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whe novel with a purpose, the novel with too
obvious = moral, is commonly supposed to have
worn out its welcome a long time ago. But a
pook like “Threugh the Eye of the Needie”
sarns us against attaching too much impor-
gance 10 these easy generalizations. Mr, Howells
writes with a purpose on this occasion. He has
gn unmistakable moral to enforce. But he does
the trick so we Il that we welcome his new book
ss one of the pleasantest things in current fic-
tion. It does mot matter that it has only the
glightest ciaim to be recognized as a novel. The
main point is that the author presents his sa-
gire and his philosophy with the artfulness cf
ienced teller of stories and makes his
beginuing to end, amusing. The tale
inte tweo parts. In the first of these,
visitor from the Ail-

ies Homos, a

Arist
trurian Commonwealth, obseives the manner in

Mr.

which modern New Yorkers live, and makes his
comments on the subject. Before he gets
ghrough his investigations he has fallen in love
with a rich
watch her exp nee in adapting herself
fis wife, to the customs of a land in which
money is unknown.

The simplicity of Mr. Howell's satire upon oup
Jatter-day civilization is one of its brightest
sirtues. He does not labor a point. He does
mot try to be witty about it. He simply describes

facts, and somebow, in the mere straightfor-
ward describing of them, he exposes their full
gignificance with far more force than-he might
have achieved by any elaborately humorous
method. When Mrs., Makely, the New
Yorkers in the book, speaks to Homos about
having siored her ferniture, the poor man balks
at the phrase. She explains as follows:

Oh, 1 dare say

one of

'Ol never store

Altruria. But » }
warchouscs of

miture that peo
or get 10

her of houseke
, 2s my }
year or two.

e
sick

that's wi
1ys, we hrowsed
irst, we tried hotelling

about for
#t. and we took a hotel apartment furnished, and
dined at the hotel table, until 1 certainly thought

§ shouid go off, I got so tired of it. Then we

fired a suite in one of the family hotels that
there are so many of, and got out enough of our
ish it, and had our me our

you do that for the same price,

you, for the dining

ad to have

1sband

suffered from indigestion myself,

eooped up in a few smalil rooms, that way; and the
dog almost died: and finally we gave that up, and
fook an apartment, and got out our things

nuch as the vent of a small house
and put them into it, and had a caterer send in the
meals as they do in Europe. But it isn't the same
here as it is in Europe. and we got so sick of it in
& month that I thought I should scream when I
saw the same old dishes coming on e table, day
after day. We had to keep o servant—excuse
me, Mr. Homos: domestic—anyway, to look after
the table and the parlor and chamber work,
my husband said we might as well be hung for a
sheep &8s & lamb, and so we got in a cook; and,
bad as it is, it's twenty million times better than
anything €lse you can do. Servants are a plague,
but you have got to have them. and so I have re-
signed myself 1o the wiil of Providence.
don't like it, neither do 1, and so I fancy it's about
&s broad as it's long. I have found this is a favor-
fte phrase of Mrs. Makelyv's, and i1t seems to give
ber a good deal of comiort.

© There is a kind of elogquence in this passage.
*There is a world of meaning hetween the lines.
1= there a New Yorker who could read it with-
out a certain rueful sympathy? Mr. Howells
lightly touches many of the troubles that New
York flesh is heir to, but he knows when to
stop, and rjust as the reader begins to feel that
he has heard enough of our social weariness and
absurdities, he is carried off to Altruria, and is
there delighted with a picture of what is not,
after all, an impossible form of existence. It is
true that Mr. Howells evades some difficulties.
The Altrurian method of disciplining a mur-
derer by turning him loose to expiate his crime,
through philanthropy, Is justified on the as-
sumption that only jealous rage could produce a
murder in the land. “In Altruria there can be
mo other murderers. People kill here
for money, which prompts every other kind of
murder In capitalistic countries, as well as every
other kind of crimme.” But, one does not need to
argue about this. It is wiser to take Altruria
a8 one finds it, for the sake of the broad ideal
thet reigns there, an ideal of wholesome in-
dustry, plain living and unmeasured loving-
kindness. Mr. Howells has dreamed a dream,
and, like all dreams, it is likely to meet with
indifference among hard headed people who
pride themselves on their “practicality.” . But
B0 one imagines that the author of this book
bas any idea of making mankind over and per-
suading it to live in a kind of fairyland. His
purpose, we believe, is simply to set men think-
ing in the right direction: to help them to see
where thelr lives are wrongly mana~ed and may
be corrected by a little ideality. “Through the
Eye of the Needle” is a sort of romantic par-
able. It should prove the more effective inas-
much as it is very amusing.

