THE SAN FRANCISCO CALL, SUNDAY, JUNE 4, 1903.

m

ers
rfulls

language,
¥ himself
eagerness
Rich

CK=s

Spurg
Pere Fell
r John Ha bu

onsumma

X

te art
en’

descrit

Rl Y -
) o O/

BY TTAMARQ FRIIZ
TRTPRESSTONS  OF

JA7Y0~YE

bout it.
he ideal presented

in theee criti-

y for preachers
Anyv one who
wn sake
the best
he who
in

o
of

11 sermons

in the way |

e 4

- heard
t they are

re-

{ in the pews after
en called by a keen
lover

an ardent

ur

language to t
the flaws that exist

»- work even of

pulpit dis-

the world's gr

course

thing lacking

a tal The
¢ was a glittering mass of
A il How do I ac-
s strange phenomenon—the
ympathy between speaker

ToTEER SLEERS

capa-

afl

beauties and alsod

)/ /

[ 7,
i
l‘lli
LN

Iy
st

. L1

FROM RIDING AND

DRIVING-"

!

2
-

e

_

ILLUSTRATI
JAPANE

ONS FROM BOOKS OF T1

. ART. ANOTHER FROM
SKETCHES FROM A VOLUME DEALING WITH HORSES.

WORK ON
AND TWO

HE WEEK, ONE FROM A

‘THE WEIRD PICTURE"

N

the author, and so Cuneo puts
book some impressive samples of
r} craftsmanship. It is to he playfully
noted, however, that he wisely refrains
from attempting to give any Tepresenta-
ure” around whict
3 d of its prod
Ty is mead. It was well to
leave that bit of uncanny canvas to th
imagination of the reader. The whole
nos cleverly arranged to give the
i on power to conceive the force
of the realism in that painting and to
picture to the mind's eye the startling
effect; it would have upon certain persons
nected with its execution, and the
awful fascination it had for the artist
had commigted a crime to make its
realism possjble and . who worshiped this
work of his own hands as his one great
suceess and the thing that had brought
him fame and fortune.

What the author's words can do toward
depicting this masterpiece of art may be
slightly suggested by the quotation of a
fragment from- the story whose whole
narrative focuses attention upon that re-
markable brush work of the half-mad
devotee to his profession. The artist who
paints it is a monomaniac on the subject
of realism In art, and to his mind no sac-

fon, the st for

is

imaginati

con

wh

"

and he mingles with the love of her per-
sonality the desire to possess her person
as model for his masterpieces. He is half-
mad with the aspiration to do genius
work, and he wants no hired model, but
a beautiful, pure woman to pose for him
in his coveted own-created masterpleces.
.His infatuation to study the peculiar
beauty of this rare girl for model to his
intended great work, ‘“Modesta, the Mar-
tyr,” tempts him to slip in the night,
through secret doorway, to the apartment
where she slept, planning io drug and
take her to his studio.” The dreaming
beauty awakes and screams in terror and
the black figure that she 83aw vanishes
like an apparition. i
This scene is one which Cuneo has
chosen to picture for us. Here is the way
the frightened gigl described her experi-
ence to those who ran to her when she
awoke and cried cut: “I don't snow what,
A black shape—a shadow. It was bend-
ing over me. * * * ] opened my eyes
and there was a black thing bending over
me. I could see a pair of gleaming eyes
staring straight into mine. I screamed,
but the thing remained bending over me."”

fore the age of seventy is not worth |
taking into account. At seventy-five I |

structure of nature. In consequence
when I am eighty I shall have made
more progress. . At ninety I shall pene- |
trate the mystery of things; at a hun- |
dred ] shall certainly have reached a |
marvelous stage.” To this he signs |
himself “The Old Man Mad About
Drawing.” It is said to be easy to be- |
lieve that had he lived to great age
his prophecy of continued progress
would have been fulfilled. !

