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< HE English reviewa of Simclalr
" Lewis's “Babbitt,” whizh have
_ just reached me, are full of
praise for the novel. *“Only
| jp American could have written it
*m’wmlnsm Gezette,” “Only
n merican with something for which
1y dificnlt to find any other word
gunlus.” “The London Chronicle”
3 oot “wepabbitt, in short, whether
,-m him or not, 15 & veritable
oy Seing, and Mr, Sinclair Lawia
%us cnca moTe given uvs a novel with
g st of life in it, relieved by gen-
ae hamior snd unapoilt by cyniclam.”
", Like encomia enliven the other
‘otwy. . . . Ameriesn literators,
.o the firet time, it seems, ia being
e with seriousneszs and respect
Faglish crities. The recent reviews
‘b'mls of Joseph Hergesheimer,
_Dell, Newton Fuessle, Seoit
id, Stephen Benel, Harry Leon
m-d others are peppered with
e afives of praise, . . . Some
Pelimaps survive, however, among
4 E. B. Osborn, of “The London
g At the conclusion of & long
about American poetry,
whersin be epsaks of Musters as the
| otbor of “Spern River” (probably the
‘way he pronounces it) and of Alfred
fwmberg =3  the “trans-Atlantic
spivalent of Aldons Mauxley,” Mr.
tiborn writes of Edwin Arlington Rob-
im0y “A connmiderable personage, no
| {ubt, and 1 will see if his passport
alo immortality csn be viséd next
sk” Imagine what would happen to
yocky Ameriean reviewer {f he should
sile sucn s presumptuooua sentence
eay, W. ﬁ. Yeats, or John Mase-
B imite enry Sowiand, Mise Perey
B e Ry o Pepay
Ysod wae In & rush to get back to re-
jarmls: Mrs, Howland wns prevccu-
with the detsils of a new syndi-
wie echeme, and Jimmy and 1 could be

wthing but solicitous, Miss Waood
uid ogt always suffers from stage

{rght on opening nights, because New
Tork first nighters are #o0 cruelly crit-

‘Ths October issue of the “BROOM"
ame and I remd it to-night. It eon-
ulss, among other interesting things,
ihe firat Installment of the English
moulation of the hitherto unprinted
ent of Dostoeveky's “POS-
%," called “Stravrogin’s Con-
fmion,” This interesting item was
tigoversd in the archives of the
| St government last February in a
wge filled with notebooks] letters,
dements and fragments from the pen
o Dostoavsky. The “Confession”
#om {3 8 vital way to clarify the plot
of "Pospessed,” and it is difficult to
wpjectate why 1t was omitted. On
ind point, the tranelators say, Mme,
tedessky {s silent. That it was
wibheld bucanse of ths censorship
vonld be the obvious sclution weras it
1k that Dostoevaky's other novels con-
tin pesaages equally frank. Mere-
jwianky describes this confession
u'umsing the bounds of the pos-
sl Wi concentrated expression of
W, but that ia rhetorical.
W‘% confession was Dostoev-
z‘iﬁod of exposing the depths
ki dlich Stravrogin  had fallen in

‘3 express his belief “that emch
metility and man's lifs on earth
:llﬂl will not desert, nor can de-

the kingdom of the Grace of the
$ih no Ion!%' as it preserves itself
| atiy; that sin is not ontological by
Wl . . . “Broom” is also run-
W iy the first English translation of

['The Lay of Maldoror,” by Comte de
¥ lotreemont, that mad man of genius
# wvhom Remy de Gourmont once

s suthor among thoss suffering from
} cution manis—in which he seen

himself and God, anll God
liwarts himy. But we might &lso in-
giite whether Lautreament s nof a
i mpreme  ironist, one forced by s
precions scorn of mankind to play the
mdman, whose very incoherence is
siser and mors heautiful than the
8 imrage peraon.’”

TUESDAY, OCTOBER 31
Lanched to-day with Franklin Spler
N ad Dr. Abraliama Goldenweirer, author

“Early Civilization,” and we talked
tout primitive beliefs, nature myths
id the analogies in modern life to the
lbits and evétoms of the aneients.
Dr, Galdenweiser told me that Wester-
marck bad thoroughly revieed and
tronght ng to date his mcnumental
“Bistory of Morals” snd that it agein
takan place in the forefront of
uthropological studies, Dr, Golden,

is givinig p series of lectures on

Waltive srt at the Social Center. “A

Uitaky many art critica have mads in

i sbout primitive art, particu-

L carvings of the Bo ynesian

inps” he sald, “is in assuming that
theso artlste worked by inspiration and

N themeelves wit.gmtﬁ regard to

. 0 art is more highly- conven-
toallted than the art of the savages,
Hesusg their art is connected with re-
an ritual and their idols had def-

eharacteristics which had to be
ted” | . . Madelaine Boyd,

7ho was lunching with Mrs. Edwin
called me over to ask me not

"“-HI.N thet the new edition of her
Yubiad's book on “The Irish Literary
o ce” was only a reprint of an
for Work. But [ knew that {t was not,

