-or the straining of sensibilities.

the Arena and the cries of Irightened
babies whose bones are broken for the
diversion of the peopte. A very few
pages of this sort of thing is quite suf-
ficient to impress the facts upon end of
the century readers whoee eyes bave been
trained by the headlines in daily horrors
to skip what is written below. For the
use of special students on the various
methods of pulting people to death in
the time of Nero these pages in which
Nero's efforts to amuse the populace ard
to uivert suspicion from bimself to the
Christians as the incendiaries of Rome
are valuable. The ebject of literature is
not attained by either the destruction
Itis
this fatal tendency to strain nerves,
which he early diecovered that be could
effect, that has kept Zola out of the
Freoch acsdem~. Itis a lack of the
ipstinct called artistic, for lack of a
better, though the word itself would be
exact enough if it were not for its duily
use 1o mean everything else. And Par.s
is to the world what Atheus used to be.
That arbiter elcgantiarum ipsists” that
a novel shall not be a discussion of
religion from the standpoint of either
agoosticism or belief, it sball not be a
scientific treat'se, however learned or
useful, in short, to the French litera-
teur there is po such thing as the
problem novel. In Eogland, America
and Germany the people think they like
h'storical and problem poveis. A hero,
a hercine, their relatives and the vi-
cissitudes of true love are not enough.
While enhaling romance we wish to
partake of eolid food in the shape of
history, therefore Ebers and sugar
coated Egyp'olozy and aflter him the
long live of historical nivelists. In the
case of Shakspere and Dumas they rea-
lized that bi-tory was always and per-
emtorily to be eacrificed to literature.
But leaser art'sts are led aside by the
appareat importance of historical facte
and to them sacrifice much greatsr
verities. Sienkiewicz’s lovers are lost
sight of in the persecution of the
Christiace. Vinicius’ passion is iotru-
sive when we ace sickened by thy mur-
derove games of the amphitheatre.
When the book is finished we know
that it was written to show what Roman
pewer was at the beiglt, the weakness
of the Greek religion and its slight ho'd
upon the people, and*the power of the
Christian religion to change cruelty
into pity, selfishoess into love.
# » ¢ The figure of the Apostie Peter
lacks color and reality. The people
venerate him Lut in the book he is ot
heroic and we wonder if he is a coward.
At aay ra'e he is not so brava as his
converts. To be sure he was cowardly
for he denisd Christ but there must
have been more to him than appears
even in the Bible or Christ would pot
have selected him as the founder of the
chorch i

“Quo Vadis,” where goest thou?
The Greek had given it up, long
belore the Jew answered it. Styic and
Epicurean faith was dead. Philosophy
and the gods were ueed as decorations.
They had* no structural part in life
The christian faith was accepted by
the Romans much quicker that it is to-
day in alien countries because
they were without a palive
religion. The Greek theology was
gratted on to the tribal, family worship
of the Romans and in the process it
bad become artificial

The love story and the story of the

trinmph of the christisn influence over man, butitsgone. Got it with a Miss

- THE COURIER.

buman impulee is told with apower that
never falters except whe n the inepiration
of the wnovelist is overpowered by the
bistorian’s irstinct to tell the truth, the
whole truth apd nothing but the truth,
Everybody knows that Nero wes a bad
man but the sersual egotiet of Sienkie-
wicz indicates the appalling difference
between rbmcur end reality. Bienkie-
wicz isa master of the technique of
language and although the book is
long, an interruption in the mid-t of it
jars the merves. The book has added
to the suthor's already great repu'a-
tion. The sale of it is increasing and it
will probably take its place as one of the
few great historical novels.

STORIES IN PASSING.

The professor of psychology was a
very sedate and decorous Scotchman
who believed that everything should go
by method, and was horrified at what he
called the “improprieties” of some of
the students.

Among these

was one Sims, who

particularly delighted in startling and
One day the

shocking the professcr.

—— aMiss —— Miss—; Mart—
oh, that must stand for Miss Martin of
Omaba, Jim's cousio, that big, tall girl
over there. I couldn’t dodge Jim eoon
enough and had to go through with it
Bat I have a faint recollection that our
cards didn’t jibe on empty dances, so I
had to express my sincere regrefs, you
koow, and pass her by. But that can't
be. Here's her name, so I'm in for ten

minutes of the rack. Probably treads .

the floor like a stone crusher—big girle
generally do. Queer about h'r pame
being here, but I must have mixed up
the girls in my mind in that breakaway
on the start. E£ay, bave you pineteen
open? Yes, well, savetbat and we'll have
something then and I'll tell you about
the pavement breaker.”

The music had already begun and my
roommste plucged into the crowd to tind
the tall girl fiom Omaba. I saw bim
circ'e the room several times, walk
rapidly through tbe ltooths and then
hopelessly throw himsell into a eeat
besice pretty little Mis: Mor!on, Then
1 went into the emoking room aond for-
got bim until be dragged me excitedly
into a coiner of the relreshmest rcom.

)
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venerable man was lecturing upon
“memory.” The lecture room was built
in amphitheatre styie and the tiers of
seats arose on four sides of him.

