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In "Jaquelina," Alex McVeigh Mrs. Miller weaves a rich tapestry of narrative that delves into the complexities of identity and social norms in a changing society. Set against a backdrop of evolving cultural landscapes, the novel bridges poignant themes of belonging and resilience through its vivid character sketches and evocative prose. Mrs. Miller employs a lyrical style that harkens back to classic literary traditions while incorporating modern sensibilities, making the text both accessible and profound. The thematic exploration of female agency and the tension between tradition and modernity resonates deeply throughout the work, positioning it as a significant contribution to contemporary literature. Alex McVeigh Mrs. Miller, noted for her keen observations and dynamic storytelling, draws from her own diverse experiences to inform her writing. With a background that intersects education and literature, she passes on her profound understanding of societal structures and the challenges faced by women. Her discernible empathy for her characters and insightful portrayal of their struggles highlight her commitment to amplifying voices often marginalized in traditional narratives, making "Jaquelina" a purposeful exploration of the human condition. I highly recommend "Jaquelina" to readers who seek both an engaging story and a thoughtful discourse on identity and empowerment. Mrs. Miller'Äôs adept handling of nuanced subjects invites reflection, making this novel essential reading for those interested in contemporary literature that challenges conventions while celebrating the strength of the human spirit.
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In "The Massarenes," Ouida crafts a vivid narrative set against the backdrop of exquisite Italian landscapes, exploring themes of love, power, and societal expectations. The novel reveals the intertwining lives of its protagonists, showcasing Ouida's trademark lush prose and keen psychological insight. Her use of rich imagery and detailed characterizations draws readers into the opulent world of the aristocracy, reflecting the author's critique of both romantic idealism and the rigid structures of class. The book seamlessly weaves a compelling story that captivates the reader's imagination while provoking thoughtful contemplation on human relationships and social hierarchies. Ouida, a pseudonym for Maria Louise Ram√©, was an influential Victorian novelist known for her distinctive style and emotive characters. Born in England and raised in France, her multicultural background deeply informed her writing, enabling her to infuse her tales with a sense of cosmopolitanism. "The Massarenes," published in the late 19th century, demonstrated her ability to address complex themes and captured the fascination of readers enamored by her elegant yet critical examination of the social elites. This novel is a must-read for anyone intrigued by the nuances of interpersonal dynamics and the intricacies of upper-class society. Ouida'Äôs unforgettable characters and evocative setting make "The Massarenes" not just a tale of romance, but a profound commentary on the human condition, showcased through a lens of both beauty and critique.
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In "The Human Touch," Sapper masterfully crafts an intricate narrative that delves into the nuances of emotional connection, examining how human relationships shape our experiences and perceptions of the world. The novel is characterized by its compelling prose, combining elements of adventure with profound psychological insights, reflecting the socio-cultural context of the early 20th century. Through his vivid characterizations and suspenseful plotting, Sapper presents a rich tapestry of human emotion, navigating themes of love, betrayal, and the complexities of interpersonal dynamics in an increasingly mechanized society. Sapper, a pseudonym for the prolific writer Herman Cyril McNeile, drew from his experiences as a soldier and life in the aftermath of World War I to inform his storytelling. His keen observations of human behavior and profound understanding of the frailty of human connections are evident throughout this work. Notably, Sapper'Äôs background in the British military not only instilled in him a deep sense of duty but also imbued his narratives with a nuanced understanding of the human condition, providing a backdrop that enhances the emotional stakes in "The Human Touch." I highly recommend "The Human Touch" to readers seeking a thought-provoking exploration of relationships that transcends time and circumstance. Sapper's adeptness at intertwining thrilling plots with deeply relatable characters makes this an essential read for those interested in the timeless themes of love and loyalty, and the inevitable vulnerabilities that accompany the human experience.
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In "The Two Captains," Friedrich Heinrich Karl Freiherr de La Motte-Fouqu√© weaves a captivating narrative that explores themes of friendship, loyalty, and sacrifice amidst the backdrop of maritime adventures. Through a blend of romance and fantasy, the story delves into the lives of two captains whose destinies intertwine as they face the trials of the sea. La Motte-Fouqu√© utilizes a lyrical prose style that reflects the influences of German Romanticism, emphasizing emotional depth and a connection to nature, which marks a departure from the more rational narratives of the Enlightenment. Friedrich de La Motte-Fouqu√©, a notable figure in 19th-century German literature, was deeply influenced by the Romantic movement, which celebrated individualism and the sublime. His own experiences at sea and his fascination with mythological themes shaped his literary exploration in this tale, as he sought to bridge the realms of reality and fantasy. His ability to infuse personal ethos into characters marks him as a precursor to later Romantic figures, drawing readers into his imaginative storytelling. This book is highly recommended for readers interested in Romantic literature and tales of heroism. "The Two Captains" not only offers an enchanting story infused with moral dilemmas and rich character development but also serves as a reflection on the human condition, making it a timeless read that resonates with audiences today.
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In "The Spider and the Fly; or, An Undesired Love," Charles Garvice unfurls a poignant narrative that captures the complexities of unrequited affection and the intricacies of human relationships. Garvice's literary style is marked by his vivid characterizations and melodramatic prose, resonating with readers familiar with Victorian sensibilities. Set against a backdrop of societal expectations and personal desires, this tale intricately weaves themes of longing, deception, and the fragile nature of love, inviting readers to navigate the emotional tapestry of its characters. The interplay of light and darkness, metaphorically represented by the spider and the fly, serves as a captivating motif throughout the narrative, highlighting the dualities of attraction and restraint. Charles Garvice, an author well-versed in the intricacies of romantic fiction, produced a body of work that reflects the zeitgeist of the early 20th century. His life experiences and keen observations of societal norms allowed him to explore the human psyche with remarkable depth. Garvice's background in storytelling, particularly in the realm of romance and drama, undoubtedly contributed to the passionate and often tragic undertones found in this novel. Readers seeking a richly layered exploration of love's complexities and challenges will find "The Spider and the Fly; or, An Undesired Love" to be a compelling narrative. Garvice's ability to illuminate the emotional landscape of his characters will resonate with anyone who has faced the trials of unreciprocated affection. This novel not only serves as a reflection of its time but also offers timeless insights into the human condition.
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On the deck of an ocean steamer, homeward bound from Europe, a man and girl were walking to and fro. Their long march of monotonous regularity had lasted perhaps an hour, and they had become objects of special attention to the people scattered about.