Ernest had told me that, besides
M '1 over much of the matarial, he

Included new eseays' on Joyce, For-
gma Danjel Coricry and others.
lnhb'"" nbw looks imposing; but it
un-_:e"hh Interesting and authorita-

of

il

tount of that fine, rich flower-
Irlsbageuluu, 3t ik
roun came up to me in the

?“! &nd said, “I am g!artli to see that
an llh Water is going to be homest,”
hat Ahgwered, “Yes, we all start out
Wa5."” and, added Harriette Under-

' &n we got to going to the Al-
BY Van der Water began his
mwt this morning by announc-
Hhat he didnt know where the Al-
12 1, had never read “Jurgen,”
fwﬁ%ﬂcﬁ:teh&n in

| n nr n't know
- Ditw McMein end hedn't a Heywood
Presg-agent, meaning to imply

Mhhh, that his record is elean and
A ll: bad no logs to roll. I have
h. cu%;r for his pisce to-merrow
it (ie is press-agenting his
S.Teady and Harrietta Under-
e ) & date to take him' to the Al-
is week. That is not to im-
t the honeety of his opinions
1:11 d any more than to assent
plication that he is the enly
hﬂne among us, The Round Table
w“ deeply under public asuspi-
gty alleged "log-rolling that now,
dcbm to seem straight, they
twbla back flip-flap every time
= fellow members writes a
thete ocr28 4 play. Ho acid have
g T striclures upon the literary
¢ ventures of cne another

table has been practically
: weeks. Carl Van Vechten
'u!rmlr“’l‘ha' boys grow colder.”
4 oo:gey‘a heart, I under-

s 80 at was the
"ﬂ!ﬂl}rﬁ him z'yehis brothers
play was produced.

¥ one of thera has es-
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me: “Alienists wonld have elassified,

Bﬁ' Burten Rascoe

caped, Brock Pemberten, hitherto the
gloomiest of the brethren, who now
:1“1'1 ﬁtn:'lng it‘.ﬁ the simntht heaven of
ellg er the ro i .
el viaws of his play

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 4

Charley MaeArthur, Guy Holt, Ben
Ray R.edymm. my wife anl:i I lunched
to-day at Frank Case's salon, All the
literary, theatrical and cinems world
seemed to be there: Hugh Walpole, Jo-
geph Hergesheimer, Douglas Falrbanks,
Richard arthelmess, fwiu 8. Cobh,
Gen arr McCutcheon, Konrad Ror-
coviel, F, Scott Fitcgerald, Peggy Wood,
Margola Gilmore, Mary Blair, Iallulah
Bankhead, Louis Untermeyer, T |
¢mith, Horace Liveright, Earle Balsch,
Robert C. Benchley, Samuel Merwin

nd, us they say, others too numerous
to mention, Louis Untermyer told me
how, rivalling Melba and epoleon, I
got onto the menu for two

of my coming to see myeself so hon-
ored and had discontinued it. [t seeme
that Mr. Case never reads the papers,
but that Tallulah Bankhend had read
my review of his food and had thought
the word “execrable” meant something
awfully complimentary, and had so re.
ported. Mr, Case wanted to show his
uppreciation for the ad, and put my
nama to two of the best dishes. The ro-
view perked him and the chef up, and
to-day I enjoyed not only the most ex-
ceilent service, but quite as good food
a8 I ever ate.

