o the

not %0
w ! ::' age when one reads to a definite end, to may
1 read Bow, and why, would serve ne desirable pur-
ot do T perceive in what way what 1 have read,

present, it may be wvery brief and suecinet.

g v both interest and assist \some young people who

’mm in one's chosen wvocatfon is, ar should be,
object; and almost every separate vocation re-

| qekens 3 89<C

in for himself,
ficiency in which requires some knawledpe of
un‘rly all others: and it was one of these that 1 was
aste as to choose. y

" bed in one word, as omnivorous, and characterized
 another, a5 voracious, foo much so possibly for my owny
. for 1 sometimes devoured too much for a healthy
m and thereby much that might have been nutricinos
l‘ 'tr assimilated, was lost and wasted, and may be
of brain tissue stimulated out of healthy propor-

et lobe

and geography were my principal studies b
¢ was theronghly eomprehended until [ associated
“hb them tooke of travel, which transported me in imagina-
e from place to place, and the historical novel, which
ozt me to understand thelr daily lives, and to enter
" las the motives which underlaid their actions. Kossuth

e conld not comprehend Englieh history until he
mrﬁ Slhilkt'!l'"‘"'- and 1 bFlieve that ff'l‘-‘lf\'l":_lf-‘lllhfft me to
e my first serious attention to the works of the immortal

in the days of which he wrote, and alue,
nature has changed no whit since his lycid
of it notwithstanding smoothness of tongue
of manner have in Rreat measure supplinted
1he roughriess and bluntness \:\'hlch characterized best society
gt that time, So, tqo, Scott’s novels aided greatly my un-
dmtanding of Scofch, English and French b v, The
vk of Bulwer, Dickens, Dumas and writers of less note,
whese pames even 1 have forgotten, all assisted me to a
hension of the peoples of Europe and the te and
which led up to and consummated the great events
8 their histories, Biographies of course helped, but hiogra
oy pertains tO the individual and the events in which he
jeipated. and does not take un down ameng and muke
wpirt of the prople. Th
B e read the historics of Greece and Rome, of the patrician
r sid the plebeian, of the feats in the arena and the chanot
sees: but who fully appreciates and participates in them
ol be has read Ben Hur and kindred works? So
TeMained my first adequate knowledge of lie on a man.of
‘wir and of those “who go down to the sea in ships " from
Namatt's tovels and Vietor Hugo's “Toilers of y
'snmg knnwledye of grammar 1s an ecasential reguisite in
st any vocanon obtained mine by a studs
i the Brst place, and then a ecareful reading of
w0 be called “The lish Classics." 1t migh
nid ta have been than
Tlgever could mante he dryv-as-dost for
gmsar; in faot, never got beyond the de

glish were
a3 o

the hes

itred, rather

ide 2rtlcles, and did not understand them
what was me by the words "definite" and “indefi
aod that was soine yearn after 1 left schoaol

The three learned profescions—Ilaw, medicine

vhitr—teceived due attention, the first two more
eattion with practitioners and business o
from study of their hooks; and the last by perusal
& and 4 study of the Bible—the two, however, tor
ggreeing in their teachings
So much for whar I have read and the r
) benefit of whomsoever it muy concerns, At g
g fnt what my business requires, for reason t
seeond, the daily papers and an occasional magnzine
sheeat with daily events and current topics!
etllanenus literature—principally late novels—{or the
poe of passing o pleasant evening: and last, Tt

HHedtions

meany least, 1 “scarch the Scriptures, for in them ye have
tiemmal life,” : Gr G A
: + + +
lum asked to state what literature meets my dema

fot pleasure and profit, and what mental needs T supnis
by reading.

Altost ‘any persan’s answer will presuppose
foendation of Nis education has been pre 1

#ndies s the colieges teach., It will also | it W

: ever Bis vocatio ay be, 1ts Hterature has heen g
Weroughly, This sifting process reveals: t rent i
4 moral makeup of o perapn, for only such reading as
o) vocation ex: w] ‘such as is agrecable to che taste
e leit,

Bicon declared in subetance that he had learned more
from conference with other men than from studn I have
abeays thought that the most one I
figence i pleasure. One can usually i the C
lfmlunr! his t'."r.'“-E.‘s o w |1\ m |:\' Hives the haest «

#ad edlture and heart which make up his persanality ]
! Wha ilare theirs with him. Buta man will have o multind
] efaffectionate fricuds with whom intercourse is a datly de
| t Fl_'om my andividual point of view, i & Lh

BoBest aim and erid of life, since it implics vi M1

ind the doing of good; and hence ] love men and women

#d hildren and seck them, When one's work, which is
wdally impersonal, is over, and ‘onntact with nien does not
. m Rim, he either sleeps or thinks. 1 like to live o well
| Bave made about 1 o'clock iy eukbibedtime: far BE
A& years; and ah ! the delight of the long nights alone in
2 bra Y with the master thoughts of all the world, while
o atighbor sleeps. A

