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JUDGMENT 

HOUSE

Sir
Gilbert Parker

Author of “The Weavers," “The Right of Way,” etc.

PRAISE FROM THE PRESS
“Had Gilbert Parker never written the ad

mirable novels that have won him fame, his 
latest, ‘The Judgment House,’ must at once 
have placed him in the lead among the present 
writers of fiction.”—Philadel phia Public Ledger.

“This is the very best novel that has been 
produced in a very long time, which is saying 
a great deal. While it voices no false modesty 
nor preaches Puritanism, it never sinks to the 
promulgation of platitudes of degeneracy nor 
to the dissemination of prurient principles. 
The publishers have shown fine discrimination 
in putting out this masterpiece of Sir Gilbert 
Parker’s.”—Seattle Post Intelligencer.

“Its unfolding throbs with the pulsings of 
empire and involves the destiny of races. It 
is not in any sense historical, and yet its tell
ing is so graphic and vivid that an’impression 
of its historicity possesses the reader as he 
follows the story’s thrilling progress. It is a 
novel of exceptional strength.”—Clereland 
Christian World.

“The dramatic qualities of this book are 
entrancing. The plot is cleverly wrought 
and one cannot find a dull or prosaic moment 
or situation.”—Detroit News Tribune.

xj its diversified character reproductions, 
stirring incidents, cleverness of construction 
and style, ‘The Judgment House’ may be 
reckoned as a rattling good story. There is 
an exposure of the subtleties of British inter- 
Stuat‘io„P0 “r:. ’?'* descriPtio'>s: intense 
situations and startling climaxes, the whole 
”omntha n°Tk ’h‘ch Wi" “ no detract 
' n i“ K reputation as a creator of
enjoyable fiction. —Buffalo Commercial.

Illustrated. Post 8vo, $1.35 net

“Among all the productions of Mr. Parker’s 
pen probably none has exceeded this, his latest, 
in strong interest, skilful character-painting 
and intensely human qualities.”—Utica Press.

‘ Gilbert Parker has written another strong, 
dramatic story of tangled lives, which dem
onstrates the author’s thorough knowledge 
of human nature.”—Albany Journal.

“One reads this story under high tension, 
the tension of really good melodrama.”—N. 
Y. Tribune.

“There is no doubt that Sir Gilbert’s story 
will add to the already great reputation of 
Canada’s most distinguished novelist.”— 
Toronto Globe.

“I have been reading with entire pleasure 
and delight his new novel, ‘The Judgment 
House.’”—Clement Shorter in The London 
Sphere.

“It is a story which captivates and grips 
one with the very bigness of it and with its 
fascinating reality. . . . One might say, as 

an°lher famous author, 
‘Gilbert Parker does not write books; he 
thinks them.’”—Boston Globe.

Brilliant and powerful, worthy of its 
author s proved gifts. War and passion make 
it a legitimate melodrama. Love and hate 
keep it impressively human.”—N. Y. World. 
BI1‘ Sir Gilbcrt written a novel more
failed with keen and poignant sense of life 
vJ? “in woven of L°nd<>n and the

•’ of England and her policies, South 
Africa and her struggles during the Boer 
story ”—N yr mg’ maiestlcally moving

a
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Gilbert Parker’s Dramatic Novel
“ The Judgment l-jouse

, THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. By Gilbert Parker, 
illustrated by W. HatherirL Harper &

1 • Brothers. $1.35.
ILBERT PARKER’S Action has
never concerned itself inuch with 
the interpretation of life. Mr.

Parker has been content to move across 
his tapestry the majestic procession of 
events and to leave to his readers the 
asking and the answering of questions 
as to its meaning. But his procession is 
always an interesting one, and some
times, as in this present book, it is deep
ly moving. Never has Sir Gilbert -written 
a novel more filled with the k^en and 
poignant cense of life than is this story, 
woven of London and the veld, of Eng
land and her policies, South Africa and 
her struggles during the Boer war.

!
The opening is dramatic, puts the read

er at o^ce into the swing of the story and 
thrills him with the prescience of mo- 

Mmcntous things about to happen. It is
j the night of Jameson’s raid, but this 

opening scene is in London, at Covent
। Garden, and only after It is over does 

the reader sense Dr. Jim and his men
riding on Johannesburg. Rudyard Byng, 

! South African nabob, who has made 
1 £3,000,000 on the Rand, sits in a box at 
1 the opera with Jasmine Grenfel, the 
i granddaughter of a man who had made 
! his own millions out of his inventions 

and had handed on to her A goodly por- 
> tion of them, and of his capacity and his 

reckless nature. With them is Ian Staf-
I ford, high up in England’s diplomatic 
; service, in love with Jasmine, sure of his 
| suit. On the stage a newly found star 
j of song is thrilling and holding the house.

Her filmy rcbe brushes a candle and she 
, is wrapped In fire. Byng leaps from the 
| box to the stage and with Jasmine’s opera 

cldilk smothers ‘the flames. And Dr?*jim 
and his 800 ar© riding across the veld, 

! in the mystery and the magic of an (
African night

The story is divided into four books, and i 
the first of these does little but set the 
stage for the action and make the reader 
acquainted with the chief actors. Then 
three years elapse before the opening of 
the next act. In the mean time, Jasmine 
has cast Ian Stafford aside and married 
Byng, and events have been ripening to
ward war in South Africa. Jasmine, ex
quisitely lovely, with princely wealth In 
her hands, possessing her grandfather’s 
energy of soul and lawlessness of spirit, 
and not at all in love with her husband, is 
playing with fire—having nothing else to 
do-and playing very hard. She plays 
with Ian Stafford, back from diplomatic 
successes In Europe, and brings him to 

her feet, even to the point of disregarding 
his life-long friendship with Byng ohd 
casting to the winds the honors and glo
ries of his career, if she will fly with him 

^o some far off corner of the world. She 
plays with her husband’s secretary, a 
handsome beast, a chaser of women, the 
lover of Al’mah, the singer of the opening 
scene, and reveals to him South African 
secrets she has learned from her hus
band, which he hastens to sell to Oom 
Paul, through Byng’s Boer-Hottentot 
servant. She plays with a diplomat from 
the Continent, and through his infatua
tion makes it possible for Stafford to 
achieve the crowning stroke of his dip
lomatic career, by which the powers 
agree to keep hands off and allow Eng
land to do as she will in South Africa.

As the war opens, Jasmine’s house of 
cards falls about her ears. Krool, her 
husband’s Boer-Hottentot servant, re
veals to Byng her dallyings with Adrian 
Fellowes, his secretary, and Byng shows 
the incriminating letter to Stafford, come 
to his house to see Jasmine and learn if 
she will cast everything aside for his 
sake, as he is ready to do for hers. 
Then follow dramatic scenes between all 
the several principals, that are worked 
out with skill and with an emotional 
power that is all the- more thrilling be
cause it is held so admirably in restraint. 
Presently Fellowes is found dead without 
sign of violence. But each one of three 
people, Byng, Jasmine and Stafford, won
der in their most secret thoughts which 
of the other two has killed him. The 
reader wonders, too, and the mystery of 
it and the desire to know what is going 
to be the result of those suspicions keep 
up his suspense and make him hurry 
on to the last book, which carries him 
and the chief actors to South Africa and 
the war. There, in the “ house of iud^- 
ment,” where they come face to face with 
the grim and simple realities of life and 
death, the tangled fates of the people 
of the drama are finally resolved.

In this last book some of the best and 
most vivid descriptive work in the whole 
story is to be found. Sir Gilbert knows 
the veld and its spirit has gone to his 
heart. He has spilled its fragrance all 
through the novel, and he makes its call 
heard even in London streets and draw
ing rooms. Its influence is strong upon 
Byng and his queer assortment of part
ners, and its savagery flares up in them 
in that dramatic scene where they threat
en Krool with the sjambok, and Byng 
himself, at last convinced of the man’s 
treachery, takes off his coat and lays 
on the punishment as he drives the man 
from the house.

The scenes of war are told with spirit 
and vigor and with much keenly sympa
thetic knowledge of the soldiers, both 
English and South African. There are 
bits of banter and flippant conversation 
in the face of danger that show something 
of Kipling’s old-time magic. And there 
are descriptions that make the reader see 
and feel the veld. Like this:

The influence of an African night was 
on him. None that has not felt it can 
understand it, so cold, so sweet, so full 
of sleep, so stirring with an underlife. 
Many have known the breath of the 
pampas beyond the Amazon; the soft 
pungency of the wattle blown across 
tne salt-bush plains of Australia; the 
friendly exhilaration of the prairie or 
the chaparral; the living, loving loneli
ness of the desert. But yonder on the 
veld is a life of the night which pos- 
sesses all the others have, and some- 
thing of its own besides^somethin^i

tor iorgetfulness or th^worM d

or war, with London drawing rooms 
or South African hospitals. She is a com 
Plex creature, of fire and earth, of many 
good possibilities, and much evil reality 
But one doubts a little If the creator of 
her being interprets her aright sees her 
true, as he has made her, and in her re
lations with her world. He seems to in
tend for the reader to take her as, essen
tially, a good woman, not one whose roots, 
like Ibsen s Hedda Gabler, are set in evil 
He gives her a nobleness of spirit that 
seems, under the chastening punishments 
of life and the coming to grips with the 
real world, as she does in South Africa, 
to set her heart toward finer, graver is
sues. But ol’e doubts. She has done evil 
too much and too consciously to deserve 
the confidence the author wants us to feel 
in her.

And very much does one doubt the in
terpretation he makes her put upon her
self. He seems to think, and makes her 
say, that what she needed was a master, 
“ the steel upon her wrists.” It is the 
conventional interpretation of fiction— 
especially of man-written fiction—of the 
willful woman. But it fails to distinguish 
between the high-spirited, willful woman 
of intelligence and the willfu| woman who 
is merely a spoiled child. No woman of 
Jasmine's spirit and mental gifts would 
ever sigh for a master. BuLwhalever 
fault one may find with Sir Gilbert’s in
terpretation of his creation, the fact re
mains that she is a remarkable conception, 
depicted with skill and subtlety and 
graphic art; a vivid type of the woman of 
luxury, who has too much money and 
too little work, whose endowments and 
capacities very much deserve conserva
tion.

Jasmine's husband, Rudyard Byng, is 
another thoroughly conceived and solidly 
depicted character. He is much more 
alive than is Ian Stafford, with whom 
he is strongly contrasted. Many of the 
minor characters also are vividly re
vealed in such lightning strokes as this:

“ Come a little closer,” said Wall- 
stein, in a soothing voice, but so WaJi- 
stein would have spoken to a man ne 
was about to disembowel.
It is a thrilling, majestically moving

story. But it moves too slowly for its 
five hundred , pagesown good. Its

might have been cut down by a third, 
to its very great benefit. The author is 
given to dwelling upon his points until 
they cease to be points, to elaborating 
his descriptions of his people and his 
analysis of their motives until there Is 
nothing left for the reader's Imagination 
to busy itself with. And thus he so clogs 
the progress of the story that sometimes 
it comes perilously near to being weari
some. Even the constant charm of his 
style will hardly save a good many of 
his pages from the Ignominious fate of

■ being skipped.
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SIR GILBERT PARKER TELLS
A CHARACTERISTIC TALE

Cecil Rhodes Kind of Hero and His Marriage to a 

London Society Beauty.
Scenes in South Africa. With Nearly All the Characters

Fighting Terrible Battles.
We made instant note of Adrian i 

Fellowes in the opening part of Sir, 
Gilbert Parker s story of “The Judg- ; 
ment House’’ (Harpers and Brothers) \ 

was :and said to ourselves that
doomed, according to the best rules of; 
melodrama. At Covent Garden he sat; 
turned in his seat, stroking his golden 
mustache and surveying with a smile 
the vast audience hypnotized by the 
“sweet storm of song” proceeding from 
the magical throat of Almah, the dark 
prima donna. He was “a fair, slim, : 
graciously attired man of about 30” and 
excessively handsome, but he had “a 
mind and soul in which no conflicts ever 
raged” and in his cold blue eyes shone 
merely “the gloating look of the gam
bler who swings from the roulette table 
with the winnings of a great coup,” the 
cynical joy of an operator who has 
beaten the bank. The dark and tragical 
Almah had already been the victim of 
an unfortunate attachment A worth
less husband had deserted her and gone 
away to South Africa. Very likely it 
was “temperament” that induced her 
to put her trust in Adrian after her 
perfectly and vividly remembered matri
monial experience. Adrian had no 
chance to escape to South Africa. It 
was one of those slender surgical, 
needles, with an obscure poison on the 
tip, that called the handsome philan
derer to his account.

Rudyard Byng was something like 
Cecil Rhodes. He was a strong man 
and he had amassed millions in South 
Africa. Yeats of training in a wild 
country, rich in its supply of desperate 
situations, had fitted him to do what 
he did that night in the opera house in, 
Covent Garden. As Almah reached the 

. climax of her superb song she let her 
• loose sleeve trail in the flame of a tall 

candle, part of the “property” of the
scene. "For one stark moment no one 
stirred: then suddenly a man with an 
opera cloak on his arm was seen to 
spring across a space of many feet 
between a box on the level of the stage 
and the stage itself. He crashed into 
the footlights, but recovered himself 
• nd ran forward. In an instant he had 
enveloped the agonized figure of the 
singer and had crushed out the flames 
with swift, strong movements.” The 
opera cloak caught up for the accom- 
pUshment of this swift business be
longed to Jasmine, the blonde and sn- 
polatlyely beautiful heroine of the 
» done' Byng: WeU done
R^dy Byng!" Those hearty and men 

hardly cea«<1 ringing 
lLbUS\Lhe h°U8e when the heroine’s 
father ’.bserved that Jasmine would 
marry the Nabob. This Nabob’s njai

may be permTtteT’to 
«ltor. "nothing to be desked.'

ner, mind and heart.

Krool, Byng’s South African servant, 
was a strange and terrifying creature. 
He was half Hottentot and half Dutch, 
He was torn by a sense of divided duty.* 
He loved his_master and felt that K® 
owed allegiance to Oom Paul. In Lon
don he was at the same time a faithful 
bodyservant and a Boer spy. The 
Baas will live as long as he want, but 
Oom Paul will have your heart—and 
plenty more.” So Krool declared to the 
excellent Barry Whalen, faithful friend 
of Byng and Stafford. His teeth showed 
like those of a wolf as he spoke. Re
peatedly he was omnious and terrify- | 
ing. The aristocratic neighborhood of 
Park Lane was thrilled w’hen Byng 
ejected Krool violently from the mag
nificent house, lashing him forth from 
the front door -with a whip of rhi
noceros hide. The policeman in the 
street got a £5 note for holding his 
tongue. It is plain from this part of 
the tale that there is “graft” in Lon
don.

Jasmine was a witness of the lash
ing of Krool, as was nearly everybody i 
else. Her husband gave her the sjambok 
in an absentminded way. She retired 
to her boudoir and soliloquized. It is 
to be read: “She took up the whip, ex
amined it, felt its weight and drew it 
with a swift weight through the air. 
‘I did not even shrink when Krool 

; came stumbling down the stairs with 
this cutting his flesh,’ she said to her- 
self. ‘Somehow it all seemed natural
and right. What has come to me? 
Are all my finer senses dead? Am I 
Just one of the crude human beings 
who lived a million years ago and who 
lives again as crude as those, with 
only the outer things changed? Then 
I wore the skins of wild animals and 
now I do the same, just the same; with 
what we call more taste, perhaps, be
cause we have ceased to see the beauty 
m the natural thing/ She touched 
the little band of gray fur at the sleeve 
of her clinging velvet gown. -Just a 
little distance away, that is all.’ ” After 

h<ir faCC in her hands 
and said that she was doomed. She was 
mistaken if we read into "doom" its or
dinary meaning of a grim eventuality 
She came out happy, perceiving the 
great ments of Byng.

The scene of the tale is shifted r„ 
X l^ We have t*^Me 
n which nearly all the characters Dar

axsc.-s’
the Boer side
aiming at the Baas’s heart The YtY *" 
grun descends and wounds^ “bbed 
ribly, but Barry Whalen *er-
Who wielded It. In anoth.YY8 the giant ford, the dip.omXtTk^^ 
gers before dying and C He Almah. who is aSn C oby 
many scenes of the war ^Crcy ln 
resented as curiously loy^T? reP‘ 
grant husband so./. . . to her va- 
Rnally in South 1^’^ered « hlm 

(grets running the poisonf?6 never re-, 
|the handsomlph^^ ^edle lnto 

। £ger in the storv is a n 
..Hr — 

ger'S sister was befriended by Alinah, 
■who,got her a place in the chorus. In 
South Africa Jigger appears as a trum
peter.’The. melodrama reaches its height 
in treating of Jigger. The tale is in the 
aujhdr’s well known and somewhat pon
derous vein. It has many pages of; 
analysis, but this did not absorb us so 
much as the purely narrative part.

The Judgment House.
No one knows better how to tell a 

story than Sir Gilbert Parker. In his 
most recent novel. THE JUDGMENT 
HOUSE (Harper & Bros., 51.35). he 
lives up to the reputation he made 
with "The Right of Way” and “The 
Weavers.”

Like his last-named novel, the scene 
of the present one Is laid partly in 
Africa and partly In England. The 
theme revolves about the love of a 
woman and the strong personality of 
two men—one a millionaire, who has 
made his fortune in the veldt, and the 
other a diplomat.

Rudyard Byng is a Cecil Rhodes
type of man. His advent into London 
with some four millions sterling natu
rally gives him a chance to see a good 
deal of society, and one of the very 
first things he does is to fall In love 
with Jasmine Grenfel, a girl with
beauty of face, keenness of intellect 
and an eye on the advantages to be 
gained from power.

Jasmine is tacitly understood to be 
the prospective bride of Ian Stafford, 
the diplomat in the novel, a young 
fellow who has his way to make, but 
she falls under the dominating spell of 
Byng and marries him.

Three years later she meets her old 
flame and there springs up between 
them an intimacy that does moreuucs more 
credit to their hearts than to their 
nonor.

compro-

m^kin/a thls while Byng has been 
mak g t confidante of Adrian Fel- 
venturer »bUt Bycophantlc ad
venturer who not only betrays his 
best and^almo0!0” PaU1’ but tries his 
miSingnja9m?ne SUCCeedS *“

grow^Yg outfit the !>Usln'e3s worries 
in South Africa^ lncreasing unrest 
mine more ano ™ f°rCed to leave 
sourceT Ind J ‘° her °wn 
friends discus nally overhears 
terms In no way"™ mm? situatI°n 
constancy. ’ complimentary to 

his 
in 

her

the
nove/YY^es^Fritaw^’r Cbmax of —- 
of Byng after the tattV^T thB pisto1 
>ove letter written by pan?as found a 
mine and Incidental Fell°wes to Jas- 
£r°ng of hbown yioYakea to the 
Byng’s wife. love-making to
Boer f Wa?n<iandaffBrd is kllIed in the 

fle?dUSht ‘“itether aYata an<1 Jasmlne. 
field of that terriS. °” the blo°dy 
ilfe anew. We struggie, start

This novpi k«
wZw’binR, intereSstnOo‘f Wo"derfully

author famous h that hav® — 
Undoubtedly’ <♦—'sbest^in be of the

mas-
made its



/VHILE WAR THUNDERS On'

A Fight for a Wife Reaches Its Crisis 
in "The Judgment House."

The Boer war affords a thunderous 
background to “The Judgment House” 
(Harper & Brothers) as It Is just pub
lished complete from the pen of Gilbert 
Parker. In the foreground, all the time, 
are Rudyard Byng, _the rugged Eng-' 
Hshmon who has gathered millions at 
the Cape, and the young wife, Jasmine, 
whom Byng loves as chivalrously any 
golden knight of old could have loved, 
and for whose undisciplined nature he 
makes every gentle, -manly allowance. 
It Is between these two that a settle
ment Is reached in the Judgment House, 
in Sou ch Africa, while the echoes of war 

■ begin to die away.__ __________ _______
There has been a third party to the 

1 affairs at issue. This is Ian Stafford, 
1 always in love with Jasmine, sometime 
i loved hy her, young, talented, hand

some, chivalrous in .his way -as Rudyard, 
Byng is chivalrod^ but tempted and1 
tempting at an hot^Kill of -consequence. 
War reckons also him, and we are 
left not wholly certain as to how far 
Rudyard Byng, his friend, has under
stood his position. It Is quite another 
man, Adrian Fellowes, scheming and 
traitorous, who has died while under 
the husband’s suspicion.

From these matters, a* thus re
ported, one who has still m read the 
book is not to conceive of Jasmine as 
a coquette and heartless. We have 
spoken of her as undisciplined. She 
is likewise untaught. She is to re
ceive her degree of learning from 
battles and suffering, and her certifi
cate is to issue at that same Judg
ment House which promises peace to 
Rudyard Byng.

Mr. Parker's story is brilliant and 
powerful, worthy of its author’s proved 
gifts. War and passion make it a 
legitimate melodrama. Love and hate 
keep it Impressively human. Besides 
the principal characters to whom ref
erence has been made, there is Krool, 
a remarkable creation. This one is 
Rudyard Byng’s retainer, a half-Hot- 

, tentot, half-Boer, full of the mixed 
passions and superstitions of the 
races. Slavishly devoted to his mas
ter, he yet betrays that master’s 
cause wherever it is the cause of Brit
ain in South Africa. As presented by 
•Mr. Panker, he is a fascinatingly ma
lign figure, admirably drawn.

Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest book, The 
Judgment House, published by Harper, is 
quite different from those that made his 
fame, inasmuch as it is a dramatic study of 
a woman of the English conventional life 
rather than a picture of life as lived by un
conventional society. It is not eventually 
erotic, tho it comes perilously near. It is a 
notably strong piece of work on one side, 
and rather weak on another side. If all of 
the contemplative and expository pages 
could be cut out, the story would be sweep
ing, absorbing drama, scarcely lacking the 
theater properties and stage setting. It 
traces the development of a lovely and 
heartless girl thru the several stages to the 
goal of the true woman, and in doing so 
goes into and over an interesting field—that 
crucial time for England covered by Jame
son’s raid upon Johannesburg and the fall 
of Kruger.

FICTION
.Stories by Gilbert Parker, 

Booth Tarkington and Others.

the- empire.
THE JUDGMENT HOTTUF a tv , .. CTelTlL arkeii ’"“ktraSa by w' HauJ 

Bros’. R' L 12mo‘ pp' «9- Har£?‘&

One reads this story under high ten
sion. the tension of really good melo
drama. It is a talk of London so
ciety and British International politics 
during the period that began with 
Jameson's Raid and ended with the 
conquest of the Boer Republics, in 
font f/nr --- _ fact, for ths climax, the chief actors in A ri” -----------------
the play ard transferred tn A-oy

fa
the play ard transferred to the Veld 
where, under Boer Are, among death 
a.nd desolation, fate snips the thread of 
life of some, and knits closer, after 
separation and threatened ruin, those 
of others. There are fashionable Idlers 
here, and a group of South African 
millionaires, and an ambitious young 
■jman, who, having married for the 

jfower of great wealth, returns to the 
love she had jilted. And there is a 
young diplomatist, and Boer spies, and 
a prima donna, and a cockney news
boy, a whole gallery of figures, moving 
briskly in ever-changing, steadily de
veloping situations and crises. The au
thor betrays no diplomatic or historic 
secrets, he employs generalities in an 
expert w’ay, but his use of facts gives 
verisimilitude to this picture of a crisis 
in English history that has been but 
little used by British novelists of late. 
The character of the heroine is not the 
strongest part of the fiction; she is 
somewhat uncertainly drawn, but the 
decisiveness of her actions makes up 
for this.

‘‘The Judgment House.” 
A MASTERFUL man of the Cecil 
Z\ Rhodes type, and his wife, a 

beautiful woman who is con-

a moral. He has 
writer in the New

stantly using her power to attract 
other men, are the hero and heroine 
of Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest novel, 
“The Judgment House” (Harper). 
The title refers to the Judgment House 
in South Africa in which a settlement 
between the two is finally reac . 
The Boer war supplies a background 
for the narrative. Sir Gilbert has al 
ways been more concerned to tell 
story than to point a moral. H 
been content,” as a writer in the New 
York Times Review of Books p 
“to move across his tapestry 
jestic procession of events an 
to his readers the f m^and^ 
swering of question aimost al-
ing” But his ProceS5,°",Sthc present 
ways interesting, • £ scenes
instance, is absorbing.' • ng|ish 
Of war and the soldiers both * g.^ 
and South African are pof the 
sympathy an^'aSt°ur’e‘have real magic, j 
descriptions of nature
For instance:

understand h so "" * can
of sleep, so stirring’ u Sweet' so fu’l 
Many have knownthe br“ th 
pampas beyond the th t°f the
pungency of the wattle W *°n ' ,he soit 
salt-brush plahs “T
■a^'^‘1- °f i’he Prairie °r '^"hat- 

-desert R, V'n5 'ng loneliness of the 
yonder on the veld is a life

’have^anf1 Wh,Ch- P°SSesses aI1 the others 
somethin h'n? °f its own besides; 
mikes for 7hlch.Bfts int° thc bones and 
makes for forgetfulness of the world. It 
tttu a man away from the fret of life 

Pepos'” 'S ket °n the heigh‘S Where lies

81 CILBERT PM
A Story of Intrigue and Love 

During the Boer 
War.

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE”

Given two men of more than common 
power, one of an elemental type concerned 
with getting and keeping against the 
world all of material gain he can, yet not 1 
lacking a certain devotion to his ideals, 
such as they are; the other a dreamer, a ( 
seer of visions, who is sufficiently virile ( 
to make his visioning become fact; set the 
two against each other in rivalry for a 
woman and the end is tragedy.

Such is the situation in Gilbert Parker’s

staged in England and the Rand at the 
period of the Boer war. Rudyard Byng, 
the more elemental of the men. Is a 
South African pioneer and millionaire, 
whose symbol of power is the “Sjambok ' 
that rhinoceros hide* whip, which is. or 
was. the sign of white supremacy in South 
African fastnesses. Ian Stafford, the other i 
man. is of different type, cultured, scholar
ly even; of fastidious taste and by nature 
and training a diplomat in the wider 
sense—one of those rare spirits capabe of 
directing quietly and surely the destinies ( 
of a nation. . . I

The dissimilar pair, fast friends fall In , 
love with the same girl. Jasmine Gcen • | 
a flower like creature, whose blonde 
beauty conceals an ambitions and some
what avaricious nature. To J t I an S taf 
ford, who loved her from childhood^ and 
to marry the opulent Byng who W 
undoubUngly, seem to her the mo

hcr i^ain in contact with Stafford 
XTo fun knowledge o^her loveJorM^ 

” "4-Xrnmo“ I

Ing as to Prfcl l_ - ot emotion, in i 
ou. flirtations. ™ t0 bls friend '
Stafford—bls des hlj dlsinu-on M to 

b“,^^"Xtate a crisis which

all the Txmdon to the blazing
the luxurious Hl Transvaal. Common love 
hardships of th them l0 forget
of country am’ cnd Jasmin,
eelf for the tlm‘” by the fires of 
and they did not face itU^thaworidM.’^ staffordi w 
when ther has made the gr«t
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THF JUDGMENT HOI SE. By G

T
o a person who reads in the same 

week Sir Gilbert Barker s " ,judgm^*House ” (Harpers) and 

Mrs Humphry Ward's "The Mating o 
Lydia '• (Doubleday, Page & Co.), one point 
of difference instantly suggests itself. the 
first is big in subject and purpose but 
uneven and at times also positively prolix tn 
the writing; the second is far less ambitious 
than much of Mrs. Ward's fiction, but it is 
done with constant ease and charm.

The complexity of some of the characters in 
.. The Judgment House ” (and especially of 
the heroine), and the struggles of some of the 
men and women of the story to “ realize 
themselves (a favorite phrase of the author) 
to the reader's understanding, contrast with 
the perfect simplicity and singleness of the 
few and clear-cut characters in " The Mating 
of Lydia.” Both are notable novels of the 
season, and neither of them is a book that 
readers of fiction can afford to ignore.

England in the shadow of the Boer War is 
the theme of " The Judgment House.” We 
see a crisis for British world-influence and 
imperial power, and its reactions on society’, i 
financial undertakings, and individual charac
ter. National and international aspects are 
presented; historical and diplomatic back
grounds are sketched with fullness of knowl
edge and a broad sweep of dramatic writing. 
Byng, a forceful, big-hearted, but coarse
grained capitalist with a fortune at stake in 
Oom Paul’s land, is strongly depicted; and 
even more so is his half-Boer, half-Hottentot 
servant Krool, who is at once a Boer spy and 
the devoted slave of his English master, so 
that he takes as his just due the half-killing 
with a sjambok (native whip) which follows the 
discovery by his master of his perfidy. Krool 
is perhaps the most vivid, certainly the most 
striking, person of the plot The later scenes 
of the book are laid in South Africa and 
have fine descriptive quality, bringing close 
to our apprehension the atmosphere of the 
veldt and the tragedy and revolting nature 
of war. This part of the romance, and 
equally so the earliest chapters, in which 
news of the Jameson raid is made the 
center of interest about which men and mo- 

made t0 group themselves, are admi
rably wrought out and show the author at has 
very best Not so successfuljtseems to us, 
is the elaborate working out of the tempera- 
ment of Jasmine. Byng’s wife; it is here that 
the author aims at subtlety and depth, but he 
does not succeed in reconciling the woman’s 
conduct with her own nature as she reveals 
it-she seems neither perverted nor weak 
enough to be guilty of the combination of 
tolly and dishonor into which she so easily 
slips. .... 1

character.

I ..The Judgment House" (H.r-| 
per Brothers. New V ork SI - ) 
Gilbert Parker has written j. 
fascinating book. It 16 “°^ 
than a story; it Is a study* 

While the persons dealt with 
in the novel are very real, and we 
brought to know them, yet when the 
|S left aside, it is easier to forge ,h 
names of the men and women than to fo 
get the types of character they U .Hustle. The method of fiction^ 

made use of to laj ba™ in high 
thinking of men and *omen
^pl'c^s very disagreeable, every

Sir Gilbert Parker, Author of “The 
Judgment Hall.”

I 
character except Jiggers is tainted with 
coarseness or moral obliquity. There Is | 
hardly a redeeming trait in these people, j 
except financing a hospital ship or nnrs- . 
ing wounded soldiers, and this is not done ■ 
for sweet sympathy's sake, but to re» , 
lieve an unbearable condition of affairs, j 
brought about by broken vows, immoral-1 
Ry and murder Perhaps such novels have 

their moral value by opening up the se-1 
cret wickedness of life, but it Is like going | 
to a prison to learn respect for law. So' 
if virtue and integrity are to be learned 
from the book it will he because of their ' 
absence from its characters.

The literary ability of the author Ir aj 
its finest, and the interest of the reader 
is held from the first to thp last page.

iy time in the long course of 
Qlr Gilbert Parker s novel does one lose j ” surv'JS-'X X I

Si
^V^heIlr above it is eleoWc with

S^X^v^

Is Sir Gilbert's fittest creation—a power
ful unrefined man. an adventurer to 
South Africa along with thousands of 
others Blit where these otheis work out 
failure or no more than an only Averag'i 
success he builds fortune, and place, and 
the fear of men. Set off against Rudy aid 
Byng is lan Stafford, finished gentleman, 
suave diplomat, most lovable man. Domi
nating every page of the romance Is Jas
mine Grenfel—this year w!fe ol the South 
African millionaire magnate; last year 
the promised wife of Ian Stafford. Jas
mine Byng is made of beauty, brains, 
vanity, willfulness and a native turning 
toward ways that are dark. She is, more
over, possessed of that most fatal of 
feminine delusions—the belief that she is 
a return to earth of some ancient siren,
more than likely the "old serpent of the 

i and-
The novel sepa-

Nile, or Helen of Troy- 
incurable malady this.
rates into books. The first one, used to 
foreshadow subsequent events, opens the 
story at the opera in London, where a 
frightening fire on the stage is followed 
by a dramatic rescue by Rudyard Byng. 
From this point to the last book the story 
has to do with the personal concerns of 
the three chief characters and with the 
social complex wrought by the double and 
twisted nature of Jasmine Byrig. The 
last book moves on over into Africa, 
where with the war and this strange new 
country Mr. Parker does his finest work. 
One goes along in the colorful current 
of this story agreeing delightedly with 
every part of it, until, at the last moment, 
the author obtrudes a miracle upon the 
plain surface of consistent and believable 
event. Up to the -eleventh hour of this 
story Mr. Parker, with painstaking and 
penetration, leads the reader- through the 
tortuous ways of Jasmine Byng's charac
ter. These disclose only a clever, cal
culating, dishonorable woman of surpass
ing external charm. Then at this last 
hour he wheels one squarely about to 
the dazed contemplation of a fine noble 
selfless Jasmine Byng. One naturally 
makes protest against this flawing of an 
otherwise splendid story.

JUDGMENT HOUSE,” 
• • I Gilbert Parker, Harper and 

’ | Brothers, of New York, pub
lishers.

After an author has favored the read
ing public with a book of rare quality 
and interest, there is always that feel
ing of apprehension for an idol on a 
pedestal, when the announcement is 
n ade that a new book is to isome from 
the same pen. Time and tlm • again, 
however, Sir Gilbert Parker, ha^^given 
cut novels of literary worth and'fas
cinating import, whose characters are 
real personalities thousands of
readers.

His new book, “The Judgment 
House,’’ is no disappointment. It is a 
tale of the ’Ives of two men and one 
woman, and how they worked out their 
problem, laid first in England, then 
shifted to Souh Africa, where the for
tunes of war help to unravel the skein 
of fate.

Without drawing any abnormal or dis
torted types, without dragging beforq 
the attention some wracking moral 
1 roblem. which leaves the reader tired 
and worried, with said problem no' 
nearer its settlement. Parker has writ- 
ten a thrilling, vital tale, pregnant with 
V ani oolor. but whose plot is so care
fully woven and culminated, and whos.- 
peopleo are so human, that on- closes 
’be book With a sish ot satleCoetlon for 
met t and worthy friends
- are several illustrations hv W.

vluc5 :ue a ^appointment 
ns book. One cannot bein'

thiefM°Vu °f that a"tlSt Who
sp,rtt of thG author in the Rig/.t of Way.”



JASMINE’S LOVERS.
net. Harper & Bros., New York.

Sir Gilbert Parker’s ••Judgment House” 
is a romance with modish trimmings. Jas-= 
mine Grenfel is a handsome girl with high
ly adjustable temperament. She is at once 
vain and clever, self Indulgent. Of her ad
mirers two are conspicuous. Jan Stanford 
is a dark, distinguished, bearded man, with 
brown eyes and a Greek profile. Years 
spent in the British foreign office and at 
embassies on the Continent have given him 
tact and insinuating address peculiarly al
luring to women. Rudyard Byng is a 
primitive person with three millions of 
pounds, all made by himself in the Trans
vaal. Then there is a third fellow named 
Adrian, a male coquette.

Practically pledged to marry Stanford, 
Jasmine takes Byng for his money, trust
ing in ability to retain her grip on the dip
lomat. Though reluctant, he does renew 
his homage, and her pride is appeased, her 
vanity satisfied, her intellect flattered. 
Such situations are apt to be solved in the 
divorce court. Sir Gilbert, however, pre
fers the conventionally romantic way. 
Stanford is killed in the Boer war, which 
turns Byng into a hero in the eyes of his 
wife. Indifference gives way to adoration 
and what he never knew does not trouble 
him.

^^2^12

PARKER’S LATEST NOVEL.
“The Judgment House” Deals With 

Love as It Is Found in the World 
of Actuality.
The pen of Gilbert Parker must be 

a busy one, for "The Judgment House,” 
his latest contribution to the world of 
fiction, which has just appeared, is 
ostensibly a novel which it has taken 
great time and deep thought to write.

Love and its varied train of conse
quences form the subject of the book. 
It is not, however, the universal theme 
of development and climax transposed 
amid new surroundings, but rather a 
profound character study in which a 
very human plot and a series of char
acters taken from the world of ac
tuality are perfectly balanced.

Tx>ve here conflicts with and on the 
other hand is displaced by outside mat
ters. A heart Is well-nigh broken by a 
woman’s greed and curiosity, a home 
is on the brink of ruin because the ma
terial world exercises such a potent 
force upon the husband, and another 
romance is saddened by the will of a 
strong woman who yields to her duty.

To say that this book Is tensely ex- 
, citing would be somewhat misleading. 
I It Is rather a story which captivates 
I and grips one with the very bigness of 
i it and with its fascinating reality.The story of the book may be briefly 

told. A beautiful young woman jilts a 
prospective diplomat who has been her 

I Hfe-long chun

whose rough, sturdy, but genuine man
ner, and. be It known, whose big purse 

। and promised power attract her.
Then colonial and international com

plications arise. In the former, cen
tered about the Transvaal, her husband 
has big flnanciaJ interests, while the 
latter involves a great diplomatic pro
ject which the jilted lover pursues. In 
his plight of uncertainty he comes into 
her Hie again and a struggle com
mences.

On the one hand is the husband, 
whose grip on home is slipping away 

= from him through other influences, and 
on the other the repentant wife anxious 
to regain the confidence of her respect
ed first lover.

Imagine what a powerful plot this 
I situation makes anti what theory of 

life must govern its end. There are
other minor plots entangled with it.

This book is devoid of vivid descrip- 1 
tion. In the midst of its enthralling 
study one forgets the picturesqueness 
so common in the average story of to
day, because there is present to take

I its place careful analysis ®f thought 
and purpose and human insight.

One might say, as has been said of 
another famous author. •‘Gilbert Parker 
does not -writ® books, he thinks them.” 
In other words, he philosophizes and 
teaches a inoral. New York: Harper & 
Bros.

< <rp HE HOUSE OF JUDGMENT.’ 
I by Sir Gilbert Parker, is in a 

wholly new vein for this author.
It is the interweaving of a 

study m feminine psychology with some 
history mf the Boer It ar. At first it ap
pears that the latter is only to furnish 
a background, but later it becomes the 
scene of action and the close of the 
drama. Primarily it is a study in 
:2?ara^ter of four men and two women. 
The former includes an empire builder 
in South Africa of the Cecil Rhodes type, 
who finds in London the daughter of an 
ancient family whom he weds, a bril- 
liant specimen of the best type of young 
men who have made diplomacy famous 
and who loses his bride to the rpagnate, 
a contemptible specimen of gilded youth 
who- prevs on women and a half-caste 
Boer Zulu., who is servant to the mag
nate. Here are four widely separated 
types and all of them are well drawn, that 
of the half-caste especially well.

The women include the daughter of 
an ancient house, as aforesaid, and a 
young coloratura opera singer who is the 
rage in London. The central figure is 
the society girl who throws over the 
diplomat for the magnate to get a for
tune and partly because she is impressed 
with his rugged powers. She is; however, 
at heart a thoroughly bad woman, lov
ing none but herself and indulging in 
liasons to her heart’s content and ap
parently ever seeking new opportunities. 
A domestic crisis saved by the out
break of the Boer War to which all be- 

i take themselves, except the young man 
about town, who is murdered by the 
opera singer in a fit of jealousy. The 
dramatic triangle now concerns princi-1 
pally the magnate and the diplomat, but' 
the latter has escaped detection and 
death by the narrowest shave and gives 
up all longings for the woman, who is 
finally reconciled to her husband on the 
battlefield and they start life anew on 
the basis of a complete understanding.

The book contains many artificial sit- 
’ nations, some of which are strained tor 
dramatic purposes. The male psychology 
is well done, but it must be confessed 
that the female element is not handled 
quite, so successfully. In fact it takes 
a good share of the book to fully get 
the portraiture of the central female 
figure and the revelation is m some de
gree a surprise.But there is this to the book which 
gives its greatest fascination; an extraor
dinary vigor and vividness of narration, a 
splendid marshaling of human figures 
on the stage; and in spite of the me Io- 
dramatics this is sufficient to hold Ue 
attention throughout. It is excel enth 
written and a strong story. Published 

by the Harper’s.

consequently he is vitally inter-

events in which they have their 
being are the central characters

the worldN

Srica,

Hff*

By Gilbert parker-

[O less striking than

inathis latest, and thoroughly typical, 
story by Gilbert Parker. The author's 
relection of period and setting gives 
'full scope for those qualities that dis
tinguish his best and most individual 
•work. The scenes are laid in England 
and South Africa during the Boer War, 
and while the story Is decidedly melo
dramatic in character, it is distinguished 

; by largeness of design and execution 
■ and a style that is always careful, if 
' somewhat heavy.

What gives the story its chief in-| 
terest is the constant reaction of force- 
tu! personalities upon each other. The 
central trio consists of a self-made, 
rough-hewn capitalist, a cultured and I 
able young diplomat, and the woman 

: both men love: beautiful, intelligent 
find decided in her opinions.

Rudyard Byng, the man of wealth, 
.has amassed his fortune in South Af- 

tested in the Boer War. While in Lon- 
(don he falls in love with Jasmine Gren- 
। fol and they are married. Ian Stafford. 
; the diplomat, has always loved Jasmine 
passionately, and several years later 
the early love flames into life agair 
when the wealthy husband is absorbed In his business interests. The real i 
‘. snake-in-the-grass,” however, is Adrian | 
Fellowes, a Boer spy. who works against ' 
pyng. even while posing as his friend. ' 
He presses his attentions upon Jasmine, knd when the suspicions of the capital- i 
1st are aroused, it is Stafford who saves ! 
the traitorous Fellowes. Stafford him- 
Self is later killed on the field of battle. ’

All of this is to the stern and tragic , 
accompaniment of the pitiless war. And : 
it is in the shadow of the conflict that j 
Rudyard Byng and his wife are once | 
more united, after experience has taught ; 
them both much, and their characters i 

i have developed and mellowed amid the j 
I bloody scenes about them.A special interest attaches to Krool, 

who is easily one of the most remark
able characters in the book. He is 
half Boer, half Hottentot, and while 
personally devoted to his master. Byng, 
he also worked zealously against him. 
prompted by an equally strong love 
for the cause of the Boers.

Between the opening incidents, con
cerned with the Jameson raid, and the 

-final stage of the story, when the war 
Ihas run its course, is presented an 

e\ er-changing panorama of men and 
things that makes a narrative of vj^ 

. «»nd interest.

The Judgment House" a new nov
el by Sir Gilbert Parker—the first for 
several years—is a story of interna-! 
tional interest. The destinies of na-' 
tions are interwoven with the lives of; 
the two heroes—one a millionaire, ai 
pioneer of the Cecil Rhodes type; the; 
other a diplomat with his finger on I 
the pulse of the world. The woman! 
they both love plays with each ofj 
them. The war calls them all from ! 
a tangle of interests to new responsi-; 
bilities. Suffering, heroism and self-| 
sacrifice clear their visions, and the 
woman. after over-much loving, 
learns the real meaning of love. Not 
only the principals, but the numerous 
other characters are drawn Gilbert 
Parker's accustomed mann



Canadian Has New Book
J

1 YVO. . ,,I Considering the length of the novel, but 
few characters are introduced, but each

1 one is a strong and distinct personality^; 
,’ each type a contrast to the others and all 
irresistibly drawn together in the net

। called circumstances.

J
in Rudyard Byng is pictured the direct! 
fearless and elemental man Captive in th* 
golden web of love. In Ian Stafford, of 
the Foreign Office, is found the tine flow? 
ering of culture and civilization. Jasmin!

’ ’ of cherishe^i

and in Al’mab is found the woman of 
mother-heart and unrestrained emotions^ 
That the woman who is worthy of either 
man is passed by without a thought by* 
both: that the woman worthy of neither; 
man is destined to enthrall the heart of! 
each, is at once the fascination and the 
tragedy of the story, and the author proves 
Jis grasp upon the great truths of humar 
Ife and spiritual development in that 1 
be flames of suffering he rids these lir 
of dross. It is a fine and optimistic slory. 
If it reveals the spiritual depths to which • 
human Hyes may'sink, it also shows tue 
courage with which men, sore of heart, 
may fight against temptation and rise;

“Oh. never star was lost here but it rose 
afar.” This line, quoted lu the -book, 
voices its hopeful spirit. The alluring pi< - 
turcs painted of Jasmine linger in the gal 
lory of the mind: the quiet presence of 
Stafford dominates the book, the strong 
soul of Rudyard has the appeal of a child i 
In its sincerity and trust, and at the end I 
Al’mab stands with the music bushed I 
upon her lips, having given, given;-gfv^n— ; 
iiV

The period of the story includes the I 
few years preceding the outbreak of the! 
Boer War and the period of fighting until] 
be tide of success was turning toward? 
:he English Army. The scenes are laid# 
n London and in a mining district off 
(Vales until they are shifted to the Trans j

Sir Gilbert Parker
ONE OF SEASON’S NOTABLE NOVELS.

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. A Novel. 
By Ginart Parker Illustrated by W. 
Hathere!!' K T. (Harper & Bros., New 
York and London. Cloth; pp. 470; $1.35 
net> [Eichelberger, Baltimore.]

Practically at the end of the book sea-1 
»on of 1912 13 cornea what we feel to be 
the really great novel of the year; a work | 
of fiction so masterly in conception, so 
compelling In power, so dramatic In situa
tion and so engrossing in Interest that 
lesser writers wm to fade to colorless 
tones in comparison with the mentality ot 
one capable of so brilliant a work of Imag
ination presented in so perfect a literary | setting.

■ “The Judgment House” is vivid, like a 
magnificent sunset, and as full of poetic 
feeling. The current of the story sweeps 

I on like the full rush of the sea and pos- 
sessea the dc^p music and murmur as of 

. winds through a forest of pines. Human 
i life and love are borne on the tide or cry | 
in joy or pain on the wind and still the 
thunder ot waves or the chant of winds I 

' goes on throughout the story, until the । 
evening hour, when there is peace. I 

So Infinitely above and beyond the aver
age work of fiction is the narrative that 1 

। Its natural setting is in part the wind-1 
swep* veldts of the Transvaal, and its I 
hero a man of primitive Impulses—a man | 
who had wrested from Nature's heart the , 

। character and wealth he possessed; one1 
I who had lived recklessly and drunk deep 
I through African nights at Kimberly, yet | who bad kept a lad’s heart and youth's 

freshness through these scenes, and who, 
losing hope and vigor and spiritual 
strength in the tainted moral atmosphere iof <imizatton. must win back his better. 

I p-nhood on the battle fields of the Boer

In the first chapters of the book the emo- I 
dons and affairs of men dominate the? 
story: in the last a hospital camp in South 
Africa becomes “The House of Judgment” 
vbere men and women reckon with €neir 
;ouls, feel the eye of God and hear the 
olce of conscience, and the open veldts, 
he grassy pilliDTOf"Africa, bring" toThesc 
roubled hearts tjieir own peculiar solace.

Into his descriptions of the Africa 
mown to Cecil Rhodes the author throat, 
in intensity of love and tenderness for 
the country that is as beautiful as it iS 
mpatsioned. Ho makes the reader shard 
with hint the splendor of its freedom, thu 
tenedlctlon of its peace. Thus beautifullv 
te describes the dawn :

“But nowhere seems the world so young 
and fresh and glad as on the sun-warmed, 
veldt. Nowhere do the wild roses seem: 
so pure, or the aloes so jaunty and so gay. 
'Hie smell of the karoo bush Is sweeter 
than attar, and the bog-myrtle and mi
mosa. where they shelter a house or fringe1 
a river, have a look of Arcady. It is a 
world where any mysterious thing may 
happen - a world of ">.000 years ago—the 
air So light, so sweetly searching and vi-, 
brating, that Ariel would seem of the pic-| 
ture, and gloaming hosts of mailed mon. or; 
vast colonies of green-Had arches moving; 
to virgin woods might belong. Something’ 
frightens the timid spirit of a springbok, 
and his flight through the grass is like a 
phrase of music on a willful adventure: ai 
bird bears the sighing of the’breeze in the 
mimosa leaves or the swaying shrubs, and’ 
in disdain of such light performance flings 
out a song which makes the air drunken} 
with sweetness.

“A world of light, of commendable trees, 
of gray grass flecked with flowery of life 
having the supreme sense of a freedom 
which has known no check. It is a life | 
which cities have not spoiled and where 
man Is still in touch with the primal 1 
friends of man: where the wildest beast f 
and the newest babe of a woman have I 
something in common.”

Thus, passionately, he describes the 
night:

’’The influence of an African night was; 
on him. None that has not felt it can un
derstand it. so cold, so sweet «« . ........... ’sleep. w stirring Z \ HWPGt' f”H of I 
have known th ~ broalth"."“'b>7l'f'!' Man' ' 
vend th.. Amazon b" '

blownwattle blown_ me salt-bush plains’ of Australia, the friendly exhilaration of ■ 
the prairie or the chaparral; the living, 
loving loneliness of the desert; but yonder I 
on the veldt is a life of the night which | 
posspsaes all the others have and something II 
of its own besides; something which gets b 
into the hones and makes for forgot fulness I of tho

ear vision tnc auiuor nmaa the 
riddle of life:

•'Destiny gives us In life so much and 
no more; to some n great deal in a little : 
time, to others a little over a great deal I 
of time, but never the full cup and the ■ 
shining sky over long years. One's share ' 
-i-small It must be. but one’s share.”

And with this homely yet tender sug
gestion of the fuller life of a completed 
family circle, he describes the environment 

= of reconciliation and reuniting of wedded y 
lives:

“A sense of something good and com 
forting came over Jasmine. Here was an ' 
old. old room furnished in heavy and sin -1 

i pie Dutch style, just as Ellas Brinkwort 
'had left It. it had the grave and heavy; 
hospitableness of a picture of terriers or ' 
Jan Steen. It had the sense of home, 
the welcome of the cradle and the patri- ' 
arch's chair.” ■

___ I
STRONG NOVEL BY

GILBERT PARKER

M
 RUNNING at times close to 

the edges of common
scandal, the plot of Sir Gil
bert Parker's "The <*fudg- 

ment House” (Harpers)' finally broad
ens and deepens into a strong stream, 
rushing through rocky regions of tragic 
import.

It is the ever new story—a man, a 
woman and a passion—only here there 
are two men. one a triumphant, strong- 
souled husband, the other a lighter-mind- , 
ed but equally valiant lover.

All three go out to the Squth African 
wars, and there fall into the deep pit 
and black heart of things that made the 
region so dangerous for “rooineks'.’ of 
Oom Paul's time. /

The historical background lends veri
similitude to the story, which is kept con
tinually on a high plane of characteriza
tion. at times approaching the psychic 
exaltation of masters of the Gallic school 
of romance.

There is no lack of dramatic prqportion, 
yet the three central figures loom large 
at all times, and render negligible even’ 
tin* clear-cut minor characterizations by 
which the dramatic story is diversified.

Although somewhat out of date, like 
a portrait sketched in antiquated costume, 
the scenic investiture of the drama is 
invested with the fascination of realism 
and a certain lure of the mystical and 
unknown.

It is an excellent example of the writ
er’s method in fiction, which carries 
psychic suggestion to tile point of exalta
tion, and makes of some trifling occur
rence a starting point for a series of 
dramatic developments.

In Byng, the millionaire husband: Staf
ford the diplomatic lover, and Jasmine, 
the sorely beset wife, the novelist has 
created three typical characters, likely to 
attract admiring attention, so long as th*?

I vogue of South African fiction endures.



OVE'S STORMY WAY IN 
“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE"

Gilbert Parker’s New Novel is of 
a Willful Woman’s Post- 

Nuptial Adventures.

SOME AMAZING INTRIGUES

England and War-Racked 
Transvaal the Scenes of 

This Dramatic Story.

There is tremendous import in the 
literary world to the mere name of Gil
bert Parker—Sir Gilbert Parker, if you 
prefer. He is the fflUUui Mb a-formida- 
ble list of novels and short stories; but 
he acquired his greatest and most last
ing fame, probably, through “The Right 
of Way.’’ a big. powerful narrative, 
which almost swept the reading world 
off its feet several years ago. Melo
drama? Assuredly melodramatic, but 
melodramatic in the way that only a 
real genius in creation and literary art I 
—not exactly artifice—could accomplish. 
Then entitled to consideration for gen
uine merit came “The Weavers,” and 
“Northern Lights” and “Cumner's 
Sons.”

Equally commanding as anything pre
viously produced by Mr. Parker comes, 
from the Harper press, “The Judgment 
House.” It is more an excursion into 
psychology than anything else the au
thor has done. It has a big theme with 
a background of England and South 
Africa during the period which saw the 
growth of insurrection against Oom 
Paul, the subjugation of the Boers and 
the rise of the British flag over the 
Rand, the land of grim Kruger. Sir 
Gilbert Parker, as an Englishman, tries 
to justify his couritry's attack upon the 
South African Republic; he pictures the 
Boer President as a tyrant who was 
always plotting against Englishmen’s 
rights in the Rand; as a man to be got
ten rid of at any cost.

She Chooses the Millions.
But it is not the treatment of this 

sordid piece of aggression that counts 
for very much in “The Judgment 
House.” The important part is Sir 
Gilbert’s handling of the old-time tri
angular love affairs of one woman and 
two men. The author has done a re
markable work in this respect. He 
displays wonderful gifts in creating 
people of strong wills, vaulting ambi
tion and sweeping passion. Probably 
the hardest task Sir Gilbert had was 
the adjusting of the woman at issue to 
his purpose to make her a woman ca
pable of strong love, and at the same 
time so careless of its power as to set 
it aside to gratify her craving for 
wealth and position.

Jasmine, brilliant, delicate and ex
quisite, full of coquetry, the spoiled 
darling of her father, had rejected many 
flattering offers of marriage; she felt 
she was in love with Ian Stafford, 
poor, but gracious, and alert for a 
chance to make a success of his life. 
Jasmine loved Ian, but she loved power 
and place more; and she weighed Ian’s 
prospects against Rudyard Byng’s three 
millions made in South Africa and de
cided in favor of the three millions.

Return of the Lover.
For three years Stafford did not see 

Jasmine. And when he did perceive 
her in a shop his heart beat no faster, 
and he knew that his love for her was 
dead, ile was disillusionized. He de
spised her for her cold-blooded rejec- 

1 tion of him for the paltry millions of 
another; but despising her, why should

he deprive himself of her society? Tie 
hked the brilliancy of. her mind, the 
sprightliness of her conversation, her 
never-failing wit. Her companionship 
was desirable. Therefore he would not 
avoid her; and he accepted her invita
tion to dine with her and her husband 
the following evening; and the follow
ing evening Mr. Byng had other things 

i to attend to; and Jasmine herself enter
tained her quondam lover in her hus- 

; bond’s absence, and upon her husband’s .
urging. Jasmine was vexed at Stafford’s 
indifference; she longed for her old 
power over him. She would bring him 
to his old place at her feet. “She 
was very woman, eager for the power 
which she had lost.”

Cupid Aids Diplomat.
Stafford had been waiting long for 

advancement in the world of diplomacy. | 
He was not averse to using Jasmine as 
a factor in furthering his ambitious j 
plans. She then set to work with de
liberation to ensnare Mennaval, the am-' 
bassador for Moravia. The magnetic, 
sensuous part of her did w’ell its task. 
Sir Gilbert does not want us to
neglect Jasmine’s
which in

Jasmine’s sensitive beauty, ; 
her desire to intoxicate Men- I 

ame voluptuousness. Jasmine'sneval became voluptuousness, jasmine’s
life was changing, her love was chang
ing. Here is a cutting analysis of her 
by Mr. Parker:

“Down beneath all her vanity and 
willfulness there was now a dangerous 
regard and passion for Stafford which, 
under happy circumstances, might have 
transformed her life—and his. Now it 
all served to twist her soul and darken 
her footsteps. On every hand she was 
engaged in a game of dissimulation, 
made the more dangerous by the thread 
of sincerity and desire running through 
it all.”

Jasmine and Stafford were soon in 
the “land enchanted,” breathing the in
toxicating air, which oftentimes, as Sir 
Gilbert pointedly puts it, “hangs a veil 
of plague over the scgpe of beauty, 
passion and madness.” The deception 
got upon Stafford’s conscience and he 
wrote to Jasmine proposing a life of 
iniquity in the open, together, rather 
than the clandestine one. Simultaneous
ly another man made her a similar 
proposition, which fell into the Hus
band’s hands. This is one of the “big” 
situations of the play and brings out 
the woman’s guilty cry, almost of de
spair, “Did ne defend me?" at the 
tearing away of the mask from the 
poltroon’s (Adrian Fellow5s) face. Ad
rian’s death came under mysterious cir
cumstances. Stafford, unsuspected by 
the husband joins the English forces 
bound for South Africa. And Byng 
goes, and so does Jasmine, who parted 
from Byng and gave her wealth to equip 
a hospital ship—atonement for some of 
her errors. The scene shifts to the 
land of the Boers. The grim drama 
is worked to a peaceful conclusion on 
the battlefields, where Stafford yielded 
all. and Byng again came into his own.

Sir Gilbert draws bis characters with 
a firm, unflinching hand; we see Jas
mine in her womanly weakness, craving 
the excitement of daring love adven
tures, until she is on the verge of the 
abyss; we see Byng, a powerful man 
who knew the call of the quartz upon 
the Rand better than he did a woman s 
soul; and we see Stafford, the courtly 
gentleman, having an innate honor his 
conduct sometimes seemed to belie. I he 
novel has many unexpected turns which 
keep the reader always expectant and 
intensely interested.

JUDGMENT HOUSE
"S'"?! ’r B(**r From 

Bi a? 1 Victory.
fork: warper A Brother?.

AD Gilbert Parker never written 
the admirable novels that have 
won him fame, his latest, “The

Judgment House,” must at once have 
placed him In the lead among the present 
writers of fiction. The manner in which 
he has brought into action In London 
the Africander Englishmen, from whose 
ranks his hero stood out as the most 
virile, daring of leaders, makes the read
er feel that the portrait Is painted from 
life. The interest which in London cen
tres around the Empire builders im
mediately prior to the catastrophe of the 
Jameson raid, the breathless excitement 
into which the premature feat of the dar
ing adventurer plunged the British Cabi
net. and the international complications 
that followed—Germany being especially 
aggressive and difficult to handle—are 
as graphically described as the popular 
enthusiasm is made to appeal to the 
bellicose emotionalism that still lurks so 
near the surface in the Anglo-Saxon heart 
in war times. Sir Gilbert, moreover, is 
as clever in his handling of the romantic 
vein that runs through the sterner de
tails of the modern epic. The manly love 
of the great leader for the dainty London 
girl is as powerful as his lust for power 
and history-making. Rudyard Byng is 
every inch a man.

The author has been less happy, how
ever. in his choice of the heroine’s char
acter. Jasmine's is a weak nature which 
misuses t'he natural fascination of a too 
charming personality to work havoc 
among whosoever comes within the web
like weave of her spider's net. It takes 
no less than a terrible war. with all 
the horrors of suffering, death and de
struction. to burn out of her flimsy soul 
the unprincipled frivolity beneath which 
apparently slept a deep-seated but quies
cent sense of honor. The sacrifice of that 
splendid young fellow. Strafford, seems 
too great a sacrifice to make for such a 
girl's redemption and happiness, but Sir 
Gilbert has thrown over it all a glowing 
mantle of fine heroism that sets the 
reader’s blood tingling.

The book is a superb, dramatic rcclta. 
of the events of the Boer War. The 
studies of character present the men and 
women as living personalities who love, 
sin. dream as though of real flesh and 
blood, and who are fairly alive with 
strong impulses and vital desires. The 
author’s style is as vigorous as his con
ception of the facts and characters Is 
true to life..



. editor. JENNIE “E*1' MIX' to the echo. Jasmins said

i to exert every effort to win back his 
good opinion and then his love. Yet 
even as she strived to regain Ian. Jas
mine was proving false to both him and 
to \er husband. This falseness was in 
the form of an intrigue with Adrian Fel
lowes, who, unknown to Jasmine, had 
long been under the dominance of Al’- 
mah. Fellowes was In truth an unmit-

| igated villain, a traitor to women, to 
। men and to his country, a man seem
ingly without even the ghost of a soul.

Just as Ian had thrown scruples to the 
winds and was about to enter upon a 
secret love affair with Jasmine he discov
ered her intrigue with Fellowes. Jas
mine’s husband made the discovery at 
the same time only he, believing fully in 
his wife, was thrown off the scent by Ian, 
who convinced him that Jasmine was 
guiltless of any real wrong. Ian, even 
as he told this, felt that Jasmine had 
done more than enter on a dangerous 
flirtation.

Ian forces the cowardly Adrian to con
sent to leave England, and almost im
mediately after this Fellowes was mur
dered. For a time suspicion rested on 
Jasmine or her husband. Krool, the 
Boer servant, was finally convicted of the 
murder, yet Al’mah was the real crim
inal, Al’mah, who thus sought to avenge 
the heartlessnese of Adrian toward her
self.

Later, in the lurid life in South Africa 
during war days, Jasmine, Rudyard 
Byng and Ian find their better selves. 
One through death on the battlefield^ 
one through a vision big enough to see 
beyond the faults committed In the past, 
one through realization of a noble devo
tion hitherto unappreciated.

Jasmine was the sort of woman who 
"had she lived a thousand years would 
have had a thousand lovers.” She wajs’ 
the lovely Jewel at first faultless to th£ 
eye and । to the comprehension, but which,

«“”« E' — “^^TbrlWant eyes, "It was a royal
The Judgment House. 

By Gilbert Parker.

AN intense story In which the । 
characters seem living persons | 

rather than creatures of the author's 
imagination. A novel in which big issuer 
In National politics interest us even 
while we are following with sustained at
tention the development of the plot as 
a love story. One would expect, in
deed. one would be disappointed, if Gil
bert Parker wrote a story without under
lying ethical significance. And in "The 
Judgment House” he has not disap
pointed us.The scenes of this novel are laid in 
England and In South Africa at the be
ginning of and during the Boer war. I 
We meet the leading characters in the | 
first chapter. They are at the opera in 
Covent Garden. Al’mah, an unknown 
and unheralded singer, has thrilled her 
audience with her singing In "Manassa.” I 
In a box opposite the royal box are two 
men and a very young woman. Seated 
at the end of the first row of the stalls 
is Adrian Fellowes, a "fair, slim, graci
ously attired man of about 30. Sleek, 
handsome, material looking.” The sing
er on the stage seems to recognize him 
as one she knows well.

Adrian Fellowes, the two men and the i 
young girl in the box, and the prima 
donna on the stage, are later to become j 
involved In a big drama of the emotions. ' 
Between Jasmine Grenfell, the young 
girl, and Ian Stafford, the man sitting 
ky bey side, there is the equivalent of a 

•‘distinguished.betrothal. Stafford
dark-bearded, with a Grecian profile" 
and an Insinuating address peculiarly al
luring to women. Years spent in the 
foreign office and at embassies on the ( 
continent had given Stafford this air.

Far different in appearance is Rud- . 
yard Byng, the man sitting next to Jas- । 
mine's stepmother. Byng possesses a i 
fortune of 3.000.OCO pounds made in South 
Africa, a country which has his un
swerving devotion. Byng is big, bronzed, 
clean-shaven, strong-faced.

So here we have our dramatis personae 
of the story. A beautiful, brilliant, fas
cinating and ambitious young girl. A 
polished Intellectual man who is her de
voted lover. A multi-millionaire who 
soon becomes a suitor for the girl’s hand. 
A prims donna. And in the stalls the 
villain of the story, elegant appearing 
Adrian Fellowes. The only leading char
acter absent in Krool, the Boer servant of 
Byng, and, like Adrian Fellowes, a spy.

Jasmine, on that eventful night, looked 
at Byng's forceful and rather ungainly 
form "inwardly contrasting it with the 
figure of Stafford and that other spring- 
like figure of a man at the end of the 
firat row of stalls toward which the 
prlma donna had flashed one trusting, 
happy glance, and with w’hich she herself 
had been familiar since her childhood." 
The contrast was not wholly to the ad
vantage of the nabob.

As Jasmine looked at Rudyard Byng, 
Ian Stafford looked at Jasmine. To him
self he said. "So exquisite, and so clever, 
what will she not be at thirty? So well 
poised, and yet so sweetly chlld-llke 
dear, dresden-chlne Jasmine."

The girl was wearing "a Joyous blue 
eilk gown which was a perfect contrast 
to the golden hair and the wonderful 
c©»r of her face.” Jasmine, gating 
toward the royal box, realized that little 
short of a diadem would ever satisfy her 
ambition. She felt with sudden acute
ness the poverty of Stafford and the wealth of Byng.

Befor* the evening wan over Byn. had 
proved hjj»>elt a hero In the eyes ot all 

the For It wa« he
t0 'tag“ a*™"" 'he tool- I

Md enveloped Al’mah m a cloak ’

to Mt^tobriuiaiit eyes,
business."It was Byng whom Jasmin© married 
although she was really the more in love 
with Ian Stafford. Had the South Afri
can millionaire been as poor as Stafford 
Jasmine would never have given him a 
second thought as a prospective husband. 
In Jasmine was the hereditary taint of 
a distorted moral sense which was in 
constant combat with the spiritual part 
of her. Her nature was "a mixture o^

SIR GILBERT &.RKER.

-epnv snoa3io3 pun X^on^P
city.” . , I

Ian, revolting against Jasmine s be
trayal of his love for her, scorned her 
after her marriage. This led Jasmine 

put to tne test, shows many n»w». a 
very un-English yoting woman. Hers 
was the temperament of the Orient, the 
Latin ahd the Slav combined. Jasmine 
wanted to be all that she knew and 
looked, a flower in life and thought. Yet 
she described herself well when she said, 
■Instinctively, L want to blaze.” And 
Jasmine did blaze and so fiercely that 
she came near burning her own nature 
to ashes and the natures of more than 
one among the men who loved her.

- Readers of novels who demand that 
the heroine shall always be lovable and 
the hero always brave and noble, will 
not like this book. It Is one of those 
novels -which Is written to show certain 
deep traits in human nature and not 
simply to please. The life depicted in 
these pages is a life apart from that 

(lived by. the large majority of persons.
But in its general portrayal of the mix-' 
ture of weak and strong in human nature 
tftis book Is true to all life. (Harper & 
Brothers, New York. $1.35 net.)

