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iBooks for Christmas^ 

Another World Book Begins 
Its American Career! 

KEYSERLING'S 

The BOOK of 
M A R R I A G E 

One of the most discussed books of the day. Everyone is discussing it. "Keyser-
ling not onlv states the general problem—he supplies the answer." SIMEON 
STRUNSKY, N. Y. Times. 
2nd printing t^ QQ 

Paul de Kruif Mircrobe Hunters 
Among the year's ten non-liction "best sellers." "Correct as to facts, absolutely " L 
HEKTOEN, Professor of Pathology in the Rush Medical Schoitl. 
8th printing Illustrated, $3.50 

Carl Sandburg Abraham Lincoln 
Easily the outstanding biography of the year. "Most beautiful of all the Lincoln 
biographies." Chicago Tribune. 
Sth printing 

Count Keyserling 

105 illustrations_ 2 vols, boxed, $10.00 

Travel Diary of a Philosopher 
"One of the few NECESSARY books for a modern man." J. MI^'DLETON MURRY. 
7th printing 2 vols, boxed, $10.00 

The Collected Parodies of Louis Untermeyer 
"Louis Untermeyer is undoubtedly a great parodist; reading his Collected Parodies, one 
wonders if there has ever been a greater." Af. Y. Herald-Tribune. $2.75 

Stallings & Anderson Three American Plays 
Includes the original (uncensored) and the only text available of "What Price Glory?" 

$2.50 

NOVELS 

Her Son̂ s 
Wife 

By D O R O T H Y C A N F I E L D 

$2.00 

William 
By E. H. Y O U N G 

$2.00 

It's Not 
Done 

By W I L L I A M C . B U L L I T T 

$2.00 

Gallant Lady 
By M A R G A R E T W I D D E M E R 

$2.00 

Florence Seabury jj^g Delicatessen Husband 
"Mrs. Seabury's picturesque and pertinent wit, aided by Mr. Day's drawings, make one 
of the best pieces of humorous writing of the year." Chicago Evening Post. $2.50 

w. A. Drake {editor) Attierlcan Criticism 1926 
"A book with a living flame in it." HARRY HANSEN, N. Y. World. $2.50 

Percy Marks 

"It is doubtful if any other book about the faults and foibles of academic education has 
been quite so honest." N. Y. Times. $2.00 

Which Way Parnassus? 
lOut the faults and foibles of academic education h 

$2. 

s S ' "̂̂  Roundabout to Canterbury 
Three hundred miles of walking through Surrey, Kent, and 
Sussex. "A delight from beginning to end." A''. Y. Times. Illustrated, $3.00 

A Thread of English Road The two 'Volumes 
boxed, $6.00 

Narrative of a cycling trip across southern England. Illustrated, $3.00 

"A Perfect Christmas Gift" 

EVERYBODY'S 
PEPYS 

Â . Y. Herald Tribune: "Many amateur Pepys 
lovers will delight in this new edition." And 
of Shepard's drawings: "Whether he is shown 
sitting, outwardly decorous at prayers with his 
wife and a demure maid or two, or kissing ladies 
on the stairs, he is the real, the human Pepys 
that we know and love." 
2nd printing $3.50 

Harcourt, Brace & Company 383 Madison Ave. New York 

Books of Special Interest 
A Useful Work 

J E W I S H I N F L U E N C E ON C H R I S T I A N 

R E F O R M M O V E M E N T S . By L o u i s 

ISRAEL N E W M A N . N e w Y o r k : Columbia 

Universi ty Press. 1926. $7.50 . 

Reviewed by S I D N E Y S . T E D E S C H E 

H P H I S w o r k represents an enormous amoun t 
•*• of compi la t ion and research unusual in 

this day of Outlines. I t is a valuable mine 
of irLaterial to students and invest igators 
w h o are interested in s tudying the var ious 
heterodox and re fo rm movements both J e w 
ish and Christ ian d u r i n g those centuries. 

At this time when people are consciously 
seeking to unders tand each other it is stim
u la t ing to find so wel l expressed in D r . 
Newman ' s w o r k that people in the Midd le 
Ages were just as atnenable to the laws of 
human na ture as they are n o w or as they 
were in Alexandr ia when Pla tonism and 
Mosaism were fusing in the crucible that 
was to produce Chris t iani ty. D r . Newman ' s 
a im is to determine the resul t ing strands of 
Jewish influence in the Christ ian fabr ic in 
order to offer definite evidence to "those 
who later desire to a t tempt a critical inter
p re t a t ion . " His volume is divided into 
fou r books. 

