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Mr. Grant, in the Selma White of his “Un-
leavened Bread,” presented & powerful study of
an unlovely type, which has now become famil-

far in real life. Everybody knows something of |

the crude, ambitious creature who clothes be::
self in cant and whose religion it is to “‘get on.
In “The Orchid” Mr. Grant has introduced to
us another type which is quite as true, but one
born into a socially important “get” and trained
in ways that are worldly wise. Lydia Arnold,
who has breeding, cleverness and beauty, has no
need to push and scheme for the place in life
which is to her desirable—everything has come
to Ler, until, in her *hatred of the commonplace
and her dread of being btored,” she d:oosc;js 10
put out her white hand and ruthlessly take w hat
does not rightfully belong to her. She does t}:m
with the decisive insolence of & conquering gen-
eral, for she has no more sense of moral obliga-
tion than has the more vulgar Selma. Success
succeeds. Soclety, while it grumbles, accepts
her triumphant selfishness, and smiles upon her
even when she sells her child to her divorced
husband for the millions which are 10 give her
penniless successor. Mr. Grant
this resourceful and de-
termined young wcman with a sure touch. As
& study of character “The Orchid” is well de-
weloped and compact. There is a stern loglc
about the movement of the narrative.
yeader winces when its grimmest stage is
seached end the hercine takes on her most un-
heroic aspect, but it does not occur to him to
question the caonsistency of the whole dreary
episode. This is one way of saying th:}t the
author has given to his brief story the air and
accent of & page from the comedy of life itself.
Incidentally, and witheut any ostentatious
dragging in of & moral, the book cannot but
serve for the thoughtful reader as a commentary
on life, & book making for reflection.

Mr. Hewlett returns in his new collection of
short stories to the field from which he drew the
material for his “Little Novels of Italy” and
his “New Canterbury Pligrimage.” It is the
field of old romance, in which men and women
accept 1ife as a conflict, as an affair of hot em<')-
tions and violent deeds. They love and they die
with an impressive readiness, &s though the or-
dinery span of human existence were so short
&s to make anything like prudence or vacilla-
tion not simply contemptible, but ridiculous. It
is all immensely entertaining and exhilarating,
this ancient mode of living and dying as Mr.
Hewlett presents it, and some of his pages
exert in remarkable force the spell of the true
gomancer, who takes us into a world in which
we are bound to believe, whether we like it or

not. “The Love Chase,” the last and the longest |

of the tales, is in some respects, at least, as per-
suasive as anything that Mr, Hewlett has ever
written, The life history of young Nello Nelli,

t, secretary, amorist, diplomat and curious-
ly seasoned adventurer, is all of a piece, and
we hang breathless upon the issue of those
events which bring him into thrilling relation
with Cardinal Guido Genzaga, Simone della
Prova, the black dog of Cittadella, and the love-
ly Emilia Flordisplna, whose charms are at
the Lottom of all the trouble in the tale. The
atmosphere of the Renaissance in its most tur-
bulent phase is brought into these pages, and
we feel all the time, as we have so often felt in
reading Mr. Hewlett, that he is playing the part
of the social historian as effectively as he is
playing the part of the romancer. He leaves
much the same impression in “Buondelmonte’s
Saga,” & shorter excursion on old Italian soil.
*Bragenhead the Great,” to continue the unfa-
miliar, task of going backward through a vol-
ume, i not made of such good stuff—it trem-
bles unconsciously on the edge of burlesque—
and “The Heart's Key” is likewise disappoint-
ing. But what troubles us most about every-
thing in this book of “Fond Adventures,” suc-
cessful and unsuccessful stories alike, is that
the texture of the author’s art has in it a vague-
1y disconcerting quality, as though an admixture
©of dross had been brought in to eke out designs
once woven of threads of pure gold.

Mr. Hewlett has apparently become self-con-
scious. In this book, as in his recent volumes
©f Tuscan travel, we get, it is true, much of
the ©ld substance, but in “Fond Adventures”
&8 In its immediate predecessor, the substance
is all overlaid with flowers of rhetoric. The
style is brilliant, but forced; it attracts atten-
tion to itself where it ought to fulfil its pur-
pose in merely telling us what the author has
to say. There is not a dull page in the volume.
Mr. Hewlett could not be dull if he tried. But
32 he does not modify his mode of writing, he
runs the risk of founding a new spasmodic
school, an exploit for which we are sure he
has no taste. He 1s too valuable a writer to be
Jost to us through & fondness for the purple
patch. He should leave the trick of writing for
effect to lesser men and treat his rare gifts
with greater reverence.

