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CLASSIFIED 

BACK NUMBERS 
BACK NUMBERS OF MAGAZINES at 
Abraham's Bookstore. 141 Fourth Avenue, 
New York. 

BARGAIN OFFERS 

SUPERB BOOK BARGAINS (NEW), 
Quantities Limited: Well of Loneliness 
1.10; Lady Chatterly's Lover 1.10; Human
ity Uprooted, Hindus 1.10; Aphrodite, 
Louys 1.10. Postpaid. Fascinating cata
logs issued, Enclose 10c. BLACKFRIARS 
PRESS, 327 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 

CATALOGUE OF UNEXPURGATED 
AMATORIA—sent free to a select clientele. 
Amatory Biblion Ass'n, Suit 1400, 79 Madi
son Ave., New York, N. Y. 

BOOKPLATES 
HAND CARVED WOODCUTS. Modern 
designs. Samples free. 50c-$1.00. EROS 
BOOKPLATES, 1607 North Broad, Phila
delphia, Pa. 

BOOKBINDING 

W H A T T H E WELL-DRESSED BOOK 
should wear. A Bennett Binding of Hand-
Tooled Imported Leather—Morocco, Levant 
or Calf—Modernistic, Period or Conven
tional Design—According to Date and Con
tent. Bennett Book Studios, Inc. Hand 
Book-Binders and Wholesale Dealers. 160 
East 56th Street, New York City. 

FIRST EDITIONS 
FIRST EDITIONS AND GOOD BOOKS. 
Books by and concerning Walt Whitman. 
Catalogues on request. Alfred E. Gold
smith, 42 Lexington Avenue, New York. 

FIRST EDITIONS, FINE PRESS. CATA
LOGUES. PHILIP DUSCHNESS, 507 
Fifth Avenue, New York. 

FRENCH BOOKS 
VISIT OR W R I T E T H E FRENCH BOOK
MAN, 202 West 96th Street, New York. 
Catalogues, 5 cents (stamps). 

FRENCH BOOKS, OVER 500,000 in stock. 
Mail orders, information, prompt. Big 
Catalogue (it's a course in literature) 20c 
(stamps). T H E FRENCH BOOK COM
PANY, 556 Madison Avenue. "New York's 
Largest French Bookshop." 

GENERAL 
ODD CURIOS, unusual and extraordinary 
books, and Autographs. Write for catalogue. 
State your own interests. Union Square 
Bookshop, 30 East 14th Street, New York. 

LANGUAGE SCHOOL 
LEARN "ANOTHER LANGUAGE" en-
joyably, thoroughly, reasonably. Rates were 
never so low. Class or private lessons. Fisher 
School of Languages, 1264 Lexington Ave., 
New York. A T water 9-6075. 

LITERARY SERVICES 
MATHILDE WEIL, LITERARY Agent. 
Books, stories, articles and verse criticized 
and marketed. Play and scenario depart
ment. Editing and typing. T H E W R I T 
ERS' WORKSHOP, INC., 570 Lexington 
Avenue, New York. 

IMMEDIATE MARKET FOR ONE-
ACT PLAYS and book-length mystery sto
ries. Poems wanted for anthology. Good 
short stories and feature articles always in 
demand. Send manuscripts for compli
mentary analysis (no money) to WRITERS' 
GUILD OF NEW YORK, 251 Lexington 
Avenue. 

CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM W I T H 
editorial suggestions. Particularly interested 
new authors. EDITORIAL SERVICE, 17 
East 96th Street, New York. 

YOUR MANUSCRIPT SHOULD BE sold ! 
This office sells plays, novels, short stories, 
published books or produced plays for mo
tion pictures. International connections, pub
lications planned. Editor, literary advisor. 
Grace Aird, Inc., 551 Fifth Avenue, New 
York City. 

