",_ef:wdiy hvegven us; and with its |
‘ booh

, life is still vital in Greeoe-—md-,
¢ Isles of Greece, and it is chiefly
Sk &mhancu!m begin to ﬁmﬂ a:gfade that
mmdh:g:ngdlme,mt quaint guise of |
author, mﬂit phatugtagher. - Men scarcely
/| remember ‘ passing away ™ is written on

|| that which still is, and always has been. They
| bave the reality, and it seems to them thntthey
| will always have it, and so, gazing on Nature
| herself, they neglect to hold up her mirror of art.
The translator, in his “introduction” to these
 tales, shows that he knows and loves Greece, He
knaws how poor Greek peamnts will freely offer
gentle" i !nghest deg;lee by

s der t euameofso-e

| Christian saint. He knows about the little

votive offerings—shapes of leg or arm or head-—

| which grateful convalescents hang up in the

| churches where prayed for cure. He has
g nss!xted in their f ivals, when

1 spots
mtervalﬁxeyhavepused g

y' h evening down to
'sea-shore, where music uéL danci them |
ppytﬂl u;ilig’htl‘all even (should the:e‘ ‘i':temmn)

night. . . . A Greek will always be |
t mnasnu~,Englishman when he is i:ppy ;
wﬂ!-u&ngnomc song.” ; 5

_ Yes, but the Greek dances are as different in
| their nature as in their beautiful and simple sur-
roundings, from the heated ball-room *per-

zpeusant hfe th&t thei_
monlymderand mgret that |

J_ mngednotwonder much. Fo'rtlm'v

the eollactlon,-

% Aunt Yannoula,” with
like tw. withered pansies,” wxi! “surely help u

the ruined villages of Armenia. anayis
Kaloyannis” may aid us to understand the men
who are now fighting for their “Cdmtanune,
‘while * Ibrahim ” may teach us a sorrowful p

eye,thalus:ohheﬁeahmdthepndeothfe.

these exquisite stories, speaks truly when he says,
*the charm of these sutny Jands, and their people so
merry and light-hearted, attracts the thoughts ever to

ges fly whirring from

9 & ,
-‘~-=Yet thoaed us whomay never be able to go
back, and those who may never have been there,
m,y catch something of Greek sunshine and
om these pages. We hopenths
t, Argyns Ephtaliotis, has dg
; an that weshn.ll

formances ” which we call dancing in Britain.
‘But for the stories themselves. Our resumé must
be brief, for we wish to incite a taste and not to
satisfy it.  Few who have travelled in Greece
| have failed to come across more than one such as
the heroes of “ After Many Years,” “ The Shep- §
herd Boy,” and “First Love.” These are the /
concentrated tragedies of lives lived on two |
different levels. And here is a bit of Greek
landscape from the story of “Pappa Sophronios,”
the priest who was cursed by the fulfilment of his
own curse.

‘* In that country, the most delightful part of the day
was not the dawn, when the hills smiled as the sun |
looked upon them ; not mld~day, when the cicala
dinned us deaf; not the evening hour, when we came
down to the strand and watched the fish that leaped
flashing into the air as though the sea could not hold
them. No, but there the sweetest of all was night, to
sit in the garden around the tower, under the cherry
trees by the side of the spring, the ever-babbling
s | spring ; where the croaking frogs, the bells of the flocks
ringing and ringing around, the whispering ripple of
sea on shore, made the sweetest music that ever was
heard by man. And I had almost forgotten the
choicest note of gll—the chirp of grasshoppers in the
grass, incessdnt as the cicala, but not so bold; a
modest melody, tender, peaceful as those serene

* “Tales from the Isles of Greece,” being sketches of
modern Greek peasant life.  Translated trom the Gieek
. of Argyris Ephtaliotis by W. H. D. Rouse, London:
J. M. Dent and Co., Aldine House.
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three. s of 0
‘do with thada oftheWuofIndependerm :
A with her “great bright eyes,

to

realise many a wronged woman now’left t‘i’ haunt

for those who sell their souls for the lust of the‘

‘Seme of us know that Mr. Rtmse,thetmn;htorof
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thma again, ‘We long lb climb the rogged hill paths -

-