Another very popular artist of that |
school was Utamaro. Although of as- |
tonishing versatility, he was essen- |
tially the painter of women. A sam- |
ple of his work called “While Mother
Sleeps” is the cutest cut in the pretty .
little book. The artist is representeth
as holding eourt in a gayly decorated
barge, surrounded by a bevy of beautly |
paying homage to his genius. Alas, his |
undisciplined love for these fair women |
proved, his undoing, his worship ofi
beauty, search for models, and pleasure |
yielding led him to the lowest depths,
and+he could do art work no more. i

“Utamaro planned schemes of color |
and devised harmonies—themes which, |
improvised upon and endlessly imi- |
tated by his artist confreres, filled his |
own countrymen with delight and rav- |
ished the hearts of Parisidn painters.” |
8o great was his influence on the color-
sense of the art world that Theodore |
Child, writing in 1892, said: “The Paris
salon of to-day as compared with the|
salon of ten years ago.is like a May |
morning compared with a dark Novem-
ber day.”

(Paul Elder & Co., San Franeisco.
$1 60.) L
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Scenes of Romance
Laid in Japan.

Four years ago Sidney McCall put forth
his book called “Truth Dexter,” and the |
four years- since.then he has devoted to |
the careful writing.of his new _book ‘‘The
Breath of the Gods,” which story has for
its heroine the Japanese girl, Yuki.. The

(Little, Brown & Co., Boston.)

book is not essentially a study .of Jap-

| anese life, but, much af that is incidental l

| side where they can

‘1 was fifty I had published an infinity | of the book treats of the history and
| of designs, but all I have .produced be- | training of the horse.

Much painstak-
ing ingtfruction is given as to the art
of equitation, and ridimg of many kinds

have learned a little about the real |is studied—road, cavalry, racing, plains | American is that he has

riding, hurdle jumping, the manage-
ment of the double rein, all come in for
a share. The writer says:

“When the subject of riding Iis
broached” our minds naturally turn to
Kentucky, From a long line of goed
horsemen the Kentuckian inherits a
love for the animal and a talent for
riding, and from ebildhood he is accus-
tomed to the saddle. His work in
breeding and in training has placed the
country under,a dabt of gratitude.”

Anderson visited our cavalry post at |

Fort Riley, Kans, and he says the per-
formance of gur troops compared most

favorably with similar movements he .
had witnessed with “crack™ companies |
of European; cavalry. The handsomest |

horse in the book jis George Wilkes.
The section on driving covers the

history, housing, harnessing and hand- |

ling -of the horse.  That alliterative

sentence of Mr. Collier's would be a|

go0od one for an English groom to prac-
tice uttering. There is an
tration opposite page 268 of

torious “brush burr,” an instrument of
torture known to fashionable grooms,

to the ‘Soclety for the Prevention eof |

Cruelty to Animals and ta some horses

who have by it been made to try to|

look gayer than they felt. ~They should

| be. warily watched for by all the kindly

The burrs are on the in-
be felt by the
horse, but_not seen by the admirers of
the seemingly spirited team.

Tandem driving is taught in the
book, and there is a picture of a most
covetable pony tandem team. Talking
about training, Anderson says: “A
lively eolt is shy, suspicious and curi-
ous, easily amused and easily bored;
by recognizing these characteristics
and conducting himself with reference
to them the trainer will find success
easy and agreeable.”

(Macmillan Company, New York; $2.)

of the world.

Epigrams in Books
of Oscar Wildg.

In writing an introduction to a collec-

illus- |
the no- |

i
-

art shows that the work is new, complex,
and vital™

“The tragedy of old age is not that one
is old, but that one is young.”

“A cynic is a man who knows the price
of everything and the value af nothing.™

(John W. Luce & Co., Boston.)

Little Book With
Cheerful Hero.