A man, who was taking his afternoon exercise alone, and who had accidentally fallen into line directly behind this couple, kept that position purposely, turning as they turned, and, without seeming to do so, observing them narrowly, for the reason that the woman was uncommonly beautiful.

This man—Albert Noel by name—was an artist by instinct and habit, though a lawyer by profession. He painted pictures for love and practised law for money, or conventionality, or to please his mother and sisters, or from some reason which, however indefinite, had been strong enough to predominate over the longing he had always had to go to Paris, live in the Latin Quarter, and be simply and honestly what his taste dictated. Few people, perhaps, suspected his Bohemian proclivities; for he lived an extremely conventional life, was the idol of his mother and sisters, and, being well born, well-off, and sufficiently good-looking, was regarded as an excellent match matrimonially. In spite of this fact he had never been known to be seriously in love; though, being a quiet man, this experience might have befallen him without the knowledge of his friends. He was coming home from Europe now, reluctantly and with regret; but, since he had a profession, it must be attended to.

He observed the tall young woman who walked in front of him on her husband’s arm (some instinct told him that it was her husband) from an artist’s standpoint only. It had occurred to him that here was a remarkable model for a picture. He furtively studied the lines of her figure, which was clad in a long, tight-fighting cloak, trimmed with fur, and the contour and color of the knot of brown hair, whose living lustre shone richly between the dull fur that bordered her collar and her hat. Every moment the study fascinated him more, as he followed and turned, as they turned. Suddenly it struck him that perhaps his interest in the pair ahead of him might, in spite of him, be observed; and so, rather reluctantly, he took a seat in one of several empty chairs at the steamer’s stern. Here he could still observe them, at intervals, as they came and went. They spoke to no one, not even to each other, though he was convinced they were newly married. Both of them looked very young.

After a few turns the lady complained of being tired, and proposed they should sit down. Her companion assented by a nod, and they took the seats next to Noel. She spoke English, but with much hesitation and with a strong foreign accent. The man was silent still, as they seated themselves and wrapped their rugs about them; for in spite of the full blaze of the sinking sun it was very cold. Noel also kept still, looking and listening. He was a little back of them, and only her pure profile was visible to him. The man’s profile, which was also a handsome one, he could see beyond hers.

For a long time there was silence. The wind grew keener. The tarpaulin which covered the white life-boat near by trembled from end to end, as if the thing hid were alive and shivering. The sea-gulls that followed the boat fluttered and dipped about in the cold air. The sun, a great gold ball, was sinking rapidly in a mist of pink and yellow light. The wide stretch of water underneath it was a heavy iron black, except where, near the ship, it was dashed into green-white foam. Noel looked at the face of the woman near him, and, seeing a sudden light of interest in her eyes, followed their glance to where a school of dolphins was rising and plunging in the cold sea water. He heard her call her companion’s attention to them by a quick exclamation; but he made no answer, scarcely showing that he heard.

Noel became aware that the face before him was not only beautiful, but sad. There were no lines upon it of either care or sorrow, but both were written in the eyes. These were very remarkable,—almost gold in color, and shaded by thick lashes, darker even than her dark brown hair. They were large, well-opened, heavy-lidded; and no wonder was it that, when he had seen all this, he began to desire to meet their gaze, that he might thereby know them thoroughly.

