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It Is very reposeful and charming to bnsk I

la the hazy lights of the distant last cen-

tury. It is near enough to be actual; far
enough to luivc taken on the indistinctness
of romance and the possibilities of pic
turesqucnesx. One may dwell in it ab in
dreams and the fictionist with skill "who

dips his pen in its inks may make tracings
exquisite and desirable.

Little. Brown & Go., of Boston,
have on their lists several of. these stories,
grounded on the facts of one hundred years
ago, and embellished with itb ropiantic
lights and shade. There is II n. Good-

win, whocharnu'duw in her" White Apions,"
The Head of a Hundred' and "The or

Cavalier;" jjr George R. R- - Rivers, in
whose "Governor's Garden" found vnrm
expressions ol approval for Its story value

and hirforinalexactitudeln narrating events

in thecarcsror Gov. Hutchinson, and wliose

new story, "Captain Fbays," claims our

present attention, and Mr. George Bridges
"Rodney, whose "In Buff and Blue" is Just
at hand, describing the doings of certain
portions of the Deluware Foot during our
glorious war for independence.

Just a word to insist the charm of
Looks of this chai actor, their good influ-

ence on the nationality of our literature,
'their inspiration to patriotic piide and
the obligation owing the publishers who
encourage these writers to furnish such
pnlatftWe and profitable literary piovcn-dc- r.

Mr. Rivers finds In the discontent ante-
cedent to and surrounding Shay's
in an analogy In labor
troubles and mass discontent of 17S6 to
nnr present uniest of 1SD7-- He makes
this small bet significant upr'sing the baBis
if a novel largely historical in fact and en-

tirely o in tcmreramentand atmosphere,
which anyone may read with piofltable
pleasure. Frcm its vivid pages one car-

ries awv a tii'thfrl and fiim impression
bf the wavs and mean, thoughts and ac-

tions, character and life, motives and
theories of the restless a century ago.

The subtitle to "Capt. Shays" is "A
ropulist or 1766." Mr. Rivers' endenvoris
to sustain the analogy hinted therein. For,
while the farmers of Massachusetts suf-

fered and hart grie-anc- for the Gov-

ernment and rich city merchant's were not
lenient with poverty, they unwlsdr com-

mitted their cause to a selfish man and a
demagogue. Thlslsafact which Mr. Rivers
accents not merely to adorn his tale, br.i
probably to point a moral to the ag-

grieved of thlsdaylest they, too, unwibely

commit themselves and their grievance to
domagogues.

Another impression carried away from
a reading or "Capt. Shays" Is that his
tary repeats itxelf again and again in
the unvarying character of human emotion
.and human passion. The questions or to-

day "were the questions or 100 years ago,
arid the methods of 100 years ago may
oecome t he methods today. (Boston: little,
Brawn & Co. "Washington: Woodward &

Lothrop.)

Tn "In Buff and Blue." the colors refer-
ring to the uniform or the soldiers of the
Colonial Army, we believe Mr. George
Bridges Rodney for th3 first tine enters the
lists with Mrs. Goodwin and Mr. Rivers as
an historical novelist of the Colonial and
Revolutionary period. By the evidence of
the story's excellence this would be

"In Burf and Blue" is alleged to be
pertain portions from the diary of Richard
Hilton, GentlPman of Haslet's Regiment
Pf Delaware Foot. Capt. Hilton, in the
reposeful twilight of his years tells the
memoirs of his youth "those dear old
days, when all was youth and love and
the gratifying sense of duty done and per
fect rest in the reward of duty done."

Haslet's Delaware Foot were a famous
regiment In the Revolution. They marched
northward in '7C to New York, and fought
nobly In the campaign about Manhattan
Island. They were close to Gen. Wash-
ington; they spent the terrible winter In
Valley Forge with him, and came glo-

riously out of the war only eighty-fou- r

strong. Mr. Rodney's romance deals de-

lightfully with the intimate side of this
period and Its people, in the words of one
who lives and acts In the present of those
Mining days. He has been to evidently
elaborate pains to provide himself a se-
cure historical foundation in fact, and only
extensive reading and faithful study or the
period could have enabled him to reproduce
so exactly its atmosphere and tempera-
ment.

"Ah! the memory of thatwinterln Valley
Forge," wrote Capt. Hilton; "the terrible
(inarches of the half-fe- half-nake- d troops;
the cold so intense that it almost gripped
one's very heart, freezing blood and bone
aud sinew, turning strong men Into little
children. I have seen men who would
never have winced under keenest pain in
oidlnary ciicumstances, cry like little
children in their anguish; their only food
dead horse meat or their own leatlier cloth-
ing: their frames and systems 60 impov-
erished by a lack of food, that a scratch
which in the cariy days of the war would
have occasioned only a laugh, would pro-
duce gangrcneor some terriblecompllcatlon
resulting often in death.

