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The New Books 
T h e books l isted by ti t le on ly in the classified list below a r e noted h e r e a s 

received. M a n y of them will be rev iewed la ter 

Art 
A R T F O R A M A T K I R S A N D S T T -

D E N T S . By G E O R C I : J . Cox. Illustratuvi. 
DoLiblcday, Page . 1926. $5. 
T h e author \s brier .^u!"\ev of essential:^ 

ill design and a;sthetics ii- of a sii-rtained a)ui 
rat l ier teilious breezines.^, while his |n)sitioii 
IS so ecleetic as to lie nierelv eoiifusing. Hi-
hear t is evidently widi tiie Modernis ts , but 
he is cajiable of adn i i r ing bdth Cotinaii 
and C'ezanne, and lie ha^ passing qua lm-
oxer .Matisse and Roua l t . Hi - pieture of the 
[last is engag ing ly i i iunhi ; a r t u as e ra iup-d 
by tile Renaissance uiiti! t.'i;,'aiine et Lis . 
l iberated it. 'Idle nineteeudi eenturv \\a> a 
sink oi t r ivia l i ty . Equa l ly siniple is tii-' 
consideration of h-eautv. I t rciii.-asts in iiue 

de 1 here is prob 
it than the will to deoign finely. >-iea 
easy t r ipp ing o\'er great picaiieiii:. can li;i!'.l' ••. 
be ed i fy ing either to auiat^air- or stud.ae,-, 
and lea\-es an uiifa\-orab;r ir.qiresMon. 

But all this is really i:or- d'0Liii:re. d'iu. 
real value of the boob eons:.-ts in the thii'ty-
.six b ig plates on wliicii are group.ai t soni 
two to nine examples of good, p.oorer, and 
\vorst design, often siiuplirted oi tiiree ion>-
for grea ter elearnes.-. Eaeli piate i- ae-
coinpanied by an equal amount o t text m 
wliich the ;esthetic inferences are puiigeiitly 
d r a w n . T h e assortment of examples is et 
once broad and careful ly chosen, cover ing 
al l the arts and all periods to our CAVU. 
These plates afford a te l l ing .-cries of cmi-
crete lessons in taste, simple enough for tiie 
beginner and instructixe to the adept . W h o 
ever looks t h rough this mater ia l thought 
fu l ly wi l l no t fai l to learn much about 
qual i ty in design. N a t u r a l l y the commen
tary , usual ly just and searching, is occa
sional ly open to clialleng'e. T o paral le l 
a dis tort ion by Arch ipenko in free sculp
ture wdth the superficially s imilar corner ot 
a Gothic capi tal (p la te X X I V ) real ly tells 
us n o t h i n g ei ther about the Ru.ssian or the 
cap. Similar ly (on plate I X ) were the 
au tho r not ho ld ing a semi-brief fo r the 
Modernis ts , he would (irobably declare the 
Cezanne design both stilted and ununified, 
the Courbet quite obscure, and the Fant in 
one of the best on the page . But by defini
t ion Fant in is of those bad old times which 
were cramped by the Renaissance. Here 
the opinion of a reviewer who admit tedly 
has been badly cramped by the Renaissance' 
m a y not seem weighty . It is a pleasure 
to acknowdedge the profitable experience of 
scanning these comparat i \ ' e plates, and to 
recommend them to others. 

A R T T H R O U G H T H E A G E S . By H E L E N 
G A R D N E R . Wi th m a n y i l lustrat ions. 
H a r c o u r t , Brace. 1926. 
A new general history of art na tu ra l lv 

