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BOOK REVI

In 1751 the/Italian Dandy Changed
His Gold-Clasped Collars Twice a Day

THE PSYCHOLOGY OF DRESS, By Frank
Alvah Parsons, Doubleday, Page & Co.

Reviewed by
ALBERT STERNER.

R FRANK ALVAH PARSONS has
M writtern a most attractive disser-
tation on clothes, _It Is, as it were,

i romance of the garb of mef§ and women In

all its phases through the centuries.- The
subject is observed and noted down by the
author from the point of view of the artist
and [ presented under the title, “The Pay-
chology of Dress'™ .

The book appeals at the outset by its sim-
ple, yet beautiful, makeup and artistic ap-
pearance, The type is admirable and of a fine
bigck impression, a guality so rarely insisted
upon by our printers, The marging are well
proportioned, and the many accompanying
Iustrations, culled in many instafices from
viell known masterpieces of painting and
from  period prints, are everyvthing that can
b desired.

From these [lustrations, which bring one
faee to face with the actual presentment of
the warlous garments that fashion has de-
ciead through the ages, much may be
gieaned. But Mr, Parsons has contrived a
most happy obbligato to the pleturds in the
shape of all kinds of interesting excorpts,
often from documents of the bygone periods,
together with much enlightening information
regarding the reason for the appearance of
such and sueh garments, and the environ-
ment in which they were made and worn,

In this way the reader is gradually led on
ty acquire, so to speak, a principle of
clothes; is helped to examine and study them
a5 an expression—an almost Inevitable ex-
presslon—aof the times in which they oecur.
And so unconsciously we meander with Mr.
PParsons, happily, learning about history
through clothes,

A great many books of costume have been
compiled, great tomes like Racinet with
thousands of.colored plates and numbers and
references, much too ponderous to handle—
volumes made for the use of craftsmen. But
in “The Psychology of Dress” we take a
pleasant, rambling walk through the ages,
stopping to look at the modes ana manners
of the houses and gardens and fetes, of the
theatres and coffes houses in which these
gallants of past ages and thelr falr ladies
lived and loved and played and ate. We see
how they were dressed! And If we are made
oonscious here and there of dates-—so difMi-
cult to learn at school—they hardly concern
us; for the gossipy facts that Mr, Parsons
bas dug up far outwelgh them and make us
reallze the humanness of all these people In
a'l these times,

Here i quoted a halfl humorous counsel—
the author says—from thirty chapters of
worldly wisdom, given to a noble and pol-
Ished youth, to ald him In making a brilllant

appearance at the coming fete of the patron
saint of Padua, 1761:

“1. Embroidered coat to the value of about
200 sequins. 2. Two other coats in good
taste and fashionable to wear during the
day. 3. Breeches to match the coats or with
a fastening of three gold buckles. 4. SBuper-
fine shirts with English point and superfine
Flanders lates, and should be changed every
day. 6. Silk stockings with two tassels from
Paris, with a lead seal at two sequins a palr.
. Belt pendants of gold embroidered silk
with five gold clasps. 7. Bteel sword mount-
ed In gold, with white ribbon weorked in gold.
and tassels. 8. Black shoes with lsather
soles and gold buckles. 9. Peruke of M. su
Taquel with a toupee a verze and its little
ornamental bag. 10. Collars held by goid
clasps, changing twiee a day, 11. A plain
English hat weighing three ounces, 12, Two
white handkerchiefs, one for paring fruit,
the other to serve the lady when she takes
a sherbet, coffee or chocolate; two others
for the nose, of tree bark, and all sprinkled
with spirits of lavender. 13. Bilk sponges
for wiping off the perspiration. 14. Two
palra of white gloves from Rome, one palr
in the hand, the other In the pocket, with
two pairs of ladies' gloves of different slzes
for any contingency that might ocecur, mak -
ing sure that they have no odor. 15. Snuff
boxes, oneg of gold for Spanish tobacco, the
other of red papier maché of M. su Marsian
for tohacco of the country. 16. A ease with
its fittings and instruments all of gold. 17.
A small gold case, with his spoon and Hano-
ver powder. 18. A stand mounted in gold
with perfumed spirits of the latest mode. 19.
Another stand divided in two by Neapolitan
devils and Imps, 20, A mirror, memorandum
book, brushes, pins of various sorts, strings,
adzes, sllk of wvarlous colors in two little
boxes. 21, Opera glasses, with tortoise
shell and gold case. 22. Repeating clock, on
one side an enamel face with French tims
and on the other one of gold with Italian

