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The Reader's Guide 
Conducted by MAY LAMBERTON BECKER 

Inquiries in regard to the selection of books and questions of like nature should 
be addressed to MRS. BECKER, C/O The Saturday Review. 

CLUBS in Illinois, Minnesota, and Mis
souri ask for a choice of new novels 

to review. At this writing- my admiration 
is centered upo!i "Gallions Keach," by H. 
M. Tomliiison (Harper) ; "Death Comes 
for the Archbishop," by Willa Gather 
(Knopf) ; "Dusty Answer," a pathetically 
young and wide-eyed novel by Rosamund 
Lehmann (Holt) that somehow keeps 
troubling after it is read; "The Love-
Child," a psychological fantasy by Edith 
Olivier (Viking), and Mr, Wells's "Mean
while" (Doran) . I have had a great time 
with Margaret Irwin's new story "Knock 
Four Times" (Harcourt, Brace), not only 
because I happen to have some slight ac
quaintance with Redcliffe Road, the "Rain
bow Road" of the story, a locality so much 
like our own Greenwich Village that it 
scarce seems to be in London. This story 
concerns an author who may have been 
Michael Arlenj anyway, he must have 
given her the starting point for him, and 
the tale is one that keeps you reading-. 
Also I have followed with amazement and 
amusement the political novel "God Got 
One Vote," by Frederick Brennan (Simon 
& Shuster) ; it is a city boss's life-story, 
cheerful and matter-of-fact, up-to-date and 
unperturbed. 

I have told at least ten widely scattered 
study clubs by mail that the most im
portant non-fiction book for them to study 
at present is in my opinion Andre Sieg
fried's "America Comes of Age" (Har
court, Brace), and that if they will take 
it by sections and illustrate with contem
porary novels they will ha\-e an unusual 
and certainly provocative season. Beard's 
"Rise of American Civilization" (Mac-
millan) should also be on such a reading-
list, and somewhere along the line should 
be found "The Art of Thought," by 
Graham Wallas (Harcourt, Brace), for this 
book opens the ej'es to the fact that we 
have gained more control over things and 
less over our own reasoning processes than 
ever in the history of mankind. 

C. C. M., Neiu York, asks for books on 
the affrecialion of works of art, for a 
beginner ivho is not a child. 

<«l_rOW to Study Pictures," by J. Little-
^ -•• Johns, R. B. A. (Macmillan), is 

one of the beautiful illustrated books for 
which the house of A. & C. Black is 
famous; it selects eight celebrated paint
ings in the National Gallery, the Louvre, 
and the Prado, reproduces them in colors, 
large enough to give an excellent idea of 
their appearance, and discusses them as if 
standing before them in the gallery, mak
ing little sketches now and then—over forty 
in all—to bring out special points. This 
book impresses me as most apt to give a 
beginner a taste for going further in an 
appreciation of technical points, without 
being itself in technical terms. "The Ap
proach to Painting," by Thomas Bodkin 
(Harcourt, Brace), a trustee of the Na
tional Gallery of Ireland, might be used 
by those who so often ask me for books 
"to take the place of a college education" 
—not that this is a college text, but it 
approaches the subject in that spirit. It 
gives you, indeed, your choice of several 
methods of approach, according to tempera
ment: philosophical, analytical, technical, 
casual, or by siege. This is followed by 
discussions of twenty famous pictures from 
Giotto to Manet, entertainingly described 
and shown in photograph. "Landmarks in 
Nineteenth Century Painting," by Clive 
Bell (Harcourt, Brace), goes on from 
where this leaves off, at least with little 
overlap, for it ranges from David to 
Cezanne—the student can go on from here 
with Mr. Bell's earlier work, "Since Ce
zanne" (Harcourt, Brace). One accustomed 
to the brilliant flings at mediocrity that di
versify the opinions of this critic, will find 
them in this volume, but somewhat gentler; 
he may rout the Pre-Raphaelltes, for in
stance, but he grants them the honors of 
war. Indeed, his highest bounces are when 
he steps on a subject off his path, such as 
the legitimacy of Louis Napoleon or the 
reminiscences of George Moore, This book 
too has pictures. There is a new book by 
BelPs opponent, R. H. Wilenski, "The 
Modern Movement in Art" (Stokes), which 
will help make it clear to one brought up 
in the old school. Whatever beginning 
book you choose, get "Art Through the 
Ages," by Helen Gardner (Harcourt, 
Brace), the best one-volume popular history 

