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•'Of course, I admit it isn't plagiar-
ism," said Carter Esplan, savagely:
"it's fate, it's the devil, but is it the

less irritating on that account? No.
no!" And he ran his hand through

his hair until it stood on end. He
shook "with febrile excitement, a red
spot burned on either cheek, and his

bitten Up quivered. "Confound Bur-
fr.rd, and his parents and his ances-
tors! The tools to him that can handle
them," he added, after a pause, during

which his friend Vincent curiously con-
sidered him.

"It is your own fault, my dear wild
man," said he; "you are too lazy. Be-
sides, remember these things—these

motions, motives—are in the air. Orig-

inality is only the art of catching
early worms. Why don't you do the
things as soon as you invent them?"

"Now you talk like a bourgeois, like
a commercial traveler," returned Es-
plan angrily. "Why doesn't an apple
tree yield apples when the blossoms
are fertilized? Why wait for summer

and the influences of wind and sky?

Why don't live chickens burst new-
laid eggs? Shall parturition tread
sudden on conception? Didn't the
mountain labor to bring forth the
mouse? and shall "

"Your works of genius do not re-
quire a portion of the eternity to which
they are destined?"

"Stuff!" snarled Esplan, "but you

know my method. I catch the sugges-
tion, the floating thistledown of
thought, the title, maybe; and then I

leave it, perhaps without a note, to
the brain, to the subliminal conscious-
ness, the subconscious self. The story
grows in the dark of the inner perpet-
ual sleepless soul. It may be reji cted
by the artistic tribunal sitting there,

It may be bidden to stand aside. 1,

the outer, I, the huskcase of heredl-
tiels. know nothing of it, but one day
I take the pen and the hand writes it.
This is the automatism of art, and I—
I am nothing, the last only of the con-
cealed individualities within me. Per-
haps a dumb ancestor attains speech,
and yet the Complex Ego Esplan must
be anticipated in this way."

He arose and paced the lonely club
smoking-room with irregular steps.

His nerves were evidently quivering,
his brain was wild. But Vincent, who
was a physician, saw deeper. For
Esplan's speech was jerky, at times he
missed the right word—the locomotor
centers were not under control.

"What of morphine?" he thought. I
wonder if he's at it again, and is to-
day without his quantum." But
Esplan burst out once more.

"I should not care so much ifBurford
did them well, if he dosn't know
how to write a story. Look at this
last thing of mme—of his. I saw it
leaping and alive; it ran and sang, a
very Maenad; it had red blood. With
him it wasn't even born dead; it
rpueaks puppetry and leaks sawdust,
and moves like a lay figure, and smells

of most manifest manufacture. But I
can't do it now. He has spoilt it for-
ever. It's the third time. Curse him, i
and my luck! Iwork when I must."

"Your calling is very serious to you,"

said Vincent lazily. "After all, what
does it matter? What are stories?
Are they not opiates for cowards' I
lives? I would rather invent some j
little instrument, or build a plank
bridge across a muddy stream than
write the best of them."

Esplan turned on him.
"Well, well," he almost shouted; "the

man who invented chloroform was
great, and the makers of it are useful.
Call stories chloral, morphia, bromides,
if you will, but we give ease."

"When it might be better to use
blisters."

"Rot!" answered Esplan, rudely. "In
any case your talk is idle. I am I,
and writers are writers —small, if you
will, but a result and a force. Give me
a rest. Don't talk ideal poppycock!"

He ordered lipueur brandy. After
drinking it his aspect changed a little,
and he smiled.

"Perhaps it won't occur again. If it
does, I shall feel that Burford is very
much in my way. I shall have to "

"Remove him?" asked Vincent.
"No, but work quicker. I have some-

thing to write soon. It would just suit
him to spoil."

The talk changed and soon after-
ward the friends parted. Esplan went
to his chambers in Bloombury. He
paced his sitting room idly for a few
minutes, but after a while he began to
feel the impulse in his brain; his fin-
gers itched, the semi-automatic mood
came on. He sat down and wrote, at
first slowly, then quicker, and at last
furiously.

It was 3 in the afternoon when he
began work. At 10 o'clock he was
still at his desk, and the big table on
which it stood was strewn with to-
bacco ashes and many pipes. His hair
again stood on end, for at intervals
he ran his damp fingers through it.
His eyes altered like opals; at times
they sparkled and almost blazed, and
then grew dim. He changed at each
sentence; each thought was reflected
in his pale, mobile face. He laughed
and then groaned; at the crisis tears
ran down and blurred the already in-
decipherable script. But at 11 he rose,
•stiff in every limb, and staggering!
With difficulty he picked the unpaged
leaves from the floor and sorted them
in due order. He fell into his chair.