"The only quarters obtainable were rough
log cabins rudely 'chinked with mud, ad-
mitting the wind through every crack and
crevice. Half of the men at least were In-

sufficiently clothed, and many deaths
resulted from exposure alone. I have
seen men cowering over tiny fires for
wood, too, became scarce afraid to He
upon the ground for feai of freezing,
having literally not enough clothing to
keep their flesh from the frozen ground,
ltisrigliteasynow for youto sit comfortably
by your fire, a glass of hot punch on your
hand and a pipe between your teeth, and
Kay comfortably: 'All, yes, it must have
been terrible!' but you may well believe
it was another thing to see men with whom
you have shared perils and pleasures, look-
ing with envious eyes on others who had
perhaps an ounce or two of meat or flour.
Even the death of an artillery horse was
hailed with delight, for that meant a
dainty moat for some of us, and necessity
made god foragers of .all.

I have often wondered how Madame
"Washington could have borne those terri-
ble privations which she was forced to
undergo. And yet with inimitable grace
and courage she heartened every man who
came so much as within sighfof ber, and
when women lorc it so, why should we
give up?

"I sliall never forget serving once on
the staff and seeing Gen. Washington,
with tears in his eyes, stop a young fellow
named Lyons, of the Jersey line, who was
marching cheerfully along, barefooted,
ankle-dee- p Jo the snow, every step leav-
ing Mvd stains behind him.

My poor fellow,' said the general,
this is too much for you. Take this cloak

of mine and cut it into moccasins.'
'Not I. general,' replied the gallant

fellow, you'll need It yonrrelf. sir, and
m long as my feet Weed, why, they can't I

freeze and he laughed at his own wit."
(Bostou: Little, Brown & Co. Washington;
"Woodward & Lothrop.)

M. .Thlcs Ivenialtre lias this to say of the
traditional mysterious dignity of letters

and art: "It ought to be generally known
that literature and art are not professions
which confer of themselves on those who
choose them a mysterious dignity, or spe-

cial titles to the consideration of others
We owe no awful respect to the young
men who embrace a 'literary career,' for
there are far too many of them; and it is
very fine to call one's self a writer or an
artist, since it can be done without justify- -

in? it bv a single proof that it is true.
Nor should one have the least scruple in
discouraging the young people who arc suf-

fering from the disease of writing. Those
of them who have talent will either suc-

ceed in nr.y casein spite of all hindrances,
else will display it In other professions
unexpected and useful Tonus; so that

neither their aitislic sensibility nor their
imagination will be lost."

Frank R. Stockton is evidently willing
to rest on his la in els. This does not mean
that he Is willing to reston hlsonrs. These
two similar phrases mean entirely different
things. He is not resting on his; oars, for
both hands are busy, as lK)th hands can
lie at one time in the operation of writing,
making stories for the magazines. Tliua
only last week his adm'rern read with de-

light In Seribner'h Magazine his
'

Resting oii his laurels means tliat he is
satisfied Aiflth what he has accomplished.
This Is evidenced by his last volume of
stories, bearing the attractive tltlp. "The
Story Toiler's Pack." In preparing this
lie has not gone to fields that are green or
pastures new. but lias loosed together some

d sheafs, which we recognise
as products of the magazine crops of many
seasons ago. But lie has been discrim-
inating in his compilations, and each of the
stories was doubtless compelled to pass a

sort or examination before it
was released from the paper covers to tl.
permanency of book form.

These stories are ten. Perhaps In the
recitation of their names you will recall
an old friend or two. There are 'The'Magic Egg," "The Playing Powers of
Sir Rohan," "The Widow's Cruise.'
"Love Berore Breakfast," "The Bishop's

Ghost and the Printer's Baby," "Cap-
tain Ell's Best Ear," "As One Woman to
Ano'her," "My Well, and What Game Out
of It," "Stephan Sharrldge's Christmas"
and "My Unwilling Neighbor."

Iu "A Word to Begin With" Mr. Stock-
ton tells some Interesting things alioutilnj
story-teller'- s pack. For the credtbllity
of his hypnotic story of "The Magic Egg"
he asks that judgment be deferred until Ihe
beginning of the twentieth century. That
is comfortable avoidance. The virtue in
the story of "Sir Rohan" Is the evidence
to the fact Uiat a roan horse never has
anything the matter with him. He holds
"Love Berore Breakfast" arrertionately,
because, though the people and the events
be pure fiction, the settingis his own home.
The ghost story he discloses ii set In the
poet's corner of Westminster Abbey, near
Chaucer's tomb. He tells other interesting
tilings, besides acknowledging theliiriuence
of Dickens' Christmas stories in wrjtlug
his own two in this collection.

The whole pack is gcod, but there Is
one of them that Is worththe whole pack.
Tt Ipso thoroughly breezy and Imaginative
in Stockton's freest and most untrammeled
style, as if the ropes and anchors had been
castoffand an tinfettc red sail had been given
to the breeze or his fancy. He Is at his
best In this style or story. He is an in-

imitable liar. The untruth moves unblushi-
ng)- from his pen. whcieas, irhis Ink had
any sense of it would turn
from black torcdln distilling this audacious
mendaciry. Stockton Invents and Writes
lleswithaplausibilityMunchauseii couldn t
assume, and which only finds its prototype

F. J.

In hlRown neighbor, Will Gillette, who acts
them with such delicious abandon.

