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CIRILLO. By Effie Douglass-Putnam.

New York: Life Publishing Co. Pp.
146. Bound in red leather and gold.

“Cirillo.” by Miss Effie Douglass-Put-
nam, in both make-up and contents is as
dainty a work as has come from any pub-
lisher for many a day. Inside an out,
from the clear-cut type to the luxurious
red leather binding decorated with gold,
it is a credit to Life Publishing Company,
its publishers. The story itself is a simple
one of life, music and painting, but its
author’s style is so natural and direct that
it possesses a peculiar charm in this day
of literary affectation. Some one has said
that easy writing makes hard reading,

and if the converse be true, Miss Doug-
lass-Putnam must have bestowed upon

‘‘Cirillo’’a truly remarkable amount of

¦work to give her style its limpid sweet-
ness and ease of understanding. It must

not be inferred from this that “Cirillo”
is effeminate or namby-pamby. The tale
of he love of the great Italian singer for
the American heiress, although simply
told, is a strong and absorbing one, and
forms a powerful contrast to the cynical

treatment of a similar question in Mr.
Graham Phillips's “Golden Fleece.”
Throughout the story runs a philosophy
both sound and consoling. The slight
touch of mysticism is brought so natural-
ly that it will seem natural even to the
most skeptical.

“Cirillo”is Miss Douglass-Putnam’s first
venture in the field of literature, but it
rings so true and the story is so well
told that her future efforts will be awaited
with interest.

LIFE OF POPE LEO XIII by J Martin
Miller. Profusely and Beautifully il-
lustrated, containing a portrait of all the
popes. 600 pages. Price $2.00. Publish-
ers: National Publishing Company,
Chicago 111.

“ELMINGTON MANOR.”

Virginians say that Thomas Dixon, Jr’s.,
home, "Elmington Manor,” at Dixondale,
Va., on the shores of the Chesapeake bay
is one of the most beautiful estates in the
StateA He has a mile and more of beach |
on his own place, and it is a drive of two
miles from his front gate to his house.
There are 300 large shade trees on lus
lawn. Although his house has thirty-five
rooms, he built a log cabin down near \jhe
water that he might have an isolated place
to write- in. Mr# Dixon is one of those
fortunate authors who has a large income
from his novels, and his new novel of the
evils of divorce and Socialism, called “The
One Woman,” though only published a few
days ago, promises to be his most success-
ful book in a financial way.

An addition of especial interest to the
American Men of Letters Series is the
“Life of Sidney Lanier,” which Messrs.
Houghton, Mifflin & Company announce
is to be written by Professor Edward
Mims, of Trinity College, Durham, N- C.

Ward, Lock & Company, of Warwick
House, London, are to publish “Miss Pet-
ticoats” and “On Satan’s Mount.” They
are warranted in their venture by the
large sales these books have already had
on this side. Mr. George Richardson, of
the Boston Traveler, has dramatized “Miss
Petticoats” and a production of it, with
Miss Kathryn Esterman as star, will be
seen in the early fall.

“Half Hours with the Best Humorous
Authors,” by Charles Morris, has just beeu
issued in a new edition by J. B. Lippin-
cott Company. The selections by the
well-known editor occupy four volumes

t appropriately bound in cloth. From th«
same editorial hands has just issued a new
edition of “Half Hours with the Best
American Authors,” in four volumes.

The publishers of “The One Woman,"
the new novel by Thomas Dixon, have
sold 35,000 copies since the first of August.
It is a powerful and dramatic presentation
of the evils of divorce and will powerful-
ly impress all who read it.

A GREAT AMERICAN.
An old Florida colonel who had recently
read “Up From Slavery,” met Booker T.
Washington the other day, and in a bibul-
ous burst of confidence said to the negro
educator:

“Suh, I’m glad to meet you. Always
wanted to shake your hand, suh. I think,
suh. you're the greatest man in America.”

“Oh, no!” said Washington.
“You are, suh,” said the colonel; and

then, pugnaciously: “Who’s greater?”
“Well,” said the founder of Tuskegee,

“there’s President Roosevelt.”
"No, suh!” roared the colonel. “Not by

a jugful! I used to think so, but since he
invited you to dinner I think he’s a blank
scoundrel.”

