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THE ADVENTURES OF GERARD. By A. Conan
Doyle 1 W. . Wollen., 1Zmo, pp.
257, MeCh & Co

i : YELLOW CRAYO By E hillips Oppen

'“”| . usirated Vi rdd, M
& Co.

COUNT ZARKA. A ce v Sir \\'i!l."l
Mag . fece by Mauries Gre
fenhagen. Boston: L. C.

& Co,

SETAY-AT-HOMYS Ry A. B. Walford fvo, pPp
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Sir A. Conan Doyle has one gift which is

Ri tly rare among writs of fict Work

ing at the present time. He can tell a stor)

of mere adventure and give it somethi lik

literary quality. He can make a tis of
incidents not simply exciting, but artistic. He
proves this with special fulness and force in

“The Ad tures of Gerard.” In a series of

¢icht brief narratives he exhibits to us the

exploits of a brigadier under Napoleen Th
exploits themselves are enteriaining Though
th smack of the camp and the battlefield
which have been written aimost to death by

the modern novelist, they are not hackneyved in

| beautiful woman.

| ladies who startle us in the frontispiece.
| Zarka” is
shocker,”

motive. When we read of how Gerard lost his
par in a Venetian dungeon, how he capturcd
Saragossa, how he cut a fox in twain before |
the astounded eyes of some English officers
hunting in the Peninsula, and how he did sev-
Y extraordinary things, we are led to |
1 at he was quite right in regarding
his carcer as unigue. The author of his being
has invented for him situations and adventures

they are picturesque and thrilling.

i more than adventure here to be-
ider. There is the altogether life-

1 re in which the clever soldier is
‘ Jo€ and there is the soldier himself, a
trayed with an underiying seriousness

that orms a figure of drama into a
wholly credible human being. Geoerard swag-

rs 10 a tremendous degre but never is a

note struck in the s hes  or less

ributed to L Furthicrmore, while giving

' of a properly boastful man-

thea al era, the author is at

rve in th portrait the lines

ak the trus and gentieman,

brag as mu he pleases, we

th in him, he never stri us as

n a natural and captivating man.

T forthcoming season may bring us some

more important veolume of fiction than this; it
cannot bring us one nwre diverting.

“The Yellow Crayon™ is an g tale,
Mr. Oppenheim thinks nothing g us o
Lelieve wond The secret society whose
d form the substance of the book is rep-
resented as one established amoeng the great
families of Europe with

ing the riss

Lt d i
n d th
with a good 1
tual carr
liy ¢
| e \
Mass., of all
Iy ne ¥
Kidnapping of )
vy whe terrible edicts are dway st
in yellow crayon He has been exg i
n 1} order. When st ( H 11 »
nd 2-7:" 4 4 inagrave inty i « r
t is made to keep her husband at a dis
t « Naturally the Duke of Souspennier does
Id with this sort of thing, and, as he is
mely res ul pe with mmuch
weulth at his disposal, he pro ly sets about
recovery of his lest partner. Astonishing
th s occur at once, In New-York he is ar
1 1 on a trumped up charge with a rity
1 a brutality w hy of 1 Middl \ g
I e 1 g ppar as much at
. call of the Empoeror ST s
s is 1 1 : duch 1 he is «
i to continue « paign thro
erposition  of itish  Amb
\ hi T But L not expose any n
{ the details of Oppenheim’s remarkable
fabric. The tangle grows more ta 1 as the
story continues, and we are kept absorbed until
last pages are reached. They are only fairly
well written pages, 1 there too many of
1} . but for the sake of the plot “The Yellow
Crayon” is worth reading.
A similar judgment may be passe
“Count Zarka,” in which another

In this case

it

OCCurs. is Prince Roel

berg who disappears, and the Russian Govern
ment is seupposed to be res sible, ind hi
dizappearance, s the minister

1makes us acquainted with the circumstance,

we have a strong, ruthless, political motive

And motive springing from one of the strong
est, most Napoleonic braing in Burope, and at
1 back of that poiicy the might of a Great
o ! This Napoleonic person, like @

Kaiser in “The Yellow Crayon,” chooses as his
chief instrument just the Kind of man a Na-

would not This is
Jarka, a « vin upon whom 8Sir William
has lavished the crudest colors of the
most Jurid The count is
of any evil, Including the worst treachery to
those who pay him. Prince Roel is presently
revealed as only a pawn in the count's

dream of employing,

il

melodrama., capable

own

SUCCesSses,

Hence all manner of trag-
1 surprises, including a duel between the two
“Count
call “a shilling

all bad.

what the

As such it

English
is not at

“Stay-at-Homes™ is not one of Mrs. Walford's
It bears the marks of the pot-boiier,

style may it be recognized as in-
work of the author of that strik
“The Baby's Grandmother.” The
on a situation that is as ab-

ere is no plausible

impossible
the clever, prosperous old spinster

cousin s

are her near relatives: while. on her mother's
cide, she is a great-granddaughter of the Hon.
Peter Spearwater, who fought under N:.;ml»_nn
and represented Selborne in the Colonial Parlia-
ment at Halifax for twenty-five years. Her
education was cosmopolitan, for her parents
travelled about a great deal, and before she
was sixteen she had a wide knowledge of Eu-
rope as well as of Ameriea, though it was prob-

|

ably Paris —to which the artistic temperament, |
perhaps, looks most for its inspiration and its
satief on—that made the greatest impression
on her

Could eduean

nal forces conquer the human
soul, Mrs. Craigie would probably have heen 2
pianist Her education was begun with that
end in vi but the red tape of the Conservi-
toire in Paris, which insiste that no pupil shall

NOTE.

