1C-

u?

Is
n’t
ine

>¢

Paris—The Market Pla

M. Romain-Relland: gives us an amazingly.
vital ‘picture of artistic Paris in the new n--
stalment of his extraordinary. novel, “John

Christopher in Paris:.”

Here we see a brilliant young German mu-
sician trying to find himself in Paris; and 4
Paris does not find him, he finds ‘Paris. But
he does not. take Paris at its own valuation.
He sizes it up against his own mind, and the
result infuriates him, and so we get stinging
pages of biting description of the literary and
artistic Paris' which takes dtself so ‘seriously
and so vivaciously, and, yet which is in essence

so rotten. Christopher tears off all the gaudy *
rags and tinsel from this bedecked Paris, and -

shows us the ugly skeleton beneath. And not
content with that, he seeks out the real Paris
and the real France, which is not Paris.

The wealth of detail, the innumerable peo-
ple and .places and points of view displayed
are all arranged in a most imposing and mas-

sive manner, which show-the hand of a master:

mind. :Mr. Edmund Gosse has declared this
story to be “the moblest work of fiction of the
twentieth century.” !
Paris Society
Let us take a rapid glance at this Paris
with Christopher, and then hasten on to see the

real France and its people of worth. After a

very little while— B
“He_had enough of Parisian society; he

could not bear the emgﬁnciz%;’;g ﬁﬁ;e gdéenei:;:
thenia, its aim~

the morakimpotence, the n
less, pointless, self-devouring hypercriticism.

He wondered how people could live in such a

stagnant atmosphere of art for art’s sake and
pleasure for pleasure’s sake.
French did live in it; they had been a great
nation, and they still cut something of a figure
m the world; at least, they seemedto do so to
the outside spectator. But where were the
springs of thetr life? They believed in noth-
ing, nothing but pleasure. . . L '

Paris Music and Literatare - =
With regard to the concerts of Paris.
“They were given full measure: two sym-

phonies, a congerto,-one or two overtures, an -

act from ad.opera. -And they came ffont all
sources: > German, -Russian, Scandinayian,

French—beer, champagne, orgeat, wine—they -

gulped down everything without winking.
Christopher was amazed that these indelent
Parisians should have had such capacious
stomachs. Théy did not suffer for it all, It
was the cask of the Danaides. ' It held nothing.

“It was not long before~Christophes: jier-
ceived thaf this mass of -music amounted tg
very little really—and yet everybody was talk-
ing about it mysteriously as a It-iing that would
revolutionize the world.”

As for the literatureiof Paris; Christopher:

was “deafened by the row of this Babel of
words. -

; !
“The only definite impression that he had

at this time.was that of a flood of writing

which looked like a national disaster. It seem.
ed as though everybody wrote: men, women,
children, officers, actors, society people, black-

guards. . It ‘was an epidemic.”

The Theatre and Plays

So with the theatre and its plays. (i

“THe'ntén who were at that time in control
of the theatres of Paris were extraordinarily
skilful at beating up filth and- sentiment, and
giving virtie a flavoring of vice, wice with a
flavoring of virtue, and turning upside down
every human relation of age, sex, the family,
and the'affections. Their art, therefore, had an
odor “sui generis,” which smelt both good and
bad at once—that is to'say, it smelled very bad
indeed’“they " called it ‘amoralist.’ iy

“With these people all tended to sterile en-
joyment. "Sterile, sterile, sterile. 'That was
the key to'the enigma.” Mind and sense were
fruitlessly debauched. A brilliant art, full of
wit and cleverness—a lovely form, a tradition
of beauty, impregnably seated, in spite of for-
eign alluvial deposits—a theatre which was a
theatre, a style which was a style, authors who
knew thHeir business, writers who could write,
the fine skeleton of an art, and'a thought that
had been great. But a skeieton. Sonorous
words, ‘ringing- phrases, the metallic clang of
ideas hurtling down the void, witticisms, minds
haunted by sensuality, and senses number with
thought. " Tt was all useless, save for the sport
of egoism. It led to death. It was a phenome-
non analogous to the frightful decline to the
birthrate’ of France, which Europe was ob-
serving, ‘and’ reckoning in silence. So much

wit, so much cleverness, so many acute senses,
all wasted and wasting in a sort of shameful .

onanism! | ., ;

“There Must Be Something Else”

“When Christopher went nearer, and lis-
tened to the conversations between Nebecca
and Faustina, the Roman, or Saint Barbe, the
Venetian, he found her to be just a Parisian
Jewess, just like the others, everr more Pari-
sian than the Parisian women, more artificial
and sophisticated, talking quietly, and mali-
ciously stripping the assembled company, body
and soul, with her Madonna’s eyes. ¢

“‘There must be something else, said
Christopher,

“‘What more do you want?