The very large first edition of Mr. James
I-ane Allen's The Mettle of the Pasture
was exhausted soon after publication, an 1
the second edition is already on the mar-
ket. Discussion began to rage around the
story almost as soon as the first copies
<ame into the hands of the reviewers, and
it has been growing warmer ever since.
Bliss Carman’s review in the New York
Times, which virtually said that the right
sort of man would not have told the wo-
man to whom he was offering his love of
his early sin, roused a chorus of protests,
and the Times made a feature of the re-
plies in its next issue. Evidently Mr. Al-
len’s meaning is that a man ought to te!l
a woman the whole truth; that they ought
not to begin life together with a lie be-
tween them. Mr. Carman and many other
people think differently; but it seems 1 o
be practically settled, by the overwhelm-
ing majority of opinion, that Mr. Allen
was right.

Mr. Arthur Stanley Riggs, an American
journalist who has been successively the
editor of “The Manila Daily Bulletin” and

the “Manila Freedom” contributes to the

August number of the Atlantic Monthly
an interesting and valuable letter from
the Philippines.

Mr. Riggs’s eye is neither blinded by an
ideal nor jaundiced by prejudice- He is
far from thinking the Filipino quite the
polished gentleman and devoted patriot
that he has seemed to some writers,-out,
on the other hand, he is equally far from
thinking that his case is without hope. It
is because of this justice and moderation
of view that this first-hand and intelligent
account of the complexities of the actual
situation has such extreme value to seri-
ous students of Philippine affairs.

on, soon after Braddock’s Defeat, this
branch removed to Pennsylvania. In four
generations he discovered the mingled
strains of six nationalities—English,
Welsh, Dutch, Swiss, French and Ger-

man.
The backing of sturdy ancestral stock

enabled young Jack early to prove his
mastery over environment, very muoh as j
Buck does in The Call of the Wild. He]
seems endowed with the force that en- j
ables a man not only to prevent being

pushed out of his true self by untoward
circumstances, but even to shape them to

his own ends. To use his own simple hy-
perbole, "I have just been sort of ham-
mering around in the dark till I knocked
holes through, here and there, and caught
glimpses of the daylight.” These day-
gleams were the lad’s compensation in a

life cramped and embittered by ever-

present poverty. The spring of a higher,
ampler living was at the root of his con-
consciousness, and he turned instinctively
and Inevitably toward literature, his im-
agination and feeling drawing out the ro-
mance of surroundings which to others
appeared mean and commonplace. “All
things interest me,” he says, “the world
is so very good.” This innate and loving
appreciation of universal nature and of
man is, in fact, a marked characteristic
of Jack London, and has stood him in
good stead through years of sordid toil
and hardship.

He lived on California ranches —where
lite cannot be said to be very nourishing
to the imagination—until his tenth year,
when his parents removed to Oakland.
There he “at once fell into Paradise in the
shape of a free library.” He was a book-
worra as a child, and prone to nervous-
ness. Between school hours and work
Jack found time to pore over books of
history, poetry and fiction, and to nurse
the secret wish to become a writer. At
six years of age he was reading Trow-
bridge’s books for boys at seven, Paul du
Chaillu's travels, “The Life of Garfield,”
and Captain Cook’s “Voyages”; at eight
he was deep in Ouida and Washington
Irving. He was graduated from the Oak-
land Grammar School at fourteen, and a
few months later he drifted into an ad-
venturous life ’longshore.

A well-defined nomadic strain in his

THE RED BOOK.

The announcements of The Red Book
for September indicate that the standard
of excellence required for the literature
selected for that sparking publication is
constantly rising. Among the contribu-
tors to appear in the September number
are Robert Hichens, Yone Noguchi, Har-

riet A. Nash, Wingrove Bathon, E. Phil-
lips Oppenheim, Elia W. Peattie, Eliza-
beth L. Banks, and half a dozen others
who are recognized as favorite contribu-
tors of the best fiction to publications
of the highest standing.

