YOX PUERI.
BY I H. BASHFORD.

Give me the white road, give me the hedge and
the hill, .
Give me the long day, and a sword at my side,
Say to me God speed, give me the way of my
will,
And no other guide.

Speak me no soft words, bless me and bid me
go free, .
So shalil 1 drink deep of the waters of life,
&0 shall I go far, travelling desert and sea,
Prevailing in strife.

Give me no girl's love, give me no kisses or

sighs,
Give me the bluff hand and the joy of the
strong,
So shall 1 g
eyes,
And stride to a song.
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The hundredth anniversary of the birth of
Sainte-Beuve will be cclebrated on December
Several books will be published at about
time, containing new letters and docu-
ments, and recollections by survivors of his
epoch, and there will be public ceremonies in
his honer in Paris and at Boulogne-sur-Mer,
where he was born. We recall a young French
poet, musing on the slopes of Vesuvius on the
~decline and fall off” of Sainte-Beuve. He was
convinced that the great critic was played out,
that his influence endured only among old
fogies, and, naming certain clever writers of
our own day, asserted that to them alone was
it possible for the younger school to turn for
lisht and leading. Well, the authority of the
vounger school is not, after all, paramount In
France, and in December the best minds of the
country will join in doing honor to a critic
whose work must remain, for all serious prac-
titioners of his craft, one of the great gifts of
the nineteenth century to permanent literature.
The contribution of one American to the forth-
coming celebration Is to take an especially
worthy form. Miss Katharine P. Wormeley, 8o
well known for her translation of the complete
works of Balzac and for her versions of many
classieal French memoirs, has put into English
a number of Sainte-Benve's most characteristic
essays, and these will be published by the Put-
nams in two volumes entitled “Portraits of
the Seventeenth Century.” No tribute could
be laid at the feet of the French master better
than a work of this sort, done by so distin-
guished a hand.
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Mr. Arthur Tomson has written a novel, the
hero of which is a successful portrait painter,
and the charms with which this man is en-
dowed lead the London “Morning Post” to note
in plaintive language the curious manner in
which the modern novelist, treating of an artist,
almost invariably makes him unnatural. The
artist of Mr. Tomson's story is beautiful,
adored by all the ladies, and 8o very prosper-
ous that he is able to live in a palace. Finding
a needy sculptor at his elbow, he commissions
him to design a hall for this mansion. *“The
Australian,” he says, “whose wife I painted
during the early spring, has sent me such a
huge check that I hardly know what to do
with It Buy anything you like to surround
your work with—onyxes or marble, malachite
or sardonyx—fashion the stones just as you
like, but do this work for me.” *“The Morning
Post” complains that “the world knows of no
such painter—nor of such an Australian.” The
natural conclusion is that the novelists who
portray these astounding princes of art in their
pages, or, at the other extreme, the starving
Bohemian, whose adventures are inordinately
romantic, err from ignorance. We wonder If,
as a matter of fact. It i1s not rather that they
are unconsciously influenced by a notion that
“the public” will not believe in the artist who is
painted from life? The author of the “artistic”
novel is, as a rule, more thoroughly hypnotized
Ly convention than any of his fellow novelists.

——

Your modern author can on occasion be great-
Iy daring. Mr. H. G. Wells has begun in the
“Fortnightly” the third of his speculative books,
“A Modern Utopia,” and in the preface he tells

the reader that the “Veice” of his pages is not |

to be taken as his own, but as that of “a whit-
ish plump man, a little under the middle size
and age, with such blue eyes 2as many Irishmen
have, and agile in his movements and with a
slight tonsorial baldness—a penny might cover it

of the erown.” We are given other details, all
of them indicating a distinctly commonplace
type. Another individuzl is also made responsi-
blie for remarks in the plece. “He is a leaner,
rather taller, graver and much less garrulous
man. His face Is weakly handsome and done in
tones of gray, he Is fairish and gray eyed, and
you would suspect him of dyspepsia.” The au-
dacity of this sort of thing is twofold. In the first
place, Mr. Wells runs a great risk In assigning
the leading parts of his work to two such unat-
tractive types. We can forgive him for this,
even praise him for it What surprises us is
his asking the reader to take a certain amount
of unnecessary troublee. Why should he be
made to help Mr. Wells out in running the ma-
chinery of his book. That 8 & very diferent
thing from bringing to the perusal of a work
the thoughtful attention that the author has a
right to expect.

