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‘quenchable feeling for the absurd, his un-
sentimental pathos, bis upexpectedness of
device, his resilient manner.
The scries of stories entitled ‘The Girl
and the Governor’ are to politics what Van
Bibber's storles are to slumming; which is
to say that they are ingenious, entertaining,
sentimental under the guise of scorn of
sentiment, highly inm&inutive under the
guise of a  stenographie acecuraey., The
tricks of low politicians are shown under
an clectrie glare; those of the exalted ones
ander rosy wax-candle light—and he who
reads may choose, Dut why did Mrs. Hol-
land, in h:-r reformatory zeal to separafe
twd lovers, so arrange her dinner-table as
to have four guests on one side and two
on the other? ’ 5
‘The Expatriates’ is a study in hlack and
white, where black stands for France and
white for America. . The cowards who dls-
graced themselves at the Bazar de la Cha-
rité; the poltroons who saved themselves
alone on the ]s’ouf'(mynr, the uqnti-Droym-‘
sards, are taken as representative France,
and the private villanies of ,all the men,
women, and girls of Paris are in keening
with these public depravities. As the Amer-
fean héroine says to some abominable young
Parisian girls, “You make my heart ache
with the utter decadence of your point of
view." Into this abandoned Paris come
whooping a party of ‘(‘hi(tugouns and Nuevi-
dans with 'Southnrr} blood in theirveins, pure
of heart, and slangy of speceh, who, to their
undoing. penctrate the Faubourg St. Ger-
main, ‘but eventually return to Ameriea,
paterfamilias declaring that the “honest ras-
cality of American business. methods that
. I've fousht all my life s like _the teach-
ing of the Dible compired to the-slipperi-
ness” of the French.” His experiences in
Paris, we are bofnd to add, quite justified
the remark. The few and . only American
sinners reform or die in trivmphant repen-
tance. The heroine is one of those girls
of@vhom the woods of fiction are full, whoe
have the .world, from diplomats to gamins,
not only at thelr feet, but also in the hollow
of thelr hand, We have. always found it
hard to reconcile the popularity of these
girls, their Indispensability, even, to Provi-
dence, with their foo

ling that noboldy loves
them -bushels of rosesbut no real affec-
tlon. o ever, ws they persist in fiction,
cither Ay wre pond or they wil become

oo oo Hollendon vaves (he lives of cats
and Jorsess and the auly of men and wo-
men. She rouls Spoooeh ware bulletins alond
to | v;nin;: crowds inothe streets of Paris:

she demamds wnd oasins o salute to the
American ther from diplomars, Spanish and
atherwise, at an odieial function, making
Frave men shiver i her daring.  She can
ride and. drive unmanageable horses even
when her FFrench groom deserts her in dun-
zer. She understands machinery and firsg
aid to the wounded; she can cook hard-tack

horse-thlet in Arizona and a score or so
of lives at the Charity Bazaar. He is always
at the eclbow of the heroine in distress, or
in a tutelary cal) behind her. e avenges an
insult offered her, by a duel in which, with
the uncrring aim of fiction, he shoots away
the offending Frenchman's pet vanity—-sun-
dry fingers -of his beautiful hands—and
erdwns the feat by telling without looking
just the joints where the bullets went in and
out. Hero and heroine united should make
a strong partnership as a life-saving sta-
tion with a sub-tendency to serateh, bite,
amnd mutilate their adversaries. From this
foot infer the Hcercules. It remains, how-
ever, to say that among much pinchbeckery
of patriotism there are some sensible sup-
gestions .as to Paris considered as a lLome
for Americans, aXd some utterances of a
sage, sound and true country-love, notably
in the hero's declaration of faith, where he
seems to realize that, as Lowell says, “‘our
healing is . . . not in monarchies, or
aristocracies or democracies, but will be re-
vealed by the still small voice that speaks
“to the conscfence and the heart, prompting
us to a wider and wiser humanity.”

