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ROBERT M. McBRIDE 
& COMPANY 

Publ i shers N e w York 

J O N A H 
By ROBERT N A T H A N 

Author of ''The Puppet Master'' and 
''Autumn" 

Mr. Nathan has taken as his hero the 
prophet Jonah, but by some magic he has 
transformed the forlorn rebel of the Old 
Testament into a man at once more human 
and more pitiful. In these pages are grace 
and beauty and a little mischief, combining 
to form a notable contribution to the work 
of one of the most gifted of our younger 
writers $2.00 net 

T H E N I N T H 
OF NOVEMBER 
By B E R N H A R D K E L L E R M A N N 

A novel of the German Revolution, which 
takes its title from the date of the* col
lapse of the German Empire. This is not 
only the first picture of civilian life in war
time Germany: it is a novel literally tre
mendous _ in scope and vitality which has 
won critical acclaim and popularity in al
most every European country. 
"The first important novel of 1925."— 
Laurence StalHngs. $2.50 net 

T H E K E Y S 
OF THE CITY 

By E L M E R D A V I S 

AutJior of "I'll Show You the Town" 
and "Times Have Changed" 

In the field of light comedy in fiction Mr. 
Davis has won a considerable place. His 
new book is a tale of a prodigal orphan and 
his adventures in a middle-sized Hoosier 
town. $2.00 net 

TWO VAGABONDS 
IN THE BALKANS 

B)^ J A N and CORA GORDON 
Authors of "Two Vagabonds in 

Spain" etc. 
An entertaining account of a journey 
through Jugo-Slavia. With 12 illustrations 
in color and many in black and white by 
the authors, $5.00 net 

JAMES BRANCH CABELL 
By C A R L V A N D O R E N 

The first critical study of our foremost 
hving writer. Mr. Van Doren's book is 
the initial volume in a series of studies of 
the work of the outstanding figures in 
American letters, to be entitled The Mod
ern American Writers Series and pro
duced under the general editorship of 
Ernest Boyd. Subsequent volumes will be 
announced later. $1.00 net 

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS 

By Oscar W. Firkins 

" M u c h pra i se is d u e P r o f e s s o r F i r 
kins for t h e firm and logical s t r u c t u r e 
of h i s book. E a c h w o r k is t o u c h e d 
w i t h acu te skill in desc r ib ing its 
n a t u r e and qual i ty , and w i t h a n a c 
c u r a c y t h a t shou ld p r o v e of l a s t ing 
service t o scholarsh ip . . . . H e r e is 
cr i t ic i sm t h a t will sa t i s fy t h e h i g h e s t 
m e n t a l t a s t e a n d a t t h e s a m e t ime 
w o r t h i l y en te r ta in . F e w of t h e 
younge r gene ra t i on w h o c o m e u n d e r 
its s t imu lus wil l l ay t h e book d o w n 
w i t h o u t a des i r e to test , a t least , t h e 
novels for t h e m s e l v e s . " — L i t e r a r y 
Review. 

$4.00 a copy. 

Harvard University Press 
2 Randall Hall 

Cambridge, Massachusetts 

The Irving Press 
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The Irving Tress 
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Foreign Literature 
A Charming Trifle 

A D E L A I D E SUIVI D E M L L E . I R N O I S . 

By the C O M T E DE G O B I N E A U . P a r i s : 

Nouvel le Revue Fran^;aise. 1924. 

Reviewed by D O R O T H E A C L A F L I N 

" A D E L A I D E " first appeared in 1913 
-^"^ in the Nouvel le Revue Frangaise. I t 

is n o w published in book f o r m by that 
press, accompanied by " M i l e . I rno i s . " 

T h e story of Adela ide m a y be the f ru i t 
of Gobineau 's d ip lomat ic experiences. He 
a t t r ibu ted it to some smal l German court . 
W h a t e v e r its or ig in , it is a perfect ly con
ceived trifle, merciless in its exposit ion of 
h u m a n na tu re , b i t ing in its i ronic analysis. 
T h e s i tuat ion is distinctly o r ig inaL A 
mothe r and daugh te r s h a r i n g a lover 
verges on the relat ionships of the Nibe lun-
gen R i n g ! 

