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LATELY having been fortunate enough 
to inhabit a little bark house on the 

outskirts of a green wood, with a view 
of quite as green a field from the other 
»ide, 1 have been wondering in intermis
sions between the industrious rattling of 
my typewriter keys, just what Nature 
really does with herself all day. I know 
what I do with my time. I work ahead 
upon the imaginings of my futile yet 
interested brain. Nature outside, mean
while, keeps up certain small noises, in 
deep essential idleness. It has been like 
that all summer, with Her, I suppose, 
and will be like that all winter, till next 
summer. The grass and the trees go on 
growing in a doting doze, the chipmunks 
keep on chipping and monking and the 
insects must daze themselves with the con
tinuity of their persistent pecking at the 
silence. 

In Nature everything happens slowly 
and there is always plenty of time. 1 
hurry to my work and hurry away from 
it. I throw myself into it with gusto 
or with desperation. And every time 
I cease for a breather, there is Nature's 
entire indifference outside doing abso
lutely nothing. Sometimes it is infuriat
ing. 

My mind revolves many domestic and 
financial problems. My mind vibrates 
with worry over my work. I am con
stantly lecturing myself about what I 
ought to do and ought not to do. None 
of which interests Nature. She sprawls 
out there sleepily in the sun, and if she 
could talk probably all she would re
mark would be, "Well, what does it all 
matter, anyway? 

"You fool yourself, my little man," 
Nature would probably lazily advise me. 
"You write at one of those agglomera
tions of ink and industry that you call 
a book. In spite of the fact that most 
of your year is spent in cursing other 
people for writing so many books you 
seize the first opportunity when you are 
alone with yourself to go and do like
wise, to make more work for other peo
ple. You are entirely insincere and par
adoxical. And the net result of all your 
imaginings that go into this book will 
probably, in the long run, do more harm 
than good. Look at me. I do noth
ing, or at least nothing that you would 
call anything. I merely have a simple, 
vast concern with general growth and 
decay. And the growth that I am con
cerned about is not the growth of thought. 
For thought at its furthest growth mere
ly reaches the conclusion that everything 
is futile, a conclusion that I myself 
reached long ago. So I confine myself to 
watching the old humdrum pageants of 
the seasons, and the mere fact that a 
tree grows up out of an acorn and flour
ishes its leaves for a little while and 
then rots again into the soil is a spec
tacle that contents me. It means essen
tially nothing. It is merely a phenom
enon. But a soothing one. I feel no 
sympathy for the tree. I feel, in fact, 
no sympathy for anything. Certain peo
ple have written about finding healing 
on the breast of nature. I can assure 
you, on the other hand, that nothing 
has so desperately bored me as the times 
when the futile little ants of human be
ings have flung themselves upon me with 
their empty sighs, their silly tears, or 
their ridiculous anger. These are all 
entirely futile manifestations. Why 
should anyone expect anything, strive for 
anything, or be disappointed if nothing 
happens? I am not. I am simply recep
tive. I suppose you will say that I have 
my thunderstorms and my earthquakes,— 
yes, and my volcanoes. But these are 
in no sense personal demonstrations. They 
simply serve to vary my fundamental 
tedium. I exist, in profusion, in passivity, 
ih entire stupidity. That is my great 
blesning." 

And I, of course, get extraordinarily 
irritated with Nature when I fancy her 
talking like this, and rush back to my 
work with a renewed and extravagant 
zeal. It seems to me that I am in dread
ful danger of slipping into this awful 
inertia of hers. The stillness and per
manence of a rock, the flat unresponsive
ness of the earth under my feet, rather 
scares me. I want to put fire-crackers 
in tin cans and set them off all over 
the place. Make a big racket! Maybe 
that will wake up Nature! 

But in Nature's ear it would be less 

than the frail whining of a distant mos
quito at night. "The nice ear of Na
ture," indeed! What was Lowell think
ing off! I sometimes think that Nature 
is as deaf as a post. She is certainly 
as dumb as a fish. 

