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married life, and it takes nearly 400
pages 1o tame these two high spirited
and mistaken young people. Callista is
too ready to sacrifice her life’'s happi-
ness, and after marriage the strong,
masterful Cleaverage becomes a sulky
and irresponsible nonentity for a while.

The ‘denouement bids fair to be very
exciting, byt I8 unconvincing in view
of the characteristics of the hero.
One weicomes the happy ending, how-
ever, and the stéry as a whole js sat-
isfying.

The character drawing of some of the
others in the book is well done, par-
ticularly little Ola Derf, a girl with
some Indian blood and some savage
gipsy ways of.life. The pious Widow
Greever, sister to Lance Cleaverage,
furnishes some excellent humorous bits,
and her irresponsible daughter al-
ways welcomed on the scene.

There is a big story in this book and
some fine work; a marked improvement
is shéwn over the author’s “Judith of
the Cumberlands” fine as that was, and
one can not but feel that great
things are in store for this writer. The
publisher tells us that Miss MacGowan
rode a thousand miles on horseback
through the inaccessible portions of
Tennessee and North Carolina gather-
ing her store of knowledge of these
people. Her book shows the serious

is

¢ accentuate the study of her subject and deserves much
e t ture it is at the ex- praise. It contains.illustrations in
] X ] values. The color by Robert Edwards sjowing much
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of what one may expect, and not for
line in the story does the reader
realize that it is fiction. It is a strong,
impressive narrative of g real life and
carries convietion with it,

one

Mavis Keeves is 3 young girl of gen-
tle blood. Her father has misfortunes
in his investments and she is removed

from the fashionable bhoarding school
and placed in a respectable but very
cheap one. Soon her father dies, leav-
ing just enough money to pay for the
remainder of her ‘education. She is an
orphan now, and friendless also, but

the kind women who manage the school

take her on as an instructor, so she is
provided for for a while. They, too,
grow old and their school falls to
pieces and Mavis must go inte/ the
to earn her living. The awful
h this refined. innocent
have been variously
. but we have seldom

all in one hook.
is npt too much praise to say that
of the pictures and passages in
book are worthy of Dickens and

the multitude of characters in the story
is also a reminder of the great realist
The reader will be reminded of “Frank
Danby’'s” picture of the life of London
shopgirls, but thie is a ruder and more
realistic - drawing. Clcily Hamilton

pictured the evils, of the *“living in"
seystem in London .shops most effcct-
ively, but her book was little more

than a sketch, while this contains 533
pages, closely printed, with. narrow
margins. It I8 no small task to read
a book of this size, even allowing for
a certain legitimate amount of skip-
ping on the part of the hurried re-
viewer, but one can't skip in this book;
every word insists upon its own im-
portance and one simply can't leave
any of the story unread. .

Though this story is set in London,
the same abuses are to he encountered
in any large city, and a book like this
should rouse the reformer to active
work.

The reading public has become accus-
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By Jacques Futrelle, author of ‘‘The Simpl
“Jacques Futrelle” has come to be al-

most a synonym for ingenuity, for his
plots are always unusual and interest-

ing. This is a mystery and a perfect
delight, and, fortunately, short enough
to be read at a sitting, for it is literally
impossible to stop anywhere in the
book.

Henry Latham, head of a firm of jew-
elers in New York, réceives an unregis-
tered package through the ~mail one
morning containing a large perfect blue
white diamond weighing nearly seven
carats. He calls his expert, Czenki, in to
examine it and finds it _is perfect and
worth almost anything he cares ask
for it. Out at lunch he meets another
diamond merchant who shows him the
mate to his stone and tells him of its
myesterious arrival by unregistered mail
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e Case ,of Susan,” etc. Published by the

and later they find three other jewelers
have had a similar experience. The
stones are absolutely alike in weight,
cutting and color and to say that these
men are amazed is, putting it mildly.
They are the best jewelers in New York
and have-the finest experts in the coun-
try working for them, so there can be
no mistake about the diamonds.
There is blank astonishment for a
week; then one morning Latham re-
ceives a letter from E. Van Cortlandt
Wynne making an appointment and
telling him he is the sender of the
diamonds, All the merchants and the
experts meet at Latham's office and
await the coming of Wynne. When
he arrives he brings with him a grip
full of diamonds, and the men are
speechless with admiration and won-
der, and terror as well, for they realize
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Diamond Master”