On the death of her husband, M m e . 
H e r m a n s b u r g inveigles her lover , thirteen 
years younge r , into m a r r y i n g her. Ro th -
banner is sufficiently unde r the spell of 
M m e . H e r m a n s b u r g ' s daugh te r , Adela ide , 
to give tha t very determined y o u n g w o m a n 
an excuse to claim h im. Vaci l la t ing and 
stupid, Ro thbanner is helpless between the 
two w o m e n . T h e elder wins the first vic
tory by m a r r y i n g h im, bu t the younge r soon 
recaptures h i m . 

Gobineau has sketched a fault less bit in 
his pic ture of the u n f o r t u n a t e man , be
tween m o t h e r and daugh te r , his nose red
dening and his eyes mois ten ing where he 
cannot even find a w o r d . F o r one brief 
m o m e n t his passion f o r Ade la ide makes h im 
an ind iv idua l . But he cou ldn ' t s tand the 
pace. Says Gob ineau : " E n t r e nous , je 
crois qu ' i l etai t la machine a vapeu r mal 
construi te , pas t rop capable de po r t e r 
I ' amour d 'une A d e l a i d e . " 

The result of all this (he continues) was quite 
bizarre, and might have surprised both the 
women; from so much fighting they found each 
other quite inexhaustible in resourcefulness, 
hatred and courage. They regarded each other 
with that secret esteem with which energetic 
people regard energy, even in their worst 
enemies. And, moreover, one fine day, they 
found themselves quite united by the intensity 
of their scorn for poor Rothbanner. I knew 
them all when the unfortunate man never dared 
come to table, to say nothing of meeting his 
wives in the course of the day. As a result, 
he managed to sleep all day long and only got 
up when the ladies were visiting or in their 
beds. 

After some years of this life Adelaide de
cided to marry. She took a chamberlain whom 
she left at the end of a year to return to her 
mother. It was such a habit with these women 
to hate each other and to use their heaven-sent 
irony to slash each other with cutting words and 
to torture Rothbanner—the sole mark of atten
tion which was left to him—that they had be
come inseparable and even those who profess 
love are not held together by such strength. 

M i l e . I rnois was publ ished in book f o r m 
in 1920 and is repr in ted in this vo lume. 
One of Gobineau 's ear ly works , it had great 
success. D e l i g h t f u l l y wr i t ten and or ig ina l 
in its conception, the cha rm of its style 
ha rd ly makes up f o r the unat t ract iveness 
of the h e r o i n e — a cr ippled idiot . 

Gobineau 's works , outside of his "Renais 
sance" are a l l too l i t t le k n o w n in Amer ica . 
T o a real ta len t f o r the novel f o r m , he 
jo ined the phi losophy of a deeply though t 
ful mind , and a br i l l i an t g i f t fo r satire. 
"Les P le iades , " a novel of the la t ter pa r t 
of his l i fe , is an enchan t ing work , one of 
the f ew w o r t h y of ment ion in the same 
breath with the Stendhal ' s . 

T h e Cen tau r Book Shop has just pub 
lished " A Bib l iography of the W r i t i n g s of 
Car l Van Vechten," by Scott C u n n u n g h a m , 
wi th an in t roduct ion by M r . Van Vechten. 
I t contains a por t ra i t , lists sixteen first edi
t ions, g i v i n g ful l descriptions and exhaust ive 
notes, and includes a list of contr ibut ions to 
books, periodicals and cri t ical essays, app re 
ciations, interviews, and por t ra i t s . T h e edi
tion is l imi ted to 300 copies. 

Jewish Life 
L A L E V I T A G R I S . F o r S A M U E L G L U S -

BERG. Buenos Ai res : Ed i to r i a l Babel . 
1924. 