time, 23. Two packages of French and Itul-
ian paper. 24, Fans with white ribbon

which one places between the Inner fold«
of the velada for protecting the lady from
the sun, offering her the arm after the usag:
of Binigaglia, 25. Two rings, one of ruby and
the other a brilliant; two lttle souvenirs,
one with small brilliants, and the other may
be real pinchbeck, which may serve as a re-
membrance and as a specifie. 26, A purse of
silk net with gold coins and In it some large
pieces of money in quite new silver to pay
for anything the lady happens to need if by
chance she should lose at play, and a hun-
dred sequinsg more in specie of the reigning
Doge. 27. He should always have in his
pocket candied fruits in a gilded box, pleces
of chocolate, plstachio, chestnuts, plckles,
imps and other trifles pertaining to gallan-
try. 28. A groom and a knavish lackey, who
will be skilful on occaslons which might
arise for fleeing the city to go to a villn.

John Burroughs, the

Forest Philosopher

His Life Story and His Latest Book

ACCEPT™NG THE UNIVERSE. By John
Burroughs, Houghton, Mifiin Company.
Reviewed by

H. L. PANGBORN.
N his sssays on “Accepting the Universe*
I John Burroughs has given perhaps the
clearest and certninly one of the most
eloquent presentations of what, for lack of
n more gccurite term, may be Cilllb(\mﬂdern
gelentific panthelsm. . Each epoch, he recog-
nizes, mugt have its own religion, and it must
be a religion with a content somewhat ba-
yond lmited intellectunl elements—it inevi-
tably must have something émotional in it
iz answer {8 a statement of the religion of
sclenee, of nature, with a determined opti-

mism as o constituent part of It

In fuct Mr. Burroughs does more than
accept the unlverse, He pats it on the back
with full approval and assures it that it is
the best possible of all concelvable universes,
and that to form o part of it is “our rare
good fortune.” He never blinks the difficuity
of reconciling this conclusion with the exist-
ence of evil, of imperfeation, of what we must
el militant wrong.  All these are, It is true,
part of the Cosmos, hut merely momentary
and of small Import, provided you can get
far enongh to envisige the Thing as a whole,
He finds a reconcilintlon, too, in the adapta-
ity of life to s changlng conditions, and

olieves that {f we can succeed In measuring
it with Jarge enough natural universal
stundards thé contemplation of this Cosmosx
may becgme o “supreme felcity.”

Of course he will have nothing te do with
uny anthropomorphid god, nor with any nar-
rowly teleological scheme of things, 1t
itrikes him ns insdffernble conceit for man
to assume that he ig the centre of ereation
or even that he Is In any sense a finality.
He Is unable to conceive either a beginning
or an end of the universe or of any “crea-
tion™ ex nihilo. The universe was not made:
bt It is. And it is growing, changing, de-
veloping, and man is but A part of if He
coneelves a sort of natural providence—not a
wpecialized affalr and sure!ly not at all per-
wonalizged—as somehow a part of the Whole.
(od 1g not apart from the universe, nor a
mere part of It, but the universe is God.
When aaked ns to any solution of questions
ibout the Ultimuate, he frankly ndmits that
the human mind (and that's the only sort of
mind we have) eannot fathom it. Here we
must beeame agnostie, in the proper sense of
{hat word: we do not, and cannot know,