MONDAY, NOVEMBER &

Went to lunch at the residenca of
Charles Bochanan, the music eritie,
and found there Dr. Henry K. Marks,
auther of “Peter Middleton,” and
JMarrison Bmith, of Harcourt, Brace &
Co. Conversation opened with a dis-
cussion of m{ review of Countess
Tolstoy's suteblography, and Dr, Marks
tald that Tolstoy’s confessions, his
conversion to fanatical doetrines and
his bresk with his wife after the wild
life he had led in his youth was but
the natural consequence of the diminu-
tion of vital energy. “It is all a mat-
ter of chemical action snd resction,”
sald Dr, Marks, “and the state of our
vitality is the principal factor in de-
termining our idems and opinions.”
That, 1 think, is true, knowing how my
own point of view has undergone radi-
cal changes under special conditions nt
various psriods of my life. To this [
would, and no doubt wounld Dr. Marks
#lao, sdd environmente! influences.
That fs why I can ses truth ss a rals-
tive thing only, and that iz why I
could not agree with Mr, Buchanan in
the argument he began later on. He
started out by saying that he thought
that art and eriticism had never heen
in such a parlous state since the
history of the world as the stats it is
in now. I agreed that contemporary
art and contemporary ecriticism had
definite characteristics which may be
deseribed as bad mannered, exhibition-
iatie, undisciplined, and even, from a
certain point of view, vulgar; hut that
they also have the characteristicas of
vigor, warmth, curiosity, frankness
and enthusiasm, which are the con-
comitants of the other qualities. This
art end this criticism &are natural
products of the soclo-economis cendi-
tions, plua our cultural inheritance
and our reaction to {t, mnd the ten-
deney In art toward the “continual
slight novelty,” To protest against
them is not only futile, but, &s [ sea it,
to protest agsinst lfe itself. With
this Mr. Buchanan violently disagrees.
He says the age is cursed by clever-
ness and superficiality and a flouting
of standards; he believea in sbsolute
standards of ecultore (whieh I think
are § myth, and stultifying myths at
that); and he told me that although
he leathed and abominated and couldn't
uit through & certain pymphony (which
1 refrain from mentianing because it
would pain him) but that he wonld not
say s¢ because many grest apprecia-
tors of music had sgreed that it ia o
masterpiece, and he would net flout
kis idesyneracy In fhe face of that
opinion. Thia is, I think, to take one's
self far too eerlously, and as Mm
Bmith pointed out, it is to aid In im-
posing upon succeeding generations as
inviolable and sacrosanct something
whieh is merely a product of human
skill gnd imagination. It ia the way
we have of s0 embalming clsszgies in
the oils of unction that one in pever
tempted to find out what they are
really like. Hazlitt wae, I think, the

reatest eritic of hia century, because

e was the most personal (every life
of Hazlitt 1a made up almost entirely
of quotationa frem his work), and cer-
tainly he was as fallible as any. No
more fallible than Lemaitre or Sainte-
Beuve (who miejudged every one of
importancs of his own time) and other
critics who are eafflicted with the
Jehovah complex and seek to be objec-
tive and remain unread. Who actualiy
reads -Sainte - Beuve nowadays? Mr.
Buchanan knows and enjoys musie. He
is, or was, a critie. If he should say
emphatically that he does not ke that
symphony t’he heavens woul.d not fall,
and perhaps he would give joy and ve-
nssurance to hundreds of other music
lovers who loathe tha symphony &s
much as he does, but endure it in
pained silence and clap their hands
and declare it {a wonderful—becaus
it is a classic. t

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 8

Louls Kantor broyght Kenneth
Burke to lunch to-day. Burke and
Edmund Wilson Jr. have stood out
in my mind emong all the younger
critics as being tha best informed, the
most sensitive and most intereating.
Something curious hss happened to
Burke. e, who in his efforts at story
writing has been most bhizarre and ex-
preseionistic and even downright in-
coherent, Amazed me to-day by a vague
diseourse on the function of criticiam,
wherein he had the highest praise for
Paal Elmer More, Irying Babbitt, and
Matthaw Arnold. He has fle_ﬁmtely
turned against “modernism” in arts
and letters, and seems to have swung
areund entirely to didacticiam and reg-
imentation, He inclines to the More-
Babbitt theory that Roussean is the
root of all romantic evil. “We must

et away,” he said “from that indivi-
guu!iam by which a sick man imposes
upon the world his vicarioua fulfill-
ment of desires, Literature iz now
at s peint where blind men write about
the heauties of things they cannot
ses, and the halt end the lame write
of the glories and exultation of walk-
ing. Sueh writing must inevitably be
untrue to life, sand seem silly to the
sonnd and healthy. Remy de Gour-
mont &nd Nietzsche were sick men
whose writings were but compensa-
tions for what they n}issed in life, We
must recegnize that literature and the
other arts, to be the best, must be true
to the life and saspirations of‘ _the
healthy majority pf a race. If ‘Ulys-
gos' were read entirely as a joke, 2s
one should remd Rsbelais, and for the
fun of the joke, it would net have a
pernicious Influence. But by most
peaple it zeemed to be taken seriougly,
a8 an mccurate representation of life
It is ac faise on one side as Pollyanna
{s on the other.” . . . Iquoteall this
as being intrinsically interesting and
significant-—significant in that il rep-
resents, as I see it, B.urke'l own re-
action after a modernist debauch. 1
thought I could see, in & riotous, ex-
pr ssionistie, and ugly story he had in
the “Little Review,” the seed of a re-
action which™ would flower into a de-
fenss of the sterile didacticism of
Paul Elmer More. That is the tropble
with a great number of the romantie