Well then, idiot, why try to personify 
her? Nature is a great many things, 
not one. Nature has no personality. I 
suppose the reason is that when the little 
restlessness of man is alone by itself, the 
surrounding carelessness of Earth so an
noys him that he tries to make it into a 
personality that he can attack. Nature 
is femininely personified because Na
ture means birth and growth. But 
then there was the great god Pan, who 
has so long been dead and is so often 
resurrected. But there was something 
daemonic and mischievous about Pan 
that I myself do not find in Na
ture. Nature seems to me a vast somno
lent giantess rather than a goat-footed 
fluting god. There is something rest
less in the conception of Pan that does 
not suit with the entire carelessness of 
Nature. Man created Pan as a symbol 
that does not truly symbolize, although 
I do not know what the poets would do 
without him. 

And yet there is another voice in me 
that says, "Let the Silence sink in. I t 
tvill heal. Let this inertia relax all your 
mortal nerves. You are still full of the 
induced vibrations of sterile towns, you 
are a squirrel in a cage. Yet the door 
of the cage is now open. Only you still 
revolve your cage with furious indus
try, and are, in reality, getting nowhere," 

So insidious is the influence of Nature. 
I may be getting nowhere, but there 
are certainly several very definite things 
to be done and duties to be per
formed. 

"Duties?" echoes Nature with slow 
amazement. "But I have no duties? 
What are duties? I have never under
taken to fulfil any obligations. I am 
here. I do not know why any more 
than you, but I have never been so ut
terly foolish as to try to inquire. While 
you and all your kind have built around 
yourselves a great complexity of neces
sities and duties and rules and regula
tions, I have done nothing whatever to 
justify myself. Why should I? I can
not possibly justify myself, since 1 do 
not understand anything except birth and 
brief life and the death of everything in 
its time and season, and the new birth 
of everything else on the heels of it. 
So I simply exist and observe. Which 
is the only thing that is at all sen
sible!" 

"Nonsense, Nature!" I say briskly and 
emphatically. "Perfect nonsense!" But 
I am disturbed, and I sit for a long time 
thinking of nothing. Then I get furious
ly to work upon this futile article try
ing to mock away an influence that I 
cannot help feeling is entirely pernicious 
to a busy editor, even on a vacation! 

W. R. B. 

Foreign Notes 
T N HIS "Das Haus am Ballpatz" (Mu-

nich: Verlag fiir Kulturpolltik), Baron 
Musulin, who drafted the Austrian ulti
matum to Serbia which set the world on 
fire, presents the record of a well-mean
ing man whose capacities were not equal 
to a great emergency. His Memoirs are 
in a way an a4)ologia, but they are not 
convincing when they come to the matter 
of the fateful events of July 1914. The 
defense he presents in that connection is 
that he acted merely as an amanuensis, the 
tragedy of his career having been, as he 
writes, "to have risen sufficiently high to 
Bee how things happened, but not sufiic-
iently high to have a share in the decis
ions." According to him, the statesmen 
who decided upon the ultimatum fully ex
pected it to be accepted by the Serbian 
Government, and were greatly surprised 
at the storm of criticism it aroused in 
the world at large. His book, aside from 
this portion of it, is a valuable work, 
presenting much information of interest 
to the student of Austrian politics and 
diplomacy. 

t^ &?* ( ^ 

The second volume of "Die Schlacht 
bei St. Quentin, 1914," edited by Kurt 
Heydemann (Oldenburg: Stalling), is 
like the first official monograph on the 
subject, a vivid picture of a modern 
battle. The narrative makes no attempts 
to conceal the shortcomings of the Ger
mans, and presents a chronicle of con
fusion and lack of coherence and co
ordination. 

