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Jottings of a Learned Profession

By WiLson FoLreTrT

I. The Profession

By WiLsoN FOLLETT

HIS is a day of suddenly and vastly

increased interest in books. Not that
the interest is wholly a civilized one, or
that it necessarily has much to do, at first,
with the improvement, or even the produc-
tion, of literature. But the increase is an
unquestionable fact, of importance to every-
one who is engaged at any point of the long
and involved process which includes the
creation, the production, the distribution,
and the consumption of books. It is a fact
which has also its eventual importance to
literature. However materialistic the tone
of most present discussion of the problems
connected with book-production, the fact
that such discussion is now both possible and
common denotes a real increase of oppor-
tunity along the whole chain. The author,
the decent publisher, and the ambitious book-
seller can, if they do their work well and
codperatively, make capital out of this re-
newal of interest and turn it to the uses of
better reading matter—not merely of more
pieces of reading matter per capita. And
if they do this, the art of criticism and,
more important, the judicious reader him-
self are going to be the ultimate bene-
ficiaries. Briefly, more of the public will
be more civilized than it now is.

At the moment, the increase of interest
is revealed by a set of wholly non-literary
symptoms. The following are some of
them: (1) The recent considerable increase
in the number of American publishing
houses, which shows a tendency the opposite
of that responsible for the amalgamation
and centralization of nearly every other
kind of commerce—the recent absorption of
one great house by another being vastly
important, but not typical. (2) The in-
crease in the amount of business done, and
in the number of titles handled, by houses
which specialize in cheap reprints, and the
consequently greater number of books which
stay in print beyond their first two or three
seasons, (3) The greatly accelerated ten-
dency of all successful publishing houses to
outgrow their own sales organizations—to
issue more books than the number for which
they can secure adequate distribution. (This
is the real sense of the frequently heard
complaint about our overproduction of
books. The actual fact is that, by com-
parison with Germany, Russia, or Scandi-
navia, we as a nation, are conspicuous for
a rather disgraceful underproduction. We
have simply allowed production to forge
ahead without adequate care for the chan-
nels of distribution; the reservoir is over its-
banks only because there is no adequate
system of irrigation ditches.) (4) The
number of persons who have lately inaugu-
rated small book-shops or book departments,
or thought seriously of doing so—a num-
ber so considerable as to have called into
existence a special advisory organization,
the Book Sales Promotion Bureau. (35)
The rapid republication of partly forgotten
classics (whether by special organizations
or by the regular general publishers) in
uniform editions and series, usually at mod-
est prices. (6) The application on a large
scale, as through The Book-of-the-Month
Club and The Literary Guild, of the idea
that large economies and large profits can
be effected by applying the magazine-sub-
scription idea to the circulation of books.
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It is to be noticed that all of these
symptoms have to do with books as mer-
chandise, as the subject-matter of a business,
If anything is characteristic of the kind of
attention which the public now has to spare
for the processes by which its reading mat-
ter is purveyed, it is the preoccupation with
purely, or at least primarily, commercial
considerations. There is nothing more cer-
tain to fire the national blood, or to make
better news, than the rumor of any sort of
price-cutting venture. When, for example,
The Literary Guild inaugurated with an
enormous advertising campaign its project
of distributing books of regular publishers
at lower prices than non-members would
have to pay, the resulting quarrel between
The Guild and the publishers became a
front-page issue for day after day in met-
ropolitan newspapers. The Guild’s printed
matter put all its emphasis on the propaga-
tion of literature, but that was not the point
that attracted the attention. . The public,
via its daily journals, went straight, as usual,
to what interested it; and what interested
it was, as usual, fundamentally a matter of
dollars and cents. Could anything better
illustrate the anomalous situation in which

“the book business” today finds itself, or the
deviousness of the labyrinth in which certain
basic meanings become lost to sight?

A book is originally written, let us say,
by an individual who has had what he be-
lieves to be a new vision of something, and
who has worked in the conviction that his
vision will have significant validity to a
great number of his fellow men if he can
succeed in getting it communicated. It is
accepted, for communication to all and
sundry, by a publisher who, if he cannot see
his way to a financial profit on the trans-
action, can at least figure out a fair chance
of avoiding an unbearable loss—and who,
if he undergoes a loss, will have to pay
the author something for the privilege of
incurring it. It is put into tvpe by a
printer at so much per thousand ems, and
into covers by a binder to whom it is an
article 514 inches wide, 7%% high, and 134
thick. It is described and sold to book-
stores, or in larger quantities at a larger
discount to wholesalers, by travelling sales-
men who travel on expense accounts and
sell on salaries plus commissions, and who
in all Likelihood will never read the book
which it is their job to extol. In the book-
shop it suddenly becomes an article of retail
barter, salable for the first time to all comers
at the price originally marked on it by the
publisher. Only then has it a chance to
resume, if it find a lucky reader here and
there, some fraction of the quality of vision
which was its original cause for being.
And what a trivial fraction at the best!
for we must remember the truism (pointed
out, I think, by Mr. Cabell) that, had a
blind poet not expended certain years of his
blindness in the production of an epic called
“Paradise Lost,” the utmost consequence
would have been that a few persons would
now put in an occasional spare evening
rather differently.
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A book may be the precious life-bloed
of a master spirit, but it spends the most
crucial transition period of its existence as a
unit consisting of so much paper, cloth, and
printer’s ink, weighing about sixteen ounces
in the aggregate, and significant in pretty
much the same way that a theatre-ticket is
significant.

Manifestly, about everything that hap-
pens to a book, from the time its author
writes “The End” to «he time it falls into
the hands of a more or less like-minded
reader, happens on a basis of the lowest
commercial expediency. At one end of the
chain is an artist creating, at the other an
andience appreciating; but everything in
between seems to be a crass materialism,
expressive of neither the artist’s purpose nor
the audience’s delight—in fine, the complex
process constituting “the bock business.”
How, in the face of such a condition, is
it possible to advance the claim that book-
production is the subject-matter of a learned
profession? Is not the public, are not the
newspapers, correct in putting the emphasis
on the money which is to be made out of
books, and are they not justified in imputing
a basic cynicism to the considerable num-
ber of persons who attempt to make their
living out of what are grandly called the
fruits of authorship?