§. PEPYS'S KINSMAN.

Letters of the Blue Stocking Period
in England.

A LATER PEPYS. The Correspondence of Sir
William Weller Pepys, Bart.,, Master in Chan-

cery, 1758-1825. With Mrs. Chapone, Mrs. Hart-
ley, Mrs. Montagu, Hannah More, William
Franks, Sir James Macdonald. Major Rennell,
Sir Nathaniel Wraxall and Others. Edited with

an Introduction and Notes by Alice C. C. Gaus-
sen. In Two Volumes, 8vo., pp. 425-414 John
Lane,

This Pepys of the eighteenth century, whose
correspondence appears in these bulky volumes,
was a kinsman of the more famous Pepys who
wrote his inimitable diary in the previous cen-
tury. It is said of Willlam Weller Pepys that,
unlike his faraway cousin Samuel, he pos-
sessed a mind that could afford to think aloud.
That he thought with great copiousness and
eminent propriety these epistles show. They are
full of excellent moralizing, of sententious
philosophizing, of real religious feeling: they

MRS. MONTAQGU.
(From the portrait by Reynolds)

offer, when addressed to youth, the best of ad-
vice, and they speak an appreciative mind and
an affectionate and winning nature. There is so
much of sameness in the rather terrifying mass
that we wonder why the fair editor did not con-
tent herself with making selections, thus pro-
ducing with her own annotations and bio-
graphical additions a more varied and less for-
midable work. The comments and anecdotes of
Pepys's friends would seem to show that he
was of nimbler brain than his own writings give
us to understand. He had undoubtedly a sense
of humor, and he was a Liberal in politics—in-
deed, he considered Rousseau the greatest genius
of his age. As a lawyer Pepys held high rank;
he was a scholar of solid attalnments, and his
intellectual qualities and lovable character made
him a popular member of the “Bas Bleu" as-
semblies which, toward the end of the eigh-
teenth century, did something to replace gam-
bling by conversation in London soclety.

The reign of cards had grown to mean un-
speakable dulness for a great many clever peo-
ple, and the blue stocking parties of Mrs. Mon-
tagu, Mre. Vesey and William Pepys had a nota-
ble success. Fanny Burney, who has told us of
Pepys's passion for literature, records that the
parties at his house formed into little separate
groups, “less awful than at Mrs. Montagu's and
less awkward than at Mrs. Vesey's,” and the
host’s animated talk, his memory for anecdote,
and his readiness for reciting the whole mass of
English poets, gave the pleasantest of keynotes
to the concert. Hannah More writes of one of
these entertainments that there was all the pride
of London, “every wit, and every wit-ess,” and
that the spirit of the evening was kept up on the
strength of a little lemonade. Harmony ruled,
except when Dr. Johnson violently engaged his
{ host on the subject of politics; then much fur
lvnew. Pepys was the Leelius of the eminenc
{ Hannah'’s poem, “Le Bas Bleu"—a thing which
| seems twaddling enough to-day, though Johnson
| called it “a Very Great performance, and there
{ is no name in poetry that might not be glad to
|own it™ Its pompous strains have for us now

only one virtue—that they send In review before
| us the Interesting figures of the Johnsonian

period—the burly bear himself, ruthless, even
brutal, on occasion, Walpole “liking nonsense
| talk,” Mrs. Montagu, Queen of the Blues, glit-
tering with diamonds, and amazing the humbler
members of the coterie with the gorgeousness of
' her surroundings. The Mentagu thought that the
success of her parties was due to the fact that
| “no idicts were ever Invited." *“I receive,” she
!sald, “all who can think, both native and for-
eign.” The lady's letters as quoted by Miss
Gaussen justify, It must be admitted, the
| sneers of Johnson, for stuplder productions it
| would be hard to find. Hannah More's epistles
| are =prightliness itself in comparison. The au-
thor of “Coelebs,” to be sure, was not above
communiciting to her cld friend a picturesque
anecdote, & merry saylng, or some pleasant gos-
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A CHICAGO PRINCESS