Firstlethlmspeakot this particular story
for himself: "This being an age of womanly
endeavor, it was pleasant to chronicle in
The "Widow's Cruise,' the very suc-

cessful endeavor of a good woman, not only
to rise to the level of the male mailtlmo
yarn, but to soaralxive it and to look with
pardonable contempt upon certain persona
of the opposite sex, who had underest-
imated her mental grasp."

But Stockton did it- - He inspired the
four captains with their whoppers, and it
was his malicious spirit of revenge and a
playful anticipation of Joyous icsults upon
the reader that sustained him in the words
he put into the widow's mouth.

Briefly, the Widow Bucket and her
Miss Dorcas Networthy, one even-

ing entertained four transient sea captains
at supper, and listened to their stories af-

terward, while they sat on the front stoop
and smoked their pipes. Soon after the
conversation began It leached that j.Klnt
at which Capt. Bird thought it prorcr to
say thata gi ea tmany strange thingshappen
to seamen sailing on the sea which lands-peopl- e

never dteam of. It only needed
the widow to lemark: "Such as any thing
in particular?" to plunge Dorcas into
expectancy, and tile captains into their
yarns. Now here is the challenge that
four more delightful lies were never told
than were told by these four captains,
saving always the widow's iejoinder, wliicli
eclipses anything.

Capt. Bird told how a whale once struck.

into the stern of his vessel with such tre-

mendous rorce that it went halt way into
her hull. Of course the water came in, too,

and the crew expected to see the ship sink

in juBt fiftyfive seconds. But they
reckoned without their guest. For as
fu6t as the water came lu the whale
drank it in and spouted it out of the two
blow holes In the top of hlsheadaud through
an open hatchway into the ea again,
while with ids tall as a propeller he pusned
them into port.

Cupt. Sanderson- - said he never knew of
anything queerer than what happened to
a big steam ship that he chanced to be on,

which ran into an island In a fog. Every
body on board thouglitthe shipwas wrecked,
but it had twin screws and was going at
such tremendous speed that it turned the
island entirely upside down and sailed
over it aud he had heard tell that now
people sailing over the spot could loott
down Into the water and see the roots of
the trees aud th2 cellars ofthe houses.

Capt. Duress told how he was once on
a ship carrying an obelisk, when they
found themselves approaching a bank- -

Without the obelisk they could have sailed
over. But thecaptaliintade his plans quick-

ly and acted. Under full head he plunged
against the bank with uch force tnat the
obelisk shot out of the low end and the
lightened ship sailed freely oyer the bank.
One man was jarred overboard, but-h-

was saved, because whon the obelisk
plunged iuto the sea, the )uU end being;
lieavic-t- , went down first, and as it stood,
there and was' a big obelisk, It stood five
feet out of water. The lilHipglyphlus be-

ing fine and deep, the sailer climbed up

them and waited at the apex till a small
boat was sent for him.

Capt. Jenkinson told how he had once
found a shark winking at him In the mid
die of an iceberg. He liberated Jiin with
a Failing needle, and the famine of a
thousand years was broken, the shark,
lk'ing being still alive.

The widow listened patiently aud was
either luc'tcd or encouraged to tell her
yam. her only remark on the stories be-

ing that "you sailor men certainly see
strange tilings,-- " and the strangest thing
about them Is that they aie true " She
told how ene started across the boy to
take a can of oil to her sister-in-la- A
storm broke out before shi was a quarter
of a mile fiom shore and the most

weather prevailed She poured
out about a tumblerful of oil on the water
and instantly rlieie was a placid mill pond
around her, while- the storm raged beyond
Its narrow limits. But she figured out she
would have no oil for her sister-u- t law If
she used enough to create calm mill ponds
all the '.ay across.

Ju-- t then the can toppled over and she
lost all her oil. Despairing, she glanced
down and saw through a hole In the bot-
tom of the boat the placid water below
and the hard sand bottom. Then she
conceived the idea or blowing the can full
of air, jumping through the bottom or the
boat and walkingon the bay's bed to shore,
sucking wind from the can each time her
own gave out. Tills fertile scheme suc-
cumbed at the sight or a turtle. But, re-
membering the science or childhood, she
stood on the seat, which was dry, and
rubbed the bottom of her shoes backward
and forward with such violence that she

.pretty soon got full of electricity, as
when you glide over the caipet and light
the gas. Then bhe sprang into the water
and swam ashore. She couldn't sink, she
was full of electricity. Tiiecaptains listened
in silent patience: then, also silently, paid
for their suppers and went away.

You can seethe extravagant fun of these
yarns even divested or the charm or .Mr
Stockton's stlic elaboration. The pub-
lishers have embalmed the book in beau-tir-

paper and type face, and Inclosed
it in a stunning cover. (New York:
Charles Scrihner's Son3. Washington:
Woodward & Lothrop.)

