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DECLARATION
OF LOVE*

By Georrrey DENNIS

Here, in this moving and strangely
told love-story, is a breaking of
all the idols that masquerade in
love’s name, and a pitiless analysis
of the emotions that a man and
2 woman can arouse in each other.

$2.50

THREE WIVES*

By BeaTriCE KEAN SEYMOUR

Woven into this vivid story of the

many relations which can subsist

in the name of marriage vou will

find the pattern of vour own life,
$2.50

THERE WAS
ONCE A CITY

By Goprrey E. TurtoN

The legend of a beautiful city
which flourished for a space and
vanished, deftly re-created as an
amusing satirical fantasy.

$2.30

AT ALL BOOKSHOPS
Books marked * gre to be had in Canada
from The Macmillan Company of
Canada, Ltd., St. Martin’s
House, Toronto.

Alfred A. Knopf
Publisher New York
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“The fandliest
Spuk in, Euqlish,
Letlers since, Lamb

ATLANTIC MonNTHLY

THE KINGDOM
OF
THEOPHILUS

By William J. Locke

By the Author of “Perella,” “The
Beloved Vagabond,” etc.

The story of Theophilus Bird,
who owned health and wealth,
but came near to failure in his
search for happiness. Clever in
dialogue, absorbing in narrative.
A good story, told in Locke’s
best manner. $2.50

DODD, MEAD & COMPANY

PROMOTION
: A ND

‘ RN 'COLLEGE CREDIT"

through the

HOME-STUDY COURSES

in 40 different subjects given by

THe Anibersity of Chicago

249 Eitis Hall, University of Chicago, Chicago, I11.
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EAR READERS:

Well he came back—ryes, I mean the
Phenician, and I know what 1 think of
him if he doesn’t print this. Because it
is a steamer letter, because when ke came
back T lost my job and overcome by the
bitterness of life I decided to go on a
vacation. In fact I have now become a
marine mouse entirely and 1 am not sure
but what I shall stick to the sea. . . .

It’s all right to say that it was the
Pheenician’s job in the first place, but any
fair-minded person will have to admit that
I had done remarkably well in the short
time I had at my disposal. In fact I chal-
lenge anyone to produce a mouse who can
do as well in the literary line in as short
a space of time, I had just got into the
swing of things and would have made my
mark if I had only been let alone. Of that
I am very sure. But the Pheenician with
his straitened intelligence decided other-~
wise. So I have gone down to the sea in
ships or to be exact have just passed the
Scilly Islands on the Berengaria and we
ought to get to Cherbourg about seven
o’clock tomorrow morning. . . .

It has been a good trip so far, I am in
the second class as that was where 1
eventually located after climbing up a
hawser down at the dock and making my
way along these many iron or steel wains-
coats which are so hard on a nouse offering
as they do no concealment. T am located
behind the washbasin thing in a cabin occu-
pied only by one man attracted as I was
to it because he seemed to have some books
around. He has Well¢’s “Meanwhile,” and
a book of poetry called “Requiem,” by
Humbert Wolfe, and a book T see is older,
“On the Margin,” by 4ldous Huxley, and
he has the Sketch and the Tatler and the
Royal Magazine, so 1 guess he must be an
Englishman. He smokes a pipe and takes
a cold bath in the morning. . . .

Of course I have been up in the first
class where they call them Salon Passen-
gers. And I have seen the English women
tennis plavers who are aboard and was
present the other evening at the concert
where they auctioned off a snapshot of these
young ladies for the sum of £20. It was
only an ordinary glazed photograph not
even mounted and even though the players
were all going to sign it, it seemed to me
a bit excessive as I thought what T could
do with that much money when I got to
Paris if T could only get it changed into
small enough French coins for me to carry
around, One of the English tennis plavers,
Miss Sterry, played the violin and was ac-
companied by the daughter of George M.
Cohan. . . .

