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The Revival of Foe,

A contemporary speaks of the new interest
in the works and charucier of Fdgar Allen
Foo as the “Poo renalssance,” and a more
apt phrase could hardly be laken 1o exprogs |
thils fever which laa recently mo thorcughly
permeated lierary cireles, It Is interesting
and instructive to note the nature and prob-
able repults of thle renewdd attentlon to A |
real poet, who died nearly hall a century
ago, leaving only a small volume of poetry
same wierd talen and some bita of searching
and sdorohing eriticlsm, the monument of the
most tragle Nfe spywhere recorded In our
iterary annals, It seoms 1o um that this
fad, It s0 It may be called, boars Indelibly
this encouraglng stamp—It Is the seateh for |
real poetry, the study of the art of poesy for
Ity own sake, independent of local or
tienal clrevumetances, We admire the
of out contemporaries who thoe alm high
fn theolr selection of an artist, for, love
wo may the polish of Longfellow, the swont
uhtrained verses of Whittler of the stately

na-

ns

taste |

linea of Bryant, when It comes (o Impas-
slomed thought, embedied In perfect form,
Pou outranks them all, The artist who 8o
uked a single commonplnee word that it be-
oume In isell n legond of the heart, which
onee heard could never be forgotten, was |

master whom none negd fear to acknowl-

| he

edge, and the renewed study of whom prom- |

Ises the elevation of our poctie
With his “Nevermore” he has loked the
plinplest elements—a wolitary man  hauntod
by & sacred memory und a grigly raven, and
out of the areay he has made a poem for
every one, the scholar and the peasant, as
well, & porm whose greatness Rrows npon
the student In proportion ns he analyges
minutely s wtrugture and |ts underlying
Lthonght, *The Hellg'' shows In 4 WAY.never
excelled the unexampled power of our own
Anglo-8axon to echo In Its very soond the
sense It would express., “Anaoabel Leo™ again
18 an favorite that loses none of Ite realistic
propertios by being popular, And there are
others and yet others, until our lst includes
almost all hig matchlegs pocms, and we bhegin
to feol that the poet hlmaclf 1s the bolng
"Whose heart mirings are a lute,” and not
the angel of the Koran, We are glad, how-
ever, that he could not exchange places with
this moraph, as he no beautifully expresses
the wish, but Instead sang his mortal lay:

*If T could dwell

Where Inrafel

Hath dwelt, and he where 1,

He might not ¥ing so wildly well

A mortal melody,

While a bolder note than this might swell

From my lyre within the sky."

A new and elegant edition of the poet's
entlre works 1& undoubtedly the occasion of
this cutburst of appreciation af the poctry of
Poe. He hns never been forgottén,  Buch
apicite of his cannot be reldgated to'fhe past,
for they speak a universal langange, alwayy
current. The new oditlon, however, recalls
and freshens our soul, Impressions, and lo!
a change has taken place in oor intellectual
stntus since our last serlpus interview with
the poet; we have outgrown rome  cLildish
fancies; our Judgment |k clearer and we are
freer and meore Inclined Ly stady *‘art for
art's sake.'

This awakened Interest in an arcistle poct
meians much, we belleve, toward the up-
lfng of current poctry among us.  Writers
of poetry themselves must hall the *‘Poe
Ronnissance' with joy, for It means more
appreciative and enlightencd readers of thelr
awn poetic thoughts, avtlstically e resied,

THE ED'TUR,

Turkey and Russia in the 11:h Century.

To write anything new In travel or history
In these daye I8 almost impossible; par-
ticularly about such ol conntries as Turkey
and Ruesin. And yet this s what Miss
Ellzabeth Latimer has done in her “Turkey
and Russle in the Nincteenth Century.'” Her
delineations of character are verltable pen
pletures.  Alexander 11, General Skobelofl,
Sultan AbAul Hamid are made to live and
aclk In our very presence, and we feel that
full justice has never been done them be-
fore. Yet there is nothing like hero worship.
They are acting for their country's good, as
they see it; are truly patriots, The czar Ix
patriarch of the whole Hussinn church, as
well ag soverolgn of the Russian millions.
S0 “Russin for the HRusslans'” means the
oxpulsion of all other peoples and religlons,
1t 1s a ruler's solemn duty to God to carry
out this principle,

The accounts of the Crimean and Turkish
wars, the Bulgarlan massacre, the treatment
of the Jews, are all graphically glven. In-
(Aeed, we forget we are rending of the oruel
Russian and the “unspeakable Turk' because
of the new things which are told, and told
in & most interesting way. It |4 & woman
telling what n woman saw, héard and felt
and It all comes home to the heart and
mind of women readers particularly. We can
understond the recont Armenian  outrages
Letter when we know that the sultan s so
jgnorant and vain that he guppressed text
books an chemistry beeause  the symbol
a20” was supposed to Indlcate that Hamid
J1 was & cypher. But one m;n\! rend tlie

1 ot an adequate idea of its interest.
ReSk e K : MARY A. CHEIGH.
The First Robin,

The sun shines warm and the clouds that
WIEH

'I'hrlnw filiting shadows o'er the young green
HrneEs

And & bold red robin In the top of 4 tree

Trills forth a song both wild and free.