In A Woman of Yesterday' may be found
a protracted and sombre, but cathollc and
not uninteresting study of the N&w England
conscience aml jts ‘theologieal calendar. It
rises {n strictest Calvinism, brightens into
broader orthodosy, beams n ,'i*]uxre and
altruistic Soefalism, and - sets In self-immo-
lation and Indian missions. The heroine,
the “mortal frame in which this conscience
Is enshrined, is ably drawn; her humanness
and her scruples sitting on her so consis-
tently as to make her completely alive, spite
of her story-book saintliness. The Evange-
list is more factitious in his fmposing mag-
netlsm, but several of the minor characters
are admirably real, as, the little lady preach-
er ‘“'stepping out into the fulness” and
on the juuntiest possible terms with Provi-
dence.,

The two small volumes of Southernsketch-
es, done by different hands, but twins in
their pretty outward garb, form a thorough-
Iy pleasing addition to our national picture-
gallery, The woman's art is that of the
skilled  photographer, choosing  artistieally
and reproducing faithfully, rather than orig-
inating combinations. The man's is more
drannatic in grouping and compoxition. In
these the reader finds stories on a Southern
1)':1('1(;11'0111111: in thove, the Sunth itself g
the thing, the story an aceessory.  Both are
excellently made in their differing ways; and
both, in their fidelity m‘lif«-. Linguage, anmi
landscape,  furnish

aprevable easychair
journeys.

“The Girl at the Halfway House' s H
useful contribution o the history of our
Western frontier, written from a somewhat
urusual puint of view. While the dismal
and the dreadful receive full justice, there
is,  furthermore, "xjt‘x.()gnition of the pio-
neer's glo:}ying in the “perfervid time” of

in thirly ways, and she can wheedle Presi-
dent MeKinley into giving her o paper sign-
cdo “hut fortunately not addressed to any
one,” which asks the military authorities to
wive the hearer in the President's name
“anything she wishes.” (7, done, M. [¢
Président F was that strictly professional?)
Her patrintism as deseribed by herselt “goes
frore aneedtry haek to atavism, and from
i to protoplasm, and r

it

s cube root
Her Jover has os .oving a tal-

the “frank barbarity of the cattle days''—
an “‘unorganized day of waste and riotous-
ness” o day with a fascination for every
Varile, daring nature.”  When Bllisville be-
comes respectable and sinks back into the
interior, the hero feels a wild yearning to
follow the frontier till the West shall “sink
into the sea, and even then to follow until
he come to some Fortunate Islands, where
such glorious days should die no pore.” It

as herselt. He zaver e, acensed

is the tale, not only ot striving and suf-

v S
enthusiastic feeling for primitive savagery
that we know is at the back of every man's
brain. A chapter on the *“Christmas of
the Great Cold” contains one of the most
striking pictures in a book which affords
many.  Their effectiveness, to be sure, is
not infrequently hindered by a style which
suggests the sunny South rather than the
cowhoy's West.  Mary Ellen “stood as nat-
ural amd as beautiful, as fit and scemly, as
the antelope upon the hill; as well poised
and sure.her head .as high and free, her huld

Ned Franklin “could hot understand  the
sickening thought that he did not arrive,
that his assertion did noti‘onvinco, that his
aesire did not impinge.*

The Individua]l: A Study of Life and Death,
By Nathanjel Southgate Shaler. D. Ap-
pleton & Co. 1%00. Svo, pp. 351.