CONSTRUCTIVE CRITICISM GUAR
ANTEED. Your novel, short story or poetry 
collection should be sold. We can help you. 
Experienced criticism, editing, polishing and 
typing at lowest rates anywhere. EDITOR'S 
CHAIR, 217 Midland Avenue, Arlington, 
N.J. 

WANTED 

W A N T E D : AN IDEA. A manufacturing 
concern would be interested in hearing of 
any product now without a market suitable 
for sale in give and book shops. Address 
Bruynhall, 92 School Street, Springfield, 
Mass. 

OUT OF PRINT 

OUT-OF-PRINT books promptly supplied. 
National Bibliophile Service, 347 Fifth Ave
nue, New York. 

Trade Winds 
By P . E. G. QUERCUS 

OLD QUERCUS is proud of his 
Scoop this week. Some time ago 
he saw in the New York Times 
an excellent story about the 

new seminar of advanced mathematics at 
Princeton, with which Professor Einstein 
is to be associated. It was said that over 
the fireplace of Fine Hall at Princeton 
has been carved a saying of Einstein's, 
translated as: "God is clever but not d is 
honest." This was good, but not good 
enough for inquisitive old Quercus, who 
desired the exact text. By the kindness of 
Alec Miller, the distinguished sculptor, 
who has been visiting Princeton, we now 
learn the original inscription. I t is: — 

RAFFINIERT 1ST DER HERR GOTT 
ABER BOSHAFT 1ST ER NIGHT 

Which can more closely be translated, 
"Subtle is the Lord God, but not m a 
licious." 

Apropos W. H. Stoneman's The Life 
aiid Death of Ivar Kreuger (Bobbs-Mer-
rill) good old Bob Davis of The Sun h a p 
pened to show me a photo of Kreuger 
which he took in Stockholm a few years 
ago. But Bob did not include it in the big 
volume of his published photographs, 
Man Makes His Own Mask. "I was ho r r i 
fied when the picture was developed," said 
Bob. "I said to myself, gosh, I can't use 
that. It makes him look like a crook." 

W. S. H., our favorite Autolycus, finds 
the following advertisement of an ingen
ious merchant in Parkersburg, W. Va.: 

LUGGAGE LABELS 
OF FOREIGN HOTELS 

Replace the torn and worn labels on 
your luggage with the labels of the 
more exclusive foreign hotels. One 
dollar for ten labels. 

W. S. H.'s comment is Why travel? 
V* ji 

A disappointment. We've been waiting 
hopefully to see a copy of Thorne Smith's 
new farce, The Bishop's Jaegers, pu t in 
the window of the Jaeger shop on Fifth 
Avenue. Now we observe, with regret, 
tha t the Fifth Avenue Jaeger is going to 
quit. Are the good old woollies to be r e 
membered only as something Thorne 
Smith writes about? 

.*« ^ 
Famous Animal Stories, a generous 

700-page anthology of animal adventure, 
fiction, and myth, is edited by our old 
friend Ernest Thompson Seton and ought 
to be good reading (Brentano's, $3.50). 
But one of the oddest choices is surely the 
inclusion, in the section "Stories of Real 
Animals," of The Murders in the Rue 
Morgue! 

Souvenirs of the world's latest luxuries 
for each guest, is the enticing offer of E d 
gar White Burril l 's Li terary Luncheons, 
held at the Town Hall Club the second 
Saturday of each month. Each luncheon 
is sponsored by one or more publishers, 
"Presenting Celebrities of the Hour in 
person." Celebrity moves so fast nowa
days, the poor boblisher finds, he can only 
count on the Hour. 

My favorite patron of letters was a l 
ways the sweet earnest old lady who b e 
came a Life Member of the Li terary Ves
pers, and got "4 front row seats for all 
events perpetually." 

There's a pleasant superstition in the 
show business that 45th Street is "The 
Street of Hits." There still seems to be 
some t ru th in it. Among the plays now 
doing excellent business on 45th Street at 
least six deserve mention—Lillian Gish in 

TYPOGRAPHY 
S. A. JACOBS, T H E HALMOON PRESS. 
Books of all kinds printed in the handsomest 
and most correct manner. 3 Milligan PI., 
New York. 