days run- (¢ talked about James Huneker, Dr. W,
ning, but that Frank Case had despaired | G

moderna of this and ever: other gener-
ation. They push & tendency, and thnl
mode of expresaion which arises from
4 great individual, to an imitative ob.
surdity; und then, by the old blelo-
gical law which impels the son to turr
upon his father, they slay the progeni-
tor of their own extravagances. It is
unfertunete that they cannot keep
their heads, not oscillate them be-
tween two extremes, The Greeks,
whom both romanties and classicists
never tire of raising, made a plati-
tude of the Galden Mean; and I think
that it {s a maxim to be contemplated
with a sacred meditation by all the
young secessionists, futurists, expres.
sionists, ete., who are mbout rep y to
denigrate that which they were only a
moment ago’ proclaiming to be the
only good, true, and beautiful. It may
be that m reaction is already under
way, and thet shortly we shall have an
era of formalism and didacticism such
as obtains in  all reallr deecadent
periods of literature. 1 hope not.
THURSDAY, NOVEMBER $. |

Lunched with Maxwell Perkins and

. Brownell, Copeland of Harvard,
Woodward Boyd; and the disparity be-
tween the coneeption one forms of a
writer from reading his work and what |
the writer is really like when one
meets him. This terrifying sentence
has been pronounced upon me literally
by dozens of people when I have met
them for the first time: “Why, I pie-

|tured you sa an old man with long

white whiskers.” After this dubiouns
characterization I have invariably re-
rend some of my stuff with a critical
eye, to see what in it sugpested se-
nescence. “But,” said Perkins, “take
Alexander-Wooleott, he ldoks exactly
the way you would expect him to look.”
Which reminds me of Robert Nathan's
remark after meeting Llewellyn Jones,
the Chicago eritic: “It im curious how
much Llewllyn Jones looks like Llo-
wellyn Jones” . ., . In discussing
Huneker's letters, Perking bronght out
the point that Huneker never seemad
to have been made awars of his actual |
greatness and the influence he had had '
upon the present generation. Huneker
consistently underestimated himself,
setting down his work as mere pot- |
bolling journalism, and seeming al. |
ways Lo regret that he had not devotad |
more of his time to novel writing, |
which he apparentlf thought was
his apeclal forte. "If some close
friend, like John Quinn, had only
told Huneker how important s an in-
fluence he was,” said Perking, “and had
reaseured him  with generous and
understanding praise, he might neves
have grown as careless with his work
a5 he did at times in his Jater years.” |
+ + » I told Perkins that I thought |
Woodward Boyd, the author of “Tho
Love Legend,” had an interesting point |
of view and w great gift of obeervation,
and that she undonbtedly had in her a |
number of novels even bettar than “The
Love Legend” For sll its faults in
the writing, this is to me ona of the
meatiest and best novels written by
the younger generation. She has|
packed into it too mueh materinl for

| ene mnovel, tellings four stories simul-

taneously; but she hLss done it very
well indeed. |
- - -

To tea this afterncon with Huogh
Walpole, who s giving o eeries of lec-
tures in this eountry on the novel, He
had just picked up in & second-hand |
bookshop a bound volume of the “Corn-
hill Magazine” for January-June, 1874,
containing Thomas Hardy’s “.'ar From
the Madding Crowd” complete, and he
showed me a privately printed edition
of soma poems by John Drinkwater,
beautifully gotten out, with blue
parchment covers, “They are very|
puscionate poems,” eaid Walpole. |
“What!"” I asked, “Prssionate poems
by Drinkwater? ‘Yes, for Drink-|
water,” We talked James Joyce, [). H.
Lawrence, Katherine Mansfield,” Re-
becca West, John Middleton Maurry,
4. C. Squire, Waldo Frank, Joseph
Hergeshelmer and Sinclair Lewis, He
said he had been particularly im-
pressed by two men he had met re-
cently—Carl van Vechten and Thomas
Beer. "“Van Vechten geemed to tol-
erate me ensily enough, but Heer took
an instantaneous and violent dislike
for me., We were chatting and he said
something about a book he wam writ-
ing on Stephen Crane, mand asked me
if I could help him toward something
he wanted to get about Conrad's ssso-
clation with Crane. Something I said
must have offended him, for he turned
abruptly away from me and didn't no-
tice me all the rest of the evening”
I told-him that Beer was acutely sensi-
tive, shy and even diffident; and when |
Walpole asked me what interesting |
new man had come up sinca he was |
last over here, I mentioned Beer as

