
"The Old Card"
'tho few. worth while novelsAMONG

life that exist it is per-

fectly safe to placb Roland Pel-twee'-s The
Old Card. And this is not at nlL becauso

it is an adequately constructed novel as
novels are supposed to go. Indeed it is a
very bad novel if wo arc to apply the testa
of Prof. Snintsbury and Mr. Wilson Fol-Ic- t.

There is no mora construction to it
than there is to a jellyfish It draws in
here and it bulges out there and, best of
nil, Uie author has written a preface in
which ho assures the prospective reviewers
that ho knows all about it, fully intended
it so to be, and doesn't care a hang, any-

way.
The Old Card is a series of sketches and

events that might almost bo termed short
stories strung together and related by a
single personality. Eliphalct Cardomay,
the provincial actor of the old school, who
is the one, undisguised hero of the narra-
tive, is- - a creation that bocomes a fully
rounded characterization by the time the
end of the book is reached. He is the
simple, charming, courtly nctof of tho
days of old, when the player took his art
much as a good Christian takes his re-

ligion. Eliphalct is not a good actor as wo
understand the art of the stags y.

The reader will, gather that ho was wont
to rant and tear a passion to tatters with
the best of them. He undoubtedly over-
emphasized and posed and strutted. Also
we know that he wore his hair long. Ho
is a type that has vanished, but ho was a
type to be loved. ,

Roland Pertwcc manages to inject a
gentle humor into his depiction of this
quaint old personality that never holds
Eliplialet. up to ridicule. Rather does tho
reader feel a warm affection for the
player steadily growing as tho episodes
are unrolled. He is bo pathetically sin-
cere in his undeviating determination to
remain faithful to the old ideals. Chang-- ,
ing usages and manners do not change
him, and as his clientele inevitably falls
nway from him until even his backers
must needs forsake the sinking ship he
remains still the same, a follower of dead
and gone players, his vision obscured in
the rolling mists of outmoded tradition.

The scries of incidents that unfold the
character of Eliphalct show that ho never
was, or could have been, a great actor. Be
possessed a mellow, pleasing voice and a
certain temperament adapted to the shal-
low heroics of an drama. But
that was all. The rest was a determina-
tion, an desire, a will o' the
wisp.

As the reader follows Eliphalct through,
the few last years of his stage career,
years that bring him face to face with Ids
faithless, divorced wife and give him her
daughter for his own, the realization
comes that an extremely skilful delineator
of character is' to bo found in Roland
Pertwcc. He has completed a breathing
perBonago that will afford many a pleasant
hour to those who enjoy good fiction. There
is no straining for effect in tho novel.
Naturally there is a villain, a' certain

named May, who might have
stepped directly out of a Tom Taylor
drama. But he docs not count for much.
If one were to search for a more ng

villain it would perhaps be well
to regard tho ubiquitous cinemas that oc-

casionally cast their ominous clouds across
the lofty expanses of the old actors mind.

THE OLD CARD. By BoL.wn Pestwe.
Eoni & Iitveright.

"Polished Ebony"
' I 11 HE two dentists, who jointly own

tho Gold Crown Ice Cream Parlor
in one of Oetavus Roy Cohen's negro

.stories in the collection called Polished
Ebony, rewill another dentist, liy name
"McTeague," whose ambition and dream
it was to have swinging from his office!
window a huge gilded tooth, a molar with
enormous prongs, sometlung gorgeous and
attractive, and made out of real French
gilt and no German substitute. And if
Mr. Cohen's story, which is called Pain-les- s

Extraction, does no more than to re-

call Frank Norris's great novel it has ac-

complished some good.
Mr. Cohen writes of tho negro city

dwellers in the South tho real dressy
and stylish kind who wear diamond rings
when they are not doing the washing and
ride in automobiles' when Providence and
the lottery are kind, which may aecount
for their remarkable language. For. if.
there are negroes anywhere, off the stage
or outside of tho funny stories in n news-
paper, who talk like some of Mr. Cohen's

The
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Polished Ebony people then Thomas Nel-

son Pago and Joel Chandler Harris and
Mark Twain and E. K. Means and More
E. K. Means have missed a trick or two.