My newspaper, of course, comes first
¢ moming, [ want to know the world's doings,

ally its politics—not its scramble for place—but its
Bistgement of government. But it is in my library that 1

. “hPP!elL I am surrounded by the silent comp: of
. inking great. They tell me of the mental, moral, physi-
W and spiritual condition and longing of my race. They

4 | to my fancy, they satisfy my judgment often, they
read

¢ my imagination, they soothe my feelings. |
;’3 of Ih."' magazines and reviews, though pleasu
1’“{5‘ I what T seek in them, since wellc

| Batier i scarce in them, 1 wonld love historisz ma
ik I'tmrr! of the past could be written with less of war
M-Nd m it. The literature of the histories is generally
the o the recard in history is usually hilat
philosophy of history as showing me the
m:“'.i :’f human events; the forward and hackward move-
g O the moral and physical forees, the meaning of 1
:“'lm‘d_ by human cenception of it, the had and 'the
e m?‘ evil and the virture of life, have u-.!dllj::.:
ooy - The story of Egypt, of Greece, of France
iy %, of England, are principally interesting 1o ma as

Botils and the meaning of life,

htu‘ love the literatire of the poetry, the bicgraphy
h‘"*lr and the navel more. 1 like to be made 1o think
2 el ang 1o dream

disappointing i
ing of

1T

§ not to vex and puzzle: hence bapks
M"::riie‘ about things of science, where fools guess, and
[ it creeds where bigots wrangle, tl o me.  The

b of Chrigt i the sweetest, gentlest record we
but the bitrer broils about points of creed are the
eful reading in the world.

aiesty of Shakespeare is the supreme fact to me in
2 Oflr.n feel that all thought and imaginstion all
ke ﬂn,:m! ecling have been exhausted by him. 1 i
= h'dlxn and | have doubted if anyone else could
mbfs:;l.t reason for liking him. 1 love the sp!
2 sirenry | brain of Byron, though I detest his life )
A Shel) 0f song which the subjective faculties of Keats
'r:' PoUr out, is like a mockingbird in the moon-
¢ tender heart and vivid fancy of Tom Moore,
£ notes of Robert Burns, the soothing cadence of
» the perfect mieter and sonorous phrase of
the chivalric spirit of Walter Scott, the sublune
O¢—has each its charm for me according to my

P
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Lang
=
Mim,

iy

e, ulay's, the quiet humor of Lamb's, the spiritual
. Emerson's and the rugged philosophy of Carlyle
Nost abiding fountain of satisfaction. Really, 1f I
i, the author who has most consoled me,
me and most puszled me, is Emerson. 1 can
line ofc2ning at Jeast satisfactory to myself out
. of whereas Whitman s often non-

me and often mere words, Emerson
Bere s 50 logic

wnst do T read, and why? If the answer is to be eon-

understand your queéry, because, having

would interest the general reader, though possibly

as to possess the wit to profit by the experience

fal course of training, and that each one can |
There are a few osecupations, !

My reading, thereiore, may |

| mo-called “new books,”

yet sometimes iy

me practically face to face with the people, and |

and from them learned what sort of people the |

This the true historical novel doss, |

too, |

me men's points of view of religion, superstition, |

wotldly wisdom of Bocon's essays, the stately Htera- | was d
10'[ . Says, 3

bim, and swely there ia oiten

no connection of s S

glory In that he ::‘:w petiod to
"P’l'lﬂm. or a setitiment of
my ows cansciousnesy

but he utters a thought, an
Nhas ;a":'ﬂm ring nmla echoes in
- on A ca i
1 do ;::! l]hgt.h!lbly of the m:.dard mn::ul:.h Life
g, o llTh uproariously, but it is too dear
e 0 pay for the foy to remd a wolume of Dickerns
b mm:nehmu think. My friends can tell me a story
ey :ne odd character that answers as well,
oy lum of the new novels, not of the realistic
tchc;ol o ows st bue 1 dislike Howells and bis realistic
lif.e i henough proay life all about me.
Bia nndr ;‘" nl:l;l wr;m to me and dlways
ramivts o . 8, a1t hurts, and 1 like

nobledt in :hnu‘h“ Beat reflect what is trisest, tenderest and

t feeling, life and aspiration,
Jor H. Eacux.
+ + +

A trap i set befors me .
tora ~baited wit
I walk in—and am emaght, ¥is hi, delfcions’ mersels,