(Continued on fage 146) 
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'"^he Amenities of'^ook-QoUecting" 

REATEST BOOK 

and Other T^apers 
^y A. EDWARD NEWTON 
A . E D W A R D N E W T O N is a l r e a d y w e l l k n o w n 

f o r h i s " A m e n i t i e s o f B o o k - C o l l e c t i n g " , " A 
M a g n i f i c e n t F a r c e " , a n d " D o c t o r J o h n s o n " , 
h i s p l ay i n w h i c h e i g h t e e n t h - c e n t u r y m e n a n d 
w o m e n l ive aga in . 

" T h e G r e a t e s t B o o k in t h e W o r l d a n d O t h e r 
P a p e r s " d e a l s i n p a r t w i t h t h e i n t e r e s t s a n d 
joys of b o o k - c o l l e c t i n g . " T h e G r e a t e s t B o o k " 
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all t h e r a r e e d i t i o n s . C e r t a i n c h a p t e r s a r e de 
v o t e d t o t h e f a sc ina t i ons o f c o l o r e d p l a t e s a n d 
of v o l u m e s o n s p o r t i n g . 
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Sh(*lley g r o u p wi l l find especial ly eage r r e a d e r s 
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To secure a cofrf of the First Impression of the Trade Edition — pro' 
fitsely illustrated, crown 8vOf half boards, gilt top, $5.00 — 
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ERNEST BOYD 
In Saturday Review 

"Including even Boswell's 
'Life of Johnson' I know of 
no record of a great author 
which is more vivid or more 
entertaining." 

ANATOLE FRANCE 
•̂  HIMSELF ^*' "̂ '"̂  BROUSSON 

T h e M o s t I m p o r t a n t L i t e r a r y B i o g r a p h y o f t h e Y e a r 
Octavo $5.00 At All Bookstores Second Large Printing 

J . B . L I P P I N C O T T C O M P A N Y 

An Instant Success ! ! ! 
PETER VACUUM 

By 

A N T H O N Y GIBBS 
Son of Sir Philip Gibbs 

If you would be entertained by a 
brilliant satire, amused by a clever 
comedy, moved by the romance of 
two young lovers, then read this 
novel for its own sake as the com
ment of a unique personality. 

T h i r d P r i n t i n g 
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<^udacious! 
"brilliant! 

n^elightful! 
<^musing! 

SAMUEL PEPYS 
A Portrait in Miniature 

'By J. LUCAS-DUBRETON 

Laurence Stallings says that 
this book does for Pepys 
what "Ar ie l " didforShelley 
and he adds: "one hopes it 
will reach sales equal to 
those M a u r o i s ach ieved 
wi th his Shelley here . " 

Is it not true? Those w h o 
know their Pepys best care 
little or nothing for the 
tremendous mass of ma
terial in which the gems of 
his diary are buried. It is 
not Pepys, the statistician, 
the historian, the clerk, 
w h o interests the world. It 
is Pepys the lovable sinner, 
the amiable companion, 
the great gossip. 

J. Lucas-Dubreton, in the 
manner of ultra-modern bi
ography gives us the living, 
breathing Pepys wi th all 
his weaknesses and secret 
aspirations, his petty vices, 
and questionable desires, 
his virtues, his strength and 
his greatness. Here is the 
Pepys who has gained im
mortality ;hereisasprightly 
book, a keenly intelligent 
book, and Pepys uncxpur-
gatcd emerges from its 
pages. 

The London Bookman says, 
"A brilliant and delighted 
book which emphasises the 
amorous weaknesses and 
naughtiness of the genial 
Samuel, but is yet a happy 
portrait of the man, sug
gesting a good deal of his 
strength and greatness. In 
some respects i t is a re
markable book; for it is 
so well translated by Mr. 
H . J . Stenning that the text 
gives no evidence whatever 
of its French original. 

