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Points of View 
Gossip from London 

To the Editor of The Saturday Re'vieiu: 
SIR: 

I have to report, for the benefit of the 
Bowling- Green's customers, that the Black 
Dog- Pub, in Shoe Lane, is an agreeable 
place either to start or to break a journey. 

But to yourself I must bewail the fact 
that only the perversity of animate objects 
prevented this report from being of far 
greater interest. For by a melancholy 
chance your investigator missed being con
ducted to the Black Dog by no less a guide 
than the Tomlinson, himself. 

It befell thus: Upon arrival in London 
I established contact with Mr. Frank V. 
Morley, the admirable brother of the con
ductor of the Bowling Green, to whom I 
was directed by a friend. I confessed 
to him an interest in the Black Dog. Frank 
not only offered to show that pub, but went 
on to say that if I would come to lunch on 
the next day (a Tuesday, I think) he would 
exhibit Tomlinson in person and that after
ward we would shanghai Tommy, take him 
to the Black Dog and cause him to point out 
the spot where it all started, as they still say 
in Dayton, Tenn. And that would have 
made a story for your customers. 

On the appointed day I showed up for 
lunch, as also did another Tomlinson ad
mirer named VignoUes, a young man just 
returned from Singapore. You will agree 
that a man could not possibly have a better 
name in which to be just returned from 
Singapore than Vignolles. And so to the 
Rainbow. But, as one versed in the ways 
of men and mice might have known, that 
was just the day chosen by the Tomlinson 
to stay away. 

We had, however, a pleasant company, 
with whom you must be familiar. The only 
names I remember were Harold Laski and 
Cobden-Sanderson. But there were many 
pleasant souls. My next-chair neighbor had 
been born in Indianapolis and had lived 
there until he had reached two and one-half 
years. So you see we got matey almost 
immediately. Naturally he had some stand
ing as an authority on America. He told 
the chap across from us all about American 
salesmen—their pep, their purposefulness, 
and their diligence in studying Psychology, 
by which (he said) they were able to sell 
anyone anything, any time or where. "You 
may not believe it," he assured his friends, 
"but they could sell you anything, absolutely 
anything, whether you wanted to buy it or 
not. Isn't that sor" He addressed the 
last to me. A nice question. I am sorry to 
say I failed my native land in this pinch, 
and told the truth. Another gentleman ar
gued for individual liberty of speech and 
action, on the thesis: "A man should be 
allowed to make a nuisance of himself as 
much as he pleases, provided only he doesn't 
make a damned nuisance of himself." It 

was delightful. After lunch an expedition 
of six or so was organized to visit the Black 
Dog and survey the authentic scene. 

Crossing Fleet street, we set and made 
good an easterly course of some two hun
dred yards, sighting no obstacles to naviga
tion save an excavation containing a half 
Cozen navvies. Arrived at the corner of 
Shoe Lane, we turned sharp left and pro
ceeded north up that thoroughfare. 

You know the London lanes. Shoe Lane 
is on the large side (as the pipe merchants 
say) and pretty straight. Its first reach, 
from Fleet street to its confluence with St. 
Bride's street, is a matter of some two hun
dred yards. Up this the party proceeded. 
At approximately the middle of the stretch 
the party encountered a large lorry, laden 
with rolls of virgin newsprint. Forced to 
pass in single file, the various members of 
the party were observed each to lay a gentle 
palm upon the end of a cylinder of paper. 
The gesture would be a furtive caress which 
changed its mind and decided too late to be 
a slap. Whether this is a rite of some sort, 
practiced by gentlemen of the press, I do 
not know. I report it for what it is worth. 

The party was now arrived at the open 
space or square where Shoe Lane and St. 
Bride's Street stop to parley with their lesser 
neighbors. Little New Street and Stonecutter 
Street. Here, on the northwest corner (i. e. 
the corner of Shoe Lane and Little New 
Street) stands the Black Dog. 

