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The Storv of a
Woman's Startling
Theories of the Sexes.

NEW and startiing sddition to what
has been called “sex problem"™ lter.
atura is & nove! antitled “Camills,'"
which is a transiation from the Swedish
and Danish of Richert von Kooh, and
which has just been published by Messrs.

Trowell & Co.

The vlews of the hernine concerning the
slatlons of the sexes may be shown more
{stinctly by the mere quotation of a single
onversatlon between the hero and herself
mn through any description or ntiempted
nulysls.

“ You are perfectly right,' he replied bit-
erly, ‘I wonder even if you love me at all?
b j"mﬂ Answet me, Camilla.’

“iPho I? Do I love you st all? Let—me
#0e. Let me really pondsr upen It, so

not 1o answer stich & question luconsid-

Jtely, but with scrupulous aceuracy; for

suph things one must nog prevaricate. It
vanld be wrong and unaesthetle.’

“*With this, the eruel girl leaned back and
looked at him long and eritieally as he
stood before her, much ss In anclent days
in Rome & Roman lady might have looked
at o handsome slave while she wag purchas.
Ing him for her plensure.
" “Yog, you are very, very handsome!' she
wid at last, with a sigh of self-satisfaction.

‘v@¢ Seen many hapdsome men In the

3:.°4, but 1 confess you are the handsom-
it 0z *hem all. Your outward appearance,
onr pL. sleal beauty, iz of a kind that, had
[ not so  3ld & pature, T shonld love you
oassjonately for thut alone, you chiarming
ellow! But. unfortunately, It so happens
that 1 cannot réemain physically exalted; I
enjoy only, 5o to speak, the Intellectual, the
aesthetic side, T admire you and take pleas-
ure In you ms in a magnificent statue of
Apolle or an Apoxomenos—you know the
one In ihe Vatlenn Gallery—that is all.”

“+And so you love me only In that intel-
Ieetual, or, as you eall it, “‘aesthetic” way?
My qutward appeamance, 8s you say, Is so
‘handsome” that I please your sense of
heauty? Is that sll? Is that your love?
HShe looks at him sllently a long tlme be-
fore she goes on: ‘Come, let’s have a lttle
fiseotirse on the right, whaolesome kind of
Auman love: Tt must bold a small quan-
tity of passion, must It not, In order to be
spmul? And you are normal, you fortunate
m.l

sanmot analyze as deeply az you, Ca-
he snid, slowly, and bitteriy. 'At
should do It very simply and briefly
A4
go on.”
“ fo 1 lova you, yon ask? T am
b * ' *oalinw,  With half of
sing—and, Camilla, I'm afrald it Is the
higher—T know that you are o dangerous,
yos, n most dangerous woman, and almoat
think you a demon from the abyss sent to
mislead me'—
© s sAnd with the other half of you?- That,

T thiok, Is my friend, Is it not? Of coursa it
1a the lower one, but 1, poor creature, must
_take it with gratitnde and be satisfed.

Tell? -

“With the other half—I know not 1t it

the lower, the sensual or mot—but It 1§
that'—

“Phere, now. No doubt you mean in

% But ﬂ.m puraly intellectual side—you

@ forgottem that. You love me with
t, also, you dear Elof?

‘OB he exclalmed. Impetuously, ‘what
torrible analysis! Bpiritual-—-nml—tu-
\gain she gazes at him silently and with

Roman lady’s mmu!on. while he

s up aud down. Finally she asks hlm

@t it is that attracts him to her.

“<1 really can’t tell’

o you think I am what you Swedisgh
ople eall sweet (sonll)?

“ < am sfraid not’

7 pope—1 belleve so—yes.'

“ ‘Perhaps It Is best to be satisfied with
'Ww. as you begen to say,’ sald she,
dryly: ‘Dut if [ am virtuous, why sm I 'so?
Can you tell wme that?

“Ng, I cannot answer that. You ask me
111‘0 hard Camilia.’

"“"W’tll then I will tell you. I am yirtn-
ous frow motives of caste.’

A urives of caste?

_‘"Bi.n you never heard af the Hindoo
lawa of caste?

* “Yos, of course, They most not do cer-
tain things or">—

“ “T'hey lose caste. Yes, sink from thelr
own vaste 1o & Jower one. Consequently,
motives of caste. Do you understand?

 Me¥es, I think so—but perhaps not per-

v .

