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A Curious Coincidence.
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Maxwell, gave at the lLangham Hotel to
cele rate the first number of ‘“The Bel-
gravia Magazine.’ A new magazine was
an event in those days. Now they come
and go like the swallows, and often don't
remain as long as our aerial visitors. I
sat next to Watts Phillips, and had for
my vis-a-vis Tom Taylor. Ioverybody of
note in the literary world was there. I
was nobody of note. I came up from
Worcestershire, my ‘‘raison d'etre’”’ being
that I was one of the contributors to the
first number. My little essay was a
country gossip entitled, ‘‘“The Feast of
St. Partridge.”” After dinner Charles
Reade invited me into a quiet corner, and
compared notes with me on our work,
as if he were the novice and I the author
whose novels were being read all over the
world. And he remarked with a smile,
that an author in those days was not
only treated with respect, but actually
paid handsomely; he no longer danced at-
tendance upon patrons, they danced at-
tendance upon him; he said a man with
a successful novel could buy a house and
<it under his own vine and fig tree.

FIRST NOVELS OF TWO FAMOUS
AUTHORS.

With humility I told him that I had no
reason to be particularly impressed with
the reward of novel-writing. ““Indeed,"”
he said; ‘‘what have you received for your
first book ?°’ “Thirty pounds, on ac-
count.”’ ‘“More to come?’’ “Yes."" I
(*nngrulul:\te.’ you,”” was his- reply. “Do
you remember my first work?"’ “‘Indeed
| do.” 1 said; “who could forget ‘Peg
Wo'tington'?"’ “You think it a good
story ?°’ “It is delightful,”” I replied.
‘I got five pounds for it,”” he said, ‘‘and
was glad to have it printed on any
terms.”” The publisher who gave him five
pounds for ‘‘Peg Woflington™ would have
readily paid him almost as many thou-
sands for one of his later novels. The
world nearly lost ‘‘Under the Greenwood
Tree,” ‘A Pair of Blue Eyes,”” and “Far
from the Maddening Crowd,”” Dbecause
Thomas Hardy's first novel, ‘‘Desperate
Remedies,”” was a financial failure.

“MANNERISM"' IN LITERATURE AND
ART.

Critics who dislike the minuteness of
Balzac's detail, say he was an observer,
and not a creator. This is often said
of Reade. They were both in their work
more or less self-conscious. So also was
Thackeray. The author of ‘‘Vanity
Fair'® lectured both his readers and his
characters. In a less forcible master this
would be regarded as a fault, but in
Thackeray it was part of the man and
his method, his mannerism, his individual-
ity by which we know and recognize him
as we know and recogunize the work of

famous painters. The individuality of
an actor in our day is often called
“mannerism,’ and condemned. Yet all

the great actors must have had it, and
it was their mannerism that was part of
the perfection of their art. Just as a
patnter or an author puts something of
himself into his work, so does the actor,
and it is part of the charm of his imper-
soma'ions that we recognize that it is he,
in particular, who is mving us his view

of tte rharacter he is representing. Ie
miayv get as close to it as his genius may
enable him. fairly under the skin of it,
"1 without some suggestion of his own
i \nerasies. there would be a want 1n
his aoting which would he disappointing

y his audicence I'dmund Kkean had a
mann-r;sm that was part of the force of
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ha. e 1 hed Macready without his “‘man-
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\ | g I'he RBells.” In his ““Flarlet
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