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Mr. Howells' latest novel deserves and will receive wide reading. It deals with a problem which had found its way into American social life of his time: "How will a cultivated and beautiful woman feel if she discovers that she has a tinge of negro blood in her veins? How will other people, particularly her lover, feel and act?" Mr. Howells works out the problem with skill, on what seem to us sound lines of reasoning. 'An Imperative Duty' is so mature a work, and so good an example of the author's method, that it invites the closest scrutiny. It is written with his usual acuteness and cleverness, but with even more than his ordinary amount of self-consciousness. He is continually trying to say clever things, and he seems here a kind of intellectual conventionalist ; we feel that he would commit a minor crime rather than fail in the proper tone. As one reads he plants his feet as circumspectly as in threading his way in a crowded parlor where trains abound. One is exhausted in the effort to keep up to the author's intensely self-conscious key. It is too much like the brilliant persiflage of a dinner-party when everybody means more than he says and challenges his listeners to see the target at which he is really aiming. The glow and "fling" of high creative work are thus rendered impossible to the author, and the reader falls into a hyper-critical state of mind. Mr. Howells is at his best when describing distinctive American types. The cultivated Frenchman and the cultivated American are much more alike than are the Frenchman and the American on lower levels; and when a writer selects his characters from Beacon Street and the "Cours la Reine" he has less opportunity to be picturesque than when he deals with Hanover Street and the "Quartier Latin." Mr. Howells is an artist of the first order like Henry James. He works by rule, and the result is the product of high talent.
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This volume contains an account of a pedestrian tour by Mr. Collins in Cornwall, a county to which railways had not yet penetrated at his time. Leaving Plymouth behind him, the author, and his artist friend, Mr. Brandling, threaded the county from St. Germains to the Lizard and the Land's-End; visiting the most remarkable places, whether of art or nature, and whether the natural attractions were of the quietly beautiful, the desolate, or the magnificent kind. Mr. Collins, as a pedestrian, was of necessity thrown much among the people; and he has picked up many traits of their character, as well as some curious traditions. There are also matters of a more utilitarian cast, but popularly treated—as a mine, the pilchard fishery, an economical survey of the condition of the poor.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Atlantis, The Antediluvian World



Donnelly, Ignatius

9783849644345

309

Buy now and read (Advertising)

This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.
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"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.
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The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...
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Out of eighty or ninety days that

we passed in Switzerland there must have been at least ten that were fair, not

counting the forenoons before it began to rain, and the afternoons when it

cleared up. They said that it was an unusually rainy autumn, and we could well

believe it; yet I suspect that it rains a good deal in that little corner of

the Canton Vaud even when the autumn is only usually rainy. We arrived late in September

and came away early in December, and during that time we had neither the fevers

that raged in France nor the floods that raged in Italy. We Vaudois were rather

proud of that, but whether we had much else to be proud of I am not so certain.

Of course we had our Alpine scenery, and when the day was fair the sun came

loafing up over the eastern mountains about ten o'clock in the morning, and

lounged down behind the western tops about half-past three, after dinner. But

then he left the eternal snows of the Dent-du-Midi all flushed with his light,

and in the mean time he had glittered for five hours on the "bleu

impossible" of the Lake of Geneva, and had shown in a hundred changing

lights and shadows the storied and sentimentalized towers of the Castle of

Chillon. Solemn groups and ranks of Swiss and Savoyard Alps hemmed the lake in

as far as the eye could reach, and the lateen-sailed craft lent it their

picturesqueness, while the steamboats constantly making its circuit and

stopping at all the little towns on the shores imparted a pleasant modern

interest to the whole effect, which the trains of the railroad running under

the lee of the castle agreeably heightened.
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The Swiss railroad was always an

object of friendly amusement with the children, who could not get used to

having the trains started by a small Christmas-horn. They had not entirely

respected the English engine, with the shrill falsetto of its whistle, after

the burly roar of our locomotives; and the boatswain's pipe of the French

conductor had considerably diminished the dignity of a sister republic in their

minds; but this Christmas-horn was too droll. That a grown man, much more

imposingly uniformed than an American general, should blow it to start a real

train of cars was the source of patriotic sarcasm whenever its plaintive, reedy

note was heard. We had come straight through from London, taking the

sleeping-car at Calais, and rolling and bounding over the road towards Basle in

a fashion that provoked scornful comparisons with the Pullman that had carried

us so smoothly from Boston to Buffalo. It is well to be honest, even to our own

adulation, and one must confess that the sleeping-car of the European continent

is but the nervous and hysterical daughter of the American mother of sleeping-cars.

Many express trains are run without any sleeper, and the charges for berths are

ludicrously extravagant—five dollars apiece for a single night. It is not

strange that the native prefers to doze away the night bolt-upright, or

crouched into the corners of his repellently padded carriage, rather than toss

upon the expensive pallet of the sleeping-car, which seems hung rather with a

view to affording involuntary exercise than promoting dear-bought slumber. One

advantage of it is that if you have to leave the car at five o'clock in the

morning, you are awake and eager to do so long before that time. At the first

Swiss station we quitted it to go to Berne, which was one of the three points

where I was told by the London railway people that my baggage would be

examined. I forget the second, but the third was Berne, and now at Delemont I

looked about for the customs officers with the anxiety which the thought of

them always awakens in the human heart, whether one has meant to smuggle or

not. Even the good conscience may suffer from the upturning of a well-packed

trunk. But nobody wanted to examine our baggage at Delemont, or at the other

now-forgotten station; and at Berne, though I labored hard in several dialects

with all the railway officials, I could not get them to open one of our ten

trunks or five valises. I was so resolute in the matter that I had some

difficulty to keep from opening them myself and levying duty upon their

contents.
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It was the first but not the last

disappointment we suffered in Switzerland. A friend in London had congratulated

us upon going to the Vaud in the grape season. "For thruppence," he

said, "they will let you go into the vineyards and eat all the grapes you

can hold." Arrived upon the ground, we learned that it was six francs fine

to touch a grape in the vineyards; that every field had a watch set in it, who

popped up between the vines from time to time, and interrogated the vicinity

with an eye of sleepless vigilance; and that small boys of suspicious

character, whose pleasure or business took them through a vineyard, were

obliged to hold up their hands as they passed, like the victims of a Far

Western road agency. As the laws and usages governing the grape culture run

back to the time of the Romans, who brought the vine into the Vaud, I was

obliged to refer my friend's legend of cheapness and freedom to an earlier

period, whose customs we could not profit by. In point of fact, I could buy

more grapes for thruppence in London than in the Vaud; and the best grapes we

had in Switzerland were some brought from Italy, and sold at a franc a pound in

Montreux to the poor foreigners who had come to feast upon the wealth of the

local vineyards.




It was the rain that spoiled the

grapes, they said at Montreux, and wherever we complained; and indeed the vines

were a dismal show of sterility and blight, even to the spectator who did not

venture near enough to subject himself to a fine of six francs. The foreigners

had protected themselves in large numbers by not coming, and the natives who prosper

upon them suffered. The stout lady who kept a small shop of ivory carvings at

Montreux continually lamented their absence to me: "Die Fremden kommen

nicht, dieses regenes Wetter! Man muss Geduldt haben! Die Fremden kommen

nicht!" She was from Interlaken, and the accents of her native dialect

were flavored with the strong waters which she seemed always to have been

drinking, and she put her face close up to that of the good, all-sympathizing

Amerikaner who alone patronized her shop, and talked her sorrows loudly into

him, so that he should not misunderstand.
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