Price $1.

that if these diamonds, a billion eor so
dollars’ worth, are put on the market,
it will ruin the diamond business.

Therefore when the young man
makes his proposition they know they
must yield to him. He wishes them
to purchase from him $100,000,000 worth
of diamonds and he will destroy the
remainder. Where are his diamond
fields? You must read it to find that
out—it is too wonderful.

The best thing about the heroine is
the cabman's description of her: “A
pippin, a peacherino, a beauty bright”;
otherwise she doesn't amount to much
and the love story could have been left
out without detriment to the plot.

There is enough humor, furnished
by one of the jewelers, a German, and
enough mystery to please all réaders.
A decidedly entertaining little yarn.

Indianapolis.

tomed to the calling of a spade by its
true name, so that it is not likely the

overnice will say the hook is too out-

spoken in places. Mrs. Hymphry
ward, adored by her English audience,
is quite as plain in her expressions at

times, and George Moore, the greatest
Irishman writing today, has done noth-
ing more vivid. :
Mavis Keevesrthas all the experiences
that can come to an unprotected, very
pretty and innocent girl in London, but
the author has bheen kind enough to
leave her happy at the last, which .in
a measure atones for the agony
of reading about her sufferings. Un-
fortunately, we know that all the
young women who gO through even
half of her torments are not so reward-
ed. As a story, the book deserves
great praise. It holds the reader every
moment. As a great reform novel it
should accomplish some real and last-

ing good. b
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and I
I had
for him
a story book. character. & most strik-
and interesting personality—an
oriental bofn out of the clime, but
with the appearance and manner of 2n
oriental. He was always helpful and
encouraging in those early days, and
Le sent me, almost jn the last months
his life. a beautiful copy of ‘Ben
Hur with a friendly note written on a
fiy leaf

George Edward Woodberry has been
onc of the real factors gnd influences
i’ my writing experiments. Some one

his first essays and poems into
became, as he calis me, his first pil-

ing
ing

of

hands when I was about 20 and {

grim, and it was through him that I
wrote my first prose book, called ‘The
Hoosiers,, which he published in his
‘National Studies in American Let-
ters.’ Thomas Russell Sullivan of
Boston, whose short stories I con-
sider among the finest written by an
American, did a good deal toward in-
tresting me in the writing of fiction,
but I was slow in bringing myself to
try it. I never wrote short stories,
never more than half a dozen when I
was pretty young, and I don't believe
1 could write them successfully.”

““What about plays?’ the reporter
asked him. “A great many writers
are going in for plays now, like’ Booth
Tarkington, for instance; and your
own ‘House of a Thousand Candles’
made a successful play.”

“Yes, but I didn't make it. I made
the story, the novel. I consider the
short story as distinet a branch of
literature as the play, and I never had
any i{llusions as to my ability to write
for the stage. It's another business.
What I want to do is to write novels—
not a long string of them, but a few
that shall set forth to the top of my
ability the life of the America of to-
day. I am an Iindividualist and a
democrat, in the old fashioned sense
of that word, and I am interested in
our social contacts and political] ex-
periments more than in anything else.