“‘France.’ : .

“‘We are-France,” said Kohn,
with laughter, :

‘ “There’ must be something else,’ he said.

“Christopher had to look for it—it was well
hidden.” i

It was through his friend Glivier that Chris-
topher “saw that there might be in Paris minds
Just as free, men who remained 'ds pure and

gurgling

staical as any in Europe

And yet the

| smash the parties in
“k not ‘act u’th?g:eac L i one
.4 -against all the" exaggerati
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met in the circle of ‘tke,,S:eveﬁs”;andxyc' Rouys-
‘sing:  Jews, Belgians, Luxemburgers; Ameri-
can, Russians, Levantines, and "
a few authentic Frenchmen. = -
““Just what I was saying,” replied Olivibr.
You haven't seen a single -Frenchman,
group of debauchees, a few beasts of p
- who are not even French, h;m?x )
politicians, useless creatures; all the

%

@

fiiss -and

life of the nation without ‘even touching it.
You have only seen the swarm of wasps at-

| tracted by a fine autumn and the rich mead- °

ows. You haven't noticed the busy hives, the
_industrious city, the thirst for knowledge.”
come across your intellectual elite as well.” -
. A“What? ‘A few dozen men of letters?
Ther're a fine lot! Nowadays, when science
2nd action play so great a part, literature has
become. superficial, no more than: the ‘bed
where the thought of the people sleeps. In lit-
erature you only come across the theatre; the

- where dishes are turned out for;the wealthy
customers of the cosmopolitan hotels.
The Real French =
.+ “The theatres of Paris? ' Do you think a

4 ~workingman even knows what is being done in"

them? Pasteur did not go to them ten times
in all his life! . Like all foreigners; you- attach
agiexaggerated importance to our novels, and
~our boulevard plays, and the intrigues of our
politicians, . . i - ; : '

“If you like I will show you women who
‘never read novels, girls in Paris who have
never been to theatres, men who have never

- bothered their heads about politics—yes, even
among our intellectuals. - You have not come
across either ofir’ mén of .science or our poets.

You have rot discovered the solitary artists
who languish in silence, nor the burning flams
of our revolutionaries.. You have not.seen a
single great believer, or a single great skeptic.

“As for the pedple, we won’t talk of them.
Outside the poor women who look after you,
what do you’know of them? Where have you

- Parisians’have you ‘met who have lived higher

You know mnothing of the brave, true hearts,
the men and women living in poor lodgings,
in the garrets of Paris, in the dumb provinces,
men and womeén who, through a dull, crab
life, think grave ‘thoughts,” and live in daily
sacrifice—the little Church, which has always
-existed in France—8mall in numbers, gredt in
spirit, almost unknown, having no outward or
apparent force of action, though it is the very
force of France, that might which . endures
silence, while the so-called ‘elite rots away
- and springs to life again unceasingly. -

The- Provincial Reserves
“You are amazed when you find a French-
man who lives not for the sake of happiness
happiness at all costs, but to accomplish or
to serve his faith? There are thousands of
men like myself, men more worthy than my-
self, more pious, more humble, men who to
their dying daw live unfailingly to serve an
_ideal, a God, who vouches them no reply.
You know nothing of the thrifty, methodical,
industrious, . tranquil, middle class living
with a -quenchless, dormant flame in  their
hearts—the people betrayed and sacrificed,
who in the old days defended ‘my country’
against the selfish arrogance of the great, the
blue eyed ancient race of Vauban, You do
. not know the people; you do uot know the
elits. i Salt