. ¥ Well, I am not virtuous for virtue's
own sake. I don't care In the least for
m you enll virtue

“"!l'o'r

*"No,

“Oh, Mlu"——

#'Yeu, It Is true. Well'—

" *Well, the maln thing s that & woman
l&uﬂ be sirtuous, no matter what the
mtln ‘b

“ “What! you think that? - Agaln lha

Iuhd- at him with gcornful expression,
Motives are to you?

“No, not s0 much #s the thing itself.’

‘“i8y then I am ot good, not =weet, and

“Iptoous simply out of fear lest T should

a%e my position in soclety! And you can

‘Jove such a woman? Fle! what a con-
temptible man you arel' "

After thls scene Elof makes a strennous
effort to tanr himseif away from the Clree,
who threatens to transform him Into some
Jower snlmidl. The thought of saving him-
self by fight occurs to him; but when be
nﬁu her by aceident at dinner the resolu-

. melts away. He and the givl fnd
alone 1o a boudolr there

_ "bo’fnn ane of those duels for lfe or
“f';l!nwhmhnolhot!sbeaxd.nohltml

E

furnitura after the battle la end-
ed. but In which one or both the combat-
ants usially recelvs wounds that last all

drawings are rather fascinating and orne-
‘mental.

**And pnow, Camilin, for the last time—
how is this golng to end?

“She cast n quick glance at him, and
drew up her small yellow sllken slippers
on the sofa so that she remained half re-
cllilng, with her head resting on one hand.
In & wholly different tone from before she
=ald:

“'fa It then so necessary thut this shall
have an end?

“Yes, It must
longer.”

“She gave n scarcely perceptible shrug of
her shoulders.

2o sorry. I thonght It wonld be so
charming to snil out on life’'s wide stormy
oceun with you for a travelling companion,
aud without knowing where we were go-
ing!'

* T ask nothing better, Comilin.*

“*Mark well—as travelllng companlons?

“ 'L don't understand.’

AR squals—not with you for captaln and
I as passenger or only a common sallor.
Some one else must be captaln.’

“*And who?

“She made a gesture over her head which
seemed to signify that it must the higher
powers If there wore such, It was a matter
of utter (ndifférence to her,

“iwell, perfectly equal;
tlon."

“*But that man and wife never can be.'

" ‘Indeed they ecnn, Camilla. 1 promise
you honestly and truly that I will never try
to foree you to anything, either in word,
thought or deed. You shall be as free as if
yon were unmarried.”

“*That |5 Impossible.”

“ “What Is lmpossible?

“That a wife can be ns free ss you say.
She Is still bound.’

“ ‘Even though he'—

“¥Yes, even then; by custom. Don't you un-
derstand, Elof? Regard to custom, les con-
venances, and many other things. He must
control her freedom; whether he intends to
or not. As marringe Is at present absolute
freedom and equallty are but empty words:
That you must admit.’

‘‘He welghed her words thoughtfully and
acknowledged that they held some trath.

“aowrell, safd he, ‘if T must admit that
the wife who desires to comply with ordl-
nary customs and regulatlons eannot haye
absolute freedom In all minor afalrs’ "—

But the girl coolly explains that she is
not referring to minor matters. Buppose,
for example; she should wish to deliver a
lecture against the Christlan rellgion, or the
marriage state, or that she should wish to
teach thelr children to worship Pun—being
something of a pagan herself?

““She stretched out her arms toward him
as Venus did to Tannhauser. He wns
trembling violently In every llmb. Af that
moment he saw only her in heaven and on
earth. Batter lose all else than lose her,
He started toward her."

The opportune appenrnnce of his mother
saves him for the time belng. The mother
understands the situnation perfectly and ne-
cepts it with such philogophy as puts her
qulte on a level with the girl

“‘Yon speak,” says her husband, ‘as if

you really wanted the girl for a daughter.
inlaw.'
“iAl, you dear fellow! What dlfference
does it make what I want? T know seance-
Iy any one whom I should less deslre for a
daughter-in-law. But when g young man g
as much In love as Elof, oné must be will-
ing for him to get her, however detestable
she may be.'

*'That's snying a great deal Stina, Would
it not be better for him to suffer a triffe
thsn to marry a witch?

“* *Buffer & trifle, yes; but to suffer a good
deal, guffer terribly, suffer so that he would
never be good for anything again—it iz far
better for him to obtaln hiz wishes."

* 'But If she makes hlm unhapps? If the
whole marriage Is a wretched fallure? Is
oot that still worsa?