As he sltg and swinge on a glender bouxh,

He witches the farmer with his dough;

Then, In an Instant he's on the wing

And away to the cily to announce the
spring.

Gay lttle robin, 2o happy and free,

A¥ he swings on a twig of our muple trt_-i',

And #ends up nis song to the April skies— "

Could trouble hide In his black beady eyes?

No, indeed! he's a naughty fiirt,
Billing and coving, much to his hurt; )
For away In the southland hig love

awniting i
o tell him her mind when he comes -

maling. DOROTHY B, HOLLAND,
e i et
A Chat About Hugens Fleld.

The children had insisted on hearing some
of Bugene Fleld's poems pefore they went to
bed. After they were gone Grandfather said
“] wish you wonld read ‘Casey’s Table
a4 Hote,” "A Little Book of Western Verse”
was brought and opened at the raquired page.
Our laughter over this poem called for others
of the humorous ciass. “Our Lady of the
Mine,"" “The Conversaszhyouy.' “Mr. Dana
of the New York Sun,” “Mmdljeska as
Camille,” amused me, “1 think there ¥
soma very delicate humor In many of those
selections, but | semetimes wish he woull
Jeave out the slang” sald Grandfather,
“Reld scems cdpable of w0 much  bhigher

work.™
aPuat s true and his latest poems show (L

Is

As for the slang, of courae these western
verees introduce us to the life of a mining
camp. You scarcely expect the dwellers

there to take off thelr hats whenever they ap-
proach the queen’s English, Don't you think
in ‘Our Lady of the Mine,' the tenderness ol
the ending raiges It to a <iMerent plane?”

Grandfather admitted that it did. *“*Now,
road somoe of the pathetle ones,"” sald he. *I
ke '‘Our Whipping’ and ‘The Old Fire Hang
bird's Neat,' “The Humming Top,' or ‘Over
the 1Hlls and Far Away." In these poeins
Mr. Field sevms 1o recreate the hopes and
ambitions of childhood apd again o see
things through his Juvenile magnifying glass

He recognizes in the nolsy rivalry over
tops and knives the same nature that in man-
hood strives for gold and laurels. It is like
reading a homely philosophy luto the rhymes
that were once only the jingles of Mother
Goose,"

“1 wish you would read 'Little Doy Blue’
gald Grandmother, who had hitherio tuken po
part in the tall. After that touching lictle
plece wan finished, she shrank away from the
others, forgetful of present surroundings and
dreaming as one does who has loved and bas
now only a recollection,

In fact, the whole group seemed to have
passed to a difterent gone of feeling, We had
driftad from the frolies of childhood, past the
z:m and mistakes of the minlng camp to

pe reglon of calms where the sage muses on
Q:m and wonders about the future.

- Lthat coe called ‘Fatber's Letter,

standard. |

i

lmlll Cousin Ned, and soon we were laughing

heartily over

“The yellow rooster froze his fect a-wadin'
throlgh the snow

Anil nowe he lesns agin the fence, when he
etarts in o crow,™

the “new  bearse,' and the other

itemw of “‘mews’ whieh compose that

tablo letter. But agaln serlousness settlel)

over the listeners as the letter drew to Ite

close, untll It deepened to something solemn

und holy, for who does not agrea that “'earth

secind nearer heaven when mother sends her

Mive,"

Just then we were Interrupted by a neigh-
bor whom we haud missed from our circle for
some monthe.

“Whers have you been all this time?"

“Tn Chicago for the most part.”

“What have you been doing?"

“Oh, overything, work, play, you Know
the pace one goes there, 1 see you are fond
of Eugene Fleld's works, jJuldging by these
haooks, By the way, 1 dined at his home
not long ago, I think | have a note from

funny
injmi-

bim with me. Have you ever secn his writ-
ing?"

