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The Traits of a Glittering Figure
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gtraint—this unending "shall 1 say this?’
“4s it wise to say that?’ ‘‘is this right?
“{s this wrong?' “will this be misunder-
stood”" “will that give & wrong lmpress
_ ;:wn"" tires mo to death, 1 am too w\li‘-'
= or my wvears! That |s the trouble MY
THE LIFE OF JOHN OLIVER HOBBEB. | thoughts ar D0 t + hody.
Told in Her Correspondence with XNu- ughts are too mature for my h
merous Friends. With a blographical | That she suffered from the pressure of
sketch by her father, John Morgall | ,p. . dificulties s obvious throughout

Richards. And an introduction hy the |
Right Rev. Bishop Welldon, Dean of | her biography. Despite her suoccess she

'\:a‘:q'o‘ﬁ;”-l\\n ‘;ri"hx\mﬂrr.:imr-‘fmg 11“\“1; does not leave ths impresslon of having
|p-_r.mg even within hailing distance Jof

ton & Co
A fitting memorial to the late Pearl | contentment. The work to which she

Mary-Teresa Cralgle has been produced | was devot:d brought her excitement
in this book. She was wont to think |rather theu happiness; one thinks of her
and to speak of herself as a dual per- | as acquiring with zest o multitude of
sonallty; she was & woman and she was | sensations and never gairing the delight
“John Oliver Hobbes”” Her father has | that spells repose. The peace of the soul
eo framed the present volume that It |eludes none as it eludes those who are
admirably {llustrates both aspects of her self-centred to the point of passion. It is
interasting Individuality. His brief | Mrs. Craigie’s inabllity to escape from
blographical sketch is fairly touching in herself that t.ings pathos into the story
its simplicity, and with the ald of & of her life.

friendly hand, thanked but not named Saddest of all—in view of har bellaf in
in the prefatory ndte, he has filled ths her work—is the reaction of her char-

PPARL, MARY-TERESA CRAIGIR.
(Prom a photograph In ““The Life of John Ollver Hobbes ")

pulk of the book with selections from
Mre. Cralgle's correspondence wall cal-
culated to put her traits vividly hefnr.i
1us. A number of her portraits are re- |
produced and there are a few tributes
from friends. She is studied, If not pre- |
visely at full length, at all events ex-
haustively enough. She was not the |
tvpe to demand the usual blographical
double-decker.”

acter upon her art. We have Indicated
how she lived for that art, giving all that
was {n her to its service, but becauss ghe
could not simply, naturally, humbly and
with her whole heart link herself with
humanity, a kind of dry and parching
wind blows dtapiritingly over the feld
that she covered. We note here a curi-
ous differsnce between her and the in-
dubltably great writer. Read the blog-
'he author of “The Schoo! for Saints” raphy of any novelist of the highest
4e a consummately modern creature, |Tank, say, Fielding, or Thackeray, or
hundle of nerves saturated in intelll- ’,,Ba!zac. and the narrative is pervaded
Ihe glimpses that we have of | With the atmosphere of his work to such

Lence
her a= a child dlsclose an unmistakable | an extent that ons s always remember-
nresocity. Mr. Richards notes that there | Ing his characters and his turns of
was llttle in her London homea to de- | thought. It is not go with this memolr, a
velop a llterary tendency. This faot | fact which we observe the more nar-

rowly for the reason that we have read it

only throws into sharper rellef the in-
just after rereading some half dozen of

stinctive nature of her gift, which de-

clared Itself at an early age. Before her books. All along we are consclous,

ghe was in her teens she had written |t 18 true, of “John Oliver Hobbes,” of a
Her school lifs, we are | literary personality, but this has not

short stories
meant that the body of her work has en-

told, was passed in the conventional
wav. She wae married not long after [riched our impression with any living
her ninsteenth birthday, but she ob- force. On the contrary, the actual novels

and plays remain outslde the discussion,
as it were, thinge apart, documents for
reference rather than vital elements al-
lied to the main theme, This is, perhaps,

tained a divorce from her husband only
three four We have
scarcely begun to read her blography be-
fore we realize her simply and solely as

or vears later

a well poised woman of the world, ab- | but another way of saylng that Mrs,
sorbed in the writing of books andl"fals;!i-‘s writings ‘'date,” to use a
plays. It 1s thus that she appeals to us phrase latterly grown common In Eng-

lish eritlelsm; It amounts to a character-
izatlon of them as pleces once amusing
for their eleverness but wanting In stay-
ing power.