To make some of his remarks on
“memory” more impresesive the old
gentleman sought to quote a verse ot
Scott's Lady of the Lake.”

“Ope moment rested he and looked
into the dale——" "But here the pro-
geesor’'s own mewory played him truaot.
He began sgain. “Oce moment rested
he and looked into the dale——"

The professor stopped a second time.
Ha could not catch the swing of it
Then suddealy upon ths silence, from
one of the bhighest tiers there arcee in
slow and unioyiting tenes the voice of
Sims. “Ope moment rested he and

wagged his stumpy tail.”

“This dance taken, Will?" I asked my
roommate, Henton, at the senior “prom”
the other night, wanting to have a quist
littk chat with him in the ice-room.

“What is it? Number sixteen!” he
asked, glancing at his badly ecrawled
and almost illegible card. “Borry, old «y

“Look at me, old man,” he eaid, “a
sea.or—four years of “proms” and
dancee, and the biggest lumper in the
heap. Ob, what a fool!”

“Sachee that ice, my lad, ard then tell
me about it,” I said. “What's happened?
Suspender smashed?”

“No!" he almost roar.d. *It was that
confounded sixtceath dance. You
know | was telling you about—Miss
Martin of Omaba; as I thought, and my
bad memory, and all that. Well. I hustled
for that girl half through the dance dnd
then weat over and sat down by Miss
Morton, whom I've been tryiog to get
on the right side of all winter. I had
the next with "her 1 thought, and in-
tended puttiog in a few moments before
that two step stojpel. I told her all
about the girl and my hunt and she
¢aid she was in sbout the game boat as
her partner hadn’t come in sight.

“Well” I said, “let's let 'em go and
dacce this out together. Any lazy cur
who'd forget you ought to be pounded.”

“Let'ssee who it is,” she said, as we
nuob dance, holdin. up hﬂ card,

- 'mh;unm o'd man.

M

M a rtstood for Morton, not Martin
And our dance gone. Ob, she enjoyed
the situation, and this the last big parly
of the year and no chance to square
things.”

“Take another ice,” I said, “you'll
feel better when you're cooled off
slightly. You'll c.r.ainly bave matter
for conversation the next time youn meet
her.”

Beatrice has been haviog rather a

bard time with its flood this week but
there was cnce before when she was
threatened by almoet as ‘serious
altbough a more ludicrous ficod ritua-
tion. It was years ago when 'the city
was booming and people were coming in
rapidly. As a progressive place the city
decided to put down an artesian well in
the center of the town. The contract
was let, tLke well weaot down several
thousand feet, and a volume of water
struck of immunse pressure and quanti-
ty. Gallon after gallon, barrel after
barrel flowed oot and the we'l from an
srtes’an standpoint was probably one of
the best in the west. But there was
one drawback and that all important.
The water was ae salty as that of the
Dead Sea. People could not bear the
taste and ecattle would not touch it.
Then the city refused to pay the con-
tractor for his work ¢n the ground that
a well of pure drinkiog water had been
stipulated. The matler was taken to
the courts and the city won. Then
was when the flood threatened and this
was the way it happened. The con-
tractor began pulling up hie tubing and
all his machinery. There is o stop-
ping an artesian well when once its
rock cover is pierced and that water
continued to flow. It spread over all
the surrounding ground, poured into
the streets and threatenel to float
away tbhe cedar pavement. The water
ran into all the surrounding wells and
destroyed their purity and usefulnees.
There was danger of the whole place
becoming as salive as the mud-flats
west of Lincoln. There was but one
thing to do. The contractor had the
bulge on the city with all its legal
backing, and an agreement was quickly
reached. The tubiog was forced back,
the immense volume held in check, and
the saline flood averted.

I 'was standing on Eleventh street be-
low O early the other morning. Sud-
denly I beard a rooster ecrow. Then a
ben began to cackle and was answered.
Then followed the quacking of some
geese and then the strange vibrating
callof aguinea foul. Then of a sud-
den they were all crowing, and cackling
and screaming st once, and the barn-
yard memories which every man has
more or less distinetly with him, came
back to me. But I >ould not understand
it. Here in the very heart of the city
was a farm yard scene, only not in evi-
dence. The whole picture of the early
morning feeding came up in my mind.
And yet 1 could ses nothing. I turned
about and went hack into the alley as if
expecting to see some colony of farm-
yard fowle marching toward m>.” But
the sound only grew fainter. I went
bark to where I had stood first and the
sound became more distinct again.
Baut pot a bird was to be ssen. I stood
still in wonderment. Then I looked up
and it all came over me. I was stand-
ing beforea meat market, and the
familiar morning chorus came from the
coops where they keep the fowls ba-
neath the pavement at my feet.

BHARRY GRAVES SHEDD.

“Nanette!”
“0qai, Madame.”
“Has Monsieur called?”
“Qui, Madame; he waitedn the salon.”
“Nanette, how do I looﬂ"
“Adorable, Madame.”
“Then tell him I am fecling wretched
—but I'll receive here.”
“Qui, Madame,”