ing among the fletionists, “That is in-

| he wag at no pains to conceal his dig-
taste for mie he made strong impres-

sion upon me; his personality steys
| with me.” He snked me pnbout Beer
| 85 a perzen ahid I told him thet al-
ithnugh hs is only thirty-three, he has
| the air, manner, epeech and appearance |
lof a middle-aged man; that he hns
| numercus harmless affectations, suck

as a stage-Engllsh eccent and his- | §
!

gwall

by MrsWilsonWoodrow

excitement and

trionic gestures; that it is diffcult to!
worm & decisive opinlon out of himg
but that ha is one of the most likable,
intell’gent, well-informed and aware
persona I know, I %otd him I would
send him a copy of Beer’s novel, “The
Fuir Rewards,” and, if I could find
them, copies of some of his distinctive
and beautifully written short stories.
Walpole chided me about my animad-
| versiona on J. C. Squire &and astonished
| me by say'ng that Squire and Shunksi
no longer had any influence whatever
in England. “He is a harmless enough
chap,” gaid Walpole, “and if he has an
attitude of lofty condescension toward
American writers, he has an equally
condescending attitude toward modern
English noveliste. I once wrote to him
complaining that a wnovel by Gala-
worthy had not been reviewed in “The
Mereury” and he wrotae back to say |
that Galsworthy was no more worthy !
of notica than Marie Corell!. Now that
of course is merely gilly. Ho is a very

7 Is Life
| Everlasting?

| YES, ¢
YEZAD

A Romance of the Unknown
by George Babcock

Author of Tuskawanta and other
stories, proves it. Here is a story
free from bias, charming in style.

Nothing like it, ever before pub-
lished. One of the greatest imagina-
tive stories ever told.

EWS wofﬂﬁodks and A ut

hors

She had poor health, many dependents
-—an unneceeshary number indebd—and
an improvident tempernment to boot.
Har husband was kil'ed in the Boe=

The Glamorous “Mrs. Pat”

By Isabel Paterson

MY LIFg -\ND 80MI LETTERS, Dy Mra
Patriek Cumpbell. Dodd, Mead & Co.

F “beauty ls its own excuse for
being,” it should also be remson
enough for writing Its memoirs.
It Is, anyhow, more than many

of the autoblographical clan can' offer.
Mrs. Patrick Cempbell does not offer

it; sho frankly falls back on Dr. John-
son's justifieation, and says she has
given her life and letters to the public
for a pecuniary consideration, Only

g the need of money persuaded her to

think she might venture. But sha
dedicates her book to an unknown ad-
mirer—a schoolgirl of fifteen who once
walked miles in the rain nnd walted
hours at the stage door just te seeo
the goddess emerge. And the book will
probably be read for leva rather than
‘or ita literary value,

It Is & complete refutation of all
literary dictn. It is {ll-written in every
ienge of the word, short of being
Aliterate—though Hernard Shaw se-

vet it is extremely interesting, auite
58 much for its omissions ga for what
it contains; for its manifeat imper-|
foctions as much ag for its merits, The
manner of ita composition resembles
a turning out of old trinket boxes and
hold-alls forgotten in the attic, from
which tumbles a disarray of useless
but significant trifiles-—Cindersila alip-
pera danced through, ribboned pro-
«grams of grand bajla, faded wreaths,
old photographs, brief notea from dear
friends; yes, and handkerchiefs still |
atained with bitter tears. The reader
must goesa from the fact of their
preservation how much they once
meant.

For Mrs. Campbsll very evidently
lived for and in the day; snd when
it was over she forgot as much as
she could. Which was & great deal,
8he reveals herself an artist born; und
artists E“ their memories into their
work, They use and spend their fzlents,
but do not hoard them.