That much Is fairly famillar ground. The
interest In Burroughs's diagnosis of our case
Hes in Hie reconcllintions. As he admits, he
1% not always wholly consistent, and he is
pligued with the age old difficuity of trying
to approach the unknowable In language of
the known. HBut he makes out an eloquent
vt for the cheerfulness of evolution as n
relliglon. 1t 18 our chief business to “feel at
home on this planet,” which |8 so muarvellous-
v fdapted to our growth., We may also
rentlige that man himself s active and con-
selously, purposefully active In bettering this
environment, with the materinl nature pro-
vides him. Apd “we are embosomed In the
sternal boneticence, whether we desire It or
not” moaning thercby the beneficent adap-
tations of nature,

He does not follow out fully the conse-
quences of ndmitting that man himself is a
hiologlen! leglelator, evalving new laws, and
that the emefgonce of moral (and still more)
wathetle concepts in the procesa of evoelution
g the Introduction of really new—and thus
Inexplicable—factors.  To do so would lead
inte whit he would eall dublously tele-
1t is possihle to adjust moral
they bave a biologieal

e
ologlen] felds
idens to evolntinn

“survival value."”
is not so simple,

Burroughs's thought is curiously Greek—
pre-Socratic Greek. His universe is much
wnat a modern Empedocles Tnight make of
It—the One growing from the Many into
being, Monon ., . . ek pleonon.

It 1s a most eourageous book, and one that
will bring down upon him the dislike of
thousands of ndmirers of his earlier “nature”
hooks, but it is absolutely sincers with the
inviolable sincerity of a sclentist. And it Is
immensely interesting—the most stimulating
experiment of the day in religious thought.

JOHN BURROUGHS, BOY AND MAN, IB)‘
Clara Barrus, M. D, Doubleday, Page & Co,

Wi 3 LL that I ever had, and still have,

But the case of msthetica

may be yvours by stretching forth
yvour hand and taking it.” This is
the Invitation to a lfe worth living, printed
at the beginning of the blography of the

man who extends it. But the whole book
Is an Invitation, particularly to young
readers, to comradeship in the joyous com-
pany of nature. For many, John Burroughs
has opened the doors of nature's house,
where he Is very much at home,

Dr. Barrus has at once given a detafled
account of the slow, steady progress of this
life that grows like a tree, and picked out
with dramatic emphasis the burning mo-
ments that mark the crjses of character.
John was only four when the hous:mald
brought In a dead scarlet tanager, “Tears
filled his eyes as he turned away to his
corner on the hearth; a queer ache came
Into his throat—love and sympathy for the
little bird were born together in his heart;
but ‘curlosity was born also, and he soon
turned buck, and taking the dead bird in his
hand stroked its scarlet plumage.”

Sympathy and curiosity-—the best equip-
ment for a secker after nature's truth,

A few years later he saw a small blulsh
bird with n white spot on each wing, He
nsked his brothers what It was, but they
did not know. And it was twenty years
hefore he found out that it was the black
throated blue warbler. As Dr. Barrus sald,
the interest then stimulated was to lead him
to be a ploneer In the preparation of such
books that no child of our day need ask In
vain for bird knowledge,

Burroughs grew to manhood and went
through many experiences, learning In
#chool and out, tenching school himself, be-
fore the event that crystallized his latent
interest. In the mid-year of the civil war
he saw for the first time n copy of Audubon's
“Birds of America,” with Its colored illus-
tratlone, “It was ke bringing together
fire and powder,” declares his blographer,
And Burroughs himself says:

“How eagerly and Joyously I took up the
study! It fitted In so well with my country
tostes and hreeding; It turned my enthusi-
ANM A8 A sportsman (nto a new channel; It
gave to my walke o new delight; it made
me look upon every grove and wood as a
new etorehonse of possible treasures, 1
could go fshing or camping or plenicking
now  With my  resources for enjoyment
doubled.”

And that Is Just what he has done for
others—passad on Audubon’s gift with some-
thing of his own added.

This book Is for everybody that ls allve—
that has any power to respond to the Im-
pulses of life. Tt Is full of avery kind of
Intercat, from the stories of old country cus-
toms, from the memory of Burroughsa's oy -
hoedd to the new anecdotes of Walt Whit-
man and contributions to clvil war histary

ews | Costume in Art and History

e

A Madonna painted at the end of the fifteenth century, showing how the ideas
of the Renaissance were modifying the severity of earlier costume,.

