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All races In the world.Itis said, play games
with strings and loops, and each race has Its
own peculiar variety of reticular Ingenuity, not

excepting the Esqulmaus and the Australian

"Why drag In Velasquez?" Inquired James
IfeNcUl Whistler. "Why not?" asks C. Lewis
Hind, the author of "Adventures Among Pict-
ures." Accordingly, his next volume, to bo pub-

lished very soon by Macmillan, will be entitled
'•Days with Velasquez." Mr. Hind has visited
all the galleries at Europe and the chief private
collections where pictures by Velasquez are
hung-, and his book records his impressions of
the paintings, together with a series of studies
of Velasquez as a man and as an artist, and of
his "companions, sitters, travels, methods, influ-
ence and appeal."

Tlktp Is to lM a new biography of George

Eliot included amcriK the volumes devoted to
lii- "Modern Knglls*h Writers." Mr. Qntller-
Couch is the author of tho book.

When one remembers that Arthur DonnKhorn"
is one of the principal characters in "Ail;imCede"
it seems very hard to believe that there was no
connection between the pseudonyme of >\ \u25a0orge Eliot
and the personality of Mr. ueorge Donnithorne
Jilliott who died just three years before "Adam
lit-de" was published.

"Why did Mary Ann Evans take as her nov-

elist's name the combination "George Eliot"?

Mr. Cross says that She once told him that she
took it because it was "a good, mouth filling.

easily pronounced word." Mr. ('. X..Shorter re-

calls statements In "Notes and Queries" rela-
tive to a certain George Donnithorne Elliott, a
young British officer In India who was drowned
there in 1854, and adds:

There is a perverse feeling of satisfaction
among writers when a publisher is made to suf-
fer for the sins of an author. An entertaining

instance of vicarious atonement of thi% nature
has Just come to light. In the early edition* of
that capital novel. "Broke of Covenden," one of

th*» characters Is made to say that \u25a0 certain oil

hack of a horse is only good to be made into beef
xtrnrt, identifying it with the name of a well

advertised brand. When the book first came out
no,notice was taken of the paragraph, but when

the novel began to attract attention the pub-

lishers were suddenly confronted with a libel
suit, and only avoided one by publicly dis-

claiming any intention of discrediting the raa-
ligni'1 article of diet. In their public apol-

ogy the publishers not only declared this, but

gave Rood measure by testifying that so mu'h
did they love 's beef extract that lr>. some

form <>r other it was never off their tables. It

is needtaM to say that in the present edition

the old hack is not considered fit even for beef

extract.

A woman— Fred»rlka Macdonald— is said to

have devoted twenty years to Investigating the
original sources and materials for what we know

of Jean Jacques Rousseau's life and to have

made "unexpected discoveries of the way in
which tha all Important memoirs of Mine.
d'Eplnay were tampered with. It seems, ac-
cording: to her Btatement. that the original MS.

is stuffed full of corrections end additions, so

that the result Is a burlesque, and an entirely

false impression of what the real man was.
Several photographs have been taken of the
MS., with the original text showing through the

version superimposed by offiYlous and misguided

friends." The result of Miss Macdonald's pre-
cious investigations will noon be given In two

volumes to the world. "Though," says Tha
Pall Mall Gazette," "the new champion of Jean

Jacques the Confessor may fail to prove all that
Fhe professes, we are at least secure of that
bonne bouche so dear to ihe literary palate, a

controversy around a human enigma who once

had a sentimental following throughout literary

Europe, And if she does prove it,then we may

exclaim, with Dr. Pangloss, that 'we have
reached the right reading at lupt.

"

Charles F. Holder la so enthusiastic and cath-
olic an angler that he claims to have caught
every variety of fish that swims in American
waters. Besides the trout, the salmon, the

black bass and other fresh water denizens, ha

has taken captive such marine big game as th©
ray, the grunt, the Bahaman barracuda, the tar-

pon and the leaping tuna, tie has now written

an account of his more excltlnc piscatorial ad-

ventures Ina volume entitled "The Log of a Sea
Angler," which Hougrhton, Mlfflin & Co. will
publish next month. Not all hla catch, however,

was taken with rod and reel. Some of his live-

liest sport has been had with the grains or
spear.

Robinson Crußoe has come back in a novelette
which Mr. Barry Pain is publishing. He tells
his readers how Crusoe sails from his desert

island on a raft of his own fashioning and ia
cast upon the south coast of twentieth century

England; how in his rough goatskin coat, which

he still retains, he is taken for a motorist; how
he experiences remarkable adventures and falls
Into many scrapes through ignorance of modern
manners. "Robinson Crusoe's Return" is the

title of this production.