Wo pressed forward eagoerly. The writing
was odd and beautiful, as small and clear

AR the engraving on a man's card

“Now, do tel]l us something persanal about
Him! Has he mlways written poetry? Did
show any ‘symptoms’ in childhood ¥ we
usked In chorus,

“No, hin first poem was not written unti)
he was 20 years old. It'® name was ““Christs
mas Treasures.' 1 helleve it s in 'A Little
Book of Western Verse,' "

“I remember I8 sald Grandmother. “'1
have always liked It It begins: ‘1 count
my treasures o'er with care.’ There Is a
similarity between It and ‘Little Boy Dlue." "'

“You, 1 belleve they are written ln mems-
ory of a lost child, and 1 think the volume
‘With Trumpet and Drum' was  pullished
as o memorial of the satne child.”

“Tow many chlldren las Mr. Field?”

"There have been elght—three daughters
and five xons."’

“1s he a man of wide reading or travel?”

“He attended school at Williams college,
at Knox college, at the State University of
Missourl. After his school days closed he
went to France, ltaly, Ireland and Eagland,
whers he says he 'spent six months and his
patrimony.” Later in life he passed two
years In the oll world., His talents have
been broadened and deepened by study wnd
oxperience, He has been connecled with
leading western newspapers for Lhe past
twenty years"

“How old is he now?"

“About 45 years.'

“What are some of hils lkea or dlslikes?"

“He |8 fond of almpgt any Kind of a pet—

dogs, cats, birds. He says If he were a
legislator he would make the abuse of
horses, dogs and cattle a penal offensoe.,

He has a great dislike for polities, fireworks,
guns, anything of that sort, A curlous vein
in his oature Is his outspoken predilection
for ghogts, stories, fairy tales—and dolls!"™

“That must account for his great sympa-
thy with children,” sald Grandmother.

“Forgetting your friendly admiration for
him, what I8 your estimation of Eugeng
Field as a poet?’ asked Grandfather of our
nelghbor,

“1 thirik that he Is Improving all the
time, and that he will ultimately reach
higher ground than he has yet reachod.

Whether his works will be read a hundred
ronrs from now 1 canpot prophecy. Mr,
jeld 18 not a writer who #ounds the whole
gamut of human emotions. His themes are
written In the keys of C major and A minor,
with a few harmonic changes. He confines
himself to humor and pathos and does not
Indulge In Byronle flights, In faet, Mr.
Field openly announces his disllke for that
much discussed selon of the British nobility.
Porsibly he I8 what might be called n poot
of the lour, but in these days when mortals
are prong to browse among the classice or
to contract mental indigestion in their fran-
tle efforta to take in all the ‘ologies and
fsms’' at one swallow, It {8 a rellef to find
pomeone who |8 more inclined to be simple
and sweet, and tender, He has brought
mnany smitles with his verses, now and then
o tear, perhaps; he has freshened some
wenry hearts, and bevoud that what s a
poet’'s mission?'"
MALUD BRYANT NOTT.

Concerning George Elllot and Hor Books

Previous to 1856 George Ellot had written
nothing In the line of a novel except a de-
seription of a Staffordehire village and the
lite of the nelghboring farm houses. It was
owlng to the constant urging and encourage-
ment of Mr. Lewes that she made the at-
tempt then, Her first bit of fotion was
“Amos Barton,” the inltlal story of “Scoenes
from Clerleal Life.”” This collection of short
storles was a favorite of hers through life.
She often sald theve was more of her own
1ife in these sketches than in ““Adam Bede

LRl

When her stories first began
over the name of "George Elot"” the lden-
tity of this new genius was a problem in-
teresting to many great men and women of
Englend, Thackeray =ald they were oer-
tainly written by a man., Fronde said: "1
do net know whether he |8 a° YOung man or

to appear

an old—a clergyman or a Iayman.'" Jane
Carlyle said: *1 have conceived him I my
mind—n man of middle age, with a wife,

from whom he has got those beautiful fem-
inine touches, a good many children and a
dog! For the rest—not Just a clergyman,
but brother op Arst cousin w a clergyman.'’
Mrs., Oliphant, the novellst, was sure they
were not written by a woman. Dickens,
however, penetrated the secret. He sald: *'1
have observed what seemed to me such wo-
manly touches in those moving fletlons that
the nssurance on the title page Is InsufMelent
to sitlsfy me even now. If they originated
with no woman, 1 believe that no man ever
before had the art of miking himsslf men-
tally #o llke a woman since the world be-
gan."
LLE ]

The germ of “Adam Bede" was a story
related to George Ellot by heér aunt, 8 Metho.
dist preacher, who bad attended a girl con-
demned to death for child-murder, In order
to offer her religious consolation, The fight
between Arthur and Adam, the novellst econ-
oefved one night at the Munich opera, when
she was listening to Willilam Tell.