of art that I know. It stretches from the 
t-arliest times to the present day and co\'ers 
ail countries, yet preser\'es an appearance 
of depth; one gets from it the comforting 
assurance of sincerity as well as of accu
racy. There are any number of small but 
\ery clear pictures, so arranged that you 
do not need to turn over pages to get at 
them. I have just found that the pictures 
in any of the histories of art that scatter 
small photographic illustrations freely 
through their text are brought out beauti
fully with an ordinary reading-glass such 
as costs a quarter anywhere; besides en
larging, they take on a relief something 
like that given by the obsolescent stereo
scope. I do not say obsolete for it is still 
in use in the happy village from which I 
have just returned—and next to a kaleido
scope, I know of no neater magic. 

W. R., Detroit, Mich., asks for books 
for a girl between twelve and fifteen. 
T MUST keep in this reply to the 
•*• new ones just coming in: among these 
there are some unusually good stories. If 
you want a volume of them selected by 
real girls, "Girl Scout Stories" (Doran) , 
the second collection chosen from the 
columns of the Girl Scout Magazine, T/ie 
American Girl, will be a safe and satisfactory 
choice. These are of the various types 
l>eloved of the 'teens—mystery, school, ro
mance, sport, and the rest—genuine and 
up-to-date enough to make the material for 
future history. The pictures are excellent, 
and the whole volume a good gift for a 
girl, whether scout or not. 

"Raquel of the Ranch Country," by 
Alida Sims Malkus (Harcourt, Brace), is 
to girls' stories what the work of half-a-
dozen specialists in cowboy literature is to 
stories for g-rown-ups. If there have 
been cow-girl tales for young readers I 
have never found them; this is evidently 
a book out of experience, and the plot, 
while sufficiently thrilling, is not at all 
bookish. It opens in a boarding-school but 
fortunately breaks out soon. "Ship of 
Dreams," by Edith Ballinger Price (Cen

tury) , is another unusual outdoor story for 
girls: the central figure is a boy who sails 
on what is meant to be a quiet trip to 
.'\frica to pick up a cargo of ivory, but 
there are enemies on board who blow up 
the ship, and the rest of the tale takes place 
in the ivory country, rescuing people and 
getting into trouble. I would have liked 
this when I was fifteen. "Janny," by Jane 
Abbott (Lippincott), will be taken gladly 
by a young public to whom Mrs. Abbott 
wears the mantle of Louisa Alcott. This 
book is .-Ylcottish in plot; a girl from 
Painted Post comes to live with a rich 
uncle's family in New York, not without 
snubs; misfortune, however, does for them 
what it did for the family visited by the 
old-fashioned Polly in the seventies or was 
it the eighties? There is a pleasant home-
flavor about "The Real Reward," by 
Christine Whiting Parmenter (Little 
Brown), which opens with a wedding in a 
New Hampshire village, attended by a pair 
of twins belonging to a large and amusing 
family group. A diamond necklace is 
missed from the presents, but the solution 
of the mystery is not what it is in grown
up tales of this sort. The mystery story 
for young readers, by the way, is develop
ing a tradition of its own, and Augusta 
Huiell Seasnan is one of its prophets. The 
Century Co. publish her books. "The Tar
tar Princess," by the Russian writer most 
popular with girls in this country, L. A, 
Charskaya (Hol t ) , is the third in a series 
that began witli "Little Princess Nina," and 
as rattledy-bang as the others; it opens by 
throwing her down a cliff and into the 
arms of a posse of bandits. Nevertheless 
it is not cheap stuff; the adventures are 
no more than a young lady in this part 
of the world—the Caucasus Mountains— 
may expect if she will go riding alone 
"possessed of all the charms of that type 
only to be found in the Lezgin auls of the 
Daghestan Mountains." "Soapsuds' Last 
Year," by Ethel C. Bridginan (Century), 
is an amusing school story, and Earl R. 
Silver's, "Carol at Highland Camp," 
(Appleton), a conventional summer-camp 
stoiv of a snob's reform, interesting to girls 
who go to camp. "Pansy" (Mrs. Isabella 
Alden) now in her eighties, has written 
a new book, "The Fortunate Calamity" 
(Lippincott), the catastrophe being an old 
aunt who turns out much better than ex
pected. It is a gentle and pleasant story. 