You ask what I road, and why.
;:;:e:; the charge of indiscriminate reading, when 1 con-
e __I(;Hllm‘rllurt of all classes engages my attention, from
ia widely read fables of George Ade to the profound mas.
crpicces of the most peetless writers of the Elizabethan

l"'l'lﬂi!; the f[ll'tl'lljl, of re in| .I"IR i i
E A ad 14 Lsei n inverse P‘!“W“iﬁ‘“
to fta profundity,
The “whys' are A% numernus

it ot as the buttons down the
rh-.»-. of e averige voung lady (when her mother sewa
: ™ on 3nd works the buttonholes). The master of cere
wonies, who intreduces me to the entirely unknown, the
e~ . was to bo found in the Garden of
Aed, using his persuasive voite upon our first matarnal
-'[n-rtslm and i veleped curiosity, Unlike his first vietim,
| "'}:'"'.T'“"-‘ ind his influence heneficlal, for while usnally
In the “Hew books" the stary alone maintains the interest
the R'V'HI'.::[ for soma precious gem of thought,

. Somotimes desire for usobtrusive companionship {mpels
me o row w the “Lady of the Lake” and listen con-

tentedly 16 the “Lay of the Lust Minstrel” Seoft's pure
diction and elegance of

Many of His Lok
niodern adepits i thi
a while “In O1s

form delight{ul character studies,

irginin,” visit with Cable the Louisiana

| plantations, or try onr hand in a “David Harum hoss trade”

way up East,

The standard writers always entertain,
ight, especially in narrative form with partially hidden
1oral. A climb with Rip Ven Winkle up the Catskills, a
visit to Sleepy Hollow ¢an but be advantageous. Who would
not linger at the “House of Seven Gobles” and listen, though
i vain, for the touch of sweet Alice's fingers upon the
::-.'le_'_?.:.'-.!. hirpsichord, or even wander backw ard to witness
lite in Pompell 'duting those terrible “Last Days™?

e philosophical mood ealls
rfli*im--», while the inclination
15 sotisfied by the newspapers |
So many "y lders of thpught™
that 1 staund 1 ered, not, he
loved poets, faremase ansons
found time and food for
Rene Field

Mental

instruct

2§

tor Shukespeare, Emerson
keep abreast of the

nagazrines

lamor for recognition
neglecting our own

rank two who always
<Langfellow and Fu-

anfd
t

wever
whom

the children
ey sup Wied,

sometimes the spiritual eries for

and praches put for better things,  Then “The |

Heautiful™ series, or those helpful works of Ralph

Walda Trine m, #wnd in the dark hours, when
encolirager I, the star of Hope grows faint in the

nnd grows faint, let us take from s
i the o

WIprng lust from it covers,

mey
samething there written
Mitapy,”

ing assured that there we

every day, regularly

ues, Houston Post, and
tin eounty) Times, Roslyn
and Port Washington
For the news, the daily

(Episcopal)

read them?

i over. From these papers T get some-
1ere, M magazine I read regularly
Review of Res Paptilar Seience
rnal and the T ne. From these §
hest of everything, | read them for

id recreation
novels

iis they

They give one some little food

{
list

I litke and read all of Ella Wheeler Wilcox's

Of the dend poets, take it through and through, 1
Longiellow’s writings t of all Then William Cul- |

len Devant and. Browning read this poetry because it |
iwakens my soul pr Is to the hest that i{s in human
tson for the some reason— |

1 } it It is life. 1 read all of
Fletcher tl ( e from the “That Last Waif, |
social Quarant | in vone's home, and

such hooks as he Religton of Demoveacy,” “Springs of
Chardete’” and "Faets and Commionie.' Ii they do not

yider ¢ i of "new thaught ka, they give some
.| 112 rne 1

w, 1 have kepit within your “word lmit," and not {
every woman can do that when writing sbout her ownself;
vhat she reads and what she does

Mers. M. R, Cock
Port Washingt 0 F
+ + +
“Now blessings be upon the head of us, the Phoeni-
c¢ian, or whoever it was that invented buok I
Books of trave are like pictures hung An memory's
I in my reminideent mooda | dee em 4ll 4gain
novelists 1 lke Dickens most. for he wrote with
¢ strong, and George Eliot, because she was con.
scientiously metaphysical, laying Lare the frailties of human
nature; she applied the “Halm of Gilesd” to heal it's

8, Dramas hold my absorbed attention,
umatists I rank Shakespoare highest, for, as
ist says of him, “He rold the truth, he was as
ane who stood face to face with God and dared not
tell an untruth,”

1 love the poets, from Dante and Miiton to the last
annual spring poet; the former catch me up like strong
angels and 1 soar with them the divine heights, the latter
keep alive my hope that the muse ja surviving this material-
1510 Aage

I'he essayints cool my &nd choice is

imagination, my

Emersor While he tmiks with me "his own soul i like a
star dwelling art” it its own transcondental individuality, |

Ihe per id daily papers keep mie in touch with
men, ¢ veries which are making history for

“Histories make men wise,"”

as wise as [ might be, though not a stranger

future g
admit I am not
to histary

The Bible 1 have read {rom wmy earliest years; it con-
tains all the literatures, and no intelligent person will neg-
fect it : .