It i3 of her career sa an actress she
chiefly writea; but it is for her extraor-
dinary personal beauty she is most apt
to be remembered. This is not meant
&1 o disparagement on her histricnie
ability, which was authentie; but the
trinmphs of the stage are fleeting,

“My host may overlook ihe fact that I amn using the salad fork for fish;
not so his English butler”—0One of the twenty-six drawings by Lauren
Stout for “Bizarre,” by Lawton Mackall, (Stewart, Kidd).

talented parodist, however” Walpole
has the highest admiration for D, H.
“He is,” he sald, “the only
one among us in England who has con- |
anythine new
broken new ground, | don't think that |
he has writton any well-rounded novels |

like by their frankness, which people
ire beginning to carry over into a
similar attitude toward
| Walpole is the most generouns-minded
| of all our European wvisitors; he is,
practically, the only one who has ever
taken the trouhle to inform himself of
the hest literatura that 12 being writ-
| ten over here; he has been, 1 think,
ible for the present in-
| terest in American books in England
| by hia efforts in behalf of writers like
Hergesheimer,
Sinclair Lewis, Sherwood Anderson, H.
L. Mencken and Theodore Dreiger; and, |
although he is about the only one who
has been allowed to get into close touch |*'fool,” and on every page she forces the |
he ia also about |readers to agree.
na | ch'z]lmlinr; fool!

and Lovers,' and I don't like his repeti-

| tions; but he has treated of new mate- | largely respons

v eurious work;
the first part is distinetive and or ginal
raology and style and
the second part is erammed with bad
melodrama and all the faulis she is
| always taking us to task for.

|in treatment, ps

with American life,
| the only one who has not writte

critics who have recently appeared in | book about ua,

while if a woman be lovely enough
{ehe muy become a part of history
|'and her name a poetical symbol for
| succeeding ages. Perhaps Mrs. Camp-
| bell will never achieve that immaortal-
ity, but she might have., She had the |
{ equipment, the face to “launch a thou-|

.| sand shipa and burn the topless towers

of Ilium.” But whatever mistortunes
attend beauty came to her personally,
not to her country or ker adorers,
Reading these somehow pathetic
reminiscences one finds in them & cer-
t#in justification for the uselfishness
and arroganca of other fair women. It
in almeet a racessary defense; other-
wige they become the prey of their os-
tensible worshippers. The moths would
put out the candle if they did not get
thelr wings singed off. And- here is
one ecandle too kind to singe. The re-
sult waz ahe burnt herseif out warm-
ling others. She does not say so—that
| i5 the pathos of it. In one passage
|she econfesscs hersl? three parts a

But such a dear and |

uet s0, her beauly was thtee parts

the role of novelist. Middleton Murry !

has written two new novels, both "of :_
and conta ning all
sorte of the very things he grows very

The Book of the Year for Young People

|movelists.,” Murry, [ think, hag gone
off as & critic during the last two vears;
lie began with great promise. “His dif- |
ficulty,” said Walpole, “is that he lves |
his life entirely in books. When he is |
about the clasaica he is very
good; when he touches upon eontem-
porary literature he seems not to un-

Tue VOYAGES or
DOCTOR DOLITTLE

By HUGH LOFTING

derstand any of it.” Walpole wanted to
know why it was that Joseph Herwes- |
Sinelair Lewis had aroused |
dislike among Amer-
ang, and I explained that it was be-
cause they had dared to he truthfnl
and honest in saying what was in their

i us moments. Her-
the most sensitive
igm, seems to take
sleasure in making
nce eauirm, and

Author of “The Story of Doctor Dolittle”

The kindly little Doctor—almost as much a household
word as the famous Alice—goes on another amazing voy-
“The children's bookstores, the children’s libraries,
the children's households will want ‘Voyages' even as they
waented the good doctor’s first volume.'—N, Y. Tribune.
A handsome volume.

Published 1920 THE STORY OF DOCTOR DOLITTLE Ninth Prin ting, 82.00
Tue GIRL’S BOOK or VERSE By MARY G. DAVIS

An anthology of new and old poems every girl should know. In-
troduetion by Dorothy Canfield. $£2.00,

THe NORWEGIAN FAIRY BOOK
By FREDERICK H. MARTENS

g0 much personal

3 ie
lie does it he |
| vously like a echoolboy who has just|
gtuck a pin in the boy in front of him, |

dening to many people, |
i men ought to stop lecturing be- |
o most people cannot dissoct
's personality from his work,
arousing personal dis- |

and that is mad

| Botth
probably the artigt most worth watch- | caus

n's
| teresting,” said Walpole, “for although | both u{[

Carvefully selected tales from Norway, fully illustrated. g2.50,

Tue DANISH FAIRY BOOK
By FREDERICK H. MARTENS

The best of Denmark’s fairy tales in a beautiful volume. #2.50.

ThE LIFE or JESUS

Tach event of Jesus’ life simply and vividly told for children.

PETER'’S ADVENTURES |y BIRDLAND
By FLORENCE SMITH VINCENT

By HELEM WARD BANKS

The story of a little boy who makes friends of the birds easily
Iiustrated. #1.75. .