suggests comparison wi th Salamon Rein-
ach's br i l l iant summary and Elie Faure ' s 
expansive rhapsodies. T h e present book 
occupies a midd le g r o u n d both in size and 
character . I t lacks the evolu t ionary march 
of the " A p o l l o " and also the w a r m t h and 
color of Faure , but it has compensating 
merits of its own . I t is clear, accurate, and 
admi rab ly i l lustrated, and, though bulky, 
surpr is ingly l igh t in the hand. T h e au thor ' s 
method is to express each period f rom a 
few carefu l ly chosen monuments wdiich are 
ra the r careful ly analyzed. T h u s the chap
ter on Romanesque archi tecture goes little 
beyond Sant A m b r o g i o at M i l a n and St. 
Et ienne a t Caen ; the Gothic chapter is built 
a round C h a r t r e s ; Botticelli is represented 
by the Bi r th of Venus and one of the Dan te 
d r awings . T h e advan tage of the plan, as 
a v o i d i n g mere enumerat ions and retaining-
a reasonable concretencss, is obvious. I t 
also causes a certain discontinuity, as of a 
series of short essays. T o remedy this, the 
au tho r has provided each chapter with an 
historical in t roduct ion and a final summary , 
but on the whole the book gives no suffi
cient emphasis either to development or to 
artistic interrelat ions. T h i s defect may 
somewhat l imit its public. T h e pr iva te 
student wi l l need a more continuous emphasis 
of the grea t movements . On the other hand 
we have here almost an ideal textbook fo r 
such genera l courses in the his tory of a r t as 
are given in many schools and colleges. I t 
will tend to concretize them, leav ing to the 
teacher his p roper duty of coordinat ion. 
Commendab le features a re pract ical bibl iog
raphies , and a s u m m a r y but adequate survey 
of prehis tor ic , N e g r o , and Asiatic ar t . 

DiGGiMo xoR LOST ATRICAN GODS. By Count 

Byron Khun de Prorok. Putnams. $6. 

FKEUISTOIUC ANt> RoMAN WAI-KS. By R, E. M. 
Wheeler. Oiford University Press. $6. 

Belles Lettres 
i D R d ' V I . M M O R T A L S . By B E N J A M I N 

1-)| LsisSKRi -. New Y o r k : Joesph L a w r e n . 
:>,;'>. :s5. io. 
i !ii>, like all of De Casscres's, is an a m a z -

;r.i, i'c.iK, \'. riri'Mi bv an a m a z i n g man . T h e 
r; \- , - , ; t u : \ . ' - the titles of five published 
\ne-k- and of PAeKe "in p repa ra t i on . " On 
til, i.i'ske* 1.. "rile uair ld 's opinion of De 
( .1-:; ;v - :" t m n i E d g a r S a l t u s — " D e Cas-
- :• - -'-:gge-t- ,1 rilari in an i n k s t a n d ; " f r o m 
k :• -, (I- Ci ui ' iuoi i t—"De Casseres is the 
<••••••• :': \-\ „nd independent wr i te r tha t I 
:.; ,• ^.;-,-- r isen H-i i rv T v r r e l l — " D e Cas-

e.'i'.i,:r;ilile t o ' I ' o e ' and W h i t m a n . " 
Vi , ' ,\ ,!!-• . :'! the \"oluiiie itself, De Cas-

ir,-\\\\i<:- i>f De Cas.-eres: " I pa r t ake 
: .! e,:!!.; .md brain and apocalypt ic 

!, ,.e ', Sii ' ! . /.!. <)iir ancestor-souls w-ere 
e ,, - ... r '.\ • \\\-\\: the i i i \ iolate one be-

:',:..-, '.\''- u , re root of the tree 
•̂  ... .-:. i'ld -hoot from its h ighermos t 

; •. . '.•> • •.vere a single undimensional 
i* .. .1; til'' •. \ • (it Krahiiia." Does Spin-

' I , r i w.Hui.'S.-, look do\\-ii f r o m his eter-
• ,1 ., ' id- ai".: euuaiiy ai-kiunvledge the an-
. . . • • t '.\ 111 - h I ] ' . ' 

'1 \: •••':'''.:". to i'oe, at any rate, is 
• .is'h ;.i!i>' ill .it If.a-t oiii. re-peet. De Cas-

-iS - i :iii\ ' i ,r '- (if geiiiu.5 and sheer f t idge, 
. jd:t.'Ui:h the ic 'oportions may not be exact-
1> M • .-.iMic a.- in P(je. He is ahvays essen-
t:..::!'. a poei, '.xlietlier he writes in prose 
or \er.-e.,—.1 |la-^ionate, errat ic pitief, "\vhose 
IMMIII iire'.<!,- i!ii.ig-.'s and ep igrams like m a g 
got-, w i n r i \ e ! - in cataclysmic visions, and 
uitii w l d fury -trices to shake the f o u n d a -
ti.ii-. or the world. T h e clang- of his 
star, ,i'o -ciitenees is like a fire-alarm r u n g 
all night Ion;,-. T h e tireless De Casseres 
k- ep.s pounding on while the exhausted 

eade;- beg-,- in \;\m fo " a moment ' s respite 
e ingram and metaphor-froir tire Hare 

Li.iitiiiual chal lenge, bri l l iance, cleverness, 
soiiicTiiiiLs o\ ei--reacniiig themselves. 