Tarkington is the best fellow in the
little hook called “The Wing of Love,~
by Katherine M. C. Meredith. Close to
the end of the story we get this, “Tark-
linnon was full of pluck. Always to
him, as in the maddest folly of Rhis
, early youth, life was to fight on, and to
laugh.” A chapter about him is headad
l with this jingile:

“When a man's just glad pium through,
iGod'a pleased with him same as you.”
{ A melancholy friend asked what was
. the secret of his content and gets this
! response: “T'm happy. I have a.right

to be happy until I have committed

some wrong. 1I'm not conscious of hav-
! ing done so, and I feel my right. It is
] temperament, perhaps. Somehow I can-
. not suffer—somehow I am so sure that,
in spite of what we do not understand--
in spite of what you call the mystery of
| pain—all is well with the world.”
{ It is a pleasant little story of Bohe-
| mian life in an attic. It is mixed of
comedy and tragedy. There's a littie
widow in it, whose manuscripts always
are returned and she has an interesting
Illltle child named Satin. Three men in
i it love one gir) in different ways. Tark-
‘lhngton is the best of them and he gets
er.
I’1 (McClure, Phillips & Co., New York:;
! 3.

Notes and Comment

It is interesting in connection with
the presen® war to find im Prince Kro-
potkin’s “Russian Literature” an ac-
count of Tolstoy’'s yowthful military
prowess, “He lived through all the
dreadful experiences of the defenders
of Sebastopol. * * * He has the
right to speak of war; he knows it from
within.” Kropotkin points out the
pertinent facts  that Tolstoy “obsti-
nately refused during the siege to be-
come an officer of the staff, and re-
mained with his baitery in the most
dangerous spot,” and that, though he
seems never agaln to have written
yerse, he at that time “composed, in
the usual meter and language of sol-
| @ler's songs, a satirical song in which
| he described the blunders of the com-~
| manders which ended in the Balaklava
| disaster.”

of the average
ne time to read.
| He gulps his newspaper like a literary
anaconda and leaves the books to his
| wife and children. Once in a while he
\nibh!os at a novel, but seldom fnishes
|it. We have it on good authority that
| huge eider presses and cetton gins are
| being installed in certain large publish-
| ing houses into which will be cast the
old dramatic novels of Dickens and
Thackeray, of George Eliot, of Meredith
and Hardy, of Hewells and, James, of
Washington Irving and Cooper. and out
of which the masterpieces wili come
neatly compressed Into thin duodecimos,
| “quick lunch™ editions which may be
read by the busiest man in one street
car journey between their residences
and their places of business. In these
compressing processes all the “fine
writing.,” the descriptions, the delinea-
{ tions of character will be carefully ex-
tracted, leaving a residuum pale and
innocuous, which may be taken without
{ danger to any seminary for young la-
dies and introduced without fear into
the family ecircle. We may soon expect
{ “The Best of Beccacio™ in this form,
also “Purified Plutarch,™ “The Con-
densed Homer,” “Twenty Minutes With
the Aeneid,” “All of Dickens Worth
While,” “The Busy Man's Thackeray.”
“Don Quixote” (quick order edition)
and “Moments With the Masters."' —The
Reader Magazine for June,
- -

! The censtant

cry

The Reader Magazine for June con-
tains the first instaliment of Merdith
Nicholson's new story, “The House of «
Thousand Candles,” which will run
through seven numbers of the maga-
zine. The story is coneceded by those
who have had an oppertunity of read-
ing it to be by far the meost vivid, in-
tense and yirile novel Mr. Nichdlson
has produced.. It is a story of Indlana,
the time*is the Ppresent, and the scene
is laid in the picturesque lake countr¥
of the Hoosier State. In plot, developss
ment and action the narrative is crisp-,
ly fresh and compelling and there can
be no doubt that im his latest work the
brilliant young author of “The Main
Chance” and@ “Zelda Dameron™ has pro-
‘duced -a story that will place his name
well ta the fere in the list of Amegi-,
can writers offiction. Howard Chand-"
ler Christy illustrates “The House of av
Thousand Candles,” a drawing in ting

*,xo it because of the strong scenes qf the |

Interestln ‘School Fromance betig .laid  there, “The author | tion-of “Epigrams and Aphortsms' from
g Of' states that most of the remarks, ques- | :;;;0';;5 g:h?evﬂvf ‘I‘J::eev&maﬂv gu’o:-
: 1 t J ) < -

Japanese Art.  tions, and  speculations put into the| 'O S8 ST Ly ol ve t gives this