“‘It ls terribly hard to deecldé which
would be the worse of the two. Both are
sbominable to think of"—

* “Yes, that Is true." "

The girl 18 & monster, the mother de-
clares, yot she decldes, nevertheless, that
the only salvation for Elof Is for him to
marry her. In a short time, adds the
mother, he will be cured of his folly, and
then a divorce, quietly managed, will set
him free. Otherwise, the old lady argoes,
he will long for the girl nod be unhappy
nl . life. The cool immorallty of the
mother's point of wiew s scarcely less
startling than the girl's own, and, Indeed,
Camlilla develops toward the end of the
story certuin fine tralts of character, which
maks her stroclous opinlons upon the ro-
lation of the sexes seem mere vaporings—as
they are In reality wilth most of the women
who express them most loudiy. - N. H. B,

ILLUSTRATING THE BIBLE.

‘Gilbert James's Strange . Oriental Drawings,
Notably Those of the Song
of Solomon.

be; I ean bear It no

I have no objec-

This Is an era productive of welrd and
origlual nrtists. Flrst we had Aubrey
Benrdsley, and since then we have had
others o0 numeroys to mentlon.

One of them who deserves special notlee
Is certainly Gllbert James. He has been
making a series of drawlogs of Orfental
subjects, chlefly taken from the Bltlle. for
the London Sketch.,

He has lately made a number of dmwmg.s
Illusteating the Song of Solomon. These
are among the most remarkable speclmens
of his work. He makes the subject of one
illostratlon the famous words from the
great King's song:

Behold, thow art falr, my love; behold, thou wrt
falr;

Thou hast doves” eyes within thy Jocks;

Thy hair is as n flock of goats

That appear from Mount Gilead, =

Thy lips cre ke & threud of scarlet,

And thy specch Is camely;

Thy temples are like a plece of pomegranate
Within thy locks,

Thou are all falr, my love;

There 15 no spot lo thee,

James mocompuoles these lines with a
drawing, In which everything is Oriental-—
persons, flowers, bullding, atmosphers, and
even the art Itself. His work suggests that
this Is how ap anclent Hebrew artlst wonld
hare ﬂeph:ted the wedding of King Solo-
mon.

‘We have had pletures of Bitilical history
in  which everything was Western, and
more modern pletures In which the painter |
endeavored to be llstorically accurate, but
the art has always been Western. Mr.
James is apparently trying to be intensely
Odanh! in feollng.

Whatever thair exmnet value may be, the

YOLUME af grew-
some tales, written
*by 8heridan Le Fuou
aml Sir Charles Young,
bhas been published by the
New Amsterdam Book

Company,
Nothing more delight-
fully Nhorrible, more pet-

feetly adapted to the rals.

g of goose flesh, and the

sendlng of cold  shivers

down the gpine Lasg ap-

penred  In recent lltern-

ture, Bome ten or (welve stories are In-
cluded In the work, all dealing with the
weltd and horrible, and one of the longest
nnd most striking is called “Devereanx’s
Dream.**

It begine with the marrage of Devereaux
to a girl so. young that she is o mere chiid,
and describes the setting out of the newly
woedided pair upon (helr weodding journey.

“Tt was a cold, dark night, early In
March. We renched Lyons somewhore
about 7. I should bave sfayed thers that

night but for Lucille. She entreated me 5o
earnestly and with such strenge vehemenoee
to go on by the night mafl to Patls, that
at last, to satlgly her, I congented; though
It struck me ||u1.-1<-;lsupliy nt the tinwe that
I had et her travel foo long airends, and
that this feverishness was the consequence
aof over-fatigue,

“But she becime pacificd at once when
T told her It should be a5 ghe wanted; and
declared she should sleep perfeetly well in
the earriage with me beslde her. She
should Feel gulte safe then, she sald,

“Safe! Where safer? you might ask. No-
where, I believe. Alone with me—sorely
nowhere safer. The Puaris expross wis o
short train that night. but T managed tao
seourd o compirtment for ourselves, T left
Lucille In her eormer there while I went
ncross to the buffet to 1l a flask.

“I was gone barely fve minutes, but
when I came back the change In the child's

A BOOR Of

Tales 1o Stir

Your Blood.

conldn't have been more than an hour and
a half, hecsmse the express was slackenlug
speed  for its flvst halt beyond Dijon. 1
hiad glept heavlly, T knew, but T woke with
a sudden, sharp sense of danger thuy made
me hroad awake, and strung every nerve
in a moment. The sort of feeling yon
have when you wake on s pralrie; where
you heve come gevoss ‘Indign slgng” on ont-
post duty, when yoor feldwebel plucks
gently at your clonk. You know what 1
mennt. T was on my feet al once.