Current Talk of Things Present
and to Come.

The author of \u25a0 recent novel is described as

"a clever young business man," who indulges in
literary avocations as a sort of "side line" to his
regular occupation. Askert why It was that he

continued in commercial pursuits instead of de-

voting all his energies to writing, he replied

that he remained a business man in order that

he might afford to be an author. He evidently

has a clearer appreciation of the value of his

book than he has been given credit for.

BOOKS AND AUTHORS.

It. the dedicatory ••-••" prefixed to "Twisted

Eglantine," Mr. Watson indicates that he

tw tried to give In the book a portrait of an
drhtwnth century English beau, "assiduously

tr.i sincere!}- painted." We wish we could say

that v- recognized in Sir Piers Blakiston a typ»
entirely credible, but the truth is that he re-

sembles a lay figure far more than he resem-
bles a nan. L>«indies of this sort abound in
rovels. bet trey are unheard of in the memoirs
of the time which Mr. Watson has doubtless
Wr. l-moth pains to explore. Sir Piers is duly

clothed af:«-r the proper fashion; his insolence
it UJiQuersci-abie, and he goes about the busi-

ness of at-i£irhi:;g the heroine from a faithful
isltor vtth a diabolical resource which, on the
**££«, would cause the gallery to go wild with
Hull Vi.fcrtunately he fails to promote con-
Merit* in his reality; he moves like a puppet.

and M had almost MM that he talks like one.
Certah.lv, for a beau, supposed to be a person
c' killing vit. Sir Piers is one of the dullest
tores it has *ver been our luck to meet. The
Etory la the old one of. a sillygirlbetwixt two
totems, or.c town bred and wicked and the other.

RBdt ar.d good. It Is to be read, ifread at all,
*npl> tat the sake of finding out how Mistress
B*rt*i:. finally managed to behave with ordl-
"\u25a0ry letsonablcness.

Mrs. Bnrnctf* pretty parable, "The Dawn of*
To-norron-" Is executed in primary colors,

ittta rtt itEscn writ so plain that it could not
•!u6« th« comprehension of a child. The pathos
1* cssistaksble; Indeed, it is laid oh with a
korel yet tier- Is something in the very sim-
rtclty of the thing that Fares it from collapse.
The rich ma.a \u25a0It upon suicide, and saved
&oa Usat crlni« by occurrences into which it
fc Dot B&oatsral to read the intervention of a
&vivopower. Is a posjsjfelt figure, an.'l the group
*J Dsteawta wrtth which he comes in contact is
**""\u25a0* .. _t its legitimate elements. The au-
toor in.'ieritEr.as lier craft. She la brief and
*^Id, tad though nhe Is melodramatic, too, she**

cLt th^ err.ctloris with an effective hand-
IkFu"er'E "/vl,"Th* Colden Hope." opens

*sth th* thil of Thebes, follows Alexander
Ms
'

\u25bar?:an campalsn and ends with the******
rf Ptolenjy on the throne Of the

"H>i«-.>- The rtory tells of dM adventures of**re* QtHrtsn centlemen, three Alexandrian
"^J^stetetrfl." m to epeak. and the love affairs
c! t*-, cf them, involving the search for their
•Juried f--weeth«arts. A conscientious effort
t6Put .r",tfca form of fiction the events of one*•* '\u25a0•« nest romantic careers in history, the
*•**:Milappeal to those who like to gain their
'•'\u25a0•' •

\u25a0 of ancient times and customs from'
t£]e of exciting adventure. The fctory is purely**•of action, and the plot is moulded, with but

««]« regzrl tor probat.ilitles. to fit the exi-
t«dt« cf cctual happenings and to cover an
*&*a »'• .d a, |>o6Eib]e. With "Ben Hur" ar.d
"'«*n*> ert-at romance as models, the author.
*Uhout reaching the level of even the lesser of
«» tw0 exemplars, has ritv-rthelesa constructed*

»*4.<!a.b!e novel, doubtless designed to meet
**&favor among those whose literary tasted*"*"

i»*«li lormtd by the worlai of tho late G. A.
la

Ixl the seventeen ,it tales and sketches of

JilL-o&a life wh'.ch Mr. War:nun has collected

—
THAT WAS POSSIBLE. Being the Record

\u25a0^i & Summer in the Ufa of Mrs. Sibyl Croft*.
rr-niefilan. By HoTt-artS Overlag Sturgiß. i:mo,