Mr. Hornung also would be none the worse for
& little admonition, offered by some sympathetic
friend. We confess to having read the ten chap-
ters of “Stingagee,” each one of them an inde-
pendent story, iliustrating the character of the

Australian highwayman who gives the book its*

title, with unflagging mnterest. Each of the epi-
sodes 1s skilfully invented, and, in fact, merely
@8 & group of rattling good yarns, these produc-
tions justify themselves beyond cavil. If Mr.
Hornung is content to be praised as a compe-
tent workman, deft in supplying an hour's di-

| ¢rained novellst. From the little introduction it
| 48 to be inferred that his alm is to throw light
on a dark subject, to show the layman the true
inwardness of the great game of politics, and in
reading tales like “Boss Gorgett,” “Mrs. Proth-
eroe” and “The Need of Money” we all well
! aware of the lessons underlying the drama. But
| that the drama is there, that these are stories
| of human beings and not of factitious types, is
i the reason why we go through “In the Arena”
! from cover to cover with undiminished concern
for what Mr. Tarkington is going to make out of
his various representative situations. He has a
shrewd insight into the ways of the minor
politician, and he has a vein of humor which
comes out alike in the portrayal of a character,

more or less at full length, and in the turning

of a phrase. The book has actuality. It is a
faithful interpretation of American life in one
of its most significant strata, and it is readabie

| as only a book of good stories well told is read-

able.

LORD SALISBURY.

Essays That He Wrote When He
Was Lord Robert Cecil.

ESSAYS OF THE LATE MARQUESS OF SALIS-
BURY, K. G. PBiographical. Foreign Politics,
Two Volumes, with Portrait and Index. 12mo,
pp. 212, 141. E. P. Dutton & Co.

It is not always a safe experiment to exhume
and reprint the fugitive writings of a great
man's early years. In the case of Lord Salis-
bury it was not only safe but commendable.
More than that, it was a service of duty, both to
the fame of one of the greatest British states-
men of his day and to those principles and
jdeals of statesmanship and of patriotism of
which he was the chief exponent., It is within
bounds to say that Lord Salisbury’s place in the
history of philosophic statesmen would have
been less accurately appreciated, if not less
justly fixed, and the principles and practices of
British and, indeed, of European diplomacy
would have been less perfectly understood, had
these essays of Lord Robert Cecil’s net been re-
covered from the past. For, apart from other
intrinsic qualities of high value, they possess
the interest of unconscious subjectiveness. Again
and again, on almost every page, Lord Robert
seems to be standing before the mirror and
sketching what he sees within it—or propheti-

ly thus sketching himself as the great marquis
of our days.

The first essay, in the first volume, for ex-
ample, is devoted to Castlereagh. We need not
here consider the success of his effort to re-
habilitate the historical standing of that grossly
libelled statesman. There is scarcely another
man of equal eminence in British history who
has been so persistently misrepresented. We do
not know that this republication of Lord Robert
Cecil's powerful vindication of him will serve
materially to correct the rooted errors of a
century, though it should do so, and we may add
that if it does not there is little hope that any-
thing else ever will. Macaulay’s essay on Barere
has long been esteemed a masterpiece of effective
condemnation. Making all due allowance for
disparity in style, though Lord Robert’s 18 ad-
mirable and highly engaging, it must be con-
cluded that if this equally veracious and authori-
tative vindication of Castlereagh has been and is
less effective, it is largely because the world too
often listens less sympathetically to champm-
ship than to invective. There is a character-
istic bit of audacity in Lord Robert’s treatment
of Castlereagh's Irish policy, picturesquely
prophetic of the manner in which the marquis
in later years was wont to “blurt out” startling
opinions and facts, such as his famous remark
about *“dying nations”—things which many
others had thought, but which nobody else
would venture to say aloud, or things which

might be reproved on sentimental or moral
grounds, but which were perfectly impeccable
on legal or technical grounds. He realizes that
Castlereagh’s Irish policy was the one chapter
in his career which has been perhaps most mis-
understood and which has certainly been the
subject of most brutal vituperation. He does
not, of course, attempt to deny that Castlereagh,
in obedience to the instructions of that purest
of statesmen, Pitt, resorted to the expedient of
“bribing knaves into honesty and fools into
common sense”—to quote the author’s own racy
phrase. Why not? he daringly demands.

