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tale seems to be told, for Mr.
Compton Mackenzie's lalest novel,
and Michael, apparently rounds
the careers of those many figures
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* & wave of his pen since Carnival [rst
-ﬂlhed them.
Mr. Mackenzie's has been a singular
uhth:s (more or less) earrying om
the same charseters throngh five
now stressing one of them, now
w After The Passionate Elope-
that “vivacious four-de-faree in the
vein,” aceording to a London
) , came Carmivel. A stunming book,
8 porgeous bit of wriling, with the
Jenny Pearl as its hercine. This
of the ballet girl in all her works,

- #ll ber vanities (one ean scarcely say her

Pomps), made its anthor's name promi-
smong the younger English novel-
Jenny was talked about, written
sbout. No less a personage than the
Jate .Canon Seott Holland wrote of her
to Mrs. Drew (Mary Gladstone), “I must
ﬁ&cﬂﬁ Jenny is the one and only
There is a wonderful
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] was living in a remote corner of the
of Cornwall
of a loeal farmer's marriage. He
Iately journeyed up to London on a
of business and, baving stayed
fortnight in town, returned home
a bride. This sudden choice would
been sufficiently remarkable in one
cautions race, scenstomed to seleet
ir wives by a slower process; but the
bersel! was actually a barmaid from
motorions eafe in Leicester Square.
im Calvinist had met ber, asked
marry him, and somehow per-
ber to eome back with him to the
f England; and for the rest of her
would be imprisoned in his storm
besten farmhouse over whose flelds trav-
elled perpetually the salt Atlantie spray.
J was moved by the imagination of this
eouple. I thought of her in the glitter of
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. London lights, her ears fumiliar with the

your of traffie, ber tongue quick with hm-
man intereourse. 1 thought of him, a sin-
fster and lonely man, peering through the
eold starshine, the boom of the surf or
‘brooding upon his golden barley in the
bot August sunlight. As a matter of
fact the ln!tor}' of this pair has never
ginee emerged from dulness; nevertheless
their situation haunted my faney.

IL
“T left Cornwall not long after this to

-

*  do some work for one of the great Lon-

don variety theatres. One afternoon I

" like gay ghosts about the
stage. ‘Imout:wnhoutthulmtlmg
November dusk and notieed

farmer, as he stood there to eye the girls
burrying home to rest before the evening
, and suddenly I fancied one

ik

- of them, gay and lovable, transported by

gireumstance to = storm beaten farm-
house. I began to imagine the early his-

I Put it in for
entertainment

BLUE GRASS
and BROADWAY

Maria Thompson Daviess
Yes, it’s a love story with

fun in it. ““As refreshing as
a Kentucky spring, as excit-
ing as the booking season
in Times Square.” ($1.50.

All bookstores. The Century
Co., New York, Publishers.)

RIVAL PRILOSOPHIES OF
JESUS AND PAUL

By IGNATIUS SINGER
Clcth, 52.00

The suthor's contention is that there are
two distinct and mutuslly destructive ph—
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of sacntific grounds, but rejects
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I heard the queer °

tory that led to sach an event, apd as I
did s0 I began to write Carnival.”

Carmizal served to introduce, in the
person of the one man Jenny Pearl loved,
the first of the characters about whom so
much was written in the two volumes of
Simister Street, volume one of which ap-
peared in this country under the title of
Youth’s Encouster. Michael Fane, his
mother, his loves and his friends held the
stage’s eentre in those two books, to the
delight of the publie, which only grew
less toward the end, when Michael, hav-
ing left Oxford, came up o London to
live the sort of life the young English-
man of fietion used so frequently to lead.

Michmel's carcer in Simister Street
ended with his starting for a monastery.
Bteps were retraced and caught up in
Mr. Mackenzie's next book, Plashers
Mead, known in England as Guy and
Pauline, with the life of Guy Hazlewood
as he wrote verse in the “fresh green lap
of fair King Richard’s land” and loved a
charming young English girl. This book,
which dyed in the wool Mackenzie ad-
mirers say contains Mr. Mackenzie’s work
at the zenith of his excellence, is, in fact,
rather dull for the average reader, with
its snecession of perfeet pictures—its gen-
eral effect of a marvellous modern tap-
estry instead of a modem novel.

