. He comes to his wife for
blackmail, A wvery consistently bad
egg; Myre. Caldecot knows him well

enough to know that appeals to his
fenge of decency will be.valn, because
he has none. She pays up to save her
former lover from being dragged into
the divoree courts. It would ruin
Rodbourne, not only with his young
wife, but with his parliamentary con-
stituency.
: . .

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 n
divorce and remarriage with Britford.
Having carried out this pretty plan,
Geoffrey - Caldecot . decides that after
all he will not wue for divores, but will
insist upon Mrs. Caldecot taking him
back ms her husband.

And she does. Now that is too
much, and it is beyond everything
when she pats him on the head pity-
ingly and says: “Poor old Geoffrey.”
The patient Griselda could not be mors
sbject; &ll the sympathy which has

acerued to Mrs. Caldecot for her gal-,Th

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 hér gentlemen friends |
in a much warmer ‘climate before belng
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
dramatie ‘situation and’ several crisply
amusing and wholly lifelike encoun-
ters before we come to thiz sad end.
And then it is all such delightfully
ensy reading. Mr. George .has a rare
talent for ma]an pleasing plctures for
the “inward eye'; his characters have
substance, form and color; they speak
with a dnce?tlvely naturailiue accent,
which is reaily art, because, unlike life,
their conversation never becomes bor-
ing. They are vivid; one takes sides
with them, cares what happens to
them. One gquarrels with their creator,
not alone for his failures, but because
his successes seem to make failure un-
necessary, He .does. so well; why
should he not do better?

STUBBLE. @y George Looms. Double-
day, Puge & Co.
" We refuse to believe that human
beings can live the existence which
#George Looms depicts in his “Stubble.”
Any newspaper reporter could find
nore fesling, 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 pusalng':::sfore him on the
printéd page; he hiaw’ stuted his tale, if |
such it can be called, in such a cul}

‘and dry manner that one would beliave:

he wera wading through the news-

éople, mever catching a gli
the 'wﬁn and where omsgurn?;:- :2;‘3-
trolling forcea which brought about the

enough: but on
her .&% ng hus-
years.

Mow here is trovble
op of it returns

results which by
ble,” A md:’r‘ :“l:::::ii ‘fnft:z:
; velore the is finlshed, |

be, but |

THE THINGE WK ARE.

| one with neither hatred for the hedges | | GLovs

S WILLAMS

“I thank them and waik into the nearest dining-room table”—One of
the illustrations for Robert €, Benchley's new book of fun, “Love

Conquers AL

(Holt).

A Cl_'itic as Novelist

By Charlotte Dean

By John Middls-

ton Murry. Dutton,

NY one who was ever less than
Aquite got over it will find
something of himself in Mr.
the modest hero of a novel by John
Middleton Murry, “The Things We
eplendid glowa of beatific happiness
and self-confidence and horrible gnaw-
paing. In spite of his four pounds u
week and his thirty years, he is as
a8 n cebbage. Not that hp is like a
cabbage, except that he is in some
trary, he is fine-grained, delicatély
nurtured. -His own dark conviction that
r.-.iml.e with other people, never convinces
us that in the depths of his being is
tight and yellow with a faintly un-
pleasant amell.” Not, of course, unless
heroic presence within our own being.
Mr. Boston, in short, is a real person
brought up in France by a beautiful
and adoring mamma, ean be, His associs-
difference between him and them.
When Bettington is most alive he is
wristed, ungainly Mr. Boston, a shade
more enthusiastic, but thinking odd,
out at life from the same misty cave
inhabited by his friend. So does
shy and awkward and sincere—terribly
sincere. Their finest and their most
with Mr, Murry—a happy gift for
turning aside from the press of events

lation.

seventeen years old and never
Foston. For that estimable young man,
Are,” ia full of vague doubts, accasional
ing reactions; he aches with growing
reticent and' unconscious of ‘his destiny
danger of being devoured. On the con-
he ia unworthy to live, unfit to asso-
concealed “a dead cabbage—something
we are willing to admit such an un-
—ag real 88 & very English young mdn,
ateg are less real only in the degree of
another Mr, Hoston, a long-legged, red-
disjointed Boston thoughts. He peors
Miss Mortimer. The three of them are
:nteresting aspect is a trait they share
for fanciful philosophizing snd specu-