with the Christian virtues given a chance. 
"Downright Dencey," by Caroline Sned-
eker (Doublcday, Page) , is about a Quaker 
girl in old Nantucket; every lover of the 
island, young or old, will be charmed with 
it, and Dencey is a real addition to our 
young heroines. 

The Isabel Carleton books, by Margaret 
Ashmun (Macmillan), have been given a 
new dress, and now appear with a convinc
ing portrait of the heroine on the jacket: 
"Isabel Carleton's Year," "The Heart of 
Isabel Carleton," "Isabel Carleton's 
Friends," "Isabel Carleton in the West," 
and "Isabel Carleton at Home." These 
go from the last year in high school through 
college to the settling-down period; they 
are not to be confused with "series-books" 
in general, being of a much better quality. 
This may be because Margaret Ashmun's 
novels for adults have power and weight— 
see, for example, "The Lake" and "Pa." 
Sophia Cleugh writes about crinoline days 
convincingly; now she has taken to French 
history and manages to produce a perfectly 
respectable romance of the time of Louis 
XIV—unless an abduction at the altar be 
regarded as irregular. This occurs in 
"Jeanne Margot" (Macmillan) the story 
of a goose-girl who went to Mme. de Main-
tenon's St. Cyr and then to court. 

These are all for the fifteen-year edge 
of this request: I do not know where to 
put Laura Spencer Portor's "The Little 
Long Ago" (Dutton) , or indeed whether 
it should be called a child's book at all. 
But remembering that the stories I loved 
best were those that began "when I was a 
little girl," and that my own childhood, 
thus told to my daughter, was always in 
active demand, I think Mrs. Portor's ex
quisite remembrance of a happy childhood 
would make valued reading-aloud even to 
little children. It is a comfort to come 
upon one writer who has no grouch against 
either her family or her home—come to 
think of it, I have found two this year, 
the other being the anonymous author of 
"The House Made with Hands" (Bobbs-
Merri l l) , who also wrote "Miss Tiverton." 
The latest (though in England earliest) 
novel is so charming that I cannot see why 
the writer insists on keeping under cover— 
unless indeed she thinks it too hopelessly 
old-fashioned to remember one's parents 
with admiration. 

{^Conti)iiied on page 1S7) 
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FOR VISITING CRITICS 
Each contributes the lead
ing article to "Books" for 
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Thomas Beer 
Ellen Glasgo-w 
Lewis Mumford 
Llewelyn Powys 

G. B. Stern 
Lytton Strachey 
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effect at its expiration. 

52 issues of "BOOKS" 
for $1.00 
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"Who reads an American book?" 

asked Sydney Smith in 1820. 

N 1927, there is no dearth of good books—hence the 
need for good book criticisms. "BOOKS" is the sparkling, 
week ly r e v i e w p u b l i s h e d by t h e N e w Y o r k H e r a l d 
Tribune. It presents a stimulating, authoritative survey 
of contemporary literature. 

Readers of "BOOKS" do not follow the parade ot literary 
conversation — tbey lead it. In sparkling, concise articles 
they are kept informed at all times of the best in new 
publications. 

Last Spring, the subscription price of "BOOKS" was temporarily reduced 
from $2.00 to $1.00. The plan was so popular that it will be repeated 
this season. 