“As exhilarating as a first-class prize
fight” is the New York Sun’s comment
on Jack London’s new novel. The Call of
the Wild. This is one reason why the
book has been Avelcomed by men and wo-
men alike—the fact that it is stimulating,
invigorating and full of the qualities that
stir one’s blood and brain and ambition.
“The air that blows through this book
is fresh,” is the comment of another critic,
while all the reviewers speak of the book’s
closness to life and its superb art. One
writer has made it the theme for an ar-
ticle on materialism in fiction, quite for-
getting, or omitting, to notce that the
hook is rendered fairly alive by the im-
agination behind it.

SKETCH OF JACK LONDON.

Mr. Jack London, the author of The
Call of the Wild, The Children of the

Frost and The Son of the Wolf, was born
in San Francisco on the 12th of January,
1876- His father, John London, a nomadic
trapper, scout and frontiersman, came in
1873 to San Francisco, where Jack, the
youngest of ten half-brothers and sisters,
was born three years later. He once es-
sayed a climb among the branches of the
family tree, and traced both parental
lines back to an American residence prior
to the Revolution. On his mother’s side
he wound up with “Priest” Jones, one of
the first settlers of Ohiio and a circuit
rider. On his father’s side he followed
the lineal branch to New Jersey. Later:

blood, and the unrest of the pioneer spirit
of his ancestors, nourished by reading and
romantic speculation, led him to leave
home soon after he was fifteen. In his
search for adventures amongst the scum
marine population of San Francisco Bay
he soon lost his ideal romance and re-
placed it with the real romance of things.
He became—in turn —a salmon fisher, an
oyster pirate, a fish patrolman, a ’long-
shoreman, and a general bay-faring ad-
venturer. When he was seventeen he
shipped before the mast as an able sea-
man, going as far as Japan and spending
some time seal-hunting on the Russian
side of Behring Sea. He also served at
divers times in various forecastles.

Reviewing his mental and physical
equipments up to the time he was eighteen
Mr. London says “I had lived my child-
hood on California ranches, my boyhood
hustling newspapers on the streets of a
healthy Western city, and my youth on
the ozone-laden waters of San Francisco
Bay and the Pacific Ocean. I loved life
in the open, and I toiled in the open, at
the hardest kinds of work. Learning no
trade, but drifting along from job to’ job,
I looked on the world and called it good,
every bit of it. Let me repeat, this op-
timism was because I was healthy and
strong, bothered with neither aches nor
weaknesses, never turned down by the
boss because I did not look fit, able al-
ways to get a job shoveling coal, sailor-
izing, or manual labor of some sort.

“And because of this, exulting in ray
young lile, able to hold my own at work
or fight, 1 was a rampant individualist. I
was a winner. Wherefore I called the
game, as I saw it played, or thought I
saw it played, a very popular game for
men. To be a man was to write man in
large capitals on my heart. To adventure
like a man, and fight like a man, and do a
man’s work (even for a boy's pay)—these
were things that reached right in and
gripped hold of me as no other thing
could. And I looked ahead into long
vistas of a hazy and interminable future,
into which, playing what I conceived to
be a man’s game, I should continue to
travel with unfailing health, without acci-
dents, and with muscles ever vigorous.
As I say. this future was interminable. I
could only see myself raging through life

JACK LONDON. AUTHOR of*“The Call o£ the Wild." I
without end like one of Nietzsche’s blond
beasts, lustfully roving and conquering
by sheer superiority and strength. . .

.

Further, the optimism bred of a stomach

which could digest scrap iron and a body

which flourished on harpships did not per-

mit me to consider accidents as even re-

motely related to my glorious personali-

ty.”
Swayed partly by interest in sociology

and economics, partly by the fascination
of the enterprise, he tramped many thou-
sands of miles over the United States and

Canada. “On rods and blind baggages
I fought my way from the open West,
where men bucked big and the job hunted
the man, to the congested labor centres

of the East, where men were small pota-

toes and hunted the job for all they were
worth. And on the new beast ad-

venture I found myself looking upon

life from a new and totally different
angle. I had dropped down trom the pro-

letariat into what socialogists love to
call the “submerged tenth,’ and I was
startled to discover the way in which that
submerged tenth was recruited. ’

