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sought his advice and his support. When
he was writing the Life of Lord George
Bentinck he consulted Delane as to the
advisability of including the racing side
of his hero’s career. The editor dis-
suaded him from the perils of such an
adventure. Disraeli also accepted at
least one rebuke with humility. Delane
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Years Company), remains
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memory than that chapter which de-
scribes the last two years in the life of
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was firmly resolved that columns of The
T'imes should be free from literary log-
rolling, Disraeli begged to be allowed
to nominate his own reviewer for the
Life of Lord George Bentinck. Delane
wrote such a letter in reply as caused
Disraeli to apologise promptly for his
“stupid suggestion.”’

the author of “The Battle Hymn of the
Republic.” She was entering her tenth
decade. But she was still the Grand
Old Woman, active in public work, and
filled with an undying fire. The days
were busy ones, but the relaxation of the
evening took the form of reading aloud.
She had to have a novel, not a “problem
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novel”; those she detested, but a good,
stirring tale, with plenty of action in it.
She thrilled over Sienkiewicz’'s With
Fire and Sword, Kipling’s Kim, and
Stevenson’s The Master of Ballantrae.
Foreign authors visiting Boston made it
a point to call upon her. Mrs. Hum-
phrey Ward was one of the last of these
visitors ; another was William J. Locke,
whose Beloved Vagabond Mrs. Howe
had greatly enjoyed. The news of the
death of Marion Crawford in the spring
of 1909 was a great shock to her. He
had been very dear to her since his boy-
hood. On account of her great age peo-
ple were always endeavouring to keep
her from physical effort. This she did
not quite relish. In the autumn of 1909
she was elected a member of the Ameri-
can Academy of Arts and Letters, and
in December she wrote for its first meet-
ing a poem called “The Capitol.” She
greatly desired to read this poem before
the association and planned to go to
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Woashington. On learning of her inten-
tion, three officers of the association,
William Dean Howells, Robert Under-
wood Johnson, and Thomas Nelson
Page, sent her a ‘“‘round-robin” tele-
gram, begging her not to run the risk
of the long winter journey. The kindly
suggestion was not altogether well taken.
“Ha!” she flashed out. “They think
I am too old, but there’s a little ginger
left in the old blue jar.” Once she was
to be at a reception in Newport. She
was late, and a neighbour, Bradford
Norman, drove her to her destination in
his automobile at a terrific clip. On
alighting, “Braddie,” she said, “if I were
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ten years younger, I would set up one

of these hell wagons myself.”
‘This, in its simplest form, is the story
of Patience Worth, a book about which
a great deal has already

“Patience ‘been written, and a
Worth” book which may prove

to be the sensation of
the spring. In July, 1913, Mrs. John

H. Curran, wife of a former Immigra-
tion Commissioner of Missouri, and
Mrs. Emily Grant Hutchings, wife of
the Secretary of the Tower Grove Park
Board of St. Louils, were amusing them-
selves with a ouija board, when out of
a clear sky came:

Many moons ago, I lived. Again I come.
Patience Worth my name.

There was a pause and then the board
continued :

Wait. I would speak with thee. If thou
shalt live, then so shall I, I make my bread
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by the harp. Good friends, let us be mer-
rie. The time for work is past. Let the
tabbie drowse and; blink her wisdom to
the fire log.

Thus began an association with “Pa-
tience Worth” that has lasted for more
than two years. The story of that asso-
ciation is presented in a book by Caspar
S. Yost, editorial director of the St.
Louis Globe-Democrat, who vouches
without reservation for the genuineness
of the communications. “Patience,”
according to her story, lived “across the
sea’ in the year 1649, but she has made
clear the fact that she is not tied to any
period. Incidentally, in England, 1649
was the year that witnessed the execu-
tion of Charles I. “Patience” tells a
story of Charles and makes him stutter.
The communications have consisted of
conversations, poems, allegories, short
plays, a long medizval drama, and two
novels. They come on the ouija board
at almost any time Mrs. Curran sits
downs to it, in instalments of eight hun-
dred to three thousand words at a sit-