J. M.

^^1^ (

Parker’s New Novel.
Seldom indeed is the illusion and the 

•xcitement of a smoothly flowing narra- 
ive so fully united with the novelist’s 
lower of rounding out the depths of char- 
icter, making the people and events play 
ifelike parts with the story-teller’s rare 
gift of fascinating the reader, but in 
THE JUDGMENT HOUSE, Sir 
Parker certainly has attained this eild. ■ 
ffifRWBlt being that he has written a 
powerful novel that grips the heart, and 
holds the interest of the peruser from . 
the beginning to the end. The closing 
scenes are laid in the Transvaal, where 
they have been rapidly shifted from Lon- 
Ion. and afford not only a vivid impres
sion of the war. but it is here that the 
development of character that leads to 
happiness of a new sort for two of the 
characters is worked out. Each person in« 
the story possesses his or her charm ofi 
interest, and all are lifelike. There is ' 
Ian Stafford, the diplomat, engagingly J 
human, with a strength of purpose so ab
solutely necessary to a man concerned in 
affairs of the world. We see him as the 
lover, as the man infatuated, disappoint
ed, scornful and yielding, and at the last 
achieving a difficult self-conquest. Also 
we are brought Into contact with Jasmine 
sonality greluer^t^lT^ITe^co^U^C^^ 
imply, and our sympathy follows her de-, 
spite the lightness with which she discards 
Stafford for a new lover, Rudyard Byng, , 
the South African millionaire. The dis-1 * * * * 
covery of a letter from Adrian Fellowes,, 
a villain, which seems to condemn her! 
beyond our forgiveness, even this event ’ 
warms instead of chills us, and so it t 
goes. The millionaire impresses us with ■ 
his great strength of will, and Stafford I 
the lover J husband and wife, are imagined 
as of heroic size. And because they are 
human, their fortunes become to us signi
ficant and thrilling. Al’mah, the famous 
singer, who is Fellowes’ mistress, kills 
him, but not before he has sold himself

* spy. and Krool, Byng’s faithful 
r servant is no insignificant and ac

cidental villain, but a creature designed 
.th6 beginning of the world, to play 

his sinster part in the life drama of 
Jasmine, Rudyard Byng and Ian. Like 
other stories of Sir Gilbert Parker s, "The 
Judgment House” leaves the reader with 
a real sense of exaltation. (Published by 
Harper & Bros., New York. Price, $1.35.)

--------------------------------
SIR GILBERT PARKER, whose novel, 

“The Judgment House,” was re- ’ 
cently reviewed in these columns, in a I 
speech which he made a few weeks ago I 
on the influence of books, wondered what 
the ancient observer who remarked “of | 
making many books there is no end,” j 
would say if he could now come back to 
earth. “Imagine,” he continued, “the au
thor of Ecclesiastes making a tour of the 
Carnegie libraries, or conceive of the 
peerless Chaucer in front of a bookstall 
al a railway station. He would probably 
shut his eyes and say ‘Take me back to 
my comfortable tomb.’ ” Nevertheless, 
the famous novelist stated that the best 
fiction “may stimulate the imagination 
and rouse the finest instincts of humanity as well.”
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Sir Gilbert’s Latest.
The Judgment House, by Gilbert Parker. 

(Harper and Brothers.)
Sir Gilbert Parker . has deliberately 

turned his back on the Dresden heroine 
of romance belonging- to “The Seats of 
the Mighty” period and the Bret Harte 
woman with whom he loved to color the 
background of his frontier stories. In 
“The Judgment House,” rio clanking 
swords echo down the passageway, and 
even the patois of French Canada is miss
ing. The spirit has moved him to follow 
the prevailing fashion in novels and grope 
painfully in the labyrinth of labyrinths, 
the mind of the Modern Woman.

No one begrudges him the experience. 
Sudermann, "Shaw, Galsworthy, Wells, Her
rick. Wharton and a host of others have 
enjoyed themselves hugely in that laby
rinth. Each looked for a lamp amid the 
darkness and emerged the richer for his 
psychological adventure. Each brought 
back a different story of his wanderings. 
Mr. Parker may not have found his lamp 
as illuminating as some of the others, but I 
he could not return empty handed, and 
he emerged, bringing back with him Jas- | 
mine Byng.

Mr. Parker has had no particular joy in 
giving Jasmine to the world. He has 
gone out of his way to portray a type 
of woman he is not in tire habit of por
traying—a sort of diluted Delilah, a tri
fling Helen, a tissue paper Becky Sharp. 
The kind of woman he really liked to write 
about was the Jen of one of the early 
Pierre stories. He fairly glowed as he 
told how Jen made a wild night’s dash 
across the country to deliver her sweet
heart's papers at the garrison and save 
him from disgrace. Bold deeds boldly 
done, sweet deeds sweetly done, and sac
rifices nobly made, have hitherto rewarded 
Mr. Parker for the toils of authorship. 
In “The Judgment House” he denies him
self such Epicurean satisfaction and in- 
lists that the duties of his profession call . 
for sterner stuff.

This is a new' note in him. If the world 
is thickly populated with Jasmine Byngs 
or only mildly polluted with them, he is 
going to expose them in all their tarnished 
finery for the benefit of mankind.

He tells the old story of a woman 
। brought up in idleness and luxury who de- 
I cides to marry for money. One recalls all 
i the novels of an earlier date when this 
| was done to the great satisfaction of 
I everyone concerned, including the reader, 

and the heroine was none the worse for it. 
। Gentle Jane Austen simplified matters by 
. having the heroine fall in love with the 

i rich young man and took it for granted 
that they lived happily ever after. Mrs.

i Bennett in “Pride and Prejudice” only 
I echoed Jane Austen’s own sentiments and 
1 the sentiments of the time when she said; 
: “A single man of large fortune; four or 

five thousand a year. What a fine thing
i for our girls!” Well, it is still the senti 
• ment of plenty of matchmaking mothers 
; who look on marriage as a profitable prp- 
I fession for their girls. Only a largo pub

lic is giowing up that thinks woman is 
meant for something better than to marry 
for money. Popular novels ate still writ
ten about such marriages, but they are 
made to end disastrously to satisfy a new 
public with a different notion of marriage. 

Jasmine is the woman in this book who 
is attracted to wealth like a moth to the 
flame. She is engaged to a rising young i 
English diplomat with more talent, charm 
and prospects than money. Along comes 
Rudyard Byng, a rugged, good-hearted | 
millionaire, who has made his pile in 
South Africa. Jasmine decides to throw

|== over her faithful henchman for the mil
lionaire, a decision which is made every
day in the best society. Most of the Jas
mines in real life then forget all about 
the faithful henchman, or at the most 
keep no more dangerous memories than a 
couple of letters and the faded ribbon 
from a corsage bouquet. With an easy 
conscience they proceed to enjoy their 
limousine, their position in society and 
their children, and even to tolerate their 
millionaire spouse.

But this Jasmine is different. At 22 
“She had drunk deep, for one so young, at 
the fountains of art, poetry, sculpture and 
history. For the last she had a passion 
which was represented, by books of biog
raphy without number, and all the stand
ard historians were to be found in her 
boudoir. Yet, too, when she had the op
portunity, she read the newest and most 
daring productions of a school of French 
novelists and dramatists who saw the 
world with eyes morally astigmatic and 
out of focus.”

It is rather difficult to picture a society 
girl of 22 making a substantial literary 
fneal out of some standard historian in five 
Or six husky volumes, but it can be done. 
No doubt she read Gibbon when she came ; 
home from a dance, nibbled at the “Con
quest of Mexico” while combing her hair 
of mornings,»aud took Grote and Cuttius 
sa an afternoon constitutional. It is easier 
to understand and sympathize with the 
taste for French novelists, of whom Mr. 
Parker so evidently disapproves.

Perhaps it was the astigmatic French 
novelists and dramatists that taught her 
to play with fire. The fire is triplicate— 
her husband's secretary, the diplomat she 
was in love with, and an unscrupulous 
Moravian ambassador. Everything points 
toward a trial in the divorce courts, but 
Parker is too soft-hearted to permit a do
mestic tragedy. He prefers the Boer war, 
which provides an unlimited field for emo
tional pyrotechnics and serves to snuff 
out the brief candles of superfluous char-

j acters.

No, decidedly Mr. Parker did not enjoy 
his acquaintance with Jasmine. And he 
does not understand her as well as he does 
the Jen type of woman in the Pierre sto
ries. It was at the beginning of his career 
that he wrote the stories about “Pierre 
and Hia People.” They brought out the 
romance and color and swinging drama of 
the Hudson Bay country. Some of them 
were a bit crude and exaggerated, but they 
had life and blood and feeling. Mr. Parker 
wrote those stories because he could not 
help himself. He loved the adventures of 
the Canadian woods and the people who 
made those adventures as Bret Harte 
loved the California of pioneer days. “The 
Judgment House” lacks something the 
Pierre stories had, because Mr. Parker 
seems to have lost the vision he had then. 
One wonders if he will ever live up to the 
promise of those early stories and write . 

( again as he did in “Pierre”—because he I 
f could not help it. Elsie F. Weil. |

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.
(By Gilbert Parker.) 

While not, perhaps, measuring up 
to some of Mr. Parker’s other works 
in dignity and pure literary value, the 
"Judgment House” is supremely vital 
in every page; it throbs with the 
human note, and is strong wdth reali
ties—those realities that are indepen
dent of time, environment, and all the 
adventitious circumstances with-which 
our daily lives are encumbered. Big 
ideas and elemental passions; national 

l and personal crises; social entangle- 
Iments and political complications; all 
these are the background—as they 
must ever be, whether In life or in fic
tion—for the action of a few souls 
seeking adjustment. In war and stress, 
through storm and peril, these souls 
enact their appointed drama, following 
the inward Guide that points them at 
last to the right path when they have 
wandered over many devious and un
charted ways. With that skill, which 
is as much an instinct as an art. the 
author sets his figures upon a gigantic 
stage, shifting his scenes from England 
to Africa, where the Boer war acts • 
as a grand solvent in which truth and 
falsehood are reduced to their con
stituent proportions. From an opulent 
palette he paints pictures of veld and 1 
karoo that fairly glow before the 
vision, while his abundant—and some- | 
times redundant—vocabulary furnishes 
rhetorical and analytical detail, which,t 
though not always beyond criticism, ’S 
Invariably brilliant and graphic. If; 
one were Inclined to severity one might । 
be somewhat exigent over a certain 
sensational, almost hysterical, vein 
that is apparent occasionally: but per- , 
haps It Is Inevitable, In dealing with , 
Just the types he has chosen for his, 
characters, that a melodramatic touch 

i should creep in now and then in
fact, he justifies himself while explain- j 
Ing one of those very personages: The

I emotional, the theatrical, the egotlstl- 
' cal mortal has his or her own tragedy , 
I which is just as real as that which 

comes to those of more spiritual vein.IjuS Is real as that which comes w, 
the more classical victim of fate.
Her suffering w- not the less acu e | 
because It found Its way out with Im passioned demonstration." A Prot°n^| 
truth is touched upon in this phr . 
. truth especially recommended to the

"Still waters run deep, « (o be 
ma*teAdtkbvWthee platitudinous, and 
shunned bl *e P morHmie» 
those who want n ted doses,
dealt out to them In trltu™ and 
ltS di8t'not 'readMt wlt'hoXming a 
broader horizon, a more comprehensive

Harper & Bros.
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BY EDWIN L SHUMAN.
„ _ ITHOUT a doubt Sir Gilbert 

y jT T Parker's “The Judgment House” 
W will be one of the popular novels
’ ’ of the summer. It has most of 

the elements of popularity and Is written 
with sustained dramatic power. The plot 
is mere closely knit than was that of ‘The 
Weavers.” while the characters are more 
deeply realized than in any of this au 
Ihor's novels, not excepting ‘The Seats 
of the Mighty.” One can easily believe his 
statement that these imaginary characters 
have been living in his mind for twenty 
years. So much for the prime merit of the 
book. Its chief defects are that its action 
at times becomes melodramatic and that its , 
long descriptive and analytical passages ; 
lack humor and literary vivacity. Never
theless the human interest of "The Judg
ment House" is compelling and unbroken. I 
The time is that of the Jameson raid and I 
the Boer war, the scenes are in London and I 
South Africa, but the characters and the 
Inner forces that drive them to tragic issues I 
are common to all times and countries. The | 
central figure is Jasmine Byng, a modern 
Helen, selfish, fickle and> beautiful, who, if I 
she does not “burn the topless towers of 
Ilium,” at least drives men to murder and 
is an Indirect cause of the Boer war. Sir 
Gilbert has done his maturest and finest 
work on Jasmine, dramatizing her faults 
in stirring episodes and at the same time 
analyzing her psychological processes and 
depicting her gradual growth of soul amid 
the sorrows that sho brings upon herself.

Scarcely less perfect are the portraits of 
the two leading men, Rudyard Byng, South 
African millionaire—-whom Jasmine marries 
for love of power—and Ian Stafford, diplo
matist, whom Jasmine first jilts in cold 
blood, then lures to her feet after she is 
married. Both are strong and likable men 
In their very different ways. Byng is an 
empire builder of the Cecil Rhodes type— 
as seen through the glamour of British im
perialism. The dynamite in the situation 
Ues in the danger of what may happen 
when such a man discovers that his wife 
— receiving love letters from other men. 
The proper villain to set the spark Is at 
hand In Krool, Byng's half-caste Boer 
sen-ant, the most melodramatic of the

On® does not be- ieve in Krool—nor In the sjambok episode 
in fashionable London—but the thrills are 

*“'r b<ith ln London 
"S ®n the battleflelde ot South Africa. i 
Door AtaS,”??3 mlnor notably

r0*"’ maa' T,ul
I1 1 eo!r“ 5““ »« ths dra-

-ton- 1U author baAS;

h.“ «o u>.
ot his work, at the hid? <’ra *41Uon 

!• calles the th’ Bnnbn.re.
complete In .Ighte^^J?,?0,11 3nd l“ “ t* 
those ot the y?luE“'» UkeT»l«l, St^eX

a new ««the author. P 1 Preface written by 
theifhur^ ▼olumw, with

In these ^hlrty-nino stories he at
tained. as he modestly says in a reminiscent 
introduction, a certain command of his 
materials and the power ot creating a dis
tinctive atmosphere. These tales are as po
tent as ever to transport the reader to the 
Canadian wilderness in the days of the 
coureur de bols. (This phrase, by the way, 
is misspelled In the note at the beginning of 
volume L) Pretty Pierre, pioneer of the 
far north In fiction, has no rival to this day.

The third volume, “Northern L/ghts,” 
contains seventeen other Canadian stories of 
a somewhat later period, while the fourth, 
"Mrs. Falchion,” was the author’s first long 
novel. In his Introduction to this Sir Gil
bert states Its merits and crudities quite 
dispassionately and makes the following ob
servation, which applies with illuminating 
aptness even to his latest novel, “The Judg
ment House”:Raadtnjr “Mra. Falchion” again after ah these 
years, I teem to realise in it an attempt to com
bine the objective and subjective methods of treat
ment—to combine analysis of character and motive 
with arresting en’rode. It Is a difficult thin.? to do, 
as I nave found. It was not done on mv part 
wholly by design, but rather by instinct and I 1m- 
arlne that this tendency lias run through all my 
works. It represents the elements of romanticism 
and of realism In one. and that kind of representa
tion ha. iu dangvrs, to ray nothing of it, dlffl- 
« -J. “ »ni*time6 alienates the reader, who bv
instinct and preference fe a realist, and it troubles alone.

Accusing men •‘sowing wild

By 
U.Efpa Webstbr

wnax a coaracin ----- - -
emphasises what it doos. Oue aas to wort, how
ever. in one’s own way. after one s own idiosyn
crasies. and here is the book that represents one 
of my own idiosyncrasies in its most primitive

How Gilbert Parker has labored to win 
and safeguard his literary reputation Is re- 

i vealed in these introductions. He tells how,,-ealed in these introductions. He tells how,
before he wrote the first of the Pierre 
stories, he deliberately burned a whole book 
of manuscript tales that did not quite ooms 
up to the mark. In the introduction to the 
fifth volume. "Cumner's Son and Other 
South Sea Folk,” he states that these Aus
tralian tales were kept from the public 
nearly twenty years after they had been 
written.

“When Valmond Came to Pontiac” and 
“The Trail of the Sword,” make up the 
sixth volume of this set, while •The Pomp 
of the Lavllettes” and "The Translation of 
a Savage” are the main contents of the 
seventh. Sir Gilbert admits that the main 
incident tn ‘The Translation of a Savage,” 
actually happened in Michigan, not In Can
ada. He was greatly pleased when George

I Moore suddenly stopped him one night and I 
told him there was a remarkable play In 
this book. He continues:

I hod not thought up to that time that my work ■ 
was of the kind which would appeal to George 
Moore, bet he was always making discoveries. 
Meeting him in Pall Mall one day. he said to me: 
“My dear fellow, I have made a great discovery. 
I hare been reading the Old Testament. It Is mag- 
nlficent. In the mass of its Incoherence it has 
a series of the most marvelous stories. Do you 
remember—” etc. Then he came home and had 
tea with me, reveling. In the meantime, on having 
discovered the Btblo.

In the eighth volume we have “The
Trespasser” and an entertaining account 
of how It was written In a hlgh-waJled 
garden and a tower-like villa at Audleme In 
Brittany. Sir Gilbert evidently recalls 
both the book and the summer with linger
ing fondness, as well he may.

The Imperial edition of “The Works of 
Gilbert Parker” is one of those sets of 
superbly made books which the bibliophile
has but to look upon in order to covet. It 
Is sold only by subscription and In com
plete sets.

i 4.1XS5

oats,” with the natural harvest of 
retribution, is an antiquated literary 
habit. The majority of ORithors con
cede the privilege of a limited span 
of riotous experiments to men and as 
a preparatory degree for serious pur
poses and relationships of later life. 
Another traditional authorship habit 
is that the mature star of woman
kind must have been an'example of 
budding innocence during her youth
ful years, and lest she qualify her
self as a woman with a sullied “past” 
and therefore not fit for the higher 
runnings of human existence. No 
reckless flings of the giddy grain are 
allowed for young women as prepar
atory experiments for serious en
deavors and successes, is the usual
vogue of novels, as in real life.
Gilbert ker's recent book,

. But 
“Judg-

jAMll Mouse?1 Is a story of clear jus
tice for men and women; all reap the 
harvest deserved of their early and 
later deeds. This is a novel of equal 
standards for men and women, with 
a chance, and benediction for all hu
man saints and self-reclaimed sin
ners. It scintillates ^with poignant 
pulses of life. Published by Harper 
& Bros.

The story begins with dramatic verve 
and tense expectation. Jasmine 
Grenfel, daughter to a father of a pas
sive career, but descended from a 
grandfather who acquired great 
wealth through aggressive and relent
less methods, and Incited by limitless 
ambitions, occupies a box at Covent 
Garden with her tacitly betrothed, Ian 
Stafford, and Rudyard Byng. Ian is 
a man of highest honor and intellec
tual worth, a rising man in diplomatic 
affairs; he still has his greatest suc
cess to make in his chosen profession 
and financially. Rudyard Byng has 
spent early years in South Africa, liv
ing bitterly and lonesomely, and some
times riotously; he has made his 
three million sterling and he Is 
building a palace in London; more mil
lions are brewing in Africa for him. 
Jasmine is marvelously Intellectual 
and she loves pleasure and position. 
Ian is her mate In all mental and 
Intellectual beauty and force. But 
Byng? He is a force in invincible 
resolution to succeed; and rough ex
periences have given his stalwart body 
and brain a roughened texture, al
though he is of "good family." Very 
subtly Jasmine reasons her prospects 
out with both men. Byng and his 
millions can give her beauty and 
wonderful grace a magnificent set
ting without delay. She feels all 
the Inherent ambition come to her 
from her grandfather. She marries 
Byng, who Is blunt and honest, and 
who doesn’t suspect that be is taking 
the beloved one from Ian.

Jasmine does not love Byng; she 
loves Ian, and she loves reckless in
dulgences of all kinds; the “sowing 

i of wild oats” In flirtations to the edge 
of danger. She plays with fire, even 

i to the resolve to win Ian when he 
returns from a three years’ sojourn 
in diplomatic service on the continent. 
Ian has ceased to regret Jasmine. He 
believes his love for her is dead. He’s 
not afraid of the fire that she kin
dles and he hovers near the flumes. 
And there are others playing round 
the flames that Jasmine builds with 
her fascinations while her busband Is 
busy with the affairs of the Boer 
Africa^* °^ect hl8 interests in South 

goes to th© edge of danger and 
u'u? . ua.,U he madlr Jasmine, 

be\°Ye<1 by Others as well as
L !l?.t VOVW1 by her bushand. She 
vi a natural coquette with all the be- 
Lonmlen,| thftt temnt Sije
becomes involved with Ian even 

— to the possibility nf nn



servant is on the trail for his own re
venge upon all Englishmen, although 
he is absolutely subservient to Byng. 
This servant geta possession of letters 
that implicate Jasmine in an affair 
with a degenerate iu the guise of «• 
handsome man. Then for Jasmine the 
harvest of retribution for the “sow
ing of wild oats”; likewise retribution 
for Ion for this later reckless “sow 
Ing” and in the discovery that Jas
mine is faithful to nobody and noth
ing. Tragedies ensue.

All this story, so far and after, is 
divided into books, and each, with 
these leading actors, has splendid and 
shifting settings, with a numerous 
company of Important personages, in 
the quick successions. Each scene is 
carried to a climax with tremendous 
skill; vividly illuminated with the pas
sions of men and women.

The leading actors go to South 
’ Africa and become Immersed in the 

Boer War, all eager to find surcease 
in danger and sacrifice of life. Es 
peclallv is Byng eager to forget his 
anguish midst the horrors of war. 
Ian pays the fatal penalty of his po
sition of false friend to Byng and of 
his sin against his own manhood. Jas
mine also is punished horribly, but 
consdering her errors she escapes eas
ily; and in accord with the author’s 
advocated principle that no human 
creature is immune, and therefore 
human Judgment should be held in re
serve to the higher law. Jasmine's 
character dominates the novel. Pre 
sumedly she is a woman above moral 
derelictions: but she plays otherwise 
in her acted, tendencies. Nothing vin
dicates her moral flippery.

This book is exalted literature. The 
descriptions are magnificent. It 
thrills over 469 pages in Parker’s su
preme language.

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE” 
BY SIR GILBERT PARKER

Novel Of England And The Transvaal; Its Background 
The Boer War, Against Which Diplomacy And 

Love Play Very Strenuous Parts.

*r Gilbert Parker's “/1'he Judgment gentleman
House” bears the usual marked traits complete diplomat, who makes
of his work. It is new, yet it suggests
n I the others, and in range and 
Quality is about the same. The time- 
Lness of a plot must be considered, 
and here the Jamieson Raid and Boer 
"nr are adroitly chosen as the back
ground for the story, the greater part 
of which, however, is laid in London, 
J he time and scope afford excellent 
material atid the last scene of the 

•boob; passes over to the Tranvaal, 
y nere the -iurtain falls. One says cur
tain advisedly, for there is always j 
something histrionic about Sir Gil
bert's wor!\ interesting as it is; one' 
•s somewhat aware of the stage man- 

jagement. He is less the artist than I

tremendous coup and saves Englani**^ — — rw- . • 
from European .omplkaiions-a’ within her zone of interest, just o 
with Jasmine s help. But somehow show she could, in Lon on i 
the two are not convincing. Man; seem an unkind fate wh ch sent her 
more lives are interwoven with Jas to dog their warlike p
mine's; a wonderful qpera singer wit, front Hnnv

;a tragic past and indefinite present) The first part o ■ 5
,a downright villain, and a Kaffir is. certainly the greatest, it has a Sm 
Boer spy, who serves as sedpegoat fol Gilberts earliest an o hnman inter- 

; moral indignation. Goethe says "Th.-it has every phase of human inter 
j man of sense finds nearly everythin? eat tint the last p .. con.
ridiculous; the man ©f thought scarce-with Th? ea'eI?j’ _.i the author ) ly anything." A novel, like a person vincing; 1 1» «; though^ author 

[depends largely upon the point o; was striving to 8 .. strongly,
I view. Sir Gilbert trusts too little tc he had seen perhaps ^1 strong^,

the craftsman, though a very skilled mo ,——..... o —-----
icraftsman, employing many of the are " >tty. wise and impressive, butteel me
resources of “the goodly art of novel- I does not make them actually talk However .it * loaves an in-
yiting.” the value of climaxes and wittily, wisely or impressively. Like tul story and one wm of,
strong effects. His heroine. Jasmine, j Mrs. Humphry Ward, whom he terest almost wnich one has
K of course, conventionally beauti- somewhat resembles, he is dangerous- the volume .. month as it ap-
lol. and incidentally she is also “ower I iy near bathos since neither has a Mt from n.om ,g the san]e
bad for blessing and ower good for i spark' of humor. There is at times beared seria . since the
banning.” as Andrew Fairservice haziness in the characters and Some-(interest wni Majesty, the
said of Rob- R0y< Jasmine marries thing wavering in their actions. Char-flittle affair Eve that
li uxn mixed motives, chiefly a love of acters rather seem to be twisted to .Devil ana forgotten for a

Epower as represented by three mil- ‘suit the circumstances instead of the (time when A
lion pounds. In the complications that circumstances being the inevitable (while. storv sound like
follow, with diplomacy without and outcome of character. Bat “The The peop e taken from the 
emotional divinations within, the ; Judgment House” is a genuine story, they must indifferently

......... 1 • - - . and one can sit life ‘hey .‘pad of suspicion ’ idonied, and the threaa ot * 
t'”8edAdrian Fell"™9 h?d 

plots possioic, ano out 01 mem muei. wiiv,w3 *1 strange quality of in-1
be wrought all the complexity we see touche .-J . one 0[ sir

author seems to hesitate whether to holding the interest, ...... -— —...
make his hero a victim of heredity or , up till after midnight to read it—al- a< 
on a too-reckless self-will. Of course, 1 ways a good test. There are but few wl... 
s i<- loved the man whom she threw | plots possible, and out of them must whose 
over tor tbc many pounds. and when I • .............. • —------------ —»o
he reappears sbe can nejther give up 
nor honestly keep.

[ ways a good test.

। in life and sometimes in 
I (Harpers.)

yMi LKi

uNT H0USE' G'"”* 
Parker. Harper & Brgs.

Gilbert Parker’s great story is at > 
last out in book form, after being the! 
zlnTf^m^ in HarPers Maga-1= 

ior months.
and th. a powerf«' ®d great storv;' 
ne? in wh h a^hieved after the man-

R England has achieved) 
find dm’ » h yard Byn5 and Jasmine! 
thnr SheS ot r°ses, ‘bough still 
SUffordr^Cd '® only after Ian 
btatfoid is dead, just as England 
nanS^T^r8 When the ‘a‘‘ered rem
nants of glory creep trembling with 
greX^s^V'T''5’ back t0 the u“le 
gieen island, to watch others take 

PJhe f3ght ]ust a li‘Ue later. 
thJh Pharacters ot the women in 
the book are marvelously drawn and 
utterly depressing, for the selfish 
egotism and self satisfaction ot the 
central figure, Jasmine Byng, so ut
terly engulfs and overcomes the en- 
‘ire substance ot the woman’s heart 
that she is not even courageously 
bad, while the woman who hates the 
thing she loved and dares to destroy 
it, is far better after all.

If one could be rid of the feeling 
that Ian Stafford was just a bit 
smug—too highly polished perhaps, 
he might charm the mind—but the 
crude specimen from South Africa is' 
a far more compelling personality, yet) 
his wife came very near to destroying I 
his career, which ought not to have 
been with a man of that type, to make 
the story seem to balance perfectly. 
Though balanced stories lack the vital 

- interest of the rougher narratives.
The story might have seemed a 

little more real it the woman who j 
loved her oyvn self perfectly had stay-’ 
ed in London, where-the setting suit
ed her perfectly. Perhaps it wouidI 
have been a little more really drama
tic to have left her out of the great 
dark tragedy of South Africa, and 
let her fight the battles that were 
hers in the environment which had 

i created her and her like for so many 
I years. It seems a little unfair to 
) have given her the prominence of the 
i double scenic advantage, yet the con
trast is strong and the interest'great 
) throughout. But when Jasmine had 
done all she could to ruin all the men
and most of the women who came

By Gilbert Parker iuX
W- R. L Harew 

of this novel take 
denoa n ,ayB. we
th."*.10,?*"''"' well-known 1^.11= 
ha 14 °ccur ln th««’ this
book dees not present a pteturp »r pub- 
' or private individuals, living or 
ca^novs'l 10 “y s«ns#a hlstorl- 
twHn 1 ’ ® and por-

Tb?. - ®work 01 “>0 Imag'nation." 
This work marks a new era in the

W,°rk °f 1 bb'Glst whost first 
book marked him out as w writer of

ln ‘tiler1 of
'-anadian romances tioua.

In “The Judgment there !s
a different' setting tor'•STStory, and 
a different t$-pe ot chafaJtr vltallws 
the story. Covent Garden and the tri
umph of a new prima donni) Jasmine 
Grenfel, a beautiful *ngliea- woman, 
known in London society da the “Jas
mine Flower”; a fair. man, Adrian 
Fellowes m the first ‘row of opera- 
house stalls; beside Jasmine Grenfel, 
Ian Stafford, of the Foreign Office, and 
Rudyard Byng, a South African nabob 
of thirty, who hadhinade his three mil
lions of pounds wife Cecil Rhodes in 
South Africa—thase are among Yhe 
■book people count, whose life 
threads cross and recross in intimate 
association, who all come into active 
presentation i^the first chapter of the 
finst-book of “The Judgment House.”

Sir Gilbert Is remarkably dramatic 
and never more so than in the novel 
under review. Tha opera singer at 
Covent Garden wag saved from being 
burnt to death at the end of her per
formance in the first chapter by Rud
yard Byng. Other men were present, 
but he was the quickest to realize the 
danger, to leap on the stage, extinguish 
the flames with Jasmine Grenfel’s 
opera cloak, and carry the opera sing
er to a place of safety in his arms.

That began the tragedy of the book. 
Jt led to the breaking of an engage
ment between Jasmine Grenfel and j 
Jan Stafford, to the employment of J 
Adrian Fellowes by Rudyard Bynt and] 
to his marriage with the ‘‘Jasmine 
Flower.”

Around Rudyard Byng centred a re
markable group of financiers, men like 
himself Interested in South African 
development, and one of th6 In
teresting features of “The Judg
ment House Is found in the meet
ings of the partners and their 
consideration of the problems of the 
Boer War. For the period of the book 
opens with the Jameson raid, and con- 
Hnuefl through bloody scenes in South 
African hospitals and on the African 
veldt. The cruel nature and the super
stitious enthrallment of the Boer na
ture are tremendously outlined in the 
vindictiveness and treachery of Krool, 
Bvngs native servant, who called 
Rvng “Bass” and was willing that Byng 
should be his overlord and yet betrayed 
11 The book is unsparing in its co^er"’ 
nation of the follies and coquetries of 
Fncllsh high-class society women. Its

atl(,n made. Life it Is writ-

SW.% cup of t-blina 
drunk of the uhj»cet“spe^y they had 

'"the "o‘k X and sprigs of 
thrown the rocK jn s)!ence,
the Karoo bush, the ha^ that life., 
made pledges to more for them: disguises should n b0.
that the door should be#w gouU
tween tbe.cli'®mi^ own pension of be
dwelt. each in ts e ,, t
Ing. with Its I" th and nutrl-
„ 1th the same light, confidenco
ment. and with th. confes_
which Xeuid be no hidden
sions.
things any more.
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mutti-riillHena.re a-
sometimes prefaces his 

ulU M)lh . Us» of Ms heirs, de-
« .bat If be has £
unknown to him. and • gjr I
«ir- that they share his wealth, s [
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to characters 
world occur in

saving in a prefatory 
cept wherf reference 
weil-W*™ to all the

Sir

Parker

.these pages, this book does ^iot pre
sent a picture of public or private in
dividuals, living or dead.”

"It is not in any sense a historical 
novel.” he adds. "It is in conception 
and portraiture a work of the imagin
ation.” But in the drawing of them 
he has revealed his close study of 
modern types, and his big grasp of 
science, art, diplomacy, so many of the 
strands that weave the complex and 
highly colored web of modern life.

"The Judgment House” easily 
ranks as one of the best of this bril
liant Britisher’s novels, and as one of 
the greatest that has appeared in many i 
months. He has chosen the time of; 
the Boer war. and London, a country I 
house in Wales and the Transvaal for 
his setting, while the characters are 
those who hold the destiny of the na-

1 tion as well as their own fortunes in 
| their keeping.
I Clarence Edmund Steadman says in 
I defending Walter Savage Landor's 
I choice of aristocratic characters, “We 

(in his poetry) penetrate the love of; 
high-bred men and women; nobles'bv 
nature and rank;—surely finer-subjects 
for realistic treatment than the boor or 
drudge. When both are equally nat
ural, I would rather contemplate a 
hors® or a falcon, than the newt and 
the toad. Thus far, I am sure, one 
may carry the law of aristocracy in
art.” 

Sir Gilbert Parker has in “The
Judgment House” penetrated the lives 
and loves of such high-bred men and 
women, and that, with the splendor of 
the setting and the great international 

1 interests involved, make a novel that 
is brilliant, dramatic, thrilling and ele- 

, vating. A romance at base, the treat- 
■ ment is realistic, and while in no sense 
I a problem story, yet problems of the 
■ most Intricate and delicate kind are 
। worked out. The saving of the 
! "Home” (and the capitalization Is his), 
I is perhaps the only “preachment'' of 
I the novel, and yet as its title indicates 
I judgments on wrong-doing are pro- 
I nounced and with that inevitableness 
I that Life herself passes on every in- 
| fringment of her law. And in these 
I judgments he has shown keen insight 
! into cause and effect, for he has made 
i the penalty follow the real wrong 
I done, and not visited conventional 
I judgments on conventional sins.

I _ ———

I
I The trio that hold the balance of 
' power in the story' and in the larger 
affairs of empire are two men and a 
woman. One of the men is a diplomat; 
the other an African nabob of the 
Cecil Rhodes type, a pioneer who has 
come back from-the Transvaal at 33 
years of age and with three millions 
of pounds to his credit. Both of the 

I men are noble by nature as well as po- 
' sitlon, true men at heart. The diplo
mat is subtle, Greek-minded, an ideal 
friend and lover and a master in the 
field of diplomacy. The pioneer has 
less real manhood as well as less grace 
and culture, yet he is a big man, with 
a strong dash of the primitive, power 
to dominate, and free from selfishness.

The woman. Jasmine, a girl of 22 
when the story begins, is to my mind 
one of the best drawn characters of 
fiction. Sir Gilbert Parker has used

all the color gamut of half-tones, to 
paint her. He has split all the 
fine threads of emotion in an
alyzing her. She is of the siren type. 
Both men are, of course, in love with 
her, and, of course, she marries the 
wrong one. That is the beginning off 
the muddle. The choice is described,: 
and then the story deals with what| 
happens. Jasmine is brilliant, yet in a( 
way superficial. She has tremendous 
power to attract, but she has not great 
womanhood. The siren woman never 
has. She is unmoral, rather than im
moral, until the results of her wrong
doing and carelessness create, through 
the misery they bring on her, a cer
tain dim moral awakening. She is 
left at the very conclusion of conclu- 

i sions in the story, for one brief mo-, 
I ment. a real woman, unselfish, big?

But Sir Gilbert Parker does not push 
the issue too far. She is certain to 
tumble again, and there is material for 
another novel as brilliant and fascinat- 

1 ing.
Jasmine marries the wrong man, 1 

□ringing with it this train of woes, not 
altogether consciously and yet not al
together intently. She is careless, 
unthinking, immature, dazzled. Yet 

; neither does she do it altogether inno-
cently. She hushes the still, small 
voice. She does not realize the great
ness of the step. She does not realize 
herself as yet, still there is in her the 
stifled consciousness of wrong-doing.

In depicting Jasmine, Sir Gilbert I 
Parker powerfully uses what might be 
called the growing sense of re-incarna
tion (so frequently is it used in all 
modern literature), the consciousness 
of many lives. "If you had lived a 
thousand years ago, Jasmine, you 
would have had a thousand lovers." He 
puts the words in her husband's 
mouth at a critical time, and deepens 
their intensity by frequent repetition,— I 
and in the soul of this English beauty 
and flower woman, he puts the strug- 

। gle of the famous siren women of 
। long ago, translating it in modern 
| terms.

in her

, **ivrv is anotner woman, Armab, al 
| Celtic opera singer whose voice is great ] 
| partly because she has lived and suf- I 
I fered greatly, who contrasts splendidly 
i in her unselfishness and womanhood 
I with Jasmine, and there is an elegant,1 
I Corinthian appearanced good-for-noth-j 
I ing fellow who serves as a similar foil) 
I to the leading men.
I The character of Krool, the African! 
I body-servant of the pioneer, is finely^ 
I drawn and gives another superb con-g 
I trast—the pure primitive, and th^ 
; cringing slave type against these fear- t 
‘ less men who are the ruime of all tho l 
I race has won and accomplished. ‘I

The frontispiece of “The Judgment | 
House.”

So much for the characters. The?) 
events are also big. The diplomat has 
his finger on the pulse of Europe at 
this troublous war time, and the read-* 
er is let into the making of history. A 
word too, for the setting. Sir Gilbert 
Parker has kept it what it ought to 
be—a background. A rich splendid 
background it is, and not slurred ove? 
In the making are his London pictures, 
those of the great Welsh house and of 
the high veldt and Transvaal war, but 
in marked contrast to lesser romances 
it is setting only. So many of theses 
minor novels depend basically upon 
setting. Indeed their chief value seemd 
to be the geographical one—of present? 
ing correct information of far-away 
lands in a concrete, attractive manner

Harper Brothers are the America^ 
publishers Qf "The Judgment House** 
and the illustrations are by W. Hath!

/

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE
HAS BIG BACKGROUND

Harper & Brothers announce the 
publication of "The Judgment House,” 
by Sir Gilbert Parker. Against a 
wide background of international in
terest are developed the lives of the 
two heroes—a millionaire, who is a 
political and financial force, and! the 
famous diplomat who succeeds in . 
achieving great advantages for Eng
land. Both are in love with the 
same woman, beautiful, clever, am
bitious. She throws over the diplo
mat to marry the millionaire; but 
later, on the former’s return to Lon
don, wins him back in spite of his re
sentment at her disloyalty. The lives 
of these three and numerous other 
characters—financiers, the million
aire’s secretary and his Boer valet, 
both traitors to their master, a great 
prima donna, etc.—are closely inter
wove11 with the fate of the nation. 
The war loosens the knot of this tan- 

1 gle of contending claims, leading 
men and women through self-sacrifice 

’ and heroism to a new understanding 
। of themselves and each other.



Gilbert Parker has done a fine piece of work
in “The Judgment House,” but the comment of mostin "The Judgment House," but the comment of most The Judgment House " Rv rut, .
readers will be that the story could be reduced oneF — >?ew York and London: Har--............... — *’er w Brothers.third with profit. The book is brought out in this 
country by Harper & Brothers, with some good illus
trations. It Is the Boer war put into fiction, but the 
war simply serves as the climax of the fortunes of 
one of the heroes, an admirably-drawn figure of one 
of the men who made great fortunes in South Africa 
and then tried to get happiness out of their wealth 
in the alien world of London. All of the book -which 
deals with Rudyard Byng, the follower of CeclB 
Rhodes, Is very well done. It is more difficult 
realize the other hero, Ian Stafford, the trained dlH 
lomat. who Is a kind of Sir Galahad, moving in cm 
atmosphere which would have been fatal to any 
knight wUhflUt fear and without reproach. In tact, 
this moderii Galahad soon dee-nr Mia liitmrT.iuuce- 
lot, although In the end he emerges as far more of 
a man than one would have believed. The women 
in the book are extremely difficult to realize, as they 
act in a way that would lead to utter ruin in real life.

The elaborate sketch of the appearance of the 
South African in London society and of his conquest 
of the spoiled beauty. Jasmine Grenfel, is written with 
so much clearness and force that it Impresses itself on 
the reader as a bit of real life. But when the diplo
mat. Ian Stafford, and others enter the illusion van
ishes. These are all types that we know in fiction, 
but never meet in real life. Many Women marry to 
gratify pride and the desire for great wealth, as 
Jasmine does in this story, hilt most of them make 
the <b?st of a bad bargain and get some consolation 
from the material things of this world, especially 
when their husbands love them with the unswerving 
affection of this primitive man from the African 
veldt. Jasmine appears to have no balance wheel: 
she is simply all coquette, and the gratification of 
her great powers of attraction for men seems to sum 
up for her all that there is in life. Of course such 
an ambition soon leads her into'very deep water, and 
when the crash comes and her husband learns of her 
perfidy it is only the great diplomatic ability of Staf
ford that saves her from the savage vengeance of the 
man whose honor she has smirched. Some of the 
best work In this story' Is that which describes the 
method by which Stafford saves the life of the woman 
he has loved and diverts the wrath of the South 
African into other channels.

The chapters that deal with the Boer war are not 
to be compared with the scenes in "The Dope Doc
tor” by Richard Dehan. These are merely lurid pic
tures of slaughter and death, but they serve as a fit
ting climax to the story and they permit of the elimi
nation of Stafford, after his work as the great recon
ciler has been completed. The book Is full of good 
things, very aptly expressed. Thus when Stafford 
first meets Jasmine after she has thrown him over 
for the South African millionaire there is this ex
change of repartee':

"You still make life worth living.” he answered 
gayly.

"It is not an occupation I would choose, she re
plied. "It la sure to make one a host of enemies."

"So many of us make our careers by accident.” he 
rejoined.

"'Certainly I made mine not by design." she re
torted.

"But your career Is not yet begun," he remarked. 
"I am married." sho said, defiantly. In direct retort. 
"That is not a career—it Is casual exploration in a 

dark continent," he rejoined.
The story Is full of bits like this, full of a philoso

phy of life that Is never bitter nor morbid, but al
ways tinged with sarcasm.

The admirers of Sir Gilbert Parker 
will be rather disappointed with ""The 
dl^^W H°USe " The book is of the 
It i a y. conven,lonal type, although 
It Is admirably written. The heroine. 
Jasmine Grenfel, has "golden hair" and 
wonderful color on her face." She has 

money, too. but not enough to satisfy 
her ambitious Instincts. Two men are 
■ n love with her. Rudyard Byng-how 
useful Mr. KlpHne has been here-’ 
and Ian Stafford. Byng is. a man who 
at thirty-three had made three million 
pounds in South Africa, and Stafford is 
an Englishman of culture who is "dis
tinguished looking" but "has not yet 
made his name and might never do so” 
How expressive all this is of the Brit- 
ish bourgeois or pseudo-aristocratic 
viewpoint!

In the opening chapter A^Vmah. an 
opera singer. Is rescued by Byng from 
an accident on the stage which might 
have cost her her life. This, of course, 
makes him a hero in Jasmine's eyes, 
even though in accomplishing his task) 
he had ruined her opera cloak. While 
Jasmine’s affairs of the heart are at this 
juncture, news comes to England of 
the Jameson raid, and the girl is just 
as much interested in it as Rudyard 
Byng himself. It is easy to see that 
Sir Gilbert Parker approves of “Dr. 
Jim” and has no toleration from “Oom 
Paul.” A sort of Hugoesque figure en
ters the story in the person of Krool, 
Byng’s man servant, half Hottentot and 
half Boer, who is divided between his 
duty to his master and his devotion to 
the Boer cause. Eventually Byng dis
covers Krool’s untrustworthiness and 
whips him witfl a sjambok into the 
street. It was a work of supereroga
tion to import this creature into the 
novel unless the object were to give 
room for a striking situation In case 
the book is ultimately dramatized.

The Boer war becomes a part of Sir 
Gilbert Parker’s story, and the war 
scenes are the best in the book. Both 
Byng and Stafford fight for England. 
In depicting the veldt and the fighting 
that reddened it Sir Gilbert Parker is 
at his best. The episode of Jigger, the 
cockney lad who sold newspapers in 
London but who is a gallant soldier in 

thrilling, thoughSbuth Africa,
slightly overwrought.

In the end Rudyard Byng has the best 
of It. Thus tamely ends a story which 
Is good of its kind but not good enough 
to add anything to the author’s reputa
tion.

I The novel Is very well illustrated by 
W. Hatherell, R. I.

fished names and a 
on 7^’7^ ones

whose work*; n 8t °f fi' t*on-writers 
yet onbTTrL ” <bls week",
brief comment OrVoWT*”'1 n’°re ’h"' = 
the whole the hkkA eSe three' ^rhops on 
• The Judgment H S'r GHbert rar!i"-a 
net), wuh tlte b™' 'Ha^rs. fi.33 
ground. sir ” a "ar " ,h‘ Wl<- 
ln which a. ' ,' has written a novel
scriDtlon , dramatic action, graphic de- 
rtXc°"r bOT«raUon in
nX rT ?mblne<' "'i'h 
runs through ,Jhe main theme which 
X, „ m he V‘V,d ewb« °f ‘he 
"bbrative nke a dellcate threa4 u the 
GrenMmln'h°f ‘i? charac"r of Jasmin- 
heritance ful "'Oman with an In- 
causes h- . curk>us‘y mixed traits which 
causes her to work havoc In many live, 
mane’.h ’’Jb0 "V” of ,wo 
man she marries, Rudyard Bvng. and i 
Suit"!? S?e '5UEhl have murned. Ian ' 

*aSt Ja^nln<> realizes what! 
she has done. She tells herself the truth 
eriA u “U1 t0 whlch sh» bad never! 
given Its chance. It had never bloomed. 1 
Her abnormal wllfulness. her Insane love' 
of pleasure, her hereditary impulses, had 
greet the eXWnS' of th« I
great thing m her, the soul so capable of. 
memorable and beautiful deeds." But it | 
s-only through great suffering that Jas-i 
mines soul comes into its own; and that! 
suffering is not all hers. Sir Gilbert! 
Parker has never written a more notable 
piece of fiction than this; and indeed 
there are few novels of the day that are 
as finely conceived and executed. It is 
not, however, a book to make a strong 
appeal to the casual reader of fiction, 
nor will such an one have any real ap
preciation of the underlying idea. To one 
who can at once perceive the vitality and 
the artistry of the story ‘ The Judgment! 
House" cannot fail to prove a oook not I 
merely absorbing for the moment, but 
leaving an impression not easily erased.

if/a

The Judgiuent House. By Sir Gil
bert Parker. New York: Harper & 
Brothers. Cloth; illustrated; price. 
$1.35 net.

Sir Gilbert Parker can not write in 
petty vein. The stories he tells are 
big stories. There is majesty to them. J 
“The Judgment House" is no excep- ; 
tion. The story is divided into four! 
books. It opens previously to the Boer; 
war and plunges its characters into 
that struggle. The war brings the 
heroine. Jasmine Byng, a woman of 
fire and earth, face to face with her-: 
self, and makes out of a creature of - 
passion and impulse, and at times of 
mere lightness, a real woman who at i 
last sees things as a true woman 
should. The story is too 
retold, even sketchily here. It Is ful 
of pictures that make the reader feel, 
that he is a party to what is transpir
ing. Especially do some of the pic-, 
tures of Africa seem to bring tnat( 
land and spread it out before the read
er", eve. Some may complain that the 
story la too long, that It could have 
been compressed profitable but even 
the most critical must appreciate its 
gripping charm. ____



latest paskek novel.

U- * thoroughly

Boer *sr.

The scenes oi i■»« , ,
*nd but .rf traMferrad o. 
and the tin** is that of tae ""XX — M fn hn a novelmay be saio 10 X "

t is "a ule which ’»oias on** ; 
d like some peat drama In wMe» I 
nt women ot the "nrltl ot .

.. Ilie
M uh more indeed th.n ordinary life, lor 

i ' ... is depicted the monstrous slrusgle 
between two alien peoples, the ruthless.
-eler.tless determination in each 
ard the contempt which W entertained

1 M h of the other at the beginning of the 
war. gradually wearing itself out m the 
sad experience of mortal battle.

T1 e ieadinc characters in the work are 
Ian Stafford, of a lordly British house, 
w rontend? manfully yet unsuccess-: 
mils with Rudyard Byng, a millionaire; 
of South Africa. rUa appears first in the 
story at a London entertainment, the ob- 1 

of the love uf both being Jasmine ! 
Grenfel. a woman of extraordinary^ 
beauty, of great power of mind, and off 
character stalwart beyond most. The; 
story of the mutual infatuation of Rud- । 
yard and Jasmine dating from their first ; 
meeting in London is carried through 
the volume as a brilliant thread of ro- ( 
mance. It is the dominating theme, and J 
yet the tremendous struggle that Is on.

| the mighty forces that are put into activ-1 
1 ity are brought into use to make the novel ] 
a brilliant international study as well as •

1 a powerful novel of love and romance. ! 
In all this Sir Gilbert Parker is at his! 
best. In many of his stories there have 
appeared the tendency to study racial 
contacts, animosities, and the mutual re
action of one race upon the other. In 
all these studies he is most successful, 
and he is also a master in depicting indi
vidual characteristics, tendencies, and 
emotions. The work is, in our judgment, 
the best that he lias produced, although 
it is hard to say so in view ot his 
brilliant Canadian romances and his 
latest former romance, the scene of which 
was laid in Egypt and in which he took 
advantage of precisely the same racial 
contacts, characteristics, and animosities 
that he places one against the other in 
thia his newest work. It is a great 
achievement, and the reader who has it 
before him has a literary treat.

The Juugment House. /
Gilbert Parker announces in the prefac. 

of this. bls last story, that it is not at
I historical novel, that it Is purely a worl 
of the imagination; and that, aside Iron

, the names ot a tew men ot importance 
the characters are purely fictitious. Not

| withstanding this statement, one soot 
feels that be Is In the midst ot an Inter 
national narrative, full o! plots and voun-

; terplota. Intrigues, statesmanship Jnes-e
wars and rumors of wars.” The tim, 

ot the itory Is soon alter the Johannes- 
burs raid and when events in South V- 
Hca are graphically leading up™.' 
between England and the Boers The at 
.hor sketches the characters who nre- 
domlnate in the novel with vlrllit. * , makes th.-m play their parts wlt^'t?™ 
and entertainment. A woman smu | beautilol. bewitching, ho^ rhe ejnu^r

.j move’rap’dly* “

the Plot. She has gr.at**in«‘ Ucl°‘ 
the leading men ot the .to J X" Wllh'

whleh'The’ sedurti"^' In ,
affairs Th-ri y tr»nquilUz. ■
Hr” M
attention. The tale Is 11?”'* '““f la 
and with Sue felP Ity M ^anUcall,

I THE.JUDGMENT HOfSE
By Gilbert

Goodman's. Price^r

••TIw Judgment House,” by Gilj
Parker. Harper & Brothers,; 

fc York? J
dramatic story of love and war and• 

Jtical life has been told In GilberU 
Parker’s latest novel with the dignity ofj 
stvle and conception which seldom fall; 
to’ distinguish the author. The action 
begins in England where the beautiful., 
flower-like Jasmine Grenfel wavers for, 
a moment between two lovers, finally to> 
reject the long accepted suitor and Meld 
to the primitive force of a new type of 
man. new to her at least, and filled with 1 
the ’charm of a personal success both 
political and financial which had come ( 
to him in the wilds of African life, 
where his experiences had brought out ; 
the strength of his rude, direct mas- t 
culinlty. Rudyard Byng was. simple and I 
wholesome, with the compelling power of I 
a vital and masterful personality. But 1 
he lacked some of the delicacy of a re
fined civilization which was exemplified । 
In the polished grace and affability ofi 
Ian Stafford, the man whom Jesmine

motivesthe blurring ' of
there, the lack of final 

toucH^s in artistry i^nd psychological 
interpretation, Sir has
told a story of ciMiJJaeFaWepowfer and 
interest in The Judgment House.

The title symbolizes a moral tribu
nal whereunto the heroine' must ap
proach. The hero, Rudyard Byng, 
financial genius, is said to have been 
drawn from Cecil Rhodes. More than 
one resemblance to the man w'ho, Kip
ling said, linked worlds, not words, 
does Parker's hero bear. In his early 
thirties he has gained a mighty grasp 
unon the political and financial af
fairs of England and Africa. He can

had once intended to marry. It Is nat-j 
ural that her wilful caprice should 
some times c’ash with his matter-of-fact-.; 
logic. The struggle which the author 
creates thus through the diverse per-’ 
sonalities of the two is one which wilb 
attract popular sympathy and is yet 
handled with a delicacy that removes it’ 
from the obvious sex conflict ,of a 
cheaper and less subtle variety ot 
climax.

The Byngs go from England to South 
Africa to become involved in the Boer 
war and the background of physical 
•contest and wild dangers of carnage 
form an effective setting for the events 
of the story. Jesmine turns from 'her'1 
husband, caught back by the old lure of 
the man she had forsaken, and then for
other reasons, 
the sense of 
strength and

misunderstandings
repulsion 

relentless
which

and 
his,

sometimes arouses in her.
physicalness 
As a nurse

she goes through a period of heart
breaking experiences from which she 
emerges wiser and a bit subdued and 
ready to grasp the only happiness which 
was really possible for her.

The political phases of the African 
situation are rather elaborately suggest
ed, though the work is imaginative in 
its conception and, as the author re- 

i marks in a foreword, the book is not a 
I historical novel in the technical sense of 
I the word or in the fidelity to fact and 
i personality which such a record implies.

, hwy'll]

Tlie Judgment House.
Movements in the drama ot korld 

diplomacy and finance, the pioneer 
days of British invasion o'If onrt^ 
Africa, the Boer war, all are woven 
into a story of love by Gilbert Parker 
in his latest book, “TK?—Judgment 

I House." It is a conflict ot powerful 
I and ambitious characters in which ap-1 
; pear the high intellectual nature and I 
the primitive instincts of man. The! 
writer has developed his plot with an! 
almost perplexing fullness. The! 
characters are sharply drawn, a! 
sustaining interest carries the reader I 
through the last line. (Harper and 
Brothers, publishers. New York and 
London; price 31.35 net.)

U -------- ----------------------------- --- --- ■ ----- L*
■ dictate policies, ward off disasten But 
1 he cannot hold from a temporary vac- 
I illation the heart of a woman. This 
woman is a highly-gifted creature, 
whose delicate beauty is matched by 
rare perceptive faculties and intellec- I 
tualitv. At least, these latter are ( 
predicated by the author, if not con- • 
tinuously proved by her words and | 
conduct. The “other man” of the I 
story is Ian Stafford, of the Foreign 
Office, a “coming man.” But at the ! 
beginning of the story, for all his . 
promise, he has not advanced far I 
enough to cope with the compelling 
quality of Byng’s millions and the | 
glamour of power which these exert 
upon Jasmine,Grenfel, granddaughter 
of Si man who had set power above all 
things.

In the England and Africa of the 
Boer War the scene is set. Affairs of 
state are the exccellently painted 
background of the story. The excite
ment of the Jameson raid, Johannes-| 
burg and the sequel thrill throughput 
the pages.

But, after all, the hearts of men 
^nd women are Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
chief concern. And with fair suc
cess he has told this story of the 
swaying of a woman’s affections be
tween Stafford’s finer intellectual and 
temperamental charm and Byng’s 
virile mastery.

Needless to say, the African at
mosphere, with its unique magic, 
lends a fascination to the story, an in
tensity and color to the human dra-
mas. The largeness of affairs, the
great significance of the issues, give 
the novel some texture. The charac
terization, too, has a body and rich
ness. But though the story is tenacious 
of interest, the psychological possibil
ities of the situation are not complete-
ly realized, 
shifting of

Rather mechanical
the heroine's heart

than the inevitable, irresistible move
ment is detected. Yet there are other 
genuinely emotional elements in the 
novel, enough to “set up’’ a few nov
elists of less power and distinction 
than Sir Gilbert Parker has attained. 
(Harper & Brothers, New York.)



O'^CfjUbr :

“The Judgment House.”

The story-teller’s gifts of fascinat- = 
mg us by the illusion and the excite
ment of a smoothly flowing narrative 
is seldom so fully united with the 
novelist's power of rounding the 
depths of character and of making 
not only people, but events, play life- 
likeyparts, as in Sir Gilbert Parker's 
new novel, “The Judgment House.” 
Knowledge of men and motives, un
derstanding of the deeper impulses 
^hd emotions, both are needed to vi
talize such a drama of character and 
fatality as “The Judgment House,” 
and both are strongly manifested.
. Each person of the story has his 
charms or interest, Aof rnanner.'vf 
point of view, of individual expression. 
All are lifelike with respect to the 
many little matters of speech and be
havior through which the primary 
impression of reality is created. But 
in every case we feel that the under
lying personality has greater strength 
and actuality than most of those which 
we are accustomed to meet, in books 
or out of them. Ian Stafford, the dip
lomatist, engagingly human as he is, 
seems always to have the solidity of 
character, the strength of purpose, 
necessary to a man concerned in 
world-affairs. In the course of the 
story we see him chiefly as a lover, 
as a man infatuated, disappointed, 
scornful, yielding again to passion, 
and at last achieving a difficult self- 
conquest. But in all this we are con
vinced that we see the struggles of no 
common man, but a man of undeniably 
strong nature and able mind swept by 
fierce emotions, held firm by a con
trol that gri]Js like advise, confronted 
by problems of terrifying complex
ity. In Jasmine Grenfel we recognize 
a personality greater than her conduct 
would imply. Sympathy follows her 
despite the lightness, with which she 
discards Stafford for a new lover, 
Rudyard Byng, the South-African mil
lionaire. We feel so poignantly the 
forces working upon her and within 
her that her faithlessness toward her 
husband, when she reasserts her po
wer over Stafford, still fails to ruin 
her in our estimation. Even the event 
that seems to condemn her past for
giveness—the discovery of a letter 
from the mere libertine, Adrian Fel
lowes, which seems to prove her un- j 
faithful both to her husband and to I 
her real lover—even this warms in-1 
stead of chills our interest. What 
might be merely dramatized scandal 
becomes impressive tragedy. As for 
Rudyard Byng, we are made to feel his 
strength of will beneath the mere no
velty and interest of his exterior per
sonality, just as beneath the conven
tional attire of a well-drer .ed man we 
may perceive the big frame and bulg
ing muscles of an athlete. These 
three—husband, wife, and lover—are 
imagined, so to speak, as of heroic 
size, and because they are as human 
as they are heroic their fortunes be
come to us significant and thrilling. 
But even the minor characters have an 
exceptional vitality, a remarkable in- 
tensity-^Al'mab, for instance, the fa

mous singer, who is Fellowes’s .mis 
Iress and who kills him; and Fellowes 
himself, strange compound of sauve 
gentleman and utter scoundrel, who 
light-heartedly betrays his country 
when the imminence ot the Boer War 
and his own acquaintance with Byng 
and Jasmine make it easy for him to 
sell himself as a spy. And Krool, 
Byng's Kaffir servant, faithful person
ally to his master, but incapable ot

I extending that faithfulness to his mas- 
I ter's wife or his master's country 

nd°?ni*8i no insignlficant and acctaen- 
desien^ a creatur<“- as it seems, 
wo K ^the beginning ot the 
lira play hls sinister part in the 
'‘fn-drama ot Jasmine and Rudyard 
Byng and Ian Stafford,’

Sweeping intothe naj’t nto a co™mon current the passions ot individual lives and 
I occurrences of more than personal 
i'm the story reads as >f it
non a ' happened as it must haye hap- 
P«ned In its dealing with the spirit
ual side of character and in its objec- 
ti e descriptions it is equally strong. 
The closing scenes, which are laid in 
the Transvaal, are as vivid in the im
pressions they give of the war as they 
are satisfactory in showing the devel
opment ot character that leads to a 
new sort of happiness for Jasmine and 
her husband. “The Judgment House,” 
like other stories ot Sir Gilbert Par
ker's, leaves the reader with a real 
sense of exaltation. •

Zy/t

One reads “The Judgment House” 
by Sir Gilbert Parker, Harper & Broth
ers, New York, publishers, under high 
tension, the tension of really good 
melodrama. It is a talk of London so
ciety and British international politics 
during the period that began with 
Jameson's Raid and ended with the 
conquest of the Boer Republics.

In fact, for the climax, the chief ac
tors in the play are transferred to the 
Veldt, where, under Boer fire, among 
death and desolation, fate snips the 
thread of life of some, and knits closer, 
after separation and threatened ruin, 
those of others.

There are fashionable idlers here, 
and a group of South African million
aires, and an ambitious young woman, 
who, having married for the power of 
great wealth, returns to the love she 
had jilted. And there Is a young dip
lomatist, and Boer spies, and a prima 
donna, and a cockney newsboy, a 
whole galley of figures, moving briskly 
in ever-changing, steadily developing 
situations and crises.

The author betrays no diplomatic or 
historic secrets, he diplomatic or his
toric secrets, he employs generalities 
in an expert way, but his use of facts 
gives verisimilitude to this picture of 
a crisis in English history that has ■ 
been but little used by the British nov
elist ; of late. z
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The Judgment House. By Gilbfirt-Par- 

Published by Harper "& IBr'ochers 
or New York. For Sale in Utica bv 
John L. Grant Price, $1.35. net 
The name of Sir Gilbert Parker has 

been greeted eagerly on the list of 
anthers of the books appearing this 
spring and there are already’ many who 
have been caught by the tense interest 
ot his latest novel as it has appeared 
in serial ferm. It is, however, a book 
of such intensity that one can read it 
with satisfaction only in continuous 
form and as such It is a novel that will 
endure. Thoee who know the author of 
old will feel that he has this latest 
work reached new heights of dramatic 
power, for the story is one that holds the 
reader in the grip of force and passion. 
It is beyond the level of ordinary life 
and swings into the world of great and 
overwhelming affairs in which the fate 
of nations as well as of men is deter
mined by the imperious will of one 
woman. A modern Cleopatra is Jasmine 
Byng, a creature of marvelous beauty 
and fascination, standing between men 
who control the fate of Europe, trusted 
by both in spite of her deceitful way
wardr ess. and yet true to none. With 
strange keenness, Gilbert Parker has 
painted this woman until her beauty is 
irresistible and all her wrong doing is 
made the result of the willfulness and 
love of power that are bred in her from 
early childhood.

As for the men who are all but trod
den down ruthlessly by the deternfna- 
tion of her impulse, the one is a “South 
African nabob” for whose material 
power she casts aside the other, a di
plomat of the finest type whom she wins 
back again by the sheer force of her 
vanity. It is herself only of whom she 
thinks as she uses their love to let her
self play with the passions of other and 
smaller men and it is only when she 
stands stranded in the midst of the rum 
she herself has wrought that she begins 
to see dimly what life should have been 
and meant to her.

It is not until they come into the great 
turbulent drama of war in South Africa 
with the stripping bare of life in its 
great realities that they come to their 
own and the knowledge that peace is 
after all the best thing gives Jasmine a 

nevervision of herself that she
tos'e. And it is here that her husband 
earns that he has understood her as she 
aever understood herself and that he Is 
to hold her to him by the mastery his 
will and his love. Here also to the man 
who had held the key to Europe through 
lev genius came the summons into the 
treat silence where the weary strife 
hat his life has become is swallowed up 
n victorious triumph. With tremendous 
orce the author has lead his readers 
hrough scenes of terrible intensity and 
n picturing them he has used a style 
s virile and rugged as the life he gives, 
lis characterizations have distinctive 
>ower and everyone who enters the 
•tory counts. Particularly is Kroll, the 
la If caste valet, a figure to be reckoned 
vlth and the same Individuality Is given 
o AFmah, the glorious singer whose 
ufferings and primitive directness In 
^tempting to right the wrong have a 
.Hong held on the passing affairs. The 
rudsment House" Is a great novel in its 
wrtraval of the mighty elemental pas- 
dons that move men and, women, In all
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In Its dealing with the spiritual side' 
of character and In its objective de
scriptions it is equally strong. The 
closing scenes, which are laid in the 
Transvaal, are as vivid in the impres
sions they give of the war as they are 
satisfactory in showing the develop
ment of character that leads to a new 
sort of happiness for Jasmine and her 
husband. “The Judgment House,” like 

.other stories of Sir Gilbert Parkers, 
deaves the reader with a real sense of 
exaltation. (

cent Ennucmav---
The story-teller s gifts of fascinating 

us by th* illusion and the excitement 
of a smmothly flowing narrative >s sel
dom so fully united with the no\eluts 
power of rounding the depths of 
character and of making not only peo
ple. but events, play lifelike parts, as 
in Sir Glib*rt new novel, "the
Judgment HHWfKnowledge of men 
rnd motives, understanding of the 
deeper impulses and emotions, both are 
needed to vitalize such a drama of 
character and fatality as "The Judg
ment House. ’ and both are strongly 
manifested.Each person of the story has his 
charm, or interest, of manner, of point 
of view. of individual expression. All 
are lifelike with respect to the many 
little matters of speech and behavior 
through which the primary impression 
of reality is created. But in every case 
we feel that the underlying personality 
has greater strength and actuality than 
most of those which we are accustomed 
to meet, in books or out of them. Ian 
Stafford, the diplomatist, engagingly 
human as he is. seems always to have 
the solidity of character, the strength1 
of purpose, necessary to a man con
cerned m world-affairs. In the course 
of the story we see him chiefly as a 
lover, as a man infatuated, disappoint
ed scornful, yielding agdin to passion, 
end at last achieving a difficult self
conquest. But in all this we are con- 
vin-ed that we see the struggles of no, 
common man, but a man of undtnlablv 
strong nature and able mind swept bv 

lhal sr>Ps like a vise, con-i
V proWem« of terrifying com-1 
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The
new

To those who have read Sir Gilbert 
Parker’s Right of Way, or The Weav
ers, no praise of that author’s latest 
novel, The Judgment House, is neces
sary to attract their attention. 
simple announcement that the 
book, fresh from the press, has made its 
appearance on the book counters of the 
dealers, is all sufficient. Like the 
Weavers, this latest production of Sir
Gilbert’s masterly pen has as its back
ground the Boer country, and its stir
ring incidents relate to the life of the 
hero. Rudyard Byng, in both South 
Africa and in London. Byng is of the 
Cecil Rhodes type, enterprising, push
ing, shrewd, and quite naturally he 
makes a fortune in the veldt and then 
goes to London to enjoy the urban op
portunities of which he has been so 
long deprived. He falls in love with a 
girl wljo is already the admitted fiancee 
of a young diplomat, but who, attract
ed by Byng’s financial status, turns 
from her fo^^r lover and marries the 
South African magnate. After a sea
son the yearnings/bf the old love come 
back to her. an/a chance meeting with

former Ipter leads her to exert all 
n^r fascinutTon to reawaken his regard. 
In this Ahe fills, but an adventurer 
name# Fellnwes takes advantage of thel 
situation to ’compromise the wife and 
jp'only saved from death at the hands 
6f thap'husband by Ian Stafford, thq 
early- lover, who throughout the story 
(iisplays a wonderful and commendable 
Strength of character in his loyalty to 
the husband. Stafford is afterward

in fhe Boer war, the estranged 
? are reconciled and the story 

ends as All good love stories should. In 
its dieersifiFKl character reproductions, 
sti^4ng incidents, cleverness of con
traction and style, The Judgment 
House may be reckoned as a rattling 
good story. There is an exposure of 
the subtleties of British international 
politics; vivid descriptions; intense situ- 
itions and startling climaxes, the whole 
naking a novel which will in no degree 
letract from the author’s reputation as 
i creator of enjoyable fiction. Harper 
.nd Brothers are the publisher*.

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE” by 
Sir Gilbert Parker, is a new story 
whicE will ■findTbsts of readers, for 
u ix written in the rare style and bril
liant evolution of an intricate plot for 
which this famous novelist is noted. 
Knowledge of men and motives, under
standing of the deeper impulses and 
emotions, both are needed to vitalize 
such a drama of character and fatal
ity as are so strongly manifested in 
“The Judgement House.”

Each character in this novel possesses 
individual merit. In Jasmine Grenfel, 
we have a personality of fascinating 
charm, in spite of her lightness of 
principle in discarding her lover, Staf
ford, for a new one in the person of 
Rudyard Byng, the South African mil
lionaire.

We feel the mighty forces working 
upon her when she proves faithless to 
her husband and reasserts her power 
over Stafford.

