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0 WORLD, BE NOBLER
BY LAURENCE BINYON
O World nobler. for her sake!
If she but knew thee what thou 2
What wr are bor what @e¢ are done
In thee, beneath thy ily sun,
Know'st thou not that her tender heart
¥or pain and very shame would break?
world. be nobler, for her sake!
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held before, in the pages of “The Academy.”
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pure literature, the claims of biographical works
of one sort and another are recognized by half |
the total of votes cast—the cone really interesting |
fact disclosed by the whole rather trivial trans-
action,
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Mr. Andrew Lang protests that he doesn’t

know much about Sirens, but he nevertheless
declines to take Lady Pippinworth, in “Tommy
and Grizel,” as the real thing. We are not
made to realize her “unholy fascinations,” he
complains. “Mr. Barrie, after cataloguing her
perfections, says, ‘Now we have the
secret of her charm,” but I do not feel that we

I Pippinworth, perhaps,
does not greatly matter. She is not, at any rate,
the heroine of the But Mr. in-
dictment could be so ditawn as to include most
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of the personages supposed to be fascinating in
contemporary fiction. This is, indeed, the one
conclusive proof of the difference between the
average novelist—be he never so successful

and e few really at figures in the history
of the art. How many speeches, in novels, have
W cen asked to take as brilliant, when they
have been almost preternaturally dull! How
much talk has been poured upon us, from the
lips novelistic heroes, which has been flat
boredom in essence! How wmuch beauty have
we been asked to admire, without a tithe of it

being made manifest on the printed
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to bury, for some generations to come.” He
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Celia, “O, wonderful,
wonderful wonderful! and
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ANTHONY VAN DYCK. An Historical Study of |
His Life and Works. By Lionel Cust, F. 8. A
Director of the National Portrait Gallery, Lon-
don Ilustrated. Imperial octavo, pp. xvill
300. The Macmillan Company.
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