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R O U N D T H E W O R L D . * 
Any man can go a A"0)"ag"e round the world and write a 

book about it when he gets home again ; a good many men 
do. but most of them ought not tt), for it is not one in a 
thousand that has eyes or the desire to see more than the 
guide-books tell him to look at, and fewer still have so much 
of cunning in the use of words that tliey are able to give 
colour, atmosphere, or anything of living realism to the story 
of their travels when they come to write it. Sir Frederick 
Treves is of that very small minority. He has written in 
" The Other Side of the Lantern '' one of those not too 
lilentiful " travel lers ' t a l e s " that really ought to have been 
written, for it is interest ing and amusing from first to last, 
and you are the wiser for having read it. 

The title is simply the embodiment of a c|uaintly fanciful 
conceit that the author casually annotates in a line or two 
of preface. " A paper lantern, round and red, hangs under 
a cloud of cherry blossom in a Japanese village. There is 
a very familiar flower symbol painted u])on one side of it. 
Some children have crossed the green to sec what is on the 
other side of the lantern. A like curiosity has led to the 
writing of this trivial book.' ' The larger sections of the 
record are devoted to India and Japan . Star t ing from Til­
bury in a November fog, we are carried out across the 
Mediterranean, through the Suez Canal and the Red Sea, 
making flying calls at this and that place by the way, and 
so to India for a lengthier sojourn, to Burmah, Ceylon. 
China, Japan, and round by America home. Everywhere it 
is the people who interest Sir Freder ick more than the 
scenery, though the scenery interests him, too, and nothing 
of the beauty or the strangeness or the wonder of it seems 
to escape him. Gossiping delightfully one minute of the 
history or tradit ions of the place he is visiting, the next he 

is noting some exquisitely or grotesquely charac­
teristic feature of the street or the town, and all 
the while he is acutely and most sym])athetically 
alive to the smallest and obscurest of the little 
comedies and tragedies that arc ha])pening about 
him daily wherever he passes. He knows how 
to observe and how to describe what he observe^, 
and his descriptions bite into the memory so that 
certain sights and sounds that haunted him haunt 
you also after you h a \ e closed the book. There 
.>till, as he sketched her in a casual three or four 
lines, is the little Japanese girl-mother ho ld ing 
her baby uj) laughingly, and calling to it to look 
at the fish-shaped jiennon fluttering bravely m 
the wind, and you w"ondcr at the baby's curious 
impassiveness till you notice with a shock that it 
is blind. There is that light, musical '' babble 
of the clogs '' heard in the streets of the Japanese 
city—the sound is made so audible in the brief 
])aragra]jh that describes it that hereafter if ever 
you hear it in reality it must seem familiar to yor.. 

There arc no long and laboured descri])tive p a -
sages, but the book abounds in brilliant and 
\'ividl)' impressionistic w"ord-picturcs, such as 
this of the departure from Tilbury : '• The Thames 
creeps from under the fog, a> if it came forth 
from a tunnel. Here at Ti lburv it is a villainou-
t ramp of a river. Dirty, sullen, and strong, it 
lurches down to the sea. It seems to revel in it-
dirtiness, for c \ery eddy it turns up brings from 
the depths fresh rerJisations of a deeper dirt. It 
rubs its muddy shoulders along the shr inking 
banks, so that they are soiled by its touch. Mud 
and mist replace the glories of stream and sky. 
Where tlicre may have been fields trodden by 
leisurely folk, with stiles for them to rest at and 
hedgerows for them to make love among, there 
are gullies and dykes of slime, a village of dismal 
^heds, and a sjiinney of cranes and derricks. T h e 
very grass, s truggling up among ashes and rust­
ing iron, looks lean and dissipated." 

Take , by way of contrast, the description of tiic 
Taj 'Mahal built on the banks of the J u m n a l)y 
the I'^mperor Shah Jahan " over the remains of 
his wife .Arjumand Banu, the wife of his youth." 