. “Have you read a single one of the books
which are our faithful friends, the compan-
ions , who support us in our lives? Do you
even know of the existence of our young' re-
views in which such great faith and devotion
are expressed? Have you any idea of the
men. of moral, might and worth who are as
the sun to us, the sun whose voiceless light
strikes terror to. the army of the hypocrites?
. “You are all the same. All. your coungry-
men who come among us see only the para-
sites who suck our bloed, litérary, political,
and financial adventurers, with their minions
and hangers on and their harlots; ‘and they
judge France by these ‘wretched creatures
who prey on her. Not one of you has any
‘idea of the real France living under oppres-

“who go on working heedless of the uproar
‘and pother made by their masters of a day.
Where Are the People?
Christopher asked Oliver:
“Where are your people?” - “I see only
. the elect, all sorts, good and bad.”
.- “The people?
dens.. They never bother about us. Every
group and faction among the elect strives to
engage their attention. %Zhey Pay no heed to
anyone. There was a time when it amused

mountebanks.  But now they. never wortry
about it. There are several millions who do
not even make use of their rights as electors.
The parties may break each other’s heads as
much as they like, and ‘the people don’t care
one way: or anether so long. as they don’t
trample the crops in.th £ wrangling; if that
1appens  ther:they ‘lo

eif : tempers . and
ely

. “Christopher avowed the trbuble he had.
| 'taken to gain some kno 'Iedg‘é{.qf;’;hg.;;&ogntry;
he drew up a list of all the Frénchmen he had:

o2

ere and there °

t-town, - |

flummery which passes oveér and above fhe’

“I beg your pardon,” said Christopher, “I've

theatre of luxury, an international kitchen

had a chance of seeing them? How many |

~ than the;second or third floor? .If you do not |
know these people, you dp not know France. | .

1} Glory be to the sim)

sion or of the reserve of vifality in the French ¢
- | provinces, or of the gre_a'ﬁniass'ofﬂthc“people

They are tending their gar- -

them to listen to the humbug of political -

eif {rest. K ga,j%g)dncr

emasons, ' Socialist
.may be all that they

great common dangers, wars, riots, epiderhics
- and for the rest to be allowed to go tending
their gardens. i
they think:
us in peace?’. GlpEane
“But the politicians are so stupid that
they worry the peoplé and won't leave off un-
less they “are pm ut with a fork, as
will happen one ‘day to our members of par-
- liament, - There wa

- won’t these: people leave

enterprises. Perhaps
athough they sowed
3 in any case their
or long, very soon
b +old dge companion: the
© eartht Lo e B0
"o “Ttis the soil which binds:the French to
France, much more than'the Ffench. There
' ifferent races who ‘for centuries
side by side, that
hem, the soil which
ood times and bad
ly; and it is all

good.

1s, over the bat-
tlefields and rwins of action, over the moun-
.tains and plains of ‘France, all was cultivated
and’ richly bearing; it was the great garden
of European civilization. = Its "incomparable

| charm no less in the good fruitful soil than

in the blind labors of an indefatigable years,

1 'who for centuries have never ceased to till

and sow and make;the land ever more beay-
tiful, : ; i :
Fifty Years Hence. == .
“Yes,” said Olivier, “I  wish we coul
jump fifty years. This headlong galop to-
wards the precipice must end one way or an-

the earth will not cease to flower. nor the sk

to give light with or without music! * What
have we to do with an art so inhuman? . -
Very soon. . . . I see other stars arising

in the furthest depths of the East”
“Bother "the "East!”  said = Christopher

Do you think I
“have enough to
. centuries. - Hurra
" Hurrah . for the:

L _going: to abdicate? 1
¥ to_keep you going for
~life! Hurrah for joy!
urage which drives us on
it destiny! Hurrah for

thing than love! Hur:
icrah for the  nightl

{ who created music! Hossanah! . ./, .”

< God’s Perpetual Advance =
tory of the perpetual advance of the idea of

day and ngver know it is He.” -

Parisian sensuality’ had - for the last two
_ years been slowly restoring God to his ‘place

in God. He denied God. But he was filled
with the spirit of God. The Abbe Corneille
used to tell him with a smile that like his
‘namesake, the sainted giant, he bore God on
his shoulders without knowing it.”
ey “You Lack Blood”
~ Christopher certainly had Divine Spark,
and he tried to convey it to Olivier.

