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A Powerful Nov el 
T H E M O N K E Y P U Z Z L E . Ih ]. D i i R h -

FORD. [nclianapiilis: Hobhs-AE-rrill C ' - \<i2s 

$ 2 . 5 0 . 

Rt ' \ i fwet l hv JoH.AN f. S M F . R I E N K • 

AT last y. D . Bercsford ha-, bn:kfn ! i;-iHigr. 

T h e s e arc hardU' the w()rcl> tn de-^rdie h ^ 

. carefu lh- controllet l stcr^ aiu! hi^ a iT tu lh 

articuEated thesis except in so fat" as " ' E h e .\Ii)nke\ 

P u z z l e " has torn aside the in\'isiblc harr ier that 

keeps an au thor ' s Avork the sek-ct pastures f t a l e w 

rather than the fa\'(irite cominon of a large fo l low

ing. I have consciously put this prophcc; in the 

past tense to indicate the cer ta in ty of its fu l f i lment . 

" T h e M o n k e y P u z z l e " wi l l have p;eans sung in its 

honor as long as a j u d g e of good l i te ra ture has 

breath to ut ter its praises. 

T o deserve this M r . Beres ford has done the fo l 

lowing th ings : 

H e has unques t ionably chosen one of the mos t 

per t inen t problems of our t ime for his theme . W h a t 

can those m e n and w o m e n w h o are in step wi th 

the age, whose moral i t ) ' and philosophy are born of 

the e n l i g h t e n m e n t and de \ ' e lopment in the twen t i e th 

century , whose needs and desires are also ch i ld ren 

of the physical and spiri tual riches recent ly u n 

c o v e r e d — w h a t can they do, pray, w h e n the l ife 

they lead in accordance wi th this n e w sj)irit con

flicts—as it inevitably m u s t — w i t h the mediaeval 

conceptions and taboos he ld b\- the incogi tan t 

masses.^ W h a t shall Brenda , beaut i ful and clean, do 

against the salacious, sadist M r s . Priest ley and the 

Vil lager W h a t can T r i s t r a m , b r a \ e , honest , power 

ful , do against the concupiscent , venomous vicar 's 

w i f e and the equal ly p ru r i en t , sanc t imonious vicar, 

and the Village.? A n d , of course, the heedless 

genius, Ma t tocks , is doomed at the very first contact 

with the f o u l - m i n d e d , impervious Vi l lage and its 

toughs. 

M a k e no mistake. M r . Beresford meets the 

question fa i r ly . T h e s e persons a re not low-caste 

Bohemians ba t t l ing agains t o rgan ized society for 

the r igh t to be a b n o r m a l . T r i s t r a m and Brenda 

W i n g are lord and lady of the m a n o r . T h e y o w n 

the V i l l a g e ; they give the vicar his l i v i n g ; it is by 

their permission tha t M r s . Priestle\- finds lodgings 

wi th Miss L a t i m e r ; and as J u d g e , T r i s t r a m migh t 

easily pay off Popple and the ruffians. Ne\"er the-

less, the toughs are unpunished , the vicarage is A'ic-

torious and the Vi l lage unassai lable. 

^ ' e t the a n s w e r is f a r f r o m being s tark t r a g e d y . — 

A n d tha t is ano the r t h i n g M r . Bercsford has done . 

T h e ch i ld ren , M r . and M r s . E u l l e r t - n , and even 

the t ragic protagonis ts themseh-es serve as constant 

comic relief. H e r e is a story more power fu l in its 

presentat ion of pa in fu l , o v e r w h e l m i n g futi l i ty than 

Dostoievsky's " I d i o t , " yet it ne\-er d isar ranges the 

punct i l ious combina t ion of triviali t ies which con

stitutes the n o r m a l course of Eng l i sh country l i fe . 

T h e r e is no undef ined c rav ing , no m u d d l e d abstrac

t ion, no impo ten t f r e n z y ; there is poise and cer

tainty and good taste. 