In summing up the permanent gains of
the literature of fiction during the past
twelve months, first place will doubtless
be given "King Noanet," by F. J. Stlm-so-

heretofore known In a less ambitious
and commanding position among writers as
J. S. of Pale. The new novel is a charm-
ing romance of our early Colonial days,
and more nearly realizes the Ideal of such

STIMSON.

a story than anything heretofore done.
"We present Mr. Stimson's portrait this
morning. Frederic Jesup Stimson was bom
m Dedhain, Mass., July 20, 1855. He pass-
ed his boyhood iu Dubuque , Iowa; went to
school in Dedham, Mass., aud Switzerland",
and graduated from narvard College in
1876 and law..school 1878. At that time
he was one of the editors of the old
Harvard Lampoon, and wrote with J. T.
Wheelwright "Rollo's Journey to Cam-
bridge." "Guerndale," which he nearlycom-plete- d

before leaving Cambridge, was pub-
lished in 1882, and followed by "Mrs.
Knollys" and a "First Love L.etter," two
widely-copie- d n.agazine stories. The for-
mer preceded by a year or more Tennysoa's
poem on the same plot. "Stimson's Law
Glossary'' had before been published by
Little, Brown & Co. About l8S4-'8-5 Mr.
Stimson was assistant attorney general of
Massachusetts, and since then has prac-
ticed law iu Boston and New York. The
first volume of this "monumental" work
oa American statistics and constitutions
appeared in 1886, and this year ne put
forth two important contributions to the
law of the labor question, in which lie Is
deeply interested. His works of fiction,
necessarily written In periods of leisure,
he takes sonietlmss yeaTS to execute and
mature; but has written some novels in
the fifteen years since "Guerndale," be-
sides "The King's Men," written in col-

laboration with J. B. O'Reilly, Robert
Grant and J. T. Wheelwright, This novel
was not, however, a success. Mr. Stimson
Is also at woik on a thoughtful book to
"be called "The Ethics of Democracy,"jmrts

u"-'-

of which appear from time to time In Scrib-ner-'s

Magazine.

One of the most Industrious and scholarly
of Scotch archaeologists is Dr W. M. Ram-
say, of Aberdeen University. He is also
a theologian of note and an historical stu-
dent of wide research. His works include
a history of the church In the Roman Em-
pire betore A. D. 70, and an account of
St. Paul, the traveler and the Roman citi-
zen. To these Important and much-value- d

writings he has now added his "Impressions
of Turkey," gathered during twelvo
years' wanderings In Asiatic Turkey and
Asia Minor.

The book comeo with opportune tlmeli- -

''"-&-
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ness. Just now there is great interest In
the Turkandhlsco relatives, the Armenians
and the Greeks, and relating to them,
their Interests, character, association
and environment are assured of welcome
andconsidcratlon. Or. Ramsay wrltesafter
an extensive experience, and ids writing
is the carefully digested impressions of
Intimacy aud study. It Is fairer to write
a book urter lung acquaintance with your
subject, but It is not so easy, as he points
out.

one who remains only a few months in
an Eastern country tees the pictinesquo
facts. Is impressed with the salient Tcaturcs
of the couutiy. the people aud the life, and
the facts gioup themselves in a stiong,
emphatic, uniried picture-On- e

leains how simple Oriental life and
character are, how easy it is to gorn
an Oriental race; howmalla matter it Is
to uudeistandHhe Eastern question: how
quickly he would clear up the of
the Turkish dlrrlculty if 'lie had the oppui-tunit-

He in not troubled with contra-dlctoi- y

Impressions,- because he has had
no time to receive ihein' He has seen only
one side, and the novelty and interest of
his experiences have impressed that side
so stiongly that he is rilled with the
consciousness of new knowledge and the
power it gives.

But time, travel, experience and as-

sociation right all that. When the months
have growniatoyearsot acqualntauye.oiie
doesn't rind the Eastern Question so easy
to underitand. One has had time to see
more, and finds that every one of his
earliest impressions is contradicted by
some later experience; that every state-
ment which he formerly made without
hesitation has moie doubtrul.
One no longer makes broad and sweep-
ing assertions and generalizations, for he
feels that they are unfair to some extent
and to someof his knowledge.

Dr. Ramay's statement of this case Is
truthrul to a degree. He has paved away
for him to walk over his ground, but in
the light of his narratives it can scarcely
be said that he has risen above the neces-
sity for this apology. He seems to be
overcome by the diversity of his experi-
ence. He wavers and is unwilling to as-
sert anything positively But he is mani-
festly and studiously fair He gives the
reader ills experiences exactly us he re-

ceived them., and he doubtless hoped there-
by to convey to him the impression created
thereby on himself .

It is hard to take away any other defi-
nite impression from Dr. Ramsay's book
except that though limited in civilized
social Irfe and attendant cleanliness,
Greek, Turk', and Armenian cannot bo
generalized as wholly gcod, wholly bad,
or wholly indifferent, but like the gen-
erality of mankind, some are rich In vir-
tue, others sordidly poor. Tne work is
valuable as the scrupulously honest ex-

pression of a scholar of extensive Inti-
macy with his subject and as a discussion
of a people of present consuming Interest.