[

. In fact, the people in this book fall
into two classes—those that are like
Mr, Boston, and the others. Of the
others, Mr. and Mrs. Williams are com-
fortable and useful and Miss Morti-
mer's friends are rich and not too or-
dingry. They move ahout discrectly in
the background while the three ronian-
tics muddle th:ough their slough.
i, . &

Though Mr. Boston'and his friends
are romantics, they have flashes of
guch realism us a camera cannot catch.
oy do not always disentangle their
dreams. from reality. While Mr. Bos-
ton squats on the bed in a wayside
inn‘'and diligently serubs his feet with
a nail brush for which he feels dispro-
portionately. grateful, he gazes at the
motto on the calendar, *If anything
remains to be done, nntL!ns is done,—
Roederer.” ' And he murmurs as he
scrubs:

“Put not your trust in Roederer
Of truth he is the murderer, ]
So what could be absurderar?"

The absurdity of this jolts him back

to renlitgr and the nail brush and the
inconvenience t:f no pajamas,
L] [ ]

Such delightful inconsequentialitics
are sometl:;pe. ériven away by more

« The New York Evening Post
says of

HONORE
WILLSIE’'S

New niovel of the West:
“A powerful novel. . . ., A
story that never fails to in-
terest. As a tale of love and
action . . . a success.” £2.00,

JUDITH

OF THE

GODLESS VALLEY

By the auther of
“The Enchanted Canyon”
STOKES, Pudlishers

BOOKS BOUGHT

Entire Libraries or Single Vol.
umes. Highest prices paid. Rep.'
resentative will call. Cash paid
.and books removed promptly,

| By HOWARD A. KENNEDY

weighty considerations, Miss Morti-
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
ingists on including the lady, who must

worship.
vows to herself that ehe ean trust her-
self. One notion she particularly re-
sents is Mr., Boston’s idea  of a litile
bell, possessed by every one who is
whole, which rings very loud when the
owner goesg 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

hegr. He sufin. “Simply chuek yourself
ne

across the and see if you begin
to grow a little bell.” Chucking her-
self” does not fit into Miss Mortimer's
picture of herself,
L] L] Ll
story s clesr and cool. He speaks
sometimes like a philosopher, some-
times like a poet, and always with a
mixture of ndmiring pleasure and gen-
tle cynicism for.his characters, whose

rescmblance to each other is cause
rather for gratitude than eomplalnt,
because they. reflect Mr, Murry's own
charmg—his delicate curiosity, his in-
spection of motlves, his picturesque
sense of humor.

~Books for Children—

OLIVER HERFORD’S

enchanting drawings are the per-
fecting touch which completes the
original and delight{ul story.

The Bird-Nest
Boarding House
By VERBENA REED

Verolchlm—fa!es

By MAMIN SIBERIAK
Are Russian stories translated hy

Ray Davidson and illustrated by
Boris Artzybasheff, $2.60

The Pinafore Pocket
Story Book
By MIRIAM CLARK POTTER

Whimsical, quaint fancies for little
four and five year olds. $2.60

Little Lucia

By MABEL L. ROBINSON

A charming story, by the author of
“Dr, Tam o' Shanter.” $1.60

Henny and Penny

By BERTHA PARKER HALL

Author of the “Ducky Daddles”

|| Btories. Illustrated by Ruth Clem-
$1

enta Farrell.

Kari the Elephant

By DHAN GOPAL MUKERJI
A stimulating story of the education
of an elephant, $2.00
He Who Steals

By ALFREDO BAIOCCO

Mr. Walter Cramp’s translation sus-

tains well the atmosphere of the
Italian original, $2.00

The New World
Fairy Book

2

$2.50

Folk lore from the Canadian border,
chiefly Indian in origin, Illus. $2.50.

The Japanese

{ By YEI THEODORA OZAKI
|, Stories which

A. R, WOMRATH, INC,
& m. Hepry s llln..'“

Phons Broad

Fair ook

have delight
Japanese children. Illug ed.?gﬁ

The Shadow Witch

By GERTRUDE CROWNFIELD
By the author of “Princess White
Flame"”; a beautiful allegory. $2.00

Elfzabeth Ann’s Delf

By MAUD DOWSON ght
A fairy tale which any child will
enjoy. $2.0
The Story of a
Cuckoo’'s E

By HILDA TERRAS

A true story of bird life illusteated
with colored photographs, $2.60

Sing a Song of

Slew Head

By & ES FOLEY

Whose “Boye and Girls” is a chil-
dren’s classic. $2.00

Send for -nu l'[.ll‘lkl;t:ﬂed list
Books for Children publilh:d g;

E.P.DUTTON & COMPANY

| betters by quizzing
| these

681 Fifth Ave., New York

sit with him at Bettington's feet and ing rings. N H
She liatens, and rebels, and|these romantic adults who were fed in

consclence development does not lure |

Mr. Murry's voico.as he tells his |

Not for

Children

By Howard Irving Young

ONCEH ON A TIME, By A, A, MHne.
B, P, Dutton & Co.