W I T H the tendency of the J e w to come 
to some fo rm of intellectual act ivi ty 

in preference to any m a n u a l occuation a 
considerable l i te rary product ion a m o n g the 
Russian and Polish J ews of the second gen
erat ion born in Argen t ine soil is to be ex
pected in the near fu tu re . T o one of these 
g roups belongs the au thor of this collection 
of short stories and sketches of Jewish l i fe 
in Argen t ina . T h e same conflicting impulses 
of t rad i t iona l fee l ing and modern ideas 
which causes the substitution of Engl ish fo r 
H e b r e w or Yiddish a m o n g their corel igion
ists in the Uni ted States is causing the flour
ishing of a Spanish-Jewish l i te ra ture a m o n g 
the settlers in Lat in America . Also the same 
social forces w o r k i n g f o r disrupt ion here, 
appear to be active there, embi t te r ing the 
conflict between the o r thodox i m m i g r a n t and 
the younge r genera t ion , rebellious to domes
tic au thor i ty and a prey to m o r a l and intel
lectual anarchy . T h i s a lone holds m a n y 
potent ia l conflicts, fu rn i sh ing d ramat ic back
g r o u n d fo r limitless stories and plays in the 
Spanish-American Jewish l i te ra ture of the 
fu tu re . 

N o t that this g r a f t i n g process is ent i re
ly new to our let ters, f o r it is wel l k n o w n 
to the historian of Spanish cul ture tha t the 
Sefardi J e w held a l ead ing place in old 
Spain, and many of his cross-descendants 
b r o u g h t to Spanish and Por tuguese Amer ica 
their l i te rary proclivit ies. In the province 
of Ant ioqu ia , in Colombia , there is an old 
sett lement of Spanish J e w s ; and r igh t here 
in N e w Y o r k Ci ty the i r Americanized breth
ren publish t w o periodicals in Spanish j a r 
gon wi th the Semitic a lphabet . Bu t enough 
is f o r the present in r emind ing the reader 
tha t the most wide ly read fiction book in 
La t in Amer i ca f o r the last fifty years 
( " M a r i a , " by J o r g e Isaacs) is the w o r k of 
one of those Colombian Jews . 

I n the brief tales by Samuel Glusberg we 
find as s t rong as ever tha t mix tu re of senti
ment and i rony so l o n g identified wi th J e w 
ish na tu re . A poetic feel ing, subtle and 
remote as the spirit of the race itself, per 
meates m a n y pages of his book. " M a t e 
A m a r g o , " one of its best stories, has the 
g l o o m y out look on l ife the Jews seem t o 
have caugh t t h rough their l o n g sojourn in 
Western Europe . Sketched against tha t v io
lent cosmopoli tan a tmosphere of Buenos 
Aires, its old people inevi tably remind us 
of the characters of R u t h Suckow, whi le 
some of the you th fu l creatures of Glusberg 
have more than a passing likeness wi th these 
a rgumenta t ive , malicious youths of the L o n 
don Ghet to as recorded by the masterful 
pen of Z a n g w i l l . 

T h e richness o f the Jewish temperament , 
its eager response to music and poet ry are 
still there, together wi th the p i t i fu l fa i l 
ings of the race and w h a t in the l anguage 
of the day may be termed its inhibit ions. 
Yes even its irrepressible cynicism is p r e 
sented as l i fe ' s o w n instinct. 

A Japanese novel , by T o y o h i k o K a g a w a , 
the story of a poor Japanese student and 
idealist, and of his l i fe a m o n g the poorest 
classes is shor t ly to be b r o u g h t ou t in E n g 
land. T h e book has sold in the ne ighbor
hood of 150,000 copies in J a p a n . I t has 
been t ransla ted by t w o Japanese . 

Raou l Stephen, a u t h o r of " L ' H o m m e -
C h i e n " and " L a Devo t ion a I ' A m o u r , " a 
novel which has just been a w a r d e d a prize 
by the Societe des Gens de Lettres , is to 
publish this year a curious psychological 
ta le enti t led " L a T r o u b l a n t e Rencon t r e" 
( A l b i n ) . H e has just completed a humorous 
novel in col labora t ion w i t h M m e . M a r t h -
Cleuziere. 

