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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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You'll be liable to shy off at that title and say: "No more 'glad' books for me! I'm growing up!" But you'll be making a big mistake if you do. "The Blue Castle" is grown-up, too. And aside from being poignantly human, it is almost poetically beautiful in parts. "Moonlight on birches in a silver thaw. Ragged shadows on windy evenings - torn, twisted, fantastic shadows. Great silences, austere and searching. Jeweled, barbaric hills, and icy-grey twilights, broken by snowsqualls. Doesn't that have twice the color, twice the beauty and rhythm that five sixths of the "verse libre" printed today attains? And the story is fascinating. It's about Valancy Stirling, who for the twenty-nine years of her life has been tied down by fear. Fear of criticism, fear of her mother, fear of her whole "tribe." And when she finds that she has only a year to live she breaks away; defies them all. She goes to the home of Roaring Abel, an old reprobate, and takes care of his daughter, a poor little waif with an illegitimate child. And she proposes marriage to Barney Snaith, a man about whom nothing is known but much is said. Then life starts for Valancy, and for the reader too; mystery, love, humor and pathos. And when you finish it, it leaves you with all the most delightful sensations - the thrill of first love; the splendor of mountains and trees; the feeling that God is very close when the sky is so blue.
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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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The success of Verrian did not

come early, and it did not come easily. He had been trying a long time to get

his work into the best magazines, and when he had won the favor of the editors,

whose interest he had perhaps had from the beginning, it might be said that

they began to accept his work from their consciences, because in its way it was

so good that they could not justly refuse it. The particular editor who took

Verrian’s serial, after it had come back to the author from the editors of the

other leading periodicals, was in fact moved mainly by the belief that the

story would please the better sort of his readers. These, if they were not so

numerous as the worse, he felt had now and then the right to have their

pleasure studied.




It was a serious story, and it

was somewhat bitter, as Verrian himself was, after his struggle to reach the

public with work which he knew merited recognition. But the world which does

not like people to take themselves too seriously also likes them to take

themselves seriously, and the bitterness in Verrian’s story proved agreeable to

a number of readers unexpectedly great. It intimated a romantic personality in

the author, and the world still likes to imagine romantic things of authors. It

likes especially to imagine them of novelists, now that there are no longer

poets; and when it began to like Verrian’s serial, it began to write him all

sorts of letters, directly, in care of the editor, and indirectly to the editor,

whom they asked about Verrian more than about his story.




It was a man’s story rather than

a woman’s story, as these may be distinguished; but quite for that reason women

seemed peculiarly taken with it. Perhaps the women had more leisure or more

courage to write to the author and the editor; at any rate, most of the letters

were from women; some of the letters were silly and fatuous enough, but others

were of an intelligence which was none the less penetrating for being emotional

rather than critical. These maids or matrons, whoever or whichever they were,

knew wonderfully well what the author would be at, and their interest in his

story implied a constant if not a single devotion. Now and then Verrian was

tempted to answer one of them, and under favor of his mother, who had been his

confidant at every point of his literary career, he yielded to the temptation;

but one day there came a letter asking an answer, which neither he nor his

mother felt competent to deal with. They both perceived that they must refer it

to the editor of the magazine, and it seemed to them so important that they

decided Verrian must go with it in person to the editor. Then he must be so far

ruled by him, if necessary, as to give him the letter and put himself, as the

author, beyond an appeal which he found peculiarly poignant.




The letter, which had overcome

the tacit misgivings of his mother as they read it and read it again together,

was from a girl who had perhaps no need to confess herself young, or to own her

inexperience of the world where stories were written and printed. She excused

herself with a delicacy which Verrian’s correspondents by no means always

showed for intruding upon him, and then pleaded the power his story had over

her as the only shadow of right she had in addressing him. Its fascination, she

said, had begun with the first number, the first chapter, almost the first

paragraph. It was not for the plot that she cared; she had read too many

stories to care for the plot; it was the problem involved. It was one which she

had so often pondered in her own mind that she felt, in a way she hoped he

would not think conceited, almost as if the story was written for her. She had

never been able to solve the problem; how he would solve it she did not see how

she could wait to know; and here she made him a confidence without which, she

said, she should not have the courage to go on. She was an invalid, and her

doctor had told her that, though she might live for months, there were chances

that she might die at any moment suddenly. He would think it strange, and it

was strange that she should tell him this, and stranger still that she should

dare to ask him what she was going to ask. The story had yet four months to

run, and she had begun to have a morbid foreboding that she should not live to

read it in the ordinary course. She was so ignorant about writers that she did

not know whether such a thing was ever done, or could be done; but if he could

tell her how the story was to come out he would be doing more for her than

anything else that could be done for her on earth. She had read that sometimes

authors began to print their serial stories before they had written them to the

end, and he might not be sure of the end himself; but if he had finished this

story of his, and could let her see the last pages in print, she would owe him

the gratitude she could never express.