Dr.Rnmsay does notprofess acquaintance
with Turkish city lire. He devoted him-
self to the villages. From his accounts
the quietc-s- t and most uninteresting spot
on earth is a Turkish village. There are
no stores. In one of the most impoitant
trading villages he found no change for
coin. The inhabitants come and sit about
a stranger and expect to be entertained
But they are poor conversationalists, ap-
parently. He notes one occasion when the
idlers sat about and no one said a word
for two and one-ha- hours. Yet in the first
Hue of his prefaca he professes a love for
Asiatic Turkey and its people.

Speaking of the Armenian troubles and
the Turkish massacres the writer says:
"To appreciate what was the situation to
the verge of whlchthe Armenians were of ten
brought, and which they felt as a danger
continually threatening them in case
they displeased their masters and a Tiot
was roused, one must conceive what has
always been the character of a thorough-
going Turkish massacre. It does not mean
mcrclj that thousands are killed daily by
sword, the torture or the fire. It does
not mean merely that everything they pos-

sess is stolen, their houses and shops
looted and often burned, every article
worth a halfpenny- - taken, the corpses
stripped. It does not mean merely that
Ihe survivors are left penniless, without
food, sometimes literally stark naked.
That is only the beginning, the lighter,
brighter side of a Turkish massacre.

"Sometimes when the Turks have
been especially merciful, they have of-

fered their victims escape from death
by accepting Mohammedanism. But as to
the darker side of Turkish massacre-perso- nal

outrage and shame take what
the more n historians of former
times have told; gather together the
details of the "most horrible and inde-

scribable outrages that occasional crimi-

nals of hair-lunat- character commit in
this country; Imagine" these criminals col- -

lected in thousands; heated with tho

hard work of murder, inciting each other
aud vying with each other, encouraged
by the government officials with promise
of impunity and hope of plunder Imagine
the result if you can, and you will have
some faint idea of the massacres in the
eastern part of Turkey.

"There haB been no exaggeration in the
worst accounts of the horrors of Armenia.
A writer with the vivid imagination of
Dumas and theknowledgeof evil that Zola
possesses could not attain, by any de-

scription, the effect that the sight of one
massacic in the. Kurdish patt of Armenia
would produce on any spectator. The
Kuidish part of Armenia is the 'black
country.' It has become a charncl house.

JI5AX

tungle

become

One dare not ent:r it. One cannot think
about it. One knows not how many
maimed, mutilated, outraged Armenians
are still living there." (New York: G.
1 Putnam's- Sons. Washington: liren-tano- .)

The recent death of Miss Jean Ingelow
took away a poetess whose name was
probably better known In America, than
her verse. However, she was a writer of
a long list of works aud stood higii in the
estiem of the critics and the readers of
her days of achievement.

Mlsa Ingelow was the daughter of a
.Lincolnshire banker, and was born at Bos-

ton in 3S20. She published her f list col-

lection cf rcen.s, "A Rhyming Chronicle
of Incidents and Feelings," anonymously

in Ifcso. In the following year appeared
a story of hers in rhyme, called "EUerton
and Dreux." Amongherlaterwritingswcre
"Home Thoughts and Home Scenes"' 18G."i),

"Deborah's Cook and the Lonely Rook,"
"Grandmother u Shoes," "The Suspicious
Jackdaw and theLifeot John Snilth,""The
Minnows with Sliver Talis," "Studies
for Stories," "A Story of Doom" C18G7).

"A Sister's Bye-hour- (1868), "The
Little Wonder-Horn- " (1872) and "The
High Tide on the Coast of Lincolnshire,
1571" (1S33).

Miss Ingelow was also the author of a
number of novels which were almost as
popular over here as In England. The best
known are "Off the Skelllgs" US72),
"Fated to be Free" (1875), "Don Juan"
(J 676), and "Sarah de Berenger" (1880).
Both her poetry and verse were marked by
grcat refinement and deep religious feel'
ing. She may have been sentimental,
but her work wasalways ingood taste.

In 1892 Miss Ingelow talked to an In-

terviewer of her early life in Lincolnshire:
"My favorite retreat was a lofty.room lu
the old housf, where there was a low
window which ovcilooked the river. The
windows had the good shut-
ters whkh folded back against the walls.
I would open these shutters and write my
verses and songs on them and fold them
back again. My mother came In one day
and discovered them; many of them were
transmitted to paper and preserved." OT

her brother, with whom she lived at Ken-

sington, she said: "He ofrered to con-

tribute to have the MSS. printed, and my
mother went with me to the publisher-M- r.

Longman. He wasmost kind, and took
the matter up warmly. In the firt year
four editions of a thousand copies each
were sold, and this first volume has been
republished again and yet again, until it
has reached its twenty-sixt- h edition."

Messrs. Roberts. Bros., by whose per-

mission we. publish the accompanying
portrait of Miss Ingelow, are her Amer-

ican publishers.

Andrew William Hammond, of this city,
has dramatized his unpublished novel,
"George Marlowe, Artist and Tramp," an
autobiography, and has published it under
the name, "The Poisonpd Chalice." He
calls it d romantic drama of American life,
and has draughted it into five acts. It
makes a pretty and handy booklet, and will
be read with hopeful interest by hla friends.