Men are only m e n ; but poets a re poets. 
W e are all created in the image of one 

CJod: d'artufte, 
(.-enius ivithout pose is not genius . 
.Matter desired wings , and it invented 

Blake. 

I he h u m a n mind invented G o d ; the 
huinaii mind is pr iv i leged to kill H i m 
\vhene\-er it pleases. 

Do ive \vonder that in Ju les Laforgue the 
adul terous relations of Sneer and Sob 
broke the bed of his brain.-' 

File soul of Jules Laforgue is become a 
magniHcent |-iutterllv imprisoned in the 
center of an iceberg on the Moon. 

De Casseres's phi losophy derives f r o m 
Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, and Jules de 
Gaul t ie r whom lie calls " the greatest of l iv
ing thinkei-s," but he outdoes his masters 
in negat ion. T h e for ty i m m o r t a l s — N i e t 
zsche, Hardy , Blake, Shellev, Emerson, Poe, 
and the rest—are all called upon to demon
strate that t ruth is an illusion, mora l i ty is 
folly, and the self-sufficient indiv idual is 
his own law-. Reason is t h rown into the 
discard. " E v e r y belief is a v a m p i r e . " 
T rad i t i on is t rampled on. Life is an i r r a 
tional d ream, a lawless adven ture , a w h o o p 
ing spectacle. H u r r a h fo r L i f e ! De Cas
seres is an i r ra t ional d ream, a law-less ad
venture , a w h o o p i n g spectacle. H u r r a h 
for De Casseres! 

Dramj 
T H E G L E N IS M I N E and T H E L I F T 

ING. By J O H N B R A N D A N E . H o u g h t o n 

Mifflin, 1926. $2. 

D o u r Scotland is no longe r dour . T h e 
fr ig id mask is sof tening into a smile. In
ward the nat ional Eye is turned to explore 
the nat ional scene. S t ra igh tway , the local 
dramatis ts bestir themselves to m i r r o r Scot 
foibles, Scot dro l le ry , Scot peasant ways , 
hi ther to celebrated in the nat ional poe t ry 
with broad touches of car icature . Ou t of 
mists darkened by censorship and harsh 
Pur i t an prohibi t ions emerges w h a t appears 
to be a genuine, nat ive draina . Of the 
three who have achieved na t iona l reputa
tion, John Brandane , long successful on the 
stage of (he Scottish Nat iona l T h e a t r e So
ciety, enters a bid fo r recognit ion outside 
the provincial circle whose centre is Glas
g o w . 

Unquest ionably, the a u t h o r has discovered 
the Hebrides. T h e r e is the unmis takable 
s tamp of locale. Def t ly he has caught the 
accent, the loamy, racy rhy thms of the Scot 
speech akin to the Irish in ex t ravagance . 
Compared to the soft melodious I r i sh -Eng
lish made f ami l i a r by Celt ic plays, the Scot 
idiom reads harsher , more g u t t u r a l , less 
canorous though capable of wi ld , na tu ra l 
beauty in ecstatic passages. 

Simple though control led are the p lo t -
inventions of these t w o l o n g plays . T h e 
hand of the maker pulls the str ings wi th 
f r iendly purpose. In " T h e Glen Is M i n e , " 
sympathy fo r the lowly oppressed disturbs 
d ramat ic detachment . When greedy la i rds 
of the new industr ia l o rder wou ld t r a m p l e 
the poor crof ter ( t e n a n t ) and desecrate the 
soil, when merciless weal th would cor rupt 
peasant simplicity, the a u t h o r in the guise 
of champion enters to outwdt the knaves 
and reward humble meri t . 

