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A blazing sun had flung

But stretched from
Yet only one T knew.

I heard the ery of you.

Fell from me, as you came,

Were shadows in a dream.

Came from a silent hill.

With velled scoff at

The earth or mocking sea,
When you went back
I—to Gethsemane,

—Margaret O'Grady,

On flashing spire and minaret
Banners of bhlood that-hung,
Like brazen streamers in the wind

That whipped a flaming sea,

And drooped not there, nor fell behind,
you to me. :
The streets a million foatfalls held:

The burdened heat of voices swelled:
And, lo, the heavy, waiting years
Ang all the bitterness and tears :

The city sounds throbbed faint, remote,
Like plaintive echoes thrill,
The dim call of a bird’s lone note

Then, braggart monster, Truth stalked near,
As when night ¢louds the day

hearts that fear,

And scourged our love away.

The light of God was not upon

h

to Babylen,

in The Canadian Magazine for April.

. ATTHECGTYGATE . |

'Twas at the city gate we met;

——————
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e t———

- @3IWITH=GOSSIPS

Miss L. M. Montgomery of Prince E3-
ward Island, author of “Anne of Green
Gables” and “Anne of Avonlea,” will
publish shortly a new book entitled
“The Strong Girl"”

Clark Russell, f!le writer of sea stor-
les, who has not been heard from in
the book world for some time, is about

to issue a volume of poetry entitled. , er's literary me

“TheRather of the Sea.”

Anna Chapin Ray, the Connecticut
author, is visiting in Quebec, the scene
of S0 many of her storfes. Miss Ray’s

4 !atht book, however,
a Burpose,” dealing with married life.
has New York City for its principal
Scehes. L

Arthur Stringer, before sailing for

Italy, signed a contract for the early served in the

publication of a volume of “Irish. Po-
ems.”

A St Petersburgﬁpubliaher has just

it

BURIED ALIVE,

: By Arnold Bennett.

This is the story of a famous Eng-
lish painter, Priam Farll, who was
a8 shy as he was_great.
has depended upon -his
Leek. to shield him from contact with
the world.’ Leek dies suddenly.
mistake the physician who has been
summoned believes Farll to have died
and the shy painter, seeing a way of
escape, lets it -go at that. I.eek.ls
burfed with honors under the
Priam Farll. The artist attends his
own funecral and then begins a new
life, thru which
many delightful surprises angd much
pleasure. (McLeod and Aljen, Tcronto)

LEONORA.,
By Arnold Bennett,

valet, Henry

For years he |

name of cent meeti

if we follow, we get Véntor of a g

brought out

a large octavo volume of

hitherto unprinted letters written by

Tolstoi to various
acquaintances

This colledtion of letters,

ed the Russian booksellers

York two or
to have great interest,
throw a flood of
and
as well as upon

o7 sixty years. Among
Numerous correspondents
various races and

Mrs. Hubert Barclay, au
vor Lordship,” is the wt
Col. Hubert Barclay of

relatives, friends or
between 1848 and 1908,

which reach-
of New

three days ago, is likely

since it will

light upon the wtit-

mental pro-
the develop-

| ment of his character during a per-

the Count’s
were men of

nationalities, includ-
“A Woman With ing even the Japanese.

thor of “Tre-
fe of Ljeut.-
the Fourth

Battalion Bedfordshire Regiment, who

Barclay comes of an old
ily, being a descendant of
clay. of Ury, who wrote
for Quakers in 1670.

South African war. Col,

Quaker fam-
Robert Bar-
the apology

ordom. For it Isk a very charming

picture of

(Macmillan Co., Toronto)

married life that is drawn.