In the supreme struggle of social order against
anarchy, we cannot deny to the champions of civ-
{lized society the moral latitude which is by com-
mon consent accorded to armed men fighting for
their country against a foreign foe. It is no re-
proach to a general on active duty that he has used

either bribes or sples in furtherance of his opera-
tions against the enemy. There are emergencies

{
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, intimately assoclated with a

version for the practised reader of fiction, he :

is welcome to our most cordial congratulations,
On the other hand, after reading “Stingaree”
with amusement, we are constrained to wonder,
in the more critical mood which follows on en-
Joyment of exciting melodrama, whether this
polite sensationalism is, after all, the sort of
thing which wins a novelist enduring laurels.
It is possible to have 100 much of a good thing.
“Raflles” was a joy when he first appeared in
Mr. Hornung's pages, and his welcome is not
eitogether worn out yet, but against the rise
of “Ftingaree” as an exponent in the bush of
the traits exhibited in London by “The Ama-
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in which the conspirator at home is more danger-
ous to all that society holds dear than any enemy
abroad. No casuistry, however subtle, can draw a
tenable line of distinction between the Lwo cases,
so that the weapon which is lawful for the soldier
shall be forbidden to the statesman.

That may souhd quite shocking to ears of
morality and sentiment. Indeed, its author him-
self hastens to add that “such employments are
more inevitable than honorable.” But, logically,
it is flawless and unanswerable. Its morals, in-
deed, are more austere than some may suppose
from hasty reading, for it is no more an excuse
for corruption in politics than it is an arraign-
ment of trickery in war. We hear much of the
high standard of honor which prevalls in the
chivalrous profession of arms, and of the moral
elevation which war effects. Who, then, shall
condemn the application of the warrior's knight-
ly standard of honor to the statesman’s strife?
It is Lord Robert Cecll, prophetically sounding
the keynote of his own later utterances, who
propounds the question. We may leave it to
his—and to Castlereagh’s and Pitt's—critics to
answer it.

It is, however, to Castlereagh’s career as For-
eign Minister that our author most addresses
himself, partly because that was the most im-
portant phase of his career and partly because
it was the phase with which the essayist him-
self was naturally most in sympathy. There
was, indeed, a certain suggestive parallel be-
tween the careers of the two, in that each was
“concert of the
powers,” and that each was for that reason
the object of much undeserved censure. There
is also another striking suggestion or provoca-
tion of inquiry. We are not inclined to ques-
tion the justice of Lord Robert's portrayal of
Castlereagh's character as a Forelgn Minister,
glowing as some of his eulogies are, and con-
trary as they are to much of the “mythical
mist’” (his own phrase) which has obscured or
disterted that distinguished figure. When we
read that “Lord Castlereagh was not the man
to jeopardize the meanest English interest for
the sake of refuting some calumniator of his
own good name,” we are quite willing to ac-
cept it as true. Yet we cannot repress the in-
voluntary exclamation, *“Why, that is the mar-
quis himseif'™ We cannot help wondering to
what extent, in writing that sentence, Lord
Robert Cecil was unconsciously adumbrating
the Marquis of Salisbury. For in that sentence
substitute “Salisbury” for “Castlereagh” and
you have a Lord Salisbury to the life.

Nor can we pass without something of the
same reflection the fine touches of philosophic
consideration which the essayist bestows upon
the statesman's career, at once illuminating
his pages and. forecasting the practical experi-
ences and observations of his own later life.
Buch is his reference to “the just Nemesls
which generally decrees that pertisans shall be

' forced to do in office precisely that which they

most loudly decried in opposition.”” There could
scarcely be a more felicitous expression of one
of the most impressive facts in the partisan his-
tory, not only of Great Britain, but also of more
than one other land. Again:

diplomatist's is most of
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which snoeals to the

| be found to read them if they did.