29. Gilded cabriolet with two fine horses, 30
A box with assafoetida in reality, which will
serve for the lady If she suffers a hysterical
attack; this comes for the most part com-
pounded with good seents. When the Kor
Is fitted out in thisy manner he can, without
any doubt, according to the expressed opin-
jon of the most judicious. the authorized
protectors of the grand mode, make his ap-
pearance in good soclety with a lady, and
may always hope to driw the applause of

the lady, It remaining only to point to
him that he should often interrupt his
graceful conversation with =ome French

mong; this he can learn In the famous book
entitled ‘L'Amor de Palajo Roie'"™

From this truly delightful document we
learn that the “dandy” has existed in all
times—the man of fashlon, meticulous, con-
cerned with modes and fashions, as If they
were of the vastest moment to the continu-

Seamanship for Boys

SAILING THE SEAS, By James Baldwin and
W. W, Livengood, American Book Company.
T must be a terrible thing to be a hoy

I nowadays. When we ourselves were a
lad, ninety years ago, we thought that

the forcible feeding to which our Infant brain
was thel® subjected—the amount of memory
tests to which we were forced, writhing--
could never be surpassed in the future his-
tory of America. But we see now that we
had an easy time of it, compared with to-
day's boy. The authors of the books we
had to read early in the past century were
at least stingy with facts, but the modern
author of boya' books is the mouthplece for
all sorts of grownups' actlvities, which re-
quire the accesslon of new hired hands from
generation to generation |n order to keep
themselves golng; and, therefore, he |a
buried in facts nbout those businesses and
he, In turn, buries his boy readers under
them.

Buch a book is “Saillng the Beas: or the
Log of Tom Durke” The United States
Shipping Board belleves that Amerlea cannot
retaln a leading place In the world's trade
unless all Americuns become Interested in
ships, and that, therefore, the boys of Amer-
fein must be cultlvated careful-lee until they
are the rulers of our trade nav-ee. Hence
this book, the story of a boy who I8 anxious
to become i sallor, has his ambition gratl-
fied, learns all about ships and shipping,
shows himself a naval hero during the war
and wins the cheers of his home folks. Any
boy who wants to learn about the businesa
of belng a merchant sallor will find this
book a fascinating one. But If he s obliged
to memorige nll the facts In this book against
lis will we are sorry for him, There's too
many of 'em! Bam MoCor.

What the American
Red Cross Did

THE AMERICAN RED CROSS IN THE
GREAT WAR. By Henry P. Davison, Mac-
millan Company.

ETAILS of n record In which the

D whole country takes justifiable pride

are sot forth by Henry P. Davison,
chadrman of the War Council, In his boolk,

“The American Red Cross in the Great War"

The organization is still In need of the sup-

port of the American people and few men or

women, reading this record of what it did In
the greatest emergency the world has yet
ween, will be Inclined to withhold ald here-
after

If it had done nothing more than provioe
the 120,000 doses of the bacillus Welehi
werum for the cure and prevention of gns
ungrene, which it furnished, its wiork would
have amply Justified the millions Bpent upon
it, Another groat 1ted Crose activity wns the
proviglon of the six types of splints de-
veloped for the confinement of Injured meme-
bers Jn enmes of fracture, The long and
weary Journey of the wounded soldier back
to health was shortened by various forms of
diversion provided by the Ied Cross nt the
tase hospltals. The work of giving informa-
tion ofesoldiers to relatives at home was or-

ganized and efMelently carried on by the
Bureay of Home Communication. But Mr,
Davigon's book 18 more than a record

of what was aceomplished. It sxplaina the
reagons for what was«done and breathes a
apliit of Juenanit y all of =

on S84 pnges

ance of life, when in reality they are ephem-
eral and change constantly for @ mere whim
or aceldent. Yet they arc kaleidescople,
these changes, many colored. adding Joy and
gayety to life or when needs be demuren
Brverity ?