“John Ollver Hobhes" and Mrs. Cralgie
after all, very much allke, The
writer, like the woman, had clearly de-

thenceforth to her untimely death In
1908, at the age of thirty-elght. She
was very human, and vet somehow de-
tached from that world of familiar,
everyday life with which s0o many au-
thors are so easily identified. The Inner |
spiritual life to which there are fre- |
quent references in her lotters neverthe- | fined limitations, Those thoughts which
jess remains hidden from the reader, or | *11® belleved were too mature for her
at any rats fails to éxert upon his imag- body were not, to speak quite frankly, as
ination the Influence as of something | Mature as she considered them to be.
polgnant which one would naturally ex- She was in love with the things of the
pect of it. This must be the result of mind, but she had not great Intellectual
her intanse enthusiasm for her work, | POWEr Somewhere In her
Bhe remains, when all Is sald, a purely gpeaks of her experlence of life, of hav-
“literary"” figure, the artist rather than Ing seen life on all sides, but as a mat-
thse woman, “John Oliver Hobbes" ter of fact she exaggerated the depth

rather more than Pearl Mary-Teresa and the breadth of her observation.
Craigle. | When she addressed herself to the anal-

Here again she is, as we have sald, a | veis of a charecter she meant to paint a

notable Instance of modernity. There is portrait, but it was her way, Instead, to

something fairly breathiess about this |draw a thumbnall sketch. Take, for ex-
ample, this passage out of “A Study in

were,

letters she

book. She plupnged Into “life's fitful
i e . . . | Temptations":
fever” with a kind of strained ardor, Miss Ball |
| i ; H ; Miss Bellarmine was not a malden lady
restlessly striving, hurrying from one | of that pathetie type who pour out tea and
achievement to another, and who have once loved. She wis tall and of

pearance; her figure whas
{ Perhaps this was
tagte to drape

commanding #
considered T-urf-f_v Greek

bocuusn she had the good

i
]
|
finding |
quite as much pain as pleasure In her |
|

eager: more than Industrious, career. { I Parisi T r
; ; | with Parisian milllnery of modern date )
I I'lea.lﬂ":l dogged her, though she ap- | She had really heautiful features if one ex-
pears, like so many people of delicate » ed lh":h].N\"}rhl"rilr"]_\. but us a whole
) ; .. | they appeare out of drawing, as though
physique, to have had mysterfous re- | they had been plcked off various antiote
sources of energy upon which to draw, | divinities and stuck on her face at ran-

| dom. Thus, her nose began too soon, and
ber mouth ended too late: whist her aves,
charming in color and shape, were so placed
that they offered one a constant temptation
to shift them elther higher or lower, Hor
expression was neutral, for her character,
that of many English women, slum-

behind her countenance like

Romantic, sensitive, tremulous with am-
bitlon, she was also resolute and practl-
val, a good business woman, with
keen a feellng for affairs as for litera- |
ture. From the disdained al | ::‘I‘;qu
jdea of profiting in her professional ca-

as

start she

| uble as clreumstances might demand. She

|

e ¥ - AV " |
r‘ er by anything save her own efforts. | wys highly asccomplished and spoke five
She wanted no favors and she would Il |R|I1F:l:illlt'5! with one well bred accent. 'T'he-
W . ology was her recreation, but Villon the
herself make no concessions. The mor- werlous study of her life, Her notes on this

poet promised to bhe the most exhiaustive
possible, and “Bellarmine on  Villon,™ It
was sald, would be read like Coke on Lyt-
tleton, as much for the commentary as the
text

bid streak in her temperament which |
kKept her forever questioning her ego
ould not shake her seif-contidence. Ob- ‘
serving the tenacity with which she

How clever this is, and how amusing!
But iz It not, as clearly, done “from the
and Is not that the suggestion
conveyed by all of Mre, Cralgie's work?
| Hevnuse she 18 2o witty and because her
|t--||~ h s so light and so artistic she is
tmost infallibly entertaining. But the
entertalnment like some charm-

held to her own way a8 an author, and
the shrowd efficiency with which she
looked the fortunes of her hooks
and plays, it Is momentarily disconcert-
ing to read in letters of hers to

George Moore plainte ke these:
The sl of my life overwheling me |
1

after outslde,

sotm

| dined out last night and met very chiurn | aRses

Ing people: | have seen visltors to-day
L Iu!;[ hu‘-- sllenen the silence of [ Ing bit of froth, and if one reflects upon
it & ave written to Lady Jeune to| i ’ i
say that | rannot atiend her party tl.ia," aL all it is with 4 wistful regret thal
--w-nl:lu;l : cannot face the loneliness of a A0 author so sccomplished could have
crowded drawin room: the host of mere | wil = 2 - .
aoquaintances, r"i.r b Pt ey i E Ived and died with so imperfect n grasp
lélrn? Ah, well, I must not be depressing | VPon the real jzgues of life

jut God knows how [ need a friend—an| 8 g

1® W3 1 v :
honest one. I try to forget myself in other| B dovont snd charitable. She
people: ; try u],rm;nkr..nly of others H“!,i.-_-lrml for the things that are not of this
nevey of myse choke m? ul with 1 .
ik s s N e PR BO II\'ur d. 'nul #he could not refect this
| worli! Fhe mundane spirit was in her