Thinkers of to-day, as compared with
those of thirty years ago, are much more
disposed to look -at matters in a spiritual-
istic light, and considerably less opposed to
the acceptance of personal immortality, and
arc anxious to have the question furthersift-
ed. So that, when a naturalist of such stand-
Ing as Professor Shaler, a pupil of Louis*
Agassiz, too—--a warrant that he must have
examined sympathetically into the idealizing
aspects of the question—produces a book
about individual life and death, he may be
sure of being read attentively. The book is
Interesting. throughout. Many of its multi-
tude of suggestive ideas light up this thing
or that Ly the side of the road enchant-
ingly. The reader wilt rise from his perusal
“feeling that he huoWs more of human na-
ture than he did when he sat down, and
that, too, of an encouraging .and warming
kind. Vileness will not seem to him so
rife as It had secmed., But if one expects
to find the question hﬁndlvd with the grasp
of a master, he will be dlsappointed, At
erftical points §t is almost timid, as if the
author's scientifie reputation had to be con-
sidered, or,  may be; some responsibility
conneeted with Harvard Unlversity. At any
rate, we do not seem to have been brought
ono Inch nearer to an opinion about per-
sonal immortality, Tho style and aceuracy
of statement can best be judged by a ‘spm:l-
men:

“A man does not derive the museular
strength he may use in battle from the
fight; he has probably gained it in some
kind of profitable labor. iy courage, his
obedience, his endurance in the trials of a
campaign ar¢ not bred in it; they are¢ the
product cof his whole life, and that of his
ancestors, who  gave him his nature and
nurture. Men must have in them all the
qQualities that go to make the soldier before
they approach the business of war. All that
discipline does is to give a certain me-
chanical readiness for duty; it makes prac-
tically nothing of the soldiorly quality.

“Those who doubt the statements Just
made should look over the history of Euro-
pean states. They would see that the most
soldierly people of that continent are the
Swiss, who for a hundred years have hardly
felt the touch of war, Yet judges of what
makes the fighting man, feel that at any
moment they would give an admirable ac-
count of themselves. Thelr martial nature,
born of national independence and hard,
patient labor, with a simple military train-
ing to give it embodiment, is enough "to
deter the greedy folk about them from dis-
turbing thelr repose. Just beside Switzer-
land, that has bred its soldlers in enduring
peace, We see the French, a folk of endless
warring, where hardly a generation In a

h»r.-ug.nnd atarving and killing, but-of that

thousand years ‘but has known campalgng.
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upen life apparcently as confident.”  And '

We hear from them. the martial note in thetr
worship of arms and the glory that arms
may win; in their trust to the test of bat-
tle for the decisjon of all-important per-
sonal and national matters. Surely, if a
people gain in the higher qualities by the
uses of war, we should find the profit here;
for rarely if ever before in the history of
man has there been so admirable a chance
for this schooling to do its work. What do
we find as the result of this age-long pro-
cess of developing the higher virtues: cour-
age; high-mindedniess, patriotic self-devo-
tlon, the things for which we pay with the
lives of our best youth?”

If a touch of exaggeration can be deteeted
here and there in this passage, it is no more
than a just sampling of the book would yield.

Professor Shaler ought, to be thoroughly

‘acquainted with the present state of chem-

istry, physics, and dynamics, in their gen-
cral and geological aspects, but he does not
scem to aim at particularly precise state-
ments about these matters. Thus, he tells
us, p. 11, that “‘the worst stumbling-block in
our endeavor to found our theory of the
universe onthe supposition that it {s through-
out an expressfon of energy,” is action at a
vtlllﬂtnnce; while, in fact, it was from action
at a distance that the conception of energy
was derived, and there it is most readily ap-
plied. On p. 14 we are told that “from the
point of view of our present inquiry, the
characteristic feature of the ether is that it
is undifferentiated.” By this he seems to
mean that it does not consist of atoms; but
it has been generally supposed to do so, and
with some reason. Indeed, the question
whether it is not a chemical substance is on
the tapis. On p. 9 gravitation is called a
mode of energy, and s saild to be propor-
tioual to the number of atoms there may be
in any aggregate, and iuvox;se]y proportional
to the distance. 1t 1s rather proportlonal to
the sum of the atomic masses—that is, to the
total mass acting upon the particle consider-
cd-~than to the number of atoms. As fhe
word gravitation is used by astronomers,
it i3 an acceleration, not a mode of energy.
The cnergy of gravitation is greater the
greater the distance of the pair of gravitat-
ing masses. Would nct this be understood to
be denled in saying that it {s “inversely pro-
portional to the distance”? On p. 2 we are
told that atoms arc commonly held to be
permanent units, which hardly represents