52 issues of "BOOKS" for $i.oo 
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The Phoenix Nest 

lS[ew Viking l>lovels 

"Original, fresh, spirited, 
unusual and enjoyable." 

— T H E L O N D O N T I M E S 

THE 
JLOVE-
C e i L B 
by EDITH OLIVIER 

A spinster creates a child 
of her imagination with 
such devot ion t ha t it 
comes to life . . . The dis
covery of this rare story 
is the first event of the 
new literary season. The 
Love-Child has won the 
hearts of the discerning 
critics, including Frank 
Swinner ton and Anne 
Douglas Sedgwick, and of 
all readers who relish 
originality and sensitive 
artistry. Idpinting. $1,50 

THE BAMK 
CHAMBER 
by LEONARD CLINE 

Author o/GOD HEAD 
d«d'LISTEN MOON! 

"A tale as good as Bram 
Stoker's Dracula and as 
mind-curdling as Kipling's 
The Mark of the Beast. It 
is most notable that Mr. 
Cline has wrought the 
miracleofcombiningatale 
of terror and a sheer love
liness of golden song." — 
DONALD DOUGLAS in The 
Herald-Tribune $2,00 

s 

COKFEICTS 
by STEFAN ZWEIG 

Translated by Eden and Cedar Paul 

This volume, with three 
novelettes, is Germany's 
b e s t - s e l l e r of 1927. 
Whether in the story of 
the Englishwoman who 
impulsively abandoned 
the tradition of her caste 
to save a strange young 
man at Monte Carlo; of 
the wealthy bourgeois, 
undone hy his wife and 
daughter; or of the profes
sor, victim of a sinister 
passion—the author's art 
is unwavering, his insight 
into human nature infal
lible. $2.50 

"One of the finest 
contemporary writers." 

— T H E N A T I O N 

The 
VIKING PRESS 
30 Irving Place, New York 

" p i O G R A P H Y still flourishes luxur ious ly , 
•*-' pa r t i cu la r ly the life histories of grea t 
and g-audy Amer icans of the past. T h i s 
Fa l l , a m o n g others, we have wi th us Com
modore Vanderb'dt, Boss Tweed, Henry 
Ward Beecher. A n d among- g rea t l i t e ra ry 
figures of the wor ld ' s past we note new 
studies of rare Ben Jonson, Villon, and 
Heinrich Heine, Lewis Browne, w h o lately 
analyzed wor ld religions fo r us, wri tes on 
the last-named. F r o m gossip about his book 
we cull t w o remarkable remarks of Heine . 
T h e first was wi th reference to mee t ing 
Goethe at last. Heine had l o n g p lanned 
w h a t "subl ime and p r o f o u n d t h i n g s " he 
would say to the older poet .should they ever 
meet. " B u t when at length I did see h i m , " 
he avers, " I could only say that the p lums 
on the road between Jena and W e i m a r tasted 
very g o o d , " Aga in , f rom a sick-bed, he 
said to a visitor, " A h , you find me n o w 
ut ter ly s t u p i d ! " " I l l , you m e a n , " the 
other suggested, " N o , s tup id , " the inval id 
insisted. " Y o u see, Alexandre Wei l l was 
just here, and we exchanged ideas ! " . . . 

" C o u n t T e n " is a novel of contrasts by 
a new wr i te r , Mildred E-oatis Gilman. I t is 
published by Boni & L iver ight . W e hear 
good th ings of it. And a younge r sister 
of the eminent poet, Ed/ia St. Vincent 
Millay, viz. Kathleen Millay, is the au thor 
of a first book of poems published by the 
same firm, " T h e Evergreen T r e e " is its 
tit le, . . . 