It is a building of some three or four 
stories, rather undistinguished in architec
ture. Upon its face it bears its name and, 
further, the sign of its proprietors, the ami
able Messrs. Mann, Grossman, and Paulin, 
vifho are, as you know, a sort of Frank G. 
Shattuck Co. of the Pub business. There 
is some further sign intimating that the 
liquids to be had within are excellent, but 
by this time we were about to enter. 

There are three doors for the convenience 
of the Black Dog's patrons: One diagon
ally on the corner and two in Little New 
Street. By the nearer of these two we en
tered, and found ourselves in a small, rec
tangular barroom, evidently one of several. 
Your correspondent, agitated lest the thirst 
of the party might have led it past the True 
Room, made anxious inquiries. "Oh," said 
the others, who know their pubs, "this was 
the room, all right, for at that time of day 
Tommy and the Skipper couldn't possibly 
have gotten into the others." Saying which 
a round of port was ordered and found to 
be unimpeachable in quantity and quality. 

Your correspondent, now equipped for 
observation, gazed about and reports as fol
lows : 

The room, which runs along the Little 
New Street side of the building-, is some 
twentv feet long by ten wide, and is rather 
high than low. Along the inboard side 
ranges the bar, a comfortable affair of some 
dark wood—walnut perhaps—well weath-
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ered and smooth. At the moment it bore, 
beside the glasses of the assembled company 
(with encircling fists), a glass-imprisoned 
cake of the layer variety, at which the brass 
handles of the beer pumps peered in some 
resentment. In the narrow runway b<;hind 
the bar, the cupbearer was nimble, in a 
leisurely fashion, in the practise of his art. 
On the rear wall are the usual mirrors, and 
in front of them shelves with appropriate 
furnishings of bottles, chiefly whiskey and 
port, ranged like the pieces on a chessboard 
behind pawnlike piles of cigarette packets. 
There were, too, the usual small signs com
mending beverages to the attention of the 
Black Dog's clients, and one which warned 
against gambling. 

Behind us, as we faced the bar—that is 
to say, along the outer wall—runs a sort of 
bench or settee—a subway-seat affair, wait
ing to receive the leisurely inclined. It is 
upholstered in a hard, black oilcloth which 
may or may not have received the posteriors 
of Tommy and the Skipper—I am not 
archeologist enough to say—as they sat in 
that momentous discussion. Above this— 
high enough to be out of the way, even of 
a City Hat—is a shelf for discarded glasses, 
and behind that the windows—two large 
plateglass ones. 

I will not detain you with a description 
of our Proceedings, which were of the ap
proved type. They continued until the bar
man, mindful of the behests of the much-
hated Dora, eased us out with gently in
sistent bleats of "Now, then, gentlemen." 

For the rest I have to report that the 
other two rooms, in succession toward the 
Shoe Lane front are, first a small ladies' bar 
not more than ten by ten, and second a much 
plainer and dingier public bar hardly larger, 
at the corner. 

When Tommy and the Skipper had had 
their liquids they emerged (I am told) and 
proceeded down St. Bride's Street to the 
Ludgate Circus end. It was there that the 
Skipper played his Dirty Trick on Tommy, 
for which he deserves the gratitude of every 
decent man. 

ROBERT K . LEAVITT. 

Life and "Lives" 
To the Editor of The Saturday Revieiv: 
SIR: 

I appreciate Dr. Watson's complaint, " I 
am sick of 'psychology'." Certainly, many 
contemporary novelists have been concerned 
too much with new psychological theories, 
too little with observation of life. But I 
am a bit suspicious of any essay on art under 
the title "Feed Me on Facts"; and this 
suspicion is verified by the article itself. It 
is the province of Dr. Watson, as a scientist, 
to feed us on facts; but he can scarcely de
mand the same thing of the artists. "Facts" 
—in the sense in which Dr. Watson some
times uses the word—are hardly their final 
concern; nor scientific theories; but a vision 
of life, an imaginative interpretation of a 
myriad facts. 