' the present prevalent opinion of astro-chem-

ists and chemical physicists. On p. 75 the

"fact that the sum of the energy Is constant

seems to be given as a reason for not admit-
ting that an atom is a centre of energy. We
*will not eriticise thls, because we do not
know that we eian extract eriling from
it. There arc many S i
little ealculated to |
with the author's sous
But it s in the biolog o
the human parts of this Wortk L‘!Wm ex-
wresslon becomes clear and the obsérvations

interesting. It gives the reflections of a -

-geologist and naturalist approaching old
age upon human life and death—not at all,
however, those #f a typical geologist and
naturalist, but one of marked peculiarities;
a sh:nr{) observer, who has evidently always
been much {nterested in individual men and
women, and in special cases, generally., No
doubt, the author seems to himself to have
put forward a philosophical theory of the in-

dividual, or, at least, contributlons towards '

such a theory. But we will not attempt
to glve a more exact account of a book
whose chief Interest lies in {ts details. Any-
body will find it agreeable and readable,

The Idea of Tragedy in Ancient and Modern
Drama. Three Lectures delivered at the
Royal Institution. By W. L. Courtney. New
York: Brentano's. 1900,

In his preface to these lectures Mr. AW,
Pinero, who was present when they were
delivered, describes in slightly florid lan-
guage their effect on himself as once of the
audience, If it be agreeable to listen to a
highly colored tribute to one's powers, Mr.
Pinero, at any rate, must have enjoyed
the last leeture of the series, in which he
figures as the hope of modern drama.

With  Greek tragedy for a theme, Mr.
Courtney is not likely to go far astray, and
his first lecture is a clear and, of course,
purely popular account of the Greek con-
ception of that duel between an external fate
and the individual wjil which 1s the prevail-
ing ldea of the (:}_r_.‘o,ck drama. ‘“‘Neccssity
without, liberty \\'ﬁhin,” is Mr.. Courtney's
phrase. Thut is, of‘Course, the obvious view
current sinee Schlegel, but it would be in-
complete without the recognition of the truly
moralist tendency in Greek drama. Tor the
Greek, Nemesis the ‘““Apportioner’ was al-
ways at hand to punish insolence and to
teach men to regard a due proportion. The
Greek myths were romx]zn"ly interpreted in
the light of this retributive fustice, and the
plays of Aeschylus, especially, are a monu-
ment to Nemesis. “‘As flies to wanton boys
are we to the gods; they kill us for their
sport,” cries Gloueester. The Greek did not
admit this conception of a wantonly mall-
clous deity.

- In modern drama, ‘from Shakspere to Ib-

sen, individual character is destiny. “None

but yourself shall you meet on the highway
of Fate. It Judas go.forth to-night, it is
towards Judas bis steps will tend.” Maeter-
linck's fine saying goes back through Omar
and Marcus Aurelius to the weeping philoso-
pher Heracleitus, as Mr. Courtney might
have pointed out. What is modern is the
particular application of the idea to trage-
dy. For the maln difference between an
ancient and a pwdorn tmgod\y is that in the
former we see the results of the workings of

a personality, In the latter the whole process

is laid bare. Mr. Courtney’s Hlusiration of

his saying that Shakspere “adapted  the

Gothic spirit to dramatic literature” is of

more value to the student of literature than,
his somewhat trite remarks on the long-

standing  quarrel between philosophy and
poetry and on the ‘obvious weaknesses of

Aristotle's  definition  of Tragedy. Shak-

spere’s was a drama of Individuals; he “put
the wocial organism on one side.” This. Mr,

Courtney pnln(myut, would be impossible
for a dramatist -\ﬂm, like Ibsen, has en-
visaged the modern "science of sociology and
all the problems that it has raised.  Mr.
Courtney cannot forgive  Maecterlinek for
“depressing the sense of human vitality and
s0 sinning against humanity. . . . The
artist must believe in his work as a free
and joyous form of activity, not assuredly
as a mere amwsthetie, an anodyne, a mode
of sending to sleep a ceaseless grumble of
indignation and, despair.”