SCHEDULE OF RA TES 

The ADVERTISING RATES FOR T H I S 
classified page are as follows: For twenty 
or more consecutive insertions of any copy 
minimum twelve words, 7 cents a word for 
one insertion; for any less number of in
sertions 10 cents a word for one insertion. 
Copy may be changed every week. The 
forms close Friday morning, eight days be
fore publication date. Address Department 
G.H., The Saturday Review of Literature, 
25 West 45th Street, New York City, tele
phone BRyant 9-0896. 

CaTnille, the Abbey Theatre players from 
Dublin, When Ladies Meet, Dinner at 
Eight, and those two long-runners Coun-
selor-at-Law and Another Language. 

And 45th Street is Saturday Review 
Street also; and the street of Fred Mel-
cher's Publishers ' Weekly; and the a l 
ways entertaining New Yorker; and of 
Putnam's Bookstore. The Mermaids have 
been asking Old Quercus to remind you 
of these matters. Whatever happens in the 
election, y/z legal tender mermaids will 
keep you in touch with 45th Street for a 
whole year. 

The British government 's campaign for 
its s tate-owned telephone service has its 
agitating phases. Letters recently arrived 
from England all carry this alarming can
cel printed across the stamp: YOU ARE 
WANTED ON THE PHONE. 

Speaking of Mermaids, they sometimes 
confess their innocent adventures. Mer 
maid M reports: 

Mermaid G and I went to Sardi's for 
lunch because G heard that a great many 
theatrical celebrities ate there. The most 
we have ever spent for lunch (even in 
1929) was 65c. Imagine our chagrin, then, 
when we discovered on picking up the 
menu that the price of a luncheon was 
$1.00. The waiter suggested that we sit 
upstairs, where the charge was only 85c. 
When we got u p there we searched right 
and left for exciting looking people—all 
we saw was a table at which about 30 men 
were seated, conversing in very low, m y s 
terious tones. Our waiter informed us 
that they were an under takers ' associa
tion and that they met there once a week. 

P.S.—One day in Acker, Merrill & Con-
dit's in the French Building we spied 
June Collier, the Hollywood star. G, who 
is up on motion picture news, said tha t 
the man at her table was her brother and 
that the lady was her mother. 

t$» «$• 

Mr. Dick Montgomery of the wel l -
known J. K. Gill Company, booksellers 
in Eortland, Oregon, gently reproves us 
for suggesting that the Gotham Book Mart 
on 47th Street is the only bookshop wi th 
private access into a lunch-room. 

"The As You Like It," he writes, "is a 
high-grade res taurant located in our 
building and opening through a door d i 
rectly into our book department. Many 
persons come in to look at our books after 
they have lunched at the As You Like It, 
and vice versa." 

*$• « ^ 
The Better Food Insti tute is disturbed 

to learn that a prominent Sales Manager 
in the publishing business is nicknamed 
"Bicarb." They have sent us a Vitamin 
Chart from which we learn that bicarbo
nate of soda tends to destroy Vitamin B, 
and Vitamin B is specially valuable to 
Sales Managers: it "tones the glands, p r e 
vents nervous debility." 

Other vitamines required by executives 
in the Book Trade are Vitamin A, de 
creases susceptibility to common colds; 
Vitamin C, prevents soreness of limbs and 
joints; Vitamin D, averts irritability and 
rickets; Vitamin E, the anti-steril i ty vi t 
amin; Vitamin G, counteracts mental d e 
pression. 

The conclusion suggested by this Vege
table Chart is that this winter publishers 
will do well to specialize on New Carrots, 
Green Peas, Spinach, Oranges, Tomatoes, 
Raw Cabbage, Lettuce, and Yeast. 