" In his natural amusement 
over the Pepysian goings-
on wi th wives and other 
women, the author has not 
said all that might have 
been told of Pepys, the 
patriot and public servant, 
the clerk w h o rose to be the 
Secretary of the Navy and 
all else. We shall not , how
ever, quarrel over that , for 
in J . Lucas-Dubreton's— 
and Mr. Stenning's book— 
we have a rich and convinc
ing portrait of a pleasant 
sinner, showing a man so 
companionable tha t who 
would rather not spend an 
hour in his company than 
even a lifetime wi th some 
such improving and notor
iously admirable person as, 
say, Dr. Isaac Watts or 
Mrs. Hannah More, or 
even Mr. Gladstone?" 

Illustrated $2.50 

G. P . P U T N A M ' S SONS 
N e w York . . London 

The New Books 
The bn,:,ks listed by t i t le only in the classified list be •' are noted here as 

received. M a n y of them will be received later. 

Belles Lettres 
U'H.Vr A MAN TOLD HIS SON. By 

ROBERT TORRINGTON FURMAN. Les 

Penseurs. 1924-. 

This small volume contains a series 
of short essays written as from father 
to son and dealing with various phases 
of modern life and thought, particu
larly with the relig-ious, philosophic, and 
economic problems underlying society. At 
best experience is a difficult commodity to 
pass on to others, .especially to the young. 
It is almost certain to become a drug 
on the market unless it happens to be 
concealed with enough humor, charm, and 
individual flavor to make the reader for
get that a moral is being continually 
pointed. One is rather too conscious of 
"purpose" in this small volume, though 
much could be said for its sincerity and 
the conciseness with which the dif
ferent problems are stated and discussed. 

Biography 
PRESIDENT WITHERSPOON. By 

VARNUM LANSING COLLINS. Princeton 

University Press. 1925. 2 vols. $7.50. 

John Witherspoon, like some of the 
other early American college Presidents, 
lived on two continents, and he wove 
himself into Scottish Kirk polemics. New 
World education, and Revolutionary pol
itics. So versatile a man makes a hard 
lubject for the biographer, and still more 
for the student of character. Mr. Col
lins has earned credit in that being sec
retary of Princeton University, he has 
written a great deal more than simply 
the story of a President of that insti
tution. There seems to have been one 
master trait in Witherspoon that took 
the lead in all his diverse activities, and 
that held the other components of his 
character much in subjection. Witherspoon 
was inspired by a keen Scots critical fac
ulty that took the direction of dissent. 
During his earlier years, he fought the 
Moderate Presbyterlanism of Scotland in 
pamphlet and pulpit. He developed a 
mordant gift of satire, such as survives 
sometimes in Puritan souls that have 
luppressed in themselves both the softer 
emotions and the franker graces of ex
pression. Yet when the offer of the 
Princeton Presidency came to him, the 
broader kindliness of the men cropped 
but in spite of him, and though eager 
to go, he deferred to the objections of a 
timid wife, and would have staysd in 
Scotland, had she not ultimately over
come her fears. Once In America, he 
became an advocate of Scottish coloniza
tion, an earnest partisan in Continental 
politics, and at the same time, a col
lege head of the most modern type, travel
ing, speaking, "doing publicity," hunt
ing funds and students. Full of affairs 
and full of fight, whig and member of 
the Continental Congress, he kept his 
lofty contempt for the pleasures of life; 
found time to write on the sinfulness of 
the drama; and told a lady who found no 
flowers in his garden: "No Madam, I 
have no flowers in my garden, nor in my 
discourse cither." Mr. Collins gives us 
a vivid picture of him: a strait, dought5 
man, a dissident by nature, and yet by 
force of circumstances a builder when he 
found constructive work immediately to 
his hand. 

ARNOLD BENNETT. By Mrs. Arnold Bennett. 
Adelphi Co. $2 net. 

MAKERS OF NAVAL TKADmoN. By Carroll Storra 
Alden and Ralph Earle. Ginn. $1.25. 