“Realism? No; realism without ro-
mance isn't what I have in mind. The
newspapers take care of that, To

reach any large number of people you
must write of life without ignoring
the story for the story's sake. To me
everything is romance—evervbody is a
character in a story. The only use 1
have for New York is the moving pic-

ture show of the streets—not only
Fifth "avenue, but the Bowery and
Hester street. I've weoern out a good

many pairs of shoes in recent years
just walking the East Side streets.”
“But your new novel, ‘The Lords of

High Decision,’ is about Pitisburg,
isn't 1?7

“Yes. 1 have always been a student
of cities, and I chose Plttsburg be-

cause it presents so many of the great
problems of democracy—the city is not
s0 big but that you can see it all there.
I've been going there for two years
just to study it.
or with friends, but mostly I've been
about the slums and in the neighboring
towns about the great steel mills. The
race mixture there, with all its possi-
bilities of good and evil, interests me
immensely. .And, you know, I believe
in it—believe that the problems will
all work out. I've seen white faced
Jittle thildren living In a hole in the
ground right thére—poor, little pinched
Russian faces, and the sight of such
things does not cheer you much.”

“Do you ‘muckrake’ Pittsburg then?”

“No, for I believe things wil] come out
right. Pittsburg itself is going to deal
with all those things. The work. has
been begun by wise and great hearted
people. What | want to do for the
rest of my life is to illustrate phases
of democracy through novels, and do
it =0 the purpose will not be too oh-
vious. You must tell a story first and
Jast.

“Yes, there is a baseball player in

I've stayed in clubs,.

MEREDITH NICHOLSON WORKS

my new story, ‘The Lords of High
Decision,’ ” he went on, “and that’s per-
fectly natural. Baseball is one of the
big features of Americdn life, and the
men who play the game are among the
most interesting I have ever known.
And some’of the crack performers have
been coal miners.

“I'm not interested in trans-Atlantic
marriages, though I did a tale, ‘The
Port of Missing Men,’ that almost had
a duke in it 2

“I've been all over Pennsylvania get-
ting material for ‘The Lords of High
Decision.’ I've mingled with the min-
ers in the anthracite country and gone
with them into the pit. The fact is
1 was in the coal mining business my-
self for three vears; that was in Colo-
rado, and know how a man's back
feels when he has crawled through a
three foot vein.”

“I don't read much fiction any more
except O. Henry and Balzac. T'd al-
ways wanted to know something about
O. Henry and knew nothing until I
read an interview with him in a New
York paper that told me just what I
wanted to know. He has the truest
eve for American life o6f anybody I
know and I'm always indignant when
I read one of his little masterpicces to
think I didn’'t see it first. Funny com-
bination, maybe, but Bacon’'s essays
and Cardinal Newman's sermons are
my favorite things in prose, and I read
the old poets a great deal, including
0ld Walt, who had, as the farmer said
about Emerson, ‘a good many of my
own ideas.’"”

Mr. Nicholson has lately purchased
a cottage on the south side of Mack-
inac island on a bluff overhanging
the straits of' Mackinac and expects to
spend half the year there in the future.
The house was built and has heen
owned by Gilbert White of Grand Rap-
ids, father of Stewart Edward White,
the author of “The Riverman' and other
books. It adjoins the summer home of
Hugh D. Hanna of Inalandpolis. Stew-
art White was long a resident of the
island, which has otherwise been iden-
tified with writing folk from the be-
ginning of its history.
nimore Woolson, whose novel “Anne,” a
story of Mackinac, is in every house on
the island, is still remembered here-by
old residents. Jesse Lynch Williams,
author of many staries and whose name
is as familiar as that of his grand-
father, a railroad pioneer of Indiana,
has spent most of the summers of his
life there. Mary Hartwell Catherwood
wrote many tales of Mackinac, where
she was a summer resident for many
vears. William* Vaughn Moody, the
poet, critic and author of “The Great
Divide,” is well known on the island
and had a cottage there this year,
Booth Tarkington and Charles Major
have been frequent visitors.

Mr. Nicholson has -begun to remodel
the house to fit it for residence in aill
seasons and is providing himself with
a workshop on the third floor with an
unrivaled view of the long procession

of ships that pass through the straits.