As for Rufus Byng, one feels his 
mighty strength of will beneath the 
novel and picturesque quality of his 
personal exterior. What might merely 
become scandal proves impressive 
tragedy.

These -hree characters dominate the 
story and are heroic figures of creative 
mind. Even the minor characters ar$ 
full of more than passing interest, 
especially Al’mih, the famous singer, 
who kills the man who scorns her. 
Again Byng’s faithful servant, Krool, 
plays an important part in the narra
tive. He is faithful to his master, but 
not to wider interests when it comes to 
either his master’s wife or his master’s 
country.

The closing scenes, which are laid in 
the Transvaal, are vivid, and the im
pressions they give of the war are won
derful bits of word painting. At last 
a new happiness arises for Jasmine and 
her husband. The end leaves the reader 
satisfied. Harper & Brothers.

'00
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“•Judgment House,” by Gilbert Parker.
Gilbert Parker’s latest novel, “Judg- | 

ment House,” which has been running 
as a serial in Harper’s magazine, is now 
given to the reading world in book form. 
The book, like other works of the author, 
contains strong, dramatic characters and 
pictures, virile episodes in unusual 
lives.

The heroine is Jasmine Grenfel, a Lon
don society girl, who has ambitions. She 
is engaged to a young diplomat, but 
deserts him to wed a wealthy young 
South African millionaire. Later the old 
lover comes back into her life again in a 
dramatic way and she goes to the verge 
of domestic tragedy before things are 
finally righted.

The time of the novel is that of the 
Boer war and Sir Gilbert Parker gives 
the English point of view of that his
toric* conflict. In this respect it is a 
sort of “behind the scenes” glimpse to 
us here in the United States, and par- 
:icularly in Grand Rapids, where the 
Boer war aroused far more than ordi
nary interest.

i Harper and Brothers, New York, are 
I the publishers.



character and in its objective descrip^ 
tions it is equally strong. The closing 
scenes which are laid in the Transvaal 
ate as vivid in the impressions thej 
give of the war as they are satisfactory 
in showing the development of charac
ter that leads to a new sort of happi
ness for jasmine and her husband
‘The Judgment House,” like othei 

stories of Sir Gilbert Parker, leaves 
the reader with a real sense of exalta
tion.

The story-teller’s gifts of fascinating 
_ us by the illusion and the excitement _____ 
- of a smoothly flowing narrative is scl- 
dom so fully united with the novelist’s 
power of rounding the depths of char
acter and of making not only people, 
but events, play lifelike parts, as in 
Mr Gilbert Pj-rkgr’s new novel, “The 
Judgement which Harper &
Bros., New York, publish. Knowledge 
of men and motives, understanding of

I the deeper impulses and emotions, both 
; are needed to vitalize such a drama of 
character and fatuity as "The Judg
ment House,’’ and both are strongly 
manifested.

Each person of the story has his 
charm of interest, of manner, of point 
of view, of individual exptession. All 
are lifelike with respect to the many 
little matters of speech and behavior 
thru which the primary impression of 
reality is created. But in every case 
we feel that the underlying personality 
has greater strength and actuality than 
most of those which we are accustomed 
to meet, in books or out of them. Ian 
Stafford the diplomatist, engagingly 
human as he is, seems always to have 
the solidity of character, the strength 
of purpose, necessary to a man con- 
cernfed in world-affairs. In the course 
of the story we see him chiefly as a 
lover, as a man infatuated, disappoint
ed. scornful, yielding again to passion, 
and at last achieving a difficult self
conquest. But in all this we are con
vinced that we see the struggles of no 
common man, but a man of undenia
bly strong nature and able mind swept 
by fierce emotions, held firm by a con
trol that grips like a vise, confronted 
by problems of terrifying complexity. 
In Jasmine Grenfel we recognize a per
sonality greater than her conduct 
would imply. Sympathy follows her 
despite the lightness with which she 
discards Stafford for a new lover. 
Rudyard Byng, the South African mil
lionaire. We feel so poignantly the forces 
working upon her and within her that 
her faithlessness toward her husband, 
when she reasserts her power over 
Stafford, still fails to ruin her in our 
estimation. Even the event that seems 
to condemn her past forgiveness—the 
discovery of a letter from the mere 
libertine, Adrian Fellowes, which seems 
to prove- her unfaithful both to her 
husband and to her real lover—even 
this warms instead of chills our inter
est. What might be merely dramatized 
scandal becomes impressive tragedy. 
As for Rudyard Byng, we are made to 
feel his strength of will beneath the 
mer^ noveltv and interest of his ex
terior personality, just as beneath the 
conventional attire of a well-dressed 
man we may perceive the big frame 
and bulging muscles of an athlete. 
These three—husband. Wife and lover— 

I are imagined, so to speak, as of heroic 
size, and because they are as human’ 
as they are heroic their fortunes be
come to us significant and thrilling. 
But even the minor characters have an 
exceptional vitality, a remarkable in- 

‘ tensity—Al’mah, for instance, the fa
mous singer, who is Fellowes’s mistress 
and who kills him; and Fellowes him
self, strange compound of suave gentle
man and utter scoundrel, who light- 
heartedly betrays his country when the 
Imminence of the Boer War and his 
own acquaintance with Byng and Jas
mine make it easy for him to sell him
self as a spy. And Kroll, Byng’s Kafhi 

‘servant, faithful personally to his mas
ter. but incapable of extending that 
faithfulness to his master’s wife or hi; 
master’s country—Kroll ie no insighifi 
cant and accidental villain, but t 
creature, as it seems, designed from thd 
beginning of the world to play his sin i 
ister part in the life-drama of Jasmin 
and Rudyard Byng and Ian Stafforc ;

Sweeping into common current th , 
passions of individual lives and occur I 
rences of more than personal signifi 
kancfe. the story reads as if it had al | 
happened as if it must have happened । 
In its dealing with the spiritual side 01

*• The Judgment Honse.
By Illustrated by W.

Hatneren^Ti. Harper & Bros.,
publishers, New York. 1913. $1.35'

Against the pulsing background of Eng
land and the Transvaal Sir Gilbert Park
er has drawn some strong, striking char
acters. Of the group, Ian Stafford, the 
diplomat, with his strong personality 
and his passionate nature, his able mind 
and his wonderful powers of self-control 
when face to face with a most com
plex, dangerous situation, is a compelling 
figure. Rudyard Byng is commonplace, 
though his personality is suggested in 
the first chapter as inspiring, vivid—a 
doer of worth-while things. He has 
magnetism, else why should his attrac
tions, which were purely physical, pre- 

, vail over those of Ian Stafford’s physical 
j and intellectual gifts? After Byng’s mar- 

iiage to Jasmine his strength' Of wil 
peems to dwindle. His bravery at th( 
feline is just what we expect from anj 
man who is not an Adrian Fellowes.

Fellowes is a parasite, one of the hang
ers-on of society, combining the man
ner, birth and culture of a gentlemar 
with the dastardly, cowardly, traitorous 
heart of a knave and scoundrel. Witt 
gay nonchalance he betrays his coun
try, his position as secretary to Byng 
making his advantage as spy greater; 
and he seeks to destroy Byng’s wife in 
the eyes of the world by playing upon 
her sensual emotions and demanding the 
love her voluptuous nature is always 
ready to give.

Jasmine Byng is one of the queerest fig
ures of latter-day studies. Nearly every 
woman is faithful to one man; when a 
second appears she generally renounces 
the first. There is no room in a wom
an’s heart shrine for two gods, of equal 
love. One must predominate, and the 
average woman usually discards the 
least. Not so Jasmine. Stafford Is dis-; 
carded for Byng, then Byng again for. 
Stafford. While the inirigue with Star 
ford goes on. Fellowes is taken Into 
favor, and Mr. Mennoval. a high politi
cal official, also serves his turn. Finally, 
when purged by suffering, she takes up 
with Byng and together they face the 
future. Through all Jasmines affairs 
we feel that her character Is above her 
sordid actions, that mad Impulse Is Hie 
stimulus to her deeds, and not Indignity, 
lust or degradation. Her 
to her husband Is only one of the sins 
of women who think lightly, *n
able writer has remarked that faith 
fulness to one's husband^ Is the sign or. 
some women’s stupidity.”

Al’mah, the singer, mistress to 
is another Impulsive 
how different; she >s faithful to the I t 
ter of the marriage vows, so far as we 
omit loving and ohorlshing her | 
guard husband. Kool. th® '
half-Boer, valet of Byng. l „
Krueger, is a sinister figure. He gives 
a doglike faithfulness to his “a^ter b t 
not to his master’s wife or to Englana,

laid in Africa amid 
the carnage and slaughter of war. where 
Un Stafford goes to his great .reward 
and Jasmine finds her soul and her hus 
baLike Sir Gilbert Parker’s former books, 

I “The Weavers” and The Ba «

sweep men and women on to destiny.

, “The Judgment House.” 
=ySir Gilbert Parker is a novelist of —. 
fa little reputation. “The Right of 
Way,” which was dramatized and suc
cessfully placed in Houston on its 
tours of the country,” and “When 
Valmont Came to Pontiac” are per
haps his best known books. “The 
Judgment House,” his latest, has re
cently been published by the Harpers.

This novel is about a South African ; 
nabob named Rudyard Byng, a young 
fellow who, after many hardships, has 
made his millions in the latter day I 
British El Dorado. He now comes 
home to London and is introduced to 
the reader in a box at the opera with 
Tau Stafford, the clever diplomat, and 
the beautiful heroine. Almah, the 
prima donna, in responding to an en
core, bows too low near a table on 
which are some candles and her i 
dress catches fire, enveloping her in 
flames. With quick courage Byng 
jumps from his box to the stage and 
rescues her, extinguishing the fire 
with an opera cloak which he has 
picked up.

The beautiful heroine is half in love 
with and half engaged to the clever 
diplomat, but throws him over for 
Bying and his three million pounds, 
which turn out to be four.

The beautiful heroine has a notion. 
I that in a past existence 1000 years ago 
she must have had 1000 lovers. In 
this book her husband's private sec
retary, Ian Stafford and M. Mennaval,, 
a foreign diplomat and accomplished 
roue, make up the number.

7he Boer war comes on and is de-
scribed.

Krool, Byng's servant, a half-breed . 
Hottentot and Boer, is the villain of 
the story.

The Partners. Byng's nabob asso
ciates, are described in detail and 
come in and off the scene like the 
senators who come as conspirators toi 
the house of Brutus in “Julius Cae
sar-.’’ . . ..

There is stirring melodrama in the 
mysterious death of Fellowes, the gay 
Lothario. The South African war 
scenes are graphically described

“The Judgment House gives a 
good idea of certain phases of mod
ern London society. Its character 
drawing, particularly as to the main, 
and associate nabobs, is well done. 
The lives of Cecil Rhodes. Barney 
Barnato. Alfred Beit and others must 
have been largely drawn upon, but 

; Sir Gilbert Parker insists that it is 
not a roman a clef and does not 
present a picture of public or private 
individuals, living or dead.

Jasmine Grenfel, the heroine, is a 
Cleopatra sort of woman, but with
out the charm of the queen of ancient 
Egypt. Ian Stafford is a prig Byng 
is Sod when he rescues the prima 
donna, goes down the mine to rescue 
the miners and uses the sjambok 
(rhinoceros hide whip) on the traitor 

K“The Judgment House" is readable, 
^but it is not a great novel.
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eagtagh t uman as be is, seems always to 
rare the solidity of character, the strength 

Jof purpose, necessary to a man concerned 
.in world-affairs. Tn the course of the 
?-.on we see him chiefly as a lover, as a 

Eman infatuated, disappointed, scornful, 
(.yielding again to passion, and at last 
a hi- -n.g a difficult self-conquest. But in 

;ail this Ire are convinced that we see the 
struggles of no common man but a man 
of undeniably strong nature and able 
mind swept by fierce emotions, held firm 
ty a control that grips like a vise, con
fronted by problems of terrifying com- 
plexity. In Jasmine Grenfel we recog
nize a personality greater than her con
duct would imply. Sympathy follows her 
despite the lightness with which she dis
cards Stafford for a new lover. Rudyard 
Byng, the South African millionaire. ' We 
feel so poignantly the forces working up
on her an i within her that her faithless- 
cess toward her husband, when she reas
serts her power over Stafford, still falls 
to ruin her in our estimation. Even the 
pent that seems to condemn her past 
srpyness-the discover of a letter from 
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™v nu^ffSrker^niuntrated by W 
HMhW-R. I. 12mo pp. «9. a- 
>■ Bros. $1.86 net-
One of the most notable novels of 

the year and already one of the best 
sellers also. In It Sir Gilbert Parker 
sustains high his reputation made in 
•The Right of Way" and "The Weav

ers." Against a wide background of, 
international Interest are developed 
the lives of the two heroes—a multi
millionaire, who is a political and fi
nancial force, and the famous polish
ed and extremely handsome diplomat 
who succeeds In achieving greater ad
vantages for England. Both are in 
love with the same woman, rarely 
beautiful and captivating, clever, am
bitious. She throws over the diplo
mat to marry ,the rough diamond 

| Rudyard Byng, whose vgst wraith has 
I been won by strenuous toil in the 
] South African diamond mines; but 
later, on the former’s return to Lon
don, wins him back in spite of his re-1 
sentment at her disloyalty. The lives! 
of these three and numerous other! 
characters—financiers, the million-!

1 afres’s secretary and his Boer valet.I 
! both traitors to their master, a great! 
prima donna, etc.—are closely inter-! 
woven with hints at the diplomatic! 
work preceding the Boer war. The 
war loosens the knot of this tangle of 
contending claims, leading men and 
women through self-sacrifice and her
oism to a new understanding of them
selves and each other. Jasmine, the 
heroine, permeates the entire story, 
with her witchery, her charms, her 
desperate flirtations with her former 
fiancee, born of a feminine ambition 
to again capture his affections in 
which she succeeds, but nearly wrecks 
her life and that of the diplomat, 
and nearly breaks the heart of her 
noble, lion-hearted, magnanimous 
Byng.

The climax occurs during the Boer 
war. There are vivid pictures of the 
fierce fighting and beautiful pictures 
it South African scenery true to life. 
And It is here that the Judgment 
House settlement of accounts occurs.

And there is also the false, treach- 
irous, polished, accomplished Adrian 
Fallows, a brilliant but despicable 
idventurer, who bounteously provided 
or by Byng, betrays his benefactor to 
lorn Paul and also underhandedly al- 
nost succeeds tn compromising Jass- 
nlne. A well balanced, vigorous, ab- 
orbing, melodramatic, vividly written 
written romance, with many realistic' 
haracters. its one fault a frequent 

h-er-daboration of the. Introspective' 
uay of motives and impressions.

। '-‘d

* woman"i
?« h««f#" nd ^hRC^'ed in 0,6 >"« 
h’r '« at tts w0rl 0 ™en who love 
I' ar calls the latter—?*? the Boer ' 
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k THE JUDGMENT 9^6
Sir Gilbert Parker has departed ■ 

! from h i T US fflH <11111U jt» h ere in this lat- ’ 
fest of his novels. The Judgment1 
| House. Here high life in England is 
! depicted with power and directness.

Knowledge of men and motives, un- 
atrslanding of the deeper impulses! 
and emotions, both are needed to vi-| 

( talize such a drama of character and 
fatality as has been undertaken here 

; and both are strongly manifested.
Each person in the story has an in- 

1 dividual charm or interest, of man- 
j ner, of point of view or of expression, 
i in Stafford, the diplomat, is after all 
, the hero of the story. In the course 
I of the tale we see him chiefly as the 
hiwi, as the man who is infatuated, 
sccrnful. yielding again to passion 
nnd at last achieving a difficult self
conquest. In Jasmine Grenfel we 
recognize a not unusual type of 
woman who is possessed of a person
ality and ambition greater than her 
conduct would argue. She is beau
tiful and charming but commits 
spiritual suicide in her marriage to 
the South African mining Croesus 
who wins her from her engagement to 
Stafford. The minor characters of 
th<- work with whom the chief charac
ters have to do are Al’mah, a beautiful 
ind popular singer; Adrian Fellowes, 

the combination of the suave genul-| 
man and the utter scoundrel, who be* 
trays not only the women who trust 
him but his country during the Boer 
War and Krool, Byngs’s Kaffir serv
ant threc-fourths savage and one
fourth villain. These are brought on 
the stage with the skilful management 
that is Sir Gilbert’s art. Jasmine’s 
unfaithfulness, her bitter repentance 
and final heroic self-sacrifice and re
ward give the story gripping interest 
from the first paragraph to the last.

Sweeping into the common current 
the passions of indivdual lives and 
occurences of more than personal 
significance, the story reads as if it 
ait had happened, as if it all must 
have happened. In its dealing with the 
spiritual side of character and in its 
objective descriptions it is equally 
strong. The closing scenes, which are 
laid in the Transvaal, are as vivid 
in the impressions that they give of 
the war as they are satisfactory in 
showing the development of character 
that leads to a new sort of happiness 
for Jasmine and her husband. In The 
Judgment House, the reader is left, 
ia in other of Sir Gilbert's stories’ 
jwith a teal sense of exaltation.
I The Judgment House, Gilbert 
■Parker; published by Harper 
frothers, New York.
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“The Judgment House” (Harpers), Sir 
Gilbert latest novel, is a strong
and interesting study Jacking neither in 
action nor in the variety of its elements. 
It is a story of England and South Africa, 
dealing to a considerable extent with En
glish diplomacy and the Boor war. In 
thp course of the war it reaches its cul
minating incidents in the tangled lives 
of those whose fortunes and misfortunes 
it tells. It is not for nothing that a spe
cial edition of Sir..Ajlljprfs works which, 
is being published by anSwer firm, the 
Scribners, is called “The Imperial Edi- , 
tion”: the background of “The Judgment 
House” is that of Britain’s imperial poli
tics. And yet, to a certain degree and 
not wholly as a virtue, it is testimony to 
the vividnes with which Sir Gilbert has 
drawn his individual characters that the 
background in reality counts for little, and 
that the interest is centered in the poignant 
problems of personal rather than public i 
importance which the characters of the 
story meet and solve, sometimes for good ; 
and very frequently for ill.

There is in “The Judgment House” 
nothing whatever of the epic quality in 
the references to the Boer war such as 
was to be found in the references to the 
Crimean war in that recent remarkable 
novel. “Between Two Thieves,” by Rich- ( 
a rd Dehan. Sir Gilbert Parker is dis
tinctly a novelist of a more conventional 
type than the Irishwoman. Miss Clothilde 
Graves, who has chosen ‘’Richard Dehan” ' 
as her pen name. There is much besides 
the fact that Sir Gilbert’s characters 
in this story are to a large extent chosen 
from wealthy and aristocratic English so
ciety to suggest him as an essentially mas- ' 
online counterpart of Mrs Humphry 
Ward. There is. it is true, no depend 
ence upon any controversial problem of 
church or religion such as Mrs Ward has 
been prone to expound, but there is much 
that suggests her touch in the delineation 
of the characters, both men and women, 
while the added action might be expected 
both from Sir Gilbert’s previous novels 
and the more masculine ’range of his own 
life. It i» a story which is intense to 
the point of melodrama, and which except 
for the saving sanity and health of the 
author's outlook upon life might have 
finished by being purely sordid—the es
cape is rather narrow as it is.

The character of Jasmine Grenfel, the 
brilliant, but unstable girl, who throws 
over Ian Stafford, a rising member of the 
British diplomatic service, for Rudyard 
Byng, a youthful and forceful, but not 
overrefined South African millionaire, is 
exceedingly interesting. It is scarcely so 
much a study of character in actual de
velopment, since the awakening of the 
higher qualities comes at the close of the 
story, and leaves Jasmine and her hus
band facing the future with new purpose, 
as it is a study of a woman caught in the 
toils of her own compromise with life. 
The other characters, including Stafford. 
Byng and Al’mah, the opera singer, 
whom Byng rescues upon the stage at the 
opening of the story, are also exceedingly 
well done as individuals. If Sir Gilbert 
Parker in his now maturer years were to 
set himself up as a serious critic of life, 
following less rigidly the. conventions of 
ordinary construction, and seeking to 
branch out for himself he might well make 
an altogether new mark, for. apart from 
his earlier novels, he has shown in “The 
Judgment House” striking capacity for 
making his individual characters vividly 
real, and yet it is the weakness of the 
story that real though they are, they are 
insufficiently related to the life and the 
problems of their times- - -___ . _

__ JiHs judgment house"
The first impression made by The 

Judgment House, like that of the ma
jority of Sir Gilbert Parker’s volumes 
is that it is a work of distinct impor
tance, the work of one of the very few 
living novelists of the foremost rank. 

1 here is obvious and conscious power, 
from the opening line onward; the peo
ple are real, and what is more impor
tant, they are unusual, exceptional peo
ple, of the kind that in real life make 
you instinctively, turn your head for a 
second look, conscious that they play a 
rather momentous part in their own 
world. And yet, when the final page is 
turned and the cover closed and you lean 
back to think it all over quietly, you 
realise why Sir Gilbert Parker is not 
really entitled to a place in the foremost 
rank, in the class with Kipling and Con
rad and Hewlett. It is not that he lacks 
a knowledge of life, but that he insists 
upon trying to improve upon life’s handi
work: he always wants spectacular 
climaxes, where nature is often satisfied 
to take things quietly. Page after page, 
he gives us unfaltering, pitiless actuality; 
and then, at the close of a chapter, he 
resorts to a flagrant trick of sensational
ism that is reminiscent of Ouida. So it 
is in The Judgment House. The scene 
opens at Covent Garden; there is a new 
prima donna, scoring an unforeseen suc-
cess. There are just a few people in the
audience whose importance we are made 
to realise: Adrian Fellowes in the stalls, 
whose personal interest in Al’mah the 
singer is partly official and partly a mat
ter of conjecture; and in the box facing 
the royal box a group of three, the chief 
actors in the story: Jasmine Grenfel, 
beautiful, imperious, avid of admiration, 
with the idealism of a girl and the in
stincts of a woman; Ian Stafford, of the 
Foreign Office, who has scant financial 
prospects for many years to come, yet 
fondly imagines that Jasmine will be 
content to wait for him; and Rudyard 
Byng, the “South African nabob,” un
polished, forceful, with the double charm 
of achievement and of money. And, 
just as the reader has become interested 
in the latent possibilities of the triangle, 
the sensational happens: the prima 
donna, taking her final curtain cal , 
flaunts her draperies across a candle 
flame, and is instantly a column of re. 
the whole vast house is silent with num 
horror; then Byng, the man of action, 
makes a flying leap to the stage, arme 
with Jasmine’s opera cloak, extinguishes 
the flames, and announces to the au i 
ence, “She is not seriously hurt, we wer 
just in time.” All of which comes peri 
lously near to being frankly funny. > 
that flying leap helps Jasmine to make 
up her mind against Stafford an m 
vour of Byng; so she marries t e j > 

diversity as a husband 'ButV6 
modatingly appoints Adrian 
his prd.ate secretary- and AdJ v?

plenty of reserve time to devote to’ Tas- 
S.rJT T’ and then suddenly 
Stafford returns from some foreign mi/ 
sion a man of importance, wi^hme 

and k”""6;?6 war breaks out nd Byng, who is one of the powers be
hind the whole South African situation, 
has less time than ever to keep a critical 
eye upon the comings and goings of his 
wife In this later portion of the story, 
melodrama becomes rampant; Jasmine’s 
illicit relations with her husband’s secre
tary are alluded to with scant euphi- 
mism; she is on the point of dragging 
Stafford also into her net; and she is ap
parently conniving at a treasonable be
trayal of all her husband’s secret gov
ernment services to the agents of Oom 
Paul. And then all at once, Fellowes 
is found murdered, and suspicion at
taches to all four of the principal char
acters in turn,—and, of course, all four 
are innocent. Then the scene shifts to 
South Africa, there is much screaming 
of shells and groaning of the wounded; 
the heroine awakes to a realisation of 
the unworthiness of her past life,—it is 
a wonder what reformation a few weeks 
of Red Cross nursing will effect, in fic
tion!—and is quite ready to allow her 
wronged husband to forgive her and take 
her back. The people in the book are 
real enough; it is what they do that 
doesn’t quite ring true.

Tthe Judgment House. By Gilbert.Parker 
Harper & Brothers: New Yortr'Prlce, $1.35, 
net.
Whatever Gilbert Parker chooses to place on 

the market Ie cure to have a reading. His ad
mirers are legion. It is, howerer, in the field 
in which be made his early appearance as an 
interpreter ot the French Canadian character 
that he holds • piece of pre eminence. Novel 
reeders cannot but wish that he would still de-
vote himself to thio for which he is so eminent- 

; ly fitted. However, the author ot " Pierre end 
I Hie People" hu chosen to go into other fields. 
I .nd in " Th. Judgment Hon.e " he has produced
. work of thrilling intere.t. It is » ’W 
th. Boer War. beginning with the Jameson 
and ending with the conquest of the Bo P

From start to finish it is a fMC.n.t.ng tale 
through the page, of which uo,.^ 
of gromineoce in the affairs o s •

historical one. _ — —------------
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The Judgment Hous<
than In

Houseun to the reputation ue u>a«c - ‘
Right of. Way" and "The heaters. f

Like hi* last named note*• Tfrlca :the present one Is laid partly in AfrIWi I 
and partlv in England. The theme re
volves about the love of a wcn^!’ ? 
strong personality of two inen—one a 
millionaire, who has made his <ortune In 
the veldt, and the other a diplomat.

Rudyard Byng is a Cecil Rhodes type 
of man. His advent into London with 
come four millions sterling uaturaU*| 
gives him a chance to see a good aeaj 
of society, and one of the first thinfs m 
does is to fall In lore with Jasm n< 
Grenfel. a girl with beauty of face 
keoness of Intellect and an eye on th< 
advantages to be gained from power.

Jasmine is tacitly understood to b< 
the prospective bride of Ian Stafford, tm 
diplomat in the novel, a young 
who has hi* way to make, but she fall* 
under the dominating spell of Byng ana 
marries him. .1Three years later she meets her oia 
flame and there springs up between theta 
au Intimacy that does more credit to 
their hearts than to their honor. f

And all this while Byng has been mak
ing a confidante of Adrian Fellowes, fcj 
brilliant but sycophantic adventurer | 
who not onlv betrays his benefactor to» 
Oom Paul, but tries his best and almost^ 
succeeds in compromising Jasmine.

Bync. beset bv business wprrles grow- I 
ihc’out of the increasing unrest iu South 1 
Africa, is forced to leave Jasmine more » 
and more to her own resources, and J 
finally overhears his friends discussing 1 
the situation in terras in no way eom-^ 
plimentarv to her constancy. ;

Stafford in the real climax of the novel; 
saves Fellowes from the pistol of Byng - 
after the latter has found a love letter’ 
written by Fellowes to Jasmine and in- 

■ -idenUlly wakes to the wrong of hls^ 
own love-making to Byng’s wife. .

In the end Stafford is killed In the’ 
Boer war. and Byng and Jasmine. ■ 
brought together again on the bloody - 
field of that terrible struggle, start life 
anew.

This novel "has not the wonderfully ab; 
sorbing interest of "The Right of Way" 
and is more conventional than "The 
Weavers." nevertheless it is a mighty 
good story, written with the cleverness 
of construction and mastery of English । 
that have made its author famous.

Undoubtedly it will be one of the sea
son’s best sellers. 1

GAZE

The Jlament House, by Gilbert Parker 
(Harper’s). Here is an author whose 
name is fit to conjure with, or at least 
to make anything in the book line with 
which it is associated a safe buy at 
sight- In this book he Is dealing with 
people of the times as we see them and 
know them, and he sees them so clearly, 
and tells about them so well that we 
recognize them, and love them, or hate 
them according to our estimates of men 
and women. The younger ones appeal 
most strongly because the ways to suc
cess and failure are open to them, and’ 

and watch see, wM.h they take. But no matter which 
1OW 8ure u find the

ihlSSr £°U8' In hla “t^ates of 
-haracter he seems to be entlrelv itmt 
ind right, although, aometlmes. you think 
he Is not weighin? carefully, but whenWlth ““ '^rXrSou 
are willing to agree that he wa, right 
« riShL And knowing th.
characters. having Men them in lite and 
*“J”* ot them »™, sou G. 1 better 
able to judge on your own account. It
- and wU1 be Kp^riaHy
entertaining to those interested In (Ka

^9^1 kfa

— “The Judgment House"
The story teller’s gifts of fascinating 

us bv the illusion and the excitement; 
of a ’smoothly flowing narartlve Is se - 
dom so fully united with the novel
ist’s power of rounding the depths or 
character and of making not only peo
ple. but events, play lifelike parts, as 
In Sir Giihprt Parker’s new novel, ’ 1 he 
Judgment House." published by Harp
er. Knowledge of men and motives, 
understanding of the doper Impulses 
and emotions, both are needed to vital
ize such a drama of character and 
fatalltv as "The Judgment House, 
and both are strongly manifested.

Each person ot the story has ma 
charm, or interest, of manner, of point 
of view, of Individual expression. All 
are lifelike with respect to the many 
little matters of speech and behavior 
through which the primarj- impresston 
of reality is created. But In every 
case we feel that the underlying per
sonality has greater strength and 
actuality than most of those which we 
are accustomed to meet., in books or 
out ot them. Ian Stafford, the diplo
matist, engagingly human as he is. ; 
seems always to have the solidity of 
character, the strength of purpose, 
necessary to a man concerned in world 
affairs. In the course of the story we 
see _him chiefly as a lover, as a man 
infatuated, disappointed, scornful, 
yielding again to passion, and at last 
achieving a difficult self-conquest. But 
in all this we are convinced that we 
see the struggles of no common maa. 
but a man of undeniable strong na
ture an.l able mind swept by fierce 
emotions, held firm by a control that 
grips like a vise, confronted by prob
lems of terrifying complexity. In 
Jasmine Grenfel we recognize a per
sonality greater than her conduct 
would imply. Sympathy follows her de
spite the lightness with which she dis
cards Stafford for a new lover, Rud
yard Byng, the South African million
aire. We feel so poignantly- the forces 
working upon her and within her that 
her faithlessness toward her husband, 
when she reasserts her power over 
Stafford, still fails to ruin her In our 
estimation. Even the event that seems 
^p^ondemn her past forgiveness—the 
discovery ot a letter from the mere 
libertine, Adrian Fellowes, which Seems 
to prove her unfaithful both to her 
husband and to her real lover—even 
this warms instead of chills our Inter
est. What might be merely drama
tized scandal becomes Impressive 
tragedy. As for Rudyard Byng, we are 
mad® to feel his strength ot will be
neath the mere novelty and interest of 
his exterior personality, just as be
neath the conventional attire of a 
well dressed man we may preceive the 
big frame and bulging muscles of an 
athlete. These three—husband, wife, 
lover—are Imagined, so to speak, as ot 
heroic size, and because they ~are as 
human as they are heroic their for- 
SnJeCX t0 us s'^lficant and 

lei I’ But even ,he minor char
acters have an exceptional vitality a 
remarkable intenslty-Al’mah, for jn 

famous singer, who is
Iowqs mistress and who kills him- « Fellowes himself, strange S coinpound 
ot suave gentleman and utter scoun

Kron. Byng's 'Kaff’/rervaSt’u’ithfm 

k'^onally to his master, but Incanabu' 
of extending that faithfulness tn e -Kmo? 7 h,s ^«“ coun^ 
denta? vinafn. a^^

the life-drama of er part mYard Byng a™ Un ^rd. Rud'

Sweeping into *, ,, " ' urrent the
passions of individual Ilves and occur
rences of more than personal slgnifi- 
cance. the story reads as if it had all 
happened as It It must have hap
pened In Its dealing with the spiritual 
side of character and In Its objective 
descriptions It Is equally strong. Thu 
closing scenes, which are laid In the 
Transvaal, are as vivid in the im
pressions they give of the war as they, 
are satisfactory in showing the de-= 
velopment of character that leads to a 
new sort ot happiness for Jasmine and 
her husband. “The Judgment House.’’ 
like other stories ot Sir Gilbert Park
ers leaves the reader with a rea 
sense of exaltation.

ft y
The Judgment Houset

Sir Gilbert Parker has fallen in line 
with the rest of the popular novel-writers 
and has essayed to produce a problem 
novel. Considering the possibilities of his 
theme and the wealth of the really mag
nificent material he has so ably used, this 
is a pity. It is like putting crude melo
drama in a setting worthy an epic, and the 
strain on Sir Gilbert’s powers is evident at 
many points.

A pretty English girl, in love with one 
man, deliberately marries another—in 
other words, she jilts the poor man she 
loves for the rich man she does not love. 
Thereby she makes hash of three lives., 
But for the heroisms of the South African 
war the mistakes’ might never have been 
corrected, but Providence—in the form of 
Sir Gilbert—removes the fascinating lover 
and brings the best qualities of the hus
band and wife into a harmonious promi
nence.

Rudyard Byng, the husband in question, 
is a Cecil Rhodes figure. He dominates 
the scenes in which he appears through 
the sheer brutal force of his animal 
strength. His wife is, through much of 
the book, little more than a flirt, playing 
with men in an entirely unscrupulous and 
reckless way.

Naturally, Sir Gilbert’s brilliant forces 
have full play in his handling of the war 
situations and the war scenes. That he is 
not so happy in his presentation of a do
mestic tangle is probably due to a natural 
distaste he must have for the necessities 
of vying with less capable contemporaries 
in meeting the demands of the present
day novel reader.



The Judgment Hozise
Sir Gilbert Parker's New Novel of London 

During the Boer War

Judgment House. A Novel.
New York and London: Brothers.

ALONG many of the world’s

By Gilbert
Harper &

highways.

adventure and

and into innumerable devious by
ways, Sir Gilbert Parker’s foot
steps have led him In search of

for fiction, 
elist, and

He
unlike

in quest of material 
is a well-travelled nov-

some his con-

which her pioneers can set their feet and 
to which her soldiers can be sent In time 

. of need. All his characters are intensely
■ and arrogantly British in their patriot

ism, all are the bravest of the brave— 
all but three, two of these being rene
gade Englishmen who are spies in the 
Boer service, and the other a half caste 
Hottentot-Boer. A multi-millionaire, 
“big, bronzed, clean-shaven, strong
faced,” who had made his fortune on the 

---------- Rand; a young man, “dark, distinguished, 
bearded, with brown eyes and Grecian 
profile,” of rank and standing in the 
Foreign Office; a beautiful young woman, 
ambitious for position and power—these 
are the three characters whose personal 
drama Is woven by the novelist Into the 
political drama of Great Britain during 
the final years of the nineteenth century. 
The situation is the most familiar one In 
all fiction, and the mere mention of Rud
yard Byng the husband, of Jasmine 
Grenfel the wife, and of Ian Stafford the 
lover, tells the story. Other characters 
there are, a famous opera singer and her

---- ——. "oic acting; It was not their real life.”
If the reader makes due allowance for 

Sir Gilbert Parker's British self-assurance 
and for that sort of prejudice which is some
times called insolence, he will see in "The 
Judgment House” an extremely graphic 
series of studies and sketches of London 
life during a crucial period of English his
tory. It is scarcely probable, however, 
that he will find the final chapters of South 

= African scenery and incidents anything - 
Vnore than the conventional sort of thing 
discoverable In many a previous novel, or 
that he will take very seriously the per
sonal troubles In which the familiar trio 
of two men and one woman are involved. 
The novel is characteristically a story of 
Britons, for Britons, by a Briton, and its 
sturdy and uncompromising Britishism will 
doubtless bring it the favor of patriotic 
readers. But as for us, we prefer the un
titled Gilbert Parker of the old Canadian

temporaries who are content to keep 
their characters within the borders of Eng
land and Scotland, or who sometimes even

—confine themselves through novel after
novel to the few square miles of an Eng. ' 
llsh shire, the eastern and the western con
tinents are none too large for his roaming. 
His beginnings were made in Canada, the 
land of his birth, and although since then 
he has ventured far Into the four corners 
of the earth, It is by “The Right of Way,” 
“The Pomp of the Lavillettes” and other 
tales of the northern wildernesses that he 
will be longest remembered.

It has always been Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
artistic purpose to summon men and women . 
from the vasty deep of his imagination, 
and to bring them into reality by placing 
them against a background of actual I 
scenes and of historic events. He has 1 
told us in the course of a brief general 
introductioil *o a collected edition of his 
novels and tales now in progress of publi
cation that most of them were suggested 
by Incidents or characters he had known 
or heard of intimately, or had discovered 
in the writings of historians. “In no 
case,” he says emphatically, “are the main 
characters drawn absolutely from life; 
they are not portraits; and the proof of 
that is that no one has ever been able 
to identify, absolutely, any single charac-

husband and lover, the associates of Rud
yard Byng in his South African business 
schemes, men and women in various 
walks of life, but they are all of little 
importance either to the action of the 
novel or in the lives of the three leading 
characters.

ter in these books. Indeed, it would be
impossible for me to restrict myself to
actual portraiture. It is trite to say that
photography is not art, and photography 
has no charm for the artist, or the humani
tarian indeed, in the portrayal of life. At 
Its best It is only an exhibition of outer 
formal characteristics, idiosyncrasies, and 
contours. Freedom is the first essential of 
the artistic mind. As will be noticed in
the introductions and original notes to
several of these volumes, it is stated that 
they possess anachronisms, that they are 
not portraits of people living or dead, and 
that they only assume to be in harmony 
with the spirit of men and times and 
things.”

No one need, therefore, look for anything 
but fiction in Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest 
novel, “The Judgment House.” At its very 
outset, doubtless fearing the accusation 
that he is there writing biographical epi
sodes in the Ilves of real people, he expli
citly asserts himself as an Imaginative 
creator. “Except where references to 
characters well known to all the world oc
cur in these pages,” he says, “this book 
does not present a picture of public or 
private Individuals living or dead. It is 
not in any sense a historical novel. 'It 
is In conception and portraiture a work of 
the Imagination.” Nevertheless, it is a 
trail of history that the reader follows 
throughout the length of “The Judgment 
House,” and there is scarcely a moment 
In the lives of its personages when they 
are not carried along the stream of Eng
lish events that elapsed between Jame
son's Raid and the Boer War of 1890-1900. 
The greater part of Its action takes place In 
London and in England, but towards its 
close the reader finds himself In South 
Africa in the midst of the great conflict 
that began so disastrously and that termi
nated so victoriously for Great Britain.

The dominating attitude of the all- 
conquering Briton is Sir Gilbert Parker’s i 
in the writing of this novel. To Great 
Britain belongs all of the earth upon

If it was Sir Gilbert Parker’s purpose in 
tho writing of “The Judgment House’’ to 
riorify and exalt his country’s strength 
and power, he has succeeded very well. But 
he has accomplished something more-he 
has proved on every page that it is not the 
meek who inherit, or who believe they 
should inherit, the earth. Although his 
scenes are London during those critical 
months of 1899 when the British people of 
all classes were panic-stricken with terror 
over the constantly recurring Boer vic
tories in South Africa, he gives no idea of 
the situation. The retrospect looks very 
bright to him, but no one who was in Lon
don at that time will ever forget the fear 
of the Briton at the prospect of defeat by 
an inferior people. The triumphant outcome 
drives from his mind all thoughts of the 
humiliation suffered by his countrymen 
during »he first part of the war, and he sees 
and suggests to his readers nothing but 
British valor and British victory. Of the 
justice of the British cause he has no doubt, 
and when he allows the other side a voice 
only for a moment or two in the frantic 
words of the Hottentot Boer, he immediate- 

• ly derides it because of its religious ap
peal. No one not utterly devoid of all sense 
of humor would describe with such mani
fest self-satisfaction and approval the scene 
In which Rudyard Byng whips and beats 
with a sjambok his servant Krool out of 
the room, down the stairs, along the hall, 
through the door, Into the street. The nov
elist tells us that the sjambok was the 
symbol of progress, and perhaps It was to 
this autocrat of South Africa who was 
bound to dispossess the Boers of the coun
try they had acquired by right of prior 
settlement.

Such a scene as this can be excused only 
because of the skill of its telling, and that it 
is skilfully told there can be no denial. Sir 
Gilbert for several pages shows us all that 
happened as in a mirror. “Through the 
dulled noises of London there came to their 
ears the click of the wheels of a cape- 
wagon, the crack of the Kaffir’s whip, the 
creak of the disselboom. They followed 
the spoor of a company of elephants in the 

' East country; they watched through the 
I November mist the blesbok flying across 
| the veld, a herd of quaggas taking cover 
| with the rheebok, or a cloud of locusts 
1 sailing out of the sun to devastate the 

green lands. Through the smoky smell of 
London there came to them the scent of 
the wattle, the stinging odour of ten thou
sand cattle, the reek of a native kraal, the 
sharp sweetness of orange groves, the aro
matic air of the karoo, laden with the 
breath of a thousand wild herbs. Throug 
the drizzle of the autumn rain they heard 
the wild thunderbolt tear the trees from 
earthly moorings. In their eyes was e 
livid lightning that searched In spasms or 
anger for Its prey, while there swept over 
the brown, aching veld the flood which 
filled the spruits, which made the rivers 
seas, and ploughed fresh channels througn 
the soil. The luxury of this room, with 
Its shining mahogany tables, Its tapestried 
walls, its rare flreplace and massive over
mantel brought from Italy, Its exquisite 
stained-glass windows, was only part of a

muscratea. $1.35. Harper & Broth
ers, New York City.
In "The Judgment House,” we have a 

novel of International excellence and 
importance, with scenes set principally 
in England and latterly in the Trans
vaal during the British-Boer war.

The story is painted on big canvas, 
and it thrills from the sure hand of a 
master story-teller. Yet, the novel can
not be estimated as a military one of 
the war referred to. rich with the moves 
of war leaders like Cronje, Kruger, 
Roberts, Kitchener and others. Its 
pages number 469, and its Transvaal 
scenes do not hold the center of the 
stage until page 349. Previously, events 
in England lead up to the war episode. 
Sir Gilbert has just failed by a jot, of 
making "The Judgment House” the 
modern war novel of the present gen
eration of British born people.

A note attached as a postcrlpt says 
that “except where references to char
acters well-known to all the world oc
cur in these pages, this book does not 
present a picture of public or private 
individuals living or dead. It Is not in 
any sense a historical novel. It is in 
conception and portraiture a work of 
the Imagination.” The figure of Cecil 
Rhodes looms through the book, but 
under an assumed name, but with a 
different ending to make the character 
more suited to the purposes of a hero

The first scene opens at the Covent 
Garden Theater. London, England, 
where a new prima donna, known as 
Al’mah, was starring In a new musical 
feast called “Manassa," and the chief 
people In the story are hearing her 
sing: Miss Jasmine Grenfel. flirt; 
Adrian $ ilowes, African capitalist; Ian 
Stafford, .English diplomatist and em- 
pire-buliefer, and Rudyard Byng, South 
African empire-builder with a fortune 
estimated at $15,000,000.

Miss Jasmine calmly estimates her 
matrimonial chances. She really loves 
Stafford, but wonders if she had not 
better marry Byng, because the latter 
Great Britain. Stafford is ono of the 
principal diplomats who succeed In ef
fecting secret treaties by which Great 
Britain can feel assured no other power 
will interfere with her, in the coming
fight with the Boers.

All the while. Jasmine, now Mrs.
Byng, flirts with various men and con
ducts herself outrageously. Mr. Fel
lowes is found poisoned, and, for 
awhile. Jasmine is suspected of having 
administered the poison. Byng gets 
weary of his cold wife, and one night 
he comes home rather unsteadily, sing
ing:
For hub 13 ,uv _____ _

When the band begins to play;
With one bottle on the table and one below 

the belt.
When the band begins to play-
On page 256, war Is declared by Oom 

Paul against Great Britain, and Staf
ford, who is the grandson of a duke, 
rejoins the British army as an artillery 
officer. Byng Joins the South African 
forces and in the fighting. In which he 
participates, to his great surprise meets 
his wife as a British army nurse. One 
sinister figure is powerfully drawn, 
that of Krool, Byng’s half-cast Boer 
servant. The finale is dramatic enough 
to please the most critical.
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Speakirz of the good old time*. Sir 
Gilbert Parker’s “The Judgment House” 
Harper’s) is a good, old-fashioned nov

el. By old-fashioned.
The Good Old- we mean that it is: 

==Fa*hioned Kind.instructed ou am
pler lines than the 

acre sketchy story of to-day. Its can- 
ras is crowded with many characters 
rnd much action. But the characters, 
dmost without exception, are thorough- 
y conventional novel types, as if cut 
rom a pattern. We have the heroine, 
•ternallr feminine and more than a llt- 
le light o’ Jove. If she had been born 
i thousand years ago we are told she 
vould have had a thousand lovers; as 
t is she hasn’t more than half a dozen. 
The huebaud i$ the strong, self-made, 
nanly type.

The lover, qr one of the lovers, is the 
iiplomat. more refined and polished. 
There is th** traitorous half-breed ser- 
rant. brought from South Africa, sin* ? 
•he time of the story is that of Jame
son’s raid and the Boer war. We hav. 
sIso the opera singer with the big 
heart, and. most familiar of all per
haps, the quaint and pathetic and loyal 
little newsboy, by name “Jigger.” In 
the war the author has a g.H?d sub
stantial historic background. It serves 
also to provide a heroic death for the 
lover, heroi*; service for’the opera sing
er. distinction for the husband, and 
purification through suffering for the 
wife. One has the illusion of having 

.a^ before. Aot a single sound 
breaks in from the world to-day. It 
is all as old-fashioned as Ouida.' And 
ma0*^8 recommend it to

GILBERT PARKER.
(“The Judgment House.” Gilbert Park

er; Harper A Brothers, $1.50.
While it has neither the strength of p 

the “Right of Way" nor the litcra . ppi- r 
ish of "The Weevers.’’ nor the ceasks^ 
grip of either of those popular nc' els*of 
the English author. ’The Judgment 
House” is nevertheless destined to nyik 
first among the books of the year.

It is a story ot a strong man, moving 
through stirring scenes. Rudyard Byng 
comes out of Africa, where he has been 
one of the empire makers, to take a 
whirl in the life of the world’s metrop
olis. So fearful is the author that the 
public will confound the hero of the 
tale with one of England's greatest men 
that a note is published saying that 
“except where references to characters 
well know^Ao .all the Morhl occurs -in 
these ]>ag0s, Jiris book docs not present.a 
picture ,qf private individuals living or 
dead. It is'ndl in any sense a historical 
novel. It is in conception and por
traiture tire work of the imagination."

Byng meets the—to him—one woman. 
By force’ of character and through the 
fact that she is blinded by the strength 
of his personality, hv wins her from all 
rivals. .While he schemes and plans and ] 
wins in fields of business and politics. ; 
she strays in dangerous paths and comes • 
to realize that it was not so much love 
as ambition that caused her to make
the match. The climax comes whew •

The Judgment House—

strong, c.^t-itic story of tangled 
lives, which demonstrates the au
thor’zh knowledge of human 
nature. The stenes are laid in Lon
don and S'utb Ifrica, in the time of 
the Boer war. A woman betrothed

Byng leaves for South Africa to take | 
part in the Boer war. and she decides , 
that it will be the end. Only freedom1 
can bring her peace of mind. J

By a strange fatality she feels called i 
upon to go to the same field to cstre for,} 
the sick and dying. Amid .the stirring, 
scenes of the struggle for supremacy in | 
which Byng bears; as he did everywhere, i 
a conspicuous part, the reconciliation [ 
comes and with it regeneration.

There are other characters in the book, 
some of them big. broad men ami 
strange, worldly women, who bi a jess; 
powerful book would stand -nut its Strong 
characters, bht they are in the main but 
toils to the chief characters of the 
story.

Like all Parker's books it is well worth 
while.

to the man she loves, dazzled by the -n .. / - I I
wealth of a r.an who bxves her. gives ft I

s:; •• ENGLAND AND TRANSVAAL.

fThe Judgment House.”
Gilbert Parker, now a knight and an 

M. P. and a resident of London, has not 
__ lost his point of view. He was born a 

Colonial. He married a New York girl. 
His chosen field of romance was among 
the snow’s of the Far North. His new 
story. The Judgment House, therefore, 
contains few’ Britishisms. It might have 
been written by an American with a 
knowledge of the way people live in 
London and a sympathy with the way 
a good many, though perhaps not most 
Americans felt about the Boer war, an 
American w’ho loves a brave man, who 
hates the senseless luxury of the en
trenched British Philistine, an American 
who knows and is not afraid of the 
pungent word that doesn’t get into the 
dictionary.

A struggling lot of very imperfect hu
man beings are on the stage. One is a 
brave and radically sound young politi
cian. One is a waif of the London 
streets. One is an opera singer w’ho has 
made an operatic marriage and lived to 
repent, but retains amid all her trans
gressions the shreds of an honorable ad
herence to a nauseating duty; a beauti
ful w'oman of whom it could be said 
that had she lived in ancient Rome she 
would have had a thousand lovers, but 
who, after long and unsuccessful strug
gles with a fatal propensity to treach
ery, emerges into the clear light of hon
esty and begins anew’; a Hottentot half
breed, with the fidelity, the murderous
ness and the ethical standards of the 
cur, a white man who shows what good 
blood can turn to W’hen it has gone . 
wrong, and finally a giant from the veldt 
married to the Jezebel, or Messalina, 
committing the mistake of not govern
ing her with the wrist of steel for 
which secretly she longs.

An intricate web of infidelities, mis
placed affection, misplaced trust, heroic 
faith, desperate efforts for good and evil 
are all brought to a crisis by the break
ing out of the great war in South Africa. 
That clears the air. The characters that 
have been rotting in iniquity and idleness 
are suddenly made strong and clean by 
the test of war. The Jezebel, who for 
her greed, married the rich and powerful 
South African, loving at the time as well 
as her distorted character would Jet her, 
the “Alphine fellow.” whose gaze was on
the heights, betrays husband in

uMuiicoj), ana men raise in ner . 
faithlessness, but is saved from the 
sin that is unpardonable. And there / 
is a man honorable in dishonor. Other > 
characters, each distinctly drawn and / 
as different from one another as peo
ple are in real life, make up the group 
who enact this drama which is so 
naturally presented that one forgets 
that it is fiction. The departures from 
naturalness and plausibility are sv 
slight as to be negligible. The plot 
is too intricate for an intelligible out
line in a review. The action passes 
from the English metropolis to the 
battlefields of South Africa and there 
the story has its satisfactory ending. 
Perhaps with a view to dramatization, 
the novel is divided into tour books. 
The strong situations and climaxes 
are ready for the stage. Published 
by Harpers. Price, 11.35.

Events in Those Countries Made the
Basis of Sir Gilbert Parker’s
Novel, “The Judgment House.”

Another powerful work of fiction 
from the pen of Sir Gilbert Parker is 
found in his lates*. novel, ”Thc judg
ment House.” It is essentially a very 
human volume, dealing with the vital 
subject of life, with consistently drawn 
and thoroughly sustained types of m< n 
and women. The characters are Eng
lish and the action deals with events 'n 
that country and in <he Transvaal. Jas
mine Grenfel is the heroine and she is 
both beautiful and intellectual. Her 
positive nature makes her a dominant 
force In the lives of two equally inter
esting men—Ian Stafford and Rudyard Byng.

Byng, it appears, is a millionaire 
who has amassed a .treat fortune mu in 
after the manner of CecH Rhodes. Staf
ford is a man of keen se nsibilities, who 
proves himself a great diplomat. The 
careers of both men are influenced by 
Jasmine Grenfel. for whom both have a deep affection.

The fact that the young woman mar- 
nes Byng does not cause the friendship 
between the two men to break and 
events proceed with these three firm In 
their faith and belief in each other. 
Circumstances, wholly unexpected, arise 
and there comes a series of stirring 
• vents which threaten the harmony of 
their lives and consequent unhappiness.

In what follows the reader learns of 
the Englishman’s attitude toward the 
Boers and of conditions in the Trans 
yaal at the time of the Boer War. In
ched, the narrative is not only absorb 
li g as a work of Action, but has many 
other sides, all of which are certain 
V? *n v ', and be widely appreciated New York: Ham«.r a.

thought if not in deed for the “Alpine 
fellow” as she has before for others less 
worthy, but goes to the front with a hospi
tal ship. The big man himself heads a de
tachment of real frontiersmen and turns 
the tide of war. Out of the wreck arises 
the saved remnant of character and the 
conclusion is in the clear sunshine after 
the cleansing storm.

It is a full bodied and affluent romance 
which will not detract from Mr. Parker’s 
laurels. (New York, Harpers, $1.35.)

w.
Romance by Parker

Sir Gilbert Parker’s “The Judgment 
House" (Harpers^ is a study, with In
ternational background, of two strong 
characters—a millionaire, who is a polit
ical and financial force, and a famous dip
lomat, who succeeds in achieving great 
advantages for England. Both are in 
love with the same woman, beautiful, 
clever, ambitious. She throws over the 
diplomat to marry the millionaire; but 
later, on the former’s return to London, 
wins him back in spite of his resentment 
at her disloyalty. The lives of these 
three and numerous other characters— 
financiers, the millionaire’s secretary and 
his Boer valet, both traitors to their 
master; a great prlma donna, etc.—are 
closely interwoven with the fate of the 
nation. The war loosens the knot of this 
tangle of contending claims, leading men 
and wome> through self-sacrifice ami 
heroism to a new understanding of them-? 
selves and each other.



• The Judgment bouse.” By Gilbert 
Parker Tllu .c. ns bv W .'Haterell, 
R. I. ‘ Ymk Citv: Harper & 
Brother.* Pru-c. $1 35, net.
“I do not he^’taie to call it 'a great 

novel,’’ writes dv hook reviewer of the 
London Spher-'. and this will be the pre
vailing conclusion in respect of Sir Gilbert- 
Packer’s latest work, "The Judgment 
House.” And yet this praise, notwith
standing its practically complete calibre, 
seems commonplace, in view of the feeP 
ings that perusal stirs in the mind of 
the reader. It is hard to describe them ade
quately, and so the natural inclination 
will be to call the book “great.”

Stirring and virile are the incidents, 
yet without the semblance of the sensa
tional. The story permeates one’s person
ality, palpably, although insidiously. H 
appeals at the outset; it creates an eager 
desire to know the conclusion, combined 
with reluctance to reach it.

The characters in this book are drawn 
with bold strokes. They are men of 
affairs, men who do great things in the 
world of business and in the affairs of 
State. Around two of them the chief 
interest centres—Rudyard Byng, whose 
masterful will and strong body won mil
lions from the mines of South Africa, and 
Ian Stafford, the subtle diplomat, whose 

' skill and judgment saved England from 
complications that might h>ve proved 
fatal to her when Paul Kj er threw 
down the gage of battle aha\ ited the 
war that ended Dutch dominion i South 
Africa. And both loved the sam woman 
—Jasmine Grenfel.

Enter the old, old story of the tortuous 
course of true love. The woman loved 
not the man she married, and later dis
covered that she loved the other. Fate 
and the freedom of intercourse allowed 
by an indulgent and unsuspicious hus
band wrought the natural result. The 
innocent indiscretions of a woman in the 

। world of fashion in London brought other 
' complications. Dark waters threatened 
to engulf Rudyard Byng's wife in the 

। whirlpool of blighting scandal.
On the very brink of exposure and 

disgrace she was saved by the most won
derful turn of the hand of fate. A letter, 
written by a worthkss blackguard who 
had no grounds for the insulting inti
mations he wrote, intimations of a vulgar 
intrigue, slipped from .the hand-; of Byng's 
wife and f H into the. hands of her hus
band. Ian Stafford hati sen^ her a letter 
in which he had poured out his love and 
his desire. Going for an answer in person, 
next morning, he was confronted 
by the husband, a letter in his hand and 
deadly purpose in his desperate mind, 
who laid the missive before him with a 
stern demand that he read it. And Tan 
Stafford, with th° feeling of the. man who 
signs his own death warrant, took the 
letter, supposing it to be his, but ready 
to accept all consequences and fearful 
only for the good name of the woman 
whom both loved- As he slowly read, he 
was appalled al what he believed to be the 
evidence of deep duplicity and shame
ful degradation on the pari of 
Rudyard Byng’s wife. But with heroic 
self-command and h*# hr rose
to the occasion and averted tragedy by 
the husband and public shame for the 
woman. - • ।

It is impossible to describe the feelings 
aroused by the presentation of this 
intensely dramatic situation by the skilful 
hand of the author. The mind thrills 
with the horror of lan Stafford’s plight 
when Rudyard Byng places ihe vile letter 
in his hands. The denouement is anything 
but what is expected. It leaves the reader 
almost stunned in amazement.

With the same infinite skill the threads 
of this story arc drawn out, until, in the 
days of the great war in South * Africa, 
where lan Stafford meets death in heroic, 
combat with England’s enemies, Rudyard 
Byng and his wife are united in the bonds 
of honest faith and trustful understanding, 
filled with that peace which "is the hvi 
thing of all,” their faces set towards tin 
world, with a clear road before them.

Received of the publishers.

4,
“The Judgment House."

For hi, own reputation s sak, <W-

=many. He can. H ..The =
House (Harpers), and |n jUdKment it

him wlth.lt. turcUI^r|(j. 
dramati^. its background of LondcS^ 
society and political life and %h^ Bwer ' 
war, and Its cbaracteristicaUy finish 
hote of inability do see how inglorious 
to England and its arms that conflict 
was.

Nothing seems real about FfrU tale 
except its sense of echoing the. plots 
and atmosphere of hundreds df/^econd- 
rate English novels of twenty years 
ago. The characters include a newly- 
made millionaire from the Rand, a poor 
but brilliant young diplomat, e Mirai n- 
ous private secretary and an -equally 
villainous valet who is passionately de
voted to the Boer cause. The chief 
feminine figures in the tale are Jessamy 
Grenfel. who throws over the rising 
young diplomat to marry the mil
lions of the Rand mineowner, and an 
opera singer named Al'mah, whose life 
is one of the forlorn hopes of this 
conventionalize^ pattern of a plot. The 
millionaire marries Jessamy, and then, 
perforce, -becomes absorbed in business. 
The diplomat returns to London and 
begins to be the subject of Jessamy’s 
wiles. The Boer war carries this un-, 
original trio and Al'mah to “the front,” 
the two women in the nursing corps, of 
course. Then, to satisfy that innate 
love for the respectable, Jessamy and 
her husband are reunited, anfl the 
young diplomat dies as a result of a 
wound in battle. Even less admirable 
than the plot of this novel is the style 
in which it is written. Over and over 
again Parker has dropped into slang 
phrases of a vulgar kind, and over and 
over again does he drop into passages of 
bathos that come as strange from a 
man who wrote such a novel as “The 
Weavers.” The general tone of this 
story is on a par with that of a hack 
writer of British fiction who turns out 
his four novels a year.

The Judgment House.
The Judgment Ilbuse. A Novel 

.. '2..p?rller- Hlustrntea by W. n 
I ublisbcd by Ilarpcr A Brothers, 
lork.

1 *s. a ta*e which holds <>oe ph-
tnralled like some great dr.nnn in which 
men and women of the world of affairs 
Play their parts through scenes as varied 
and tensely dramatic as life itself. Ex-
known io nn me worm H „
docs not present a picture of oi
private Individuals living or dead. It is 
not a historic novel, being in < oncep ion 
and portraiture a work of tur imagina
tion.

afford, a thunderoua ,“y ofor J The Jodgm-n, House 
T .? Brother,), br Gilbert Parker, in the foreground all the time are Ruo- 
yard Byng, the rugged Englishman who 
has gathered millions at the Cape ano 
the young wife. Jasmine, whom Brna— 
loves as chivalrously as any golden knight 
of old could have loved, and for whose 
undisciplined nature he makes every 
gentle, manly allowance. It is between 
these two that a settlement is reached in 
the Judgment House, in South Africa, 
while the echoes of war begin to die away.

There has been a third party to the 
affairs at issue. This is Ian Stafford, 
always in love with Jasmine, sometime 
loved by her. young, talented, hand
some. chivalrous in his way as Rudyard, 
Byng is chivalrous, but tempted ana , 
tempting at an hour full of consequence. 
War reckons also wdth him. and we are 
left not wholly certain as to how far 
Rudyard Byng, his friend, has under
stood his position. It is quite another 
man. Adrian Fellowes, scheming ana 
traitorous, who has died while under th© 
husband’s suspicion.

From these matters, as thus reported, 
one who has still to read the book is not 
to conceive of Jasmine as a coquette ana 
heartless. We have spoken of her as un
disciplined. She is likewise untaught. She 
Is to receive her degree of learning from 
battles and suffering, and her certlcate is 
to Issue at that same Judgment House 
which promises peace to Rudyard Byng.

Mr. Parker’s story is brilliant ana 
powerful, worthy of its author’s provea 
gifts. War and passion make it a 
legitimate melodrama. Love and hate 
keep it impressively human. Besides th© 
principal characters to whom reference 
has been made, there is Krool, a remark
able creation. This one is Rudyaro 
Byng’s retainer, a half-Hottentot, half
Boer, full of the mixed passions ana 
superstitions of the races. Slavishly de
voted to his master, he yet betrays that 
master’s cause wherever it is the cause or 
Britain in South Africa. As presented by 
Mr. Parker, he is a fascinatingly malign 
figure, admirably drawn.

Gilbert Parker
NOVEL

Is Readable
The Judgment House ” Is a 

Somewhat Sombre 
Romance.

“The Judgment House,” Sir Gilbert 
Parker's new novel which the Harpers 
have recently issued, is an excellent ex
ample of what a skilled writer can do with 
material of not very high order. This book 
is a romance and the plot is one usually 
handled melodramatically. There are the 
stock figures of the semi-sensatlonal 
tale, but handled with a difference, this 
being the art of the author. He invests 
the whole with a reality and brings out 
in the characters the qualities that leave 
the Impression of the actual.

A woman who marries a man of wealth, 
a South African millionaire, instead of the 
man she really cares for, a rising young 
politician and diplomat, forms the main 
motive of the book. Surrounding these 
three characters is a wealth of incident 
and adventure, some frankly melodra
matic, but none Introduced without a 
direct bearing upon the development of 
the story.The main scenes are in England, but 
the climax Is reached In South Africa at 
the outbreak of the Boer War. Here is 
a climax that would be sensational in 
the extreme if handled by one less skill
ful than Sir Gilbert Parker. There is an 
unmasking of a villain, the solution of a 
murder mystery, self-sacrifice of a high 
order, and the whole dignified by a tragic 
ending finely handled. It la a sombre 
story, but one very much worth reading.------- ’-j

wlth.lt
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OF a great WAR.

THE JtTXrMENT HOUSE. A Novel. 
By Gilbert Parker. Illustrated by 
W. Hatherell. R. I. New York and 
London: Harper * Brothers.
On the veld It is the night of Jame

son’s raid. In the gay London of
Covent Garden two men and a woman 
opposite the royal box are listening 
to the new prima donna when her 
robe catches fire. One of the men— 
the forceful, rather ungainly one— 
with quick perception seizes an opera 
cloak, leaps on the stage and save®
her. In the first row of stalls is a 
man conspicuous for his slim sleek
ness. This is the way Sir Gilbert's 
story begins. By the fates the author 
decrees, by the Briton-Boer war and 
by the war of their own natures, 
these five people are flung about, like 
cards in a tornado, for five hundred 
pages. Ian Stafford, a young English 
diplomat, and Jasmine Grenfel, an 
exquisitely beautiful, clever girl, are 
betrothed when Rudyard Byng comes 
back to his birth-country after mak
ing three million pounds at Kimberly 
and on the RanS. Jasmine appreci
ates the power of three million 
pounds added to her own half a mil
lion, and writes to Stafford that she 
has decided to marry Byng. Stafford, 
though a chivalrous, refined man, 
answers with ironic satire. This hurts 
Jasmine’s vanity.

While the husband returns to 
South Africa for five months, the 
wife plays with men and events, and 
gets so in the habit she keeps it up 
when he comes back to London. “If 
she'd lived a thousand years ago she 
would have had a thousand lovers.” 
Most of all. her vanity craves Ian’s 
return to her. She has ev^y mental 
and physical grace, but her moral 
sense hasn't waked up.

Byng understands both English and 
South African soldiers and condi
tions. and it is a Jong time before he 
learns that the reason all his hard 
and important work fails is because 
of his wife. She is dallying in the 
admiration of Adrian Fellowes (the 
slim, sleek man of the stall at the 
opera), who is a traitor and sells all 
the secrets he learns to Kruger. Then 
there is the half-caste Boer-Hotten
tot valet who also keeps eyes 
ears open to make trouble.

and

In various and devious ways Jas
mine is the woman behind the war. 
*he uses her fascination over a Eu- 
' jpean diplomat to win laurels for 
Stafford, who is the engineer-in-chief 
>f a scheme to prevent interference 
n the war by other countries. And 
incidentally she wins his love again 
Afterwards Fellowes is murdered. 
Who did it?

When Jasmine gets "sorry beyond 
endurance' for her errors and fOr 
the years that the locusts have eaten 
She longs to sacrifice and "balance 
things somehow." she buy, a ,hl 
flu It a, a hospital (using aii her 
money) and goes to the Transvaal as

Xhe aB°ny Df connict 18 not 
only for Bnton and Boer, but for 
th?nHi.“,?ne' SUff°rd a"d 
me prima donna.

Armies fight their fight unmole,t- 
sd by other nation,; husband and 
wife each alone fight out their prob' 
lems. There', revolution for an 

Event, loom big in the story...... ulg ln lne ,tory. The 
live, and the events interpret '"e 
strengthen and form a nd

The a»d spirit " 
the % eld nv« aii

Clipping from

One of the strongest of Gilbert Park
er’s short stories bears the attractive 
title, "Wl^lle the Light Holds Out to c 
Burn,” After reading the latest novel 
by the author of the tine short story to 
which we have referred, we conclude 
that the artistic light still "holds out 
to burn.” but that it has reached a flick
ering and precarious condition. "The । 
Judgment House” ought, by all the , 
rules, to be a good novel. It is the 
work of a skilled technician; it is care
fully elaborated; it deals with large 
dramatic thetnes; its characters are 
widely diversified. Yet we have found 
ourselves following with reluctance the 
unfolding of this long novel. We never 
have been able to yield to the author's I 
mood. Time and time again we have ! 
been ruthlessly checked in our wish to , 
enjoy the book, by encountering some • 
note which wc could not believe to be ' 
sincere. The simplicity which made 
■The Right of Way” the most delightful 
book of its year; which brought “Pierre 
an^ His People” and "The Seats of the 
Mighty" to the favorable.attention of a 
large and discriminating audience, is 
wholly lacking hre. In its place we 
have the hot-house atmosphere in art: a 
vast pretentiousness, an unyielding 
strain, and a final result which is all 
but negligible.