H. L. MENCKEN. By Ernest Boyd. McBride. 
$1 net. 

MY EDUCATION AND RELIGION. By George A. 
Gordon. Houghton Mifflin. $4. 

SAMUEL PEPYS. By J. Lucas Dubreton. Put
nam. $2.50. 

NAPOLEON AND MABIE LOUISE. By Walter 
Grer. Erentanos. 

WHAT I HAVE SEEN AND HEARD. By J. G. 
Swift MacNcil. Little Brown. $4.00 net. 

FROM IMMIGRANT TO INVINTOE. By Michaei 
Pupin. Scribners. $2. 

TH» LI™ or JOHN BRIGHT. By George W. 
Trevelyan. Houghton Mifflin. $2.50. 

Drama 
25 SHORT PLAYS (INTERNATION

A L ) . Edited by FRANK SHAY. Apple-
ton. 1925. $4. 

This volume is merely another indica
tion of the fact that the English-speak
ing races have surpassed all others in 

their mastery of the technique of the 
short play. The play from Australia, 
"The Accomplice," by A. Marshall, is 
good but would be better if "SouP' were 
renamed "Conscience" as the two are cer
tainly quite distinct. The Canadian rep
resentative: "Brothers in Arms," by M. 
Denison, is a delightful little skit of an 
"efficient" man who tries to hurry a lazy 
backwoodsman. England's play: "Pan in 
Pimlico," by Helen Simpson, is a charm
ing bit, concerned with the eternal ele
ment in love. "The Marriage," by 
Douglas Hyde, is a typical Irish whimsey 
about a fiddler who wheedles gifts out 
of stingy neighbors for the new bride 
ivho has been kind to him. The play 
which represents America is certainly not 
America's best effort. The same might 
perhaps be said of all this collection. In 
striving to publish new plays, the editor 
has not been able always to choose the 
best. 

Fiction 
FAME. By M I C H E L I N E KEATING. Put

nam. 1925. $2. 

Her publishers announce that Miss 
Keating was 18 at the completion of her 
novel, thereby affording us an explana
tion of certain characteristics which are 
often the accompaniments of literary im
maturity. These are most conspicuously 
evident in the youthful author's suscep
tibility to massive rococo interiors, extrav
agant and barbaric costumes, exotic scents 
and weird eccentricities of person, her 
awed wonderment over the physical and 
aesthetic charms of her characters, a 
naive enthusiasm for the life of the thea
tre as it does not exist, and the crea
tion of exaggerated surface contacts 
whose psychological sources are never 
penetrated. Miss Keatlng's work seems 
to follow the conviction that, in order 
to prove interesting, fictional people must 
be abnormally brilliant, or appallingly 
sinful, or artistically eminent, or im
mensely rich, or fearfully notorious. By 
carrying out this theory each one of her 
vague, but towering, personages becomes 
a supcr-thls or-that which bears no dis
tinct semblance to a reality In the mind 
of the reader. 

Briefly, the tale Is the story of Na-
mour, the illegitimate daughter of a 
celebrated actress who until her late teens 
has been safely reared in a convent, un
touched by the pernicious atmosphere of 
her mother's world. The girl comes 
home to live permanently with the still 
gay and amorous artiste. Here a general 
bedlam of chaotic emotions and heart 
complications Is let loose. Namour's 
hectic and incredible experience of love, 
sorrow, disillusionment, marriage, wealth, 
achievement and happiness fills the bal
ance of the tale. Miss Keating seems 
to have gracefully mastered some of the 
difficult first steps of her craft and de
spite her crudities shows enough aptitude 
to warrant a hopeful view of her future. 