By ROBERT BARR

Author of “Over the Border,” “The Victors™ “Tekla™ “In the Midst of Alarma™ “A Woman In-
tervenes,” ete.

A characteristic, breezy, and humorous romance of an over-rich

Chicago girl with a craze for tiuedipersonages.

The heroine is the daughter of a Chicago

campaign.
The party go to

and “up-to-date,” while the characters are a

merit which Mr. Barr’s work never

Korea, where the Emperor falls violently in love

“Princess” and desires to marry her. His courtship is fast and furious,
strange complications which Mr. Barr has told i v

The story satirizes certain nouz

multimillionaire, travelling in the East in his

yacht. Here the story begins, and the action at once becomes as rapid as that of a Japanese

with the Chicago
and leads to many
n his bright and vivid way.

-eaw riche American tendencies and is thoroughly original
Il interesting. The book has above all things that
fails to possess—that of always entertaining the reader.

12mo. Cloth, Wlustraied in colors. $1.50

In this romance Mr. Marchmont has again

and is escaping, being hotly pursued, when she
There is no lack of incident, and the events

7 12mo. Cloth.

llustrated.

THE QUEEN’'S ADVOCATLE

By ARTHUR W.

MARCHMONT
selected an American as a hero. As the pre-

sumptive heir to the throne, a Servian princess has been imprisoned by her political opponents,

ran into the camp of our American hero. He

becomes her protector during the exciting times which ended in the murder of the King and
Queen, the story being practically founded on the lives of King Alexander and Queen Draga.

follow eu:h_ o_t!:fr in rapid succession
$1.50. '

FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY

sip like this concerning Mrs. Garrick: “1 now
and then get a lively note from her. I hear she
lately went to see a friend who was not at home
She told the eervant she wanted some fruit. On
his making a difficulty, she asked for a ladder, |
mounted it and gathered for herself. No mean |
exploit at ninety-five!™

Even the serious minded Miss More could not
but yield to what Nathaniel Wraxall, writing to
Pepys In 1821, complained of as the insatia-
ble Rag» for anecdote. “True or false, the pub-
lic will have it, and Look at the
newspapers. They contain in one week in 1821
more anecdote than lasted our ancestors only
a Hundr>d years ago for a twelvemonth.” The
considerable group of letters addressed by
Wraxall to Pepys are the most spirited and
amusing in these volumes. The greater part of
them were written during his travels on the Con-
tinent in the years after his loyal service to
Caroline Matflda, the unhappy Queen of Den-
mark, had made his name widely known in
England. One of Wraxall's idols was his FPrus- |
sian majesty, Frederick, and he thus writes of |
the old King as he saw him in 1777:

His mind has something about it unconquera- i
ble, and which no beodily infirmities or com- |
plaints can enfeeble or bend down. At the Grand |
Reviews in September last he would command, ‘
though he had not been able to walk for several
weeks from a rheumatic complaint. He did, but
the instant he dismounted from his horse he
fainted. 1 never saw any countenance so char-
acteristic, so striking, so full of events, if I
may so express myself. His eye iIs infinitely
piercing, and there is not a line in his face
| without its meaning or which may not be stud-
fed. He enters the Drawing Room on a Day of
Gala precisely habited as he would into a camp.
A plain blue uniform coat, lined with red shal-
loon, a star on his breast, a most enormous hat
and panache, boots and a lorgnette in his hand.
This is the King of Prussia. When the Grand
Duke of Russia came to Berlin he said to Prince
Frederic of Brunswick, “I am going to turn
Beau; I have bought me a mnew hat and
Feathers.” This was the sole alteration he made
in his wardrobe. How little as 1 looked at
him appeared the Brocades and Embroidery
Princes! He looks down on all those exteriors
of royalty as far beneath him. . . . He rises |
now In November, in this rude climate, at |
5, goes to bed at 9, dines at 12 and eats
little. . . He reads, walks In his Gallery of
Paintings, writes, and, above all, resigns him-
self In his leisure hours to his favorite passion
for music. He has given up, tho' reluctantly,
the flute, and now usually performs on the
harpsichord.

Willlam Pepys (he pronounced the name
“Peppis,” by the way) lived to be an octogena~
rian and remained in the nineteenth century
what he was In the eighteenth—a happy, vig-
orous, intelligent and amiable man. He enjoyed
life to the last moment, his delight in literature
often recalling to his mind an answer made by
an old uncle of his when congratulated upon re-
talning his relish for the Georgic: “I desire to
live no longer than 1 can retain my relish for
Poetry and Apple Pye.” Pepys was given to
I‘long walks alone, and he records the pleasure
: he took on those walks in repeating to himself

the finest passages of the Psalms and of Homer.
The practice of learning by heart much of the
noblest verse he continually urged upon his
children and his frienda. The letters written In
his old age to his equally venerable friend Han-
nah More reveal him as one of the most fortu-
nate of men: “Here am I, passed fourscore, in
perfect health, with the same relish for books,
conversation and music that I ever had; sur-
: rounded by children who have turned out every-
| thing that the fondest parent Id desire, with
the very singular comfort of having my most
intimate friend In the person of my eldest son,
who is my constant and most delightful com-
panion!™ Age In no sense withered his sensibifl-
ties or narrowed his mind; as his years go on
the letters grow less stilted and more tolerant
and genial

There is not much skill exhibited in the com-
piling of these volumes. It s apparently the
work of an unpractised writer and one who i,
moreover, unduly oppressed by a sense of the

devour it
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TWO ROMANCES OF TRAFVEL.

The Pursuit of Phyllis

By J. HARWOOD BACON. SL2Z5.
\ genial, humorous romance of travel in Eang-
land, France, China, and Ceylon
The TRIBUNE:
Very enjoyable s
in i's naturalness aad
and descriptions.'
The EVENING POST:
“Brisk, buoyant and entertalning™

The BOSTON TRANSCRIPT:
“Sparkling In fun, clear cut and stralghtfor-
ward in style™

The BOOKMAN:
“A bright and emtertaining story of up to-
date men and women. '

The OUTLOOK:

:
:

Its charm consists
sparkie of dialogue

‘A diverting of an gen-
leman's fc pursuit . . sprightly
d pleasing . quite vivid impressions
of the localities.”™

18th PRINTING OF

The Lightning
Conductor

By C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON, SL3&

An
vivid scenes ia

The NATION:
scenes.™

Anglo-American automobile romance, with
France, Spain and Italy.

MORE NOTEWORTHY FICTION.
Feegy the Guide,

AND HIS MORAL AND INSTRUCTIVE LIES

$150
The Transgression of

Andrew Vane.
4TH PRINTING.

Aladdin & Co.

2D PRINTING
A TALE OF LOVE AND A
LAND BOOM.

Henry Holt & Co.,

2 W. Z_rd S,

$1.50

or

New York

family importance. Among the family traditions
set down by her is an interesting story of the
young Queen Victoria related by Sir Bernard
Bosanquet on his return from a meeting of the
Privy Council on the accession of the Queen:

Counclklhe young n ng—
act legal
Eake sofr i
- & ps
rected l% elbourne, in a loud aside,
The young hersell and
said quietly and — b

of her own English,
N
she

divine



