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THE LAST EMPRESS. By Daniele Vare.
Doubleday, Doran. 1936. $3.

The life-time of a remarkable woman
spans the period during which China
passed from a medieval state to a youth-
ful republic and Signor Varé has done
well to place within the reach of the
reading public a succinet account of her
life and times,—an account so objective
in its sincerity as to enhance the fantastic
nature of the material dealt with.

Yehonala, daughter of a Manchu Ban-
nerman, entered the harem of the “Son
of Heaven” and after the birth of her
son became Tzu-hsi, Empress of the West,
her cousin Sakota being at the same time
Tzu-an, Empress of the East. The Son of
Heaven died shortly—in 1861 to be exact
—and except for short periods of retire-
ment Tzu-hsi ruled the Middle Kingdom
from that moment until her death in
1908. Forceful, beautiful; cruel, fascinat-
ing; self-reliant, ruthless; all those
characteristics and many others were
possessed by the great Empress Dowa-
ger: the recital of her life is an amazing
tale.

Courage she never lacked; Signor Vare
relates numerous instances which prove
this fact. Although ignorant of this great
world she had an uncanny instinct in
regard to human nature and was difficult
to deceive. It was our privilege to attend
the last audience granted by Tzu-hsi to
the Legation ladies at the Summer Palace
near Peking and from the instant she
raised her quick, piercing eyes her per-
sonality vitalized the Audience Hall. The
Emperor Kuang Hsii, her sad nephew, sat
dully beside the main throne, his great

brown orbs—one can call them by no
other term—fixed on nothingness.

Signor Varé’s book is not only the bi-
ography of a powerful ruler, it is a pastel
glowing in many colors which makes
vivid a crisis in world history. Who yet
knows where lie the debits and credits
of those eventful years when East and
West began their merging?

F. A,

THE LAST LANDFALL. By Desmond
Malone. Doubleday, Doran. 1936. $2.75.

The recently developed liking of the
public for autobiographical narratives
by authors of no great fame is prob-
ably responsible for the manner in
which Mr. Malone’s account of himself
has been received in England, and the
hopefulness with which it is launched
here. While there are a good many out of
the ordinary things in his book, his life
is clearly one that all of us might have
had and enjoyed, neither on the heights
nor in the depths, but active and varied.
Malone was the son of an Irish policeman,
brought up in cockney London, and edu-
cated to enter a monastic order. The fact
that he had no true vocation for the
priesthood influenced him to go to sea as
a wireless operator. No romantic urge for
exotic scenes rises from his narrative of
many ships, ports, and seamen. The sea
was for years a profession for him rather
than a lure to adventure, and it is this
balanced, sensible viewpoint that lends
distinction to the book. An interlude of
melodrama followed, however, when the
author was captured by a German sub-
marine during the war and forced to
spend days aboard her while she lurked
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818, $36 and Up

NOW ONLY

$

IFTY-ONE eminent artists are co-

operating in a unique program to
stimulate nation-wide interest in fine art.
Signed, original, limited-edition etchings by
the artists listed here regularly sell at $18,
$36 and up. Now you may secure any of
more than a hundred fine, signed originals
for the hitherto unheard-of low price of $5
each!

EACH

Five Prize-Winners Included

Twenty others, still available, have been
acquired by museums. The edition of each
is strictly limited. Some of the etchings pre-
viously offered in this program have already
increased in value to several times their
original price.

All are etchings in “mint condition”, selected
by a prominent jury as representative ren-
derings of this noteworthy group. The etch-
ings offered are not small. Plate sizes aver-
age 8 by 11 inches. Minimum mat size is
14 by 18 inches.

Ready for framing, or for collector’s port-
folio, the works offered range from the finest
of the classics to the most desirable of the
modern schools.

Free Illustrated Catalogue

An interesting catalogue illustrates the etch-
ings available, and contains biographical
data on each artist. Send 10c in stamps to
cover mailing costs, and a copy will be sent
at once. Our special mail order service makes
it possible to select the etchings you wish at

home. Money back if not delighted.
Partial List of Artists
Pegay Bacon Don Freeman Maraaret Manuel
Thomuns Benton Gordon Grant Jerome Myers
Arnold Blanch Thomas Handforth Henry Pitz
Alexander Brook Albert Heekman Charles Pont
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at the bottom of the sea, chased by Al-
lied planes and destroyers dropping depth
charges. The book ends with a sane and
temperate account of prison-camp life,
and a final chapter of remarkable re-
straint in which the author tells of his
discovery that at twenty-six he was af-
flicted with incurable deafness.

