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A CRUEL REVIEW.

He cut it up root and branch—ot that
there can be no doubt. He gave it what he
technically styled *a slating.” and as he
threw down bis pen and leaned back in his
chair, he muttered, *I think I've pretty
well settled that dunce’s business.

He was a clever young man—a little too
obtrusively clever, perhaps. to be an ideal
critic ; he was not content to pass by feeble-
ness and folly ‘with a few mild, pitying
words of condemnation; he rode at them
with all his skill and force, with that
weapon which is *‘mightier than the sword,”
piercing them again and again with mortal
wounds. Many a young author, taking up
a dsmp, fresh copy of the Censor from the
breakiast table, and searching eagerly for
a review of his beloved novel, had read
such scathing sentences, such cruel witti-
cisms, such merciless mockery, as had
caused him to lay down the paper with
trembling hand, damp, pale brow, and
strangled heart, to push his untasted repast
Immiim. and to feel that for him break-
fast, luncheon, tea, dinner, and supper
were henceforth evploded institutions.

Some folk might think that there was all
the less excuse for his severity, in that
just then George Charlton’s prospects were
looking particularly bright in every way.
His post on that prosperous paper, the
Censor, was an assured one. A five-act
play of his had just been accepted by Adol-
phus Bolingbroke, lessee and manager of
the great Omnium Theatre ; aud yesterday
us own beautitul, adored Gertie had con-
fided to him, on being tenderly pressed
upon the subject, that June was her fav-
ourite month of the year, and that Thurs-
day was her favourite day of the week!

Considering all those things, therefore,
some might say that he ought to have been
kinder to the author of Seared Hearis;
but the higher our spirits, with the most
zest do we follow our different callings;
and it was possible because the man George
Charlton was in a particularly bright and
happy mood, that the critic George Charl-
ton was particularly **fit,” and consequently
particularly merciless to thrash and 1wad-

e.

The book, as it happened, came before
him at an unlucky moment; and, in truth,
Seored Hearts was a foolish, feeble,
flashy story, with ethereal, impossible hero-
ine, and wild, reckless. Greel proﬁled hero
complete; forced situati and weak, in-
flated style : false views of lite; characters
like nothing ; and he prepared accordingly
to give it, in his already quoted phrase,
g slating.” Never was author flayed
more mercilessly.

«‘This story,” said Charlton, *“in a more
marked degree than any we can remember
seems to have been written for the express,
purpose of showing what the author cannot
do. Can anyone inform us why it is that
the writers (save the mark) who have not
even the talent to describe everyday occur-
rences with a touch of humor or of pulhoa,
to draw a commonplace character with tol-
erable truthfulness, are generally those
who undertake to show us lite in its most
tragic aspect, and the human heart in its
stormiest, most passionate workings ?

« «Hugh Ells’ is a masculine cogno-
men, but we doubt if the worst masculine
literary sinner ever perpetrated quite 80
much folly as lies between the ornate cov-
ers, sprinkled with slightly scorched hearts,
ot the work before us. The mob of gentle-
men who write with ease have, since
Pope's day, been supplemented by an
equally large mob of ladies who write,
alas! with even greater ease, and it is
among the ranks of these, we fancy, that
the author ot Seared Hearls is to be
found.”

And so on to the bitter end, fleering and
sneering, with now and then a deep, sharp
thrust, ran Charlton's pen, until he con-
cluded his review with these words:

« Seared Hearts is undoubtedly the worst
novel of the season—a season fruittul of
poor novels. 'To that ‘bad eminence’ has
‘Hugh Ellis’ attained, and it is to be hoped
that, finding himself there, he will see fit to
lay aside the pen which he wields so ill.”

I can't help it if the fellow, or girl—
whichever it is—is cut up,” muttered
Charlton, as he rose from his writing table
in his sanctum at the Censor office. *I
must do my duty. It's the wretchedest
stuff ever put between covers. We critics
are literary policemen, and it's our duty to
‘move on’ or ‘run in’ the ‘crowd of dunces
that choke up the avenues of fame.’”