Life has made me fearful of my own hest I blood.  Though she wrote of love and

tmpulses. | hate to he peserved, distant
and mysterfous, and vet I not only think
twice before [ s#peak or move—but twenty
times If I could only be natural once I
should

| geath, of jov and sorrow, and gought 1o
plerce to the marrow of the things that

feel rested, but this eternal re- | 7@ SLFODE, she was subject to & most de«

plorable weakness of the splirit
rage against the eritlies, repeatedly man-
fested in this book, makes the reader
wince for the self-pity to which she
could stoop. She was, above all things,
W woman of taste, vet she could commit
the bétise of drawing up a lst of “yul-
gar” authors, lmpertinently athixing that
epithet to like Thackera)
Matthew Arnold and Addison. Her wide
reading did not really tertilize her mind

writers

Her critical judgments are negligible
Her cleverness, in short, outran her
essential abilitics, She had the appeat

ance of brilllance rather than brilllance
iteelf; not the enduring charm of genius
but the fleeting charm of talent. Glitter
rather than atmosphere marks her liter-
ary character and points to her funda

THE OLD WEST

in the Seventies.

FIFTEEN THOUSAND MILES BY STAGE
A Woman's Unique Experience during
Thirty Years of FPath Finding and Pi-
oneering from Missouri to the Paclfic
and from Alaska to Mexico. By Carrie |

Adell SBtra Hustratfons |
from (drawi AL Russell
and othe and from photographs, svo,,
rp. XXv, G. P. Putnam’s

This is the record of a life unique even |
among the women wha took part in and
did thelr arduous share of the work of

the ploneers of aur vivilization in the
West, The author, looking backward,
finds that the picturesque side of her
experiences hag clung to lier Memory

more inglstently than have thelr many

department by the ['nion Pacific Rall-

information con
the road,
tonnage,

own use of all availabl
cerning possible
tillable

ete.:

extenslons of
nereage e I-.-‘I‘.ﬂ

sth nf nearly every

It meant going the

referen
and r
anidl dralnag
Al And

2 to thelr avallabli

hilleldea with
P EXAT

for ralsing cereals
tion of water ¢ours
termination of the
Aitions, and, in 1
would make attractive and instn
ing for the home seeker. Fiftecn t
miles hy stage was but an incldent of
strenunis vears as the work progre
Then came the locating of towr
colonizing of ssttlements, bulls
hridges and Irrigating canals, schs
churches and colieges . tuntil
man cars traversed the oms-time
nese on eight overlgnd lines

rod .

thoss

the

reminiscences aro. hov
th this

The author’'s
ever, not so much concerned wi
glgantle work of colonization as w th
incidents and aventures that fell to her

thm

and her husband's share in the course
its accompllshment, the bride havh
given her “onsent to Mr. Strahorns a
ceplancs the post only on conditior
that she | aceompany him wherever
he went, at least at first. But the pll
grimage once hegun, she “took to this
wandering lite, her narrative ampls

testifies, and gn, year aftar year. slie saw

that vast reglon grow up the old
give place to the new, saw the Indlan
pags, and the soldler and the cowhoy
give way to the gettler She passed
through the enows of winters and the
parching heat of summers. In 1888 €

went alone to Alaska on a mission
the Union Paclflc Company.
The “types”’ of the old frontier cowhoy

and miner, “bad man” and vigllantes,
the stnge driver, the prospector, the
leaders who, passing through many

changes, becams prominent citizens and
men of importance In state and natlon;
t} of
thelr makeshifts and improvement, road-

housres, settlements, early Western hos-
i

primitive conditions exlstence,

this and much more lg dealt with by the
guthor, She |s blessed with & much and
often needed sense of humor, and
not fall to leaven her account
samples of thes unsmiling and
rough sense of of the
West

does
with
often

humor earller

SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS.