LL1]

The name of “Mill onthe
perplexed George Ellot,
viuggested by hersell and
“The Tullivers.'" "8t Oggx on the Floss."
‘Bister Maggle,” "The House of Tulliver,”
“Life on the Flose,'" and ““The Tulliver Fam-
Iy,

Of the orlgin of “Silas Warner' she sald
“It came to me quite suddenly as a scrt of
legendary tale, suggested by my recollections
uf having once, in early childhood, seen a
lnen-weaver with a bag on lls back."

aen

Floss" groatly
Among the names
her friends were

The writing of “"Homola'" was the greatest
straln of her life, She says: I began it a
young woman-—I finished it an old woman,*

LE L]

George Eliot received (500 for " Fellx Holt, "

(7,000 for “Romola™ and about (10,000 for
"Middlemarch,'”

aaw
Of “Middlemarch” she sald: "It Is a

suliject which has been recorded among my
possible themes ever since 1 began to write
fiction.'

A Nea Shell,

(By a Woman),
Small and new the shack. The bright
pine boards baked in the sun, Within, the

table, bed, chalrs, stove and dishes. On a
shelf, n shell from the sea, tinted pink ns a
rose, Without, the plaln,

A woman looked from the door toward the
felde, where the corn abtworbed the heat
hungrily and swelled with mere vegetable
corpulency Then she twrned back to her
baking. What with the stove and Lhe sun,
the room was as hot as a forge, and the
woman's blood throbbed In ber face and
burned in her eyen. Once she staggered
fram the heat, and the room grew a (wilight
blur to her. Bhe took some water from the
bucket, gingerly, with a consclousness of
the peed of economizing it, and molstened
all ber head with It The waler waa upm.J

| trembling round about

with to refreshment in It, but It made the
little auburn ringlots leap up.

Buddenly, her syes caught sight of the
shell, Bhe selzed ft, Nfted L to her ear, and
Hatened, Slowly and softly a emile dawned,
the plteous mouth,
while In the eyes the tears camn gently ns
summer rain, Thelr brine foll on the shell,

| whieh had known the brine ol ovean. B8ull
| she lintened. In fte pink convexity roared
the breakers—majestic, eternal! The (rars

| dried for sheer content. The smile faded Into
poace. The blood Aed pleasantiy from the
throbbing head Back to the heart
grew steady,
~vyislons! Groen and maryel
the wing of the wild duck, were (he touring
waves. The wind Nfted Ieslf up from mys-
terious hiding places and ranged at will. The
wild gull dlpped his wings, The veog of the
sen—the exultant shout of the sea was thers!
She laid 1he rosy shell hack on ile shell,

us Live, ke

A Woodland Woolng.
The south wind went a woolng
The violet In the dell;
With goft and warm caresases
He vowed he loved her well,
The robin in the onk Lree
Sang sweetly all day long,
And his love for the blue-eyid violet
Was the burden of his song.

The moss that grew around her feot
s trie love dared not tell,
While the wind spoke sofl
KangE sweot
But the viclet

and the bird

knew It well,

the robin—
wind came no more—
But the moses, who fenred no winter,
Crept closer than before,
His timid heart grown bold
Hik loved one warm to kKeep,
And in his faithful borom
The violet fell nsleep.
-Ethelwynne Kennedy.

In_ automn flow
The wouth

now,

To Whomn the Prige?
Mransinted from the Frénch of L, Lahure)
The Society for the Prevention” of Crudlty
to Animuls gives each year prizes to those

of He members who show themselves most
worthy and falthful adberents of I8 pre-
Cepis.

A great Prenoh woman, friend of béasts in
general and of fles In particular, wis annoyed
by the buzzing of a large fly that had gained
nocesx 1o her bed chhimber,

After having valnly tried to make It go out
the window, she callsd her seérvant and sald
to him: “Catch that iy without Injuring 1t
and put It out of doors."

The servant, with the greatest precaution,
gelgad the Ny and dlsappeared. Alter a mo-

ment he returned tenderly holding the oy
betwesen his fingers.
CWell! mild the lady, ""why have yon

still the fiy in your hand?"

“Madame," =ald the servant, ‘I had not
the heart to put it out—It iz raining too
hard,” GEORGIA LINDSEY,

Kidd's Soclal Evolution.