M r . Beres fo rd , in o ther words , has mastered his 
m e d i u m . H e has put his theme in a compact and 
th r i l l i ng story of love and conflict; and he is as 
convinc ing in his thesis as he is compe l l ing in his 
plot. But , more than that , he is the first au tho r 
I k n o w w h o has u t i l ized the teachings of c o n t e m 
porary psychology as a noi-elist r a the r than as a 
registrar . H e has no t been conten t to label hojie-
Icss man ik ins out of D r . F r e u d ' s n o m e n c l a t u r e but , 
hav ing assimilated the magic knowledge tha t r e 
peals personal i ty , he has d r a w n liis charac ters w i th 
as litt le recourse to the t e rmino logy of p s \ c h o a n a l -
ysis as had Shakespeare. 

Final ly , M r . Beres ford has given his story the 
p e r m a n e n t beauty of a sure and m a t u r e d s t \ l e , ex
quisite in its s implici ty , c h a r m i n g in its wdums\- and 
effecti^'e in its real i ty . 

"I shall ask mummy, then," Elise replied. "Unless you'll 
tell us, father?" she concluded hopefully. 

"Does mummy tell you everything you ask her:" he 
said. 

"She always tries to," Elise boasted, quite anare of her 
mother's unusual quality. "Course, there's some thing-s 
I can't understand till I'm a bit older, things like 'lectricitv 
and tliere not being really any up and doivn; but this isn't 
one of those sort, is i t r " 

"I'm not at all sure whether it is or not," Tristram said, 
with a whimsical smile, thinking of Elise's second instance, 
"Everything comes back to relativity in some kind of way." 

Elise screwed up her face. "Things like Mr. Orpin's 
nose:' ' she asked, and then: "Does mine do i t?" 

Her father shook his head. "No, I'm glad you h:i\-en't 
got a nose like Mr. Orpin, Elise," he said. 

"^Yhy?" she asked, opening her eves very wide. 

•'li v-Maildn't look pi':lty on vou," lie tuUI her. 
'•''[ r \\:i-[rt \\li:it \o'.'. lue.mt, falhci'," she protestetl; 

•• x.iu- I iu~t knim ii uas'nr. F;ither, IKIS Mr. Orpin 
(!• ;:;• •' '.ii'-rliiuL; horru!:' ' 

I':-: t:-::ni -h.idk iii- h'-ad. "I'm not going to answer 
a-ix I K'l-e (]uestu.n^,'" l:e Continued. "^'ou'd better talk 
t ' ' n i l , > ! ; : i y . " 

'•^i' • i.jjv LIS r f t ' v//^'''',^''," f'-lise boasted for the second 

'i 'lic :iilult c o m e r s a t i o n is n;i turalh- more p r o f o u n d ; 

it Is III. less p l i \ t u l , howe\ 'e r . W h a t it loses of 

n:iiveie ami nonsense, it gains o l wisdom and h u m o r . 

' j ' he reader mo\ 'es f r o m inc ident to inc ident un to 

tlie ine \ i t ab lc c l imax on a stead\ ' , spark l ing cur 

r en t cmotionall)- deep and wide in filiation. 

Crepitant Fantasy 
F I R E C R A C K E R S . By C A R L V.VN V E C H T E N . 

N e w Y o r k : A l f r e d A . K n o p f . 1 9 2 5 . 

Rev iewed by H E N R Y B . F U L L E R 

TH E most favorable account of this spr ight ly 

book, ext rac ted f r o m mate r ia l w i th in itself, 

wou ld m a k e it a whimsica l , fantas t ic plea 

for the L i f e A th le t i c . T h e exceptional and P r o 

tean hero is an acrobat who , up to the t ime of ca

lami tous ly f a l l i ng in love, lives in a happy un ion 

of physical and psychical s o u n d n e s s — " u n d e r s t a n d 

ing h o w to be happy and in te l l igen t at the same 

t i m e . " T h e sub-hero ine , a clever and blase child 

of ten , deserts society for the t rapeze and the pa ra l 

lel bars. E v e n her governess, ha\ ' ing fitted herse l f 

ou t w i th the necessary a c c o m p a n i m e n t of pseudo-

philosophical flim-flam, opens a g y m n a s i u m for the 
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.•\ilenez, King of the Minstrels, reciting before the Queen of 
France. From "Life in Media'val France," by Joan Evans 
(Oxford Fniversity Press). 

ch i ldren of the wea l thy a n d p r o m i n e n t . A n d a 
picturesque g roup of "p ro fe s s iona l s " serves to show 
wha t the G r e a t Ci ty can yield in curios to the search
ing eye, and to r emind us h o w • essential to the 
t ra ined body is the vi r tuous l i f e . 