“The apparel oft proclaims the man”

It I8 this judiclous blending of man and
the clothes that fascinates In “The Psychol-
ogy of Dress"”

A New Engl_a;l_d‘
Home Folk Story

HOMESPUN AND GOLI. By Alice Brown
Macemlllan Company.

Reviewed by

ELEANOR HAYDEN.
ROBABLY no one who hadn't o grand-
P mother whose warnings consisted of
“look out you don't get n h'lst” and
whose vocabulary Included such words as
“flaxing” around and “my stars!" and
“hark!" and such phruses as “up attic” and
“eamping down on the couch” and other
delightful New England provineliulisms could
pessibly appreciate the full flavor of Allce
Brown's “Homespun and Guold.” In this col-
lection of short stories Miss Brown goes
back of the correct New Englanders who
adorn her longer stories, the most recent
ones being “The Black Drop” and “‘The
Wind Between the Worlds” to the simple
homely folk who go to "No 3" schools in
their youth and to “Grange meeting"” as they
grow older. These people have a simple psy-
chology. To filek Jess, the horse, harshly in-
dicates male mental perturbiation while going
to the awamp for thorouzhwort gives
pretty good indication that something Is

wrong with the female equilibrinm,

Those stories are human and nppealing, but
it is not for the story, par arly, that one
reads Allee Brown as much as it is for nt-
mosphere—to be stesped again in the quaint,
curious New England turns of phrase that
ghe knows so well how to catch. Many times
the spelling of these w that you #are
fumilinr with when spoken, “h'ist” for ex-
nmple, eludes you until you =ee and recognize
it as an old friend In the pages of Miss
Brown’s stories. Transiated “h'ist” means—
but how translate collogulallams?  Fail
doesn’t cover It exactly. It is a queer word,
and even Miss Brown doean't glve you any
iea what the missing lettor Is,

There ls, of necessity, n limited appeal
about these storles, Provincialisms, received
by thase familine with their phases
with the feeling, “these are true—she has
eaught them,” often mean lttle or nothing
ta the outsider who has llvéd beyond the
pale of influence of the State of Mnine of
the Iast century Do they still talk of
spnteye” and “dress skirts” and “pindlin’ "
children and “gettin’ yvour death” as they do
in these pages or do these Idioms helong
golely tn the generation that has passed and
from whose lips no amount of superimposed
education beyvond the No, 3 stage of culture
or travel bayond the grange was ever ahle
to efface the sometimes stern, sometimes
supple terminology?

Though snme of these stories may be too
strietly loco ol to mean anything to non-
New Englanders (ns Southern darky storles

G EN

bore the roviewer to tears), surely the
pleturesqueness of such words describing
movement in a room as “stirrin’ around,”

“tshraahing around,” “traipsin’ up and down

stalrs,” staving “cooped up In the house”
eannot be whally Jost, And If you've ever
heard them, “the frogs peepin’ so loud” or

seen tre moon "as hig a8 a cart wheel” rise
over a crusted snowy New England meadow
Allee Brown makes the sounds and pletures
live again

Her people are simple hearted folk, for
the most part—big, clean, Inarticulate young
men—girly In the first fush of yvouthful joy,

with shy eves and quick darting move-
mente—older men with queernafases and can-
tankerousnoess of nre sottling upon them

and adorable old | with cameo pins, “for
nice,” who hnve learned through the years
how to mnnage men folks and to see through
the sometimes harsh New England exterior
the warm ahd falthfil hearts beating be-
neath the breasts of Abner or Willlam or
Cyrus,

“The Return of Father” |2 the most simply
ologuent tale In the book. It's the sort of
story that ves you with a tight thront and
v mmille. Few short story writers ean do.more
than that

I

ABOUT AUTHORS

|

Hugh Walpole Might Be a Tennis
Player, a Liberal or a Naval Officer

THE CAPTIVES, Georgs

H. Doran and Co.

Reviewed by
LOUISE CLOSSER HALE.