J£ Xt G. P. Putnam'* Son*.
MiinI\u25a0 [ EGLANTINE. By H. B. Marriott Wat-

•» Illustrated by Frank Craig. llmo. pp. 187.
aippleton &Co.

frTTE PAWN OF A TO-MORROW By Frances
fiwJfsoa Burnett. Illuslraied. llmo, pp. 1&6.
paries Scrlbner'a Sons.

mmS. OOLDEN HOPE. A Story of the Time of
•xte**1der the Great. Ily Robert H. Fuller.

j^oTpp '•• 4^- I"*1*Macmlllan Company.

-or LAST PPIK.E. And Other Railroad Stories.
*"pycy -Wai-man. 16mo. pp. 286. Charles ficrtb-

sfr-# Bon*.

-*.-• 0' MT3N. By G. B. Lancaster. l?mo, pp.
58. IVniWedsy. Page &Co.

~bt opening pages of "AllThat Was Possible"
-jjjerather ominous demands upon the reader's

jjjgce. They acquaint him with the fact that
Li^sroine. who has abandoned the stage for
•jjjlover, has Just been regretfully but con-

00j iy abandoned by him. Mrs. Sibyl Crofts.
t»lnore or less cheerfully in her pretty house
jsEbury street, wondering what she shall do

frith he-«» in view of the "approaching rrar-

riyre {n high life of the Earl of Medmenham to

Uzty Florence Marlowe." Shillingshockers are

tpt to begin In this way. But Mr."Sturgis Is

too clever 10 write a shilling shocker. Out of

tis alrr.o*-*. hopelessly conventional material he

fabricates a story that is both unconventional
a sound. There Is more of honest human na-

ture In tt'-s Wila book than in half the novels

ft&nir.K nowadays with much greater preten-

gjgjj, to frtpir.ality. This author's originality

wtm err*511
"

to cons!st of a feeling for truth

which might, on the surface, seem cynical, but Is

really. £t bottom, humorous* and wholesome.
Vr» Crofts, as he portrays her. is not a naughty

dame, exploited for the sake of her naughtiness,

but a. r.atural woman, etudied with an under-

standing that is too complete to place her Inan

adventitious perspective. She and her affairs
erg are our attention on legitimate grounds: we

take her seriously, and. in the long run. while
her Indiscretion is la no wise condoned. it turns

oat to be one cf those thir.gs from which much

can be learned by the thoughtful reader. It is
impowdble to put the book •»•\u25a0 without a con-
sciousness of having somehow been stimulated
(a •wider, more sympathetic outlook upon cer-

tain phases of life.. Yet Mr. Sturgls never
preaches.

He allows Mrs. Crofts to apeak for herself. In

Iserifrs of lettcrp, and ehe does this with un-

expected artlefsr.ess. Perhaps ehe is \u25a0 shade

turer of herse'.f than most women, would be
In the circumstances, but she is neither brazen

nor morbid; she carries off the situation in thor-
oughly plausible fashion, never striking a false

note. If the machinery breaks down anywhere

it is at those points which Involve the fillingup

cf hfr life story; things about her past that the

wadt-r r.eeSs to be told are brought la with

less than the author's usual spontaneity. But

tbtre are no weak place? at all In the main argu-

ment. In the simple riot which carries Mrs.
Crcfts from London to WalaKj and there, with
the introduction ofa new lover, entangles her In
a difficultyin the treatment of which Mr. Stur-

ps shorn a delightful insight Into the mys-
teries of character. The plot is too slender, the
cllrr.^x is too interesting and artistic, for us to

spoil the reader's enjoyment of either by even
the K&stSest revelations. The main point is to

record that both rest upon a true conception
of hurcan rxture. and are handled, moreover,
with a delicacy and a freshness which only

serve to rr.ake the dramatic outcome of the hero-

ine's eecond love affair the more Impressive and
illuminating. Mr. Sturgis could not be praised
too highlyfor the fine texture of his narrative.
The book wants compression. It Is a novelette,

not a novel, and it might even have been made

a that story without the sacrifice of. anything
'

essential. V.'c can lmarine with what deftness
Ma-up&FSii.-. for example, would have developed

the theme in that form. But we can imagine, too.