It is the contention of these paragraphs
that they are quite wrong, and that the
business of publishing differs from prac-
tically every other money-making enterprise
in ways, and to a degree, which classify it
among the learned professions, and em-
phatically not with ordinary commerce. It
is, to be sure, an affair of buying and
selling; if successful, of buying at a lower
price to sell at a higher. But then, so is
every other recognized way of supporting
life. The author sells his output, the law-
yer his advice, the teacher his learning, the
surgeon his skill, the laborer his time; the
clergyman receives money for the very
prayers that he offers; even the man of
inherited wealth takes income for the usc
of his resources. The difference which we
all feel between the learned professions and
the commercial ones is that the latter exist
by driving the shrewdest bargains they know
how, whereas practitioners of the former
are well content to take part of their pay
in the satisfaction of doing exactly the
work which they were born to do.

The typical manufacturer may be honest-
ly sentimental about the merits of his
product, he may gratify himself with the
idea that his function is “service,” he may
work himself up to the evangelical fervor
of actually believing the assertions in his
own advertising; but the final test of his

motive is whether he ever lcts one dollar
get away from him without a definite ex-
pectation of getting two dollars back for
it—the answer to which question is, four
court.  He does not, He admits, even pro-
claims, this himself.

With the professions it is otherwise. A
doctor is not worth his salt who does not
often find occasion to say: “Any fec that
vou could afford would mean little to me.
You had to have the help—and I can easily
take it out of the next patient who has
more than he knows what to do with.”
And what should we think of a clergyman
not disposed to preside with equal willing-
ness over the weddings and burials of rich
and poor, or of a teacher of young men
not regularly addicted to the habit of hand-
ing out at every demand a thousand dollars’
worth of free advice? And as for literary
critics, have we not seen them postpone their
own immortal works from year to year,
and sometimes until after the funeral, while
privately spending hundreds of hours gratis
over the manuscripts of friends and com-
plete strangers, giving the guidance and
encouragement which build reputations?
Authors affect great contentment with the
apothegm, “Those who can, do; those
who can’t, criticize;” nevertheless, the good
critic is a creator who is the victim of his
own awareness of other persons, and also
of the inherent claim of any literary prob-
lem, be it his own or another’s, to the most
searching analysis he can devote to it. Any
critic who has done his work vigorously and
honestly has but to glance through a hand-
ful of the publishers’ lists for any current
season to trace the record of his own
unsigned collaborations.

In short, the activities properly describ-
able as learned professions contain their
large clement of disinterestedness—of the
spirit which, granted the ordinary minima
of subsistence, takes its reward in terms of
the chance to do its proper work. The
business mind is preoccupied with what it
can make; the professional mind, as soon
as the elementary necessities are provided,
is concerned primarily with what it can
give, first for mere self-respect, secondly for
the advancement and the dignity of the
profession.

Now, it is the present point that the
complicated job of publishing books con-
tains this same large element of disinter-
estedness, and that for this reason it is to be
grouped with medicine, the law, the church,
teaching, architecture, criticism, and author-
ship itself, when these are practiced accord-
ing to their best canons, and by no means
with the vending of real estate, chewing-
gum, brass tacks, steel rails, advertising
space, inventions, petroleum, bonds, and
political influence.
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The publisher must, to be sure, make
money if he is to continue to publish—and,
be it added, if he is to be at all serviceable
to any of the most idealistic purposes of
authorship. But the decent publisher Is not
much concerned with Zow #uck money he
can make, He is always paying for things
that he can’t afford with the proceeds of
things which he can a little more than
afford. He is always putting his profits back
into his business by issuing books that
gratify his personal taste or feed his pride
without filling his pocket, or by effecting
improvements in the physical properties of
his books-——improvements for which no one
has asked and which few will even notice.
He is always standing by authors whose
books do badly season after season, in the
conviction (too often blind) that he will
be eventually paid by the cumulative re-
sults of his work for them, or out of a
simple feeling that moblesse oblige. And he
is always paying too heavily for imponder-
able values, such as the prestige of having
on his list a particular author to whom he
has to concede such terms that he could far
better afford to let some other house publish
him.

The test of this difference between the
spirit of publishing and that of the purely
commercial proficiency for which America
is notable among the nations is in the atti-
tude toward the publisher of the simon-
pure business man himself. A hard-boiled
real-estate man, at his luncheon club or in
a foursome at the country club, hears a
group of his publishing acquaintances talk
about the characteristic problems and
worries of their calling. He listens, with
bewilderment which changes to amazed in-
credulity and presently to something sus-
piciously like scorn. And at last he bursts
out: “You mean to tell me that you spend
even a minute of your time thinking about
transactions which aren’t practically sure to
return you a profit? Why, I never heard
of such a thing. My business would go to

wrack and ruin in three months if 1 con-
ducted 1t in any such fashion.”

There you have it. The publisher does,
in sober fact, expend nine-tenths of his
ingenuity and his time (and all of his lying
awake nights) over affairs which, after he
has put in the hardest work of which he
is capable, may or may not escape a deficit.
The few affairs which are certain to yield
him a profit call for relatively little work
on his part, and in the main they are rela-
tively uninteresting to him.
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And, by the way, there is no one who
does quite so much lying awake nights.
The publisher is working at a twenty-four-
hour job; all his conversation is shop-talk;
and, because he feels that his shop is the
most interesting in the world, he is pretty
well content with the fact that, when he
locks his office door at night, he is far from
having locked his troubles in and left them
behind—whereas even a gambler in stocks
sees few occasions in a calendar year that
require him to be agitated about his affairs
outside bankers’ hours.