The letter was written in an

educated hand, and there were no foibles of form or excesses of fashion in the

stationery to mar the character of sincerity the simple wording conveyed. The

postal address, with the date, was fully given, and the name signed at the end

was evidently genuine.




Verrian himself had no question

of the genuineness of the letter in any respect; his mother, after her first

misgivings, which were perhaps sensations, thought as he did about it. She said

the story dealt so profoundly with the deepest things that it was no wonder a

person, standing like that girl between life and death, should wish to know how

the author solved its problem. Then she read the letter carefully over again,

and again Verrian read it, with an effect not different from that which its

first perusal had made with him. His faith in his work was so great, so entire,

that the notion of any other feeling about it was not admissible.




“Of course,” he said, with a sigh

of satisfaction, “I must show the letter to Armiger at once.”




“Of course,” his mother replied.

“He is the editor, and you must not do anything without his approval.”




The faith in the writer of the

letter, which was primary with him, was secondary with her, but perhaps for

that reason, she was all the more firmly grounded in it.


















 




II.




 




There was nothing to cloud the

editor’s judgment, when Verrian came to him, except the fact that he was a poet

as well as an editor. He read in a silence as great as the author’s the letter

which Verrian submitted. Then he remained pondering it for as long a space

before he said, “That is very touching.”




Verrian jumped to his question.

“Do you mean that we ought to send her the proofs of the story?”




“No,” the editor faltered, but

even in this decision he did not deny the author his sympathy. “You’ve touched

bottom in that story, Verrian. You may go higher, but you can never go deeper.”




Verrian flushed a little. “Oh,

thank you!”




“I’m not surprised the girl wants

to know how you manage your problem—such a girl, standing in the shadow of the

other world, which is always eclipsing this, and seeing how you’ve caught its

awful outline.”




Verrian made a grateful murmur at

the praise. “That is what my mother felt. Then you have no doubt of the good

faith—”




“No,” the editor returned, with

the same quantity, if not the same quality, of reluctance as before. “You see,

it would be too daring.”




“Then why not let her have the

proofs?”




“The thing is so unprecedented—”




“Our doing it needn’t form a

precedent.”




“No.”




“And if you’ve no doubt of its

being a true case—”




“We must prove that it is, or,

rather, we must make her prove it. I quite feel with you about it. If I were to

act upon my own impulse, my own convictions, I should send her the rest of the

story and take the chances. But she may be an enterprising journalist in

disguise it’s astonishing what women will do when they take to newspaper

work—and we have no right to risk anything, for the magazine’s sake, if not

yours and mine. Will you leave this letter with me?”




“I expected to leave the whole

affair in your hands. Do you mind telling me what you propose to do? Of course,

it won’t be anything—abrupt—”




“Oh no; and I don’t mind telling

you what has occurred to me. If this is a true case, as you say, and I’ve no

question but it is, the writer will be on confidential terms with her pastor as

well as her doctor and I propose asking her to get him to certify, in any sort

of general terms, to her identity. I will treat the matter delicately—Or, if

you prefer to write to her yourself—”




“Oh no, it’s much better for you

to do it; you can do it authoritatively.”




“Yes, and if she isn’t the real

thing, but merely a woman journalist trying to work us for a ‘story’ in her

Sunday edition, we shall hear no more from her.”




“I don’t see anything to object

to in your plan,” Verrian said, upon reflection. “She certainly can’t complain

of our being cautious.”




“No, and she won’t. I shall have

to refer the matter to the house—”




“Oh, will you?”




“Why, certainly! I couldn’t take

a step like that without the approval of the house.”




“No,” Verrian assented, and he

made a note of the writer’s address from the letter. Then, after a moment spent

in looking hard at the letter, he gave it back to the editor and went abruptly

away.




