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Literary News and Criticism.

New Fiction by Mrs. Burnett, the
Castles and Others.

THE SHUTTLE. By Frances Hodgson Burnett.
1Zmo, pp. 512. F. A. Stokes Company.
MY MERRY ROCKHURST. Being Some Episodes

in the Life of \'!s-:mxm Rockhurst, a Friend of

King Charles the Second and at One Time Con-
stable of His Maj v's Tower of London. Re-
counted by Agnes and Egerton Castle. Illus-
trated. 16mo, pp. ix, 383. The Macmillan Com-
pany

MARGARET. By
1Zmo, pp. 355

H. Rider Haggard. Illustrated.
Longmans, Green & Co.

THE FOLK AFIELD. By Eden Phillpotts. 12mo,
pp. vii, 362. G. P. Putnam’s Sons.
In her new story of two international mar-
riages Mrs.  Burnett follows an  ingenious
method. By carrying the action over a period

some ten or twelve years she contrives to
ghow the reader both sides of the medal. Little
Fosallie Vanderpoel, the daughter of an Ameri-
can multi-millionaire, with whose fortunes the
author first concerned, marries her titled
Fnglishman at a period of our social history
would seem, enjoved very little light
wsophy of such alliances. The bride’s
Sir Nigel Anstruther at his own
the result that poor Rosalie
n a gloomy English country house (o
ied to a sordid brute. Belng a

of

is

with

timid creature she acquiesces in her evil des-
7 ing no really determined effort to ap-

» family
Here Mrs. Burnett makes a heavy
upon her reader's credulity. She asks
» believe that a mature American and his

ite would their daughter to a foreign
usband and then, for more than a decade, not
simply allow themselves to be kept at a dis-
tance, but practically remain in the durk as to
their chiid’s condition. For the purposes of the
the parental desertion of Rosa-
have been avoided. It was
free field should be reserved

give

storyv, however,
le could not well
necessary that a
r Betty. This daughter of the house of
is as strong as her sister is weak,

sis
"o e 1
Vanderpoel

Tven in her childhood she has suspected Sir

Nigel, and by the time she grows up she has
trained herself to swoop down upon his home
and there the part of an avenger. On her
portrait Mrs. Burnett lavishes all her palns.

if we are to accept her view of the
ittle that moves hetween America

Decidedly,
matter, the s
and Eng 4 moves swiftly and produces many
patterns. Betty, too, marries a titled English-
man. but she has better luck than Rosalie be-
mched upon her enterprise with

cause she is lau
eves wide open

When this resolute young
the rescue of her heloved sister she is armed at
all points. If she elects to be the Lady Bounti-
ful of the village she elects also to go about
tact as well as feeling. If
ny a combat with Sir Nigel

woman comes to

the business with
she has t- enter m
Anstruther

weapons of a practised fencer.

ireful use the
The moment
ghe appears upon the scene the reader feels in
will, in long run, set
But her difficulties are im-

she is at least to

his bones that she
everything straight.
mense, and the manner of her triumph excites
the liveliest speculation. Mrs. Rurnett has never
written a story framed better than this one is

to hold the attention from beginning to end.
It has not, we fear, any very serious relation
to life. It is a purely melodramatic vein that

is here exploited, and the effects secured, while
well calculated to enchain the sentimental
school-gir], are hardly of a nature to impress the
thoughtful reader. But the novelist who can
wake curiosity and keep it awake, who can fill
even the dispassionate critic with interest as
to the outcome of her plot, must have a power
of narrative which, by {tself, commands re-
gpect. The reader may find fault, if he pleases,
He may protest that that swift movement of
the shuttie to which we have referred is alto-
gether too swift. He may be sadly bored by
the slangy talk of one of the characters in the
book, 2 young commercial traveller whose por-
trait is drawn with appalling patronage. But
nothing can keep him from wanting to know
*“how the thing comes out.” Though *“The
Shuttle” {s scarcely a work of art it is an un-
commonly readable tale.

