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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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I. IN THE PARLOR OF THE PONKWASSET HOTEL.




 




I. Miss Maggie Wallace and Miss Lilly Roberts.




 




The Ponkwasset Hotel stands on

the slope of a hill and fronts the irregular mass of Ponkwasset Mountain, on

which the galleries and northern windows of the parlor look out. The parlor is

furnished with two hair-cloth sofas, two hair-cloth easychairs, and cane-seated

chairs of divers patterns; against one side of the room stands a piano, near either

end of which a door opens into the corridor; in the center of the parlor a

marble-topped table supports a state-lamp of kerosene, — a perfume by day, a

flame by night, — and near this table sit two young ladies with what they call

work in their hands and laps.




 




Miss Maggie Wallace, with her

left wrist curved in the act of rolling up a part of her work, at which she

looks down with a very thoughtful air and a careworn little sigh: "I don't

think I shall cut it bias, after all, Lilly."




 




Miss Lilly Roberts, letting her

work fall into her lap, in amazement: " Why, Maggie!"




 




Maggie: "No. Or at least I

shan't decide to do so till I've had Leslie's opinion on it. She has perfect

taste, and she could tell at a glance whether it would do."




 




Lilly: "I wonder she isn't

here, now. The stage must be very late."




 




Maggie: "I suppose the

postmaster at South Herodias waited to finish his supper before he 'changed the

mail,' as they call it. I was so in hopes she would come while they were at

tea! It will so disgust her to see them all strung along the piazza and staring

their eyes out at the arrivals, when the stage drives up," — a horrible

picture which Miss Wallace dreamily contemplates for a moment in mental vision.




 




Lilly: "Why don't you go

down, too, Maggie? Perhaps she'd find a familiar face a relief."




 




7 Maggie, recalled to herself by

the wild suggestion: "Thank you, Lilly. I'd rather not be thought so

vulgar as that, by Leslie Bellingham, if it's quite the same to other friends.

Imagine her catching sight of me in that crowd! I should simply wither

away."




 




Lilly, rebelliously: "Well,

I don't see why she should feel authorized to overawe people in that manner.

What does she do to show her immense superiority?"




 




Maggie: "Everything! In the

first place she's go refined and cultivated, you can't live; and then she takes

your breath away, she's so perfectly lovely; and then she kills you dead with

her style, and all that. She isn't the least stiff. She's the kindest to other

people you ever saw, and the carefullest of their feelings; and she has the

grandest principles, and she's divinely impulsive! But somehow you feel that if

you do anything that's a little vulgar in her presence, you'd better die at once.

It was always so at school, and it always will be. Why you would no more dare

to do or say anything just a little common, don't you know with Leslie

Bellingham" — A young lady, tall, slender, and with an air of delicate

distinction, has appeared at the door of the parlor. She is of that type of

beauty which approaches the English, without losing the American fineness and

grace; she is fair, and her eyes are rather gray than blue; her nose is

slightly aquiline; her expression is serious, but becomes amused as she listens

to Miss Wallace. She wears one of those blonde traveling-costumes, whose

general fashionableness she somehow subdues into character with herself; over

her arm she carries a shawl. She drifts lightly into the room. At the rustling

of her dress Miss Wallace looks up, and with a cry of surprise and ecstasy springs

from her chair, scattering the contents of her work-box in every direction over

the floor, and flings herself into Miss Leslie Bellingham's embrace. Then she

starts away from her and gazes rapturously into her face, while they prettily

clasp hands and hold each other at arm's length: "Leslie! You heard every

word!"


















 




II. Miss Leslie Bellingham, Maggie, and Lilly.




 




Leslie: "Every syllable, my

child. And when you came to my grand principles, I simply said to myself, 'Then

listening at keyholes is heroic,' and kept on eavesdropping without a murmur.

Had you quite finished?" 




 




Maggie: "O Leslie! You know

I never can finish when I get on that subject! It inspires me to greater and

greater flights every minute. Where is your mother? Where is Mrs. Murray? Where

is the stage? Why, excuse me! This is Miss Roberts. Lilly, it's Leslie

Bellingham! Oh, how glad I am to see you together at last! Didn't the

stage" — 




 




Leslie, having graciously bowed

to Miss Roberts: "No, Maggie. The stage didn't bring me here. I

walked."




 




Maggie: "Why, Leslie! How

perfectly ghastly!"




 




Leslie: "The stage has done

nothing but disgrace itself ever since we left the station. In the first place

it pretended to carry ten or twelve people and their baggage, with two horses.

Four horses oughtn't to drag such a load up these precipices; and wherever the

driver would stop for me, I insisted upon getting out to walk."




 




Maggie: "How like you,

Leslie!"




 




Leslie: "Yes; I wish the

resemblance were not so striking. I'm here in character, Maggie, if you like,

but almost nothing else. I've nothing but a hand-bag to bless me with for the

next twenty-four hours. Shall you be very much ashamed of me?"




 




Maggie: "Why, you don't mean

to say you've lost your trunks? Horrors!"




 




Leslie: "No. I mean that I

wasn't going to let the driver add them to the cruel load he had already, and I

made him leave them at the station till to-morrow night."




 




Maggie, embracing her: "Oh,

you dear, good, grand, generous Leslie! How— Why, but Leslie! He'll have just

as many people to-morrow night, and your trunks besides theirs!"