And, emerging a few minutes later from
the office of the Censor, George Charlton

] into a passing h and was
whisked away to his club. If the young
critic had felt any slight touch of compunc-
tion regarding the severe treatment he had
meted out to the author of Seared
Hearts, and the probable sensations with
which that literary aspirant would read the
review which would appear in the course
of two or three days, the feeling does not
remain long with him, and he had quite
forgotten it when, as the evening wore on,
he found himself *‘in beauty's circle,

roudly gay,” at a ‘‘smail and early” at
is Gertie's home.

It was an unpretentious affair, but very
pleasant. At one hour past midnight
George Carleton and his fiancee were
taking a tender farewell in the hall. It
was a difficult business—parting. Five
good-byes had been said, and the sixth
Was now in progress.

«Is my boy very tired? Has he been
working very, very hard to-day?” How
adorable she was, he thought, in her
crimson silk frock, with its square cut
bodice and short sleeves ; her auburn hair
curling round her brow and knotted at the

 know that well, dun't we? My secret is

secret ? It.hinklcmgl::nnhegi_-tofboth
little secrets—that we esch other !"

“Yes, dear George; but I shouldn't
have called that a secret, because we each

one that you don't know—one that shares
my heart and my thoughts with you—one
that would surprise you very much, and
that, if you don't know it, would, I think,
do away with the notion that I am a silly,
empty little thing.”

+And what is this grand secret? The
little woman has not been hatching plots
to overthrow the Government, I hope ?”
She did not heed his jesting words.
Her head was raised, and she was looking*
at him with a bright. earnest look; her
lips opened, then she shook her curls and
sighed. “‘No; [ haven't the courage to
tell you, tonight; perhaps the mext time
I see you f shall have summoned up
enough.” It isso late now, we must part.”

‘
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A minute later George Charl was
walking away down the street, lighting a
cigar.

~Little witch,” he muttered, ‘she was
more enchanting than ever tonight!
What is this wonderful secret of hers?”
Then, after a pause—The idea of
her saying I thought she was a silly,
empty fittle thing! She is just what a wo-
man should be; pretty, bright, amiable,
and with taste to dress her charming little
figure to perfection. No female geniuses
for me, thanks,” said Charlton, puffing at
his cigar. ‘I may be behind the spirit of
the age in saying so, but I don’t like ‘em.
A woman has no business with genius, and
1 don’t admire it in her any more than
other accidental masculine qualitics—a bass
voice, for instance, or a beard. By Jove!”
—with a chuckle—'‘I suppose my life
wouldn't be worth a moment’s purchase it
I made public these sentiments at a meet-
ing of the shrieking sisterhood.”

» . - - -

It was two or three days before George
Charlton saw his betrothed again. When
that time had elapsed, he called at Nugent
Gardens one evening with some tickets for
a concert. He was shown into the draw-
ing-room, where he wss joined by his pros-
pective mother-in-law.
++] don't know whether Gertie will be
able to see you,” said the latter,who looked
troubled. ‘*Something has upset her sadly
today, and she has been shut into her own
room for hours.”
Charlton expressed much concern and
sorrow. ‘‘May I not know what it is that
bas grieved her ?” he said. .
] am not sure whether I am at liberty
to tell you,” rejoined Mrs. Holmes. *‘Per-
haps she will tell you herself, if she feels fit
to seeyou; and I am certain, George. it
you can give the poor child any comtort,
you will.” 1 will go and tell ber that you
are here.”
Left alone in the room, George Charlton
paced up and down once or twice,somewhat
disquieted to hear of his pretty Gertie's
sad mood, and wondering what the cause
of her agitation might be.
Presently there was a footstep on the
stairs outside, the rustle of a dress at the
door, and she entered. She wore a tea
gown, her bonny curls were pushed back
rtly trom her brow, her cheeks were
white, her eyes heavy and discolored with
long weeping. She came hastily across
the room—came into the arms ready to re-
ceive her—and then her tears burst out
again :—

*Oh, George! oh, George! Help me
to bear it, dear! My heart is broken!”