"It's good! it's good!" he said,
chuckling. "What a queer devil I am!
My dumb ancestors pipe oddly in me.
It's strange, devilish strange; man's
but a mouthpiece, and crazy at that.
How long has this last thing been
hatching? The story is old, yet new.
Gibbon shall have it. It will just suit
him. Little beast, little horror, little
hog, with a divine gold ring of appre-
ciation in his grubbing snout.". He drank half a tumbler of whisky,
and tumbled into bed. His mind ran
riot.

"My ego's a bit fissured," he said.
"I ought to be careful."

And ere he fell asleep he talked con-
scious * nonsense. Incongruous ideas
Jinked themselves together; he sneer-
ed at his brain's folly, and yet
he was afraid. He used morphine at
last in such a big dose that it touched
the optic center, and subjective light-
nings flashed in his big room. He
dreamed of an "At Home," where he
met big, brutal Burford, wearing a
great diamond in his shirt front.

"Bought by my conveyed thoughts,"
he said. But, looking down, he per-
ceived that he had yet a greater jewel
of his own, and soon his soul melted
In the contemplation of its rays, till
his consciousness was dissipated by a
divine absorption into the very Nir-
vana of Light.

When he awoke the next day it was

aireaay late in tne aiternoon. .tie was

overcome by yesterday's labor, and,
though much less irritable, he walked
feebly. The trouble of posting his
story to Gibbon seemed almost too

much for him, but he sent it, and took
a cab to his club, where he sat almost
comatose for many hours.

Two days afterwards he received a
note from the editor returning his
story. It was good, but—

"Burford sent me a tale with the
same motive weeks ago, and I accept-

ed It."
Esplan smashed his thin, white hand

on his mantelpiece, and made it bleed.
That night he got drunk on cham-
pagne, and the brilliant wine seemed
to nip and bite and twist every nerve
and brain cell. His irritation grew so
extreme that he laid in wait for subtle,

unconceived insults, and meditated
morbidly on the aspects of innocent
strangers. He gave the waiter double
what was necessary, not because it
was particularly deserved, but because
he felt that the slightest sign of dis-
content on the waiter's part might lead
to an uncontrollable outburst of anger
on his own.

Next day he met Burford in Picca-
dilly, and cut him dead, with a bitter
sneer.

"I daren't speak to him—l daren't!"
he muttered.

And Burford, who could not qui^e un-
derstand, felt outraged. He himseif
hated Esplan with the hatred of an
outpaced, outsailed rival. He knew his
own work lacked the diabolical certain-
ty of Esplan's—it wanted the fine
phrase, the right red word of color,

the rush and onward march to due
finality, the bitter exact conviction,
the knowledge of humanity that lies in
inheritance, the exalted experience that
proves received intuitions. He was, he
knew, a successful failure, and his am-
bition was greater even than Esplan's.

For he was greedy, grasping, esurient,

and his hollowness was obvious, even
before Esplan proved it with his ring-
ing touch.

"He takes what I have done, and
dees it better. It's malice, malice," he
urged to himself.

And when Esplan placed his last
story, and the world remembered only

to forget in its white-hot brilliance the
cold paste of Buford's Paris jewel, he
felt hell surge within him. But he beat
his thoughts down for awhile, and
went on his little, labored way.

The success of this story and Bur-
ford's bitter eclipse helped Esplan
greatly, and he might have got saner
if other influences working for misery

in his life had not hurt him. For a
certain woman died, one whom none
knew he knew, and he clung to mor-
phine, which, in its increase, helped
to throw him later on. It works as
one who builds a dam higher and high-
er yet against the rising waters, and
the crash must come.

And at last it did come, for Burford
had two stcries, far better than his
usual work, in a magazine that Esplan

almost" looked upon as his own. They
were Esplan's very "motives, he had
them almost ready to write. The sting

of this last bitter blow drove him off
his tottering balance; he conceived
murder, and n-lotted it brutally, and
then subtly, and became dominated by

it till his life was the flower of the in-
sane motive. It altered nothing when
a reviewer pointed out the close re-
semblance between the two men's work,
and, exalting Esplan's genius, placed
the writer beyond all cavil, the other
below all place.