“As-T sald, the lght in the carringe was
very dim, and the shadow was deepest
where Lucille lay. 1 looked there Instinet-
ively. She must Have moved In lher slecp,
for ber face wos turmed awny from me;
and the «loak I had put so carefully about
her had partly fallen off,

“A ghastly fear
and froze It

ran through my blood
I understood why T hod wak-

oned, In my nostrils was an awfnl odor
that 1 knew well enough. I bent over her;
I tohched her. Her face was very (old;

Her eves glared glassily ot me; my hands
were wet with something. My hunds were
weti with Dleod—ler bhlood! 1 tore away
the blind from the lamp, and then. I conld
see thnt my wife of n week Ilny therm
stahbed ptralght’ to the heari—dead—dead
beyond doubting: murdered in her sleep.”™
There Is no trace of the ussassin except
the dagger left bebind, Then follows the

dream wherein the husband sees the face

thet was 1t—Lu-
I began to see clear-
thwarted, devillsh
pussion—n  cool, infernal
revenge.  The child had
feared something of this
gort; had perhaps seen
him that night. This ex.
plained her nervous terror,
Ler nervous anxiety to
stop nowherg—to travel
on, In. that curriage of
that express traino, alone
with mie—where could she

“Yes,
ollle.
I¥: n

be safer? This aecotunted, too, for her
anxleiy - to reach HEogland, He wonld
not dare to follow her there, she bhad

thought, or, at least, could not without my
noficing him.

“And then she would have told me. She
had not told me before evidently beeause
she had feared, for me, too. in a quarre!
with this man. She must, innocent child
as she was, have had some instinetive
knowledge of what he was capable, * * ¢

Aye, n cool, infernal revenge, indeed. To
Eill her; to fix the murder on me. That
dugger lie had Ieft bLebind, * * * The

wppnrent impossibllity of any one's enter-
ing the carringe ns Le must have entered
It ut all, to say notling of the almadt abse-
lute luipossiblllty of Wis dolng so without
disturbing elther of us—you see It might
have gooe hard with me If n Britlsh jury
hnd had to declde on the case."

Step by step the crime Is teaced until at
last the murderer |s fonnd and hls motlve
disclored, The assassin 2.0 very rich man,
g banker named Stelnmetz, whose atten-
tions to the child had frightened: her, al-
thongh she was too shy to speak of her
alarm. The husband lurks in the darkness
amd storm watehing for a sight of the
man in order to see whether his be the
fiee of the dream.

“Yon see, 1 Eknew thuat If he were my
man, I should know hlm divéeetly, I walted
# good while: shadows erogsed the lghted
hlinds; onee a big, broad shndow appeaced

face fiairly startled me, 1 had seen It last
with the smille It always ware for me on I,
looking so ehlldishly happy io the lamp-
light. Now It was all gray pule and dis-
torfed, and the grest blue eyes fold me di-
reotly with what. Fear! Sudden, terrible
fear, 1 thought. But fenr? Fear of whit?
I nsked her. She clung close to me, balf-
sobbing awhile before she counid answer;
and then she told me—nothing. There was
mothlog the matrer: only she had felt a
pain—a cruel pain—at ber heart; and It bad
frightened her. Yes, that was It; it had
Trightened her, but It had pessed, and she
wus ‘well, quite weil agaly now,””

“How long I alppt I don't Lknow;

it

One of Mr. James’s Queer lllustrations for

of the murderer and draws a portralt of
the nun seen in the dream. :
“8o, with the portralt Lefore me,” Dev-
ereanx goes on, "I sat down nnd begnn to
conslder who this mun was, and wbhy he
had murdersd that child. The blg, burly
frame, the "hesvy yellow face, the sandy-
yellow halr, the physlognomy generally,
was Teotonle, My man I pot down as a
North Germsn, Now there were, and are
probahly. plenty of men who would have no
objection whatever to pot a kulfe into me,
If thoy got the chanes; buc this man, whom
I had wever met, ¢ould hove hadl noe stich
quarrel a8 thelrz with nie. His  quarpel
with me must have been, then, Luellle.

the Song of Solomon.

there that made me fancy I mightu't have
been waitlng for nothing after all, some-
hiow. Presently Monslenr Steinmets's guests
departed, and In o Httle while after there
appedred on the little balcony of Monslenr
Bfclpmelz's apartment the man I wanted.
Thers wos o moon that night, and the cold
white light fell on the great yellow face,
with the full, lustful lps, aod the full,
eruel ehiu, just as T had seen the light fall
on it in my dream. Tt was the same face;
the same face, the same man, 1 couldn’t
rl“"'l' iﬁfﬁu:'?r‘l?e: the patient planpni t

the murderer In lls ;mwe?, nEnd“lh; l:ﬁ:l-
minntiug tragedy which makes one l;.hlver.