H o w e \ e r , the l i fe a thle t ic is f requen t ly super
seded, in these pages, by the l i fe l u x u r i o u s — u s i n g 
the word in its most lexicographical sense. T h i s 
takes us, perhaps inappropr ia te ly , in to the r e a l m of 
the archaic and the obsolete: an injustice, it m a y be, 
to pages tha t a re n o t h i n g i f no t m o d e r n a n d cu r 
rent . "\'et the pursuit of a y o u n g m a n by an o lder 
w o m a n — e v e n bv an elder ly w o m a n — h a s become 
ra the r too cominon of late, w h e t h e r in book or play, 
l^erhaps it marks , as wel l as a n y t h i n g else, the ad-
\ a n c e of a " c i \ ' i l i z a t i o n " which has advanced too 
far . T~he present pages revive the luxur ious 
heroine of " T h e Bl ind B o w - B o y " to t rouble the 
established peace of the y o u t h fu l h e r o ; and they 
even detail the conc lud ing adven tu res of the a m o r o u s 
lieroine of " T h e T a t o o e d C o u n t e s s . " " Y o u n g 
L o \ e , " as s img by the poets and as pictured by ea r l 
ier novelists, seems fa r enough away . 

M r . Van Vechten explains his t i t le w i th some 
par t icu lar i ty . W e are to th ink of his g roup of 
people " in t e rms of a packet of firecrackers." I t ' s 
.all in tlie application of the ma tch . I f you fail to 
.apply it the bunch remains bu t a collection of sep
ara te entit ies, explosionless and wi thou t i n t e r - r eac 
tions. But ignite the first firecracker and there suc
ceeds a series of c rack l ing detonat ions , invo lv ing 

the explosion of the w h o l e bunch . M r . V a n V e c h 

ten applies the m a t c h : the crackers act and react . 

O f course, a bunch of firecrackers seldom goes off 

wi th wel l -spaced symmetr) - . " F i r e c r a c k e r s , " the re 

fore , canno t quite c la im the studied regulari t} ' of 

" T h e T a t t o o e d C o u n t e s s , " )'et it is not so w h i m 

sically i r r egu la r as " P e t e r Whi f f l e . " Indeed , at the 

ver)- end , the chief crackers explode in a fine, effec

tive uni.son, and so br ing this h ighly crepi tant book 

to such a close as shall not fai l to reach the ears of 

the most heedless. 

Throuo-hou t the au thor is concerned wi th N e w 
o 

Y'ork—the n a u g h t y , semi- fan tas t ic , and s o m e w h a t 

exotic city which he has m a d e fo r h imse l f : m a d e 

in his o w n i m a g e , if one may bo r row words f r o m 

a h igher source. H e is " h i g h , " t o o ; and he is also 

d i v e r t i n g ; a n d be ing both, his dedicat ion to M r . 

Cabe l l seems appropr ia te enough . His ex t remely 

individual is t ic pages lead one on easily and i r r e 

sistibly. O n e becomes a pa r t i c i pan t—almos t an ac 

complice . I f one scarcely k n o w s n o w and t h e n — 

sub jec t -ma t t e r c o n s i d e r e d — w h e t h e r to be g lad o r 

sorry, he can m a k e u p his account by c red i t ing al l 

this l i g h t - h a n d e d w h i m s y and invent ion to tha t phase 

in the evolut ion of a me t ropo l i t an centre wh ich 

gives it, eventua l ly , a fa i ry- ta le in consonance wi th 

its o w n n a t u r e and taste . T h e artist , t rue , m a y 

have been born beyond its bounds , yet he is best 

nour ished w i th in t h e m . M r . V a n Vechten w i l l 

doubtless leave any met ropo l i t an epic to o the r pens , 

but his o w n seems equal to t u r n i n g the pecul iar 

lyrics tha t the " t i m e " and the " p l a c e " — t o bor

r o w the l a n g u a g e of the p layb i l l—al ike call fo r . 

