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The Reader's Guide 
Conducted by EDWARD D W I S O N 

Inquiries in regard to the selection of books nnil questions of liKe nature 
to MRS. Bi'-CKKR, c / o 'Du ^atuiJiiv Kivnw 

;nou (i U ddressej 

F. K. v., Chicago^ 111., -'^y, "! ^'« •'° 
thoroughly enjoying rereading and intro
ducing my son to 'The Bastable Children'' 
that I am wondering if that other dear de
light of my childhood, 'The Phoenix and 
the Carpet' has been reprinted. If if has, 
tell me by "jjhom; if it hasn't, I should like 
to put in an order luith an English book
seller. I have no idea of its price if out of 
print, and ivotild appreciate your tel/im^ 
me." 

I HE first action taken by this reader, 
upon reassuring herself that the Basta 

bles were all represented in the noble vol
ume above mentioned (brought out in tlie 

^ K e e p lJp~Witli 
Leading M a g a z i n e s 

3 5 OUTSTANDING ARTICLES 
CONDENSED TO SAVE TIME 

Members receive monthly :i5 significant ar
ticles selected and condensed by a capable 
Board of Editors from over LOO leading 
maguzincs. In coiiveulent pocket-size maga
zine form of 100 pages—Ideal reading for 
otLd moments. A wide variety of articles 
to inform, entertain and stimulate. Orlmr 
special features. Ask for full particulars 
or send :i5c for sample copy. 

CUKRENT READING GUILD 
67 W. 4 4 l h St., Dept. S-2, New York 

['niied States liv t 'ouard-Mct'ann last fal l) , 
ivas to flutter through the pages in the fond 
hope that the Psammead might have slipped 
in, or the Phoenix. It was too much to 
hope, considering how much has been al
ready crammed into this charming "omni
bus," and I can but trust that Coward-Mc-
Cann have it in mind to continue tapping 
the rich vein of Nesbit-Bland literature. Out 
of print? not a bit; every London shop-
window showing children's books blossoms 
with "The Phoenix and the Carpet" at three 
and six; T . Fisher Unwin publishes this, and 
"Wet Magic," and a long line of peerless 
stories whose names would stir responsive 
chords in the breast of any old reader of 
The Strand Magazine.—by the way, that 
should have gone on the list of English 
periodicals mentioned in a preceding reply. 
There is another E. Nesbit story, not for 
children, that went out of print in \\v-
['nited States some time ago, but was so 
much in demand by a friend of mine that 
she used to order several copies a year for 
presents to convalescents, people in the 
dumps, and such-like objects of Christian 
charity. This is "The Red House"' 
fMethuen)—not to be confounded with 
' T h e Red House Mystery," by A. A. Milnj, 
though this admirable detective story appears 
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N e w V o r L 

' ' I consider ONCE TO TIGER BAY by W . 
T O W N E N D the most powerful and con
vincing story of the sea and t ramp seamen 
that I have ever read. Its speed and action 
are tremendous and every line in it shows 
that the author knows the life he is writ ing 
about. If any book published this year con
tains better drawn and more vivid charac
ters than Mother Jubilee and the Beach
comber i hope I shall be lucky enough to 
come across i t . ' ' - P . G. WODEHOUSE. $ 2 . 0 0 
at your Bookseller's. Washburn, New York. 

on the same page of Methuen's catalogue. 
E. Nesbit-Bland's "Red House" is leased for 
a honeymoon; there are some of the famous 
children as visitors; the atinosphere is sweet 
as lilacs and the fun of the sort that leaves 
one breathing freely, with the knots of 
ner\e-strain at least partially loosened. 