A New York publishing friend, reputed
brilliant and uncommonly successful, was
talking to me about himself and his busi-
ness. “It is high time,” he said, “that
[his wife] and I were thinking about build-
ing ourselves a decent house and moving
out of this jam, which is certainly no place
to bring up children in. The business has
got going uncxpectedly well; yet in all
these years we haven’t made it do anything
appreciable for ourselves personally.” He
grinned, and the grin was a little rueful.
“Sommechow the profits are all reabsorbed into
improving the game. The business is all
we have to live on, and yet we persistently
treat is as a plaything, a luxury. Can’t
seem to help ourselves.”

This is so typical that different readers
will supply at least eight or ten different
identifications out of their own acquaint-
ance, and without going off Manhattan
Island.

HE history of printing is not, taken by

itself, of very great consequence, but
there is no other single historical aspect
which supplies so complete a microcosm of
the life of a community. Anyone who
feels inclined to challenge this claim may
profitably spend an hour or two with “Sa-
lem Imprints, 1768-1825,” issued by the
Essex Institute, of that city. Whether
one wishes to get a comprehensive outline
of what was going on in the United States
during the most important half-century of
its existence, from a fresh point of view,
or desires to know intimately the life of a
small New England community which has
left a sharp impression upon state and na-
tion, these pages will supply about all that
is necessary.

An appendix of fifteen pages records the
evidence of the ownership of books, from
the Salem probate records, prior to 1830.
The titles we would like to know about are
rarely mentioned, but Purchas’s “Pilgrim-
age” is listed in 1647; and “English Physi-
cian,” “Discourse of Comersy” and the
“Battledore Book” in 1689. There were
several sizable libraries, and in 1743 an
inventory mentions bocoks in the hall, the
lower room, and the chamber entry. The
Hon, William Browne, who died in 1764,
was a real -collector, leaving pictures, tap-
estry, a library, and medals. The earliest
detailed list is that of a Cabot who died in
1786. He had the Spectator and Guardian,
with other magazines, “Hudibras” and Lady
Montague, “Pomphreets Poems,” Congreve
and “Paradise Regained.” William Pynch-
eon, three years later, had an impressive
legal library, besides Milton and Mon-
taigne, “Tristram Shandy,” and the “Senti-
niental Journey,” and Prior.

The catalogue of original leaves from
rare books and manuscripts issued by The
Foliophiles, New York, offers opportunity
to printers, collectors, and others for the
acquisition, at reasonable price, of examples
of printing. The bibliomaniac will feel
that only the complete and perfect book is
worth having, but many times a single leaf
will answer the purpose of the student of
typography as well as the whole volume.
And it must be confessed that many
examples of incunabula as well as later
books are extremely dull as typography.
The leaves and portfolios sent out by the
Foliophiles are made up of imperfect or
incomplete copies of books, so that no
charge of biblioclasm can legitimately be
made against the scheme, In the days when
we were far from any library, and examples
of older printing were hard to come by,
such an opportunity as this would have been
invaluable to us.
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To the Readers of
THE SATURDAY REVIEW
. AT OF LITERATURE ‘
THE HAUNTED CASTLE ~NACH vear we publish a few books which we are confident GOD’S DRUM
By Lino Ruilo b will not have a large sale. Here in the office we say they are By Hartley Alcxander
“As fascinating as it is remarkable.  Opened too good to sell-——certainly they are intended for the dis- Tllusirated by Anders John Haugseth

at any page, something of uncommon in-

terest” will bhe found. —Plulip Hale. $10.00

N NYXT T <
THE SHADOW EROS
By Henry Co Trucy
In luvely, lilting prose this fantasy smells of
woodlands, violets, anemones and tells of a
boy's love for nature, It Is imagination on

tiptocs, $£.(JO
OPINIONS
By Claunde IWashburn
“Packed with delicate observation.  The

sensitive  intuition of a  keenly humorous
student of character and the world."—/{erald
Tribune, <3.00
CARLYLEATHISZENITH
By David Alec Wilson
“The art with which the biography Is com-
posed has in it a certain rather pleasant un-
sophistication like the work of some primi-
tive mosaic. The individual bits of 'col(i\r
are small but the artist builds them up into a
great picture.—New York Nwe 3
Vol. IV. $3.00
Vou will find these books more fully de-
scribed in owr illustrated catalogue.

criminating reader.

and there is not much money with which to advertise,them.
recommend them to those of vou who are discriminating.

To find a market for these books is difhicult

We
In these

davs of commercialism when the vast majority of writers, however
ereat. their learning and talents, seem to be more interested in
writing a book that will sell than in making a work of art which
will be of permanent literary value, you may find it refreshing to
run across a book which was written, not for the money to be
made ont of it but because the author was inspired by his subject.

1. M. Jr.

ENDS OF THINGS
£y Mary Divon Thayer

Fictures—lovely pictures of thoughts, flitting

thanghts,  And you will say with Rod, “1

knov, —1 see things like that too. IU's queer”
§2.00
THE REBEIL EARL
Dy Hlliam Roughead
"Roughead s unexcelled  in writing  of

crimes and mysteries. especially if they have

historic interest.  And twice over 1f  they

happen to he Scoteh.” - Jlerald Tribune.
$4.00

GOETHE
By Professor I. (. Robertson
A searching, critical analysis which presents
the great German poet and dramatist in an
entirely new light, interpreting him from a
twentieth century point of view. $2.50
»

MALORY’S
MORTE D’ARTHUR
Hlustrated by Aubrey Beardsley
Introduction by Professor Rhys
[2ssavs on Aubrey Beardsley by Ayvmer Val-

lance.  Contains some hitherto unpublished
illustrations. Limited edition. $15.00.

Selected hy the Graphic Arts as one of the
fifty best illustrated books of 1927. Limited
Edition signed by the author and artist.