ou most of all. There’s nothing the matter
‘with your mind or your heart. It's your life
that's all-wrong. . You're sputtering out.”
“Why should you think that your revolt
will carry such little weight? A ‘sturdy, up-
right conscience which dares assert jtself is
a mighty thing. - Moge than once during the
last few yeéars you have seen the state and

views of an honest man who had no other
weapons than his own moral  force, which,
with constant courage and tenacity he had
dared.publicly assert. . . . . {

dying, because Europe is perishing—because
if we did not fight our civilization, the edifice

turies of labor, by .ofir - humanity,' would
crumble away. These are not idle words. The
country is in danger, our: Furepean mother-

own native country, France. Your apathy is

of your energies as it dies, each of your ideas
as it accepts and surrenders, each of your
good ' intentions ‘as it ends in stérility, every
drop of your blood a8 it dries up, unused in
your veins, means death to- her . . .Up!
up! You must live! Or, if you must die, then
- you must die fighting'like men.”

O
O

gists has a department for exposing fraudu-
lent relics. In this country there are several
manufacturers of bogus Indian relics, which
are shipped to Europe as ‘“genuine pre-Col-
umbian stone implements,” and so perfect as

‘a business

'S¢ buying up peor but genuine
pecimens

converting them into fine ones

irbs ‘and re-sharpening it, into a

2 : i

to be protected against the’ [

hen all is.said and dome, |

time when the people

nallest scrap of

.scrap of brave dialogue below :

other; either the horse must stop or fall..
Then we shall breathe again. Thank heaven,~

“The West has not said its last word yet.-

cethf the heart big! Hurrah
ehich - rekindles our faith—-

] Lats:Deo, the God of
| Joy, the God of dreams and action, the God . |

7

~ The fine old Abbe Corneille, to‘.vinﬁi}m:
4. “he (history of the world was only the his-

God,” said to/'Christopher:” “You are like
thousands of others! = You see God every-

“His_surfeit of ‘doubts and disgust with

in Christopher’s heart. Not that he believed

“My dear Olivier, you French people have -
lenty of good qualities but you lack blood..

public opinion forced to reckon with  the.

“And if you must go on asking what’s the
good of taking so much trouble, what's the '
good of fighting, what's the good of it all?
-+ . Then, I will tell you: Because Franceis

so splendidly constructed, at thé cost of cen- '

country—and,” more than ' any, yours, your,.

killing her. Your silence is killing her.” Each

The Internationsl Society of Archaeolo-/

- my own mind

to decgive even experts. Orme concern makes |
{ b

- 5-cent ‘arrowhead, for instance, | been scored out by t

~be showsn with | tic elopement with h

s

R

to"have the poignancy or tenderness of those

~associated with the childhood of genius. The..
market preferred Charlotte Bronte’s. manu- -

scripts to the simple samplers of the alphabet

‘and the Lord’s Prayer, painfully achieved in
a dull back room in the Haworth parsonage
when she was a little child, and John Keats’s .
“inspired scripts fetched much more than the

medal won by him at school for trying to
improve on his record of naughtiness, Yet to
be  fond of the less valuable is pardonable.
Soon at Sotheby’s will be -seen the writing

“desk on which Robert ' Louis -Stevenson

penned or dictated “Catriona,” and all that

“feeling will be evoked which hungry collect-

ors showed when Dickens’s study: furniture,
Goldsmith’s chair in which he mused, Biirns’s

farmhouse bureau, and even that gauche
thing, Bunyan’s “anvil,” were sold, says the
London Daily Telegraph, . ‘.. = .

‘many—a little green hopk
with the last pages and the covers gone,
given to him by his nurse, “Dear Cummy.”
when he was a little lad of four. [Itis i\.c’o?y
of that solid chunk  of heartening stuff, “A
Book About Boys,” by J. S. Arthur, the first
story in which is “The Test of Courage,”
with an illustration of derring-do and the

“You will stand alone, Harry.
“I cannat help it.” . o E

Stevenson’s Nurse

. This_and' the rest of the étit:in_g- engrav- -

ings were lovingly colored from “Master
Lew’s” paint box, and we all can share his
brave joy. Admirers of Stevenson know well
the beautiful bond of affection between him

and his old nurse, Miss Alison Cunningham,

happily still alive, and able to ‘write only last

month to Sotheby’s,” authenticating the writ-

ing ‘desk and otheér relics. With régard to

~:the desk she says: \

#Lew and I lived for a time in the library,
where the writing table always stood, and ‘it
is more than likely that Lew scribbled on it,
as he was often doing so on what he could
use for his scribbling.” S :