By every tender word and caress he
strove to sooth her, and acv length, when
her convulsive sobs became a little quieter,
he said, **Won't you tellme the cause of
your sorrow "

And in broken words, interrupted by
m:n{ a piteous sob and gasp, she began 1o
speak :—

«You remember that I told you"—sob—
sob—*‘that I had a secret. The secret was
that 1 bad written a"—sob, sob—*‘had
written a"—sob—*a—a el” b.
sob—sob. *'It has been a dream to me”
—sob—*a castlein the air—for months”

b—sob. *‘I thought it was

good !—so—so—clever! and that when it
appeared, and everyone was praising it—
you would be so—so—proud of me—as well
as fond of me! And now—now—oh, the
dreadful review !” She pressed her eyes
to her lover's shoulder, and her voice was
lost in a storm of sobs, amid which the
worns *‘the Censor” and ‘‘cruel wretch”
alone were audible.

Charlton held her from him suddenly and
looked into her face, and his unusual pallor
and tragic aspect trightened away her sobs
effectually.

«“What was your novel called P he said ;
+and what name did you write under P

It was called— Seared—Seared Hearts,
and I—wrote—under the name ot ‘Hugh—
Hugh Ellis " "

+‘Great Heavens " he ejaculated, invol-
untarily. *Why wasn't I'told ?”

e would have given anything to recall
the words, but they were out; it was too
late.

Gertie drew her arm away from its posi-
tion round his shoulder, stepped back a
pace or two, threw back the curls from her
brow, looked at him with flashing eyes, and
cheeks that had suddenly grown crimson:
+Was it you who wrote that shamefully
cruel review P Yes, 1 see that it was. 1t
is your hand that has dealt me the most
aionizing blow I have ever telt. It is you
who have torn down my castle in the air.
It is you who, with your wicked, mocking?
unjust-—"

“Gertie, spare me! On my knees I ask
for pardon. Consider, love, that I had no
idea who *Hugh Ellis’ was.”

«Consider? No, sir, I will not!"—

back of her head ; the dimpl n
going in her fair cheeks; her little Tands
reaching upward to turn the collar of his
overcoat as a defence against the night
wind. ‘‘Has my boy been working very,
very hard today ?”

““Tolerably hard, my sweet Gertie. I
have to make my way, you know.”

««And how well you are making it, you
dear, clever old boy, what with your play
and writing for the newspapers! ave
yoa been writing articles today, George "

«What does a little fairy like you care
to know about newspapers and articles P
Your little curly head was never meant to
think of anything but love and kisses !”

“No; but really, love"—the curly head
lay lgtinst his shoulder now, and the rosy
mouth was just set tree again for speech—
«I do take the greatést interest in your
work. George,” in a mysterious whisper,
“guppose 1 were to tell you a lttle
secret P”

¢*And suppose,” in a like mysterious

dashing away with an angry hand the tears
that would come. *That is but a fresh in-
sult. That means that had you known I
was the author of Seared Hearts you would
have concealed your real opinion—your
spiteful, malicious, unjust, real opinion!
But a million critics, with all their spite and
malice and injustice, though they could
hurt me, could not shake my faith in my
own powers! Seared Hearts is & good
novel"—sob—*‘and a well,written novel”
—sob—sob—**and a very interesting no-
vel"—gsob—sob—sob. *‘And I mean to
write heaps of others. There!”

“Gertie! you do not mean to leave me
in anger P"—for she was moving towards
the door.

#Yes, I do mean to leave you—and
for ever! You are not the George
Charlton whom I have loved—that I
came to for comfort a quarter ol an
hour ago. You are a cruel, mocking, con-
ceited,utterly undiscerning man,with whom
1 have nothing in common! 1f, as woman

forgiveness of injuries, as novelist to critic
I am implacable!” There was .ez‘lp‘u” as
she drew a ring from her ‘*engaged” finger,
a flash of light as the diamonds went flying
through the air and fell at Charlton’s feet.
From tonight we are strangers,” she said,
and left him.