S OME time ago I asked for suggestions 
for a list of books to be given as pres

ents, at the rate of one a year, to a class of 
hoys in memory of one taken from them by 
death. The age of the heroes of these books 
was to rise with the years, and their char
acters were to be such as would compel their 
interest and admiration. I have received 
several replies, of which the one from E\--
clyn O'Connor, assistant editor of Boy,' 
Life, is especially interesting from the ex
perience of the writer in making such rec
ommendations. "I assume," the letter goes 
on, "that the givers are not interested in 
suggestions about the great classics, noi 
about those classics for boys like 'Treasure 
Island,' 'Kidnapped,' or "The Black Ar
row'; like 'Kim,' 'Captains Courageous'; 
like 'Men of Iron'; like 'Martin Hyde'; 
but are interested in more recent stories 
which have literary quality. A beautifi^! 
animal story which a boy of almost any ag-
would certainly enjoy is 'Bambi,' by Felix 
Salten; and 'Master Skylark,' by John Ben
nett, is a splendid story of Shakespeare's 
time. 'After School,' by Laurie York Ers-
kine, is a really inspiring story about th • 
career of Nathan Hale, presented as influ
encing a young man and a boy of to-day. 
After 'David Blaize' boys might be inter
ested to read 'The Hill,' by Horace Annesley 
Vachell, and 'The Big Row at Rangers,' by 
Kent Carr, which ought to appeal to boys 
of fifteen or sixteen. This story is unusual 
in that it has a witty hero who is really 
uittv. 'Jinglebob,' by Rollins, is a story ot 
the West and of cowboys quite unlike the 
current story of this type. 'Swords on the 
Sea,' by Agnes Danforth Hewes, is a highly 
colorful talc of Venice in her great days. 
'The Trumpeter of Kracow,' by Eric P. 
Kelly, which was awarded the John New
berry )7iedal of this year, is a remarkable 
story. Then there is 'The Trade Wind,' 
by Cornelia Meigs, a stoiy of pre-revolii-
tionary days and the sea. For the older boy, 
'Drums,' by James Boyd, would surely be 
interesting, and Sandburg's 'Abe Lincoln 
Grows Up," the early chapters from his life 
of Lincoln ought to interest boys of four
teen up." 

Another specialist, Fannie E. Teller of 
the Social Service Departinent of St. Chris
topher's Hospital for Children, Philadelphia, 
sends a list for a boy about Penrod's age, 
beginning to interest himself in society and 
girls; a list for which suggestions we;e 
asked. "Of course, you have thought of 
Walpole's 'Jeremy' books? Do you know 
of an English book called 'Lifting Mist,' 
by Austin Harrison? My copy I got straight 
from London for seven and six; the book 
deals with the youngest son of a high mid
dle-class English family, who goes away to 
a public school. The boy, Sam, has a hard 
time to iind himself, can find no grown per
son who will give him information about 
sex instead of pious advice, escapes an en
tanglement with an older boy, and finallv 
adjusts through a very normal adolescent 
intensive friendship with an imaginative 
girl of sixteen. The book might be as good 
for the grandmother as for the boy himself, 

"Do you know Hugh de Selincourt's 'One 
Little Boy'r I am sure you do. The book 
may be out of print, but it is worth the 
grandmother's getting, even if .she has to 
advertise for it. I think it is unequalled in 
boy-literature for boys and for grown-ups, 
execept that tlie book is marred by the un
reality of the episode where the boy sees th'.' 
girl bathing in the woods. 

"For the second list, to be given to a 
boy's classmate, books about boys whose 
characters they would admire, for the pres
ent there is Kipling's 'Captains Courageous, 
and in a year or two, when the boys are 
fourteen or iifteen, I think I should give 
them the following books, in their respec
tive order, in four successive years: 'Th-' 
Autobiography of an Ex-Colored Man, ' 
published anonymously, but written, I think, 
by Weldon Johnson; Conrad's 'The Rover'; 
Somerset Maugham's 'Of Human Bondage', 
Galsworthy's 'The Dark Flower.' " 

This is a courageous list, and one that I 
have no doubt the boys would be greatlv 
the better for reading. Whether it is the 
sort of list for which the giver of thes" 
books is looking I am not so sure, but I am 
happy to have so many of my own prefer
ences confirmed by it. I do think, however, 
that "One Little Boy," indispensable for 
teachers and parents, would be less suitable 
for the age about which it is written. 