Dr. Watson's demand that art turn science 
is illustrated by his reference to biography. 
"I don't see how anyone except a very naive 
person could write up his own life." Why? 
First, because no one would have the will, 
second, because no one would have the 
technique, to be entirely honest. But what 
is one's life,-and what, therefore, its story.^ 
Says Dr. Watson again: "No wife could 
possibly read the autobiography of her hus
band. No husband could read the true life 
on his wife." Not the "Watsonian life" 
certainly; not the sum total of all deeds 
and ideas. But is such a sum total, life? 
Not in art. If I tell the story of my life 
so as to produce the definite impression of 
that life on others, I do so by relating a 
certain number of facts, objective and sub
jective, all of which, severally and together, 
represent the meaning of my life. This 
autobiography lives in proportion, first, as 
I am alive, second, as I understand the es
sence of my life and the technique for mak
ing that essence apparent in the • written 
word. 

I should say that many contemporary 
biographies and autobiographies are weak 
primarily not because their authors are un
acquainted with the latest theories of psy
chology, but because they are unacquainted 
with the methods of art and with life itself. 
Herein lies the weakness of the so-called 
psychological, or "stream-of-consciousness," 
novel and biography. These are bad be
cause tlie essence of life is not in the stream 
of consciousness, but in actions—and in 
words, gestures, and grimaces, all of which 
are actions. It is through these means that 
we realize the life within our fellows; it 
is through these means that we knoiv them 
to be alive. And the story that plays up 
ideas and images at the expense of spoken 
words and actions fails to produce in the 

reader that tremendous sense of life that 
great art—and life itself at times—produces. 
Take, for instance, a beautifully written 
novel like "Mrs. Dalloway," by Virginia 
Woolf. There is everywhere throughout 
this book the stirring of life, but life itself 
is not proved sufficiently by words and deeds. 
Mrs. Dalloway does not finally live. 

Any more, I think, than I live even to 
myself except in words and deeds. We like 
to flatter ourselves that our story can never 
be told; that we have an innar life—vague 
desires, floating images—that the objective 
biography could never catch. Therefore, 
we welcome the psychological biography 
and autobiography. But I wonder: when 
we think over our lives, what are the 
memorable, the impressive, moments? For 
me, at least, the moments that found ex
pression in word or deed. The rest? Very 
beautiful, sometimes, in a vague, appealing 
way; but never certain, definite, stamped 
with meaning—never memorable. The be
ginnings of life were there—faint, beau
tiful stirrings. I may regret that these be
ginnings never found complete sanction in 
word or deed. I do not know why they 
missed it, but they did; and when I think 
of my life they are but a faint and in
tangible background for remembered words 
and actions. 

In other words, persons who live, in the 
actual world or in art, express themselves. 
Life, like Croce's poetry, is expression. And 
1 doubt if it makes much difference about 
psychology, subconscious or otherwise, ex
cept as this eventuates in recognizably char
acteristic words and deeds. In this sense, 
I too am weary of psychology. But this 
isn't what Dr. Watson meant. 

JAMES M C B . DABBS. 

Coker College 
Hartsville, S. C. 

A Reviewer Replies 
To the Editor of The Saturday Review: 
SIR: 

In your issue of June 25, Mr. Dan F. 
Waugh of Tokyo, with a courtesy of phrase 
not always used by correspondents, severely 
dispraises a review of "Lotus and Chrys
anthemum" which I wrote for your issue 
of March 3. 