George K., the Saturday Rci;ieu)'s 
sterling office-boy, has a shrewd eye for 
a detective story. When we found him b e 
guiling his wel l -earned lunch interval 
wi th the latest Dr. Thorndyke mystery, 
we were pleased, and begged him to wri te 
an exclusive notice for TRADE WINDS. 

George reports: 
I have just read R. Austin Freeman's 

new detective story. Dr. Thorndyke's Dis
covery. I followed Dr. Thorndyke as e n 
thusiastically as his assistants, Jervis and 
Mr. Polton, the ingenious inventor, in his 
investigation into a certain criminal's ac 
tivities. There are three separate bits of 
villainy perpetrated by this criminal. His 
identity is not disclosed until the second 
par t has been read and then you should 
recognize him even though he works u n 
der an assumed name. The first par t r e 
lates the interesting business of a receiver 
of stolen goods. His was a tragic ending. 
Par t two reveals the murder of a police 
detective and the efforts of both Dr. 

Thorndyke and the police in trying to 
unravel this crime. Pa r t three is an a c 
count of the mysterious silence of an a n 
t ique dealer. After you read all th ree 
par ts you will find them related in many 
ways. The solution and capture of the 
culprit is exciting and packed full of a c 
tion. The story is good from the first page 
to the last. 

October was generally a disappointing 
month in the t rade, but the pioneering 
Sarah Ball, operating her chain of Book 
Stations (headquar ters at Kent, Conn.) , 
gallantly reports tha t it was better then 
September. Of her brave little series of 
Li terary Filling Stations she says Li tch
field, Conn, (at the Golden Eagle Ant ique 
Shop) , r anks top. Kent is second and 
Torrington third. At Washington, Conn., 
a copy of Pickwick was sold ten minutes 
after it had arr ived from the Oxford 
Press . 

You will not have forgotten, by the way. 
Old Quercus 's annual suggestion that the 
best place to prepare for Christmas is in 
the Book Room of the Oxford Press, 114 
Fifth Avenue. 

Cyril Clemens, the energetic founder of 
the Mark Twain Society of Webster 
Groves, Missouri, announces that he will 
short ly publish his Life of Josh Billings, 
with an introduction by Ruper t Hughes. 
We know Josh only in scraps, b u t always 
enjoyed especially his remark, "Too much 
of anything is bad, bu t too much whiskey 
is just enough." 

PERSONALS 

ADVERTISEMENTS ivill be accepted in 
this column for things ivanted or univanted; 
personal services to let or required; literary 
or publishing offers not easily classified else-
vihere; miscellaneous items appealing to a 
select and intelligent clientele; exchange 
and barter of literary property or literary 
services; jobs vianted, houses or camps for 
rent, tutoring, travelling companions, ideas 
for sale; communications of a decorous na
ture; expressions of opinion {limited to fifty 
lines). Rates: 7 cents per viord. Addrt ' 
Personal Dept. Saturday Revieia, 25 fVt 
\Sth Street, New York City. 

LIMA PUBLIC LIBRARY, Ohio, offc 
rare, beautiful single pages from illuminated 
medieval mss. and incunabula, from collec
tion Otto E. Ege. Excellent Christmas pres
ents for discerning, $1.75 to $20.00. Ask for 
list. 

W A N T E D : A roommate. I have a sunshiny 
apartment in classic Cambridge, comfortably 
furnished, electric refrigerated. I am fond 
of music; swear by the Saturday Revieiv; 
like to cook. Miriam, Saturday Revievo. 

W A N T E D budding or bungling author to 
do occasional typing in exchange for practi
cal literary help from publishers' reader, 
editor. Nom-de-plume, Saturday Revieiu. 

H E L P ! Young college graduate must earn 
her living—varied experiences; excellent 
references. Address C. R. K., Saturday Re
view. 