$7.50
THE COMPLEAT ANGLER

By Izaak Walton and Charles Cotton
Edited by John Major
Ilustrated by E. Fitch Daglish. $15.00

ENGLISH BOOKS
By Charles J. Sawyer and F. J. Harvey
Darton
These books, called “A Siznpost for Col-
lectors,” written in a fascinating, lively style,
are valuable from the literary angle as well
as being a necessary item {or hook-collectors.
100 illustrations. Limited Edition. $12.00

THE LITTLE LONG AGO
By Laura Spencer Portor

“A most lovable book of a lovely chilk
hood remembered with wouderiul clearne:
and pictured with tender humor and beau-
tiful understanding.”—dArifir Guiterman,
$5.00
You will find these books wmore fully de-~
scribed in our tllustrated catalogue.

In Santa’s Bag

THE WIND THAT
WOULDN'T BLOW
By Arthur B. Chrisman
Illustrated by Else Hasselriis

“He gives the impression of spinning his
yarns, bright and untangled, out of a bounti-
ful imagination, as a story-teller should do.
A child’s praise would be: ‘He makes it
up as he goes along out of his head.” It is
{ascinating stuff, of a far-away quality. All
so enjoyable—so fresh and brisk and un-
expected.”—New York Evening Post.
$2.50

ALISON BLAIR
By Gertrude Crownfield

“It is one more story destined to fill a
wholesome place in the demand of the young
reader—it folds adventure, mystery and his-
torical data within its pleasing paragraphs.”
—Boston Transcript, $2.00

GAY-NECK: THE STORY
OF A PIGEON

By Dhan Gopal Mukerji
Iustrated by Boris Artzybasheff

“Author and artist share honors in the mak-
ing of this new and beautiful book. Mr.
Mukerji has written a story with an inter-
national motif, which is sure to appeal to
many older readers as well as to boys and
girls. Character, incident, the color and feel
of strange or familiar countrics, are deter-
mining factors in the longevity of children's
hooks. Mr. Mukerji has mvested his story
with all of these to an unusual degree.—
e Carroll Moore. $2.25

FOR THE GLORY OF
FRANCE
By Ewverett McNeil
“For every one who has a love for the
romantic, the exciting and the historic.”o

You will find these books more fully de-
scribed in our illustrated catalogue.

Dear Eleanor:

lot of mice mew pictures.

TO A PRECIOUS SIX-YEAR -OLD

Who, I know, will ““preciate”
these latest adventures of

by A. A. MILNE

Decorations by E. H. SHEPHARD

($2.00)

Your Daddy told me your other books about
Pooh are all worn out from much reading. So bere
is the latest story about Christopher and Poob, show-
ing how they are still as good friends as ever, *though
Christopher now is six years old. And there are a

I know you will love this story just as much as
you did WHEN WE WERE VERY YOUNG and
WINNIE-THE-POOH. So I want you to have it.

Your friend,

JEANNETTE

S-P-L-E-N-D-O-R
By BEN AMES WILLIAMS

TRULY A GREAT BOOK -

- A BOOK WHICH IT IS

DIFFICULT TO DESCRIBE - - A BOOK WE FIND IT
IMPOSSIBLE TO ADVERTISE - - THE STORY OF A

CHARACTERISTIC NEWSPAPER MAN - -

THE

AVERAGE AMERICAN, THE AMERICAN MR.
H. L. MENCKEN AND MR. SINCLAIR LEWIS

COULD
UNDERSTAND -

LYON PHELPS SAYS

NOT AND WOULD NOT

PROF. WILLIAM
“I AM FILLED

WITH ADMIRATION FOR ITS ABSO-

LUTE TRUTHFULNESS” - -
FIRST BOOK BY

THE
BEN AMES

WILLIAMS NEVER TO HAVE
BEEN PUBLISHED IN SERI-

AL FORM

HIS FIRST

BOOK TO BE A NA-
TION-WIDE BEST

SELLER

- DUTTON

. $2.50

E. P. Dutton & Co.
681 Fifth Ave.

WHY NOT

FOR
GIFTS

ZELDA MARSH
By Charles Norris

The story of a young woman who possesses
tl}aftt most dangerous and tantalizing of all
giits,

“It moved me, wrenched tears and cast a
deep though pleasant gloom over the world.”
—The Bookman.

“If Defoe were alive today one feels tho+
he would prick up his ears and lick his cho
over Zelda Marsh,”—Saturday Review
Literature.

“As a study of character it is finely done, as
a presentation of stage life it is thrillingly
interesting.”—St. Louis Globe Democrat.

$2.50
FACE VALUE
By J. L. Campbell

“Mr. Campbell has made a contribution to
the realistic genre, remarkable both for its
freshness of subject and excellence of style”
—New York Times.

“An astounding tale for chaste Anglo-Saxon
consumption.”—7The New Yorker.

“One of the best novels of the season—beau-
tiful skill in handling baffling material.”’—
Hartford Courant. $2.50

IT IS BETTER TO TELL

By Kathleen Coyle
The old fairy story she had often started to
tell the children—“Once upon a time there
was a beautiful lady (she was always beau-
tiful to them) and she had two children and
—Oh, God, Why hadn’t she? Then it would
have been easy.” Should she have told the
children about their handsome, captivating
tather? :
“It is a superb situation made entirely prob-
able by good writing. The pure flavor of
reading the prose is recommendation enough
for the story.”—N. ¥. Times. $2.50

You wfll ﬁ;;d these books more fully de-
scribed in our tlustrated catalogue,
[Ty E. P. DUTTON & CO. S.R.

681 Fifth Avenue
New York, N. Y.
Please send me your new Xmas Catalogue.

Name

S ———— e

Address
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THE, VANGUARD:

A Fantasia

TheArnold Bennett of BURIED ALIVE
and MR. PROHACK writes this
grand new novel with irrepressible

D. L. gaiety and irresistible fantasy.
MOODY: Abducted ©on a mysterious
AWorker in Souls yacht, two middle-aged
«He was one of the business men find that
phenomenaof histimes.