T h e first contains an exhaustive t rea tment 
of the men Jewish and Chris t ian w h o 
helped b r ing about a re turn to the simple 
interpreta t ion of the Biblical word . T h i s 
re turn to or ig ina l l anguages and sources of 
the Bible t h rough reciprocal contact and in
struction played havoc wi th o r thodox doc
tr ine. Each wider dissemination of the 
Bible th rough t ransla t ions into the vernacu
lar has given rise to heterodox and re fo rm 
movements . Christ ians made these t rans la
tions usually af te r instruction in H e b r e w by 
Jews o r Jewish converts , thus establishing 
valuable points of contact. 

T h e second book gives a pellucid and re
plete account of the rise and history of the 
heresies. These were explici t ly demarca ted 
f r o m each o ther bu t their common denom
inator was a " t h o r o u g h - g o i n g opposit ion to 
the Cathol ic C h u r c h . " 

T h e th i rd gives a detailed account of J o h n 
Huss, Ulr ich Zwing l i , and Michae l Servetus 
a l o n g wi th their fo l lowers , showing the Old 
Tes t amen t and Hebra ic elements in thei r re 
forms as wel l as their personal associations 
and relationships with Jews. T h e reaction 
of the times to " T h e Batt le of the Books" 
is also dealt with here. Book IV con
tains brief studies concerning the Jewish 
role in the iconoclastic cont roversy ; M a r t i n 
Luther ' s debt to Jews and J u d a i s m ; Hebra ic 
and Mosaic aspects of Amer ican Pur i t an i sm. 

J)i ^ 

Dr . Newman as he stated in his preface , 
has given us a compi la t ion of facts r a the r 
than a critical estimate o r commenta ry . H e 
leaves " t o those w h o come af ter , a crit ical 
in terpreta t ion of the facts he has ga the red . " 
Wi th this as an a im it migh t have been bet
ter to entitle the thesis somewhat differently 
as " Inf luence" implies causation. T h e r e is, 
however , a tendency to a t tempt such a crit
ical interpretat ion and not a lways with fo r 
tunate results, because of the raeagreness of 
evidence extant . Af te r a l l the mere fact of 
a Christ ian s tudy ing H e b r e w usual ly in or
der to refute the Jews out of the i r own 
mouths , o r quo t ing f r o m the Old Tes tamen t 
r a the r than f rom the New, is not sufficient 
p roof of J u d a i z i n g or Jewish influence. 
Yet these two standards are f requent ly 
taken as the sole n o r m of j u d g m e n t , (e .g . 
"p ro - Jewish influence" in the character of 
Simon of M o n t f o r t because he seems to 
have been piously interested in the Old 
T e s t a m e n t ) . T h i s our au tho r realizes when 
he says he is " lef t in a quanda ry as to 
which side J u d a i z e d " in the iconoclastic 
controversy because both sought vindicat ion 
fo r their doctrines in the Old Tes tament . 

W i t h reference to doctrine and theology 
it is also difficult to determine Jewish in
fluence, as fo r example concern ing the Pas-
saggii and their Die ta ry Laws . Adherence 
to a l i teral in terpreta t ion of the Old Tes t a 
ment when we consider the or ig in of the 
Chris t ian fa i th in general is not necessarily 
conclusive, especially when we note only a 
superficial resemblance between the dietary 
laws of the Passaggii and those of the Jews 
as then practiced. J u d g i n g f rom the w o r d s : 
" T h e use of meat . . . was proh ib i ted , " the 
Passaggi i appear to have been vegetar ians , 
so the discussion as to whe the r they pos
sessed " the i r own r i tual s l augh te re r s" seems 
ha rd ly relevant . D r . N e w m a n realized the 
uncer ta inty of this p roo f when he states: 
" T h i s observation . . . must no t be pressed 
too f a r . " 

Woman's Equipment 
W O M A N ' S D I L E M M A . By A L I C E B E A L 

P A R S O N S . N e w Y o r k : T h o m a s Y. Cro 
w-ell Company . 1926. $2.50. 