He had more than one jail experience

in the course of several thousand miles
.of tramping, because he possessed no
| fixed place of abode and no visible means

of support. Later on he repeated his

j vagabond career in the East End of
! London, the result being his volume on

1 The People of the Abyss which, after
its serial run in one of the magazines, is
to appear in book form in the autumn,

i Eventually he decided that tramping was

not all beer and skittles, and returned to
Oakland, where be entered the High

School. Breaking off his course in the
University of California in the middle of

his Freshmen year, he went over Chil-
coot Pass with the first ol the Klondike
rush of 1597. It was in thy Klondike
that he gathered the material for his

1 first books, which brought him before
' the reading public. His first magazine

article was published in The Overland
Monthly in 1899, and his first book ap-

peared the following year.

He is a socialist, and takes an active
part in the propaganda of the socialist
party. At present he is living on the

Piedmont Hills overlooking San Francisco
Bay. Among his hobbies, other than
socialism, may be mentioned kite flying
and boat sailing. Much of his writing is
done on\his sloop-yacht in San Francisco
Bay; at present he is writing a novel of
the sea. In appearance Mr. London is a*
man of medium stature and weight, broad-
shouldered, well-muscled, sturdy, and of a
breezy carriage, in keeping with the de-
lightful shipboard roll of his walk. His
smooth, unshaven face with its square,

firm-set chin is strikingly expressive, the
keen gray-blue eyes are thoughtful and
impassioned by turns, the brow and chin
indicative of strength and purpose, and
the handsome mobile mouth terminates in
what some writer felicitously terms “pic-
tured corners.” He impresses any one
who meets him casually as a sailor or an
adventurer, not as a writer.

His college course was limited to his
freshmen year, finances, or the lack of
them, obliging him to turn to at the
familiar grind. This was in ’97, and, im-
pelled by the promise of gold and adven-
ture, Jack London was among the first to
join the fall rush to the Klondike. He
was one of the few doughty Argonauts
who at this season made it over the
Chilcoot Pass, the great majority waiting
for spring. As charges were forty-three
cents per pound for carrying supplies a
distance of thirty miles, from salt water

to fresh, he packed his thousand-pound
outfit, holding his own with the strongest
and most experienced in the party.

And here in the still white world of the
North, where nature makes the most of
every vital throb that resists her cold, and
man learns the awful significance and
emphasis of Arctic life and action, young

London came consciously into his herit-
age. He would write of these —the ter-
rorizing simplicity of an Alaskan land-
scape, its great peaks bulging with cen-
tury-piled snows, its woods rigid, tense,
and voiced by the frost like strained cat-

gut; the fierce howls of starving wolf-
dogs; the tracks of the dog-teams mark-
ing the lonely trail; but more than all
else, the human of the North Pole.

Thus it would seein that his actual de-
velopment as a writer began on the trail,
though at the time he set no Avoid to
paper, not even jottings by the way in
a note-book. A tireless brooding on the
Avish to write shaped his impulse to defin-
ite purpose, but outwardly he continued
to share the interests and labors of his
companion prospectors.

After a year spent in that weirdly pic-
turesque but hazardous life, he succumbed
to scurvy, and, impatient of the delay of
homebound steamers, he and two camp-
mates decided to embark in an open boat
for the Bering Sea. The three accordingly
made the start midway in June, and the
voyage turned out to be a memorably
novel and perilous one—nineteen hundred
miles of river travel in nineteen days!

NOTICE TO BOOK-LOVERS.
During the coming Aveek a membership

for the Monthly Messenger Service of
the Book-Lovers’ Library will be organiz-
ed in Raleigh.

I take it that a good many people in the
city will be delighted at the prospect of
being served by this company, and will
Avish to encourage the extension of its
field to this State. All such persons avi 11
facilitate the opening of the work and
secure a prompt attention if they will
drop a postal card to me at the city post-
offlee giving name and street address.

The membership fee of SIO.OO, as adver-
tised before, secures the Book-Lovers’
Magazine, copies of which will be shown,
and the delivery of at least four books
each month for the year. The member
may make exchanges oftener at the near-
est center, if he desires, without other
cost than that of transportation, and may
secure any number of books at the-yearly
rate of $2.00 for each additional book,
with the same exchange privileges. This
applies also to clubs in small towns joining
as one member.