He intends to return May 1 to remain
until the snow flies next winter. He
finished his novel, “The Lords of High
Decision,” published by Doubleday,

year.

Page & Co., while a resident there this
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Brief Reviews of New Books

An interesting guide book is some-
thing new under¢the sun, and when
it is about our own country, inspires
more than the usual enthusiasm. Mrs.
Harriet Earhart Monroe wrote ‘“Wash-
ington—Its Sights and Insights,” sev-
eral years ago, and it proved so suc-
cessful that it has been revised and
brought up to date. The book is prac-
tically a condensed history.of Washing-
ton and written as it is in a pleasing
and unconventional style, will be of
much value to the sightseer. It is
fully illustrated and deserves its as-
gured popularity. (Funk & Wagnalls,
New York. §1.)

- = -

“An American Transportation Sys-
tem,” by George A. Rankin, is based
firmly upon a foundation of practical
knowledge, the best statistics and a
thorough acquaintance with the liter-
ature of its subject. It should have
a profound effect upon the railway
problem which, in this country, is one
of peculiar difficulty and complexity.
The bhook criticises the past with
suavity and good nature, but for all
that its criticism is sweeping and
scathing. The book dn its destructive
side deals firmly but gently with the
past; on its constructive side it sug-
gests a carefully pondered plan for
future improvement. (G. P. Putnam
& Sons, New York and London.)

> - * ®

A fine literary production is the es-
say by Temple Scott on “The Pleasure
of Reading the Bible.” The author says
that he has written the essay “in order
that I might help to reinstate the bible
in its rightful place,” and some readers
of today will resent that, thinking it
is already there. The paper while stat-
ing that there is nothing to explain is
strong in analysis and one must con-
fess there is still much left to explain
even if read only as literature. The
essay is daintily bound in boards and
is an attractive gift book. (Mitchell
Kennerley, New York. 50 cents.)

- - =

Joel Chandler Harris needs no words
of praise. His own name is his best
monument, for America appreciated
him and knew when he died that she
had lost one of her greatest story
tellers. ‘““The Shadow Between .His
Shoulder Blades” is a little classie. It
is a strange tale of civil war times and
tells the story of two faithful soldiers
of the union and a spy. The girl, Mar-
garet Featherstone, is a fine bit of
character drawing, but the author's
best work was spent on the traitor,
Bushrod Claiborne, and on Billy San-
ders. The shadow between his shoulder
blades is the shadow that falls over
Sanders whenever he thinks of “that
black thing a-swingin’ in the wind.”
That was the body of the spy. (Small,
‘Maynard &‘Cb‘.. Bot.t'on. .50 cents.)”

Miss Helen Green i8 a living refuta-
tion of the accepted saying that women
have no senseé of humor. Har sketches
at “The Actors’ Boarding House" were
heartily appreciated from one end of
the count to the other. She now
writes a series of sketches around a
fascinating criminal, “Mr. Jackson,”
and he is so much better than the vic-
‘tims he plucks that we are entirely in
sympathy with him from start to fin-
ish. “Mr. Jackson” is kind and heip-
ful to a few characters in the

B S R PO R D e B - iy

and you may be sure they deserve it.

The book is amusing and will effectu-
ally kill an idle hour. (B. W. Dodge &
Co., New York. $1.25.)
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“The Leaven of Life, or Nature's Se-
cret of Happiness Revealed” is what
its author, Edmond Auclair, calls “an
essay treatilng on what everybody
should know concerning love's phe-
nomena.” Rather is it an excuse to
talk about a lot of involved rot, which
is neither reasonable nor clear, on the
sex question. (Oakland, Cal.)