In reply to the questions he asks, I think 
it sufficient to say that a reviewer has open 
to him many different ways of handling a 
book, each way perfectly valid for its par
ticular purpose. He may analyze the tech
nical faults of the book, or point out the 
errors of judgment it displays, or lament 
that it is not some totally different kind of 
book, or damn it in general with good old 
Johnsonian gusto. Had I done any one of 
these things, Mr. Waugh would doubtless 
have been better pleased. But a reviewer 
does not always say all that he thinks about 
a given book; he has not space for that. 
In a given case, it may seem to him wiser 
to pass over even very serious faults, in 
the interest of trying to give his readers a 
clear and imaginative account of certain 
real pleasures which the book holds in store. 
The reviewer is not necessarily limited to 
the role of a schoolmaster assigning grades 
to class papers; often it is his privilege and 
his duty to enact the part of a returned 
traveler, pointing out to his stay-at-home 
friends the beauties that are to be found 
in a distant country. 

It will interest Mr. Waugh to know that 
I agree with all his objections to the book, 
and that I could point out several more 
which he does not raise. But I deliberately 
omitted these matters from my review, for 
the reason that I was primarily concerned 
in calling to my readers' attention the kind 
of literary refreshment which the best por
tions of the book offered. I must admit 
that I have no patience with a review that 
displays merely the reviewer's clever aware
ness that the book could have been done 
better. 

I am highly complimented by Mr, 
Waugh's final accusation against me. He 
says—"We ask him for a stone, and he 
gives us bread." No more gratifying words 
have ever been addressed to me; no finer 
tribute was ever paid to a reviewer; and 
surely no stranger confession was ever made 
by a disapproving reader. 

ARTHUR DAVISON FICKE 

Austerlitz, N. Y. 

Two noted French writers have recently 
brought out new books. Paul Bourget in "Le 
Tapin" (Paris: Plon) has included what he 
terms "two studies," the one entitled "L'En-
fant de la Morte" and the other "Une Fille-
Mere." Roland Dorgeles's volume, "Mont-
martre Mon Pays" (Paris: Lesage), presents 
the reminiscences of a sojourner in Mont-
martrc. 
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The New Books 
T h e books listed by title only in the classified list below are noted here as 

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

Art 
LECTURES ON EGYPTIAN ART. By Jean Capart. 

University of North Carolina Press. $5. 

Belles Lettres 
H O M E R ' S I T H A C A : A Vindication of 

T r a d i t i o n . By SiR R E N N E L L R O D D . Long
mans, Green. 1927. $2 .40 . 

In the days when H o m e r was reg'arded 
as s imply a romancer , and the w a r of T r o y 
as a myth , it was. a mat te r of very li t t le 
m o m e n t whether the places named in the 
I l iad and the Odyssey could be located or 
not . But la t ter ly , since the results of a r -
chasological invest igat ion have begun to con
firm H o m e r in so s t r ik ing a fashion, his 
admire r s have become very anxious to prove 
h im t rus twor thy at al l points . T h i s is not 
a lways easy to do. T h e question here dealt 
w i th is whether the I thaca where Odysseus 
l ived is one wi th the classical I thaca, the 
modern T h i a k i . T h e dispute is no longer 
between those who believe in Homer ' s 
accuracy and those w h o do not , but be
tween those w h o believe tha t his description 
of I thaca cannot be satisfied by the island 
la te r so called and those who believe it 
can. Of the la t te r pa r ty is Sir Rennell 
R o d d ; his most fo rmidable opponent is D r . 
D o r p f e l d , to whose acuteness and industry 
the study of prehistoric Greece owes so 
much. Both have studied not only the text, 
but the g round , both are equal ly respectful 
of their source. Nei ther avoids all the dif
ficulties, but most readers wi l l feel tha t the 
thesis of the present book strains the evi
dence less than does D r . Dorp fe ld ' s ingeni
ous hypothesis tha t the or ig ina l I thaca was 
the semi-island of Leucas f r o m which the 
inhabi tants were expelled, c a r r y i n g the name 
with them to their new home. 