T H E FIRE WOMAN. By W. P. LAW-
son. BonI & LIveright. 1925. $2. 
Mr. Lawson, In selecting for the ma

terials of his story a fanatical religious 
sect of primitive, Mexican flagellants, 
the "Penitentes," said still to survive 
in the Truchas Mountains of Arizona, 
gave himself an enviable opportunity for 
the manufacture of gripping. Imaginative 
horrors. But he has missed grasping his 
chances by a wide margin, for instead 
of producing something unusual, he ex
hibits merely a conventional lurid melo
drama with a brave American heroine, 
fiendish Mexican ruffians, and a stal
wart forest ranger hero. It is true that 
In the course of the narrative we are 
given several "close-ups" of the "Peni
tentes" celebrating their dread torture 
rites with whips, crucifixions, and mystic 
incantations, but even these unpleasant 
high spots moved us to no responsive 
creeps. 

T H E SECRET OF BOGEY HOUSE. 
By HERBERT ADAMS. Lippincott. 1925. 

$2. 

Although Mr . Adams's mystery novel 
seems to us a minor member of the 
populous tribe, he has known how 

{Continued on next Page) 
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INTERESTING BOOKS 

In the TODAY AND 
TOMORROW Series 

New Volumes 

PROMETHEUS or Biology 
and the Advancement 
off Man 
By H. S. JENNINGS, Professor of 

Zoology, Johns Hopkins University. 
Just ready. Jl.OO 

LYSISTRATA 
Ay ANTHONY M . LUDOVICI 

A man's view of the dangerous 
trend of modern feminism. 31.00 

HYPATIA 
By Mrs. BERTRAND RUSSELL 

A spirited answer to the above 
from an extreme feminist. $1.00 

PROTEUS 
By VERNON LEE 

A consideration of the real nature 
of intelligence. $1.00 

PERSEUS 
By H . F. SCOTT STOKES 

"Of dragons" is the subtitle 
s u g g e s t i n g m a n y a m u s i n g 
analogies. $1.00 

To this series "small in size but 
tremendous in importance," belong 
"Daedalus" and "Callinicus," by 
Haldane; "Icarus" and "What I 
Believe," by Bertrand Russell; "Quo 
Vadi mus?" by d*Albe; "The Passing 
of the Phantoms," by Patten; 
"Tanta lus ," by Schiller, and other 
authoritative expressions of the very 
latest thing in modern thought. 

Send for a full list. 

Novels 

of special interest to the student of 
modern ideas 

THE ISLES OF WISDOM 
By ALEXANDER MOSZKOWSKI 

An ingenious exposition of various 
Utopias in operation—clever and 
amusing. $3.00 

W E 
By EUGENE Z A M I A T I N 

A scathing satire on standardized 
society, brilliantly written. $2.00 

LIFE BEGINS TOMORROW 
By GUIDO da VERONA 

Harry Hansen in the Chicago 
Daily News says: "How well these 
Italians do it!. . .No better title to 
my mind has appeared this year." 

$2.00 

THE OUTCAST 
By LUIGi PIRANDELLO 

A powerful indictment of the petty 
moralities of a small Italian toWn. 
To be published Sept. 21. $2.50 

JUST READY 

SPANISH MYSTICISM 
By E. ALLISON PEERS 

Great depth of thought, beauty of 
religious feeling, influences which 
have molded Spanish achieve
ment are for the first time here 
available. Published Sept. IS. $5.00 

ROME OF THE KINGS 
By IDA THALLON HILL 

An illuminating archaeological set
ting for Livy and Vergil. Published 
Sept. 10. $3.00 

MANITO MASKS 
By HARTLEY ALEXANDER 

Dramatizations with music of 
American Indian Spirit legends. 
Illustrated. Published Sept. 10. 

$3.50 

WHEN THE MOVIES 
WERE YOUNG 
By Mrs. D. W. GRIFF ITH 

A fascinating story of the early 
days of Mack Sennett, Mary Pick-
ford and other stars. Profusely 
illustrated. Publication date, Sept. 
21. $5.00 

Send for a classified list of 
BUTTON'S FALL BOOKS 

and for a catalogue 
of books for children 

E, P . DUTTON & COMPANY 

681 Fifth Ave., New York 
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