z‘/zzs SUMMER ing o

Murmur of rippling waves in your ears
as you wake. Cool'breeze stirring palms out- -
side your window. Golden dawn on clouds
and flashing sea. A new day —in Hawali—
and yoz keen for adventure.

A dash into the tingling surf puts you on
edge. Golden papaya or juicy pineapple and
Hawailan coffee for breakfast. How fresh
and clean the air! *

What to do? Golf in color-splashed Nuu-
anu Valley? A motor trip mountainward to
wind- -swept Paji, or around the island } Shop-
pmg in Oriental bazaars?:A bout with an
‘putrigger canoe? Day-dreaming - under a
shady /ax tree? Or by steamer through
jsland channels to Hawaii’s volcanic. Na-
tional Park; and to Maui or Kaual? These
and a hundred others for your choosmg

“You’ll want all the time you can spare,
but 4 or § weeks and $400 to g500 from
the Pacific Coast will do it. You’ll enjoy
the calm voyage, 5 or 6 days direct to- Hon-
olulu from Los Angeles, San Francisco, Se-
attle, Vancouver or Victoria, B. C. No
passports, interpreters or red tape-—Hawaii
is U, 8. soil, a full-fledged Territory.

For illustrated, descriptive information ask
yournearestrailway, steamshipor travelagent,

223 McCanN‘BLpe., 451 MONTGOMERY ST.,

San Francisco
or 352 Fort ST., HoNoLULU, HAwAII, U. S, A,
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Saints and Sinners

WO large volumes of the letters of.

Queen Victoria® furnish enter-

tainment, if taken in moderate
doses.  Historians may find in ‘them
what they like to call side-lights. That
much-talked-about but elusive person,
the student of human character, should
not neglect them. These letters to and
from the Queen and the entries in her
journal cover the period from 1862 to
1878; the .Prince Consort had died but
recemly, and the Civil War was raging
in America. The kindly Prince, almost
on his death-bed, had done a wise and
statesmanlike act in softening the phrase-
ology of the note to Washington and
making possible a settlement of the
Trent affair.

The sorrow of the Queen at the death
of her “beloved Albert” was overwhelm-
ing, and many of her references to it
must be read with pity. Nevertheless it

is apparent that she took a woman’s ad~

vantage of the -situation, .and used her
grief-stricken WldOWhOOd without scru-
ple to bully every one into doing her will.
The text is given of the letter to Mrs.
Lincoln at the'stime of the assassination

of the President, and of Mrs. Lincoln’s

equally simple and noble reply. We learn
that the impulse for the Queen’s letter
came originally from John Bright; we
wonder if the real author of the reply
may have been John Hay.

:* This ‘was the .age of Gladstone and

Dlsraeh, Gladstone’s letters are always

stiff and .correct, while Disraeli’s had an.

«occasional gleam of irony and almost
waggishness. One extraordinary letter is
from Lord Grenville to the Queen, de-
scribing the sudden death, while riding,
of Bishop Wilberforce (Soapy Sam).
Certainly, the demise of a distinguished
prelate: is a grave topic, but Lord Gren-
ville has so phrased his communication
that it is difficult to read the letter and
keep a perfectly serious countenance,

. The great Duke of Wellington comes
from the pen of the Hon. John Ior-
tescue® with his prestige in no wise
diminished. It is an admirable biog-
raphy, which could well be even longer.
Some of the extraordinary events of the
campaigns in Spain could be agreeably

iThe Letters of Queen Victoria. Second
Series. Published by authority of H. M.
the King. HEdited by George Earle Buckle.
2 vols. Longmans, Green & Co., New York.
$15.

© 2 Wellington.
tescue. Dodd, Mead & Co.,

By the Hon. John For-
New York. $3.

expanded. Simplicity, energy, and iron
devotion to duty were his characteristics.
The conqueror of the greatest soldier of
all time, he was by no manner of means
to be compared with his antagonist as a
statesman. Neither had a positive aver-
sion to the society of ladies. His punc-
tiliousness led him into much tiresome

- detail in civil life; he was an easy prey

to autograph hunters, as he answered
every letter. There are pathos and great
beauty in the story of his later days.