I am sorry to say that there is a black
and white cat aboard but travel is certainly
not what it used to be when vou think that
they let cats aboard such magnificent ships
as this and do not even put them in the
steerage, ‘This cat has got some intimation
that T am present and vesterdav came into
the cabih when my man was out and T was
behind the water bottle. T have also got
up since on the pushed-up framework of
the upper berth which is not now in use
and there T feel safer. T have been out on
the deck also though, from one coign of
vantage enjoying seeing the passengers at
their silly amusements of shovel board and
rubber quoits and deck tennis. I have had
no beef tea or real tca but got hold of a
very good piece of biscuit the other day
that fell from a steward’s tray, and in the
dining room at night I have foraged
successfully, . . .

I have heard of rats on board ship, but
here, certainly, there do not scem to be any,
though I travel ever shadowily and warily.
The scagulls T have recently seen since we
sighted Bishop’s Light are certainly awful
creatures with quite a swoop to them. There
are dogs aboard but they are kept in
kennels up on the highest sun deck. . . .

Well, T am quite a fine sailor and bid
fair to become as great a success in this
occupation as I was in the literary line if
tyranny and injustice had not removed my
occupation and nipped in the bud my bright
licht of genius. But I am keeping up my
reading by perusal of the Daily Mail Ar-
lantic Edition which my man leaves in the
cabin. T was sorry to read of Mr. Marcus
Loew’s death and that Tilden and Hunter
won the doubles because I am fond of Billy
Johnstor whom I have cleverly dubbed,
myself, the TFighting Mouse of the
Courts. . . .

Yes, T shall be very traveled by the time
I get back and hope that all will go well
with my dear wife and family whom 1
left, T must admit in some dejection at my
departure. But then the opportunity does
not often offer for a mouse thus to advance

himself and increase his general knowledge
by rcading the various interesting items in
the Daily Mail Atlantic Edition and the
answers to the list of puzzling questions they
set their readers every day which are in the
back part. . . .

I have also come across an article in a
recent Scribner’s on the late Amy Loawvell
which interested me particularly the pictures
and I have perused many reproduced photo-
graphs of the English nobility at fashion-
able watering places. Also in the Royal is
an instalment of a new story by Margaret
Kennedy, the author of “The Constant
Nymph,” which is called “Red in the Morn-
ing” or something like that. I read several
lines of it but have so far got no distinct
impression of its style. . . .

So you see that T have been well occupied
beside walks on deck, mostly in the scuppers
as we sailors term them and climbing ropes
and things. The funnels are frightful into
one of which T nearly fell and the engine
rooms are a labyrinth of iron stairs terrible
to behold where the turbines and oil fires
and all that are as I heard an engineer say
if T am not misquoting him. The swim-
ming pocl in the first class I have seen and
the water is a beautiful color but I am
not a swimming mouse and do not even
care to venture into the canvas tank aft in
the tourist class. . . .

I think I shall go on to Southampton any-
wav. I must see England. One of my
ancestors, i1 believe, came from England.
He was a fieldmouse or a dormouse, 1
have forgotten which, but he had lived at
one time in the New Forest which he told
my father was somewhere near Southamp-
ton. Thev say there are wild ponies there
which I should not care for, but it is well
to visit the haunts of one’s ancestors. . . .

1 am not likelv, I think, to come back
with an English accent, though T shall get
together what souvenirs I can carry in small
compass.  Whether 1 shall eventually push
on to France by airplane T do not know,
but at this writing it does not look as
thoush T should settle in England perma-
nentlv. . . .

1 hove to keep up my writing and reading
and shall perhaps favor the noor old.desk-
ridden and overwrought Pheenician with
examples of myv skill at correspondence,
couched in my neat, cursory style. To my
many warm friends and hearty admirers 1
send this somewhat ennuyé adieu; but you
are sure to hear from a mouse as clever and
acconplished as T in no long space of time.
1 am accuiring even more polish and back-
ground than T demonstrated from the first
and have alreadv adapted mvself to deep-
water vovaging in a fashion T believe to be
uniaue among radents. . . .

Well, cheerv-ho, as we sav in England.
7 am glad to have done my little best. . . .
Help! There comes that confounded cat
again! . ..

O’REILLEY.