! surefooted instinct of their

magin: nothing which art can {llustrate, or
L—umm‘zf‘ retain, or® nistory portray. A milifary
commander is more fortunate in his vocation. All
his achlevements are & succession of dramatic ef-
fects each of his advantages is galned by one
sudden and skilful blow, the effort by which the
destinies of whole nations are declded, and which
ts to the uttermost test every quality of mind and
eart, {8 concentrated into a few hours. The ex-
citement 1s contaglous 1o Ti% o/ Dosterity which
s and to the v whic

spectators of h.l'. g Bntn th‘erle is um:uuﬁg d,;a_
the successes of a diplomalist. is vie=

:?\?itc‘-: ::l'-a made up of a serles of microscopic ad-
vantages, of a judicious suggestion here, of an
opportune civility there, of a wise concession at one
moment and a farsighted persistence at another;
of sleepless tact, immovable calmness and patlence
that no folly, no provocation, no blunders can
shake. But there is nothing exciting in the exer-
clse of excellences such as these. A list of such
exploits lends no fascination to a narrative.
Writers will not encumber their pages with a
throng of minute circumstances, which are indi-
vidually trivial, though in the aggregate they effect
results of vast importance, and readers would not
The resuit is

that, while the services of a commander are cele-
brated with almost undiminished enthusiasm from
age to age, the services of a diplomatist fade rapid-
ly away from a nation’s memory.

There are few students of history who will
not appreciate the justice of ) those remarks,
There are also few who will not see Lord Robert
Cecil before the mirror of the Marquis of Salis-
bury in this portrayal of Castlereagh:

The character of his mind was so different from
that of most of the statesmeén amongst whom he
lived, or by whom he has been succeeded, that he
could hardly fail to be misjudged. He was that
rare phenomenon—a practical man of the highest
order, who vet did not by that fact forfeit his title
to be considered a man of genlus. In men of genius,
as a rule, the imagination or the passions are t0o
strongly developed to suffer them to reach the
highest standard of practical statesmanship. . . .
Something there almost always is that begulles
them away from the plain, prosaic, businesslike
view of the concerns of this prosaic world. Conse-
quently, the mass of mankind, who have a dull but
own interest, feel an

uncomfortable misgiving when they see a genius at
the head of their affairs. On the other hand,
the clever world is very intolerant of plaln, prac-
tical statesmen, It maintains, sometimes with very
good reason, that where the imagination is stunted
it is merely because the whole mind is stunted. too;
and that the claim to practical commonsense is
often only a euphemism for a narrow intelligence
straitened by an abject regard for precedents and
for routine. As a rule, both sides are right in the
suspicions they entertain. It is rare to meet with a
fervid imagination which 1s drilled to reserve its
fllzhts for efforts of oratory, and to give place en-
tirely to more sober faculties in council. It is still
rarer to see an absolutely unimaginative mind pos-
sessed of the energy and of the breadth of view
indispensable in the statesman of a troubled period.
Both kinds of excellence produce great and success-
ful rulers, where they occur, and both are apt to
meet, in those around them, with incredulity that
such combinations of opposite qualities can exist.
Lord Castlereagh was a good instance of the second
kind. His mind was energetic and original, without
guffering in the slightest degree from any bias of
sentiment. He commanded a far broader view than
most statesmen of his time; and he contemplated
it through a mental atmosphere untinted by the
faintest imaginative hue.