We do not have all the books published but we 
do have the best two hundred out of each two 
thousand new books, which is (speaking optimis
tically) all you would have time to read. 

We can procure others of your choice, old or 
new, promptly. 

THE SUNWISE TURN 
in t h e Yale Club Bui ld ing 

B e s i d s the Grand Central and t h e Bi l tmore 

T e l e p h o n e M u r r a y Hill 2 5 9 0 

Just Published 

The Black Cargo 
A Novel 

By J. P. Marquand 
Author of 

" The Unspeakable Gentleman" 

CAMERON ROGERS ^iriles of this novel 

in the World's Work: 
" I n Eliphalet Greer, Mr. Marquand 
has created a very genuine and in
tensely moving character that domi
nates a narrative exceptionally success
ful in its recreation for the reader of 
the salt and the seaweed atmosphere 
of a seaport town in New England in 
the days when Yankee shipping was a 
byword of strength and intrepidity 
upon the seas. There is the sea in 
'The Black Cargo,' but chiefly there 
is the atmosphere of the inns, the 
streets, and the docks in the town that 
the sea has begotten, an atmosphere 
utterly unique in the quaUty of its at
traction. 

"Mr . Marquand, like Mr. Herges-
heimer, possesses the gift of placing 
the time and action of a story accu
rately and vividly within an historical 
period with the result that it reads like 
a diary of that period more than ordi
narily filled with incident. There is no 
jarring modern note, no shattering an
achronism to disturb the perfection of 
the impression created. And the im
pression is perfectly incisive." 

$2.00 

The 'New Orleans Water-front 

Under the Levee 
By E. Earl Sparling 

"His characters have blood in their 
veins, they love, drink, fight, throw 
themselves away as cheerfully, as 
truly, as naturally as men in daily 
life. They move in their settings; you 
liear the wheezy piano in the joint by 
the water-front; you catch glimpses of 
strange figures moving about in the 
darkened shadows, you expect things 
to happen out of sucli as this—and you 
are not disappointed. Things do hap
pen, thick, fast, pell-mell. Sinewy fel
lows come off the tramp steamers; 
there is drinking, gambling, some one 
is knifed up a dark areaway; raids 
come out of the darkness gathering 
hoodlums for the morning court ses
sion, the law looms over the Old Quar
ter, there is a scurrying of feet in the 
underworld, then it passes. Dancing 
recommences in the joints—there's a 
story afoot and Sparling knows how to 
tell it."—Harlow's Weekly. 

$2.00 

The Leading Novel of the 

English-Speaking World 

Nine 
Very " ' T h e W h i t e 

M o n k e y ' is 

eas i ly a t t h e 

t o p of t h e 

i s t , " is t h e 

r e p o r t f r o m 

L o n d o n . 

W h e r e v e r 

E n g l i s h i s 

r e a d , t h e 

l e a d i n g 

n o v e l . * 
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Russian Vignettes 
By STEPHEN GRAHAM 

n P H E Bolsheviks made Gorky their dicta-
-•• tor of art and literature. They had 

Merezhkovsky in their midst, a man of real 
authority, but they knew better than to of
fer the post to him. They preferred to 
honor one of themselves. Nevertheless be
tween Tolstoy and our day I suppose Mere
zhkovsky to be the most substantial figure 
in Russian literature. He is the dean of 
Russian letters, and one of the most re
spected men, not only among- his own people 
but in Europe generally. Scholar, artist, 
thinker, he has been a man of great and 
manifold activity, notable in his latter years 
as a publicist, but famous in Europe for his 
"Leonardo da Vinci" and "Julian the Apos
tate"; famous in Russia for his powerful 
historical plays and religious and national 
essays. 

He and his wife "Hippius," who is also 
a poet and playwright, remained in Petro-
grad through the stormy years 1914-1919. 
Living within sight of the Taurus Palace 
and the Duma, they witnessed, as it were 
from a little window, the tragedy of the 
revolution. 