T H I N K I N G A M E R I C A N S ! You are in
vited to join the Frisbee Follies of 1932. 
Please write to your pet English Literature 
Professor and insist that she prove that 
"Shakespeare" and "Spencer" were not pen-
names of Edward De Vere. If any answers 
plausibly, please send her letter to me for 
critical analysis, George Frisbee. 

Y O U N G WOMAN—expert chauffeur 8 
years experience, would like to drive for 
older woman. Cautious, Saturday Revief. 

SUBSCRIBERS—File your Saturday Re-
vieivs. We had a plain black buckram 
binder, gold-stamped, made to preserve our 
own copies. Will supply same to you, post
paid, any address, $1.50. Mendoza Book Co., 
IS Ann St., N. Y. C. 

L I T E R A R Y E D I T O R S : Harvard man, 
proficient in contemporary American and 
English literature and in contact with au
thors, desires opportunity to review books 
for periodicals or papers. B-T, care of 
Saturday Review. 

I N E V E R believe what they tell me. Viz., 
that I can't find a job. But I must. An
thologist, private secretary, stenography, 
studied at Cambridge (England), accom
plished in French, active mind, don't be
lieve in negatives, once made 5 phone calls 
on one nickel. SYLVIA, c/o Saturday Re
view. 

CHARLOTTE*—Why the asterisk? And 
what do you mean by UNCO? Are you on 
the level ? What about Thanksgiving Eve ? 
All agog. GRAND CENTRAL. 

SUBJECT of Punishment, boys' schools, 
correctional institutions, etc., as treated in 
fiction and in biography. Bibliography 
wanted. Box 91. 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED
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THCENIX 3iESr\ 
t 

THIS week we suddenly confront 
you with a personal experience 
which for some time we have felt 
it necessary to report. We have 

called this little effort 

THE GENETICS OF JOHN GUSTABLE 

Unfortunately Gustable and ourself 
work in the same office building, and in 
midsummer, on some torrid day when we 
are feeling particularly limp and disspir-
ited, comes that meaty smack on the 
shoulder, detonates that voice of loud 
buoyancy, and all around us, it seems, 
looms John Gustable. We cannot choose 
but hear how many times he's run around 
the Reservoir at six that morning, how 
many cold baths he sloshes in per diem, 
what a swell summer resort is little old 
New York, and all about saline cocktails 
and setting-up exercises. 

It is little wonder, we say to ourself, that 
in August we approach our particular 
office building with steps of stealth, and 
peer around the entrance into the lobby 
with beaded brow, making sure that 
Gustable isn't tramping up and down in 
front of the elevators, eager to be whisked 
aloft, tear into the work on his desk, and 
frisk like an elephant through another 
high-pressure business day. 

This summer we left Yarmouth (after 
a week on the Cape) as a thief in the quite 
dark night, around ten-thirty, being the 
only person on the platform; got about 
two hours torrid, tossing sleep on a cin-
dery train, and tumbled out again into 
Grand Central around seven-thirty A. M. 
The city was no cooler than we had left 
it. We were in a slumberous, itching, and 
fatigued condition. We thought we'd go 
to the office early and let ourself in with 
our key, after picking up breakfast some
where. 

So, lugging our heavy kit-bag, we 
finally made our way into a familiar sand
wich shop on our street and called for 
coffee and bacon and eggs. By the time we 
were in the midst of this repast we began 
to feel blightly better, almost ready to face 
a business day. Then, looking up, we be
held Gustable. He had just seated himself 
across the counter; but his cheery hail 
rang forth immediately and he came 
round and took the stool beside us. 

"Well, this is a morning!" he began. 
"This summer in New York has been a 
miracle. I've kept as cool as a cucumber. 
Better than any mountains or ocean you 
could pick out! But you've been away, eh? 
Got quite a load of freckles; and you seem 
to be peeling." 

It filled us with spleen that here we 
should be returning to the big town sim
ply all tired out and disorganized by a va
cation, while Gustable, working through 
the summer with no chance to get away, 
displayed the rampant good health of a 
prize ox. And as we felt ourself looking 
lugubrious, we got even madder inside. 