This restraint, under which a Celtic
love of beauty nevertheless glows, is the
principal characteristic of a remarkable
and readable book. Unlike Mr. Sheean,
Mr. Farson, and other successful practi-
tioners of this type of personal narrative,
the author does not dramatize even the
tallest of his tall stories unduly. Lacking
many of the journalistic tricks of the
trade, he has not sought for significance
and vividness where those qualities are
not conspicuous, but has been content
to observe the things of which he writes
with a sensitive and understanding mind.
Nor is he afraid to acknowledge fears and
failures. Such clear-eyed and well-bal-
anced acceptance of life should be of
value at the moment. T.P, Jr.

Fiction
MRS. MEIGS AND MR. CUNNINGHAM.

By Elizabeth Corbett. Appleton-Cen-
tury. 1936. $2.

The inimitable Mrs. Meigs, with whom
life is never dull, is with us again.
Her “young ideas,” her bridge table,
her sense of humor, and her family
problems we still have, but more than
that, we are now confronted with the
dashing and gallant Mr. Cunningham,
who dines her on oysters and green turtle
soup, besieges her with roses and tele-
phone calls, and threatens to remove her
from our family circle. Mrs. Meigs is not
one to have her head turned by such
frivolities and she manages her suitor
with a dexterity that would put even her
granddaughter to shame. Marriage at
cighty-two is just as important as mar-
riage at twenty, and Mrs. Meigs will not
have us think otherwise. Spurred on, as
always, by evident consternation on the
part of her daughters, Mrs. Meigs suc-
ceeds in creating a bit of a turmoil in the
family by allowing herself to be squired
about town by her “Lochinvar.” Amid all
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this, she still finds time to be the under-
standing confidante of her grandchildren
and the one to whom all the family turn
in times of trouble. Life, to Mrs. Meigs,
is an adventure to be looked upon with
a sense of humor.

Miss Corbett has an unusual insight
into human nature and emotions, a way
of lifting the events of everyday life far
above the commonplace, and she writes
with an extremely delicate touch. “The
Young Mrs. Meigs” in Miss Corbett’s first
volume charmed us with the assertion of
her independence and her tactful solu-
tion of family problems. Here we have
the delightful experience of watching her
with her suitor, Mr. Cunningham. The
reader of this book will feel at the end,
with Mrs. Meigs, that “Somehow life once
more looks very amusing.” S. L.

IT’S THE CLIMATE. By Charles Horace
Rathbone, Jr. Richard R. Smith. 1936.
$2.50.

It must be the climate that has caused
so many authors traveling in the tropics
to see there only three themes for fiction:
native magie, dissolution by drink, and
miscegenetic love. Or maybe Somerset
Maugham is responsible by writing of
these phenomena so convincingly that
later writers have seen them through his
eyes, though without his vision, just as
most painters in Tahiti today are myopic
emulators of Paul Gauguin.

These fourteen posthumous stories by
Charles Horace Rathbone are better than
many others of their sort, for his painter’s
vision has complemented his none too ex-
pert handling of dramatic values. His
characters come alive, quickly and solid-
ly; he writes as he must have painted,
with bold stroke and movement, portray-
ing and translating the life of the Carib-
bean islands so that one sweats and gulps
and knows that this life he describes,
however narrow, is achingly real.

The story of the enamored priest who
was the “stooge of God,” of Sadie’s gen-
erous “Five Dollars a Week” accumulat-
ing to bring her contempt and tragedy,
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of the haunted wife in “Tornado,” are
simple and moving pieces. It is, however,
regrettable that this talented young au-
thor, like so many of his time, found the
tale alone important, and the syntax of
its structure to be disdained. H. D.

BIG BLOW. By Theodore Pratt. Little,
Brown. 1936. $2.50.

Mr. Pratt writes of a Florida that the
tourist does not see, and does not want to
see—the inland country north of the
Everglades, populated by a marginal resi-
duum of Crackers, where the only crops
you can be sure of bringing to harvest
are envy, hatred, malice, and all un-
charitableness. His story of a Nebraska
farm boy who bought a few acres there
and struggled for a living and a girl
against flood, drought, frost, insects, hur-
ricanes, and vicious neighbors suffers, as
a story, from predictability; its course
can be forecast as accurately as that of
what the Weather Bureau calls a tropi-
cal disturbance, and the hurricane with
which the book closes comes just in the
nick of time, killing off all the scoundrels
who were about to lynch our hero and his
friends, while leaving the good unharmed.
Such perfect selectivity would be more
gracefully displayed by the United States
Marines.

But Mr. Pratt knows his country, and
you can read with a good deal of interest
his account of the tribulations of a farmer
used to a different country; there is also
a good minor character in salty old Aunt
Jane. On the whole, however, the picture
of the country and the people leaves you
with the feeling that what this part of
Florida needs is more and better hurri-
canes. E. D.

TARE HARVEST. By Eleanor Peters.
Reynal & Hitcheock. 1936. $2.50.

Here is a “first novel” much better
than most. The story is the old one
of a dominating and ruthless passion
for the land. John Guilder has much
in common with all power-obsessed pio-
neers and his family suffered the in-
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