We followed the course of events by minutes 
(wrote Hippius) for we lived by the railings of 
the park on the fiist floor of the last house in 
one of the streets leading to the palace. Six 
years—-six ages—I looked out from that 
window, or from the balcony. . . I watched the 
old palace die after it had been resurrected in 
new life. I saw the city die. Yes, the whole 
city built by Peter, sung by Pushkin; dear, 
severe, and dreadful city—it died. The last 
record in my diary was the pitiful story of its 
agony. 

Merezhkovsky is a short, vivid, alert man 
in the sixties. His face is pale, his eyes 
deep set, but he does not bear the marks of 
the revolution in his body, which seems 
youthful. His mind has what seemed to 
me a boyish excitability. It fires rapidly 
like trains of powder. His wife is much 
younger, with a wreathed glory of copper-
glinting hair above an open countenance. 
Hippius has, however, a slightly troubled 
expression, as if for some reason she had 
been constantly called upon to revise her 
previous opinions of men and things. She 
has always lived for and in the life of 
other human beings, whereas her husband, 
for the most part, has been in the realm of 
ideas and abstractions. 

t ^ ft5* 

I spent a pleasant evening with them in 
Paris, where they live very simply in a 
third floor flat on the Avenue Bonnet, his 
own old Paris apartment preserved since 
before the war. Some philanthropist must 
pay the rent for the other literary celebrities 
in Paris. None of them seem to me to have 
more than the barest means of sustenance. 
Their literary income must be derived from 
the sale of foreign rights, and one knows 
what meagre sums that affords. Hippius, 
however, had had her play "The Green 
Ring" performed by the Neighborhood 
Players in New York, and Merezhkovsky 
places his new books in Germany and France 
as they come out. He seemed rather cha
grined because he had not found a publisher 
for his new book on Tutenkhamen either in 
England or America. This volume is called 
"The Birth of the Gods" and it has lately 
appeared in Paris. 

I asked Merezhkovsky what he thought 
of the future, but I found him pessimistic, 
not believing that Bolshevism would soon 
come to an end. 

It was what many thinkers feared (said he),— 
Dostoievsky when he wrote "Demos"; Solovyov 
when he wrote of the end of history. You have 
made a tour of the Soviet frontier, but where 
is that frontier? It is not simply geographical— 
it is in the human soul. The religious expres
sion of the Orient is becoming negative. The 
Devil has a power (Merezhkovsky called it 
Antichrist) which is still mobilizing and con
centrating. Perhaps we shall not live to see 
its ultimate defeat. 

The Russian philosopher has the virtue 
of talking like a book. I recognized the 
Merezhkovsky style so familiar in the old 
days in the Russkoe Slovo in his essays di
rected against Gorky and in defense of 
Dostoievsky's ideas. 

The danger in his method of prophecy is 
the tendency to fit in human history to a 
pre-ordained plan. It is safer to modify 
one's theories of human destiny by deduc
tions from current events. There is an in-
calculability in life which has ever bafBed 
science and falsified prophecy. Eternity, 
moreover, is painfully undramatic—or at 
least appears so to mortals who think of 
life as a five-act play. 

One of Merezhkovsky's ideas is that the 

Bolshevik and the Burzhui are close akin; 
the one is the other turned inside out. By 
Burzhui he means the European business 
man in general, and he ventured the opinion 
that there was a secret sympathy between 
the two. "Always, when Bolshevism is on 
the brink of the precipice, a hand is 
stretched out to save it, and that hand is a 
business hand. The world therefore could 
only be saved by a third party—what one 
might call Christian mankind." In Russia 
especially he expects liberation from the 
peasantry, though if the peasantry fail us 
he reckons that the days of Europe's civil
ization are numbered. Europe began to be 
through Christianity, and when Christianity 
goes our Europe must go with it. 