There are many such forecasts of the ;Ia.rquls of
Salisbury’s character and career In Lord Robert
Cecil’s Interesting pages. There was no more
loyal “King's man®” than he, and no more con-
stant champlon of the throne and of the royal
family. Yet here he scathes the Prince of
Wales (the Prince Regent of a century ago) as
bound to his friend Fox “by all the ties that
unite men who have drunk at the same de-
bauch, and gamed at the same tables,” and
whose income he describes as “the sinews of
debauchery.” In his analysis of Pitt, disregard-
ing the extreme estimates of Tory and Whig, he
says: ‘“The peculiarity of his position—its
strange and impregnable strength—lay in the
contrast between his own character and that of
his opponents. There have been many states-
men with worse characters than Fox, there may
have been some as pure as Pitt. But the ex-
tremes have never been contrasted with each
other as they were in that generation. There
never was a time when the reputation of one
rival stood so high while that of the other stood
so low. $So long as the political and private
characters of Fox, Sheridan and the Prince of
Wales remained as a foil to his own unim-
peached purity, Pitt was unassailable. This is
the true key of his unparalleled success.” Lord
Salisbury was regarded as an inveterate and
inexorable foe of Russia. Yet Lord Robert, in
one of these essays, makes one of the strongest
arguments ever made in vindication of Rus-
sia’s conquest of Poland, and again he
exerts that terribly effective logic of his
against mere sentimentalists when he recalls
the spoliation of Russia by Poland and Sweden
in the early part of the seventeenth century,
shows that it was more wanton and more cruel
than Russia’s later spoliation of Poland, and
then asks why the world dwells upon the latter
so much while it ignores or forgets the former.
He makes one of the most lucid statements we
have ever seen of the complicated Schleswig-Hol-
stein controversy, and with more of the work-
ings of that “cold, clear logic-engine” of hls
mind he demonstrates that through it all Prus-
sia was moved solely by the desire for self-ag-
grandizement, especially in securing an extend-
ed seacoast and thus becoming a maritime
power. Referring to a report made to the Ber-
lin parliament recommending acquisition of the
duchies for that purpose, he remarks that “a
more simply formulated reason for stealing
your neighbor’s property was never, perhaps,
before printed in a state paper.” No wonder
Bismarck disliked the marquis!

As a prophet of events Lord Robert was not
inerrant. He was far too optimistic in think-
ing that *“it is not likely that any future Rus-
sian government will renew the barren labor
of attempting by force to ‘denationalize’ the
Poles.” He made the wrong choice, too, when
he said of Germany in January, 1864, in con-
nection with the raid upon Denmark:

One of two alternatives may be safely pre-
dicted of the destiny of Germany as a European
power. Either the present subdivision which neu-
tralizes her natural resources will cease, and she
will become one of the most powerful empires in
the world, or else—a far likelier issue—the present
enthusiasm will exhaust the energies of a people
so unpractical, without leading to any definite re-
sult, and Germany will fall back into her old condi-
tion, more divided, more stagnant., more impotent
t;mn before, and more helplessiy the slave of Rus-
sia.

Later, and only a little later, the Marquis of
Balisbury may well have regretted that Lord
Robert Cecil had penned the parenthetical
phrase in the foregoing quotation. Still, what
prophet has been infallible? Not Aristotle, when
he said slavery would last forever, nor Napoleon,
when he said that within fifty years all Europe
would be republican or Cossack, nor Metter-
nich, when he said Italy would never be any-
thing but a geographical expression, nor Guizot,
when he said “there is no morrow for universal
suffrage,” nor Rouher, when, just after Mentana,
he said Rome would never become the capital of
Italy, nor Cobden, when he said that the con-
version of the world to free trade within fifty
years was as certain as the rising of the sun,
nor yet Salisbury’s famous colleague, Disraeli,
when in 1852 he said: “These wretched colonies
will all be independerit, too, in a few years, and
are a millstone round our necks.” In company
such as these, Lord Robert Cecil may well be
pardonea his errors of vaticination.
after all, few, while the merits of the essays

are many.

PURGING SHAKESPEARE.
From The Academy.

Writing in “The Library,” Mr. John Rlvers
ives an amusing account of Jean Francois
ucis, the French

They are, |

eighteenth century author |

who took Shakespeare in hand and attempted to |
purge him of all that offended the classicalism |

of national and contemporary taste. Ducis
himself, says Mr. Rivers, was a modest man
of lofty ideals, and it was a genuine admiration
of Shakespeare's work that led him to try to
improve it. But the result—the now completely
forgotten result—was rich in humor.

Norceste, whom we know as Horatlo, flatly

refuses to believe in the ghost at all, though |

Hamlet (who has ascended the throne on his
father's death) assures him that he saw it in a
dresm. Opkelia is not the daughter of Polonius,
but of Claudius, who for no apparent reason has
decreed that she, “the sole and feeble scion of
my race, the light of Hymen's torch shall ne'er
behold.”

Claudius and Gertrude, who between |

them have murdered the late King, “refuse to '

be bluffed into confession” by the play; but all
ends “heppily.” Claudius is killed by Norceste
und Gertrude stabs herself, while Hamlet re-
mains In possession of (he throne. They are do-
Ing their best now in Paris to appreclate Shake-
Bpeare as they should—doing far more, indeed,
than we are to master their great classical dra-
matists; but the reception of Mr. Marcel
Schwob's translation of “Hamlet” was not

EYES TO SEE WITH.