Judge Lindsey's new book on " T h e Com
pan iona te M a r r i a g e " is sure to cause a g rea t 
deal of discussion, Havelock Ellis says of 
it, " N o t h i n g could be more reasonable o r 
more modera te , and it is absurd to suppose 
there is a n y t h i n g revolu t ionary or i m m o r a l 
in the proposal . On the cont rary , I do no t 
know w h o is today doing better w o r k as a 
moral is t than you a r e . " W e certainly agree 
with M r . Ell is . Judge Ben B. Lindsey is 
one of our heroes, and his present book is as 
ful l of superb common-sense as its predeces
sor, " T h e Revol t of Mode rn Y o u t h . " . . . 

Our old fr iend, Frank Shay, dubbed by 
Chr-islof/ier Morley the Blue-Eyed Book
seller, has just added to his achievements as 
a compiler a vo lume that has knocked our 
eye out. "P ious Fr iends and D r u n k e n C o m 
pan ions , " b rough t ou t by Macau l ay a n d 
copiously i l lustrated by John Held, Jr.'s in
tensely m o v i n g wood-cuts , contains most of 
the best classic bal lads meet f o r convivia l 
ga ther ings . T h e y are of al l kinds, and 
they are near ly al l of the best v in tage . 
A n o t h e r old fr iend, Charles J. Finger, w h o 
has produced much fine l i te ra ture in the last 
few years , now furnishes us with " F r o n t i e r 
B a l l a d s " ( D o u b l e d a y ) . In this case the 
woodcu t i l lus t ra tor of same is a very dif
ferent sort of master f rom J o h n Held , 
be ing Paul Honore, who has i l lustrated 
some of F i n g e r ' s f o r m e r works . F i n g e r 
incorporates the songs he has gatliered t o 
gether in a r u n n i n g nar ra t ive descriptive 
of the environments in which the songs 
were first heard and of the odd characters 
that sang them. F inger is one of the few 
for tuna te adventurers who has knocked 
a round in m a n y odd corners of the w o r l d 
and is yet able to b r ing the true romant ic 
touch to his reminiscences, . . . 

" T r a n s i t i o n , " Will Diirant's new M e n t a l 
Au tob iog raphy , was actual ly wri t ten before 
" T h e Story of Ph i losophy ," but in view of 
the widespread interest in the la t te r its pub
lication was delayed for more than a year 
and a hal f . W e have found " T r a n s i t i o n " 
quite absorbing, especially f o r D u r a n t ' s ex
periences in his effort to reconcile ( t o h im
self) the Cathol ic Church and Socialism, 
and his later experiences wi th anarchists. . . . 

Jo Auslander wri tes us tha t he , too , has 
r idden on the 20th Century and observed 
the loveliness of a li t t le haugh ty lady in 
the Observation Car . But he sat down to 
the typewr i te r in the C lub Car , ac tual ly in
serted a sheet of paper , and commenced a 
sonnet, — b e i n g rude ly in ter rupted by " a 
fe l l ah in a blue cap and a black vo ice . " He 
cont inues: 

I was half way through the next car—it was 
named Eau de Pinaud, I believe, or something 
like that—when I heard a terrific snort, fol
lowed by a filthy gutfaw. I had left that piece 
of paper in that typewriter! 

Bobbs-Merr i l l have b r o u g h t out Bob 
Nathan^s latest, " T h e Wood-Cut te r ' s House . " 
Rober t Na than is a con tempora iy whose 
w o r k has a lways impressed us as possessing 
unusual distinction. He is one of the f ew 
Amer ican wr i te rs of the day who has a 
style. . . . 

W e have had two mysterious communica
tions f r o m Dido ' s Cave , wherever tha t is, 
the first qui te evidently f rom D i d o herself, 
the second f r o m a k indred mouse wr i t i ng to 
O'Reilley. T h e mouse is named Hank and 

it seems that he recently at tended the b ig 
fight at Soldiers' Field, Chicago . He says 
in p a r t : 

VoLi heard about this bobbing and weaving 
biHines;, didn't you? You take it from me, 
O'Reilley, It's just tlie cat's tactics, that's all 
it is. The whole shooting-match Is just a pussy
foot purnrsuit: great paws knocking you out 
wicli a (juick oaf-tv\o to the body; a long hook 
to tlic jawi left, right, Ifftj a final uppcrcut 
in liiL- middle section, and there you are. 