Books of deliberately episodical fiction have
threatened, of late, to fall into disrepute. The
idea of making some picturesque character the
central figure in one short story after another,
until a book has been filled, has tempted scores
of the romancers of the day, and many of them
have put forth merely mechanical work. It is
doubly pleasant, therefore, to welcome a volume
like *“‘My Merry Rockhurst.” In the eight
stories of a cou of King Charles Second,
which are herc gathered together, the Castlea

are at their bLest, ¢ ng all the fragrant
charm of those L. ks, like “The Pride of Jen-
nico,” in which the first showed an instinct,

amounting to genius, for sunny romance. My
Lord Rockhurst, when we make his acquaint-
ance in the opening narrative, is doing his best
to lighten the melancholy of his exiled King.
On a misty night in Bruges they find themselves
without food or money, and Rockhurst at last
fares forth In search of the one or the other,
knowing not what his fortune may be, but re-
solved upon He wins it through the
adroitness and gallantry with which he takes
advantage of a chance encounter, and returns
to drink to his King’s happy restoration. The
l'ttle tale is exquisitely told. Especially notice-
able is the art with which the authors have
sketched in thelr background, giving to thelr
plot the right proportions, and then enveloping
the whole in a perfect atmosphere. There is no
mistaking Bruges as they paint it. Brilllant,

sSucCcess.

at home of her wellnigh tragic |

too, is their work in all that concerns the por- |

trajture of Rockhurst or of the King. The
characters of both are given a vitality that is
the more remarkable when the lightness of the
fictitious fabric is considered. The sparkling
touch of the water colorist is in these pictures,
vet they have zlso something of the depth and
richness of paintings in oil. Partly this is dus
to the sincerity of emotion with which the work
has been done.

It is varied work. In the first story, “The
King’s Comrade,” Rockhurst is all ingenulty
and daring. In the second, “Farrant Chace,”
he is a haughty and melancholy figure, turned
to & mood of tenderness in the service of a
woman in peril. Then, in “The Enigma of the
Locket,” we see him at once cynical and gentle
&t the court of his re-established master, and
in “The Peacock Walk” we are carried
closer to the secret of his nature. A tragic note
is struck in “The King's Cup” and in the thres
stories that follow. Rockhurst is no saint, and

the authors make no specious apologies for him, |

but he {8 a very human creature, with much
that is noble In his makeup, and from first to
last he has our sympathy. It is not the ro-
mance of mere intrigue and sword play that the
authors make their leading motive., They do
not invent their stories so that Rockhurst may
have scenes and situations in which to shine.
On the contrary, the stuff of each story seems
to be brought straight from the kind of life
which such a man would lead. That it is a
double life, now lit by the pure white light of
honor and now lurid with the gleams of a
wanton court, no doubt makes it easier for the
futhors to “surprise the reader; but at least
the dual character of this sombre, misnamed
courtier is natural and all of a piece. The book
is absorbing, and it is, into the bargaln, as
:‘muneoua in feeling as it is artistic in execu-
on.
Mr. Haggard's “Margaret” is, in its modest
Wway, as captlvating a tale of old days as we
ve read in a long time. The opening scenes
laid in the England of Henry VII, at whose

§

L ST Pt

| his father was professor of mathematics,

court the villain of the piece, a certain hand-
FiO‘;'n(: Spaniard, is mvsteriously occupied. Ac-
cldent throws across his path the heroine, a

merchant's daughter, and the stalwart English- |

man whose heart she holds in the hollow of her
lovely hand.- When Margaret Castell
sulted by one of the mercenaries of the Spanish
ambassador, and Peter Brome slays the drunken
dog, the amiable intervention of the villain
aforesaid obviously presages woe.
until we discover that Margaret's father, John
Castell, is secretly faithful to the Jewish religion
which he is supposed to scorn, and we are then
convinced that the Inquisition is geing to change
the whole current of the heroine's life. When it
does go the scene shifts to Spain, and there ad-
ventures follow one another so rapldly that we
are soon scant of breath. Mr. Haggard manipu-
lates the windings of his plot with skiil. The
story goes with a swing, and throughout it {s
kept in just the right brave key. It is a rather
superficial and even conventional romance, but
it is jovously interesting. Apropos, we direct
_”l,. attention of the reader to the letter written
by Mr. Hagguard on the subject of this book
which we quote in another column.

There are unexpected qualities in the short
storfes which Mr. Eden Phillpotts has collected
under the general title of “The Folk Afleld.”
The work by which he has made himself known
has been done in his novels of peasant life non
Dartmoor, and though his success in collabora-
tlon with Mr. Arnold Bennett, along fantastic
lines, has shown that he has more than one
string to his bow, he has never hitherto glven
us reason to suppose that he could produce
such tales as are here presented. They treat
of types in Switzerland and Algiers, in the
Riviera and in the West Indies, In Egypt and
in France. Wherever he goes the author Is
original. Long absorption in the problems of
English rusticity has, if anything, heightened
his interest in exotic phases of life. It seems
almost incredible that this intensely British
novelist should sit himself down to the task of
describing how two women of Egypt clashed
over the love of one man, and fought a duel
to the death in the King's Chamber that lles
at the centre of the pyramid of Cheops. What
is even more amazing, and incidentally most
pleasing to the critic, is that Mr. Phillpotts does
this thing extraordinarily well. Of the fourteen
stories in this collection there is not one which
is without a llving interest; there is not one
without a certain individuality. If the author
can maintain this standard he may be sure of
his popularity among all those who care for
good short stories. In this volume he has some-
thing to say, and, In the saying of it, discloses
admirable command difficuit
form.

