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The Phoenix Nest 
L E O N A R D ROSSITER ex­
plains his psychology of the 
female sex in 

—that ridiculous 
woman 

"Do you realize that every woman 
that's born into this world wants 
life to be something picturesque? 
Not only wants, but expects it to 
be so! And it's that that causes 
more than half the tragedy in the 
world. A woman is born to find 
enchantment. Sometimes she finds 
enchantment in this, sometimes in 
that. A child, a cause, an art, a 
man—any of these may supply the 
inborn need. More than half the 
time it isn't Love in the novelists' 
sense of the word that makes a 
woman go 'wrong'; nor sex I It 's 
purely and simply that yearning 
for the picturesque." 

$2.50 

PUBLISHED by D U T T O N 

Should the Theatre 
Be Censored? 

R E A D 

OEDIPUS OR POLLYANNA 
With a Note on Dramatic 

Censorship 
By BARRETT H . CLARK 

The fourth of an exciting new 
series of publications bearing the 
title 

UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON 
CHAPBOOK 

Edited by GLENN H U G H E S 

Price 65 cents net 
From any Book Dealer or direct 

from the Publisher 

UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON 
BOOK STORE 

Seattle 

lai lEi 
T H E 

L O N E A D V E N T U R E R 

J Po 
by 

Stanton A. 
Coblentz 

" A high spirited and beautiful 
treatment of a vivid human story," 
says Edwin Markham $2.00 
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IN THE YEAR 1927 
will you decide what you are 
going to do in the year 1928 
. . . and the years follotving? 

Presumably books appeal to 
you. Why not sell them? This 
Service will be glad to send 
you free pamphlets on open­
ing a bookshop. 

Bookselling Information Service 
Room 777 S, 18 W . 34th St, 

New York 

T ATELY we have enjoyed some really 
•*—' good Scotch—novel-writing. Of course 
the name of Jo/in Buchan is not a new one. 
He has distinguished himself in a variety 
of ways in the kingdom of letters. He can 
be grave, he can be humorous, he can be 
swashbuckling, he can even—at times—be 
rather bigoted. "Witch Wood," however, 
(Houghton MifHin), is just a thoroughly 
capable historical romance with an element 
of the horrible, and there's more Scotch 
dialect in it than you can shake a stick at. 
And we admit that we can read and enjoy 
Scotch dialect and Negro dialect as easily 
as we can read plain English, because we 
have read both since childhood. . . . 

At which moment the awful thought 
occurs to us that we shouldn't mention this 
book yet, because we got hold of an ad­
vance copy, and it probably won't be out 
by the time you read this. However, it 
may be,—and we're not going to give the 
plot away. We shall merely say that if 
you are interested in the great Montrose 
(he is one of our heroes), in the period 
in Scotland when it was King versus 
Covenant, in the manifestations of the 
witch-cult in Caledonia, and in the full-
blooded, glamorous style of John Buchan, 
you will read this novel. . . . 

Then there's "Ariane," by Claude And 
(Knopf) , translated by Guy Chafman. We 
don't know whether the translation is par­
ticularly good or not. It seems to be. The 
Russian girl of this torturing love story is 
rather fascinating. She is noble in her own 
inexplicable fashion. The novel is for the 
sophisticated and for the tragically-minded. 
But it is unusual and impresses. . . . 

F. Tennyson lessees "Moonraker" strikes 
us as a hasty outline of the novel she might 
have made of a female pirate in the time 
of Toussaint I'Ouverture. The writing is 
brightly enamelled. Everything is in fetto. 
The characters remind us of those vividly-
colored little figures that Dnmght Franklin 
fashions and sets against miniature back­
grounds on which he plays colored lights. 
In fact, we should like to see Dwight make 
some of his bookcase insets of the scenes 
of this story. He has never done a jerrale 
pirate. The story is almost a juvenile in 
its complete, boyish objectivity, where there 
was opportunity for remarkable psycho­
logical handling. It is brisk and con­
densed ; action all the way. We thought of 
Conrad- given the same theme,—how en­
tirely differently he would have handled it. 
But we read the small book at a sitting 
and delighted in its color. The struggle 
and tragedy of Toussaint deserves a larger 
canvas. Tlie portraits of him and of his 
family and of his generals are firmly laid 
in, however. And we didn't know Miss 
Tennyson Jesse could draw. Her illustra­
tions for her own story, though amateurish, 
have vivacity. And we almost forgot to 
mention that her brief flashlight of the 
Voodoo practices on the grievous island of 
San Domingo (now Haiti) is striking. . . . 

