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“'PTHE Practice of Anto-Suggestion

By the Method of Emile Coué,
by C. Harry Brookes. London: George
Allen and Unwin Limited.

The boundless possibilities of auto-
sugestion for the happiness and wel-
fare of the human race as re-dis-
covered by Emile Coué, are wvery
clearly indicated in this valuable little
hool.

Mr. Brookes, who made a special
visit to Nancy last year, made a care-
ful study of Mons. Coué's methods
and successful results i his clinic.
Here, every day, this kindly old man,
now verging on his seventieth year,
sees scores of sick, faiut-hearted and
depressed men and women, and sends
them away an hour or so later
cheered, uplifted. and in some cases
even healed. He imbues them with
faith, stimulates their  imagination
and will, and gives them a new hope
to live and grow strong., Often he
is bhusy secing patients for sixteen
hours a day. for he never reiuses help
to anvone who sceks it

His methad of treatment, My,
Brookes explains, is by means of
suggestion. He teaches the paticut to
use auta or self suggestion, for Mons.
Coué savs frankly that he does not
heal. He is merely the agent calling
ideas of health into the mind of his
patient, who must do the rest lum-
self.

Children and infants are treated in
a similar way by his assistant, Mdlle.
Kauffmant, and she secures the in-
valuahle co-operation of the mothers
as well, and thus obtains excellent
results. In addition to this she visits
the poorest tenements in the slums.
and is regarded, with Mons. Coué, as
a worker of miracles. Both have given
their private means and  dedicated
their lives to the service of those who
requaire thetr help, yet neither accepts
a single penuy picee for the treat-
ments they give,

Coué’s treatment—this auto-sugges-
tion which he makes his patients treat
themselves hy. is a purely scientific
method. - We often use it ourselves.
Ii we wish to awaken at a certain
hour in the morning we can do it
We have only to give the order—to
make up our mind to do so. and pro-
cisely at the minute we awnke. How
it is done we do not know, save this
—the unconscious mind  oheys  the
order which we bave given it. There
is na charlatanry in it. It is based
on the discoveries of psychelogy—dis-
coveries which point to the maost
stupendous possibilities in the future
scli-development of mankind.

It hinges on the rccognition by the
scientist of the Unconscious—"that
vast area of mental activity which
exists outside the circle of our aware-
ness.”  The Unconscious  supervises
and controls the  various  physical
processes. such as digestion, assimi-
lation, the cireulation of the hiaod.
the actinn of the hmgs, and all the
vital organs. All this is taken into
account by Mons, Coud. As our con-
scious thoughts pass into the uncon-
scious they partake of its cnergy. and
determine our physical condition, %o,
if our thought is of disease or depres-
sion, we arc the worse for it. T{ the
thought is a hopeful, huovant. health-
ful ane, we arc so much the better.
The wise mother, kissing her child's
sore finger to make it well, is prac-
tising Couéism—the child is quickly
made well and happy.

It is not claimed that  induced
auto-snggestion  is o substitute  far
medical practice. nor will it make us
live far cver, but it should make us
keep discase out of our life. How
far we can succeed i doing so de-
pends entirely upon  oursclves—the
conditions from which we start, and
the regularity and correctness of our
practice.

Among the wonderful possihilities
opened up by AMons. Coue's method

i LADIES” MIRROR
“JUST OUT"—BOOKS WORTH READING

A Review of Current Literature

is that of the treatment and cure of
moral delinquents by suggestion ad
auto-suggestion, and so confident docs
he feel on this peint that he is mov-
ing the powers that be to permit his
introduction of it inte the French
State  Reformatories. But Couéism
may possibly achieve greater things
than these. They are foreshadowed
in this wonderful little hook, which
will abundantly repay close study.