Wha teve r one's personal convictions, the 
new book is welcome, fo r it contains much 
the best avai lable firsthand description of 
the te r r i to ry , toge ther wi th a p a i r of sketch 
maps , the lack of which has made many 
discussions of the problem very difficult 
to fo l low. T h e book is pleasant ly wr i t ten , 
t hough too brief to exhaust a l l aspects of 
the question. T h e author ' s conclusion is 
tha t H o m e r must have been personal ly ac
quainted with I thaca to describe it so 
vividly. An al ternat ive suggestion ( o r i g i 
na l ly Bera rd ' s ) that he fo l lowed the data in 
an ancient sea tale, is e laborated by Frank 
Brewster in an art icle on " I thaca , D u l i -
chium, Samos, and wooded Zacyn thus" in 
the H a r v a r d Studies in Classical Ph i lo logy , 
1925. He there discusses some points left 
untouched by Sir Rennel l , and refers more 
fu l ly to the l i t e ra ture of the subject. But 
the American argues f rom cha r t s ; the E n g 
lishman has sailed up the I thaca channel 
and careful ly explored the island, and he 
is the more convincing. 

A HISTORY OF MODERN ENGLISH LITERATURE. 

By Sir Edmund Gosse. Appleton. $1. 
LIVING ENGLISH STUDIES. By Enie Let-. Mac-

niillan. 

Biography 
W H O ' S H O O V E R ? By W I L L I A M H A R D . 

D o d d , M e a d . 1928. 

Readers who are accustomed to skip pre
faces wil l be doubly for tuna te in omi t t ing 
the pretentious and commonplace "V iew
p o i n t " which M r . H a r d has prefixed to his 
wel l - to ld story of one of the most inter
est ing of American careers. His opening 
chapter , " Q u a k e r Y o u t h , " is par t icu la r ly 
i l l umina t ing in its t r ac ing of some of M r . 
Hoover ' s ou ts tanding characteristics to the 
ingra ined principles and the temperament 
of the religious sect of which his mother 
was an officer. Even his Republ icanism, in
sincerely questioned by polit icians who were 
at a loss f o r objections to his candidacy 
which they could a v o w , goes back to his 
boyhood in an I o w a vi l lage where every
body wi th one sol i tary exception na tu r a l l y 
jo ined the pa r ty which opposed the exten
sion of slavery and by so much took the 
Quaker position. Whi le M r . H a r d ' s book 
suffers f rom an apparen t ly uncontrol lable 
tendency to d r a g in his own ideas, it is a 
careful and comprehensive account and one 
which shows, as any such account must, that 
M r . Hoove r is not so devoid of poli t ical 
skill as some folks think. 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN. By W. H. Herniinn and 

Jrssi' W. Weik. Appleton. 2 vols. ? l e.Tch. 
LETTERS FROM BROOK FARM. By Muriai^nc 

Dtvifiht. Edited by A»:y L. Reed. Vassar 
CoIlc.se. 

FROM COLONEL TO SUBALTERN. By Lt. Col. M. 

F. McTaggart. Scribner's. $5-

THJ-: BALLOON BUSTER. By Erank Norman 
Hall. Uoubleday, Doran. $2 net. 

TMK PAPERS liF SIR WILLIAM JOHNSON. Edited 

by Alexander C. Flick. Vol. VI. Albany: 
Lniversit;' of the State of New York. 

Economics 
INDUSTRIAL EFFICIENCY AND SOCIAL ECONOMY. 

By Sassau W. Senior. Edited by S. Leon 
Levy. Holt. 2 vols. 

.\ WAY OF ORDER FOR BITUMINOUS COAL. By 

Wahon H. Hamilton and Helen R. Wright, 
MacniiUan. $2.50. 

, \ THEORY OF THE LABOR MOVEMENT. By Selig 

Ferlman. .Macniillan. 

Education 
ETHICS. By Frank Chapman- Sharp. Century. 

$3-50. 
SOCIAL PROBLEMS. By John Le-uiis Gillin, Clar

ence G. Dittmcr, and Roy J. Colbert. Cen
tury. $3.75. 

