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he takes his place in the lower rank of the whole character. No claim. Kipling's
literary artists, those who like Bert Harte moral teachings, direct and indirect,
or Dickens arz at their best only in the ab- rather foster tl weaknesses to which
normal; not with the higher type of Americans and E are liable, than
balanced and sane artists, like I'lelding give them a trus 1l. The worship of
or Thackeray. action and achieven . the vulgarity of

What claim have this worship of action the falsely named ‘‘practical spirit.,” the
and this style, devoid of the highest san- absence of distinction In manners and
ity and nobleness. as ideals of life? Tor speech, are recognized sins of ours, These

a style is part of life; it tinges and colors tendencies have helped Mr. Kipling's mar-
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“I have been wonderfully helped in my
work. Of course I was powerless alone.
The wealthlest people in the city held
up my hands.”

Then the man's talents are two, T sea.
He can work, ardently, relentlessiy; and
he can marshal ranks to work under his
direction.

“Who have been some of your helpers:’

“It would take all day to name even a
small proportion. The Vanderbilts, the
Astors, Mr. Plerpont Morgan and Seth
Low are names that are familiar to you.
They have given great ald as great bless-
ings have been theirs. But there are
other names that you would not recog-
nize and yet they stand written as
proudly because they represent the
widow’s mite.”

“The late Mrs., Willlam Vanderbilt gave
largely through you, did she not?”

“She was a woman of much charity, and
ghe put annuvally Into my hands $100,000
to'be used, not for asglums and charitabla
institutions, but to be bestowed person-
ally. She wanted it used not =0 muvch
for the voor of the slums as for the poor
who had known the better side of life—
the saddest people that the world holds.
I found old people sometimes for whom
the money would purchase an entrance to
a home, and there are overworked clergy-
men who have to thank Mrs. Vanderblit
for a breathing space in the country.
The money provided respectable clotnes
for men who could not seek employment
looking like vagrants, and it helped many
& would-he teacher to the necessary train-

S EXFERIENCE OF. THRBEE

MS.

Ah, but Mrs.
ughtful woman!"
e Bishop fell to musing. It occurred
that Mrs. Vanderbilt had not done
thinking for herself. Who found

le and the tired clergy-
Who

Vanderblit was =&

ld-be teachers?
loan bureau?"’
an odd experi-
i it has lasted sev-
seems to be on a sure

of our

as been

the charitable pawnshop?’
apparently disliked the
admitted that the Loan

possibility of such a thing oe-
o me one day when a woman told
t she had nothing left but her
d's wedding gift, a pair of ear-
id that she had tried to raise
on them to no avail. I thought
the matter, and the upshot was
yroposed my plan to Dr. Greer
of St. Bartholomew's Church. ' The bu-
reau has been established in connection
with that church’'s mission, and it thrives.
Good value I8 given, small interest AQe-
manded, and where articles are not re-
deemed sharp on time they are held a
little longer to give the owner a chance.
8o very few things are ever soid. They
are usually redeemed sooner or later, but
the owner does not feel llke an object of
charity.”

“Is it true that you llved for three
months in the slums of New York?'

‘“Yes,"” heszitatingly.

“What was your object in so doing? I
understand that you did not carry
tracts.”

The Bishop has a sense of humor. I
squirms in the corners of his mouth ln&
makes merry in his light gray eyes.

“No. I did not carry tracts. As for
my object—one must live among neople
in order to learn them, and one must
learn them in order to halp them. I went
to a mission house where 1 could find de-
cent lodging—it is situated in the midst
of the most destitute quarter of the city.
I could not do much, the suffering is so
great, but I went among the homes and
the sweatshops and T was one of those
people as far as possible—T made friends
among them and I learned taeir neeu~
When I went back among the fortunate
ones I could tell them of the need and
speak as cne having authority.”

“I have heard that your family were
opposed to the experiment.”

“Oh, they had a notion that T was eet-
ting old—I, at only 63. I am too old for
pleasure, perhaps, but not for work. And
my days of pleasure are not all over.
I enjoy sociable little dinners to-day.”
KATHRYN MARCH.
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velous talent in the attalnment of his
freat popularity. No one need grudge
1im the least trifle of his fame; but we
should all be careful not to take him too
seriously as a moral force, and should be
on our guard against his encouragement
of our narrowness and our commonness.

The truth is that most of us need more
to believe in ideas than in acts. We need
to recognize that even the material con-
ditions of modern life—machinery, ralil-
roads, telegraphs—are due to an ldea, a
way of thinking called the scientific spirit.
We need to be convinced that laws and
customs, governments and states, are
ideas, created by, men of thought. New-
ton and Helmholtz, Locke, Rousseau and
Mill, and thousands of unknown and si-
lent workers, are the makers of our mod-
ern world. The United States i8 not made
by an act, but by an idea. Clvilization {s
a set of {deas. The advance of civiliza-
tion is the acquisition by the mass of men
of points of view more and more closely
approximately accurate, and of ideas
more and more completely covering the
phenomena of human experience. It is
the despised, persistent, ineffective scholar
who teaches the world and who leads the
march of ideas.