Then what a shock eame with Sylvia
Scarlett, the next book by our movelist,
If Plaskers Mead is a tapestry, Sylvia
Bcarlett is & movie scenario in adequate
English. Written along pictureaque lines,
with a femimine protagonist, this novel
whirls the reader from France through
England, abont the Continent, to South
Ameriea, to Moroeeo, to the United States
and back to England, when finally the
hervine hops into a eab with the an-
nouncement that this time she is off with
the “raggle-taggle” gvpsies in earnest.

A considerable sehievement that, just
after producing a book where nothing
happens, a book which is a study in place
if ever there was dne. A novel whosa
hervine runs such an international gamut
and passes through walks of life mnging
from chorus girl, street walker, eabaret
performer, suceessful setress and the
modern coneept of the elassic hetaira to
wife of a eountry gentieman. Mr. Mac-
kenzie has travelled much. Can he have
taken Sylvia Scarlett over his own itiner-
aries, hanging a string of neat attitudes
on saccessive stopping places as pegs?

In any case, in this book reappear
many characters of Sinister Street, in-
elnding Michael Fane, Lily Haden and
Mrs. Gainsborough, who falls ratber short
of being the immortal creation she prom-
ised in the earlier book. ~

Comes now from the press of Martin
Becker Sylvia and Michael, book three of
Byleia Scarlett, sccording to the author.
Bylvia, off with the raggle-taggle vpiies,
goes to Russia to sing in a cabaret. At
least ber oecupation is static throughout
the book. Strange are her adventures in
Russia’s eapital, then known as St. Peters-
burg. Her recovery from lyphu finds
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The countless incidents of this progress
would unduly prolong an artiele that
mentioned them in detail. Sylvia meets
Conchetta again, tries to make her take
Lily Haden's pisce and fails as she had
failed with Lily. Crossing Bulgaria into
Berbia just before Bulgaria threw in her
lot with the Central Powers, she arrives
at Nish, there to find Capt. Guy Hazle-
hear from bim news of Michael

a8 Red Cross worker in the
md to take from Hazlewood,
leiter for Pauline. Sylvia

" lingers at Nish through some excellent

pages of deseription of that town's con-
fosion when Serbia's ealvary eommenced
under the Bulgar occupation.

Here comes Michadl, ill with typhns,
escorted by his sister, that efficient genins
Stella. Bylvia sends Stella off, herself
remaining to nurse Michael m the faee
of the pending ocenpation of the town by
the Bulgars. Which aceomplished, and
Michnel recovered, he and Sylvia are
packed off for a prison eamp, anly to be
deflecled by a comitadji leader Sylvia
luppen! to kmow, who permits their es-
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partial suceess, in Sylvia Searlett. He is
away from his wonderful tapestries; we
ean regret that. Yet he now writes some-
thing more than a movie scenario in good
English; we ean applal that!

Iv.

One ecannot pronounce Michael amd
Sylvia flewless. Mr. Mackenzie has been
the Balkans during the war. Doubi-
less Sylvia again follows her ereator’s
itineraries. But now Mr. Mackenric
really gets hold of his subjeet; there is
no Jonger that suspieion about this hero-
ine one lad in the carlier book, of her
being a peg on which to hang pretty at-
fitudes. Here is a modern novel done
in he picaresquc manner deserving of
pruise as a good story to read.

More than mere good reading is in
some bits of it. For in its pages artistry
is subordinatgd to true feeling. There
arc two deserving lines on an aviator
who was alwuys longing for his lttle
farm, always thinking of his probable
erash, who fought for Franee and died
gloriously for her . . . “if Paradise might
be the eternal present of a well-beloved
dream, he would have found his farm; if
buman wishes were not vanity, he was
at peace.”

And later in the book come Guy Hazle-
wood's notable words:

“I remember how the waning moon of
dawn eame up out of Asia while we were
still waiting for mews of the Suvla land-
ing. There was a tattoo of musketry
over the sea, n lisp of wind in the sandy
grass, and in a moment of apprehensive
ehill T divined that with a failure at
Suvia this waning moon was the last
moon that would rise upon the old way
of thinking, the rare old way of acling,
the old, old merry England built in a
thousand years.”

“But a greater FEngland may arise
from that failure.”