. . . " It stands aloft on its marble ])latform at the end 
of the garden causeway, a th ing of white against the 
blue sky. It is poised between the masses of green trees 
which brush the terrace and the unruffled blue. It is like 
a white cloud, luminous, intangible , translucent. Wi th the 
first sight of the Taj Mahal com.cs only a sense of indefinal)le 
pleasure. It is no mere feeling of admiration, still less of 
amazement, no mere delight in a splendid building, because 
it does not imjjress one as a building-. There is a sudden 
vision, and with it a sudden sense of ineft'able satisfaction, 
as if in the ])lace of a marble dome the garden had been 
filled with divine music. . . . The building is pale and un­
substantial , and its walls a])])2ar so thin that the fabric is 
like a shell. One would imagine that a blast of wind would 
carry it away, or that it would melt before a vicious rain. 
There is no background for it but the sky. and in the sky 
are onlv wheeling kites." 

Nearly all these pen-pictures of buildings and cities and 
natur.al scenery are edged with poetry, as the sketches of the 
v.irious peoples who generally fill the foregrounds, and the 
comments on their habits of life and thought , are shrewd and 
suggestive, and informed alw.ays with a large humani ty . 

The book is dedicated, by special permission, to the King, 
and contains forty excellent il lustrations from photographs 
taken by the author. A. Sr . JoHX .ADCOCK. 

S P A I N I N E N G L A N D . * 
If we should meet upon the stairs that awful student of 

I'itruscan Inscriptions I fear greatly that , in spite of the re­
commended tactics, we should allow him to go, rejoicing. Yet 
even without that irony which is the na tura l weapon of many 
a man—if he be fortunate enough to have Anatole France for 
his creator—we may, some of us, have sufficient—well! call 
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it wisdom to cast a doubt on the student's Latin. l!ut, after 
all, the conduct which I am advocating- is for the use of 
those individuals who can speak pretty well on the spur of 
the moment . W e need not consider those rarest beings who 
turnislr themselves with a re])artcc. a r range a meeting, pro-
\ oke an argument , and lead it u)) to the i^atal point. How-
e\er. when the student writes a liook he gives himself far 
more into your hands. There arc several methods of dealing 
crtectively with him. One of those which now prevails -
and a very pleasant one if you yourself should have a hai^iiy 
ignorance of Latin—is to mention the fact (which is un­
doubtedly of sociological value) that the student has frequent 
recourse to a toothbrush, or the more aesthetic information 
that a certain portrait ])ainter has declined—being tactful 
you will not say why—to immortalize the student's motlier. 
'riien again, you may have a theory - say that factories h a \ e 
been found wanting because in picturcscjueness thev com-
liare unfavourably with a cloaked hidalgo (besides being 
more difficult to write aliout). With inconsideraljlc prac­
tice you will take your suliject—-Ktruscan Inscriptions, for 
that matter—and with a charming digression you will devote 
your article to a condemnat ion of factories and a glorifica­
tion of hidalgos, both of which topics appear (|uite glamorous 
to )<)ur many and st!)lid ]5ritir-h readers - who think that 
e\'cryone knows as little as vou ])retend to concerning their 
-ccret romance. "Wlien you have finished the factories, flout 
other aspects of civilisation ; assert that woad is the only 
wear, and if at some personal inconvenience you resolve to 
]irove it I su|)])ose that c>i"en in vour own garden the stolid 
Hritish law would run, and juile vou forth to publicity. 