HE came to my dressing room —Hugh
did,

(I am an actress. Yes, | write,
too, but the theatre ls my home. 1 always
hurry In something about acting. It pays
to advertiss; but more than that, it excuses
my difficultles with the subjunctive.)

I was taking out my teeth as my maid
upened the dressing room door. (I have no
madd, I just put that in—no maid, rut all
my teeth,) “Taking out my teeth” means,
in the parlance of the theatre, removing the
black grease paint which had been covering

By Hugh Walpole.

A few of my molars during the performance.
This to an audience looks like gaps, sid ages
the face. I have a youngish face, if oldish.

I was not embarrassed over being dis-
coverad at such an unlovely moment by
Hugh, although 1 didn't know who this
fresh-cheeked individual wis. Hold on to
this—Iit's a point; whenever a pluyer meets
ane of her own kind, whatever beautiful art
may be hia, she ls not disconcerted If she
has cold cream on her nose or is bralding
her switeh with one end of It in her mouth,
Irstinetively she is sympathetic with him,
and he, although he may never have seen
a dressing room, s just as much at home
as though he were before his easel® or
easing out words from his pen., It's sweet,
isn't It, the way we understand our people?
Do bankers feel that relaxed way witn each
aother, or flsh dealers, or osteopaths? 1 don't
know, This ls an open questlon, Now If
my visitor had been what the actors call
“an outsider,"” merely one of those =ich per-
zons who support the theasre and never get
in on passes, 1 should have regretted [n-
stantly that my teeth were not all shined
up, and that the be-rouged table cover was
not fresh, or at least turned over—onece
maore,

The fresh cheeked one was flanked by two
blithe gpirits whose own satlsfuctory roval-
ties enforce upon them a certain noblesse
oblige when foreign authors come over here
for a generul cleanup. (“Royalties '—whero
did we get the word from?) They made the
Introduction quite casually as though it was
nothing to lecture in a strange country anid
that any moment both of them might go
to England for the same purpose.

What Should an Author Look Like?

Just the same it was a bombshel]l to me—
not becuuse he wis HUGH WALPOLE, but
because HE was Hugh Whipole. Line up a
lot of young Britishers carryving sticks, with
this young author and ask me to plck out
it tennia player, a Liberal, a jazz dancer and
an English naval officer thinking of going
Inte business and I could sultably have se-
lected Walpole for any of these yoles, hat
for the creator of that devilish old Duchess
of Wrexe, of that dear, ragged Golden Scare-

crow, of The Captives, raging within their
lttle human cells No—ah! no—he was not
built according to convention.

Yot, to step aslde agnin, do authors look
like authors, anyway?
tors and painters like painters, but is there
in this day any definite type for the writing
man? Poets of other times, ywe: Tennyson
looked like a poet and so did Shelley, and
Byron looked llke elght poeta; but Charles
Hanson Towne does not look like a poet, and
would not though he wore a Tennysonian
whisker, Shellevan huir and & Byronle
collar. 8till C. H. Towne {5 a very complete
poet. Alas! I fear that the hard bowler over
there and the derby over here have done
much to change the facade of the lterat].

The visiting Englishman continued bomb-
ing me. He =ald he was happy to meet me
“again.” I was restoring & bicuspid at the
instant, and | wnas astonished that 1
nllowed the disfiguring grease paint to re-
maln on until half way home in the sub-
wny—thereby Innocently delighting a num-
her of tired business men. But 1 gave no
other sign. [ did not say “Yes?' with that
rising inflection of indifferent uncertainty
that has so often reduced me to dust In
Tllnglnntl After those erumbling occasions
when [ have endeavored to explain myself
to some Londoner 1 would not be mean
cnough to say "Yesa?' to my landlord, 1
did not nead to—the guest modestly
thought it was Just possible T didn't re-
member. “You know,” he reminded, *“in
the green room at the Haymarket.™

Not Horace Walpole!