A. MILNE, in the introduos

tion to his new book

“Once On a Time” (Dut-

@ton), calla it Y'a falry

story for grown-ups"

That is all very well,

but the wauthor's candor concern-
ingr his tale does not go far enough,
It wounld he falrer to say of it that

it is "“n fairy story that no child
ghould be ullowed to read'; that is,
it would be fairer to the parents if
My, Milng should snv this snhaont Wiy

book and put it in large print on the
cover, 0Of course, the youngiters mignt
thereby miss a great treat, but irrovo-
cable huvoe would be wrought among
fathers, mothera, adult relatives and
nurses If the children should pounce
upon the book as their natural right
because it treats of historical happen-
ings in Fairyland, So far in the antics
of the human race the terrible ourios-
ity concerning this complex world with
wﬁich the adglingas  bedevil their
elders has never bean turned upon
fuiry stories.

The child, usually a stark wrealist,
bhecomea ns Rentimental and romantic
as an adult of forty when he opens the
anchanted covers of Fairyland, He
doesn’t ask how a prince who wears a
pair of seven-lesgue boots can travel
anywhere, without the drudgery of
prosaic pedestrianiam, except to places
that are twenty-one miles or wmome
multiple thereof from his starting
oint. He doesn't wonder what would
happen to the prince—and what the
princess would say about it—If some-
wicked old wizard with a4 sense of
hinmor ghould turn him into a ridicu-
lous combination of & rabbif, & lion
and n woolly lamb ingtead of a roman-
tically ugly beast or n pitifully help
lesa frog. AL least, if the chilil
wonders at all about these things he
doesn’t worry the wits out of his busy
them concerning
practical details, Tha child
seems to anccept his Fairyland as it in
handed down to him, a courtesy which
he is not inclined to show toward the
everyday world.

o .

Then along comes Mr. Milna with his
“Onee on a Time" and, unless parents
are unusually careful, sows the seeds
of revoit. After a single reading any
bright ehild would realize thaf ITang
Christian Andersen, Andrew Lang and
the Brothers Grimm left an awful lot
of sense—and fun—out of their pretty
little tnles. As it is, the book will
probably shoek the illusions put of
mainy grown-ups, who never recognized

" »

the fact that the people who lived in |
Fairyland were quite human and be-

came excessively annoyed when bumped
inte by arrogant persons who wore in-
visihle cloaks or who went around mut-
tering magic runes and rubbing wish-
Nor would it ever occour to

their youth upon the sugary propa-

ganda of an fidealistic Fairyland that
some princes, when wlehing to eanture
the heart of a king's beautful daugh-
ter and half of the realm, would ae-
liberately hunt down an ancient, tooth-
less drufon to worst in showy battle,
Mr, Milne hag approached his task of
chronicling the deeds and misdecds of
the aristecracy and the proletariat of
the two neighboring kingddoms of Baro-
din and Euralla, durlng their famous
war, with the gelentific yot twinkling
eye of the merry hivtorian, But the
author's droll pasglon for truth is
nomewhat weakened by his gentimental
prejudice In fuvor of that very arch
conaplrator, the charming Countess
Belvane. He winks his eye at even the
mont scandalous of the fair countesa's
exploitse, The historiah is thua often
led astray by Beauty. There is plenty
of eyldence to support this suspicion
in Mr., Milne's book. The gleeful an-
nalist of a realistic Fairyland starts to
record an amusing rendezvous in the
forest between Princess Hyacinth and
Duke Coronel, But there follows a
chapter that is filled with o rare and
polgnant beauty and the wistful ee-
stasy of young love. For a moment the
illugion of mockery has gone. The poet
hag revealed hin heart.
L] L
The great war between Barodia and
Euralia is caused by s morning flight
hy tha King of Barodia in hia seven-
leagua  boots over ‘the neighboring
kingdom. He has the bad taste to sail
over the ramparts of the castle where
the King of Euralia and his daugh-
ter, Princess Hyacinth, are at break-
fuut, Naturally, they are annoyed by
this unceremonious flight und several
atiff notes are exchanged between the
two monarchs, Then comes war——a rol-
licking war in which magie sword
clashes impotently against magic sword
and cach army sita up nights repeat-
ing spells backward and forward., *