The demand for action, above every-
thing the logical {issue of which is the
worship of war-for the soldier is the true
man gamlnn—is inimical to the highest
civiliz&tion: and the fnfluence of Mr. Kip-
ling's work is perceptibly injurious in low-
ering the ideals of those who are most
affected by his writings.

These. ungracious comments on an
author entitled to love and honor very far
this side ldolatry have been wrung from
an unwilling hand by Mr. Kipling's in-
judieious insistence on his own narrow
and inadequate view of life. A clear rec-
ognition of its narrowness and of the
somewhat extravagant character of his
art need not Interfere with the fullest de-
light in his abounding energy and his
spontaneous imaginative power. (Double-
;iny and McClure Company, New York.
1 50.)

“Kiplingiana'" is & scrap book about
Rudyvard Kipling. It contains a brief
biography, many anecdotes, little bits of
information, fac-similes of the frontis-

pieces and title. pages of Mr. Kipling's
early books, a bibliography, prefaces and
dedications, quotations from reviews
rurtrnlts and caricatures, in short, all
<inds of desultory information of interest
to Mr. Kipling's readers. Much of the
compilation is amusing, and not a little
Is valuable. Tt Is a book to refer to, not
to read through. 1its value is diminished
by the absence of dates, and by the im-
pPerfections of the index. For example, we
are not told when Mr, Kipling sent re-
grets to the Yale Club, or wrote to the
“Cantab,’”’ or contributed to the Hors-
monden School Budget. The origin of the
name “Rudyard” {s indexed only by the
title, “A Klpnnff: Romance,” and Mr, Kip-
ling’s change of feeling as to the regula-
tion of the trafiic in drink appears under
the head, “From American Notes.” M.
Andre Chevillon’s criticism in the Revue
de Paris is Indexed merely as A French
(o) l}r]ulon," and is no% dzluo B
ese are grave faults, but in spit

them and of a little padding, the l?ooi ?;
well worth its price to a lover or critical
student of Mr, Kipling's work. (Mans-
fleld & Westels, New York. $§1 25.)

“Quaint Corners of Ancient Empires”
by M. M. Shoemaker, whirls along with
the dizzying rapldity of an actual jour-
ney from Rameswaran, off the coast of
Ceylon, through Southern India and Bur-
mah, to Manila. The impressions of the
hasty traveler are conveyed with vivid-
ness and in a very readable manner. With
the help of the excellent photographic
fllustrations, a reader may obtain a dis-
tinct idea of the appearance of the vast
temple at Rameswaran, the curious spire
on the balanced rock at Moulmein. or tha
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“Our Country in War,” by Murat Hal-
stead. The United Subscription Book
Publishers.

“The California Fruits,” by E. J. Wick-
son. Pacific Rural Press, San Francisco.
Third edition.

“Dionysius, the Weaver's Heart's Deare
est,”” by Blanche Willils Howard.,
Scribner’'s Sons, New York. Price, $1 5.

*““A Primer of Forestry’’: Part 1—**The
Forest,”” by Gifford Pinchot. TUnited
States Department of Agriculture.

ir breath
New York.

“Honor of Thieves,” by C. J. Cutclifts
Hyne. R. F. Fenno & Company, New
York. Price, $1 25.

“The House in the Hills,” by Florence

Warden. R. F. Fenno & Company, New
York. Price, 31 00.

“The Yellow Danger,” by M. P. Shiel.
R.MF. Fenno & Co., New York. Price,
1 00. p

“Siren City,” by Benjamin Swift. Doda,
Mead & Co., New York. Price, $1 70.

““The Chronicles of Aunt Minervy Ann.,”
by Joel Chandler Harris. C. Scribner’s
Sons, New York. Price, $1

“Home Study Circle'': * st Course in
Mathematics,” edited by Seymour Eaton.
The Doubleday & McClure Co., New York.
Price, $1 00

“Bringing Up Boys,” by

Kate Upson

Clarke. T. Y. Crowell & Co., New York.
Price, 50c. L=

Napoleon was no epicure. He usuall
drank nothing but diluted Chambertin,
and was no judge of wine. He liked plain
dishes—boiled or roast chicken, mutton
chops, grilled neck of mutton, haricot
beans or lentils. His table manners were
not very refined. He would use his finger
in lleu of fork or spoon and would dip
his bread in the sauce, the dish being
then passed round to guests, who had to
dispense with squeamishness. The bread
had to be particularly good. He ate fast,
quitting the table in twelve minutes, and
leaving Josephine and the company to
take their time. When he dined alone he
commonly took only eight or ten minutes.
Indigestion was the matural consequence
of this speed, and he had sometimes to
stretch himself at full length on the car-
pet till the pain abated. He detested
physic and professed to disbelieve in it,
a subject of playful discussion with hig
doctors. Constant never knew him to be
obliged to keep his bed a whole day. He
was very sensitive to cold and had fires
and warm beds all the yvear,