“The Master of Stair” is a clever bit of fic-
tion, full of movement and color, and put to-
Sether with surprising adroitness. In one re-
spect at Jeast it §s motably better than “The
Wiper of Milan,” Miss Bowen's first book. Lav.
shly furnished, as that story was, with pict-
Mresque episodes. it is mevertheless “all of a
Plece,” with loose ends disturbing the reader
wnly at rare Intervais. These defects in the
Work occur where questions of character are to
he fore. The women in the book especially fall
short of quite persuading us to believe in them.
But the story, as a story, is falrly coherent, and
it is undenlably absorbing. Built up around the
massacre of Glencoe, it is deftly embellished
with incidents and personalities drawn from
‘he turbid annals of Scotland, and so ingenious-
iy @oes Miss Bowen handle her fabric that she
®xcites our sympathy, as with the appeal of
Pure romance. If we rebel at all it is against the
*xcessively lurid atmosphere of the book. This
%, tudecd, a perfect illustration of the refined
Sensctionalism which, on the surface, would
Bppear to have nothing in common with the
68 dime novel, but is at bottom closely identified
With that old source of thrill. Love and hate,
®oft words and daggers, plots and surprises,
these are the things in which Miss Bowen deals,
Wsing all the literary graces which seem to
fome with astonishing facility to the young
1 of the day. Her hero Is an utter mon-
®ier, but he §= beautiful as the morning in his
®utward appearance, and Miss Bowen closes his
Sinister story on a note of the tenderest senti-
ment. We feel, as that story ends, thut we have
Masisted at an entirely artificial performance of
&8 entirely meloGramatic plece. But so long as
=~mh¢hoe-upourauenuoahub«-,n
~ Beld, and we have found a fearful pleasure 1n
e tragic dolugs of the author's amazing per-

cannot

& purpose. The stories in his new bhook
plainly been written to illustrate Jewish
facter, and to exhibit the difficuities of its
ment among the conditions imposed
it by niodern English life. “Ghet:o Com-
iz, in & sense, a book of documents, a book

woman, and in the second part we
{

and |

for a clearer understanding of racial
But Mr., Zengwill is faitiiful to the tra- ' dreds

ditions of his art; it s his husiness to tell a story
for the sake of the story, and he does this with
4 success which may be judged from the fact
that while he harps on one string, sticks to his

ment. There is a strange blend in his work of
sympathy and cynicism. It is as though the life
of the Jew among aliens moved him at once to
and to tears. Whatever his mocd, it
secms alyays to include complete grasp of his
subject, and that means not only
Jew but all of the elements in his circumstances,
whether they be Jewish or Christian. It
teresting to see how well the author kecps his
he is in painting the confiict of

if he is moved when his Jews

smiles

{s in-

head, how jus
racial impulses.

suffer he is not blind to the inevitableness of
fate. This collection of stories, one of the most
readable of the season, is also one of the most
thoughtful.

Not
entrance

g could be more agreeable than the re-
upon the scene of Mrs. Riggs's en-
gaging little hercine. The “New
Rebecea™ have all of the light, playful charm
belonged to the earlier book in which
Miss Randall was introduced to us. ‘The cen-
tral fig
sweetness;

Chronicles of

which

on the contrary, we like her a little

| 1o rage.