Some Poets Explain 
T H E W A Y O F T H E M A K E R S . By M A R 

G U E R I T E W I L K I N S O N . N e w Y o r k : T h e M a c -

mi l l an C o . 1 9 2 5 . $ 3 . 

R e v i e w e d by M U N A L E E 

TW E L V E h u n d r e d years ago , m o r e or less, 

A l d h e l m w r o t e the first study of verse made 

by an E n g l i s h m a n . T h e in t e rven ing m i l -

l e n i u m has produced a g rea t m a n y authorit i i 

have no t only codified the laws of E n g l i s h 

but have explained wi th va ry ing degrees of 

tableness jus t h o w — i f one may ven tu re i 

m o d e r n i s m — p o e t s get tha t way . Poets themselves 

have somet imes protested against the motives a t t r i 

buted to t h e m ; a n d of t en enough have worked on 

in blissful i gno rance of the me thods they were ;is-

s u m e d to pursue . M e a n w h i l e , it has usual ly been 

the cri t ic and no t the poet w h o is asked to explain 

h o w as wel l as w h y poetry is w r i t t e n ; perhaps on 

the theory tha t we ask a j ewe le r and not an oyster 

to evaluate a pear l . 

Shelley ly ing upon a hea r th r u g wi th his head 

to the blaze tha t the hea t m i g h t s t imula te his brain 

to poetic ac t iv i ty ; S w i f t in his n igh tcap , swa thed 

in blankets a n d propped upon p i l lows in a d r a u g h t y 

lodg ing-house , scr ibbl ing verses to Stel la amid the 

th icken ing co ld ; W o r d s w o r t h w a l k i n g the hills wi th 

his te r r ie r , and , on the ach ievement of " a lovely 

I m a g e in the s o n g " d a r t i n g at the hapless a n i m a l 

to " l e t loose M y hand upon his back in s to rmy 

j o y " . . . w h a t do they prove, the three of t h e m , 

as to the influences f a v o r i n g composition.? W e l l , to 

be reasonable , they prove n o t h i n g — n o three scat

tered examples could prove a n y t h i n g , taken by t h e m 

selves. I nd iv idua l differences ( a n d any h a l f - d o z e n 

poets wi l l evidence the extent of va r i a t ion ) are 

quite na tu ra l l y responsible for differences in m e t h 

o d ; w h i l e the deeper questions of mot ive a n d u n d e r 

lying inspirat ion m a y wel l prove inde te rminab le . 

Never the less , very in teres t ing deduct ions can be 

d r a w n f rom the col lated tes t imony of m a n y poets ; 

and it is precisely this tabula t ion of da ta which M r s . 

W i l k i n s o n has m a d e her purpose in the en t e r t a in 

ing, i n f o r m a t i v e , and r ichly suggestiv^e vo lume u n 

der rev iew. She has in genera l compiled the decla

rat ions of the poets ; then stated her o w n brief pos

teriori conclus ions : a n d it is no reflection on her 

work as editor and cri t ic to say that the mass of m a 

terial she presents is in i tself more in te res t ing than 

any editorial s u m m i n g - u p could be. 