That the negro is malaprop and is
fond of big words, the bigger the better,
and that ho often gets stuck in Ids words
liko the fly in tho molasses is doubtless
truo of the city as well as 'of tho planta-
tion negro. But it is not easy to believe
in the reality of Mr. Cohen's colored folks
when ho makes them say "criminal liable'7
and "public respitution" and "eighteen
carrots" and "plutonic friendship'' and
"pussonal sediment" and even the follow-

ing:
'STou know what the poeck says in

Latin, Mis' Atchcrson Honey swat key
molly pants."

As a matter of fact, although some of
these stories are amusing as stories, tho
humor, if it is humor, is largely in the
language and malapropisms, instead of in
the negro psychology and character, as in
the case of the E. K. Means' negro stories,
for example.

Tho collection contains nine stories, of
which the first one about the diamond ring,
called All Thai Glitters, is much the best
and has as many interesting turns and
complications as the Maupassant story of
the necklace almost. You might as well
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one

expect a woman not to know her own
child as her own diamond ring. Anyway
Mrs. Elzevir Nesbit knows hers. Mr.
Cohen tho author of the successful play
The Crimson Alibi and the book of that
name.

rOLTBKHD EBONY. Bt Octavus Itov
Cohen. DoJd, Mead & Co.

A Letter to the Editor
By GEORGE GORDON.

III: Some twelve months ago you sent5 me for review a volume of essays,

The Dartmoor Window Again (Long-

mans, Green), written over the signature
of Beatrice Chase by Miss Olive Kathe-rin- e

Pan, a devout Anglican believer in
tho goodness of God, to whom she daily
hymns a Te Deum, now that her eyes have
beheld tho bleak country of Mr. Thomas
Hardy's returned native. She keeps her
isoul dressed ever ready to receive the final

of death. She gushes her
blessings upon high heaven for the daily
miracle of the dawn. The night ush-

ered in to her consciousness with anthems
of gratitude, and this, not in the Garden
of Eden, but in a world as forbidding as
the poles, the frontier of hell, where con-
victs languish for unspeakable sins, and

Tribune calls "tremendous"

Mare Nostrum
VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ

the author Shadow

publishers liberty commending marvel-
lous, reader

"Mare Nostrum is a story, far to
any of author's save thai of
'The Pour Horscmenof Apocalypse,' and indeed
we prefer i volume. He

, opt the' riches of his" imagination with a prodigality
like that of Balzac or HartfordCourant.

"When you have come to end of last page
you will say aloud,(and no if ' about it) that this is
as a book as. the 'The
of the Apocalypse.' . . . There is passage after
passage of pure beauty. .... To all such
as love blue this book will be one of the
novels of all time." New. Xork

90 at
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and World September 28,

everything

is

sacrament

is

&

tho hound of the bays a
grinning, half mad moon.

I have long debated with myself the
advisability of in tmy way referring to
this book. Though I know you doubt it,
I have a conscience, a feeling for
ail those who write, and invariably a cer-

tain pity for mine enemy when in an-

swer to my prayers for vengeance upon
his head- - he finally writes and, publishes, '

his book. Because her philosophy is so
futile a weapon against the destroying
violence of nature, because she is (self-absorb-

in her petty cares, the
flowers in her garden, the letters
she receives) all unaware of the fatuity of
her thought in a world that, having de-

scended and itayed five years in purgaj-- j

tory, rises to a new life I am
ashamed of myself, for I can think of no
good word that can be said either for Miss
Pan's complacent of things as
they are or of her humble Imv

fore the image of God.

I appeal to ,your readers. There may
be one among the thousands can
write upon the uses of inadvertence.

x r E'LTi say Clarence Budington

W Holland's title, The Little Mo-

ment of Happiness, is one of the most fe-

licitous labels ever affixed.

'The New York this a novel!
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"To our way of thinking it is a much stronger
book than "The Four Horsemen.' " Ecanscillc
Courier.

"It is comparable to nothing we have ever read
of the-sea- , and as a novel it is tremendous." New
York Tribune.

"The manner in which Blasco Ibanez rises to the
portrayal of the last days of his hero ....
leaves the reader with the impression of having
passed through some wonderful dream experience
. . . . the recollections of which will con-

tinue to color life itself with a fresh and alluring
charm One of the few enthralling
novels of-- novel-producin- g year." Phila. Press.
"We like it immensely." Chicago Daily New?.
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