“Yes, but it won't be our England.
The grave of our England was dug by the
Victorians; this generation has planted
the flowers upon it; the monument will
be raised by the new generation. Oh,
yes, I know it's an egotistieal regret, a
superficial and sentimental regret if vou
will, but you must allow some of us to
cherish it, otherwise we could not go
on. . . . In the end I'm convineed that
it (history) will blame the men who
failed to see that England was great by
the measure of her greatness, and that
the real way to win this war was by what
were sneeringly ecalled sideshows. All
our history has been the alternate failure
and triumph of our sideshows; we made
ourselves what we are hy sideshows.”

Debatable ground. Will England again
be the right little, tight little island?
Will she be efficient, a trinmph of Mr.
Pelman's system? Will she be imperial-
istie? Will she continue to muddle
throngh? True, the old gods ure gone
and with them that pleasant sense of
eomfort our world knew prior to 1914.
There has been death, whieh, we are told,
bas been swallowed up in vietory. There
is still honey for tea, if one has time to
take for tea. And with other times come

A Mackenzian Describes Mabkenmes Latest

other fashions in fletion. Mr. Walpole
writes now of Ruossin; Mr. Cannan seems
unchanged, and is more dull than ever;
Mr. Mackenzie has left his gailery of
word painting to step into the open air
of aetion. More novels will come from
him. To-day's Sylvie and Michael 13
done. The girl who was always ranning
away has run to Michael. Will be set
her future pace? Will they dwell in Mra
Guinsborongh's eottage—!lulbtm Cot-
tage of warm, pleasant memory? Their
tale seems told; the Lale seems ftold of
Michael's friends.

Sn, too, the eurtain seems to have fall-
en, fallen on an excellent last act, and on
a certain phase of Mr. Mackenzic's writ-
ing. One looks forward with eager con-
fidenee to the reslization of his new phass
—a phase of reconstruction, of repetition,
of reminiseence of old camforts, or of
something quite new. Who knows?

Love in a Chapel

HAT an unuvsusl romance! And

what a eloister it is that Roger de
Sales and his playmate-swectheart, Rosa-
mond Way, have to romp in! As for
goings on at Black Sheep Chapel, it seems
to have eollected within itself all the
black sheep from all the other folds. Bank
Chepe Chapel was the original name,
afterward corrupted to Black Sheep
Chapel, for much the same reason that
Roger called George Pencraft “sexton”™—
it was casier than saeristan to remeinber.

Of this church Mrs. Baillie-Snunders
gays: “Perhaps the title really attracted
them, for the church became a sort of
dumpnng ground for all the more daring
and dangerous spirits from other sur-
rounding churches; it even in Lime got &
reputation—artistie, musical, spiritualis-
tie, unconventional and entcrprising gen-
erally—further afield; and certain origi-
nal and ioteresting sheep from the innex
London which is called Society . .
All kinds of quaint heretics eame—dab-
blers in spiritualism, triflers in Christian
Science, people riding on _a soeial
hobiby, half eanvinead Thl.’\buphlb‘l", jour-
nalists on vegl-lnhle diet, diverced eounn-
toxses, American faith lhealers, eranky
artists, mad novelists and wandering
setors.”

Roger, of course, is the hero, and
fhrough his early years of wood carving
and play writing at the chapel and
through Rosamond's service as model for
religious statues, a deep current of religion
is visible, When he went to Mme. de
Sales, his mother, ill and unbappy at
heart, though rich, Roger turned from his
early training and beeame a sueressful
playwrizht. Then comes Rosamond's
avowal of love for George Pencraft and
Rog v makes a decision. Jle gives up
riches andsdramaturgy to go nto the
Church.

The story of Roger and Rossmond is
long but entertaining.

BLACK EHEEP (HAVEL. By Mangaxer
BarLLiE-Savsoees, George H. Doran Com-
pany.

Usiferm with DERE MABLE
At all bookshops

Even an army mule

would laugh at Bill's adventures
in France and at the Front as
told by EDWARD STREETER in

SAME OLD BILL,
EH MABLE!

The third, best and funmiest Mable book

¢ Streeter and Breck are herewith awarded the Jiterary
D. 8.C.—dere smile crestors.”” — Chicage Evening Pest.

Pictures by BILL BRECK
STOKES, Publisher
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[The Street of Adventure

By PHILIP GIBBS
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the life and has the power to

the thrills :ind emoSions of an artisti= temperameni:

on his own resources in the newspaper centre of the great

E. P. DUTTON & CO.

ve in a word picture
at an early age

Net, $190
681 Fifth Ave.,
New York
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