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THROUGH THE MAGIC POOR:
Arthur Conan Doyle. (Lomdonm:
) George Bell and Sona.}

Nearly every author,
other during his literary career, vouch-
safes his readers & peep into his private
life, or writes & book that is indicative
of his private opipions or coamvictions.
“Through the Magic Dagr” Conan Doyle
haa ushered his readers into his atudy to
take a peep at the books that have best
pleased, inatructed, comforted, or assisted
to form his own inimitalie styls, On the
perfeet companionship of books, he
waxes eloquent.

I care pot how humbie your bookshelf
may be, nor how lowly the room which it
adorns.  Close the door of that room behlnd
you, shut off wilth tt all the cares of the
outer world, plunge back into the soothing
compnny -of the great dead, nnd then you
are through the magic portal tuto that falr
land whither worry nnd vexatiom can fol-
low you o mare. You have left all that
is yulgar and all that ia sordid bebiud you.
There staind your noble, glleng coul es,
walting i their ranks. Pass yonr aye
down their flles. Choose your man, And
then you have but to hold up your hand ta
him aud away ¥ou go¢ togéether tuto dregm-
land. Surely there woulkl be something
eerle about a line of books -were it not thot
familineity has deadezed our sense of it
Bach 15 & muwnwifled sou! embalmed (a cere-
cloth and nateon of -leather and printer’a
ink., Earh cover of n true book .enfolds
the concentrated essence of & wan. The

. peraciallties of the writers bave faded inte

the thinneat shadows, as their DLodies luto
iul.[mllmhle dust, yet here are their very
Epirils at your cownmapd.

It is our familinrity also which hes les-
sered our perception of the miracuiovs
good fortuue which we enjoy. Let wus
suppose that we were auddevly {o learn
that Shbakespeare had rteturned to eavth,
and that he would fevour any of us with
an boyr of his wit nud his fawcy.
eagerly we would seek him ont! And yet
we huve hitn—the very Lest of him—at our
elbows from week to week,
trouble ourselves to put out our bands to
beckon bhu down. No zietter what mood
2 man way be in, when ouce he has passed
tifough the wagte deor he caob summon fhe
world's greatest o sympathize with biwm in
it. 1f he be thoughtful, here are the kinge
of thouglkt. If he be dreawny, here are the
wasters of fancy. Or is it amusement that
e acks? He can signal to any one of the
woarld's: great story-tellers. and pit comed

How

sometime or

and bardly

the derd man and bolds him eathralled by .

the bour. The dead aore such good com-
pany that owe jaay come to thlok teo little
of the Uving. It is a real and a pressing
dianger wlth many of us, that we should
never find our own thoughts and onr owa
souls, but be ever obsessed by the dead.
Yet second-hand romance and second-band

emotion are surely better than the dull, -

soul-killing monotony which ilfe brings to
most of the buinan cace.  But best of all
when the dead man’s wisdom and the dead
mau's exnmple giver us guldauce aund
;trength in the lving of our own sirenuous
nyw.

Of English easayists, he places Macau.-
lay first. . .

‘-I¢ I had to choose the ooe book eut of all
thut Eone from which T have had moat
pléasure aad most profit, I should polunt to
yooder stalned eopy of Macaulay'a
YEsgaya.’? It sBeema entwined into my
whole fe as I look backwards. It was
ey comrade itn my student days, it haas
been wlth me on the sweltering  Gold
Coast, and It formed part of my humhle
kit when I went a-whallog io- the- Arctie,
1lonest Scoteh horpouners have adiled’ thele
braing over if, and yoas may still see the
greuse  atalna  whete the second engioeer
grappled wlth Frederlck the Great. Tat-
tered and dicty aud worn, oo gilt-edged
nmoroeco-Bound yolume could evec take its
place fot me.

.Whnt a unoble gateway thin book forms

through which one way approach the study
etther of letiera or of Nlstory! Miltes,
Eiachlavelll, 1allam,

Houthey. Bunyna,

oyron, Johuaon, Pltt, Hampden, Cllve,
ifastings, Chathami *— what wuclel for
thought!