Mr, Courtney does not bring precisely this
charge against Ibsen, but he does not find
him ‘sympathetic. He laments in him the
absence of the serene artistic temper, his
frequent {ncoherence, but above all the pro-
vincial setting of his plays. At this point,
whatever may be one's own estimate of

My Courtney.” Tnothe course of o lengthy
attaek on the Norwegian diama, he dec a.es
that “some regal splendor should belong o
those whose ruin is depieted. . . . Some
world catastrophe or cosmic ruin shosu d be
suggested.”  The “Enemy of the People'” is
therefore censured for not having the grand
manner of the “Prometheus.” When some
one protested to 1bscn (hat there are sound
as well as discased potatoes, he replied, 1
am afraid none of the sound potatocs have
come under my observation.”  This despair
ol hunmanity is shocking to Mr. Courtney,
and that is well enough if he had stopped
there.  But he goes on to hold up My,
Pinero’s "“The Sccond Mrs. Tanqueray” as
“a true tragedy in form, management, and
style.” Tt scems, then, that to suit Mr.
Courtn-'s notion of sublime tragedy *i

in
purple pall,” we need only to transfer our
diseased potatoes to London bachelor quar-
ters and the drawing-room of a cauniry
house. We are not unfair to Mr. Courtney.
He teils us in so many words that we must
not lock for tragedy in an unfazhiouable lo-
cality, that, in fact, it cannot, find a place
fn South Hampstead, but flourishes in Carl-
ton House Terrace. After this astouishing
picce of cockney criticism, his eftation of u
passage in the “‘Second Mrs, Tanqueray'’ HEN
truly cclassical and  better  than  any-
thing in Dumas fils docs not surprise us.
We now sce the real drift of Mr. Plnero’s
remark fn the preface, that he “feels grate-
ful, when he thinks of Ibsen drinking his
daily mug of beer in the Grand Hotel at
Christiania, ':h:iL the tragic idea developed
in a larger atmmosphere than the smoking-
room af a Norwegian hotel.”” Mr. Pinero’s
own ‘‘masterpiece,’ Mr. Courtne\y gives us
to understand, has the true tragic at-
mosphere and -surroundings necessary to a
picture ¢f cosmic ruin. And so, as we Legan
with Aeschylus, we end with Mr. Pinero, and
in the existence of “The Sccond Mrs. Tan-
queray’ we are advised to base any op-
timism we may share with Mr. Courtney for
the future of the drama. This is a most
disappointing anti-climax to an interislirg
serfvs of lectures

On page 11 Mr. Courtney hashes a line
from Wordsworth which we should have
thought it impossible to misfuote. On page
15 he assumes the existefice of a stage
for the Athenian drama.

The Temperance Problem and  Social  Re-
form. By Joseph Rountree and Arthur
Sherwell.  Seventh edition. New  York:
Truslove, Hanson & Comba. 1900,

This bulky volume appeitrs to-have pleased
the EFoghlish publie, sinco no less than six
cditions were called for within as many
monthy. It §s practically an cneyelopadia
of the lore concerning the regulation of the
traffie in intoxicating drink by Government,
In this edition considerable space is given
to ¢he expericnce of a number of the States
of our Union. One of the authors visited
this country for the purpose of examining
our systems, and reports on the working
of local option in Massachusetls, Connecti-
cut, and Canada; on high license in New
York, the dispensary system in South Car-
olina, and prohibition in Maine, New Hamp-
shire, and Vermont. As to prohibition, it
{s impossible to resist the conclusion of
these authors, that it does not exist—except
in the statute-book—in the urban centres
of the States where it {s nominally main-

Ibsen, one capnot but dissent from that of

tained.
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