48,

#10 take & man,” becauis “a woman is
put bhalf & woman without & wan, for
tisn't blood that runs in a waid’s veiny
after she jy forly, if ber be maid; ’lin
ditchwater.” Mra. Pym’s hushand, too,
i« = chuacter. “Dom’t you trust the
wan,” says Julin Pym, “who says his
treasure's in Hesven, and then comes in
sund fights every itewnn in & billL” There
13 u spineless medical villain, who makes
an carly entrance and ignominivus exit,
aml some other villains peculiar to the
haunts of the under theatrical world of
Ruliemia.  Besides ille two old ladies,
there are Lhree young women, who each
represenl a type, 2ml two of whomn
ktrmgyle for precedence as hevoine. Oue is
ihe type hmmortalised by Eve; the othes
in the womun that js to be evoived out of
Lirher education and the work-a-day
‘worll, aud Lhe other is the iype whose
heaven is bounded by the walls of home,
Aund last, but not least, we introduce
Michasl Stewde, 1la coming capitalist,
to  our readers. Ambition Iz ever
been beld to be the preduminating trait
in man. History records that when-
ever man hns allowed love to override
& great ambition, causes and empires
have bren lont, Woman's world, on tha
contrary, is bounded by love, and any
check eveptuating, unless she be stroug
abuove the averaje, finds her-a derelict at
the mercy of every wiud and wave, And
a0 Michael Strode, whose great ambition
waa 1o amceliorate the luf of the toiler,
neglected the wife e had aworn to luve
and to clerisk untif death, and she, of
The type that tuilled it at Versailles, left
i, and embarked on that base career
Wwhich was ended by the oue sacrificial
azt of her life, a sucrificial act inspirvesd
by a pure tove for a man who was nob
her husbawt. Whether JMichacl Strode
was right or wrong i3 a question we
leave the reader to determine. Viewed
in the light of the larger is<ue, Michael
Strode's action may be justified.  But
our sympathies are atromgly enlisled on
the side of Elise, Strode’s wanton wife,
wantou becanse she was no wife in the
real sense of the warl—that felieily was
left for Phillipa Halliday, who [caves
n3_ cold, but respectful. Of the Nocials
jstic portion af the book, it is impos.
sible to speak in too high praise.’ Capi-
dalistic and labour cunditions are dis-
cussed  with a  soundmess of Eknow-
Jolgge  and  judgment asd o clear-
mess  of  vision  astonishing in a
woman. After showing the evils of pre-
#ent  labour conditions, sle proeeeds
throngh the agency of Michael Strode to
propound a remedy, namely, eo-opera-
tion. Now, co-operation i3 wo new
thing. But we venture fo think that
Miss Willcocks sclieme is.  Mere is an
extract from the Deok, which shows
the point of view of the new capital-
®it:—"We have adopted this plan (co-
operation) becausd it ia right.  Yhat a
mian works for should ba his, and na
talk of wages, fund, or of supply and de-
mand can Le allowed im that future
which is already at the doors, to inter-
fere with this principle of justice. It
mattera not by what aystem of law or
force the clever man absorbs the resuita
of other men's efforis; lLowever it is
done, it 13 oppression and wrong. 1i is
not benevoleuce, hut jmstice, that man
asks, who lives by the work of his
hands. His product is not, has mnever
been, measured by the wagea wlich he
gets. Thera iz ancther equity Dbesides
that of a contract made under the streas
«ofF necessity.
the sun, crimea selfish, crimea bestial,
crimes petty, erimes cruel, there iz none
eyual to the crime of & man who reaps
a lordiy income from the midnight stiteh-
tng of sad-faced women or from the
worn-down  Jabour «of hopeless men.
The denne fog of money-making that still
crecps  wiasma-like over our land, ia
breaking here and there into the faint,
sibvery twilight of the {ruth. We are
beginning ta realise that the mark of
Cain is really branded on the man who
proudly declares he is not hia brathers
keeprr”  As a geouine  lhomaw  doeu-
sient, this novel i above eriticism. Aa
an admirable, a possible, and a work-
abla solution of the eapitalistic and
Labour problem, it is wortle looklng into.

Imnto the Night: A S!nr_v' of New
Orleans. Dy Frances Nimmo Grvene.
{londony Methuen and (o, Auvcks
fand: Wildman and Arey. 3,0.)