To Beewell ia given the palm, as being
the ideal biographist, and incidentally is
pointed out the several peints that go to
the making of an ideal biographer. Gib-
bons is the historzn whose hooks Conan
Doyle would choose were he condemned
to spend & year on a desert island. Pepy'a
Diary is pronounced the greatest auto-
biegraphy in the English language, its
greatness being in ita aleolute lack of
affuctation. Tue following extract will
show the extraordinary fascination the
Napoleonic era has had for wrilers: —

Now you. see that whole row of hooks
wiilell tukea you ab oue wweep ULCHIly across
tive shell? I am rather prowd of thase, for
they are my collectinun of Napaleardde will-
tary owemolrs. There [A & atory told of an
1lliiterate milllonaire who gave a whalesnle

dealer 8o otder for & copy of all books fu -

any lagguage treating of any aspect of Napo-
leon’s career. e thought 1t would fil a
cuse fon bis Ubrary. He was somewhat
taken aback, however, whea lo a few weeka
he recelved a messnge from the dealer
that be had got 40.000 volumes, nud awnit-
€d lostructlons as to whether ha wshould
send them ou as an instalinent, or walt for
& complete set. The Agures may not be
exact, but at least they bring bome the
imposstbility of exbausting the subject, and
the danger of lowing one’s metf for years In
# huge lnbyrinth of reading, which may end
by leaving wo very defnite impresslon upon
your mmind. But one might, perhaps, take
.a corner of kt, ag I have done here In the
mtiti{ary memoirs, and there one might hope
to get. some fAnaliky, .

The extraordinary graphic description
of fights and fighters, often retailed in
Conan Doyle’s romances, will be better

uderstood after his reader has seen the

amount of literature he possesses on the
noble art of setf-defence, and from whicn
he quotes enthusiastically. Authors an-
cient and authors modern, authors Eng-
lish, and authors foreign, authors didac-
tie, and authors witty, are
introduced to the reader, a great many
of whom will be found old friends and
acquaintances. And be is no book-lover
that cannot eche the gentiments of tha
author as. he bids them good-bye at the

exit of the “Magic Door.” -

And npow., my very patlent friend, the
time has come for us to part, and I hope
my litile sermons Pave uot bored you over-
wuach. If [ 'have put yod an the trnek of
anything shich you dld not koow before,
then verify it and pass it on. If I lLinve

not, there 19 no horm done, save that my -

breath and your tlmae have been wasted.
There may be a score of mistakes in what
T have saldl—Is it not the privilege of the
conversationallst t0 misquote? My Judg-
wenis may differ very far from yours, and
wy likiags may be your abhorvence; but the
wmere thinking and tolking of books is lu
ttself good, e the upshot what it may. For
the #ime the mngle dosy is still shut. You
ate still fu the land of faerle. Hut, alas,
though you shut the door, you cannof seal it
WuUll come the ring of hell, the call of tele-
plione, the mununond back to the wsordid
world of work and mem and dally strife.
Weil, tbat's the real life after nll—thia
ouly the imltation. And yet, now that the
portnl is wide open and we sirlde out toge-
ther, do we not face our fate with A
brayer- lreart for all the rest and qulet and
comradeship that we found behiud the
Mugic Door?
. Q@ 9 e

THE FRUIT OF THE TREE : Edith
Wharton., {Macmillan and Coan-
pany, Limited, St. Martin's-
atreet, London.)

Like “The House of Mirth,” this novel
is chiefly characteristic for its morbid-
ity, but unlike that ook, it Iacks vital
interest. The reaponsibilities of capital

towards labour is the theme that has

irspired Mra Wharton’s pen to such pes-
sinistic eloquence. ~ And the question
will naturally arise in the reader’s mind
whether there is any end to the Capi-
talists’ responsibility, as there  does mot
secm to be any limitations laid down in
the scheme propounded by Mrs Whar-
tom The reformer is seklom & lovable
type, and Mrs Wharton's creation is no
exception to the rule, whether as the
plkilanthropic ewployer, or in his mari-
ial relations. It is alsp unfortunale
for the make of the moral example that
the philanthrophist of this story should
not be its Capitalist, philamthrophy at
anuther's expense bring mo virtue, but
rafner an opportunity for self-glorifica-
tion. Bulb in justice to Mrs Wharton
it musi be conceded ihat John Am«
herst was very much in earnest in his
efflorts for the betterment of the work-
ers. But like' many other reformers,

‘and ensily understundable, John Awm-

herst failed in other ddties thut should
have lain as near or even nearer his
leart, the story of his failure in the
warital relation being anything bub
pleasant reading, To the =uggestion,
which is gaining vopue, that it i3 justifi-
able to shorten great suffering by ending
lifa prematurely, there can be bui one
anawer, and that in the negative—or
what availed Calvary. Mra Wharton
has proved that ahe has good siuff in
Irer. But what her readers want s the
depiction of high human ideals, and not
& rechaufle of lifes failures, which are
to e met with everywhere to the un-
doing of the wnstable.
been received through the courtesy of
Lhe publishers: Maciitlan and Co,
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OUR LADY OF THE MISTS: M.
Troquhart. (Londont George
Bell and Sons.)