A complete catalogue is furnished cov-
ering all departments of the library’s
work; as NeAV Current Literature. Classic
Literature, Juvenile Literature, Literature
of Religious Thought, Foreign Literature,
Technical Literature, etc.

THOS. T. CANDLER,
State Manager.

Raleigh, N. C.

Although nature makes no mistakes,
she might have improved on her work a
little by hitching the luminous end of
the firefly to the business end of the
mosquito.
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pass* however, is so fraught with dread, pain, suffering and danger,
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A. 1Is one which is palatable, pleasant to take, and can be re-

rcttCCt lied u P°n to act gently, but thoroughly, cleansing the entire
T t system of all impurities, Such a remedy is Mozley's Lemon I

Elixir. It is a pleasant lemon tonic, acceptable to the most I
delicate stomach, and acts thoroughly upon the bowels, liver and kidneys

Avithout the slightest unpleasantness. Sold by all druggists at » « f
50c. a bottle. MOZLEY’S LEMON HOT JYLOZiCy S
DROPS, without an equal for coughs, colds, T
sore throat and bronchitis. 25 cents a bottle.

V . Elixir

Tiie Eastern Life -Insurance Company
OF AMERICA.

Can furnish you with the best insurance
obtainable on the market at a Standard prem-
ium, and can assure larger dividends than paid
by a great many of the companies*

For sample policy address H. Susman, General Agent,

WASHINGTON, N. C.

las
y
t
ear THE PENN WtUAL LIFE

wrote im North Carolina considerably

•
Over $300,000.00 more

INSURANCE THAN ANY OTHER
COMPANY DOING BUSINESS IN THE
STATE, ACCORDING TO SWORN RE-

PORTS TO THE INSURANCE COMMIE
BIONER.

THIS WAS A PROOF OF GOOD JUDG-
MENT ON THE PART OF THE AGENTS
AND THE INSURED.

Fpr Liberal Agency Contracts write te

R. B. RANEY, Gen’l Agent,
2«lel£b, N. a

The Security life and Annuity Co.
Guaranty Capital, . Home Office

$100,000.00 Greensboro, N. C.

Our policies provide a fixed annual income, payable quarterly in advance, for
the widow and orphans as long as they would be dependent upon the Insured.
Every policy is protected, not only by a full Legal Reserve, but by a Guaranty
Capital of $100,000.00 deposited with the Insurance Commissioner of North Caro-
lina.

J. VAN LINDLEY, R. E. FORS TER, GEO. A. GRIMSLBY,
President A ctuarry. Secretary.

DIRECTORS

J. Van Lindley, W. S. Thompson, J. W. Hanes, P. 11. Hanes, Lee H. Battle, W.
A. Blair, John W. Fries, E. Colwell, Jr., J. W. Scott.

King & Kimball, Counsel. »

REAL REST
Real Rest —as we un-
derstand it—is a relax-
ation of the tension of
all activity of body and
mind —a luxurious let-
ting go of every mus-
cle and every cire.

The refinement of balmy
repose is possible on the

Royal Elastic Felt
Mattress

and on it alone.

M'.V,,,.
.... - •* V

...I

Some mattresses cause you to rise in
the morning more tired than when you

went to bed.
“ROYALS” are different—well! rather!
They induce sleep—they compel it—and

by their healthful elasticity and purity
are invincible against both Insomnia and
Disease.

Elm City, N. C., April 5, 1902.
Messrs. Royal 1 & Borden.

Goldsboro. N. C.
Gentlemen:—The Felt Mattresses 1

bought of you several years ago are giv-

ing perfect satisfaction. I have one that

has been in constant use about nine years,

and it is all right yet. The only thing is

when I am away from home and can’t get

one to sleep on I don’t rest so well.
I recommend them to all my friends,

and especially my hotel friends.
Yours truly,

A. A. WELLS.
Eastern N. C. Salesman for The Rhein-

stein Dry Goods Co.

Royall ® Borden
GOLDSBORO RALEIGH DURHAM
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