Paris Letter to The London Standard

The ordinary eoxaminations to termi-
nate the scholastic year in publle pri-
mary and secondary schools aure relia-
tively lnnocent affalrs, and lead to no
attacks of brain fever The fun they
provide to outsiders is no less because of
thig, and the first digest of the exam-
inations in Parls just to hand provides
many an amusing howler,  Hertrand du
Guesclin, the free lanee warrior who led
a company agalnst the English, 1s still &
great favorite in French history, but
never before has his story told ns
fullows:

“Duguesclin came home every day with

heen

his clothes In rags. One diay he met a
friend and sald to him, ‘Lend me some
money. Duguesclin flogged him thor-
oughly and stole his money, Then he

went to find his father, who was ut his
office, and agked him to lend him w sult
of mall for a tourney. ‘You are mad!’
gald his father. But Duguesclin got his

i iy ~
in its kennel, to come oul growling --r‘um]‘-:! .
| fighting the
| blithesomo

suit of mnfl.” . . .
And the rest, without any mentlon of
Englizh, reminds one of a
parody of “When Knights
Were Bold."

There is just as much imagination and
just as little fact in the account of the
war of 18T0 in another bhoy's papoer:

—
Her

|
mental lack of wholehearted sympathy. |
|

The Last Frontier and Beyond |

road. Mr. Strahorn heing engaged to
write a stmilar volume on the other |
Western states with the purpose of af-

tracting settlers, his duties further in- |
cluding the gathering for the company’s |

stage road across ou st frontler man
times over, into rer districts, into lonely
valleys and far-reaching mo It
meant golng Into hundreds fr es, com-
uting millions of feet of timber » pum
er of cattla and shesp and thelr Increass
It involved the study of the pralries and |

pltality, the beginnings of socinl differ- |
entlations as towns settled down to an
ordered and permanent  existence—all |

" A WOMAN'S DIARY
Life in England a Century
Ago.

lane Company

The
was drawn from the diarfes of a good
charming member of the soclety

and

ing and not perfectly good Prince Re-
gent George. Frances Pery Calvert was
the vounger daughter of Viscount Peory,
a brilllant and prosperous Irishman, who
wias onece Speaker of the Irish House of
Commons. As a beauty and an helress
land the wife of an Englishman of hign
posgition she was heartily welcomed at
court and in the pleasantest houses of
London. Her life was, on the whole,
fortunate one She ndored her hus-
hand and was adored in turn; her many
children were handsome, lovable and
dutiful. she had 2 house in town and a
heautiful country seat of historie fame.
High spirited and warm hearted, she was
popular, She knew a great
the celebrities of time

A

desarvediy

of

number her

which surrounded the reasonably charm- |

i

AN TRISH BEAUTY OF THE REGENCY. |

Comptled from “Mes Souvenirs,™ the |
unputidished § nals of the Hon, Mra
Calvert, 17801 By Mrs Warrenne
HlaKe Hlustrated Svo, A2 John

| pages breathing the ag

| while he was fighting In
material for this amusing hook | B H

'a dangerous crossing In !

- - |
and took a lively interest in the public

events which filled with excitement the
last years of the sighteenth century and
the nineteenth.  All

the early yeurs of
the volume which

this reflected in
Mrs Plake has cleverly put together

The doavs of thy wife,
pnd hostess were Tull of upation, but
<he had time to spare for doctoring her

]

GUung maotner

| English crowds were rending

and cne of her ancestresses was that
Countess of Abercorn who lved to be-
hald her gn-uI-groat-srandduughter, It
was aprnp}m of this fact that an old say-
Ing urose:

amd go to your daughter,

Rise, 4 :
g ot doaughter's got a

For vour «aughter's
daughter
The apple of Mrs.
her eldest son 1Pelix,

Calvert's eye was
and there are many
onies she suffered
Spaln under
the great com-

Waellington, As for
not praise suffi-

mander himself she can
clently his modesty and unaffected sim-
pliclty of manner in the days when the
the alr
with cheers for him Therea I8 an un-
cemmonly good story of that simplicity

told here by the editor:
; 1 obliged to Bo over
D g .oﬁdon.hia seutl&t-
d offtered his escort,
oy accepted Arrived
the stranger took
rofoundly, began

man darted forwar
which was gratefully
safely on the kerlhstr“nr*_
off his hat, and, bowing »
a long oration, saying that this was !h{;
prendest moment of his tife, and he fﬂt
honared beyond measure to have been o
wome slicht service to so great & man.
“Don't make & tool nf yourself,
briefly replied the Auke.
_—.—*——_

FICTION

Another Novel by the Late David
Graham Phillips.

OUR FICTIONAL TRIANGLE.