New Views of Old Sights by Sir
Frederick Treves.

THB OTHER SIDE OF wce T it Round the World
By Sir Frederick Treves, Bart.. K. C, V. 0., C.
. LL. D. With forty illustrations from photo-
graphs by the author. 8vo, pp. xvl, 421, Cassell

& Co.

Sir Frederick Treves modestly styles his book
“an account of a commonplace tour round
the world.” This, in fact, it was; but it by no
means follows that the account itself is com-
monplace. While not straying from the beaten
paths, the author succeeds in investing them
with a new interest. The old familiar sights, so
often written abecut in volumes of travel, as-
sume a refreshingly different aspect when seen
from Sir Frederick’s point of view; and one
puts down the book with the feeling that it is
not so much what the author saw that gives
the reader pleasure as the spirit in which he
saw it, as well as the skill with which he
translates his impressions.

As a surgeon, his description of a layman’s
treatment for prickly heat is not without inter-
est. It was early morning on the Red Sea. A
nursemaid, rendered “flabby” by the stifling
heat of the cabin, had crawled on deck with a
complaining baby, which she almost imme-
diately forced on a convenient officer of dra-
goons, having herself been taken “that ill” that
she had to flee to cover. The dragoon was much
alarmed:

He was himself suffering at the time from prickly
heat, and it struck him that the baby's unhappiness
might be due also to the same cause. So, with the
assistance and advice of a mining expert, who was
smoking In pajamas in the next chair, the baby
was entirely undressed and rubbed with a tobacco
pouch. The treatment, though not in accord with
the usages of the nursery, was immediately effect-
ual, for when the limp nurse returned to the deck
the baby was naked, but neither ashamed nor com-
plaining.

In Ceylon the sick are cured by devil daneing,
as the disease is believed to be caused by the
presence in the sufferer of some particular form
of demon. The physician, having diagnosed the
case, brings on an athlete, hideously garbed, to
represent the unwelcome devil, who dances vig-
orously to an orchestra of drums until the sup-
posed intruder is driven out. “The theory is
old,” remarks the English surgeon, “and is as
worthy of respect as are many less anclent
theories as to the ‘fons et origo mall.’ It may
be considered to represent in an allegorical form
the bacterial theory of disease, which is a lead-
ing feature of modern pathology.” He adds that
“this method of treatment is a little noisy and
confusing, while it is as full of mystery as a
physician’s prescription.” It is, nevertheless, at-
tended with considerable success In the relief of
suffering on the island, and is ‘‘as popular with
certain classes as is physic drinking with some
of the inhabitants of Europe. If a Cingalese
child has the measles its mother will long for a
devil dance, in order that the demon of measles
may be cast out of the child. If an English
child has measles many a mother will wish to
give it medicine, not directly because the medi-
cine may do it good, but because it has the
measles.”

Opportunity was unfortunately lacking to
compare the curative results of devil dancing
with the “penny-in-the-slot” method obtaining
in certain temples in China:

The sick man, or his friend, after suitable devo-
tions, dips his hand into a bowl and draws out a
number. Near by the bowl is a row of papers in
bundles, the series being methodically numbered.
The invalid extracts a paper from beneath the
figure which corresponds to that he has drawn,
This document is a medieal prescription which he
presents at a drug counter In the temple, where it
is duly “dispensed.” Having obtained the physic
the sick man swallows it with the conviction that
he has found a sure remedy.

Very different were the author’s medical ex-
periences in Japan, where he arrived after the
breaking out of the war with Russia, and where
he saw and admired the wonderful progress
made by the Japanese in surgery. “So far as
there is any character in modern surgery,” he
declared, “that of Japan is German. It is, how-
ever, being improved in countless details. The
Japanese surgeon is no longer a servile imitator.
He is Introducing into his methods the results
of his own ingenuity. Many features which in
Europe are of the latest suggestion have already
been anticipated in Japan.”