443 Fourth Ave. FREDERICK A. STOKES CCMPANY MNew York

recognized by children.

Woodrow

ilson
and World Settlement

Written from his personal and unpublished materiul

By Ray Stannard Baker

This is Woodrow Wilson's own story of the making of peace at I'_’m-is. !
A book of the greatest importance in rr.ckonling the histopr of our times, |
1t has perhaps prompted Lloyd Ceorge to write his own memaoirs. f

napped in broad dawvlight,
a young society girl bat-
tles for lifs
with a murderous band of

pulsing life—of adventure,

At Bookstores $1.75

BRENTANO’S
Publishers

ol I and 11, price, per set, $10 ) i
Vol. Ili, containing documents, price, $10

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO. i

HMERAUGH
& BROWNE

“A most valuable handbook for authors.'—William McFee

'AOO\(SIJ CYrS

& stafioners

Vitall Sparkling!  Winsome!

/

Order NOW. 480 pages. $2.00]
At all bookstores; or if not, from |

CO-OPERATIVE PUBLISHING €O0., In-.'
Grand Central Statien, Fex 251, N, Y. l‘

BUSINESS OF WRITING

A Practical Guide for Authors
By Robert Cortes Holliday and Alezander Van Rensselaer
Author says: “So nrich better than anything of the sort I
g:ve l;ve?rie?t’l that it is the only one worth reading st all"—
Ellis Parker Butler. ke Bl
An Edif : “A humanitarian serv ; ditors ay
ﬁr:ll as ‘;; 't.?ty'authuru."-—Burbon Razcoe, Literary Editor, New

A Publisher says: “If all that the author wants to krow fis
gathered together in any other place, that place is unknown
to me.”—-Hewitt H. Howland, Editor, The prba-h(errill Com-

Il Booksellers $2.00

War, her son in the World War.
she piled on the ngony hersclf by &
| preposterous second marriage, of which
“he omite details but telln encugh to
ehow it was unhappy as it was unwise,
Nevertholess she had many eompenss--
tlons: a life lived to the full, & preat
Cmift and the opportunity to uvee 1t: and
,one unique distimction:
| even Bernard Shaw to a state of gooey

charm. One hias hesrd her deseribed |
by men amazed at themselvos ns not
2o much a waman ag a “wonder snd &
wild delight” to look en. Peop's went
gazing on her,
ways a little amazed;, one
seed her nalvely offering all theso let-
and clippngs and souvenira to
prove ag much to herself as to nny one
else that it was really so, that she did
not imegine it all out of vanity.
Leaving out the reprints rad lotters
arts she played and |

with the nieknam~ “Joey, which, if £
| nm not misinformed, is
| traditional appellation of the clown in

and the list of

which cot'd be gleaned from a file of
old dramatic pages, all her story that |
ahe has chosen to set down ecould be |
condensed in a single chapter,

Our Covernment
o -__.‘E;;EP.I!"..‘..\' GOYe

Frederiok A. Oy and
The Contury Compnany,

Her ancestry had a glamour of its
Her mother was Itallan, her
father an Anglo-indian nabob,
“ather lost meveral fortunes, so when
Stella Beatrica Campbell was grown |
they were pdor. Money was always sh
of her. She married the son of anothe
cueed its author even of that. And | nnbob, when she was seventeen and he |
twenty; and her father-in-law lost his
immediately thereafter,
history of her marria
| rontemporaries,
ily made ir : o 5
r::‘,\?;:.];;'ynag itlrti:nrier;u::ﬁs Tnlde h?rtx? i: | works of its kind, 1f does not plunge di«
"ull; a sad little story, Her Lusband, |reetly Into its subject, but devotes the
opening chapters to
tthe fundamenta] problems of politieal
varm ¢ Imate. He went to South Africa seience, of the erizin gmd#tvelution of
‘n seéarch of health and fortune: per-|the state and the develonment of rod-
“oree leaving behind his young wife |crn political idens. Having enta*lished
vonng | an adequnte background, it anplies the
¥ of | genernl resn
i fic preblems of the United St-tes;

7 HILE this valume is designed
primarily as a textbnok for
the college student, it will

reader equipped with an elomentary
!Jmowledge of politieal science and de-
The |siring 'a fairly detailed bot not ex-
ge, which to lLer|haustive account of the wo-kings of the

excepting  her American gofernment.