22 
times as great! 

V v h y should the d e m a n d for 

FUGITIVE'S 
RETURN 

be —according to advance orders 
from New York's largest wholesaler 
—near ly three times as great as for 
the famous and best-selling BROOK 
EVANS, which last year swept the 
country like flame? . . . Even before 
publication—three days a g o — w e 
had to rush another large printing 
on this new novel by 

SUSAN 
GLASPELL 

Open to the first page: "She step
ped from her b a t h — a moment she 
had always l iked: as if the past 
could be washed away; ready now 
to go on to the duty of the day thai 
was t h e r e , to the p l e a s u r e fust 
ahead, to sleep. Sleep. But over 
this her mind closed . . .Turning for 
the towel she was aware of that 
which m o v e d across the mirror . 
Herself. But how could that be . . . " 
You open, then in 

FUGITIVE'S 
RETURN 

to a situation so strange, so unusual 
you cannot dreom how the story wilt 
unfold . . . It is the story of o woman, 
Irma Lee, whofinds life too much for 
her and resolves to leave i t . . . But 
at last, when she has seen with the 
clarity of distance the life through 
which she has come, life claims her 
back again . . . 

SUSAN 
GLASPELL 

has written a new novel with the 
tenderness of BROOK EVANS, the 
distinction of THE ROAD TO THE 
TEMPLE—and a love-story, modern, 
thrill ing, beautiful, mounting to a 
crescendo such as we know of in 
few novels anywhere . . . 

FUGITIVE'S 
RETURN 

is a novel that wil l color life for you 

and clarify It—showing you things 

you may never hove understood in 

yourself—in others. . ,V/e invite you 

to a rare experience'—Read 

FUGITIVE'S 
RETURN 
by S u s a n G l a s p e i l 
Buy it at your bookshop! $2.50 

F. A. STOKES COMPANY 
443 4th AVE. NEW YORK 
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The Story of Adventure 

TO BE P U B L I S H E D 

N O V E M B E R 7 t h 
by SIMON AND SCHUSTER 
igre»HnTO«srff8\aix'iiMgttA')«M!'.ih,w,:aa 

The Compleat CoUeftor. y 
H **i 
f\ RARE BOOKS • FIRST EDITIONS • FINE TYPOGRAPHY fi 
i-^—.——— - - —_ — ---- --• -u 
\ Conducted by Carl Purington Rollins and Gilbert M. Troxell | \ 
• < i 

".•'\jizy cheaply bought for thrice their weight in gold." 

THE MOSHER BOOKS 
PORTLAND, MAINE 

Catalogoe just issued^— 
Free on RequeBl. 

*'All of us who love books , inside and 
out , are and wlU ever be in debt to 
Thomas K r d MoBher.'* 

A. Edward Newton. 

Printing at Its Best 
P RINTING at its best is hand-press print-
* ing. This is a statement which needs 
elucidation, and the recent issue by the Offi-
cina Bodoni of an elaborate apologia will 
serve as a reason for a summing up of the 
case for hand-press printing. A recent re
viewer in writing of a very fine piece of 
modern book-printing by machinery said 
that he could hardly refrain from hyper
bole in speaking of it. It was to his credit 
that he managed to refrain from more ex
tensive eulogy than he did, because before 
one goes in for that sort of thing one ought, 
out of kindness to the reader as well as to 
the printer, to define one's terms a little 
carefully. 

Hand-press printing makes use only of the 
fundamental elements of all letter-press 
printing—type, paper, ink, and press—but 
it is the form as well as the method of using 
each which distinguishes hand-printing from 
the machine product. The names are the 
same, and to the uninitiated the substances 
are identical—or at least near enough alike 
—but there are small but very important 
differences. 

