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NEW ROOKS.
The Development of Andrey.

In Margaret Westrup's story of “The
(1=eater Misohief* (Harper & Brothers) we
h ve Audrey sewing in the lamplight, her
brewn head bent low over her work, A

¢ot and pretty figure, and the aot of
idustry woulkd  commend iteelf if it
were pot for elrcumstances, As we look
more closaly at Audrey we may see that
the childish lips are firmly folded and
that two up and down and rigid lines
have formed themselves in the vontracted
brow. These evidenoss tell us’/that the
work has been too long and strenuously
pursied,  Moreover there are reasons to
lwlieve—~reasons most plansible and dis-
turbing to a ohild of 7--that a bogie is
lurking in the dark corner hy the ocup-
board, It i@ a wild night and not far
from 10 o'clock, a fairly unhallowed hour
when ona is only 7 and s all alone
in a4 room and one's mother is up- |
stairs dnd the wind is ocausing things |
o rattle and oreak [n the “little old gray
house,”  The story tells how the lamp

wont ont; how Audrey sought her mother
in u panie of fear; how that stern character
called her a coward and comm, her

to go baok and finish her hem; how the
good Amelia, the poor relation who lived
in the house and helped with the work,
happily came in just them from some
outside errand and lighted the lamp for
Audrey, how she would have stayed for
company if the hard mother had not in-
terfarod and ordered her to bed; how not-
withstanding she managed (o arrange to
make a reassuring rumpus in her room
overhgad, and how in her room she did
make a most comforting noise, hopping
about and dropping the soap dish repeat-
willy, so that Audrey might hear and the
hogie be intimidated,

e story tells us of Audrey at 10, at
wiich age she was crually sent to bed when
the visitor came, the beautiful visitor
with the geutls voice and the gold hair
vho lived at the Hall and who had asked
ler so kindly if it was “a geography book”
that she was studying. It was at this age
tog that Audrey was commandad not to
finget in church, and that as she was con-
straining berself not to fidget she com-
mitted the worse and the very great sin
of mughing in church. She laughed be-
causs she had caught a merry glance from
the brave blue eye of Martin Jocelyn, who
was one of the mhabltants of the Hall,
‘a broad shouldered youth" a little older
thun she was, the same who afterward
engaged her in conversation when he en-
eountered her lving on the grass and im-
proving her mind with the potent assistance
o “Taylor's Primer.”

At 19 Audrey was slim and her eyes were
very beautiful. It was at this period that
aftar @ visit to the Hall she introduced
\lagin to her mother, saying “Mother,

thisia Mr. Jocelyn.” It wae now too that
thie defied her mother and slipped out of
the Litle old gray house at night in the rain
and went to a hall and danced many times
with' Mariin Jocelyn and engaged herself
fo warry him. Martin's father, a very

letermined Briton, was inclined to be
foril. He swore an oath on his dead
wifa’s Bible which reads like yeura ago or
llke g play in Third avenue. He ssid: °I

swear bofore God, hera, on hew Bible, that
on the day vou wed a daughter of John
Fieldiug's you cease to be my son,and all
this property shall go 1o your cousin, Harry
Jocelyn.”  Happily nothing so monstrous
and so lucky for Harry Jocelyn came to
pass, We have s2id nothing of a shipwreck
on the coast of Ireland in which one infant
was drowned and enother infant was fur-
nished with a false identity, We have said
nothing of the judgment of Solomon in the
cars of two mothers who disputed for the
child or of its bearing upon this tale. It
& not our habit to tell all that we know
shout a story, but the reader may be sure
hat justice and reason are not mere idle
ames in the world and that John Fielding's
Garacter was not allowed to blast Audrey's
Rppiness,

Adventures Leadiug te Joy.

t may be read in Percy J. Hartley's story
o *My Lady of Cleeve” (Dodd, Mead & Co.)
hov Capt. Adrian Cassilis of the Tangier
Howe rode with his troop into the beautiful
Vilby of Cleeve in Devonshire; how the
sereant waved his hand and seid *Yonder
i= Clseve”; how Cornet Brito, oblivious of
the loveliness of the valley, said “A curse
on these endlegs hills!® and how then the
troop proceeded and further matters of
romantic interest came to pass. It was a
time, the story says, when it behooved
every man to keep a still tongue and a ready
hiade, inasmuch as all England waa divided