And they were,sure enough ; which shows
that the course of tiue love, troublesome to
keep smooth under the most favorable con-
ditions, i§ particularly apt to get out of
order in the case of a fair novelist and a
witty young critic.

Gertie is married now to a good, easy~
going man, of no great intellectual attain-
ments, who is very proud ot his pretty,
agreeable wite, and takes her literary tal-
ents on trust.

She is an indefatigable novelist. Sear-
ed Hearts has already had several suc-
cessors, all boasting the distinguishing
characteristics of that masterpiece, one or
two even rather ‘‘more 80"

And when these novels come up for
judgment before the caustic young critic of
the Censor, he—gives them a ‘'slating,”
did you ask? Ah, no! There is a little
romance left, here and there, even in these
striving, mechanical days. And when those
feeble, foolish, flashy stories come before
him, George Charlton remembers how
once, while a sott arm clasped his neck,
and a tear-wet face lay on his breast, a
little voice sobbed, *‘Oh, George! oh,
George! Help me to bear it, dear! My
heart is broken !"—and as he cannot praise
them, he passes them by silently.—T'it Bits.

A SPIDER WITH BRAINS.

The Little Insect is & Companion to a Pris-
oner and Dies from a Broken Heart.
Can spiders reason? Several men got
to talking recently in an uptown hotel
on the subject of intelligence among
insects, and one ot them, an old veteran
of the Union Army, declared that spiders
could reason and even form a warm
attachment for a human being. There
was loud laughter consequent upon the as-
sertion, but the old soldier said :

«] once would have laughed, too, at
such a statement, but I know from actual
experience that a spider is a great compan-
jon. During the war I was confined 1n
prison sixteen months, and five months of
the time I occupied a small room to myself.
It had only one window, and one day in
my loneliness I stood there longing for
companionship. All at once a spider came
spinning down on a cobweb atter a fly.
The latter got away. I caughta fly and
gave it to the spider, and captor and victim
went up to a web, where the feast:took
place. The next day [ went to the window
and whistled softly. Down came the spider,
ostensibly m great glee. 1 again caught
a fly and saw it immolate! in the fine
meshes of the cobweb. Finally, instead of
whistling, 1 would say, ‘Ho, there! come
on down. my boy,’ and like & boy running
to jump in the water for a swim, down
would spin the spider. [ would hold out
my forefinger and the spider would
land plump on it and sit there in perfect
contentment as long as 1 talked or whistled
to him.

+*One day I was too sick to go to the win-
dow, and lay on some straw in the corner.
1 could see the window, and promptly at
the hour I called for the spider he appeared.
Jie let himselt down slowly; then, after
satisfying that something was the matter
with me, he jerked himself quickly up the
cobweb line. In a few minutes, imagine
my surprise to see the spider slowly de-
cending from the ceiling just over my pal-
let. It came down evidently to reconnoiter.
1 gave a whistle and held oit my band.
The spider fairly jumped down on it and
bounced around on my finger as if mad
with joy. It was not until 1 had talked to
him and whistled that he luded to go
back. For five minutes and over every
day I handled the spider and repeated long
poems to him.

]t seemed to me that the spider enjoy-
ed Byron more than any of the poets, and
whenever I sang ‘The Maid of Athens’ he
fairly danced on my hand. I remember
that when I repeated ‘Mazeppa’ the little
insect would go up and come down rapidly
on a single cooweb strand, and it made me
fancy that he imagined he was Mazeppa
tied to a horse chasing throught the amr.
Finally my intercourse with my little com-
panion was rudely broken. A number
ot other prisoners were turned into my
room and frightened the spider so it would
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fellow prisoners to keep quiet, the spider
came and rested on my finger. He looked
thin and just moped, as it sick at heart.
Slowly he pulled up his cobwebs, never to
come down alive. The next day I found
him dead near my pallet. Iactually cried,
because I felt that the spider died of a
broken heart. Its companionship for five
months had given me great comfort. If
any man here does not believe my story I
would like for him to say so.”

No one said a word, but the faces of &
very large majority ot the audience wore a

not come down.
“One day, by coaxing and getting my
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