" YA further letter from Mrs. Stevenson is
‘more explicit, and she states that her hus-
“band and his amanuensis (the late Mr. Dick, |
- who had been Stevensan’s father’s ‘confiden- |

|- tial clerk) used to work at the desk together, |
and looked very nervous whénever she look-
~&d in on them at the study in-the house at |

17 Heriot-row, Edinburgh. -

© “Miss Cunningham fas beeén itiduced to -
part with that New Testament i which, as
_.a boy of seven. Stevenson put his initials in -
pencil with the intention of presemting the

‘book to_his mother. - He was however al-
lowed to keep it, and he eventual
to his old nursé. With this is a photograph

tyally gave it
of Mentone inscribed, “T'o Cummy, from Rob-

ert Louis Stevenson,” and. there is also an

old album of photographs with family por-
traits. The faithful will delight in these, as

-well as in a fine leiter to Mt. Dick dated Hy-
eres;, March 12, 1884 from which is the fol- .

lowing: ¢ hedn
“I re-read the other day that heart break-
ing. book, the Life of Scott. . one

should read such books now a0d then-—bat’
O, not often. As I live I feel more and more |

that literature should be cheerful and brave
spirited, even if it cannot be made beautiful
and pious and heroic. @We wish it to be a
green place. The Waverley novels are bet-
ter to re-read than the over true life, fine as
dear 'Sir Walter. Scott was. The  Bible. in
most parts is a cheerful baok; it is our little
piping theologies, tracts and sermons that are
dull and dowie; and even.the -shorter cate-
chism, which is scarcely a work of eonscla-

tion, openis with the best and shortest and

completest sermon ever written upon Man’s
chief end.” ' :

Much interest too lies in a manuscript
written in his father's office and .corrected by

Stevenson the elder and Mr. Dick, entitled,
. “The New Lighthouse on the Dhuy Heartach

Rock,”  Despite these, the writing desk will

doubtless make the biggest appeal, and we

may_ recall that Burns’s farmhouse burean re-
alized £600 last year, - :
_ Sheridan’s Domestic Tragedy

Real pathos is disclosed in a series of let-

ters written by the briliant Richard Brinsley

* Sheridan to the beautiful Georgiana Duchess

of Devonshire, her sister Countess of . Bess-
borough, and her friend; Lady Betty Foster
—Gainsborough and Reynolds beauties all.
Nothing can be more touching than the letter
to the Duchess in which he refers to the.
drooping wife, the lovely Miss Linley, whom
Sir Joshua immortalized ‘in his picture of St.
Cecelia. S ; L2

“Last night she desired to be placed at the

- Piano-Forte. Looking like a shadow of her

own Picture, she played some notes with the

tears dropping on ‘her thin arms. Her mind

is become heavenly, but her .mortal form is
fading from m{ sight, and I look in vain in
or assent to her apparent con-
viction that all will not perish: I mean-to
send for -my son, and she wishes for him.”
The eternal tragedy of the invalid per-
meates this correspondence, with ‘sympathiz-
ing society beauties, and no wonder that
many passages of an imate mnature have
chess and her sis-

ter. In one letter he

* reasoning resﬂess ~waters, which this night I
have been gazing at and listening to, I bore

o of tfh‘él rehcs ;:af:’ iﬁe gfﬁt‘ déad, few seem

. changes have passed! 3
the interval of my life been, and what is left

e S&V&ﬁmfe‘

recalls his romian- |

poor E. who 'is now so near me fading in
sickness from her natural attachments and
affections, and then loved her so that had
she died as I once thought she would in the
Passage, I should assuredly have plunged
with her body to the Grave. What times and
What has

me but misery from Memory, and a horror
of Reflexion? . Night, Silence, Soli-
tude, and the Sea will unhinge the cheerful-
ness of anyone when there has been length
df life enough to bring regret &c., &c.”

It is better to think of Mr. Sheridavi\as‘h}p,e
shining star of debate in the House which

“he so much dazzled with his first speech ag-

ainst Warren Hastings that an adjournment
was at once moved. In one of his rare let-

| ters, addressed from the House of Commons,
< e it st o e ¢ X sipng

~ Grey has just moved the amendment .