But that drove Burford crazy. It
was so bitterly true. He ground his
teeth, and, hating his own work, hated
worse the man who destroyed his own
conceit. He wanted to do harm. How
should he do it?

Esplan had long since gone under.
He was a homicidal maniac, with one
man before him. He conceived and
wrote schemes. His stories ran to mur-
der. He read and imagined means. At
times he was in danger of believing
he had already done the. deed. One
wild day he almost gave himself up for
this proleptic death. Thus his imag-
ination burned and flamed before his
conceived path.

"I'll do it, I'll do it," he muttered;
and at the club the men talked about
him.

"Tomorrow," he said, and then he put
it off. He must consider the art of it.
He left it to bourgeon in his fertile
brain. And at last, just as he wrote,
action, lighted up by strange circum-
stance, began to loom big befoje him.
Such a murder would wake a vivid
world, and be an epoch in crime. If
the red earth were convulsed in war,
even then it would stay to hear that
incredible, true story, and, soliciting
deeper knowledge, seek out the method
and growth of means and motive. He
chuckled audibly in the street, and
laughed thin laughter in his room
of fleeting visions. At night he walked
the lonely squares near at hand, con-
sidering- eagerly the-.rush of his own
divided thoughts, and-, leaning against
the railings of the leafy gardens, he
saw ghosts in the moon shadows, and
beckoned them to converse. He be-
came a night bird, and was rarely
seen.

"Tomorrow," he said at last. Tomor-
row he would really take the first step.
He rubbed his hands and laughed as
he pondered near home, in his own
lonely square, the finer last details
which his imagination multiplied.

"Stay, enough, enough!" he cried to
his separate mad mind; "it is really
done."

And the shadows were very dark
about him. He turned to go home.

Then came immortality to him in a
strange shape. For it seemed as though
his ardent and confined soul burst out
of his narrow brain and sparkled mar-
velously. Lights lowered about him,
and from a rose sky lightnings flashed,
and he heard awful thunder. The
heavens opened in a wide blaze and he
saw unimaginable things. He reeled,
put his hand to his stricken head, and
fell heavily in a pool of his own blood.

And the anticipator, horribly afraid,
ran down a by-street.
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EJECTMEXT SUITS.

Chicago Land Valued at $3,000,000
Is Claimed.

CHICAGO, June 6.—David W. Kean, who
owns some Valentine scrip, began ejectment
proceedings today against the city of Chicago,
the Chicago public library and the Grand
Army Hall and Memorial association. The
plaintiff claims to be the owner of the fee of
the land upon which the public library now
stands. It is claimed that the land, which
was formerly known as the Fort Dearborn
military reservation. Is held under imperfect
title. The land is worth about $3,000,000.

TO WOMEN ONLY.

Free Treatment for Diseases Pecu-

liar to Femalei!.

In a lecture to women recently Dr. Hart-
man, of the Surgical hotel, concluded his re-
marks as follows: "No one knows better
than I how much some women suffer with
diseases peculiar to their sex. No one knows
better than I do how many of these suffer
with such diseases. Patiently, hopefully,
wearily, and often silently, they eke out a
miserable existence year after year. No
martyr in poetry or heroine in romance makes
a more touching appeal to human sympathy
than the woman burdened with the care ot
a family trying to carry the extra load of
some tormenting and ever-present female dis-
ease."

To all such we would say: Write him, giv-
ing him a careful description of your symp-
toms, and he will promptly advise you what
to do, and continue to correspond with you
until you are well. He will direct every de-
tail of the treatment by letter without charge.
The medicines he prescribes you will be able
to get at the nearest drug store. Free book
for females sent by The Pe-ru-na Drug Man-
ufacturing Company, Columbus, Ohio. Dr.
Hartman's address is Columbus, Ohio.

\u25a0 m

YALE STUDENTS ARE DEFIAXT.

Tear Down and Barn a Strut-in re on
a Sacred Old Spot.