“LIFE," by Johan Bojer. The
Gyldendal Series, T.ondon, Chris-

tranza,

To Henrik Ihsen and his epoch-
making novels in dramatic verse, Nor-
wegian  literature owes a debt of
great magnitude. He was a imould-
ing force, and he stamped upon it
some strongly marked characteristics.
Among these are his passion for sin-
cerity and truth, his hatred of shains
and all kinds of cant, and his fear-
lessness  in uncovering  them to the
light of day. Above all, his clear
comprehension of values has had a
far-reaching influence upon his age
and times, His work, forceful and
dynamic in its serene strength. has
given a great impetus and inspiration
to the band of northern writers who
are now  coming forward into  the
world of literature,

It is not long since Bjirnsen was
busy tearing to tatters some of the
hoary moss-covered superstitions that
tuke strong held of a people living
much to itself, and, to a certain ex-
tent, isolated from their neighbours.

Quite a galaxy of Northern fction
writers has appeared since, followers
of his—writers who produce fine
studics of  the peculiaritics of the
human mind, and set them in vividily
distinct pictures with their country’s
hlue fiords and magnificent snow-clad
mountain peaks as a background.
That they have greatly enriched the
world's literature is undoubted. The
award two vears ago of the Nobel
prize for literature to Knut Hamsun,
the novelist, was a splendid recogni-
tion of the value of his work, and it
15 a striking commentary on the soul-
destroying  power of war, that this
prize went to the nation that was
least touched by the recent world up-
heavai.

[ “Life,” Johan Bojer tells a tale
of human weakness and love, and a
jualousy  that destroys ta the utter-
most. He tells it so simply and with
such «deficacy that one can only won-
der at the sureness of the artist’s
touch, and the vividness of the situa-
tion he portrays. But in this the
Northern writers  excel—they  ave
prose pocts always,

How a man. by feeding his insen-
sate passion of jealousy, envy, and
hatred for another can poison the
atmosphere i his own home to the
ruin and estrangement of wife, son
and daughter. is told by a master's
ren. And when the evil is complete,
and the broken lives cannot he mended.
the son sheds his iear, faces the old
captain, and tells him the ugly truth
—as he sees it. He wins helated free-
dom for his sister, and she marries
the man of her heart—the son of her
fathier’s enemy. Her happiness then

scems complete—to others. From ab-
ject poverty she has become the be-
loved member of a proud family, Her
heart is given utterly to her husband,
and to him she is a peerless treasurc.
Her father, now reconciled and re-
pentant, is a changed man., All she
can desire is hers, but, like her
mother, she has to pay dearly for
what has been done in the past—
when she was a sad and lonely child
filled with a longing for the sym-
pathy which her father had denied
her. It is a story that will cause
the reader te think to some purposc.

“THE Girl on the Boat,” by P. G.

Wodehouse.  Herbert  Jenkins.
[Limited, London.
Miss Billic Bennett was a  red-

taired girl with the beantiful ivery
skin that goes with that particular
mzke-up.  She was  extraordinarily
pretty, and most men who saw her
straightway lost their hearts. Sam
Marlowe, struggling in 2 crowd of
travellers to reach the pangway of
the steamer on his wav from Amecrica

to England, snddenly finds himself
fac_e to face with the bhewitching
maiden. He 15 a sudden victim.

Never before had he encountered such
a personality, and he faces the stu-
pendous  fact that he is in  love
Swift on the heels of his discovery
an opportunity for attracting the div-
nity's notice is thrust upon him, and
they become acquainted. But Billie
15 tull of romantic notions. Her hero
must be a combination of Sir Galahad
and  the admirable Criehton.  Sam
Marlowe is sanely commonplace, and
he has a rival. And through various
laughable adventures and schemings.
Marlowe and Bream Mortimer alter-
nately win the smiles of the uncer-
tain lady. Although the parrot-faced
Mortimer seemed about to sueceed in
his suit, Fate in the end arranges
atherwise. Tt is a capital hook for a
wet day, there is not a dull para-
graph in it. and there are smiles in
plenty.