- . -

Mrs. Florence Jackson Stoddard has
made a collection of Cuban legends and
folklore, of the articles entitled “As Old
as the Moon.” It is the first collection
made of the myths, nature stories and
semihistorical tales of primitive Cuba,
and as such will appeal strongly to stu-
dents of folklore, to historians and to
ethnologists. It is interesting in
reading these tales to find that these
primitive people have the same legend
of the flood destroying the world that
other races have. There are several
myths equally interesting, one about
the coming of sharks to the Cuban wa-
ters and another describing the origin
of women's fear of rats and mice. The
stories are simply told, so that they
appeal also to children as well as older
and more serious students. (Doubleday,
Page & Co., New York. o3
- . -

The third“bound volume of “Phile-
polis” contains many articles bearing
on the questions which have puzzled
the city in its rebuilding. While Ar-
thur T. Mathews has been the most
generous contributor both with pen
and brush, there are some fine articles
from Anna Pratt Simpson, Louis T.
Hengstler, Alexander McAdie, the Rev.
David Evans and others, all written in
an unconventional and exceedingly in-
tereating way. The illustrations, some
of them photogravures, deserve much
praise, and the decorative work is of
the first quality. The binding is uni-
form with the two volumes already
published and is extremely artistic, be-
ing the work of Bruce Brough of San
Francisco. Volume III begins with
October, 1908, and imcludes September,
1909.
A * - -

“The Standard Guide for Locomotive
Engineers and Firemen,” by Ed Turner,
is an illustrated pocket manual for the
convenient use of railroad engineers,
firemen and machinists, covering break-
downs, quick repairs on E T equipment,
New York brake equipment, compound
engines, injectors, lubricators, etc.,
standard rules for engineers and fire-
men, signals and definitions of railroad
terms. The work contains many illus-
trations and a map with tables showing
points at which raflroads running east
and west change from one time to an-
other. (Laird & Lee, Chicago. Leather
binding, 75 ec.nu.) . ;

5 ;

Walter de Voe is an author who, be-
lieves that there lies within each per-
son the faculties through which that
person may develop the power of God
within himself. In a unique book en-
titled “The Dobrs of Life,” just pub-
lished, Mr. de Voe, with delightful op-

~timisf, emphasizes the existence of an

oversupply of joy in the whole created

‘universe. This book takes its place

with all the “‘uplift” literature of the
last few years ard deserves considera-
tion, (Funk & Wagnalls, New York. $1.)
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“\Melghisedec”

BY Ramsey Benson, author of “A Lord of
New York.

“Melchisedec™ is a remarkable study
of a strange character, a poor miserable
human waif who seemingly has no rea-
son for existence. He fs the son of a
half breed Indian mother and a degen-
erate Scotchman, and has been an out-
cast almost from his birth. How he man-
aged to live at all is a mysteryand the fa-
talist would say he was being saved
by providence for some purpose. The
child comes mnear being an animal in
his barbarity and ignorance and the
sceéne in which he enacts his life drama
does not tend to raise him in the werld.

He drifts from one lumber camp to
another, the prey and the butt of the
ignorant, vulgar and half eivilized men.
Jacques, commonly called “Shack,”

Lands.”” Published by Henry Holt & Co,
grows to manhood, when one day @
traveling preacher comes to the camp.
He is astonished to find himself list-
ening and believing and wishes to read
for himself that wonderful beok.

From this time on Jacques lives only
to do goed, and part of his experiences
are interesting and convincing. He
drifts to a city. but has discouraging
and unhappy times, for he encounters
serious obstacles in himself as well as
in the people whom he would beneflt.
When he tries to serve as pastor of a
Unitarian church in a small country
town we feel that the author has been
unable to handle the situation. It is
weak and unconvincing and thes story
would better have ended before the epi-
sode, The author has something to
write about and knows how te write,
but this book is not equal to his first,
“A Lerd of Lands.”

“The Journal of a Recluse”

Translated from the original French. Pub-
lished ba Thomas Y. Croweil & Co., New
York. Price $1.25.