Hut for the moment I will avail myself of none of tliese. 
.ilthough the temjitation is ])eculiarly severe. i\Iajor Martin 
Hume is undersUKid to know as much about Spain and 
Spanish historv and language as .Mr. George W y n d h a m 
knows of the language of the Picts. and 1 ha\"e no doul)t 
tliat Major Hume knows a great deal more, seeing that he 
has w-ritten at least one book in the most admirable Spanish. 
whereas Mr. W v n d h a m has turned the I'lctic language 
(whicli now consists of five words) to no such purpose. Let 
us assume, then, that all things Spanish are an ojien book 
to Major Hume- and here we may find a loophole, for it is 
possible that when such a specialist sets out to 
write about '' Spanish Influence on hinglish Litcra-
uire " he will see that influence more widely 
exertcd than anyone else, perhaps even more 
widely than has been the case. ^Manifold are the 
complications of " l i terary influence," for we must 
distinguish the great winds of though t - such as 
the Renaissance—which do not blow from any 
land but , even as love in the thoughts of youth, 
Ijcnd all men equally. Still, on the other hand, 
if one character be given out of one laird or 
li terature into another l i terature there is influence, 
however small. Such, in " Love's Labour Lost.' ' 
IS the character of Don Adriano Armado, which, 
as Major H u m e captivatingly shows, must have 
been taken from Antonio Perez, an exiled 
Spaniard. This is, indeed, an admirable case, 
for Antonio was in very life no less a true 
Spaniard than the shrugging but vivacious 
foreigner of our d rama is a true F renchman . 
It is not our business to place upon the stage a 
licrson who consumes beef and is very fairly sane, 
because if he resembles us in so many points we 
shall not perceive the few w-herein we differ ; and, 
broadly speaking. F r enchmen do shrug and are 
vivacious. Then, if our modern plays are litera­
ture and permanent , that F r e n c h m a n will exert as 
durable an influence ujion our l i terature as 
-Antonio Perez, with his affectations, his heroics, 
,ind his extravagance. These qualities have been 
cultivated in Eng land from the days when Lilly 
wrote his " l^ujihues "—who knows whether the 
failure of Perez would have kept away from our 
l i terature that obscurity and involution of style 
which are still sometimes to Ijc met with? Alas ! 
we read that under the didactic influence of Don 
Alfonso the Learned it was customary for letters, 
amorous and otherwise, to be so written that no 
man could easily comprehend them, and in these 
times we have so fallen that letters of the most 

unalloyed (because the most careless) love can be compre­
hended of jur}'men. For these and other benefits we got 
from Spain, such as the mysticism of F ray Luis de Leon 
Avhich appears in Crashaw, the '' No\elas Ejemplares " which 
were borrowed by Beaumont and Fletcher, the peripatetic 
books and the picaresque which are visible in Engl ish work 
from Fielding to Mark Twain, for " Count Lucanor ," which 
was probably not the germ of the " Taming of the Shrew " 
— for all these Major Hume will give good arguments . Those 
who want to learn a great deal about the subject will l̂ e 
sure to study this book, whatever I may say ; those others 
who may like to meet some enter tainment will rejoice in the 
light and sarcastic touch which animates our author 's 
erudition. H E X R Y B E R N . \ R D . 

A N E W P L E A FOR B O W D L E R . * 
In a very handsomely printed volume Mr. Street has col­

lected a second instalment of his fugitive essays, which 
contain sporadically a great deal well worth resurrection. 
For he really has something to say—something really of his 
own. 'When, strangely often, ho says things which for years 
I have been scolded for saying, he finds me cold. It may bo 
that '• invincible ignorance " is too morose to welcome a 
comrade. Hut when I think him flatly wrong, he interests, 
he rouses, he challenges. A good sign this ; so few now 
are worth quarrel l ing w-ith. Not that I would try ever so 
briefly to '' have words with him '' in a single column ; 
Init his protest against Bowdlerism shall not go without a 
hurried counterblast. T h e subject is too vast to embrace 
here—too thorny to jienetratc ; 1 only ask Mr. Street to 
weigh one point. Pornography and all vile books whicli 
cannot do an atom of good and must do worlds of ha rm, 
we both, I suppose, agree to hand over to the Destroying 
Angel, Air. Sti])endiary and his detective sprites. Hut 
there remain piles of excellent, wholesome old books, some 
which every man ought to read, others which most men like 
to read, and which are sometimes disfigured, and sometimes 
- I say it boldly—improved by indecency and coarseness. 
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