No one can read Gamaliel
Bradford’s fastidiously con-
ceived study in personality (for

it is more than a biography) with-
out reaching the conclusion that

ARNOLD BENNETT

life is not all a question of tel- wise commentaries on life
ephone calls and momentous and love and happiness.

Uniform Author’s Edition $2.50

iszwz ;%g |
r!;A &a $ S

by ARNOLD BENNETT
cAuthor of THE OCLD WIVES’ TALE

appointments in the marts of trade, and,
perhaps most important of all, that

they are not impervious to the Sixr
languishingsand wiles of wom- Arthar
ankind. A novel that will Sullivan:

delight and thrill. Filled
with chuckles and

His Life, Letters
and Diaries

Authoritative,dramatic,
human is this definitive
biography of the great mu-

sician, Based on material from
theSullivanarchivesneverbefore

%

published, written by his nephew

Dwight Lyman Moody transcended

and a famous editor, it reveals a

the usual plane of the wandering
evangelist. The book isbeautifullybal-
anced and beautifully written.—N. Y,
Herald Tribuie. Illustrated. $3.50

by Gamaliel Bradford
Yy 77

by Compton Mackenzie

With gusto and a Rabelasian humor
Compton Mackenzie presents this
unique drama of vice and virtue on
an island in the blue. Italian Sea.
VESTAL FIRE is at once his finest
character study and his most amusing

The biography sensa-
tion of the year.“Dyna-
mite. Aboomingsurvey
of a fabulous period

HENRY WARD
BEFCHFER: c4n

cAmerican “Portrait + by
PAXTON HIBBEN 777

great personality and genius among
colorful and ever changing events.
With an Introduction by ARNOLD
BENNETT. Hlustrated. $5.00

by Herbert Sullivan

and Newman Flower

“By all odds the most
important American
biography of the year.”

—New York Sun.

“Afascinating butappal-

by HUGH WALPOLE

Again we meet the famous young
Jeremy—now resplendent in all the
glory of boyhood, and boarding
school, and football, and those many
other joys peculiar to that exciting
age. “Among the best tales of English

novel. $2.00  of American history...
VESTAL FIRF devastating”
~— Philadelphia
7T 77 Public Ledger.

ling picture.”
—H. L. Mencken,
Profusely $SOO

illuscrated

public school life.. Jeremy is a person
worth knowing.” — New York Sun.
Regular Edition. $2.00

Uniform Autlior’s Edition. $2.50

JEREMY at CRALE

New York Nights

Alurid and devastating picture of the
intimate side of New York after mid-
night—its discoveries are sensational,
its candor delightful. Stephen Gra-
ham, famous novelist, went into
the heart of Gotham and saw the
glitrering mad capitol as it has never
been scen before. Says the New Yorker,
“No one but a super-tramp could have
written it.” Illustrated by KURT
WIESE. $4.00

by STEPHEN GRAHAM

PHYLLIS BOTTOME

Imogene—modern, thrilled with the
joy of living, awakened to the experi-
ence of loving and being loved, is the
appealing heroine of this vivid novel
of the modern generation. Daring

Public Ledger.”

AN UNMARRIED FATHER
by FLOYD DELL

“As unconventional as a good French farce—
and quite as amusing.
story of a young lawyer about to be married,
the even tenor of whosc ways are :1bruptly in-
terrupted by the astounding news
that he is the father of a son, just
born. It is Mr. Dellat his mellow-
est and at his best.”— Philadelphia

In a new edition—JANET MARCH - $2.50

OLIVER CROMWELL:
oA Character Study

An illuminating biographical study
and character analysis of one of the
greatest enigmas in history. “An ex-
cellent popular narrative—Mr. Drink-
water has a gift for seizing upon the
core of a situation and setting it forth
vividly.” —New York Sun.
Frontispiece. §2.50

by JOHN DRINKWATER

It is the mildly satiric

777
$2.00 |4

by GEOFFREY MOSS

The author of SWEET PEPPER writes
his most dramatic tale in this memor-
ablechapterfrom thelifeofa Bucharest

much in her search for her ideal and

cabaret dancer. It is a novel soph-

its expression, her adventures
with love and life are gripping
and dramatic. Anovel which

will impress readers by its
sincere modernism and

startle them by its

frankness.

Mes’srel:ger Whether as F. E. Smith or Lord
of the Chancellor, Lord Birkenhead is one
Gods of the most vivid personalities of the
$2.50 times. A brilliant speaker, 2 man of

caustic wit, a good lover and a good hater,
his individuality penetrates the high position
to which he has attained. His two volumes on

By The Right Hoenourable the

FARL OF BIRKENHFAD,
P.C.,.D.L.,D.CL.,LL.D.

LAW, LIFE, AND LETTERS

isticated, witty and glowing with
all the natural color of its in-
triguing Continental setting.
Toni is oné of the most
fascinating and unique
characters of modern
fiction.

NEW
WINE

$2.00

Law, Life,and Letters, are the rev-
clation of a remarkable career. As a

record of achievement, of history-
making, of a life carried on the crest of
the most interesting events of our day, Lord
Birkenhead’s memoirs are unsurpassed in inter-
est and importance. Two volumes, boxed. $10.00

o
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Doubleday, Page & Co.