 




Leslie, with decision: "Very

well! Then I shall not be there to see the outrage. I will not have suffering

or injustice of any kind inflicted in my presence, if I can help it. That is

all." Nevertheless, Miss Bellingham sinks into one of the armchairs with

an air of some dismay, and vainly taps the toe of her boot with the point of

her umbrella in a difficult interval of silence.




 




Maggie, finally: "But where

is your hand-bag?"




 




Leslie, with mystery, "Oh,

he's bringing it."




 




Maggie: "He?"




 




Leslie, with reviving spirits:

"A young man, the good genius of the drive. He's bringing it from the foot

of the hill; the stage had its final disaster there; and I left him in charge

of mamma and aunt Kate, and came on to explore and surprise, and he made me

leave the bag with him, too. But that isn't the worst. I shall know what to io

with the hand-bag when it gets here, but I shan't know what to do with the

young man."




 




Maggie: "With the young man?

Why, Leslie, a young man is worth a thousand hand-bags in a place like this!

You don't know what you 're talking about, Leslie. A young man " — 




 




Leslie, rising and going toward

the window: "My dear, he's out of the question. You may as well make up

your mind to that, for you'll see at once that he'll never do. He's going to

stop here, and as he's been very kind to us it makes his never doing all the

harder to manage. He's a hero, if you like, but if you can imagine it he isn't

quite — well, what you've been used to. Don't you see how a person could be

everything that was unselfish and obliging, and yet not — not" — 




 




Maggie, eagerly: "Oh

yes!"




 




Leslie: "Well, he's that. It

seems to me that he's been doing something for mamma, or aunt Kate, or me, ever

since we left the station. To begin with, he gave up his place inside to one of

us, and when he went to get on top, he found all the places taken there; and so

he had to sit on the trunks behind — whenever he rode; for he walked most of

the way, and helped me over the bad places in the road when I insisted on

getting out. You know how aunt Kate is, Maggie, and how many wants she has.

Well, there wasn't one of them that this young man didn't gratify: he handed

her bag up to the driver on top because it crowded her, and handed it down

because she couldn't do without it; he got her out and put her back so that she

could face the front, and then restored her to her place because an old

gentleman who had been traveling a long way kept falling asleep on her shoulder;

he buttoned her curtain down because she was sure it was going to rain, and

rolled it up because it made the air too close; he fetched water for her; he

looked every now and then to see if her trunks were all right, and made her

more and more ungrateful every minute. Whenever the stage broke down — as it

did twice before the present smash-up — he befriended everybody, encouraged old

ladies, quieted children, and shamed the other men into trying to be of some use;

and if it hadn't been for him, I don't see how the stage would ever have got

out of its troubles; he always knew just what was the matter, and just how to

mend it . Is that the window that commands a magnificent prospect of Ponkwasset

Mountain — in the advertisement?"




 




Maggie: "The very window!"




 




Leslie: "Does it condescend

to overlook so common a thing as the road up to the house?"




 




Maggie: "Of course; but

why?"




 




Leslie, going to the open window,

and stepping through it upon the gallery, whither the other young ladies follow

her, and where her voice is heard: "Yes, there they come! But I can't see my

young man. Is it possible that he's riding? No, there he is! He was on the

other side of the stage. Don't you see him? Why he needn't carry my hand-bag!

He certainly might have let that ride. I do wonder what he means by it! Or is

it only absent-mindedness? Don't let him see us looking! It would be altogether

too silly. Do let's go in!"




 




Maggie, on their return to the

parlor: "What a great pity it is that he won't do! Is he handsome, Leslie?

Why won't he do?"




 




Leslie: "You can tell in a

moment, when you've seen him, Maggie. He's perfectly respectful and nice, of

course, but he's no more social perspective than — the man in the moon. He's

never obtrusive, but he's as free and equal as the Declaration of Independence;

and when you did get up some little perspective with him, and tried to let him

know, don't you know, that there was such a thing as a vanishing point

somewhere, he was sure to do or say something so unconscious that away went

your perspective — one simple crush."




 




Maggie: "How

ridiculous!"




 




Leslie: "Yes. It was funny.

But not just in that way. He isn't in the least common or uncouth. Nobody could

say that. But he's going to be here two or three weeks, and it's impossible not

to be civil; and it's very embarrassing, don't you see?"




 




Lilly: "Let me comfort you,

Miss Bellingham. It will be the simplest thing in the world. We 're all on the

same level in the Ponkwasset Hotel. The landlord will bring him up during the

evening and introduce him. Our table girls teach school in the winter and are

as good as anybody. Mine calls me ' Lilly,' and I'm so small I can't help it. They

dress up in the afternoon, and play the piano. The cook's as affable, when you

meet her in society, as can be."




 




Maggie: "Lilly!"




 




Leslie, listening to Miss Roberts

with whimsical trepidation: "Well, this certainly complicates matters. But

I think we shall be able to manage." At a sound of voices in the hall

without, Miss Bellingham starts from her chair and runs to the corridor, where

she is heard: "Thanks ever so much. So very good of you to take all this

trouble. Come into the parlor, mamma — there's nobody there but Maggie Wallace

and Miss Roberts — and we 'll leave our things there till after tea." She

reenters the parlor with her mother and her aunt Kate, Mrs. Murray; after whom

comes Stephen Blake with Leslie's bag in his hand, and the wraps of the other

ladies over his arm. His dress, which is evidently a prosperous fortuity of the

clothing-store, lakes character from his tall, sinewy frame ; a smile of

somewhat humorous patience lights his black eyes and shapes his handsome

moustache, as he waits in quiet self-possession the pleasure of the ladies.
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