SCIENCE JOTTINGS,

Motion Pictures Made to Talk.
To sit at the rear of a hall and watch

By himself make a speech
form to a g8roup of fellow scientists is |
enjoyed by M.
a French savant, at a re-
ng of the Academy of Scien-
M. Gaumont is the in-

ynchronized motion pic-
ture‘fphonograph machine which

the uznique experience
un-mont.

ces in Paris.

calls a

“‘chronograph.’”
sult of

many

is said to be
of the two.

a perfect

on the plat-

he
It is the re-

experiments with mo-
tlon pictures and talking machines and |

co-ordinatton

In presenting the result

This is described as the story of a | °f his labors to his associates, M. Gau-

middle-aged love affair in “The TFive
Towns.” It forms part of a trilogy.
In “Anna of the Five Towns” is the
story of the uncultivated woman of the
1 niddle-class of England: this

ts the cultivated woman

\\y'oz'n;m of fcrty who has developed be-

nmiddle-class. It shows how a
Yond her husband intellectually and
who «till possesses the cagerness and
enthusiasm of youth 1s attracted by
an acquaintance who has returned
from America after an absence of
many . years. The denouement is
kept within the bounds of convention-
ality. Bennett's skill in portraying the
undercurrents of simple everyday -life
among a simple everyday people shows
itself strongiy in this Leok. (MacLecd
and Allen, Toronto).

By Mrs. Hubert Barclay.

The love story has gone thru a series
of evolutions. Beginifhg with the
white muslin heroine Awho eats her
heart out in secret adofation for some
stalwart man, passing thru the eternal
triangle stage and culminating in the
problem novel of a feww vears ago, it
has experienced many a change both
in subject matter and treatment. Just
at present it s the story of the love
of man and wife which seems to be
finding most.popular favor. This would
seem to be the natural outcome. Surely
when it is presented in so pleasing a
guise as in Mre, Fubert Barclay's Tre-
vor Lordship”, the reader 18 quite con-
tent to have it )

Some of us ha
band and wife,
motives of convenience or 'ln‘{ Aa
slender stock of regard, afterwards
come to love each other passinnately.
Mrs. Barclay hias taken this situation
and so worked it over that it bears lit-
tle resemblance to the original idea.
Years before r marriage Eleanor
Russeell and were ro-

ic lovers circumstances sep-
ited them period. When at

finding ybstacles removed,
» doubt exlsts in

of the hus-

ing from

read

who marry

Trevor

manti

“ith this dv‘ﬂ.‘.';;t
tory of Trevor
of the
1] satisfying, and
without any suggestion of moralizing,
it hints perhaps at a new way around
old -difficultiés. Certain it is that not
only will those who have Joined the
ranks of commuters, smug flat dweal.
lers, aristoeratic brownstone fronters,
or in whatever place or what-
ever conditions have settied down to
married life, find this book interest-
ing but those who have yet to tak
the initlal step will alike be drawn to

under

it and perhaps won over from baclel- |

i

|
i

{

1

mont adopted a method
of the ordinary,

entirely out

but one which showed |

the capacity of the machine i1 a man-

ner the reading
nhever have done.
his address and then ca

of a long paper could
He simply prepared

used pletures

and phonographic records to be made

of it with his maghine.
time to present ji
darkened the rooéi
gpeak for itself, |

oL himself on the
talking machine
the details of the

to his

When it came

audience, he

and let the machine
Projecting the pictures
sCcreen
gave simultaneously
invention.

while the

A False Alarm .

They

hall, incidents of peculla

were telling tales at the fire

r interest to

men of their calling, when the casual

visitor butted in:

“At the end of the fi
drama,” he said,
riedly to his feet.

“‘T heard an alarm of

rst act of a

“a man leaped hur-

fire,’ he s=aid.

‘I must go and see where tNg’

“His wife, whose heari
acute, made
and he disappeared.

way for him in

ng was less
silence,

“ ‘It wasn’t fire,” he explained -on his

return.
“ Nor water,
wife coldly.”

éither.’

returned

his

VAUGHAN KF

Author of “The Prodig

al Judge,” a

L &5

“THE scm NCE OF POETRY.”

