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B Y  T H E  S A M E  A U T H O R

P O E M S
Fcap. 8vo.

O P I N I O N S  O F  T H E  P R E S S

She sings with a very human sincerity, a singular religious intensity, ?
rare, illusive, curiously perfumed verse, so simple always, yet so subtle in
its simplicity. ? Athenaum.

In its class I know no nobler or more beautiful sonnet than " Renounce-
ment"; and I have so considered ever since the day I first heard it, when
Rossetti (who knew it by heart), repeating it to me, added that it was one
of the three finest sonnets ever written by women. - Mr. WILLIAM SHARP.

The last verse of that perfectly heavenly " Letter from a Girl to her
Own Old Age," the whole of " San Lorenzo's Mother," and the end of
the sonnet, " To a Daisy," are the finest things I have yet seen or felt in

modern verse. ? Mr. RUSKIN.

The charm is of the intellect, of the spiritual emotions. Intensely femi-
nine, and yet touched with an abstraction that is not feminine at all; in-
tensely personal, and still holding an indefinable element of impartiality, ?
these strange and beautiful melodies appeal to the imagination with a
voice as of unfamiliar things brought near; melancholy, with never the
echo of a whine, sweet with an almost exultant nobility of sorrow. ?

Academy.

An exquisite play upon our finer chords, quite her own, not to be heard
from another. ? GEORGE MEREDITH, in The National Review.

The restraint of strength is hers, and her emotion is so well controlled,
her thought so definite, that the expression of the one is never exaggerated,
of the other is never obscure. The slur of sentimentality is absent from
her pages; dainty or forcible, sad or impassioned, the song she sings is
never hysterical or sickly; and the judgment of the artist directs the elo-

quence of the poet. ? Quarterly Review.



T H E  R H Y T H M  O F  L I F E
AND OTHER ESSAYS. Fcap. 8vo.

CONTENTS:  -  THE RHYTHM OF L IFE:  DECIVIL ISED:  A  RENEM-

BRANCE: THE SUN: THE FLOWER: UNSTABLE EQUILIBRIUM:

THE UNIT OF THE WORLD: BY THE RAILWAY SIDE: POCKET

VOCABULARIES: PATHOS: THE POINT OF HONOUR: COMPOSURE:

O. W. HOLMES: J. R. LOWELL: DOMUS ANGUSTA: REJECTION:

THE LESSON OF LANDSCAPE: MR. PATMORE'S ODES: INNOCENCE

AND EXPERIENCE: PENULTIMATE CARICATURE.

O P I N I O N S  O F  T H E  P R E S S

Full of profound, searching, sensitive appreciation of all kinds of sub-
jects. Exercises in close thinking and exact expression, almost unique in
the literature of the day. ? Athendum.

B o t h  i n  d e l i c a c y  o f  u n h a c k n e y e d  t h o u g h t  a n d  c h a r m  o f  s t y l e  t h e s e

e s s a y s  a r e  t h e  m o s t  s t i m u l a t i n g  t h a t  h a v e  a p p e a r e d  s i n c e  M r .

d e l i g h t e d  u s  w i t h  h i s  "  V i r g i n i b u s  P u e r i s q u e . " To  apprec ia te  them is  a

s tep  fo rward  i n  educa t i on .  We  a re  consc ious  as  we  read  tha t  hence fo r th

we sha l l  look  on l i fe  w i th  a  f iner  percept ion  and more  d iscr iminat ing  eyes.

?  G u a r d i a n .

The writing is limpid in its depths. ? Mr. GEORGE MEREDITH, in The

National Review.

At least half of the volume is classical work, embodying as it does new

thought in perfect language, and bearing in every sentence the hall-mark

of genius, namely, the marriage of masculine force of insight with femi-

nine grace and tact of expression. ? Mr. COVENTRY PATMORE, in the

Fortnightly Review.

T H E  C O L O U R  O F  L I F E

A N D  O T H E R  E S S A Y S  O N  T H I N G S  S E E N

A N D  H E A R D .  F c a p .  8 v o .