One Lew Ney has been d i rec t ing the Firs t 
Nat iona l Poe t ry Exhib i t ion as he calls it 
down at 30 East 12 th Street. T w o months 
ago , he says, " w e started p i n n i n g poems on 
my studio wal l in answer to a letter p u b 
lished in the Times." His studio became the 
rendezvous for poets f rom Brooklyn , M o u n t 
Vernon, Connecticut , Det ro i t , Da l las , E n g l e -
vvood, etc. But each poem entered in the 
exhibition hereaf ter must be accompanied 
by ten cents, as one man tried to leave 3,000 
poems! " T h i s stops the gu inea -p ig var ie ty 
and gives mere h u m a n beings a chance ," 

When a poem is received it is pasted in a 
scrapbook. Visitors (who may go to llie studio 
any time of day after ten A, M,) read these 
poems and endorse those they like. Five en
dorsements give the poem a number and a place 
in another book-like scrapbook where all the 
poems are uniformly typed. Twenty-five en
dorsements in this scrapbook from heterogeneous 
readers make the poem eligible to be printed in 
our "primary" anthology. As soon as enough 
poems have been endorsed for the publication 
of 32 r,abloid pages of "primary" anthology (a 
booklet like the Neui York Times Book Revietv 
section) tile collection will go to press. 

Donald F. Rose, of Bryn Athyn , Pa , , has 
sent us his book "Stuff and Nonsense: A 
M a n u a l of Unimpor tances f o r the M i d d l e 
b rows . " Sometime ago we repr in ted his 
" A n Histological T r a g e d y , " an unusual ly 
clever piece of l igh t verse f rom his m a g a 
zine Stujf and Nonsense. W e find it aga in 
in this ga the r ing- toge the r of his best pieces, 
as well as other "Pedagog ica l Perp lex i t ies , " 
one verse of one of which we desire to 
acquaint you wi th . It seems t ime ly : 

Some sing the joys of liquor alcoholic, 
Of chamfagne dry. 
Of Scotch and rye! 

Some sing of pleasures urban or bucolic. 
But not so I! 

I sing of deeds and duties pedagogic. 
That teachers do. 
And students rue; 

Oj Greek and Latin, Rhetoric a>id Logic, 
And Physics too! 

Hearken, hearken! Schoolbells sound afar! 
Hasten, hasten! Speed the rattling car! 
Curric-ulum, curricula! Currictilum, cur

ricula! 
Schoolbells sound afar! Curriculum, cur

ricula ! 

A note f rom O'Rei l ley 5 he has star ted 
across E n g l a n d . T h i s a r r ived , scrawled on 
a postal-card, jus t about an hou r a g o : 

Phoenician: Have entered the circus business. 
After leaving Southampton I met up with the 
Alfred J, Bartlett Touring Entertainments 
forging along with their red vans through the 
New Forest. Flying Dragons. Firm of Estab
lished P.eputatioiv, Universal Attractions. They 
are featuring me as only American Literary 
Mouse in Captivity. Think I will stay with the 
siiow business till winter sets in. Love to Jim 
Tully! 

O ' R E I L L E Y . 

We sweep our chapeau to ear th in honor 
of the new consolidat ion of Doub leday , 
Page and C o m p a n y and the George H . 
D o r a n Company . I t looks a lmost l ike a 
lively book t rus t ! . . . 

Lincoln MacVeagh of the Dia l Press is 
to b r i n g ou t a vo lume of the poems of 
T/ieodore Maynard in the Spr ing . T h e o d o r e 
is now residing in Leonia, New Jersey. . . . 

Miss A. Page Cooper asks us w h a t book 
we would give fo r Christ inas to a—but , no, 
we mustn ' t betray that secret. W e are still 
t r y ing to think up someth ing . . . . 