LITERARY

W. K. Clifford’s next book will not be 8
novel in her usual sombre and powerful vein,
but a bock for children. It will be one of the
publications of the Christmas season.

Mrs.

There is to he a new edition, In two valumes,
of Mr. Meridith's “Poems,” uniform in style
with the pocket edition of his noveis published
in this country by the Seribners. That edition,
we may note, is a boon for convenience of furm
and reasonableness of cost.

. late Lord Salisbury, though he did a good
for publication in the course of
would hardly rank as one of

Th
deal of writir

1sta Kenyon should enter her enter its doors without signing for a three | bis long career, o & 2 Iv & aues
houschold in 1l dizgm of a humble com- | years' course, stopped that project, as Mr. and | ?_?'-' literary smen ”: it were t’v""’ ¥ & ques-
: i e novelist ¢ tment of her | Mrs. John Morgan Richards, Mrs. Craigie’s | tition of beokmn g. It seems that or
s - SRR v o | parents, objected to the AuSe. s of the British Museumn catalogue
ticn and ite ) quences is merely siliy. The .1 with him. These are reported to contain
romance is fiat and i fective: the hero, It iz added, however, that literature had set dozen “lives,” many speeches and pam-
Idier t 3 fTeminate stick, in | BT seal upon M Crai when she was still | and only one volume of any length. This
Idier i3 ¢ ’ ' s ‘ _ o T - v speet v e e
e a . . contiment the | in the nursery. Before s was able to write, | Evoluti AR 'r.n. pect; A Rev ! .'\‘
u 15 ilo s mesl Sl , _ _ o o Delivered at the Eritish Association e
ader o1 ¢ The heroine., on the she used to dictate stories to her nurse. 1If she | the Advancement of Science at Oxford, IS8
other hand with spirit—she is the one | Saw a picture she turned it into wor and | - —
fl 1 « in thus at a very early age gave indication of her A London hookseller names in b
{ ! 1 o . 3 Jily - 1 -~ 1ttors”
i iterary bent.” A note on he wthod « m- | “OPY The Sitverado Squn .
IS ho fres crention lit ;rv ¢ V-x' , ‘\ note on her method of com- | wrappers, for which s £ He
L repet n of the nice girls of Mrs. | Position follows: ",1.1‘. ten copies of this pamphlet we L
ford's former novels. That 1 \ While the actual prod: of her work is | One of [ >3 }\‘ >m’ rter ho
§ ath 8 o 3 1 » | reprod re’  the deseription
for the repres 1 © Vv rapid rather than t} - years may elapse | reprod s |
' gl € ot anai ) ‘ % 2 between the incep of an idea and its com- | which Stes inside the front
SYRE o nininity—a type frank, true | pletion. The reason is that she often keeps four k wrapper. It runs as follows:
e a " " 2 P B s - y D . Pagt tioyn n
and loving, superficially faulty, but genuinely ) or five things in her mind at the same time, This Strange and Imperfect Publication, ene

THREE PHOTOGRAPHS OF “JOHN OLIVER HOBEBES" AT HOMR

(The lad in the third picture Is her son.)

nobie at heart. Tt is a highly agreeable ideal,
but without injustice remind the

might
1at a slicht variety in heroines would
in this
is mixed up

case the
with

especially as
of girl's fortunes

the

h chrenicling of small beer—beer smaller
any Mrs, Walford has heretofore conde-
¢ ded to coffer us.

e (e ———

“JOHN OLIVER HOBBES.”

An Hlustrated Imterciewe with Mrs.

C'raizie.

A in the Lendo has heen
visit { her hon «
1 A\ S | | took 1
! the 1 i ¥ h articl
ome of ch we produce, give interesting
glimpses of a neitabl personality. The inter-
viewer has something to say, to begin with, |
lier days in Mrs. Craigzie's lit-

career. Her first nove!l, “Some Einotions

ind a Moral,” pleased the first publisher to
whom it was sent, but he did net bring it out
because it wa g as the |
Craig did
it any Iax
ed it had
scale of wk, but h
I, and be did not N
y the wathor John
obdurate, anag said, it
the t and T won't
the pseudonyme, and if you publish t
those 1tv thi will be publi 1 v
Her insistence upon us a pseuadonyme a

thus explained: was

a

is

Vvory young {

woman at the time, and she not unnaturally felt |

that if the erities thought the book was wric-
ten by a woman, and a very young w in at
that, there would be, metaphorically, gn

f teeth.”