CONTENTS: - THE COLOUR OF LIFE: A POINT OF BIOGRAPHY:
CLOUD: WINDS OF THE WORLD: THE HONOURS OF MORTALITY:
AT MONASTERY GATES: RUSHES AND REEDS: ELEONORA DUSE:
DONKEY RACES: GRASS: A WOMAN IN GREY: SYMMETRY AND
INCIDENT: THE ILLUSION OF HISTORIC TIME: EYES.

O P I N I O N S  O F  T H E  P R E S S

You read them with a passion of delight in swift sweetness of rhythm
and reason, their magic of gracious wisdom, their radiant and enduring

ironies.
We might define her book to be an excommunication of gross-

ness, of spiritual obesity, and intellectual opacity.
To see what this

writer has seen, to hear what she has heard, is a lovely lesson in the art

and nature of life. ? Daily Chronicle.
Mrs. Meynell's work is marked by a rare originality, distinctness, and

delicacy.
It is difficult to praise too warmly the liberal judgment and

intelligence that find utterance the most artistic in these reticent pages. -

Pall Mall Gaxette.
Her prose at its best is the purest and most beautiful of all prose. In

her lightest essay there is indicated some new principle or significance,
for insight into which all understanding readers must feel that they are
permanently the better. Mrs. Meynell moves at an altitude and with a
freedom for the like of which, at all events in any female writer, we must

go back to Madame de Guyon or St. Frances de Chantal. - Saturday

T H E  C H I L D R E N .  F l a p .  8 0 0 .

O P I N I O N S  O F  T H E  P R E S S

Her manner presents to me the image of one accustomed to walk in
holy places and keep the eye of a fresh mind on our tangled world. . . .
Her knowledge and her maternal love of children are shown in her ready
entry into the childish state and transcript of its germinal ideas.. only
deep love could furnish the intimate knowledge to expound them 10. ?

Mr. GEORGE MEREDITH, in The National Review.
To a pretty theme she has applied her prettiest of manners ..

S h e

comes certificated by authoritative band, as trained by maternal sympathy
in the unlocking of children's secrets. - Prof. J. SULLY.

The note of the book is humour,
- humour unstretched and inviolate,

l e a r ,  s i m p l e ,  s h i n i n g ,  a n d  n e v e r  a t  f a u l t .
. .

M r s .  M e y n e l l  m a k e s  t h a t

m o s t

diff icult of achievements, habitual toleration of chi ldren, seem not

only intelligible, but within easy reach of the thoughtful.

H e r  b o o k  i n

a fairyland where there is, indeed, a place of rest. ? Pall Mall Garette.



T H E  S P I R I T  O F  P L A C E
AND OTHER ESSAYS. Fcap. 8vo.

O P I N I O N S  O F  T H E  P R E S S

It is a matter of fair complaint against Mrs. Meynell that she publishes
so little, or, if it be true, as one reads in the chattering paragraphs, that
she writes more than she signs, then that she collects so little of it; for one
cannot believe that a writer whose perceptions are so fine but so human,
whose reflections are so fine but so just, can write anything one would notwish to read. - Pall Mall Gaxette.

The subjects are new and various, but the matter has the same force as
in the earlier books, the same delicate lucidity, the same thrice-distilled
concentration of meaning and of language. Densely packed as they are
with thought, they appeal especially to cultured minds, and yet they are
written with such a pure simplicity of style, with so much grace and pre-
cision and distinctness, that any sympathetic human soul should find themclear as noonday. - Daily Mail.

It may be said that there is not, perhaps, a sentence in it not purely
the direct expression of either an original thought or of an emotion feltat first hand and with conviction. ? The Dome.

Dainty, distinguished, and most convincing. ? Bookman.

One must follow with clear and keen attention, else much is lost; but
the atmosphere and the cadence and decision of her style linger long in
the mind. To have caught her music in a day like ours is almost a fineart in itself. - Sunday Special.

Mrs. Meynell's work has imagination and distinction, strength, and
lightness. Hers is indeed, to use her phrase, a "nimble" mind; she
vivifes and enlightens common things. She can be fantastical with an
assured gravity and profound with no sense of oppression. - Manchester

G u a r d i a n .