FRENCH LITERATURE IN OUTLINE. By Philip 

H. Churchman and Charles E. Young. Cen
tury. $1.60. 

LATIN AMERICA .AND THE UNITED STATES. By 

Graham H. Stuart. Century. $3.75. 
ECONOMIC AND SOCIAL HISTORY OF THE MIDDLE 

AGES. ]iy James West/all Thompson. Cen
tury. $5. 

HUNTING UNDER, THE MICROSCOPE. By Sir Ar

thur E. Shipley. Edited by C. F. A. Pantin. 
Macmillan. 

ECONOMIC PROBLEMS. By Fred Rogers Fairchild 
and Ralph Theodore Compton. Macmillan. 

ADULT LEARNING. By Edtvard L. Thorndike, 
Elsie O. Sregman, J. Warren Tilton, and 
Ella Woodyard. Macmillan. 

CHILDREN IN THE NURSERY SCHOOL. By Har

riet M. Johnson. Day. $3 net. 
INDIVIDUAL INSTRUCTION- IN ENGLISH COMPOSI

TION. By Stephen DeWilt Stephens.. Har
vard University Press. 

MILTON ON EDut:ATioN. Edited by Oliver Mor-
!c\ Aimieiirth. Yale University Press. $i.7S' 

T H E .ADMINISTRATION OF AN ELEMENTARY 

SCHOOL. By Arthur S. Gist. Scribner's. $1.80. 
TECHNIC OF CHILD .ANALYSIS. By Anna Freud. 

New York: Nervous and Mental Disease 
Publishing- Co. 

iNSPlRA-riONAL TEAC-HING. By George Mack-
aness. Dutton. ^2.70. 

Fiction 
W H E N W E S T W A S W E S T . By O W E N 

WiSTER. M a c m i l l a n . 192S. $2.50. 

Wi th one's r ead ing habits al tered to meet 
the incisive brevity, the subjectivity, and 
the d ramat ic intensity of tlie contemporary 
story, it is not easy to read stories wr i t ten 
so whol ly in the manner of n ineteen-hun-
dred as are these of Owen Wister. T h e y 
are l o n g and leisurely, burdened wi th de
tail , and such d r a m a as they disclose—and 
some of them are fantast ical ly me lod rama t i c 
— i s given a qual i ty of d r u g g e d , l iquid 
distance such as one sees in a cinema fight 
shown in slow mot ion. 

West was West in the days which Wis ter 
describes. Where gir ls in khaki breeches 
and sweaters n o w hi tch-hike, Indians wa lked 
in beaded buckskins ; where the cars now 
line up for gasoline, ponies were hobbled 
in drowsy r o w s before an ominous sa loon ; 
where tourists wash their handkerchiefs in 
geyser water and t h r o w their cigaret te butts 
into purp le mud , intrepid men explored and 
s tudied; and Custer and the Seventh Cava l ry 
f o u g h t over the coun t ry which n o w clicks 
in tedious miles past the w i n d o w s of P u l l 
man cars. 

And Wis ter was Wister when he wrote 
" T h e V i r g in i an . " H o w many middle-aged 
Amer icans w h o read it in their g a y days 
keep green the m e m o r y of tha t story by 
recommending it to their boys and gir ls and 
by re read ing it themselves, off and on ! 
Perhaps they m a y still hope, in spite of 
years , to find the Wister that they knew in 
these stories of the West that he knew once 
so wel l . I f so, they wil l be disappointed. 
But perhaps it is not Wister w h o has 
changed. Perhaps it is themselves—or the 
times. 

F O L L Y ' S H A N D B O O K . By M A R Y A C N E S 
H A M I L T O N . H a r c o u r t , Brace. 1927. $2.50. 