The frail heroine, Jasmine, heiress to 
a comfortable income and granddaugh
ter to a man of rare character and 
ability, is meant to typify the modern 
restlessness in women. She reaches out, 
after many gods, and is in a fair way; 
of finding none. She is practically en
gaged to lan Stafford when Rudyard 
Byng, newly returned to London from • 
large conquests in South Africa, and 
with millions in the bank, crosses her 
path. She jilts Stafford and marries 
Byng, only to discover in due time 
that he cannot quicken her fancies or 
clarify her ideals as Stafford had done. 
She sets the traps of her passions for 
Stafford, and he, though an acknowl
edged friend of Byng's,* and often hlsi 
guest, yields to the frail Delilah who 
has been false to him. and who is will
ing to be false to her husband.

rhe three individuals in this trian
gular situation sicken of life just when 
the Jamieson raid has precipitated En
gland Into a war with the Boers, and 
all three go to South Africa, the men 
as officers and Jasmine as a nurse. They 
meet later under thrilling circumstances

i 8lorm8 of warfare deathsolves their problem for them.
I a uWlth l,ltS StOry« Whichpossesses all the intrinsic qualities of 
h»°«f»^CVOn'Jn that never seems to

J ie rea(3er cannot believe that the author believed very -much in 
«SrC }Hrac«ter8 0F in his theme. There the te"1PK' but >>a'er te^ 

r^tZ® episode at Glencader, where a
2SL8 19 before the

-rhOOl -hdl' T?P 'r’ *" au<11'nc» Ot 

•lo'^

be succeeded by £ ,£!?,? ,0
earlier excellence "Ken "ft” of the' 
or nomenclature thu nL J1” matter to offer a hint • tnis new story seems Stan?;;. B™7fl??llt.y: ,,ian’
mah (why the apostJo^b Ja"m>na- Ar. 
sinker's name? “’jtgjer?8 ln the °Pera 

Bdently awIVt a ?et„rn “Io 
K.^w Yorkj ldea"’ <Hei£.?rhl*l

aippmg

"The Judgment House"—By Gilbert 
Parker.
While Sir Gilbert Parker's new- 

book lacks some of the qualities 
belonging to "The Right of Way" , 
and "The Weavers," it is a work ' 
of compelling human interest. Read- j 
ers of Harper's magazine have wait- | 
ed impatiently from month to month/ 
for the next installment, and have1 
been deeply concerned in the de-i 
velopment of its closely knit plot.. 

The scenes of the storj' are laid! 
in London and South Africa, and! 
its seasons are just before and dur
ing the Boer war. Rudyard Byng. 
South Africa multi-millionaire and 
self-made, comes back to England.' 
There he falls in love with Jasmine* 
jienfel, a girl who holds her grand
father responsible for her peculiar 
.emperement. Jasmine is tacitly be
trothed to Ian Stafford, a young 
liplomat who has his own way to 
nake, but urged by ambition and 
the masterful qualities of Byng, 
>he jilts Stafford and marries Byng, 
who is unaware of her affair with 
Stafford. husband1—after
the fashion of husbands—is ab
sorbed by business and political 
schemes, Jasmine becomes discon
tented and restless. Perhaps what
ever of love she is capable of ex
periencing has been given to Staf
ford, who remains her friend. Like 
the true coquette she is, Jasmine 
flirts with Adrian Fellowes, her hus
band’s secretary, and with de Meu- 
neval, a diplomat from whom she 
w,ns secrets of state and discloses 
them to Stafford to facilitate his 
rise In diplomatic circles. The mas- 
ter villan of the piece is Krool, a 
half-caste Boer servant, who is de- 
yoled to Byng and hates Jasmine 
tor her disloyalty to Iler husband, 
lyoo! Is an emissary offhe Boers, 
disclosing British plans to Kruger!1 
"S *,nd8 a,U incriminating letter! 
™bV beHowes to Jasmine, and sees that it falls into Byng's hands 
His reward lor his treaclierv is of 
^e.P.a‘teln he would have received 
" Vr Cis', a sound thrashing with 

the terrible sjambok.
ot th<“ Ietter arouses nfatls drn. h ‘e "7°,ng he contem- 

■ . he and Jasmine are on
owes /ro^ He «
,owes is s .venseance. Fel-

"ben "ar&eaks^ouV'andi 
h ""h"* 'sbe°coul^'never

her rfc^n «c^ S 
conventional way. eIIected—ln the 
likeTae Hous«" stands out
mediocre ^novels8® chh a fl°°d of 

worth the reader's‘?ln? 8tOry "’U 
» S « - 

Macauley ) P & Bros Detroit

The Ju<>9nient House.”
Parker^il^  ̂ Sir Gilbert
novel. Whether it >aS t,le greatest new
°r not matters little ed to that distinction 
fear of contrad^^ Can state without 
op will search anyone wh° 
ast page of the hnnL until 116 reach®3 the 
he Boer war in s; ° ?t, !V-8 a romance based on 

■vonderfulK elev “U? • The heroine is a
here are two her<.<. ■ n< ^eautfful woman, and 

’he is married an<rtT^+h millionah’e to whom 
■ighest order ’with a. diPlon>at <>f the 
tcenes of the storv }|A?he is in love. The 
and, but shift to South prifnci'’alb' in EnK* 
s truly a great nn„ i r '“rya for a time. This 
>y this life> we]1 written
Oy the publishers Ho 10r :’nd well presented The Priced si 35’n“tarP"r & Br^> New York.
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The New Parker Novel

SIR GILBERT PARKER.
Th® Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker. 

1 Harper & Brothers, New York. $1.35 net.
OMPETENT English critics have 
hailed this as a great novel; and 
of course they are right. In tech- 

l | nique, in characterization, in dramatic, 
quality, the story is extraordinary. 
Gilbert Parker does not fumble in the 
handling of the materials he chooses. He 

, knows the business of a novelist as 
t 1 only a few know it. We have read the 

I book from cover to cover—at all times 
admiring the artistic skill of the writ
er; at all times a little disgusted with 
the theme, which has been somewhat 

’ overdone by modern writers of all cali
bers.

The heroine of this story is a cheap 
specimen of humanity who should have 
been treated in the brutally realistic 

. French manner instead of being invested 
with a romantic glamor as we find her
in this tale. This remark is, of course.I in this tale. This remark is, of course, 

1 prompted by moral considerations, and 
the esthetes tell us that art has nothing 

I , to do with morals, but only with truth. 
। Well then, is it true that a treacherous

woman is beautiful? Toads should be 
painted as toads.

The action begins in London three 
years before the outbreak of rhe Boer 
war, which is used as a background 
for the social drama hero presented. 
Jasmine Grenfel, a pretty and thorough
ly spoiled young woman of the aris
tocracy, has promised to marry Ian 
Stafford, the rising diplomat, after a 
year has passed. Rudyard Byng, the 
successful young financier, with the 
prestige of three millions won in South 
Africa arrives in London and makes 
his debut by leaping from a box at 
the opera and saving the prima donna 
from a tragic death by fire. This act, 
together with the knowledge of the 
throe millions, works upon Jasmine's 
imagination. Byng falls in love with 
the girl, who is already desperately in 

1 love with herself, and therefore sends 
♦ Ian walking and accepts Byng. Time 

passes. Jasmine, taking by wholesale 
I and giving by retail the little that her 
punv nature possesses, falls into that 

। soul-sickness which is sure to attack 
। the idle and selfish. She begins to ex
amine her “love” for her husband and 
discovers that it does not “fill” her. 
Accordingly, she sighs for new worlds 
to conquer. Meeting with Ian Staf
ford by chance, she deliberately sets 
about to win him back to her—and 
succeeds. Finally, Byng discovers a 
scandalously intimate letter written to 
his wife by a certain “gentleman” of 
his acquaintance. Seized with the lust 
to kill, he is checked in time by Ian 
Stafford, to whom he has shown the 
letter. Now Stafford had himself writ
ten a similar letter to the lady, and one 
may imagine the shock the eminent 

। diplomat received upon noting that Jas
mine had been playing fast and loose 
not only with her husband but with 
her “affinity” as well.

Why waste time in beautifying such 
a plot? Why spin it out to the ro
mantic reconciliation between husband 
and wife? There should be no sop for 

I the mob in the treatment of such 
themes. Why strive to make a raw 

! cancer look like a Marechal Niel rose? 
If we are to have such stories, let them 

I be brutally frank. Give us Zola’s 
method—away with sentimental twad
dle! The haggard little drab who hunts 

| men in dark streets may at least have 
the excuse of hunger. And shall we Call 

, this pampered thing a heroine? 
i Let us lay the book aside.

Sir Gilbert True to His Word.
“The Judgment House; a Novel." by Gil

bert Parker. (New York: Harper & 
Bros., 1913.)
True to his perhaps Indirect promise- 

no successful novelist willingly forsakes 
his first and best field—Sir Gilbert Parker 
here writes a novel as far beyond of his 
beloved Canadian wilderness as the po
litical life and the drawing rooms of 
London could fetch him. “The Judgment 
House," while not In any sense a histori
cal novel, brings before the reader num
erous personages, many of them public, 
and some well-known characters from 
private life. All of these are limned In 
Parker fashion, they stand out as undls- 
guisable Individuals. The author sets his 
stage with care, and in the assembly or 
his principal incidents once more evi
dences his keen knowledge of true dra
matic values. The reader be he ever f-o 
steeped in the Canadian prose poems ot 
Sir Gilbert will not regret this big 
writer’s step in, for the time being, leav
ing behind “Our Lady of the Snows" 
and plunging into the foggy depths of 
London, brightened Indoors by opera at 
Covent Garden, but soon to take an anti
podal shoot into South Africa. It's a 
large picture, but full of life, the painting 
of which should do much toward fortlfj - 
ing the author's fame as one of the great 
novellts of our day.

Prom the interpreter of the simple 
??es ?ntl Primitive characters of the 
r rench Canadians, Sir Gilbert Parker 
has grown into what the English writer 
bred out of England is likely to be
come—the novelist of Greater' Britain. 
It is the events which followed Jame
son s raid that furnish reason and mo- 
tive for "The Judgment House,’’ which 
has its beginning amid a whirl of Eng
lish political controversy, and its close 
on the battlefields of South Africa. Yet, 
as in all Parker's novels, the great 
events are only the background, the set
ting, and the real issue is the conflict 
of human souls. It is not the Boer 
wa» that matters, but the warfare within 
a woman’s character. Jasmine Grenfel, 
a beautiful debutante of the Dresden 
china type, possesses to an unusual de
gree a dual nature; the one side of her 
is devoted, loyal, generous—the other 
an inheritance of ambition and un
scrupulousness. When we first meet 
her, she is wavering just enough to re
veal that she has this better side; her 
first act is to efismiss her accepted lover 
and betroth herself to a South African 
millionaire who alternately attracts her 
and bores her. Despite his vast wealth 
and political acumen, he is a surprisingly 
direct and simple soul, who bears the 
forceful name of Rudyard Byng and 
worships his lovely young wife. She. 
on the principle of eating your cake 
and having it too, forthwith devotes 
all her energies to winning back her 
old lover, and like her unscrupulous 
ancestor. . uses the capital she has to 
gain her ends. In the opinion of the 
world she is soon considered a ques
tionable woman, her doting husband 
still regards her as a being altogether 
perfect, while only the lover sees her 
as she really is—discerns the duality of 
her nature and the potentialities of her 
better self. He in his way is also a 
person of consequence, and—with occa
sional lapses—a man of character and 
courage, thus he finally succeeds in sav
ing Jasmine from herself and from him. 
Then ensues the war, transferring scene 
and action to Africa, and affording to 
each character in one way or another 
a chance to regain his integrity of 
spirit while to Jasmine especially it 
sounds the irresistible and final call to 
her better self. The novel is an in
tensely modern one, the more modern 
in that it is woven entirely out of such 
elemental stuff as woman’s frailty and 
man’s treachery. Of the women, only 
one inconspicuous chorus girl is con
sistently discreet, only her cockney 
brother is unremittingly loyal; while 
al 'between the half-caste Hottentot 
spy and his high-born English con
federate there is very little to choose. 
A strong book it is, an altogether pleas
ant one it is not: nevertheless it is a 
book which demonstrates the power ot 
great impersonal events to crush and 
smelt and assay the metal of the human 
s™. It is published by Harper * 
Brothers, New York, and may be pur 
chased of Geo. W. Des Forges & Co. s.
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■Th* Judgment «"’mpo'rtan'tHS ’ 
cne of the unport

r t”r wr>M 11 ‘’T „ -Thebo ?%Xh

I- ccnrldera-The Sion dwells £ styie.—for 
Ucn for with a rare charm. H!s

.“ And that b one of the ( 
keynotes to Jasmine s character.

The London life of the smart set Is 
ver, well glven.-and one sees beaut ful. 
lascinating Jasmine.—the center of life. , 
—of th* gar Ute that leads downward 
and one ’em the gradual coarsening of 
the South African millionaire in the 
lap of this London luxury.

And Jasmine betrays her husband » 
secrets, and permits the attentions of 
bls secretary, as well as of one of her 
former admirers. And she stands on the 
threshold of discrace—having lost the 
Jove as well as the admiration of the 
men who have been at her feet

The scene shifts to South Africa, and 
under the wide sky of the far-reaching 
veldt great problems are worked out.

“Daw- Th» faintest light on the hor
izon as " were a soft, grey giimmer 
showing ■ rough a dark curtain. It rises 
and spreads s owlv. till the curtain of 
night becon ’ ’he veil cf morning, white 
and kind. T! the living world begins 
to move. Presently the face of the sun 
shines through the veil, and men’s bodies 
-row warm with active being, and the 
world stirs with busy life. On the veldt, 
with the first delicate glow, the head of 
a meerkat, or a springbok, is raised above 
the groy-bruwn grass: herds cf cattle 
move uneasily. Then a bird takes flight 
across the whitening air. another, and 
then another: the meerkat sits up and 
hers breakfast of the sun: lizards creep 
out upon the stones; a snake slides along 
obscenely foraging. Presently man and 
beast and all wild things are afoot or 
a-wing, as though the world was new- 
created; as though there had never been 
any mornings before, and this was not 
the monotonous repetition of a million 
mornings, when all things living begin 
the world afresh.

"But nowhere seems the world so 
young and fresh and glad as on the sun- 

i warmed veld. Nowhere do the wild roses 
seem so pure, or are the aloes so jaunty 

' and so gay. The smell of the karoo bush 
is sweeter than attar, and the bog-myr- 

। tie and mimosa, where they shelter a 
[house or fringe a river, have a look of 
(Arcady. It is a world where any mys- 
; terious thing may happen—a world of 
[five thousand years ago—the air so light. 
: so sweetly searching and vibrating, that 
Ariel would seem of the picture, and 
gleaming hosts of mailed men, or vast 
colonies of green-clad archers moving to 
virgin woods might belong. Something 
frightens the timid spirit of a springbok, 
and his flight through the grass is like 
a phrase of music on a wilful adventure; 
a bird hears the sighing of the breeze 
In the mimosa leaves or the swaying 
shrubs, and in disdain of such slight per
formance flings out a song which makes 
the air drunken with sweetness.

"A world of light of commendable trees 
of grey grass flecked with flowers, of 
life having the aupreme sense of a free
dom which has known no check. It is a 
life which cities have not spoiled, and 
where man is still in touch with the 
primeval friends cf man: where the wild
est beast and the newest babe of a wo
man have something in common.

•Drink your fill of, th" sweet intoxlcat- 
"tth eybw shut till theflungg are 

full and the heart beats with new ful- 
then ttfem upon th* wid* sun

ri?* and scan th* veld so full of grad- 
rjs odour. Is it n't good and glad? 
Ard i ow face the hills rising nobly away

,eft- memorable and.riendly hills. And th- splendid fighting 
^f these Englishmen, and the stubborn 
resistance of th*- Boer warriors stirs 
on* । blood. reminiscent as it is. of thP 
ben of Sir Walter Scott’s work. And r.n —,1a,- .___

JASMINE’S CHARACTER.
Th* character of Jasmine dominatep 

'h* entire book. whether it is dealing 
■’ Ith !<r. e or war. with Ixmdon drawing 
rooms or South African hospitals. She is

a fid earth, 
a implexHr ^any '
vvll reality. PJ’LinI Interpret, her the creator of J" fe has mltfie 
aright, sees hcr\. .wh her world. He 
and In her relation. reader to take seem®' ,o ln'^ll?r.‘Booa ' wo®-®, not 
her a*, iMrn'a II«lda Gab-one whose roots into h a noble.

1’ r ar* set 'n «11 He under the 
nes, nt spirit that )ife Rnd the
chastening the real world, as
coming t0 Africa, to set hcr_.she does In Soutl "aver |„ues. But 
heart toward finer. * t„n murhone doubts. She has done

U9 ,ee' 'n

that is not tnm.
ward our Ide^_ that Is the best of 
f^Vhat’me'must read 
in the life of Jasmine BynS- ( .

00L1

G
ILBERT PARKERS latest 
novel, '"She Judgment House." 
contains the same vivid sense 
of big events of life as 

his other Action, without an attempt to 
analyze the meaning of that life. It 
is one of the most moving and stirring 
pieces of work that he has turned out. 
There is the spirit of world movements 
nicely intertwined with the acts of in
dividual characters of the book, with
out an attempt to make it a historical 
novel. London and the Transvaal, oc
cupants of glittering opera boxes and 
soldiers of the veld, touch elbows in 
the book and there is no sense of the 

It is a masterful and |incongruous.
majestic tale which holds a reader 
gripped with the course of the story 
from the first page to the last.

The.opening chapter is dramatic and 
hhrtBtsTWreader immediately into the 
atmosphere and movement of the book. 

. The scene is in London at the Co- 
; vent Garden, on the same night as 
Jameson’s raid In South Africa, though 
not till afterward does the reader learn 
of the coincidence. Rudyard Byng, a 
South African nabob, who had made 
£3,000,000 on the Rand, sits In the 
same box with Jasmie Grenfel, who 
possesses her own millions left her by 
a grandfather. In the party also is 
Ian Stafford, a climber in international 
diplomatic circles and a man of culture. 

' An operatic star is singing and at the 
climax of the song, her dress catches 
fire and it is only’ the lightning leap of 
Rudyard Byng from his box to the 
stage which saves her life. This is 
the start—all In a flash. At the same 
time, at the other -nd. of the world. 
Dr. Jim and his 800 are riding upon 
Johannesburg.

Three years later Jasmine is mar
ried to masterful Byng, though she had 
been as good as promised to cultured 
Ian, but she Is not in love with her 
husband. Craving excitement and ad
miration, she toys with Ian until he 
falls at her feet and announces his 
willingness to forsake all his position 
and honor if she will ny with him. She
toys also with Adrian Fellowes, her 
husband's secretary, and reveals to 
him some state secrets of her hus
band’s. These are conveyed to Oom 
Paul, through Krool. her husband's 
Boer-Hottentot servant. A foreign 
diplomat falls into her snare, and 
througn him she secures a high diplo
matic post toj Ian Stafford. Finally 
the servant reveals her dallying with 
Jellowea to Jasmine's husband. There 1 
follows an intensely dramatic scene! 
when all the principals come together i 
and disclosure follows disclosure. Soon i 
no rd Krool Is found dead, with 
and CaU8e’ Byng I
th^olher^tw^ eaCh wonder which nt 
the reXr S° does

unu the wonder driven him

to th- end

Byng is the nest .character in the 
book. Power and force, held In leash 
by a certain sense of refinement Is 
his principal attribute. Ian gives a 
reader the sense of being superlatively 
refined, and lacks the magnetism of 
Byng. Jasmine avotys herself a willful 
strong-headed woman who needs a 
master, but in reality she is a spoiled 
child. Not even in the end, when she 

= reached “The Judgement House,” is 
she different.

The book is saturated with the spirit 
of the Transvaal and in Its vivid de
scription. it reminds one much of that 
life which Kipling has put Into his 
books.

There is a striking resemblance be
tween Jasmine s story-thread and that 
of George Meredith's “Diana of thq 
Crossways,” in her sudden whimsical 
marriage which turns out unhappy, 
her homage from other men after mar
riage, her sale of precious secrets 
learned from her husband. Jasmine 
is a far Inferior woman to Diana, how
ever, She does so much from the pure 
delight which it gives her vanity that 
a reader's sympathy ought scarcely be 
expected. Diana, on the other hand, 
holds the reader's faith from first to 
last.

The principal fault of “The Judge
ment House" is that its art too often 
Is so detailed as to be tiresome. The 
minute analysis of characters and the 
fine dissection of acts are in such con
tract with the broad free construction 
of the plot that there is much danger 
of the reader's losing perspective of 
the novel as a whole. It is similar to 
the situation of a magnificent land
scape done in masterful impres
sionistic strokes, but containing a deli
cately worked miniature protrait.

With its faults, however, the book 
is far above even the better novels in 
worth and is one of Sir Gilbert's best 
products.

Ta® JUDGMENT HOUSE. By Glftert But* 
Bro.; pp. IBS. 51.35 net. New York: Harper 
& Bros., publishers.

The Boer War, with its causes and results, 
has passed into history. The lives which were 
made or loet lu that mighty struggle, made 
bitter by race hatred, have been meted their re
ward. It remained tor Gilbert Parker, who hM 
so often before turned history into fiction, 
reverse his method, and make of this importan 
historic episode a work of fiction. A note o • 
lowing the title page informs the readers that 
"this book does not present a picture of pu 
or private individuals, living or dead, ’ excep 
in reference to characters already well known 
all the world. "It is not in any sense a nos- 
torical novel." Hence it la vain to try to recog
nize any of the actors in the drama, al 1 
the temptation is often strong to readers a 
all acquainted with South African or B 
affairs ot that time. In other words, the aotnor 
has merely used the Boer War as a striki g 
dramatic background for his story. The play 
international politics is wonderfully han.d ' 
revealing in graphic style the enormous i • 
ence of the wealth of the Darkest of Confine ne 
upon the tiny but all-potent empire in the n r 
of Europe.

No novel is without Its focus ot romantic in- 
terest; so while world-stakes are played or 
any won or lost, the story centers about " ♦ 
people whose characters are developed by ex- 
perience and suffering. It is refreshing o 
find, in this day of sex-novels and romances 
blighted affection satisfied by the flame wb c । 
destroys, that a wholesome evolution of cna - | 
acter and love is possible, even when an im- । 
passioned, undisciplined and altogether imma- j 
ture nature is worked upon by the subtle temp- t 
tation which springs from within her own 
breast. The keen analysis of emotion and mo- 
tive is perhaps the charm of the work. It is s j 
though the writer had dipped his pen in bis ( 
own heart's blood end written of all the pain ; 
and the growth and the light which suffering | 
brings.

"The Judgment House” is an analytical study । 
of at least a half-dozen interesting characters, 
of varying Importance, grouped about two cen- , 
tral figures, Jasmine and Stafford. The evolu
tion of Jasmine’s nature, which at the start la 
that of a frivolous, vain, coquettish flirt, to a 
woman with an earnest purpose and a clear con- . 
ception of th* meaning of life—a knowledge 
which she attains by the time she is 26—Is a ' 
remarkably strong piece of work. It is a study I 
which cannot fall to carry its lesson for eveiv



woman who, marrying 'boTbtc her heart has 
learned I tn own need or Its own depths, reaches 
outside of the garden, of her home for those 
fruits which leave behind the bitterness of 
the Dead Sea. The life of the modern woman 
is too often filled with that restless, foolish 
coquetting which lowers her standing with every 
right-thinking man and cheapens her own Ideals. 
While Jasmine's character Is gradually developed 
In the progress of the story, Stafford rises to 
heights which are seldom attained by men. 
But, since It Is the exceptional man who raises 
the average, the temptation to conclude that 
bis character is overdrawn is resisted, for his 
virtues are not altogether Improbable.

The house of cards which Jasmine has built 
around herself in her foolish flirtations sullenly 
becomes transformed into a house of judgment 
At this point the story reaches its climax, and 
the remainder of the book is devoted to the 
working out of the various sentences passed. 
Adrian Fellowes is murdered by the hand of the 
woman to whom he bad been false; Rudyard 
Byng, Jasmine’s husband, who is wounded to 
the quick by the revelation of Jasmine’s frivoli
ties, none of which have reached the criminal 
stage, returns to South Africa to take a corn- 
'mission in the Boer War; Stafford hears also 
the call of his country and enlists for England’s 
good, and bls own Bpace of soul, while Jasmine, 
the woman around whose beauty and charm and

Joins another woman in’equipping and boarding 
x hospital ship, in order that they may work! 
ont their own salvation in, a more real way than| 
und ever been possible before, because neither; 
•roman had ever before had any earnest work 

f or purpose to fill her life. The cure for both 
women’s souls is what such cures always work- 
sane, honest understanding of the meaning of 
life and appreciation of true love wherever 
and however it manifests itself. Perhaps tho 
noblest character in the whole story is that of 
Stafford, for whom no reward appears save 
that intangible, but altogether desirable, con
sciousness of rectitude, peace of soul and absolute 
leyalty to the highest Ideals. Dying after the 
hist*-victorious battle, he dies knowing that 
the country which he loved is saved, and that 
the love which he had given to Jasmine years 
before was unchangeable, but pure, eternal as 
his own soul, abiding there forever, yet without 
sin. He knows, too, that Jasmine henceforth 
will take up her life with her husband and on a 
higher plane, having learned that truth and 
faith and peace are better than the wild storm 
of passion or the idle gratification of a moment’s 
vanity. Stafford's own heroic interpretation to 
Byng of Jasmine’s character saved her from 
death and scandal, Byng from the stain of mur
der and his own soul from wrong. This master
ly and original solution of the various prob- ( 

i lematic situations is worked out in a manner 
I which Gilbert Parket has made all his own— I 

a manner far removed from the cheap and trivial
I style so usual in latter-day fiction.

The character of Byng is so strong, so simple, 
so entirely unconventional that one can but be 
reminded of Cecil Rhodes, in spite of the fact 
that the author disclaims and distinct personali
ties in the story. The effect on the reader is 
elevating and iuEpiring, reminding one that faith 
and loyalty and Jove abide, even to-day, when 
skepticism lurks often at a man’s own fireside.

haunting, mysterious spirit
In the war scenes, which introduce 

action, violent and martial, Parlier 
gives full swing to his love of action. 
It is indeed a thrilling adventure story, 
told With masterly effect from the 
standpoint of description and action. 
In characterization Parker Is virile.

■________BR “ though his power of

SIR GILBERT PARKER, whose power lies in dramatic action and brilliant dc-lacking ln the 
scriptions rather than in psychological character study, has given recent lit-nuances-self Woman. 
erature one of its most widely discussed volumes, “The Judgment House?.’ -^solved, so far as character is con- 

From the press of Harper & Bros, this story, contrasting in remarkable vivid- a from that somewhat archaic be 
. - . i it________ v .. . in Its incep-

Alice Rohe.
flame. Almah figures later in being the mistress 

Fellowes, Byngs secretary, with whom Jasmine, with her characteristic desire to
play with fire, has carried on a love affair, 
love’s toils.

has also enmeshed Stafford in

The action of the play contrasting Africa and England takes place at the time new a>

M9pMA°H A. NEB -BEE-

APR 2 51913
THE JUDGEMENT HOUSE Bv Gilbert Parker. Pp. Harper & Broth™
The author's knowledge of men and 

motives, and his understanding or the 
deeper impulse, and emotions. are 
strongly manifested. Each person of the 
story has his charm, or interest, ol man
ner. of point of view, of individual ex- 
piesslon.. The book opens the night of 

, the Jameson raid, but the opening scene 
Is in London, at Covent Garden. Rud- 

I yard Byng, South African millionaire, 
sits In a box at the opera with Jasmine 

’ Grenfell with them Is Ian Stafford, high 
up In England's diplomatic service, in 

I love with Jasmine, and sure of winning
his suit. On the stage a newly found 
star of song Is thrilling the house when 
her filmy robe catches fire, and Byng 
leaps from the box, and with Jasmines 
cloak smothers the flames. Ian Staf
ford goes away on a diplomatic mission 
and in the meantime Jasmine throws him 
over and marries Byng. When he re
turns three years later his apparent in
difference piques Jasmine, and in guise 
of helping him with his work she brings 
him to the point of disregarding his 
friendship with Byng if she will go with 
him to some far-off corner of the world. 
All this time she is playing with Adrian 
Fellows, her husband’s secretary, a 
handsome beast and the lover of Al’mah, 
the singer in the opening scene, and be
trays to him Boer secrets, which he 
hastens to sell to Oom Paul, through 
Byng’s Hottentot servant, and a diplo- ! 
mat from the continent Is also another 
admirer. But when the war opens her 
house of cards falls; the servant reveals 
her dallyings with the secretary to her 

■husband, and he shows the incriminating 
letter to St ^ford, who is disillusioned 
and grimly resolved to save Byng further 
knowledge, befriends Jasmine /o her hus
band and to her husband’s friends. Fel
lows is found dead without trace of vio
lence and Byng, Stafford and Jasmine, 
each wonder if the other two killed him. 
The scene moves to the Transvaal, and 
the grim and simple realities of life and 
death show the development of character 
that leads to a new sort of happiness for 
Jasmine and her husband. It is a thrill
ing and intensely human story.

ness the elemental life of the South African veldt with the^f—maSculine, of js a
super-cultured, super-diplomatic life of London, has renewed tlon that "bat 
interest for fiction readers in the great English nov- master.
eliat. Gilbert Parker Adheres

Dominating thin novel of intrigue, of murder mystery, Ancient Adage^ masculine 
of diplomatic ins and outs, there is a figure of a woman, parker, like ol<J adagC con-
Jasmine Grenfel, granddaughter of a millionaire Mentor, race, adhei^'the dog and the 
who has left her all his wealth. Young, beautiful and clever, tree, the more >ou beat
Jasmine becomes the trifler, the experimenter, with lo'e. the better they H he falls
She marries Rudyard Byng, a South African nabob, worth In this the petulant,
millions, whom she does not love. The opening of the story to and pampered female
gives the sparkling description of the opera where Jasmine w»H^. higb’Splrlted^nteHectua^. 
and Byng, with Tan Stafford, an English diplomat of high es- brllliant woman "^ty refUSes her a 
tale, sit in a stage box. The singer Almah’s dress becomes ig- mjSchief because ^er cnergies since 
nited and Bvng jumps from the box and extinguishes the (legitimate o and beautiful

of Adrian she happens to U fablt ln
The b°twn out to almost Cresome 

that it is di awn o judgment
Extent. However The

of the Boer war arid the dm.ax oil 
r amatic action Is Through =

tO r^owes, anujy 
from k secrets she has.learned

om her husband. J’ellowes' sells 
these to Oom Paul through Bvng's 
Hottentot servant, Krool

To add to her love of intrigue and 
toying with fire she flirts with a con
tinental diplomat and through hlC 
mad infatuation succeeds In advancing 
Stafford's interests to a point where 
he achieves the real coup d'etat of his 
career. This streak wins the neutral- I 
ity, or rather the complete absence of 
Interest or interference, by the powers ! 
in the British-Boer war. i

Opening of War 
Ends Intriguing.

But the opening of the war brings I 
with it the downfall of the intriguing, I 
excitement-loving Jasmine, a woman 
of much wealth and leisure, who has 
carried on her affairs largely because 
she had no outlet for her energies. 
Krool tells his master of Jasmine's 
affair with Fellowes, and Byng shows 
the letter to Stafford, who had just 
arrived in the house to hear from 
Jasmine what he thought would pe 
her whole-souled and whgle^he^irtVd 
declaration, of undying loyaHy.~a^d 
love for him.

Gilbert Parker's power of plot devel- I 
opment and emotional climaxes is ne- j 
vealed in the events which follow. The 
spirit of mystery stalks through the 
book when Fellowes is found dead 
without any sign of violence. Of 
course Jasmine, Byng and Stafford are 
wondering which of the other two has 
committeed the crime, and it is not till 
the “house of judgment” reveals its se
crets out in South Africa that the mys
tery is explained. The last book, 
which reveals Parker's truly Illuminat
ing descriptive powers, brings before us 
like a picture In pastel the African 

I veldt, with its soft gray nights, its

In this prevt

you beat ’em

the petulant.

House'... is one of the re» 
Editions to fiction.
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A Gilbert Parker Story

<CE the days of "The Seats of the 
“When Valmond Came to 

1‘unttac." Gilbert l^rker has been as- 
sundof a targe reading public when- 

ever be put forth a new novel, nor have his later 
worts tacked the power and strength expected. 
Whether short stories or novels, bis writings 
have an atmosphere of reality and a virility 
which ptace them in the class of fiction worth 
rea.ling. While one is not sore what the story 
will be about until it has been read, he is sure 
that it will be interesting and worth while. This 
is more than can be said of many novels being 
published today.

In Sir Gdbert Parker’s latest novel, “The 
Judgment Hoose," the chief scenes are hpR.z 
don and South Africa at the time of the Boer 
war. The hero, Rodyard Byng, of the Cecil 
Rhodes type, is an Englishman who was a 
Sooth African pioneer and he became a million
aire. The author takes pains, however, in a 
prefatory note, to say that the story does not 
present a picture of public or private individuals, 
living or dead, and is not a historical novel. 
South Africa, at the time of the Boer war, is a 
splendid setting for stirring events, to be par
ticipated in by characters met earlier in the 
story in more peaceful and civilized England.

Another strong character is Ian Stafford, dip
lomat and soldier. His interests and Rudyard’s 
clash somewhat when it comes to the heroine, 
the beautiful Jasmine, who, more or less in love 
with Ian, marries Rudyard. There are other 
love tangles, crossed threads, which continue to 
make things as exciting in South Africa as they 
had in England. There is Alinah, the wonder
ful prima donna io England and angel of mercy 
amid the Boer war scenes; Adrian Fellowes, 
whose evil lives after him; Krool, the terrifying 
South African servant of Byng, spy, and Boer 
fighter; and Jigger, the cockney lad who goes 
to South Africa with Stafford, carrying London 
with him always.
These particular characters, each with a strong 

personality and marked individuality, are splen
didly grouped and make many a strongly dra
matic situation. Indeed, there is here a cast for 
grand opera which would work together with 
fine adjustment.

The result is a dramatic—at times almost 
melodramatic—novel, full of excellent descrip
tions, and stirring events participated in by 
compelling personalities, fighting battles far 
reaching, and arousing the leader’s deep sym
pathy. And after the tumult and the shouting 
dies, after the battles are over, clouded visions 
become unobscured, and the curtain falls with 
Rudyard, hero triumphant through all, saying 
to Jasmine, “A fresh start for a long race—the 
road is clear. It is all before us still.” It is 
to be hoped this proved true, for they left much 
bHiind them, and it is mighty good reading. 
Harper & Brothers, New York.) D. S. K.

THE JVDGM^T By
etc Illustrated by W. Hatherell. 

H I. Price. *1.35 neu Harper & Bros.. 
New York and London.
“The Judgment House” is an .analytic 

study of characters; an interpretation 
of life in the relation of the sexes, 
when the marital tie binds and is 
strained almost to the breaking point 
a melodrama of modern society, in 
with the voluptary is shown as the 
menace of conjugal relations. ♦ a a 
compelling story, full of 
interest and the characters are so 
strongly drawn that they are indellibly 
stamped upon the mind of the reader 
for the author lays bare their inmost 
thoughts, describes them so minutely in 
his diagnosis that they appear like real 
living men and women that play the 
pails in “The Judgment House' and 
play them well. The novel is divided 
into four books like a four-act play, the 
first introducing the characters who 
are to enact a life drama that has no

Hgd^Xpparently devoid of woman’s finer 
sensibilities of right and wrong, but in 
flie 'end finds her true relation to her 
husband. chastened by the hard expe
riences that led her to see her duty as 
she. as a wife, should see It.
Stafford is killed In the Boer war. The 

scenes of that war are told with spirit 
and vigor and with much keenly sym
pathetic knowledge of the soldiers, both 
English and South African.

■ The Judgment House” Is the season's L 
greatest novel, a psychological study of 
life in- which men and women play 
many parts.

It 13 a
human

equal in fictional litertaure of the pres- i 
ent day, clearly showing the author of 
"The Judgment House” is a wizard in 
fiction. The scene of the novel *is laid 
both in England and South Africa, be
ginning with Jameson's raid and ending 
with the overthrow of the Boer repub
lics, covering the period of the war of 
England with Oom Paul.

Rudyard Byng, South Africa multi
millionaire, who made his fortune in the 
Kimberly mines, comes back to Eng
land. There he falls in love with Jas
mine Grenfel, a girl who holds her 
grandfather responsible for her peculiar 
temperament. She is of that type of 
woman whose sole ambition is conquest 
and play with fire, almost to the point 
of danger, to win. She already had Ian 
Stafford at her feet and was tacitly en
gaged to him, but when she met Byng, 
she set her snare and he landed in her 
net. She married him—for his money— 
for she sought wealth and position to 
revel In the smart set. While her hus
band is absorbed by business and po
litical schemes, Jasmine becomes dis
contented and restless for conquest. 
Perhaps whatever of love she is capa
ble of experiencing has been given to 
Stafford, who remains her friend.

She plays with Ian Stafford, back 
from diplomatic successes in Europe, 
and brings him to her feet again, even 
to the point of disregarding his life-long 
friendship with Byng and casting aside 
the honors and glories of his career, if 
she will fly with him. She plays Adrian 
Fellows, her husband’s secretary, a hu
man beast, a chaser of women, the lover 
of Al’mah, the singer of the opening 
scene, and reveals to him South Afri
can secrets she has learned from Blan- 
tyne, her husband, which he hastens to 
sell to Oom Paul, through Krool. Byng’s 
Boer-Hottentot servant. She plays with 
de Meneval, a diplomat from the con
tinent. and through his infatuation, 
makes it possible for Stafford to achieve 
the crowning stroke of his diplomatic 
career, by which the powers agree to 
keep hands off and allow England to 
do as she sought in South Africa.

The seismic shock in marital life lies 
in what may happen when such a man 
discovers that his wife is receiving love 
letters from other men.

Byng’s servant, Krool, finds an in
criminating letter written by Fellowes 
to Jasmine, and sees that it falls into 
Byng’s hands. Then something hap
pens and it arouses Stafford to a sense 
of honor to the wrong he contemplated 
of eloping with Jasmine. He saves Fel
lowes from Byng's vengeance. Fellowes 
is mysteriously murdered, and four per
sons are suspecting each other of the 
crime. Was It Al’mah who killed Fel
lowes or was death suicide, accident 
or by a poisoned needle? The climax 
comes when the war breaks out and 
Byng returns to South Africa. Jasmine 
reeling that she could never live with 1 
her husband again, equips a hospital 
ship and sails for the cape, and there, 
^mid kopjes and khaki, her regenration 
is effected.

T^e character of Jaamine Is a doml- 
character in the book, whether 

dealing with love or war, with English 
society or South African hospitals. She 

® a \’oman attractive in form and fea. 
I ture. but possessed of vanity, wilfulness

I
 South Africa

It Is’'interesting'to note that Si 
Gilbert, Parkexls. noveh “The Judg 
ment House" made its appearanci 
only e few weeks before th© unven 
ing of the statu© to Kruger at Pre 
toria. Both Sir Gilbert and Genera 
^otha, who in his message on this 
occasion coupled together th© names 
of the two great South Africans; the 
Boer and the Englishman, Ceci! 
Rhodes, are impressed at the thought 
of the lather’s grave "on that high 
plateau of convex hollow stone, with 
th© great natural pillars standing 
round like sentinels.” The hero of 

| “The Judgment House” was one who 
had experienced “th© dream Rhodes 

J had chanted in the ears of all those 
who shared with him the pioneer en
terprises of South Africa.” ) |

_ a___ _  L _ _
P A R K E R. GILBERT—THE JUDG

MENT HOUSE. This is one of the big 
books of the year. Gilbert Parker never 
wrote anything better. The story Is ex
ceedingly dramatic. One would expect, 
indeed, one would be disappointed, if 
Gilbert Parker wrote a story without 
underlying ethical significance. And in 
“The Judgment House” he has not dis
appointed us. The life depicted in these 
pages Is a life apart from that lived by 
the large majority of persons. But in 
Its general portrayal of the mixture of 
weak and strong in human nature this

a11 Ilfe- (Harper &Brothers. B.3o net.) , ,



Helen C. Gale)
“The JUdgmetit House” by Gilbert 

Parker. Pub. by Harpers.
A very old lady, who takes as a 

literary criterion the books of Berth.. 
Clay and Laura Jean Libby, gives a 
disdainful criticism of the popular 
novels of. the day which is quite 
amusing and not without truth

“Ths- people don't know how to 
love any more or else the late authors' 
don’t know how to write love 
stories.” she said. "I like a book 
[where a girl falls in love with a man 
at 16 and keeps on loving him all 
through the book. But, dearie me, 
the books you get now days start 
right out with a married woman in , 
the very first chapter and she love, 
everybody else except her husband i 
until the end of the book.”

"Books are typical of the times,”. 
I explained, "and guess that both the , 
women and the author find it much I 
more exciting to deceive an indul
gent husband than to deal with an 
irate father.”

“The Judgment House’’ would 
surely be unmercifully criticized by 
this very old lady for the greatest 
part of the book has to do with Jas
mine Grenfel, a bewitchingly beauti
ful lady who takes the keenest de-1 
light in lavishing her charms in men 
and noting the effect. The final ef
fect is appaling and traige. She is 
engaged to Ian Stafford, a diplomat, 
who is an ardent lover and an ad
mirable man, but she dismisses him 
from her affections and marries Rud
yard Byng, a millionaire, in whom 
she neither sees nor appreciates the 
most remarkable traits of characcter, 
which are really his. After three j 
years of marriage she awakens the, 
old love in Tan Stafford and flirts' 
recklessly with him. In' order to | 

j hold his admiration she uses her 
| charms to win the confidence of a 
foreign diplomat and gains informa-

1 tion from him which helps Ian in his 
diplomatic service. She also stoops 
to a flirtation with her husband's 
private secretary, Adrian Fellows, 
and gossips to him of affairs of 
state that her husband has trusted 
her with. Adrian uses this informa
tion for his own ambitions and 

। brings about a miserable condition of 
affairs . Just at this time when 
Jasmine is happy with all the ad
miration she has won from four 
worthy, unsuspecting men, each of 
whom trusts her absolutely, a letter 
written by the enamored secretary 
falls into the hands of her husband. 
In his anger he appeals to lan Staf
ford, who is his best friend, forces 
him to read the letter asking for his 
advice. Ian with diplomatic skill 
manages the situation in an ad
mirable way, but in making the hus
band believe in the faithfulness of 
his wife, despite the comprising let
ter, is forced himself to see how 
shallow and false Jasmine really is.

lered by lan to— viumea uy ran to 
leave England but is found dead iz 
his apartment Soon after the dis
covery of his letter. At this crisis 
Jasmine finds herself in a harrowing 
plight. She thinks she can never 
live with Byng, her husband, again; 
she knows she has lost the love and 
respect of Stafford, who is the only 
person whose love she really cares 
for, and she is in danger of becoming 
involved in a sordid scandal. So she 
takes the opportunity of helping a 
friend fit up a hospital ship and goes 
to South Africa to become a nurse 
for the-Boer war whicch servevs as 
a protecting background for this 
story, and it is there, while she is 

doing helpful work in the hospitals 
that she enters the house of judg-| 
ment and stands as Tennyson would i 
say, "Herself a judge and jury,, and 
herself the prisoner at the bar ever 
condemned.’’ In doing real work for 
others for the first time in all her 
selfish life, she finally < mes to a 
realization of herself. S' begins to
think of Rudyard Byng, her hus
band, not merely as a millionaire, [ 
but as a man. She begins to under- j 
stand that this man who could lay a 
white rose on his wife’s pillow in' 
token of his trust in her innocence, 
ind who could yet beat almost unto, 
leath a traitorous Boer servant, has 
n him qualities, both of strength 
ind fineness, that are worthy of ad- 
niration, so she finds a real love for 
tint and he takes her back to his 
heart and love.

Ian Stafford, whose only weakness 
was his love for the unworthy Jas
mine, is the character that evokes 
the most pity. His love was sincere, 
and when he finds that the woman is 
utterly false he goes into the army’ 
and defies death in Africa. Death 
accepts his challenge and Ian is mor
tally' wounded in battle. His bril
liant career, his faith in woman, his 
love of life, are the things he sacri
fices for the frivolous, vain Jasmine.

However, the author, with consum
mate skill, manages to wash Jas
mine’s soul quite clean in mud^. 
water and strenghtens her character 
by its own tveakness. An unusual 
procedure in real life.

It would be too much for the ad
mirers of Mr. Parker to ask for an
other book as wonderful as “Th'e 
Right of Way.’’ That book was the 
masterpiece of a brilliant pen.

This new book is interesting but 
not intensely so, and borders dan
gerously near to the melodramatic; 
only the excellent art of telling a 
story, employed by the author draws 
the tense situations back from that 
perilous' brink.

Iress.

mF" .-xovn B^ SIR hflJP?RT PARKER^
A novel by Sir is a rarity

= nowadavs. and a* nure otj^BFBIal welcome =
as any hook may be. His gift is for story- f 
telling, rather than for character-drawing; 
or analysis; but there are more people at- i 

[ traded by the former than by the latter, 1 
I To some extent, therefore, his admirers; 

’j will be disappointed in his new book. “The | 
jJudgment Houm” (London: Methuen: Mr • 
, bounre’: Mclvik- and Mullen), because it 
, depend# for its interest mor? on its charae- | 
ters than on its incidents. The central figure 

i is a South African financial magnate, and 
j the book opens with the arrival in London 
of the news of the Jameson Raid. Rud- 

I yard Byng, when the news arrives, has just 
] made up his mind to propose to Jasmine 
। Grenfel, a young woman of tome wealth, 
1 much beauty, and many aristocratic connee- 
I tions. .Jasmine is secretly plighted to lan I 
’ Stafford, a young diplomatist, and,, as far ■ 
j as she is able to love anyone, she loves;

Stafford,but has stipulated for another year 
of freedom. She is a woman who can revel 

I in the description Byng afterwards gives] 
. her of herself. “If you bad lived a thousand 
! years ago. you would have had a thousand , 
i lovers.” She is ambitious of power, and . 
। the attraction of Byng’s millions is too । 
। strong for her. She throws off Stafford ! 
land marries Byng; but. though she satisfies* 
her ambition, she is neither happy herself, 
nor makes her husband happy. She has a 
rather, degrading liaison with Adrian Fei- j 

, lowes. the shallow, cowardly, society man, ] 
1 who becomes a sort of chamberlain in her 
’ great establishments. And when Stafford, 
' after some years abroad, returns to London. 
1 she is piqued by his indifference, and sets 
, herself to win him back. She succeeds in 
; doing this by using her social influence to 
■ further a big diplomatic scheme he has 
undertaken. Stafford succumbs anew to 
her wiles, but, just at the moment when 
he hopes to persuade her to leave her hus
band. Byng discovers her relations with 
Fellowes’and takes Stafford into bis confi
dence. That night Fellowes is murdered. 
The outbreak of the war in South Africa 
relieves an almost impossible situation. All 
the characters, including the women, find 
themselves in the theatre of war. and the 
best of them all—Stafford—is killed. Sir 
Gilbert Parker has not succeeded in making * 
either Byng or Jasmine as convincing as 
we should have liked them to be: but there 
are several dramatic scenes, in which Byng 
is presented in a favourable light with con
siderable skill. Without the entangle
ment with Fellowes, some sympathy might 
have been felt for the ambitions young 
beauty who becomes Byng’s wife; but. as it 
is. she is an ugly and not very real figure. 
Afmah. the singer, is a character better 
rendered. She is just “temperamental’’ 
enough: and the real woman underneath the j 
artist is human and lovable. One judges; 
Sir Gilbert Parker by severe standards: but I 

| he has done better work than this book.] 
1 The theme does not seem to be quite con-1 
Wal- I

CONTINENT (Chicago, III.)

WAT 1 1913__ J
The Judgment House, by Gilbert Parker. It 

is interesting to read an author’s statements 
about his own work. In a preface somewhere 
Sir Gilbert writes: “This at least can be said 
of all my books, that not a page of them has 
ever been written to order, and there is not 
a story published in all the pages bearing my 
name which does not represent two or three 
other stories rejected by myself.” His new 
novel is of the modern problematic type, deal
ing with a vain, flowerlike Englishwoman and 
the three or four men she draws within her 
coils. The scene shifts between London and 
South Africa, and the reading is engrossing 
though not always pleasant. [Charles Scrib
ner’s Sons, New York. $1.35 net.
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tuo.ua*. Of Men and MoUves Vitalize A Drama of Omracte. 

and Fatality

TAK STAFFORD. THE DIPLOMATIST engagingly 
a solidity of character and strength of

1 p^, ^introduced to the world of readers, by Sir Gil- 
h«tPpiker in his new and extremely fascinating book, The 
lament House.” After the introduction he is seen pnnci- 
“m. as a lover—as a man infatuated, disappointed, scornful, 

yielding again to passion, and at last achieving a difficult self- 

“ffperson in the whole story has his charm, both of in
tent and of manner. All are lifelike, but m every case we 
feel that the underlying personality has greater strength an 
actuality than most of those whom we are accustomed to meet 
in books or out of them. .

In the struggles of Ian Stafford, we are impressed with the 
fact that he is no common man, but one of undeniably strong 
nature and able mind swept with strong emotions, held firm 
with a control that grips like a vise.

In Jasmine Grenfel, we recognize a personality far greater 
than her conduct would imply. Our sympathy goes out to her 
despite the lightness with which she discards Stafford for her 
new lover, the South African millionaire, Rudyard Byng.. Then 
comes her faithlessness to her husband in the reassertion of 
her power over Stafford. It fails to ruin her in our estimation 
because we recognize the forces working upon and within her.

There is a breath of what verges upon dramatized scandal, 
in die discovery of a letter from a libertine, Adrian Fellows, 
which seems to prove that Jasmine is unworthy our forgive
ness. But in her husband we see a man of strength of will be
neath a novel and entertaining personality. The three—hus
band, wife and lover—are imagined, so to speak, as of heroic 
size, and because they are so decidedly human, their fortunes 
are intensely significant and thrilling.

Even the minor characters are exceptional. There is the 
mistress of Fellows who eventually kills him. And there is 
the intensely interesting episode of the libertine betraying his 
country at the time of the Boer war and his acquaintance with 
Byng and his wife, which makes it easy for him to sell himself 
as a spy. Then there is Krool, Byng’s servant, faithful to his 
master, but not to his master’s wife or his master’s country. He 
is no accidental villain, but one of those creatures which the 
reader feels were designed from the beginning of the world to 
play a very sinister part in the life-drama of the main charac- 

Book, the husband, wife and lover.
The Judgment House” is a magnetic portrayal of character 

and occurrences of more than personal significance. The scenes 
laid m the Transvaal, the new sort of happiness of Jasmine 
and Byng, are vivid, and seem as though they must have hap
pened. The book, like other stories of Sir Gilbert Parker’s, 
eaves the reader with a real sense of exaltation. It is published 
oy Harper Brothers.

Rhymed Reviews

The Judgment House 
(By Gilbert Parker. Harper (S'

Bros.)

THOUGH Jasmine Grenfell, so it 
seems,

Was pretty near engaged to Ian—
A diplomat who worked up schemes

For wrangling statesmen to agree 
on,—

She threw him down, the fickle thing. 
To make a match immensely grander

With virile, forceful Rudyard Byng, 
A many-millioned Afrikander.

Yet still her wiles must need corral
The souls of men;—the naughty 

lassie!— *
With Ian Stafford, Menneval, 

With Fellowes, too, and Count
Landrassy

She flirted right and left, she did! 
(And if her sins were even darker, 

The truth remains securely hid
With that good knight, Sir Gilbert 

Parker.)

However, she and Ian found
Their hearts in Cupid’s crafty roping

Entrapped, ensnared, enmeshed and 
bound.

They’d even talked about eloping

When husband Rudyard read a note 
To Jasmine from a baser suitor

(Its words the author will not quote), 
Which made him mad enough to 

shoot her.

Then Ian soothed the husband’s rage
And made him trust in Jasmine 

blindly;
But she had reached the sullen stage

And would not deal with Rudyard 
kindly.

Now providentially was sent
The Transvaal War with all its 

curses;
To Africa our puppets went

To serve as combatants or nurses.

"THE JUDGMENT HOUSE" ■ c

IV is not often anybody ■writes
A real novel In thia day and aKe 

Or any flctlonist we have dellghts> 
The eager reader with the printed

Now, past performance should, Of 
course, presago

Tho quality of any writer’s tale, 
But only reading can, In truth, avail.

The author of the last best seller gives 
No hint in this year's offering of that 

And nothing but his name upon it lives 
By reason of its being weak and flat

They never write the way Ty Cobb can 
bat,

The same day in and out, without a 
peer,

Or the way Caruso sings year after
1 year.

The stars of fiction are the same as I 
those

Great planets ever wheeling in the 
skies.

Each for- a season in his passing glows, 
And dims with brilliancy admiring 

eyes.
A brief space showing brilliantly, and . 

dies—
Even as Venus and the red, red Mara, 
They come, they go, these literary stars.

They have aphelion and perihelion, too, 
Those luminaries of the world of 

tjooks,
And march sedately In and out of view, 

Inconstant and as changeable as 
cooks.

One season, probably, a body looks, 
And, lo! ’tts Hlchens, or another 

Wells,
Who lights the heavens, and whose 

story sells.

Sir Gilbert Parker is in fine display
In fiction’s firmament this year of 

grace.
At perihelion with us for a day, 

He beams in glory on this gloomy 
place.

His book, “The Judgment House,” in 
any case (

Is such a novel as few men shall write
To serve a season for the world’s de

light
—“The Judgment House, by Sir Gilbert’ 

Parker (Harper).

There Ian fell as heroes do 
And died a most repentant sinner, 

Wh>le Rudyard got a wound or two 
And Jasmine wore a little thinner.

But he and she like little birds 
Agreed to live, as right and « 

(ACiomiy define, wor,s °Pl"'

Arthur Guiterman. The Judgment House, by Sir Gil' 
bert Parker. Melodrama in silk hat 
and afternoon dress with the ribbon 
of the Order of Merit in its buttonl 
hole.



Sir Gilbert Parker is one of th« 
writers whose books are waited fot 
and his last book, “The Judgment 
House” is worth waiting for. It is 
one oT the Hjg books of the year and 
is written with such dramatic pow
er, and the plot is of such absorbing 
interest that it bids fair to be one 
of the popular books of the summer. 
The story has to do with big things, 
and the characters live and move and 
have their being in the pages of the 
book, so that they seem almost out
side the realms of fiction and to be 
a part of the reader’s daily life. The 
scenes are laid in London and South 
Africa, during the time of the Boer 
war. The three characters around 
which the principal action of the 
story centers are Jasmine Byng, 
beautiful, fascinating and fickle; 
Rudyard Byng, whom she married 
for his millions made in South Afri
ca, and Ian Stafford, diplomat, 
whom she really loves although she 
jilts him. The character of Jasmine is 
drawn with a master hand, and the 
gradual growth of her soul, and her 
rise from her selfishness and self
seeking through her sorrows is im
pressively told. Husband, wife and 
the other man, form the eternal tri
angle, but the situation is handled 
with an original touch. It is dis
covered that Jasmine is receiving 
love letters from another man, 
Adrian Fellowes, the secretary of her 
husband, and the hearts of both the 
other men turn from her. Then 
there are the minor characters, each 
a perfect bit in its way. There is 
Al’mah, the opera singer and the 
mistress of Fellowes, who kills him 
tn the end; Krool, the Kaffir ser
vant of Byng, who is faithful to his 
master but who betrays his master’s 
wife and his country; there are vital 
and real. The scenes which are laid 
in the Transvaal, in closing chapters 
of the book, give us a living picture 
of the Boer war and bring Jasmine 
and her husband to peace at last. 
The book is of absorbing interest, 
and Is excelled by nothing that Its 
author has ever written, which is 
praise indeed. (Harper &, Brothers, 
New York).

It is interesting to note that Sir Gil
bert Parker’s novel, “The Judgment 
House,’’ made its appearance only a few 
weeks before the unveiling of the statue 
to Kruger at Pretoria. Both Sir Gilbert 
and Gen. Botha, who in his message on 
this occasion coupled together the names 
of the two great South Africans, the 
Boer and the Englishman, Cecil Rhodes, 
are impressed at the thought of the lat
ter’s grave “on that high plateau of con
vex hollow stone, with the great natural 
pillars standing round like sentinels.’’ 
The hero of “The Judgment House’’ was 
one who had experienced “the dream 
Rhodes had chanted in the ears of all 
those who shared with him the pioneer 
enterprises of South Africa.’’

Clipping from
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GILBERT PARKER’S NEW NOVEI

Despite the blurring of motives 
here and there, the lack of final = 
one es In artistry and psychological 

in erpretation. Sir Gilbert Parker has 
told a story of considerable power and 
interest in The Judgment House.

The title symbolizes a moral tribu
nal whereunto the heroine must ap
proach. The hero, Rudyard Byng 
financial genius, is said to have been 
drawn from Cecil Rhodes. More than 
one resemblance to the man who. Kip
ling said, linked worlds, not words 
does Parker's he- o bear, in his earlvl 
thirties he has gamed a mighty grasp 
upon the pol.tle: , and ftnau ia! af-1 
fairs of England and Africa. He can 
dictate policies, war* off disaster But 
he cannot hold from a t, 
Illation the heart of a wotpan ’ This 
woman is a highly-gifted,’creature, 
whose delicate beauty is matched by 
rare perceptive faculties apd intellec
tuality. At least, these 'latter are 
predicated by the author, If not con
tinuously proved by her words and 
conduct. The “other man” of the 
story is Jan Stafford, of the Foreign 
Office, a “coming man." But at the 
beginning of the% story, for all his 
promise, he has not achrvnced lar 
enough to cope with the ^compelling 
quality of Byng’s millions and the 
glamour of power which these exert 
upon Jasmine Grenfel, granddaughter 
of a man who had set power above all 
things.

In the England and Africa of the 
Boer War the scene is set. Affairs of 
state are the exccellently painted 
background of the story. The excite
ment of the Jameson raid, Johannes
burg and the sequel thrill througSQut 
the pages.

But, after all, the hearts of men 
.and women are Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
, chief concern. And with fair suc- 
; cess he has told this story of the 
swaying of a woman’s affections be
tween Stafford’s finer intellectual and 
temperamental charm and Byng’s 
virile mastery.

Needless to say, the African at
mosphere, with its unique magic, 
lends a fascination to the story, an in
tensity and color to the human dra
mas. The largeness of affairs, the 
great significance of the issues, give 
the novel some texture. The charac
terization, too, has a body and rich
ness. But though the story is tenacious 
of interest, the psychological possibil
ities of the situation are not complete
ly realized. Rather a mechanical 
shifting of the heroine’s heart 
than the inevitable, irresistible move
ment is detected. Yet there are other 
genuinely emotional elements in the 
novel, enough to "set up" a few nov- 

। elists of less power and distinction 
| than Sir Gilbert Parker has attained.
(Harper,& Brothers, New York.)

By Sir Gilbert Parker. The story- 
tellers’ gifts of fas^natlng us by the 
Illusion and the exc tement of t 
smoothly flowing narrative Is se dorr 
so fully united with the novelist! 
power of rounding the depths of char 
acter and of making not only peopb 
but events plav lifelike parts, as it 
Sir Parker's new novel. “The Judgmen 
House.” Knowledge of men and mo 
tlves understanding of the deeper Im 
pulses and emotions, both are need, 
to vitalize such a drama of charade 
and fatality as "The JV*K™a 
and both are strongly 
Sweening Into a common current tn p^,mnsKof individual lives and occur 
Fences of more than Pe™’”*} ®'snir 
rance the story reads as if it had a; 
happened, as If it must have happenet 
Tn its dealing with the spiritual sld 
of character and In Its 
Rcrintlons it is equally stiong. Th 
Judgment House.“ like 
c<r i*nh?rt Parker’s, lea^es the read

"‘"’“•■'TO. CONN.-fioiiMi7

2 19??
^rkTr^V.P'1' HOUSE. by

to wmT p “r1' •”"» ” the coura 
by The m.T"* ? ” br°u*h' '• ‘Hal 
Ml? d'“nxulshed Canadian. Life 
treltm^'n, of flctlra'- tartion;
th. h n' °f th# masses; diplomacy- 
eu tivMr.?’:r °f Jan S'*"0"1
, ,a* ? ®*nSllsh gentlemen and dip*

man: ot Almah. the 
wonderful and passionate opera

, °' Jasmine, the Dresden china 
doll beauty and exquisite: more men 
and women; more society and Intrigue 
event^Uy war; all are treated criti
cally and not without subtlety and 
some justice. The results of his an
alysis Sir Gilbert Parker conveys to 
his readers in a nervous, intense style, 
sometimes too intense for the situa
tion? generally, at least, pretty; marred 
by reiterations and weak generaliza
tions about woman. it would be 
cheaper to get the address of her per
fumer, and buy by the bottle, than to 
go through the countless repetitions in 
which, the lingering scent of Jasmine s 
cloak or other vestments is put for the 
climax of some scene. The occasions 
are countless before the novel is 
ended but there are fire such In the 
first fifty (out of 469). pages.

No passage in Sir Gilbert Parkers 
novel contains more beautiful English 
than that in which Jasmine sees her
self dreamily in a previous life "of one 
of the gifted, beautiful women tor 
whom the world were well lost, and 
who at last. . in scofn of Life and 

i Time had left the precincts of the 
cheerful day without a lingering look. "' 
On the whole we prefer the beauty as 
it stands in the lines from Gray’s Eleg> 
laid on the editor’s table by one v 
“The Courant’s" artistic friends:— 
“Left the warm precints of the cheer 

ful day
Nor cast on? longing, lingering loo’ 

behind.’’
But it will not do to criticize tc 

severely a mans English because ♦ 
too significant evidence that it hi 
been formed by close study of classic! 
models.

The author of The Right of Wa* 
The Battle of the Strong. Pierre an 
his People, shows versatility of 
sort in his change of venue but at th 
price of a great falling off in master 
of his subject. He gets no intlmar 
acquaintance with his ^locality or it 
vital Interests. He takes his knowl 
edge of people and society from th 
inner circle of the “Smart Set." ana o 
international conditions, diplomacy an< 
war from the most imperialist bigot? 
of Downing street. He concedes noth 
Ing to the Boers save that he blunders 
into an unintended revelation of Brit
ish Insolence In South Africa In bls 
tribute to the Sjambok; (the whip ot 
rhinoceros hide); and in his crude pic
tures of battle he does not do Justin 
even to Boer marksmanship and pre 
clslon of fire. The terror to Stafford 
and Jasmine was from bullets anc 
shells sweeping an abandoned posi
tion and a silenced gun. Boers never 
threw away ammunition In that wise. 
Besides they were being defeated, as 
Sir Gilbert Is showing, and had need 
of every rifle In the direction of the 
new front. They had not a bullet to 
spare for the Red Cross or the hospital. 
Attempted tragic description of terri
ble suffering and “fury of determina
tion” degenerate Into mandlln melo
drama. travesty. and antl-cBmax. 
•lacerated, shattered body; puddles of 
blood; . sobbing agony. . . A gunner 
lifted away the corpse of his nearest 
friend from the trail and strained an 
wrenched at his gun with the’ 
concentration of one who kneads.dough 
In a trough." The real 
House I«"t Prpsent ls th' S 
African Parliament
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England’s war with the Boers in. 
South Africa Is the background of a , 

novel by Gilbert Parker. •’The
Judgment House.” Admirers of the 
author’s former work take up the book 
hoping that they may find the same 
ehlrm and verve which characterised 
those stories of Canada, with an added 
strength and maturity. At first th 
tale moves slowly, even ponderous y 
as the reader becomes acquainted with 
Rudyard Byng, pioneer and million

aire. Jan Stafford, the cultured diplo
mat Al’mah. the great singer. Jasmine, 
the beautiful woman who held such 
great destinies in her nnrealizing 
hands. Krool Byng’s treacherous half- 
caste servant and other characters, 
minor but none the less living. But^ 
once launched, the plot moves forward 
with an irresistible force. The title in 
its significance harks back to an idea 
of which the author from his earliest 
writings has always seemed so fond: 
that of the soul coming to some terri
ble place or experience to be judged. 
The setting of the story is on a tre
mendous scale, and it can be truth
fully said that the characters measure 
up to their background. Those who ex
pect much of Gilbert Parker will not 
be disappointed, for here he is at hi< : 
best Harper and Brothers. /
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-teller's gifts of fascinating 
iiision and the excitement of 
flowing narrative is seldom

M fully united with the novelist’s power 
it rounding the depths of character and| 
if making not only people, but events,’ 
»iay lifelike parts, as in Sir Gilbert 
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HoTse?- ^Harpers,. Knowledge of men 
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“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE” 
For the Novel Reader

GILBERT PARKER is confusing' 
ine’s comfortable and approving ac-1 

abl.'eptance of him with this latest of- 
fering, “The Judgment House.”" 
Heretofore one has not been put to ■ 
questioning Mr. Parkers inflexible 
moral status. While a certain brand , 
of complexity has figured, still it was | 
of an explainable, classified sort, ac
ceptable enough to disarm suspicion 
toward its right to exercise among : 
humans. “The Judgment House” is i 
not so easily dismissed and invites 
inquiries if one is argumentatively in
clined. While Mr. Parker pursues his | 
course persistently and with every j 
aim to answer all pertinent uneasi- ' 
ness, nevertheless, his answer is of 
unconvincing character. His conclu
sions form a mixture of a too bro- 
midic sentimentality and an hysterical 
assurance to all comers that to be | 
happy one must, perforce, be good. 
As to the woman in the case. One 
would be in need of considerable ex
perience, background for which must I 
lie Mr. Parker’s own unlimited form I 
of appreciation—kind, keen and bal
anced—in order to conceive the subtle 
contradictions developed in this char
acter of Jasmine. That she is a won
derfully vital presentation of the tem
peramentally defective is an indis- 
putable fact to the initiated. To the 
uninitiated she must necessarily re
main an unpleasant enigma, if not an 1 
wholly improbable woman. What Mr. 
Parker apparently left undone was to 
supply a more universal and compre
hensive key to the solution of such 
problematic emotions. As the story 
stands it appears an intensely thrill
ing, pretty unlikely yarn. And there 
is not a question but that with the 
strained manipulation righted, and the 
stifling amount of inconsequent mat- ■ 
ter relative to Al’mah, the opera 
singer, and her forced heroics elim
inated, it could have held its own as 
unusually good ’fiction.

[The Judgment House.
Parker. 
«el[

Harper & Brothers.
By Gilbert

$1.40

- New York

—— —^LL2J5u
The Judgment House. By Gilbert Park

er. New York: Harper & Bros. ;
“This book,” says Sir Gilbert, in a 

prefatory note, “does not present a pic- 
ture of public or private individuals 
living or dead. It is not in any sense 
a historical novel. It is in conception 
and portraiture a work of the imagina
tion.” Nevertheless, a historical novel 
in one sense it is, since it deals with 
an episode of recent history, and pro
fesses to account for that episode. The 
Boer War is precipitated by the treach
ery of a half-caste servant of the hero, 
Rudyard Byng. Byng is that type of 
hero so frequently met in current Eng
lish fiction, the South African multi
millionaire. He is a rough diamond, 
a man stark apd untrammelled, gener
ous of frame and of spirit. Back “home" 
with his three millions, he is accept
ed for them by polite London, and 
presently falls in love with a finished 
product of civilization, one Jasmine 
Grenfel, beautiful and accomplished be
yond her years—“so well-poised and yet 
so sweetly childlike”—as one of her 
admirers says, “dear Dresden-china 
Jasmine.” She is hard-betrothed to a 
Londoner of her own circle, but Byng 
carries her off. She marries him for 
the pow-er his money will bring; and 
therewith the trouble begins.