NEW field opens to Amercican real-

{gtie: fAcilon in “Yekl--A Tale of the

New York Ghetto,” publlshed this
week by D, Appléton & Co, The author,
Abraham Cabon, Is & dscovery of W. D.
Howells, rather the “find"™ of the novellst's
clever wife.

Cahon, who is'n Russian Jew, came to
this country in 1582, Son of a professor,,
grindson of a mbbl, he was u teacher In
the publle sehools of Russin, from whlch
conntry he was foreed to fleg, owing (o hls
affilation with tlie tevolutiopary party.
Penuliess, frlendless and jgnorant of the
English language, he naturally dreified to
the Enst 8lde, where he found work In a
factory.

In the eapacity of a nnlon orgnnizer. he
encountered Mr.  Howells, whose socinl
studles lend him frequently te the East
Slde, The forpmost of veallsis wis lnter-
estéd to leurn that Klis natne wias fiot -
known to the denizens of thy ghetto.
Through a wagazine published In the Jed-
dlsh tongae, the Bast Side Is pit In touch:
with eurrent American fictlon by transla.
tiong made by Cnhon.

Pwo short tales of tha ghetio from My,
Cabon's pen appedved some time ago In
Bhort Storles, Chaneclng to pick wp a copy

at o newsstand, Mrs. Howells recognized in

the title page the name of her hushand's
labor unlon fricnd. She ealled Lis attention
to the tales ' Mr. Howells redoguized’ a |
£hre hand and an unworked fleld,

At his sugzestion “Yekl" was written, It

thalr lives long. .
.1 ,r .y s > .
L=~y I‘T-{ _r_ 3 h - *:
e > b‘ﬁ- -

;'_

lg thc story of a Russian ,Iew who thinks

“YeRl, a Tale
of the New
YorkR Ghelto.”

he has become Amerieanized. He deems
Mimself a Yankeo, nnd when he hrlngs over
bis wife sod chlld, who preserve tho quaint
firess nnd customs of thelr notlve country,
their contrnst to the older restdents of the
New York gletto eruelly wounds his vanl:
ty. A varlety of curlous types, amusements
and customs are” mtroduced in a slmple,
direéer unil grophic manner. Knowing the
life lm'lmairﬂ'. the author has produced
whnt s In all probubillty the only  true
plotiire we have yet had of thut most denges:
Iy populnted spot on the face of the parth—
the glhetto of the metropnlls, ruther the
metropolle of the ghettos of the! woilil,

Here Is a pleture of Joe Peltner's dune-
Ing schodl fn the heart of Suffolk street,
“the thick of the buttle for breath,” whers
the besiux and belle of the ghetto dance
throughout the hptrest nights of Buminer:

“Presently hoe found himself on  the
threshold, and in the overpowering air of
a spuclons, ollong chambor, . allve ‘swith
& damp-halred, dighevelled, reeking orowd—
nn upronrions human vortex, whirlihg to
the squenking notes of a viollp and the
thumging of a plano,

-Hu-lr whilte wprons. | They nceordingly bad
Has bo

, P | ol | .tllp b wihich th
“At the farthet end of the room there kna' et T

wis now a marble sodn ruuntaln In charge
of un unkiempt boy, A stleky young nian,
wilhh a Llack entanglément of coarse, curly
Linir, was bustling about among the dhne-
ers. Now aoid then he Immlﬂ' paunse, with
hig exes bent upon some two palrs of feet,
fdud fall to clapping tlme and denwling out
in -a preocenpled sing-song: ‘Ven, two,
tree! Leeft your feet! Don' seo kvick—aloy,
sloy! Von, two, tree! von, two, tree!