NEW HAVEN, Conn., June 6.—About 100
members of the graduating class of the aca-
demic department of Yale, Thursday, tore
down the staging which had been put in
position for the erection of the statue of the
late President Woolsey,. of the university.
After the staging had been torn down several
hundred students set fire to It-and danced
about the blaze, in defiance of Treasurer
William W. Farnam, and the corporation,
who gave orders to erect the statue in front
of Durfee, on the spot where the seniors play
"nigger-baby" and "four-cornered cat." This
ground has been sacred to the senior class,
and the outbreak Thursday was a demonstra-
tion of the feeling of the under-
graduates toward the corporation for
destroying one of the bits of tra-
dition that remain of "Old Yale." When
the corporation voted to allow the statue to

j be erected in front of Durfee the vote was
\u25a0 carried by a single voice. Since then it has

f been said that this member of the corporation

I has been influenced by the undergraduates
to change his mind and that he will try to

j have the vote reconsidered. As soon as the
i burning of the scaffolding had been com-
j pleted a committee of undergradutes waited
j upon Dean Henry P. Wright, and told him

\u25a0 frankly that if the statue was put in position
it would certainly be torn down or at least
removed. It is npt likelythat any punishment
will be administered.

NAKED SWIMMERS CHASED.

Sniull Boys Lend a Policeman a Pret-
ty Race Through Atchison, Kan.,
Streets.

ATCHISON, Kan., June 6.—The spectacle of
thirty naked boys flying along the streets
and over the lawns and gardens of the resi-
dence parts of West Atchison and the
shrieks of women and children created a com-
motion most unusual today.

For some time complaints have been filed
with the chief of police that boys were in the
habit of bathing at a certain spot in White
Clay creek, in full view of those who live In
the adjacent dwellings. An officer was de-
tailed to abate the nuisance. Going to the
swimming place he discovered thirty boys in
the water. They made a dash for liberty,
leaving their clothes behind them. The boys
scattered in every direction and went flying
up and down the streets and through the
yards—anywhere to escape the policeman.

The ladies of the community who were on
the front porches or the lawns also scattered.
The officer caught one boy, but he was wet
and slippery and slipped out of the arms of
the representative of the law. Unfortunately
the boy ran into a barbed wire fence a few
moments later and received painful gashes.

—
CYCLONE STOPS A WEDDING.

Rohert R. Haig and Miss Eliza Col-
lins United a Week Later.

MASCOUTAH, 111., June 6.—Last Wednes-
day evening Robert E. Haig, of Caseyville,
and Miss Eliza Collins, of Birkners, were
to have been married at the latter place.
The wedding guests had assembled and the
parson stood ready to tie the nuptial knot,
when the cyclone swept down and took the
house away., Many of the guests were in-
jured, but the bride and groom escaped. The
storm put the marriage out of their minds
for a week and then no trace of the license
could be found. A duplicate of the docu-
ment was secured today and the couple were
wedded without interference from the ele-
ments.
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STRONG WORDS.

STATEMENT OF AN OLD-SCHOOL
DEMOCRAT.

Eighty-Years-Old Isaac Eddy Strong
and \\ ell—-i.iZtnu. to Live an

Long as I Cnn.ff
From the Phoenix, Brattleboro, Vt.

A representative of this paper had occa-
sion recently to call on Isaac Eddy, the
well-known owner of the Broad Brook
Farm, two miles from Brattleboro, Vt. Mr.
Eddy was found hard at work In his garden.

After the usual preliminaries, the conver-
sation turned upon the subject of Mr. Ed-
dy's strength and apparent good health, and
it was with some surprise that the news-
paper man learned that the old gentleman
was in his eightieth year. A serious illness
from which he suffered last fall was re-
ferred to, and called forth from Mr. Eddy
a strong indorsement of the virtue of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills for Pale People.
"I was having a hard time with scrofulous

swelling of my legs," he said, "when the
pills were recommended to me, and I be-
gan taking them, and they brought me up
again, and now I am almost as good as
new. I keep to work, and amUgoing to live
as long as I can. I still tafea' fie pills, and
believe they have much to do-*with my pres-
ent gooi health."

Other members of Mr. Eddy's family were
seen, and they were equally emphatic in
words of praise for Dr. Williams' remedies.

Isaac Eddy is the youngest son of the late
Judge Eddy, of Newfane. In 1861 he moved
to the Broad Brook Farm, where he now
lives. In both towns he has held various
town offices, and is a good example of the
sturdy New England farmer of the old stock.

He is a man of strong convictions, and,
though his political party is not the"* strong-
est in the Green Mountain State, he always
casts the straight Democratic ticket, being
at one election at least the only man to cast
a ballot for the Democracy in his town. His
family surroundings are unusually pleasant, i
and it was with great pleasure that he and I
his wife celebrated in '93 their golden wed- I
ding. On this occasion their three daugh-
ten and their two grandchildren were pres- |
ent and assisted the worthy couple in re-
ceiving the scores of friends who called to
pay their respects.