When a book appears without the
name of the auther, with the legend
“translated from the original French,”
and without the name of the transla-
tor, it naturally reuses curiosity. This
book is one for thoughtful readers and
it is easy to see was written hecause
the auther had something to say. The
translater, in a long preface, says that
he was walking about a small town
on Bellingham bay, Wash., when he
saw a shrub which interested him. On
going nearer it proved to be Secotch
broom, not indigenous te our coast, and
he was very curious te learn how it
came there. On inquiry at the nearby
house he learned from the woman that
lier uncle had planted it. Almost on
the instant she draws the stranger inte
conversation and propeses that he take
some notebooks which she has, writ-
ten in French by her uncle, and trans-
late them and give them to the werld.
The upshot of it is that he consents
and this book is the result. The
translator gives us no more of himself
than “M. F.” though what harm it
could do to reveal himself is diff-
cult to see. He has done his work
well, and though we can not compare
it to the original we are ready to
agree with the publishers that the
English is remarkably clear and beau-
tiful.

The hero is Geerge Graham, a Scotch-
man, whose father was head gardener
to a nobleman with a country plaee
near Edinburgh. This nobleman has a

son who is a hopeless invalid, and tak-

ing a fancy to the gardener boy, takes
him into his home and educates him.
In Scotland the classes are plainiy
divided and this education is far ghove
the pesition of gardener's boy. The
boy falls in love with his noble mas-
ter's daughter, Lady Margaret, and
suddenly realizing how impossible such
an affair gcan be, he leaves without
telling his love and goes to America.
Here he decides to settle in some place
where he can study, a condition he
thinks incompatible with life in a city.
He obtains a land grant in Belling-
ham, Wash., and dreams his melancholy
dreams. .

A niece, Miss Abby Crawford, from
Scotland, drops inte his life from the
clouds, thinking to take ecare of her
aged relative; but she finds he is a
voung man of searcely 40 and they, of
course, fall in love with each other.
Exactly why Graham should have the
unnatural ideas of love which he has
{s something of a mystery, but he does
not believe in the purity of love. He
says: “So far as my experience goes
love between men and women isn't a
particulariy noble sentiment.”

The solving of their dificulties comes
in an unexpected manner and is rather
cleverly handled. The writing seems
hurried at the last and does not ap-
pear so genuine a, “journal” as at first.
It is a strange book and the reader
wavers constantly between pity and
wonder. It will attract attention.

“The Collected Poems of
Arthur Upson”

Published” by Bdmund D. Brooks, Minneapo-
s, Miun. Two volumes. Price $5.

Though scarcely past 30, Arthur Up-
son had made his mark upon the litera-
ture of the day. His first volume, “At
the Sign of the Harp,” was published
when he was barely 23 years of age,
and each year thereafter some contribu-
tion was made to the list of American
poetry. Last spring somewhere a little
appreeciation of him appeared, in which
the writer offered a suggestion as to
the manner of his death. He had just
finished a manuscript. a medieval
drama on Brittany, and had taken it
with him out on his boat on the lake.
Was he perhaps reading it _and a gust
of wind took it out of his hand, and
reaching to save it fell in and was
drowned? #is body was recovered, but
never the manuseript, and that is a
possible explanation.

These two volumes contain all the
poems in his published works and are
a beautiful example of the book maker's
art. The introduction is written by Dr.
Richard Burten, and after a brief sketch
of his life, works and death he gives a
most inferesting appreciation of the
poet’'s works.

One of his early poems is quoted be-
low: ’

SONG OF AGAMEDE
row, ow, thou littie tree,
is y at the roots of thee;

Since last year's loveliness in death
The living beauty nourisheth.

Bloom, bleom. thou little tree,
Thy roots around the heart of me;

canst not blow too white and faly
For all the sweetness hidden there.

Die, dle, thou little free,

And be as all sweet things must be;

Deep where thy petals drift I, too,

Would rest the changing seasons through.