Mrs. Alexander's latest story, "Mrs.
Crichton's Creditor," is comparatively short,
fitting snugly into one of the Lotus Li-

brary booklets. It is a pretty story, full of
the tender sweetness which invests and
distinguishes all ol this writer's tales.

The creditor In the case, is a youug Eng-

lish naval officer, who one day sees a beau-

tiful woman in a pawnbroker's shop. A
few evenings after he meets her at a fash-

ionable dinner and lie discovers that she is
a childhood sweetheart. Hh feels the old
love revive, but she is married; she is Mrs
Crichton. She Is struguling with the prob-

lem of a poor girl marrying an avariciously
rich man. The husband is rude and brutal,
even in his treatment of his beautiful
wife, but she seeks to redeem her poverty
by pledging her jewels. These in turn the
young naval officer redeems for her and
becomes her creditor. The husband dies
suddenly, and the way would seem to be
open for the debtor to pay her creditor
with the hand and heart he desires. But
she does not, and the end is one of life's
stern realities. (Philadelphia: J. B.

& Co. Washington: Woodward &
Lothrop )

All of us who have been bored or
amused by the stock situations and de-

vices of dramatists and novelists will find
sympathetic enjoyment in tho following
from Charles Battell Loomls on "The
Bull, the Girl and the Red Shawl," con-

tributed to last week's Critic:
"There is no incident in all the realms

of literature, from the 'penny dreadful' up
to the three-volum- e novel, that has af-

forded so much material for the pen of
the writer of fiction as the delightful epi-

sode of the bull, the young girl with the
red shawl and the young girl's lover..
Sometimes the cast includes the lover's

hated rival, but the story, may be told
without using him.

"Itis thirty-oddyea- slncel cameacross
this thrilling adventure In the pages of a
child's book, very popularutthe time. How
well I remember how my young blood to

be exact, my seven-year-ol- d blood thrilled
as 1 mentally watched this frail girl, with,

a start of just three feet, lead the
and horribly savage bull In a

300-yar- d sprint, only to trip at last on the
only obstruction in the ten-acr- e field;
how, just as the bull reached her, she fiunff
her red shawl a few yards to tne ngnu

afterlt; ever the training In glanc-ho- w

how the bull, leaving her,
and trembling, ran to j

ing over the index, one la
stone wall and managed to vault it just aa
her lover, a brawny blacksmith, who had
seen the whole affair at too great a dis-

tance to be of immediate service, reached
the wall and received her In hlsarms. 'Oh,

Kens-ton,- ' she murmured, 'you liavn saved
my life!' and then she ralnted-a- nd I be-

lie e the bull at up the shawl. At any
rate. Its part In that particular story was
ended.

"I wc always relt that, thrilling as the
scene was, it had not been worked for all
it was worth; but an extensive
sine'e then has brought me to the conclu-isio- n

that, f rst and last, it has been worked
for its full value.

"ThencxttlmethatI read tne enthralling
narrative, I was some years elder, but the
memory of the other telling was still fresh
within me; and when. In the second chap-

ter, 1 read about a savage old bull, one
the property of 'Squire Flint, the

meanest man in the county-n- ot that his
meanness had anythlngtodo with the story,
but Itis one or the conventions that a sav-

age bull shall beowned bya cicss, crabbed
aud thoroughly stingy man -- I say when
I had read thus far, my pulse quickened.
Inexpcric'nccd as I was-- , I somcl'.ow sensed
the coming situation. I Seemed to know
as by clairvoyance that, however limited
the heroine's wardrobe nlight be in some
rtspoc ts, there was one article apparel
that she surely possessed, or would possess,
lutimetomecttheexigencies. True enough,
in the very next chapter, her maiden aunt,
a saintly old lady of ninety, died and

to her sorrowing niece a red pon-
gee shawl of gieat value -- as a
The book had seemed prosy atthc start, but
now that 1 knew what was coming, and
tiiat it was that that was coming, I read .

on breathlessly.
"Needless to say that, the next chap-

ter, the young girl rell in love with a
strapping young fellow, who immediately
proposed that they take a walk. How-we- ll

I knew, though they did not, where
that walk Avould lead them. The mad bull

In tills case it was mad, although any
old bull will do, :nad or not-w- as rampant
in a lot a mile south of the young girl's
house, and they started to walk due north;
but I knew Tull well that thsy would need
to cross that particular pasture before they
got homeland a few pages later fouudthem
climbing over the stone wall into the
bull's domain, and then they walked along,
i tne tit only on their new-roun- d happiness.
The day was chilly (in the middle of a
particularly hot July) , so tliat the girl could
have an excuse to wear her red shawl.

Now, having brought two of the actors
on the stage, the cue was soon given to
the bull, and In a momentthe happylovers.
felling the ground tremble beneath their
feet, turned and saw Hector, his horns
gyrating with rage, his eyes bulging out
and his Lead lowered as he thuuderd along,
stialghr. for the pongee bequest. To take
her under his strong arm and to rush for-

ward were the only things for the young
man to do, and he did them; and then, the
rest ran as per schedule. I believe that in
this case the young man threw the girl into
atrea and then plunged down a woodchuck's
hole. At any rate the girl was unharmed.
That is the one unalterable formula in
constructing these bull stories; save the
girl You may break the young
man's leg or arm, and you may do what
you will with the bull, hut the young girl
must come through unscathed.