THE CONPLICT. A novel By David
Giraham Phillips. 12mo, pp W, 12, Ap-
pleton & €0

While our novellsts  have freely
wlopted and  maore or loss sucvessfully

| adupted the traditional triangle of Euro-

Hubor and 1"‘"“1! R,

[ posthumous nov ola (deals—there are to he

vean and English fictlon, they have de-
veloped & similar geometrical figure of
angles are capital,
It Is with this sub-
Mr. Phillips’s

their own, wheso

ject  that the first of

twa more—nnd  one fu grateful to his
wiemory t least for not employing onte
g#ain the h kneved  solulion of the
Inhar prablem found in most of the tales
of thig kind, which marries the horny-
handed sen of 1oll to the ceanverted

Aanghter of l-gotten wealth
Lhears all the hallmarks of

The stor

its author's workmanship, of his knack
of fluent narrative, of his superficlal
thouzht on soclal and econamic prob=

lems, of his no leas stiperflcial treatment

THE HON

| Wrom & minlature by

gave her at the end of sixty miles, and,
stopping at an Inn, she let Mrs, Knox
go on without her. Then was she beset
terrors and flew to
comfort ‘Here
“without

by countless her

for i 1 oguite

Juurnal
eyven a ser-

alone," she writes,
vint' 1 have written for Timewell atud
| Jumes Knox Lo come for me in the mail,
but thevy cannot be here till the day af-
| ter to-murrow What a dismal time [
must  spend—afrald of everything and
I: hody. 1 have sent to a Hbrary to
oe If 1 can get any books, though God

knows I shall attend very little to what
I respd. ‘There 18 a falr In the street.
the arder

also

blinds In to
3 it and to
| bedng seen, for 1 should be guite shocked

KT were to

put down

prevent

wny vomimmon acqualntiane

| #o by and see me here unattended. it!

an extraordipary
Mr, . will not
seving him.
not tell him
lest | should
A Itlehardson

such wp=
trust
do dread

shall
he

| would have

:I-'.Il-’!ll"'. !
angry, but 1
|he Is not angry. |
| was afraid wonld

| pus It into hewd

liee

his

|

hardships, but of these. too, there Is | ! .
rntl‘u-.:h ]m her pages. Her stories, with- |“i"i-r‘n'_|'--fn.~l ‘III!--|-I u}l- -‘-nu---' '--I:.b;“':f
out being methodically gronped, sue- !*":“l""‘*_"1 her when busily engaged l-i
coad In simple chronologieal sequence .‘r-‘ﬂ""!n-‘:llrw \‘Jt]-lh-‘r u'-lrlu '.-||I ll‘.u‘n-lsllllul-r' |
in fmpressing upon the reader’s mind i :.Ir!n.!‘li'lul-””r',-,::l'T:‘.’.‘l;‘ I|‘T 1-...'.r:,l|.u‘.'.|,- alie
vivid pleture of conditions that are pass- tites Tn 1805 “onl Thomss. Plaran|
ing from the memory of living men and has taken the infection! [ am very un
women and being transformed into the :.n:l-u W he wrathful submisston of
romance of history and fictlon st Pl S T o

:‘I]::!- ‘“H"'I'lf‘ ,\flll'. T'I-IHIE"! i 1\7‘: M I|I r.II:.'I'II|.T. i n‘!i'l] jetl !|h!l--r-!'t‘r”"..|~ in maost
Robart 12, Strahort, 4 newspaper corra- | o S e e
spondent who had heen yith Crook at ".T- :.I-m.urlun !|-|I-I‘. »I nl.t- --I“ r.l.-’i!_.--l .:!-[-I
Powder River and had wrilien i hoak mas=ter, and her timidity #: regarded In-
on the resources of Wyoming, then a ter- . o wetion = N S R
ritory but sparsely settled by cattlemen | . .o o ghgenee, new e BE NEN
and mostly given over tno mara ding nephew's dangerous Hliness in faatsia
Indians and buffelo In 1 ntold numbers and =he Hturh--i o accompany ner Ers-
This hook suggested 1o the late Jay ‘:-r to the boy's Ledside her heart mis
Gould the establishment of a publleity ll x

MRS
Hone In “An Irish Boauty of the Regency "y

CALVERT

of character, of his unhesitating deduc-

tlonn of ultlmate causes from passing
symploms The political slde of the
story s written with vim and much
plausibility The alllance between the

and corrupt politics s shown
frank and frankly crim-

“Interests”

to ba cynlcally

inal, “kid glove"” reformers are held up
to ridleule, and In the end—but to this
tonly o paragraph 18 devoted, and we

| honest)

myself |

must tuke the author's word for it—the
workingmen's league gives Remsen Clty
and efMelent administration,
and eMelency being, according
to Mr, Phillips, the properties of a class
unassalled by self-seaking

an honest

The characters of the storv—not the
dory itself—are somewhat long drawn
otit, One loges interest in thelr develop-
ment hefore the end is reached, espe-

| eiully in the heroine, who at the last mo-

If |
L tor
| tamillar labor leader of the genre,

| heroine  could  not have suffered more |
|

Lrimors, She bolted herself  into Ler

:h. droom and was not to e soothed even

the good

| by the constant assldulties of

lundlady, *““I'wo of her malds sléeep in
the next room ta protect me she =uyvs,
and vet 1T ean't bhe casy What am 1
atrald of? 1 belleve of my own shad-
ow.' The desired escort, arriving, con-
dueted her to her husband, who was |