HUDSON MAXIM AND HIS WIFE ON THE PORCH OF THEIR SUMMER |
HOME. MR. MAXIM COMBINES THE
EXPLOSIVES WITH THE STUDY

MANUFAOTURE OF HIGH
OF POETRY. AUTHOR OF |

B\leaders’ ‘Reviews "
<4
|

Yo+ . B=~Kim
b S

i

Canadian Writers |
W. D. Lighthall, |

ey

’I‘bﬂéife who has lived in India “Kim"
is a book to create an lina.g‘ina.mu vivid
revisit to the big, dusty roads and
random tinkling of the temple bells.

is without the smallest particle of im-
agination.
is exceltent.

and the noisy vendors shouting their
wares. Sniff the somewhat nauseous

aroma of sdndalwood and watch the
sacred cow having the ‘“freedom of the
city.” Kim himself is an interesting
character; a little Eurasian boy who
inherits a mixture of Irish “devil may
careness” from his father and Oriental
cunning from his mother. It is in-
teresting to note the alternate domina-
tion of heredity and environment. His
aged companio:n, the Thibetan Lhama
| Would. interest you much. He is a
typical fakir reeking with “the pride
that apes humility.” Their journey
from IL.ahore to Benares and the people
they oncounter in their secret mission
s a tale well told and to read it is to
become acquainted with the India of
the priests and the prosaic India of
the British.

I read the book in Agra. The city
of great palaces and tombs, read it in
the gardens of the world’'s greatest
mausoleum, the Taj Mahal. The book
had nothing in common with the sur-
{ roundings, there, it is just the memory.
It was a bright Sunday morning; Tur-
baned, sun-spectacled and cherooted, I
found a seat in the shade and—

“The silence hung that heavy
You were half afrdid to speak.’”’

I arose and went over to the parapets
and saw the great dome and minarets
reflected in the Jumna. The fort, with
its marble palace and pearl mosque
stood out clear in the sunlight. The
big,

{and mogra are things that
| memory. Once outgide the
{ however, everything was “Kim.” The
{ dusty road with its endless stream of
| ekkas, water-carriers, snake charmers,
marketers and cattle herds, all jostling
’and loudly and obscenely abusing eacn
{other with g complete disregard of
|age or sex; the acrid aroma and
| noisy expectorations of a community
{that is mostly bestial and
j Anon courageous and cravenly timid,
Passionate; yet insipid; a people with
| the alternate devilry of Nero and
| @entleness of a child. It is as Byron
has said, a place—

“Where the rage of the vulture

The love of the turtle
Now
I crime.”
IAnd it goes on so forever. #he Agra and
Benares of .three thousand
are the Agra and Benares of
The same vot €s and same gods.
|~ Reeking wit
ceremonies' but not the smallest germ
of occultism or mystery’ about them.
Just cities that establish even
sanitation would 1 1ve to be Kknocked
jdown and rebuilt.—F, H,
E Toronto.

Absorbed Too Much.

In the Yakima Valley, Washington
| State, rain is scarce, and irrigation is
practiced. But now and then, during
i the growing season, a slight raln will
fall for a few minutes These rains
1are highly prized, r igating water
| is measured cl v, and rved to each
juser in proportion to h acreage.
| Last summer, a fruit-grower who
lowns 40 acres of orchard, was rejoicing
|In one of these precipitations of mois-
ture, when one of his hired men en-
tered the house.

“Why don’t you stay in out of the |

rain?"” enquired the fruit-grower.

*Oh, that's all right,”
jman. *A little dew like that doesn’t
'hn{her me a bit. I can work right
along just the same.”

$ at isn't the point!” e
ranclier. ‘“Next time it 1 s
into the house, I want that water on
the land!” A

|
Various are the influences which |

impel a writer toward his first at- |

| Lighthall. remiembers how the melan-

, ity Hltinf charm of Longfellow's “Hia- |
Rudyard’s descrlptioq of Lahore C y;'watha." g

tempts at authorship.  Willilam Douw

1

choly music of Poe’s “Raven” and the

i

to making verses

| while vet a schoolboy:

His method of depiction | ) !
A d you can, in lle first glimpsed in those early school '
fancy. see th? 13((;‘; re:ar:ow Sttty days still serves as the inspiration for

white road that runs parallel with |
the river and the scent of the jasmineg
live in my &
garden |

illiterate. |

!
|
|
i

vears ago!
to-day. |

Se | remarkable
superstition and welrd |

Kilpatrick, |
| ed
| engagement
P 'with

replied the |

cclaimed the | in
s, ¥ou come |

The beauty of the ideal world whicn

his literary work. His desire as a
writer is to contribute something to-
ward the making of an ldeal world,
out of the actual world of humanity
His favorite field is historical fiction.