into two factions, one for Dutoh William and
tha other for the absent second James, and
ipies and agents of Louis the Magnificent
'ere in every shire seeking to arouse the
@tholics. We camnot follow the Captain
1l his career, but we may indicate briefly
he he came out. “And then, indeed, I
utlerstood. Undersfood that God in His'
m*cy had given me His best earthly gift,
& ure woman's love. * * * A won-
drasly tender light shone in her eyes.
Thieolor deepened in her face with her
#%r¢ yielding shame. ‘You are the keeper
of ry heart,' she whispered; ‘my lover—
and oy king!' 1 caught her hands in mine
and pised them to my lips. ‘Listen,’ she
contiued softly. ‘I was proud and cold
to you lear love, against my own heart's
teaching T am proud still! Prouder in
your lov than ever I was before! I would
rather shre your exile than be the richest
lidy in th land, In Yortune or distress, ia
peverty ¢ prison, so that I am with you,
sir, | not what befalls!' And at those
“orde  gweet surrender I hesitated no
onger, wi took her in my arms and in &
long, lowg kiss of betrothal her lips met
mine." g the Captain records, and we
:‘\ink wemay be glad for him and thank
m. ’
A Rari@id Markls and His Bride.

In Edwad H. Cooper's story of “The
Marquis af Pamela® (Duffeld & Com.
rany) it is prmitted to the reader to specu-
l*te as to Wether Pamela will fall a prizse
to Sir Normn Stanier, the scholar, or to
Tord Whitmos, the fast young man. For
some time heeijl not be likely to acquire
the suspicion yat Pamela herself wanted
to be the prizesf the Marquis. This was
the Marquis of Xeaford, a distinotly re-
tarkable man. Fo one thing he was re-
tarkable in hismetsad concerning lunch.
¢on. The storytells Us that he never an-
kwered invitatias and tat nobody who
Invited him ovie knew whyther he was
coming or not. It was his way toward 2
o'clock in the Afternooa to strok out into
the hall of hs great bouse in Mgrave
Rquare and ok over the invitationg (o
luncheon for that dey. If be found gne
that pleased him of he woull go to the
Jace to which it caled him, but if he found
none that was attrictive *be stroled 1ok
into his own dinig room, cud the clel
might either send ip the raost exquisite
little meal in Londn or help himsslf to &
month's salary anddepart without further
words,”

It will be seen tht he was & very great
lord. He was so geat, indeed, that at the
age of 65 he had mangged to live about
ten men's lives afl had spent rather more
Inoney than the ttal value of everything

\the first chapter,

HINK of
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afforded by a
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by its key.

That's the Yale Night
Latch,of whichthereareseveral
grades, the most popular being
“No. 42."

Tell the dealer to show you
night latches with the name
“Yale"” on them.

THE YALE & TOWNE MFG. CO.
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he had or was ever likely to bave in this
world.” Of courss about such a man there
isa tremendous glamour, still it is some time
before the reader comes to understand how
deeply Pamela desired him. He was rude
on occasion to that lovely girl, who had a
dowry of £100,000 and was, we believe, only
28 or thereahout. He thought that she
should bave married Whitmore, and when
she jilted that young lord, who promptly
thereupon swallowed five graine of mor<’
phioe and died very horribly, leaving bebind
him a singularly unfragrant reputation, the
Marquis was angry and sent word to her by
Trent, the young minister who is in the story
without sweetening it perceptibly: *Tell
ber from me that for her own sake she had
belter keep out of my way for a year or
two " Sir Norman Stanier, the scholar,
also sent a rude message. “Tell her,” he
charged Trent, “that I have realized sud-
denly, for the first time in my life. how peo-
ple like harself treat men who care for them
and that I am going abroad to-morrow and
will never willingly see her or speak to ber
again.” ,
. This was all exceedingly curious. Lord
Whitmore was an ut.erly bad man, e said
once to the Marquis in a gush of contrition
arising from a sense of profound poverty
just after a horserace: “I swear, Seaford,
it's some one’s duty to tell Pamela all about
me. I owe a quarter of a million at least;
there are half a dozen women and twice as
many brate whom I ought to pension off
and provide for; and, as you know, | haven't
really got sixpence a year to give one of
sthem.” But the Marquis, slas! could not
see how such a man as his young friend
Whitmore could be objectionable to any-
body., He was a very great lord among a
certain manner of lords and he was what
he himself would have considered as nobly
blind to some things. That Lord Whitmore
should have been driven to swallow ten
half grain pellets of morphine made him so
thoroughly angry that he went about shed-
ding rudeness, as we may say, from every
pore. He said to Cora Acland, an un-
fortunate person who was trying to be
pleasant to him: “Woman! what do you sup-
pose it matters to me whether you are here
or in hell?” and he was shockingly rude to
Pamela in Switzerland.