In focal concentrat ion of incident, " T h e 
L i f t i n g , " a wi ld tale of a rescue by br ig , 
set amid stoririy events of 1752, is thea t r i 
cally effective. Emphasis shifts f rom char
acter to event, and coincidence plays a la rge 
jiart. Or ig ina l ly w-ritten as a one-act piece 
named " T h e Chang-e-House," the lengthened 
\er, . ion, by an ex t r avagan t in terplay of 
jni ignant and incredible surprises, weakens 
plausibil i ty. But once under the spell of 
the Scot rhy thm, the mixture of unreal i ty 
and credibil i ty, d ro l le ry and pathos, 
y-loomv intensity and Scot pawkine.ss seems 
a c c p t a b l e . 

Fiction 
T H E .VLT. IR O F T I I E L E G I O N . By 

F A R X U A M BiSTiop and A R T H U R G I L -

c.HRis-r BRODEI- 'R. Lit t le , Brown. 1926. 

'I'liis is a convent ional historical romance 
-ivith an unconvent ional t heme : a legend, as 
the authors describe it, of " the pride, the 
!()\e, the g-allantrv ot Roman Br i t ann ia . " 
F'aniiliar characters pe r fo rm fami l i a r 
actions. W a r r i o r s , in coats of mail , fight 
wi th javel ins and s « o r d s , brave defenders 
repulsing the invatlers of their land. T h e 
young , heroic leader of the home forces 
h u e s the beaut iful y o u n g princess. T h e 
lovers and the remnant of their people are 
saxetl at the end f r o m a cataclysmic dis
aster to continue the strugg-le between 
nati\-e and invader , between Bri ton and 
Saxon. T h e hero exal tedly discards his 
Roman ancestry, and \-ows to serve as a 
son the land that ,gave him bi r th . " W e are 
Br i tons , " he repeated, " a n d w-hile a single 
Saxon lives on British soil, we wil l no t 
abandon o u r M o t h e r . " 

But if the old die/it's of the historical 
r omance—inc lud ing tricks of l a n g u a g e — 
are much in evidence, quite un fami l i a r and 
qtiite u-orth at tention is the central legencb 
T h e disaster in the last chapter is no th ing 

less than the storied submergence of 
Lyonesse, off the coast of Cornwa l l , by a 
t idal wave , succeeding an ear thquake . Be
fore the N o r m a n s came to E n g l a n d this 
l egendary city, the Legionis Asa ( A l t a r of 
the L e g i o n ) of the R o m a n soldiers and later 
the home of T r i s t r a m , had sunk beneath 
the waves . 

Its columned porticoes and stately halls lie 
many fathoms deep; but its name lives on. 
Old fishermen still boast that when the sea is 
still, they can heur the church bells ling- far 
down beneath the rippling- keel. 

" T h e A l t a r of the L e g o n , " which de
liberately leaves aside the A r t h u r i a n legends 
to imagine other adventures and other 
loves in the same per iod, seeks p r imar i ly to 
make \-isible. once more this beaut i ful city 
ly ing hidden, if we may so lieiie\-e. beneath 
the peaks of the Scilly Isles. 

T H E L U C K Y P R I S O N E R . By C O U N T 
(JoBiNEAU. Doubledav , Page . 1926. 
$ 2 . 

"Les A\-eiitures de Jean de la T o u r -
Mirac le , su rnomme le Prisoimier Chan-
c-'ux," by A r t h u r de Gobineau, was first 
published in the winter of 1S46, as a serial 
fea ture of a Par is j o u r n a l . Gobineau w-as 
th i r ty at the t ime, and a neis'coiiier f rom 
the provinces. T h i s period romance is 
therefore con tempora ry with the early w o r k 
of D u m a s the younger , with Ins father ' s 
f amous t r ini ty of blusterers, vcith the best 
of Balzac, and, indeed, with all the 
prolifi.c first generat ion of Gallic r o m a n 
ticism. It has been translated by F . M . 
Atkinson, and emerges, sl ightly stiff and 
ant iquated, but ne\-ertheless a sound piece 
of «-ork, quite readable in this year i g a t j . 