Edmond Jaloux, writing in Les Nouzelles
Littéraires of “Le Barrage” {(Paris: Plon),
Henry Bordeaux’s new novel, asserts that it
is the finest romance to have come from the
pen of its author. Tt is a work that in the
guise of a story depicts the struggle between
material and spiritual forces that goes on
constantly in human soclety, Its scene is
Taid in the Savoeise Alps where an engineer-
ing company has established a village around
its works, and where it harnesses nature for
material ends and takes no count of moral
or spiritual values. The contending points
of view are presented through the two
leading characters, one an engineer and the
other a hunter of chamois. The book is a
satire that is full of pathos,

Henrv Miller Rideout, who died last week
at the age of fifty, was a prolific and
versazile writer,  He was graduated from
Harvard in 18¢g, and the same year pub-
lished his “Letters of Thomas Gray,” and
a new edition of Tennyson’s “Princess,”
which he edited with Professor Charles T.
Copeland.  He spent five years on the
Harvard Faculty as an instructor in Eng-
lish, one product of this period being the
book, “Freshman English and Theme Cor-
recting at Harvard College,” in which Pro-
fessor Copeland again collaborated, as he
did in a third volume, “Selections from
Wordsworth, Byron, &c.,” issued in 1909,
after Mr. Rideout had abandoned teaching
for fiction-writing.

Mr. Rideout wrote numerous short stories
and ncvels, many of which appeared in the
Saturday Evening Post before publication
in book form, Among them were “The
Siamesz Cat,” “The Twisted Foot,” “White
Tiger,” and “Man Eater.”?
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m With cables and wireless mes-

sages crackling and sputtering their
way to WILL DuranT at Geneva, to
ArRTHUR ScHNITZLER and Franz
WERFEL at Vienna, and to ALFRED
AvLovsius Horn and ErasLrepa LEwis
at Johannesburg, Transvaal, and with
the racy installments of the WiLLiax
Ranvorpn HEARsT biography fluttering
in chapter by chapter, the decorous and
monastic atmosphere of The Inner
Sanctum seems charged with an electric
atmosphere.

MTrade Winds: Down Green-

wich Village way booksellers report, a
flurry on Death of @ Young Man by
W. L. BRiver . . . Out in Kansas, In-
diana and Missouri, where they take
their politics straight and their litera-
ture seriously, they are following the
advice of WiLriam ALLEN WHITE and
making a stampede on FREDERICK
Haziuyrr BrunNaAN’s novel, God Gol
One Vole. . . . ..

m@\\’herever books are read,

they are storming the stalls for Trader
Horn, The Slory of Philosophy, WiLL
Durant’s new book, Transition, A
Mental Autobiography, and—we salute
the house of Stokes and the house of
Holt for showing that eminent fiction
can sell in competition with glamorous
fact — A Good Woman, by Lous
BrovrieLp and Dusty  Answer, by
Rosamonp Leuman,

~~ESSANDESS

=

Congaree Sketches
By Edward C. L. Adawms

“These sketches stand in direct line of
the tales that made Joel Chandler Harris
famous and like them should find readers
not only among students of folk-lore but
also among that part of the public, voung
and old, which rejoices in the fertility and
ingenuity of the untutored negro mind.”—
The Saturday Review of Literature.

“I don’t know any book I'd rather have
than Congaree Sketches. In fact I've been
talking about buying a copy.* As a mat-
ter of fact I'm going to buy several to
send around to friends. So you haven't
spoiled a sale and you have done a very
kind and thoroughly appreciated deed.
Thank you.—From a friend. (*ltalics
ours).

Trade edition, $2.00
Limited autographed edition, $5.00
The University of
North Carolina Press
Chapel Hill, N. C.
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¢ Man as |
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\> By Pavur Rapin g
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') An illuminating study of prim- '\Q
7 itive thinking. The author’s N
\\‘ method in the main is to let .
» the aborigines speak for them- 4
f" selves and scattered through ’\
\ this book are primitive com- /i
[y positions, poetry and prose, R
¢ recorded in authentic transla- ")
\ tions, /i
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e $3.00 at Booksellers ’
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Large
Printings

Murder
Case

A Philo Vance Story
By S.8.Van Dine
Scribners

|
The \
Canary

$2.00