‘he labored under the disadvantage of rising

immediately” after one of the most brilliant
and magnificent ‘pieces of decldmation that
ever fell from that rascal Pitt’s lips. Detest-
ing the Dog as I do; I cannot withhold this
just tribute to the Scoundrel’s talents, 1
could not help often lamenting in' the course

- of his hararigue what a pity it is that he has

not a particle of honesty in him. He would
be a real treasure if he had a grain. .
Here’s Submission to your Will.

“I am half' drunk, and can write no more '
—perhaps had better not have written half so

mach,” )

The above form part of Mr.

His collection of drawings, portraits, and .re-
lies connected with Lady Hamilton will also
be offered. . An unusually remarkable series
of illuminated manuscripts  includes some
worthy of ranking ‘with the Huth posses-
sions. ~Among the books for this sale (Dec.

/13-15) is a 1659 Bible prepared for presenta-

tion to Charles II. on his arrival in England

at the Restoration. In front \is a large oval.
-portrait of Queen Henrietta Maria, and on

the first fly-leaf is an epitaph on Charles I.

beginning: . AR ' S
“So falls that statelie cedar, while it stood
That was the only glorie of the wood.”
Lastly—lest we forget—Bunyan’s copy of

Foxe’s “Book of Martyrs” will at length be

‘sold by the triistees of the Bedford Literary .
'-‘Iﬂstjtute.i 4 =0 % 3

CANADIAN LEGAL STANDARDS
' Canadian bushel standards are set.‘ﬁ"the
Inspection and Sale Act, administered by the
Dominion Department of Trade and Com-

merce. This- act specifies that “In cantracts . ,
for the sale and delivery of any of the under- °

mentioned articles the ‘bushel shall be de-
termined by weighing, unless a ‘bushel by
measure is specially agreed upon, and the

weight equivalent to a bushel shall (except as

specially, provided) be as follows Barley, 48
pounds; buckwheat, 48; flaxseed, 56; Indian
corn, 56; oats, .84 ; peas, 60; rye, 56 wheat, 6¢;
beans, 60; beets 60; bituminous coal 70; blue-
grass seed I4; carrots, 60; castor beans, 40;

clover seed, 60; hempseed, 44; lime, 70; malt, -

36; onions, 50; parsnips, 60; potatoes, 60; tim-
othy seed, 48; turnips, 60 pounds. 5
A legalized bushel weight has been estab-

‘lished by the United States Government

(mainly for customs purposes) for but few

agricultural products as follows: Barley, 48 -

pounds; castor beans (shelled), 50; buck-
wheat, 42; corn (shelled), 56; corn meal, 48;

flaxseed (linseed), 567 0ats, 32; peas, 60; po-
tatoes, 60; rye, 56; wheat, 60 pounds.—Far-
- mer’s’ Advocate.

REFLECTIONS ON SUNDAY

e

Cordelia and I are fairly pious people. We

are even so old fashioned that we like to go to
church. It is not a universally popular pas-
time among the Protestants of our acquaint-
ance but for my part I have to go, if it’s only

‘to be reminded that there 'is another force al-—~

ways working to make life possible and pal-
atable besides the wisdom of ‘“majorities
(aforesaid) and the abilities of legislatures to

- legislate and the powers of courts to keep

them from overdoingit. = "

7 'Those things—the majo-itiss and the log-
islatures and :he courti—are eddies in the
great current. I feel whea I am in church
more as though I was up in the great cur-
rent itsélf. [ like t» go; it is such a beautiful
chance to think. Somehow it invites the soul

queer as it is. I like to hear the Bible read
I like to differ with the honorable apostle
when I cannot as yet reach his conclusion

about something and to wondsr how'it hap-

pened to him to say something so marvellous- .

Iy well. I like to differ with the prayer book

a good deal, and not to mind at all so long.as

they don’t put me out. Prayer books are not
time tables, and ought not to be expected to

. be dp-to-date right to the minute—Harper’s

Magazine. -

A Foxy Scheme

. “Tommy, if you'll saw some wood I’}ltdl
_you what I'll do.” i

“What's that, dad?”

“I'll let you have the sawdust to plﬁtﬁ#
“cus with” | ? o

: S. Sichel’s -
collection, and have great hist8rical value..
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