éﬂ Best-Selling Novels w4,
$2.00 and $2.50

RED SKY AT MORNING
by Margaret Kennedy $2.50

BARBERRY BUSH
by Kathleen Norris  $2

LIGHTS UP
by Grace S. Richmond $2

RIGHT OFF THE MAP
by C. E. Montague $2.50

FLAMINGO
by Mary Borden $2.50

GROWTH
by Booth Tarkington $2.50

OVER THE BOAT SIDE
by Mathilde Eiker $2.50

ARROGANT BEGGAR
by Anzia Yezierska $2.50

CHARLOTTE LOWENSKOLD
by Selma Lagerlof $2.50

& Famous Bz'ogm]}.bies Y
$2 to $10

WOODROW WILSON
LIFE & LETTERS
Youth and Princeton

by Ray Stannard Baker 2 vols. $10

JOSEPH CONRAD

LIFE & LETTERS
by G. Jean-Aubry 2 wvols. 10

THE GREVILLE DIARY
edited by Philip Whitwell Wilson
2 wveis. $1¢

THE
AMERICAN ORCHESTRA
AND THEODORE THOMAS

by Charles Edward Russell  §5

DAVID LIVINGSTONE
EXPLORER AND PROPHET
by Charles J. Finger $2

THE WINGED HORSE

The S.tory of the Poets and their Poetry
by Joseph Auslander
and Frank Ernest Hill $3.50

éq Books of Inspivation »
75¢ to $2.50

LET US HIGHLY RESOLVE

by Gene Stratton-Porter $2.50

MY RELIGION
by Helen Keller $2

THE FUN OF BEING A
MOTHER

by Kathleen Norris  75¢

Garden City, N. Y.

s New Books by o
Rudyard Kipling
$5 to $25

RUDYARD KIPLING’S
INCLUSIVE VERSE 1885-1926

Ss

SONGS OF THE SEA
by Rudyard Kipling $5
150 de luxe %25

& True Stories v,
Movre Thrilling than Fiction
$2.50 to $3.50

TOMBSTONE
by Walcer Noble Burns  $2.50

COUNT LUCKNER
THE SEA DEVIL

by Lowell Thomas  $2.50

ROALD AMUNDSEN
My Life as an Explorer $3.50

TRIUMPHS OF MEDICINE
by H. S. Hartzog $3

THE RED KNIGHT
OF GERMANY
by Floyd Gibbons $2.50

& Tales of w,
Adventiie and M ystery

$2

THE BELLAMY TRIAL

hy Frances Noycs Hare 32
TRAITOR’S GATE
by Ldgar Wallace 32

TERROR KEEP
by Edgar Wallace $2
MOON OF MADNESS

by Sax Rohmer $2

GERFALCON

by Leslic Barringer $2

FROZEN INLET POST
by James B. Hendryx  $2

LAND OF THE FREE
by Charles Alden Seltzer $2

IRON WILL
by Charles Neville Buck $2

& Handsome Sets v,
816 to $70

O. HENRY
The Biographical Edition
18 volumes, each goc
JOSEPH CONRAD
The Deep Sea Edition. Blue
Leather. 26 volumes. $65

RUDYARD KIPLING
The Pocket Edition. Red Leather.
28 volumes $70
CHRISTOPHER MORLEY

The Haverford Edition, Limited
to 1001 signed sets. 12 volumes, $6¢

&4 Famous Old Songs v,
$3.50 and $4

WEEP SOME MORE
MY LADY
by Sigmund Spaeth $4

FRONTIER BALLADS
by Charles J. Finger $3.50

0 With the Wits v,
$1.60 to $2.50

READ THE PICTURES
A Book of Rebuses. $1.60

BUT —IS IT ART
by Percy Hammond §2.50

ARCHY & MEHITABEL
by Don Marquis $2

JUST BETWEEN US GIRLS
by Lloyd Mayer §$2

PLAIN JANE
¢y A. P. Herbert $2
HALF A LOAF
by Franklin P. Adams §2

TRANSLATIONS FROM
THE CHINESE

by Christopher Morley
Illustrated by Gluyas Williams $2.50

PUPS AND PIES
by Ellis Parker Butler $2

&4 Handsome Gift Books v,

from 75¢ to $s.00

TREE OF LIFE
by Keene Abbortt 75¢

PORGY, A PLAY
by Dorothy and Du Bose Heyward $1

AN OLD-FASHIONED
CHRISTMAS
$1.50
AMARILIS
by Christine Turner Curtis $1.50

AUTHORS AND OTHERS
by Anice Page Cooper $2

TRAILS PLOWED UNDER
by Charles M. Russell
Illustrated by the auther. $3.50
THE FURTHER SIDE OF
SILENCE
by Sir Hugh Clifford
Illustrated by Mahlon Blaine. $3.50
HOW TO KNOW
JAPANESE COLOUR PRINTS
by Anna Freeborn Priestley
Illustrated $s
THE GEOGRAPHY
OF AMERICAN ANTIQUES
by Lurelle Van Arsdale Guild
Illustrated by the author. §$4

I KNOW A SECRET

by Christopher Morley
Hlustrated by Jeanette Warmuth $2

290 Out of Doors Books »,
$2.50 and $3

CHILDREN OF SWAMP
AND WOOD
by Archibald Rutledge $2.50

PEAKS AND PEOPLE
OF THE ADIRONDACKS
by Russell M. L. Carson  $2.50

COUNTRY COUSINS

by Walter A. Dyer. Illustrated
by Chasles LivingstonBull $3

Ask your bookseller about
special Christmas book jack-
ets. The gayest, handsomest
present is one of these fine
books in a colorful holiday
wrapper.

'q/i
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% HISTORY OF
. JAPAN ~
s> By HERBERT H. GOWEN
s Pl'UfL’A‘.YQI‘ of Orz'cniy/. Languages "
p and Ln‘z’rm‘{n‘p.‘ University  of ’
~\ I ashington G
S This  up-to-date, eminently "
% readable bock will at once take: '
o  its place as the best introduc- "
4 tory work on Japanese his- r
L> tory for the general reader. &
@ The story hegins with the age *
‘)\, of myth and ends with the 3
s present day. With map. 2
é $4.00 '
‘) This is an Appleton Book :
R P PPy

NEW BOOKS

you want to read and own

The Aristocratic Miss Brewster

By Joseph C. Lincoln. Another delight-
ful Cape Cod story by the national favor-
ite. A cheerful book for a gift. $2.00
Now East, Now West

) B._v Susan Ertz, the author of “Madame
Claire” and “After Noon.” A charming

novel of married life, $2.00
Yellovs: Gentians and Blue

By Zona Gale. A masterly collection of
short stories, $2.00

Sixteen to Forty
. By “Marna” A woman’s life story.
The high light and surprise of the year.

b
The Revolt of the Birds $20
- By Mclwile Dazisson Post, A beautiful
imaginative tale of adventure in the China
Seas. $1.50
26 Mystery Stories: Old and New

By Ernest Rhys and C. A. Dawson-
Scott. A striking group of tales, by writ-
ers of several countries. $2.50
The Roads of Melody—My Story

By Carrie Jacobs-Bond. The interesting
autobiography of the composer of “The
End of a Perfect Day.” Illustrated. $2.00
Transplanted

By Brand Whitlock, A dramatic story
of international marriage, told with sym-

pathetic understanding. $2.50
Shakespare: Actor-Poet
By Clara Longworth de Chambrune.

