THE PASSING SHOW

The other day I saw an elevator boy
intently perusing a work of literature.
1 glanced at it and saw that it was
Ouilda’'s “Under Two Flags." 1 could
remember when I first met that book
and read it quite as intently as the ele-
vator boy was doing, and 1 was !n-
clined to be patient with him when
he took me to the wrong floor, for 1
knew that he was envying Bertie Cecil
his beautiful boots or that he was pond-
ering upon the peaches of great price
that Bertie used to throw at the swans
to please his sweetheart , and it struck
me that it is rather tragic that one of
the brightest minds of the last genera-
tion should descend to become food for
elevator boye. Sometimes I wonder why
God ever trusts talent in the hands
of women, they usually make such an
infernal mess of it. 1 think He must do
it as a sort of ghastly joke. Really, It
would be hard to find a better plot that
is in that same “Under Two Fags”
and the book contains the rudiments of
a great style, and it also contains some
of the most drivelling nonsense and
mawkish sentimentality and contempt-
ible feminine weakness to be found
anywhere. Preachers have cried out
against the Immorality of “Ouida,”
and mammas have forbidden their
daughters to read her, and gentlemen of
the world have pretended to shudder
at her cynicism. Now the truth of the
matter Is that her greatest sins are
technical errors, as palpable as bad
grammar or bad construction, sins of
form and sense, Adjectives and senti-
mentality ran away with her, as they
do with most women's pens. And then
she lacked all sense of humor and will
never know how magnificently ridicu-
lous her melancholy heroes and suffer-
ing women are, Its a terrible curse to
iack a sense of humor, for it reacts on
one and makes one gratify the humor
of every other living creature. Ouida
is Nordau's "“degenerate"” Incarnate,

And the worst of it is that the woman
really had great talent. No less a per-
son than John Ruskin advised all his
art students to read “A Village Com-
mune” and said it was the saddest and
most perfect plcture of peasant life
in Modern Italy ever made In English.
There is poetry enough in “Pascarel”
for a dozen novels. There s some won-
derful work of mythology and histori-
cal assoclation in “Ariadne.” There is
some matchless description In“Wanda.”
There are great passages in “Friend-
ship,” but in them all there is not one
sane, normal, possible man or woman.
1 hate to read them. I hate to see the
pitiable waste and shameful weakness-
es in them. They fill me with the same
sense of diegust that Oscar Wilde's
books do. They are one rank morass of
misguided genius and wasted power.
They are sinful, not for what they do,
but for what they do not do. They
are the work of a brilliant mind that
never matured, of hectic emotions that
never settled into simplicity and natur-
alness. They are the product of one
who was too early old, too long young.
Of one who was misled into thinking
that words were life, who was tempted
by the alluring mazes of melodrama.
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Of a life that only Imagined and strain-
ed after effects, that never lived at all;
that never laughed with children, tolled
with men or wept with women; of a
lying, artificial, abnormal existence.
Ink and paper nve so rigidly exacting.
One may lie to one's self, He to the
world, le to God, even, but to one's
pen one cannot lle. You may talk bril-
liantly and still be very much of a fool.
But when one comes to write, ah, that
is different! Every artificial aid falls
you. All that you have been taught
leaves you, all that you have stolen
Hes discovered. You are then a trans-
lator, without a lexicon, without notes,
and you are to translate, God. You have
then to give voice to the hearts of
men, and you can do it only so far as
you have known them, loved them. It
is a solemn and terrible thing to write
a novel. I wish there were a tax levied
on every novel published. We would
have fewer ones and better.
-

I have not much faith in women in
fiction. They have a sort of sex con-
ciousnessthat is abominable. They are
#0 limited to one string and they lie so
about that. They are so few, the ones
who really did anything worth while:
there were the great Georges, George
Eliot and George Sand, and they
were anything but women, and there
was Miss Bronte who kept her sentl-
mentality under control, and there
was Jane Austin who certainly had
more common sense than any of them
and was in some respects the greatest
of them all. Women are so horribly
subjective and they have such scorn
for the healthy common place, When
a woman writes a story of adventure,
a stout sea tale, a manly battle yarn,
anything without wine women and
love, then I will begin to hope for
something great from them, not before.
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Paris is all agog over the wonderful
improvement in Sybil Sanderson's
voice. She made her season’s debut
in Paris a few weeks ago in “Romeo
et Juliette” and they say that she nev-
er sang with half such feeling, she is
quite another woman. [ should think
twins might be conducive to feeling.
and if they have really improved San-
derson’s voice so much, 1 can almost
pardon them their appearance.

MC CLURES MAGAZINE
FREE

Toevery person who sub-
scribes for Tae CovURIFr,
price ¥200 and pays a year
in advance, we will give a
year's subecription to

McCLURE'S MAGAZINE

Thie offer is open for a short time
only‘to new and old subscriLers alike.
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MERCHANTS’ HOTEL
OMAHA, NEBR
PAXTON, HULEIT & DAVENFORT,
Preprieters.
Bpecial to state trade,
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That boy'—

hap, all coat.

A round cipher, not know-
ing whether the stroke will
s:'up and make him six, or

n, and make him nine.

It's growing time with him.
He is burning up fat. This fat must be in as constant
suppl{a:s the air he breathes.

It ot to come from somewhere. If it does not com-
from his food, it must come from fat stored up in his bod,
He‘stcah it and you say “ He's getting thin—he’s growiny
so fast.”

Scort’s EmuLsion will take that boy, set his digest on
at work, re-build that bodﬁ His food may not make | 1.
fat—Scort’'s EmuLsion will.

Be sure you got Scotf's Emulrion when you want it and mot a (heap subitituce.

Scott & Bowne, New York. All Druggists. soc. and $¢.

PALACE PINING HA'LL

1130 N STREET

Excellent cuisine. The
best equipped restau-
rant in the city. Tickets
$3.50; by the week $3.

A. G.OSMER
PROPRIETOR

T. J Thorpe & Co.,
GENERAL BICYCLE REPAIRERS
in a branches.
Repairing done as Neat and Complete as from the Factories at hard time prices
All kinds of Bicycle Sundries. 320 8. 1ITH ST.
Machinist and General Repair Work. LINCOLN.

TRUNKS, VALISES, eooce-camcasss
for summer tourists and others, 224 LEATHER NOVELTIER.

Repairing a Specialty.
Old Trunks in Exchange for New Ones.

LOWGOR TRONX FACTORY. 1217 O STREET.  C. I WIRICK,

NERYE SEEDS- WEAK MEN

N

=Samuels Bros=

GREAT SACRIFIGE SAlE

$10,000 Worth of dry
10,000 Worth of clo

5,000 Worth of Shoes to be sold at 5o0c on the dollar | we

8 to be sold at half price
to be sold at half price

25 per cent Discount oa all our Ladies cloaks and capes. We alco have a com-
plete line of millinery, 8, 'adies’ and gents’ furnishing goods, hats, cape,
and a new winter stock of men’s overcouts, uisters, trunks and valises, on which
will sacrifice the price ac least 33 per cent

Samuels Bros.