Now while the King of Euralia and |

nll his men are at the front Hyuncinth,
thati lovely nrinceas, in not gitting idle
at home, Suspecting the machinations
nf the charming Countess Helvane, she
sends for Prince Udo, of Araby, to lend

her coungel. Poor Udo meets with
gorcery on the road (of course, the
countess knows something sbout it)

and when he arrives at the castle—— |

Bnt it wonld not be fuir to either Mr,
Milne or myself to tell his story herse,
for in his delightful nprvation fairy-
Innd appears in n new and sgparkling
splendor, Realistie treatment scems
to add to its radiance. Not only for
telling the gay truth about Fairyland
is Mr. Milne tA be praiged. In “Once

on a Time" he has given us a whim- |

sieal tale behind which no etern pur-
pose lurks. There are no crouching
moral truthe b@tween its covera; there
are no aciduloua flecks of social satire
on its pages; there are no higher prin-
ciples to be gerved in its whimsies.
The author wrote his book to amuse
and to entertmin, and it does both' in
charming fashion. Read it, you people
of age and dignity, but don’t let your
children carry it off if you cherish your
ecase and comfort.

Seven! Come, "Leven!

rs

LILY., By ¥Mugh Wilsy, A. A, Enopl
BEN a Senogambisn gentlo-
;i hig bosom a mascot goat,
; d simple faith in the di-
vinity of Lady Lueck and
he thersby becomes tho chosen prey
of Old Man Trouble mnd the brunette
aport of chance, He must pass through
of horny-handed teail when hia plunder
fulla &2 eullud boys more expert than
himuelf in the oracular hymn of Come
the ‘galloping ivories whose always
variable frivolity not aven the most
capricioud woman (unlss, indeed, it be
Hias plearesque adventures unroll their
darkling course from the Golden Gate
to Memphis, Tenn, but never doea
turn apostate to the graeious but un-
certain patronage of Lady Luck,
. . "
| Wiley hag recorded in “Lily,” a title
| borne by the voyaging goat, and herein
this tan Ulysses pursues the uneven

man of fortune takes unto

an infinite eapacity for shooting dice,
the twin gateways of destiny: the gate
Seven! Come 'Leven]; and the gate of
Lady Luck) ecan ever hope to match.
Wildeat desert his companion goat or
The Wildeat's odyasey Mr. Hugh
tenor of his ways from the steamer in

at last to Master Jack in Memphis,
Ten-o-aee,
of Magnezia Bunny no Calypso holds
him in a depot between trains; and,
indeed, what Calypse more alluring
flash

into fortune or harden

babies he yields up the hundred green
!'boys won hy eapturing a Pregidio army
mule A, W. O, L. Yet not even when
a prowling bootlegger robs his pocket,
or when forty thousand duecats melt
from his account within a week, or
l'wlmn he tries to purchage ham and
| éggs on twenty cents does Wildcat ever
| mistrust the eventual beneficence of
Lady Luek or abjure the protective
presence of the goat whom ne one ever
gots,

L3

“Lily"” is a novel without a heroine
uniess it be Lady Luck, whom all true
boya espouse to their mischance, or
Lily, the plaintive gquadruped from
whom not even the unequal combat
with the unfurlough'd mule can wring
a econfession more compromising than
a blaa-a. The actorz in this epic of

L -

black panther) are limited in race and
color to dark-skinned gentlemen whose
only servitude is vowed to Lady Luck
flying befors the sinister following
feet of Old Man Trouble.

L]

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

| the more—the hulk of gray inlguitye

By A. Donald Douglas

Save only in the instance|

the perambulating Wildeat (really a|Pint pot!

San Francisco until he comes home prodigal comes safe to

“Otphan! Done killed 4

father. Nex' boy. Fade ;}; 3
fumble dess leopards, Shooty &
lief., Shoots twenty, You s Niot, gy
us resds six and de sunset gyp i
yo' furlough., You ia blenrhad!'
—und I read sz and n solitairs
cat, you is blenched.” .