“Most convincing and complete life of
Shakespeare yet written."—Richard LeGal-
lienne in N. Y. Times. Illustrated. $3.00
Some Memories and Reflections

By Emma Eames. The life story of one
of our greatest singers. Illustrated.

5.00

Bob Davis Recalls ¥

By Robert H. Davis. Sixty true stories
of love and laughter and tears. $2.00
Green of the Year

By Violet Alleyn Storey.
collection of friendly verse.
The Catastrophe

By Alexander I. Kerensky. Kerensky's
own story of the Russian Revolution.

The Tragic Bride 3300
By Viadimir Poliakoff. The story of the
last Empress of Russia—the Empress
Alexandra, TIllustrated. $3.00
Class Crimes in History and Fiction
Edited by Peter Howorth, A distinctive
anthology of crime stories. $2.50
Number Five Joy Street

A charming volume of stories and poems
by such authors as Walter de la Mare,
Compton Mackenzie, Lord Dunsany. II-

A delightful
$1.50

lustrated. $2.50
Alice in Jungleland
By Mary Hastings Bradley. The true

story of a little girl's adventures in Africa.

[lustrated by Alice herself. $2.00
Recitatipns for Younger Children
Compiled by Grace Gaige. A simply

delightful anthology of recitations for the
little people. $2.00

These Are Appleton Books

Send 50¢ for a yecar's subscripti
A S ol to 2
Ilustrated Monthly Guide to ’}\/'mv Bn;}li’

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY
35 West 32d Street, New York

FLAUBERT'S YOUTH
By Lewis Piaget Shanks

Very illuminating.—London Mercury.
In its pages we meet the man Flau-
bert.—Quarterly. $2.25

THE JOHNS HOPKINS PRESS
Baltimore, Md.

Competition No. 8.

of December 5.)
Competition No. 10.

cember 12.)
Competition No. g.
Christmas Carol

THE FIFTH COMPETITION

Won BY CLARIBEL WEEKS AVERY,
ofF TiLToN, N. H.

A prize of fifteen dollurs was offered
for the best unrhymed poem in which
every second line was borrowed without
alteration from the work of some “stand-
ard” poet.

HERE were more than a hundred

entries. Unfortunately the ma-
jority of competitors, apparently
thinking they had to deal with an
easy problem, strung their lines to-
gether haphazardly. Their poems
smelled not of the lamp, but of Bart-
lett and the index to the “Oxford
Book of English Verse”  Eleanor
Hoffman, in spite of the fact that
all her quotations were taken direct
from the Index of First Lines, con-
trived to manufacture an amusing
poem, But, to borrow her own and
Milton’s words—

Yet once more, O vye laurels, and
oice more

The avasted stamp, the Editor’s re-
gret . . .

P. S. wrote an amusing fragment
in which he admitted abandoning
Bartlett in favor of Ward’s “English
Poets.” Loretta Roche offered two
poems of which “Anniversary” was
the better, It was a little surprising
to encounter among her “standard”
authors a number of living, youthful
poets—Joseph  Auslander, Virginia
Moore, Countee Cullen. A line had
to be drawn somewhere and T re-
gretfully drew it here. “Standard”
is a misty word, but not so misty as
all that. Another competitor very
tastefully used a line of my own,
but I ungratefully disqualified him.
Tom Nob plucked most of his quo-
tations from the humorous poets,
while Edith Hull ingeniously sepa-
rated her “standard” poets with a
parenthetical chorus in the manner
of “Two red roses across the moon.”
Both these entries needed rhyme to
make them convincing. The many
competitors who wrote regretting
that rhyme had been forbidden will
be given an opportunity to show
what they can do in a few wecks
time.

|

L In “Silver Threads Among the

| Gold,” Margaret Ladd Franklin

i faced the problem courageously.

\ For I will give you if you will not
stir

Before my pen hath gleaned my
teeming brain,
The strangest interweaving—mnow a
line
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic,
free,
And, close beside, one dark and lus-
treless . . .
| If any sparkles than the rest more
\ bright,
YTis Shakespeare’s, Miltow’s, Dryden’s
—mine ’tis not.
A number of rival “interweavings”
were indeed strange; for Instance

My feet unloosened from their bond,
Pregnant with celestial juice,

|
i, And gathering roses all the way
" The richer cowslips home.

: When I consider kow my life is spent
‘ I pray the gods to let me once be

\ glimpsed

§ By woman wailing for her demon
‘ lover,

‘ That with her 1 might taste of life
i again,

Y The Wits’ Weekly
Conducted by Epwarp Davison

A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best con-
tinuation in not more than 400 words of Sterne’s “Sentimental Journey,” the
narrative to be taken up at the precise point where it breaks off in the original.
(Entries should reach the Saturday Review office not later than the morning

. A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the most
original short Nursery Rhyme for a Twenticth Century Child.
should reach the Saturday Review office not later than the morning of De-

(Entries

A prize of fifteen dollars is offered for the best

in the American vernacular,

Saturday Review office not later than the morning of December 19.)
Competitors are advised to read very carefully the rules printed below.

(Entries should reach the

See! the white moon shines on high;

Take me safely home at last!