I t is not , of course, an impor t an t pa r t of 
Gobineau's untranslated l i t e ra ry remains . 
He called it a mere " b r e a d - w i n n e r , " and 
even an-iong- the novels of a man p r imar i ly 
a sociologist and re former , it does not r a n k 
h igh . "L 'Abbaye des T y p h a i n e s " and 
" T e r n o v e " are super ior in na r r a t i ve in
terest and are more closely connected wdth 
the au thor ' s real concerns, but "Les 
Pledades," a phi losophical s tudy -(vhich 
m i g h t not prove exci t ing r ead ing now, is 
the only ma jo r w o r k of Gobineau in the 
na r ra t ive f o r m , a pendan t to his g rea t 
"Essa i . " 

" T h e Lucky Pr i soner" is a produc t of 

{Conlinueii on next page) 

Gi K 1 
AN ILLUSTRATED DESCRIPTIVE 
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COMPILED BY LAWRENCE PARK 
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total number to about one thousand. The vol-
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the author's researches, and is complicated 
in plot, filled with accessory historical per-
sonag'es, and written in a cramped prose 
which seems at first delightfully suitable to 
a sixteenth century subject. Through three 
hundred pages it becomes a burden and 
an affection, and only the attractions of 
Diane de Poitiers and the incredible escapes 
of the hero are compensation. It may be 
argued that the book as a whole is scarcely 
worth translating at this late date, but a 
comparison of Gobineau's story with any 
ordinary example of the school—and under 
the influence of Scott Europe provided a 
plethora of such examples—which has come 
down to us with greater fame, will not, I 
am sure, result unfavorably for this pic
ture of Huguenot and Catholic at war. It 
has the advantage of being entirely correct 
in its political references and in its pic
turesque descriptions of costumes, amuse
ments, and manners. In making Gobi
neau's name better known, one may doubt 
its efficacy, particularly as the publishers 
have chosen to conceal his identity in every 
possible way, lest the wary reader, given a 
clue to the age of "The Lucky Prisoner" 
might not agree with their claim that it is 
"one of the year's most thrilling books." 
Probably it is quite as attractive now as it 
was eighty years ago, for it belongs to a 
type of romance commanding a faithful 
and unchanging public. 

RED SOIL. By L. E. GIELGUD. Double-
day, Page. 1926. $2. 
A powerful discord defeats the purpose 

of this thoroughly intelligent novel of 
Russia just after the outbreak of the Rev
olution. Against a strongly realistic back
ground, it tells a story which, under the 
circumstances, is no doubt fairly plausible, 
but unquestionably not real. Though its 
melodrama is managed skilfully and it 
moves along at a swift and exciting pace, 
it reveals furtive proddings on the author's 
part to achieve the satisfactory outcome he 
desires. These proddings are faults in 
themselves, but only the cause for a much 
more significant fault, a genuinely artistic 
discord: the book demands a tragic ending 
it does not get, and the good luck that 
befalls the principal characters is a wretched 
contrast to the vivid tragedy of their sur
roundings. 

The novel concerns a Russian village at 
the time Bolshevism is first gaining the 
upper hand among peasants and soldiers: a 
regiment mutinies against its commanding 
officers, aristocrats, and bourgeois; and the 
ofiicers, together with a beautiful young 
countess and her father, have a very narrow 
escape from suffering brutal extinction. As 
a study of peasant Russia's state of mind 
on coming into power, of ignorance and 
stupidity and incompetence, of the factors 
which contributed to the general and self-
imposed tragedy that befell the Russian 
masses, "Red Soil" is by no means neg
ligible. As picture-painting, very bold and 
perhaps a little gloating in its desire for 
vividness and starkness—as a succession of 
scenes involving murder, crucifixion, mas
sacre—"Red Soil" will arouse the most 
torpid reader. But as story goes, this one 
wherever it treats of the principals involved, 
is little if at all better than stagey and ill-
manipulated melodrama, offering a denoue
ment opposed to the very facts it reveals, 
and far too concessive toward a romantic 
tradition of story-telling to harmonize with 
its background. 

ADAM'S BREED. By RADCLYFFE HALL. . 
Doubleday, Page. 1926. $2.50. 
A curious book with a mixed theme. 

Miss Radclyffe Hall's "Adam's Breed" is 
the first example of her work to appear on 
this side of the Atlantic. A certain melo
dramatic power is at once evident in her 
rich and violent prose, and a more than 
ordinary ability to create character. But 
it may be doubted that the life story of 
Gian-Luca, an Italian waiter in London, is 
an entirely successful performance. Much 
of the restaurant background is well done, 
and the analyses of his reactions to the war, 
his marriage, and the scenes of his child
hood are often effective and sincere, though 
lacking in restraint. The actual flaw in 
the author's program is evident, however, 
when Gian-Luca takes to religion seriously, 
abandons his profession for a wandering 
life in the woods, and dies of starvation. 
The portrait, hitherto pleasing enough, is 
obviously insufficiently penetrating to make 
such an ending credible. The perfect 
waiter of the author's imagination and her 
modern St. Francis could not, by any meta
morphosis, be the same flesh and blood. 