It is not pessible in the short space of

a review to give enough selections to
make a fair showing of his work. One
more, quite different in treatment and
more mature in feeling, will serve:

THOUGHT OF STEVENSON

High apd alone I stood on Calton hill
Above the scene that was so dear to him
Whose exile dreams of it made exile dim.

October wooed the folded valleys till

In mist they blurred, even as our eyes upfill
Under a too sweet memory; spires did

swim.

And gables rust red, on the gray sea's
rim—

But on these heights the air was soft and

cool.
Yet not all still: an alien breeze will tury
Here, as from hournes in aromatic seas,
As round old shrines a pew freed soul might
yearn
With incense of rich earthly reveries.
Vanish the isles: mist, exile, searching pain,
But the brave soul is free, is home again!
The poetry of Arthur Upson is known
and appreciated. Scholars and eritics
have set the mark of approval upon it
since the Afirst volume appeared. The
dress of this collectlon is therefore all
that remains to commend. It is beauti-
fully printed and bound, and besides a
fine photograph of the poet contains a
facsimile of his verse writing.

. "
“An Unofficial Love Story
ie! n. Published by the Cen-

.’!uﬁb:;:np‘:nyk.m):ew York. Price §1.

“There are many kinds of Ilove
stories,” says the author in opening
this story, “but I think\this is a new
kind: besides, it i true. Truth is se
much stranger than flection that you do
not like to write it, because some peo-
ple are reasonably sure to doubt its
being truth, and then they are equally
sure to say that your sort of inven-
tion shows that you lack common sense
and good taste. But in this story there
are certain little things that will con-
vince your inner judgment that it is
plain truth, after all, and I shall be
freed from blame.”

Now, as an opening, that is not bad,
but if you think the little book lives
up to that o ing you are very much
mistaken. The author works very hard
to make his tale unofficial and unusual,
but he only succeeds in making a very
bad imitation of Anthony Hope's early'
successes, llke the “Dolly Dialogues’
the “Indiscretion of the Duchess,” and
others. : g

Marjorie Dyer is the uneconventional
heroine of this tale, and is a past mas-
ter in the art of flirting. She has
never been in love, but it has become
a fixed habit with her to annex every
new man who comes to the little Cana-
dian village where she lives. Arthur
Morley Mott-Trever was an agent of
the foreign office and he was suddenly
sent to this town. Miss Dyer sees him
and wishes to meet him, but is unable
to effect an introductign: so out on the
ice one day she skates deliberately into
his arms. A sudden and extraordinary
friendship results, and some of the
unconventional pranks this young lady
plays would make one think she had a
most indifferent and careless family.
There is never a suggestion of a cha-
perone and she’ and the young man
engage in a series of remarkable ad-
ventures. -

The average young man would fight
shy of a young person allowed.such
liberties as Marjorie, but Arthur falls
desperately in love and she with him,
and so it's all right. It is scarcely a
book to recommend to young giris, un-

badly written. It reads like the writ-
ing of an amateur. and the name,
Gerald Biss, is net familiar to American
readers. The author has idras—decid-
edly—and his next work will be await-
ed with interest.
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Books Received

“‘The Arabisn Nights, Their Best Known
Tales,"” edited by Kate Douglass Wiggin and
Nora A. Smith; Charles Seribner’'s Soas, New

York

: phen A. Douglas, His Life, Public Serv-
ices, Patriotism and Speeches.,”” by Clark BE.
Carr; A. C. McClurg company, Chicago.

‘““The Best of the World's Classies,”™
selected by Henry Cabot Ledge; Funk & Wag-
nalls romrny. New York.

““The Better Treasure,”” by Mary Raymond
Shipman Andrews; the Bobbs-Merrill company,
Indianapeiis.

‘‘Sparrows. the Story of An I'nnouﬂad Girl,”
.\? Horace W. C. Newte; Mitchell Keanerley,
New York.