ho»
-

insensitive the Frenchman would have ,
haa to th* spiritual appeal In Mr. Sturgls's
motive; how he wr>uld have left soiled and de-
presslr.g that which the author has left quite

free from sordid Implications, and. in fact, even
exfciltrating. Beneath the light fabric of the !
Biorj'. connderf-d simply as a story, there Is a
morai quality which excites our special admira-

\u25a0\u25a0

We spoiled the errant Englishman most abom-
inably; one Idol Rot bad manners and a swelled
head, and it always took him hdm time on his
return to a nation, that, after all. consists or
Englishmen, to find his level again. The wife of *
very distinguished man complained to me of \u25a0'\u25a0••

demoralized condition In which her husband— who
had gone to America to lecture— had been sent back
to her "It will take me years to unspoil him.
nbe cried. "It's all the fault of your women, who
flatter them to death: And that Is th reason,'

she added, with some bitterness, "that Englishmen
think they are so charming: and clever."

A chapter on the- extravagant economy of
women Is full of laughing shrewdness, and

preaches energetically the wisdom of realizing

that what is too cheap is usually very dear. A
plea for women architects rehearses anew the
singular inconveniences of the average English

'.louse; and an attack on the plague of music

puts into words the sufferings of many worthy

persons smarting under the strummlngs of
nu'diocrlty. On the deadly haste with which

America is infecting the world In this electric
age the essayist has some vigorous comments,

together withun anecdote or two. One of these
concerns the German director ofan art museum,

who after a few months in the United States

still remembered "the sober methods of the

fatherland" and raged inindignation:

"These Americans, oh, those Americans"' and Ire
tore bis lon* hair. "Ihaf •• letter this morning
from a. young man, and he ask me— C.ott in Him-
111"I is it conceivable?— he ask me can I—l—l—what
vou'call it?— guarantee— that he can become a por-
trait painter la three months: ItIs to grow mad!'

"Will the world be as well off," asks our

writer, "ifIt has reached the summit and apex

of hurry?" And she answers her own question:

•'In thoso days there will be no more content-

ment, for the electric age i?. of ail things, the
enemy of contentment. Yes. by that time the
whole world will be discontented, and the uni-

versal characteristic of nations will be that

they are tired— tired— tired."
The cleverest and most pungent of all these

papers Is that in which the author administers

a proper medicine to the Little Lions. it is

called "On Taking Oneself Seriously." and it

hits the different modern varieties of swelled
head with a rim and an Ingenuity which we

may not ungallantly admit is charmingly femi-
nine.

1.-7/: /.Y as ESaUBn COUNTRY VILLAGE
From The London Academy-

Tree planting is not the only amusement pne-

tited at Eynsham on Arbor Day. Last year th-
population, headed by the villas band aim

armed with Btout ropes, pulled down two huge

and unsightly pilladvertisements near the rail-
way station— and the pillpeople did not dare to

prosecute; this year "si* aged matrons, eacn
j,rin>d with a pail of water and her scrubbing
brush, and spurred on iv the town crier, and the
village baud playing the provocative strains or
"Cock o1o

1 the North." obliterated all the adver-

tisements on a hugo bill sticking hoarding.

Splendid!

The Herald's College could tell many a queer
story of our sturdy reDUblicans In search of their
forebears. An Englishwoman told me that a N"»w-
York family had annexed a. crusading forefather
of her own, as well as one who had his headchopped off. and to -whom they had no more ri^it
than the (rrocer 'round the corner. She acknowl-
edged that they were a pretty bad lot (the an-
cestors), but she objected to have strangers med-
dle with them. "You are funny republicans," the
added, genially, "coming over here and grabbing
our ancestors."

Now. there is nothing bo frank as a fraijkEr.c-
lieh woman. "What Is the use of celebrated an-
cestors." she added. "If your whole present family
are as dull as ditch water and bore you to dis-
traction? I'd swap off my crusading ancestor and
my d-off-head one any time for a. cousin
with brains. But. mind you, Idon't want your
American millionaires grabbing 'em wlthouW'leave."

Perhaps itis hardly necessary to believe in, the
magnate's wife who sends for another diamond
necklace in the drawing room after dinner, be-
cause she feels chilly; and we seem to have
heard before the story of the millionaire who
"started Intlfe peddling tripe," and who said at

one of his musical functions, apropos of a great
violinist, "We pay such people, but we don't
know them." These absurdities are not Impos-
sible, and an everyday thing- is the evolution of
Jones from the jolly,care free partaker of a
"meat tea" at six to the worried head of the
table at a six course dinner at 8 which he can't
really afford. "O vanity of vanities!" Thack-
eray has cried over such pretences. "O cham-
pagne standard!" cries Mrs. Lane.