Mr. 'Lighthall does not . however,
{llve in the clouds. His active interest
in public reform movements such as
the improvement of cities, the estab
lshment of playgrounds and parks,

the betterment of housing conditions,
and problems of a similar nature show
that he follows his ideals not only as a
writer but as a eitizen.

W. D. Lighthall was born in Ontario |
in 1857, graduated with high honors |
in English literature in 1879 from M. |
Gill Unlversity, studied law and has
since practised in Montreal. ,

His first published work was poetry.
He has edited two anthologies of
Canadian verse, “Songs of the Great |
Dominion” and “Canadian Poems and
Lays.” Ha has written also novels |
dealing with early Canadian life. “The |
Master of Life,” published in 1910, is a
pure Indlan romance, dealing with the
period preceding the advent of the

! whi e ie
melt Into sorrow, now madden to ’ White man to America.

SCIENCE JOTTINGS.

Making “Fake” Moving Pictures,
Many stirring events, such as

battle between
sumed Russian
police and

the
thtee pre-
anarchists and soldiers,
firemen in London, are |
actually caught by the moving-picture |
men, but many realistic scenes . are |
“faked.” v f

Tiie methods of faking have develop- !
into a hi lized art. The ;
battle of an aeroplane |
warships. instance, i

for is Pro- |
duced in a large, shallow

tank. Two |
miniature battleships are in the channel
and above them is a minature mono-
rlane suspended by cords. At one cor-
ner is a motor-driven fan, the function
of which is to ‘make waves in the
water. The moving picture camera is
operated from above.
cidents are worked out:with miniature
m:achines. 'In one, an automobile falls !
over a cliff, and is photographed from ;
the top as it drops. In the other, an |
automobile and railroad train collide. |

There are, of course, many kinds of |
moving pictures which the audiences |
know are illusions, such as a pot or a |
pitcher pouring ofgitself, or a burglar |
| climbing as nimbly as a fiy up the face |
1g.  The face of.the build. |
8 instance is painted on can- |
d out on the moving picture |
studio floor, and the “burglar” crawls
on hands and knees over it.

Automobile ac- |

j caricaturist and the satirist.

Chesterton on ;mem |

A Study of the Novels of Dick-
ens, and the Characteristics of
the Writer's Work.

Aniybody—an American, or even an
Irishman—may profess and practice a
sincere and enduring delight in the
novels and tales of Charlés Dickens.
To be a Dickensian o ught to be an
Englishman. Observe’ tirat “Dickens-
{an,” off-hand, means a person passion-
ately addicted to Dickens, while
“Thackerayan” conveys simply a qual-
ity belonging to Thackeray. Mr. Gil-
bert K. Chesterton, certainly the most
brilliant of modern Dickenslans, frank-
ly adopts the author of “Pickwick
Papers” as a sort of tribal spokesman
of the English people just before the
extinction of their native exuberance
under the wet blanket of a ‘‘cold il-
liberal Victorian morality.” In his view
this morality is the true triumphant
English Purftanism. :

Mr. Chesterton, therefore, call D&ck’:
ens the “last cry of Merry England.

For the benefit of those who have ac-

cepted the verdiot of ‘“prige and pro-
fessors” that Dickens is a vulgar carti-
caturist, he explains that in England
“the poor people are the most motley
and amusing in the world; in ca.bmgn,
in cobblers, in char-women, individ-
uality is often pushed to the verge of
Insanity.” He gravely adds that “in
France it is the peasants who are solid
to uniformity; it is the marquisés who
are a little mad.” ;
Origin of His View.

To be sure, it is open to suspect that
so good a Dickensian may have got his
view of the English people rather from
Dickens than from the actual cabmen
and cobblers whose infinite variety he
extols. The view is not less interest-
ing on that account. Perhaps some
light is thrown upon its ultimate val-
idity by the subsequent suggestion that
citizens of other nations tend among
themselves to be very much alike. All
Prussians resemble policemen, you read,
and “Even Americans are all some-
thing: it goes with hawklike eyes and
an irratlo'x;fal eagerness. Perhaps it is
Savages.”