THE ARMY AND NAVY.

an of a literary

Recollections by Captain Mahan and

General Schaff.

FROM SAIL TO STEAM. By Captain A. T.
Mahan, U. 8. N. Svo, pp. xvil, 226, Harper &
Bros.

THE SPIRIT OF OLD WEST POINT. By Morris
Schaff. Twenty-three ill tions from photo-
graphs. 8vo, pp Ho on, Miffiiln & Co.

The immortal old chroniclers, Captain Mahan
points out in his preface, are at their best when
least conscious of thelr formal task; thelr colors
run truer then; the plctures they give us of con-
temporary life and manners are more revealing.
“For lesser gabblers,” he continues, ‘“the best
way to lose self-consciousness 18 just to let
themselves go.” It is in just such an engaging
spirit of artlessness and spontaneity that these
two volumes of reminiscences have been pro-
duced, the one treating of life in the Naval
Academy immediately before the Civil War, and,
more briefly, of episodes In subsequent naval
history; the other concerning itself chiefly with
the West Point to which the writer bade fare-
well in 1862, when he entered the Army of the
Potomac.

Our navy of ante-hellum days was predomi-
nantly a safling fleet. In 1861 more than half
the available ships of war were sailing vessels
pure and simple, and the whole navy was still
equipped with canvas. Hesitation was general
as to the ultimate predominance of steam. Cap-
tain Mahan says: “An acquaintance of mine, a
sallmaker in the navy, & man of unusual intelli-
gence and tried courage, used to maintain that
steam would never prevail.
contended, would accompany eailing fleets, to
tow vessels becalmed or disabled in battle.” Al-
though the work of naval reconstruction was al-
ready under way, the liberal standards of the
older navy—the navy that dated from 1812
still controlled the spirit of the service when, in
1856, Mahan was enrolled as midshipman at the
Academy. The earlier course of five years at
sea and a final year at Annapolis had recently
been made over into a course of four prelim-
inary vears at Annapolis, with summer cruises
and two finishing years on shipboard: hut the
democratic tradition of the “oldsters’” with its
supreme regard for scamanship and slight relish
for *“‘unpractical” academic training, was uni-
versally operative. The new
quirements were most indulgently enforeed:
there were no strict regulations in regard to
dress, carrlage, use of leisure, etc., and ignorance
in matters academic or mllitary brought no dis-
credit—provided always, of course, that a man

scholarship re-

{ was a good seaman.

In our 'ast year the adjutant in my class, on the
first occasion of forming the battalion ashaore,
after some moments of vis ¢ embarrassment
could think of no order more appropriate than
“Form your companies fore and aft the pavement.'
P Had this man “missed stays"” when In
charge of the deck, he would have bheen sorely
mortified.

Relations between the different ciasses were
of the most cordial nature, and this fact espe-
cially impressed Midshipman Mahan, for his
boyhood had been spent at West Point, where
Haz-
ing was unpractised, not even talked of. A great
freedom of intercourse existed between faculty
and students, ""a general good humored toler-
ance, easy going and depending upon a mutual

| understanding, none the less clear because in-

even |

formal.” There was a sort of implicit equality.
Though it was the understood duty of officers
to enforce regulations and the understood duty
of students to disregard them, this was a kind
of game in which no one greatly minded being

| the loser.

i the rarest
fessors came into any sort of personal relation |

General Schaff tells of a very different state
of things at the Military Academy. Except in
instances neither officers nor

with the cadets. The cadet world was a world
of sharp boundaries, shut into itself and cleft
within itself into smaller class communities. It

{ was, in short, a highly aristocratic system, and

as any aristocracy depends upon the tacit ac-
ceptance of certaln standards by all concerned,
€0 at West Point, it was the usage, the code,
the unwritten law of the place that counted most
in the moftlding of cadet character. If at }he
Naval Academy the chief forces were personal
forces, at West Point they were just as mark-
edly impersonal forces—a body of traditions, of
jdeals that no one dreamed of challenging.
«There are two Wast Polnts,” says General

Schaff, “the actual West Point and the over- |

arching spiritual one.” This “Spirit” of West
Point had a part so vital and lasting in the life
of the cadets that it has come, in the author's

mind, to be no abstraction at all, but an actual, |

almost tangible Personality. Again and again
he comes back td the figure, lingering over it
affectionately. Now it is the Spirit of the little
thtlmbwmohmammw,

is in- |

We read on |

Small steamers, he |

pro- |

! now the Epirt of the guns and of the dreaming
; parapets, now ot the flag shaking out its colors
| at the masthead, now of the hills and the river
| and the forest.

| It1s interesting to notice that both Schaff and
Mahan were deeply impressed by a duty that
fell to the lot of each, that of making the watch.