- - »
'{r‘t ti}n bleaching of the

puts no fear into the intre

lighted soul of the \%’ildn:tt.d %‘“ﬁ
& nickel in his pooket and Old ey
Trouble eoming in at the door Ne fla
out of the window, bearing the :
Lily in his arms, and servos ag o bof®
on & boat bound for New Orleg
tends not pancakes, like the fg
Alfred, but peels potatees whose
Lily absorbs into her “pussong)
mick,” He wina the confidenta
eool, Ham (whoze full name writh
the elision ia Alabama), and topeik
they purchase a desolate farns, gnloge
he recompéensed with forty thotgng
dollara by an oil company. ek
money goes the way of all dles, i
Wildeat works in a fustory, where
rattles the bones instedd of fomge
the pipes, and & reservoir.of mhg:
spreads its wvast ooze over the Thnd-
Again Wildeat takes him to 1% i,
and after a mirsculons eseape fivn,
the cluteh of Magneza Boay i

Marter Jasle fp

*
No doubt Wildeat is & p
govd-for-nothing (but dice) g

rofiate and
gentleman. He cannot wal‘b:p:'l;:

Memphis, Tenn.

than the shining cubes whose faces| no respect for the earning pomay uf
into | capital, ha cannot sign hiz name, he

gloom at the throw of dauble-one and | puts words above wordly goods aai
“de painful truth seven debbils.,” One| dice above thrift stammps. Yot for 10,
cube differeth from another in glory, | color and previous eondition of serfh
Wildeat gathers in the bucks when | tude to Master Jack instend of Prisg
the ivoriea come full circle to a seven; | Hal, wherein does Wildeat differ fras
or in one fell swoop of the clinking| Sir John Faistaff?

Which do you sy

the exemplary Pendonnis g

Newecomes”? Would you rether

the illusory history of the rogueg)

buckram, aided by the knaves in kg

dal greem, or the improving y

the boy atop the torrid radiatepd
- - o

Only by the accident of t\ﬂg&q

Ty

Sir John Falstaff quaff sherris
of nlabaster muole; only by theyg
of space does the Wildeat wpiy'y
ivories instend of the knaves inls
dal green upon his trusty point
discover vast enjoyment in the pa
of a rich and rare vocabulury, |
Wildeat addresses Magnezia, 8
heaven is a ham island in a coffes il |
wid you whettin’ & whetstone |
I convey the ham knife.” Sir Johye
marks to Dame Quickly: “Peacs, e
Peace, good tickle B
No doubt Sir John is the more mijin
and immertal figure, but he would s
weleomed to his taven roystershyih
Wildeat indefatigable in adventan b |
the modern substitute for sherrh
in the buffets of that sweet &
undoubtedly feminine, who iy A
mortal dispensation goes undi i §
name of Lady Luck.

By

‘From a Phavsgraph'ly Charletra Fairabild

KATHLEEN
NORRIS
Author of .

“Mother”

What was

and back. E

were married

fashion her,

u

of

novel of today,
“Certain Peo~
ple of Impor-
tance.”

something to the startling vivid creature, who
was to be Dolores Brewer.

Reuben Crabtree and Harriett Pratt, who

their mark on her.
women between 1760 and toda

for some impulse, some flare of
spirit, in the Dolores of today.
ile they were making Dolores,
they were also making the United
States. Slowly they moved across
the continent, slowly they
this ‘people, this civilization.
o understand Dolores—to
understand the United States
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

back of Dolores Brewer?'

She is to be traced back
ach of her ancestors contributed

in 1760 in New Hampshire, left
Unknown men and
helped to
Each was responsible

buile

Gl s8l B ien

CERTAIN PEOPLE
OF IMPORTANCE |

What made her a gay flapper—bright, slangy, defiant? What pro-
duced this reckless chﬁd, 8o pretty and ,so wise ?’ 5

She didn’t make herself. Her surroundings didn’t make her. Even the War
didn’t make her. .

“The book is, indeed, a boule-
vard. of life with glimpses into
innumerable houses an
There are landscapes of bea
" trysts kept, romances begun and ruin
by circumstances. _

“Throughout, the conversations are ma
ously vivid and truthful. Young and ¢
people, maids and wantons, children and g
dams, all live and move and have their being.
““Big as the monumental work may be, it has nothi
of the pondercus or the dismal. e
"It is human altogether. Its. dignity and its
have won it the highest verest
humanity makes it‘wha

‘ teresting reading.’”

est praise of the severest critics
t Horace Greeley called. *Might

hearts.