‘Iiilul_ but—asg Georglan bhushands wer

wont to do—did pot conceal from lher
L!'lml he was nuch  displeased at this
o<t innocent of esonpdes

The Irish lady -was always treated

with much friendliness by the Prince of
Wiles, and she naturally found hiz man-
ners “enchanting.” Concerning Carollne,

“Bismarck sald to Nuapoleon 111, "Art his wife, the diarist has less pleasant
thou ready? and Napoleon answered: things to say: “The princess has cer-
“iYes; not one hntlul:\lx missing from | tainly o handsome face, but she wears
my spate’  Thereupon Napoleon T told § oh P ; or pe
MacMahon to come: hut MacMahon, whn too imuch rouge, Her: perwon ls. bad,
was sitting on the tower of Malakoff, lwing short and fat, and she had on o«
suld, ‘1 am here, and here 1 remaln' "™ guantity of lace, 111 put on, and some
r'l'h!e-' IT!IE':Ii|-|-|! .-.n..:.l of some of the | jpoking not ton clean She wore sllver-
nmous savings of 1 WHr § glven 1 iz A 2 . "
Purlgs many minutes of amusement sped hoots, end was altogethar rathe
d singitlyr tigure  She hag no dignity ot
NUMBER THIRTEEN. manner and leta herself down very much
From The Pall Mall Gazetrs by her glggling  wuys, duncing about
In many London streels, os was wherever ghe I8 asked”  Mre, Calvert
pointed out in # recent note, there i no | wie a stiekler for deportment, aml even
No. 15, Even hard headed business man { jer  daughter Isabella, who was daz
geem (o have an aversion to this num- | .00 {avals ‘ould ) :
ber, which Is lacking from Threadneedle alingly avelyv, could not satisfy  her
street, Tokenhouse Yard and London mother in the matter of holding her
gtreet.  In one street, however, bearing | clagsic head srect “What do you mean
4 singularly unineky name, superstition | | lolling &0 In your chalr?” she sald

is boldly defled. For many yvears past a
flourishing manufacturer has locate ! his
ety offices at No. 11 Friday street—an
acdress which seeme eminently fitted to
be the headguarters of the Thirteen Club,
Mr. Plerpont Morgan, too, defles fate by
housing his store of priceless art treas-
ures at No. 13 Prince's Gate,

tartly ‘n old age to one of her grand-
danghters D Know that iny
great-uncle made the grand tour in his
own rarclage, and during the whole time
he never once leant bagk!" Hers was a
gturdy race, She lived to ninety hergelf,

vonu

4

ment |8 marcied off to & man somewhat
palpably introduced in the closing pages
that The hero Is the
s,
denling with
the

VOery purposc.

its  superficial  way,

famillar toples of vuarrent
hook s readable, and likely to gain the
approval who have made the
suceess of Ite predecessors from the sime

Interest,

ol those

IN BAD TASTE.

THE REAPPEARANCE (I, EST RES-
SUSCITEY. A Vision of (*hrist in Parls,

Hy  Charles  Morice Translated by
fohm H. Raphael  With an introduc-
tion by Coningeby Iawson IZmo, pp.
21, The George Dovan Company

The sort of fivtlon of which this trans-
lution is far from being the frst exam-

||uln in Englsh requires of him who
would undertake It the possession of
qualitles which are but rarely found,

and which, when united in one writer,
would themselves suffice to warn him
agalnst undertalang the task at all The
venture hag been made in English hy Mr.
Stead, by Miss Corelll, by Mr. Hall
Cilne,  The list wmight perhaps be ex-
tended, but it suMees to prove our point,
Mr. Morlco in this
story of the coming of Christ to Parls,
of deep reflection upon or wide knowl-
edge of modern conditions, material and
of the spirit, His alm may he serious,
hig attitude meant reverent, hut
the I vheap and un-
profituble sensatlonalism.  He possesses
abundant lack of good of
ar. elevated imagination, perhiaps the
chiaf requisite for o book of this Kind,
thera is not a trace, and the inventive-
that seeks to take (ts place 18
puerile i the clumsiness of its devices
The is utterly unconvineing and
largely meaningless. 1t has about tha
importance of the canvases deallng with
the same subject that turn up perlodi-

glves no evidence,

1o he

result only @«

un

taste,

ness

story

|

|

|
l
|

cally at the Paris salons, without, how-
ever, producing even a tithe of their mo-
mentary Impression.