Pamela was in Switzerland with a dread-
ful grandmother who was full of sarcasms
and who wanted to marry her off. Happily,
however, she was not for that coarse villain
and “horse coper,” the horrible Sir Francis
Anstruther, who even tried to cheat at
racing butterfilies, as the story relates in
No! For “Seaford’s
voice broke the silence with a hoarse ex-
olamation” before that great evil could be
brought about; and though the Marquis
continued to bhe unpleasant for a while
longer, lamenting with too faithful per-
tinacity the death of his unwholesome
young friend, he softened finally, enabling
the patient Pamela to land him at Jast.
Surely he was a groat prize. There is an
illustration showing him in evening dress,
a golf cap on his head, a flower in his button-
hole and a monocle in his eye, the snow
olad Alps rising majestically and thank-
fully behind and overhead a canopy of
grateful stars.

A Shy Man's Confidenoes.

Mr. W, Compton Leith tells us in his
“Apologia Difidentis” (John Lane Company)
that it is easier to write than to speak of
the infirmity of shyness; therefors he writes,
This is partly an account and partly an
essay touching upon a great num of
things. The style is flowing and imagina-
tive and it makes agreeable reading. The
easayist tells us that he suffered from dif-
fidence through boyhood and at the uni-
versity. If he had been a Roman Cytholic
he would have become a Benedictine and
sought a lettered and cloistered peace.
Chance helped to find for him the detach-
ment and quietude that he craved. He
went to the East and dwelt in a bungalow
high up on & range of hills whoss slopes
were clothed with primeval forests and
verged on a tropical sea.

He describes his life there, his contempla-
tion of the moon and stars at night and of the
splendors of the day. There seemed to be
tulfilled in his cass the words of Emerson:
“By being assimilated to the original soul
by whom and after whom all things subsist,
the soul of man does then easily flow into
it. They mix; and he is present and sympa-
thetic with their structure and law." He
had high dreams and followad simple ocou-
pations—like Obermann toiling In the vine-
yard ogffits Gerald out with the dawn agong
his roses. He went wayfaring too amid
Indian scenes as peaceful as though “no
Vasco da Gama had ever come beating
up out of the West to disturb their enchanted
slumber.”

Then back to England, to the strenuous
life. Three years of intellectual swoon,
followed by these tremendous activities.
They were all right for a while. He was
feverishly enamored of them. “Now the
day was not long enough for work, Lebanon
was not sufficient to burn." He “saw the
Western man with race dust on his cheeks,
or throned in the power houses of the world,
moving upon iron platforms and vertical
ladders in the midthrob and tumult of en-
compassing engines,” andset up this mech-
aniclan for his god. But at the end of a
year the old habit cried to him. He was
not to be reformed. Still there were some
struggles. Perhaps marriage would help
him. He had never envisaged it before,
but now he “dreamed it for & moment a
possible issue.” He even fixed upon the
person. He describes her and her home.
But In & very oritical and moving moment
he was too shy.

After that we have a genersl considera-
tion of shyness. He tells how the notioce
of Taine was attracted by the shy men of
England. Inspired, we dare say, by Taine,
be reflects upon the possible relation of
shyness to olimate and geography. He
n ancient Qreece and
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tells to what harbors of refuge he was
driven by his own shyness. He recalls his
communions with the leaders who have
expressed themselves in books. The phi-
losophers entertained him. Walt Whitman
did indeed exclaim:
Hurrah for positive sclence!
Long live exact demonstration'

Nevertheless we make out that the spec-
ulative and transcendental philosophers are
to be esteemed, for “there glimmersa wealth
of truth in the penumbra beyond our lan-
terns, to which science will creep too slowly
without the aid of imagination.” Walking
about London gave great enjoyment to the
essayist. If he was alone he was not aware
of it—which means that he summoned
many ghosts of the great to keep him com-
pany. Moreover, the shy man may go to
the theatre. They will let him in if he pays
the price. All that is necessary is to be a
little cautious in selecting the place.