My favorite reading is blography. for it deals with charac.
ter, the best and ¢st men women of every age;
thaxe who made history by sacr
ps well to marred the “divine drama” by ''deeds

am descended from “bookish™ ancestry

folmes, “1 love books,

i

i .\: ted . oks, and have the same

vy fet 2 them thist a stabile boy has among horses,™
Raga F. MeCamry.

ving The Past, for the sen-
eream of magizine arti-

“What do 1 read " Eacl
sations of the day; coch m
cles; for the latest modern the

"Why do 1 read?’ Fo seldom for recrea-
tion ; oecastanally from eus g with me is a
pursuit of informaticn, an ocey n. I select @ topic,
formulate a eourse and read everything obtainable that has
any bearing en the subject. Thus for three years 1 read

only English history, 10ld by Gieen, Merede and Lecky, with
the sidelights thrown by late writers in biography, mono.
graphs and fiction, Thid was a second course in the same
subject

For fve vears | yead the maw scho
tory, and a fescinating study | found it
fovoted to Norsemen and their literature

Now |
the werld

s
One of those years

nf American

|

am Io
whieh 8 far from being dry reading one
might imagine. 1 find mvself referred to the fountain beads
of Aryan civilization for the. origin goverpment Its
evolution gives me the world's development,
broad that the end of the course ls not in sight.

the

A new novel sometimes tempts me out of my path, and

T do not

fesl ti ted on “Monsieur Beaucaire” or
the "Cudizl'nmgullm ety Coaza Fostma,

nﬂdamm}

was, despite i1a |
to live with such |

L0050 00808000020080R00 0SSR ORRBRRRRERE

[ immedistely bring upon |

e e & . ]

sinks into insignificance and becomes but

expression are always refreshing, |
I For |
i ine we turn to Nelson Page and spend |

and |

i out of it, their readers’ by the

|'given for what it is worth, that haply some one

come out, hecause it's |

ng to taik abhout That is the |
bonks {and | am not alone in that). |
s M

fiserables” Victor Hugo, is at the |

wnght” progress. |

| swards)
| to Pontiag," 15 as pathe

1 frankly |

| gin to come into the song

| greater gain.

ng up the camititutiann! governments of

& tepic so

ruu.lu-uul_uol.l
In August Woods.

There {s & pesce no #otin words can tell
And there is rest beyond the gift of sleep;
And rilencs, Nature's music-miracle,
With song expectant fills !::d:hano deep,

In August w

There {a fulfillment of the me's dream,
And hope's fruition rich bey compute ;
For hands may touch and eyes behold the gleam
Of buds turned into leaves and bloomis to fruit,
In August woods.

What though the song of nesting-time be hushed?
There is & space when Love lays down its cares,
The heart of things as with sweet wins is flushed—
A full completeness takes it unawares,
In August woods,

And then the gold the molten sunshine siftsl
Tts ghint and glory smoothes out every frown;
And by some mogic all the earth it lifts—
Or does it make the sky lean lower down?—
In August woods,

Joux P. Spovasxpen.
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The Rule of Reading
and Three Good Books.

AL AT P NSNS N P P SNASNTN N AL A

“Study what you most effect” sald the sage, and the
same rule applies to reading. Read what you like is the
only rule that Is worth anything. but the canny reader, to

herself watching herself,
pressive movement,

wvolee of & born singer; her acting is
that Aames into her voice and gestures and setx her whale be-

of cach song, and she creates that drama over agnin, in her

speak ‘Scottice, cultivates a catholic taste and learns to like
# good many different sorts of books that he may read the
more and increase his pleasure if not his profit. A book, it

may be obaerved in passing, might be written on the profit of |

reading for pleasure. All true readers bave no other end than

pleasure in view, just as all true writers who write the books
that are books and not shams masquerading as such write

with no other purpose than that of inereasing the sum of |

kuman delight, their own by the money and fame they get
humdn pleasare,’” as Fita-
Gerald wisely notes, that comes from reading tales well told,
whether they be true or false, in prose or in verse

Every reader, if he would be sure of pleasing himself
and of so fulfilling his true function, according to the view
just expressed, must select for himself and by sheer luck or
a straight tip come uwpon the hook of his humor. His own
taste it the test in each man's case, and tasten differ, “tot
homines, tot sententize,” as the wise Latin writer put it, or,
according to the homely jingle,

“Different men have different opinfons,
Some like apples and some like ‘inions’.”

