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'CURRENT LITERATURE,

interesting to the English reader who
ception of the rural life of the people

Tales from the Isles of Greace: being Bkelches of i
Peasant Life. M‘tsdﬁvmthaﬂmko!bmv‘ mmwm N
by W. H. D. Rouse. (J. M. Dent and Co)—These tales and .
sketches,—more of them probably sketches than tales,—are ;W

who are now plaging so | ¢

the type of Englishmen at large. Mr,

important a part in the South-East cormer of E ]
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gather their conceptions of the Groeks from the crafty traders of |
the principal ports in the Mediterranean, who are no more of the |
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Rounse’s

U sl v and

ne, who wearas “a little fez,

{ Bk cyea
fond twined about it a kerchief covered
{with  gold coins,”

1 wide trovsers, o
light pelisse over her shoulders, and

‘a Byzantine  neckluce

1), wishing the lady health in a set formula,

which she  replies.” Traditional cere-
'mony being thus sutisfied, you sit down, and
for a half-hour or so indulge in the plea.

where you live, your income, whether yon
bave a wife—if not, why not—all about you,
in short ; and equally ready to tell of him-
self,” as Myr. Rouse explaine in his intro-
duction. Meanwhile the women, child-
ren, and servants listen deferentially from a
distance. And then comes the supper.
Pillows are ranged ronnd a table inlaid with
mother-of-pearl, each of the company receives
a long embroidered papkin., grace is said,
the 'i.ﬁn of the cross is made, nnd you fall
to. he meal ends with mastic in little
bottles, with grapes and figs or melons.
Finally you wash your hands, and the table
is removed. The women fetch their needle-
work, but the men go on talking till bed-time,
your host teélling you the legends of the
eountry-side, singing younits songs perhaps,
and recounting theadventures he has had in
bis boat ameng the islands, for he is almost
sure to beé a skipper ora fisher. In the

‘| morning yon breakfast npon preserved fruit,

with eoffee ; and when you say favewell even
the very poor wiil refuse to bear of payment.

The above is o bave glimpse of one side of
the Greek peasant’s cbaracter, as it is re-
vealed in this book. Another side, the
heroic side, the national side, with its pride
of ancient lineage, its aspivation for a new
greatness, is shown in the lust three tales in
the wvolume, tales of the Way of Inde-

ndence. * If there's only one drop of the
old blood left, it will grow to a deluge, and
overflow the land,” prophesied Fatber
Paisios, an aged monk, who could never
forget Pelopidas and Timoleon. And the
next year the War of Independence began,
and t{xe old blood grew to a deluge, and
overflowed the land, - But when, during that
war, the Turk suddenly appeared, mayching
npon a defenceless village, what did the
women of the village do? They ran into

‘| the sea, * straight into the ses, into the

deep water,” preferring death by drowning
to the tender mercies of the Turk., 1s the
incident mnot snggestive? We are the
Tark's allies; and when he marches upon an

Il nndefended Christian village the Christian
il women rnn into the deep sea to escape bis

tender mercies!
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appears to us to be very good. It is both pleasant and et
flavour of vernacular spesch about it whichgimlgoodh:nt
ception of popular thought and feeling. Any one who will read

either “ Marinos Kontaros” or ““ Angelica,” or * U i
and his Donkey,” will understand the rural Gmtmh:m ;

and appreciate it more heartily, for what he has read.
the sketches are extraordinarily slight, but all of them

Some of '

seem to con- |
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Greek islands,
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| TALES OF THE ISLES OF GREEGE
Sketches dIModr;z[-n ercki: g{e.b %\v ARGYRIS EPRTALIOTIS,
rom Modern W. H. D.
squ &MM g oder y - H. D. Rouse.  Crown
“The simple truth and vizour of lis touch are manifest in the translation, and

ono is not garprised to hear that these tales and sketohns of th
the Greek anndo have attracted notice and ndmirnt.i;n u:'.useir n:zmv::::::y“

n,
T. P, 0'Coxxor, in the Weekly Sun (The Book of the Week):—" May it sti
w hearts to the prayer that before many years no Chris!ei;u) man u:!nﬁn:::f
oz tho face of the earth will live under a raler where sach atrocitios are possible,”
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vater upon hands ; i
in to the * inner house,” to | -
wintamee of your hostess, a | .

vound  her |’
neck.  She presents yon with a tray of |
' E«tmmts. “ of which you take one spoon-

‘sures of conversation, your host showing the |
| friendliest cuviosity to “ know who youare, |