Take type. I believe that type from 
punches cut by hand is better than type 
which results from machine-made matrices. 
And the reason is that hand-cut punches, for 
reasons which are simple but technical, pro
duce in the cast types a cleaner letter, and 
one which does not wear down in use to a 
different silhouette. This is apparently a 

n International Success 

I ers 
V A L E N T I N E 

K A T A E V 

Author of 

The Embezzlers 

A novel of contemporary 
life under the Soviets. 
Translated by L. ZARINE. 

Selected by the Book Of The Month 
Club, New York, for November. 

Selected by The Book Society of London. 
Dramatized at the Moscow Ar t Theatre . 

C WIFT moving as a cinema, changeable as a 
^ kaleidoscope, vivid as a searchlight, this 
picture of the drunken debauch of two em
bezzlers of public funds comes as a joy to those 
who love books. It is the story of a middle-
aged accountant and a young cashier, the at 
first unconscious victims of an apparently per
vading impulse to embezzlement among the 
trust concerns of Russia—embezzlers are 
spoken of almost as a recognizable social class 
•—who find themselves somehow, with the pay
roll in their pockets, en route for Leningrad, 
where the streets are called avenues and ex-
princesses sit at the public tables. It is a great 
book, in turn humorous, tragic, and pathetic. 

$2.50 

Hugh Walpole— 
"It can be read by any one as a lark, by 

any one also as a sociological study, and 
then read again as a piece of literature." 

JOINING C H A R L E S 
By Elizabeth Bowen 
The author of "The Hotel" and 
' T h e Last September" writes 
eleven short stories, each a little 
masterpiece. $2.50 

C O M B E D O U T 
By F. A. Voigt 
A gripping story of the War as it 
was seen by a private in the 
trenches. Written indelibly if in
visibly across every page are the 
words "classic and "enduring." 

$2.00 

C A T S I N T H E ISLE 
O F M A N 
By Daisy Fellowes 
The Honourable Mrs. Fellowes wit
tily exposes the vanities and heart-
lessness of the international ultra 
fashionable set of which she is 
a part. $2.50 

BLOW T H E M A N D O W N 
By Thomas Broadhurst 
A rousing story of sea, sex and adventure 
•'A novelty in modern sea literature." 

Book of the Month Club. 
"A great story."—William McFee. 
"A masterpiece of the sea." 

London Public Opinion. 
"Leaves Melville and Marryat knots astern." 

London Daily Neius. 
$2.50 

N I G H T F A L L S O N SIVA'S 
H I L L 
By Edward Thompson 
A very beautiful story of a brave English girl 

and her planter father. 
' T h e tale of her warming to love is delicately 
and beautifully told."—New York Times. 
"A notable addition to novels about India, with 
a charming girl."—North American Revieio. 
"An enchanting and vivacious story; shows the 
ability and subtle touch of a capable author." 

Boston Globe. 
"Magnificent descriptions of Indian scenery." 

Bookman. 
$2.50 

T H E 5:18 M Y S T E R Y 
By J. Jefferson Farjeon 
An express train rushing toward 
the North of England; a group of 
exceedingly mysterious characters; 
suspicious happenings in rapid suc
cession ; a humorous yokel; a bi
cycle accident; a lady in distress; 
and after much mystery a satis
factory conclusion, make the Far
jeon story one of the best of its 
kind. $2.00 

C H A I N S 
By Joseph Delmont 
An unforgetable picture of Russian 
life during a reign of terror before 
the war, containing scenes of de
praved brutality, tremendous hero
ism and passionate loyalty. One 
of the most remarkable pieces of 
fiction of modern times. 400,0(JD 
copies have been sold in Europe. 

$2.50 

LINCOLN MACVEAGH - THE DIAL PRESS - NEW YORK 

fact, no matter what the protagonists for 
the machine-cut matrice may assert to be the 
possibilities of their inethod. Again, in cut
ting punches by hand the minute irregulari
ties of design, due to the individuality of 
the punch-cutter, produce a virility in de
sign which makes many older types so ex
traordinarily "alive" on the page, and the 
absence of which in modem machine-cut 
type produces such an effect of monotony. 
Furthermore, as will be evident later, type 
cast from matrices struck from hand-cut 
punches can be used to far better advantage 
on dampened hand-made paper, because of 
the desirable heavy pressure. 