“Mhis was Professor Poltner himself,
whose curly halr, by the way, had more to
do with the suecess of hls Institution than
il slumpy legs, which, aceording to the
utanbions dletum  of his male puplls,
‘woved about ke a regly palr of Lears,’
_““The throng showed but o very scant
sprinkling of piamp cheeks and shapely
fignres In m multlinde of haggard faces and
Maceid. forms. Nearly all were In thelr
work-aglay clothes, very few of the men
sportig o wilted white ahift front. Ang
while the geperal elfect of the lkaleldo-
dcope was one of bolsterons lilnrity, many
of the Individual couples somehow had the
nir of being engnged In hard toll, rather
than danclog for amusement. * * = 7The
prevalling stoture of the assemblage was
below medinm.

“This does not inelode the doxen or two
of undergrown Insdes of fourteen or thir-
teen, who had cothe surreptitlously, and to
aliay the suspicions of thelr mothers, In

ol dv these artioles to chetk nt the X,
henee the nleknume of ‘apron-check la-

mi‘?ent wn

oW Toe's Academy.'

-the student

“Woman in English

Life from

Mediaeval

fo Modern Times.”

EORGIANA HILL'S two volumes en-
G titled *'Woman In English Life from

Medlaeval to Modern Times' (Mac
millan), must be a disappointing beook to
and rather digeursive heavi-
ness to anybody else, The subject was
too brosd and too complleated for the auw.
thor's accumnlntive methods.

Such a subfect, to have any edificution
whatever, requires in the patient investl-
gator -something of the scilentific treatment
and the philesophle equipment. Georgiano
Hill has verey [ittle of the former and ls
totally deficlent In the latter, She bas
brought together a vast amdunt of undigest-
ed materinl, selected with: llttle reference
to a comprehensive plan add resulting In
something llke a eonfuslon of detalls.

What one instinctively looks for-in a pre-
tentlous hook of this kind Is such an expo-
glitlon of womnan's cooditions In the most
interesting of historle perlods as will throw
some light upon her sex evolutlon and her
progress in social, legal and Intellectunl
emancipation from primitive snbordination.
What we are to look for 1§ her relatlve
progress and the processes which have
mnde her what she is to-dny and what she
promlses to be in the fatore.

It cannot even be sald that this Industri-
ons aunther, who has ransacked the libraries
for her materipl, has even used the wise
salectlon that helps us to form our own
conclustons from the facis. She lacks the
correlafing grasp that groups kindred llus-
trations so that they llght ench other.
There 15 & great denl of higgledy-plgzledy
stuffing that disturhs the reflectlon, and, af-
ter laboring through the two volumes,, one
feals that the amount of sclssoring and
copying la altogether out of proportion to
the result.

Buch a title as “Wowan in English Life"
has a most attractive sound to everybody
who has glven any thonght whatever to the
vexed problem of sex relutlons, because |t
s In Haglish lfe that we sxpect to find
woman's natural prerogatives operating con-
tinuously, with varylog but never ceasing
power toward the liftlng and broadeniug
and refining of clvillzution and the better-
ment of the race.

To trace her power and her grace in the
suceessive unfoldings of Engllgh Hfe; to un-
cover the efficacles of her nature In the
legislative, the eduecational nnd the moral
advance of the Anglo-S8axon; to bare all the
humble and unobtrusive victorles which she
hng won In helping man to lift himself off
the dunghill of the Mtiddle Ages, and to
show, a= history ever shows, that her share
in the good fAght has been always a relative
one, and most effective; as it supplemented
with distinetlve efuenve the work of man,
her mate, 18 too great & task for Georgluna
HIIL

It 1s very desirable’ In such a work that
the suthor should be shle to see the truth
pehind the cloud of facts—to percelve the
tendency a8 well as the multlplicity of
things. But It Is more than probable thnt
any phllosophie reader of this book will, if
he Is suficlently patient, dimly perceive in
the mass of materinl gllmmerings of truth,
which the author herself eltheér overlooked
or had not the ereative Instinet to bring
holdly loto focus,

ne of these truths shoots its crass ray
over the most irrelevant citatlons and mel-
lows the various Instances to a kindred soft-
tiess, Tt 1s by thiz fact that woman has both
fareserve'd and strengthened her Influence in
the movement of the race by preserving
her relativity, not by denying and abaundon-
ing 1t. Everything that ¢he had done from
the earliest to the latest record, that ls at |
all worthy of contemplation has been done’
a8 woman and throngh the exerclse of the
divinely ordained feminine qualities. Ever
plnes she found herself the mate of man on
this plunet, she has had a8 double duty to
jerform to that mate,

She not only on the one side had to sup-
nress or modify his brutal Ingtinets and ve-
press his ‘earnlyorous passions, but on the
ather to eurb his Idolatrons weakness, She
wae nlwass in danger of heilng either his
glave or his toy. Nothing prevented him
from destroying or worshipping her as his
passlon or his penltence predominates but
the indomitable superlority of the Intrin-
sle woman to his purely masculine moods,
History never varles or contradiets Its fm-
pressive moral, Whenever man subjected
her to hils passtons, both he and she
remained in’ barbarlism. Whenever man
made her an idol, he staggered Into voluptu-
ous decadence.