The . novel which provides reincarna-
tion for ita readers’ delectution i3 hardly
likely to have a great vogue. But “‘Uur
Lady of the Mists,” though dealing with

a subject that has no sbsorbing intereab

for these who are non-Lelievera in tha
doctrine of reincarnation, is beautifully
written, though rather too lengthy, The
theory of rtcincarnation has the wmerit
of being both feasible, reasonable, and
comfortable, Feasible because so many
things, otherwise unexplainable, can be
expluined by it; rearonable because there
is nothing improbukle in the idea of
soul inhabiting a fresh temnement after
being released by death from the tene-
ment it has hitherto ocenpicd; and com-
fortalble ils promise of ultimate anlva-
tion for man, however vile. 1t has alsa the
merit of antiquity, the doctrine of
Metempsychosis leing preached as carly
ag 53V B.C.,, by DPythagoras, of Samos,
who, in his turn, had imbibed the doc-

trine from the priesis of Egypt. The
seene 38 laid in  Cornwall, the
little  fishing  village of Penvos,’
whers “(ienefer Tredegan® (the

hervine). was residing with her nurse.
“Kate. Ricbards” To Peoroa came
“Burke Ankelyl* artist, who, while hav-
ing in hia composition the makings of
o greal artist, had failed becouse he had
remained too purely self cenired. Some
months before going down to Cornwall, &
vision had coneantly presented itself to
him. The face of this vision he had repeat-
edly tried to transfer to canvas, but
so far he had not been able to catch ita
wonderful expression to his satisfactlon,
and becoming disheartened he had censed
to try. At Penros he had come face o
face with the emboidiment of his vision,
only to find her looked upon Ly the
fisherfolk of Penros as not only deficient
in intellect, but steeped in witcheruft.
How thiz mental aberration bad been
brought  sbout, &nd how  Ankeiyl,
through the wisden that was bern of

_the great love he conceived for ber saves

her from a violent death at the Lands
of the ignorant fisherfolk, and how
Genefer, whosae renson liad been tempor-
ally eclipsed through shock is again re-
stored to sanity, makes up a remancs
of more than ordinary imtzrest and
cliarm. Marching along with the love

- story is the developing of the thecry of

re-incarnntion as regards Genefer. - Mur-
der was the crime she had been guilty
of in her former life, and loas of reason
The raving of Ank-
etyl's life in the seuftie Letween Geneler

-and her chief tormentor was-held hy the

powers that be exenlpatory of her former
crime. It sesns ineredible that in the
Nineteenth century there ean still La
fourd a peasantry eredulous enough to
believe in witcheraft. But there is ne
county in England so steeped in super-
stition, legend, and romance, or so con-
servative in its beliefs, lovea, dislikes and
cugtoms. It is curicus to note that the
affliction that renders a person macred
in the eyes of & dweller in the Kast, nnd
antongst the least civilized of proples,
should rerder them objects of scorn and
ill-usage in the Weast, Independent of
the theory of incarnation of which the
author has made out but a very poor
case, the book will be found exceedingly
remdalde.  Our copy is from Messrs, Wildl.
man and Arey. DELTA,
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MRS. VANNECK: G.Aceitunn Grif-

An. {London: George Bell and
Sons.)

Mrs. Vanneck is a  quasi-adventuress,
with whom the reader first makes
gequaintance in the entrance hail of Lhe
Mena  Mouse Hoiel—“which licw, ns
everyone knowr, almost in the shadow
of the Great Pyrmmid of Qizell” OF
Mrs. Vanneck the only positive thing
known iy that sle was the widow of un
Englinh canon who left £70000 Lo chari-
tien and £:25,000 Lo Lis wite, which fact
spoke volunes Lo her  delrnclora, whe
were many. Ao extraordinarily attrac
tive wownn, declured the men of her
acquaintance! No beiler  than  she
onght to be, wina the verdict of the
Wollen. Thit slin was in a great muny
respeeta lwtter  than  her  detractors
availed her nothing. At the time {hin
stury opens whe huil made the aequaint-
anee of “Hivhard Roper,” and {hreagh
him thal of Lady Beatrien Hadle
Roper's  botrothed, and  Lord  Innea-
Lorvugh, Lady Beatrice's broiher, to-the
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undoing, tewporally, of Roper, and inci-
dentally of Lord Ionesburough, who
richly deserved his tndoing, B0 abeor-
bedly iuterested wili the reader be in
the doings of Mra. Vanneck, tlint Lord
Inneshorongh will neyer enter inte his
head as Hheing the intended victim of the
sehsme of revenge planned by Mre Van-
neck al the opening of the story, ant he
will be ut an utter loss to sccount for
her incomprehensible treatment of Innes-
Lwrough. And the reader will agree
with Knper, who is tue chronivler of
this narrative, that this s a story
witliout 2 moral.  We are indebted to
Mesara, Wildinan and Arey for our copy