,

| At West- Point the sentinel on his round wit-
nesses all the eolemn pageantry of the night:
the silent river, the passing craft, “the moon-
light lying wan on the steps of the chapel, the
clock in the tower striking the deep hours.”
| Captain Mahan has memories equaily stirring,
though different enough in character, of the
night watches at sea.

Qnre you were awake, what a mighty stimulus
there was In the ealt roaring wind and the pelting
rain! How infectious the shout of the officer of
| the deck! the answering cry of the topmen

the *“Haul to windward! -
How eager and absorbing the gaze through the
darkn from deck, to see how they were getting
on; whether the vard was so braced that the sail
lay with the wind out of it, really slack for hand-
ling, though still bellying and lifting as the ship
rolled. . . .

The high stress of feeling that prevailed In
each institution before the outbreak of the war
is strikingly recorded. In 1859 Mahan
graduated from Annapolis and at once em-
barked as midshipman on the Congress for a
two years' cruise in the South Atlantic. The
political situation aboard—as also at the school
—was characterized by unanimity of sentiment
among the Southerners and the utter lack of
it among the men from the North.
erners knew what they wanted; the issue was
perfectly simple and clear; conviction and
pride reinforced each other; whereas the North-

aloft—
Together! All e

erners, more reserved and calculating by nat- |

ure, split over problems of ways and
disagreeing even as to the nature of the main
issue. The news of the fall of Sumter and the
orders home, which reached the Congress simul-
taneously at Montevideo, had a profound ef-
fect. “Every voice but one was hushed, and
that volce said ‘Fight!'" Just as in the nation
at large, so in this minlature embodiment of it,
the North was at last aroused apd united.
After the return of the Congress, Mahan
joined the Pocahontas, a steam corvette, which
was kept In blockade service off Charleston

until the summer of 1862.

means,

the Naval Academy, at this time transferred to |

Newport; a European practice crulse, a few
months in the Texan blockade,
fer to the South Atlantlc seacoast,
tenant Mahan saw the hoisting of the American
flag over Sumter. The remainder of the volume
cruises in the Far East,
an interesting account of the
tion from naval to academic and literary life.
As for General Schaff's story, he ends it with
the departure of the graduated cadets for the
war. What he emphasizes most is the passion-
ate sincerity that actuated the whole
Northerners and Southerners alike—Southern-

describes and gives

ers who remained loyal to the Union at the bit- |

South-

terest personal sacrifice, and, equally,

erners, llke Fitzhugh Lee, who resigned and
entered the Confederate army. West Point
friendship could endure even this harshest of |
tests, and in the end it had a great part to
play in the bringing back to peace. He says:
West Point -

opened t

with beat

stood at Chick

these

was In 1 Y
» soldier and the

ps when
ge

pomattox .
wving our country's
» and unhaunted by

ntle s, eI
ck enduring pea
history unshadowed by reven
victims of politice L

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA.

Dr. Furness’s Variorum Edition of
the Play.

VARIORUM EDITION OF SHAKE-

| A NEW ”
SPEARE. Edited by Horace Howard Furness,
Tragedic of Anthonie and Cleopatra.
1 8&vo. Pp., xx. 6l Philadelphia: J. B

incott (‘ny‘np:m_\'.
The fifteenth volume of an invaluable edition

| of Shakespeare {s Dr
Furness's grateful readers, and, like its prede-

cessors, leaves a great subject considerably fllu-

In comparison with most of the earller

herewith presented to

minated.

was

The South- |

Six months more at |

another trans- |

and Lleu- |

author’'s transi- |

corps, |

GLIMPSES OF SCOTT.

How He Worked with His Brownie.

Charlotte Carmichael Stopes, in The Athengsum,

My grandfather, William Carmichael, was
Assistant Clerk of Session in Edinburgh during
the whole time that Walter Scott was Clerk of
Session, and be was also Extractor at the Reg-
ister Office until he was pensioned off on the
transfer of the department to London. Scott
was very friendiy with him:. They often, if not
generally, sat together in working hours in one
room.