The proprietors of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
state that they are not a patent mediciiie,
but a prescription used for many years by
an eminent practitioner who produced the
most wonderful results with them, curing
all forms of weakness arising from a watery
condition of the blood or shattered nerves,
two fruitful causes of almost every ill to
which flesh is heir. The pills are also
a specific for the troubles peculiar to fe-
males, such as suppressions, all forms of
weakness, chronic constipation, bearing down
pains, etc., and in the case of men will give
speedy relief and effect a permanent cure in
all cases arising from mental worry, over-
work, .or excesses of whatever nature. They
are entirely harmless, and can be given to
weak and sickly children with the greatest
good and without the slightest danger. Pink
Pills are sold by all dealers,, or. will be sent
post paid on receipt of price (50 cents a box,
or six boxes for $2.50—they ilie never sold
in bulk or by the 100) by addressing Dr.
Williams' Medicine Company, Schenectady,

In. y

BOOKS Of THE BOOR
TUTTWO RECEN'I JStOOXS DEALING

WITH THE rAtfrORS OF EVO-

LITTON.

THE REDS IQF THE MIDI.

A CHARMINGI ItISSERTATION ON
THE ART pF-^LIVING WITH

SEVERAL GOOD SUMMER NOVELS.

r

Volume 4 of the Clinp-Book—''The
Lore of Fame"—"An Art Fail-

nre"—Literary Notes. -

"The Reds of the Midi" is an episode
of the French revolution, translated
from the Provencal of M. Felix Gras
by Mrs. T. A. Janvier, and prefaced

with an introduction by Mr. Janvier.
M. Gras is a poet of Provence, second
only to Mistral in the estimation of
his countrymen, and the poetic touch
is very evident in his prose. The story
deals with the march to Paris of the
Marseilles battalion of revolutionists.
The hero is a peasant lad, who, grown
very old and become the village shoe-
maker in happier days than those of
his early life, tells the epic tale of his
young adventures to the neighbors
who spend their evenings in his shop.
This peasant boy, Pascalet, drifts into
the battalion by a succession of
chances, and he' is not in the least a
bloodthirsty Red. He has, indeed, a
marked distaste for gore, and the
frightful sights he is forced to see fill
him with horror. At the same time
he is a shrewd observer, and the long-

drawn tale he tells'the men who gather
round his bench has a sort of Homeric
simplicity and vividness. The author
preserves womlerfully the peasant

outlook on evenfs.la'nd the impersonal,

almost artistic calna, which such a man
as Pascal de la Patine might show
in his old age >-when recounting his

HARRIET REECHER STOWE.

On June 14 this famous woman will at-

tain her eighty-fifth birthday. It is now
forty-five years siuce she wrote "Uncle Tom's
Cabin," which was destined to make her
name immortal. She was then a woman of
forty, the wife of a country doctor of moder-
ate practice and still more moderate means.
She sent the story"- when completed, to the

little personal part in the events of

those exciting days, long faded into

the gray, indifferent past. The book,

as a whole, is an idyl of the French
Revolution, if such a thing can be
imagined, and its perusal will give
pleasure to marry people who are us-
ually indifferent to tales of gore, but
have a care for works of art.

The winning pualities of M. Gras'
literary style have been very carefully
preserved in Mrs. Janvier's sympa-
thetic translation. The most charming
parts of the book deal with the
thoughts and feelings of a certain
small boy who was privileged to listen
to old Pascalet's recitals, and found
one of- the supreme joys of his life in
them. All this, Mr. Janvier assures us,
is strictly autobiographical. M. Gras
himself is the little boy who thrilled as
he heard the tales, and desired noth-
ing better than to grow up and become
a shoemaker, because he longed to lis-
ten forever to such stories through
all the evenings to come.

("The Reds of the Midi," by Felix Gras.
New York: D. Appleton

4& Co. $1.50. For
sale by the St. Paul Book and Stationery
company.)

Since the present^ scientific dogma

of evolution was advanced as a work-
ing hypothesis only in the scientific
explanations of physical life, great
changes, both of knowledge and opin-
ion, have taken place. The past gener-
ation has seen the most creative ener-
gy in intellectual life that the race
has ever expended in the same period

of time. All branches of human learn-
ing have been recreated, not excepting
philology, where wej would suppose the
most resistance would have been en-
countered. All..thinkers have to deal
with the terms of continuity and unity,

i which have asserted their mastery in
' a most imperious wg.y.