But "boy, it's a great day we're alive 
in," boomed our companion. "I can't un
derstand all this grousing. Certain adverse 
conditions of course; but that only fills 
me full of fight. Up and at 'em, that's what 
I say! Business is a battle. I've had more 
jun this summer! And I've kept fit too, fit 
as a fiddle!" 

We choked over our eggs, and splut
tered with our mouth full, "Gee, 'at's 
dandy!" 

"Strong as a horse," boomed Gustable, 
with a gesture that meant he would like 
to flex his biceps, and which nearly 
knocked us off our perch. Then he began 
to order himself a real man's breakfast— 
a dozen roast mastodon or something. 

At that moment something drew our 
attention to the morning paper we held 
on our knee. The International Congress 
of Genetics was having itself quite a time 
in Ithaca, N. Y. A lot of scientists were 
saying a lot of things. We began to read— 
but of course we were interrupted. "Hal 
This builds the calories'." cried Gustable, 
tearing apart a couple of bear-steaks or 
whatever they were. 

"It's only your endocrine glands re
sponding to environmental conditions, 
after all," we murmiired. Then something 
else in the newsprint struck us. "By the 
way, ever had goiter?" we asked. 

"Wha'—?" he queried, stuffing. "Course 
nah." 

"That's all hooey it seems about goiter 
being due to insufficiency of iodine," we 
offered cheerfully. It's thyroid or some

thing. You know, you look a good deal 
like incipient goiter," we added lifting our 
eyes to regard his full-moon face. "I'd be 
careful, old man!" 

"Nonsense," said Gustable, swigging 
down two glasses of orange-juice. "I'm as 
sound—!" 

"You're full of hyperkinesis," we said 
gravely. 

"What the hell's that?" 
"Its symptoms," we said, "are jovial

ity, briskness, impulsive action, flow of 
speech—." 

"Well, what's the matter with it?" 
We shook our head several times and 

simply said, "H-m-m!" significantly. 
"Trying to kid me?" demanded Gust

able, but we thought he already looked a 
little worried. 

"My dear fellow," we replied, "I 
wouldn't dream of it—^but honestly, I'd 
look out for my physiological and psycho
logical variations, if I were you!" We re
turned to our paper. 

Then we looked up again, "How about 
myopia," we said, "Troubled with that?" 

"Certainly not—wonderful eyesight— 
far-sighted—!" 

"Um-m-m," we mused. Then we shook 
our head again. "Perhaps," we advanced, 
"a certain tendency toward albinism? 
There are a hundred genetical types of 
albinism in corn." 

"Never drink corn," said Gustable. 
"Never drink anything, except orange 
juice." 

"Oh, orange juice!" we said. 
"You take the drosophile or quick-

breeding fly," we said, "Experiments have 
shown all sorts of things. Then there's that 
mouse colony they've developed at Spring 
Harbor. You see, Gustable, it's all genes." 

"It's all what?" he goggled. 
"It's all genes," we said, "units of her

edity—and you can't very well control 
them. You want to watch out for your 
hormones and chromosomes, too. They 
give you that false feeling of security. Be
sides, you're probably laboring imder a 
considerable environmental handicap, and 
don't know it. You take, for instance, 
wildness in rats. They have these lighted 
platforms and dim platforms. If you drop 
the rat. . . ." 

"Rats!" exploded Gustable, but we 
could see we had his attention now and 
that he wasn't eating any more breakfast. 
"Rats?" he said again, but more in the 
natiu-e of a plaintive query. 

"Rats," we said, positively, "scientific 
experiment, you know. Gene activity. 
What do you know about your intracel
lular genie substances? Are they isolated 
and purified?" 