Chinamen, also—it may bs mildly
interjected—are notoriously indisting-
uishable outside of China. There was
the worthy Sing Lee, the laundryman,
whose eternal industry at the/washtub
and the ironing-board was the wonder
of passers-by, till it was discovered
that there were three of him who work-

'ed 1n relays. However, a Dickensian is

by definition English, and therefore in-
sular.  Even Mr. Chesterton is no ex-
ception to the rule.

It is his notable merit, not that he
sets fellow Dickensians capping quot-
ations from Mrs. Gamp and Samuel
Weller, but that he captures the re-
luctant fancy of the reader wlho re-

rfuses to specialize in Dickens. Thus

he has come perilously near proving
that whilé Thackeray may be the
greater noveiist, Dickens is the purer
satirist, ¢
Draws Man’s Absurdity.

“Dickens,”” says Mr. Cliesterton,
“drew a man’s absurdity out of him.
Thackeray left a man’s: absurdity in
him.” It might be urged that precisely
there lies the difference between ‘the
But Mr.
Chesterton goes on to to illustrate his
argument from twhat he names the
“blinding patch of brildiancy,” Martii
Chuzzlewit's “travels in the incredibla
land of the Americans.” Once arrived
in America, says he,’ Martin never
meets a llving man—all the pecple he
does meet are mere ‘“absurd opinions
walking about.” The “whole art con-
sists in finding an opinion without a
leg to stand on, and then glving it two
legs to stand on,” It all proceeds, the
interpreter declares, out of his favorite
author's passion of humanity. *“He
never hates a human Dbeing. If he
wishes to hate him, he adopts the
simple expedient ¢f making him an in-
human being.”” Thus thru all Dieck-
ens’ work is woven a “strand of satire
unnecessarily merciless,” just as there
is one of ‘“sentiment unnecessarily

maudlin.”

According to Mr. Chesterton, the
Cockney novelist (Cockney is 'a desig-
nation which Mr. Chesterton accepts
for himself also and wears with jaunty
pride) “is cross with Amerlca because
he is worried about America as if he
were its father.” Since America, With
all its bounce and Independence, really
at that time regarded England as its
“mother-country.” Dickens could
treat Americans as he treated foreig-
ners. As for thenm—*‘when he did not
leave a foreign country to decay like
a dead dog, he merely watched it play
like a kitten. Frarce he mistook for a
kitten. Italy he mistook for a dead
dog.” : 5

Our critic proceeds to discuss the
question of the unconscious truthfui-
ness of authors—how far characters
in fictlon may reveal things which
“the careless reader may miss in them
and the careless author certdinly did
miss in them.” MHe cites an instance
of a.lady who told him in a hoarse
whisper the secret of Mrs, Mackenzie
(the Campaigner) in the “The New-
comes,” “Thackeray didn’t know,”
the lady sald, ‘“but she drank,” To

P S :
Natural Versatility C ued In"
to a Psychological Phenomena
—Mrs. Sharp’s Memeir Gives
Sane Explanation of So-Called |
Mystery. )
Literary circles have been greatly
stirred up over the dual personality of
William Sharp, who wrote one class of
literature over the sighature of “Fiona
Macleod,” and something entirely dif-
ferent over his own name. Had it not
been that the identity of “Fiona Mac-
leod” was carefully hidden from the
reading public, it 1s not likely that this
furore about “dual personality” would

!satire on

by M

| Sharp
| “Flona, Macleod”
1 his death in 1905 proceeded from g dif-

not |
| were allied

|
{

Mr. Chesterton, with that whisper for |

a key, it is perfectly obvious that the
Campaigner. did driunk, tho sthe gcetet
had previously been hidden from him
as effectualiy as it had been hidden
from Thackeray.

So Dickens in his manner of “solia
rocky romanticism,” taking folks as he
found them and describing what be saw
not too analytically, betrays to Mr.
Chesterton and others a vast deal
ahout them that he never dreamed ex-
isted.

- The Invincible Optimist.