““The Man Shakespeare and His Tragie Lifa
Story.”” by Frank Harris; Mitchell Kennerley,
New York.

“Cyrus Hall MeCormick, His Life and Work,™
by Herbert N. Casson; A. C. MeClurg company,
Chicago.

“The Law .of the Range,”” by Wayne G. Bar-
rows; the C.*M. Clarke pubiishing company,

on.

“Hawaii and Its Voleanoes.” by Charles H.
;lllu-htoct; the Hawailan Gasette company, Hone-
ulu.

“Something of Mea I Have Known.'™ by Adlai
E. Stevenson: A. . McClurg eompany. Chicago.

“A Smeker's Reveries,”” by Joseph Knight: H.
M. Caldwell company, New York.

““The Workd of Suckers.”" by Lionel Josaphares;
the Danner

“On the

10 vols.,

publishing company, San Franeciseo.
Ol Kearsage.™ by Cyrus Townse:
Brady; Charles Scribner's Sons, New York.

“The Boy Pioneers, Sous of Daniel Boone."" by
D. C. Beard; Charles Seribner’s Sons. New York.

“ ‘Posson Jone' and Pere Raphael.”” by Geprge
W. Cable: Chirles Scribuer’s Sons, New York.

“Daorrfen Ceolfax.”” by Norwell Griffth; the
John MeBride © ny, New York.

R tinns a Fire Insurance Man.'" by
R. 8. Critehell; A. €. MeClurg company, Chicago.

“Trinpe Development.”' by Anna Jeuness Mil-
ler: the Triume Order. New York.

“Musieology.'” by Maurice S. Logan;
Noble & Bldredge, New York.

“The Cluteh of Circnmstance.”” by Arthur L.
Havdy: Marhew publishing company, New Yomk.

“The Helter Skelters.” by Geor Daulton;
Frederick A. Stokes company, New York.

“HBeechy,”” by Baroness von Hutten; Frederick
A. Stokes company, New York.

“The Flute of the Gods.'” by Mary B. Ryan?
Frederick A. Stokes company, New York.

“Diek In the Everglades.”” by A. W. Dimeck;
Frederick A. Stokes company, New York.

“Cadiilae.™ Barr; Frederick A.

Hinds,

less they have a well developed
of humor and will not take the fool-
it¢hness of the book in earnest.

“The Dupe”

By Biss. Published by Brentano's,

New York.

“The Dupe” is partially a detective
story, but it is so many other things,
too, that one is tempted to call it a wild
4ale of adventure rather than anything
else. Every ':go is exciting, not one
moment can the reader stop breath,
and that is a ' recommendation indeed
for people who like such excitement.

The first chapter shows us a murder,
and the murderer is as cold blooded and
merciless as a man well can 'be. No
mystery is made of any of the incidents

leading up to the murder—in faet,
“there is scarcely an wystery about
the book. One sees ole story at

any way destroy the pleasure in read-
ing it. One follows the exciting chase
of the murderer with the hero as if
one's life depended upon it.

The hero is a fine younz chap. a
little precipitate in his love gffairs, bat
otherwise normal and decidedly likable.
Almost anybody reduced to the fearful

/ straits which he was would have sue-
cumbed to a like tempting er,
~he seemed singularly guileless. .
~ The story itself is good and is not

g

but-

erick A. Stokes company. New York.
‘“Undying Waters." by Frances Parker: the

€. M. Clarke publishing company, Boston.
““The Biter.” by Walter 8. Cramp: the €. M.

publishing company, Boston.

Floreatine Frame,” by Elisabeth Rob-

bins: Moffat. Yard &
‘““The. Loving C

D. Nesbit: P. F. Volland & Co.. 120,
“A Curb to Predatory Wealth,™ hy W.

Marshail: R. ¥. Feano & Co., New York.
“‘Personal Information for Boys.'

: Pe. B L Gor-
. Femnno & Co., New York. i
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