In the public library of Houston there are three hooks
which are particolarly recommended to those who have not
read them, and indeed those who have may perchance turn to
them again with enjoyment, as one returns to a pleasant
place or looks up an old friend. It may be that these hooks
will tien out an apple to the “igion™ lover and
those who are fond of apples, The

wlntion I8
who riuns

recom

ined reads may find the fruit or the vegetable, as the case
may be, to his liking. The books are all novels, but each
is of a widely different class, The firat is & classic, Tolstol's
“Anna Karenina:" the second a modern example of the
ancient epistolary form of novel, "The Etchingham Letters'
and the third 5 a unigque novelette by the most
powerful of all the present day writers of fAction, Gilbert
Parker'sa “When Valmond Came To

These novels are not new ones, but tiey are mentioned
because the writer recently reread them and found it pessible
to do so with keen pleasure, which, in the case of a reader
who for pleasure nr duty has read a considerable number of
novels, is a pretty fair test of a novel's worth,

“Anna Karenina" is not only a wonderfu! pleture of
Russian society, & section of Russia cut out with real human
beings living out their lives on it, to borrow a criticism

one 0y

Pontine.” °

originally applied to Anthony Trollope, but it contains in the

story of its heroine, who was so real to Tolstui, her creator,

that he used to speak of her na “My Anna,'' as strong a

delination of woman's love as has ever heen put upon paper,

Best of all, however, T like the doings of the voung men,
the wild young fellows who were sworn {oes to early riding

Blar.
my thinking,

and fervent admirers of the morning
“The Etchingham Letiers”
the hest example of quict humor to be found in the languige,
The love story is Idyllic——what there ia of it
who only has assigned to her what they call & “‘hit’
stage is sweetly feminine and altogether charming
Mr. (1 beg Wie pardon, as he has just been knighted, and
has worthlly received the King's' accolade, although like Sir
Andrew Aguecheek, only “npon carpet «

on the

wisideration’

Sir Gilbert Parker's novel, “When
c and as powerful as Rostand's
L'Atglon, which it re Lles with a Into this
little story i8 packed more of the genuine spirit of romance
which makes the blood tingle to the finger tips than is to be
found
sort
Here are three gaod hooks which 1 earnestly commend to
all gentle readers, Leing ready to take the banning of those
who will not like thein tor the sake of the blesring of those
who will, B, R. F,

The Dramatization of Song.

All mart is a compromise, suggests Mr. Arthur Symons,
the English poet. \When the sculptor foregoes color, when
the painter foregoes relief, when the poet foregoes the music
"which soars beyond words," and the musiclag thuat precise
meaning which lies in words alone, each of these artists is
compelled to realize the limitations of the material with
which he has to deal. Mr., Symons says further in the
Academy and Literature, London:

“Take the art of the voice. In its easence, the art of the
voice is the same in the nightingale and in Melbn. The
same tote 8 produced in the same way ; the expression given
to that note, the svllable which that note renders, are guite
different things. Song does not in jtself require words in
arder to realize even the utmost of ite capacitics. The voice
is an instrument like the vinlin, and no moare in need of
wards far its expression than the violin.
of singing would be attained when a marvelous voice, which
had absorbed into itself all that temperament and training
had to give it, sang inarticulate music, like a vinlin which
eould play itself. There is nothing which such an instrument

diffctence

could not express, nothing which exists as pure music; and |
| in this way we should have the art of the voice with the
and loyalty to the right, t lIeast possible compromise

"The compromise is already on its way when words be

another; something is gained, but how much is loest? Un
doubtedly the words lose, and does not the voice loge some-
thing also, in its directness of appeal? Add acting to vojee
eand words and yau get the ultimate compromise, opera, in
which other arts a5 well have their share, and in which
Wagner would have us set the supreme form of art
something is lost: we lose more and more, perhaps for a
Tristan sings lying on his back, in order to
represent & sick man; the actual notes which he sings are

| written partly in order to indicate the voice of & sick man
| For the gake of what we gain in dramatic and even theatrical

expressivencss, we have lost 8 two:fold means of producing
vocal beauty. Let us rejoice in the gain, by all means, bur

| not withoul some conséiousness of the loss, not with toa

ready a belief that the fikal solution of the problem bas been
found.”