There was a good deal in common between
the two men, both near the same age, of the
strong Anglo-Saxon type, with keen intelllgence,
and the social enjoyment of life and natura. At
the bLeginning of their association Scott fre-
quentiy took my grandfather's hat away instead
of his own, but one day a new hat had been
bought to glorify a special visit on the way
home. Scott annexed unconsciously the new
hat. My grandfather ran down the stairs after
him with his own. There was a frank apology:
“Man! I never thought I could get into any
| other hat than my own.” Scott was always
| very proud of the size of his head, and was
after this testimony more respectful to nis as-
sistant, frequently saying, “No wonder you can
Ist‘.ntl in my shoes when you can stand under
| my hat!” .
| ©On one point my grandfather was Scottl's su-
l perior. He had a quick ear and a delicate taste
|
1

for music; he could play the fiddle so as to make
| the heart ache or rejoice at his will. Scott
used sometimes to slip along in the late even-
tle strect to Maitland street to
ce work; bul that done, he always
< fiddle. Someti S it was to know
what was the tune for a ballad or a soung,
sometimes to test the fiddler's knowledge, to
“What is the tune for this?"’ reciting some
composed. To such

from (

ing

verses he had just novel-
ties the musician would guardedly say, “This
| tune would do for that.” When asked why he

|
i’ﬂlh-J it so, he would answer, “Because the
| skirl comes in the right place for the teeling.”
! Scott always submitted to his judgment on this
| point. Sometimes my grandfather's crony, Mr.
| French, was there also with his fiddle, and they
would combine in wonderful duets. 1 do not
| know whether this Mr, French was in any way
connected with Scott's early tutor of the nan
I remember once secing him when I was &
child. He was tall and thin and gray, i
played his fiddle especially for me. 1 suppose
it must have been on a morning of one o1 the
two great annual feasts, New Year's Day and
| the 4th of June; the latter was always honored

| as “the King's Birthday.” even after the death
of George III. On these days a patriarchal
famlly assembled, and there was no room for
| children or any one else, except Mr. French, to
sit down to the feast.
| My grandfather was very methodical, clear
| and exact; his eyesight and his memory were
wonderful: he was an omniverous reader, and
had a great reverence for authors, but he was
| disturbed by no literary imaginings or ambirions
of his own. He was therefore very well suited
| to be Seott's assistant, and gladly did at times
| more than his share of work. He could not, of
| course, sign the innumerable registered deeds
| which Scott had to authentlcate with his sig-
nature: but he could dgraw up the cases that had
come before the court, and find references and
precedents with une rring certainty. Sometimes
his superior, when he had been at some great
reception the evening before, we uld come to the
ce with a burden of arguments and phrases
{ in his memory, and, finding the whole report
clearly drawn up for him, would glive a sigh of
reliet and a smile of appreciation, /
When inquisitive people used to ask St‘rbttAhm\'
he got through so much work, he would jokingly
say that he “kept a brownie. Though It was |
his own tremendous v that carried him !
through his various unde kings, vet that there
was some truth in the joke was proved by the

ene

cordlal Introduction of his as ant to some of
mates in e words, “Tl is my brown- |
time his literary srk had to be

| kept secret, not only for officlal reasons, but also
| because of the mystery in which he enshrouded
| it when he took to prose; for, as Scott himself
| wrote to Morritt about “Waverley”: “I am not
sure It would be considered quite decorous for
me, as a Clerk of Session, to write novels.” In
indeed, it was considered worse
{ than “indecorous.” From the beginning my
i grandfather was aware of the fact. Scott occa-
| sionally took refuge in a special corner of his
| office, to complete a chapter interrupted by
breakfast, or to jot down some sketch which
had struck him, and his subordinate was too
acute not to know the difference between the
page-consuming style of the Waverley novels
and ordinary verse lines, legal reports, or friend-
lv letters, even when only glanced at upside
down. From-the first there was a tacit under-
standing that though each knew that the other
knew, there was nothing to be said about it

But there were often discussions to the
exact distinction meaning in Scotch words
by Clydeside and Tweedside, about the com-
;rlv"'nxh of Border ballads nd sometimes ques-
tions of local geography. Carmichael was orig-
inally, and is still, a place name. The parish
is bounded by Douglas Water on the west, and
the top of Tinto Hill on the east. There were
confabulations as to a search for the completion
of the old tradition:

some quarters,

as

of

; : e SOTIES oweve his 10 mns
volumes in the series, however, this or YY’l.l t f On Tintock top there is & mist, K
| have proved unusually easy to prepare. The And in the mist there is a kl}.\‘t.
shak are's ay s s and | And in the kist there Is a quhern. |
longest of Shakespeare's plays, “Antony and | ] 3 !
| | 1f through the mist vou find the kist
| Cleopatra,” has suffered at the hands of the | And take the quhern— l