David Lamson, of the S tanfo rd Universi ty 
Press, has earned o u r thanks f o r a very 
pleasant letter. W e wish %ve had k n o w n 
about him when we were f o r an a f te rnoon 
in Palo Al to . He unders tood tha t we were 
born in a small Ca l i fo rn i a t own . N o ; but 
we lived in one awhi le , years ago . I t was 
Benicia. But we are no t the or ig ina l 
Benicia Boy. O u r real n a m e is not 
Heenan . . . . 

M r . Lamson asks us, " D i d you pick 
prunes when you were a k i d — a t five cents 
a box? A n d h o w are you on cu t t ing apr i 
c o t s ? " T h e answer to the first is alas , n o ; 
to the second, our apr ico t -cu t t ing is simply 
terr ible . . . , 

But here's to the S tan fo rd Universi ty 
Press! 

T H E P H C E N I C I A N , 

Earning $2000 a Week in Royalties 

-xv^^J^ 

Trader Mora ID rnc tlcsh 

Camera porcr;iic bv Leon Lerson, Johanne-ibiirg 
v& by Hthelreda Lewis 

1̂ 1 o more peddling 

Gridirons for 

TRADER HORN 
A L L THE BEADING WORLD has heard how this 
hcst-selling book leaped from a peddler's 
pack—how Alfred Aloysius Horn, an aged 
hawker of ki tchenware, was encouraged 
by Mrs. Ethelreda Lewis, the South African 
novelist, to w r i t ; his memories of early days 
as a trader on the Ivory Coast, And now, 
over 50,000 copies of his book have been 
sold! N o more " d o s s h o u s e " days! No 
more " p h i l a n t h r o p y " ! 

Kept Martin Johnson up all night 
T H E CELEBRATED African explorer, in his en
thusiasm for Trader Horn ' s book, wr i t e s : 
" I t is delightful—the best book of adven
ture I have ever read. Trader Horn conveys 
t h a t subtle mysterious something about 
Africa whjch sets t he spell upon those of 
us w h o follow the trails of the jungle and 
the ve ld t , " Mart in Johnson's t r ibute is just 
one of hundreds t ha t fill t w o huge scrap-
books. Get acopy of Trader Horn, and know 
w h y it is delighting so many thousands. 

At all Bookstores $4-00 

Published by SIMON and SCHUSTER 

37 West 57th St., New York 

Henry van Dyke's 
new hook 

Chosen Poems 
Selected by 
Dr. van Dyke 

I n t h e s e p o e m s by H e n r y v a n D y k e 
is t h e g a r n e r e d t r e a s u r e of n e a r l y 
forty year.s of t h e s inging of b i r d s , of 
t h e b e a u t i e s of w o o d s a n d s t r eams , 
m o u n t a i n and sky, of s t ress and 
s t o r m , and t h e h e a l i n g of spi r i tua l 
peace , all filtered t h r o u g h a n under 
s t and ing hea r t , a n d r e n d e r e d elo
q u e n t in h a u n t i n g inekKly. 

Uniform in binding uith the vol
umes of the Original Illustrated 
Edition of Dr. van Dyke's worka. It 

is issued also in leatlier binding. 
Cloth. X2.f,0: leather, $3.00 

C h a r l e s Scr ibi ier ' s Sons 

S t i l l m a k i n g 

and ]\ <j I di n g f r i e n d s 

UNKIND STAR 
By Nancy Hoyt 

T h e b r i l l i a n t s t o r y of t w o 

d a u g h t e r s of d i p l o m a t i c s o c i e t y 

w h o s e l ives w e r e c u r i o u s l y e n 

t a n g l e d . B y t h e a u t h o r of 

Roundabout. 

Second large printing. ^;2.50 

T H E L O V E L Y S H I P 
By Storm Jameson 

T h e conflict of love and a career 

in one w o m a n ' s life. 

Second large printing. $ 2 . 5 0 

A t a l l b o o k s h o p s 

Alfred A. 
Pub l i she r 

Knopf 
N e w Y o r k 
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