Paper is a problem to most people inter
ested in fine printing, but the question is 
simple enough if certain qualities are kept 
clearly in mind. So far as excellence of 
material — substance — goes, some of the 
modern machine-made papers are as good as 
any paper ever made—perhaps better than 
a good deal of the old paper. Chemical 
control of rags, water, and bleach, expert 
supervision of the making, etc., can produce 
in a modern paper mill a quality of product 
which is pretty nearly perfect from the 
points of view of surface, wearing and last
ing qualities, and agreeable feel. On the 
other hand, hand-made paper has an indi
vidualistic quality, in feel, surface, and tex
ture, which it is not possible to get in the 
machine-made product. This, obviously, is 
not to say that one is abstractly better than 
the other—only that they cannot be com
pared without considering for what purpose 
they are to be used, and what the temper of 
the critic may be. There are people who 
really believe that automobiles are "beauti
ful." As examples of skill, motor cars are 
mcomparable, perhaps, but compared with 
sailing vessels (the best of which are prob
ably the loveliest constructions of man) , au
tomobiles are mass-production-ugliness. So 
m thinking of paper it is necessary to have 
verj' clearly in mind what one is looking 
for. And considered abstractly, apart from 
the mesmeric effect of modern machinery 
snd mass-production, hand-made paper, by 
reason of its charming irregularity, its sur
face, and its color, is more interesting, more 
attractive, than machine-made paper. 

Ink is made from color and medium— 
say lamp-black and linseed oil. That is 
simple—but the chemistry of ink as well as 
Its behavior in use on the press is far more 
complex and baffling. It may be enough 
liere to say that the color used in almost all 
modern mks, and especially in those used in 
power printing presses, is a product of 
modern manufacturing chemistry which 
works well under the conditions of modern 
printing-offices (that is, dry heat and rapidly 
revolving composition rollers) at the ex
pense of depth of color. Ink for hand-
presses can be made from old and simple 
pigments and it can be made very stiff—a 
desideratum which renders it quite unfit for 
machine use. 

The press in use to-day is almost invari
ably the rapid, two-revolution cylinder 
printing machine. This press requires for 
its most efficient handling—and in view of 
the cost of maintaining such an expensive 
piece of apparatus, as well as of operating 
it, nothing less than the more efficient 
methods can survive—(a) machine-made 
paper of definitely even thickness over the 
whole sheet and everj' sheet; (b) a rela
tively soft ink which will distribute well 
over the fast-moving composition rollers; 
(c) the printing of the paper in a dry con
dition—because there is no time to adjust 
damp sheets on the continuously moving 
mechanism. The hand-press, its operations 
of starting and stopping being governed 
completely by the pressman for each im
pression, permits the use of dampened hand
made paper, as well as of the heavier-bodied 
inks. The hand-press is constantly under 
control of the pressman, in a way that no 
automatic machine can be. It is practically 
a hand tool, acting only when directly 
called on to act, never able to function ex
cept in concert with the operator. 

Now the combination of these elements, 
superficially the same for each method, hand 
and machine, calls for different ideals, and 
results in different effects. Inasmuch as the 
power machine is an actuality, it is clear 
that it may or it may not have a reasonable 
place in the economic and artistic scheme. 
Into that question I do not care to go far
ther than to say that it should be apparent 
to almost anyone that there may be times 
when one method or the other is the mor« 
economical or practical—and for any who 
are interested I suggest Mr. Austin Free
man's treatment of the matter in his "Social 
Decay and Regeneration." What is more 
clear, I believe, is that, artistically and es-
thetically, hand-press printing is superior to 
that done on the power machine. And for 
these reasons: 

The most atractive, pleasing, agreeable 
paper is that made by hand—not because it 
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