A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE.
- ANL - ANE. By Percy J.
T“%I.'n'lrll.‘\ “l:.:;lln, [[:|I-\\.I|'.' The Baker &

Taylor Company.

Mr. Hartley has fashloned his romance
of the days of Henri of valols und Diane
de Poltiers upon & good model, that
of Mr. Stanley Weyman. A French
noble, returning from the Wars ugainst
the Turks In the heart of winter, comes
upon a masked lady of quallty and her
gerving men on the road to his own
castle on the Loire. She has lost her
way, He offers her the hospitality of his
roof, where his mother dwells, and finds
there a trio of uninvited guests—a law-
yer from Paris, an officer of the King's
army, and an architect who 18 bullding
near by a hunting lodge for the Duchesse
de Valentinols. High-handed outrages
have been committed in her name, and
the peasantry are thirsting for revenge.
They belleve that the masked woman ls
no other than Dfane herself, and at-
tempt to abduct her from the castle.
The story is cleverly planned and writ-
ten. but the comparison with its model
{s Inevitable. Who 1s the masked lady?
Upon the discovery of her {dentity turns
the denouement of the tiule.

A NEW DEPARTURE.

MARY MIDTHORNE. By George Rarr
MeCuteheon,  Ilustrations by  Martin
Tustlce 1Zmo, pp. 450 Dodd, Mead
& Co.

Mr. McCutcheon, having written many |
new
hook of his to the more difficult task of l

tnles of adventure, turns in this

character drawing well. 1t cannnt
be sald that he has made a success of
it, for he comes no nearer Lo the serlous

as

delineation of individuals than the ex-
Aggerated of certain well
pstahlished tvpes of narrow-minded New
Englunders, hard as the rocks of thelr
natlve country, narrow as the paths they
tread. dead to all tenderness of feeling,
geeing duty only {te unloveliest as-
pecte.  Nor the hetween tha
children of the South and this unsym
Northern human environment
treated, the most vio-
fnitial of affalrs
the

reproduction

tn
is enntrast
pathetl;
fellcitous]y
means
actually

maore

lent An state

repiilsive to reader,

vain
character In

emploved I

and convincing the story

e |Ir-' the detective. But it is different when |

the honk is considerrd as a tale of plot
Hera Mr. Me-
ground. He
probabilities 2omewhat, |t
reader does not mind this
nnea the In-
vented complications of this melodrama,
L —

BY JEDDAH TOWN.

From The London Spectator.

There were ten Arabs in the plain, who
met him with hls guide,

The 8hetkh of them rode forward then,
to talk at eventlde

sald;

and action and surprise=,

*utcheon 1s on famillar

stretchoes
true, but the
he inganlously

gats Intn

The de

He i & place where
rarely strangers t .

Give nup your horse, give up your gun, ;
and vou'll go home allve”

gheikh: "Peace
| M
irse to-night to

He answered to the Arab
an you and your Kk
But 1 shall my h
ostlers at the inn
My race s not umb
vou blr

Zive

le folk whom such

it to talK

ane comes

And eslien
M

frll hatwaen the two The
pulled his rein,

the truth of E|l Hejaz, why
slain”

four Beduw

Then, “H ]
should brave men b

You have ten Beduw lances
shots to fear.’

But, gayly 'd the Englishman,
have fiv ullets here

1

Gl

“It'e full a league to Jeddah Town, the
avening will be dona

Refore you reach the tomb of Eve and
the Turkish garrison,

Reslgn yourself to Allah’s will, and smea
to-morrow s gun

And go In peace, you cannot fight, for
wa are ten to one.”

They shot at him agalnst the light, and
twice they missed him wide,

Then swiftly up behind him came Mah-
moud, his desert gulde

He shot his guide and still he had four

bullats that he stored,

And when his horse fell, wounded, three,

He would not use his sword.
They followed him as kites that mark
& stag th it's soon to dle,
Unfalteringly he held his way, his gal-
lant hend was high.

Bleven flighters crossed the sand, thelr

being |
The only consistent |

Is |

« with veur ten that |

" LITERARY NOTES.

Mr. H. G. Wellg's new novel, “Mar.
riage,” Is to appear as a serial in “The'
American Magazine.” It is mentioned ag
the story of an extravagant wife and g
trdened husband,

A Civil War Drama.