"It was years before this in-

cident' Ceased to hold me, aud in that time
how many changes were rung on it. Once
only was the red shawl absent, and I

how in the world the bull was
to be infuriated, as he was a singularly
mild beast in the earlier and on
May Days had been festooned with gar-

lands. Then, loo, the girl was in deep
mourning for her lover. But the ten-acr- e

lot was all right, and as the author
was a clever man I felt that he would find
a way to run the act with a small cast
and no properties. So I read on, and after
wondering, together with the girl her-
self, what could have caused the peace-
ful old bovine to chase her, tail up and
head down, the full length of a particu-
larly long pasture, she and I found out,
when she realized that, the day being
sunny, she had picked up her cousin's
parasol, which was, necessarily, of a bril-

liant scarlet. She hid no lover, for, as I
say, had died two chapters before the
book was hegun; but she did have pres
ence of mind, and so she Inserted the point
of the parasol In the bull's mouth and then
opened it, and while he was extracting
it with his forepaws she readied the fence
and vaulted Jt in the usual way.

"The possibilities or the are by
no means exhausted, and so far from 'Amos
Judd' being the last story which it was
used,, I saw it in a tale published this
month; and this time with the full

hatedrival, lover. redshawland
all; but for me it had lost its zest. To
be sure, if they would make the hero an
athlete and have him bravely stand his
ground, while the girl climbed to the top
of an enormous elm, and then, just as the
bull lowered his head to toss him, have the
hero jump high in the air and make the
bull pass beneath him, and as he reached
ground again, seize the bull, not by the
horns, hut by the tall, and, swinging It
threetimes around his head.dashitagain.M
a tree and stun it jhatls. if its tail were
securely welded to its bod y there would be
unoriginal on the subject. And
if its tail were but loosely fixed to it,
the hero could pull it out and the bull,
filled with Would walk off

and humiliated
"But pending that form of the story,

I am studiously all novels that
contain heroines with red shawls, or that
make early reference to fierce bulls, or
that speak of a certain ten-ac- lot. pe-

culiarly adapted for lovers' peregrinations.
For. like the successful burglar. I know the
combination."

An Eavesalropper.
Speaking of Horatio Seymour at the

Cogburn Club last evening, the old politi-

cal member was reminded of the following
anecdote, which, he asserted, the governor
used to tell on himself:
'I had Just taken my seat in the raiiway

carriage when I noticed two ministerial
looking incnin front of me," said the gov-
ernor. " 'Do you know this Horatio Sey-
mour? asked one. 'No,' came the answer,
'althoughlhaves'eenhim.' 'Htiveyou? Then
1 pray you to tell me how looks."
'Well, helookB what he is- -a great drunk
ard,' answered the one who had seen the
governor.

" 'Ah,' said the questioner sadly, 'it's a
great pity that he should be governor- - I
understand that lie owns an interest in
more than half the s in Utlca.
'Yes,' was the response, 'and he has to
look out for them in the morning, as he is
always too drunk in the afternoon to
attend to that or any other business. T

pricked up my cars," concludedthegovernor,
"fori wascurlous to know whathadcaused
these two to go for me so severely. Pres-
ently I discovered. 'Have you seen his
Thanksgiving proclamation?' one.
'Yes, and I think it scandalously infidel.'
'So do I.' And yet that proclamation was
written by the rector the leading Episco- -

1 pal church, in Albany." Utlca Observer.

THE CONGRESS OP MOTHERS.

The reiort the first session of tha
annual Congress of Mothers baa Just been,
issued. It makes a book of considerable
size and much Interest, and contains, of
course, alJ the in full. From
Eome paragraphs which, went floating
about the country, penned by the mora
or lees idle and uninformed scribbler, IS

might have been supposed that these
speeches were made principally by men, or
unmarried women, who, of course, could,
not be supposed to know anything what- -

or of children.plunged
she, weak t!t however,

reading

so,
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of

in

unharmed.

'moving
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chapters
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incident

in

treatment
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mayed
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of speeches

forcibly struck with the fact that out o

the thirty-on- e speeches made at the con-

ference fully two-third- s were made by
women whose names began '"Mrs." Of
the other third, three of the unmarried
women were kindergartners, and one, a
physical culture teacher, spoke oa that
toplo.

One of the men who spoke was Frank
Hamilton Cushlng. who related his

of Zunl women, and as his
facilities for observation in this direction
probably have besn better than those
of any married lady in the United States.if
a paper on motherhood among uncivilized
races was to be had, that was probably
the best way to get it. Another of tho
masculine speakers was a musician of
wtue prominence, who spoke of music in
the home: another was a man who has
spent a large part of his life in studying
children scientifically, and still another
speaker was a physician.