Mr. Benjamin Kidd's “Soctal Evolution' s
pronounoesd by Dr. Marcus Dodds to bo “‘one
of the greatest books we have had sinee Dar-
win's 'Origin of Species. ' “It 18" he says,
“wide In It survey, penetrating In its [n-
plght, sustained and masterly In It8 argument
and surprising in ite conclusions.' This es-
timate, strong as it is, seems too moderate
to the sympathetic reader, especlally If he
be a student of sockal problems. To him the
work seems to stand alone as a logleal and
comprehensive atatement of the present con-
ditions of the soclal organism, its history and
the method of Ity future development. Others
have et scclal questions In array; Mr. Kidd
anewers the great Inclusive ones ““Whenee?"
and “Whither?' o8 these are applied to so-
ality, Others have enlightened; Mr, Kidd
give: a new point of view,

The significant faet about the book, which,
by the way, Dr., Alfred Wallaee chardcterizes
s “thoroughly eclentifie,’’ Is that thervin a
man of high selentifie attalnments, after years
of epecial mclentifle study along soclal lines,
leclares trellglous beliefs to be “not a cluss
of phenomena peculiar to the chilldhood of
the race,”” but the *“'characteristic fsature of
our socinl evolution.” The process of ‘his
argument, which It s well-nlgh Impossible
to mention In the space permitted, is soma-
thing like this:

First. The "survival of the fittest” Is the
fmmutable law of all evolution, Prof. Drum-
mond to the contrary notwithstanding,

Second. This law, which Is one of progress
to the race, |8 entagonistic to the interests
of the individunl, who Is therefore always at
war with society.

Third, A religion which
sunctien, superior to reason,
the individual, and (2) an altrulstic motive,
will lead Individuals to so conduct their
affairs that the best Interests of soclety will
be observed, That. is, It Is & religlon of
faith and love which has been the most power-
ful force in the progress of soclety for cen-
turies. To such a religlon we must look for
the “progressive subordination of the present
interests of the self-assertive individual to
the future interests of soclety.””

FRANCES M. FORD,

THE PRESENT STATUS OF THE CRITIC.

Involves (1) a
for conduct in

of the

tor,

Where are the erltics of old times, those
Berserker men of might who, armed with
only a frn_xil-s goose-quill lald about theém as
with a bludgeon? Not to go so far back as
tha great autocrat, the tea drinking doctor,
or that dread creature who said: “Thix
will  never do," who, nowadays, would
darea to put forth Macaulay’'s sweping de-
crees?  Who wounld stand ne the spokesman
of America as did Poe? Hé narrowed his
field, moreover, to that of & sectionalist;
ho was the champlon of southern poetry
agalnst the northern literatl, yet he was
lstened to by the north as well as the south,
Laoyal, devoted to his muse, he fought like
n soldler for the just dues of poetry—for
vareful ecansion, for pure English, for sin-
verity. He had a scapel for the genial ex-
creacences of Longfellow's verse; of Lowell
and Hawthorne. He checked the fulsome
general worship of Ellzabeth Barrett Brown-
ing while paying her a glowing tribute him-
aell, He was great enough to say kind,
meaningless nothings about the literary
lndies of his acquaintance and 1ft them a
round or two up the ladder of fame before
thoey should slip off forever.

Poe took and easlly kept the chair of Sir
Oracle among men of letters, although the
bulk of his poetical work was so much less
thun that of his compeers, and, what was
more, the temper of hisg mind was so un-
cortain, Would he have the same place
now? Would he pull down the mighty from
their seat 1o such gencral applause? Times
have changed. Then a champlon needed
but the backing of one or two good maga-
sines among the very few (o command his
publie and quel]l cavillers. Now a score of
reviews of reviewe, of bookleta on booklets,
bandy the last word until the thought s all
Rgone, He could mow, ng then, rely on his
prestigo as A poet, I doubt if he ever
caused an Irreverent smile that he asked
for a change of lyre with lsrafel. But this
last month the crivdolels made merry when
u rhyme of Edmud Gossge sald in substance
that he had not the art of Shakespeare,
And Edmund Gosse holds very much the same
position wmong lettered men of England
that formerly belonged to Poe In America.

Apropos Foe, Literary Dicta-

They might well be compared In learning,
in wrtistie diserimination, In knowledge of
form. But In criticlsm the more modern

writer had learned an urbanity and modesty
which the older writer never had to as-
sume, Poe, to have readers in thess times,
would have to dizcontinue the use of ex-
uberant quotations from forelgn languages,
aspecinlly those n lHttle wide of the mark.
His provinclal tone, his ralsing of the Ameri
can flag or the southern orest would be
pitied by the bB-cent weekly pamphlets. His
aplt made canons of form would have to
yiold before the theorles even of the laily,
properly tanght. His fashion of repeating
himselt would be potnted out by the dullest.
Then what would remain of Poe, the great
eritie? 1 am one who likes to believe that
a great dedl would remain,  The authority
would vanish, as do other authorities of
theso latter days, but the knightly spirit,
the love of truth, the eye “that winves at
false work and love the true' cannot be {m-
agined out of him any more than his mateh-
less gift of song.
CLAIRE RUSTIN M'INTOBH.