He had proof, the next morning,

that the editor had acted promptly, at least so far as regarded the house. The

house had approved his plan, if one could trust the romantic paragraph which

Verrian found in his paper at breakfast, exploiting the fact concerned as one

of the interesting evidences of the hold his serial had got with the magazine

readers. He recognized in the paragraph the touch of the good fellow who

prepared the weekly bulletins of the house, and offered the press literary

intelligence in a form ready for immediate use. The case was fairly stated, but

the privacy of the author’s correspondent was perfectly guarded; it was not

even made known that she was a woman. Yet Verrian felt, in reading the paragraph,

a shock of guilty dismay, as if he had betrayed a confidence reposed in him,

and he handed the paper across the table to his mother with rather a sick look.




After his return from the

magazine office the day before, there had been a good deal of talk between them

about that girl. Mrs. Verrian had agreed with him that no more interesting

event could have happened to an author, but she had tried to keep him from

taking it too personally, and from making himself mischievous illusions from

it. She had since slept upon her anxieties, with the effect of finding them

more vivid at waking, and she had been casting about for an opening to

penetrate him with them, when fortune put this paragraph in her way.




“Isn’t it disgusting?” he asked.

“I don’t see how Armiger could let them do it. I hope to heaven she’ll never

see it!”




His mother looked up from the

paragraph and asked,




“Why?”




“What would she think of me?”




“I don’t know. She might have

expected something of the kind.”




“How expect something of the

kind? Am I one of the self-advertisers?”




“Well, she must have realized

that she was doing rather a bold thing.”




“Bold?”




“Venturesome,” Mrs. Verrian

compromised to the kindling anger in her son’s eyes.




“I don’t understand you, mother.

I thought you agreed with me about the writer of that letter—her sincerity,

simplicity.”




“Sincerity, yes. But

simplicity—Philip, a thoroughly single-minded girl never wrote that letter. You

can’t feel such a thing as I do. A man couldn’t. You can paint the character of

women, and you do it wonderfully—but, after all, you can’t know them as a woman

does.”




“You talk,” he answered, a little

sulkily, “as if you knew some harm of the girl.”




“No, my son, I know nothing about

her, except that she is not single-minded, and there is no harm in not being

single-minded. A great many single-minded women are fools, and some

double-minded women are good.”




“Well, single-minded or

double-minded, if she is what she says she is, what motive on earth could she

have in writing to me except the motive she gives? You don’t deny that she

tells the truth about herself?”




“Don’t I say that she is sincere?

But a girl doesn’t always know her own motives, or all of them. She may have

written to you because she would like to begin a correspondence with an author.

Or she may have done it out of the love of excitement. Or for the sake of

distraction, to get away from herself and her gloomy forebodings.”




“And should you blame her for

that?”




“No, I shouldn’t. I should pity

her for it. But, all the same, I shouldn’t want you to be taken in by her.”




“You think, then, she doesn’t

care anything about the story?”




“I think, very probably, she

cares a great deal about it. She is a serious person, intellectually at least,

and it is a serious story. No wonder she would like to know, at first hand,

something about the man who wrote it.”




This flattered Verrian, but he

would not allow its reasonableness. He took a gulp of coffee before saying,

uncandidly, “I can’t make out what you’re driving at, mother. But, fortunately,

there’s no hurry about your meaning. The thing’s in the only shape we could

possibly give it, and I am satisfied to leave it in Armiger’s hands. I’m

certain he will deal wisely with it-and kindly.”




“Yes, I’m sure he’ll deal kindly.

I should be very unhappy if he didn’t. He could easily deal more wisely,

though, than she has.”




Verrian chose not to follow his

mother in this. “All is,” he said, with finality, “I hope she’ll never see that

loathsome paragraph.”




“Oh, very likely she won’t,” his

mother consoled him.


















 




III.




 




Only four days after he had seen

Armiger, Verrian received an envelope covering a brief note to himself from the

editor, a copy of the letter he had written to Verrian’s unknown correspondent,

and her answer in the original. Verrian was alone when the postman brought him

this envelope, and he could indulge a certain passion for method by which he

read its contents in the order named; if his mother had been by, she would have

made him read the girl’s reply first of all. Armiger wrote:
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