THE GAME OF LOVE AND DEATH. 
By ROMAIN RoLLAND. Translated by 
Eleanor Stimson Brooks. Holt. 1926 
*i-75-
Mrs. Brooks has here given us a spirited 

translation of the best and most recent of 
the dramas in Romain Rolland's still un
finished cycle of the French Revolution. Of 
its predecessors, "The Wolves," and 
"Danton" have had a powerful effect in 
Germany, Russia, Japan, and other nations 
which are not, like the United States, im
mune to international fervor. This "Polyp-
tich in twelve panels" when completed 
will cover the entire course of the Revolu
tion from its inception to the death of 
Robespierre and the return of peace. M. 
Rolland's theory of history is in harmony 
with the recent tendency to substitute the 
conception of recurrent patterns for the 
older notion of linear progress. 

The artistic power of the drama of history 
is less in what it has been than in what it is 
always. . . . They are the eternally "reborn," 
these human elements, unceasingly reappearing 
under the thousand and one veils of Proteus, 
which for me form the value and the attrac
tion of history. More than the individuals of 
a day, whose faces have been devoured by the 
earth of the grave, they are the Forces who 
have chosen their dwelling In these bodies and, 
since then, have taken up their abode in others. 

"The Game of Love and Death" is 
played in the latter days of the Revolution 
coincident with Robespierre's rise to power. 
The immediate dramatic struggle lies be
tween the old Jerome de Courvoisier, phil
osopher and hero of science, the man of 
reason, whose character, M. Rolland states, 
is based upon that of the great Condorcet, 
and the much younger Claude Vallee, pro
scribed Girondin deputy, the man of pas
sion. Sophie Courvoisier's young wife, is 
the prize. Around them, threatening al
ways to engulf, iurge the waves of the 
Revolution. It is Vallee who at the be
ginning seems to have won love and lost 
life, it is Courvoisier at the end. The 
values of the characters and what they 
represent are fully tested in the action of 
the play. "The Game of Love and Death'" 
is good philosophy and it is good drama. 

SHEPHERD EASTON'S DAUGHTER. 
By MARY J. H. SKRINE. Longman's, 

Green. 1926. $2. 
This is a pastoral religious novel, the 

heroine of which happens to be a saint. If 
the author had ever in the course of the 
book tried to prove that Dorcas Easton 
was a sweet, wholesome girl at heart like 
all other girls, the book would quickly 
have fallen into the category of religious 
ruck. But this is just what the author does 
net do. She says instead—Dorcas Easton is 
a saint; there are few saints; how is it 
that a saint comes to be and is. And so 
because Dorcas from the start is not quits 
like other people, we accept her and come 
perhaps to understand. 

Her background is as important as her 
life, for without it she could never be. 
T o see with Dorcas one must somehow 
realize that it was her ancestress with 
whom Wesley prayed and with whom he 
left his Bible; that it was her great-grand
mother who, baby in arms, stood in the 
same house and preached like a man. 
Tenderhearted mystic that she is, having 
the gifts of healing and of faith, what 
wonder that she should strongly bend her 
great gift to service and to the alleviation 
of suffering? Thus it comes about that 
Dorcas goes to live in a most evil-seeming 

.place in Factory End. There she nurses the 
mad and the sinful, holds the sick child 
that the ritualistic literal young rector 
christens, casts out devils, preaches to the 
men. And with it all she grows in suffer
ing, simplicity, and faith. But either be
cause it is in the nature of saints to suffer 
or because the world is an evil place, 
Dorcas meets much of the reality of evil. 
Finally Factory End is closed and the peo
ple out of work and homeless turn against 
their benefactress. 