Rome lost its virllity before it lost Its
soverclgnty, and Greece forgot its bravery
In the worship of bennty. Nothing s so
Indicative of the divine ordlnance of woman-
hood as Its persistence In splte of man's
destructive selfishness and woman's desire
either to be man or what man wants her to
be.

Nature or God has Inglsted throughout
thnt she shonld be nelther. And It 15 to
that ineradieable fat that we owe the In-
destruetible oconvex and econcave of the
hum#n mrel upon which the well being of
man rests, )

For the most part, the hook In question
denls with forces that swept the race with
them, and which have no more appligation
to woman than to man. There |5 0 book
to be written on the quiet reslstance of
woman to some of these forces. Thoe
domination of the feminine spirit, In splte
of the eNorts of a crags Intelllgence to
break down the distinctlons of sex, ls one
of the perennlal mysteries of life,
| If Georglaua Hill does not entlraly over-
look, she certalnly underrates the infuence
of Christinnity In the mediseval tlmes in
rescening woman from bodlly and spiritual
plavery. She does not perceive whit even
s0 unexpected a witness as Winklemunn
bears ample testimony to—that the recog-
nltion of the primal feminine virtues was
due to Christianity, which slowly ecom-
bated the whole heathen concept of
womin, refusing to worshlp force, sirength
and physleal achievement, and settlng up
chastity, bumllity, long suffering and love
a# the superlor virtues which we: were fo
find oftenest embodled In woman under
m’ory copdition of 1life.

The consplenons effort of a great ﬂeal af
the literature of sex furnished by women
s 1o prove, not the superiority of woman
to man in spiritual gifts and in coercive
graee, but the equality of womnn with man
In administrative, executive and other dis-
tinetively mascullne attributes of the voll-
tlonal anjmal.

Two notable books have recently been
written whlch are interestlng maloly be-
cause they show In a remarkpble manner
the perslatence af the feminine charioter-
tsties fn clrenmstances which ought  fo

lan? are excellent examples of women pose
sesslng extraordinary eapacities, and foreed
by elrenvmstanees to the executlon of the
largest duties that fall to human helngs.

Wallszewskl's admirable and unblossed
exnminntion of the charpeter and the off-
clal Hfe of Catherlne show her ta have
been not a modifted but an exaggerited
woman, All the trilts of character, the
weaknesses, the capriclousness, the
sondl vanlty, the love of admiration, 1
logleal warywardness which we detect and
even ddmire In women who are not salled
upon to do much more in lfe than atfeact,
baffie, captivate and puzzle mankind, are
here found in fmperinl and magisterial ae-
tlon—enguetting with kingdoms, dispensing
favors and penalties according to the mood,
loving and killlng as her mind veerod, ex<
torting revenues and squandering mllliona,
mnking commonwedlths guffer for her per-
sonal dislikes, wrecking a natlon and ador-
Ing o new and handsome face, projeciing
and abandoning vast chimerleal schemes
as the fit selzed bher or ns the jatest favor-
ite determines. The woman who spent
forty-elght mllllon ronbles on her mascu.
lne favorltes. dismlzsed T'aul Jones In dis-
grnce because he had had an affalr with &
glrl

Martin A. 8 Hume's most recent book,
“The Courtships of Queen Ellzabeth,”
throws & similar light upon the femininty
of “Zood Queen Bess." The record of this
book Is a history of the varioue schemes
and negotintions for the marrlage of the
toval virgln, and Mr, Hume hitz gone over
all the Spanish state papers with patlence
and gcumen. The result does’ not disturb!
the settled oplifon of Bllzabéth’'s eapri-
clousness, persovsl vanity and otler mml-
nble weaknesses. Nor does It quite es
lish Mr, Hume's postulate that a “strong
moderns Englond was rvendered possible
malnly by the boldness, astuteness and fos
tivity of Iliznbeth."