Up to this point the story, written in 
Sir Gilbert’s later and more sophisti
cated manner, bids fair to be a serious 
study of a -situation between two r 1

human beings. But, the situation once 
expounded, the romancer steps in and 
busies himself with a plot involving in
trigues and coincidences, climaxes and 
curtains—all the machinery of the fic
tion of incident as contrasted with the 
fiction of interpretation. Krool, thej 
half-breed villain from the Transvaal, 
with his Satanic nature lighted by a 
gleam of heroic virtue, is plainly akin 
to certain popular figures we have met1 
—have been in the habit of meeting in 
this writer’s earlier stories, to Pretty 
Pierre and the rest. And whether Byng 
and Jasmine, with their faults and as
pirations, their drifting apart and final 
reunion, have reality for the reader, de
pends chiefly on the reader's will to 
find reality in the conventional ex
travagances of popular fiction.



mi important Novel. ¥

In this book the author combines 
almost all the qualities of a novel of 
the higher order except the sense of 4 
humor. It is well conceived, it has a 
fortunate subject, with which he is 
unusually familiar, it is carefully 
constructed and developed, and it 
appeals both through its picture of 
the temper in England at the time 
when the Jameson raid attracted the 
attention of the world and during the 

' period of the war that followed. The 
war was doubtless contemplated by 
the friends of the raid in case they 
did not dispose of it by absolute suc
cess in their plans, which had at least 
one chance among many if all had 
gone well with it. Yet it is probably 
true that the book will never be as 
genuinely popular as some of his 
earlier works that have not its finish 
or its solidity. Partly this may belt 
explained by the greatness the 
themer’’Hasty readers, people who 
like to skim over the surface, and 
ask nothing more than to be amused| 
for an hour or two, hesitate at its 
mere bulk, still more at the serious
ness of the author’s purpose. Such 
people have not patience to read 
Thackeray, and are secretly bored 
with most of Sir Walter Scott, and 
indeed have not much use for most 
of the greater writers. Furthermore, 
c'. en among lovers of real literature 
there is a choice of flavors. Too 
much seriousness on the part of an 
author is not wholly to the personal 
liking of many who read for recrea
tion when they are not reading for 
exact information or pursuing a spe
cialty of their own. But all of this 
latter class must respect it, even if 
at times it does not hit their partic
ular fancy. The book is very carefully; 
wrought. Infinite pains has gone to 
its construction. There is hardly a 
careless passage to be found. It is 
like a statue or a picture in which the 
modeling of every muscle and the in
terblending of all are almost as per
fect as in lif^. No mere outline sat
isfies one who works on this plan and 
has the necessary technical skill. But 
many prefer sketches, if not absolute 
caricatures. And the caricaturist 
may be as great a man as any more 
serious artist in his own particular 
field.

The clue to the book lies in recog
nizing at the outset the author’s atti
tude towards t^ie problem of the 
British power and the Boer settle
ments in Africa. Me is all for the 
empire at any cost. Apparently he 
cannot conceive of rights acquired by 
occupation and development that are 
good when the empire has similar as
pirations and proposes to take on its 
own terms what others have re- 

: claimed and possessed. It is in full 
, frankness the modern reiteration of, 

the belief that has made his people i 
I ; disliked in Europe and elsewhere. It 1 

rests fundamentally in a sense of su- 
I r periority that must not be challenged. 
| ! and which is its own sufficient author

ity for compelling those who disagree 
to change their minds or take the 
t onsequences. With this in mind it 
is easy to follow the reasoning and

a^umpuuuB wmen lie at the root of 
the story and which must be regard
ed if it is to have its full effect. With 
this in mind it is easy to compre
hend not merely the scheme of judg
ment on which the story rests in the 
mind of its author, but many pass
ages or episodes that are almost un- ' 
accountable otherwise, for instance, 1 
the account of the whipping, in Lon- ====== 
don. of Krool, the half Hottentot, half 
Boer servant of Rudyard Byng. It 
was horribly brutal, but it was the 
recognized way to deal with betrayal * 
of secrets, when British interests ■were 
concerned, and the offender was a 
native, or half native. Perhaps one 
Illustration is as good as more. Every 
reader will find plenty for himself.

Apart from all matters of style or 
taste it must be noted that the book 
will give many readers a better con
ception than they ever had before of 
the state of affairs in the two coun
tries at the time of the Jameson raid, 
during closely following years, and 
during the war itself. Yet its real 
value is rather in the broad concep
tion and thorough execution of a 
work of serious literary consequence, 
that is distinguished by conspicuous 
merit and adequate realization of a 
large ideal.

NEW GILBERT PARKER
NOVEL IS REVIEWED

TREATISE ON SABOTAGE WRITTEN BY FRENCH SOCIALIST.
Advent urea of Country Boy in New 

York Depicted in “The Quarry.” 
Other Notable Productions.

"The Judgment House,” by Gilbert Par
ker. Illustrated. Harper & Bros.. New 
York.
A certain degree of leisureliness in 

reading is essential to the proper appre
ciation of the true flavor of the latest 
Gilbert Parker novel. There are few 
wholly attractive characters, and the re
mainder become tiresome by extended 
contempLDtfua n? their follies; hence only 
to those who love to chew the cud of 
style in their fiction will "The Judgment 
House" prove really pleasant reading. 
Nor is it quite up to the mark, in this 
respect, with some of the author's pre
vious work; there is a letting down at 
the end. a. sort of melodramatic finish, 
and the trite solution of triangular prob
lem that cheapens it. ..With the death of lan Stafford, whom 
she loves. Jasmine Byng's temptation is 
removed, and the reconciliation with her 
husband assured. A very large propor
tion of the story is a delicate and ef
fective presentation of English social and 
diplomatic circles from a certain inter
esting and satirical point of view, and 
the temperamental qualities of Jasmine 
Byng provide the flam&that keeps things 
seething.Bo when affairs have narrowed down 
for her between her husband and the 
man who was once her fiance, it merely 
settles things mathematically—a solu
tion that satisfies nobody—to take these 
three as well as the other chief charac-.. «A„fh Af- 

Boer War,
and let him die wlth tivnir in 

ri sen’to” ‘hS'11/1,',”11 t0 ». 
men. not alon? m atta‘ned
Ideals » diplomacy, but hl. tem?t" tlon*'in hlm„If ana
In books or out. * men Heldom 
statute Ind* a^?,°f m‘n blK °' 
confiding D g of >»eart. but with c br '"‘-Wane’ ' Ht
riL-ur. In I or becoming some sort ot a 
rrom the T ±" 7hen he «« 
taught theTJvP‘n^*i'' a?d hls millions 
from Ian Star
both ?r,he.I.lha" frl<,nd ‘o themroom. Tia >* l,,y llfe London drawing 
rooms and clubs works havoc with Bvnr- 
A’to'TA and t.han

tooHah .mm.i ln diplomacy. the dull -.1 compares herdull husband with the brilliantly 
EovJ?Pb2 v'"'-?.'1 deeldes to win her old 
attains" A??' uThA m*thod by which she 
SS™ hla design Is to assist Ian In a 
perilous venture In diplomacy, on the 
Sheeess or which rests England s ability 
to declare war on Oom Paul 
.AO,*?*" of t"’r niotlve. Ian accepts 
tne help no one else can give, ror the one 

eeherous roreign diplomat has al
ready surrendered to Jasmine s wiles, and 
needs but such ravors as she condescends 
JO cast hls way. to come over to the Brit
ish view of England's rights In the 
Transvaal. lan is asked to pay the price 
when Jasmines task is completed. He 
then realizes that he has never ceased 
to love her. as she vows she has never 
ceased to love him. He offers to pay. 
but not in the spurious coin of her choose 
ing. He will not be the lover of hls 1 
friend's wife, though he offers to take I 
her hand where all the world can see. if 
she will discard Byng openly. This is 
not what Jasmine , had counted on in 
again bringing lan to her feet.

At the critical moment, both husband 
and lover discover that there is still an
other claimant on Jasmine’s promiscu
ous favors. Both had agreed to close 
eyes to the foreign diplomat, but this 
one is not so easily disregarded. He 
writes a compromising letter to Jas
mine that falls into Byng’s hands; Ian's 
timely appearance on the scene saves a 
tragic situation and Jasmine's character, 
but it again wrecks all faith to her honor 
or sincerity. He helps delude the trust
ing husband and avenge the slight of
fered Jasmine, then joins hls own regi
ment for service in Africa. Jasmine 
flouts Byng in a tempest of mingled 
anger and remorse, and he. too. goes to 
the Transvaal to lead the crack com
pany of seasoned South African troops.

Then Jasmine and a lady of title, who 
had long loved Ian (though also well 
married), buy a ship, outfit it for a hos
pital and sail for the Cape. Other char
acters that have met in Jasmine's draw
ing room or Byng’s Rand office are al
ready on the scene as nurses or sol
diers, so that when the house of cards 
set up by Jasmine in London -becomes 
the judgment house in the Transvaal, it 
is unnecessary to return again to Eng
land to finish off any of the tangled ends 
of the story.

Sir Gilbert Parker himself says of "The 
Judgment House" that It is a "study in 
conscience. There I handle a problem, 
but so delicately that a school girl 
might read the book and not know the 
problem is there. Yet It is there all 
the time, but only for those who know. 
There is not a suggestive word in the 
entire book. The problem is there in 
precisely the way that such things are In 
life In life a woman does something 
that brings about a situation which in 
literature we call a problem. Th®™*s 
never anything suggestive about the sit
uation In lite In lite the problem Is 
there because ot loneliness on her part, 
or impulse or love, or worship ot beauty. 
? has come, as a rule. in some simple, natural w™ not In a shady w.y Inmy 
book there is only one sentence that 
actually touches the Problem. It is 
when she w™e stor"
to"those who"know: to the uninitiated 
“ This "s° alT^phtstry. Any girl who 
. ™ ■■stylist" In literary tastes, who 

that something is wrong s h)s
kisses nnother man snwiira am ha(
face in her gthat the '‘uninitiated It Is much better that tne wrong.
should know, and Know tna M the 
All through Jasmin that her
nutkOr.lITtho’e "t a motherless girl, an faults are tnoseoi woman,undisciplined. unguarded y g |m. 
who has been endowed »”n(lfather. that 
pulses ot a scapegrace Kra van|ty and 
the ’,|n’",',.?'lre« The things that can not sordid desire^. . rp«dpr are the Sot rail to ln’nr',sa?htehereauthor" keen 
breadth, ot the themejhe .ut^ and 

mmi’and women otr their feet and on to
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•prise me to loam that GII- 
,4Judgment House” tHar- 
the most frequently called 

is Mercantile Library, the

>n tains

and

novel, but a meaty one, 
lenty of happenings and 
nany interesting phases.
I in London during the^ 
ts list of dramatis per-j 
wealthy South African J 

singer, a diplomatist, a1
woman of socletv who is not above having : 
affair/ "Uh her husband's friends, and; 

conventional street boy so frequently; 
thrown into the fiction pot to give a touch | 
of humanity to its contents. A far more 
picturesque character and one of great 
theatrical value is Krool, the half caste 

1 servant of the wealthy man, to my mind 
ar. exceedingly well drawn personage.

The story begins in London at the verj 
moment of the Jameson raid 
Gr^nfel is a beautiful and fascinating, 

I young woman with w hom Ian Stafford, of 
'the Foreign OffUe. is In love. e see[ 
her first in an opera box and in the party 

j is Rudyard Byng. the South African. who| 
•s strongly attracted to her. The prlma. 
donna of the evening is Al’mah. destined | 

i to figure throughout the story. That very 
night comes the news of Dr. Jameson’s 

I famous ride and immediately a little 
'croup of South African nabobs gather in 
1 Byng’s rooms for an all night discussion. 
■ The African trouble furnishes Stafford 
1 with hi« great opportunity, for to him is 
intrusted the difficult diplomatic work of 

I obtaining tor England the acquiescence of 
various European powers in the event or 
hostilities. While he is thus occupied Jas- 
m‘"e ma-ries Bvng and becomes the mis- 

l trees ot his great Park Lane house and 
his estate in Wales. Byng has a servant. 

’ Krool devoted to his master's personal in- 
' terests though at the same time a spy in 
ithe pay of Oom Paul. All ot Byng's 
' friends dislike and suspect Krool. who has 
a habit ot flitting noiselessly about. Usten- 
ng to conversations and getting hold of in- 
-rlmlrating letters. He would be a good 
man in a melodrama. Indeed, he bears a 

. certain family resemblance to various 
gagtpm servitors whom I have encoun- 
tered*from time to time in British fiction. 

1 The story moves on through scenes of 
■fashion and splendor. Jasmine becomes a 
1 great hostess and entertains royalty, while 
Stafford, working in other grooves, ful- 

' fils his diplomatic mission with dis- 
tinguished success. After a separation of 
three years the two come together again, 

l and as neither one has ever forgotten the 
otH5r results will not surprise the

his master, 
nd dramatic 
shows Staf- 

Jasmtne by a

Sir Gilbert Parker s chapters are rich in 
exciting episodes. There is an explosion in 
Byng’s Welsh mine which gives that cap- 

dtallst a chance to show his bravery, and

great deal mor*- 
en into a fabric

picture ot
done and pre- 

.ua4 hostilities in

SHE. THOUGHT SHE SAW IN HIS EYES A GLINT OF MALI CODS* AND 
FURTIVE UOY

FROM THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. © HARPEF? 8r DR^THE^Sl

Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker. |
Harper & Brothers, New York City.
Price, $1.35 net
The very favorable criticism of this 

the latest of Sir Gilbert Parker’s books 
is, in our opinion, entirely justified. In 
“Judgment House” we find the same bold 
strokes to which we have become accus
tomed in his earlier works. The scenes 
are laid in England and in Africa. The 
story of strong action in statecraft and 
in war is no less vivid and appealing than 
is the story of warm human love. The 
characters of Rudyard Byng and Jasmine 
Grenfell are clearly and powerfully drawn. 
The most valuable part, doubtless, ot the 
whole book is that which relates to the



SIR GILBERT PARKER : 
WRITES A NEW NOVEL

“Judgment House” Quite Best 
Story Canadian Author

Has Written.
London, Aug. 24.—(Mall Corres

pondence).—A new novel by Sir Gil
bert Parker is obviously a literary 
event of some importance. “The Judg
ment House,” published yesterday, far 
excels in many points anything which 
even Sir Gilbert has yet given to us. 
It should easily take rank as the most 
enthralling novel of the present year 

I and is, no doubt, likely to be one of 
the few stories of modern times set 
aside for a second perusal.

The opening scenes of “The Judg
ment House” are placed in Londo.n. 
Rudyard Byng, friend of Cecil Rhodes 
and a multi-millionaire at 32—a. man 
of action and of iron will—falls in 
love with Jasmine Grenfel. already 
half affianced to Ian Stafford, a 
promising officer in the diplomatic 
service. Jasmine, although conscious 
of her love for Ian, is nevertheless a 
somewhat vacillating person, and be
wildered by the attractiveness and the 
potentialities of a future with Byng, 
gives to Ian his conge, and as the 
wife of the South African magnate 
forthwith leaps into the front rank 
of smart society. Those were the 
days of the Jameson Raid. Byng and 
his South African confreres in London 
had a very strenuous time, and as a 
consequence the marriage, though 
outwardly a happy one, was never 
that perfect union of souls which 
each had anticipated. Three years 
later Stafford returns from Russia, 
where his diplomatic career has been 
crowned with success; despite all his 
intentions, once again enters into 
Jasmine’s life, and as an atonement 
for her previous treatment of him, the 
girl undertakes to use her influence 
with the atnbassador of a foreign state 
to help Stafford to bring off a diplo
matic coup which was ultimately to 
prove the salvation of England.

Thanks largely to the influence of 
Jasmine, the coup came off, and Eng
land. the day before the delivery of 
President Kruger’s ultimatum, was 
certified against foreign intervention 
in the heavy struggle with which she 
was faced. But the renewed acqua'n- 
tanceship had been too much for me 
one-time lovers, and in the moment of 
success a mutual declaration takes 
place. Meantime, almost at the very 
mom^^that Ae declaration is taking 
place. at .his cljrb. overhears a
remark from one of his friends con- ! 
ceroing the notoriety .of i

‘conduct, rushes home in a rage, finds 
his wife absent, but, absolutely con
fident of her entire innocence, retires 
to his own room. Meantime, Stafford, 
at his club, is writing a letter to Jas
mine, pointing out that the only solu
tion of his treachery to his friend 
was to go away for good, either alono 
or accompanied.

He leaves the decision to Jasmine, 
and in the letter states that he will ! 
wait upon her to hear that decision ! 
at 11 o clock next nay. The letter is 
posted, and, punctual to the moment 
next morning, Stafford keeps his ap
pointment, and is met upon the 
threshold by Byng, who invites him 
into his private room, lays down upon 
the table what Stafford believes to be 
his own letter, apd demands that Sta’f 
ford shall first read it, and shall then 
advise him as to the course to pur
sue towards the man who has writ
ten it.

To 5al" ‘'T® an,] ,0 collect his 
thoughts Stafford opens the letter is 

mechanically perusing it, to find, to 
his ’consternation that although both 
in language and in-sentiment the let
ter is similar to his own, it is never
theless written by another person' 

* from the same club, and upon the 
same paper, and had been dropped by 
Jasmine just outside the door of her 
husband’s room upon her return the 
night previously. As was to be imag- 

. ined a strong and intensely dramatic _ 
scene follows, in which Sir Gilbert 
Parker takes full advantage of his un
doubted literary gifts. Not for a long 
time, indeed, has so strong a situation 
been conceived by a modern novelist 
and certainly never better handled.

To give further, indication of tht 
trend of the story tv quid be. unfaii 
both to the story and reader alike^i>ui 
it may be stated without Injustice" tc 
either that the scene is dramatically

i shifted to South .Africa, and the cul- 
| minating chapters, which deal inti
mately with the striking events of the 
Natal campaign, bring a conclusiorf 
eminently artistic and entirely satis
factory to the reader- - -

It was inevitable that Sip—GHbert_jPar4 
South Wr*te a n°TeISouth Africa, says a writer In The Dlal.l 

ftart Of hls work has concerned!
tselt with the British dependencies, and 

ne Is one of the most impassioned of im
perial patriots. Popular opinion In this 
country on the subject of the Boer War 
has been so warped by prejudice and so 
poisoned by perverse fallacies that it. Is 
highly important to have the matter set 
before us in its proper light. Nothing 
could be more grotesquely mischievous 
than the notion that this war was an act 
of brutal oppression * waged for the pur
pose of crushing the liberties of two weak 
and defenseless .republics. Those whe 
know the facts of its history understand 
well enough that it was a struggle in be 
half of the fundamental principles o 
human freedom, flouted and mocked at b; 
a vicious and rapacious oligarchy. It wa' 
a war forced upon the English people b 
intolerable tyranny and wanton aggression 
That Sir Gilbert makes this clear is a mat 
ter that goes without saying.. We do no 
get to the war until "The Judgment House' 
is nearing its close, but the whole wori 
leads up lo it by an inevitable logical pro

Iwess. The hero is Rudyard Byng, one of : 
Wlhe financial rulers of South Africa, who ’ 
Mhas returned to England and is occupying | 
Sa conspicuous position in English society. | 
-He wooes and wins Jasmine Grenfel, an 
ambitious beauty who for his sake dis
cards Ian Stafford, the diplomat-lover to 
whom she has been engaged. After the 
glamour fades, she becomes unfaithful to , 

, her husband, and yields herself to-Stafford. 
I Then the scene shifts to South Africa, and

In the fiery furnace of the war the three 
persons chiefly ‘concerned find their higher 
selves, and learn that life is something 
more than the gratification of petty am
bition and personal desire. Stafford sees • 

[his sin face to face, and redeems himself 
I from It by self-sacrifice and a heroic death. : 
Byng, who never learns of his wife's faith- j 
lessness, regains her love by the splendid I 

■ qualities of manhood which the war brings) 
out In him, and Jasmine, purified by suf-1 
ferlng, makes full atonement for her lapse 
from virtue. It is all a little sophisticated 
and more than a little melodramatic, but 
poetic in exposition and romantic In emo
tional coloring. We have given hardly a 
Ihlnt of the complicated plot, or of the 
tense dramatic situations in which the nar
rative abounds. Suffice it to cay that all 
thesq things together make it a novel of 
enthralling Interest, weaving many strands 
[of Intrigue and passion and heroism Into 
its gorgeous pattern. In the matter of 
style as well as in those of invention and 

n characterization, it stands upon Sir Gli- 
bert's highest level of achievement.

"The Judgment House,’’ by Gilbert 
Parker. Methuen.) The story
African. . It begins at Covent Garden and’

• '■ ■ - ends uhder the shadow of Oom Paul.^ 
Many temperaments are depicted, and. 
there are problems of life, and character, 

i and conscience, which range through “bat- 
i tie. murder and sudden death.” Every
thing is cleverly worked out in an at
mosphere of wealth, for gold is very 
largely the issue. There is really no heroj 
but Rudyard Byng, the leading man. is< 
vigorously drawn, and lan Stafford fulfils 
hls threefold part, as a faithful soldier, 
an unsatisfied lover and his country’s 
friend. Jasmine, who marries Byng and 

'his millions, while she yearns, both beforel 
and after marriage, for the love of other 

I men, is scarcely a heroine, but is decided j 
/ly interesting. "The Judgment House” il 
I a strong novel of ripe idealism, and coni 
I structed with all the author's well-knu^ 
I skill. 1

' NEEDS NO TITLE J- 
BUT NOVELIST

QILBERT PARKER
£g ...............Will _J

SIR GT T^BF-RT-PARKER-
Sir Gilbert Parker, whose new novel, 

‘‘The Judgment House,” is the first he 
has written for several years, made a 
speech In parliament the other day. Hls 
opponent persisted In referring to him 
as "the right honorable gentleman"—a 
title reserved for privy councilors— 
until Sir Gilbert Interjected; "I am not 
right honorable.” Then one of the 

1 Irishmen rejoined: “Well, you ought 
to be; many a worse man is.” When 
his opponent, correcting himself, sub
stituted ‘the honorable baronet,” the 
novelist dissented again: “I am not 
baronet either.” Whereupon the same 
Irish voice spoke: "Try noble lord’ on 
him and see how he takes IL”



IF JUDGMENT HOUSE>By CHb«ir« I 
‘parker. Harper and Brothers - 

in a large spirit 
with considerable in-|

te Judgment Hou« ’

is chosen a significant hu-i
-the triangle of the man.’

•HIU G ------=•=•
in their magnificent but losing fight) 
against British lust of possession.

There are scenes of genuine dra
matic power and others that are peri
lously near pure melodrama. The char- 

convincingly enough through the suc
cession of situations.

Jasmine GrenfuL beautiful, ambitious 
and In love with lan Stafford, deliber
ately sac-Hfiees him to inarry Rud? ai d 
Byng, a South African multi-million
aire. Stafford, a man of engaging per
sonality. a diplomat of tried resources 
and Urilliaut future, but poor, does not 
see Jasmine for three years after her 
marriage. Then they *mee4.  A coquette! 
with an inherited-. Strain^of reckless-1 
ness, she furiously resents Stafford s 
attitude of indifference and the com-' 
pleteness with which he ignored their, 
former relation. She uses the battery' 

• Sir Gilbert novel. "The JudgX
ment House.” EaspRt- been announced by The 
Bookman Magazine. In Its official figures from 
the book stores, as the best selling novel for two 
consecutive months. Novel readers are not al
ways as constant in their affections as this. It 
also thrown light on what people read during 
the summer, for the general belief seems to be 
that they seek the lightest reading only, while 
"The Judgment House” is a long novel dealing

I with several of th^ serious sides of life \

of her intellectual and physical charm 
to reassert her power over him. She 
succeeds. Her vanity is insatiable, 
however, and she cannot live without 
the emotional stimulant of admiration, 
and in the spirit if not in the letter is 
faithless to Stafford as well as to her' 
husband. Before he is aware of her- 
moral perversity. Stafford comes to a_ 
realizing sense that the banalities off 
aA ordinary liasion are not for eithen 
of them. He ha« a terrine struggle I»e4 
tween his better and his lower self} 
and comes out master of himself, amf 
proves a true friend of husband and 

। wife.
I Tlie war imposes its demands on dif-i 
| ferent members of the circle whosJ 
' lives touch, and the proximity of epochs 
(making events and' the facing of th J 
j ghastly horrors of war bring about 
(clearer perception of values and oil 
(life’s verities. Stafford, the most likl 
(able character ,n the book, dies a heiu'J 
| death, and husband and wife face the} 
। future with the understanding whicro 
(comes to those who have “tossed intJ 
the abyss of Time the cup of trembling! 
and drunk of the chalice of peace j 

Byng is a Cecil Rhodes figure, ele-!
’nentui, forceful, dominating amj 
clearly visualized. Minor <hara<ter^ 
that are not less well drawn aid 
Adrian Fellowes, Kroal. Byngs. Kalle

. servant, and Al ham. the opera sirigerj 
[Jasmine Is willfully perverse. so! 
| wholly the creature of her vanity, suchl 
fan arrant coquette, that even her final. 
। Perception of values fall, to arouse!

an-.- but a lukewarm avmpathv
The descriptions of the Har are im

pressively realistic.

Address: New York City.

Date

184

' The BesTNovels of 1913
By Arthur Bartlett Maurice, Editor of The Bookman.

Of the inherent bigness of Theme I 
and treatment of Gilbert -parser's y== 
•‘Judgment House” tHM'e van hr~ small 
question. It presents the old, familiar j 
situation of a young girl, beautiful, 
imperious, athirst for admiration, and 
power, and wealth, who loves a man 
in her own station, refined, cultured, 
with big possibilities before him,— ' 
but unfortunately he is poor. And ‘ 
there is another man, powerful, domi- * 
nant, possessed of all advantages but < 
one—he is crude, coarse, loud of ' 
speech and manner. Jasmine Gren- 
vel makes her choice, she takes Ruy- ■ 
yard Bygn, the South African nabob, 
in place of Stafford, whom she loves, ' 
and her tragedy begins. Few novelists ] 
would have had the courage to attempt • 
to clear the skies in such a situation 
and achieve an ending which is at 
once logical and happy; and because 
Gilbert Parker has done this difficult , 
Thing and done it convincingly is what 

vo^lme distinction.

From-...

Address..............

Date_—------- ——------ - — [
r—— wvuiv itc m muyna*

_2The Judgment Houle,” by Sir Gil
bert Parker. OnX of the Most 
Widely Read NovelXof the Res
ent Moment. \ -
“The Judgment House;’’ by Sir 

Gilbert Parker, ^published by Harp
er Brothers, is one of the most in- , 
teresting and most widely read 
books of the year.

In Jasmine, one of the principal 
characters in the book, Parker * 
seems to be inconsistent in his de
lineation of character. At first he 
portrays her as an idealist at heart, 
loving the very best’in all things, 
but without the strength to give 
her hand, where her heart had al
ready gone, io Ian Stafford, be
cause he lacked the gold to give 
her her proper social setting.

Later when Jasmine descends to 
accepting the lowest lorm of love— 
if it can be called love at all— 
from the knave Adrian Fellows, 
simply to pass the time away, one ■ 
feels that Sir Gilbert has done an i 
injustice to the Jasmine he first in
troduced, and one resents the in
troduction of this false and discord 
a-nt note in her charaeter.--

lan Stafford and Rudyard Byn? ’ 
are characters true to their type 
from start to finish. Rudyard Byn; I 
typifies the thought that love i 1 
“Not how much I am loved, bu 
how much of love can I give.”

ress: New York

When a girl marries the millionaire in
stead of the diplomat to whom she has 
been engaged,—in other words, the 
wrong man,—then turns nurse and weds 
herself to hardship and misery in the 
Transvaal during the Boer War some- 

i thing dramatic ought to happen. And it 
really is a dramatic plot that Sir Gilbert 
Parker unfolds in “The Judgment 
House,” the name of which has a sym
bolic meaning; for it is in the judgment 
house of suffering that Jasmine Gren- 
fel, the heroine, becomes a changed 
woman and fits herself for the reconcilia
tion with her husband that ends the book.

Yes, a good plot; but—Well, we mere
ly wonder if the weight of a title makes 
for pomposity and verbosity. The query 
cannot fail to beset the thoughts of any 
reader of Sir Gilbert Parkerls latest and 
least appealing work. Somehow, if we 

remember clearly, plain Gilbert Parker 
never seemed to clog the flow and im
prison the power of his stories with in
trospection and explanation. Here in 
“The Judgment House,” however, there 
is so much foreign substance that the 
current of the story is halted, and its

Courtesy of Harper & Brothers

SIR GILBERT PARKER
The “Sir” must be to blame for the pomposity 

and verbosity of “The Judgment House.
dramatic element utterly swamped. Un
doubtedly the “Sir” must be to blame.
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The Judgment House.
I The Judgment House. By Gilbert ParkefT Illustrations by S. 

s . Hatherell, R. I. Harper & Brothers, Kew 'York. $1.35.
i As the Boer war furnishes the background, or the basis—which 

0 5 it—for this story, Mr. Parker has seen fit to preface the book with 
I , "Note” to the effect that "Except where references to characters 
8 irell known to all the world occur in these pages, this book does not 
I iresent; a picture of public or private individuals lining or dead. It 
Is not in any sense an historical novel. It is in conception and por- 
Lraiture a work of the imagination.” The reader forgets this note as 
he loses himself in the story; it seems as if Rudyard Byng must have 
jlheld the center of the canvas in the real struggle or supremacy in 
[the Boer land. His love for England, his knowledge of Africa and 
'of the Boers; the hold he had upon the natives; his intimate friend- 
'51iip~wii.il other men, who, animated by the same love tor England, 
cognizant of men and of conditions in that other country, yet recog
nized his as the hand that should guide, his as tie judgment that 

-should determine, his the brains that should dictate, his the power 
(that should compel in the crisis, are so impressive as to seem real. 
:And Ian Stanford, the man whose diplomacy was so wonderful; the 
[nan who could compel others by the power of his personality; Wall- 
Hei, Scovel, Fleming, Adrian Fellows, all seem real men, even though 
filie last is a contemptible specimen; Krool, the half-caste valet, seems 
loo revengeful and too tenacious of purpose a creature to be entirely 

‘V the imagination. Then there are little 'Jigger and Lou; Al’mah, 
A) real a woman in her heart-hunger *in’d in her shielding of the 
^an who had made her life miserable—Al’mah, w th her incompar- 
i lie voice, and yet who was so fnuch more^essentially a woman than 

^singer, great as was her artistib^ft power; Jasmine—we have 
It mention of her until the last,%Ycause she was so real a woman 
her incomprehensibility; in her fickleness, perhaps, and in the best 

( herself as well; contradictory Jasmine—contradictory in charac-
-, as most women are if allowed scope—and conti adictory in love— 

- affairs of the heart. "The Judgment House” is worthy even of 
Ibert Parker.

ABC 14Wlrovving were**the best
selling books in twenty of our largest cities during 
July:
“The Inside of the Cup” ................. Winston Churchill.
"V. V.’s Eyes” ...........................Henry Sydnor Harrison.
“The Heart of the Hills” ...........................John Fox, Jr.
"The Judgment House”.............................. Gjlbert Parser.
“The Amateur Gentlemen” .....................Jeffery Farnol.
“Parrot & Co.” ......................................Harold MacGrath.
“Virginia” ........................................................Ellen Glasgow.
“Mrs. Red Pepper” .........................Grace S. Richmond.
"The Harvester” .............................Gene Stratton-Porter.
“Mr. Pratt’s Patients” ....................................J. C. Lincoln.

We “regret” because with the exception of Parker’s 
“The Judgment House” there is not a novel in the 
list that has the least chance of surviving so late as 
August, 1914. With Meredith dead, and Thomas 
Hardy in his mansuetude, fiction, here and overseas, 
is at its nadir. “Eheu!”

House. Published by Harper & Bro? 
m pages. Price 11.35 qet.

Gilbert Parker’s latest novel, “The I 
Judgment House." stands at the topmost 1 __ 
round of the modern fiction ladder. It is 1 
not a popular novel in the ordinary mean-1 
lnR of the phrase, but as a London critic 
puts it, "A great novel." It is almost 
impossible to summarize the story or give 
an adequate idea of its power—you must 
read it yourself to get that. The scenes 
^.kid ® London and the South African 
veldt during the time of the Boer War.
I he principal charact er is Jasmipe Gren- 
fel, a complex individual, endowed with 
exauisite beauty and an inheritance of 
ambition and recklessness from her’firand- 
father. These qualities, together J with 
more money than she can use and no 
vital work on which to expend her sur- 
glus energy, drive Jasmine into mischief.

he throws over Ian Stiffeyd, a gentle 
but strong character, in the diplomatic 
serwice, to marry his friend, Rudyard 
Byng, a South African nabob, a man 
action, whose principal weakness lies ih 
his great love of her. Stafford at first is 
completely bowled over bv his loss of 
Jasmine, but ultimately pulls himself to-i 
gether so that when they meet at the' 
end of a year or more he is completely 
indifferent. This attitude does not suit 
milady. She resolves to re-arouse the old 
passion and succeeds until he writes her 
begging her to leave her husband and run 
away with him. Just at this point a 
fiasco occurs that alters all their lives— 
Adrian Fellowes, Byngs secretary, a gen
tlemanly libertine, writes Jasmine a sim
ilar letter. Stafford learns of it and think
ing her incapable of trust to anyone, gives 
her up, ana tries to persuade her to be 
true to her husband. Then Fellowes is 
murdered. Jasmine, her hueband and 
Stafford each suspect one of the other two 
of committing the crime. The scene shifts 
to the African veldt and the Boer War. 
Byng and Stafford are there fighting and 
Jasmine is a nurse. Here a reconciliation 
is finally brought about between husband 
and wife by Al’neah, a prima donna, th*1 
mistress of Fellowes, who acknowledges 
that she killed him.

The character delineation is the strong 
feature of the book. Each one stands out 
as a creation. There is no copying there. 
The analysis of human emotions is carried 
to detail' with the precision and subtlety 
that has marked Gilbert Parker master 
of his art in the past. But little less fine 
are his descriptions of nature, lou are 
carried directly into the atmosphere of 
the South African night by his descrip
tion:

The influence of an African night was on 
Mm. None that bu not «lt It can under- 
stand It. so cold, so sweet, so full of sleep, so

of iSlT^'n"

heights where Ues r»po«e. .

lT anv fault in t^c work it is its gloomi-

rhecrv render.

The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker.
(Harpers; $1.35 net.)
A novel of rare strength, though tinged 

with a vein of the fleshy side of human 
nature, which comes all too near spoil
ing the story. The tale deals with the 
struggle of a beautiful but heartless 
woman to conform to the conventional 
life of respectability, and to find in the 

1 love of a true man the satisfaction her 
heart craves. The story has remarkable 
dramatic power and flavor, and gives an 
interesting glimpse of the period of Eng
lish life from the raid of Jameson to 
the end of the Boer War.

irnnMENT HOUSE, (Harper 4 Broth- 
nl»)-Thls is certainly the moat 

ambitious and worldly novel that has 
rar come from the pen of Sir 

r-iib.rt Parker The scene Is laid rn London with vivid picture, of the 
days that preceded the Boer war. and 
the characters in the book arc evt- 
dentlv drawn from ProV^’pe9il,L.<i SSk an active part in the politics 
Intrigue* of thoee days, tip- most

a grand diplomatic t{cental

war.
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to enthusiasm, though I have found 
several of them very readable. “The 
Judgment House,” by Sir Gilbert 

— Parker (Harper), opens in the manner 
of the sentimental romances of the 
eighties with a beauty in an opera box 
and a handsome and beefy young hero 

admiring her. Then the scene shifts to ! 
South Africa, and we have an exciting ; 
mixture of fighting, lovemaking and dip
lomatic intrigue. At the end there is 
a glossary of Cape Dutch, wherein we, 
learn that “alfalfa” means “lucerne.” 
A great opera singer, Mme. Al’mah, 
moves magnificently across the scene. 
In “Uncharted Seas,” by Robert 
Adger Bowen (Small-Maynard), there 

I is another opera singer, Mme. Rita 
i Carola by name, who seeks retirement 

in the little Southern town of Dander
ton, and is there put to the torture by 
the virtuous snouters of the local Ladies’ 
.Aid Society. But despite this uncom- 

• fortable Christian endeavor, she hangs 
on, and toward the end it is discovered 
that she is really the lawful mother of 
Theodosia Berrisford, the town belle. On 
page 401 Theodosia is in the arms of Max 

L Revell, Mme.. Carola’s cnurtlv manager.

flWTmio^outli African War and 
the’Jameson Raid, which preceded it.

Est in London at tffe time of the Raid.|
and especially the consternation' 
caused by Jameson's premature 
start, we feel as if we were being letr 
into the secrets of inner history, and

£
%

satisfy the reader who likes an authoJ, 
to be always characteristic, and whJl 
desires a favorite writer who has found! 
a popular formula in which to express! 1 
himself, to stick to iL To such aonej (J -- ---------------- - ------- -

* the career of Mr. Thomas Hardy from । 
< 'the days of “A Pair of Blue Eyes” and

fTar from the Madding Crowd” to II 
Bs” and “Jude” must have been j 

disconcerting and annoying, not to 
tion the “earlier" and “later” man- I

ners of Mr. Henry James. And to the । 
reader who hopes to mark a continued ; 
growth, a progress in artistry in an au
thor s work from book to book-“TK»^ 
J House' will come as a dis- ;
appointment. Although the author takes I 
pains to explain in a prefatory note that 
it is not in any sense an historical work, | 
the Boer War is the woof on which the 
story is woven. It more or less affects i 
all the characters and provides the motif ' 
for their actions in a general sense, j 
Rudyard Byng—we wonder that Mr. i 
Rudyard Kipling, usually jealous of his I 
least prerogative, permitted the use of ’ 
his name—is the usual type of South | 
African millionaire of contemporary j 
English fiction, the rough diamond, one- i 
of-nature’s-noblemen sort. Tempted by 
his money, Jasmine Grenfel, young, | 
beautiful, and accomplished, throws over I 
her betrothed, Ian Stafford. Up to the I 
time of the marriage, the story is writ- I 
ten in a more serious vein than is usual ’ 
with Mr. Parker. One hopes for a real ; 
study & human beings. But alas’, with 
1 melodrama begins; reality
goes by board. * fa involved plot, 
abounding with intrigue, coincidence, 
and climax, all the oMr Gilbert Parker 
tricks, takes its plate. There is one 
situation which stands out from all the 
rest. Theatric to a degree, it is none the 
less effective. Ian Stafford has returned, 
to London after several years’ absence/ 
His former lady love, her vanity1 
wounded by his coldness, succeeds in; 
making him fall in love with her once 
more. He writes her a letter proposing 
flight. He is to come for her answer 
the following morning. When he ar 4 
rives he is confronted by her husband) 
(New York: Harper & Brothers; $1.39^ 
net.)

murder of a private . secretary of 
Colonel Rudyard Byng, an African 
millionaire playing a prominent pait 
in the story. The deed is enveloped in 
mystery, and suspicion is at first 
evenly divided between the African 
millionaire, his somewhat volatile xwfo, 
and her former admirer, Ian Stafford, 
a clever diplomat. In the war part 
of the book there is incidentally a 
glowing tribute to a New Zealand 
trooper. Barry Whalen, Rudyard 
Byng’s second-in-command, and him
self, a brave man, tells the story:—

‘ From behind Otago there in New 
Zealand he came, as fine a fella of 
thirty-three as ever you saw. Just 
because he heard old Britain callin’. 
Down he drops the stock-whip, 
away ho shoves the plough ; he takes 
his little balance from the bank, 
sticks his chess-box in his pocket, 
says ‘so-long’ to his girl, and treks 
across the world just to do his 
whack for the land that gave him and 
aJl his that went before him the key 
to civilisation, and how to be happy 
though alive. . . . He was the real 
thing, the ne plus ultra, the I-stand- 
alone. The other fellas thought him 
the best of the best. He was wliat 
my father used to call ‘a wide man.’ 
He was in and out of a fight with a 
quirk at the corner of his mouth, as 
much as to say, ‘I’ve got the hang 
of this, and it’s different from 
what I thought: but that doesn’t 
mean it hasn’t got to be done, and 
dune in style. It’s the ha-s-to-be/ , 
And when they got him where he | 
breathes, he fished out the little 
ivory pawn and put it on a stone at 
his bead, to let it tell his fellow- 
country men how he looked at it— 
that he was just a pawn in the 
great game. The game had to be 
played and won. and the winner 
had to sacrifice his pawns. He was 
one of the sacrifices. Well, I’d like 
a tombstone the same as that fella 
from New Zealand, if I could win it 
as fair and see as far.” (London: 
Methuen and Co.. Ltd. Christ
church: L. M. Isitt, 3s 6d.)

Address L

Date.

From

SOME REGENT NO
In ‘The Judgment House’’ Sir Gil-|

bert Pa ins

It was inevitable that Sir Gilbert Parker should 
write a novel about the war in South Africa. The 
greater part of his work has concerned itself with 
the British dependencies, and he is one of the most 
impassioned of imperial patriots. Popular opinion 
in this country on the subject of the Boer War has 
been so warped by prejudice and so poisoned by 
perverse fallacies that it is highly important to have When ho is describing what took pIaoejo<Pe 

in London at tffe time of the Paid.I te matter set before us in its proper light. Nothing 
could be more grotesquely mischievous than the 
Motion that this war was an act of brutal oppression 
waged for the purpose of crushing the liberties of 
two weak and defenseless republics. Those who 

several of the characters seem to have I know the facts of its history understand well enough 
been drawn from life. Dramatic in- that it was a struggle in behalf of the funda- 
terest is added to the plot by the ' ' * imental principles of human freedom, flouted and 

mocked at by a vicious and rapacious oligarchy. 
It was a war forced upon the English people by 
intolerable tyranny and wanton aggression. That 
Sir Gilbert makes this clear is a matter that goes 
without saying. We do not get to the war until 
“The Judgment House” is nearing its close, but the 
whole work leads up to it by an inevitable logical 
process. The hero is Rudyard Byng, one of the 
financial rulers of South Africa, who has returned 
to England and is occupying a conspicuous position 
in English society. He wooes and wins Jasmine 
Grenfel, an ambitious beauty who for his sake dis
cards Ian Stafford, the diplomat-lover to whom she 
has been engaged. After the glamour fades, she 
becomes unfaithful to her husband, and yields her
self to Stafford. Then the scene shifts to South 
Africa, and in the fiery furnace of the war the three 
persons chiefly concerned find their higher selves, 
and learn that life is something more than the 
gratification of petty ambition and personal desire. 
Stafford sees his sin face to face, and redeems 
himself from it by self-sacrifice and a heroic death. 
Byng, who never learns of his wife’s faithlessness, 
regains her love by the splendid qualities of man
hood which the war brings out in him, and Jasmine, 
purified by suffering, makes full atonement for her 
lapse from virtue. It is all a little sophisticated 
and more than a little melodramatic, but poetic in 
exposition and romantic in emotional coloring. We 
have given hardly a hint of the complicated plot, 
or of the tense dramatic situations in which the 
narrative abounds. Suffice it to say that all these 
things together make it a novel of enthralling inter
est, weaving many strands of intrigue and passion 
and heroism into its gorgeous pattern. In tijgmatter 
of style as well as in those of invention and char
acterization, it stands upon Sir Gilbert’s highest 
level of achievement.

From

Newspaper Cutting Bureau in the World

------------

in
-•r, as the best-selling- novel foil 
cjnrtume months. Novel read ■

1UG 30
— I'V 1 ■- new novel, “The i

Judgment IIJUML" Hfis been an
nounced by' The Bookman Magazine. i

this. It also throws 11; 
U>le read during the su 

general belief seems

hlle
dealing with several od

Address: New York-^ty.

Date ~ 191,!

Sir Gilbert Parker’s New Story 
gOME of the finest of late English novels have\ 1 

centered round the Boer War. I recall es- \ 
pecially that keen story by the woman who signs 
herself Richard Dehan. One Braver Thing was the 
American name of it; The Dop Doctor, they called | 8 
it in England. Now comes Sir Gilbert Parker with 
a story reaching long tentacles from London into 
the Veldt—a story of the tragic struggle that stag
gered the world. The Judgment House is the title, 
and it tells of men and women in high places and ' 
low, swayed by love and hate. Subtle character, 
drawing, sounding deep currents that run below the 
commotion of battle, as well as practiced precision 
and concision of style, all make this story notable 
in the flood of careless and commerce-bom books 
of the day. (Harper & Bros.)



Sd 
'he 
ith 
ost 
ion 
las 
by 
ive 
ing 
the 
ion 
of 

rho 
igh 
da- 
md 
by-t 
by 

hat 
oes 
ntil 
the 
ical 
the 
led 
ion 
ine 
Jis- 
she 
she 
ler- 
uth 
ree 
’es, 
the 
ire.
ms 
th.
JSS, 
an- 
ne, 
□er 
:ed 
in

Ye 
ot, 
;he 
ese 
er- 
ion 
ter 
ar- 
est

t Clri4f>>

The judgment Housed' 1 
By Sir Gilbert Parker S

Ob’ A VERY different cast is Jasmine 
Grenfel, the beautiful, ambitious.

alluring lady in "The Judgment House.”
Jasmine, bent on making a brilliant 

marriage and having every opportunity 
in aristocratic English society for ac- 

• complishing that end. becomes the wife 
of Rudyard Byng, a South African 
millionaire, a sort of Cecil Rhodes char
acter; but once married to him she finds 
plenty of time to get into mischief, and 
feeds her ambition on a little political 
and disastrous game with Ian Stafford, 
and others high in government circles.

j She seems to have no conscience, up to 
this point of the story, and the wrecking
of her life with Byng is told in the 
most dramatic of chapters. Then the 
Boer war breaks out and Byng goes to 
the front. Jasmine, also, finds her way 
to South Africa as a Red Cross nurse, 
and of course the inevitable reconcilia
tion takes place when she learns that 
Rudyard is ill.

Descriptions of the old Dutch farm
house where Rudyard is stationed will 
appeal to women readers, and students 

bert Parker’ >erb workmanship.
It is a thrUHng love story ; perhaps 

not just for the young reader, but vitally 
interesting in a way that makes, one 
hold one’s breath from page to page. 
The big emotional situations of love and 
hate are all handled dexterously, but 
perhaps there is nothing in the book, or 
perhaps in any book published recently, 
that comes up in sheer brutal strength 
to the account of Krool capturing the 
English gun and riding with it across 
the sun-baked African battlefield under 
the very noses of the English, who can
not stop him. - .

FOR LOVERS OF GOOD FICTION.
“The Judgment House.”

By Gilbert Parker. New York: Harper and Brothers.
In this book the falented novelist of English imperialism takes 

us into the South African war. Not that this is his principal theme. 
That is rather the soul-history of a girl who cast off her worthy 
lover to marry a big, successful, masterful organizer of South 
African mining interests. This fickleness, combined with rare at
tractiveness of mind and face, leads her to the brink of various 
indiscretions. The war enables her and all the other characters in
volved in the tangled web to rise to a new vision of unselfish devo
tion. Eventually all ends well. But the charm of the book is less 
in the plot than in the extraordinary power of the author to make 
one realize the steady, remorseless development of character in 

— obedience to dominant ideals, be these good or bad. (Price,

From TIMES
Address: Los An^l^

Signet) “The Judgment House' * is a most 
excellent book, well pl; i»ned, well 
'written, well finished. But it isn’t 
nearly up to Gilbert Pai tker’s. usual 
standard. Perhaps its vejiJ^^^eUenee 
militates against it. Thera* t s nothing 
of the flashing wit, the gri'pt »ing emo
tional episodes that bring your heart 
into your throat, that mar It ot4ef 
Sir Gilbert’s stories. Someh 5^ It tails 
to get hold of one. Tire ital spark 
just Isn’t there. “The Judgment 
IHouse” deals with the E^^ymings of 
Jasmin© Greufel, a bewitch!. t?ly beau
tiful, coldly calculating Eng ysh 
ty, who married a South Afi lean mil
lionaire, while loving a Britl »h diplo
mat. Ian Stafford can give- h ter noth
ing but his love and a nsetvre wen- 
adapted to handling her Impca Jousncss. 
Rudolf Byng can give her 
lion pounds, a heartful of 
worship and utter Inability t< » under- 
etand or cope with her mul 
disposition. Jasmine plays w nr • 
nearly upsets the apple-cart UM a 
its occupants, the Boer 
necessary to hammer her Into * 
blance of humanity. Pub. by J torpor.

A NOVEL OF STRENGTH.
THE jnXJMEXT not'SE. ST Sir Gi'bert Pvkg. 

Scribner’s Sons, New York.

THE average person reading the 
ordinary novel feels competent 
to write one as good. The a'’ara?! 

person can do it that ar f
a:

of Ja‘ -“"V

shows the master s . .11 Per_
ter shows the
haps It Is not a ^ea orainary
“"^l^'^Th^dly-they are so verv 

3Fhe reason that the market, is

written by persons 1
?r: «nnyma-

wSv n°ls a colo’ssal among LilHpul

""ThP story deals with the Boer War 

pounds. Ho meets Jasmine,_ who

BOOKS’LLn, NEWSD-L-r

NOV J 5 1913

> S" Gilbert
a big demand for g^nu/oL^'riF1'' wil1 be 
wr.tten many splendid PS n author has 
its men of bip .nA d books, but this one with 
hfe, its setting in society Ln ^ngl‘sh diPlomatic 
‘he battlefields of the Boe^Wa?” a”d later’ on 
thing m technique thlt thk Jn ' su.rpas,ses anv-

‘he fascinating wife whose C?araCter than

• .CQMG^^ATaOMALISI
CLppu* BOST

FEB I 9 WM

byGllbert Parker. Har-

St°ry aDd yet we feel not at the 
mint H th^’S beSt WOrk “ The ’’0^- 
meni House by Gilbert Parker. This is an- 

a ? "hich the modern heroine is 
depicted as heartless and utterly selfish. In 
the magnificence of her physical beauty 
alone is she attractive. She has many lov
ers, but is false to them all, as well as to 
her husband. To be sure in the end she is 
represented as converted, after passing 
through a fiery experience, but the story is 
not convincing. The husband, blind-eyed, 
trusting and strong, is a hero worth know
ing, and there is much vivid description, es
pecially in the scenes of the Boer War, to 
which the latter half of the book is devoted.

Clipping fr<

' G"ber'
lce 1.35 net.) ’ Publishers.

worn ®tCry and destlDV-
Oman upon whr-.about a beautiful

young

ab°“‘ her asi the“
^orifice of love for ® FF’ for ‘he 
“leans disaster Or a bl, oa al"avs 
Ola0' ?e 8re‘ Part of rNr,b“- 
p'are in Lcndon- ri*6 8tory takes 
transferred to South be Ecene is - 
l^aonal struggle where the
are mingled with tn °f l,s characters 1 
m°i'of the Boer WaEtruss,e and tur^

eto^Xt,inteaa“.v of Mr Par

awaks for its meri?

.end; and th; fa- 
—a put ft upon It s nove s of the U 

as a novel.

pledged to lan Stafford, a young dip
lomat. She Is wealthy herself, but she 
marries the millionaire. Stafford goes 
away and works for three years on 
a diplomatic problem that, if suc
cessful, will allow England to in
vade the Transvaal without European 
interference. Stafford returns; he 
meets Jasmine and she Is piqued that 
he seems to care nothing for her— 
just like a woman! Stafford is one 

i of Byng’s best friends, and Stafford 
and Byng’s wife renew their friend
ship—she helps him with the diplo
matic negotiations and he succeeds. 

। They are again desperately in love.
The ordinary novelist would make 
Stafford a cad and a cur, and Jasmine 
a married demimonde to accomplish 
that, but there is where Sir Gilbert 
shows himself a master among hacks. 
Stafford is a man, and he lemains a 
man, and does a man's work. Jas
mine—well, Jasmine is not noble, 
sometimes she Is hardly loveable, and 
once or twice she is scarcely forgiva-l 
ble.

Around those two strong men and 
I the love of that woman the story it^ 
I told. Many, many other character^ 
enter in. The dramatic situations 
come frequently and are tense. Thq 
“logical ending” is never in sight 

! until it comes, and it doesn’t come 
• with a crash that takes the breatl 
1 away, but with a conviction that 1 
would not be otherwise, although I 
was hardly expected. When the war 
breaks out all of the characters an 
drawn to South Africa, and the 
amid the roar of cannons, the groan^ 
of the dying and the cheers of the 
victorious, the great problem is set
tled in “The Judgment House”— 
a hospital near the battlefield.
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The Way of Indulgence

Sir Gilbert P.ul.r's story "The Judgment' 
House" presents the experiences of a woman
to whom life bad no law but her own im
perious desires. Beauty, charm and a brilliant 
intellect were all the servants of a lawless will. 
Through the chastening of suffering at last the 
woman's soul passed to a new life. She learned 
the folly, the futility and the tragedy of the 
way of life which ignores the higher behests. 
She learned that a gratification is too costly 
which inflicts a terrible wound upon your own 
soul.

The very temperament of David laid him 
open to certain temptations. The quick play of 
emotions, the instant response to human joy 
or sorrow, the immediate susceptibility—all 
these could eventuate in high-hearted chivalry 
and could also express themselves in sudden; 
gusts of passion. As king he found that in 
many matters his desires were his rights. To 
express a wish was to have it gratified. He 
was all the while receiving. His country was 
all the while giving. The tragedy of it all 
came when, dazzled by his possession of so 
much power, he forgot its limitations. He did 
not restrain himself according to the sanctions 
of the moral law.

In the presence of physical beauty David 
forgot the higher meaning of moral beauty. 
In the presence of charm of body he forgot the 
summons to strength of soul. So he joined 
that ancient company of men who .have been ' 
beguiled into tragic indulgence. “At length 
there met me one—within her eyes oblivion, 
and on her lips delirious dreams, and I forgot 
the way.”

When we study the frank Old Testament ac
count of David’s tragic lapse into vice a sad 
sense of the continuity of life's moral prob
lems forces itself upon us. The modern city 
and the modern countryside know the story of 
the same temptations and the same failures.

ith this problem vice commissions are grap
pling and reformers are struggling.

The other side of the story is the continuity 
of the history of strength and moral victory. 
All through the centuries the men who have 
b-en strong when they might have been weak, 
who have.-piaced^duty above desire, who have 
achieye^-a stern ^d nobb- self-mastery have 
constituted the mor^l capital of the wqrld.

THE DETROIT FREE PRESS
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2 He KALEIDOSCOPE
^GEORGE POHEROY GOODALE

AFTER ALL, AUTHORS ARE 
WORTH WHILE.

MONG the ardent spirits and the intense
ly active forces that operate in the 
British interest in the world war of

1914—Is the indefatigable Sir Gilbert Parker. 
He labors mightily -with brain and pen in the 
special task of informing the world precisely 
and minutely concerning his country’s thought,
purpose and proce< 
flict. A library ol

in the colossal con- 
recent writings has

reached the desk of the present writer, all of 
them informing, clear-sighted and more ju
dicial than might be expected from a partisan 
and patriot in the midst of his beloved coun
try’s million perils.

Sir Gilbert’s books that were written in 
other years have enabled me to wile away 
many nights that, without them, must have had 
but dull passing. Always they have instantly 
impressed me as depositories of rare eloquence 
and examples of powerful dramatic writing— 
writing of the kind that is susceptible of the 
most effective treatment as stage material.

In his Boer war novel, “Judgment House,” 
runs a blood-stirring passage, which deserves 
to find a place among the monumental remind
ers of the eloquent possibilities that reside in 
the English tongue. The dominant figure- of 
this particular Parker group is Rudyard Byng, 
an Englishman of high breeding, whose life 
has largely passed in South Africa, and whose 
bigness found expression in ways and things 
that compelled the world’s admiration. A 
woman visitor in his quarters in London, his 
retreat from the wilder life of the veldt, sees 
in his home fittings signs of the tremendous 
affairs that obey the forces within him. listen 
now to Sir Gilbert’s equally tremendous 
thought:

"Thus near was Byng to the ways of a child,” 
she mused; “thus near to the everlasting in
telligence and the busy soul of a constructive 
and creative Deity—if there was a Deity. De
spite the frequent laughter on her tongue and 
in her eyes, she doubted bitterly at times that 
there was a Deity. For how should happen 
the awful tragedies which encompassed men 
and peoples, if there was a Deity? No benign 
Deity would allow His own created humanity 
to be crushed in bleeding masses, like the 
grapes trampled in the vats of a vineyard. 
Whole cities swallowed up by earthquake; 
islands swept of their people by a tidal wave; 
a vast ship pierced by an iceberg and going 
down with its thousand souls, provinces spread 
with the vile elements of a yjague which car
peted the land with dead; mines flooded by 
water or devastated by fire; the little new-born 
babe left without the rightful breast to feed it; 
the mother and her large family suddenly de
prived of the bread-winner; old men who had 
lived like saints giving their all to their own 
and the world, driven to the degradation of 
the poor house in the end—ah, if one did not 
smile, one would die of weeping, she thought."

It is Byng himself who says: "I should say 
that goodness is a more powerful thing (than 
power). But power is the most common ambi
tion, and only a handful of the hundreds of mil
lions get it in any large way. I used to feel it 
tremendously when I first heard the stamps 
pounding the quartz in the mills on the Rand. 
You never heard that sound? In the clear 
hight of that plateau the air reverberates



greatly; and there’is nothing on earth which 
so much gives a sense ot power—power that 
crushes—as the stamps of a great mill pound
ing away night and day. There they go, thun
dering on. till it seems to you that some un
earthly power is hammering the world into 
shape. Y -“t up and go to the window and
look out into the night. Therels the deep blue 

= sky—blue like nothing you ever saw in any = 
other sky, and the stars so bright and big, and 
so near, that you feel you could reach up and 
pluck one with your hand; and just over the 
little hill are the lights of the stamp mills, the 
smoke and the mad red flare, the roar of great 
hammers as they crush, crush, crush; while 
the vibration of the earth makes you feel that 
you are living In a world of Titans."

"And when it all stops?” she asks, almost 
breathlessly. “When the stamps pound no 
more, and the power is withdrawn? It is 
empty and desolate—and frightening?"

"It is anything you like. If all the mills all 
at once, with the thousands of stamps on the 
Rand reef, were to stop suddenly, and the 
smoke and the red flare were to die, it would 
be frightening in more ways than one. There 
might be a sense of peace, but the minds and 
bodies which had been vibrating with the stir 
of power would feel that the soul had gone out 
of things, and they would dwindle, too."

One morning Ian Stafford, aristocrat and 
diplomat, later a soldier, who died heroically 
under the cannon he had commanded in one 
of the most destructive ot the South African 
battles, heard a London newsboy shouting, 

"EXTRA SPESHUL—EXTRA SPESHUL—
ALL ABOUT KRUGER AN’ HIS GUNS."

The aristocratic young man whistled and the 
lad looked up. He was a no-mistake gutter
snipe, as individual in his way as the tubercu
lous crossing-sweeper of Tom All-Alone's; and 
when his prospective customer beckoned him 
he took the doorway and the staircase at i 
bound. The novelist’s account of the scene 
that immediately followed this unceremonious 
introduction of two superlatively opposite hu
man beings might easily be converted into a 
playlet of absorbing interest, in which the 
grimmest humor clasps hands with "all the 
tender pathos of the here and the hereafter."

He entered, his thin, weazel-llke face thrust 
forward, his eye glittering. The fire in such 
eyes Is always cold, for hunger is poor fuel to 
the native flame of life.

"Extra spesbul, m’lord—all about Kruger's 
guns.”

The hand that took the paper deftly slipped 
a shilling into the cold, skinny palm.

"Ow, thank ye werry much, y’r gryce."
Stafford saw the hunger in the lad's eyes as 

they swept over the breakfast table, still heavy 
with uneaten breakfast—bacon, nearly the 
whole of an omelette, and rolls, toast, marma 

j lade and honey.
"Wait a second,” he said as the boy turned 

toward the door.
"Yes, y’r gryce."
"Had your breakfast?"
"I has me brekfist w’en I sell me pypers.”
He hugged his remaining papers closer under 

his arms and kept his face turned resolutely 
away from the inviting table.

"Poor little devil—grit—pure grit!” Stafford 
said under his breath. "How many papers 
have you?"

The lad counted like lightning. “Ten.” he 
answered. “I'll soon git ’em off now. Luck’s 
wlv me dis mornin’.” The ghost of a smile 
lighted his face.

‘Til take them all," the other said, handing 
over a second shilling. .

The lad fumbled for change, and the fum
bling was due to honest agitation. He was not 
used to this kind of treatment.

"No, that's all right," Stafford interposed.
i "But they're only a h'ypenny."

“Well, I’m buying them at a penny this morn
ing."__________———

W°n t bS myki“’ anythink »■> them, y r 

"I'll get my profit, never fear. Now what 
youUknow''MaSt? Y°U'Ve S°ld a" your 

hiB^n^ ready f°r “’ y r STyce " A“d 
the te Went eagerly towards the door for 

• e tension of labor was relaxed and hunger 
was scraping hard at his vitals.
vJWn\Sit d°’rn' This breakfast isn't cold 
yet. But no, you'd better have a wash-up first, 
it you can wait.”

Wot, 'ere—brekfist wiv y’r gryce ’ere!" 
"Well, I've had mine, and there's plenty left 

for you, it you don't mind eating after me." 
"I dusted me clothes dis mornin’," said the 

starving waif, with an attempt to justify his 
decision to eat this noble breakfast. "An' I 
washed me hands; but pypers is muck."

As the lad ate his wonderful breakfast, in 
which nearly a half pot of marmalade and 
enough butter for three ordinary people fig
ured. Stafford read the paper attentively, to 
give his guest a fair chance at the food, and 
to help him overcome his self-consciousness. 
After a time, when be realized that the activi
ties at the table were decreasing, he put down 
Ids paper.

“Is it all right," he asked. “Is the coffee 
hot?"

“1 ain’t never 'ad a meal like that, y’r gryce, 
not never any time.” the boy answered, with a 
new sort of fire in his eyes.

"Was there enough?"
"I've left some," was the reply, though he 

looked at the remnant of marmalade and halt 
a slice of toast. "I likes the coffee hot—tykes 
y’r longer to drink it."

This written scene is more than words on 
paper. It throbs. It is alive with overmaster
ing human interest. Incarnate, it would carry 
an audience into tears between chuckles of re
joicing at the relish with which that unparal
leled breakfast was stowed by one little repre
sentative of London’s squalid poor.

If war came, it England must do this ugly 
thing, (thus our author), fulfill her bitter and 
terrible task, then what about such as this 
young outlander here, this outcast from home, 
and goodly toil, and civilized conditions, this 
sickly froth of the muddy and dolorous stream 
of lower England? So much withdrawn from 
the sources of their possible relief, so much 
less with which to deal with their miseries— 
perhaps hundreds of millions, mopped up by 
the parched and unproductive soil of battle and 
disease and loss.

“Now, what's your name?” Stafford asked.
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and looking down, he saw his late visitor turn
ing a cart-wheel under the nose of a policeman.

What if a fair proportion of the millions 
whose enthusiastic patronage sustains the vau
deville theaters of this twentieth century could 

- have such material as we find in this one little 
touch of nature? It might be that Sir Gilbert 
Parker himself would welcome a well made 
pattern of it for such use. If any writer of 
playlets should happen to feel inspiration for 
the not difficult task he could reach the nov
elist at 20 Carlton Terrace, London, S. W.» 
England.

Before laying aside "Judgment House,” and 
reverting to the almost sublime eloquence that 
the reader encounters from time to time in the 
progress of the story, let us glance at this ex
ample, found on page 396 of the Harper edi
tion:

"The influence of an African night was on 
Rudyard Byng. None that has not felt it can 
understand it, so cold, so sweet, so full of 
sleep, so stirring with an under-life. Many 
have known the breath of the pampas beyond 
the Amazon; the soft pungency of the wattle 
blown across the salt-bush plains of Australia; 
the friendly exhilaration of th£ prairie or the 
chaparral; the living, loving loneliness of the 
desert; but yonder on the neldt is a life of the 
night which possesses all the others have, and 
something of its own besides; something 
which gets into the bon^s and makes for for
getfulness of the world. It lifts a man away 
from the fret of life, and sets his feet on the 
bights where lies repose."

If you are a writer, or trying to be one, the 
reading of such writing as this must set imag
ination on fire, stir the faculties that come into 
use for the best expression of ideas and ac
custom the mind to the high reaches of 
thought that belong to intimate communion 
with nature; that measurably, at least, com
prehends the vastness of creation, the dignity 
of man and the possibilities that spring from 
man’s love for humanity.

I begin to suspect that it is worth while to 
have authors.

"Jigger.”
“What else?”
“Nothin’, y’r gryce.”
“Jigger—what?”"It’s the only nyme I got. I got a sister."
“What’s her name?”“Lou. That’s her real nyme. But she got 

a fancy nyme yistidy. She was took on at the 
opry yistidy to sing wiy a hundred uwer girls 
on the styge. She’s Lulu Luckingham now.”

"Well, what's to become of you?’’
"Me—I'll be level wiv me rent today,’’ he an

swered, turning over the two shillings and 
some coppers in his pocket."I’m poing to give you a sovereign—twenty 
shillings—for your fair start, and I want you 
to come to me here next Sunday week to break
fast, and tell me what you’ve done with ft.”

"Me—y’r gryce? Twenty bob—me!”
The sovereign was in bis hand, and his face 

suffused. He seemed anxious to get away, and 
looked round for bls cap. He could not do 
here what he wanted to do. He felt that he 

must burst."Off you go,” Stafford urged. "And be here 
at nine o’clock on Sunday week with the pa
pers, and tell me what you’ve done.”

"Gawd! My Gawd! ”The next minute he was in the hall and the 
door was shut behind him. A moment later, 
hearing a whoop, Stafford went to the window

I



THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. By Sir Gilbert 
Parker. (Methuen).
Sib Gilbert Parker can always be relied on 

for a good story, with plenty of action in it. In 
his latest novel, however, he seems to have 
changed his manner. He has left the novel of 
action, and taken to the novel of thought, so to 
speak. "The Judgment House’’ has a good deal 
of action in it. but it is all overlaid with reflec. 
tions and criticisms on the behaviour of the 
characters, and explanations of their points- 

' of view. There is too much chorus to be the 
true Parker. In spite of that, it is an excel
lent story, dealing chiefly with the emotional 

। adevntures of a woman who chooses money (in 
millions) instead of love, and finds out her 

I mistake. It is cleverly done, and well worth 
reading, but we sigh for “the Trail of the

I Sword’’ and “An Adventurer of the North.’’



well-

hor atron^ hu«hend.

i wonderful skill, a still more wonderful ver- 
cation—wd a rrmaW^ble ’n^cnnmJou.*- 

nes?. She’s the hatumllv ablest woman I

The author ha8 su speeded in abowin< 
hinz of the heroine's charro, even t

thousand pieces tn give swav in little bits 
to all who came." Even Stafford admit -

a

Englishwoman, but

lover, and faithless to her husband. She

individualised, but she belongs to

vidual.