Prof. Cope has undertaken a new
I study of what he calls the primary
j factors of evolutioj*}." The title of his

I book is not happy, since he confines
I himself to the^ field of paleontology
j for his data, an£ ajdmits that the im-
portant results of embryological re-
search must be left to others. Howev-
er, the book Is of great value in setting
forth the views of ithat school of sci-
entists who do ' not agree with the
Darwinian hypothesis that natural se-
lection is quite sufficient to account for
the variations of species. Our author
urges that other considerations must be
taken into account to make a com-
plete explanation, among others en-
vironment and habit; for into the terms
of habit must be translated the various
discussions of motion as affecting
structure. The book contains a mass
of valuable facts bearing on the ques-
tion, and for specialists will possess
great interest. It seems a pity that
the author did not secure some trans-
lator who has command of literary
English to render the barbaric scien-
tific jargon into terms of intelligible

THE SAINT PADIr GLOBE: SUNDAY, JUNE 7, ICo.

human speech. There is really no need
for quite so bad a style even in science,
where much can be forgiven, when the
man loves his exactness of statement
so much as does Prof. Cope.

("Primary Factors of Evolution." by E.
D. Cope, Ph. D. The Open Court Publishing
company. Chicago. $2. For sale by the St.
Paul Book and Stationery company.)

The second part of the work by
Romanes on "Darwin and After Dar-
win" deals with the same theories as
the work of Prof. Cope, but from
other points of view. This book Is
critical rather than creative. It seeks
to show how the case now stands be-
tween those who push the theory of
natural selection, as expounded by

Darwin in his famous "Origin of Spe-
cies," into the sole law of evolution,
and those who hold with Lamaik, that
other facts and forces must be con-
sidered. This seems to be a good place
to say that the physical method and
laws of evolution are yet by no means
authoritatively determined. The new
theories of Weismann, who tabids that
no acquired characters are ever trans-
mitted, are flanked by numberless f.icts
as yet not satisfactorily explained and
authoritatively referred to their final
place by a consensus of opinion. One
of the most important chapters of this
book, which deals exclusively with
questions of heredity and utility-, is
the one on "characters as adaptive and
specific," in which the author shows
the marked changes in structure ef-
fected by climate, food, sexual selec-
tion and isolation. But the facts do
not seem-^6 confirm the opinion that
a true species originates under th-:se
new conditions. The change of A
ican corn by transplanting to Ger-
many in three years would probably
be reversed by transplanting the same
corn back to America. The rabbits of

Porto Santo become English again aft-
er 400 years of apparent permanent
variation, when returned to England,

and birds whose colors have changed
by being fed on new food will change

back again under the influence of the
old diet.

The fact seems to be that the case
of natural selection has by no means
been made out, but, on the other hand,

the validity of other agencies apart

from natural selection is still unproved.

The state of the whole question at
present seems to be that, while the

editor of the National Era, a paper published
at Washington, from whom she received $300
for the serial rights. When it appeared in
book form 3,000 copies were sold on the day
of Issue. The total number of copies sold
now runs above the million mark. Since
the expiration of the copyright, in 1893. forty-
six different editions have been put upon
the market.

fact of evolution is universally con-
ceded and immensely influential, the
exact methods of evolution are not
yet traced. It is to be regretted that
Romanes has been cut off by death
in the midst of a great career. It is
the more regrettable that he had the
ability possessed by Huxley and Dar-
win of being able to write science in
clean, clear English.

("Darwin and After Darwin," by George
John Romanes. The Open Court Publishing
company, Chicago. For sale by St. Paul
Book and Stationery company.)

The little volume of essays entitled
"On the Art of Living Together" Is
both pleasant and profitable reading.
The author's style is graceful and
persuasive, and the substance of his
essays is worth more than the hour's
consideration the perusal of them de-
mands. He maintains that, while noth-
ing is so difficult, and at the same time
sc common, as having to live with
other people, how to do it is a neg-
lected branch of education, and our
knowledge of the subject is chiefly

acquired by our failures. His sug-
gestions are practical, and better than
practical, fpr he finds in the humdrum
associations of middle-aged folk, the
surviving remnants of families that
have withstood the Usual disintegra-
tions of life, "occasions for some of
the soberest, yet finest, chivalries of
human life," and sees a study to glad-
den the heart "in the way in which a
noble life can be maintained and nur-
tured when the golden dreams of youth
are forever passed, and the fingers

of romance begin to lay hold only of
eternity."