The sun sank. People began to complain of the increasing cold, and gather up wraps and books and move away; but still the man and woman sat there silent, and Noel did the same. The distant sky was tinted now with colors as delicate as the flowers of spring,—pink and cream and lilac, softening to a rich line of deep purple at the horizon. A slight sigh escaped the woman’s lips; and then, as if recollecting herself, she sat upright, and looked about at the objects near her. Her glance passed across Noel, and was arrested with a certain amusement on the little cannon lashed to the side of the deck, which in its cover of white tarpaulin had evidently given her some diverting thought. Then in the most hesitating, laboriously constructed English, Noel heard her telling her companion what it had made her think of. By using a little imagination with what he heard and saw, he arrived at her meaning. She was attempting to say that it looked like a child on all fours, trying to frighten its companion by throwing a table-cloth over its head. There it was complete,—the head, the hands and feet, the bulky body. Noel caught her meaning, and smiled involuntarily. It was really wonderfully like. He controlled his features instantly, however; and, as her gaze was fixed upon her husband, she did not see him. But her childish idea had awakened no response in the husband. He simply asked her meaning over again, and seemed unable to comprehend it, and not sufficiently interested to make much effort. The few words he uttered proved that English was his native tongue. One would have said he had the ability, but not the inclination, to talk, while with her the contrary was true. Noel, now that he found that she was alive to her immediate surroundings, got up and moved away. He went and looked out at the sea-gulls; but all the time he was seeing her eyes, and comparing them to topaz, to amber, to a dozen things, but without feeling that he had matched, even in his imagination, their peculiar and beautiful color.

It was the first day out; and he liked to think that he could occasionally look at this face for a week to come, and when he got to shore he would paint her. He had a studio in the suburbs, to which he often went and to which his mother and sisters had never been invited. It was often a delight to him to think of its freedom and seclusion.

He was acutely jarred upon, as he stood alone at the deck rail, by the approach of a man who had a club acquaintance with him at home, which he had shown a disposition to magnify since coming aboard the steamer. He was not a man for whose talk Noel cared at any time, but he felt a distinct rebellion against it just now. This feeling was swiftly put to flight, however, by the fact that on his way to him the new-comer passed and bowed to the beautiful girl, receiving in return a bow and a smile. The bow was gracious, the smile charming, lighting for an instant the gravity of her calm face, and showing perfect teeth.

“Ah, Miller! that you? How’re you coming on?” said Noel, with a sudden access of cordiality, making a place for the new-comer at his side.

“All right, thanks, considering it’s the first day out. That’s generally the biggest bore, because you know there are six or seven more just like it to follow. Pretty girl that, ain’t it?”

“Who is she?” asked Noel, refusing to concur in the designation.

“Mrs. Dallas, according to her new name.”

“And that is her husband?”

“That is her husband. He’s not a bad-looking fellow, either; but you don’t look as if you approved him.”

“I?” said Noel. “Why shouldn’t I? He seems a good-looking fellow enough. Do you know her?”

“Yes, I know her. Everybody knew her at Baden. It was not very hard to do.”

“What do you mean?” said Noel, looking at him suddenly very straight and hard.

“Oh, I simply mean that her father, who seems a rather bad type of adventurer, gave free access to her acquaintance to any man who might turn out to be marriageable. He introduced me to her as soon as he saw I had been attracted by her looks, and I used to talk to her a good deal. Her mother, it seems, died in her childhood; and she was put to school at a convent, where she remained until she was eighteen. Her father then brought her home, and began assiduously his efforts to marry her off. It was plain that she hampered him a good deal, but he had a sort of sense of duty which he seemed to fulfil to his own satisfaction by rushing her about from one watering-place to another, and facilitating her acquaintance with the young men at each.”

“And what was the girl thinking of to allow it?” said Noel.

“The girl was absolutely blind to it,—as ignorant of the world as a little nun, and apparently quite pleased with her father, who was avowedly a new acquisition. She must have had good teaching at her convent; for she sings splendidly and is a pretty fair linguist, too. I tried her in English, however, and found her so uncertain that my somewhat limited conversation with her was carried on in French. My French is nothing to boast of, but it’s better than her English.”

“What is she?”

“An Italian, with a Swedish mother. She seems awfully foot-loose, somehow, poor thing; and I hope the marriage which her father suddenly contrived between her and this young American will turn out well for her. He’s an odd sort of fellow to me, somehow.”

“Where does he come from?”

“I don’t know,—some misty place in the West somewhere, I believe. I tried to talk with him a dozen times, but I never got so little out of a man in my life.”

“Was he so deep or merely forbidding?”

“Neither. He was good-tempered enough, and would answer questions; but he seemed to have nothing to give out. He is a quiet man and inoffensive, but somehow queer.”

OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
Julia Magruder

A Beautiful
Alien





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4066339528819.jpg
The Massarenes





OEBPS/text/00002.png





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664574978.jpg
Charles Garvice

The Spider and
the Fly; or,
An Undesired Love





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066151126.jpg
Mrs. Alex. McVeigh
Miller

];i'q"'i‘ié’l’ina





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4066338051646.jpg
Sapper
.! L]
L] 304

gts
The Human Touch





OEBPS/text/00004.jpg





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066175856.jpg
Friedrich Heinrich
Karl Freiherr

Captains