Mr. Symons proceeds to deseribe & most interesting
musico-dramatic experiment which he recently witnessed in
Puris, Madame Georgette Leblane, the fance of M. Maurice
Maeterlinek and a singer who is known for her creetions of
Carmen, Charlotte Corday, ete., at the Opera Comique, has
developed a mothed of her own for singing and acting at the
same time, not as a character in an opera, but in the in-
terpretation of separate songs. the songs of Schumann and
Schubert, for instance, and in songs written for the words
of Verlaine, Maeterlinck and others, by Gabriel Faure, Ga.
briel Fabre and other musiclans. We quote Mr. Symons’ ac-
count :

b ! & woman who suggests at the same time Sa~sh
and Mee. Brown-Potter without bdhmn’ like

is amall, sxuberastly blonds, ber s sur-

| persons in evening dress singing the notes set down for

n “inton' to |

perhanps

and the heromne

-Ji"[
with unhatched rapier,’” unless he wear one of his heroes'
Yalmond Came

in & shelf-full of historical romances of the nxlimury|

Perhaps the jdeal |

]
Here are two arts helping one

Again!

her \ in a kind of
which she was evoking out of

“Her voice is strong and rich, imperfeetly tralned, but
even more the
of a born actress; but it s the temperament of the

woman
ing violently and delicately before you, She makes a drama

rending af the intentions of the words and of (he musle,
It in as much with her eyes and her hands an with her volce
that she evokes the melody of a picture; it Is a picture that
sings and that sivgs in all its lines, There in something in
her aspect-— what shall T eall {tP—tenaclons; it {s 0 woman
who is an artist because she is & woman, who takes in energy
at all her senses and gives out energy st all her sennes.
She sang some tragic songs of Schumann, some mysterions
songs of Macterlinek, some delicate love nongs of Charles
van Lerberghe.  As one looked and listened it was {mpoasi-
ble to think more of the words than of the music or of the
music than of the worde, One took them in simultaneously,
as one feels at once the softness and the perfume of a
flower.™

Here fa a new art, exclaims Mr, Symons, "made up of a
new mixing of the arts in one subtly intoxicating elixir,”
He confesses that its success i dependent entirely upon the
personality of the artist. Madame Leblane (8 “an excep-
tional artist,” and ahe has made an art after her own like-
ness, which exists because it is the expression of herself, of
& “strong nature always in vibration,” The dramatization
of song, adds Mr, Sxmons, done hy any one less completely
and Jeos sincerely an artist, might “lead into something
more dissstrous than even the official concert, with its rigid

conchsled. Edith /
\\é_uk\ Df&lm—h”ww:r:l g
“Caplain chklin tinued

Frank Slock.tnn by Du:m ‘
Mr, Stockton's former home at Conve
arerpoems and other articles of interest.

:n;mn on “Ttalian Writers of
"Annunzio and other Ttalian Vitterateurs, '
1:]{ Lo Wn;inrr‘a “"Sketch of Russian UMI&I‘" 1
e mecond paper of Charles H A
marks of New York"™ it by :
Alish Poe—World Author,” by Charles F. Richardvon
“"American Humor and Bret Harto,"
"A New Dinlogue of the Dead hy
very, clever satire upon Mr,
Mr. ‘Frank Norts' “Suit and Simcerity,™ one of the
departments, in brightly written,

Martha McCulloel Williams,
a number of short atories.

them to the hest of their vocal ability.”

There scems to be considerable (nterest in London in
the "onew art” of which Mr, Symons writes.
Yeats, the Irish poet, recently lectured in Clifford's Inn on
“the art of speaking veras to a pitch ssunded by & musical
instrument.” He was asaisted by Miss Florence Farr, who
spoke lyrics to a paaltéry made for the purpose by My, Dol
metsch, In this connection it s also interesting to recall
the performance in New York a few weeks ago of Richard
Strause’ wusie te Tennyron's "Enoch Arden” un an accom-
paniment to Mr, George Riddle's recitation of the poem, pre.
senting a form of musical art closely akin to that of which
Madame Leblanc is the exponent.  Says Harper's Weekly

“"We do not recall, in a retrospect of an exceptionally
full and active winter, n musical occasion more completely
satisfying. from an standpoint
by Mr. Riddle and Mr. 1. 1. Lang of Strauss’ beautiful piano
forte commentary on Tennyaon's verses—the more satisfying,
it may be, because of ith modest preliminary heralding and
the engogingly sincere nnd earnest apint which characterized
its realization. In wndertiking =& musical paraphrose of
‘Enoch Arden,' Strausy set bimeelf a task of the most peril-

ATTISING

oy and delicate nature y tank reguiring, obviotsly, the ot
most poetic ek, an unerring sense of dramutic values, an
unflagging and inveterate exercise of intense imaginative

expreanion, and, n difiealt of all, atr effective  aols
tion the problem of stiitable structural formy,. To say
merely  that he has fulfilled these vital requirements is far
from acknowledging & recognition of the lurgeness of his
achievement nly ‘has he mnde his accompapniment a
vivid and adenqu commentary on the text which e ar its
biest. one must admat, of mditferent y Ine, but he has
caught the underlying reality, (he = emotionn] aut
ntance of the poem I haw budies] & forth in Wis musie
with exquisite paignancy, with no’l etio truth, and with a
rure and beautiful clarity of m Velting in a
mode of dramatic comg tion whiol tramsmeled in
18 conventions s« 1t 18T 1 Ghportunits far bombastie
and turgisd emiotianalism, thin mste oAl mdarniiy
has achi | ; and a tyv and eantine:
pf expreassion scarccly charneteristic f the munieal Zett-
geist. ‘We conld wish. though, that Si 5 W { apply the
precise expressior methods that he b il
work to a pootic text worthier of his ge
- i
< F
A Book From Paris.
Henry F. Keenan, in his entertaining “Old Weorld