So long as men can breathe and eyes
can see,

My Jweart, amy life, my soul PL
give—

A4 lorse, a horse, my kingdom for
a horse.

It was difficult to make a final
choice. H. E. Rick, B. D. Brown,
L. H. Phinney, H. H, Hall, J. M.
Dobbs, M. F. Hastings, and especial-
Iy Josephine Whittier, R. E. Wade,
Garland Smith, and Slightly deserve
honorable mention. T salute future
prize winners in Herbert McAneny,
Lenore Glen, and Tu Quoque though
this time their poems had to be set
aside In favor of Claribel Weeks
Avery’s “Song of the Sword.” Miss
Avery 'was wise enough to choose her
quotations from the obscurer corners
of poetry and thus the seams of her
fragment are less obvious than most.
It reads like an original poem.

THE WINNING POEM
SONG OF THE SWORD
By Claribel Weceks Avery

I am Siegfried, son of the Volsungs.
Upon my red robe, strange in the

tavilight,

Flickers the ruddier light of the
flame.

The gray magician, with eyes of

wonder,
Stands to watch while I forge me a
sword.
]
Dawrr is dim on the dark, soft water.
AUl might long has been labor and
prayer.
What now, O Watcher?
Red as slaughter
Morning comes o, and thy sword is
alive.
Giants and sorcerers cannot, withstand
it;
Iron and silk are as one to its edge.

Was I born under the sun or the
thunder,

Saved for what purpose,
avhat master,

Or awhat aas the service for ahich
I aas sold?

bred to

He wwho has weaponed thee orders
thy goings.

With His hands full of flowers—red
burning flowers,

He is marking the way for thee,
Saordman of God.

Line 2 is borrowed from Morris’s
«Arthur’s Tomb,” line 4 from Ten-
nyson’s “Merlin and the Gleam,” line
6 from Swinburne’s “Swimmer’s
Dream,” lines 8 and ¢ from Cawein’s
“Watcher on the Tower,” line (1
from Longfellow’s “Saga of King
Olaf,” line 13 from Gilbert Parker’s
“Right of Way,” line 15 from Emer-
sow’s “Ode to Beauty,” and line 17
from May Probyn’s “Beloved.”

THE SIXTH COMPETITION

A prize of fifteen dollars was offered
for the most convincing extracts from a
diary supposed to have been kept by
Edgar Allan Poe during his schooldays
at Stoke Newington.

Won BY F. H. G. oF PasapENna, CAL,

THIS competition was less popu-
lar than most. Perhaps lay-peo-
ple are less interested in morbid psy-
chology than they were a few years
ago. 1 hope so. Not many competi-
tors allowed their imaginations to
play freely with the probable fears

and superstitions of the boy Poe. Re-
cent biographies, notably those by Mr.
Hervey Allen and Mr. Joseph Wood
Krutch, pointed several easy ways,
while it would have been easy to
take a few hints from M. Maurios
and Mrs, Barrington. Most entries,
however, stuck too closely to the few
known facts concerning the poet’s
English schooldays.

Slightly ~makes him encounter
Charles Lamb in the street—an in-
genious conception, but it was done
too abruptly. Lois K. Pelton made
soime juvenile verses in her extracts.
to be convincing, but she wrote well
and was brave enough to include
some juvenile verses in her extracts
Olympia and W, 4. 8. deserve honor-
able mention for two careful atmos-
pheric fragments. The prize goes to
E. H. G. for some extracts that do
not maintain the standard of his
second paragraph with its magnifi-
cently sinister €O, if 1 had been that
bovy!”

THE PRIZEWINNING EXTRACTS

Stoke Newington, June 17, 1819.
Saturday. This afternoon the great
gate with iron spikes was opened
again to let us out for our weekly
walk. How thick and heavy is that
cate! Has any boy ever dared try
to climb its dreadful heights and
run away? The older boys say that
one did, but will never tell us how
fearful was his punishment.

I also heard them talking of a
man named Eugene Aram, Who was
once an usher in our school and was
a murderer! I have shuddered since,
cach time 1 have passed the dark old
house in the town, where he did his
awful deed. Yet I long to go in and
see the very room, and hear how it
was done. They say he hid his deed
so cleverly that no one could dis-
cover the murderer; yet remorse SO
filled his mind that he told the whole
story of his crime to one of the boys
—pretending it was a dream! O, if
1 had been that boy! It is a fearful
tale, and stays in my mind at night.

June 25, Sunday. To church with
all the school this morning, and how
strange it scemed again, as always on
Sunday, to see the Master of our
school ascend into the pulpit of the
church and preach to the people! It
seems impossible that he is our severe
master, for he is disguised in a white
wig, high and vast, long silken robes,
and such 2 gentle face. Why must
he lay them all aside, even the kindly

smile, when he turns schoolmaster?

June 28. Today our Midsummer
holidays begin, and Mrs. Allan has
consented that I spend them with
Tom Harwood. Huzzah! His father
will come in the coach to fetch us.
Then we shall shake hands solemnly
with the masters, and go out through
the front door, by which we never
enter or leave save on some great
day. And how joyfully we will
wave farewell to the old schoolhouse
and the boys, as we drive off in the
coach through the great gate.

RULES

(Competitors failing to
rules will be disqualified.)
1. Envelopes should be addressed to “The

Competitions Editor, The Saturday Re-

view of Literature, 25 West 45th Street,

New York City.” The number of the

competition  (e.g, “Competition 1)

must be written on the top left-hand

corner.

2. All MSS. must be legible—typewritten
if possible—and should bear the name
or pseudonym of the author. Only one
side of the paper should be used. Prose
entries must be clearly marked off at the
end of each fifty words, Competitors
may offer more than one entry. MSS.
cannot be returned.

comply with

3. The Saturday Review reserves the right
to print the whole or part of "any en-
try. The decision of the Competitions
Editor is final and he can in no cir-
cumstances enter into correspondence.