The best of the art of living togeth-
er, as Dr. Horton sees it, is that it
is an art with a future. "A man will
be strongly unprepared for heaven if
he has "been a solitary on earth. He
will not know the gracious and cour-
teous manners of the place. * * * I
persuade myself that all our life is
a preparation for the social life of
heaven, and all our houses are built
in some faint remembrance of that
large and gleaming house of God. One
is prepared for good society when one
is fit to join with angels and arch-
angels. The urbanity of human inter-
course, the pleasantness of wit and
repartee, the charm of well-stored
minds, and the discursive treatment of
the things that interest men, the deli-
cate consideration for one another, the
habit of rendering unobserved services
or giving unexpected presents, the
large sympathies, the exuberant affec-
tions, the mirth, the pathos, the sol-
emnity which we acquire by living
properly together here are as truly
a preparation for that state in which
we shall live

"Enjoying each the other's good"
as the exejreises of prayer and fasting

which are more generally reckoned as
religious.'*

("On the Art of Living Together," by R.

F. Horton. New York: Dodd. Mead & Co.
50 cents. For sale by the E. W. Porter
pany.)

Volume 4 of the Chap-Book is on
our table. The cleverness of this pe-
riodical has always amply justified its
existence, but the careless reader win.
has never taken it seriously will be
surprised to find on turning over the
leaves of this volume how very much
more than merely clever it is. It con-
tains examples of some of the strong-

est work that is now being done in
letters. It represents the best tenden-
cies of the younger writers of the day.

and, seen in bulk, even its freaks and
eccentricities are shown to be repre-
sentative of their sort, and are present

in it because they are representative.
and not because they are freakish.

Among the good things it contains,
which are of the sort to which one re-
turns again and again with deepening
satisfaction, may be mentioned
Word More," being Hamilton W. Ma-
bie's exceptionally sane and Interest-
ing remarks on literary revolts; "The
Way U Came," by Henry James; "The
Ballad of a Workman," one of John
Davidson's noblest poems, and "The
Red Room," by H. Gr. Wells, which is
the only logical ghost story ever writ-
ten.

("The Chap-Book," vol. 4. Chicago: Her-
bert S. Stone & Co. $1.50.)

It is time to consider the question
of paper-covered books for the train,
the country cottage, the lake. Under
the general head of "Good Summer
Reading" come the two latest issu<-.s
in Appleton's "Town and Country"

Library. "A Winning Hazard," by
Mrs. Alexander, and "The Dancer in
Yellow," by W. E. Norris. The for-
mer is very much like all the rest of
Mrs. Alexander's readable novels,

which can always be depended upon
to achieve a certain level of agreeable
mediocrity. They entertain for the
moment; they require no thought; they

do not leave a bad taste in the mouth.
These are good recommendations for
summer books.

"The Dancer in Yellow," while not
one of Mr. Norris' strongest novels,
is an excellent example of his middle-
best. The plot has several novel feat-
ures, and the reader does not foresee
the end from the beginning, and is
kept pleasantly alert by wondering
just what turn will come next. As
in all of Mr. Norris' tales the work-
manship is good, and a judicious
amount of cleverness—enough to in-
terest, but not enough to stimulate—
is .expended upon the conversations.

("The Dancer in Yellow." by W. E. Norris.
50 cents. "A Winning Hazard," by Mrs.
Alexander. 50 cents. New York: D. Ap-
pleton & Co. For sale by the E. W. Por-
ter company and the St. Paul Book and Sta-
tionery company.)

Tl s author of "An Art Failure '
named his story better than he knew.
Never did a title more correctly char-
acterize a book, but if he had added
"and every other kind of a failure,
too," th£ definition of his booklet would
have been more exhaustive. The sub-
title, "A Story of the Latin Qarter
as It Is," sufficiently indicates the fact
that the book is one of those anaemic,
craven hangers-on to the skirts of
"Trilby" which aim at catching the
eye of the public by a dishonest pre-
tense at being desperately wicked.
Usually, as in the present case, they
only succeed in being desperately

inane.
("An Art Failure," by John W. Hardin.

New York: F. Tennyson Neely. 75 cents.
For sale by the St. Paul Book and Stationery
company.)

