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J UST as we began to prepare Winds of the World for the printer, alarge number of uewspaper articles appeared ooncerning German
plots among the Hindus, and war despatches lndicating that the

Huirntends to niake the far East bis gr-ea. anping ground-to strike
London via Calcutta anxd Bombay. At the. same time in a coutempor-
ary appeared a very long article by Eleanor Franklin Eg,,an describiug
what a fabulous old lady is doing to foist herseif upon the. Hindus ai
a priestess. Her name is Annie Besant, Theosopheress, believer in re-
incarnation, fornenter of unrest arng millions to whom she aspires
to be a sort of modern feniale Mosnes. In plain words, Mrs. Besant la
said to b. woeking bard to unite the dangerous Home Rule 'mlnority
against British Rule. Dam we imagine that Mrs. Bernant is in the. pay
of the German?

Well, w. maie no allegations; merely intima.ting that Wmnds of the
World la the vemy story that illinninates the. dark secrets of ludia. In
that story theme la also a wornan, a stranger creature than Mrs. Besant,

because she la not a preacher nom a prophet, but a pa3L; tn3, WC
with the~ cobras and the. dancing mâids; tii. song-woman who 0 q
to the goda and holds the. secrets of India lu hem ken as Winds o,
World blowing in to her; the lutuitionist of the super-sense, by~
called the sixth-Yasmini. In hem cirele of mystemious vibratln
plain prosaic ftgres of the British sahib and the Sikh solier Ran
corne and go as puppets are pulled by a string. Then there la the
-the. plotter; b. who seeka audience of Yasmini.; whom the. Sikh n
at hmhouse. More ofbhimasthe stomy goes mn It is alpart ol
Great Intrigue and. ail very much of a piece with the, strangie ui
that worlcs upon a miuomity of India's population. Wherever the.
mystery, superstition, the. temple, the strange god, the. myrntic mý
expect tiie shifty Hun to b. ou haud.

But Yasrinin-the womszi with the pet cobras and the. foumtains
the. gardens and the, dusky Arabia Nigiits damsels-wbat of
We sbal sSe. And 1here la the. first instalment.-Tii, Editor.
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