| eritics only sixty material emendations, none of |

| which has been made since the publication of
| Dr. Johnson's edition in 1765. This happy cir-
cumstance has left Dr. Furness freer than usual
to supply the text with historical and literary
notes. It has also tempted him to treat with
| lightness and charm the more formidable textual
latter do not

| puzzles, Inasmuch as these seri-
| ously jeopardize either the sense poetry
| their passages. Nobody pedant
could fail to be amused as well as iuformed by
this scholar's long criticism of that mysterious
line: “He soberlyg did mount an arme-gaunte
steede” (Act I, sc. V, line §6). All the pon-
derosities, brilliancies and asininities of a dozen

or

of

save @ crass

nations and generations of critics are scrupu-
! lously quoted; and then the editor makes glad
our hearts by remarking:

textual puzzles)
give the imaglr
r is fmparted
we learn that
steede’"!

sooth (these
rm; tl
RBri
when
arme-gaunte
Ereainess 1S
could
ser

In
tain «
frmpaos z
portment
mount an
panoplied
that Antony
pogriff betokens a
ranks him with the gods,
ban’'s ** und
i arm-gaunt
peare's shade must be grateful to the
20

supply a cer-
n What
1y's de-
“he wberly  did
at image of
here lacking ? Ane
rly"" mount this hip-
of mind that of itself
Al, no,; give me Cali-
Antony’'s ‘“arme-gaunte
he not the true word, I

ammels’”
if

steede
think Shakes
printers for having supplied its place with ons
suggestive,

Nothing can better the editor's
fortunate judgment than this observation. How
few critics have the knack of being optimistic
fatalists!

Dr. Furness's annotations are all built
on the interpretation of the play as one por-
traying the purest love and illimitable affec-
tion. Coleridge's description of It as a dramna
of passion and appetite is flatly rejected. When
Cleopatra kisses Cwsar's conquering hand and
kneels, with her crown, at his feet, she does
this, according to Dr. Furness, in order to gain

characterize

time for Antony in his low fortunes by tem-
porizing with Caesar. And Adolf Stahr's inter-
pretation of the last scene, where the Queen

falls into a rage against Seleucus, her treasurer,
to countenance her dis-
her is

for his honest refusal

possessions,

| honest inventory of ac-
| cepted; Cleopatra is raging here to deceiyve
E(‘msar into thinking her subdued. Read with
| Dr. Furness's guiding notes, the play runs

smoothly along the lines he marks for it. But,
| afterward, one may well wonder whether
Shakespeare himself did not deliberately por-
tray here a woman of whom Enobarbus said:
“A;:u cannot wither her, mor custom stale her
In short, is not Cleopatra, to

infinite variety.”
the bite of the asp, a woman of such baffling
| profundity and subtlety that interpretations of
| her character, whether by Casar, Antony, Dr.
Furness, or Broadway theatregoers, must be
infinitely various? The antipodal opinions of
two such appreciative critics as Coleridge and
| Dr. Furness assuredly go to prove this view,
Following the text and its annotations is an
invaluable appendix containing the sources of
the plot, a reprint of Dryden’s remarkable imi-
tation of Shakespeare in “All for Love,” a trag-
edy with a varlation of the Shakepearian
theme of “Antony and Cleopatra”; an excellent
mass of citatlons from critical essays on the
play. Finally there is an account of dramatic
versions and actors who have distinguished
themselves in presenting the classic. The
wealth of information Dr. Furness has collected
| must make every future Shakespearian student

| nis gebtor.

up |

My grandfather had told Scott about a habit
of the Lanarkshire hand loom weavers of croon- |
ing to themselves popular tunes as they wrought
with a string of comparatively musical names: i

There's Lamington and Symington, !
And Covington and Allanton; {
but when a knot ecame, a thread broke, the
weaver dashed out fiercely, “Carmichael!” not
in the modern pronunciation like the name of
the archangel, but with three short vowels and
a strong guttural. Thereafter Scott, when wor-
ried with a crux in his reports, would call also
“Carmichael!” but with him it was not only a
mild imprecation, but also an invocation to his
brownie for help.
poriien LB S e |

onnp LORD GARDENSTONE. =i

or

A Library Founder of the Eighteenth Century.

From The London Saturday Review.

Francis Garden, Lord Gardenstone (1721-
'03), advocate in 1744, had an excellent right
to call the village of Laurencekirk “his.” It
dld not come to him by any commonplace
(though doubtless comfortable) descent or mar-
riage. He bought it in '62, began to bulld a
new village in ‘65, which at his death contained
(if our figures be right) flve hundred houses
| and a population of tweive thousand. Twenty-
four to a house sounds crowded. Garden's ten-
ants must have been, as Mrs. Primmins said of
earwigs, “the prolifickest things.” He let land
! on easy terms, established manufactures, bullt |
an inn, and founded a museum and library. !