Mr. Paul Bourgel's Latest,

Mr. Paul Bourget's latest novel, *L'Em-
igré,” translated by Mr. George Burnham
Ives, is published under the title of “The
Welght of the Name" (Litue, Brown and
Company, Boston). It pictures the sorrows
of the French nobility under the present
republican form of government in France.
The Marquis de Claviers-Grafidchamp is the
character in the story who epitomizes and
particularly expresses these sorrows. He
lives in & veritable palace in Paris and has s
historio chAteau in the Oise. The chiteau

WHICH WILL ULTINATELY BE FOUND OR-
DERLY LIKE ALL OTHER FACTS OF NATURE”

q That's how Dr. Maxwell speaks of the mysterious something
lurking behind the marvels of HAMLIN GARLAND'S

“SHADOW WORLD”

{ That sounds cold, but Mr. Garland makes it glow. It's
such tremendously good reading that it grows in interest
like a detective story.

( Some of EVERYBODY'S readers may feel that these
weird subconscious regions are dangerous to explore.
They may be dangerous for amatcurs-—so was steam in
its early days; so was electricity. But a man like Sir
William Crookes will not stop because you say ‘“Danger’’;
he wants to know. When he raised the question thirty
years ago, the Royal Society threw out his report, unread.
But lately our own Smithsonian Institution has published
two of his papers, and the British Association for the
Advancement of Science has elected him president.

TEN SCIENTIFIC MEN

are working at the problem as hard as Crookes. Can’t you see
awhat thetr work means fo the world? How worth While it (s to habe the
sabfect brought out of the redlm of fancy info the world of fact? Why you
Want fo KNOW youarself? )

q In addition to this ons engrossing subject, there is a wealth of
fun, color, and interest in the May number, including a wonder by
0. HENRY, and another of those marvelous little studies of
“ourselves” by Dr. WILLIAM HANNA THOMSON.

CYerybodys
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THE McCLURE COMPANY Publishes To-day
ARTHUR STRINGER'S ruise-stiring adventure atory—his best and

most exciting novel

The Under Groove

For the tense quality of its interest THE UNDER GROOVE
surpasses even Mo, Stringer s earlier books, “Phantom Wires"
and “The Wire Ta;pers.” It :s above all a story of action—
swift, decisive and nerve-th illing -steeped in the eternal
hurry and clamor and fascination of the Metropolis. 1he
hero is a young fellow of the most attractive personality
who, yielding to an irresistibie lust for action, plunges one
after another into a series ol the most exciting and dangerous
adventures. By a freak of fate he is enabl d to perform many
services for the daughter of a millionaire, Edith Shaler, whose
destiny early threatens to become woven into his own despite
the wide social gulf that divides them.

With six illustrations, $1.50

magnificent romantic novel of Italy —

’
MARJORIE BOWEN’S i G oo Viper of Milan"

The Sword Decides

In this, her masterpiece, Miss Bowen returns to the scene
of her immensely successful first novel, “The Viper of Milan.”
Naples in the fourtesnth century presents one of the most
romantic and fascinating scttings afforded by history, The
chronicle is founded on the story of G ovanna, the notorious
Queen of the Dark Ages, at whobe corrupt court the luxury and
magnilicence of Mediaeval Italy were found at their height. It
is impossible here to give any adequate idea of the lurid splen-
dor of this superb and powerful novel, whose characters are
limned with such astonishing vividness and wh se scenes are

years of history, He

'

is magnificent. The works of art that it con. so wonderfully reproduced as to lend the impression of intense *
tains are worth at least 4,000,000 francs; two reality. Cloth. $1.50
American dealers have indeed offered that
rice, and th to come [nto posees- ' important k on th hol
:o: b‘:!u:zh?muh is deeply in debt BUGO MUNSTERBERG’S i?.pfim:um m?que:ﬁgg:lWx ::
and staggering under a mighty load of n Ih w
But the Maiquis hag 1
s e On the Wilness Stand
he vl ta-the STRNE Svignour B hasves The eight essays on psychology and crime which make up
Continued on Eighth Page. this volume have appeared in various magazines—the majority
of them in NeCiure’s where they have attracted an unusual
S TS . — amount of attention. The phases of the subject which the
author :l.l:u ‘un‘ .cni:':llu;l.:m{'rhc M’eénor);i of lbl., meé:a
The D on of Crime--The Traces of Emotion— »
The most discussed fessions Suggestions in Court -Hypnotism and Crirme—The
Preventi { Crime. 8 wor t decided intere
novel of the dﬁv and vdu:?n‘l’lke 'to paychologists, t::oltwy.:::nd.t: laymen. "
Postpaid $1.62; net $1.50
@&" Have you read THE VERMILION PENCIL?
E THE McCLURE COMPANY, 44 East 23d Street, New York
‘
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¢ ’
Charles Dana Gibson’s Books
“London As Seen by C. D. Gibson”
‘““Bveryday People,’”” by C. D. Gibson
By $1.00 Each
flat foli " i illus-
e e ek Formenty soldfor .8 S S, portoc o b
¥ “ Also
: —Edition de L { the World's G -
b o Sk e i e B e B o+ Dogk
““An exquisite story beautifully trans- \ Write or call for descriptive catalogue.
=Daily Tels , London.
" chutesseianresens | | BRENTANQ'S Fifth b & 270n .
Charles Seribner's Sons | N New York.
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HARPERS