All of Dickens—Mr. Chesterten pro-
ceeds—might with propriety be grouped
under the one title, “Great Expecta-
ticns,” just as all of Thackeray might
be called *“Vanity Fair” and ajl the

| bound volumres ofgMr. Bernard Shaw

“You Never Can Tell.” Dickens, he
Says, is the finvincible optimist. He
Is always lcoking for something tre-
men laous to happen and always find-
ing it. His readers share his eager-
ness and its incessant reward. He is
full of the bouncing vitality and humor
of the British populace.
insists on that word “bounce.” It is
the quality of “‘Pickwick.” But there
is. another quality which Dickens
shared with the people from whom he

sprung—another kind of “energy, hor- 5““” plumb line
barbaric, greedy of tis iplaces he

rible, uncanny,
embleme ¢of established ugliness,
coffin, the gibbet, the bones, the bloody

lens’ teeming company, and acknowl-

tup of republished collected

i

Mr. Chesterton church he said:

the (wvas a ring

. dual personality,

have amounted to much. What about
the Jtual personality of the Milton who
Wrote “L’Allegro” and “B Pensur-
0f0" and the Milton who wrote pol~
emics and pamphlets on t?lvorce'.’ No-
dy seems to see any conflict of pers
sonalities in that, because tve all know
that Milton .wrote these diversely op-
bosed lterary productions. What
about the author of Robinson Crusoe
being exposed in the pillory for his
the’ church? Surely he
might have claimed tle protection ot
the. “dual personality!” Every imagin-
ative writer whose work shows versa-
tility may be accredited with the own-
ership of several personalities. . The
most sensible contribution to the
“Fiona Macleod"” discussion is the book
rs. Sharp. : ;
Mrs. William Sharp has written her
Mmemoir of her husband with rare dis-
cretion and restraint, qualities ‘not
eagily attained when discussing so dif-
ficult a matter as the “Fiona Macleod
Mystery.” She makes no claim
that  the writing of  William
under the posudonym of
from 1893 on to

ELEANOR HALLOWELL ABBOTT
AUTHOR OF “MOLLY MAKE BE.

e

ferent personality than had informed
his earlie writing. She points out, in-
deed, tha,i there was In his euraer
writing as William Sharp the germ
of his later writing as ‘“Riona Mac-
leod.” She even goes =o far as to cail
Mr. W. B. Yeats mistaken when he
fays, speaking of interviews had
with Sharp, “I Dbelieve

‘Fiona Macleod® left the house ' he
(Willlam Sharp) would have no recol-
lection of what he had beéen sa

me.” But Mrs. Sharp
“William Sharp seemed different per. f
son when the Flona mood was on him  OT

and

and
and

liberately to work normally and was, so
far, master of his mind. But for the !
expression of the ‘F. M.’ self he had P
to wait upon mood, or
to produce it”,
Duality Explained.
We may,
Mrs, Sharp
The case of William Sharp and “Fiona 18
Macleod” was not a case of complete
but a deminance of
William Sharp at the age of thirty. Of
five by a desire to

took him back,

motive in living angd writing.

that it inspired him to better writing

and

| povert¥ and

than he had done before: but that it

Yo often dominating
that whey Tightly or wro

‘W. 8. could set himseif de- , c0llapse.,

: is what- leqds the
seek conditions interest, thers

interest. Therei is the story o:i :'h gh
I think, take the words of - Nearted man's long struggle with poy-
a# final on the question, ©rty and ill health, of his accomy

of the Celtic Renalssance, a desire thar Settl,
in imagination, to olq ork in poetry,
time, and brought into his life a new Breatly admired
That 'are perhaps

am consclous of something to be i
| done—to be done by one side :
' one-half of me, by the, true inward self,
I belle

of me, by
ve—(apart from

Ingly felt mystery of a dual eelf, and & |
reminiscent life, and t&mman'a- life

nature within, concugring with and
the other)-and,
nEly, I believe that this,

the style born of this

Inward life, depend upon my al

epiritual fsolation as ‘F. M.’ (i}

FIRg 10\ tray publiely the private life and

of that inward self,
a reward’s sake, would be a poor

Story of His Life, <.