1
s ! hefore they them
Jewish theme, he does not tire us for a mo- | they could begin to march ti

they stood or lay on the wet snow—sick and
wounded as well. Each morning, they moved the
droves to fresh pasture ground, in lisu of clean-
ing—and picked up the dead and helpless. All the
dead Turks were stripped of their clothing, for
our own men needed it, and we buricd them In
trencies péle-me2ie, It was terrible! hut what
could be done? Skobele was off on_other work,
ara the others were—not géalous. Finally, they
dld get some focd for the creatures, and
e€nough ten for the sick. It was twelve days
in herds
the twenty miles over to the boats on the Danube.
Now, let us see the Japauese do better.

A touching evidence of the chivalric spirit of
old Japan was the generous sympathy of the
attendants with the prisoners when the news

| of Russian defeats arrived.
he soul of the |

Tihat the war was on the side of Russia a pro-
digious mistake “Princess Sophia” belleves, and
86, a ntly, @id the Russian wounded vwhose
conversations she quotes. The breaking of the
pledge to evacuate Manchuria, the outrageous
thefts of the supplles for the troops. the greed
and mismanagement at Port Arthur—these
things and others like them cause the prisoners
There is complaint that the war was

#1

141
rey

| made by speculators in high places—and joined

with them were men looking for deccrations,
promotions, contracts, loot, while the great
boay of troops went forth bhiindly, mere food
for powder. The story of Russia in Japan i3 a
disheartening one; let us end these paragraphs

on an uncommonly entertaining book with a

| more cheering passage:

has lost not a tithe of her girlish |

more, for she is growing older, and as she rises |

in her teens she becomes only the more of a

character, only the more lovable. The fate of
sequels is notorious. In nine es out of ten
are feilures. jut this sequel is a good

one, so good that we are encouraged to hope
that the zuthor may go on with her subject, and
in another book carry Rebecca through further
and more romantic phases. But she will have
to proceed with caution. The bloom of such a
iype is easily lost.

Miss Hapgond's translation of Tur-
was first iesued by the Scribners in a

When
geniell
Leautiful subseription edition, we considered the
work at length, and spoke of it with cordial
approval. It is now beimg reprinted in popular
n, and are glad to express once more
our admiration for a singularly artistic pro-
duction. Turgeniefl is an author who requires
in his interpreter a feeling for literature as wel
as a peculiar sympathy for his genius. Miss
Hapgood has that feeling, and her translation
is as finished as it is vitalized and flexible. In
the new edition we have recelved four volumes,
given respectively to “Fathers and Children,”
“A Nobleman's Nezt,” “On the Eve” and “Ru-
din"” and “A King Lear of the Steppes.” There
will be tengnore volumes. The form adopted is
a handy octavo, in a simple green cloth bind-
ing. Paper and presswork are admirable. It is
a good thing that Turgenieff is thus to be made
accessible to a wider publie.

“PRINCESS SOPHIA”

we

forr

And What She Saw in Japan.

Journal of a Rus-
Illustrated.

HAGUE ORDAINS.
Prisoner's Wife In Japan.
pp. 359. Henry Holt & Co.

The framework upon which is built up this
description of the life of the Russian prisoners
in a Japanese hospital has the aspect of fiction,
But whether the wounded Colonel Viadimir von
Theill and his charming wife,

AS THE
sian

importance—it is the vivid story of war and of
the daily happenings at Matsuyama that con-
cerns us. The spirit_and gims of both com-
batants are admirably brought cut in the re-
cital of the Russian lady who comes to nurse
her husband dangerousiy hurt when captured
in Manchuria. The situation s piesented to us
through the vision of a just, warm-hearted,
clear-eyed, highly educated woman—one who in
previous days has learned to like the Japanese
and is not blind to the faults of her own race.