Tatplak Camnbell

g a consldsration of
with econsumption, waa ordered toa dry,

wnd tws babies. Upon the poor
mother devolvad the recponsibilit
sapporting herself and the hahied, 59 zpeeifi
she went on the stage, cheersd by the | it becins by discussing the Articles of
hearty disapproval of many dear eld | Confederstion,
friends, And for five yeara she strug-| United
zled along somehow on a salary of $10 amines with some minuteness the or-
a week or thercabouts, with whatever | ganization of the warions depa~tments
meager sums her invalid husband could | of government, the work of the Preai-
remit from Africa. Her rise to a star’s |
poeition had elements of the grotesque
1t came within a month of her
receiving notice that she was dismissed
for Incompetenca!l

After that, it might be supposed, it
wag “roses, roses all the way. !
the contrary, it was a struggle always. ' system in Ameriea.

Constitution, and

dent and of Congress, of the judiciary
and of the civil service,
does not confine .itself to an analysis
overnment, but com-
inatructive chaptera
on state constitutiona, on the govern-
On [ ment of municipa’ities and o

of the national
tains valusble an

A Shopping List

By Pasil King

tha glamour of

O|THE DUST FLOWER

tha - peychologlenl Insight that the author showed 1-1}}‘%-;

i ’
HER UNWELCOME HUSBAND By W.

** Parbieps tha bost charact
dinates emotion to (ntalllgence, wit
Globe-Demoorat.

THE VEHEMERNT FLAME By Margaret Deland

of marcings and Its nitf
@

L. George

4" paychologically, but
L e,

We: fesl tham."

FLOWING GOLD

The story of tha ol f
gTeat fortunas spring up ov
thrills with action”

"EJACK AND 1 IN LOTUS LAND By Frances Lit*le

¥ "Tha Lady of the Decoration,” wha tells fnimiiabiy
he love story of an Amerlesn glrl in Japan,

"l JOAN OF ARC OF THE NORTH WOODS

O

By Rex Bezch

in her charming

A mystarious youn

RACHHOUSE

The fantaatle acheme
college professor, fo

HIRONDELLE

lad an
this romantlc adventura story of pl

IN JEOPARDY

« An exciting mystery story
riddles guessing, e
York Telegraph.

SOME DISTINGURISHED ANFRICAKS
Dy Harvey C'Higgins

and Und thom

By Ceorge Agnew Chamber!ain

win fortuns ana love by smugeling.

By Henry C. Rowland
¢ dnughter are the principais in
slave-runnera and ship-scutilers. §1'90

)

By Van Tassel Sutphen

1

"No one, it meemns {0 ue. oan
risct candor an Mr, Fllwg SR
N, B, D, New York Gloie.

SAM BLICK'S DIARY

Halled B8 tha work of o new
and racy humoer,

THE KAISER'S MEMO!

“An ex-Bmperor writes I;‘n d

By Stephen C. Noland

THE MIND IN THE MAMING
Ey lames Harv

Such tliinkers as ¥, Q.
Reverand John: lerman Eondal!l v

rour mind into lne v

for yoursel! Mp. Hobloson's tnusual thdovie

NIGHTS AND DAYS ON THE GYPSY TRAIL
By Irving Brown

""Paiuts the Wfa, customs, jors and
unerring Instinet,” 7T
hns thera been such fn aocount
with photographs.

'A WORLD WORTH WHILE

A rare book of reminpiacencer by ones of America's greatest OorfoouiEa-—
tke inan who succesded Thomaa Nogt in popular estosm,
ovents from on smusing naw angle.

FROM SEVEN TO SEVENTY By Edward Simmons

The Intimate rominiecesces of & great Amerfcan artiet, whose rich, fal}
Iife 1o Amaorics, amd contects with the grewt poople of Europe wie ryus
with a wenlth of anecdote, $

TALES OF LONELY TRA!LS

“put of the preat Wast's most wonderful book of facts, tiese pages onght
to llve.” New York World., Ilustrated with photogrujhs talion by the nu;.dm;i

By W. A. Regers

0

Ey Zaue Grey

Harper & Brothers Established 1817 New York

SIMON CALLED PETER

By ROBERT KEABLE, Author of

“The Mother of All Living”

Few books of this year are bejng so seriously discussed.

The New York Evening Post calls it: “A ‘significant’ novel
in the best sense of that word.”
Life: “A good book that deserves to be widely read”

“Strong and illuminating . . . Somie-
thing that will make most of its readers gasp a little—that is,
if they were not in France

New York Herald: “Well worth reading . . . . a graphic and
. undoubtedly veracious picture.” =
The Boston Herald: “A novel of real distinction, both in its

“His situations are true, vivid and

Price, $2.00, postage extra. ;
E.P. BUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, New York

Philadeiphia Ledger:

* manner and jts matter.”
The Boston Transcript:
unexaggerated.”