"The Lure of Fame," by Clive Hol-
land, is a simply told, pathetic little
story of a world-hurt, weary man,
who took refuge from life In a village
among the Norwegian hills, where he
found solace in the friendship of the
humble folk, and occupation in teach-
ing the village school. Among the pu-
pils whom he watched from babyhood

to youth were a boy and a girl of un-
usual gifts, and the recital of their
lives forms the substance of the book.
Mr. Holland has just fallen short of
producing an idyl. The simplicity of
latter-day idyls should be like that of
Paris gowns—indicating to the practi-

cal eye that labor, expense and re-
search have combined to produce their
artful effect of artlessness. "The Lure
of Fame" was written with too facile
a pen; and it is too long for the ten-
uous thread of interest. Nevertheless,
it is still what one may call a very-
pretty little tragedy. The volume Is
charmingly bound and printed.

("The Lure of Fame," by CUve Holland.
New York: The New Amsterdam Book com-
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L.it«-^ur> >«>!«•*.
One of the \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0.•\u25a0st Interesting of the i

articles In the * Review ol Reviews" for iii:
month is "The People's F I.'
tain.s an account of the In"! under
Prof. Aiwater's direction, Into the nu-
trilivi- value of different Kinds ot fond, and a-
resume ol their results, with some sugges-
tions on cheap and dear food . and some
encouraging statemeol
supply "f the future Other tea urea ot tins
number are a character-sketch ol the young
czar, by Mr. Stead, and several articlee upon
Alaska, its gold fields, climate, resou
the boundary dispute.

"The Fruits of Fraudulent Railroad .Man-
agement," by J. Selwin Tait, which has the
place of honor in the Bngin >ertag Magazine,
of New York, for June, present! the subject
In a new ll>.'!ii and shows forcibly thai every
pcrtloa of the community, from the *

to the wealthiest. Is acutely and injuriously
affected by corporate fraud and mismanage-

ment.

The Bostonian for June contains accounts
i of the great flower festivals of the West.

those held, namely, in .-an Anl unlo and
throughout California. A of the
magazine which will doubtless attract

' attention is tbe -"Living Fashion i"
giving some charming gowns recently worn
by women prominent in theatrical clr.

The Art Amateur for dune contain * inter-
| articles upon the Paris salon, the

Chicago water color exhibition and the show-
ing made by Sargent and Abbey, of the Royal

' ! academy. Another article disi a
• . acquisitions to the Metropi litan museum In

I New York. The magazine contains Its wont, d
Quantity of designs and Instructions fur aina-
ti vi- artists and decorators. The colored

1 plates are "American Beauties." by Paul de
Longpre. and "A Dutch Watercourse," by
Voikmar.

"Outing" for the month is a special bi-
cycle number, with stories and articles galore
anent the wheel. "Military Cycling Thro'
the Dakotas," by Lieut. Cabell; "The In-
vasion of the Bicycle: Athens," by T. O.

' Allen Jr.. and "A Bohemian Couple Wheeling

! Through West England." are among tbe a>-
tra'tions of the magazine.

Macmillan & Co. will shortly publish "Em-
barrassments," a volume of short stories, by
Henry James, said to be in his happiest man-
ner.

On Our Hook Table.
BOOKS.

From the St. I'aul Book and Stationery com-
pany :

Macmillan & Co., New York: "A Summer
in Arcady." by James Lane Allen. $1.25.
"The Dream—Charlotte," by M. 11-Pram-I-M-
--wards. fUS. "Dictionary of QBOtAtlOfiS," by
Lieut. Col. Philip Hugh Dalblae. $2. '"Eman-
uel, or the Children of the Soil," from the
Danish of Henrik Pontoppidan, translated by

Mrs. Edgar Lucas. Jl.-'o.
Lee & Shepard, Boston: "Maria Mitchell."

by Phoebe If. Kendall. $2. "What They Say
In New England." by Clifton John.-on. $1.25.
"Patmos." by the Rev. Charles Bcccber. $1.50.

"Beneath Old Roof-Trees," by Abram K.
Brown. $1.'.".

D. Appleton & Co., New York: "With the
Fathers," by John Bach M.-.Master. 11.50.^

American Publishers Corporation. New
York: "The Duchess of Powgsiand," *by

: Grant Allen. $1.
From the publishers:
Longmans. Green & Co.. New York: "Flot-

l sam," by Henry Seton Merriman. {1 .
Street & Smith, New York: "None But the

I Brave." by Robert Lee Tyler. 50 cents.

R. F. Fenno & Co., New York: "Lindsay's
Girl," by Mrs. Herbert Martin. $1.25.

iHamm's
Beer.
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