There is pathos, too, in the story of
Beatrice Cenci,’ although this book again
explodes the legend of her saintliness.
The supposed portrait of her is one of
the most familiar in the world, and it is
not Beatrice at all. That she and the
other members of her family had a cause
for the murder of her father which
would secure sympathy for her to-day,
even if it did- not justify her act, seems
to be undoubted. A nasty wretch per-
ished when Francesco Cenci died. But
there seems to be no foundation for the
traditional charge which she made
against him, and’it is also apparent that
Beatrice herself was a daughter of her
time, no better and no worse than other
ladies of the Renaissance. This is a de-
tailed investigation into the manners and
customs of a period which we are apt to
look at through rosy glasses. Much of
its hideousness is revealed by the unspar-
ing researches of Signor Ricci. '

This edition of the “Travels of Marco
Polo”* is attractive in appearance and
fascinating to read. Mr. Komroff has
written an Introduction in exactly the
right spirit; it seizes one’s interest from
the opening sentence. One of the en-
thralling questions which is raised is
whether the Church of Rome missed a
great opportunity to convert China or
escaped the danger of itself being Orien-
talized. Marco Polo viewed a wonderful
section of the earth and looked upon
marvels and oddities beyond compare.
He might have corresponded with Queen
Victoria on equal terms in one respect:
there was not -enough of the sense of

tBeatrice Cenci. By . Corrado Ricei.
Translated from TItalian by Morris Bishop
and Henry Longan Stuart. 2 vols. Boni &
Liveright, New York. $10.

¢The Travels of Marco Polo, the Vene-
tian. Revised from Marsden’s Translation
and Edited with an Introduction by Manuel
Komroff. Boni & Liveright, New York.
$3.50. )
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humor in the two of them together ade-

quately to furnish a child of six.

With humble apologies to the great
Queen and the great Duke, I am going
to close these few remarks with a brief
reference to one of those extraordinary
Americans hight Billy the Kid’ Born
in New York not so many years ago
and christened William—T forget his last
name—mhe transferred -his activities to
New Mexico, where he died with his
boots on and twenty-one notches on the
butt of his gun at the early age of
twenty-one, Universally lamented—with
certain exceptions. The twenty-one
notches stood only for white men; he did
not count Mexicans nor Indians, nor
possibly Chinese, Zulus, or Eskimos.
He was not a good gun-man, like Wild
Bill Hickock, who killed only in self-de-
fense or in line of duty as an officer of
the law. He was a bandit, with certain
limitations and ideals, and, as Mr. Bumns
points out with refreshing avoidance of
sentimentalism, he was a murderer. Mr.
Burns tells the story well, and must have
done no small amount of original re-
search.

When the guests move out to dinner,
Marco Polo will have to walk by himself.
The Duke will naturally escort his Gra-
cious Sovereign, while Billy the Kid will
give his arm to Beatrice Cenci, and I
think they will find topics for conversa-
tion. All the ladies liked Billy, and he
is mourned by them even to this day.

" 5The Saga of Billy the Kid. By Walter

Noble. Burns. Doubleday, Page & Co., New
York, $2.50.
) E. P.

Fiction
MOTE HOUSE MYSTERY, By Archibald Mar-
shall and Horace A. Vachell. Dodd, Mead
& Co., New York. $2.

This novel is now wending its serial
way through the pages of the London
“Graphic” under the title of “Mr.
Allen,” a fair name for the book, which
“Mote House Mystery” is not. There is
no mystery about it. - ‘As soon as the
story gets going (after the first hundred
pages) we learn that the arch-villain is
attempting to poison his stepdaughter in
a most insidious manner, and the rest of
the book explains how he is frustrated in
this attempt and what eventually hap-
pens to him.

- All this is well enough, but the emi-
nent. authors -seem unable to decide
whether they are writing one of those
succulent truffles that keep England’s
lady novelists from the poorhouse, all
about the dear sweet old bachelor who
collects prints and loves to romp with the
kiddies, and how he gives up the golden-
haired lassie to the young fellow with the
chest expansion; or whether they were

Quaint Quebec invites it

Exit, Quebec’s gayest Winter! Enter, the
Chateau’stranquil Spring! Five hundredand
fifty guest rooms are the ample measure of
its hospitality—come and rest awhile, its cor-
dial invitation. The quaint old wing is now
being restored. Above it looms the great
baronial tower —landmark in a countryside
that looks and lives and talks like old Nor-
mandy. From your window, look down on
the St. Lawrence—or off there into the dis-

tance toward the blue Laurentians. Bask in

the morning sun on Dufferin Terrace, or jog
through cobbled streets in a native caleche.
Amble along the highways, past hamlets,
shrines, and jolly peasants. Forget the pres-
ent in the peaceful idyll of a seventeenth
century Spring...Forget—until the ‘Chateau
Frontenac’s modern appointments, deft ser-
vice and luxurious comfort bring you pleas-
antly back to the moment! What a change
—what a rest! Come, enjoy it! Chatean
Frontenac bids you welcome—as ever. In-
formation at Canadian Pacific, 344 Madison

Ave.,New York; 71 East Jackson Blvd., Chi-.
cago;or, Chateau Frontenac, Quebec, Canada. -

CHATEAU

FRONTENA C

BIENVEN UE A QUEBEO :
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