T h e vo lume is divided into seven sect ions: " T h e 

Poetic N a t u r e , " " T h e Poe t ' s T r a v a i l , " " T h e 

P r i m a r y In sp i r a t i on , " " T h e Seconda iy Insp i ra 

t i o n , " ' " T h e m e s f o r P o e i n s , " " H o w Poets W o r k , " 

and , finally, " C o n c e r n i n g F a m e ; " in which la t te r 

di\ 'ision the poets not only define a n d est imate the 

value of f a m e , bu t appraise con tempora ry cri t icism, 

the verdict upon wh ich seems to change l i t t le f rom 
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generation to generation. In every case Mrs. W i l 
kinson has drawn her illustrative material from the 
poets themselves, with selections ranging from the 
sixteenth century to the present; the comments being 
sometimes embodied in a poem, again in extracts 
from letters and diaries, as well as from more 
formal prose. Spenser's "Goe, litel boke" is here; 
Shelley's "Statue of Minerva ; " Elinor Wylie's 
"Jeweled Bindings;" citations from Milton, Coler
idge, Chaucer, Padraic Colum, Santayana, et al. 

S 3 -^ 

The witnesses show a fair amount of unanimity 
in defining the poetic nature. Its child-like re
sponsiveness to both the external and the spiritual 
universe and its play with make-believe are testi
fied to by Emerson, Francis Thompson, Dr . John
son, George E. Woodberry; while Wal ter de la 
Mare, in accord with the foregoing, cautions us to 
remember that the distinctive qualities of childhood 
are in fact gravity and imagination. There is less 
uniformity in the report upon the methods of work 
and the impulse toward it. Dryden's letter on his 
St. Cecilia Ode suggests one powerful stimulus—• 
or rather, two: the writing of the ode is "trouble
some and in no way beneficial," he complains in a 
letter to his son, "but I could not deny the stewards 
of the feast who came in a body to desire that kind
ness . . . I hope to send you thirty guineas be
tween Michaelmas and Christmas." T h e perfect 
contrast to this mixture of moral and pecuniary urge 
is Byron's summary of his day: "Today I have 
boxed an hour—written an ode on Napoleon Bona
parte—eaten six biscuits—drunk four bottles of 
soda water—read away the rest of my time—besides 
giving poor a world of advice about the 
mistress of his, who is plaguing him into a phthisic 
and intolerable tediousness." Wha t poets seem al
ways to regard as the greatest and most uncommon 
material boon is freedom from petty worry: most 
of them testify that while Grief is usually a crea
tive influence, minor preoccupations result in a dead
ly sapping of power. " D o you know Vexation, 
the slayer.?" Meredith asks in a letter to the Rev. 
Mr. Jessop. "There is very little poetry to be 
done when one is severely and incessantly harassed." 

As regards the "primary inspiration," it would 
seem that most poets see it as a rushing wind, de
moniac possession, a power descending. Coleridge 
defines it as "a repetition in the finite mind of the 
eternal ac tof creation in the infinite / am." Em
erson says that " T h e universal nature, too strong 
for the petty nature of the bard, sits on his neck 
and writes through his hand." Anna Hempstead 
Branch finds that "writing poetry is a process of 
listening." And A. E. 's characteristic explanation 
is that "the mortal in us has memory of all wis
dom." 

t t " - ^ « ^ 

It is interesting to note that what Mrs. Wilkin
son—following Coleridge's classification—calls the 
secondary inspiration, the immediate impulse toward 
the making of a given poem, is frequently a word, 
a phrase, which proves to be the germ of poetry, 
the grain of sand which is to be nucleus of the pearl. 
T h e thought comes first, shaping the form, Emer
son tells us: and his idea fundamentally is but a 
variation of Ben Jonson's comment that "There 
cannot be one color of the mind; another of the 
wit ." There are many voices to warn us, how
ever, that a poet's symbol must not be too rigorously 
applied to himself. Certainly the ear as well as 
the voice colors a tone. I t is well to remember that 
poetrv, at least lyric poetry, is largely suggestive. 

In the section on working method, it is worthy 
of the novice's attention that many of his betters 
advise that the poem should be set down only after 
it has matured within the mind; cautioning that 
radical change in a poem once drafted is difficult. 
It would seem almost universal experience that the 
initial choice of form generally precludes chang
ing to another: a sonnet will remain a sonnet, not 
successfully becoming blank verse nor quatrains; 
though in the perfected version there may be hardly 
a phrase which stands in words identical with those 
of the first draft. Even Pope, lover of perfection, 
advises against too much fussing with the poem: 
" In poetry, as in painting," he says, "a man may 
lay colors one upon another till they stiflren and 
deaden the piece." 