Living when he did, he had permission to be |
eccentric.  And in the intervals of hard work
the “Douglas cause,” for Instance, that Ser-
bonian bog into which all the Scotch bar
| plunged, and beneficence took full advantage
i of it It is told that a visitor called on him one
{ morning before he was up, and was shown to
| his bedroom. Entering, the visitor fell neck
| and crop over a bundle which grunted indig-
|
|

nantly. *'Tis but a bit sow,” said his lordship.
| *I wrappit her up in ma breeks, lest the puir
should feel cauld i’ the nicht.” He was
“even at the Scotch bar for
| wit and conviviality"—aquallties now a little out
| of fashicn, but amiable. For “conviviadity”
{ meant in those days more than three-bottle
capacity, to which sense the word is too often
degraded. It mmplied “clubabllity."

Having founded his library, Garden was not
content to leave his guests to browse there
unguided. It was “his lordship's practice to
insert his critical observations on tho margins
of the respective books,” which eobservations,
with his poems and other essays, wera printed
at Edinburgh in 1792, the first edition not hav-
ing been intended for sale.
¢ —_———————

A LITERARY BSURPRISE.

From The London Outlook.

I once received mear Cape Town a literary
surprise which it would perhaps be difficult to
“cap” within the limits of fact. Like many
others, T used to find relief from the tyranny of
war and polities in the classics, and particularly
the “Odyssey.” One lovely morning in January I
went to a neighboring little fruit shop for two
handfuls of the opulent Cape grapes. I had
taken my “Odyssey” with me, and was served by
a foreigner who said he was Greek. Asked from
what part of Greece he came, he gave the rather
startling reply “from Ithaca.” He was soon
mouthing out the opening lines of the First
“Odyssey,” bhut with a pronunciation and accent
very different from those accepted in our Eng-
lish public schools, Considering how very far we
both were in many senses from the home »f
Penelope and Odysseus, my readers will admit
that the coincidence was remarkable.

HATER.

| beastie
"also celebrated

A WOMAN

From The London Outlook.

A volume called “A Blue Book,” recently pub-
lished by the Swedish writer August Strind-
berg, has ar d great discussion both in Scan-
dinavia and Germany. It is dedicated to Eman-

uel Swedenborg, and takes the form of a series

Books and Publications.

Politics (1857-1907) . . . .
Atlantic Dinners and Diners .

Unbound Old Atlantics . . .
The Writer and the University

CASTILIAN DAYS
ITALIAN JOURNEYS
IN THE LEVANT

JAtlantic Calendar for 1908, on

The FAtlantic celebrates its semi-centennial with a
JSpecial Anniversary Number for November, 1907.
‘THIS ISSUE CONTAINS:

Art (1857-.1907) . . . . . . .

The Editor who was never the Editor . . . .

The Atlantic Monthly Library of Travel
OUR OLD HOME (Eagisad)
THE AMERICAN IN HOLLAND By William Eliot Griffs
A LITTLE TOUR IN FRANCE 8y Heary James

We offer the Atlantic for 1908 (Nov. and Dec.
issues 1907 Free), The Library of Travel, and the

SPECIAL TERMS

+ + « . WOODROW WILSON
AR'D-I.RGI.I‘AN
BLISS PERRY
LIDA F. BALDWIN

WALTER H. PACE

% = . 9

By Nathaniel Hawthorae

By Joha Hay
By William Dean Howells
By Charles Dudley Warmer

1.0

$12.00 IN ALL.

-

of the Upon an illu-
i d card is d a block i

a quotation from seme famous contribution

to the Atlantic for each day in the year.

witborda,and$l.00a i
month for 11 menths. é{‘ -

"riﬁ ATLANTIC CALENDAR FOR 1908 is a
bandsome souvenir of the long and distin-

507= AnniviRsary

NuMBER

S p—

THE LETTERS OF

With 40 Photogravure Portraits.
pp. xix-641.

FORGE—-ENGLAND

By mail $2.68.

embodied in the Revolution and especially in
of truth and good temper, and it is, into t
Tribune.

This work is unique in more than one respect.
sonal and offictal correspondence of a sovereign been officially laid before the public, and
the fact that this can be done, practically without reserve, constitutes one among many
testimonies to the greatness of Queen Victoria

THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION.

SARATOGA AND BRANDYWINE —-VALLEY
AND

By the Right Hon. Sir GEORGE OTTO TREVELYAN, Bart. With Three
Maps, Large Crown 8vo, pp. xii-492. Green cloth, gilt top. $2.50 net.