She even ready while travelling to her
sufferer through the enchanting Inland Sea to
compare Russia with Japan to the manifest
disadvantage of the former. “It began to dawn
upon me,” she says, “how the army of pygmies
have come to humiliate the army of glants. In
contrast with these tidy and remote little vil-
lages of fishermen and rice farmers of the In-
land Sea, far from any foreign settlement, I re-
called the muddy streets and tumbledown houses,
the dirt, misery and ignorance of our pigsties
of Russian villages, even quite near to Peters-
burg and Moscow.” And she goes on to tell us
that hardly any village in China is as flithy, the
people as ignorant and in as low a condltion as
in that Tula village of Yasnaya Polyana, beside
the country home of the reformer, Count Leo
Tolstoy. She is not unreasonable when she re-
marks that *a little of that magnificent hu-
manitarianism and benevolence poured upon
that insanitary village on his own estates would
be more practical, it seems to me, than the thin
treacle of it spread over the whole universe.”
The love of nature and of beauty, the cleanli-
ness, the artist spirit of the Japanese charm
again and again this alien woman. She tells
us of the chief surgeon in the hospltal, “a se-
rious, kindly man in spectacles, who was of the
manner of old Japan, the exquisitely polite and
refined Japan of the upper classes”; of the
little Japanese Red Cross nurses, who never
geemed tired though they never rested, who
were never cross or impatient, but always smil-
ing and polite.
the huge Cossacks they care for—very preco-
clous children, when one obgerves their skill and
courage in the operating room. They seem to
humor and charm their patlents with indul-
gence, yet they are martinets in their precise
obedlence to surgeon's orders. The patlent is
never crossed, yet he always obeys, too. It is
the old, old story of the hypnotic East. The
big Cossacks cry bitterly when their nurses are
changed.” The war has worked, the author
says, wonders for the Japanese women. In the
active work of the Red Cross their brains and
ability have been so conspicuous that the Jap-
anese man is forgetting some of the traditicns
of repression for his womankind.

The Russians had fixed ideas as to Japanese
and half expected to bhe sliced alive
when they were captured. The careful tender-
ness, the enlightened modern methods with
which the wounded were treated in the Japanesc
hospitals were strange revelations to the prison-
ers. Even the common people outside their
walls offered kindly attentions to these enemlies.

Every few nights 2 rain of clgarettes, plums, fans
and little trifies come over the fence of the Kokal-
do and the Dairinji. There are officers downstairs

is

cruelty,

at the Kokaldo, and two hundred of rank and flle |

upstairs; and at the Dalrinji there are only soldiers.

48 rain of manna, of course, pleased the Cos-
sacks, but neither they nor the officers could under-
stand it. 1 spoke of it to one of the American
missionaries with whom I walked from the photo-
graph shop to the postoffice, and she laughed
greatly. “Oh, that 1s the Japanese way of sympa-
thizing with the poor horios [prisoners]. The Red

the Princess |

Sophia, be real ‘personages or mot is of liule! Epistulae, definitiones and spuria

{ down to Dalny.

1 asked ane Port Arthur officer what was the host
thing he had geen during the war, the thing *hat
impressed hith most with the goodness of the
world and the human race in it. He said: *“The
absence of the Japanese flag at Port Arthur, We
never saw i1, after the surrender, until we got
The Russian flag came down and
the fingstuffs and buildings were left bare. We
lived on in our same houses, waited on by our same
servants, and the men remained in their barmicks
until time to march to the Dainy train. Some
one rowed over in the night and hung black stream-
ars on the Pobieda’s (Victory's) wreck. Poor Po-
bieda! Pobieda! What & name of frony! It was

| General Nogi's special order that no flag should be

i
?
|

|

raised until Stoessel had left Port Arthur.”

BOOKS AND AUTHORS.

Current Talk of Things Present
and to Come.

One of the brightest incidents of the spring
publishing season should be the appearance in
book form of the novel called “Friiulein
Schmidt and Mr. Anstruther,” which the author
of “Elizabeth and Her German Garden” has
been bringing out serially In the pages of
“Cornhill."" Thigs story, composed entirely of
letters, is of sunny humor, general mental live-
liness and delightful sentiment all compact, if
we may judge from the long stretches of it
that have thus far been printed.