: Ik ; » | of genius. It is a crystailization from the

. A San PFrancisco writer, Mrs. Dora ,Jd::.::u"h:lrf,:m t:’mnd‘?nch;: otfma ebll:'%?;mmmonplace. ‘In its earliest form, in-
Amsden, has written a little book about | description: Yuki says, “She protected | it was but a mere writing upon 2

the midst of such
oratory? T felt the repellant
radiant around that white-robed
priest, his Jesaitical character He
stood there insulated ontirely from the
electric touches of rhose human. hearts,
by vitreous non-conductors of his
ecclestasticism - priest, celibate,

re-

rifice nor sin should be allowed to bar the
way to a superiative success in it. It is
represented that the young painter, Va-
‘ sari, has only executed mediocre work, .
until his friends are astonished by his |
production of an extraordindry picture, |
called “The Fall of Caesar.” Here is the
writer's conveyance of the impression

by him for the first instaliment being
the frontispiece of the June number
of the Reader !mﬂ. ne..

-

Writing of her beginning in The
Theater Magazine for June Blanche
Bates says: “Prior to the fateful might
"of September 17, 1884, when 1 made

splenden

charm

of

| mouths of the peasants and servants of | oS
{ the book were overheard by hi 1f.- An | definition: “An.epigram is the sublimate
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3 i  m « lientiy ight to know
the mind of thelr Master and to teach

the multitudes of men who came

1o

to hear them. This study of Beecher
is an interesting example of the meth-
cde of our author s combination critic
of both 2 man's religion and his lan-
gcuage, and a showing of how closely
nked is 3 man's use of language to
his ethies and his religion Itises if 3
man practiced in such criticism could
have listened the words that fell

from Beecher's lips and proptesisd that

he would fail. and explained just why
he wouléd fail with only his pulpit
words to judge by. He oould also tell

vou by this test why the preaching of
Beecher appes to multitudes,
although he not teaching sound
dectrine.

After giving enthusiastic credit to one
of the finest bursis of oratory that ever
caime forth from the pasgionately éloquent

led

Wus

such

and, st one time, widely beloved pastor, .

. how solitary he was! 1 could have
my human brother: but in the

The best chapter in the book is an ap-
preciation of Bugene Bergier, whose work
is estimated to be more likely to take a
permanent place in literature than that
f the other preachers of modern
His sermons, either in transiation,
in the French, are urgently
recommended by the author for the read-
g of all preachers who would excel by
udying the best models. Let us imagine

rhose words are to go furthest down
to be In the pulpit,
r moments to a fragment of his

of an)
times

or better

<

T

his disciples. T have just been
to what moral height he sum-
mons them: I have now to remark with
whet admirable patience he conducts
them thither It is impossible to think
of it without a stir of profound emotion;
never was human nature treated with
such respect. * * * You find delicacles
the most exquisite, words that warn
with >ut wounding,
out Cazzling, that humble, then revive,
wit even once despising. Such pa-
tience is sublime.™

(Funk & Wagnalls Company, New
York; $1 50.)
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Picture Is the Story’s
Central Theme.

An odd and very well told story is-that
of “The Weird Picture,” by John R. Carl-
ing. It is also well illustrated by Cyrus
Cuneo. Its being a good story about an:

artist would naturally incite the pmn-ahhtor'y iz 2dded. a love story.. Vasarl, ism. He:

sissm of an fllustrator to do good work {n

¢ schooled and imperial intellect, |

while we |

from this point of view, the '
y which Jesus Christ trains and !

that enlighten with-

the work of art made upon a Visithr to
the Vasari gallery:

“What the visitor first sees on entering
the apartment devoted to this masterpiece
|fs a wide dporway at the farther end,
| draped on each side with curtains, be-
tween which can be seen a court, appar-

ently open to the sky, since glimpses of a '

heavenly blue are visible between lofty
columns. By one of these columns rises
the statue of a warrior mounted on a
pedestal, and at the base, with narrow
beams of sunlight streaming over it, lies
a prostrate form, which requires no sec-
ond glance te certify that it is a dead
body, especially as the blood-stained
weapons that have accomplished the deed
! are scattered on the pavement around.
“The spectator hurries forward, and on
arriving at the end of the apartment can
hardly be persuaded that no doorway ex-
isis and that the whole scene is simply a
picture painted on canvas.’ Yet so it Is.
s * .+ The picture has every appearance
| of being an acfual scene beyond the room
in which the spectator stands, and in
which some terrible tragedy has taken
place. The illusion is perfect. * * * The
fallen Caesar with his toga wrapped
partly around hind, the statue of Pompey
| rising above, a tesselated pavement
| stained with blood, here and there a dis-
| carded dagger, columnar architecture in
! the background—such are the simple ele-
| ments presented by this work of art.”
{ Vasari might, with fidelity to historic
| truth, have avolded giving the dying fea-
! tures of the murdered Caesar, for he is
| represented “as In his mantie muffiing up
| his face,” but disdaining ‘“‘the pusillan-
| ijmity of such a method, the artist has
| permitted the whole of Caesar’s face to be

"I geen for the purpese of delineating with 154§ at the age of 89 years, and

;muy.r{:aumuu expression of a dead
face. - effect of the sunMght gquiver-
ing on—" s =

To the interest of this weird picfure’'s

beautiful girl,

seeks to win the love of a

Elder & Co. in such likeness to the bind-

ery art of the Mikado's realm that bt

for the print being Roman  letters it |
; mjght be taken for a literary thing fresh i
from Tokio. It is called “Impressions of |
Ukiyo-Ye,” and Ukiyo-Ye is the modern
school of Japanese color-print artists that |
superseded the school of Tosa, which wug
characterized as ‘‘the manifestation of ar-
dent faith through the purity of'an ethe- '
real style,” The Ukiyo-Ye literally means
the “floating world,” and it is made up |
of pictures about “the things of heaven
and of Buddha——the life of men and wom-
en.” It is the popular school of Japanese
| art, and the motive of it8 masters is “the’
| spiritual rendering of the realism and
naturalness of the datly life, intercourse |
with nature and imaginings of a lvely,
| impressionablé race in the full tide of a
| passionate craving for art.”

| ‘There are so many schools of Japa

| art, we are told, that a lengthy catalogue
| would be required to enumerate the mas-
| ters who inaugurated them, for as seon !
| as an artist in Japan developed talent he |
itoxmded a school, and bis descendants
| had to adhere to the principles which he
| inculcated. ' The school of Ukiyo-Ye did
'an international work in- L X

the
| Japaneke people for Intercourse with oth- ;

i er nations, Its pietures created interest
!in foreign countries and promoted the
| desire to travel. The great master of that
| schoo! is Hokusai, and his work s better
' known to Americans than any other Japa-
| nese artist. ‘“He is the last and most bril-
/ liant figure of @ progress of more than ten*
: centuries—the esuberant and uisite
product of a time of, profound
, ineomparable refinement.””

| to. increase his POWers. up to -that ad-
, vanced age:: B
Qut

good it
H ?w:m.»ad to be.choloro- |

§

Japarnede art, which is published by Paul |

! of spring-time

| the ¢enter of thé“room the girl paused,

| Bhe talked on in broken Japanese phrases,
i uttering them in rhythms, which subtly
| related@ to the gestures of her body. . ‘No,

me and would not let me dance till my

when your heart sings—not just~because |
you arerrequested. Sometimes: in -home-
sickness 1 would dance, sometimes in joy
flowers.” » -

born of the coming visit
like a*leaf. Pnttl!n"'on."
In

“Excitement
caught her up
she moved swiftly into the long room.

and, as if impelled, threw herself into-a
pose “of “ wonderful beauty, -every bone,
every inch of white flesh set, as i were,
inte visible expression of a poetic thought,
Half dreamily she passed into a second
pose. The transition was music. ; Now
her long eyes closed into a.mere gleam-

thread, her lips parted, and trembleds

those-American girls could never dance—
never dance—with their honorably stiff
shoulders and their limbs like trunks of
young trees. They attempted it with fer-
m,WtMmldMWyd&nm.
But I will dance again, and my souls will
listen. 1 will dance the y of the Sun
Godess and of morning, because my
friend is coming.’" : = - ¥

‘(!}tm,m'n&m.&momﬂ&)
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“’Rldmg and Drlvmg"
by a Sportsman.