QUEEN VICTORIA

A SELECTION FROM HER MAJESTY'S CORRE.
SPONDENCE BETWEEN THE YEARS 1837 AND 186l

Published by Authority of His Majesty the King. Edited by ARTHUR

TOPHER BENSON, M. A., and Viscount ESHER, G.C. V.O, K. C. B. .
In three volumes.
Vol. IL. pp. xiv-575. Vol. IIL. pp. xii-657. With Complete
Index and Pedigrees. Cloth extra, gilt top. $15.00 net. Expressage additional.

Medium 8vo. Vol L.

On no occasion hitherto has the per-

Part IIL

FRANCE AT WAR.

“His style retains all its wonted flexibility and charm. Candid and just, Sir George
Trevelyan is also moved by the keenest sympathy for American character as it was

Washington. . . . It has the great merits
he bargain, absorbingly interesting."—N. Y.

LAID UP IN LAVENDER.

By STANLEY J. WEYMAN, Author of “A
Gentleman of France," etc. Crown Svo,
cloth, ornamental. $1.50.

““Twelve short storles possessing all the iife and |
pleturesque color that characterize Mr. Weyman's |
long novels and historical tales.”"—Transeript., Bos-
ton

MARGARET.

By H. RIDER HAGGARD, Author of
“She,” ete. Crown 8ve. Illustrated
$1.30.

“Wa do not know that any one has bef:
tempted to picture the personality of lho;.v:
strange beings, the Spanish Crypto-Jews. . . . The
story is excelient.’”"—The Spectator.

91-953 FIFTH

"LONCMANS, CREEN & CO., Publishers,

AVE.,, N. Y.

——

PVBLISH

By WILLIAM LOVELL FINLEY. With 128 illus
H. T. Bohlmann.
One of the most re

of the text but for its

tions.

families are treated in the book, which covers ever

FATEHER

BIOGRAPHICAL RECOLLECTIONS.
This brilllant and extraordinary

By ERNEST THOMPSON SETON

obeyed by animals.

-
An ingenious and novel theory that the basis of the Ten Commandments is in
INustrated by many striking stories and anecdotes.

CHARULES SCRIBNER'’S SONS

TO-DAY

ANMERICAN BEIRDS

trations from photographs by the author
§1.50 net; post, -

bfe books that have been brought out om the subject. not ont:
In almost every case the photographs show the e ey
then the chicks in various stages of development until they are full-grown birds

in the nest,

w -one bird
Y part of the country. -

ANID SOIN

$1.50 net; post, 12 cents

biography, pubiished anonymously, is the most remarkabie
picture of religious and family life of forty years ago in our literature.

The Matural History of the Ten Commandmentis

50 cents net; post, 4

: cents
the natursl laws

JUST

HENRY V
Tilustrated in

van Dyke. '—Record-Herald.

“Adjust your brightest lamp and your easiest chair for an hour of

ovT

DATYS OFF

AN DYKE

colors, §1.50
pure refreshment with Heary

of conversations between a master and his dis-
ciple, in which Strindberg's views of religion,
philosophy, patriotism, etc., are set forth with
characteristic vehemence, In one section he an-
swers those who have charged him with being a
woman hater. All the great writers who wrote
on the subject have, he says, expressed similar
views to those which he has been condemned for
publishing. Schopenhauer, he notes, has dealt
most ably with the subject, Nietzsche is not
bad, but Joseph Péladan is the master. In Eng-
land Thackeray wrote “Men's Wives,” but that
book is not sufficiently outspoken.

Balzac's portrait of Caroline he also regards as
an important contribution, and if Otto Wein-
inger had followed up the line he struck out in
his earlier work he would have done great
things. “I have said,” Strindberg goes on, “that
a child is a little eriminal who cannot rule him-
self, but I love children all the same. I have
also said that woman is what she is, but I have
always loved some woman. He who calls me a
woman hater is consequently an idlot, a liar
or a miserable wretch, or all three at the same
time.”

—_—————
A DICKENS INN.

Another Venished London Landmark.

From The Pall Mall Gazette.

The doors of the Barnard’s Inn Tavern, in
Holborn, have closed for the last time, and very
shortly the housebreaker will be busy demolish-
ing the old house. Few persons have any idea
how old the tavern is, but it dates back. as a
matter of fact, to the fifteenth century, and i‘n
1454 was bequeathed with the rest of Barnard's
Inn by John Mackwerth, Dean of Lincoln, to
the chapter of Lincoln Cathedral, who were, in
return, to appoint a chaplain to sing masses for
the repose of his soul. The bequest has
since been diverted to less pious uses,
arms of the dean are yet to be seen
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