Well, I’d Mire

"I am married,” she Mid

would ah# fly with him? 
ihandon hi« career, but would c

He marries a dainty

it did come. The former
seemed in danger of forgetting its tradition, 

I the latter his responsibilities. War is a 
। terrible thing, but In this case, according 
to the author, it had a salutary effect!

' (Methuen: The Sydney Book Club.)

their marriage threatens to end in ship
wreck. Jasmine is shallow, inconstant, 
even mercenary. She is faithless to her

RECENT FICTION.
In “The Judgment House” Sir Gilbert Par

ker has left his familiar Canada for South 
Africa, and, though only a small part of the 
action takes place in that country, the 
troublous times before the war are the 
mainspring of the whole. The principal 
figure is Rudyard Byng, a millionaire, who, 
with a coterie of Rand magnates, is deeply 
interested in the rivalry of Briton and Boer.

almost spoils the career of Ian Stafford, the 
rising diplomatist, and in her passion for 
influence she allows her name to be com
promised. She is not an attractive charac
ter, and even when she proves her mettle as 
a nurse in the war, and is reconciled to her 
husband, we feel that the transition is too 
great. Indeed, the fault of the book is that 
none of the principal characters strike one 
as entirely real. Al’mah, the opera singer; 
Adrian Fellowes; Jigger, the street arab, 
even Krool, the half-caste, are all good up 
to a point. But beyond that point the 
colours seem to be laid on too thickly. How
ever, if certain details in the book are im
perfect, the atmosphere is admirable. Sir 
Gilbert Parker shows us the tension which 
existed among those who knew in the inter
val between the Jameson Raid and the war; 
the tremendous issues involved until it was 
known that Britain was not to be attacked 
by other Powers, and finally the tonic which 
the war proved, both to nation and indi-

ar makes such an effective background for 
the novelist, and shows out the character and 
temperament of men and women in such a 
strong light, that it provides a great tempta
tion for writers capable of dealing with it ade
quately. The South African War has been 1 
dealt with inadequately by a whole host of | 
lesser writers, but very competently by Miss 
Clotilde Graves in “The Dcp Doctor,” and now j 
by Sir Gilbert Parker also in his new novel,

The author draws a i 
powerful but unflattering, and even disquieting, | 
picture of London society before and after the ' 
Jameson Raid, and up to the outbreak of the I 
war. The mad race for wealth and luxury is I 
depicted, and also the prominence achieved by ! 
millionaires of the least admirable kind, al
though the hero. Rudyard Byng, who is a South 
African magnate, comes in a different category. 
He marries a well-born, brilliant, ambitious, 
and unscrupulous society girl, who throws over 
her faithful suitor for the man with the mil
lions. Jasmine Grenfel is an unpleasing char
acter, but the author has put his whole heart ( 
into the work of delineating her. This is a 
study of the gradual redemption of a thorough- t 
ly vain, pleasure-seeking, beautiful, brilliant, 
selfish, and unstable woman. Jasmine is fully 

marked class all the same, a class that is the 
inevitable product of great wealth and the 
idleness that always and everywhere breeds 
mischief. Being entirely heartless, she carries 
on an intrigroe with her husband's secretary— 
an Englishman who is a paid secret agent of 
Kruger’s Government—and she also encourages 
the devotion of her former suitor and faithful 
adorer, who is in the British diplomatic ser
vice. Another string to her bow is the Am
bassador of “Moravia.” The author rather 
daringly suggests that the South African War 
was virtually precipitated by the scheming of 
an Influential lady such'as he describes. He 
makes Ms leading feminine character respon
sible, though unwittingly, through her intrigue 
with her husband's secretary, who was in the 
puy of Kruger, for supplying the Boer Govern
ment with information which decided them to 
push the quarrel to the point of war. There 
are a great many interesting and well-drawn 
characters in this story, though the grtat opera 
singer, who kills her unfaithful lover the mil
lionaire's secretary, by pricking him with a 
poisoned needle that he had stolen from a celtP 
brated surgeon, is rather out of the picture. 
The scenes in South Africa are capitally done— 
with le&b detail than in Miss Clotilde Graves- 
great novel, but with vivid and almost flam
boyant color. Verisimilitude is challenged by 
the author’s device of bringing practically all 
his London characters together on the South 
African battlefields; but, though the expedient 
is strained, the result is striking. The redemp 
tion of Jasmino is effected, so to speak, under 
fire. There is an immense amount of work and 
knowledge in this novel, though the figure, 
move a bit stiffly and talk a shade too ornate) 
at times. Published by Methuen and Co.

^copy from Angus and Robertson.

high minded as such a
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and say what I should do to the man who 
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>00 pare*. a iodicious te'ection from which 
«;Ould—and doubt lew will—make a strong 

The fact that the third man should

it’ great moment is one of the touches

n^wxible 4 sncceeMon of thrilling
—jr and dridejracs Again. -one eee; 

taftord chocking a fnentfv doctor who

by a dead man’s 
nelodr&Tna. one oa^ <wJy say that the bovk 
as a who’e does Im’. There is i strong

•I could not really love any one, ’ she said

’hort cuts to a worldly Eb-shim. and it

settled in London, a kind* of variation of 
Cecil Rhodes.

—Jameson's Raid. antPAMer — *s
There are, in fact, a numbeT of powr 

portraits from the life in this story, and

' heard how “Jameeon spilt the milk, and the 
| little can went trundling down the area.” 

»nd it ends in the midst of the war which 
did regularly and effectually that which 
was aimed at by Lis wicked, foolish, pluckv 
raid. There are some bitter touches here 
about the pulling of strings by aristocratic 
ladies, who wanted power; highly placed 

“patriotic amateurs who sought to make 
thcmeelvea notorious;” and, am.in of sol
diers, who were “sick of going forward and 
falling back; of taking a portion, with 
staggering loss. and then abandoning it; of 
•ra-ning a victory, and then not following 
it up; of promising relief to besieged men, 
md rw”'kine time when you had <n»’ned a 
foothold, instead of gaining a foothold far
ther on.” There are kindly touches about 
Australians and others.
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sion of three claj«^ of people— those who = 
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BOOKS OF THE DAY. j

THE JTDGMEXT HOrsT^S. 

f By GILBERT PARKER. I 

f (Methuen and Company.) I
While it may be said ;nat gir Gib

bert Parker far more
—------ — J :h-Canadian stories.xs
there are strong situations in his latest 
book. "The Judgment House.” and 
some remarkable characters. The story, 
it must be confessed, depends so 
much upon the sexual interest that it 
tends to become chiefly a relation of 
the emotioned experiences of two 
men and one woman amid English 
and South African scenery. One ofjj 
the principal characters. Jasmine ’ 
Grenfel, is in love with Ian Stafford, 
who is attached to the Foreign Office, 
but an inherited craving for power 
propels her into the arms of Rud
yard Bjng. a mining magnate from 
South Africa, who is suggestive of 
rude strength, and is credited with 
possessing the mental outlook of a 
statesman. The Jameson raid makes 
trouble for Byng and his colleagues, 
and while Byng is away from Great 
Britain, his wife—who is an adven
turess in sentiment, and would have 
a hundred lovers—begins to repent of 
the marriage. When Byng returns 
they drift into that state in which one 
acts almost independently of the 
other. Byng never wavers in his 
devotion, but he becomes coarsened 
by the degenerating life of a wealthy 
citizen anxious "to do‘himself well.” 
Jasmine again draws Stafford to her 
side, and their passions have risen 
to an intolerable heat when Byng^ 
private secretary, who has made love 
to Jasmine, creates a new situation.
The outbreak of the Boer war brings 
relief to nearly all concerned. Byng 
and Stifford go to the war, where 
Byng distinguishes himself, as he was 
bound to do. Al’mah, a singer, who 
y as treated crueily by Adrian Fel- 
lo es, the private secretary/ becomes 
a nurse because her husband, ’a was
trel. is in South Africa. Jasmine orga- , 
nises a hospital ship, and finds Byngi 
a conquering hero. The characters of 
Stafford, a faithful lover, with the 
poetic temperament, and Byng, the 
forceful man of action, are strongly
entrusted. (Melville and Mullen.)

NEW BOOKS AND PUB-

SOME RECENT NOVELS*^

In ‘The Judgment House’’ Sir Gil
bert Parker has given us a stirring 
story of the South African War and 

: the'Jameson Raid, which preceded it. 
When he is describing what took place 
in London at the time of the Raid, 
and especially the consternation 
caused by Jameson’s premature 
start, we feel as if we were being let 
into the secrets of inner history, and 
several of the characters seem to have 
been drawn from life. Dramatic in
terest is added to the plot by the 
murder of a private secretary of 
Colonel Rudyard Byng, an African 
millionaire playing a prominent part 
ip the story. The deed is enveloped in 
mystery, and suspicion is at first 
evenly divided between the African 
millionaire? his somewhat volatile wife, 
and her former admirer, Ian Stafford, 
a clever diplomat. In the war part 
of the book there is incidentally a 
glowing tribute to a New Zealand 
trooper. Barry Whalen, Rudyard 
Byng’s second-in-command, and him
self, a brave man, tells the story:—

‘ From behind Otago there in Xew 
Zealand he came, as tine a fella of 
thirty-three as ever you saw. Just 
because he heard old Britain callin’. 
Down he drops the stock-whip, 
away ho shoves the plough; he takes 
his little balance from the bank, 
sticks his chess-box in his pocket, 
says ‘so-long’ to his girl, and treks 
,across the world just to do his 
whack for the land that gave him and 
all his that went before him the key 
io civilisation, and how to bo happy 
though alive. ... He was the real 

* thing, the ne plus ultra, the I-stand- 
alone. The other felias thought him 
the best of the best. He was what 
my father used to call ‘a wide man.’ 
He was in and out of a fight with a 
quirk at the corner of his mouth, as 
much as to say, ‘I’ve got the hang 
of this, and it’s different from 
what I thought; but that doesn’t 
mean it hasn’t got to be done, and 
done in style. It’s the ha-s-to-be.’ 
And when they got him where he 
breathes, he fished out the little 
ivory pawn and put it on a stone at 
his head, to let it tell his fellow
country men how he looked at it— 
that he was just a pawn in the 
great game. The game had to be 
prayed and won. and the winner 
had to sacrifice his pawns. He was 
one of the sacrifices. Well, I’d like 
a tombstone the same as that fella 
from New Zealand, if I could win it 
as fair and see as far.” (London: 
Methuen and Co.. Ltd. Christ
church: L. M. Isitt, 3s 6d.)
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Sir Gilbert Parker’s “The Judgment 
— House” Is a Fascinating Book 

With a Thrilling Plot.

One of the most moving of stories is 
1 "The Judgment House,” by Sir Gilbert 

Parker (London: Methuen & Co., Lim
ited, 6s.). Its background is the Boer 
war; its hero, one of the stalwart fig
ures of the days preceding that strug
gle— Rudyard Byng, multimillionaire. 
In London he marries a beautiful, ambi
tious and wilful girl, who sees in his 
wealth the means to increase her social 
power. She is false to Ian Stafford, the 
diplomatist, in marrying Byng, false to 
Byng after she marries him and false to 
both Byng and Stafford just by way of 
diversion. There are other characters, 
other complications, all of which go into 
the melting-pot of battle on the veldt, 
where the men are shot down by the 
Boers and the women in Red Cross uni
forms nurse them—some of them—back 
to life and knowledge. It is a full book, 
a thrilling story from the first page to 
the last.



Author of “The Judgment Houses

The Judgment House.
By GILBERT PARKER.

(Toronto) Copp, Clark Co., Ltd.)
In h!s new novel, "The Judgment 

blouse’4 (Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co., 
limited), Sir Gilbert Parker has written 
i book which, though unlikely to en- 
lance the literary reputation made by 
Us earlier Canadian romances, must 
itlll be accorded a high place 1n tho 
anks of contemporary fiction. He has 
ihosen the years of the Jameson Raid 
md -the South African War for his per- 
od, and men and women associated with 
tand finance or Rand financiers for his 
leraonages. The story contains several 
triking pieces of portraiture: its devet- 
Tment Is Interesting, and Its incidents 
requently dramatic and moving. Apart 
5“".“ « tendency to elaborate 
innecesearlly the feelings and mot- 
ves or the characters, the work 
Isplays a high degree of literary crafts- 
nansblp, and. In the more powerful sitn- 
“ °n3' , restraint of which only the
I ue artist knows the strength.

A Social Butterfly.
.Jhha /^ure r?UPd whlch everything In 
The Judgment House" centres he 
nine Grenfel. She is a butterflv sort of 

and beautiful, clever, and
® wea,thy- but ambitious and 
?Yell_meanlng, inconstant. She is 

radically engaged to Ian Stafford a 
out’S diplomatist of great promise. They 
lad agreed to allow a year to elapse be- 
■l.l»nJ“n should give her final de- 
Islon. Rudyard Byng, who has made 
hree or four millions sterling m the 
_rAnsvaal. and who Is also a friend of 
an n,s her admiration by his 
^.ptltl!de in, rescuing Al'mah the 

V? ‘ p.r ~a donna. from fire on the1 
Garden, and also daz-' Ira her by the possibilities of his great 

K' V at ,h,s ™°ment that%r 
ameson Is Jumping off for Johannes- 
nirg-when In Rhode's words, he "up- 
et the apple-cart. " The time Is a try- 
Klates ff?r Rudyard Byng and his as- 

.U ,h . partners, and Jasmine's 
Jmpathy and help become, necessary 
ipiomacy !o

on-^ urrs 
iind to marry Byng. 1
Three years later England t8 facing k'lS";“sr rasvus 

Moya her f,rc’ Jasm’ne em-

brelen irjL* fave Ensland free from KIn dealing with h^ 
Lnreaiu« u n d'^cultles. There is an 

,___  about this element In the story

wn*ch
™ent of rictm.Moravia aM11!?!0” forel 
remove. d Slavonia

md Jasmine
W saxTMtewi 
‘ to disc^v?*

do ms iike 
altogether 

Moanwhii,0"""”"'1 Wealthy'
"H»> their pa"ailh7 ®yn* ™ Jasmine 
‘heir caatl. t*6! Park Lane, and 
he satl,n.a h7al“' can be said 
^ire. but he feel.PP.h lov«s

. thing Wantlne in ’here 1, some 
°n the other Shirt I!”r llves- Jasmb 
of absorbing a^yd'ahaa a nature capal 

ardent addressesl?,era‘''* /fhe toof 
rotary, Adrtan w°f, her husbafid's sec-! 

i character. The 'soen^' a man ot no I 
while conscious of wh"’h ,an-Intentions saves both' T°wn treacHerous 
'owes from ByVs aY'd F<”'
°ne The Iove?f '® a nntahle

i course upon which ibbt” 9“y °r the '’"bark,"/^.-^ about t0 
and others—=rf toot. ’ Jasmine, Byns. 
from the Impasee m?o f°T,r. uOn” outlet1 
sentlatly .. into which their es-1.them g ldea,s of have forced!

War the Solvent.

Session and h 11 mmdesplte hls prt>- 
• na n,s '-Cmptatlon. to th^ i»«:t

thine of ts a nursc. learns some 
death reaHtles of life, andnt “be ap^ ber husband, who hud 
"ogX' are brough't
acted a. ' ithe war hav,”S thus 
cultles mu® aoIv?n‘ f°r all their dim- 
Isms ’ mlsundorstandlngs and antagon-

hurnbler characters in "The 
ii nt Houa«. those of Jigger, the 
anddkrr,m'5V?Oy1J ’lckcd UP by Stafford.. 

' the Hotentot-Boer servant of 
dl«™n,are "^“^able In their very 

ways' The affection of Jigger for hls gryce' Is touching without be
ing unnecessarily tearful. Krooi. with 
..n unquestionable devotion to his 

' combined with his readiness to 
betray him. is an interesting and strik
ing study In racial psychology. Sir Gil— 
rKC.Parker’9 ^mPress1°nist pictures ot 
the South African veldt and of som* nf 
the incidents In the war are also a note
worthy feature of what is, on the whole, 
a remarkably fine book.

“The Judgment House,” by 
• | Parker, The Copp Clark

Toronto."
Canadians are fairly familiar with 

< Sir Gilbert Parker's works and the 
present volume is about on the same 

— standard as his previous ones. Some- 
/what we cannot help a frequent feel

ing: of disappointment in regard to 
this novelist's stories. In “The Judg
ment House” for instance, he starts 
off very strongly, and in the first 
or half of the book, the reader feels 
that here at last he has found a really 
great Gilbert Parker novel. Then the 
machinery begins to go wrong. The 
engine of Parker’s invention begins to 
pound like an auto going u]5 a steep 
hill on high speed. And finally when 
one gets to the crisis it is so long 
drawn out and unsatisfactory as to 
spoil much of the pleasure in the 
reading.

“The Judgment House" is a story of 
London and of the South African war. 
The characters include the self-made
millionaire of the South African min
ing camp, the British diplomatist who 
is manoeuvering to outwit Paul 
Kruger, and the inevitable lady who 
does not know which of the two sho 
is in love with. That part of the
story is good, though perhaps a little 
extreme. Finally however, the war 
comes on, and all those people find
themselves over in South Africa in 
one capacity or another. It is here 
that Parker does not seem to know 
quite what to do, though after a good 
many chapters he succeeds in dispos-

I ing of them fairly satisfactorily.

I Though the book has these technical 
faults, it is certainly of much interest, 
and will no doubt be enjoyed by a 
very large circle of readers. It Is 
vigorous, entertaining and distinctly 
dramatic, and its descriptions of social 
scenes in London are vivid xmd sound 
true. _______ '

An Uninspired Novel.
On the occasions when he has had 

.•something to say. Sir r
has shown himself the possessor of a 
sufficiently good equipment for saying 
things. Undoubtedly he has put us 
in his debt by the series of French- 
Canadian novels with which he began 
his literary career; and we wish not 
to be misconstrued as seeking to re
pudiate that debt, merely because we 
do not praise the later work of this 
distinguished Parliamentarian. It is 
no deprecation of the excellence of, 
for instance, "Pierre and His People." 
to say that "The Judgment House" 
(Copp, Clark), which is now before 
us, is a poor novel as novels go.

" The Judgment House” Is very 
glib. It is a story of England and 
South Africa at the time of the war 
in the Transvaal, with the inevitable 
woman with a "moral taint" as the 
central figure. She is an indefinite 
sort of maiden, the blurry outlines of 
whose character are sharpened for us 
by the frequent mention of outward 
manifestations; "a joyous blue silk 
gown"; "that perfume of hers”; 
"flower-like delicacy* joined to a de
termined and gorgeous audacity"; 
"the old. touch of . intellectual diable
rie." Jasmine Grenfel is her name, 
and she marries a mining millionaire 
irom the Rand, Rudyard Byng, 
can imagine him for yourself, 
you can ajmost imagine the 
wnieh, of course, has to do

and 
plot, 
with

marital _ infelicity and miscellaneous 
expiation on the veldt. The book 
abounds in elephantine epigram: —

" ‘I am married,’ she said defiantly, 
in direct retort.

" That is not a career—it is casual 
exploration in a dark continent,’ he 
rejoined.’’

This would be all very well if Sir 
Gilbert had a visible object—other 
than royalties—in the writing of his 
new4 volume. Even the lack of pur
pose could be condoned if the story 
were leavened by the "touch of intel
lectual diablerie" aforementioned. 
Since, however, the pages contain lit
tle that is entertaining and less that is 
instructive, we can only regret that 
the author has wasted the time of all 
persons concerned. Many tales of Can
ada remain untold which we know 
Sir Gilbert capable of telling, and we 
should be glad to see him return to 
his old love, forsaking a field where 
his limited genius and scholarship 
make each of his efforts fall short of 
worthy achievement.



-The Judgment House." * n<,ve'-
- r ^rt Parker, author of “The Rlflht _____ 

Illustrated. Published by t_____ =
,'^pp. Curb Co.. Toronto. Price.

rnHE importance or merit of a work 
| of art. considered as art. de
pends in a ven- slight degree on 
the importance or dignity of the I 
subject The sketch of an impudent ! 
young thief like the Artful Dodger 
by Dickens is worth many full-length ' 
portraits of statesmen by Mrs. Hum
phry Ward. Nor is the mere size of 
canvas, the field covered by a novel, 
a very decisive factor in considering 
its worth as a rule. It is true that it 
is easier to make a good sketch than 
a finished painting on a great scale. 
And the critics that regard Tolstoy’s 
"War and Peace” as one of the 
greatest novels of all time, have cer- < 
tainly taken into account the tremen- 1 
dous breadth of the panorama he has । 
painted. But in the last analysis it I 
is the skill and inspiration of the 
painter, and the life he has been able 
to put into his picture that count. 
Mere dignity and scope of subject 
are of little avail.

It is necessary to remind one’s self 
of this in forming an opinion on a 
novel by Sir Gilbert Parker. 1 ar 
this writer deals usually with great 
themes and deals with them with such 
skill and impressive effect, that he is 
apt to blind one to the cardinal and 
irredeemable defect of all his work, 
its lack of genuine inspiration and 
Ute. Sir Gilbert is beyond question 
our leading Canadian novelist in . 
skill, in achievement, and in the gen
eral estimation. He was the first and 
most successful exploiter of the ro
mance of the northland, at which 
every scribbler now has a try. He has 
dealt, as in "The Seats of the 
Mighty." with impressive themes, and 
he has handled them in a broad and 
effective style. Striking figures have 

• loved and hated and intrigued and 
fought in the wide field of his novels, 
and great world-movements have 
formed the background to the actions 
of his characters and the develop- l 
ment of his plots.

And yet. in spite of all his skill, in 
spite of the careful finish and elab
orate structure of his novels, they 
have lacked life. There has been 
abundance of striking situations, of 
powerful movement, of color and pas
sion. But the whole thing has 
smacked of rhetoric and artifice— 
good rhetoric and clever artifice, if 
you will, but still artifice and rhe
toric. He has never been able to 
catch more than a breath of the vivi
fying inspiration which blows like 
the winds of heaven through the 
great books of the world's literature.

In "The Judgment House” • Sir<" 
Gilbert is at his best. His canvas is ' 
a large one. nothing less than Eng
land and South Africa at the time of 
the Jameson Raid and the Boer War. 
And he has brushed in his picture 
with his most careful skill and his 
most vivid pigments. The plot is a 
verv striking one. and he has worked - 
it out in a series of intensely dra
matic scenes. His principal charac
ters are well conceived and vigorous
ly drawn. But—the inevitable “but” 
—they never succeed in thoroughly 
convincing us of their independent 
existence.

The story opens at Covent Garden 
where a new prima donna is making 
a tremendous sensation. We are in
troduced at once to almost all the 
leading characters of the story. The 
golden-haired girl in the box with 
the “rose-tinted, delicate features” 
and “in a joyous blue silk gown” is 
Jasmine Grenfel. the central figure 
of the whole book. The handsome 
bearded man, “with the brown eyes 
and the Grecian profile.” who sits 
beside her and gazes at her instead 
of the stage, is Ian Stafford, a bril
liantly successful young English dip
lomat. who is in love with her. The 
“big. bronzed, clean-shaven, strong
faced man of about the same age as 
Ian Stafford,” is Rudyard Byng, the 
South African nabob who has made 
three million pounds on the Rand. 
He also is in love with her: and it is 
he whom she marries soon after 
through ambition, though loving 
Stafford as much as she can be said 
to love anyone. Not far off sits the 
villain.

“Seated at the end of the first row 
of the stalls was a fair, slim, gra
ciously attired man of about thirty, 
who. turning in his seat so that near
ly the whole house was in his circle 
of vision, stroked his golden mous
tache. and ran his eyes over the 
thousands of faces with a smile of 
jiride and satisfaction which in a less _ 
handsome man would have been al
most a leer. His name was Adrian 
Fellowes.”

One realizes almost at once that 
there is some connection between 
this man and the great soprano. She 
proves to be his mistress. Suddenly 
she brushes a candle with her filmy 
gown and in an instant is wrapped in 
flame. There is a crash as Byng 
jumps onto the stage with an opera 
cloak in his hands and smothers the 
fire. And all the time Dr. Jameson 
is riding on Johannesburg with eight 
hundred men, while Cronje and his 
burghers lie waiting for them on the 
veldt in the darkness.

It is a dramatic beginning, and the 
interest is well sustained on the 
whole, though it must be confessed • 
that there are chapters where one Is 
inclined to skip ingloriously. Jasmine 
marries Byng, but she cannot resist 
bringing Stafford back to her feet. 
Besides, she flirts with Fellowes, now 
her husband's secretary, and gives 

l him important secrets, which he| 
promptly communicates to the Boers, 

through Krool. tryng s half-caste 
valet Stafford in a delirium of pas-| 
sion writes to Jasmine asking her to

• elope with him. And she is ready to 
do it. But Stafford is suddenly con
fronted by Byng with a letter. He is 
about to confess his guilt when he 
realizes that the letter is not his but

= one from Fellowes to Jasmine. In a = 
tensely dramatic scene he persuades 
Byng of Jasmine’s innocence, though 
he believes her guilty himself. Then 
Fellowes is mysteriously killed, and ; 
Byng, his wife, and Stafford all sus
pect one another of the crime. The 
complicity of Krool in Fellowes’ 
treachery is discovered and in a Lon- ; 
don house he is whipped almost to 
death with a sjambok by Byng.

The story shifts to South .Africa 
and the battle-field. And it is there 
finally that Byng and his wife come 
together again, and- that Stafford 
finds peace. Al'mah, the singer, after 
heroic service as a nurse, prepares to 
go back to England and the stage. 
The big canvas has thus been filled 
in to the utmost inch. And the work
manship to the very end is of the 
most careful description. Not a detail' 
has been omitted or slurred over. 
The colors are rich and yet properly 
subdued. The general effect is one of 
dignity and power. One is reminded 
of those big pictures of coronations 
and state functions, filled with strik
ing figures, rich colors, and sump- 
mous costumes, but all rather wooden 
and dead. And yet such pictures have 
an undeniable interest and value, 
though one cannot rate them very 
highly as works of art. The same 
interest and value are to be found in 
this book. It deals with a big theme, 
and deals with it skilfully and sin
cerely. This sincerity and skill lift 1 
the book far above the ruck of every
day fiction. And even if it is not 
^reat literature, it is still very well 
worth reading. ,0



THE JUDGMENT HOUSE

T ------------- M.P.
novel, "The JuSSmenVHju’e?" iT'^lTwed page Wh°’e '**“

Literary Notes.
"THE JUDGMENT HOUSE" JUDGED.

Sir Gilbert Parker's latest novel, “The 
Judgment House,” which utilises the 

' South African War as a sort of deus ex 
machlna, lias drawn upon itself some 
criticism in England on this and other 
grounds. “ ‘Pitiful’ is the only word we 

: think, which will adequately express 
■ our opinion of this book,” says The 
1 “Athenaeum,” “Sir Gilbert Parker re
cognizes as well as anyone—he reveals 
that much to us—what is dross and what 
is pure metal in the world's alchemy. He 
concerns himself however, almost wholly 
with so depicting the dross that it may 
be mistaken by the reader for the metal 
that lies beneath it.”

The “Scotsman,” too, says: “When, in 
spite of all he can do, it Is obvious to the 
meanest intellgence that his chief charac
ters are not true metal, he suggests that 
Providence has practically invented war 
as a refining process. No doubt there 
is still a large public for this sort of 
stuff—the author causes one of his char
acters to exclaim. ‘How people adore 
illusions!’—but we belive it is diminishing 
and that to coming generations the idea 
of throwing humanity—dross and true 
metal together—into the melting pot of 
war will appear both disastrous and ab
surd. It almost seems as If he had writ- 

I ten it for the purpose of showing that 
■ he could write melodrama when he want
ed. Unfortunately, the book is not good 
melodrama. But it is not on that ac
count the less likely to be a good seller.”

Evidently Sir Gilbert is to be congratu
lated on having achieved one of those 
“worst books” of which we recently 
spoke as an ideal attained by the few.

By Sir Gilbert Parker. Toronto: 
The Copp, Clark Company.

IT would be difficult to find a better 
example of the well-constructed 

English novel of the present day than 
this that is cast upon a huge canvas, 
that show the hand of the master- 
eraftsman, and yet withal that does 
not depart far from tradition, that 
does not arouse any new emotions, 
that does not introduce but one new 
character, and that a minor one, that 
does not wander from well-beaten 
paths—a novel, indeed, that possesses 
many qualities whose greatness 
is diminished because of their preval
ence in scores of other novels. While 
it is in some respects a greater novel 
than the same author’s recent story 
entitled “The Weavers,” it is more 
conventional, and in construction 
more as if made by rule. In it one 
moves amongst the social life of Lon
don at the time immediately preced
ing the Jameson raid, and the atten
tion of the reader is adroitly shifted 
from time to time from England to

•>na ।

South Africa. The characters are 
taken mostly from London social 
circles. We have the heroine, Jas
mine, a young woman of unusual 
beauty and cleverness, a society but
terfly, who, notwithstanding inherent 
qualities for better things, is con
stantly endangering her reputation 
and her charactex- by seemingly use
less aud frivolous encounters with the 
men of her immediate circle. We have 
Rudyard Byng, a millionaire miner 
from South Africa, who attracts Jas- 
mine because of his manliness and 
other qualities not usually encounter
ed amongst the men of her acquaint
ances. Jasmine marries Byng, not
withstanding her professed prefer
ence for another man of her circle.
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Tan Stafford, who comes of excellent; us - • - - • offamily and possesses an admirable 
character. The other characters are 
Adrian Fellowes. Byng’s private sec
retary, with whom Jasmine becomes 
entangled; a prima donna Al’mah, 
who is the mistress of Fellowes: 
Lady Tynemouth, a friend of Staf
ford; and a South African half- 
caste. named Krool, who appears in



The Canadian novelist and membir of the British House, whose i 
novel, "The Judgment House," Is reviewed on this oage.

Literary Notes.

Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest novel, “The 
Judgment House,” which utilises the 
South African War as a sort of deus ex 
machina, has drawn upon itself some 
criticism in England on this and other 
grounds. “ 'Pitiful' is the only word we 
think, which will adequately express 
<>ur opinion of this book,” says The 

! “Athenaeum,” “Sir Gilbert Parker re
cognizes as well as anyone—he reveals 
that much to us—what is dross and what 
is pure metal in the world’s alchemy. He 
concerns himself however, almost wholly 
with so depicting the dross that it may 
be mistaken by the reader for the metal 
that lies beneath it.”

The “Scotsman,” too, says: “When, in 
spite of all he can do. it is obvious to the 
meanest intellgence that his chief charac
ters are not true metal, he suggests that 
Providence has practically invented war 
as a refining process. No doubt there 
is still a large public for this sort of 
stuff—the author causes one of his char
acters to exclaim. ‘How people adore 
illusions!’—but we belive it is diminishing 
and that to coming generations the idea 
of throwing humanity—dross and true 
metal together—into the melting pot of 
war will appear both disastrous and ab
surd. It almost seems as if ho had writ
ten it for the purpose of showing that 
he could write melodrama when he want
ed. Unfortunately, the book is not good 
melodrama. But It Is not on that ac
count the less likely to be a good seller.”

Evidently Sir Gilbert is to be congratu
lated on having achieved one of those 
“worst books” of which wo recently 
spoke as an ideal attained by the few.
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e capacity of Byng’s serving-man. 
Although Krool plays a minor part 
he is the most original character in 
the book and one who lives longest in 
the reader’s mind. The best parts 
are those to which he, as a character, 
contributes. Jarmine, although she 
is the wife of a millionaire, the wife 
of one who can give her everything 
that she might desire, and although 
she flits about in her social sphere, 
going and coming as she wishes, she 
is unhappy, and it seems to be impos
sible for her not to engage the atten
tion of other men then her husband. 
One of these. Ian Stafford, for whom 
she seems to have had, even from the 
first, a real fondness and a real at
tachment, attempts to induce her to 
elope with him, but on the eve of the 
elopement he and the husband discov
er that she is woefully committed by 
the discovery of a letter written to 
her by Adrian Fellowes. While this 
domestic embroglio is being enacted, 
the war breaks out in South Africa. 
All the leading characters determine 
to take part in the struggle—all ex
cept Adrian Fellowes, who is mysteri
ously murdered, or at least whose 
dead body is found in his apartment. 
The other men go to South Africa 
to fight and the women go as nurses, 
and there on the South African veldt, 
under the levelling influence of war, 
many of the difficulties under which 
these people laboured are straighten
ed out. It is made known that Jas
mine and Byng, over whom some sus
picion was cast, were innocent of the 
death of Fellowes, and that in reality 
he was murdered by Al’mah. Staf
ford is killed on the field on battle, 
and the way is therefore opened fora 
reconciliation between Jasmine and 
her husband. To the reader, how
ever. the reconciliation does not seem 
to be satisfactory, and although war 
has been used many times as a vehicle 
for the novelist to bring estranged 
lovers together it does not, in this in
stance at least, seem to do its work 
well If the field of battle is intend
ed to symbolise “The Judgment

House,” one accepts the symbol but 
doubts the conclusion. However, this 
novel will be read with profound in
terest, and although it is not an his
torical novel it is based on history. It 
it big. but one hesitates before pro
nouncing it great.

.WHERE ARE YOU GOING/
bA Elizabeth Robins. 

William Briggs.
Toi/llto:

I BTEDLY every wr/er has
\<imp mn+iTro fm« ........ tome motive for writi/g every

book. [t may be the desire Jo see his
name aXtaehed to the fly leaf. It may 
be financial importance wiat he is 
seeking. Xlt may be many things, 
and undoubtedly Elizal/eth Robins 
had a mow praiseworthy motive in 
writing thfk her latest/book. We 
eould not inngine so bylliant a writ
er doing anything 
careful eonsimjration 

without giving 
no the motive.

But whatever ler desire in this in-
stance she has Aore /han fulfilled it. 
The grace, the eAe. the delivery, and 
subtlety of expression are all so re
freshing. after maly of the modern 
novels which seeinfto be turned out 
of the mechanical /niu of book-making 
that one invohiutarny thinks more 
optimistic thoughts allput modern lit
erary achievements in\ general. In 
style the book Aepresents Marguerite 
Audoux. Its Mery simplicity is an art 
in itself, its /short, meaningful sen
tences proving very denghtful after 
the numerous, cumbersome sentences 
of the ultg&-smart type yhich char
acterise m/ch of recent filtion

The stcyy concerns two\ girls, sis
ters, whof were brought up\ in great 
exclusiv/ness in an Englisli country 
home. /Their mother shielemd them 
from all knowledge of wordlt affairs 
and was always careful that th»ir con- 
versaaions should be of the most con- 
ven/nnal type. One of these girls, the 

.... „;A]anf iger. was very pretty, pit 
somewhat of a coquette.

r was more of a prude and pV-

yoi 'he

(ssed the foresight which her youfl
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THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. By Gilbert Parker; illustrated by W, Hather 

ell, R. I. Toronto: Copp Clark Company, Limited.

The years have given the author a keener insight and broader 

outlook. The characters in "The Judgment House" are drawn with a 

facile yet delicate pen, the working *of the minds of the characters 

is singularly well analyzed and the people in the book are real, li^- 

ing, throbbing human beings. Covering a period which is writ large 

in British annals, the author has chosen a splendid theatre for the 

staging of his work. "The Judgment House" is a powerful book afld is 

without question the best of the many entrancing stories given to 

the public by this author.



THE JVDGME5T HOVSE. ’
«ir Gilbert Parker's novel, now 

dewing to a dose in “ Harper’s Ma^- 
rise," wffl be published a>most unm«h-

It looks like being a pretty long 
one' moving majestrcwliy through modern 
bistort in London and South Afrit®, 
pobtks and warfare. The author has 
never previously spread himself over so 
^.... a canvas, and his war scenes have 
a wonderfully realistic impression. Sir 
Gilbert has a very large following of 
readers both here and in America. me SSTof Wav." I am told, sold 300.000 

in 1U 6s form in America. To a carping 
critic who recently chided the novelist 
for permitting politics to distract his 
hterorv work, Sir Gilbert wrote:- 
•• Politics have not hurt my imagination, 
*nd I am confident they have not hurt my 
performance. I do not run the two 
together, and I have found that the con- 
tact with hie, passionate and concentrated 

■ and powerful as it is in politics, has 
i deepened any faculty for conceiving 
character and sounding the meaning of



A NOTABLE BOOK.

“ The Judgment House.”
“ Drama,” said Stevenson, “ is the poetry of conduct 

romance the poetry of circumstance ” ; and as though to 
challenge such a pronouncement, and to prove that essential 
drama and true romance can go together, Sir Gilbert Parker 
has interwoven two distinct strains in his new novel, The 
Judgment House (Methuen, Cs.). The story is South 
African, and its period of action is the most strenuous in 
all our recent history. We begin at Co vent Garden and we 
end under the shadow of Oom Paul.

There are, indeed, many temperaments depicted in “ The 
Judgment House,” a title somewhat elusive till we see 
how it fits these entanglements, these problems of life and 
conscience, which range through “ battle, murder, and 
sudden death.” Everything is cleverly worked out in an 
atmosphere of wealth, and even when the scene changes to 
South Africa gold is very largely still the issue. Con
ventionally speaking, we can name no hero. The human 
conflicts involved impinge on every kind of risk. But 
though we have no hero, no one visibly heroic, Rudyard 
Byng, the leading man, is very vigorously drawn, and Ian 
Stafford, picturesquely imaged as “ Pheidippides,” fulfils 
his part poetically enough both as faithful soldier, as un
satisfied lover, and as his country’s friend. On love, of 
course, much of the story turns. Jasmine, who marries 
Byng and his millioils, while she yearns (both before and 
after marriage) for the love of other men, is hardly 
to be called heroine, but that does not mean that she 
is uninteresting. She toys with love. “ If you had 
lived a thousand years ago,” men say to her, “ you would 
have had a thousand lovers.” Enough for us to be con
fronted with a possible three in Stafford, Fellowes, and 
Menneval. Two out of these tliree are contemptible. 
Eventually, Jasmine is to find her master in Byng; but here, 
in this setting of cosmopolitan intrigue, of financial scheming, 
of political shadowings, there is plenty of room for Jasmine, 
whose dealings with men and with love are cleverly held in 
suspense almost to the last page.

It is here, by focussing all the individual and sometimes 
petty preoccupations of a multitude of beings—rich people, 
poor people, established people, potentates, adventurers, 
outsiders—under the strong light of a national emergency 
that Sir Gilbert Parker gets his most striking effects. 
On this ground the author is nothing if not realistic. 
He constructs. Of course, he does this wilfully. You 
sometimes hear the creaking of the machine, which is 
a pity. And yet it would bo too much to sav that 
the thing is over-constructed ; for to the end you are held 
wondering ; and in the all-important matter of the love 
story you cannot guess in the least what is going to happen. 
If we add that through sheer conscientiousness the story 
has been overloaded with detail—even the love letters are 
like political pamphlets—we have done with criticism. 
These little things are easily outbalanced by the certain 
qualities which make “ The Judgment Hous© ” in many 
respects a tour de force; and, indeed, not the least of these 
compensating touches will be found in a ripe idealism, 
which environs nearly all the characters and performs a 
much needed work. As Rudyard Byng declares, “ It’s 
little time for dreaming we get in these sodden days, but 
it’s only drcams that do the world’s work and our own 
work in tho end.” This “ dreaming ” then—at one moment 
the “ Cape to Cairo ” railway (“ the world’s work ”), at 
another tho mastery of a woman (“our own work”)— 
gives this novel a place worth noting among stories which 
unite under a compelling guise even the discrepant 
qualities of romance and drama.

MERELY PLAYERS.

SIR GILBERT PARKER’S 
NEW NOVEL.

Although Sir Gilbert Parker gives notice If
that his new book, “ The Judgment House,

(Published To-day.)
“The Judgment House.” By Gilbert', 

Parker. Methuen 6s. \
Sir Gilbert Parker’s position as a no-re-1 

hst is a peculiar one. He excited many , 
Of us in younger days by his real power! 
of Canadian romance He seemed to be 
an austere and outstanding figure, a man 
of fine vision and strength, if not of; 
minute insight. “The Judgment House”i 

| is the sort of book which will succeed just 
- as too many other “ big sellers ” succeed. I 
It is so very like the real thing; and £o| 
very far from it As a matter of fact, it is 
only made of cardboard, and the figures | 
are rather garishly painted. They are not 
people; they are marionettes whom Siri 
Gilbert has invented to act in his melo
drama.

To this has the creator of “Pierre and 
His People” come. He has written a 
story which in its coincidences surpasses 
even the cinema drama. Through it move 
figures which work out the plot first and 
their own nature afterwards. We may call 
it the Hall Caine element. There are some 
good but not really memorable descriptions' 
of scenery as it affects souls; say the 
Hichens element. As for the facts, they 
are these. A financier married a beautiful 
girl who for him jilted a diplomat. The 
financier degenerated, the girl grew rather 
hard (she was one of Nature's coquettes); 
her conduct gave the villain (a secretary) 
a chance to betray secrets to Kruger (Sir 
Gilbert, let us add, is commendably mild 
in his references to the Raid and the War). 
The diplomat re-won the girl’s love, but 
all sorts of events precluded a cataclysm 
so far as he was concerned. The villain 
was murdered (by one of those useful 
obscure poisons). The financier beat his 
half-breed servant very severely with a 
sjambok, and everyone went to South 
Africa, where, apparently, the battlefields 
and hospitals must have been Like a scene 
in a French farce: they have their exits 
and their entrances, dozens of them. A 
female dancer and some other financiers 
also run in and out from time to time. 
There is a certain simple power in many 
scenes. Sir Gilbert has the virtues of his 
defects. But no one oould read “The 
Judgment House” twice; and it provokes 
gome smiles eveta at the first attempt.

published to-day by Methuen (6s), “ is not 
in any sense an historical novel,” it is not easy I 
to read it without a thought that its pages hold 
a commentary on the history of our own time.
Dear to the heart of the romantic writers is the I 
idea of the significance of the centuries; to i* 
each of these arbitrary divisions of time they , 
attach certain attributes, and the coming and 
going of these cycles of years take almost 
mystic import at their hands.

Sir Gilbert Parker has opened his story with . 
a picture of English society at the hour of the 
Jameson Raid, and there are powerful passages 
in which he makes contrast between the self- 
centred, self-satisfied groups of fashionable 
London and the friends of Rudyard Byng, the 
South African millionaire, to whom, even in 
Park-lane, the sjambok seems the emblem of 
progress. Greatness being but a comparative 
term, this Byng is something of a Triton among 

, the minnows, or, at least, he is a Gulliver 
among the Lilliputians. Seen fairly, he is 

i indeed larger than his pockets, for his crude 
' passions and his selfish outlook are tempered 

by the vague idealism which, in banal phrase, 
he might have summed up as an “ all-red 
map.”

Time only can give us knowledge of the real 
size of such as he, but at the end of the nine
teenth century he was the one and only super
man standing in the open, and so thought 
Jasmine, the woman he took as wife. Largely 
the book is the story of their married life, and 
its beginning presages no happiness. He weds 
her as a simple man needing beauty and fine
ness, but she comes to him from her natural 
lover, Stafford, partly for his wealth, but more 
because she was the sort of girl who had grown 
up to say “we” when she spoke of England.

From the first, then, mey are unequally 
yoked. She has no knowledge that her 
pioneer of Empire thinks of his own home 
in the words of a “ little language,” whilst 
in his world of rough affairs there is no place 
for her. Jasmine blazes in society, and the 
husband is still the uncut thing which may 
be a diamond. Stafford, of course, returns the 
very type of an alluring man, always rising in 
his department of diplomacy, the perfect lover 
for an intrigue, but the woman has more 
partners than two when once she has wandered 
into the maze. A foreign ambassador and one 
Adrian Fellowes, a spy of the Transvaal 
Government, are others with whom she is in
volved, and if there is a suspicion of melo
drama in these matters it is, perhaps, rather 
because our fiction has of late taken a new 
tone than from any fault of the author.

Most of our writers of to-day avoid the 
“ bi" ” world, but between the Raid and the 
Boer War there certainly was a striving for 
longer sight, even at the expense of clearness 
of vision® Sir Gilbert Parker draws a correct 
picture of the temper of the time, and in 
the future history of thought and manners his 
book will be useful. Only in his choice of 
words for dialogue is he occasionally astran 
“meticulous,” we fancy, has come into 
fashion through Mr. Arnold Bennett and his 
critics, whilst “ cliche is one o the worst 
and most recent additions to our language.

Trifles apart, however, we must admire the 
„ which the author has performed the 
ha ri M of recalling the immediate 

Zast He has' buried the dead century with 
but little praise, scourging its ^YasJchap 
the ®nd.aT?idin?d?,e?f wir 411 England has 
tors IiaJudgment House, and 
been brought “ J™ Gilbert's story,
there, too, are the out but th(, finsiPams and penalties are me o{
verdict is not adverse, lor me bjs
and death have bee ■ • j rgcc," and
wife have a start for « g #

century.
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LONDON' AND THE VELD.

(PUBLISHED TO-DAY.)
The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker.

Methuen and Co. 6s.
In this novel Sir Gilbert Parker writes of the 

spiritual perils that confront those who live in 
great cities. Poor men feel the contrast between 
the free play that London gives to the mind 
and the ambitions and her starvation and con
tempt of the soul, and, realising the danger, 
find themselves almost reconciled to their 
porertv. To the rich it is the problem of all 
others, the more insistent because so many try 
to run swav from it, and it is among the very 
rich and those who associate with them that Sir 
Gilbert Parker finds the material for his novel. 
It opens with the Jameson Raid, at a time when 
London was beginning to become a city of 
pleasure for those who had great wealth and 
little sense of tradition or responsibility, and 
it closes with the turn of the tide in die war 
rhar. tested and perhaps saved the British Em
pire. South Africa is more a place of tragic 
memories than a land of promise. Those who 
speak of her do so in the manner of spectators 
at a play before the final curtain has been rung 
down; in spite of so much sacrifice, the lines of 
her destiny are still unsettled. It is not sur
prising, therefore, that this book, that takes its 
characters from the veld to London and back 
again to the>^d, sHbuld strike deep chords of 
feeling. In spite of the shifting scene, the 
characters never lose their identity, the unity of 
the work is never for a moment disturbed. In 
London the sights and sounds of the veld are 
still seen and heard, and in South Africa it is 
the passions and vanities engendered in London 
that are worked out to their grim but not un
hopeful conclusion.

There are three characters of outstanding 
importance in the book—Rudyard Byng, a South 
African millionaire; Jasmine, his wife; and Ian 
Stafford, a young diplomatist—all of whom pass

j through the ordeal of love and war. The por- 
। trait of Stafford—with his clean and clear ambi
tions. his patriotism, business-like in its scheme

I for the non-intervention of Europe during the 
Boer Mar, almost Quixotic in the way it drives

I him to fight and fall in South Africa, his cul
ture. his affection, his keen sense of honour— 
is remarkably well drawn, and it is pleasant to 
think that it has probably been taken from life, 

with his unsophisticated soul, strug- 
sling to escape from the meshes of London, is a 
living person, only one feels how much the por
traiture of such a man would have gained if its । 
creator had secured the co-operation of the Comic 
Spirit. It is that permeating sprite we miss in 
these pages, particularly in the lighter dialogue, . 
where there is an unmistakable lack of freshness 
and challenge. Jasmine is perhaps the most 
interesting of all three. A complex but not 
obscure character, she is gifted or cursed with 
a love of power that drives her to make a love- 
less marriage, and, once married, to win back 
the man whose love and respect she had lost. 
Of the minor characters, Krool, a Hottentot- 
Boer, valet to Byng, supplies the requisite 

। amount of villainy. One of the finest chapters 
' of the book is the meeting of Byng’s South Afri- 
j can millionaire partners, where Sir Gilbert । 

hows a Miltonic power in his characterisation of 
th* as-*mbled chiefs. They are all different, 
but they are all children of the veld:

’ To these men this was in one sense an alien country. 
Through the dulled noise* of London there came to 
their ears the click of the wheels of a cape-wagon, the 

of the Kaffir’s whip, the creak of the diMelboom, 
ibey followed the spoor of a company of elephants 
in the East conn try. they watched through the Novem-

' Mr mist the blesbok flying across the veld, a herd of 
! quaggaa taking cover with the rheebok, or a cloud 

t . “litlb® M to derartat® the green 
the moky imell of London there came 

to teem the Kent of the wattle, the stinging odour 
of ten thomand cattle, the reek of a native kraal, the 
'z? of orange p-orea, the aromatic air
v J. k*1'" Wlti> •'”> *>reath of a thoueand wild
J ..Th,,?“?h. "to dnxd. of the autumn rain the, 
heard the wild thunderbolt tear the trees from earthly 
mooring. In their e,e» wu the limd lightning that 

, searched in spasms of anger for ita prey, while there 
1 awept over the brown, aching reld the flood which

the rivers seas, and 
ploughed fresh channels through the soil. The luxury 
of this room, with its shiny mahogany tables, its 
tapestried walls, its rare fire-place and massive over
mantel brought from Italy, its exquisite stained-glass 
windows, was onlv part of a play they were acting; it 
was not their real life.

It is unnecessary to speak of Sir Gilbert 
Parker’s finished craftsmanship. Ho knows how

spell of the British Empire. Sir Gilbert and Mr. 
Wells are opposite as the poles in political 
thought, and there is in this book nothing of the 
intellectual scorn that strides the blast of Mf. 
Wells’s imagination, but rather a pride in what 
has been done and a pity for the failures of 
human endeavour. Yet both have the imagina
tive insight and the contempt for the little mind 
that go to make the true Imperialist.

to tell a story; he is a mdster in the scienceeof 
surprise; and he can, when necessary, whip up 

= his narrative to swift dramatic pace, as. for 
? instance, in the scene where Byng gives Krool 

1 the benefit of the sjambok in the presence of his
i partners. And one thing more remains to be

said. Sir Gilbert Parker, like another English 
novelist of to-day, makes his readers feel the

NOVELS OF THE WEEK.

SIR GILBERT PARKER’S “THE 
JUDGMENT HOUSE.”

(PUBLISHED TO-DAY.)
Sir Gilbert Parker, in “The Judgment House " 

(Methuen, 6s.), has framed the largest canvas, 
the most important work, he has yet done. He 
has chosen for its background the period of 
strain which culminated in the South African 
war, and he presents that period neither from 
the military nor from the popularly patriotic 
point of view, but rather as the causes of the 
struggle may have presented themselves to the 
Uitlanders on whose behalf the war was begun. 
He makes no bones about the Raid ; he endorses 
the verdict that Jameson upset the apple-cart; 
and he neither glorifies nor even whitewashes 
those who conspired with “the Doctor.” But 
a strong sense that what was done had to be 
done, and was well done, runs through the open
ing chapters, which recount the incidents at the 
time of the first outbreak against Krugerism, 
and through the closing descriptions of the days 
when battle was joined. The story is not, how
ever, in any sense a historical novel, nor are 
the characters in it portraits. These incidents 
and surroundings are chosen chiefly to throw 
into relief the drama of the principal characters, 
which is that evoked by the marriage of a 
woman to the man she admired rather than to 
the man she loved. The man who was admired 
was Rudyard Byng, millionaire, strong man, 
and not very highly polished diamond. The man 
who was loved was Ian Stafford, keen, hand
some, intellectual, but with his success in the 
diplomatic service still to be made. He is jilted 
because the other man appears to offer more 
possibilities to a woman, who, like Jasmine Gren- 
fel, was ambitious and as clever as she was 
beautiful. Tragedy fell on the three lives when 
the man who had done things appeared to be 
content to rest on the laurels of his career after 
his marriage had crowned them, while the dis
carded rival was stung by betrayal into maki’^j 
the success in diplomacy which had been fl 
pected of him. It is the Judgment Seat of g 
and death and disillusionment that all thre fl 
to purge themselves of their weaknesses ■ 
their failures. This is but an inadequate oi fl 
of a drama in which there are many subord I 
but contributory characters, and in whic’ I 
Gilbert Parker has infused all the powei fl 
sincerity which lie behind his pen.

SDGMENT HOUSE.
IETHUEN. 6s.)
lething of a disappointment to find 

that Sir Gilbert Parker’s new novel is not concerned 
with Canada, for the best of his stories are those in 
which the sotting is the West. Few romancers can 
compete with him on his own ground, but there are 
many who can give or have given us tales concerning 
South African magnates and the trials and troubles 
of the war time, and therefore it is perhaps that we 
ar© less charmed than wo had hoped to be by this 
novel from th© pen of one who has so often charmed 
usl It is quite a good story that Sir Gilbert has to 
tell, but it is on© on somewhat conventionalised lines. 
We have th© strong, successful man, th© man of 
millions early acquired, and w© hav© the young lady 
who, for the sake of th© power those millions give, 
throws over the man whom she loves, th© promis
ing diplomatist with a career to make, and we hav© 
th© consequent imbroglio when power is found a dis
appointing substitute for passion. That, however, 
is but an indication of th© main threads of the story; 
with them are interwoven many other threads as 
in ordinary life, and some of them ar© fol
lowed with an interest almost as close as 
is that which is claimed by Jasmin©, her 
husband, Rudyard Byng, and her lover, Ian 
Stafford. Almost from their first appearance on 
the scene, for example, wo feel that Adrian Fellowes 
and Byng’s half-caste valet, Krool, have sinister 
parts to play in th© development of the tragedy, 
while from th© opening chapter, wherein we see 
the singer, Al’mah, achieve her first triumpn at 
Covcnt Garden, we realise that she is to be some
thing of a tragic figure before th© close. Ian and 
Jasmin© are in effect engaged when th© story opens, 
at th© tim© of th© Jameson Raid, but Jasmine accepts 
th© proposal of th© strong and devoted Rudyard 
Byng, and thus becomes th© wife of on© of the 
most powerful of a group of South African mag
nates, fo lan goes abroad to win rapid famo in 
diplomatic circles. The second book opens thre© 
years later, when Ian returns on th© eve of th© war, 
and begins by picking up a newsboy proteg6, who 
duly takes his place on th© fring© of th© company 
assembled at th© Byngs’ Welsh castle. Adrian 
Fellow©^ has become Rudyard Byng’s secretary and 
factotum, Al’mah is brought to th© castle to sing 
to the distinguished party gathered there, and Ian 
Stafford, somewhat against his will, forms one of 
th© company. A young doctor shows a poisoned 
needle, and explains how easy it would be to kill 
anyone with it without there being any likelihood 
of th© cause of death being discoverable, and th© 
seen© in which h© does so duly has its sequel, leav
ing a Wilkie Collins-like mystery to puzzle the 
reader—Who used th© needle?

JASMINE.
Th© author has mad© a careful study of fascinat

ing but somewhat weak womanhood in Jasmine, 
who, having achieved her ambition, is hurt at th© 
way in which her old lover has accepted the situa
tion, and who sots out on th© dangerous path of 
socking to re-establish her i>ower over him. Sh© 
docs it all too effectually, and Ian proposes to sacri
fice his career to her—to go away with her and 
start afresh, or to leave her and join an expedition 
to tho Antarctic. He concludes the letter in which 
h ' puts the alternatives by saying that ho will call 
th© next morning for her reply. Then comes a 
finely-dramatic situation, when, instead of meet
ing Jasmine, ho moots her husband, who puts a 
letter in his hand, with th© words, “ I want you 
to read it, and when you hav© read it I want you to 

me what you think of tho man who wrote it.” 
Then comes uie tragic episode foreshadowed by the 
poisoned needle and th© mysterious problem it seta 
up.

Bi tho fourth and last book th© scone shifts to 
oouth Africa and tho long tragedy of th© war. * Cir
cumstances take tho various chief people of the 
rtery out to th© war, and there in now circumstances 

o characters arc further shown, some of the people 
meeting with death and others maaing a fresh start 

tho time of trial. It is a very full story that 
Parkcr>s given us, full of character 

essentially it is a hackneyed 
v V ^a9 rhOTcn hc has ^^d ik in a 

first to absorbs the reader's attention from



61( t ISIR GILBERTPARKER’S NEW NOVEL.
Criticism by the Odious 

Method of Comparison.

By SIDNEY DARK.
" The Judgment House." By Gilbert Parker. 

(Mothubn. 6s.)" The Morning e War.” By O. E. Montague.
. (Methuen. 6s.)

[PUBLISHED TO DAY.]
Sir Gilbert Parker’s new novel, “The 

Judgment House,” is in many respects the 
best thing he has done. He remains, hap
pily, an accomplished story-teller. His 
novel is chock-full of situations. It has 
movement and colour and thrills. But it 
has something more. The publishers in the 
cover summary (the issue of which is on 
the whole a moot unholy custom) state that 
*' The Judgment House A shows Sir Gilbert’s 
“ knowledge of the human heart, and of'all 
those tragedies and comedies of existence 
which lie beneath the surface of experi
ence.” The words are the words of hyper
bole and ungracious English, but the state
ment is justified, for Sir Gilbert’s charac
ters are real men and women, the passions 
are real, the hopes and the disappointments 
and the sins are all real.

Two men and a woman are the pro
tagonists of the story. The South African 
war is its atmosphere, and more, for the 
war plays in the drama the great role of 
fate m whose hands we are all mere clay 
to mould and bake—and break.

The tale begins dramatically in a box at 
the opera, Jasmine Grenfel listening with 
Rudyard Byng, the South African million- • 
aire, and Ian Stafford, the exquisite (I use 
the adjective in its fine sense), keen-witted | 
Foreign Office official, to the wondrous 
singing of the famous diva, Al’mah.

After the Raid.
Jasmine is practically engaged to Staf

ford, but she marries Byng, and Stafford is 
sent abroad on a diplomatic mission. That 
is just after the Raid. They meet again in 
the days immediately before the war.

It is the woman who matters most in the 
development of the intrigue. It is always 
the woman that matters most. And Sir 
Gilbert’s revelation of the character of 
Jasmine is splendidly complete and deft. 
He tells us all, but he tells us all gradually, 
dramatically, and suggestively. At the be
ginning we see her a clever, self-reliant girl 
of twenty-two*—
" Full of dangerous coquetry he knew her 

to be—she had been so from a child; and 
though this was culpable in a way, he and 
most others had made more than due allow
ance, because mother-care and loving sur
veillance had been withdrawn so soon. For 
years she had been the spoiled darling of 
her father and brothers until her father 
married again; and then it had been too 
late to control her. The wonder was that 
she had turned out so well, that she had 
been so studious, so determined, so capable.

“ Was it because ene had unusual brain 
and insight into human nature, and had 
been wise and practical enough to see that 
there was a point where restraint must be 
applied, and so had kept herself free from 
blame or deserved opprobrium, if not en
tirely from criticism ? In the day when 
girls were not in the present sense emanci
pated, she had the savoir fairs and the 
poise of a married woman of thirty. Yet 
she was delicate, fresh, and flower-like, and 
very amusing, in a way which delighted 
men; and she did not antagonise women.”

“ Her vitality, her own sense of power, 
seemed almost incongruous. She was so 
delicately made, so much the dresden-china 
shepherdess, that intensity seemed out of 
relation to her nature. Yet the tiny hands 
playing before her with natural gestures 
like those of a child had, too, a decision 
and a firmness in keeping with the per
fectly modelled head and the courageous 
poise of the body. There was something 
regnant in her, while, too, there was some
thing sumptuous and sensuous and physi
cally thrilling to the senses.”

The Woman.
8 strong, straight

- tiie'h" of all!
there was a °I ,n which = 
held her $

*2?*® w’th a11 ber wilw to win 
City Sh. L'“fin h‘5 for 8
V? S“s wheedles a foreign Ambassa-

v aide him in bringing off K* & v ”up that EnglaiSK 
of European war while she is fight- 

Boers, and at last love for her 
masters the man, and sweeps away all 
scruples and traditions. He writes to her , 
to te 11 her there is only one thing to do. 

^Urrlnsi “i1116 Wltb me away—away to start Hie afresh somewhere, somehohr.”
Ian is a fine man, and his'love is fine, and 

i the novelist exactly understands what love 
, means to such a man:—

Peace, Jasmine, it is that we cry for 
pray for, adjure the heavens for in the end' 
And “ • ® vast’ P^ionata love of mine 
is the strife of the soul for peace, for frui
tion.

Poor Stuff.
But Jasmine is not made of his stuff. He 

i goes to her house for his answer, to learn 
that he is not the only lover, and that she 
has intrigued with a worthless tame cat, 
whom she has made her husband’s secre
tary, and with bitter irony Byng chooses 
Ian to drive away the lover, and to assure 
Jasmine that her husband is convinced of 
her innocence I The scene between the man 
and woman is done veiy powerfully. Ian 
knows it is the end for him. “ Nothing can 
set things right between you and me, Jas
mine—but there’s Rudyard, you must help 
him through.” It is the only thing left for 
her to do. She cannot stand beside any real 
man and really hold his hand. The best 
that is left for her is to make things toler
able for the man whom she has married, 
and who does not know her, and can never 
understand.

Fellowes, the tame cat, is killed (a rather 
unnecessary and melodramatic incident), 
and the scene shifts to South Africa. Byng 
goes out to command a corps of irregulars. 
Stafford rejoins his artillery regiment. Jas
mine fits .out a hospital ship. Even the 

। singer, Al’mah, becomes a military nurse, 
and peace comes to them all. Stafford is 

, killed, and Byng and his wife are left to
gether with life before them still. Sir 
Gilbert Parker is too experienced a story- 

j teller to finish with an unhappy ending. 
But here, as in some of the incidents and 
over-elaborations, he is untrue to his art 
and his understanding, for no man can ever 
have from Jasmine anything but heartaches 
and disappointment.

Boor Servant.
The subsidiary characters are all admir

ably drawn, particularly Byng’s half-caste 
Boer servant, Krool, and altogether the 
book is a very considerable achievement.

The Boer war still dominates English 
life and thought, and men may be estimated 
by their judgment of it. Sir Gilbert’s view 
is, of course, the view of the Imperialist.

“ To all who wrought in the war a change 
of some sort had come. Those who emerged 
from it to return to England or her fax 
Dominions, or to stay in the land of the 
veldt, of the kranz and the kloof and the 
spruit, were never the same again. Some
thing came which, to a degree, trans
formed them, as the salts of the water and 
the air permeate the skin and give the 
blood new life. None escaped the salt of 
the air of conflict.”

But in another place comes the natural 
doubt. Ian is talking to Al’mah
“‘This is grand opera.’ she said. ‘It is 

the Nibelungan Rum of England.’
‘•‘To end in the Twilight of the Gods?,, 

he rejoined with a hopeless kind of smile.
The war fills one whole chapter in Mr. 

C. E. Montague's "The Morning s War. 
dragged in by the heels to expose the vul
garity of a bookmaker patriot and the fine 
manliness of the father of two soldiers who 
defends the character of the Boer fighting 
mao. Sir Gilbert, when he thinks erf South 

Africa, remembers the fighting aS?* the' 
noble, strong mon, who would r.u_e like a 
fod, bear the face of a god. whom u god । 
oved so well.” Mr. Mon‘ .

the war, and remembers loud,-;
tongued few ffor they were not many) who i 

=never wearied of kilting Kruger with their mouths.
Mr. Montague is a distinguished writer 

on the staff of the “ Manchester Guardian,” 
a type of the super-refined, precious Liberal 
who lives in a book-lined study, with inter
vals of excursions to the top of high bilk, [ 
who talks of the people, but has never I 
met them, who attempts to ignore the 
realities and reads the ” Westminster Gazette.”

His novel is beautifully written. It has a 
gentle humour. It meanders soothingly 
along. It is all white paint and leather- 
backed volumes. Its descriptions are! 
perfect. It is fine writing, and when at the 
end the hero, despite the fact that he is the 
son of a priest who has been false .to his 
vows, is left to marry the dainty Roman 
Catholic heroine, we are glad, though I. for 
my part, trust that I may never meet either 
of them, for they are not made of the 
coarse, rough flesh and blood I know and love.

Sir Gilbert Parker as a writer has not 
Mr Montagues finesse and distinction. 
But his book has an infinitely greater grip, 
because hie characters are blunt, blatant 
men and women.

Why is it that Liberalism can find no I 
baiting place between the four-ale bar and 
the rooms of a hypersensitive oelibate J don?j don?

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.’’

The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker (Methuen.) 6s.
The Boer war is too near and yet too far 

to be a very popular subject for fiction in this 
year of grace, but Sir Gilbert does not give us 
overmuch of it. Most of the story concerns 
England at the Jameson Raid time, and much 
of the interest centres itself in the character 
of one woman. Jasmine is a more real young 
person than many of her sex will readily 
acknowledge. Capable of the great romance, 
she still can weigh it in the balance against 
the possession of millions and find it wanting. 
She can even stoop to a casual amour, for dis
traction, with a man whom she despises. 
There is no attempt to justify Jasmine ; no one 
contends that she is “ pure in the sight of 
heaven ” ; neither is she made out a wanton. 
She is just herself, a woman with much good 
and evil in her. The scene where her true 
lover, whom she has thrown over for her r.ch 
husband, discovers her double faithlessness, 
but clears her reputation in her husband’s 
eves, has something of the real drama in it. 
The African scenes are brilliantly imagined, 
too, and brilliantly described. Feminists will 
want Sir Gilbert’s blood. The paragraph on 
women at the end of page 238, the description 
of them on page 360—ware bombs, too candid 
author ! It is true that, in neither case, is 
the author speaking in proper person; but 
there is an air of conviction about the horrid 
sentiments, and they are put in the mouths 
of two of the most popular people m the book.
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THE JUDCMEST HOUSE, by Gilbert
Parker. London. Methuen and Co., ba. -------  

By K B. Marriott Watson.
The reason of Sir Gilbert Parker’s popu- 

Untv as a novelist both in America and in 
ths country is fairly manifest: he tells an 
interesting story, and he makes an emotional 
appeal. This combination should suffice to 
establish'* vogue for any writer—in degrees 
varying with the Itevel of his style. Sir 
Gilbert has an excellent, picturesque and 
literary style which he uses with great 
skill. Hence it may be that his vogue will 
never match |hat of other less gifted writers 
—shall I suggest Mr. Hall Caine? But at, 
anv rate there ought to be for him the . 
great satisfaction of having pursued his own 
lines and worked out his own destiny. Mr. 
Caine writes mere melodramatic fustian; 
Sir Gilbert Parker writes conscientiously, 
and if his work is occasionally tinged with 
melodrama it is always drama that we can 
believe in, and never drama that affronts 
our intelligence.
* Linked Sweetness."

Sir Gilbert seems to have been affected 
by the fashion for prolonged stories 
of “linked sweetness long drawn out.” 
That habit has recurred after being buried 
with the great Victorians. But now that 
echo of Victorianism, Mr. de ^Morgan, has 
revived it. and Mr. Bennett, Sir Gilbert, and 
Mr. Wells............and many others, have 
fallen under the old tyranny. Is it tyranny 
or liberty? These novelists may say that 
they olaim room to move in. Well, let us 
hark back then at once for the spacious 
days of “Clarissa.” Across the Channel 
there is already a novel in ten volumes! 
However, this is to shirk the real issue, 
which concerns the literary and dramatic 
merits of “The Judgment House.”