A commentator in “The London Sketch™ al-
ludes to the story, recently printed, that
Matthew Arnold once attributed all the talent of
the Arnold family to the children of his brother
Tom. This, he adds, “was before Mrs. Hum-
phry Ward began to wear down a hundred pens,
and may therefore be taken as a rather fine in-
stance of Uncle Matt's prevision. But there is
a sequel, which we may venture to supply.
When Tom's daughter did write a book, and
Uncle Matt read it, the remark he made was
this: ‘No Arnold ever could write a novel; if
any Arnold could, 1 should have written one my-
self.’ *

Professor J. Burnet has finished his edition
of the text of Plato in the Oxford Classical
Texts. The fifth and concluding volume has just
appeared. It contains Minos, Leges, Epinomis,

Miss Marie Corelli is about to publish a col-
lection of her short storles in a volume which
will borrow the title of the first one, “Delicia.”

In a pleasant notice of Mr. Howells's recent
book on certain English towns, “The London
Standard” administers this cuff to the author of
another new book, “The American Scene':

Mr. James could not mention the name of an
American city without an elaborate analysis of its
psychological significance. 1If it had no such sig-
nificance, he would invent one to fit it, and it would
be not less, but vastly more, intricate and baf-
fling, because it existed only in the microscopic
lens of Mr. Henry James's amazing mind.

Here is a characteristic comment on Mr. How-
ells's work from this review:

One curfous detail about this charmipg book, less
worthy of mention, perhaps, than many another

feature it has, but indubitably curious none the
less, is the fact that Mr. Howells ig never tired of
gently ralling against the miserable chilliness of

English interiors. Our houses and hotels are des-
perately cold, he thinks. Our fire® are mere apolo-
gles for fires, and serve no useful purpose, The
odd thing is that, desplte the keen penetration the
author shows in a hundred other ways, he never
notes the obvious fact that the reason of his chi'll-
ness in Engli houses lles in the fact that he has
been physically demoralized by life in the shock-
ingly overheated houses of his native land.

The Gypsy Lore Soclety is preparing to re-
sume the publication of its quarterly contain-
ing contributions from students of the Romany.
Among the subjects to be discussed will be “se-
cret languages, cant and slang, and especially
Shelta, the ancient jargon of the Irish tinkers.”

The centenary of the birth of Edgar Allan Poe
is not far off, and there are to be noted some
possibilities of a desirable commemoration,
“The Sun,” of Baltimore, has suggested a move-
ment looking toward the erection in that city
of a beautiful mausoleum, in which all that is

| left of the author may be permanently laid to

“They are like children beside |

rest. It is a comparatively humble monument
which now marks his grave and Virginia's in
the Westminster Cemetery. This was unvelled
in 1877, the cost of it being largely defrayed by
the late G. W. Childs. The project for a me-
morial worthy of the man of genius, to be ded-
icated on the centenary, January 19, 1909, has
evoked enthusiasm in  Baltimore.  Governor

. Warfield and President Remsen of Johns Hop-

| fective advocacy.

Cross can give such things openly, when the pris- '

oners are arriving at Takahama or passing through
a rallroad station in train; but here, of course, there
is a difference. My cook told me with glee as a
reat secret that she had n over with her
riends last night to throw some cigarettes over
the fence for the poor horios. They are so sorry
for them. You might think these poor, hard work-
ing people would envy the horios their lives of
ease, and compare their present tasks with the
prizoners’ leisure. But this is the Jjapanese way.
Aliruism in an object lesson. The European phi-
losophers ought to see this situation.”