W e have so many novels out of E n g l a n d 
which are no worse than we can do our
selves grave ly hera lded as comparable with 
Hardy ' s , Wool f ' s , o r Whosever , that it is 
surpr is ing to find a volume wi th as much 
meri t as " F o l l y ' s H a n d b o o k " coming quite 
unannounced and unrecommended. T h e r e 
is an austeri ty about Miss Hami l ton ' s book 
that makes it poor mater ia l f o r the b lurb 
wri ter , w-hich perhaps accounts for the 

silence r e g a r d i n g it. I t makes li t t le com
promise wi th the casual reader , being rem
iniscent of the Henry James technique in not 
le t t ing any th ing be settled unt i l the end. 
T h e chapters as they appear pile detai l upon 
detai l and elucidate stroke by stroke the 
characters in the dragnet of the plot , but 
never hand out gra tu i tous ly any master-key 
that wil l unlock ei ther the complete situa
tion or a complete personali ty. 

It migh t be called a mystery story of 
characters in the dragne t of the plot, bu t 
f r o m clue to clue af ter the identi ty of a 
cr imina l , one pursues almost equal ly laby
r inthine ways to the summation of individ
ualities. T h e flaw in this por t ra i t of the 
w o m a n as an art is t lies in Miss Hami l ton ' s 
fa i lure to s tamp it definitely enough with 
her intent ion. T h e r e is room for suspicion 
that some of the reader ' s puzzlement con
cerning the motives that lie behind the ac
tions is shared by the au tho r herself. But 
if "Fo l ly ' s H a n d b o o k " fa l ls a li t t le short of 
its a im, wha t it does achieve is f a r more 
wor th whi le than any th ing at ta ined by many 
finished novels that accomplish their ends be
cause thei r ends a re so easily accomplished. 
T H E INVADERS By Hilda Vaughan. Harper. 

$2.;o. 
T H E RED SCAR. By Anthony Wynne. Lippin-

cott. $2. 
BEAU IDEAL. By Percival Christopher Wren. 

Stokes. $2. 
W I T H MALICE TOWARD NONE. By Honore Will-

sie Morrozc. Morrow. $2.50. 
KENTUCKY MOUNTAIN FANTASIES. By Percy 

Mackaye. Longman's. $2.50. 
APRON STRINGS. By May Freud Dickenson. 

Macaulay. $2. 
T H E DouB-rFUL YEAR. By John Lebar. Apple-

ton. $2. 
HURRYING F E E T . By Frederic F. Van de Water. 

.Appleton. $1. 
T H E Y RETURN AT EVENING. By H. R. Wake

field. Appleton. $2. 
LADY' IN MARBLE. By Robert E. McClure. 

Doubleday, Doran. $2.50. 
DIVIDED ALLEGIANCE. By Stephen McKenna. 

Dodd, Mead. $2.50. 
1 'HE PURE IN HEART. By J. Kessel. Dodd, 

Mead. $2.50. 
T H E DEVIL'S JEST. By Eliaaieth Carfrae. Har

pers. $2. 
T H E STRANGE C.^SE OF " W I L L I A M " COOK. By 

Richard Kcverne. Harpers. $2. 
M R . STANDFAST. By John Buchan. Houghton 

Mifflin. $2.50. 

{Contimied on next fage) 
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" I never saw a man who looked 
With such a wistful eye 

Upon that little tent of blue 
That pi'isonei's call the sky." 

Ballad oj Rvadiny Gaol. 

