
If the  whole questioll of woman’s status in Great 
Britain  were  not so tragic, one would venture  to  smile 
a t  t!:c national claim of precedence  upon which we  are 
apt  to  plume  ourselves in esteeming  the position of 
women of other nations. 

T h e  truth is, we  are  far,  far  behind,  both  in  education 
and  self-respect, the. Norsewoman,  in  tact,  taste,  and 
business  capacity our brilliant Gallic  neighbours,  and 
a whole  century behind the reaZ American woman- 
who must not be confused with  the  type  whose pur- 
chase of peerages  entitles  them  to  the cachet of the 
“ smart  set ” in  London.  And oh ! how  deadly  dull 
we are ! Too  dull  to  realise  our own shortcomings- 
or  to  appreciate  the fact that  we  are  being left  behind. 

not  say  the heroine-in the  character of Agnes, that  the 
I t  is in the  chaiacter of the young woman-one can. 

author  developes  that curious, pagan  element which 
crops up so constantly in the  newest  pictures of life 
that  we have. 

The underlying idea  seems  to  be  that  human  beings 
are  animals  after all, and  that no amount of civilizing 
will prevent  their indulging the  imperious  promptings 

enough to conquer  the flesh but the  grace of God;  and 
of passion. True enough it is; nothing is strong 

to  the  modern  author  the  grace of God  does not  exist. 

gotten  corner of London, a relic of days  when rich 
Jim Tancreed lives in a curious  old  house in a for- 
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