One of the prisoners who were with Skobeleff
at Plevna describes the misery of the captured
Turks there. It is in curious contrast with the
comfortable conditions which the foresight of
the so-called “barbarous” Japanese prepared for
ihe enemy:

At Plevna, our own Russian soldiers were short '

of winter clothing and blankets, and were glad
1o get into the town and the shelter of Turkish
ouses und barracks, I ine, “then, the poor
Turks in the open fields In December without shel-
. and no food at all, for three days

and nlshu! It was terrible; but it was war. Hun-
ied of exposure and starvation; for there

kins University have expressed hearty approval,
and the literary societies are preparing an ef-
It is proposed that the funds
shall be provided by a popular subscription, It
is belleved, moreover, that appropriations from
the city and state governments could be ob-
tained. The city would probably give the site
for the monument--and many fine sites are
available in ‘-!al!imore. “The Baltimore Sun"
quotes Tennyson's opinion of Poe: “He is the
literary glory of Amcrica. Neo poet, certainly no
modern poet, was so susceptible to the impres-
sion of beauty as Poe. He had all the Greeks'
appreciation of beauty and much of their power
of expressing it in poetry,” and that journal
adds: *“We should show to the world that we
do not put the materialities of life above the
honor which 1s due to our greatest literary
name."

Richmond, the city in which Poe spent his
early years, has collected $10,000 for a monu-
ment to him within its precincts; and the Uni-
versity of Virginia is arranging to celebrate the
centenary. It has already placed a bronze medal
over the room once occupied by Poe; it has an
excellent collection of Poe literature, and the
Raven Soclety alds in kecping his memory
green in the old halls where he studied. No
reading American will fall to honor and applaud
plans for an adequate rccognition of Pow's
genius. His contemporaries suffered him to
struggle for a great part of his life In the grim-
mest poverty, and to die therein; a later genera-
tion can at least raise to him a fitting memorial.

It is worth while to place on record a remi-
niscence by Professor H. E. Shepherd, of Balti-
more:

Few persons know that originally Poe's body wags

laced in the rear of the lot of Westminster Church

ard, and that the church had not been erected in
October, 1549, when Poe died. The erection of the
church, a few years later, completely obscured the
grave. I happened to be there at the corner, and
saw the remains of Poe ly| in_his coffin, tha:
had been opened. For some time I had a piece oi
the coffin, but it has been misplaced. All that re-
mained of the bod{ was the bones. The skull was
in admirable cordition. The t{eeth were perfect and
Which was ons of Pos's Striking features, could s

8

easily discerned. - -

An article in the current number of “Put-

Books and Publications. = |

Rooks and Publications.

The Country House

By JOHN GALSWORTHY, author of ‘The Man of Property.” etc.

-
“A book that exhibits wide sympathies, genuine observation and a quiet humor of its own. Whatever Mr.
Galsworthy writes possesses an irresistible appeal for ths readers of cuitivated tastes.”—ZLondon Standard.
“‘A superb social satire.”"—I!lustrated London News.

THE MAN OF PROPERTY .

““A perfectly fascinating and enthralling book."—London Truth. - :

By the Same Author

At all
Booksellers

“If there is any competition going on for the finest novel of the

characters in modern fiction or the coming novelist, my votes unhesitatingly go to
The Coantry House, to Mr. Barter, to Mrs. Pendyce and to Mr. John Galsworthy.”

Two volumes. Each Crown 8vo. $1.50.

G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS

, best drawn .

—London Punch.

NEW CHRONICLES
OF REBECCA

By EATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN
“Rebecca is well known and deservedly popu-

lar. She i3 one of those ‘State o' Maine' girls
her creator loves to portray, and can deplet
with intimate appreciation, a true bLiue little 9
New Englander, llvely. lovable, more sprightly
than mos=t of her stock.”"—RBoston Advertiser.
Illustrated by F. C. Yohn. $1.25.

Ready Today
THE WORLD’'S
WARRANT

By NORAH DAVIS

The originality in plot, the freshness of the
background—present-day Alabama—the real at-
traction of the chief participants in the strange
love story, and, above all. the strength and
boldness in styvfe, give “The World's Warrant” a
fascination which is felt page by page until the
close of the novel,

$1.50

THE YOUNG IN
HEART

By ARTHUR S. PIER
A book of very realable eéssays on tennis,
swimming and other recreations of men in off

hours.
$1.25 net. Postage 8 cents.