“ A FTER Dinner Stories,” by George
Robey.  Grant Richards, Limited,
T.ondlon,

This generous collection of  anec-
dotes contains a few that are old
friends, but there are quite a num-
ber that are new. To the after dinner
speaker they will doubtless prove a
mine of wealth, and te his audience
a source of considerable amusement.
And Mr, Robey can always be relied
on to tell no story that can offend
against good  taste,

“THE Snowshioes Trail,” by Edison
Marshall. Hodder and Stough-
ton. Limited, i.ondon,

The author of “The Voice of the
Pack,” and other breezv romantic
hackwood stories givés in his latest
a thrilling tale of human endeavour
and hardvy courage. With the sure
knowledge of the Wild West, which
he depicts with such vividness as to
make it mtensely real. he unites @
fing sympathy and an intuitive and
reverent understanding of nature in
all her moods. The romantic ¢clement
is introduced in such a masterly way
as to make the story grip the atten-
tion till the last word is reached. The
keynote is the splendid endurance that
is born of the wild places of earth,
and the courage to mcect emergencics
in a manly wav. One is hrought face
to face with the majesty and the
unrelenting cruelty of nature in the
carth's wild places. Here existence
narrows down to essentials—food and
warmth, All other accessories fade
into uselesspess, and man amid such
conditions nbtains a trucr estimate of
the value of things that matter,
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Critical Notes

[No MS. will be returned unless
accompanied by stamps. No lability
is undertaken re wmehurtary contribu-
tions. Nowme and full address wiust
appear on the MS. itself.)

ForesTER  CLARKE—"Sarzh” hag
the makings of- a good character
sketch. It needs snap, however, and

a climax more in keeping with the
main idea. Need she he such a rabid
man-hater? She is a lonely and very
pathetic figure—scarcely one to Dbe
held up to ridicule. With a sympa-
thetic  treatment something  good
might be made of the material,

Cinoererra, Mount Eden—I real-
ise that your pen runs away with
you, but it is a good fault—provided
you can criticise the result very se-
verely later on. “With Nature” is a
thank-offering to  Nature's  bounty
and loveliness, hut it is entirely per-
sonal, and has no appeal for the gen-
eral reader. In writing of this kind
—semi-deseriptive.  semi-meditative—
the use of general terms produce
vagueness, You speak of * a tard
singing” It would hring a vivid
picture if you named it a tut or a
thrush. In “Feathered Visitors™ vour
comparison of the scagulls and tern
with the faliing snow settling lightly
on the grass is very apposite. Have
vou read and studied such works as

Lamb's “Essays of Elia” or “My
Garden  Acguaintance,” by James

Russell Lowell—hoth of them collec-
tions of essays of deathless charm
and heauty—models for all time. In
them accurate observation is mingled
with quaint thoughts and flashes of
poetry, that lift them infinitely above
writing that is merely emotional and

deseriptive,  The point of the “Jov
oi possessmg a cow” 15 certainly
clear.

"Mary  Astor.'—"Taby’s  Great

Aunt” has decided merit in styvle and
workmanship, but the theme is some-
what hackneyed, and scarcely worthy
of its setting. “Life's Coleur in the
Gray” is different, It is pleasing in
subject and treatment, hboth of which
show delicacy and an artistic sense
of values. 1 shall probahly usc it in
our journal,

D.M.N.. Opsho, Dunedin—You
have not studied metre closely, In the
lines :—

“The pine-trees lap at my swindow,

Theiy music has entered my room,

Their zoices are whispering and call-
ing,

Calling wic itlhrough fhe long night”

vou ignore rhyme altogether. There
is smoothness of cadence in the first
three hines which might pass, though
end-rhymes  are  lacking, it you
make a sudden change in the fourth.
The accent alters {rom the second
to the first syllable, and {from that
on the line does not scan, It is just
plain  prose, and the result is not
pleasing. You would do well to study
Prosody or the rules of verse writing
and would find sufficient to help vou
in the chapter on metre which is in-
cluded in our hest English Grammars.
Another point to watch is the mean-
mg of your verse. Always have
something to say when vou write, and
test the sense of it when written,
Take the phrase “lady faiery™ for in-
stance. What is the “voice of lower-
ing herds”"—cven “the voice, of low-
mg herds™ is a hackneyed expression
—a_ reminiscence of Grav's "lilegy in
a Country Churchyard.” Do not try
to write Fers Libres. They are the
refuge of the would-be verse writer
who canuot or will not take pains.
Your iines on “INight” are just prose
cut up into short lengths. Verse—
zood versc—is not written with ease.
Poetry 35 much more diflicult, hut
with study and application much may
he  accomplished.