The - Sportsman’'s Library,
edited by-Caspar Whitney, has a val-
uable addition made to.it.by-the. well:
ijllustrated book, “Riding and Driving,”
of which the riding part is writien by
Edward L. Anderson, and-the division
on driving by Price Colller. The fllus-

formed-at

sixty. He says: “By the time

trations. foot up a hundred in number
and’ many of them are full-page.-Bome .

s ¥ ‘e &5 L

e

| wall,
heart began to sing. She knew that real’! guisiied by its" particular Brilllancy. It
dancing, like poetry, &hould "only éome |

but the modern epigram Is distin-

embodies . the very quintessence .of the
thoughts of the writer. The early Greek
epigram did not aim at wit, or necessarily
produce-the feeling of surprise, which are
essenuial characteristics of the modern
one.”

Bargent estimates Oscar Wilde as chief
among —nglish epigrammatists of modern
times. -A few of his pithy sayings may be
worth rescue from oblivion. . Many of
them display a brilliant but insincere
mind; too eclever to be anything meore
than clever. Much of clever sounding
cymicism is allowed to pass as brilliant
because we believe the sayer of it omly
pretends his'levity, and wills us to see in
it his superficial wit, but not his pro-
foundest wisdom. Now we know that
Wilde sincerely believed the cynicism that
came from his lips and pen. and the
wickedest of his wit was all his weaith
of wisdom. However, one of his epi-
grams was this: “The value of an idea
has nothing whatever to do with the
sincerity of the man who expresses it.™
That may be a rapler twist calculated to
disarm criticism. Here are a few more
which may be worth saving in one's
memory. The first of these is the worst,
the last is the best,

women because they are curious; both

are disuppointed.” 3
“We are all in the gutter,

us are looking at the stars. .
“It is onl-y the intellectually lost who

ever argue. 3
“Crying is the refuge of plain women,
but the ruin of pretty ones.™
“Laughter is not a bad beginning for a
friendship, and it is the best ending for
one.” * :
“Ohty the shallow know themsdiges.”
*“Diversity of opinion about a work of

but some of
.- p

my debut, I ‘was an energetic young
person, whose sole aims and soul aims
were to gel enough to eat. 1 cared
nothing for the theater, seldom saw a
piay, and wondered why my parents
insisted upon staying on the stage Ac-
tors, I thought, were really very eomi-
mon people. I tried to illuminate a
kindergarten for a year. but when the
year had dragged by, my superior in-
formed me, oh, so politely, that, per-
haps, it might be just possible—my
dazzling future might not be in a kin-

dergarten.” S ph s

The Simplon is the longest tunnel in
| the world, and has been finished In the
face of tremendous difficulties, most of
| which were entirely unexpected, and
many of which presented néw prob-
lems for engineers. It extends from
Brieg in Switzerland to Iselle in Italy.
a total length of a little over twelve
and a Quarter miles. The story of “The
Piercing of the Simplon™ has been writ-
‘to‘n for the June Century by Deshler
| Weleh from authoritative rnanﬂ in-
s vestigation, and there will be plenty
¢ of illustrations from photographs to
laﬂhthnoht“tolmmh

—_—
BOOKS RECEIVED.

IMPRESSIONS OF UKIYO-YE—By
Dora Amsden. Paul Elder & Co.. Saan
Francisco. -

EPIGRAMS AND APHORISMS—By
Oscar Wilde. John W. Luce & Co.

Boston.

HISTORY OF ALL NATIONS, VOL.
VIII—John Henry Wright, editor. Lea
Bros. & Co., New York.

ALASKA AND THE KLONDIKE—By’
John Scudder McLean. MecClure, Phil-
lips & Co., New York.

i

THE GARDEN OF THE COM-
MUTER'S WIFE—By the aut _of
“Barbara.” Paper. Macmillan a-—

pany, New York 3