There s no doult whatever ahout the
supetlalive quality of this atory, which

Uf all the crimes under .

comes under the head *“detective. Ik
is an intensely moring pen-picture of life
in New Orleans after the war of emanci-
pation, in which ar exciting and some-
what eomplex tale of the “Mafia" strug-
glea for place with {wo very ileal, yet
intensely huan love siories, which have
evidently been suggested by 4he lines—

“] could not love thee, dear, so much,
Loved 1 net honour more™

In a brief prelace the author emphasises
the fact that though she bas miade usa
of the dramatiec punishment meied gut
1o the assassina of Chief Hennessey, none
of the characters of this etory bear any
personal resemblance to ihe men who
commanded in the real tragedy of the
Irnching of the Italians supposed te have
‘been implicated in Hennessey’s assassina-
tion, The gctive interest of the story
begins where Mr. Lawreuce, who, na the
stery mnfolds, is shown to have reasen
to fear the Mafia, aitempts to use his in-
fluence aa a citizen of good repute and
high social rank in tie direction of pre-
venling the lynching, more particularly
In the direction of his son {(Frank Law-
rence) and his presumptive son-in-law

(Herbert Girard), wha was alko his legal
Frank obeys, but Girard con-

adviser.

Creene has essayed 40 show, and has tri-
umphantly aucceeded. in ahowing, -how
great & part destiny plays in those ac-
tions of man termed inexplainable, and
which no man can rightly judge. The
illustrations, by C. F. Neagle, are worthy
of the book, which we strongly recommend
to the mpotice of 811 our readers, and
which we have received through the cour-
teay of Methuen and Co.

Early Victorian: A Village Chron-
icle: By & . Tallentyne. {Londont
Crorge Bell an? Sons, Ltd.  Auck-
land: Wildman and Avey, 2/0, 3/6.)

. There is a akill, and a vitality of
gharzeteriaation, s econsumnate know-
ledge of the perivd chosen, and a broad
treatment of a somewhat narrow sub-
jeet, which, coupled with n robust hum-
our, a homeliness of detail, ileal senti-
ment, and high moralily that mokes
this book exceedingly wholesome, pleas-
ant, and entertaining reading. Tha
Bbook’s ecenea are laid in an Eaglish
willage, 8 hundred .conch miles from
London, the writer tella us, and further

IN THE YEARS TO COMBE.
Air-Tourist {ceading) : It says here that folks ased to think it a daring feat io

zo over Niagara Falls.

tinues in whuat he conceives to le his

duty toyards his terrorised townsmen,
which 50 incensea Mr. Lawrence that he
persuadea his daughter Iclen Lhat Girard
i mo true mate for her, and the en-
gagement is broken ofl. Shortly efter-
wards, Mr, Lawrence mysterivusly disap-
pears, leaving not the slightest clue as
%o hia whereabouts, No real suspicion at
first attaches to the Mafia, but the curi-
ous behavionr of Zoe, an adopted daugh-
ter of Mr. Tawrence, and auspected - of
having dnrk blood in her veins, leads
BLoth liis family, Giraxd, and the privaie
detective employed upon the case to sils-
pect her of dealings with the Mafin, and
of knowlng more about Mr. Lawrence’s
fate than alie will disclose, How, before
the real truth comes out, Girard is sus-
pected, anl how, in Lhe hour of hid
aceusation, Ielen, trne waman-like, turns
to him, knowing him innacent, and how
at last Mr. Lawrence's disappearance and
murder is sheeted home to this pestilent
seeret, society, must be read to be appre-
ciated gt its full value, Misa Crecne i3
greatly to De congratuluted on her erea-
tion of Zoe, whom ihe regder will find
quite Inexplicable, until he grasps the full
significanca of Fpictetus’ lines which
adorn tho frontlspage, and which have
provided Misa Greene with & basis on
which to hulld one of tho cleverest end
moat complex chatacterisations we hava
come acrgss for a long while. Miss

“thetr tables were loaded on &

Don’t see why, do you?

adda that though thia village may be
identified, it will not be fouuwd, since it
has outgrown its former likeness. The
period, as the title implies, iz Enrly
YVictorian, a period when the {hatelaines
of great mansions did not disdain to go
down into their own kitchens to eencoct
simples, and those dainties with which
State amd
*company” occasiens, Buoi, though the
puvely domestic vogue of those days
has been superseded by a vogue more
productive of, perhaps, a Javrger gain io
humanity at large, it is not possible to
read ihis charming chronivle of early
nineteenth century life, withoui g feel-
ing of regret that those domeatic virtues
which shone s0 conspicuonsly in iliose
daya, should Dbs so belitth-d in these.
Higlher education, we are convinced,
coulld breed no betier {ype of wife and
mother than the Alrs Talimer, and the
Mrs Benet of this narrative, though we
are shown {bat even then, the leaven of
emancipation was working in the minds
of the most womanly of women. Since
the pulblieation of “Croasriggs,” Ly iha
Dlirses Jane aod Mary Findlater, we
bave come across no village chronlels so
replete with shrewd observation, natural
depletion, lively humour, gterling human-
ity, sympathetio Interest, and homely
charm a3 “Early-Vietorlan,” which wa
lave Tecelved by the courtesy of Wild-
man and Aray.