But a book coming nearer home than 
any of those we have mentioned, a modern 
novel more remarkable both in conception 
and execution, is one of which we heard 
from Robert Nathan, but which, until re­
cently, we had not got around to reading. 
Bob thinks a lot of "Half Gods" by 
Murray Sheehan (Dutton) , and now we 
can understand why. If this book had been 
fashioned by an Englishman or a French­
man it would have attracted twice as much 
attention as it has to date. The commu­
nity into which the centaur of the story is 
born, in the Middle West, is horribly real. 
The growth of the boy in the story, as the 
centaur deteriorates under the pressure of 
his environment, the sodden local characters 
who unconsciously accomplish the latter's 
deterioration, the sophisticated and restless 
Mrs. Delacourt,—all these leave their firm 
impression. The author misses no oppor­
tunity for quiet irony. "Main Street," 
perhaps, began the kind of examination of 
the benighted community that Mr. Sheehan 
here continues, but we venture to say that 
the whole of "Elmer Gantrj'" says no more 
concerning evangelistic buncombe than 
Sheehan includes briefly in his stride. He 
touches on every phase of small-town 
ignorance, hypocrisy, stupidity, and gross-
ness, but without laboring. His centaur is 
a new character in fiction, convincingly 
created, so truly seen and followed through 
the story that even the most fantastic of 
its elements blends smoothly into the 
whole. We shall be some time forgetting 
this most individual and tragic tale. . . . 

In view of the recent banning in Boston 
of their translation, "The Madonna of the 
Sleeping Cars," Payson & Clnrke, Ltd., the 

new firm of publishers, are running a 
nation-wide questionnaire in the newspapers 
of the country to discover the popular re­
action to the whole matter of book censor­
ship. They announce themselves as intend­
ing to be guided by popular feeling, and 
they pose four questions, ( i ) The state­
ment is being made very generally, that the 
great majority of fiction, in order to 
possess literary worth, must deal freely 
with sex relations. Do you believe this to 
be truer (2) Do you approve of censor­
ship? (3) Have you any suggestions to 
make as to an effective method of applying 
censorship to books without killing all free­
dom of expression? (4) If you know that 
a book deals with sex relationships, are you 
prejudiced against reading it for that 
reason? "The Madonna of the Sleeping 
Cars" had been published in fifteen lan­
guages before it was banned in Boston. . . . 

Doubleday tells us that Raiclyffe Hall, 
the Femina Prize winner, has a hair-cut 
which is considered the best shingle in 
London, and that Mary Borden, who will 
have a new novel, "The Flamingo," out 
this fall, is called the best-dressed of Eng­
lish hostesses, though an American. They 
also tell us that George A. Dorsey, whose 
new biography is "The Evolution of 
Charles Darwin," had his first job teaching 
Latin, German, Algebra, History, and being 
librarian at a female college. He also had 
to ask the blessing. At that point he began 
his researches as to why people behave like 
human beings. . . . 

A new guidebook to ocean travel, out in 
about a week, whose title piques our 
curiosity, is "The Frantic Atlantic," by 
Basil Woon (Knopf) . He wrote "The 
Paris that's Not in the Guide Books." He 
tells you, among other things, how much 
to tip, how much to drink, and how to win 
the pool. . . . 

We thank Boni and Liveright for the 
volumes of The Black and Gold Library. 
They are, "The Travels of Marco Polo," 
"Tristram Shandy," "A Sentimental Jour­
ney," "The Physiology of Taste," "The 
Dialogues of Plato," and "The Complete 
Poems of Frangois Villon," most of all of 
which we have already read (strange to 
lelate), and all of which we rate among 
the best books in the world. . . . 

This season the same firm will publish 
two additional titles in the Black and Gold, 
namely "II Pentamerone, or The Tale of 
Tales," by Giambattista Basile in the rare 
translation of Sir Richard Burton, and 
"The Satyricon of Petronius Arbiter," 
based on the now famous contemporary 
translation by W. C. Firebaugh. Then 
there will be a gathering into one volume 
of rare books by contemporaries of Marco 
Polo; there will also be "The Golden 
Ass," "The Confessions of Saint Augus­
tine," Brantome's "Fair and Gallant 
Ladies," Castiglione's "Book of the Cour­
tier," a Munchausen, selections from 
Machiavelli, the Comedies of Terence, and 
so on. These are all planned for publica­
tion in the future. . . . 