If one is to judge by the comments in the closing 
pages of the book, all poets in all ages have dis
counted the value of contemporary criticism, with 
its long list of atrocities; but they have generally 

revealed their humanizing weakness by admitting 
its baneful power over their own sj^irits, valueless 
though it inight be. About an equal number of 
poets seem to love solitude and to Hee from it; as 
many seem born to express their environment as to 
voice a rex'olt against it. Evidently poetry comes 
into the world through many di\erse gates. One 
fact worthy of comment is that many modern poets 
ha\'e begun writing comparatively late in life, as 
opposed to their predecessors who seem for the 
most part to ha\'e written "always," as the vague 
phrase goes. A reading of Mrs. Wilkinson's ab
sorbingly interesting compendium gives rise to ques
tions with a string of implications which emphasize 
Robert Graves's prophecy that the study of poetry 
will soon pass into the hands of the psychologists. 
Nor does there seem good reason to doubt his heart
felt conclusion, "And what a mess they'll make of 
it to be sure!" 

A Graphic Chronicle 
T H E J O U R N A L O F N I C H O L A S CRESS-
W E L L , 1774-1777. L I N C O L N M A C V E A G H : The 

Dial Press. 1925. $5. 

Reviewed by A L L A N N E V I N S 

A D E R B Y S H I R E youth of twenty-four, 
eager for money and adventure, sails for 
the American Colonies to make his fortune, 

and coming up the Rappahannock, finds himself in 
a Province seething with revolt. Believing that 
the discontent will soon subside, he remains. He 
finds work as a surveyor, and makes a frontier tour 
of the wild Kentucky and Ohio border, living with 
rough men, killing a panther, and observing Indian 
life. T h e war begins and he becomes a prisoner 
under parole; he goes to Philadelphia just after 
independence, and New York just before fighting 
begins there between Washington and Howe; and 
finally by a daring exploit he seizes a small boat at 
Norfolk and escapes to the British ships oflt Old 
Point Comfort. These are the materials of Nich
olas Cresswell's Diary, which begins in May, 1774, 
and ends in the autumn of 1777, when he returned 
home to England. It is that rare combination, a 
fi.rst-hand narrative that is as interesting to the gen
eral reader as it is valuable to the historian. Indeed, 
there is no work on the British side—not the journ
als of Baroness Riedesel, or of the loyalist Samuel 
Curwen—that equals it. T h e author pretended to 
no literary skill, but he had what was much better, 
a faculty for close observation, a blunt graphic 
mode of expressing himself, and a frank willing
ness to reveal his own personality. 

Cresswell was indignant from the outset at the 
"abominable intentions" of the rascally rebels, and 
throughout all vicissitudes remained a sturdily loyal 
Briton. His diary offers a vivid view of the growth 
of revolt in Virginia. In the fall of 1774 he 
found all business at a standstill, committees ruling, 
troops drilling, the King cursed, and "everything 
ripe for rebellion." He kept his mouth shut and 
watched the increasing turmoil. As early as Jan
uary 19, 1776, we find him noting that "A pam
phlet called 'Common Sense' makes a great noise," 
and the next month predicting that independence 
will soon be declared. Nothing else, he says, will 
go down. T h e news of independence actually 
reached him in Leesburg, Virginia, on July 9, and 
gave him great uneasiness. When he set out north
ward in a vain attempt to obtain full liberty, he met 
recruiting parties, bodies of soldiers in various 
towns, 400 English prisoners in Lancaster, Pa., 
and other signs of warfare. At New York he saw 
the American army, and was by no means favorably 
impressed by it. The Yankee troops, he remarked, 
were "the nastiest de\'ils in creation," their personal 
habits being filthy beyond description. T h e army as 
a whole he found "numerous, but ragged, dirty, 
sickly, and ill-disciplined. If my countrj'men are 
beaten by these ragamuffins I shall be much sur
prised." T o the very end of his sojourn he re
mained confident of British victory. At one time, 
in the winter of 1776-77, he thought the rebellion 
about to collapse. T h e violent Whigs were much 
dispirited, the timid Whigs gave up all for lost, and 
the Tories of Virginia began to exult. But imme
diately afterward he had to admit that Washing
ton's victory at Trenton had completely altered the 
aspect of the war: 