Notes,

Collectors of American antographs, manu-
soript, poers and first editions prize most
highly things of this kind belonging to Poe,
probably owing to the difficulty of obtaining
them. Hawthorne ranks second in the list
uf “rare fnds” and Looglellow and Whit-
tier next.

Edgar Allan Poe was one of the first to
appreciate Miss Barret) afterward Mrs
Browning, as a poel. It I quite certain
that he borrowed ke repelend wovement |
. . )

he hands |
Betore the eyes floated visiona |

{of M,
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Ever
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Large Woren

Little Women

worn out,

can edit a great daily successfully and march right on to fame==

can have a Skipping Rope Free--latest wire wrapped pattern
-=Frece with every pair of shoes bought during May

We Give Skipping Ropes Away

Because girls like skipping ropes and because sKipping ropes wear
out shoes, and because il's the best way we know of to keep the
girls from outgrowing the shoes they buy of us, before they are

We never had such a big line of misses’ and children's spring
heel shoes in tans and black--from the lowest price you ever heard
of, to the finest makes of this country.

That's what keeps us busy.

WILCOX & DRAPER

Wouldn't you be

New square toes,

$1.50-The best valus hoes chool — ) -
Ll I LE we've seon in one great S for S We have never shown Wo offer untll they'reall gone
stock of shoes is the Shoes ror Dres‘b _-‘ such a Iot 0[ rnib!i(‘ﬁ and any #2.00 pade of c¢hildren's
WOMEN misses’ tan goat spring No shoes for show—They . ' wad klioG + wizo or widtl
howls being  sold for ull wear. We are trado children’s tan and black red shoes,any size or width
ONLY #1.50. - buildera and can afTord low shoes. Our [."I'iC!_‘s -lop
Thoy're oat and to sell nothing without i
NEED APPLY. they're good. merit, make you our customer, $1.00. .
Size is the essence | -
of this contract=— Mizses' and  children's Children's  tan button, FOR A DOLLAR It IH
the grown women tan - shoes—frout  lnce— glzes 8 to 115 one line at Ladios' tan and black low Wonderful
are barred from newest things yet—" 3 £1.00; anothier at $1.50; shoes in narrow toes and What { O
ApDi . ' gquare. A dollar scoms it an areay o X-
our skipping ropes $1.50 and $2.00 the next at $2.00, No finer little, They &re put out fords In now shapes we
male.

for trade winnors. | can show,

little again?

Girls get

SKIPPING  ROPES
FREE

with any pair of

Ladies’
shoes from §1.00 up
to the finest made at

83.50.

yellow low

aud shape ln our
oxfords.

For $1.50 we have tried
hard—uand feel well pald.
All the new things o color

LADIES' LINEN LOW SHO:S

—The latest—the nows

Ladies' tan colored lace
choes with needle or nar-
row square toes. They
range from

$3.00 to $5.00.

est—sells for

$3.00.

$1.50

shoes bought in
May.

We intend to
keep them all
jumping thro’
the month of
May.

We will wrap up a Skipping

WILCOX & DRAPER

1515=1517 Douglas Street.

- 81 : . ; Y
Rope with every girl's mail order received in May.

Giving Wire Wrammﬂ Skipping Buugs gwav {0 Girls Who Buy Shoss in May,

of the raven from Mre. Drowning’s “Court-
#hlp of Lady Geraldine,'”' A cursory ex-
amination of her poetry will at once show
how fond she was of using' refrain and how
gffective It became in Yer hands.

Bome of the world's greatest books lay
npparently dead for months after lssuing
from the press. A notable example of the
last generation wag “‘Vanity Fair” Benja«
min Kidd's book, mnow undoubledly (the
most popular work of its kind, slept the
first six months of it life,

This eeems to be a period of evolution
and our literature In common with other
growing things takes on the character of
the bour. "The BEvolutlon of Industry,'” by
Henry Dyer and published by Macmillan
stands a sort of companion to Kidd's “Social
Bvolution,” published by the same house.