He was looking at xis with a rather blank 
expression. Then, we can only employ a 
term that has come into recent fairly po
lite usage—he "burped." "Don't feel so 
good," he murmured, puzzled, and drew 
forth a square yard of white linen with 
which to mop his brow. "Where d'you get 
all this stuff, anyway?" he asked rather 
bellicosely. We had been reading our 
newspaper under the counter. 

"Don't get it—all," we said modestly. 
"I don't know much about cellular physi
ology. Only know there are dangers. You 
take deaf-mutes—!" 

"Hey," said Gustable to the girl, "my 
check, and make it snappy!" 

"The case of Japanese dancing mice is 
peculiar—" we began again. 

"Well, old man," said Gustable, secur
ing a bit of cardboard, and sliding from 
his stool without any particular bounce, 
"I'm off to my work. Great day! I feel— 
I feel—well, as a matter of fact I don't feel 
so good at the moment. Though really, 
you ought to leave off filling your mind 
with all that pseudo-scientific junk. There 
isn't a word of truth in it—not a—." He 
burped again, rather pathetically, we 
thought. His eyebrows were drawn to
gether and his eyes rather popped. He was 
like a man tortured in the throes of dawn
ing intelligence. He trod off heavily to
ward the cashier's desk, and we noted as 
he stood there, passing coin across the 
counter, that his shoulders sagged. He 
shot a perturbed and suspicious look back 
at us before he heaved himself through 
the door. At that moment we were rather 
sorry for him. But, after all, we couldn't 
help it. And we ourself were feeling per
fectly fine! 

THE PHOENICIAN. 
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i Five Books You MUST Read! 

AMERICAN POETS 
16{0-19{0 

EDITED BY 

MARK VAN DOREN 

An anthology which attempts to include all the Ameri
can poets of distinction and only those who can be so 
rated. Fifty-seven poets have stood the test and 649 poems 
prove their claims to inclusion. Thirty-four of the fifty-
seven have done most of their work in the twentieth 
centurj^ 

"Van Doren, a sensitive poet himself and one of the 
best critics of poetry, has a catholic appreciation, and his 
selection is commendable,"—Burton Rascoe in The New 
York Sun. 

"An excellent anthology both for reading and refer-
i fence."—E. F. Edgett in Boston Evening Transcript. 

"One of the very few leaders of its type."—Philadelphia 
\ Public Ledger. 732 pages. $3.75 

"A book that you will want to read in toto, 
I s ' 'Mark Twain ' s America ' , by Bernard DeVoto ' . ' 

—The Conning Tower. 

MARK TWAIN'I 
AMERICA 

BY BERNARD D E V O T O 

"This book should start a much-needed and extensive 
row."—Scribner's Magazine. 

"One of the most beautiful, deep-seeking books on 
America that we have."—New York Times Book Review. 

"It is another step in the rewriting of American his
tory."—Henry Seidel Canby. 

"No one interested in the sources of Americanism can 
afford to miss it."—May Lamberton Becker. 

"A grand, fierce book, not quite in the genteel tradi
tion."—Survey Graphic. With 13 woodcuts. $4.00 

: 

The Atlantic $10,000 Prize Novel 

PEKING PKNIC 
BY ANN BRIDGE 

"A distinguished achievement. Certain to be popular and to 
deserve its popularity."—Saturday Review oj Literature. 

An Atlantic Novel. 30th Tjhousand! $2.50 

By the Author of "Hatter's Castle" 

THREE LOVES 
BY A» J* CRONIN 

"Another memorable book. A most unusually good book."— 
Saturday Review oj Literature. 24th Thousand! $2.50 

: 

: By the Author of "Jalna" 

LARK ASCENDING 
BY MAZO DE LA ROCHE 

"An exuberant book in which the.reader finds people, who are 
beautiful, improvident and lucky, id lovely places which provide 
romantic adventure."—New York Herald Tribune. 

An Atlantic Novel. 21st Thousand! $2.50 • 

Boston LITTLE, BROWN & CO^ 
Publishers 
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