Tuesday , J a n . 7, 1777. T h e news is confirmed. T h e 
niinds of the people are much chanjjed. A few days ago 

they had g-iven up the cause for lost. T h e i r late suc
cesses have turned the scale and n o w they are al l l iberty 
mad again . T h e i r recrui t ing parties could not get a man 
(except he bought h im f r o m his mas t e r ) no longe r since 
than last week, and now" the men are coming in by com
panies. C o n f o u n d the turncoat scoundrels and the cow
ard ly Messians a l together . T h i s has given them new 
spirits, got them fresh succours, and will p r o l o n g the war , 
perhaps for two years. T h e y have recovered thei r panic 
and it wi l l not be an easy mat te r to t h row them into tha t 
confusion aga in . 

Gifted with an eager curiosity, Cresswell made 
many social observations of interest. He describes 
the landing of a gang of newly imported negro 
slaves in Virginia, with creditable compassion for 
the naked, woe-begone blacks. T h e slovenly agri
culture of the Virginia lowlands troubled his Eng
lish eye, and he noted that even the greatest plant
ers, like Washington, had little money income. 
"They game high," he said of the Virginians, 
"spend freely, and dress exceedingly gay, but I ob
serve that they seldom show any money, it is all 
tobacco notes." He himself had an almost fatal ex
perience of the wretched quackery that passed for 
medical attention in the Tidewater region. T h e 
diary is full of references to hard drinking, and 
Cresswell had no difficulty in finding boisterous 
companions. He complains bitterly of the tryan-
nical rigor of the patriot committees, but on his own 
testimony he was generously treated; he heard only 
a few vague threats of tarring and feathering, and 
influential men, including George Mason, be
friended him. I t need not be said that his account 
of roughing it on the Miami and Ohio Rivers is of 
great interest, or that his sketches of Philadelphia 
and New York in 1776 are valuable. T h e former 
he thought the most regular, neat, and convenient 
city he had ever seen, the latter he found less 
agreeable: 

It is on a point of land wi th w h a r f s two thi rds of the 
w a y round the t o w n and very near the Sea. T h e town 
is not so regu la r as Ph i l ade lph ia , nor so extensive, neither 
has it so many good bui ld ings , but more e legant ones both 
public and pr iva te . . . T h e r e was a fine equestrian statue 
of His Majes ty , bu t the Sleber has pu l led it d o w n and cast 
it into bullets . T h e statue of the E a r l of C h a t h a m is still 
s t and ing u n h u r t in the at t i tude of an apple w o m a n , 
dressed like a R o m a n Ora to r . I a m not a judge , bu t 1 
don ' t th ink it clever. T h e l iber ty pole, as they cal l it , is 
covered wi th iron bars . Streets fortified wi th smal l bat
teries towards the River . 
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Cresswell's own character is an interesting study. 
Frank, honorable, impulsive, he candidly admits 
his many weaknesses, which ranged from Indian 
squaws to bowls of toddy. He was a hail fellow 
Well met to everybody, and made some unfortunate 
friends. His resourcefulness was demonstrated 
when he both made a living and placated the Vir
ginia patriots by manufacturing nitre, while his es
cape was a striking exhibition of nerve. T h e read
er takes leave of him, shearing sheep again on his 
father's Derbyshire farm, the war now less im
portant to him than the unmarried daughters of 
Neighbor Needham, with regret. It is strange that 
a document of such varied interest should have lain 
unregarded in the drawers of the Cresswell heirs 
for a century and a half. 

An effort is being made to save Eugene Field^s 
old home in Chicago from being wrecked and re
placed by a warehouse. T w o old friends have started 
a movement to purchase the house and convert it 
into a memorial library and museum. T h e idea 
seems to be meeting with cordial support and a 
widespread appeal will probably be made in behalf 
of the plan. 
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