One feels at once pulled up by the word 
••dramatic.” There is drama here— 
essential drama of a moving kind, and one 
can shut one’s eyes and see it all on the 
stage. Some day we shall probably have 
to open our eyes and see it there. Two 
men and a woman is the theme; indeed it 
is nearly three men. The trouble about 
Jasmine is that we don’t really get a grip 
of her, nor, to be frank, does her husband 
seem to do so, nor even the man she loved. 
Sir Gilbert does not define his characters 
clearly; he is content to indicate them more 
or less picturesquely, sometimes shadowily. 
Al-mah is a type, the type of an ideal opera 
ringer in whom are rendered the aspiration 
and tragedy of an art. Rudyard Byng, the 
South African millionaire (but why Rud
yard?) shows no reason why he should be a 
millionaire at 33. unless it were mere luck.
An Old Mint

. Stafford, though clearer, does not 
•rme from a r-ew mint; he is quite an old 
familiar friend. There is a good deal, 
moreover, that is stagey in the plot. There 
is Krool, the half-caste Hottentot, a crafty 
spy. worthy of drawing-room melodrama. 
And there is Adrian Fellows, meet for the 
same boards. Once more, in the last book all 
the dramatis personae migrate to the veldt i 
where the rifles of Briton and Boer are 
echoing. This calls to mind the conven
tional procedure of the third act. The in- 
tereet of “ The Judgment Housa^ lies in its 
flow of emotional incident. The current 
takes us along forthright through crises, 
turgid feelings and dramatic denouements.
It may not all be very true to life, but it is | 
arrwiog, and that is its strength. It is not 
easy to find the conclusion satisfying, and 
we are left more doubtful than ever as 
to the psychology of Jasmine. But it is 
abundantly full of thrill, and suggests the 
•ote of emotion in every page. So long as 
Sir Gilbert writes on this conscientious level 
•olocg will be be denied the universal 
*PP*ial of—weH, of some other?. But bis 
vogue is considerable, and I think he will 
be content with it. I hope it was not Mr. 
de Morgan’s influence that was responsible 
for the uoeseenual Cockney interlace.

AN ECHO FROM THE
VELD.

Sir Gilbert Parker’s New Book.
(PublishedTo-day.)

It is very strange, turning over these 
pages, to hew again the cries of a time 
that seems already’ so very long ago. “It’s 
the British, kids "at can’t be taught in 
their mother-tongue, and the men who . 
pay all the taxes and can’t become citi
zens. It’s the justice you can only buy : 

, it’s the foot of Kruger on the necks of the , 
subjects of ’his ^uzerain: it’s eating dirt

I as Englishmen hpve never had to eat it 
I anywhere in the range of the Seven Seas.

So. in the old, forgotten, unhappy jargon 
talks the hero—or one of the heroes—of 
Sir Gilbert Parker’s new book. There are 
plenty of passages like it—passages begin
ning ‘Tor England, for the Empire,’* or 
words to that effect, recalling almost in
voluntarily Mr. Belloc’s murderous 
parody, “ The slight touch of fever, the 
British flag in the morning.’* It is in- 

Inocuously. almost naively, done. “Not 
' even the La&totVs paean’ in the organ of 
the aristocrat and upper middle class,” 
writes the author, with sublime and ap
parently quite unconscious irony, “could 
evoke any outburst of feeling” over the 
Jameson Raid. No. It was only an out
burst of laughter that the sorrows of the 
“girls in the gold reef city” evoked—at 
any rate, as sung by Mr. Austin. Never
theless, the atmosphere of the time is ex
cellently, even wonderfully, reproduced. 
Sir Gilbert, of course, is frankly on the 
side of the mineowners. He finds it quite 
natural that a group of cosmopolitan ad
venturers—including in their number 
men like Clifford Melville, “whose name 
was originally Joseph Sobieski, with 
habitat Poland^—should arrogate to them
selves the rights of government. “ If we 
have secret meetings and intentions which 
we don’t make public,” says Rudyard 
Byng, the hero already quoted, a sort of 
Rhodes in petto,

it is only what governments them
selves have: and we keep them quiet to 
prevent anyone taking advantage of us: 
but our actions are justifiable.

It is not a theory which rings even plausi
bly in these days, when these eame mag
nates are occupied now not in crushing 
“Oom Paul” but in forcibly persuading 
the miner that to grant a Saturday half- 
hoUday to a worker who is going to die 
of phthisis at the end of three years is 
a horrible waste of time.

Politics apart, the story has the swing 
and vigour which one is accustomed to in 
Sir Gilbert Parker’s romances: and once 
taken up it is not easily put down. If it ‘ 
is not quite oW a level with his best, it is 

| because there is a fundamental weakness 
in his central character. The story 
turns on a cleverly conceived and 
quite well executed contrast between the 
polished diplomat, ’Ian Stafford, and the 
rough adventurer and financier, Byng: 
both appealing in their different ways 
to the heroine, Jasmine Grenfel. We be- 

llieve up to a point in Stafford; we believe 
I very heartily in Byng, an admirable char
acter study; but we do not entirely believe 
in Jasmine. She is meant to be a creature

I compact of impulse and overpowering emo- 
I tiona, which sweep her away, and explain 
I and excuse what in a commoner woman 
I would be inexplicable and inexcusable. 

But the impulses ana emotions are too 
carefully and coldly explained: they are 

' not, as the philosophers say, immanent in
Sir.Gilbert’s creation: they are added to 
her. as one would dress a doll: and this 
leaves the novel as a whole rather like a 
watch with a broken spring. It does not 
quite “come off." However, there is so 
much good work in it that it would be 
ungracious to criticise it too severely. The 

’ study of the half-caste Krool in itself 
justifies the book. But to readers who 
like a good story well told " The Judgment 
House" will not need justification.

J. S. H.

"The Judgment House": by Gilbert 
Parker. Methuen and Co., fc.

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.’’*

Not for years has Sir Gilbert ( 
Sir Gilbert Parker given us anything like I 

Parker's so masterly and broadly-planned 
Contrasts of a novel as “The Judgment! 
London and House.” It is, perhaps, the first 
the Veld, instance in which he has suc

cessfully done without a Cana- 
dian setting. Imperialistic in more senses । 
than one is this latest story of his which opens , 
with the fiasco cf the Jameson Raid and J 
carries us back through the varying phases of • 
the Boer War. Here we have London as the | 
siren city, the stimulus of ambition but The 
wrecker of spiritual possibilities, and such 
broad spaces as those of South Africa, amidst 
which body and soul alike can find discipline, 
vividly and persuasively contrasted. Against 
the muddled politics, the furtive diplomacy, the 
tortuous finance, the enervating luxury and 
pleasure-hunting of “ Thamesfontein,” as its 
fashionable folk know it, are set in relief the 
austerities, the bracing conditions, the un- 

I artificiality of Jie life of the pioneer. Such a 
contrast calls for and obtains treatment on 
the big scale. There is a thoroughness al out 
the author’s survey, a unity of impression con
veyed despite the shifting of his scenes be
tween the veld and the capital of the Empire, 
a sense of responsibility as well as of propor
tion evident in 'his handling of even the 
smallest details of his design which lift his 
book far above the common ruck of fiction.
His is serious, at times almost too serious, art.

It is with tlie influence of London on> its 
richer classes, as I have hinted already,Tthat 
Sir Gilbert Parker concerns himself, especially 
on the newly-made rich, the owners of fortunes 
made in commerce, to which she seems to 
offer new worlds for oipnquest. The novelist’s 
heroine, grand-daughter of such a man, has 
been brought up in the doctrine that money 
is power, and she succumbs to her environ
ment when she throws over the rising young 
diplomatist she loves' to marry a millionaire, 
with whose wealth £he counts on gratifying 
her social ambitions. The tragedy or her sac
rifice of the spiritual .and passionate sida of 
her nature to materialistic considerations pro
vides one of the,chief elements of the tide. 
But it is the effects of a life of self-indulgence 
such as money cun buy on her millionaire-hus
band which Sir Gilbert Parker is at most
pains to illustrate. Not only do Rudyard 
Byng’s muscles grow flabby and hie features 
coarsen while lie shares in the feverish excite- 

his wife’s social set, and seconds her 
f to eminence, his nerve also

I ails him, and at the crisis of their relat'on- 
_ nP has no longer at his command the 

I w*^ that have served him so well
in Uis financial career. Hence io him, as to

* 4k- \°n lar8€» so the novelist would have 
w,, ink’ toe outbreak of the South African 

A trumpet call, a summons to 
Sir ru ^^'E^traint and recovery. It is 

bert Parker’s view that England 
of hil tois time, and in the cases
his Chltf ch™te>-s—Byng himself,
Ian Jasmine, and her fastidious lover,
ghow^^e ‘°W3 th° Pur8° at work- 
egotism^ a overcoming their different 
dutv a^d a?,d ^ponding to the demands of 

y «nd self-sacrifice.



k”* doub!
UIL? theatrical about the( development of the Mthor., lot if

| his opera singer. Al’mah’. murder of a false 
lover, a villam. named Fellowes who combines 

' the rile, of Ubertine and spy; the march of 
events is in strict accord with the potentiali
ties of character. Nor is there anything cheap 
or chauvinistic about the spirit m, w&h Sir 
Gilbert Parker has approached a momentous 
chapter in the history of the empire. A fer
vent patriotism breathes through his every 
page, but it is a patriotism that detests bom- 
bast and is made up of self-restraint. And so 
his story can be read without that sense of dis
comfort which too much so-called, patriotic 
literature of our time is apt to produce. For 
this is a novelist who writes with conscience 
and good taste as well as with power.

But if Londdn has a curious fascination for 
men of Rudyard Byng’s stamp, her lure after 
all only affecWtheir senses and they can 
always be saved, as he was, bv' a more potent 
charm. Acting along with he claims of pat
riotism came to him the call of the veld, the 
scent of the karoo. No one, we are assured, 
who has lived long in South Africa is proof 
against those influences. Neither Byng nor 
his brother-magnates could resist them. 
Some of Sir Gilbert Parker’s most picturesque 
chapters are those which describe^ the 
characters and ConveryaiK^r of ih^ £rolp of 
Rand financiers among whom his hero is sup
posed tb take the lead. They are of all types 
and nationalities; rogues and coward® are 
among them as well as men of genius and 
strong purpose. Though thev have roughed it 
in South Africa they are eager enough to enjoy 
the comforts of London. And yet, ns the 
novelist .points out when telling of one of their 
business meetings, they are not really at (home 
there:

To these men this was In one sense an alien 
country. Through the dulled noises of London 
there came to their ears the click of the whee*s 
of a cape-wagon, the crack of the kaffir's whip, 
the creak of the dlsselbcom. They followed th* 
spoor- of a company of elephants in the east coun
try, they watched through the November mist the 
b’esbok flying across the veld, a herd of quaggas 
taking cover with the rheebok, or a cloud of 
locusts sailing out of the sun to devastate the 
green lands. Through the smoky smell of London 
there came to them the scent of the wattle, tho 
stinging odour of ten thousand cattle,- the reek of 
a native kraal, the sharp sweetness of orange 
groves, the aromatic air of th 3 karoo, laden with 
the breath of a thousand wild herbs. Through tho 1 
drizzle of the autumn rain they heard the will 
thunderbolt tear the trees from earthly moorings , 
In their eyes was the livid lightning that searched 
in spasms of anger for Its prey while there swept 
over the brown aching veld the flood which filled 
the spruits, which made the riyer$ 'seas, and 
ploughed fresh channels through the' soil. The 
luxury of this room, with its shiny, mahogany 
tables, its tapestried walls, its rare fireplace and 
massive overmantel brought from Italy, its exqui
site stained-glass windows, was only part of a play 
they were acting; it was not their real life.
It 1® just this local patriotism or passion—call 
it what you will—which linking as it does the 
English Afrikanders with their Boer fellow
citizens, constitutes one of the most hopeful 
features of South Africa’s future.

A Dramatic 
Story of the 

Boer War.

euch men as

Sir Gilbert Parker, it will be 
gathered, writes of the Cape as 
if it and not Canada had been 
his birthplace ; he sees it ima
ginatively out of the eyes of 

his Rudyard Bvng. Whether he
has got the Boer War in the right perspective 
must be left for readers of ten or twenty years 
hence to decide. We are far too near events 
to be sure we can give them their correct 
values. The extent of the Dutch conspiracy, 
the grievances of the Outlanders, the wisdom 
of our diplomacy, the inevitability of war— 
all these factors which thn novelist accepts as 
standing in no need of demonstration will have 
to be tested some day by the historian. But if 
Sir Gilbert Parker has been rather audacious 
in his enterprise he has tried to ue fair, and, as 

11 have pointed cut above, he has not idealised 
[ the Rand millionaires in the fancy sketches he 
'makes of Byng’s business colleagues.

Probably the story would have been even 
better than it is if the author had not felt so 
acutely the responsibilities of his task, if he 
ibid allowed himself more frequent excursions 
into comedy. His leading characters are al
lowed to take themselves and one another 
much too seriously, and none of them have 
very much of a sense of humour. Had she 
had that, gift the heroine would never have 

। solemnly weighed her husband’s speech about 
1 her, “ If you had lived a thousand years ago 
you would have had a thousand lovers,” and 
found an excuse in his words for her own 
frailty. Both she and the diplomatist she jilts 
are credited with wit, and vivacity in repartee, 
but the examples we are offered of their efforts 

i in this kind are rather laboured. Not so was 
the dialogue of “Mrs. Falchion.” Politics has 

| taken, its to’.l off Sir Gilbert Parker and the 
I wonder only is that its appropriations should 
have left him still so rich.

For all his old dramatic power remains un
abated, and he has more than one situation in 

"this book which would make the fortunes of 
any play. Thrilling as is the scene in which 
Byng surprises his colleagues a** they are talk- 

I ing scandal of his wife, disturbing as is the 
episode in which he uses the sjambok, I think 
the biggest moment becau-^e the biggest sur
prise of the tale is that in which Inn Stafford 
is made by Jasmine’s husband to read what 
he supposes to be his own love-letter to her, I 
but turns out to be another man’s, and so

n

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE.
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.)

Used though I am, more particularly in novels, to those 
, who do, or talk of doing, Big Things, I have never before 
, met so large and mixed a company devoted to this vocation. 
There is no doubt, of course, that the class of which Sir 

j Gilbert Parker writes in The Judgment House (Methuen) 
; did much, if not most, of the bringing about and carrying 
I through of the Boer War, but I cannot think that the 
I Magnates of- the Rand or the Officials of Diplomacy set 
I about the business in quite the large, direct and melo- 
I dramatic spirit of Rudyard Bing and Ian Stafford. They 
I must have given some thought to details; some trifles must 
1 have obtruded themselves upon their notice, causing them 
to show7 impatience or irritability, to laugh or at least smile; 
even at such a crisis the tension of the situation and the 

i facial muscles of those who conducted it must have relaxed 
a little once or twice in a period of some years. On this 
part of the affair I speak without authority, not knowing 
by the light of nature, nor having been told with any exact
ness in the book, how .— 
Magnates are created or 
of what Diplomacy (always 
with a big, big D) consists. 
The social and criminal 
elements of the story are, 
however, open to the criti
cism of the man in the 
street. As to the former, I 
would arguethat the smart 
and plutocratic set of 
London is herein credited 
with a brilliance and; 
breadth of mind not its] 
own ; as to the latter, that 
tho murder of Adrian 
1’cllou'cs cast too long a 
shadow before it. And 
when it did come the 
identity of the agent was 
not difficult to guess, 
though much mystery was I - - -■ — —■------
made of it. But the important thing for his many 
admirers is that Sir Gilbert has written another novel; । 
and nothing that I have said can alter that fact. At the J 
worst, I shall only expect a few of them to agree with me 
that, while his book is by no means wanting in wit, it would I 
have been much better for a touch or two of humour.

FICTION.
The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker. 

(Methuen & Co.)
Pitiful is the only word, we think, 

which will adequately express our opinion 
of this book. Sir Gilbert Parker recog
nizes as well as any one—he reveals that 
much to us—what is dross and what is 
pure metal in the world’s alchemy. He 
concerns himself, however, almost wholly 
with so depicting the dross that it may 
be mistaken by the reader for the metal 
that lies beneath it. When, in spite of 
all he can do, it is obvious to the meanest 
intelligence that his chief characters are 
not true metal, he suggests that Pro
vidence has practically invented war as 
a refining process. No doubt there is still 
a large public for this sort of stuff—the 

1 author causes one of his characters to 
exclaim, “ How people adore illusions ! ”— 
but we believe it is diminishing, and that 
to coming generations the idea of throw
ing humanity—dross and true metal 
together—into the melting-pot of war 
will appear both disastrous and absurd.

To come to the story itself—Sir Gilbert 
Parker essays to enlist our sympathies 
for South African high finance, and to 
stir our pulses once again by a tele of 
the Boer War. It is unfortunate that 
his story had barely finished its serial 
course in Harper’s Magazine before the 
world received fresh evidence that the 
lives and treasure so freely poured out 
had not secured the ostensible object of 

' the sacrifice—internal peace between those 
j who govern (whether Boer or British) and 
1 the governed. Within the first fifty pages 

we are introduced to a group of mining 
magnates, and recognize that there is but 
a small amount of good metal in the 
company. Even the hero has little more 
to recommend him than has Jack Fro
bisher in Mr. Sutro’s ‘ Walls of Jericho 
_a character of which he reminds us.

It is not long before backstairs influ
ence on the part of the women-folk makes 
itself felt; and vainly does Sir Gilbert 
Parker attempt to sweeten his tale by 
introducing SimWike episodes, such as 
that of the newsboy who is run over, 
“Stickiness” is all that is achieved by 
this and other like devices

Nevertheless, there are fine passages— 
nassages in which the author puts his 

upon the canker of our present 
stage of civilization .

“The very convention of making light of

htdbU^le™6^ if their house had 
been acquaintances had been

fewer, if. • • • jWe confess that the extravagances and 

armfto the exclusion of the working out 

°f Phe. nta^lv and our thinking, wrong- 

^have almady said, it seems to us a 
pitiful performance.
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NEW NOVELS.

••THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.”
It is a sad thing to chronicle the decadence of a writer. Sir 

Gilbert Parker’s early and distinctly Canadian work gave promise 
of a vigorous talent which would expand into genuine literary 
power with wider themes. The theme of ” The Judgment House 
(Methuen, 6s.) is wide enough. It has the indiscriminate com
prehensiveness of a melodrama. Sir Gilbert Parker has treated it 
in the familiar manner of those novelists who boast of circulation 
counted in hundreds of thousands. Plot and style alike are tainted 
by a corrosive artificiality. Rudyard Byng, a South African 
millionaire, marries Jasmine Grenfel, who jilts Ian Strafford, a 
young diplomat to whom she is virtually engaged, for Byng s 
money. The millionaire loses his pioneer virility and drifts away 
from Jasmine, who for her part becomes hard and capricious. Shff* 
falls a victim to her husband’s secretary, who acts up to his part 
cf general villain by betraying important secrets to President 
Kruger. (It is immediately before the South African war.) 
Strafford, heartbroken at Jasmine’s marriage, has pursued his 
diplomatic career abroad for three years; and, on his return, 
Jasmine, stung by«his coldness, resolves tt> win him back. She 
brings a series of treaties which Strafford is negotiating (to guard ’ 
England from counter-attack) to a successful conclusion by using 
her fascinations upon the Slavonian Ambassador. Strafford again 
falls in love with her and writes a passionate letter imploring her 
to fly with him. At the same time and on the notepaper of the 
same club the secretary writes a yet more passionate letter. Krool, 
Byng’s Hottentot boy, who loves his master and hates every other 
Englishman, leaves the secretary’s letter so that Byng is bound to 
read it. Strafford calls at the same moment and is asked to read 
the letter, which he believes to be his own. Realising his mistake 
he convinces Byng of Jasmine’s innocence, and prevents Byng 
from shooting the secretary, who is told to leave the country. The 
same night the secretary is killed by a poisoned needle by Al’mah, 
a great singer, whose lover he has been. Byng leaves for South 
Afr.ca. Strafford joins the Artillery, and Jasmine spends all her 
private fortune in equipping a hospital ship. All the chief charac
ters, not already dead, meet and outrage probability at a field 
hospital. Strafford is killed. Byng is severely wounded and 
nursed back to life by Al’mah. “ On a kopje overlooking the place 
w here Ian Strafford had been laid to sleep, two people sat w atching 
the sun go down. . . . They were silent because they had tossed 
into the abyss of time the cup of trembling, and had drunk the 
chalice of peace. ... A trumpet call rang out piercingly sweet 
across the valley. . . . He raised his head to listen. Pride, vision, 
and power were in his eyes. ‘ It’s all before us. Jasmine,’ he said 
again. Her fingers tightened on his.”

p^cdence, villainy, sentimentality, scientific murder—we had 
a right to expect better from Sir Gilbert Parker than this. He 
differs in no respect from the many “ circulating ” novelists who 
are as profitable to their publishers as they are despised by those 
who consider the novel the highest form of modern literary art, 
save in this, that he can do better. If it were our part to enunciate 
the ethics of literature we should say that the offence was thereby 
aggravated. Toat the direct sincerity of “ Pierre and his People ” 
should have been rejected for the hollow rhetoric of “ The Judg- 
ment House” is almost inconceivable. Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
original gift was genuine. Any trace of it that remains is over- 
v helmed beneath the melodramatic facility which will secure to ' 
’his new novel an indubitable success. Its very success may cause 1 
the author a wholesome heart-searching.

I THE JUDGMENT HOUSE, .
By Gilbert Parker (Methuen, 6s.).

Since he wrote “ Pierre and His People ” 
and "The Seats of the Mighty,” Sir Gilbert' 
Parker has given us many novels, but none 
more powerful or more skilfully planned 
than ‘‘The Judgment House.” In it he for
sakes the familiar background of Canada, 
substituting a South African setting and an 
Imperial atmosphere. For his period he goes 
back to that chapter in the Empire’s history 
when the veldt rang with the shots of Briton 
and Boer, and reeked with the blood of 
England’s bravest men. “The Judgment 
House” begins with tbe Jameson Raid and 
its pregnanr failure, and subsequently takes 
us through the many phases of, the pro
longed Boer war. Finance, politics, and 
diplomacy, play important parts in a story 
that shows us the bracing stimulus of war 
against the enervating defects of a life of 
luxury and pleasure in London.

Sir Gilbert Parker’s central character is 
Rudy—d Byng, a South African millionaire, 
whose muscle and nerve grow flabby in 
sharing the social life which is to further his 
own and his young wife’s ambition. It is 
not until almost too late that Byng finds him- 

i self lacking the power to face a crisis which 
threatens ruin to his domestic happiness. 
This crisis is hastened by the discovery of a 
letter and by the treachery of a half-casite 
Hottentot, and in both incidents Byng acts 
hysterically and madly. We can recall no 
more dramatic moment in any novel than 
when Byng hands Ian Stafford, bis wife’s 
lover, a letter to read, which Ian imagines 
to be his own passionate outpourings, but 
which turnj out to be from another man, who 
is also her lover. It is a tense moment, big 
with possibilities, and it is handled with re
markable skill. Nor is this the only 
dramatic episode in a history which lends 
itself to moving drama. We come up against 
many as the scenes shift from London and 
its gaiety to the wide veldt, where death is 
the common risk of all, and more than one 
situation suggests itself as being particularly 
suited to the spoken play. We can see Sir 
Gilbert Parker’s new novel making an arrest
ing drama, if ever its author should feel 
inclined to dramatise it

We have but hinted at the actual story of 
‘ The Judgment House,” which is concerned 
with a vain and charming young woman 
and three men. The woman is the wife of 
Byng, married to him in order to gratify 
social ambition, and bringing neither love 
nor esteem into her bargain. Stafford is her 
true mate, and it is to him she turns after 
the excitement of her new position, as wife 
of a millionaire, has somewhat waned. Staf- 
u a dilettante admirer make

the quartette, who play at Iide until the call
uT u P Sftiih Africa is raised. Then 

the best that is in three of the four is 
awakened, and in the end, when Stafford has 
gj h-^^ntry, Byng and his wife
find themselves i»d happiness. As we have 
indicated, the story is powerfully told, and 
its literary style is fine. If the characters 
are more shadowy than distinct, the drama 
they create compensates for their lack of 
clear definition, and the real power of the 
novel is found in its appealing sincerity, its 
virile expression, and its intense and moving 
1f’u’m?' T j OILe w^° turns the first chapter 
ot ifie Judgment House,” will rest until he 
has turned the last.



The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker. (Methuen. 64.)
In -a brief note which prefaces this story the author states 

that it is not “in any sense a historical novel.’’ That no real 
personages or actual facts are concealed behind the persona «es 
and incidents of the story we well believe—Sir Gilbert Parker 
is not among those whose invention requires such support. Never- 
theless in one way—with all deference to its creator’s assertion_ 
it is a historical novel, and should live as such, because in it is 
caught and reproduced the phase of feeling which swept England 
at the time of the Boer war. That time represents a page—or 
perhaps no more than a paragraph—in the history of English 
life. Page or paragraph, it is full of significance, and Sir Gilbert 
Parker deserves our thanks for having thus crystallised it. The 
doing of this is no small feat, and The Judgment House is an 
admirable piece of work—in many ways the best book which 
Sir Gilbert Parker has written for many a long day. The story 
is stirring, full of incident, glowing with life. The hero is one 
Budyard Byng, a South African millionaire of a type not common 
in fiction, and the heroine is the woman who marries him. Jasmine 
is a remarkable creature with capacities for good and evil little 
modified by the conventional setting in which her life as a London 
“ society ” girl has been cast. She develops, and Byng dcvelonc 

and tragedy develops between them. The whole situation is 
impregnated with that spirit of romance of which Sir Gilbert 
Parker seems to possess the secret. He has an insight into the 
poetry of human nature, and a gift of phrase which opens the 
eyes of his readers to see with him. But there is also a virility 
here with which he has not hitherto made us so familiar. Certain 
scenes—one in particular—hold the attention in a grip of steel, 
and, long though the book is, it is impossible to reach the end 
without regret.

S'r Gilbert Parker has written an exceed- 
ingly able and an extraordinarily well- 

conceived romance in The Judgment'House 
(Methuen). The time of his story is he 
t h? el U Place Park and
the eldt. This rather suggests a Drurv Lane — 
me odrama, but there is not a single taint of T 
melodrama in.The J,edgment House. The I 
story is a vivid romance with a South African 
mining magnate and a young diplomatist as 
the two chief male characters, and Jasmine, 
the wife of the former, as the heroine. All 
three are interesting personalities. Sir Gilbert 
Parker, whose novels have recently reached the - 
dignity of a handsome collected edition, has I 
added one more story to a series which has 
given him a well-deserved distinction. I read 
much of The Judgment House as it appeared 
serially. 1 have read it again in book form 
with absorbed interest.

Judgment House, by Gilbert Parker (Methuen, 
6s.), is a little decentralised as a work of art by its double 
purpose. Sir Gilbert wishes to show some of the cause 
and origin of the South African war by depicting the 
character and motives of those who pulled the strings in 
England, or were pulled by them. The time is just before 
the Baid—and after it. The second interest is the clever 
study of the heroine, a woman who is more frankly actu
ated by a restless desire for change and excitement in her 
love affairs than a more conventional novelist would allow 
her to be: for the author likes Jasmine, and makes us like 
her too. She has deliberately given up love for millions 

•—and then refused to play the game and deny herself 
what she has deliberately foregone. This does not maka 
her a very admirable person from an ethical point of view. 
The fact remains that Jasmine is lovable. She is human. 
She does not really sin against the light; for the light does 
not fully come to her until she has been through terrible 
darkness. The character of Jasmine is delicate work. 
Almah’s is rather of the theatre. The war scenes ara 
strong and real; and the whole book, though not quite 
succeeding in being a great novel, has the elements of 
greatness.

: J

The Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker. (Methuen.

Five quotations from good artists preface Sir Gilbert 
Parker’s novel wherein he presents us with a well-worn 
dark distinguished bearded man of Grecian profile and 
a rather-worn girl-of-childlike-nature who is yet con
scious, etc., and, by the way, already has her eye on 
“something only less than a diadem.” In fact, we 
are asked to be interested in some absurd spooks or 

puppets who will play the usual old sexual game for six 
shillings. The third is the big, bronzed, clean-shaven, 
strong-faced man, awfully wealthy, who will, of course, 
marry the damaged damsel after she has had her child
like fling.

The Judgment House, by Gilbert Parker. (Methuen.)
SIR GILBERT PARKER gives us full measure pressed down and running over 
in The Judgment House. Jasmine Grenfel, at the story’s opening, is the centre 
of interest. Three men are quickly drawn intimately into the problem of her life— 
Ian Stafford of the Foreign Office ; Rudyard Byng, a South African millionaire; 
and Adrian Fellowes. Practically engaged to the first, Jasmine Grenfel is 
attracted by the personality and millions of Rudyard Byng. The time is that 
of the Jameson Raid, and with the marriage of Jasmine to Byng the scene 
changes to South Africa. An extremely dramatic and engrossing story follows, 
a story that holds the attention not so much by force of its literary ability as 
by the certainty with which the action of the plot moves. Here is a novel full 
of movement and life, sensational, it is true, but marked by such knowledge o 
character and experience of men and women as must hold the reader fast from 
start to finish. An absorbing book.

The Judgment Sir Gilbert Parker has launched an 
House ” ambitious scheme in The Judgment 

House ” (Methuen). He places his 
readers in the position of spectators waiting on great events. 
European politics and the secret history of the Boer War 
are indicated. South African millionaires, mighty for woe 
or weal; are-common objects of the landscape. We feel 
that we are going to see something tremendous—and wc 
are still feeling it, after battlefields and sjamboks and spies 
unmasked and all the rest of the imposing machinery, when 
the curtain falls. The truth is that the scenery over
shadows the characters, who are lost before such a superb 
back-cloth. Sir Gilbert’s people do not convince us. They 
write interminable letters - in these days !—and leave them 
about with the carelessness of melodrama ; they quote 
poetry; they arc obvious alike in their heroism and their 
villainy. Krool. the half-caste, is absurdly unconvincing ; 
and Rudyard Byng, 
the millionaire, the 
master of men, is a 
sad disappointment at 
close quarters. In spite 
of its colour, in spite 
of Park Lane and the 
relief of Ladysmith.

House ” . is the least 
satisfactory of Sir (»il- 
bcrt Parker’s novels.



another notable novel, 
about which there is hardly any difference of opinion 
amongst reviewers, is Sir Gilbert Parkers storycalled

Sir Gilbert Parker has written a .. T)ie ]ua?ment House (Methuen, 6s.). Why it
H Mt coloured, boldly conceived, and should have been so called is not apparent to most of ------- .—
skilfully executed storr of modern life : b t for the plot and characters and scenery deal with that tremendous event in the

House- JhX praise is uniform and high. Sir Gilbert has never ter-ns of pure fiction. We have had 
done any thing better—not even in “ The Seats of the 
Mi»htv '"’—than in the study of the chief protagonists 
in this brilliant story of the earlier stages of the Boer 
War—Bvn" the Rand financier and magnate ; Stafford, 
the diplomatist, and the heroine, Jasmine, who first 
appears upon the scene as “ a vision in blue with a 
face like Dresden-china shepherdess, and her hair like 
Aphrodite's.” but who develops a most complex 
character, and ends a heroine indeed. I am also greatly 
taken with Jigger, a quaint and clever London waif, who 
drifted across the path of Ian Stafford, and accompanied 
him to purpose both in England and South Africa. The 
story opens in London at the time of the Jameson Raid, 
and' ends amongst the mountains of Natal with the 
Relief of Ladysmith. In the course of the story we get 
some brief but vivid glimpses of the Veldt with its 
" big open spaces where life is so simple and so large,” 
and we are made to sup full of intrigue and horror in 
scene after scene where the elemental passions of 
humanity under a thin veneer of civilisawn are in

Sir Gilbert Parker’s Last Book.

richly coloured, boldly conceived, and 

under the title “ The Judgment House ” 
(Methuen). It is a book of wide sweep, 
considerable subtlety, and an ambition 
which has justified itself. Sir Gilbert’s 
earlv Canadian work had a peculiar 
charm and promise. There he was 
revealing a quiet life unknown to the 
great world. He loved the work and 
he lingered over it. The years have 
passed, and Sir Gilbert has been in the 
full stream of modern society and great 
affairs. To this world he has carried 
the old faculty of observation and 
sympathy, and the old certainty of 
touch. We may fancy that we miss 
the occasional surprises of phrase and 
thought which used to delisrht us, but 
there is no denying the masterful grip 
and the enthralling interest which 
mark "The Judgment House.” In 
many respects this is the best book 1 
Sir Gilbert Parker has given to us. 
He shows special originality in his 
treatment of the South African war. 
The public are now at last prepare! to 
real books on that painful subject, but ( 
the novelist, if he knows his business, i' 
will not give them his views on the 
conduct of the military operations or on 
the wisdom of politicians. He will show 
us how men and women lived through 
those years and their agonies, and this 
is what Sir Gilbert Parker has done. 
He by no means conceals his admira
tion for Rhodes. He describes him as 
“ the broken and discredited pioneer ol 
Empire at Capetown, who had received 
his death-warrant, to take effect within 
five years, in the little cottage at 
Muizenburg by the sea ; as great a soul 
in pom as ever came from the womb of 
an English mother; who said as he sat 
and watched the tide flow in and cut, 
and his own tide of life ebbed, * Life 
is a three days’ trip to the seashore: 
cne day in going, one day in settling 
down, and one day in packing up 
again.’ ” After all, this graphic and 1 
powerful book is as intimate as “ Pierre 
and His People”—that is, the author 
knows the life of society as well as he 
knows the narrow, remote, and seques
tered life in which he was once so much

fitful and, at times, terrific activity. And yet. withal, 
the story’ is a wholesome one, for it purifies the mind 
with pity and with fear and often fills it with those 
images of beauty which kindle and enrich the soul, 
jit is a romantic drama of the first order, and adds 
distinctly to our treasures of imaginative art. Here is 
a moving picture to hang up in one’s mind, ofMORNING ON THE VELDT.
DAWN. The faintest light on the horizon, as it were a 

soft, grey glimmer showing through a dark curtain.
It rises and spreads slowly, till the curtain of night becomes 
the veil of morning, white and kind. Presently the face 
of the sun shines through the veil, and men’s bodies grow 
warm with active being, and the world stirs with busy 
life. On the veld, with the first delicate glow, the head of 
a meerkat, or a springbok, is raised above the grey-brown 
grass ; herds of cattle move uneasily. Then a bird takes 
flight across the whitening air, another, and then another ; 
the-meerkat sits up and begs breakfast of the sun ; lizards 
creep out upon the stones ; a snake slides along obscenely 
foraging. Presently man and beast and all wild things 
are afoot or a-wing, as though the world was new- 
created. . .

It is a world where any mysterious thing may happen— 
a world of five thousand years ago—the air so light, so 
sweetly searching and vibrating, that Ariel would seem 
of the picture, and gleaming hosts of mailed men, or vast 
colonies of green-clad archers moving to virgin woods, 
might belong. ... A world of light, of commendable 
trees, of grey grass flecked with flowers, of life having the 
supreme sense of a freedom that has known no check.

Drink your fill of the sweet intoxicating air with 
! eyes shut till the lungs are full and the heart beats with. 
• new fulness ; then open them upon the wide sunrise and 
i scan the veld so full of gracious odour. Is it not good and

at home. Thousands of novelists write 
about the great world, but hardly one 

V. describes it from the inside. It is this 
among other things that makes Sir 
Gilbert Parker’s book one of such mark 
and interest.

“The Judgment House,” by Sir Gilbert 
Parker, (jb. Methuen.

This is a book, which is certain to be asked 
for at all libraries. The story is a picture 
of Emdish society just before the Boer War ; 
the roctraet between that society and tl.e 
South African millionaire, Rudyard Byng, 
k very marked. Rudyard stands out very 
prominently as a fine strong man and the 
girl. Jasmine, who marries him, partly for 
h» wealth and partly for his strength and 
simplicity, does not understand him at all. 
rheir married life, her lovers, and England’s 
difficulties are all brought up for judgment. 
The book ends on an optimistic note and is 
remarkable for being history of such recent

THS JUDGMENTjHOUSE. By GILBERT BARKER.

Sir GILBERT PARKER.

Sir Gilbert Parker's new novel is the 
first romance of the South African war to

isolated scraps of history with a story 
tacked on. but her© the strictly historical 
is purposely disregarded to the great gain 
of the book.

The struggle with Oom Paul from the 
days of the Raid up to the relief of "Lord- 
kop” (no need to inquire what town that 
signifies, if any) is used as background to a 
tale of sheer human passion, where the 
development of character is everything. It 
is no “roman a clef”; the millionaires, 
the society women, the diplomatists have 
no prototpyes in actual life, yet they are 
very real, for they are universal And the 
whole atmosphere of the story, fictitious 
and sometimes anachronistic in its details, 
is true to our memories of that strange 
period when Britain, enervated by luxury, 
was tried in the furnace of affliction and 
emerged hard and keen and strenuous.

Interesting as this picture is, however, 
it is the individuals that count most. The 
main theme is the marriage of Jasmine 
Grenfel, a brilliant, non-moral girl, with 
Rudyard Byng, a strong, somewhat coarse- 
fibred man, who has grown rich with 
Rhodes on the Rand. Byug’s millions won 
Jasmine away from her betrothed, the 
diplomatist Ian Stafford. Jasmine, in her 
super-affluent married life, cannot part 
from old ties or forbear to form new ones. 
Unsuspected, she carries on an intrigue 
with her husband's secretary, a despicable 
hedonist. Incapable, as yet, of a real at
tachment, she holds Ian in leash, and by 
using her physical charms on foreign 
diplomatists secures for Stafford the in
ternational success of his life, which he is 
to repay with love. All the time she is her 
husband’s charming and adored mistress; 

[ it were unfair to call her wife. •
But Jasmine’s complex perversity is not 

1 to be her ruin. She is after all "somehow 
good,” and from the fires of the national 
purging she and her husband emerge puri
fied, to take up their broken life with new 
hope.

There are sub-plots without number, 
and minor characters of excellent por
traiture and charm. Everywhere there is 
action, material and spiritual. It is the 
spiritual action that dominates and lifts 
what might have been merely a vivid tale 
of love, war, and society into a poignant 
study of temperament. Jasmine was a 
perilous experiment. Perhaps her salva< 
tion is a mere trick of the author’s per-1 
suasive art. We shall know when we read 
the book a second time, for read it again 
we must.

Readable Novels.—The Judgment House. By Gil 
Parker. (Methuen and Co. 6s.)—Sir Gilbert can give 
more solid and better-informed story of the Boer War 
many that have appeared. He has also drawn some char? 
keenly; but he treats a murder too melodramatically I 
reassembles his characters incredibly on the Tugek | 
Smoke BeUew. By Jack London. (Mills and Boon. 
Jack London takes us bacE to the Klondike with a 1< ' 
constructed, most exhilarating account of virility and ] 
comradeship.---- The Romance of a Few Days. By Pi j 
Weale. (Methuen and Co. 6s.)—An amorous Englisbr I 
drawn into revolutionary circles by a beautiful Pole, 
setting in Moscow is well done; the writing is unattn 
----The Man from Nowhere. By V. Bridges. (Milli 

Boon. 6s.)—Furious sensation, making a tolerable “ she

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.” By 
Gilbert Parker. (Methuen. 6s.)
Sir Gilbert Parker gives us a novel 

about the days of the Jameson raid. 
Jasmine, the capricious heroine whoso 

! brilliant cleverness is strangely un
convincing, marries Rudyard Byng, a 

। man who has made millions with Rhodes 
j on the Rand. She loves Ian Stafford, 

a distinguished diplomat, but Byng 
1 has more money. The story is planned 

ou bold lines with many figures on 
its canvas, and is full of incident, love, 
and intrigue. There is even a murder. 
Finally Jasmine gives a large sum of 
money to found a hospital ship, and all 

. tho characters meet in South Africa.
. 0 able and entertaining as it is, 
just falls short of being lirst-class, 
and Jasmine is not sufficiently lovable.



SIR GILBERT PARKER’SiNEW NOVEL.
PUBLISHED TO-DAY.

A new novel by Sir Gilbert Parker is
obviously a literary event of some im
portance, and it was with no slight 
amount of pleasant anticipation that we 
took up his new.story, “The Judgment 
House,” published to-day by Messrs. 
Methuen and Co. And at once let it be 
said that his latest story far excels in 
many points - anything which even Sir 
Gilbert Parker has yet given to us. It 
should easily take rank as the most 
enthralling novel. of the present year, 
and'is, we imagine, likely to be one yf 
the few stories of modern times set abide - 
for a second perusal.

The opening scenes of' “The Judg
ment House” are placed in London.' 
Rudyard Byng, friend of Cecil Rhodes 
and a multi-millionaire at thirty-two—ia 
man of action and of iron will—falls in 
love with Jasmine Grenfel, already half 
afpanced to Ian Stafford, a promising 
officer in the diplomatic service. Jasmine, 
although conscious of her love for Ian, is 
nevertheless a . somewhat vacillating 
person, and Bewildered by the attractive
ness and the potentialities of a future 
with Byng, gives to Ian his conge, and 
as the wife of the South African magnate 
forthwith leaps into the front rank of 
smart society. Those were the days of 
the Jamieson Raid. Byng and his South 
African confreres in London had a very 
strenuous time, and as a consequence the 
marriage* though outwardly a Happy one, 
was never that perfect union of souls 
which each had anticipated. Three years 
later Stafford returns from Russia, 
where his diplomatic career has been 
crowned with success; despite all his 
intentions, once again enters into 
Jasmine’s life, and as an atonement for 
her previous treatment of him, the girl 
undertakes to use her influence with the 
Ambassador of a foreign State to help 
Stafford to bring off a diplomatic coup 
which was ultimately to prove the 
salvation of England.

Thanks largely to the influence of 
Jasmine, the coup came off, and 
England the day before the delivery of 
President Kruger’s ultimatum was 
certified against foreign intervention in 
the heavy struggle with which she was 
faced. But the renewed acquaintance
ship had been too much for the one-time 
lovers, and in the moment of success a 
mutual declaration takes place. Mean
time, almost at the very moment that 
the deOlaration is taking place, Byng, at 
his club, overhears a remark from one 
of his friends concerning the notoriety 
of his wife’s conduct, rushes home in a
rage, finds his wife absent, 

confident of her 
retires to his own

absolutely 
innocence, 
Meantime, 
writing a 
out that

but, 
entire 
room.

Stafford, at his club, is 
letter to Jasmine, pointing 
the only solution of his

treachery to his friend was to go away 
for good, either alone or accompanied. 
He leaves the decision to Jasmine, and 
in the letter states that he will wait 
upon her to hear that decision at eleven 
o’clock next day. The letter is posted, 
and, punctual to the moment next morn-, 
ing, Stafford keeps his appointment, ' 

and is met upon the threshold by Byng, 
who invites him into his private room, 
lays down upon the table what Stafford 
believes to be his own letter, and 
demands that Stafford shall first read it, 
and shall then advise him as to the 
course to pursue towards the man who 
has written it. t- ’ c- . :

To -gairv time -and, to collect his 
thoughts Stafford . opens the letter, is 
mechanically perusing if, to furvi. to Iris i 
consternation, that although both in 
language and in sentiment the letter is 
similar to "his own, it is nevertheless 
written, by another person from the same 
club and upon the same paper, and had 
been dropped by Jasmine just outside the 
door of her husband’s room upon her 
return the night previously. As was to 
be imagined, a strong and intensely- 
dramatic scene follows, in which Sir 

1 Gilbert Parker takes full advantage -of 
I his undoubted literary gifts. Not for a 
I long time, indeed, has so strong a situa
tion been conceived by a modern novelist, 
and certainly never.better handled.

To give further indication of the trend 
of the story would be unfair both to 
auHior and reader alike, but it may be' 
staled, without injustice to either, that 
the scene is dramatically shifted to South I 
Africa, and the culminating chapters, 
which deal intimately with the striking 
events of the Natal campaign, bring a 
conclusion eminently artistic and entirely 
satisfactory to the reader. It is a fine 
story, quite the best Sir Gilbert Parker 
has yet written, and in addition to its 
many dramatic incidents and its con
vincingly drawn character studies, conveys 

i a remarkably vivid impression of the 
। South African war and of the diplomatic 
i events which led up to it.

| The Judgment House.

By Gilbert Parker. (Methuen, 6s.)
Sir Gilbert Parker has written an interesting 

story, but hardly of the sort one would expect from 
him, and on the whole loss attractive than, some of 
his other works. There is a good deal of action in 
the book, but more psychology; the energy of the 
characters is too often hampered in the presentation 
by the necessity which the author feels to explain 
in the minutest detail the workings of the mind at 
the back of every deed. One would hope, moreover, 
that the society depicted cannot be taken as repre
sentative of any section of English people. The 
men and women who play their parts in the story 
are all pagans; or worse, for the pagans had gods 
of some kind, but here no thought of Christianity or 
a hereafter ever comes to influence the action of any 
single person either for good or bad. The only god 

j of these people is apparently the deity called “play- 
I ing the game,” whose tolerant rule does not, to all 
appearances, exclude from the fold of the elect the 
man who is ready to rob a friend of his wife. There 
is no good woman in the story, not one who would 
be regarded as respectable in decent middle-class 
society. The heroine, or rather “ the leading lady,” 
betrays her husband; the second, who has been 
"betrayed herself by an absent husband, has a lover; 
the third is innocent to some extent at least, but her 
philandering is of the sort which really virtuous 
women would avoid. For the rest, and notwith
standing all that has been said, the story has many 
excellent qualities. The writing is careful, correct 
and individual, even though wo seem at times to get 
an echo of Meredith in the phraseology. The period 
depicted—the time of the Boer war—is one of 
interest. The hero, a young millionaire, early wins 
the sympathy of.the reader and retains it to the end. 
Some battle scenes, too, are described with a vivid
ness that is almost, if not entirely, brilliant, though 
Sir Gilbert detracts from his qualities as an historian 
by an attempt to perpetuate the illusion that it was 
the demand of the votes that brought about the 
Raid and the subsequent war. That served its elec
toral purpose, but it is curiously archaic to revive 

it in these days.

THE NOVEL SHELF.SIR GILBERT PARKER’S I STORY OF SOUTH AFRICA.!
can well imagine the captious critic, 

an he be a Little Englander, pouncing with 
sneer phrenetic delight on Sir Gilbert 
barker s new- book. Such an one will hate 
the very name Imperialism, and will loudk 
offer up praises to Heaven for that his 
enemy has written a book so easy to pick 
holes in. For, if we had a mind to. even! 
we, lenient and sympathetic critic though I 
we account ourself, could easily make merrv I 
over the prostrate corpse of ' “ The J udg- 
ment House” (Methuen; 6s.). In construc- 

| tion it leaves very’ much to be desired. Sir , 
. Gilbert has placed implicit reliance on the | 
very very’ long arm of coincidence. One 
can hardly forbear a smile at the old- 
fashioned way in which each of his prin
cipal characters chances to visit the home 
of murdered Adrian Fellowes, or in the 
gathering of the clans in his final Boer War 
drama. Husband and wife—two sets of 
them—with, in one instance, the ferhutn 
quid meet miraculously on the stricken 
field to work out their respective des
tinies. Surely so skilled a weaver of stories 
as Sir Gilbert could have contrived rather 
less mechanical stage exits and entrances.

So much for the faults of this long, but 
absorbing story. Even our imagined Little 
Englander will admit, .we believe, that 
while he was actually rerding ‘"The Judg
ment House ” that the swing and the spirit 

-of the book carried him triumphantly 
above all such improbabilities. Even he 
will have to bear witness to the 
writer’s graphic power in describing 
such scenes as the dramatic sjamboking of 
Krool, half Hottentot, half Boer, in a Park 
Lane mansion, to the skill with which Sir 
Gilbert sketches for us the Partners, the 
group of the South African magnates who 
triumphed over Krugerism.

The note of South Africa, “ the woman 
wonderful,” echoes throughout the book, 
and makes it absorbing reading to all < 
who have lived through the days of the, 
Jameson Raid and the Boer War. But the 
story itself is mainly concerned with three | 
people. Ian Stafford’, a diplomatist: Rud- 
vard Bvng, a South African millionaire, 
and Jasmine, who loved Stafford, but 
who, through ambition and the lust for 
wealth and power, married Byi^. Truh’ 
did Jasmine make shipwreck of the lives; oi 
herself and her husband as well as of that 
of Stafford, a noble and memorable charac
ter. In the end, however, they w-on 
through pain and suffering to the new be
ginning which the self-abnegation and the 
devotion of Stafford had made possible for 

^We are not sure whether “The Judgment 
House” would stand the supreme test for 
a novel, of being read and re-read- U

! soon vanish from the memory. , I



THE BOOKMARKER.
THE NEW PARKER NOVEL,
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the promise of the season

1 whom Jaaminc owes her happiness, is left dead 
on the veldt The story opens after the 
Jameson Raid, and Sir Gilbert Parker shows 
phases of the war with illuminating touch. He 
passes from meeting of financiers and poJiti- I 
cians in London to the pim encounters of the 
battlefield, and while there is comment on past 
mistakes, pride and patriotism are stimulated. 
No not el of this season will be read with greater 
enjoyment than “The Judgment House.”

BY AS'riFORD BROCK.

Good literature, like good business, comes in 
cycles. Each book season the question is asked 
who shall bring us anything new, interesting, 
or beautiful I Yet. a curious comment on the 
favoured works of the past decade, works that 
have won prires and sold in countless editions, 
is that they are now forgotten. The “ novel of | 

I the year " "disappears, and old landmarks coms । 
, into sight again. Yet fiction plays so great a i 
part in the book-world of to-day that publishers I 
still hope for manuscripts that will repeal a 
Dickens, Trollope, or Hardy. e doubt if Jan© 
Evre” or anv other masterpiece would to-day 
be returned to the author. So far unquestion
ably Sir Gilbert Parker occupies the foremost 
place in this year's realm of fiction. The 
•Judgment House.” issued bv Messrs. Methuen, 
has wide appeal, strong characterisation, and 
deep human interest. “Jigger,” a shrewdly 
amusing and pathetic waif in Sir
Gilbert Parker's new novel, uses a
striking illustration in praise of someone he 
likes. ” Right. As soon as I seed her, I whis- i 
pers to Lou. ‘ You keep close to that there | 
walk’ I sez. ‘ There’s a chimbley in it, an

in Sir

[ BOOKS OF THE DAY.
Sir Gilbert Parker’s South 

African Story.

you’ll never be cold.’ ” Sir Gilbert Parker is 
a born story teller. He has a gift of dramatic 
situation, the juxtaposition of his character has 
always interest, his episodes are vivid, and ne 
holds the balance adroitly between fiction and ■ 
history. These are the wadis of “ The Judgment 
Hou-e.” but its “ chimbley ”—and it has one 
—is the underlying humanity that gives reality 
to every page. There are many writers who 
have originality enough to conceive such a 
situation as that when Ian Stafford, summoned 
by his friend Rudyard Byng, is given not his 
own love letter to the latter’s wife ix- read, but 
that of Adrian Fellowes. But we oan think of 
no writer who could have keyed the situation 
from melodrama to the tenseness of life by such 
simple handling. Jasmine Byng Is as human 
a woman as the author has ever drawn. There 
is something of the sensuousness of Wilde s 
Sphjnx in her nature. In a burst of insight 
her husband exclaims. “You exquisite siren— 
you siren of all time. If you had lived a 
thousand years ago you would have had a 
thousand lovers, Jasmine. Perhaps you did— 
who knows! ” A sense of power urges her 
amlition, and the commanding personality and 
enormous fortune of Bvng have compelled her 
to n.arry him when sne has believed herself 
in love with Stafford, a diplomat whose future

i lies all before him. Byng is in his element on 
: the Rand, not in Piccadilly, and at the end of 
three years Jasmine finds herself unsatisfied. 
Then Stafford comes once more into her life,

I so far recovered from his love for her that he 
-an survey her with a critical friendship that

I1 infuriates her. and she determines to bring him 
under her spell again by making him owe the 
diplomatic coup which will make his career to

I her But Stafford’s love for Jasmine ro- 
j awakens before this, and h? is torn between it 
I and his honour when Byng’s revelation stuns 
it. and he goes out to South Africa, where the 
war Las just broken out. Byng and Jasmine, 

| too separate, with the question of Fellowes’ 
1 det th between them ; he to take a prominent 
I part at the front, she to devote her means and 

her?elf to the organising of a hospital ship. 
The secret of the diva Al’mah. who has killed

I Fellowes, is told to both, and after they have 
learnt the value of jeace and “ tasted the salt | 

, of the air of conflict,” they come together aguin ’ 
1 to find life before them, while Stafford, tn |

"The Judgment House. ” By Sir Gilbert 
Parker. (Methuen.) 6e.
A novel des-Tibed as a story of life in 

England at the time of the Jameson Raid ' 
on. >he Transvaal, and dealing also with 
events in South Africa during the war, 
promises enough to interest the average 
reader. Sir Gilbert Parker’s novel goes 
beyond that promise ir that the telling of 
the story reveals a deep and subtle know
ledge of human nature, sufficient to satisfy 
the desires of those who ask for more than 
dramatic interest to carry them from page 
to page to the -nd of the tale.

Beneath the romance lies much of the 
truth of life, and although there is no 
attempt to throw light on the innei 
history of the Jameson Raid and the 
underlying causes of the South African 
War, the powerful influence of the Band- 
lords is thrown into relief. One of them 
is the hero of the story, and to him the 
author imputes honourable and patriotic 
motives, but he writes of others as

ever ready to sacrifice principle for an 
extra dividend of a nuarter per cent.; 
and, in their inmost souls, ready to bow 
the knee to Oom Paul end his unwhole
some, undemocratic, and corrupt Govern
ment, if only the dividends moved on 
and up.

Cape to Cairo was not the sentiment of 
these millionaires of th? gold mines, and 
in a passionate outburst one of them 
declares:

. T™ ®lck of the British Em pire and the 
All Bed, and the immense future. . . 
I want to hold our own in Johannesburg. 
1 want to pull thirty-five mil]inns a year 
out of the eighty miles of reef, and get 
enough native labour to do it I want 
to run the Rand like a business concern, 
with Kruger gone to Hoilind, and Leyds 
gone to blazes

I“^dlord« had no thought of the 
terrible effects of war on those at the other 

®f. ^e social scal^-the poor of 
of that waif of the streets 

o. London who figures in " The Judgment 
House, where is written of him: "And if 

hirbi iter and terrible talk, 
“hoot such as this young outlander here, this outcast from honX and 

rind'7 civilised, conditions, this
eickly froth of the muddy and dolorous 
dTS? 1<”"ir England ? So much with- 

fr°m *1® of their possible 
f;“ mneh less w-.tb which deal

I unproductive soil of battle M<1 disease S।

One has come to expect by now that a new 
novel from the pen of Sir Gilbert Parker will 
illustrate modern fiction at almost its best. In 
his latest story we are not disappointed. While 
it does not to our mind approach the heights re
vealed in such a work as “The Seats of Hie 
Mighty/’ it certainly does provide us a high 
level view of South African Rand character and 
a fine descriptive piece of work on the South 
African war.

It is almost impossible to avoid comparison 
of this story with that of Richard Dehan’s “ Dop 
Doctor.” In each we have a fine character 
sketch of woman in her elemental moods—her 
almost tragic defiance of those who would injure 
her “man.” We have the character of the 
“ Colonel ” fighting his country’s battles against 
awful odds, and in the teeth of departmental 
ineptitude and ignorance; the spy, half native 
half English in sympathy; and a similar back
ground of war and its horrors. What we miss 
in the “Judgment House” is the broader 
humour of camp life as found in the “Dop 
Doctor,” but it is only fair to say that we are 
treated in Sir Gilbert Parker’s book to a wide 
view of the diplomatic efforts and inner work
ings which centred round the story of the war.

Leaving out Ian Stafford’s character it is diffi
cult to choose from among the remaining charac
ters, because of the variety of appeal they make. 
Jasmine, the heroine, jilts Ian Stafford, the 
diplomat, in order to marry Rudyard Byng and 
his three millions. Disappointed with the re
sult of her choice, she finds relaxation in help
ing her former lover to obtain for England a 
safety treaty with continental powers, which ! 
prevents a European war. Her fascination | 
provides her with lovers more than enough, and , 
while guilty of loving and encouraging Ian, the ; 
letter of another suitor, Fellowes, discovered 
by Byng, leads to trouble and finally to Fel
lowes’ death.

Relief for all parties is afforded by the dis
cipline and suffering they each find in volun
teered service in the war with the Boers, and 
here it is that the “Judgment House,” the seat 
of war, the hospital, the sufferings and deaths 
of many men serve their purpose in purifying 
the vision and refining the characters of Jas
mine and her associates. This process of puri
fication finds its finest result in the life and 
death of Ian. He provides us with a marvel
lously well-drawn study of the passionate man; 
his temporary blindness to right and wrong 
issues; his fortunate halt in the furious and 
promising onslaught on the home life of Jas
mine; and the final conquest of his desires. 
Stafford is indeed unique in this work inasmuch 
as that with his triumph the great absorbing 
interest in the whole story seems to reach its 
ultimate aim, and we are content to leave alone 
the remaining issues.

Of quite a different type is Krool, the servant 
and slave of Byng, a native Hottentot, who 
owes his life to his master. We do not remem
ber a more nauseating creature in recent high 

^c^on- To such an extent is this man 
abhorred that when in his fury at the dis- 

I closures of Krool’s actions as a spy in his 
(Byngsj house, the master unmercifully 

, punishes his servant with a sjambok, our sym- 
Seems frozen, and we do not feel the 

j lightest resentment at such treatment of a 
uman being. At the same time we do not 
nnk any good can accrue by introducing that 

type of man in a story.
he book is extremely interesting, tragic in 

win?0/!8’ an^ in otkers, notably that dealing 
the street Arab, Jigger, quite touching in 

rn- It is a book which will be widely
i lnt.enBely enjoyed. Sir Gilbert Parker 

Fnr,r i us. Journey with him in varied scenes: in 
♦ k// i SOcl?ty of the best type; in the homes of 
At.; shers. ,ln the Channel Islands; on South 
den/an V Canadian forest; in financiers’ 

lew* ““P8- But his outstanding 
full,. 1 , . seems to us to lie in those beauti-
Fr/n u°r'C nn^ and realistic sketches of the 

“ Th 'anadians and their villages.
Parker •’udgment House.' By Sir Gilbert 

parker. Methuen and Co., 6s.



i Two Men and One Woman;
- , _ _ i Tn ord nr to train time.In order to gain time, Stafford opens theHREE books of the day give 

illuminating insights into Hie life 
of the people of Great Britain’s 
overseas Dominions. A remarkably 

vivid impression of the South African War 
and of the diplomatic events which led up 
to it are conveyed in Sir Gilbert Pafker s 
latest novel, “ The Judgment House.”

It is certainly one of the best stories Sir 
Gilbert has given ns, possessing, as it does, 
many dramatic incidents and convincingly 
drawn character studies, while it may be 
classed as perhaps the most enthralling 
novel of the present year. 1

The opening scenes are placed in London. 
Rudyard Byng, friend of Cecil Rhodes and 
a multi-millionaire at 32—a man of action 
and of iron will—falls in love with Jasmine 
Gronfel, already half affianced to Ian 

| Stafford, a promising officer in the diplo
matic service. Jasmine, although Conscious 
of her love for Ian, is nevertheless a some
what vacillating person, and bewildered by 
tho attractiveness and the potentialities of 
a future with Byng, gives to Ian his conge, 
and as the wif ■ of the South African 
magnate forthwith leaps into the front rank 
of smart society.

Those were the days of the Jamieson 
Raid. Byng and his South African 
confreres in London had a very strenuous 
time, and as a consequence the marriage, 
though outwardly a happy one, was never 

, that perfect union of souls which each had 
I anticipated.

Three years later Stafford returns from 
Russia, where his diplomatic career has' 
been crowned with success; despite all his 
intentions, once again enters into Jasmine’s 
life, and as an atonement for her previous 
treatment of him, the girl undertakes Io 
use her influence with the Ambassador of 
a foreign State to help Stafford to bring off 
a diplomatic coup whic.h was ultimately to 
prove the salvation of England.
KRUGER’S ULTIMATUM.

Through the influence of Jasmine the 
coup came off, and England the day before 

of President Kruger’sthe delivery
ultimatum was certified against foreign 
intervention in the heavy struggle with 
which she was faced. But the renewed 
acquaintanceship had been too much for 
the one-time lovers, and in the moment of 
success a mutual declaration takes place. 
Meantime, almost at the very moment that 

■ the declaration is taking place. Byng, at bis 
club, overhears a remark from one of his 
friends concerning the notoriety of his 

I vzife’s conduct, rushes home in a rage, finds 
his wife absent, but, absolutely confident 
of her entire innocence, retires to his own 
room.

At the moment, Stafford, at his club, is 
writing a letter to Jasmine, pointing out 
that the only solution of his treachery to 
his friend was to go away for good, either 
alone or accompanied. Ho leaves the 
decision to Jasmine, and in the letter states 
that he will wait upon her to hear that 
decision at eleven o’clock next day. The 
letter is posted, and, punctual to the 
moment next morning, Stafford keeps his 
appointment, and is met upon the 
threshold by Byng, who invites him into his 
private room, lays down upon the table 
what Stafford believes to be his own letter, 
and demands that Stafford shall first read 

। it. and shall then advise, him as to the 
course to pursue towards tho mqn who has

I written it.

letter, is mechanically perusing it, to find, 
to his consternation, that although both in 
language and in sentiment the letter is 
similar to his own, it is nevertheless written 
by another person from the same club and 
upon the same paper, and had been dropped 
by Jasmine just outside tho_door of her 
husband’s room upon her return the night 
previously.

As was to be imagined, a strong and 
intensely dramatic scene follows, in which 
Sir Gilbert Parker takes full advantage of 
his undoubted literary gifts.

NEW BOOKS.
" The Judgment House” (by Gilbert Parker) 

(Methuen, 6s).— A really remarkable and acres.' 
ing novel, full of stirring incident and glowing 
with life, is furnished in “The Judgment 
House. Indeed, it may be said that Sir Gilbert 
Parker has never given us a more admirable 
piece of work, not even excepting “ The Seats 
of the Mighty.” The story is not onlv a fas
cinating romance of the South African war with 
a vivid nourtrayal of Engli h life and feeling 
during that memorable time, but it reveals in 

j powerful style a deep knowledge of the human , 
heart and its most poignant and complex ex
periences. In describing the marriage of Rud
yard Byng, the Rand millionaire, and the 
brilliant Jasmine Grenfel. around the develop
ments of which the main interest centres, he 
has shown that insight and creative power 
which cannot fail to attract, and that fine gift 
of phrase which is alike charming and 
illuminating. All the characters are well
drawn. and there is an atmosphere of reality 
and arresting truthfulness in the varied and 
stirring situations which mark the development 
of the plot, whilst one or two scenes grip the 
attention with irresistible power. From first to 
last the book moves with spirit and dramatic 
interest—and as a clever study of temperament 
and human nature, as well as of love. war. and 
society. “The Judgment House” has all the 
elements of a distinct literary success. It is 
not surprising to hear that the book has just 
been published in the United States, where it 
ea-silv beads the list of popular novels.

“ The Second Class Passenger” (Methuen, 6s.). i 
—Among the comparatively few writers who has 
achieved real distinction in the realm of the 
short story Mr. Percival Gibbon takes a dc- 
servedlv high place. In his latest collection, 
“ The Second Class Passenger” and other stories, 
his reputation in the field of brief fiction is en
hanced in very pronounced stvle. There is vivid
ness and dramatic no wer in all the fifteen stories 
which form tho volume, though some are slighter 
than others. But they are all masterly efforts 
in this difficult and attractive genro, dealing 
with unusual experiences, and marked by a 
vigour and “grip” which cannot fail to stir 
tho reader’s interest and to hold it. We can 
imagine nothing more striking, for instance, 
than the “Second Class Passenger” or “The 
Trader of 1 Notch ” end “ B?twee.n the 
Lights”; whilst “Tho Murderer,” “Tho 
Widower.” “The Strange Patient.” and Tho 
Hidden Way ” are clever studios unon strange 
and fascinating themes remarkable in force and 
freshness. — j

RECENT FICTION.
Novel readers whose interest is in emotional 

subtleties rather than in incident will get al! 
they want in this fine story. Sir Gilbert 
Parker gives us incident in plenty, and with' 
abundant power of vivid description, but he 
devotes his strength to the tracking down ot 
the motives and emotional springs of action. 
He is not content merely to tell a good stcry. 
He delights in laying bare the souls of his 
characters. Action thus sometimes halts while 
the author discourses, though it is good dis
course. penetrating, suggestive, and always 
pertinent. Degeneration and regeneration 
are the theme of this story. Jasmine, good at 
heart, but proud, and eager for name and 
power, discards her true mate and marries 
Rudyard Byng, a Rand magnatd and multi- 

i millionaire. After a time degeneration sets 
in. Byng grows flabby, aud even takes to 
drink. Jasmine, ill-at-ease, plays with other 
admirers, and treads perilous paths. They 
drift apart, but nobody comes within 
reach of the divorce court. Then war breaks 
out in South Africa. Byng goes to the front. 
Jasmine goes out also to help the wounded. 
Others also, whose lives are deeply involved 
with theirs, go to the field of death. And there 
at length these two come to a thorough under
standing of each other. In the bath of pain 
and suffering they find their regeneration, 
and drink of the ” chalice of peace.”