In the October number of “Harper's®
there will be published Mr. W. ;. Bey.
mer'zs account of the adventires of g
boy who acted as a Federal spy in situ.
ations of uncommon danger, and who
brought himself out of them with aston.
{shing coolness and courage.

Dickens in America.

The volume into which Mr. W. G Wi«
kins has gathered a great quantity of
material concerning Dickens's travels in
this country is to be brought out hers
and In England under the title of
“Charles Dickens In America”™ Tha
writings of contemporary Americans
have been drawn upon and the illustra.
tions include pictures of houszes and
roome In which the novellst stayed,

In Browning’'s Youth.

Professor T. R. Lounsbury’'s book on
“The Early Literary Career of Robert
Browning” will bhe published by the
Seribners in October, It deals with th
career of the poet from the publication
of his first poem to his marriage to his
invalid Elizabeth and their departure for
Italy. It is a critical and blographical
study of & vivid sort. Canon Alnger ls |
on record as writing, “Though I read
| Browning, I don't underatand him,” aud
those who share his perplexity will per-
Laps find revelation in Professor Louns-
hury's book.

The English Village.

We know what the Englizh village was
in Miss Mitford’s time; what is it to-
dar? We will find a description in
“English Country Life a book by Mr.
| walter Raymond which MeClurg s
about to publish.

Thomas Hardy's Novels.

A new editlon of Mr. Hardy's novels
| ta In preparation by the author. He g
{ revising the text and is writing a spe.
| elal preface for each bnok. The prefaces
will be awalted with curiosity and wel-
comad, we beliave, with enthusiasm.

What to Read.

Professor Charles Waldsteln has heen
tical studies In
which will be

He calls the
-an at-

preparing a volume aof crl
i contemporary literatura

1 brought out this antumn
book “What May We Read?”
_|r:|r'|i\1' title

iSome Historic Towns.

A promising volume by Mr. George
| Wharton Edwards is to be published by
Moffat, Yard & Co. this month. It tells
a story of leisurely travel through “Eoma
Old Flemish Towns,” The author has
himself (llustrated his text.

L

Mr, Gibson's Drawings.

“Oither People” is the title of tha new
collection of drawings by Mr, Charles
Dana Gibson, which the Ecribners will
Ibrlng out a fortnlght hence. Many of
| thesa drawings are thus far unpublished,

Visiting Japan,

Colonel L. M. Maus is about ta pub-
lish through A. C. MeClurg & ¢
llvely volume entitled “An Army Officer

™. i

|in Japan It not only describes hiv
own journey through that scinating
!r--m!trv but offers to the inten ir
| fat a wealth of highly useful, practical
! infarmation

5 Poor Tennyson!

' A new storv of Tennyeon's sufferings
at tha hands of “trippers’ is told by tha
| Rev. T. A. Gummey. One May day at

Freshwater the poet was walking along
the budding lanes with a friend when a
' coach full of “trippers’—the first of the
season—came around a corner. “'Ladles
and gemmen,” sald a hoarse veoice from
the driver's box, "vou'ra in luck; thera's
the poet 'isself.” The poet forgot dignity
in agility—to his friend's ameazement he
| cleared the nearest five-barred gate and
| h!d himself and his towering wrath b=
hind the hedge.
The recent celebration of the Tenuay-
son anniversary, by the way, brought a
crowd of pligrims to Somersby, the vile

THE FALLS AND GRAND CANYON

i{From a photograph in “Fifteen

THE YELLOWSTONB
Thousand Miles by Stage.”)

OoF
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shiudows grew apace,
While tett of them was taught the truth
about his English race.

They had but one shot still to fire,
world was very still,

The

And sufety shone from  Eve's white
tomb, that shone a tiny hill,
Thelr last shot falled, and he went on

content that he had won,
And glad to see the glory of the blood-
red setting sun

The desert is a cruel place, where rarely
strangers thrive,

He shot his horse, he shot his gulde, but
he walked home allve.

new edition of Asop's Fables,
the Contury Company will pub-
lish In time for holiday giving, is to be
enriched by forty drawings by FE. Boyd
&mith. Each page will have a border
printed in tint.

The
which

lhlgv in which he first saw the llght. H
birthplace was thrown open to all com
ers und readings from his poems We
wdded to the speech in his pralse ma
by Dr. Warren, professor of poetry &
Oxford. It Is recorded that the Lincol
shire furmers greeted with  heart
luughter the reading of some of the dias
lect verse,

Picture Books.

Various picture books are in pre
tion for the holiday time. Among
are Mr. Edmond Dulac’s edition al
Andersen's tales, and Mr, Willy Poga
edition of Tannhiduser rendered -
English verse. The whole text of
lagt named book has been Hthogrd
In two colors and printed on rétll?

paper,