We had some argument about this. For 
I hold that the British business man, at 
least, does not correspond to the "Burzhui." 
He may be at times prosaic and narrow, but 
in general he is honest and kind, is possessed 
of a practical common sense, and is on the 
side of life and human happiness through
out the world. Even should Europe with 
its mixed nations go to bits, the Anglo-
Saxon world is likely to remain. 

Concerning this it was clear that Mere
zhkovsky had some doubt. He has an im
mense respect for England and America. 

It seemed to me that there were two 
Merezhkovskys: one a Cassandra warning 
the Trojans, and another a Trojan ignoring 
Cassandra. When he steopped down from 
his place of prophecy he was an engaging, 
enthusiastic, fighting man; hoping for vic
tories, deploring accidents, sorrowing over 
disillusions. It was only when he began to 
check his daily hopes and fears by his own 
great knowledge of history and by his 
formulated plan of the future that Mer
ezhkovsky's ardent personality seemed to pass 
under a sombre cloud. He often becomes 
silent, and broods—on all that has been, 
on all that yet must be. 

Probably the only Russian writer who 
has gained in prestige during the seven years 
of revolution is Ivan Bunin. He was never 
popular, but he has gained the suffrage of 
his fellow-writers. He is a writer's writer. 
He is known in England by "The Village" 
and "The Gentleman from San Francisco," 
and here also his appeal is somewhat lim
ited. When I called on him in Paris re
cently I found an American trying to dis
cover whether he had any sensational mat
ter which he could take to New York and 
publish. But Bunin, while reasonably am
bitious to see more of his work in English, 
reminded him carefully that he only wrote 
for the few. "You will never see people 
rea;ding my books in railway carriages," 
said he. 

Bunin belongs to a somewhat radical 
tradition in literature. Revolutionary Rus
sia would have been glad to possess him, and 

1 suppose, had the revolution been decent 
and democratic, Bunin would never have 
fled from it. But Bolshevik Russia has no 
more uncompromising opponent in the 
world of literature and art than he. His 
resistance has gained him the reputation of 
being bitter. But that is a mistake. He is 
a gentle, sympathetic man with an engaging, 
sing-song voice. He talks of Russia with 
humor, with a lively wit, and smiles and 
coaxes to gain you to his opinion. 

Artsibashev, whom I met in Warsaw last 
autumn, is more the embittered type. He 
had all the bourgeois world at his feet in 
1917. But Bunin never had literary glory 
and is nearer fame now than then. His at
titude toward the Bolsheviks therefore has 
no bias derived merely from the loss of 
readers. 

Bunin is a bright-faced, slightly-built 
man of middle years; he looks as if he had 
lived with the moujiks a good deal and has 
a reflection of the provincial in his face, 
the village felscher perhaps. He left Rus
sia in 1918 while it was still not difficult to 
get away, passing through the German lines 
to Odessa. Thence he made his way to 
Paris, where he has been living for some 
years. He has no intention of returning 
until there is a change of regime. 

"Practically the whole balance of Russian 
artistic and cultural life is now abroad," 
said he. "Of those writers who have re
mained behind the most substantial are those 
who made their names before the war. 
There is the novelist Andrey Biely; there is 
Anna Akhmatova, but she belongs more to 
us than to them. Alexey Tolstoy left us, 
and he truly is a man of talent though of 
weak character." 

"Most of the young Bolshevik writers go 
in for the ultra-natural style, neo-realism, 
they call it. It is a brutal product of the 
time, horrible and foul. Pilniak, for in
stance—he was among us before the revolu
tion. I knew him. He stayed with the 
Bolsheviks, went with the time. He goes 
in for this ultra-naturalism—looks on fam
ine, bloodshed, typhus, bestiality, describes 
the most distressing and dreadful scenes on 
the Volga in the famine area, and feels 
nothing himself. He knows what the people 
have gone through, but condones it, gets 
famous on it." 

"But they say that drama makes progress 
under Lunacharsky," I urged. 

"What sort of progress? Not one single 
play has come out of Russia since the rev
olution. The Theatre of Art carries on 
with its old repertoire edited and censored 
by the Bolsheviks. Those in power have no 
taste for drama:, do not understand any
thing that is really worth while. You find 
the Chekists instructing the Theatre of Art 
to do them a version of 'La Fille de Ma
dame Angot'. Is there anything new in 
that?" 