Themes" in the Era Magazine, writes
| Since the “historical novel” has pro-empted the pouble
attcntion, [ sha dping the eager wehern of history in
somnolent doses to mignalize n book which hng ust
captivated Parizian r “The Youth of the Great Muads
moieedle Madame Arvede Harine is the writer of this ad-
mirable work, and f Balese were alive he wouldl probably |
ennfess that hi=s " H n Comedy™ has litle to offer in com- |
parisan with ths tu wy life of this printess of the Hlood,
who outheroined the v t flights of the romancer’s fmag:
iation The world v reuds higtor knows th
“sereat mademoisell W Taticheer wastom d'Orl
brother of lLouis X111 ¥ the richest princuss in
Fvrope: that hie wa ' in marciage | ! antd
princes, and though she wan dying to marry, ol i 1ot &l
1c Wi ! l'l-'" 1'f‘i"". mnt [} fime CRne \:.\..‘ ahii 1 % tak
whst she could grt I what e dreaned Fhore is 1
where in the hitory of the liran 8 more comically patietic
story than the ndve ( t s Goleonda princess in senrch
of & mate. The strang w i Versuilles todiy sees
among the speeches of the ers of m rchial greatness & por-
teait labeled the “Grande Mademiomelh ariid woriders why
this dempiselle sho he pictnred e the personages of
French Bistory, Fven the most devaled biltpver in “divine
right” realizes that the grand demniselle must

the fortieth year and even indulged in fatucus conjecture

why she should be embalmed for the wotder of the present.
The courtier painter han represented the lidy as Minerva-—a
mature Minerva, indifferent to the infidelities of Jove, let us
hope, Armed and warrior-like. the Great Mademolsclle ex
nctly represents the epoch in which shie made herselt the joy
of n cortain part of France
manly privileges which make women doubly precious, the
Great Mademoiselle plunged into revolt  She yearned to be
a2 warrior since no warrior seemed to yenrn to make her
wife and she undertonk to shaks the throne of her boy counin,
Louis XIV, She was part of the Fronde, and when the re

she sheuld not marry
number nf reasons and
shile by death
tirh

She saw no reasan why
cousin, Louis X1V,
1"'”\'1!"'{ }""' .'i‘!\l‘l.l'f' s In
sccident she became ao rich that even the king's
thought it wise to conciliate her, 5She was not only the
king's ecousin, whe wan the head of a dozen principalities;
ihe was ducheas in scores of provinces; drew a three-
fold larger revenue than the king and could have puid the
debts of any of the lesser monurcha ol Germany.
— i ——

Not of Love.

Sing of love? Wherefore?
Thousands sing its praise each day
They've not made the test,

Or in language drest
By imagination, they
Claim for it far maore
Than for gods was claimed of yore.

but ke saw any

AEOTH Meanw

Lress

she

Sing of love? Why so?
Should I tell it as "ts found
You would dishelieve,
Or you'd sadly grieve
And your youth in tears be drowned,
Sing of love? Ah! nol
Dream your dream, "tis better so,
Guacix Corwmrr,

Paper Pellets.

If ull dreams came true, there would soon be nothing left
to dream about,

When & woman Jaughs it means mischief,

Disagpointment gives us the pleasure of continging to
want things we have pot got

When clrcumstances overcome the man, thet's tragedy;
when the man overcomes circummtances, that's comedy.

The poet is an seronaut.

Black care rides bebind the bachelor; {f you ride
m.mlullanw.mhn‘lmm.'m

than this production |

'he tr

Tienied love, denied the wo- |

* quite to that fi
ahie moees, e B

* & § e
The Critic for August opens with an article
Today," with p

"1:': o
Two excellent articles

- an
Stephen Phillipy'

+ + +
Ewerybody's Magarine for August containy an srtfels by
“Blade and Sheal." Thers are
“Saved in His Own Country™

by Juliet Wilbough Tompking; “‘The Honorabls Rerty,*
Justus Miles Foreman; :
e, W, p, | Dane; “Tangled Up In Beulah Land” is continued. s is
alse “Danny,” by Alfred OHivaot
of the French Watering Places.”