Wherever he went Sir Frederick found ma-
terial for qualintly original comparison. His
statement that his first impression of India is
its “teeming life” has no ring of novelty. Many
other travellers have expressed the same feel-
ing; but to him alone has occurred this method
of illustrating it:

It may be the host of animals 1n the street is due
to their unwonted admixture with traffic. _This
would be understood by imagining the Bond Street
of Delhi transferred to the Bond Street of London.
One could then see camels striding down the road
with supercilious disregard of the police, a train of
donkeys winding among the hansoms, and goats
picking their way between the carriages. A fat
gray bull would be dozing on the steps of a hatter’s
shop, a couple of sheep would be nosing among the
trifies on a milliner's counter, while a buffalo, laden
with straw, would hustle the frock-coated lounger
from the pavement.

He took a ride on an elephant from Jeypore
to Amber and found the beast “extraordinarily
full of joints” and his tread as ‘‘spongy as an
old butler’s.” Jepore itself he describes as “a
surprising city.” It was bullt “on the Amer-
ican plan,” with broad streets laid out at right
angles, by Jey Singh, a former Maharajah of
Rajputana, who had become dissatisfied with
his “wizened” capital of Amber. When Jeypore
was completed the Maharajah and all the cit-
izens of Amber moved down five miles to their
new homes. It ls lighted by gas, is well paved,
well watered and uniformly decorated in pink
and white.

There will be wall paintings of pink elephants
fighting with pink tigers, and white kings issuing
from pink palaces. A favorite form of fresco deals
with scenes from English life, illustrative of the
domestic habits of the race. ink Englishman
in a helmet is sitting on a sofa with his arm around
the waist of a gratified pink lady; while in the next
house is another Englishman—or it may be the
same—still in a helmet, receiving a pink baby from
a pink faced ayah.

The women of Burmah proved very fascinating
to the author, and he devotes a chapter to them,
entitled “The Ladies of Creation.” He admired
their daintiness, their lightheartedness, their ex-
ecutive ability—they are the original possessors
of “women’'s rights”—and the simplicity and
beauty of their costumes, which are at the same
time so “perfect from the standpoint of health"
that the Burmese woman “seems to be endowed
with the privilege of preserving the youthful-
ness of her filgure into advanced age.” He
registers a protest, however, against their habit
of smoking Brobdingnagian clgars *“as large
as wax candles from an altar” and as various-
ly colored, which appear to be composed of “to-
bacco and vague herbs.”

His investigation in China convinced Sir Fred-
erick that the alleged “yellow peril” does not
exist. *“China for the Chinese” is all the peopl
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STINGAREE
a highly original kind.
SHINING FERRY

powerful.

AT CLOSE RANGE

him with its pleasant humor.

TWELVE STORIES AND A DREAM

Remarkable stories, comic, tragic, and prophetic.

By F. HOPKINSON SMITH
A book that grips the reader’s attention by its dramatic force while it delights
Ilustrated, $1.50

By ROBERT GRANT
A brilliant study of American society. Audacious in idea, startling in de-
velopment and vivid and powerful in treatment. Ilustrated in color, $1.25
By E. W. HORNUNG
The thrilling adventures of a daring Bushranger, an Australian “Raffles” of
Hlustrated, £1.50
By A. T. QUILLER-COUCH
A story full of pleasant kindness, yet at times highly dramatic and

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

By H. G. WELLS

IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS
FOLLOWING THE SUN-FLAG

A Vain Pursuit Through Manchuria
By JOHN FOX, Jr.

A new view of the Japanese is given in this entertaining and
vivid account of experiences in Tokio and Manchuria.
$1.25 net, postage 12 cts.

ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS

By EDITH WHARTON

Delightful essays on unfamiliar phases of Italy, finely illus-
$2.50 net, postage 17 cts.

$1.50

$1.50

“A powerful story . . .

murder.

curious and vivid pictures. . .
that it has come our way.”
Bookman: “Simple and unaffected as

Times Review: “A human story . .

of a distinctly novel literary background

Verga himself. .

and flavor.

the author is regarded on the Continent of Europe as one
of the most representative personalities of contemporary Italian literature.”—Post.

AFTER THE DIVORCE

The story of a Sardinian woman, whose husband was imprisoned on a charge of

By GRAZIA DELEDDA....... $150

Sun: “It is realism with that proper concomitant, realistic imagination. We venture
to suggest that peasants of Sardinia never feit and never expressed quite all she poetry
that we find here. It is a delight to us that everybody has expressed it. . . .
. Altogether a remarkable story, and we are very glad

Full of

Makes you see the prime

ftive life of the little island almost as vividly as though you were there in person.”