Lovers of George Elot will be gratified
at the announcement made by Merrill &
Haker of New York of a cabinet fllustrated
edition of ber works, which may be pur-
chased elther in the =et, Including Cross's
“Life,'" or singly and at a very reasonable
price. The books are embellished with ex-
quisite etchings. The paper and printing
are perfect and In every way It I8 the best

American e¢ditlon of this great woman's
workn.
The royaltles on Bugene Fleld's “With

Trumpet and Drum'' are pald to his eldest
daughter, Mary French Fleld,

Ibsen has produced in bis last play, "Lit-
tle Eyolf,” a simple and appealing thing
posgessing none of the “unknown' quali-
tles of the “"Master Bullder,” but presenting
Instead many attributes entitling 1t to rank
beside Dickens’ ‘C'lristmas Carol.”

In speaking of the late Christine Rossettd

the scholar and devoted helper of her
brother, Dante Gabriel Rossettl, Theodore
Watts, says: “‘Steele sald of a certain

Indly that to know her was a liberal educa-
tion,” but in describing the sweet lady and
poet and salnt of whom 1 am to write,
Steela's eulogy would have to be amended
in something after this fasblon: "To know
her was an education of the heart and a
purifying of the soul."

A prominent critic after examining Grant
Allen's book, “The Woman Who Did," adds
rather significantly that the title ought to
be completed so that It would read ““The
Woman Who DIid Nothing'” He closes an
uncomplimentary criticlam by saying that
the novel possesses the one unpardonable
fault of a novel—dullness.

The latest blographer of Napoleon is Prof.
Willlam M, Sloane of Princeton, who Is
contributing to the Century the serial now
attracting ®o0 much attention. He 18 the
son of an Ohlo pioneer who served as presi-
dent of at least two colleges in that state
Prof. Sloane has demonstrated by the few
numbers of his “Napoleon' already pub-
Hished that he is a vigorous apnd accurate
writer. Taine sald of him: "He knows
Frauce belter than any other forelgner 1
have ever met.” He has been at Prince-

ton elghteen years, gpart of the time as
tencher in Latin and later as professor of
history, It 18 Intergst to note that he
recelved his inspir sfor historic work

from George Bancro
retary to him in G 3

Mrs. Humphry Wa kes her first essay
a serlal story, writing” the May Scribner,
which will contain the Srst part of a novel
ealled ““The Stary of :Bessle Costrefl.”

“The Poel on the  Poets" is certainly a
catehing title. Such 4y the name of a little
book complled by Mrf. Richard Starchey
and made up of leadlpg Wits Irom our great
poets on their art. The work contains Sid-
ney's “Apologie for Possie,” the famous
preface to ““The Lyrical Ballads,"” by Words-
worth and Shelley's '‘Defense of Poesy”
among its other selectionn. The Interest of
the book to students of” poetry must be
great in that within small compass we
shall be able to study.tbe reason for the
varfous poetic methpds ®hat have become
standard owing to thefr usage by famous
poets,

There 18 a new “Trilby,” really older how-
ever, than the sesame Trilby which has so
recently solved all gliestions from the
naming of & corn salve to furnishing the
plot for the latest drama. The story was
originally written in French by Charles
Nordier and the complete title Is "Trilby,
the Fairy of Argyee.” Some notable differ-
ences between this older story and Du
Maurier’'s are to be found: First, the story
Nordier depends entirely for its in-
teroat on the magie attached to the Trilby
of t(oday and s being Issued through a
translation purely as & literary curlosity.
Trilby is & falry in the old tale and it fol-
lows, If our childhood' doctrine of falrles be
sorrect, that the falries’ feet were small;
she I8 a boy this time, a fact that takes
some of the romance out of our notions of
Trilby. The publishiers, Estes & Laurlat,
took extreme care before its appearauce In
the book wtores, to prevent its belng stolen

le serving as soc-

by wmsome otbher bouse,

Notwithstapding

this, another translation appeared almost
s'multaneously,  published by  angther
house, THE EDITOR.

- ——————

RETROSPECTION,

#ith  Anniversary by Mrae

M. Dotjelam.

The morning of lfe, with fts bright golden
olrs,

Itg sunshine and shadow, ita buds and Its

Written Upon Her
.

flowers,

All Inden with fragrance, passed quickly
away,

Too rh:ﬂ in it benuty, too brilliant to stay.

The noontide of life, so fervent and glowing,
Like wine In the chalive, 1ts measure o'er-
; flowing,
\\-n';; ita Joys and its sorrows, together have
Own,
But memony still clings to the joys 1 have
known, i

Sometimes td
mountain,

Where bright waters gushed from each
sunny fountnin,

life's pathwa over the

uut] wlhc-lhur o'er mountain, or ocean, or

und,

1 ]i'llll"lll'}‘i.'d. 80 slowly—He still held my
and,

Sometimes the way gseemed dreary and lone,

When my sweet Nowerets faded in life's
early morn.