Reviewed by O L I V I A H O W A R D D U N B A R 

' T ' H A T Havelock Ell is , so l o n g accepted 
as a godfa the r of the feminist move

ment , should be subjected to analyt ic pricks 
f rom a p roponen t of the feminist cause, 
seems almost unfil ial . Yet Alice Beal Pa r 
sons, a t t empt ing to get a t the root of her 
chosen mat te r , finds herself obliged to 
state her difficulties with an au thor i ty w h o 
has, as she interprets h im, confused the 
question by a r g u i n g both ways :—by shif t
ing g round , fo r instance, on the question 
of var iabi l i ty , and by asserting both that 
women are more in fan t i l e and tha t they 
are more evolved, than men. T h e implied 
w a r n i n g is va luable to students of a sub
ject where in w e need to be more than na t 
u ra l ly aler t , so befogged are we by t rad i 
tion and taboos ; f o r if El l is can momen
tar i ly doze, into w h a t conscienceless comas 
may we not find lesser wri ters sinking. 
Shou ldn ' t indeed each fresh investigator 
feel constrained to begin a t the beginning, 
— a l t h o u g h by beg inn ing one doesn't , of 
course, mean the conjectured life of that 
prehis tor ic t r iba l f a m i l y o f which one 
knows too li t t le and hears too much. 

*<?• *2^ 

I t is in s ta r t ing afresh and d is regard ing 
prevalent assumptions tha t this l ively book 
may serve as a model . T h e " d i l e m i n a " 
tha t it discusses is na tu r a l l y a mul t ip le one ; 
and it is no t new. W h a t w o r k m a y women 
do, and under w h a t conditions? A n d if 
these questions are answered as feminists 
w o u l d have them answered, then wha t 
abou t bea r ing chi ldren and ca r ing f o r them 
af te rwards? A n d there is that old mat te r 
of the H o m e . I t is the la ter chapters of 
the book that deal wi th these fami l ia r 
themes, but the w r i t e r prefaces them, as by 
n o means a l l wr i te r s do , by the inquiry 
tha t should logica l ly precede them. " H o w 
different are men and w o m e n ? " she per 
t inent ly asks, a t the outset ; and proceeds 
t h r o u g h o u t the more significant ha l f o f 
he r book to review certain impor tan t ac
cumula ted evidence. W o m e n were con
ceded a f ew years back, as we remember , 
to be " p e o p l e ; " but a lesser people. W h y 
is tha t ear l ier status not yet entirely done 
a w a y wi th? W h y is an entire sex w r i g 
g l i n g to free itself of an infer ior i ty com
p l e x ' Since it is not feminists a lone , n o r 
indeed w o m e n alone, but every l iv ing be ing 
w h o is affected, and at every tu rn , by the 
current not ion , wha t eve r it m a y happen to 
be, of differentiat ion, one wonders that a l l 
t h i n k i n g adul t s a ren ' t engaged upon it, and 
one looks eager ly t o w a r d the outcome of 
every honest effort to consider it. 

Brietly stated, this study of M r s . Pa r son t 
minimizes sex differentiation. E n d e a v o r i n g 
to avoid "men ' s incorr ig ible habit of theor
iz ing about women on slender g r o u n d s , " 
she quotes l ibera l ly f rom recent investiga
tors , b iological , medical , psychological , and 
thus buttresses the a rgumen t s , impl ied and 
stated, tha t lead to her own conclusions. 
These conclusions a re cha l leng ing , bu t in 
accord wi th the cur rent development of 
feminism, M r s . Parsons believes it to be 
established that there are , roughly 
speaking, no menta l and emot ional and 
but inconsiderable physical differences 
( n o t of an artificial so r t ) between the sexes. 
" W o m a n freed of her pure ly artificial dis
abilities is quite as able as man to pursue 
a t a x i n g career w i thou t g iv ing up her 
funct ion of bea r ing ch i ldren ." " W o m e n 
are nei ther const i tu t ional ly infer ior to men, 
nor const i tu t ional ly so different tha t their 
activities must be different ." "If, as the 
evidence seems to show, the biological dif
ferences between the sexes are less i m m u 
table than we had supposed, the i r p rob le 
mat ical and undemonst rable effect on men
ta l t ra i ts becomes shadowy indeed." T h e 
w r i t e r finds also, a f te r considering sex and 
genius , t ha t " i t is possible tha t sex has 
no th ing wha teve r to do wi th the individ
ual ' s abi l i ty t o crystallize experience into 
words , o r f o r m , or color, or sound." And 
finally, she dooms domestic l i fe . 

