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This story by Francis Adams was originally published under the title of

. % Leicester, an Autobiography,” in 1884, when the author was only twenty-two years

of age. That would make him thirty-two years old now, if he were still living. He
was but eighteen years old when it was first drafted by him. Sometime after publica-
tion, he revised the work, and in its present form it is now published again, practi-
cally a posthumous production. We can with truthfulness characterize it as a tale of
fresh originality, deep spiritual meaning, and exceptional power. It fairly buds,
blossoms, and fruits with suggestions that search the human spirit through. No
similar production has come from the hand of any author in our time. That Frandis
Adams would have carved out a remarkable career for himself had he continued to
live, this little volume, all compact with significant suggestion, attests on many a
page. It exalts, inspires, comforts, and strengthens all together. It instructs by
suggestion, spiritualizes the thought by its elevating and purifying narrative, and
feeds the hungering spirit with food it is only too ready to accept and assimilate.
Those who read its pages with an eager curiosity the first time will be pretty sure
to return to them for a second slower and more meditative perusal. The book is
assuredly the promise and potency of great things unattained in the too brief life-
time of its gifted author. We heartily commend it as a book not only of remarkable
power, but as the product of a_human spirit whose merely intellectual gifts were but.
a fractional part of his inclusive spiritual endowments. — Boston Courier.

But it is & remarkable wark —as a pathological study almost unsurpassed. It
produces the impression of a photograph from life, so vividly realistic is the treatment.
To this result the author’s style, with its fidelity of mi pic detail, doubtl
contributes. — Evening Traveller.

This story by Francis Adams is one to read slowly, and then to read a second

time. It is powerfully written, full of strong suggestion, unlike, in fact, anything we
have recently read. What he would have done in the way of literary creation, had he
lived, is, of course, only a matter of conjecture. What he did we have before us in
this remarkable book. — Boston Advertiser.
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