FREE "The Story of Oscar Wilde" 
Read the truth about Oscar Wilde's sensational career, and his imprisonment that 
shocked all England. This fascinating brochure is F R E E , with our compliments, 
for a limited period. No obligation. Mail the coupon below for your copy—NOW! 
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be passed a w a y . I t w a s his last bon w h o lived wi th in the s h a d o w s , bu t whose that of any standard set. Never before has it 
mot so m a n v of w h i c h h a v e become w o r k is i m i n o r t a l . S ince h i s d e a t h , t h e r e 'jee" possible to offer a real de luxe edition—at 
famous , a n d i't was c h a r a c t e r i s t i c of h i s h a s been a n u n c e a s i n g a n d e v e r - i n c r e a s i n g foviJri'no'm'aUer^wha" his in'coml. ° ' ' " ' ' ° 
i r reprcss i l i le good h u m o r . H e died w i th d e m a n d for h is c o m p l e t e w o r k s . Wi'll you allow us to send this interesting book 
his n a m e u n d e r a cloud, but no t be fo re I n o r d e r a d e q u a t e l y to tncet th i s de - "The Story of Oscar Wilde"? It not only gives 
he had w r i t t e n " D e P r o U m d i s , " "a w o r k m a n d for W i l d e ' s books attyong inte l l igent ^ ^ ' ^ ^ " s ^ S t e d ' w l f r f a s ^ r ^ e a f We 
that has no c o u n t e r p a r t in Diigl ish l i ter - people , a n e w ed i t ion h a s been p r e p a r e d of Jekyll and Hyde; it explains also in detail the 
a t u r e " ; n o t be fo re he h a d w r i t t e n " T h e t h a t possesses t w o v e r y u n u s u a l f e a t u r e s . nature of this beautiful Connoisseurs' Edition. 
Ba l l ad of R e a d i n g G a o l , " wh ich cr i t ics O n e is the d i s t i ngu i shed c o m p a n y of fa- To send for this free book will involve you in 

, . , 1 11 1 . 1 1- _ u 1 i -1 * 1 - ^ positively no obligation; no salesman will call on 
acc la im as the g r e a t e s t ba l lad m t h e b n g - m o u s men w h o h a v e con t r ib i i t ed m t r o - \.^.^.^ it will be left to your own inclination 
lish l a n g u a g e ; no t l iefore he p r o d u c e d d u c t i o n s a n d f a sc ina t i ng re rn in iscences of whether or not you wish to be associated in this 
w h a t d r a m a t i s t s t hemse lves a s se r t is the W i l d e . T o list t h e i r n a m e s is enough . unusual enterprise—a truly democratic Connois-
wi t t ies t of all Eng l i sh c o m e d i e s ; no t be - T h e y a r e : R i c h a r d Le Gal l ienne , P a d r a i c - " - w^,t'LT-sent™fnLdiate.'y.^ w T V w i ^ l 
l o r e he had w r i t t e n h is h a u n t i n g P i c t u r e C o l u m , J o h n D n n k w a t e r , S i r J o h n s t o n & Co., Dept. 447, 50 West 4Tth Street, New 
of D o r i a n G r a y , " a f t e r w a r d t r a n s l a t e d F o r b e s - R o b e r t s o n , R i c h a r d B u t l e r Glaen- }.'^'L.*^'i: _ 
in to seven teen l a n g u a g e s ; no t be fo re h e zer, Cou l son K e r n a h a n , Michae l M o n a h a n . ^ j ^ ^ W I S E ' f t ' c o M P A N Y ——— 
had spun, for a d u l t s as well a s c h i l d r e n , W . F . M o r s e , W a l t e r P a t e r , J o h n C o w p e r jjept. 447, 60 West 47th St., 
some of the t ende re s t f a i ry ta les w r i t t e n P o w y s , E d g a r Sa l t u s , Clifford S m y t h , A r - New York City, N. Y. 
in all t h e ages . t h u r S y m o n s , A . B . W a l k l e y , a n d W i l l i a m Please send, free and postpaid, the little bro-

B u t l e r Y e a t s . chure "The story of Oscar Vi^ilde." and the terms 
Gen ius U n s u r p a s s e d " °^ your new Connoisseurs' Edition. It is under-

A C o n n o i s s e u r s ' Ed i t ion stood that this request places me under no obli-
N e v e r w a s the re such a v a r i e g a t e d j h e other outstanding feature is that it is to *^''''''" whatsoever, 

gen ius a s O s c a r W i l d e , a n d c e r t a i n l y be a Connoisseurs' Edition—a genuine de luxe Name 
never in the h i s to ry of l i t e r a t u r e a m o r e inscribed edition. (If you become a patron, in 
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