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running fire of malicious wit is all too scorch-
ing to be tamed to his ostensibly benevolent
purpose. The mockery everywhere doubles
upon itself to the confusion of the thesis that
the prince, regent, and king whom history has
long agreed to cut as a poisonous bounder
had his good points. Here is a powerful
book, compact of bitter ironies, paradox,
pity, fun and all those fascinations found in
the best type of scandalous chronicles. From
it emerges the fat form of an unloved mon-
arch the more ridiculous for his coat of
paint, yet indubitably changed a trifle by
Mr. Leslie’s two edged mercy. One still
must sympathize with Queen Caroline who,
thinking upon the madness of George III,
exclaimed, ‘“Oh mein Gott! let out the poor
dear old king and shut up my husband.”
And one would be lacking in charity not to
recommend the book to every lover of adult
entertainment, as well as to searchers after
new interpretations of history. Here, in-
deed, is richness.

The jacket on William Rose Benét’s new
book of essays and poems, ‘“Wild Goslings”
(Doran), is a blurb par excellence. On it is
depicted a typewriter with a cloud of gay
and jumbled objects rising from it — a pair
of city cats, the sleeve and hand of a night
club doorman, a yellow taxicab, an old auto-
mobile license, a cocktail shaker with glass
and lemon. Nothing could better desecribe
what’s in the book than this — especially
§ince the sketch is as cleverly done as are the
skits and poems inside. It’s impossible to
read all the interesting magazines that are
published nowadays.. A happy solution of
the difficulty is the gathering together into
one airy volume the scattered contributions
of an adroit young journalist.

The self portrait which emerges from ““ The
Diary of Arthur Christopher Benson”’, edited
by Percy Lubbock (Longmans, Green), is the
antithesis of the personality that seems to be
reflected in the bulk of his more important
work, the many volumes of poetry and
essays. As he here reveals himself, the well
loved Cambridge don was at heart melan-
choly, introspective, discontented, and, de-
spite the innumerable accomplishments of

his life, the high esteem and close friendships
of distinguished contemporaries, the victim
of spiritual solitude. Mr. Lubbock, long
Benson’s intimate and in this book his
posthumous collaborator, tells us that the
Diary was begun in 1897 when, at thirty five,
Benson had taught for twelve years at Eton;
it was continued unbroken till his death, as
Master of Magdalene College, twenty eight
yvears later. In its original form the huge
work filled one hundred and eighty note-
books, approximating 4,000,000 words. Only
the most significant and interesting entries
are here arranged -chronologically, with
extensive biographical additions by the
editor to supply continuity. The wisdom
of Mr. Lubbock’s method is largely responsi-
ble for rendering the book an authoritative
record of the subject’s immensely prolific
and ceaselessly active maturity.

Every little while we have fresh proof of
the truth of what Europeans say about us;
that we Americans like sentiment. There
seems to be a turning back toward the nine-
teenth century in many of the more recent
volumes on art, music, and sociology. Now
here is a pretty little book from Caroline M.
Hewins. telling secrets about her childhood
in old days. ‘“A Mid-Century Child and
Her Books” (Maemillan) is something in
similar vein with Mrs. Burnett’s “ The One
I Knew the Best of All”’, which probably lies
conveniently on many bookshelves, to be
taken down frequently by lovers of good
literature. Miss Hewins tells in simple,
homely phrase her thoughts, when a child,
about the books that were at that day put
into the hands of all children of good families.
Her volume is illustrated with cuts from old
gift books, and grandmothers will recognize
many of them as treasures that lay on the
parlor centre tables in the sixties.

There are two new anthologies of prose .
and poetry, both arranged in chronological
order, both excellent. In passing, it seems
regrettable that anthologies almost invari-
ably omit Emily Dickinson, who would add
lustre both as an unusual personality and an
artist. ‘“Great Names”, edited by Walter
J. Turner (Dial), consists of short, human,
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The Great Work of the Season

THE WORLD CRISIS
1916-1918
By the Rt. Hon. Winston S. Churchill

“I have tried to find and follow the stepping-stones of Fate,’
says the British Chancellor of the Exchequer in his preface. I
scek to guide the reader to those points where the course of
events is being decided.” 30 maps. 2 Vols, $ro.00

‘The Modern World

FRANCE
By Sisley Huddleston

Paris Correspondent of
the London Times

France, especially post-war
France, has been to American
readers in general a real
enigma. This admirable pre-
sentation of the economic,
financial, political, social and
religious aspects of modern
France is set forth against
the illuminating background
of history. The authoris able
to speak with unquestioned
authority on the France of

A Delightful Book

SINGING
SOLDIERS
By John J. Niles

Soldier songs of the Great

War, words and miusic, anéd the

genesis of each. 3.00
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By Stuart Sherman

THE STREAM
OF LIFE

IN CONTEMPORARY
LITERATURE

Essays on writers and books
which clearly reveal the great
critic’s conception of literature
as arevelation of the changing
stream of life. $2.50
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Charles Scribner’s Sons
announce a second large

edition of

THE COPELAND
READER
Prof. Charles Townsend Cope-

land’s anthology of English
poetry and prose. $10.00

Ernest Hemingway’s

THE SUN ALSO RISES

“It is full of humor, humor without an eye to effect, humor as a dimension of the human
scene. It is a fine, keen book.""—Chicage Evening Post.

Sixth Printing $2..00

Ring Lardner’s

THE
STORY
OF A
WONDER
MAN

This burlesque auto-
biography is an en- -2
chanting bit of humor. $1.y3

Struthers Burt’s

THE DELECTABLE
MOUNTAINS

*Sound and fine intelligence and spirit in evidence
on every page. . . Unfailingly good reading. $3.00

—New York Evening Post

These books published by Chatles Scribner’s Son
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