The gathering was, in short, simply a
gigantic enlargement of the
neighborhood sewing society, agalnat which
the most rampant opponent of women's
rights never breathed a word,, and as
foi the children of the speakers, thej were
frequently brought along to enjoy Wash-
ington with their mothers, or, if they
were not, grandmothers and aunts still
exist In the world, and the child who can-
not exist one week without Its mother
is something or a rarity. The mothers
congress was a grand success. The only
people who attempted to find fault with
it were people wbo proved by their incor-
rect remarks that they knew nothing
whatever about it except through their own
fertile imaginations.

Mr. Cushing's paper on the Zunis, which
was a part of the first day's program,
is one or the most beautiful as well aa
most interesting of all the addresses, and
no woman who heard it could have failed
to feel more deeply that human nature
and mother nature are the sajne every-
where, and that in many races known to
us as savages there are tender and poetic
customs and gentle traits, and deep thought
and Telling, which put many
civilized nations to shame. Honoring
motherhood, as the first and mosj; divine
relation of the human race, the Zunis
regard the mother with a reverence which
is a part of their very nature, not put
on as a. cbivalric custom, as it is too
often done in Anglo-Saxo- n civilization.

It is a melancholy fact that about two-thii-

of proverl ial Indian wickedness is
the resultof contact with the white man.
Civilization i!o;s not consist In railways
and machinery and printed calicoes, but in
high thought and kindly actions, and the
ancient civilization of the Zunis was la
this respect very far above the ordinary life
of the American white man. So It would
appear, at least, from Mr. Cusbing's de
scription, and he surely ought to know.for
the man who Iivesln peace amonga people
always knows them better than the man
who meets them In war

In a book so full of interesting papers,
one cannot pick aud choose, but may only
quote at random, sure that any selection
will be good. Oa the same afternoon of
Mr. Cushing's address came a short paper
from Mrs Frances narper. of Philadelphia,
on "Tne Mother." in which
she says:
"I do not aak any special favor for the

colored mother. Only let us be tried by
the same rules and judged by the sama
standards as are other people But I do
ask you to give what we cannot touch
with our hands, theldeal thing"? that cannoc
be nieasuied nor weighed, just thosa things
which gold is too poor to buy kind words
and holy wishes. I ask that; you will do
what you can do to create a public opin-
ion which will not class the worthy and
the worthless together. If you want ua
to act as women , treat us as women

Now, if there is anything
or unreasonable in this, what is it?.

Mrs. Balllngton Booth spoke on "Mothcra
to the Motherless." She thinks that the
woman whoe hears is large enough to
take in some of the nnmothered of the
world ll be no less the embodiment
of all tenderness and care to her own
little ones. As a matter of fact, if all
women could realize their duties t the
motherless littleoaesot their neighbors there
would be no need of herding theoi out
in orphan asylums.

One of the partleularly earnest f.nd well
written papers was by Mrs. Alice Lee
Moque, on "Reproduction and Natural
Law." She is of the opinion that hap-
hazard marriages and reckless

are responsible for niuchof thesln and
weakness of the race, which Is probably
true; and she insists emphatically tnat it
is the duty of every man and woman of
marrying age to see that the coming race
Is bora right. It is not her idea that
God wishes human beings to comeinto the
world with defective bodies and minds
and morals. Somebody is responsible for
these happenings, and Mrs. Moque makes
her point so plain that anybody can see
it and feel 1 1.

Mrs. Cotton, of Falkland, N. C, spoke
In a most Interesting way of "A National
Training School for Women." It has been
a bewildered Impression In the minds of
many people that the higher education of
women was missing its mission some-
where, if it did not tram thom to be horae-keepe- rs

and good wives and mothers.
There were people who objected to all
higher education or women on that

But Mrs Cotton's idea is that sucl
training Is possible in other ways than In
theold. helter-skelte- r fashion, in which the
daughter of a good mother was well
trained, and the daughter of an incom-
petent mother, or the child whose mother
was not living, got no training at all.

She plana a way iu which this education
shall be given scientifically, and all the
helps which women formerly gou from
each other, or from their husbands, IC

their husbands happened to be scientific
men, and which never got further than
one family or one neighborhood, shall be
given to a large class of girls together.
It looks very much as If this might bethe
next development In woman's education,
which is, after a'l, not a century old yet.

Altogether, this report of the proceedings
of one of the most unique gatherings
America ever saw Is extremely fascinating.
and the scraps of it here given are very
inadequate in showing its Interest and
value.

Encllsh Liberality.
Live heroes, when they serve In tho

ranks, can always count on shabby treat-
ment from the British authorities. When
the transport ship, "Warren Hastings, with
1,246 souls on board, went ashore on the
rocks of the Island of Reunion last Jan--
uary in a pitch-dar- k night with a heavy
sea running, all hngJand rang with praise
of the bravery and discipline of the troops,
who stood drawn up in companies on the
deck till the women and children were
saved, and then went ashore as they were
told off. Many of the officers were then
mentioned In orders, and some wore pro-
moted. All the soldiers and their families
lose all their baggage. After sK months
the war department allows each man $6
to renew hls lilt, and each family $2.50
as compensation, for lost property. New
York Sun.
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