There Is little, If anything, In the new
materlal which thls historlnn has brolght
to light that weakens Froude's summary
that she swas the Irresolute instrument
rather than the crestor of the forces thut
severed the Papal yoke: that her wanity
wng as insatlable as 1t was commonplace;
no flattery was too tawdry to find a wel-
come with her. “Her entire nature,” says
Froude, “was saturated with artifiee.”

But lie is not surprised at the discovery,
and he elsewhbere says: T she had other,
fanits, she was youpg—and she was a wo-
mun,**

Mr. Hume's narration of facts, with Hitle
eomments of iz awn, alfords us o much
better view of woman st the time of Ellza-
beth thun do the ill-agzorted and prolix re-
productions and genernllxations of Geors
giana Hill. Take the one incldent of the
Queen's visitile Drake's ship at Deptford.
When she was erossing the gang plank to
go on board the Pelledn one of her purple
and gold garters slipped down and tralled
behind her, wherenpon Marchaumont, who

attended her, stooped down and seenred it

s o prize to send to his master. The Queen
besought him to return it to her, a8 she had
nothing e¢lse to prevent her stocklng from
slipplng down, but the gallant Frenchman
refused tg surrender 1t untll she promised
to restore It to him as spon as she returned
to Westmingter, She made ne ado aboud
puttlng the gartér on before him, and the
next day M, de Mory was stavted off hostlly
to the love-lorn Alencon, benrlug with him
a highflown letter from the Queen and the
preclous garter from Marchaumont. For a
long time afterward the “belle Gurtlere™
plays a consplepous part In the love epls-
tles. But the amour never got eny further
than the gerter stage, ]

History even in our day treats both Cnathe
erine and Blizabeth with gentle Torbear-
nuee, We de not care to go into the amonrs
which otutraged Wllzabeth's subjects. We
do not care to enumernte Catherine’s ldvera
who were also her vietims, HFaome passess
lghtly over the fact that the Good Queen’
'Bess does not transcend the morallity of
her time and ocensionally swears llke &
troaper. He 18, llke Froude, anxious not to
forget one fact. She was a woman.

NYM CRINKLE.

DIFFICULT RHYMES.

Minds Have Managed to Solve
Many of the Worst
Problerns.

Clever

In the Sundny Journal of June 21 was
glven a lst of words for which 1t is elther
tmpossible or nenrly so to fnd rhymes: hn'
the Engllsh langmage. “Thin buek too'™
was glven ds dlie only rhyme for Thmbue-
too." There 18 a Dbetter onie, however,
which was originated by n clergyman- some
yenrs age In a verse written during the
progreas of o socinl game.

“If T wereyt cossGwary

On the pln& of Timbuctoo,

I wonld eat & misslonfiry

Hat and boots and hymnp=bopk ton*

The only rhyme for “scalp' 1s “nip."™ It
would require much thonght to conneet
these worilds with good effect, bhuf Byron
hos certalnly done so In the following
pissage from “Childe Harold':

“Above me are the Alps,

The palices of Noture, whoge yist walls |

Huve plnpaeled ln  clouds thele snowy
sonlps

And thponed Brernlty In ley halls

0f cold subllmity, where forma anil falls

The avdlanche—the thunderholt of snowi™

There & also the ense of Desn Swift, whe
Wwhs at one time most moxlous to find a
ehyme to Bettsworth—the name of n\friend.
One day, while remonstrating with a works
man, whose olalm for wages he disputed,
the man excleimed: “It's what my twa
days' sweat's worth!”' Dean Swift had
found his rhyme pnd gladly pald the clalm
without further paricy. '

MONEY MADE OF GUM.

Coined in the Malay Peninsula and the
Cheapest Money in All the
World,

The oddsst mpney in use in the world |s
voled by the mint officleis of the Malay
penlnsuly. It Is a thin dlsk opr wifer of
hatdened vegetable gum, which Is ol*tslnad
from the bola tree and mixed with emery
sand. These colns have the smallest ex-
change yulue of any medltim in the world,
excepting, perhaps, the shell money of the
west coast of Africa. No other plece of
money can be acquired with so small an cx-
penditure of time or goods as the boln guin
coin, and when a mpn—n European—hap«
pens to vome Into possession of some mill-
fons of them he is not estesmed rieh, but
unlyeky. Some les of the Infinitely small

have obliterated or at lesst modifled them

Lout of all recognition.  Certalnly cat)m-lnvi

| 11 of Russin and Queen Ellzabeth of Eug-

b

value of one of 'these colns may be gained
the statenenl that o co u\ ‘cent cap
pgml exchﬁngad Tor 10, of tHem,