A candid consideration of housekeeping in
England leads this American woman to the con-
viction that truly comfortable living- costs as
much in one country as in the other, and that

It is much harder to secure comfort in the
motherland. "How Iwish," she exclaims, "I
could clap a big, stolid conservative, frostbitten
English matron Into a snug American house,

with a furnace and heaps of closet (cupboard)

room, and all ports of bells and lifts and tele-
phones, and then force her to tell me the abso-
lute, unvarnished truth! "What would she say?"

The difficulties of the fair American who or-
ganizes a home in London, the kitchen come-
dies which wear an exasperating air of tragedy,
the odd British prejudices which confound such

a newcomer
—

all these Mrs. Lane describes with
gayety. Writing of international differences she

recalls the old days when the visiting English-

man was a rarer bird in this country than he is
now.

THE CHAMPAGNB STANDARD By Mrs John
L*ne. 12m0.. pp. 814. John Lane Company.

It Is not often that the iffkmr comet upon
tmmjM iv* amusing as those— little criticisms of
life and manners sparkling with humor over a
limpid current of good sense and true-hearted-
ne»B. Ifthe essayist has a swift sarcasm for
the mean mad base and artificial it is sarcasm
wholesome and not sour. She is a very aag-e
now and then for a certain unsparing philoso-
phy, but it is put with all the easy animation
of a tvlttywoman.

What is the champagne standard which gives
a title to her book? Itin. in a word. Pretence
the cultivation of Appearances— the incapacity
to have "the courage of one's income." The es-
sayist ca!l« this the <ur.=e of an age which only
judges of success by material results, and she
offer* various illustrations of its phases in her
native land and In that of her adoption. There,
for example, is the growing American mania, for
ancestors:

Mrs. John Lane's Comments on
Modern Life and Manners.

A MERRY CRITIC.

Into his volume entitled "The Last Spike" he
has touched a deeper note and attained a higher
decree of literary excellence than In hia earlier
work. Some or tho stories are plainly Imaginary,
others are as plainly accurately biographical,
but all are founded on actual experiences or
observations of tho author, who perhaps better
than any other American writer has felt and
translated the romance of railroad pioneering
and administration.

The utories in Mr. Lancaster's book, "Sons o'
Men," treat of sheep and cattle rangers in New-
Zealand. They are not rich in striking Incident;
the author is chiefly concerned with the unut-
terable Manliness of his characters and pives
us traits rather than drama. These might have
been made more entertaining If Mr. Lancaster
had not that self-conscious way of writingabout
the male subjects of the British Empire which
Mr. Kipling has done so much to make the
fashion. "The boys had faced death uncounted
times and without fear,'" he says, "as hi the
custom of the. men who make out to the corners
of tho earth where is lifeIn the raw. strong and
unbridled." Nice boys. Nice corners of the
earth. But the "virile"story is pettlr.g weari-
some. Mr. Lancaster makes it less interesting
than ever.

SCIENCE.
THE NATURE AND ORIGIN OF LIVING MATTER,

#y Motion,' Dpho^mtc^
£•&* Svo? PP. «* U.

*LJpPlncott Company.)

REPRINTS.
TUB GREEN FLAG. By A. Conan T>oyle. 12m°. pp.

354. (R. F. Fenno *Co.)

Short stories of war and eport.

RICHELIEU. By O. P. It Jam.* With frontispiece

illustration. I2ino. pp. 474.
A itory of the reign of Louis Kin.

TRAVEL AND TOPOGRAPHY. \u25a0

thirty-seven lllu»tratlons In colors, avo. pp. x. isi.

(The Macmillan Company)
THE DEVELOPMENT OF PALESTINE EXPIRA-

TION By Frederick Jones BlUs. Th. D. 12mo» pp.

ii,837. (Charles Serlbner"3 Sons.)

Comprising the Ely lectures for 19<». delivered
before th» Union Theological Seminary. New-^ork.

sconAyD Ayn THE SCOTCH.
John Foords speech to the Burns Society.

Has It ever occurred to you, gentlemen, that men
and nations and races are strong very much in
proportion to the intensity of the struggle they

have had to wage for the privilege of existence? I
say "privilege" advisedly, because there la no such
thine as a right to live, apart from the effort re-
quired to overcome the forces that make for the
Extinction of the Individual, the nation or the race.
Our forefathers did not waste any time in theoriz-
inir about that question. Having first conquered
those who wen there before them, and possessed

themselves of the land of the vanquished, they pro-
ceeded to the harder task of conquering nature.