‘While the discussion of the two
hases of the writing of William Shi

memoir its deepe
is a great deal else !

much good writing against

ds, of his visits to many beautl
places, from the Hebrides to the is

eece, of his friendships with men

write in the spirit 8Teat in letters. The names of Ros-

who encouraged his ’prentice
the prose of ‘Fiona,”™

William Sharp. He

Mr. Bliss Carman, and, in BEng-

was different in kind from the complete land, Pater and Mrs. Watts-Dunton and

absorption in a subject known to many
writers, an absorption almost to un. '
consciousness of everything else, and
without which ‘they ecannot do ' thelr
best work, there is no proof.

There is Sharp himself to be quoted,
too, on what Mrs. Eharp,calls the ““F.
M. phase,” ‘“the F. M. ‘expression of
himself.” The Hon. Alexander Nel-
son Hood had written to Sharp to say
it would be necessary to reveal his
identity with “Flona Macleod” to se-
cure a government pension for him
on his reputation as a writer. sharp
could not agree to the pension on such
terms, badly as he needed it in his
illness. “Rightly or
he answers his friend,

Sha,
toil

for
last

wrongly,”

Despite his lifelong toil

quent il‘lnessea.
large correspondence and a very inters
esting one, one that tells us much that
would otherwise not be preserved. ¢

No one who goes to this book, elther

its revelation of
phenomenon,” wi
is appealing and nforming from cover
to cover.

Hichens, to mention but a few.

Letters from such fellow authors and
from others friends make up a large
part of the memoir,

and letters from
himself a véry great part of it.
at writing,
and despite/ his fre-

for a living,
Sharp® carried on .

its record of things literary: of the
quarter of the last century, or for
he “Fiona Macleod
be disappointed. It

knite.” It is the quality of
Twist.”
“alonside his happy laughter, and both
to the same robust ro-
mance.” The “strands of festivity and
fear” are as inseparable in him as the A
strands- of satire and sentiment.
Death of Little Nell, 1

Mr. Chesterton, by the way, refuses the
to defend Dickens’
he will have it that the death of Littie |
Nell has been ignorantly perverted into
an example and type of Dickens'

‘;Ouver ’at it 5"rself.
This strain existed in Dickens that played
thaen plumb!”

“sob scenes,” but Mmachin?”
“The first one was
my time—out of g rib.”

Plum®, eh? By th’ piper
before Moi‘cs, it's more

Not the Original Inventor,
reporter was interviewing Tho

A. Edison. “‘And you, eir,” he said to

inventer, “made tlie first talking
“No,” Mr. Edison replied
made—long before

greatest weakness. It is really a fine

irony. “ANl the good fairies and &l
the. kind magicians, and all the jugt
kings, and all the gallant princes, with

1ariots, flying dragons und armies
and navies. go after one little child who
has strayed into a wood--to find her
dead.”

When Mr. Chesterton is able to throsw
this glimor over Little Nell, and when
he confessez, nevertheless (in effect)
that Dick Swiveller and the Marcin-!
loness aré hls favorites of all Dick-

edges a real affection for Cousin Fe-
enix, he has virtually disarmed the
least Dickensians of Dickens readers,
This interpretation of the author of
Pickwick is contained in a voluine made
prefaces
to a serles of the novels of Dickens
-—-supplemented by a preface to the pre-
faces. The total is far more Chester-
tonian than Dickensian. But it has
the essential quality of providing the
reader with a pair of spectacles very |
euperior to those that serve him for |
his everyday vision of literature ang |
life. - .
ol g S
More Than Plumb. 3
Mulligan, the contractor, put up a |
church building. Dunn was building
inspector then, and when he saw the
“Pat, it isn’t plumb.”
That made Mulligan pretty mad, He
climbed right up ang began to take
measurements. Having squinted down

in a dozen different
was rgady to report. There
. of triumph in his volce,

Mr. Dunn,” he eaid, “Come ang look

Author of
publishing

OWEN WISTER

“The Virginian,” who {s
a new book this spring, '
successful southern novel,

and of Meredith, who

most often repeated, but
this dominance by a desire ended in there were many other authors among

. real possession is y fact the friends of
that 1t lae it it P Ky o knew our own Stoddard and Stedman

: Musiv, »

Consery:
most of
after co
S. Vogt.