of the book. DELTA,
[ -]
THE S8ECRET AGENT: Jeseph
Conrad. {Mtehnsn’s Colonial

Lihrary, 36, Eassex-strest, Lom=
don.)

To Mr. Conrads previons popitlarity,
chicfly owing to the superlative re.n-ul‘
Jence of his style, which, though decided-
ly un English, has won for him a great
number of English ndwirers, of the pare-
Iy realistic school of literature, must be
atiributed the fact Lhat this book has
alveady passed into its thivd edition,
Any book less elevating or more revolt-
ing in detail could not wel be cited as
emanating from the pen of A writer of -
distinction. I1n “The Secrct Agent, Mr.
Conrad is said to bave male his first
essay into the nbysa of Anarchy, and
the Letter class of his readers will fer-
vently hope that it will be his last, An-
arely being n subject that lends el
only too readily to gensationaliam, even
in the hands of tha most disereel of
writers; and discreel on any topic, ex- .
cepl ideals, the vealistic writer is not.
Mr. Conrad is a Pole, and to lis nation-
ality may be attribnted his evidently
intinate knowledge of Aunarchy in all
ita phuses. The Look is not ac much a
condemnation of Anarchy and  An-
archists as o condemnation of the Go
vornment who are moraily and politieat
ly responsible for the existenee of this
modern pest of society, and An ever-
avowing menace, not only to life, bat
every reongiised law of order. 1n “The
Seeret - Agent” the reader is shewn four .
distinct types- of Anarchist—the puvely
visivnary, tha scientific, the mercenary,
ard the senswally eordid. And so akilk
fully and oxhanstively has Mr, Convad ’
detniled the virtnes, vices, general char-
acteristis, and jdiosyncrasies peculiar
to lis several types, that his readers
will be thoroughly convinced that they
hnve nothing more to learn of the pre-
cise conatituents thet go to the making
of an Anarchisl. To forther heighten
the uneasinesa of the reader, tho mor-
cemary Anarchist is showa to be in the
pay of a foreign Governnient, which the
reader witl have no hesitation in placing
as the Russian, What the precise renson
this {{overnment could-have iu thus de-
puting one of its agents, domiciled in
_Eoglond, to hlow up the Greenwich Oh-
servatory, will he difficult to guess, um-
lesa the idex coull be ta s atira~t the
altention of the English Governmsut
to the peril in its midst aa {o canse it
to expel all suspects from its territory,
or to distract its attention froos the
apectacle of the inhuman wethods Lhak
are being used 1o stamp out Anmchy in
its own widst, * The delineation and
analysis of the character of Verloe. “the
secret agent,” is superh.  lrreproachahle
in lisn domestic relations, maghanimowa
to the last degree in Dia conduct to- -
wards his wife’s agod mother and idiot
Brother, cheerfully charging hinaelf with
their support, he was in overy other
relation of life utberly Tispicalle, -
ing botl moeral pereeption and iniliative.
The pitiful tragedy of Winnie Verloc's
life must e read to be reslised all
its horrors. No more pilifully sordid
tragedy was cver conceived by nuwihor.
Mr. ¢ourad permils himself some harl
knucks al 4he English impativnce of de-
tail. But s precisely this impaticnce
of delail, in ita vealistic aowse, Lhat
has aver placed England firat Ax tlre
nrotal menior of uations.  And she pos.
sessen instinet, whicl ranks digher than
the gift for delail. "Fhat a geoal many
of the tutragea thal arve perpetented in
the name of Anarchy have for their
origin canuses other than revolulionary,
ia eaaity Iwlievnble, ant musg pver re-
main a canse for grave apprehension. Rat
novols of “The Seerel Agenl” type aro
Ar miscliaevpus i their tembracy  as
Anavely, for reasone that wilk e oh-
vious to the intellipont reader, We ars
indebteit ta Willinan amk Arey for our

copy of this honk.
DELTA.