Somebody from England told us that 
"Jew Suss" was a novel being avidly read 
in that country. At first we did not realize 
that it was the same book as "Power" by 
Lion Feuchtwanger, published here by the 
Viking Press. The sale of this book has 
been slow. It was brought out last October. 
In January it began to show signs of life. 
Recently it doubled all previous sales 
records. . . . 

Horatio Winstoiu, author of "Spring's 
Banjo" is out in Cincinnati with the express 
purpose of writing a new and even better 
novel. He has acquired a French wife who 
is being gradually educated into being an 
American; not, we hope, to her detri­
ment. . . . 

Donald Ogden Stewart did not leave our 
shores after all. He became severely ill 
and has been convalescing in this city. He 
had to cancel his passage and will probably 
write his "x\n American Comedy" in 
America, after all. . . . 

The Literary Guild's fourth choice is a 
book that came to them from the African 
jungle. It is called "Trader Horn," and 
was out in the trade edition yesterday, 
through Simon & Schuster. Guild members 
received it at the same time. Jokti Gals-
worthy has written an enthusiastic foreword 
to it. . . . 

Anent Phelfs Putnam's title for his book 
of poems, "Trine," Moses Maimonides 
postal-cards us, "Surely I have read, and 
so have you, that 'Trine' was the most 
intelligible or the only one intelligible of 
all the utterances of the Oracle of the 
Holv Bottle!" . . . 

'V̂ 'e go to seek the Oracle, 
T H E PutENicL^N. 

''Mere'' Fiction? 
PEOPLE ROUND THE 

CORNER 
By Thyra Saniter \\'msIoiv 

"What becomes of men an.l 
women who settled down in a little 
house beyond the suburbs." 

—Harry Hansen, in The World. 
2nd printing. .$2.50 

THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN 
By Thomas Mann 

"The first great novel toward 
which have gone the full intel­
lectual resources of the twentieth 
century.'' —Ludzvig Lewisohn. 

2 volumes, boxed, $6.00 

THE LOVELY SHIP 
By Storm Jameson 

"The tragedy of many modern 
women." 

—AVzt' York Herald Tribune. 
$2.50 

LOVE IS ENOUGH 
By Francis Brett Young: 

"Nowhere, since Meredith's 
prime, has the spring of love been 
so lyrically and yet so truthfully 
painted: and the transition into 
married life is just as beautifullj' 
done." 

—J. C. Sqnire, in The Observer. 
2nd printing, two volumes boxed, 

$5.00 

MOONRAKER: or, 
The Female Pirate enH 

Her Friends 
By F. Tennyson Jesse 

". . . Told . . . with a halo of 
poetry surrounding every page." 

—E. F. Edgett. in the Boston 
Evening Transcript. 

$2.50 

MATTOCK 
By James Stevens 

"The comedj' in the things that 
men actually do." 

—Richmond News Leader. 
$2.50 

A l f r e d A . K n o p f 
In Canada, from the Macmillan Co. 

of Canada, Ltd. 
St. Martin's House, Toronto, 

Publisiier 

•ai*g^-« 

of a S'Vmt 
Being the Imaginary 
Biography of Raniero 
Di Landoccio Dei Pag-

, liaresi, Secretary to St. < 
Catherine of Siena. 

By V I D A D . S C U D D E R 

"The literary value of the 
book is unusually high. 
Miss Scudder writes in a 
style of distinction; she ^ i 1^ 
knows how to portray sue- ^ J2 
ceeding mental phases; and 
she possesses a fine poetic 
feeling." — San Francisco 
Monitor. $2-50 
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ALMA 
An American Novel of a 

W o m a n ' s H e a r t — b y 
M A R G A R E T F U L L E R 
Alma is a woman with a child­
like confidence that marriage 
and happiness await her just 
beyond each turn of the 
road. Through moments 
of shy, abrupt humor 
and scenes of passion­
ate intensity, one 
w a t c h e s t h i a 
strangely beauti­
ful womanlearn 

to read her 
own soul, 

$2.00 K 
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