Caledonia stern and wild, is doubtless, as Sir V,al-
ter has said, •\u25a0meet nurse lor a poetic child." but
she must have been a particularly dry nurse for
fie. men who first tried to compel her to yield them
"corn. horn, lint and tarry '00.

• The Scottish
earth was not so kind that you had Just to tickle It
with a Hoe to make it laugh with a harvest. It
was a dour, weet and cauld soil, even where inthe
Lothiana. the Carse o

-
Gowrie or the Howe of

Strathmore the farmer takes to-day his forty bush-
els of wheat out of an acre, and neepsi and tattles
in proportion. Nay, even that smiling vale which
surrounds the links Of Forth and makes the Curs©

of Stirling, and those brood and fertile acres which
nourish under the blithe glint that th« Scottish sun
casts on the. Kingdom o* Kite, needed long years of
eident toll before thej yielded crops enough in their
season to mak* It possible for the refinements of
life to take root in the land. And Ifthat conquest

were hard, think what must have been the tusk or
extracting corn and here from the atony hillsides
and moorland farms between Tweed and Tay and
from many more equally unpromising for hus-
bandry clustered beside the streamlets that How
through Highland glens. Gentlemen, the race that
made that soil yield them a livingwas marked out

for great things, because It bud demonstrated its
right to live where nature was continually saylnte
It nay: where the climate was as Inconstant as th«
soil was refractory; where beauty and barrenness
had joined hands and proclaimed that the privilege
of admiring the beauty must be bought by the
subjection of th« barrenness through the labor of
the hand* and the sweat of the brow.

Then, what Isuppose we must call a perfectly
natural thing happened. These rude, forefathers
conceived for their crabbed auld mlther Scut-
land, that would give them nothing without toll,

\u25a0 love passing the love of woman. How mi
they loved her most of you can tell by looklntc
into your own hearts, As ihave had occasion to
remark before. In this presence. Time does not con-
lain what time baa not MM la the making of.
and the passionate love of the Scotsman for his
native land ranks among the great pasatoaa which
possess the hearts of men, because generation
after generation has owned Us power, and the nan
causes to be Scottish who would wlllinxl.v let It
die. There was a basis of truth for Dr. Johnson*
gibe that "the noblest prospect which a Scots-
man eve: Sits is the high ro.*id that leads to Ens-
land." and Eoglani is the greater and mivm.i r
for the longer procession of the men of the North
who have sought their fortunes in the South.
There is at Kant us much ground lor the Haying
that a Scotsman is never to much at homo as
when ha Is away from home, and though tht> path

Wh*re tho calW bre«z»» •i**«o
O\er tha mountain* creit.

TVh*r<» the culler breezes »\v-.-p
la Ui*land that Ilov» best.

\u25a0

But there Is neither complaint nor repining tn>
all this; ao disposition to disparage the land ha
lives In to the exaltation of the land he ha.« left,
lie is very apt to think tUo place ho !3 In rather
tho better for hla presence, and to be properly con-
scious of the fact that tf It were not a fairly good
place he would not be there. He la not preatiy su;»-
Cfs»tlble to homesickness, being usually contentto bide his time for a chance to Rase on the broom
and the heather »ss»in. ...... lurk rta-
Inn till It becomes a aishtlcua sons In h!s native
Scottish air. But Ithink the object of his d*-
stllf Is ulwrays* tho tancibls thine called Scotland.1 .1. not believe that ne reasons aa the Germando*9 in answer to th«» question, '•What Is the Ger-man Fatherland?" by saying th»t wherever th«
Oorm.m tongue i» heard and German sonff as-
rends to heaven, that 1* the (Vrman Fatherland.So might a German argue, celebrating as *c £\u25a0to-nlaht. thut he hit* recreated the Fatherlamt
end placed a section of It right here !n Delmont-
MTa To ii-«. ihU is merely a way of keeping
Kreen the. memory of the Motherland, of reviving
our lonslne to bury ,mr noses In the thyme with
which she clothes her rugsed bosom, and of play*
in«( on the- heart strings that thrill to every touch,
of the greatest of her singers and the most **.
fiionate of her adorers.