I t goes w i thou t saying tha t the fo rego ing 
statements w i l l be questioned by l inge r ing 
obstinate believers in the infer ior i ty , o r in 
the super ior i ty , o f w o m e n . T h e y wi l l also 
perhaps be questioned by persons of cau
tious habit and speculative t emper w h o 
cannot believe tha t the fascinat ing question 
of sex differentiation is as near ly deter
mined as this book implies. 
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Good Gift Books--'Houghton Mijflin Co. 
The HEART o/EMERSON'S 

JOURNALS - - -
Edited by Bliss Perry 

T h e quintessence of Emerson ' s J o u r n a l s is n o w 
accessible in a single volume. " H e r e is a book 
t h a t deserves a place beside W i l l D u r a n t ' s 
'S tory of Phi losophy. ' I t is loaded w i t h 
nuggets."—A^CTi; York World. $3 .00 

The Yankee Whaler 
Clifford W. Ashley 
No more s u m p t u o u s 
volume on vphaling has 
e v e r been published. 
Lavishly illustrated by the 
author. $20.00 

The Younger Married Set 
George S. Chappell 
Hilarity abounds in this new book by 
the author of "The Cruise of the 
Kawa." Appropriately illustrated by 
Gluyas Williams. $1.75 

MEMORIES of A 
HAPPY LIFE 
Bishop Lawrence 

" A book of cha rm and distinction, the record 
of a keen, pract ical and faithful l i fe . "—Bos
ton Herald. " I t has the mer i t of the best 
biography in tha t it is real , vivid, and very 
en t e r t a in ing . "—Bos ton Transcript. $5 .00 

Surprising the Family 
Frances Lester Warner 
There are few contemporary writers 
who surpass Frances Lester Warner in 
this field of the sprightly, wise, and 
human essay. $1.75 

The Lenore 
Terence O'Donnell 

The thrilling sea story of 
a Yankee clipper, bound 
from Boston to Canton in 
the year 1857, and des
tined to meet with strange 
adventures. $3.50 

The Dancing Floor 
John Buchan 
"Better than 'Greenmantle' 
. . . 'The Dancing Floor* 
is the English romance of 
this decaie."—Philadel
phia Inquirer. $2.50 

Palimpsest 
H. D. 
The first venture into the 
novelist's field by a dis
tinguished p o e t who 
thrusts forward the es
tablished frontiers of 
prose fiction. $3.50 

The Provocative Book of the Year 

The story of a gentle, 
lovable man who 
overturned the world 
of science and up
heaved the very foun
dations of religion 
and morality. 

"He made Hell a 
laughing - stock and 
Heaven a dream, and 
made God himself no 
more than an ami-
able possibility, if 
even that." $3 .50 

GAMALIEL BRADFORD'S 

DARWIN 

The New Spirit 
Havelock Ellis 
Heine, Diderot, Whitman, 
Ibsen and Tolstoi are bril
liantly discussed as con
tributors to the "new 
spirit.' $2.25 

Utopia in Chains 
Morris Gordin 
A terrible indictment of 
the Bolshevist regime, 
written with every evi
dence of authenticity by a 
disillusioned Bolshevist of
ficial. $2.50 

Autumn Fire 
T. C. Murray 
This thrilling drama that 
is being played at the 
Klaw Theatre "achieves 
an unusual richness and 
fullness of flavor."—A''. Y. 
Times. $1.25 

The Foundling 
Prince 

Petre Ispirescu 
Rumanian wonder tales of 
knights and ladies, castles 
and dragons. Ages 6 to 
12. Illustrated. $2.00 

George Washington's 
Rules of Civility 

Charles Moore 
This charming facsimile of Washing
ton's own book of etiquette is an ideal 
holiday remembrance and a volume to 
treasure. $2.00 

On the Stream of 
Travel 

James Norman Hall 
"Whether in Tahiti or Iceland, in a 
desert town or on Fifth Avenue, the 
author makes his reader a companion." 
—San Francisco Bulletin. $3.00 

Midshipman 
Wickham 

Ralph D. Paine 
A story that brings the 
reader into intimate touch 
with life at Annapolis. 
A book for boys from 10 
to 16. $1.75 

The Magic 
Clothes-Pins 
Maude Button Lynch 

Kim whiles away his days 
of Illness with a regiment 
of clothes-pin soldiers. 
Ages 5 to 10. $1.75 

FALLODON 
PAPERS 

Lord Grey 
St imu la t i ng and del ight 
ful essays on the pleas
ures of read ing a n d 

ou tdoor life by E n g l a n d ' s famous minister . 
At t rac t ive ly i l lus t ra ted from woodcuts . $2 .50 