The Weekly Graphic and New, Zealand Mail for October .26, 1910

_ BRIEF AND BRIGHT.’

All sorts ef gucsees have been mnA!

15 to what W. Shakespesre really mean

to teach in *“The Merchant of Venicef
but the chuncea scem to be that the Lad
Institute got hold of William and pros
mised to take front aeats if he woul

write and produce & play showing wha

& fool & mmn is who tries 1o be hin owns
lawyer.—8ydoey “Bullelin”

If our workers Raa a ntole more leisurg
aml onr illers a little less, our tastd
in art might level up comsiderally.~“Engs
lish lteview,” oL L

Everyboly knows that we woul
sooner be accused of lucking a sFnse o
honesty. or deeency than of lacking &
[ET of hamour. — “Weatminsted
Garetie” - :

We incling io the opinien that il
characters are to be judged at ol from
the fealurses, it ia safest 1o kecp to the
eves and lipa. They <o form some kind
of a guide.—Lady’s Pictorial.” E

Few people know how to shake handy
well; the general run of fulks either givd
a limp paw and alow it to ba Bhker}

o

or else grasp youors in theirs and nearl
dirlocate it with their vielence—*"World)
With harefoot dwers out galore, -
I really feel .
That art has very little wore
To reveak
—**Louisville Courier Journal.™
A man seldom has to make up hi
mind entirely unaided. The head pur!.ne:
ean turn to jumior partners for advicey
the oftice boy ean state his difficulties
to the clerk. Fach office is a barracks
where a little regiment is encamped. If
is not so with a woman shopping. Sil]i
plays a lone hand. ‘The fight i3
ayainst all.—“Fvening Standard”
The perfect old lody, as a matler of
fact, is born, not made; she ix the pers

fect  young  woman grown old—
“Graphic.”

When a girl wanis {o do a thing shal
does it; when she doesn’t—she says hed
mother won't let her—Mugh - Leslig
Dobree. Y

There are no perfectly honourable memn,
but every true man has one Main puiné
of honour and a few minor ones.
Bernard Shaw. :

The next greueration of the coloured
race will include as ypany Jack Joh.
as there are pow George Washingtons,—a
“Philadelphia Press. L

The fret kis3 setiles very litile.
the fish can nibble the bait and stil
pget away, how much more a mant—a
“Puck,” New York . - .

The majority of as will for many e lon,
day Dba much Bappier on the lop of i
motorbua than at the sieering wheel o
an seropiane—*Daily News,” o

SLUGGISH LIVER AND SPLITe
TING HEADACHES.

BILE BEANS ARE THE MARRIEDY -
WOMAN'S FRIEXD.

“ ¥Yor years I waa affected wiith a slug-
gish liver” says Mva. J. U, Wilson, Broa
street, off Bamford-street, Woalslow, N2
“ &4t times J was eompletely prosirat
ne that I was unable to atiend to my
ordinary housebold duties, I would havg
severg attavka of biliousness accompanie
with splittivg headarhes, which would
make me feel awfully dirzy, sick and jlb,
I was also a vietim to costiveness, and iInf
time my general heaith gave way altgs
geiber, and 1 wag reduced to a ])hysical
wreck. 1 cvonsulted medical men, andg
tried many medicines, but without gain-
ing any relief whatever.

“Ome day when I was awfully ill, @
friend persuaded me to test Bile Beang
in my ease. I dil so, and afier ihg
first fow dosca began to feel I was on the
rpad to recovery. 1 continued with Bilg
Beans, and the attacks of dizziness, sicke
neas and headaches gradoally ceaa
Hoon all traced of eostiveneas dizappeared
and I was perfectly free from all the ail-
ments which had been a lurden to ma
and made my existence miserable. 1
practicslly a short time T was completely
cared by Bile Deana. Whenever I fee
at all out-ofsorts or run-down a fe
Bile Beans soon get me right again.™

Evory mother ahould slways keep
box of Bilp Beans by her. They atam
alons pa a tfrue family medicine, Bil
Deans cure all gtomach and liver diso
@era, piles, anaemia, and femals ailmant:
Bold by ol chemlits and stores at 11
and 2/Q per box,