It was tjme for me to do something then.
I wanted to cry out: “Hugh Walpole 1f I
ever had met you I would never have for-
gotten it and bawled on his shoulder. Hut
you can't do that to authors with belts to
their coats and scvere collars sticking up
at correct anglea So 1 =ald something
auite different. Never having met the man
hofore and knowing well I had never met
him 1 was ready to compromise, “Was
that YOU? 1 sald “T thought It wns
Hornee,” Not that anybhody pald any at-
tention to the flippancy.

Qo there was no emotional outburst from
me, and Mp. Walpole will never know, un.
lems the clipping burean does its duty (and

Lt

It only elps tle ronst#) that 1 wouldn't
have had him any different had I, on Ye-
fection, taken a bit of c¢lay and modelled
him myaelf. For In some way that 1 don't

belleve T am golng to be able to define this
voung man of stalwart bulld and business-
like mien was, by belng eo, fully expressive
of his tremendons les It doesn’t
make the least hit of difference what Hugh
Walpole ia Hke outside, Everything that he
gives to us Is from within. Not just on the
aother slide af the eranlum, but from some
place that he hasn't very much te do with
that twists and shapes him and shnkes
him. and leaves the outside of him to swent
aver ;nrr-;:n-rly setting down into fine parn-
graphs by a beautiful arrangement of words
these lttle creatures of his inner brain

I wonder could we wrench the truth from
him, If he would not admit that it surprised
him a lttle to have foretold the diEsalution
of the power of the aristocracy as in the
“Duchess of Wrexe,” and of the mean, falso
pride of the upper middle cinsses as In “The
Green Mirror." Just little puppet figures
now, levellsd by real shot and shell 1
wonder it he had an idea of a hook called
“The Dirk Forest" when those sprites inside

mpiht

Vou

of him prompted him to speak in earlier
works of "dark forests' as though the
mystle slgnificance of those Wwords were

Intriguing him Into thelr ghadowy depths
1 wonder—sines 1T am at the wonderine
husinesg=If he or any other anthor wauld

bar mig

htity plguet If he ke

Actors look like ac-

reader of his—at least one—there rise pic-
tures of her own making that have to do
with her own environment as she reads his
pictures of lands that are not hers, Or
should he not be pleased? Is it not because
he 18 drawing truly that as he places be-
fore our eyes the iong frozen stretches
of the Neva, I, too, grow cold, but the plc-
ture before me ls not the Neva but myself
fighting down Milchigan avenue when the
wind is froml the lake and the long lines
of light are llke frozen minor constellations.

I am afrald {t i{s the saume with his char-
acters, I don't remember much about the lit-
tle boy of The Golden Bcarecrow nor of the
old man who passed away in the first chap-
ter. "The thing is,'" as May Wilson Preston
aslways says, the thing is that before the
old man died he took off his hat to the
searecrow, whirh from a certain angle he
had mistaken for a knight in shining armor
and he sald to the shabby, Aopping ereature:
“You were very fine: T shall not forget.”
How many hundreds of times 1 have sald that
to myself! What does It matter—now—what
a bundle of rags on a stick were those crea-
tures who crossed our llves In early days?
Onee, from our angle, we saw them gleam-
ing in the sun like King Arthur's men.

Arabella’s Adventures.

I have a friend, Arabella, who was much
impressed when I told her this story., Ara-

Lelln always comes to me just after
she has glvem up walting by the tele-
phone — It is a very definite step toward

cardlae reconstruction, this admitting tha
he I8 not going to call up. After a while,
when she is at the livellest stage of the new
telephanie complication, when the new one
W oealling up regularly, she can look back
upon the earller dlseonnections and take
pleasure that they were shinlng knights once
The only trouhble with the symbol, however
is the difficulty of explnining it when they
meet again, Arabella says they like awfully
to be thought Launcelots, but as soon as she
tells them (gently): “It's quite all right, denr
friend; it's what you were to me THEN thnt
counts, It holds small welght with me that
you are really just a scarecrow," that they
get peevish, and the friendship sort of dies.
Arabella deplores this complete severing of
earthly ties with her voung men. She does
not see that her application of the figure
evens the acore as could no method of her
own devising. “A scarecrow,” they must mut-
ter, as they leap away., And again in the
night, turning over; “A scarecrow!"”