EAST WIND 
thirteen dramatic poems 

Amy Lowell 
" B u r n s w i t h images so icy-clairvoyant they 
h u r t . " — N e w York World. " A l l dedicated 
passionately to N e w E n g l a n d life and char
acter, all . . . s tark, and m o r d a n t and merci
ful, drenched wi th purgat ive pity and t e r ro r . " 
—New York Sun. $ 2 . 2 5 

" A wha le of a good 
story. T h e M o d e r n 
D u m a s outdoes his 
master."—Chicago Post 

$2.50 

Rafael 
Sabatini's 

BELLARION 
a novel of the Renaissance 

THE MAKING o/the 
MODERN MIND 

John H. Randall, Jr. 
A succinct and lucid history of m o d e r n 
t h o u g h t and philosophy from the G r e e k civil
iza t ion to our modern times. " A n y t h i n g bet
t e r in the w a y of a s u m m a r y w i t h a popu la r 
as wel l as an educat ional appeal could no t wel l 
be imag ined . "—Bos ton Transcript. $5 .00 

"Passages of imaginat ive 
beauty b u t res t ra ined 
by reason are scat
tered t h r o u g h o u t . " — 
New York World. 

Georges 
Clemenceau's 

DEMOSTHENES 
" 'Demos thenes ' has taken on the propor t ions 
of a great e v e n t . " — N e w York Times. $2 .00 

THE SACRED TREE 
Volume two of "ypJE T A L E 
- - OF GENJI - ' 

Lady Marasaki 
A thousand-year-old Japanese classic t r ans 
lated by A r t h u r W a l e y . " A s robust as ' T o m 
J o n e s ' ; as discerning as ' D o n Qu ixo t e , ' and as 
un t r ammeled as ' T h e A r a b i a n N i g h t s . ' " — 
New York Times. each $ 3 . 5 0 

THE INTIMATE PAPERS OF COLONEL HOUSE 
Arranged 

by 
Charles 

Seymour 

TH E b e s t of a l l gif t b o o k s , t h e m o s t t h r i l l i n g , a b s o r b i n g a n d i m p o r t a n t b o o k of t h e w a r . " A s n e c e s s a r y t o 
a n u n d e r s t a n d i n g of t h e w a r as t h e m a p of E u r o p e . " — J a m e s W . G e r a r d , i n t h e Bookman. " T h e m o s t 

s e n s a t i o n a l of a l l t h e d o c u m e n t s o n t h e w a r , a n d a m o n g t h e m o s t i m p o r t a n t i n h i s t o r y . " — I r i s h Independent. 

Two 
volumes. 

Illustrated 
$10.00 
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The Novel Crop of 1926 
By WILLIAM LYON PHELPS 

" T CAN think at this moment of only two 
J- years in my novel-reading life that can 

compare with 1926—they are 1894 and 
1920. In 1894. came "Esther Waters," 
"Lord Ormont and his Aminta," "Jude the 
Obscure" in serial form, "Pudd'nhead Wil
son," "A Traveller from Altruria," "The 
Jungle Book," "The Ebb-Tide," "Pem
broke," "The Prisoner of Zenda," "Under 
the Red Robe," and in 1920 appeared 
"Main Street," "The Age of Innocence," 
"Youth and the Bright Medusa," "Miss 
Lulu Bett," "The Third Window." 

Practically all the British and American 
veterans have produced in 1926 novels that 
are, either in fact or in intention, important 
works of art. The most pretentious book 
of the year is "The World of William 
Clissold," by H. G. Wells, which appeared 
in England in three volumes, its only simi
larity to Victorian manners. I surmise that 
its author already regrets that he allowed 
the first volume to appear in advance of tht 
others; it received a general slating, and 
put the reviewers in a hostile attitude to
wards its two successors; in America we 
were given the whole work at once, and in 
two vohim.es. 

I wish to pay two compliments, neither 
of them to the author. In a time when 
nearly all new books are marred by inex
cusable typographical errors, the American 
publishers printed these more than 800 pages 
without any mistake. At first I thought 
"ascendency" was a slip, but I find there is 
authority for that spelling, though I don't 
like it. The only other possible slip I 
noticed was "St. Simon" when "St. Simeon" 
is surely more common, but the former may 
be, for all I know accurate. To launch 
such a leviathan without a mishap is an 
achievement; and our American publishers 
should be proud. 