The Servant

in the House

By Charles Rann Kennedy

We do nat publish plays—but
here is a drama so great, so com-
pelling, so reverent, so akin to
all the beautiful and permanent
things in life that it is more than
a play, more than a novel, more
than a mere book. It is a page
from life itself, revealing the
brotherhood of man as a real,
breathing thing; showing how the
{ impossible has become possible,
! According to the critics, “Not in
ia lifetime has such a wonderful
'play been created” — and —it

' i reads as well as it acts.

LETTERS
T0 LOOEY

By GEORGE V. HOBART

"Metn Lieber Looey "

You've read the Dinkel-
spiel articles, of course!

Therefore you must have
your own collection of these
famous letters preserved for
the first time in book form.

The funniest and best of
all the articles are in “Dink-

elspiel’s Lettersto Looey.”
The, book is one long,

happy “scream.”

Handsomeiy bound in cloth and illustraled,

Sold everywhere, and sent by mall, postage free,
on recelpt of price, 76 cents, by

| & W, DILLINGHAM CO., Fublishers, New York

e e e s

BOOKS~All out of print books supplied no
matter on what subject; write me stating books
wanted; | en!e\ {w any book ever published;
when In England call and inspect my « of 50,000

books. BAKER'S GREAT BOOKSHOP, Johs
t st Birmingham, England.

I S

RARE—-Apuleius, Plato, Petronlus, Propertius,
‘l:l': Longus, Ovid, Suctonius, Martial, FRATT,
ave, .

iPurple and

'Homespun

! By Samuel M. Gardenhire

| A keen story unfolding the
| brilliant vistas of Washington[offi-
| cial life, down which the view is
nevertiring. Aself-mademanand

daughter of an ambassador. The
 reader soon suspects that there is
| a serious bar, and the mystery
makes a big story.

Bertrand of
Brittany

'By Warwick Deeping

A dashing tale of knights,
tourneys, chivalry, adventure, and
heroism, the manhood of Ber-
trand and his unselfish love, the
nobility of Tiphaine and her
simple faith, soften a story that
is wild adventure.

The Standard
of Usage
In English

Professor Lounsbury has writ-
ten a spirited and practical book
telling of the correct use of words
and showing how spoken lan-
guage not only does change, but
should change. Theaverage man
will welcome this interesting and
helpful book —it is for him.

'Astronomy with

At last here is a little book on
astronomy for us who want to
lkknow just the plain things about
the stars. No telescopes, no
special knowledge required—and
it reads like a novel—only better.

. RexBeach's The Barrier
is, of course, fhe novel
everybody’ is reading
this spring.
““The American Nation,"”" that

great 27 wol. History, is /usl com-
pleted after seven years of sc

for the asking.
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At all book-shops !o-&ay:
Side-Stepping-
with Shorty

by Sewell Ford

llustrated by F. V. Wilson. $1.50
What London says of Shorty :

“A most diverting and illu
minating book. Some of the
chapters Mark Twain would
not be ashamed of. Others are
written with all Mr. Dooley's
|| wealth of humour, keen knowl-
| edge of life and caustic shrewd-
1 ness. Over all presides the
typical Americlin’s idea of wit and
genuine fun."—London Standard.
MITCHELL KENNERLEY
Publisher  NEW YORK

SELLING BOOKS
PAYS BETTER
THAN STORING BOOKS
i WARE BOOKS ni SkTs e ol

HENRY MALKAN

18 Broadway, Naw York City
Telephonos—3187 and 31358 Broad

awork. A booklet telling of ¥ is yours

Senator sighs for the heart of the ¢

the Naked Eye~
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