“Love, Law and the Line,” by Frank

“Customn and Costumes
describing Trouville and
Havre at the height of the senmon, with eolored illustrations
showing the costumes, will intarest feminine resders,
* + ¢
The Cosmopolitan for Augunt has an artisle on “London
Seciety,” by Emily Hope Westheeld 1 “The Miversions of Some
Millionaires.” by Waiter Gesmain:Robinson; “What Men
Like in Men," by Rafiord Pyln; “Captuing of Industey™ ia
continued.  Richard Te Calilenne's "O0d Love Stafles Re-
told” deals with Heine and Mathilde The department,
“"Men, Women and Events.' ks particularly bright
* = 5
Alnslee's Magariie for Amgust alsn has an article sbout

the millwonaires, eatitled "uxuries of  the Millionaires'
Country Housen,” by Frank Arnett, Thers {8 an article
on Coney Ialand by Harvey Suthertand, and s number of
short stories of eonsiderabler terdt

v+ 4 »

The Asgust oumber of Mhe
Maker." by Ald

Era npens with “The Monev

wa itie Antoniette,” by Heney
Francis, 18 continucd, Cy Townoend Brade has a story
entitled "Stooping to Follp' Vindimir Vaointsky has a
story: entitled “The Kis o lerafel” Willlamy S Walsh's

writings “"The Observer™
is an

inw] “Shakespeare.Mucon Parallels,”
; r exctllentlys written, as ja EHenry F. Keenan's
1d World Themes,”

Wit and Wisdom: From New Books.

Era Mapazine))

unl wve

(Campiled by the

If a man iv ohliged ®e make a fool of himself ¢ 1s
hest he should aiford amusement 10 athers while doing pos—
e Minorty,

+ + +
American women haver nor awalisned to the meaning of

good citizenahip, so thoy prefer chivaliy
Weeh the Jimmivg,

Lo justice —Abrogd

+ 4+ »
women f L
ighty lucky fos
woand Mr. Pawl,
+ + <+
There i a certain amount grief and sorvow
s with every great v 1o give & a s

nay

1{ God didn't intend Am
| ft was m

elal systen
G himmse Fodds

£ plaze they has in
‘em dat man did so
ittend
of which
st ma:k wherehy
rwwon  of

we always rememier s valuc—Dorothy 17
MHaddow Heli.
4+ 4+ 4
Those who have net been imposed upen are a thiefs
equal, with a thiel's dismernment.—The Fool,
+ 4+ +
The woman who makes 4 doormat of herself will always

n vpon~rables for the Elitg
* + +
Ornie of the few good thin shout soeiety s that until
e are ry suceessinl an voit can nat do fust as you
ke, vou must fit your w ind Inclinations into other
people’s gRrooven——dA Kemady for Lovs
+ 4+ +
nat sure of the merit of your ldeas, quote them as
another's=—3yre of t Cimes,
— —i—
Completed Froverbs.
(By L, De V., Matthewman in the Era Magazine)

"Heauty buys no beef” but it does huy wine suppers and

t. have pusged | diamonds,

+ 4+
“Woman 1s the apple of man's eye"—the apple of dise
cord.
+ + +
“Listeners never hear good of themaelves,” and Bug|
rarely of anybody else,
+ + +

“Haurd worda break oo bones," but they do break hesrta, |
+ + +
“Health s better than wealth' to him who has wealth |

+ 4+ +
“The boeks which help you most are those which malke |
you think the most,” often by frritating you.

| only.
vall ended she found herseli the slave of court convention. |
her young |

+ 4+

“The hest sdvice is—don't give say awzy,” don't take|
much more,

+ + 4 '

“Fools go in crowds ;" man loves companionship, |

+ + 4+ ;

“TUntll a man-finds a«wife ba ix only bali;" &Mh‘

Is atill Jesa, }

+ 4+ + ]

“The man who mindy his own business will alwayr have
busicess to mind,” and what is more, it will be bis very owi.

Modern Types of Women.
The fact is we must build our bopes for the fuure upon
our boy's unchanged, wholesome, honest masculinity-—e mas-
culinity which rejects the unsexed woman, and creates for

women a standard of gracious and in Y rﬂhﬂl jiust)
as the normal womon's demand for courage .“
tenderness creates a standard for . Sarah :
this standurd of moral and intsllectual sweetness, 4
embodies it in & somewhat rudimentary form;
will she ever sce that gapd health does not
ply rough, sunburut arms; that !
invalve loud voices, or “lo us the
girle' alang; that good schse does not
rescrve ;n hcoumulirm:" mm ever a
the word that sums up d
which bring into the world of toil, and sport,
something which \v;’ call lp:i:ll:uulmﬂ' ]
Nobody wants Dora's o3 or uselesiness.
}ummnemral femininity—that the world
deed will have, for nature can M

reqular