The other compliment is to Mrs. Padraic 
Colum, whose review in this periodical was 
an admirable critical essay, full of thought 
and insight. Mrs. Colum is one of our 
foremost living critics—she is well equipped 
by knowledge and judgment, and commands 
a prose style truly distinguished. 

Some of the English reviewers complained 
that the book was dull. I did not find it so. 
It is portentously long, filled with sum
maries and repetitions taken from the au
thor's previous works in fiction, history, and 
philosophy; but I found it continuously in
teresting, not at all difficult to read. There 
is a physical vitality in Mr. Wells's tempera
ment that gives fire and heat to the whole 
work, like an efficient central-heating plant 
in a vast edifice. He wrotes, as he lives, 
with inexhaustible gusto. 

Yet it is, in many ways, a detestable book. 
The peevish preface (before the title-page) 
in which he attempts to score off those who 
have attacked his previous books and to fore
stall adverse criticism of this one, is filled 
with appalling statements. He protests that 
Clissold is not Wells; he protests too much. 
He maintains that the work is a novel, when 
it is really a novel only in name. It is a 
gigantic tract for the times, and its interest 
lies in its strictly contemporary flavor—it 
belongs to 1926, and will perish like the 
almanacs and calendars of this present year. 

If he were not a man of genius, he could 
not have written this book at all; if he had 
even elementary good taste, ability to ap
preciate points of view opposed to his own, 
and anything akin to sound culture, he 
could not have written the book in this 
way. Clissold's attacks on the Catholic 
Church, on Socialism, on classical education, 
on standards of morality, are marred by 
crudities and by a kind of bumptious con
ceit that is happily all his own. The details 
of Clissold's various amours are not nearly 
so oflfsnsive as the boastful complacency 
with which they are recorded. He is for
ever telling us of the "adult mind," which 
will relegate theism in religion and monog
amy in morals to the ash-heap; but this 
same adult mind, in love-affairs at sixty, 
forces us to reflect that there is no fool like 
an old fool. I refer of course to Clissold 
and not to Wells. 

Mr. Wells has an enormous audience in 
many nations and exerts a powerful and 
wide-spread influence, chiefly on immature 
minds; he wrote to Henry James that he 
preferred to be regarded as a journalist 
rather than as a novelist. For my part, I 
am grateful to him because he wrote "The 
Wheels of Chance," "Kipps," "Mr. Polly," 
"Tono-Bungay," and "Mr. Britling." When 
he wrote those books he was a novelist and 

a literary artist—and Clissold's crude ideas 
on religion, morality, politics, and education 
cannot destroy the earlier works. 

Immediately after reading "The World 
of William Clissold" one should read Hugh 
Walpole's "Harmer John." The author has 
completely recovered from his sudden at
tack of Red Hair, and has written a novel 
ranking with his best, with "The Green 
Mirror," "The Cathedral," "The Old Lad
ies." This is realism and idealism combined; 
and the spiritual values of life, missing in 
Clissold's world, are here restored. Man 
is an incurably religious animal; man is as 
instinctively religious as he is instinctively 
lustful—for there are good instincts as well 
as bad. Harmer John cannot endure the 
thought that the same town which has a 
cathedral should also have slums; and I 
suppose towns will have slums until all 
churchgoers feel responsibility for them. 
It is an interesting coincidence that simul
taneously with the publication of "Harmer 
John" came a plan to rid New York city 
of its slums, a plan that decorated the first 
page of the metropolitan newspapers. 

John Galsworthy, whose passionate sym
pathies with the oppressed and whose fierce 
hatred of injustice cannot spoil his art, has 
given us another instalment of Forsyte fam
ily history in "The Silver Spoon." If he 

novel, with a house aS a hero, and an un
convincing conclusion—the best thing in it 
is her omission of the tags, "he said," "she 
wailed," "he kissed." Jane Austen proved 
the value of omitting them. 

W. J. Locke in "Perella" turns off an
other competently-written story, with a good 
fable and amusing characters, nothing more 
or less. Warwick Deeping's "Sorrell and 
Son" is very fine to its mathematical mid
dle; its latter half is deplorable. Compton 
Mackenzie, Sheila Kaye-Smith, Frank 
Swinnerton, Rose Macaulay, Robert Hichens, 
have each and all produced new books in 
1926, I really ought to read before re
viewing, for although this is quite out of 
style, I am still old-fashioned enough to do 
it. If I had the creative gift of some re
viewers, which would enable me to discuss 
books I had not read, I should become a 
novelist and leave criticism to others. 