This is the story—or some of it. There 
is really much more. The important thing 
is that Dorcas, the stranger, the saint, be
comes a human being honest and interest
ing and alive. This is largely due to the 
author's care that we shall see Dorcas 
through many eyes. So, in spite of her 
goodness, in spite of her almost too per
fect and too wise parents, in spite of the 
general beneficence and well-meaning na
ture of the countryside and of the Creator, 
that is taken for granted, in spite, finally, 
of well chosen adjectives that flood the 
whole—it is a book which, taken what
ever way you will, has been put together 
with intelligence. It is never altogether 
convincing (it is too romantic for that) , 
it is not strictly true,—^but it is highly 
readable. 

Miscellaneous 
T H E NEW COMMON SENSE IN T H E 

HOUSEHOLD. By MARION HARLAND. 

Revised by CHRISTINE T E R H U N E H E R -

RICK. Stokes. 1926. $2. 
Thousands of women of mature years 

will avow their debt of gratitude 
to Mrs. Harland, whose "Common Sense 
in the Household" guided their cooking in 
the early period of housekeeping and re
mained a useful adjunct even when their 
own increasing knowledge no longer con
stantly required a reference book. Few 
cook books are the peers of this one which 
manages to present variety and excellence 
in happy conjunction with the demands of 
economy, and which in addition to its recipes 
contains much useful information on the 
equipment of the kitchen and the serving of 
meals. In its revised form Mrs. Harland's 
manual retains all the admirable features of 
the original version and adds to them a 
table of calories and daily menus with 
calory values, and instructions in the use 
of electrical cooking apparatus not yet man
ufactured at the time of Mrs. Harland's 
writing. Any woman who invests in this 
volume is assured of an excellent handbook. 

CATALOGUE OF PORTRAITS IN T H E 
POSSESSION OF T H E UNIVERSITY, 
COLLEGES, CITY AND COUNTY OF 
OXFORD. By MRS. REGINALD LANE 

POOLE. Vols. II and HI. Oxford Univer
sity Press. 1926. 

Having dispatched the portraits belong
ing to the University, City, and County of 
Oxford in Volume I, Mrs. Poole completes 
her great task in two more volumes devoted 
to the collections in the colleges. The task 
has been done extraordinarily well. Mrs. 
Poole has not only been resolute in locating 
all the portraits, no easy matter, for many 
are in the private lodgings of college offi
cials, but has also followed biographical 
leads towards unknown or neglected 
painters. She has even listed many inter
esting seventeenth century portraits in 
glass which had been entirely overlooked. 
Whether for a layman or a minute historian 
of art the ten score excellent cuts afford 
agreeable browsing. Here are extraordi
nary early portraits of Swinburne and Lord 
Kosebery looking every inch of the part of 
genius. Here peaceably together are John 
Locke and Cardinal Newman. In short the 
book is a graphic epitome of Oxford's 
greatness, as for its scruplous care in com
pilation and exhaustive indexing it is a 
model among catalogues. In clearness of a 
somewhat elaborate typography it is worthy 
of the best traditions of the Clarendon 
Press. 

T H E INDUSTRIAL MUSEUM. By 
CHARLES R . RICHARDS. Illustrated. Mac-

millan. 1920. 

Supported by a grant from the General 
Education Board, Mr. Richards, presents an 
instructive survey of the chief industrial 
museums of Europe, notably those at Paris, 
London, Berlin, Munich, Vienna, and Buda
pest. These are very recent and vigorous 
institutions. The Musee des Arts et des 
Metiers, to be sure, was founded by the 
Revolutionary Republic and occupies an old 
convent. The rest are relatively of yes
terday and mostly occupy post-war build
ings. The reader may well ask why he 
should go to a museum to learn how his 
clothes, shoes, stationery, and motor car are 
made. The answer is that his education 
should include a knowledge of the funda
mental industries of his times, while under 
modern conditions he cannot acquire that 
knowledge except at a museum. Up to the 
factory era and subdivision of labor, an 
observant walk of a couple of miles would 
have reasonably informed anyone as to the 
methods of the basic industries. They were 
conducted in the fields or with open doors 
on the streets. Now it would require a 
tour of scores of miles over months under 
expert guidance to gain an equivalent in
formation. The practical substitute for 
such a tour is a few visits to a well or
ganized industrial museum. Good manage
ment, as Mr. Richards has observed it, con
sists in a very careful selection and arrange
ment of exhibits, in especial devices, as elec
tric motors to actuate models at will, and 
even more in an intelligent and aggressive 
policy of direct instruction. They do these 
things notably well in Germany and Aus
tria where the school children arc required 
to visit such museums under guidance, and 
often are given prizes for good written re
ports of their observations. While the book 
with its account of methods of exhibition 
and tables of staff organization is primarily 
for the specialist, it is written in a clear 
and interesting way which will attract the 
predisposed layman. 