The pictures crowd thiek in the author's
Intest story of “The Captives"—I1 think it
may be so with other Americans, for many
of us were chapelgoers, and those with whom
I am contemporiry knew the ugliness of
tight, silent living, horsehalr furniture and
the smell of ofl lamps. Some of us rebelled—
and here we are! And, parenthetieally, 1
ask, and where is that? Well, It lsn't much,
but its sidelights, anyway, and the golden
oak covered by draperies, and the tops of
the horrible mantels tiken off. But Walpols
is right: our religion ls with us, and as we
grow, oh, very o0ld, we take a sort of pride
In It. There Is something decent about its
grim claim pn us, But never for an Instant
in our formative period did it Uve up to those
promises, that were made to Us when we
tralled our white robes (very consclous of
tor nalls, as was Martin) toward the baptis-
mal font.

A Distinguished Baptism

My haptism, I think T may say, was
little more distinguished than the leading
eaptive of the Walpole tale. To be sure Mar
tin wns the minister's son, but I was one
of a4 cohort of ltile girl converts whose ranks
honsted the minister's daughter. (Strunge!
We found ourselves playing In the same
company last vear and were two weeks rec-
ognizing cach other!) It Is quite fitting
thiat she should have gone on the stage, as
she committed a social error even in the
baptistry. When it came time for her immer
slon  her father, faithfully pursuing the
meagre ceremonial, asked the name. It dle-
tressedd Mary., “Don’t you know me, papa?
bleated out the minlater’s daughter, What
it oerasioned! “Should a besn practised.’

sald the elders

Nagged into It some of us were as Mar-
tin pro iy was, as Mag fearnd to he
Too shy to rise when we w amlied to glve
our childish testimony as to our affection
for a menacing Creator; too angulshed to

remaln seated while the cholr wailed In our
taby ears, "Too late! Inte! ye ¢annot
enter now.” Yes, it was better to get bap-
tiged and have It over with—and wriggle our
nose at the abashed devil,

For, Walpole writes of yvoung War-
lock: “What happiness followed! (God. had
chosen him, and there he was, forever and
forever saife and happy.”

I went over that page a number of times

nH

“Safe—and happy.” Happy—oand safe? Dv
the two go together — should they not?
That was what made my bed light grow

alm for a Httle antil the sens=ation came to
me that It sounded in the street. An
old, tired, wise late.

How sure we were as we went dripping
from the water that there would be no
more struggles of the soul or of the body
How outraged were we when we found that
they had Just begun Begun for Martin
and for me; for blenry Uncle Mathew and
sgqunre Mo fe—who of course had been
hut sprinkled into salvation. What a Joke
it has been on all of Walpole could
have safely generalized In his novel, “Cap
tives All" he could have captioned (t.

Books by the Pound.
I will not into the story nor dwell
upon his skill in presenting to our reading
ryes g homely, shapelesa girl, then making
her grow Leautiful In our hearts. The hook

late

us!

B0

i fresh upon the counters, full measure
pres=ad down and running over., Once wr
dreaded the thick English novel; now as
we pay the increased price we find an
added satisfaction In bhulk. Boma day we
may read the advertisement: “Christmas
honka Weight three pounds or over, for
twa dollars,” and there will be guite

rush.
That would astonish me no more than doe
young Mr. Walpole continue to astonish m.
~Hugh and his vast hidden talent it
n [|1|n¢':>? to the eye to view him as he
bt even If he were not sa broad
shoulder, so tolerant of a0 pood
“mixer”; if he snarled, as do =ome of ouy
visitors, and wanted lee on his head
ealled our terrapin an “awful mess"; |If he
wora a sack coat and a silk hat, and set
out his hoots for our eutraged hired girls to
palinh, still T should dwell contentedly upon
the reflections he has mnade for me In the
mirror of his brilllant phrases, and 1 could
trily murmur

aye,

e, 1 sha'n't forgel”™

L