One of the best English novels of the 
present year is a first book by a young.wo
man who refuses to divulge her name: this 
is "Miss Tiverton Goes Out." It is a novel 
that many writers of well-earned fame 
would be proud to sign. I confidently rec
ommend it to intelligent readers. 

I have not mentioned Rudyard Kipling's 
"Debits and Credits," for although Mr. 
Kipling is one of the most eminent authors 
now living, he belongs to the nineteenth 
century. He is one of the great Victorian 
novelists and in all probability will survive 
with his peers. 

I have not had time to read many of the 
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were not an artist in spite of himself, his 
novels would suffer from propaganda—and 
they never do. It was not until some time 
after I had read "The Silver Spoon" that 
I discovered that he himself believed in the 
scheme of emigration therein discussed—(So 
nicely did he balance the scales. Mr. Gals
worthy has two consciences that somehow 
do not interfere; a moral and an artistic 
conscience. Tolstoy finally sacrificed the 
latter for the former, as many others have 
done. A minority have managed, on the 
other hand, to stifle the former altogether. 
But Mr. Galsworthy loves something even 
more than he loves justice—he loves the 
truth. 

"The Silver Spoon" I found a more in
teresting narrative than anything he has 
written since "The Man of Property." In 
that novel Soames was the most detestable 
character—in "The Silver Spoon" he is the 
most admirable. It is a fine instance of de
velopment. 

I do not know whether Arnold Bennett's 
"Lord Raingo" is a good novel or not; I 
read over a hundred pages, and was forced 
to desist, owing to invincible boredom. It 
is strange that a man who has written two 
or three high-grade novels and at least 
twenty diverting ones, can be so dull as in 
"Lord Raingo." Perhaps it is better far
ther on—I haven't the courage or the curios
ity to find out. 

In certain quarters I am regarded as a 
little unbalanced because of my enjoyment 
of the novels of Archibald Marshall; if to 
admire works that are completely normal 
be a sign of abnormality in the admirer, 
then I plead guilty. I like Mr. Marshall's 
books because in these sensational days he 
has the audacity to fill his books with natur
al people, natural situations, and natural 
talk; and I like "The Allbrights" better than 
anything he has written since the Clinton 
Series. 

C. E. Montague's "Rough Justice" is a 
well-wrought, thoughtful novel, stocked 
with ideas; a good picture of English life. 
May Sinclair's "Far End" is a condensed 

new American novels of the year; but of 
those that I have examined, I award first 
place to "Her Son's Wife," by Dorothy Can-
field. I feel sure of the literary quality of 
this work. During the fourteen years of 
her career, Dorothy Canfield has produced 
novels of American domestic life, of uni
versity life, of life in France; but none of 
her previous books has gone so deeply into 
the uncharted places of the human heart. 
This is a study of motive, and although the 
interest is mainly intellectual, as in the 
analytical novels of Henry James, there is 
plenty of draina, because the story is a fight 
to a finish between two women. A fight be
tween women is more ruthless than that be
tween men, for if there are any rules gov
erning such a combat, neither of the prin
cipals remember them. As both parties gain 
by a trade, so both usually lose in a war; 
but in this war, although one woman is 
crippled for life and the other robbed of 
peace of • mind, both parties gain. The 
novel is full of surprises, and the biggest 
surprise of all comes on the last page. 

As an American, I am proud that such a 
book 'should be written by a native; it has 
that high seriousness which Matthew Arnold 
made the touchstone of poetry; every page 
bears the impress of an artist resolute and 
sincere; it stands so far above the general 
level of contemporary fiction, and is such 
an advance on the author's previous work, 
that it belongs to a higher plane. Dorothy 
Canfield's position in the front rank of 
living novelists is now unassailable. 

Edna Ferber is a brilliant virtuso. "Show 
Boat" is an impressive performance, full of 
vitality, color, and charm. Nothing human 
is alien to this clever woinan, whose three 
novels "Girls," "So Big," and "Show 
Boat," are as different as three American 
novels could well be. Of all her perform
ances, I like "So Big" the best, because the 
protagonist is splendid; a stunning and tri
umphant figure. But there is no doubt that 
"Show Boat" is more picturesque, both in its 
scenery and in its persons. It is a contribu
tion to the social and theatrical history of 

America. I had supposed that it was a 
historical romance of modern times, and that 
the life it described belonged wholly to the 
recent past. But the author informs me that 
although the show boats have left the Mis
sissippi, owing to the too abundant perils of 
that ungovernable river, there are plenty of 
floating theatres on the other rivers of the 
South; that they are at this moment more 
magnificent than Magnolia's, and also more 
profitable; those who own and direct them 
are literally rolling in motors and diamonds. 
Miss Ferber thinks that "Show Boat" is her 
best book, just as Hugh Walpole thinks 
"Harmer John" to be his masterpiece; it is 
natural, I suppose, for an author to love 
the latest child the most. Well, perhaps 
they are right; and both books are so ex
cellent that their authors' pride is justifiable. 