T H E ADVENTUROUS BOWMEN. By 
SAXTON POPE. Putnam. 1926. 

For most readers the conventional Afri
can big-game story has become a trifle tame. 
The lions charge in the same old way and 
are met by the same old blast of artillery. 
Lesser beasts of the veldt are slaughtered 
in untold quantity. A few gunbearers get 
chewed up by some impolite carnifora. 
And then all the mighty hunters come back 
to America to present their trophies to the 
local museum of natural history. 

To this conventional scheme Mr. Pope 
has added a variation which makes the 
whole almost new and rather interesting. 
He and his fellow Californians have revived 
the old English long-bow, and after van
quishing all possible game in the New 
World decide to go to Africa and try their 
weapons on worthier targets. 

They are moderately successful. They 
get a certain number of lions, and seem 
to have little difficulty in killing most other 
game. The reader will enjoy all this, but 
when he finishes, he'll probably wish there 
hadn't been so much heavy artillery around 
the camp. Of course we didn't expect Mr. 
Pope or anyone else to face a lion armed 
only with a bow and arrow. We merely 
hoped he was going to. 

Travel 
BLACK HAITI . By BLAIR NILES. Put-

nams. 1925. $3.50. 

The reader of this latest Niles book will 
finish it comforted by Plato's reminder 
that: "The sane man is nowhere at all, 
when he enters into rivalry with madmen." 
For within three hundred and eighteen 
pages the author relates astonishing things. 
And the worst of it is, they are true. 

Mere assassination is nothing in this 
strange, alluring book. One almost ex
pects an accompaniment of music. We 
see black Christophe, proud of his title of 
Henry I, chained to his throne by paralysis, 
and in despair ending it all by a silver 
bullet. And a King, eager to display the 
marvelous discipline of his army, orders 
some of his men to march off the edge of 
the roof! Black butterflies float in the per
fumed sunlight. Head hunters dance. 
Drums, flutes, and calabash chorus weirdly 
in our ears, while ruins "of indefinable 
majesty, as though they had once been the 
expression of some human dream" rise 
before our eyes. 

Napoleon's sister, lovely Pauline, stands 
in a silk-hung room, murmuring: ". . . 
our last moments. Let us pass them in 
joy." Meanwhile her "small, delicate" hus
band writes "desperately, feverishly" that 
"terror alone remains, terror I employ—." 
We see a dead King being lowered, un-
coffined, in a great vat of quick lime which 
happened to have been prepared by work
men for quite another purpose. But there 
is no time for anything better befitting s 
King! And the vignettist shows us the 
King's executioner, "a big, bare-foot, 
bearded negro with a brutal face," and the 
book-seller "he is cold, this tall thin old 
man with the sensitive, aristocratic, finely 
chiselled Caucasian features, the brown skin 
a.nd the long grey beard; a Tagore of a 
man, or a prophet walked just that minute 
out of the Old Testament." While for 
good measure, there is the poet who loved 
Haiti, humanity, and especially loved . . . 
la volufte. This fellow contemplates the 
graceful and undulating forms of the half-
clad women; . . . the hips which bend 
and curve and arch; . . . the . . . calves 
of the women's legs'» as they glisten, wet 
and shining, in the sun. For he is a lover 
of the poetry of the flesh. 

It seems hardly likely that there will be 
readers who prefer a more solid book on 
Haiti, for already we have almost enough 
of such books as catalogue incidents, and 
furnish harsh history. There are altogether 
too few who are aware that as Anatole 
France said: "History is an Art and should 
be written with imagination." 

Brief Mention 

THE tide of travel still flows heavily 
toward Europe, and books for the 

journeyer continue to appear in numbers. 
Among the most recent of them is a new 
edition of Frances M. Gostling's "The Lure 
of English Cathedrals" (McBride: $2.50 
net ) , a companionable vade mecum, the 
purpose of which is to assemble history and 
legend rather than to furnish scholarly 
architectural comment. Miss Gostling be
gins in the South with Canterbury and 
works up to Lichfield, embroidering her 
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