WHAT HAPPENED
TO BARBARA

By OLIVE THORNE MILLER
A charming story of the experiences of an
American girli at school and at home, introduc-
ing some quaint characters

$1.25

soston Houghton, Mifflin & Co., New vork

nam’'s Monthly” contains some interesting ex-
tracts from the sesond volume of Renan's
“Cahiers de Jeunesse,” shortly to be published,
Here are some specimens:

1 have noticed that whenever I hear a man for
the first time, when I enter into the first intel-
lectual intercourse with him, personally or by read-
ing, I Hke him and am enthusiastic about him.
After that 1 draw back. It is because, as I know
only certain of his traits, I take him as a type,

Just as God made a woman of a rib (admirable
Hebrew turn). I idealize him and I like him. Then
when I have had further experience I find a num-
ber of things in him which do not fit in with the
ideal T had obligingly made, through my incomplote
knowledge when I was not limited by facts. But
the fact comes and takes the bloom off my man
and 1 no longer llke him. 1 observed that in a
striking manner for Jules Simon and for several
of my Germans whom I had thus taken as types
with the most incredible generosity, rapidity and
force. No matter—vive the ideal! M. Philardte
Chasles {s one of the professors I like best, doubt-
less because I have only heard him once. o 5 i

I notice an essential difference between the draw-
ing of Molldre's characters and that of the more
modern poets, Collin d'Harleville, for instance.
Take the optimist and pessimist of both of them;
Molitre makes them act almost without thinking
of 1t. He does not place them on the easel to paint
them. He does not say, “Here are my types."”
The other does say this, and paints them with de-
Iiberate design, after giving it out beforehand.
One feels the more reflex art, which composes with
a view to criticlsm,

There would be a curlous psychological study to
make on Lord Byron, much more curious than on
J-J. Rousseau. Experimentation is never more
easy than when it can be made on what is de-
ficient, in order to see what this deficlency pro-
duces. For Instance, the brain taken away from
an animal for the sake of secing what that did.
It i1s the experimentation of the functions of the
organ that is taken away. Well, this could be done
on Byron, for he was a monster, a prodigy: but
something was wanting in him—the moral sense,
Jesus Christ,

Humanity moves onward llke an army. Great
men are the advance scouts: the bulk of the army
follows, more or less near. This is why great men
are not usually known in their century: they are
ahead. The laggers behind are not known elther

for the opposite reason.
e

The Longmans have published a new edition
of the late Frederick W. H. Myers's “Human
Personality and Its Survival of Bodily Death.”
The first edition, issued four years ago, was in
two expensive volumes. The author's son has
now edited and abridged the work, and it ls,
printed in a single convenient volume at a
modest price.

e ——
LOVE'S REFUGE.
BY WILLIAM WINTER.
L
Set your face to the sea, fond lover,— E
Cold in darkness the sea-winds blow!
Waves and clouds and the night wilk cover
All your passion and all vour woe:
Sobbing waves and the death within them,
Sweet as the lips that once you prest—
Pray that your hopeless heart may win them!
Fray that your weary life may rest!

1L
Set your face to the stars, fond lover,— |
Calm, and sllent, and bright, and true!—
They will pity you, they will hover
Softly over the deep for you.
Winds of heaven will sigh your dirges,
Tears of heaven for you be spent;
Bweet, for you, will the murm’'ring surges
Pour the wall of their low lament.

1L
Set your face to the lonely spaces,
Vast and gaunt, of the midnight sky!
There, with the drifting cloud, your place is,
There, with the griefs that cannot dle!
Love i1s a mocking flend’'s derision,
Peace a phantom and faith a snare!
Make the hope of your heart a vision—
Look to Heaven and seek it there!
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