It seems clear that in America the women 
novelists have surpassed the men; indeed I 
do not know of any country in the world 
which has so remarkable a group of women 
novelists as our own. What collection of 
men in America and what list of women 
writers in any other nation today can equal 
an assembly composed of Edith Wharton, 
Anne Sedgwick, Dorothy Canfield, Willa 
Gather, Edna Ferber, Zona Gale, Margaret 
Deland, Ellen Glasgow, Elinor Wylie? 

I have not read all of Ellen Glasgow's 
works, but of those that I have read I cer
tainly put first "The Romantic Comedians," 
published this year. This is written with a 
subdued and chastened irony and never be
comes obtrusive. A parochial group is 
shown up through the wrong end of the 
telescope; and that particular form of in
sanity which afflicts men of sixty, and takes 
the form of self-delusion, making them be
lieve that they can still be objects of roman
tic attachment on the part of young wo
men, is mercilessly diagnosed. Should any 
old man xvho reads "The Romantic Comedi
ans" be suffering from this delusion, it ought 
to cure him, but if he is sufficiently infatu
ated, it probably won't. If his old man's 
sensitive pride is too severely hurt by Ellen 
Glasgow's truthfulness, I advise him to read 
Mr. Locke's "Perella," %vhere the young girl 
sticks to her aged husband. Of which two 
things may justly be said. Mr. Locke does 
not write realistic novels, but romances; and 
it would be very unfair to submit his plots 
and characters to the verification of reality. 

Then too, his old man belongs to the scholar
ly type, like college professors, and every 
one knows that they are irresistible. 

Margaret Widdemer's new novel, "Gal
lant Lady," is a study of the younger gen
eration and the "young married set" from 
a new point of view, and is worth reading 
for that reason. It is unconventional and 
original; though it lacks the depth and vital
ity of the best work of Dorthy Canfield and 
Edna Ferber. 
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Two of our foremost novelists, Edith 

Wharton and Anne Sedgwick, have pub
lished this year collections of short stories; 
these are written with exquisite art, but they 
cannot rank with "The Little French Girl" 
or with "The Age of Innocence." 

Sinclair Lewis, in "Mantrap" wrote a 
motion-picture story, the true value of which 
he knows better than any one else; he has a 
rod in pickle for us all, which will chastise 
us at the psychological moment. Joe Lin
coln, whose Cape Cod resembles that of 
Eugene O'Neill only geographically—it is 
always the same world, but there are opti
mists and pessimists—has given us "The Big 
Mogul," which I shall read later. On my 
list to be read rft an early date are "Tam-
pico," by Joseph Hergesheimer, "Preface to 
a Life," by WlUa Gather, "Trail Makers of 
the Middle Border," by Hamlin Garland, 
"The Kays," by Margaret Deland, "Gala
had," by the amazing John Erskine, "The 
Orphan Angel," by Elinor Wylie, "Early 
Autumn," by Louis Bromfield, "Pig Iron," 
by Charles G. Norris, "Hildegarde," by 
Kathleen Norris; and I shall not fail to 
read "Tish"—because Mary Roberts Rine-
hart always has a good story and the knack 
of telling it in a diverting manner. 

This article is little more than a roll-call. 
I have meant to call attention to the fact 
that 1916 has had a bumper crop of novels, 
which are decidedly worth reading. How can 
any one book survive among so many? How 
many of these books, excellent as they are, 
will be read in 2026? Last week I read for 
the sixth or seventh time, "Pride and Prej
udice," in which nothing happens; but every
one will be reading it in 2026, and with the 
same unspeakable delight. The only thing 
that can possibly prevent that novel from 
having readers in 2026 will be a total 
change in human nature. The only living 
man who really thinks human nature is go
ing to change is H. G. Wells; and the only 
thing in the world I am absolutely sure of, 
is that it won't. 
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