Mrs, Craigie is more than the novelist and
dramatist she calls herself. She has written
for “The Times,” “The Fortnightly” and other
reviews; she wrote the article on George Eliot
for the “kncyclopaedia Britannica,” and she has
lectured on Balzae, Turner and Brahms, Some
time delivered an address before th
I ociety on Dante and Dotticelli, and re-

5 Lord Avebury as pres
Alluding to the

cently she has succeaded
t of the

iden Ruskin Society.

personal history of “the Whistler of the Stage
ind the Bernard 8 v of the Boudoir,” as it
calls her, “The Sketeh” says:

Bound up though her work has been with
London, Mrs, Craigie, as most people are aware,
is an American by birth, and, appropriately |
¢nough, first saw the light in the cultured

city of Boston. On her father's side, she comes
stock associated with the law, the church,
and banking; and David Dudley Field and Judge

game, which has for its aim the hand of a Field, of the Supreme Court at Washington,

and works from one to the other until, at length,
one thing takes possession of her mind to the

'-'f an edition of ten copies only, issued for ul-

|

exclusion of everything else, and she is com- |
pelled to sit down and finish it. Thus, tho
“The Ambassader,” for instance, was in

mind for three years, the actual writing of
play occupied only about two months, though
“The School for Saints™ took six ti as long
in the production, in addition to the three years

€5

in which it was getting itself into shape i
early morning and late afternoon, t
fast until shortly after noon, and from 5
3. are the hours Mrs. Craigie devot to
work, though for a « of hours b
fast she is at her

The natur

n

seem

'y
won in the face of

indeed, it i E
is practically Mr. .

is a

Nirs. Craigie
to Mr. Fr.
» whom Mr
su xe
> r t
t to ¢ t
e eri wi
! ¥ that
| i ny peo b
~ P I T hie
that mt 1 !
t Pope, who i :
ntly m I orgar m
by t} s. Craig
w pri i s ro
t of her play—while the
ces of the Bishop might have
1 His Holiness
than plays, more than
i TS
Taigie, who is on ve
suing to Eton, after havir come through kis
novitiate at Mr. Churchill's scheol at Broad-
stairs.
i

A4 CONQUERING

From The London Spectator

F.AIWN.

A sambhur fawn [ possessed in India, of the
18 of four te six months, made a practice of
chasing all dogs that came into the compound
and Jdid so with every appearance of »
ing it the greatest po=ssible fun. The
on the other hand, fled with their tails between
their leas. This fawn evidently imagined itse

1o be the guardian and protector of the estab-

lishment. 1 have a vivid picture in my recol-
lection of the ntle little beast transformed
into a perfeet fury, its coat bristling on end
to make it look twice its usual size, head and
tail defiantly erect, stamping sharply the

hold with its dainty forefeet, demor tra-

intended to frighten aw 1y two pariah

dogs who eringed before it on the verand 1, yet
showed a great desire to intrude into the hvvu;s--
T dogs finally sneaked off, denressed
defeated, and the conquering fawn swaggered
back into the room to be praised by me, either
for once disdalning to chase its foes or de-
terred therefrom by its strong dislike to the
noonday sun

!
If |

and |

|
|
|

terior purjoses on the 17th day eof October in
the year of grace 1NN is now in its ter
of a bibliographie rarity and candid. r the
ums of th future amnd as a handy com=
fium of misreadings and errors of the press,
in which it far excels the most extensi -
petitive collections. Offered by the auth Lo
Walter A. Pow the celebrated Scoto-V sh-
man of Hyeéres."™
Mr. Kipling has written anothep t So™
tory. It is called ; bu Table,’ 13

$
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ek e, vou knew) she fear he
p Tabu, which pr nted her from k-
n .\"> th 'l ;"\' an to s ,
", . th
gt ;
1 1 v the
L H 1 ¥ K-
P h -
1 te
’ t.
T 1 That w v ! W AS
vhere that her Daddy
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has comy seven
. 1} sever
new Sherlock e s sStories. An ¢ i »
! a d to the e s, which he has written
Strand M izine,” but it is said that
ries will very probably be extended to

twelve stories.

There is to be, by the way, a collected edit on

of the novels of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. It
will con of twelve volumes and the edition
will be 1t *d to one thousand sets *h vol
ume will cont two photogravure l:....\t.’.l":l
The author has written a preface for the «
tion.

Not long age an Englishwoman sent a1 man

Seript to a publisher., He lost it. She sued for
damages, and when the ecase came up for tricl
the pu wr was ordered to pay the author

ray all the costs. This sert of
ndoubtediy make the London publist
feel that a new terror has been added to life.

thine

Mr. Charles Whihley has at last
manuscript of his 'ong-promised beok
Thackeray to the printers. It will be brought
cut within a short time in the “Modern Enclish
Writers™ series. It ousht to make an Interest-
ing book, for Mr. Whibley is one of the most
accomplished of the disciples of the late Will-
;un Ernest Henlev  whosae literary executur
e is,

the

on

sent