“Grieve not,” sald my
blooming above,

ITu the garden of Heaven, all safe in my

ove,

Bavior, *"they are

Weep not for yvour flowers, so sweet and &o
falr,
Each bud is expanded in Heaven's soft alr.””

The volee wans so gentle, 80 tender and
Hwel,

I gave up my treasures, and bowed at His
feet.

Onee more came the angel, all radiant and
bright,

And bore oft In his bosom a dear child
from sight,

My lily of Hlies, g0 graceful and falr,
Whose pure petials drooped in life's murky
alr,

“My Savior |8 preclous,” was all ghe could

saY,

And t!iwn with the angel went gludly away,

Through the bright pearly gates, to the
mansions of love

Prepared for God's children in His kingdom
above,

The sobbings of angulsh were hushed by
the “'I)I'l.'r.
“Pe still, falthless heart, and know 1'm the

ral,
In my beautiful garden a river ls flowing,
Amil on g green banks your Uy 18 grow-
ng.

Long years gpend on, less bright than before,

And again the pale messenger gtood at the
door,

Our hearts gréw g0 heavy, we spake not a
word,

For weé knew that the angel was Jesus the
Lord,

We saw not He
had come,

That the denr one we loved so would go
with Him home,

A soft voice then whispered:
dismayed,

Thy Savior |§ neur thee, will comfort and
alid.

His glory, but we [elt

*Oh, be not

Thy Il\iml one so trusted, thy stay and thy
Kulde

O'er lite's checkored
from thy slde

To his bright home In glory, In the realms
of the Llest,

From gin and from sorrow forever at rest.”

Thro' the storm and the sunshine of life's
devious ways,

The love of my children hath crowned all
my days.

Thelr love falleth on me like the Jdew on
the flowers,

Gladdening life's pathway and brightening
its hours,

The shadows of
still,

Are falling around me on forest and hill;

The dew-laden flowers have an added per-
fumse,

And the star-pelaled Jessamine opens
Lloom.

I eatch the fainl echoes that seem not of
cearth,

path, I have called

evening, so soft and eo

But the volees of loved ones, calling me
forth,

I near the low sighing of soft winds so
wweet

And 1 |1e;l for thé fall of the angels' feet.

:+ : : NEW
WASH GOODS.

Ducks, 12%c. Piques, 15c¢.
Dimities, 18¢.  Jaconet Duchesse, 12}¢.
Cordeli Marquise, 15c¢.
Calli Dimities, 15c¢.
Drap De Vienne, 15¢.
Ginghams, 10¢, 124¢, 15¢, 20¢ and 25¢.
Silk Ginghams, 25¢, 30¢ and 40c¢.
Swivel Silk, 50c¢ and 60c¢.

If you cannot visit our store in person, send for
samples.

Thompson, Belden & Co.,

Y. M. C. A. BUILDING,
COR. 16th AND DOUGLAS STS.

—
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GARDEN HOSE

Four Different Qualities,

“Cascade,”
and “Whirlpool”

At Prices M Found Elsewhere.

“Geyser”
“Deluge,”

it

=,

“Continental,” “New Departure” and Other Lawa Mowers,

JAS. MORTON & SONS CO.,
15611 Dodge St,, near P. O.

HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW ¢“BALL NOZZLE" SPRINKLERS?

B—— ——————— _____‘;'.'

SOMETHING NEW FOR OMAHA.

DO YOU USE A RELISH? [ so, try our Strictly Pure GERMAN
MUSTARD once and you will USENO OTHER, As a condiment it cannot

Beyond the dark mountaln there ghineth a
star,
Boe bLright e refulgence, no shadow can

LTS o

It shines o'er the way, where the dark river
rolls,

And the crests of the billows are burnlehed
with gold,

'l‘hmn‘rrii rough be the waters, g0 turbid and
cold,

The !:o_.-lm of my boat Jesus keeps in His

hold,

Till the bark grates its keel on the Lright
sllver strand,

And my feet touch the

shore of God's
“Better Land™ l

. N Ed

. be excelled; it sharpens the appetite, and gives the TASTE to meats,

Fowls and Fish that makes them “TOUCH THE SpPoOT.”

Ask your grocers for the GENUINE German Mustard, made by the
CONSOLIDATED MUSTARD CO.,, Omaha, Neb.

NEW becausc it is made by an Entirely New Process, and we are
prepared to convinee dealers who will ¢all at the factory, 1115 Nicholus
Street, that this is the article their trade demand. No Impure Articles
arc used in it. Once TRIED, always USED. Respectfully yours,

Telephone l% g ~ CONBOLIDATED MUSTARD‘B