"What do you think of the excuse com
monly given by writers in Soviet Russia, 

that they feel they must remain in their 
country if they are to continue writing?" I 
asked. 

"That 's a fine old-fashioned excuse," said 
Bunin. "Did Alexey Tolstoy need to go 
and look at Russia again in order to refresh 
his memory? Do I need to go and look at 
the Russian peasant again to know what he 
is like and what is in him? One can write 
as well in exile as at home. Think of Vic
tor Hugo, or of Ovid, or again of our great 
Turgeniev wandering over Western Europe 
nearly all his creative l ife!" 

I thought of Dostoievsky's quarrel with 
Turgeniev in this matter and his "Are you 
sure vou can see us as well from Berlin? 
May I not send you a telescope so that you 
can see Russia better?" But I did not say 
it. It is a matter on which there can be 
two opinions. Certainly it should refresh 
the eyes of a Russian artist to see his Russia 
again, even in her misery, even in her de
spair. But Bunin is one of the literary 
political champions of the great "Emigra
tion." He triumphantly expects the disin
tegration of Bolshevism and will not take 
half a step to break its fall. He is for the 
complete disassociation of Russian artists 
and writers from the Soviet power. He 
considers that the present rulers of Russia 
have destroyed even the minimum of liberty, 
have suffocated all creative thought, science, 
and literature; and having maimed art, go 
in now for artistic stunts solely for purposes 
of political agitation. And that being so, 
he considers it a crime against the real Rus
sia to cooperate with the Bolsheviks in any 
way. He believes that a strong Conserva
tive government of some kind will eventu
ally take the place of the present tyranny; 
it may be a monarchy, it may be a strong 
government of another kind, but the unity 
of the old Russia will be reestablished, the 
emigrants will return and the present rulers 
will be swept away. In Bunin one sees an 
uncompromising critic of the revolution 
and an unqualified believer in the coming 
restoration. 

E. C. Ranck is working on the authorized 
life of Madison Cawein, the Kentucky poet, 
a book which will largely be based upon Mr. 
Otto A. Rothert's admirable study of Cawein. 
If anyone has any letters of Cawein not in
cluded in Mr. Rothert's book, or any anec
dotes or stories of Cawein, Mr. Ranck will 
appreciate communication with him at The 
Hermitage Hotel, Louisville, Kentucky. 

The Board of Trade of Myrtle Avenue, 
Brooklyn, recently took steps to honor the 
memory of Walt Whitman who lived for 
many years in the Myrtle Avenue section 
and wrote several of his most famous poems 
in a house at Adams Street, later at 71 
Prince Street, and at 106 Myrtle Avenue, 
at the corner of Bridge Street. It is the 
intention of the committee to erect approp
riate tablets and also to maintain some
where in the district a permanent Walt 
Whitman room devoted to the collection of 
Whitmaniana. 
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A Biograpkj of 
absorbing interest 

permanent addition 
to English literature 

JOHN KEATS 
By Amy Lowell 

This biography, the result of years of study and investigation, is notable alike for the new light 
it throws on Keats's life and work, and for the insight with which its author, herself one ot tfte 
foremost poets of the present day, has revealed more fully Keats's psychology as poet and man. 

Included in the volume are nine hitherto unpublished letters by Keats and five unpublished poems. 
The author, who bases her work chiefly on her own valuable collection of Keats matenal, clears up 
many obscure points, redates some of the poems and illuminates from a new angle Keats s unhappy 
love story by extracts from recently discovered letters of Fanny Brawne. 

The book is written with the insight of a poet, the verve of a novelist, and the acumen of a scholar. 
From its pages arises—clear, vital, vivid—the figure of one of the richest and most fascinating per
sonalities of literary history. 

Lavishly illustrated, including several hitherto unpublished portraits. 2 Vols., boxed. $12.50 
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