of the exile has not always been straight nor hisefforts always blessed. Iknow of no country ol»
clime where the things that Scotsmen have don«are not chiefly remembered because of the essen-
tial nobility that was in them; Iknow of non*»
where Scottish Unease, were Itbut on the m!th«r'aLside, is not cherished as a proud possession— a dls-itint-tion to be handed down to latest posterity But.co where he will,live where, he will, the love which:the Scotsman has for his native country abides with,
Mm; Is a well of sweetness for him in th« desert
and a cup refreshing amid the. din, the dirt am*
th» struggle of the cttlea tn other landa. His is thefeel'.ng of the. Hebrew ea«thr« by th«» rivers ofBabylon: \u25a0''\u25a0' Iforcer thee. Jerusalem, let my
right hand forpet her cunninff. It Ido not re-
member thee. let my tongue cleave to the roof otmy mouth: if 1 prefer not Jerusalem above ray
chief Joys." Or. to express the sentiment la hi*own tongue:
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JUSTICE FOR THE ItUSisIAX JEW. 12mo. pp. 125.

(J. H. Ogilvle Publishing Comi«any.)
A *tenfi«raphlo report of tho ipeeche* delivered at
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THE "*ATJi OF TSARDOM. By Carl Joubert. Bvo. pp.

BB (J. B. Uapincott Company.)
Describing th* latast phases of the proce«» of dis-

integration which drives the Russian r«°Ple to seek
relief froiri Tsardani In constitutional reform.
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THE 101-KRS. By Morley Robert!". "With a frontispiece
incolors by John O. Frohn. l.mo. pp. 26:. (1» C.
l'age & Co.)

A »tr>ry of modern social life In England.

THE I'AWX OP A TO-MORROW. ByFrances Hode-
800 Burnett. With eicbt illustrations In colors by
F. <• Yohn. 12ruo, pp. 15*. (Charles Scrlbner'a
Hans.)

FICTION.
A LADY IX WAITING. Bain* Extracts from the

Diary of Jul!« iV Chesnte. Some Tim* Lady In Walt-
ing to Her Majesty' Queen Marie Antoinette. By
Charles Woodcock-Savage. with frontispiece.
12mo, pp. 330. (D. Appleton & Co.)

FOLLY. By Edith Rickert. With frontispiece In
colors by Slglsinond de Ivanowskl. l.mo. pp. 368.
(The Baker & Taylor Company.)

A story of modern English life.
THE SPIRIT OP THE BORDER. By Zan« Or*v

With four illustrations by J. Watson Davis. 12mo,
pp. ICC. (A. L. Bert Company.)

A romance of the early settlers of the Ohio
Valley.

THE FINANCIER. By Harris Burland. With six
Illustrations by Charles Crunewali l?tno. pp. 3J2.
tO. W. Dillingham Company.)

A romance of English financial and political
intrigue.

THE OPAL SERPENT By Fergus Hume. With
frontispiece by Uorrton 11. Grant. 12mo, pp. il».
(G. W. Dilllngham Company.)

A tale of mystery and crime.

LOVE LETTERS THAT CAUSED A DIVORCE. By
Mrs. A. E. Aldington. 12uio, pp. 98. (Q. W.
Dilllngham Company.*

A story told in the form of correspondence.

THE LADY AND THE LADDER. By Harrison Oar-
field Rhodes. With fifteen illustrations by Karl
Anderson. 12mo. pp. vlll. 231. (Doubleday, Page
&Co.)

A comedy of modern "hl|[h society." The ad-
vrn'.urcs of an American widow In mounting the
social ladder.

THE RATTLE OF HIS CHAINS. By W. H. Clare.
llmo. pp. 370. iEastern Publishing Company.)

A sociological romance.
THE WAY OF AN INDIAN. By Frederic Remington.

With fourteen Illustrations by the author. l.mo.
pp. 252. (Fox. Duffield & Co.)

Eluht hbori 6tories of Indian life.
DISPLAY. Ny R. E. B. Spender. 12mo. pp. Jot.

(John i.an« Company.)

A semi-all*-ef>'"lnal narrative of a. modern British
expedition to Utopia, supposed to bi located In
fouth Africa.

THE ADVENTURES OF V SUPERCARGO. By Louis
Hecke. llmo. pp. 2&5. (J. B. Llpplncott Com-
pany.)

A story of the South Seas.

BOOKS OF THE WEEK.

The reminiscences of the Provencal poet,
Frederic Mistral, aro now coming out week by
week in a French periodical, and are exciting
prodigious interest in lis readers. It is believed
that an English translation willbe published.