** The Judgment House." 
Methnen. 6-.

A Masterpiece—in Pieces.
Sir Gilbert Parker’s novel, “ The 

Judgment House,” assembles some eon-^ 
stituents of a masterpiece. Its frame
work is vast, and emails an immense 
range of scenic circumstance; the crowd, 
of principal characters is related to a 
multitude of subordinates moving im
pressively in the background; a pro

longed and pregnant period of time is in- 
jvolved; decisive crises occur in indivi-. 
(dual lives and in the fortunes of nations: 
(and spiritual and material issues are pre- 
Isent in force. Beyond these there is in 
(abundance and quality of an art bf words 
that has already made great things. But, the product of all this can only be de-' 
scribed as a masterpiece in pieces. Only 
here and there amongst the mass of writ- 

.ing is found a vital and great effect—a 
swift and recognisable phase of probable 

(character and likely incident. For the 
.larger part tire novel is artificial, prolix, 
and even cheaply theatrical. It relates! 
the interwoven histories of two <omen—. 
the one an operatic star, unhappily, 
married, who ultimately kills an unscrupulous man of the world who has' 

(sought her favour; the other, a beautiful 
society favourite, whose ambitions lead1 
her to marry a youthful financial mag-j 
nate, while at the same time her secretI 
affection is set on a good-hearted diplo
mat. Society life in London, high fin- 

(ance. the Jameson Raid, the South Afri
can War, the battlefield, and the hospi-l 
4al want—out of all this the author makes 
something, but only now and fhen does 

jhe rise to his best. (Methuen. &.)
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NEW FICTION.
Trf Judgment House. By Gilbert Parker.^ 

6s. London: Methuen A Co. i_
= Jasmine Grenfel loved Ian Stafford, a ns4= 

ing but comparatively poor diplomatist, butl 
sho married Richard Byng, a South African; 
millionaire who had made three millions oi 
monev before reaching the age of thirty-three. 
She d'id this partly because she was fascinated 
bv the personality of the man of business, 
but more out of social ambition. Then, after 
some years of married life, she meets Ian 
again. The old love rises in her breast and 
in his. She sets herself to win him back, and 

j in a manner does so. Then tragedy comes 
into the story. Byng is one of the Cecil 
Rhodes crowd who are engaged’ in checkmat-

' ing the Kruger regime. But Byng’s secrets 
| are being steadily given away to the Boer 
‘ President by his private secretary, Adrian 
Fellowes. Fellowes has also had the audacity 

ito make love to Jasmine, and, being dis
covered, is turned out of Byng’s employment. 
tThen he is one day discovered dead. Who 
killed him? Stafford and Byng apparently 
suspect Jasmine; she apparently suspects her

I
 husband. The real murderer, however, is an 
opera singer, Al’mah^ with whom Fellowes 
had been carrying on a liaison. With matters 
in this situation the South African War 
breaks out. Byng and Stafford go out as 
combatants : Jasmine puts all her money into 
a hospital ship and goes out in charge of it,, 
to expiate the folly of her life. Al’mah also 
turns up as a nurs£. And in the end Al’mah 
reveals the secret of Fellowes’s death: 
Stafford is got out of the way by dying a 
hero’s death; and the curtain rings down on 
Byng and Jasmine starting out on a new and 
happier life. The story is not like any of Sir 
Gilbert Parker’s former novels, and the 
change of manner and theme is not for the 
better. It almost seems as if he had written 
it for the purpose of showing that he could 
write melodrama when he wanted. Unfor- 

; tunately, the book is not good melodrama. 
But it is not on that account the less likely | 
to be a good seller. In the course of the 

: early scenes the reader moves in circles which 
have as background the shadowy figures of 
European diplomacy, and the ambitions of 
South African magnates; later the patriotic 
sentiment is appealed to in the war scenes; 
the atmosphere is suffused throughout with 
Passion with a capital P: and it all ends in 
a mood of deliquescent pathos. When a book 
has these attractions it is no bar to its success 
that both the action and the actors are 

; spasmodic, and smack more of the footlights 
than of the light of day.

‘‘Jie Judgment House," by Sir Gilbert 
rsrker—Of all the books written by Sir

Parker. not. excepting “The Seats of 
ilWy, The Right of Way,’’ and 

' Tae Wearers,” his new novel, “The 
J augment House,” dealing with life in Eng. 
-ano it the time of the Jameson Raid, and 

! to South Africa in the time of the
war snow, most powerfully his knowledge of 
me numun bean, and all these tragedies and 
comedies of existence which lie far beneath 
the surtace of experience. With a greater 
know^ug^, and an equallv greater symcauiy 
tian be has ere- shown, be bares the truth 
of a woman’, life, and strikes as poignant a 
2?^ •• ntay be found in all modem literature, 
from the firn page to the last, the book moves 
with spirit, dramatic interest, and arresting 
truthfulness. There is one chapter in the book 
won contains a situation absolutely new and 
which would make the fortune or any play

THE BOOKMAN’S 
COUNTER.

Contrasts; French Fiction 
A Pretty Romance.

Once upon a time, as they say in the xairy 
t.de^. Sir Gilbert Parker stood out in the 
minds of many of us as the coming man in 
fiction. His earlier successes were remark
able. As delineator of the romance and 
drama of old Canada he stood alone, the 
exponent of an evangel so old that it was 
euthrallingly new. And those of us who 
read and revelled in his early hooks will 
recall the welcome we gave him. He seemed 
to us a man of strong and austere imagina
tion—a man of fine vision and illimitable 
strength. The author of “ The Right of 
Way ” and “Pierre and His People" would 
g? tar. we predicted. Instead of which we 
have “ The Judgment House.'’*

Let me hasten to say that Sir Gilbert's 
latest fictional episode is not at al! a bad 
novel. On the contrary, it is a very good 
novel, as novels go. It Las directness of 

i method and an abundance of strong, though 
somewhat turgid, drama. There is plenty 

: of sweetness in it, and rather too much of 
the Leng arm of coincidence. Also, there 

I are passages in it which, in their direct 
( simplicity, recall the Gilbeit Parker of the 

past. But many people ha'.e read “The 
Right of Way ” many times, and I doubt 

(whether anyone will read “The House of 
Judgment" twice.

The skeleton of the story is easily outlined. 
। Jasmine, the heroine, jilts a diplomat who 
is very much in lore with her, and marries 

। a South African financier, who presently 
। deteriorates As he deteriorates, Jasmine 
| —who is a coquette by instinct—grows more 
, and more flirtatious, and when the rejected 
I diplomat again appears, they get on so well 
together that she is presently able to assure 
him that he has re-won the love that was 

| really his all the time. Then follow com- 
I plications, in which the late President 
; Kruger and Britons and Boers at war, 
' as well as several financiers and a popular 
। danger, appear kalcidoscopically. And the 
end is peace.

' H is a very readable novel, as I have 
I said. But ibe reader will feel conscious
all the whih of the unreality of it. And 
especially will he Feel conscious of a jegret 
that the gifted author of “The Right of 
Hay" forsook fiction for politics.

Li ft

The Boer war has come and gone, and no 
one writes much about it now. It is 

y in fiction’ and 
liSvTr Park<?r’8 r™d'’ I>en is 
’’Th. B ’V°’ His l^est novel, tl,I J^^ent House,” to be got at all 
the hbranes, deals chiefly with England 
Raid''nan^hCOnV'^ the Jameson 
Maid and the events that followed Tt. principal character is one Th •
woman with the good and ev’ h 3 personality about Equally blended The! 
deSed^in^^e fe? Td"^ ' 
the welbknown touch 0^°'^

-‘•The Judgment House." By Sir Gilbert
Parker. 6s. (London: Methuen and Co.)

Beginibng with scenes among the South 
African Park Lane plutocrats anterior to the 
Jameson Raid, and closing amid the scenes of 
war in South Africa some years later. Sir 
Gilbert Parker's romance provides not a few 
situations of strong dramatic interest and studies 
of character that are of absorbing interest. 
There are many characters in the story, chief 
among them being Jasmine and Al’mah, la.n 
Stafford and Rudyard Byng, with Adrian Fel
lowes as the polished villain a.nd Krool the half- 
caste his accomplice and partner in treachery. 
The plot itself is a simple one. Jasmine 
Grenfel and Ian Stafford are practically pledged 
to each other when Rudyard Byng, the South 
African millionaire, comes home. Jasmine is 
selfish and heartless, and during Stafford’s 
absence abroad marries Byng. Three years 
later Stafford returns, and meets Jasmine with 
studied indifference. Her pride stung, she 
resolve® to make him care, and succeeds only 
too well. Mrs Byng has, however, 
been flirting with the worthless Adrian 
Fellowes, and Krool so contrives events 
that one of Adrian's letters finds its way 
to her husband’s hands. There is a dramatic 
situation when Byng asks Stafford to read the 
letter and advise as to the punishment, for 
Stafford imagines it is a letter ho had himself 
written and was thus being invited to judge 
hiiuself. The story of Al’mah and her tragic 
marriage runs through the book, linked with 
the lives and fate of the other*. In the end 
comes the South African war. which Sir Gilbert 
Parker utilises in fiction in showing how many 
a one who volunteered for service utilised it-in 
fact, as a possible solvent of delicate problems 
and perchance a way out.

SIi. GILBERT PARKER’S NEW NOVEL.
Sir Parker's new novel, “The Judg

ment House” published by Messrs Methuen & 
Co., price 6s), is a story in the celebrated writer’s 
oest vem. Though extending to over 470 closely- 
printed pages, there is so much incident, ex- 
?? €nt characterisation, and descriptive touches 

♦ ♦u C is loath to lay down the book
at the end. The period of the story is the 
Jameson Raid and South African war. The 

landlords' of Park Lane are skilfully sketched, 
and the wielding of the sjambok on the sboul- 
aers or a treacherous half-caste leads Sir Gilbert 
o pen some remarkable sentences about this 

notorious scourge. It was the Vierkleur of 
r pion€er> without which the long train of

WaSg<*ns, with the oxen in longer coils of 
whiM? *^nevcr have advanced; without 

j haffir and the Hottentot would have 
every art of civilisation. It pre- 

. Punished crime, it took the 
knife and the derringer of 

wic ®"her civilisation beyond the Mississippi; it 
Xn . ,ock U the in "ild places, the 

^ame to the territories where native 
♦a A ruled communal tribes by playing tyrant 
to the commune. It was the rod of Aaron 
srentrr rVVk p barbarism. It was the

the >d- It drew blood, it ate human 
and it onIer where there was no law,
tentiarr of the prison and the peni-
wilderr^ symbol of authority in the
with the ^Gilbert in his pages dealing 
in? Hidu ' F in th Africa is evidently pictur- 
gog deenlv in Natal; but he does not
himself u W i .mihtary description, contenting 

w”frln.?out 0,6 ^ostinyof t>» ehie? 
romance to ^-.“d bringing the vo its due conclusion.



•K NOTICES.
THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. _ 

A Brilliant Story of the Jame- 
son Raid and Boer War.

There are few among modern writers who 
have gained such a well-merited popularity 
as Sir Gilbert Parker. His novels are 
always noteworthy, and from his pen tnere 
has just come a new work that is certain 
to enhance his fame to a great degree. 
“The Judgment House” is the study or a 
woman, chiefly,- at any rate—a woman ot 
whom it was said, “If you bad l^ed a- 
thousand years ago you would have had a 
thousand lovers. Perhaps you did—who 
knows 1” She is a society leader, ever 
flirting with danger, a butterfly, the analysis 
of whose mind and motives is a brilliant 
work.

The story deals with life in England at 
the time of the lapieson. Raid, and shifts 
to South Africa during the Boer War. Sir 
Gilbert Parker again displays his great 
knowledge of the workings of the human 
heart, and even more powerfully his capa
city to deal with the tragedy and comedy 
of human existence. His study of the 
Rand leaders and of their chief, Rudyard 
Byng, round whom the plot centres, is of 
abiding interest. Men of millions most of 

•them, men out of their element in London 
society, but equally with men of action and 
of courage in their midst—there is no more 
arresting situation, save ono perhaps in the 
volume, than when they found that Byng’s 
Boer servant Krool, had been all the time 
betraying into the hands of Dom Paul their 
actions and de?ision which followed Dr. 
Jim’s adventure. How the wild blood of 
the veldt flared up, and primitive man took 
vengeance is a terrible chapter.

There is another whom Sir Gilbert Parker 
has portrayed with a fine pen—Ian 
Stafford, one of England’s notable young 
politicians, lover of Rudyard Byng's wife be
fore her marriage, almost that after. In his 
passion he had written. herxa\ letter—“ You 
must come away with, me—away to start 
lifo afresh”—and ho goes for his answer 
At the door of the house he met Byng, 
haggard and looking as if stricken with 
mortal disease. And, in fact, Rudyard 
Byng held a letter which Stafford, of 
course, supposed to be his.

“I have a letter here,” he said. "I 
want you to read it, and I want you to tell 
me what you think of the man who wrote 
it.” . . . Stafford reached out for the 
letter. With eyes almost blind he raised 
it and slowly took the document of t 
tragedy from the envelope. Why should 
Rudyard insist on his reading it. It was 
a devilish revenge which he could not resent. . . .

Then all at once his sight cleared : this 
letter was not his; these wild, passionate 

h phrases, this terrible suggestiveness of! 
■ meaning, these references to the past, this 
■ appeal for further hours of love together— । 
r all these words were not his. . . .

The letter was signed Adrian.
His own face blanched like the face of 

the man before him. He had braced him- 
self to face the consequences of his own 
letter to the woman he loved, and he wae 
face to face with the consequences of 
another man’s letter to the same woman, 
to the woman who had two lovors. He 
was lace to face with Rudyard's tragedy and with his own. . .
How far the wife was a conspiring and 

guilty party with thia third man we must 
leave the reader of the book to discover 
as well as the tragic issues of this poignant 
scene. From the first page to the last 
word the story moves with a spirit and 
dramatic power that is greater than any
thing Sir Gilbert Parker 1ms yet displayed. 
There is nothing that is tedious—it swings 
along, living yet unforced, and the author 
must be congratulated upon a particularly 
brilliant and moving story.

“The Judgment House,” by Sir Gilbert 
Parker. Published by Methuen and Co., Ltd^ 
06, Essex-atreet, London, W.Q< Price 6a.

the ver>- last that rhe was not sorry. It" 
said that the psychology of the bookri? not ten- 
profound. Surely the impulse which comphiled 
this woman to confess to so appalling 3 cr me 
was the impulse of repentance, and to leave her 
vowing that she did not care is false to human 
nature. If she was not tortured by remorse rhe 
had no object in confessing. but we are left 
simply witji her statement, without any attempt 
to work out the horrors of her mnul to tlor 

1 logical conclusion. This is scarcely playing the
I psychologic game.

The book has nevertheless many fine points. 
So far as it goes it doubtless gives a faithful 
analysis of disintegrating social foiresm England 
before the war. Not all readers will take 
seriously the Boer spy as valet to a Paik-hne 
millionaire (he had three millions, to be precise), 
but the millionaire himself is admirably por
trayed, as also are his financial “Partners.” 
There is no heroine, and only the shadow of a 
hero; the love interest, therefore, is not idyllic, 
and yet there are passionate scenes, aud situa
tions of intense emotion. “The Judgment 
House” is not Sir Gilbert Parker’s best bo-k; it 
is, however, a powerful and interesting piece cf 
work.

“THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.”
hen a novelist becomes distinguished as a: 

politician there is a natural tendency to read 
political meanings into his books. Sometimes, so 
subtle is the blend of art and propaganda, it is 
difficult to tell just where the politician is en
forcing his doctrine: this is so in several of Dis
raeli s novels; it is very far from being so in 

Ihe Judgment House,” Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
new novel, published to-day at 6s. by Messrs. 
Methuen and Co. The story is in four “books,” 
but that is merely a literary division ; practically 
it is in two parts, the first dealing with the social 
condition of England al the time of the Jameson 
Raid, and the second • with the South African 
A ar. Nobody can have the smallest doubt aJs to 
where the author’s sympathies lie; there is, how
ever, an almost totai absence of political bitter
ness. It is a very clever book, marred, unfortu
nately, by a curious disregard for classic sim
plicity of form. The picture is too crowded ; the 
interest is spread over so large a field that the 
central theme becomes at times a-Little vague; 
there a ne several secondary plots. Th’*s makes 
the book rather hard reading, but there is so much 
brilliant writing in it that it does hold the atten
tion.

The touch of melodrama may be an impediment 
to its complete enjoyment by some readers; 
others, perhaps the majority, will not regard this 
unfavourably. One may anticipate another objec
tion—the period is not sufficiently remote for 
effective treatment in romantic form. Those 
dark days have not yet faded from memory, and 
the public will scarcely be prepared for this pic- 
turesqne and somewhat sensational review of 
comparatively recent events. Not that Sir Gil
bert Parker has set himself to rewrite history in 
the guise of a novel. He is too good a craftsman 
to make such a mi^ftke. But the whole struc
ture of the book is built on what one of the 
characters calls “Dr. Jim’s magnificent foolish
ness,” and the terrible struggle which broke out 
three years later.

The first part gives a"vivid account of the state 
of English society when it was startled by the 
Jameson Raid. One scarcely likes to think that 
it was so utterly given up to heathenism as the 
author suggests. There really were high-minded 
men and women striving to keep, the public con- 
science awake, and we ought to have had some 
of them in “The Judgment House,” particularly 
as the title is interpreted as “a court of ever
lasting equity.” But- not a single character is 
made to exert any influence in leading anybody 
into this “court.” We are presented to a crowd 
of South African financiers (several witlr Jewish 
or German names), British aristocrats, upper and 
lower middle-class people, and even to “gutter
snipes,” and we are asked to believe that they 
were permeated by purely pagan sentiment. It 
was not so before the Boer war; it is not so now; 
it never has been so since St. Augustine set foot 
on English soil.

Sir Qilbert Parker at last sends nearly all his 
principal characters to the “House of Judgment 
in South Africa. They are to fight Oom Paul 
and save their souls. They attempt to do the 
latter in strange ways. One of them seems to get 
near to it. but there is no impressiveness in vague 
taLk about “the Far Thing.” If they were so 
eager in their quest, as we are led to suppose 
they were, why was some humble-minded ^Tnly 
chaplain not brought in to make “ the Far Thing 
less nebulous? This moral and ethical mistiness 
is very typical of the present age, of course, and 
it has its place in fiction, but one is not greatly 
moved by hearing an English peeress (who ha 
turned nurse in the war) saying complacently 
that, after all, “there's a world that belongs to 
Allah.” When slio returned to England perhaps 
sho set up a Mahommedan mosque on her hus
band’s estate. Ono ahnost prefers the cleat 
headed materialism of another’ nurse, who mur
dered her paramour in London, and declares to



WAR MEMORIES. I the rights of government. “If we have not. as the philosophers say, immanent in 
'secret meetings and intentions which we Sir G ter; s creation: tney are am ' 
don’t make public,” says Rudyard Byng, her. as one wou.d dress a doli : ancltnr 
the hero already quoted, a sort of Rhodes leav$< ihe novel ns a whoio ra-her Iikc a

Sir Gilbert Parker’s South African m petto I
it is only what governments themselves h ^0(, k jn jt that it 
have: and we keep them quiet to prevent urtgrBC{|^ t0 criticise Jt too severely. The 

s.udy of the halfcaste Krool in itself
Story.

<T» j anyone taking advantage of us: but our
1 . i actions are justifiable. \

i? very strange, Lt is not a tbeoi^r whichh^rings even.
OVCr these pages.to ne. olanciKIv in davc triton those cumn

\\ again the cnes or a time 
J) that seems already so very 
y long ago. “ It’s the

British kids that can't l»e

plausibly in these days, when these same 
magnates are occupied now not in crushing
“ Oom Paxil,” but in forcibly persuading 
the miner that to grant a Saturday half- 
holiday to a worker who is going to die of 
phthisis at the end of three years is a 
horrible waste of time.

taught in their mother
tongue. and the men who pay 
al) th> taxes, and can’t become 
citizens. It’s ’he justice you can only buy; 
it’s the foot of Kruger on the necks of the 
subject- of his suzerain; it’s eating dirt 
as ‘Englishmen have never had to eat it 
anvwhere in the range of the Seven Seas.” 
So", in the old, forgotten, unhappy jargon 
talks the hero—or one of the heroes—of 
Sir Gilbert Parker’s new book. There are 
plenty of passages like it—passages begin
ning ‘'For England, for the Empire,” or' 
words to that effect, recalling almost in
voluntarily Mr. Belloc’s murderous | 
parody, “The slight touch of fever, the 
British flag in the morning.” It is in- 
docuousIv. almost naively, done.

Nevertheless, the atmosphere is excel
lently, even wonderfully, reproduced. Sir 
Gilbert, of course, is frankly on the side 
of the mine-owners. He finds it quite 
natural that a group of cosmopolitan ad- 
verturers—including in their number men 
like Clifford Melville, “whose name was 
originally Joseph Sobieski, with habitat 
Poland”—should arrogate to themselves

Politics apart, the story has the swing 
and vigour which one is accustomed to in 
Sir Gilbert Parker’s romances: and once 
taken up it is not easily put down. If it 
is not quite on a level with his best, it is 
because there is a fundamental weakness 
in his central character. The story 
turns on a cleverly conceived and quite 

' well executed contrast between the polished 
diplomat, Ian Stafford, and the rough 

| adventurer and financier, Byng: both 
appealing in their different ways to the 
heroine, Jasmine Greniel. We believe- 
up to a point in Stafford; we believe very I 
heartily in Byng, an admirable character 
study; but we do not entirely believe in I 
Jasmine. She is meant to be a creature 
compact of impulse and overpowering emo
tions, which sweep her away, and explain 
and excuse what in a commoner woman 
would be inexplicable and inexcusable. 
But the impulses and emotions are too 
carefully and coldly explained: they are I

NOVELS.
The Judgment House. By Sir Gilbert Parker. ’ 

(Methuen and Co. 6s.).—Thie is a notable book which is 
bound to attract attention. It is powerfully written, the 
characters are finely drawn, and the story throughout is 
compelling in its interest. It opens in London, and we 
get a vivid picture of the varied and moving life of the 
West End during the time of the Jameson raid. Jasmine 
is a capricious heroine, intelligent and cultured, but with 
a desire for power which makes her throw over her natural 
lover in order to become the wife of a South African 
millionaire. Her love of coquetrv leads her into dangerous 
paths, and in trying to win back her lover and in playing 
with the affections of other men she brings herself to the 
brink of disaster. The scene changes to South Africa, 
and we meet the leading characters on the veld taking 
part in the Boer War. Finally, Jasmine, after toying 
with love, u reconciled to her husband, and we leave 
them starting afresh on the road of life, a road which 
it is hoped will lead to happiness and peace. Sir Gilbert 
Parker haa again shewn that he is a master crafteman 
He hae given us a cleverly contracted storv in which 
romance, drama, tragedy, and idealism have lull play 

justifies the book. But to readers who 
like if good story well told “ The Judgment 
House” will not need justification.

(fd- Wl-

reviewer of the “ IVestminster, 
Gazette” has been taking Sir Gilbert 
Parker severely to task for having in his 
new and striking novel, “ The Judgment 
House,” fallen so low as to write a story 
which “will secure an undubitable 
success.” It is not everyone who can 
afford deliberately to write novels which 
will not sell, and although I should 
think that Sir Gilbert Parker is “ above 
the sordid considerations of money,” it 
is quite possible that he would rather 
find his book in every circulating 
library, and popular with “ the unthink
ing reader,” than for it to be “ caviare 
to the general" and approved by the 
fastidious few. I read at the end of the 
notice this cryptic sentence, “ Its 
success may cause the author a whole
some heart-searching,” which is very 
amusing. “ Nothing that is populaii 
can be good," has apparently long ago 
become the motto of the reviewers of 
our contemporary; just as, obviously, 
nothing that is understood at the first 
reading is considered good by some of 
its contributors. I agree with the re-

Park"’ whose latest novel, 
The Judgment House,” is published by 

the house of Methuen y

viewer of Sir Gilbert Parker, however, 
in one matter. The latter's greatest 
gift is undoubtedly constructing vividly 
and in an interesting manner the old life 
of Canada and some of the historical 
incidents connected therewith. But that 
does not necessarily mean that he 
should write nothing else.



SIR GILBERT PARKER’S
NEW NOVEL.

Stafford, an ambitious and ;sful diplom
—his rival Rudyard Byng, the millionaire 
the Rand—these three, the most distinctly 
etched figures of the picture, present contrast

story of London and soc 
music, of love and hate,

Al'mali nursing th® 
evil spirit brooding 
of strife. Stafford, 
death in Tain, is ®»

ety, of beauty and 
culminating in the

wild forces of war, and such a story told by 
master like our author at his best, offers a lea: 
of intellect, brilliant and sensuous.

The fascinating heroine. Jasmine Grenfel- 
young, beautiful, dazzling—in love with I;

fearful fighting for Ladysnntl 
Stafford in the Ughtinj ferew.

cd "tyd 'fa

and the night s;

‘The Judgment House.” by Gilbert! 
Parker (Methuen—6s).—Sir Gilbert Parker, 
has written better stories than “The Judg-L 
meht House.” It is true that every page; 
is marked by culture and polish, but the! 
theme is sometimes not worth the labour’ 
bestowed upon it. while an air of unreality 
pervades many of the scenes. The central 
incident in the story is a com
paratively familiar one both in fiction and 
in real life—a handsome and ambitions 
young woman loves one man and marries 

i another. When Jasmine Grenfel married 
Richard Byng, the South African multi
millionaire, Ian Stafford, the poor but clever 
young diplomatist, still occupied the warm
est corner in her heart. Soon she reached 
the summit of her social ambitions, and 
after a few years of married life she met 
once more the lover of her youth. His 
love for her was evidently cold and dead 
by this time, but Jasmine determined to 
fan the dying embers into life and regain 
her old ascendency over Stafford. In a 
measure she succeeded, but her triumph was. 
followed by a startling tragedy. Fellowes., 
her husband’s secretary, who had also been 
infatuated by the handsome Jasmine, was 
found one morning dead. Both her hus
band and her old lover suspected Jasmine, 
while the now unhappy wife feared that, in 
an outburst of passion or jealousy, the mil
lionaire himself had committed the terrible 
crime. Then came the thrilling news that1 
President Kruger had hurled defiance at the 
British. ;.rms and that the South African 
^var had broken out. Stafford and Byng 
joined the ranks of the volunteers, and Jas
mine went out with a fully equipped hos
pital ship to help to nurse the wounded. 
There, before the last shot of the protracted 
war had been fired, the secret of the tragedy 
was revealed by an opera singer who had 
joined the devoted band of nurses. Staf
ford atoned for whatever little foolishness 
he may have been guilty of by dying a hero’s- 
death, and the cuitain is rung down as the I' 
husband and wife, understanding each other I 
better now, resolve to make ‘‘a fresh start! 
for a long race,” as Richard Byng says. The' 
story, it will thus be seen, .is of the familiar! 
melodramatic type—and melodrama is not 
Sir Gilbert Parker’s forte. It must not be 
assumed, however, that the book has not] 
some strong qualities. The picture of Jas-i 
mine Grenfel is perhaps the most satisfact-l 
ory feature of the story, and reveals both 
knowledge and sympathy, as well as insight, | 
into human nature.

Sir Gilbert Parker is a native of Canada. He is a 
D.C.L. and has represented Gravesend in Parlia
ment for the Conservative interest since 1900. 
His travels are world wide. He was educated in 
Toronto and has acted as associate-editor of the 
Sydney Morninq Herald of Australia. He initiated 
and organised the first Imperial Universities 
Conference in London, 1903; and has published 
much good work in several departments of 
literature. ......... ...... .............

“The Judgment House.’’ By Gilbert Parker.
6s. (London : Methuen & Co.)

“ The Judgment House ” is a power
ful romance, commencing in England 
and ending in South Africa at the time 
of the last war. It is not in any sense 
historical, but well-known incidents of 
the war are introduced, and a lofty 
patriotism imbues the book with a spirit 
as austere and thrilling as a bugle note. 
The author has a most penetrative sense 
of the motix.s which guide human 
action, and, with great skill and sym
pathy, he builds up and proves the 
characters of the principal figures in 
this romance. From the beginning we

men a'ld women—Rud- 
yard By ng, who had made his fortune 
on the Rand; Ian Stafford, the brilliant 
young diplomatist; and Jasmine, whom 
they both love. The news of the 
Jameson Raid inspires them to action 
and severally they leave the atmosphere 
of artificial pleasure which surrounds 
them in London, and on the stark battle- 
held decide that life’s disguises are no 
more for them. Sir Gilbert Parker has 
probably never written a novel more 
arresting.

THE JUDGMENT HOUSE. By Gilbert 
Parker. London: Methuen. 6s.

j For a time it seemed as if Sir Gilbert 
। Parker intended to forsake literature for 
politics. Happily, that fear need not have 
been entertained. Less and less during' 
the past year or so has Sir Gilbert figured 
in the House of Commons. Others can do 
the work there, while few writers can give 
us novels of so high a standard. ‘The 
Judgment House ” is a departure from the 
styles of fiction on which he built his fame. 
It is altogether different from “ Pierre and 
His People ” It has nothing to do with 
Canada; and it differs from such works as 
‘ ‘ The Battle of the Strong ’ ’ and the 
“Translation of a Saw age,” in that they 
were studies in style and of character rather 
than thrilling works of fiction. From be
ginning to end “The Judgment House 
holds the reader. From the opening chap
ter of the first book almost till the closing 
line of the last page of the fourth book t he 
interest in the final denouement is retained. 
It is a skilful andj indeed, dramatic work, 
full of character and incident, and it de
parts from triangle conventionality by giv
ing us a heroine, Jasmine, and three men, 
Rudyard Byng, Ian Stafford, and Adrian 
Fellowes, to which the Frenchman, M. 
Menneval, might also be added, for Jasmine 
is a heroine who, if she had lived a thousand 
years ago, would have had a thousand 
lovers.

When the novel opens, the scene is laid 
in London. The Jameson Raid fiasco has 
just taken place, and Sir Gilbert takes his 
readers through a maze of war, finance, 
diplomacy, and love, with the contrasting 
settings of pleasure-Kited London, and the 
bracing vigour of the South. African veldt. 
Jasmine’s real lover, Ian Stafford, is en
gaged to her when the story opens, but the 

. richer lover, Rudyard Byng, a South 
African magnate, makes a proposal, and is | 
accepted. She imports neither love nor 
regard into the alltanoe, but satisfies 
her ambition of securing money in order to 
climb the social ladder. All through Staf
ford remains the real lover, while Adnan 
Fellowes is but a dilettante admirer. Sir 
Gilbert shows vividly the fascinating arts 
which Jasmine Ixrin^s to her aid in re-estab
lishing her power over Stafford when the 
noveltv of her new position as the: 
wife of Rudvard Byng is rubbed off,; 
till finally he offers in a passionate letter to1 
go away with her, or to leave for the 
Antarctic. He calls for a reply the follow
ing morning, and then follows the most 
dramatic pa^co in the story. M hem Staf
ford roaches the house, Byng meets him 
nnd hands him a letter, asking him at the 
same time to read it. Ian imagines it is Ins 
<cvn letter, but it turns out to be the letter 
of another of Jasmine’s lovers. Tbe<£*ode 
ends, and tragedy fol-lows, living behind 
the mysterv of a poisoned needle.

“ The Judgment Hm«' is a powerful 
novel, full of human interest and passion, 
nnd oorrtaining an otaorbingly interns^ 
.tnrv So dramatic ano many of its ataa- 
tion/tbat it is not at all nnlrkely that after 
its run through the libraries it will figure 
• n the theatre.

LITERATURENEW BOOKS.
The Judgment House, by Sir Gilbert 

(Methuen & Co., London. 6s.).
Me do not think that we need hesitate in 

pronouncing this the book of the season, and we 
are sure that edition after edition will he 
called for by a public which, whatever its mis
takes, is quick to recognize true quality. A 

counterpoise. Then we have the more lurid 
trio—Al’mali. the prima donna of Covent 
Garden; Adrian Fellowes, the dissolute man 
about town; and Krool, the strange halt breed; 
these throw weird strains athwart the 
orchestral melody of the story, and bring the 
cruel superstitions of the dark 'places of the 
earth into modern Civilization.

The first part of the novel placed in the gay 
whirl of a London season deals with Jasmine’s 

'surrender to the millionaire and the throwing 
over of Ian Stafford, and this part of the story 
is told to the rumbling accompaniment of the 
Jameson raid.

The second book, three years later, on the 
eve of the Boer war. finds Jasmine married to 
Byng, and Tun buried in diplomatic machina
tion, heart sore and lonely. The inevitable 
meeting of the old lovers, and the WOpCTiing of, 
the floodgate-* of passion follows. "If you haff 
lived a thousand years ago you would h ive had j 
a thousand lovers. Jasmine. Perh 
—who knows?"

The third book, again London, is 
action, diplomats fighting for treatlM. men 
lighting for beauty, murder and the whipping 
of Krool.

The storv is played out in Sold 
fourth book, a vivid and thrillini

Jasmine and
landed, and Krool as the



TALES OF INDIA AND THE COLONIES.
THE JUDGMENT HOUSE, by Sir Gilbkrt Parker (Methuen), 

interveAves drAma and romance as two distinct, strains. The 
story :s South African. and its period of action is the most 
strecioua in all our recent history. We begin at Covent Garden 
aad we end under the shadow of Oom Paul. Everything is 
cleanly worked out in an atmosphere of wealth ami even when 
the scene changes to South Africa gold is still very largely the 
issue. Much of the story turns on love and it. is by’focussing all 
the individual and sometimes petty preoccupations of a multi
tude of beings—rich people, poor people, established people, 
potentates, adventurers, outsiders—under the strong light of a 
national emergency that Sir Gilbert Parker gets his most striking 

rfects.

7-0
Sir Gilbert Parker’s new novel. The Judgment Howe 

iMethuen; 6s.) is interesting and stimulating. The scene opens 
xt Covens Gardes the day before the news of the Jameson 
Raid came to England; it closes in South Africa at the time 
of cho relies of Ladysmith. The two principal actors in 
all the struggle are among the great of this world—a 
riLlionaire and fighting man of the Rand, Rudyard Byng, and 
& diplomat working in the highest circles of diplomacy, who 
takes his place ultimately with the fighting forces in South 
Africa, Ian Stafford. The woman is Jasmine, the young wife 
of Rudyard Byng, who married him because of his millions 
and his strength, but who, after toying with other men’s 
passions. Ends she is in love with her husband. We are told 
JasTnine is a genius; it is not her cleverness which impresses 
us. but rather her femininity, that which makes one man say: 
“ If you had lived a thousand years ago you would have had a 
ihousand lovers. Jasmine.” In these less ample days, she had 
to be content with a lesser number, but she made more or less 

1 havoc of the lives of four. Byng and Stafford are two men of 
widely different natures, the man of the veld, and the man 
of diplomacy, of London. They are admirably drawn. The 
whole book is of absorbing interest, because it gives us real 

। men and real woman living at the very centre of tilings, drawn 
| by a skilful hand.________________ ________

V 4/
The Judgment Howe. By Gilbert Parker. (Methuen 

fe-) _ _____________
Sir Gilbert Parker gives us an intricate plot and many 

characters, and. while he has created just enough mystery to 
attract without baffling, he has not withheld from us a satis
factory old-fashioned finale. South Africa forms the rather 
sinister background to the greater part of The Judgment 
Howe; for Ian Stafford's diplomatic triumph (gained for 
him by Jasmine, who. unsastisfied by a worldly marriage, 
determines to re-kindle the passion of a former lover); 
for basest treachery on the part of Adrian Fellowes, another 
lover, and the savage punishment of the half-caste Krool. 
Much of the action of the story centres round the curious 
character of Jasmine, and her relations with men other than 
her husband. Finally, it is the battlefield that becomes the 
unraveller of mysteries and the healer of all ills; that awakens 
Jasmines soul, purifies Byng her husband, and cuts the 
Gordian knot for Ian.

The Judgment House. By Sir Gilbert Parker. (Methuen. 6s.) 
For many years past a new book by Sir Gilbert Parker has been 
assured of a welcome. The Judgment House is no exception. This 
intensely thrilling, gripping and enthralling story of peace and war, r 
love and hate, battle, murder, and sudden death, will widen the 
circle of Sir Gilbert Parker’s readers and confirm the allegiance of all 
his friends. The narrative deals with life in England at ♦’ time 
of the Jameson)Raid, now eighteen years ago. Shifting to >uth 
Africa' in the time of the war, as far as that most quixotic' enterprise 
the Jameson Raid is concerned, Sir Gilbert Parker—lil . most 
people not actually living in South Africa at the time—fails to 

appreciate its tremendous in
fluence upon subsequent events, 
and how the mad, thoughtless 
freak of an irresponsible medical 
Buccaneer changed the whole 
course of South African history, 
irreparably ciamaged Rhodes' 
reputation, blighted his career, 
and made the Boer war, then 
possible but improbable, abso
lutely inevitable. There are no 
words in the English language 
sufficiently expressive in which 
to denounce the stupidity, the 
insanity, the criminality of that 
act. On fthe eve of the Raid, ; 
Rhodes was the dominating 
personality in South African 
affairs, among the Dutch as 
well as the English. Then ’to 
him all things were possible, 
twenty-four hours later he was a 
discredited, disgraced, and 
broken man, his fall, from which 

he never recovered, was utter and complete. His characteristic ex
pression. “ poor old Jim. He has upset my applecart,” expressed 
the tragedy of his life. Some day, perhaps, we shall have this 
fateful chapter in South African history presented in its true pro
portions, when it will be seen how truly the Great Empire Builder 
might have said: “ But it was even thou . . . mine own 
familiar friend.” Tn describing the war and some of the actual 
scenes on the battlefield, Sir Gilbert Parker is at his best, these alone 
would make the book worth reading. The love affairs and intrigues 
Oi Jasmine Byng are cleverly handled, but, except to nervo-neurotic : 
readers these will not, 1 think, appeal very stronelv.

Jkt Cv/ .
The Judgment House. By Sir Gilbert Parker. (Methuen. 6s.)i

South Africa, a rich field long neglected by the 
novelist, has of late figured prominently in fiction. 
The war, now that its grim reality is more remote, 
provides an endless store of romance. “ The Dop 
Doctor,” for instance, made skilful use of the siege 
of Maf eking, and other less noteworthy novels have 
dealt with other features of the same campaign. The 
latest novelist to realise the potentialities of South 
Africa is Sir Gilbert Parker, whose new novel, “ The 
Judgment House ” (Methuen and Co., 6s.), will trans
port its characters and its readers to the scene of the 
Boer War.

In The Judgment House, Sir Gilbert Parker takes 
us back to the time of the Boer war, and tells a very 
stirring and melodramatic story of the redemption of the 
simple millionaire, Rudyard Byng, and his wife, Jasmine, 
by fighting and ambulance-work. Jasmine has married 
Byng from a love of power, though she loves Ian Stafford, 
the diplomat. She has not been faithful to Byng, and 
has betrayed Stafford in his turn with Adrian Fellowes, 
her husband’s steward. Fellowes is murdered, and Jas
mine suspects both Byng and Stafford; Stafford suspects 
J asinine or Byng, and circumstances point also to Krool, 
Byng’s half-caste servant. The culprit’s secret is well kept 
till, nearly the end, death decides for Jasmine between

husband and lover, and in the last page the man foretells 
‘ A fresh start for a long race—the road is clear.’ There 
is a solidity and concentration about the story which will 
reward the reader who perseveres, despite the sensation
alism which has brought the book so much popularity on 
the other side of the Atlantic, and though most of the 

j personages of the novel are black sheep, its closing moral 
I is unimpeachable. 



BOOK OF THE WEEK. FICTION.

I “THE JUDGMENT HOUSE.”*
This exceedingly clever novel takes for its 

I period and subject the Jameson Raid and sub- 
I scquo-' '.'ar. The facts connected with these are 
I the t is on which a complicated structure is 

raised, dealing with both primitive and artificial

Tdb
echoes.

JoOCMBEtHoUBB. Bv <1
Pabsb.. Methuen, fl

humanity with political 
sorrow, and temptation of 
varying temperaments. It 
a book that should be read 
for it delves deep down.

intrigue, with joy, 
men and women of 
is, without doubt, 

with close attention.

Jessamine—beautiful, brilliant—was as scores 
of women are, the creature of circumstances; 

I loving softness, prominence, desiring the best 
i setting purchasable for her loveliness, and to 
1 । obtain these she barters love for gain.

It was a tacit understanding between them 
i that she should marry Ian Stafford, the one more 
I ' year of freedom she had pleaded for was to end 
j| in avowed betrothal. In her own words she 
I wished for this year to walk "the primrose path 
I untrammelled and alone, save for my dear friend 
|| Mrs. Grundy.” It was at the opera that she first 

' met Rudyard Byng. “ Something in the rough 
II power of his head arrested her attention, and the 
|| thought flashed through her mind, ‘ How wonderful 
H to have got through so much at thirty-three 1 
l| Three millions at thirty-three—and millions beget 
|| millions ! ’ Power—millions meant power, 
|| millions made ready the stage for the display 
|| a.nd use of every gift, gave opportunity for the 
| full occupation of all the personal qualities.” i 
| [ Later, when her purpose became apparent to

tiXflttog
to a Rand Llmne^n^

husband raises a Snnth as,- war'.w“ue her

the painstaking is almost too apparent Bn 
right" aide" 8U ‘ m°r6 6mPhat,cally “Pon the

of tears.
'' she threw herself on the bed in a passion 

. ‘ Oh, Ian, Ian, I hate myself ! ’ ” But
she married Rudyard Byng in spite of it all.

To know all is to excuse all, and the insight we 
arc allowed into this woman’s nature makes us 
understand, if we must condemn.

lh®lr Gllbe^ Parker preaches no sermon, but 
the sermon is there nevertheless. If ever a 
feoHons”89 6t dr’“ lightly for it8 8“9 of 
factiousness in politics and culpable neglect 
of the pressing interests of its people, whether 
against foes abroad or dry-rot at home, it was 
ourselves in that tremendous crisis. The 
lesson of the war has been forgotten as com
pletely as though a sponge had washed 
the record off a slate ; and we see the eame 
toying with vital interests, the same sacrifice 
of honour and security to the exigencies of 
political party, and much more than the same 
indifference io the higher morality among

It was not till three years later that Ian and 
Jessamine meet again. ’lan is cured of his hurt, 

. by the tinge of contempt that he feels for her. 
Woman-like, Jessamine is* not pleased that it 
should be so, and lays her toils for him afresh.

Pique and pride were in her heart, and she 
meant Ian Stafford to iemember.”

the incompetent?

She had not been unhappy with her husband, but 
both felt that something was lacking. In spite of 

|nis wealth his was a simple and primitive nature. 
| Even in his faults he had ever been primitively 
isimplc and obvious. She had been energetic 
Uielpmg in great charities, and yet—yet it was all

I so soulless, so general.” She turned by instinct —
• e °ther man who had scorched her soul with

I Bns irony, when she cheated him of her love. So 
। [gently cold, so incisive, so final—so final.”
■ -Rudyard is a fine-eheracter.-but his wife’s love 
By admiration, and desire of dominance lead her 
into tight corners, and the furious flogging of his

■Biative servant, who makes known to him her 
I indiscretion, is a sickening proof of his latent 
| brutality.

I
V e have at the close of the book an example, 
rimh is common enough, of the attitude of the 
||BaY mind towards nursing methods.
Jessamine, separated from Rudyard, Al’mah, 

tie great singer, and Lady Tynemouth, take upon 
themselves to organise a field hospital. They 

Won nurses’ uniforms and. apparently undismayed, 
Igo on, with nevertheless the best intentions in the 
{world.

A CLEARED ROAD.* 
says’ ‘GFBERT Pa1RKE”’ in his “Ote. = 
\ 1 Exc'pt where references to characters 

S to aU worid—“Xd 
does not present a picture of pubhf 04 ’ 

private individuals living or dead.” The n<3. 

theSim”?d’ff°r ‘hiS tatenS'ly dramatic s,orv 
Xr Z"’ ‘S tempted ‘° fix Upon one or 

and ‘0 «y. “ Surely) 
uu® was oo-and-so. Yet oil l. JI Bonification is quite immaterial ’ Ch H 

sionV^T °f ho”13" We and human pas-' 
"OUld SCarce'y matter, if it were 

not that during at least one-third of the book the 
chief characters are gathered in South Africa 
during a war which is still so recent that every 
mention of it finds an echo in our own hearts. 
Jasmine Grenfel—who divides heroine honours! 
With a pnma donna of the dav, named Al’mahl 
-is a beautiful Society girl wi^h a good income, 
Who is partly engaged to a budding diplomatist.' 
when she meets with a Rand magnate, Rudyard 
Byng, Who is worth three millions. It is not his, 
money alone, but his strong personality which' 
attracts this girl of multifarious powers, and she 
marries him. Her first lover leaves England at 
once on a political mission, and does not return 
until the eve of the Boer War. Meanwhile 
Jasmine has been queening it in Society, and 
has unwisely encouraged some of the men sur
rounding her. Two spies are members of her, 
husband’s household, one his secretary, the 
other his valet. The secretary has betrayed 
more than one woman, and Jasmine, ignorant of 
this, has given him sufficient encouragement for 
him to write a fatally compromising letter to i 
her. Meanwhile Jasmine has been able, by 
somewhat unscrupulous means, to help her first 
lover in his political aims. He, too, in his 
gratitude and renewed love, writes a compro- । 
mising letter, and one of the great scenes of the , 
book is when the husband summons him as he is , 
entering- the house to come and see a letter to J 
his wife which one of the spies had picked up*

Jessamine, with Lady Tynemouth, had pur
chased a ship and turned it into a hospital at 
<■ ' . y s notice. It was all so simple to the born
nurse.

I
L Al mah, the singer, now in nurse’s garb, who 
Says to Jessamine. " 1 am Nurse Gratton here,” a 
■age or two further on confesses the murder of 
ZontCr jUSt bcfore leavinK England for the 
[ Apart from this, the book is a fine one, and will 
roe warmlv welcomed hv readers who want some-

and purposely dropped on the floor so that Mr. 
fl 4' Byng could not avoid seeing it. Ian Stafford

■ 3^7/3 naturally supposes that it is his own letter, but
■ J J -s jcic]y undeceived. Thence onward the

// action is as rapid as it is thrilling, the culmi-
The Judgmest~,Hocse. By Gilbert Parker natjn™ point being reached at the close of one 

(London : Methuen and Co.; 6s).-Sir.Gilbert th“ mQst terribIe of the battles on the veldt, 
Parker is a past master in the art of novel-weaving. * _ . . Kinari tknHis storiesPof the big life of Canada have shown the singer as well as Jasmine having joined the 
that many times, and his skilful treatment of plot, Red Cross Brigade, both desiring to make some 
his perfection of characterisation, and his wealth of atonement for wrong-doing. Jasmine imagining 
imagery all help him to tell.a story sue has one h in which she is serving is, in
can read with the keenest of pleasure, in inoJudgment House’’ he has chosen a South African some sense, a House of Judgment, 
scheme, laying his scone first of all in South African----- ---------------------------------------- -
circles in London, and then in the sub-Continent, » yjie Judgment House. By S1R GILBERT
at the time of the war. The story holds one’s mte- p (Methuen. 6s.)
rest absorbingly from beginning to end. The prin- i ARK I 
cipal character is Rudyard Byng, a Rand mining 
magnate. He is drawn with a bold, convincing 
line that is extremely attractive. He is forceful, 
sufficient, and pleasingly human. Jasmine, his 
wife, is another example of excellent portraiture, 
and the author has dealt with the subtle shades o 
her temperament in a manner which is little short 
of genius. Jan Stafford, the young diplomatist, 
and the inevitable tertium quid, is pictured ex
tremely well, and is fashioned in a mould which 
one cannot fail to admire. All the other characters 
are well drawn, especially Krool, the half-«‘8^' 
who plays the villain’s part. Sir Gilbert s treat
ment of the chapter dealing with the meeting of
Bvngand his fellow-magnates is indeed a masterly 
piece of work. “ The Judgment House ’’ is a book 
which will appeal to everyone, but espemaUy to 
those who know and love their veld. It is a telling 
picture, cleverly drawn, of the best phases of the 
South African spirit.
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Fiction & Parliament
With Some Consideration

: r t Parker

essays and works on history and 
politics, a parliamentary career, 
with all its turmoil of platform or 
hustings, need not cause injury 
to literary reputations or good 
work. Lord Morley and Mr. 
Bryce, in spite of exacting parlia
mentary duties, have written their 
full tale of authoritative books. 
Mr. Birrell, if his Birrellisms 
are less frequently put into print 
than they were, has shown no 
deterioration in his breadth of 
literary judgment and genial 
humours. Mr. Gladstone, W. E. 
Lecky, Sir George Trevelyan, 
and Mr. Arthur Balfour are other 
instances of men doing vigorous 
and outstanding work in politics, 
and yet writing books which have 
found permanent place in libraries; 
and there is no insistent record of 
such men, whether political or 
literary, suffering through the 
claims of their dual interests. 
Burke and Macaulay are notorious 
examples from the generations 
gone. It may be that with serious 
work meant to be permanent, 
political activity is advantageous.

Of Sir Gilb

Sir Gilbert Parker is a Cana
dian and a novelist, who has 
entered the British House of 
Commons, and endeavoured, as 
some other novelists have done, to 
drive in tandem those dissimilar 
horses, Fiction and Active Politics. 
His new novel, “The Judgment 
House,” which has won the appro
bation and the disapprobation of 
the qualified critics, gives oppor
tunity for the consideration of two 
things, the value and the vogue of 
the Colonial novel, and the dis
advantages of a parliamentary 
career to the literary artist. 
“ Under which King, Bezonian ?” 
is a question which more than once 
has been asked of literary men 
who have tried to push the ima
ginative pen at the sametime as they 
were willing to be lobby-marchers 
and obedient to the Whip.

We may as well generally 
leave aside on this occasion the 
Colonial novel, and give par
ticular attention to the second 
question : the influence of political 
life on writers of novels. It seems 
that with serious letters, with
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With novelists, however, it 
seems to be different. Mr. A. E. 
W. Mason was for four years 
member for Coventry, and the 
fiction produced by him during that 
period showed fallings-off. It 
seemed like the faded work of a 
preoccupied pen. With Mr. 
Belloc it was even more so. He 
produced during the time he was 
member for South Salford, his 
wonted generous output of essays 
and novels ; but the quality was 
certainly less. It showed the 
effects of strain ; the gay flip
pancy characteristic of him had 
become very thin. “ Pongo and 
the Bull ” was such an extravagant 
satire, as barely to be satire at all. 
It was so extremely pointed, as to 
have no weight of substance behind 
its point. The brilliancy, and 
subtlety, and searching irony 
which made of “Mr. Burden” 
a laughable and biting book, was 
rendered vague. Actual experi
ence of parliamentary life, by 
bringing this gifted observer too 
close to its men and its mechanism, 
had caused him to lose the true 
perspective, with the result that a 
good novelist and unusually 
effective satirist was lost for the 
time being. And now we have 
Sir Gilbert Parker illustrating the 
general rule—a general rule to 
which the necessary exception 
seems to have been Benjamin 
Disraeli. It is as well that Sir 
James Matthew Barrie did not

fulfil his intention of standing for 
Parliament; else “ Peter Pan ” 
might yet be where the unborn 
ideas come from, and we might 
still be ignorant of “ What Every 
Woman Knows.”

At Dizzy’s unquestioned and 
exceptional superiority as a poli
tical novelist nobody can safely 
cavil. He was a parliamentarian 
to his finger-tips; he breathed 
the breath of political ambition 
from his youth ; his chief 
interest in early life was the war
fare of the hustings ; and when 
elected a member he enjoyed to 
the full the excitement, the weav
ing, and the lure of inter-party 
play and tactics within the Com
mons. Itwas,therefore, naturalthat 
with his mind steeped in the atmo
sphere and tradition of parliament; 
knowing thoroughly as he did the 
peculiarities and procedure of the 
House to which he belonged; 
realising its power, based on many 
centuries of self-governing free
dom, and its high character ; he 
should see in it a great occasion 
for romance, and should use it also 
for the expression of his views. 
“ Coningsby ” and “ Sybil ” will 
always be essential to students of 
parliamentary history; for, with 
all the exaggeration and, per
haps, burlesque which here and 
there modify the characterization, 
those great political novels stand 
out as living representations of 
parliamentary life and manners
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during the modern - patrician 
period, when democracy was 
nearing its new birth and the 
pomposity of the Monmouths 
and the other lords of rotten 
boroughs and bribed voters was 
tending to pale before the sunrise 
of reform.

Disraeli had his great oppor
tunity and took it. He remains 
as a parliamentary novelist un
equalled and practically unique. 
It is curious that, comparatively 
speaking, so few good political 
novels have been written. “ Sir 
George Tressady ” is as estimable 
as any; but what other out
standing parliamentary novels are 
there r What a pity it is that 
George Meredith did not approach 
nearer to this striking and evasive 
theme than he did in his “ Diana 
of the Crossways.” His gifts were 
eminently suited to the shifting 
battles and the opportunities for 
epigram afforded by the debates 
on the floor of the House, the 
battle of the lobbies and the 
smoking-room, the cooing tea-chat 
of the terrace. It may be that 
the peculiarity of some of the 
customs of Parliament has caused 
novelists to leave that sphere alone. 
A Member of Parliament once 
told me that to write helpfully 
about the House one must be out 
of it and not know it too well; but, 
the other day, I read a book, unpub
lished, which described the members 
as hooraying when they cheered.

Monthly
Let us come back to Sir Gilbert 

Parker. His new novel “ The Judg
ment House” shows that the destruc
tive effects of political life on 
novelists has affected him. The 
book has less than the quality of 
“The Way of Escape” or others of 
his earlier work. It has breadth,that 
is sure enough ; and that is its best 
quality. The interest within its 
red boards stretches from Park Lane 
to the Veldt; and is concerned 
with many sorts of people, from a 
millionaire to a Cockney news
paper boy. Sir Gilbert, it is 
evident,knows more about Colonial 
millionaires than he does about 
Cockneys, for the conversation of 
his Londoners is such as novelists 
sometimes put into their mouths 
but which they are not heard to 
speak. Looking, with considera
tion, back upon the book, it is 
really rather wonderful that Jigger 
did not die. With such an accent 
and such a soul he really ought to 
have been martyred by a Boer 
bullet; but his author thought 
otherwise and slew the superlative 
hero instead.

Sir Gilbert has evolved an 
elaborate plot and brought together 
some complicated characters. To 
work out properly his develop
ments of incident and individuals 
it was really necessary that he 
should have given his attention 
solely to the book. As it is, the 
joints of the plot show, and the 
story moves haltingly, with an

28
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occasional rush, too like an autumn 
drama insufficiently rehearsed. 
One of the incidents, that where
in Ian Stafford, conscience-smitten, 
is consulted by Rudyard Byng, 
whose wife he loves, as to a letter 
which has proved her faithlessness, 
is fresh and thrilling, for Stafford 
himself had just then written such I 
a letter to her; but the flicker of 
interest so aroused is merely 
passing; and we come to a dead 
level of violence which ceases soon 
to seem violent. Handicapped as 
he is by his parliamentary work— 
and how can a member whose 
days and nights are given to blue- 
books and the tedious necessary 
details of Supply, keep his dreaming 
and inventive faculties alive ?—the 
author would have done wisely to 
compress his tale. The follies 
and iniquity of Jasmine, and the 
consequence upon her lovers, were 
sufficient, without dragging in 
details of Krool’s villainy and of 
Armah’s lurid romance. Such 
compression would have helped 
with the realisation of Jasmine’s 
character. She is a difficult person 
to draw, as difficult as must be a 
person of genius; and Sir Gilbert 
Parker has not overleapt his 
hurdles. Jasmine is the grand
daughter of a man who dying 
confessed that, “The world wants 
to be fooled, so I fooled it; it 
wants to be stunned, so 1 stunned 
it ” : a man who had not a scruple 
but had great cleverness, and

Jasmine inherited his powers. She 
was beautiful, ambitious, deter
mined, vicious ; but—doubtless 
owing to the distractions of Tariff 
Reform and other twopence- 
coloured questions of headline 
interest—is merely a shadow, 
let us say, like “ La Belle Dame 
Sans Merci,” created to send men’s 
feet wandering through the valleys 
which lead to disgrace and destruc
tion and death.

It is unnecessary further to 
criticise a novel which with all its 
defects has qualities, especially those 
qualities for which the Colonial 
novel generally is welcome, and 
that is breadth, the atmosphere of 
the prairies or the veldt—breezi
ness and strength. Canada, 
Australia, and South Africa have 
all sent to us romances of the 
arduous open life, which to the 
great British public, generally 
town-dwellers whose minds are 
interested in the doings of their 
brothers and sisters at the frontiers 
of civilization, is always fascinating. 
It would be well if novelists 
generally ignored the siren-song of 
political ambition and kept to their 
studies and their dreams, unless they 
are prepared to write a true parlia
mentary novel. Gravesend, for 
instance, may be able to find an 
equally capable representative—as 
representatives go—in the place of 
Sir Gilbert Parker ; but no one can 
quite replace him, and such as he, 

I in the writing of romances. To
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be a Member of Parliament is all 
very well; but you remember what 
Fletcher of Saltoun said of the 
relative values of law-making and 
song-making. Novels written with 
power and vision and artistic care 
are not so frequent and cheap that 
we can spare even one good novelist 

to Mother Parliament. There are 
candidates enough to fill many 
times six hundred and seventy 
seats, goodness knows !

But, of course, this is a crying 
in the wilderness.

C. E. Lawrence.

3o



NEW NOVELS
The Judgment House. By Sir Gilbert Parker. Methuen 

6s.
The Lodger. By Mrs. Belloc Lowndes. Methuen. 6s. 
Penelope’s Doors. By Sophie Cole. Mills & Boon. 6s.

In The Judgment House Sir Gilbert Parker has given us a 
long and, for very much the most part, an interesting story of 
love, politics, war, and intrigue political and amorous. South 
Africa and South African affairs are the background and the 
setting of it. The greater part of the incidents take place in 
London, but none of them would have happened had not 
South Africa been there, so to speak. The story opens on the 
night of the Jameson Raid, and it ends somewhere about the 
date of the relief of Ladysmith. Right in the middle of it we 
have an intensely dramatic and, so far as my memory serves 
me, an entirely new and original situation. A brilliantly 
successful diplomatist who has just brought off a coup, which 
secures to England immunity from interference by foreign 
Powers during her operations in South Africa, has also just 
entered upon an intrigue with the very beautiful and—we are 
constantly told, though we do not quite realise it—exception
ally clever young wife of a great South African magnate. He 
has written her a letter telling her that it is quite impossible 
that their connection should be one of the ordinary illicit sort, 
that she must make up her mind either to fly with him to some 
remote spot and “ the world well lost ” or to suffer him to 
fare forth into the void alone; a tertium quid he will not be. 
On the following morning he calls at her house to get her 
answer. In the hall he meets her husband looking strangely 
distraught. The husband hales him into a room, and com
mands him to sit down and to read a letter which he produces 
from his pocket. “ Read that letter,” he orders in a manner 
there is no gainsaying, “ and tell me what you think of the man 
who wrote it.” Naturally the diplomatist believes the letter 
to be his own, and that the tragic end of the affair has come 
almost before it has fairly begun. He takes the letter in a 
dazed way, trying desperately to gain time in which to think, 
and has turned over a page or two of it before he becomes 
fully alive to the fact that it is not his letter at all, but the 
letter of another man—a very inferior person, a sort of a 
secretary and general factotum of the millionaire’s, who 
happens to be in the next room playing love-songs at the 
moment. The letter makes it quite clear to the least sus
picious that there has been for some time past a liaison 
between the writer and the lady to whom it was written—a 
liaison of the tawdriest sort, devoid of romance, of genuine 
passion, of anything approaching to the spiritual. It is a 
shattering blow to the diplomatist, a sort of moral earth
quake : his world lies about him in ruins. But he is, after all, 
a man of forty or thereabouts, and a trained diplomatist to 
boot; so he pulls himself together, and by forcefulness of will 
and skilful lying prevents what, in another five minutes, 
would have been double murder and suicide. This, I submit, 
is an excellent situation, and excellently has Sir Gilbert Parker 
handled it. Later on in the story we come unexpectedly 
plump upon a murder mystery, quite the best murder 
mystery I have ever known, much more baffling and mys
terious than anything of the sort that has occurred in any 
of the detective stories that have appeared during the last 
ten years. It is really quite impossible to guess who killed 
Adrian Fellowes. One has just patiently to wait until Sir 
Gilbert Parker thinks fit to reveal the secret. The weak point 
about this particular episode, however, is the lack of sufficient 
motive for the murder. There are two persons who really 
had a motive for killing Fellowes, but the one who did kill 
him had none, or none except that of “ laming him to be a 
twoad,” as it were. And yet, when the criminal confessed, 

t hose to whom the confession was made seemed to think little 
or nothing of the matter ; they lost no jot of respect or liking 
for the criminal.

Sir Gilbert Parker has given much time and thought and 
space to the delineation and development of Jasmine, and 
yet in her portraiture there is no precision'of touch. One does 
not gather what Sir Gilbert himself thought of her. Her 
relations with Adrian Fellowes were those of the merest 
wanton with the casual paramour, and there is little more in 
the way of excuse to be said for her intrigue—I am not quite 
sure that it did amount to an intrigue; that is left in doubt— 
with the Moravian ambassador. But had Sir Gilbert 're
garded her as a mere wanton, surely he would not have taken 
so much trouble with her. At the end of the story she is said 
to have found her real self at last; but exactly what sort of a 
self it was, or whether it was in the least worth finding, is not 
vouchsafed to us. Some of the very best passages in the 
book are those which present the South African financiers in 
council. These gentry are so admirably individualised as to 
convey the impression that each one of them has been 
sketched from life.

Hubert Bland.

SIR GILBERT PARKERS NEW NOVEL*
Neither publishers nor reviewers need exert themselves 

unduly in sounding the praises of this fine novel by Sir 
Gilbert Parker. Its fame is bound to spread spontaneously 
and rapidly through those more intimate and powerful 
personal channels which are always at work feeding the 
inquiries of the insatiable reading public. When you have 
read it. you will recommend “ The Judgment Hou e ” to the 
friends who invite you to name a good story, because 
“The Judgment Ho :se” answers exactly to that description. 
It is a good story, full of dramatic movement ; a story 
thrilling with intensity of feeling and passion ; a strong 
story dealing with the weakness of strong men and the 
strength of weak women. The central figure is Jasmine 
Grenfel, a beautiful, talented woman whose fascinating 
flower-like personality enthrals more than one man in her 
privileged circle. Capable of great love, she is capable also 
of dangerous coquetry, and it is this failing which is 
ultimately responsible for the dramatic chaos which over
whelms her little world. Ambition for place and power to 
set off to their best advantage the brilliant gifts which are 
hers leads Jasmine to jilt Ian Stafford, an exquisitely 
refined diplomat who is patiently waiting for recognition, 
and marry Rudyard Byng, a virile millionaire from the 
Rand, a man somewhat coarsened by his early struggles, 
yet not without breadth of vision and lofty ideals. The 
years pass, and Jasmine, vaguely disappointed in her 
marriage, seeks to recapture Stafford’s respect and love. 
Her success in this quarter and her coquetry in another 
quarter culminate in a tragic and momentous sequel. Of 
the many arresting incidents which distinguish this 
capable novel, two stand out in vivid, almost brutal, relief : 
the scene in the millionaire’s Park Lane mansion when in 
the presence of a group of Rand magnates Byng s Hottentot- 
Boer servant is thrashed with the sjambok, the symbol 
of progress ” in South Africa ; and the scene in which 
Stafford and Byng are brought face to face with the 
apparent faithlessness of the woman they both love. The 
last part of the book is laid in South Africa in the time of 
the war, and here, perhaps the machinery which distributes 
and collects the various characters to suit the author s 
purpose is a little too obliging in its willingness to round 
off the story. “The Judgment House” embodies Sir 
Gilbert Parker s highest literary qualities and gives to the 
world a story of quite exceptional brilliancy and power.

S. H. W.



SIR GILBERT PARKER, M.P.
In spite of his earnest political activities his public still holds him fore
most as a novelist, and at the moment is busily reading Lis new story of 

the Rand and the South African War—“ The Judgment House ”
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■ happily chosen background, 
at least made his novels 
their outlook, as one who 
the watch-tower of London.

But he has 
Imperial in 
writes from

This is not to say that 
devotes more time to his fiction than

( vanced in years; and ce 
thousands of readers of the novels which 
are as popular in the United States as 
they are throughout the Empire will judge 
it no ill fortune which has so far prevented 
the burial of the novelist in the politician.

Sir Gilbert is deservedly one of the most 
_ popular men in London life, whose home “ is a meeting-place of all the talents, of 

all the nationalities making up that com
posite entity. His wit is as ready as his 
sympathies are wide, and he adds to a 
long training in England that nimbleness 
of intellect with which the younger coun- 

. tries are so apt to endow their sons.
His last novel had to do chiefly with 

England in Egypt; and told, with all 
the glamour of romance, the story of our 
mighty work on the banks of the Nile. 
In his new book, “ The Judgment House 
he takes us to South Africa, shows us the 
amazing output of the Rand, both in 
gold and in men ; and leads us through 
the dark days of the South African War. 
through suffering and disaster to a fina; 
victory of arms and a triumph of love.

Sir Gilbert Parker

IF in August Mr. Hall Caine was beyond 
question the novelist of the month,, 
in September, among an even greater 

crowd of aspirants, there will be few to 
dispute with Sir Gilbert Parker the pride 
of place. As we always try to have here 
each month some leading disciple of the 
arts, it is particularly fitting in a magazine 
such as this to pay tribute to him who is 
over and above all a novelist of the 
Empire.

We live in an age of specialisation, 
and have acquired the habit, often with
out cause, of placing our public men in 
catalogued classifications, even going so 
far as to deny them the privilege of 
overstepping the boundaries we place 
round them. This is particularly true 
in literature; so much so that certain 
writers are condemned to continue in 
one field, and threatened with failure if 
they leave it. We expect Mr. Conrad 
to write about the sea, although some 
of his best work has had to do with 
landsmen. We demand of Mrs. Humphry 
Ward that she shall remain the social 
historian of London society and English 
country houses; and rebuke her with 
complaints if she attempts to change 
her background.

Wherefore Sir Gilbert Parker will always 
be in the public mind primarily the 
novelist of the Empire, in spite of the 
fact that he too has written at length 
and delightfully of the London great 
world where so much history is made. 
Canadian bom, Australian wise, a lover 
of Egypt and an imperialist politician, ( 
Sir Gilbert comes peculiarly fitted into 
the realm where his public has crowned 
him.

Sir Gilbert came to us first with de
lightful interpretations of his native 
Canadian life—so delightful that for 
some years it seemed as if his public 
would never allow him to c.hange his 

to his Parliamentary work. He is, in 
fact, a conscientious and serious student 
of political affairs. Specialising in certain 
branches of Unionist policy, he is perhaps 
best of all known for his work in con
nection with the land policy of his 
party and the presentation of its scheme 
for small - holdings and State-assisted 
ownership. He has written and spoken 
upon the subject with knowledge and 
with the fruits of an investigation more 
searching, perhaps, than that carried on 
by any other worker in the same field.

A painstaking Member of Parliament, 
hard-working as to detail, and of a par
ticularly broad political outlook, he has 
not yet attained to the success as a states
man which is easily his as a novelist. 
Perhaps after all that is but the fashion 
we have in England of reserving Parlia
mentary honours mainly for those ad-



Messrs. Harper and Brothers 
the pleasure to announce that thev ar. • 

about to to the pubtu through the pa^f

HARPER’S
MAGAZINE

A New Serial Novel by

Sir

GILBERT 
PARKER 

Beginning in the August Number.

NATION. 673

Messrs. Harper & Brothers

have the pleasure to announce that they are again 
about to give to the public through the pages of

■ HARPER’S
MAGAZINE

A New Serial Nove! by

I Sir
I GILBERT

PARKER
Beginning in the August Number.




	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0001.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0002.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0003.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0004.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0005.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0006.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0007.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0008.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0009.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0010.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0011.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0012.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0013.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0014.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0015.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0016.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0017.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0018.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0019.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0020.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0021.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0022.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0023.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0024.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0025.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0026.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0027.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0028.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0029.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0030.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0031.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0032.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0033.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0034.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0035.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0036.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0037.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0038.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0039.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0040.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0041.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0042.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0043.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0044.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0045.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0046.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0047.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0048.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0049.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0050.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0051.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0052.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0053.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0054.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0055.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0056.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0057.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0058.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0059.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0060.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0061.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0062.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0063.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0064.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0065.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0066.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0067.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0068.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0069.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0070.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0071.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0072.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0073.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0074.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0075.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0076.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0077.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0078.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0079.tif
	N:\RCCS_ARCHIVES_GENERAL\Archives\Imagefiles\Gilbert Parker Collection\The Judgement House Scrapbook  3-1-12\GP 3-1-12\GP 3-1-12_0080.tif