. well worth reading.”

Boston Advertiser: “The leading characters are admirably drawn.”

Chicago Record-Herald: “A strong story . . . warmly commended to those In search
Its men and women are all real and

human.  The next work by this writer will be eagerly received.”

THE DIVIKE FIRE

character . . .

The story of a London poet.
By MAY SINCLAIR.......... §1.50

The Tribune says: “The poet is among the memorable figures in romance, a great
breathlessly interesting.”

Miss Mary Moss says in the Atlantic: “In all our new fiction I have found nothing

cago Post, etc., join in the almost unanimous chorus of praise.

worthy to compete with it—nothing even remotely approaching the same class.” And th.e
Bookman, Critic, Dial, Nation, Punch, Times Review, Sun, Glode, Boston Transcript, Chi-

THE PRINGESS PASSES

he Tribune says: “It is another automobile story, and, to our great surprise, it is.

lke its predecessor, a good one. We are charmed by the atmosphere of sunshine, fun and
sentiment in which their pages are enveloped. A delightful book."

The Evening Post says that to share the outlook of these lovers “for an hour or two is

to be glad that one lives.”

By the author of

“The Lightning Conductor”... $1.50

HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY

2 W. 234 st.,

New York.

A STORY THAT STIRS THE BLOOD

ants

A Romance of Old Bennington

Hester of the

By THEODORA PECK

Frontispiece by Thomas Mitchell Peirce

Sceme : Vermont in the days when it was part

of the so-called Hampshire Grants.

Characters : Hester Robinson («“Hester of the
Grants”), Ethan Allen, Ira Allen,

Parson Dewey and others.

FOX, DUFFIELD & CO., 36 East 21st St, New York

LITTLE, BROWN & CO’S NEW NOVELS

A KNOT OF BLUE

A story of man’s fickleness and
In intrigue, adventure and the
Grumwald. 12mo, 355 pages,

By WILLIAM R. A. WILSON

Author of “A Rose of Normandy.”
woman'’s steadfast love. A romance abounding

of living and achieving. Jlustrated by Ch

ANNA
Miss

CHAPIN RAY and

HAMILTON BROCKE FULLER
has a wider field than she has
South Africa during the Boer
color. With frontispiece by Alice

want, not to mingle with the foreign devil either
at home or abroad.

If a horrible stag beetle of the troplcs were to
crawl on to the white hand of an English child it
could scarcely cause more alarm and uneaslness
than does the foreigner who drops down into an un-
sophisticated part of China with an eye to business.
The child’s instinct would be to knock the awful
thing off, and that is the impulse of the Chinaman,
T&xﬁesoxer uprising was the outcome of this im-
P .

SYDNEY SMITH’S PHILOSOPHY.

His Advice Concerning Low Spirits.

From The London Bookman.

Nobody has suffered more from low spirits
than I have done—so I feel for you. First, live
as well as you dare. Second, go into a shower
bath with a simall quantity of water at a tem-
perature inow encugh to give you a slight sensa-
tion of cold, Th or S0 degrees. Third, amusing
hooks. fourth, short views of human life—not
further than Jdinner or tea, Fifth, be as busy
as you can. Sixth, see as much as you can of
those friends who respect and like you. Seventh,
and of those acquaintances who amuse you.

Another virile Western story picturing bitter Btavas . €
ranchmen and farmers, with striking scenes ' Colorado
At all

Eighth, make no secret of low
friends, but talk of them

worse for dignified concealment.
to the effects tea and coffee
Tenth, compare your lot with that of

spirits to your
they are always
Ninth, attend

other peo-
ple. Eleventh, don't expect too much

ml:dur.—-:wmbwro-nthu m

poetry, dramatic representations

comedy), musle, serious novels, e (“xf
timental peoplc, and everything likely to excite
feeling or en:otion, ot ending in active benevo-
lence. Thirteenth, do good and endeavor to
please everybody of every degree. Fourteenth,
be as much as you can in the open air

i

Fifieenth, make the room

10th EMitions
new. What oash
Scotland.

offors?

CLOPEDIA BRITANNICA FOR SALE
2 . —9th and
Sound tn threr-geaeier Levest. G

N, Aderlour-on- Spey.