Charles Marriott, the author of "The Column,"
a novel which had a certain success In this coun-
try, has written a new one called "Th«> Lapse of
Vivien Eady." Vivien lapses from faith in her
ideal of a husband, and engages herself to a
prig described as "dreadful." Does she marry
him? Inquire of Mr. Marriott.

Sir Walter Scott wrote to a friend in ISI9 an
interesting letter describing his efforts to keep
the secret of his authorship of "Waverley."' Ha
cays In this letter, which Is now on sale Inaa
Edinburgh bookshop:
Iown 1did mystify Mr«. S. a little about the re-port you mention, and Iam Klad to hear the finessesucceeded. She came up to me with a great over-

flow of gratitude for the delight and pleasure andbo forth which she owed to me on account of thesebooks. Now, as she knew very well that Ihadnever owned myself the author, this wrs not polite
politeness. ... ILave no notion of being pumped
by any old Dowasor Lady of Session, male orfemald. in plain words. Idenied the chargn, an.las she insisted to know who else waa capable to
writ-.- these novels. 1 suggestrd Adam Ferguson aaa person having all the information an.l oapa-it.-necessary for that purpose. But the inference thathe was the author was of her own deducing1, and
th-.is ended her attempt, notwithstanding her hav-ingprimed tne pump with a good dose of flattery.

A correspondent of "The Athenaeum" quotes
in that periodical some almost forgotten lines
in which in 1828 Barry Cornwall dedicated one
of his poems to Charles Lamb:

£°?? d
nFriend! whose spirit, like an April day,Is full of change.

—
brlßht flashes and some rain,

fantastic, gay —yet gentle more than gay.
TabZ!.?/J a?d dee V as lnli"1the Populous main,
lane— (lf thou wilt)-my song. Ibuild my fame
r«r't.c.aLh he sh:lduw of thy rlUns name>\\ Mch shall not pan away while wtt shall be)
Proud to associate my verse with thee.

Another instance of royalty engaging In lit-
erary adventure is to be recorded in the publi-
cation. In London, of "The Queen's Carol," a
collection of poems, stories, sketches, drawings
and music, edited by Queen Alexandra, and now
being sold for the benefit of the Queen's Fund
for the Relief of the Unemployed. Among the
contributors are Robert Hichens. Bram Stoker.
Israel Zan&will. George Meredith. Thomas
Hardy, Edwin A. Abbey. Sir Gilbert Parker,
Katherine Cecil Thurston, Theodore Watts Dun-
ton, Sarah Grand. Mrs. H. K.Clifford, Algernon
Charles Swinburne, Austin Dobson and Max
Pemberton.

Bushmen. Ithas been the interested occupa-
tion of Caroline Furness Jayne to study and to
make record of all thes<.< string and loop diver-
sions, excepting those where a human neck 13
Involved, and the Srribners are to-day publish-
ing a sumptuous volume by her, describing these
curious pastimes, under the title of "String
Figures." The book Is Illustrated with more
than a thousand diagrams.

"Its enduring charm lies in the author's instinctive taste and
perception." —Chicago Evening Post.
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ETERNAL

By NEITH BOYCE,

Author of "The Forerunner," "The Folly of Others," etc.

"The unity, the simplicity, the delicacy and the insight of this
novel command recognition. Mrs. ITapgood has mastered her tech-
nique." Chicago Record-Herald.
Illustrated by Blendon Campbell. $1.50. »

Out To-Day: A New Book by Frederic Remington

An Indian
With 14 illustrations, including a .; •/^ir:**"
frontispiece incolor, by the author.

One of the cleverest things Mr. Remington has ever done; the
life-story of a genuine Indian brave. Not the Indian of melodrama
or rough and ready novels, but the Red Man as he really was. $1.50.
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% Good Study of an Actress in a

DifficultSituation.

and the Spirit of his Dramas
By PAUL DECHARME, Professor of Greek
Poetry in the Faculte dcs Lettres at Paris.

Cloth Bvo, 392 pages, $3.00 net.

Mr.James Locb presents to English readers a study which is note-
worthy at once for its breadth of view, power of close analysis, and
vigor of presentation.

Professor JOHN WILLIAMS WHITE says of it in closing his intro-
duction :

"Euripides, then, has not had fair treatment. It remained the task of
some man of preeminent ability, who possessed both a scholar's learn-
ing and authority and a poet's imagination and insight, to attempt to
reveal the true Euripides. The late Professor Paul Decharme of the
University of Paris has rendered the poet and lovers of poetry this
great service in the convincing and eloquent book which Mr. Loeb now
offers to the public in an English version."
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