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ani said suîmetbin g. M'bat it ,vas oiily a piiilcgod fev tmoa'd:
the uniprivileged înany siiîly didn't care. Wflien lie liad
finishied ttiore was a general rising aiîd drinlking, oihne
Or~ two exclaumationis of Il The Quoeîîi." Tlien 'vo knewv ttiat
ttie uliaiiîîan liad beeii pi'oposiiig tliat good lady 's licitti.
Aftor sone inore, uîdistinguistîable reinaiks froin head-
quarters, we hîad soine inusic, a speech frîont Mi'. Fr'ankfort
Moore, ami another froin Mr. Anthony Hope. Mir. Moore
was funny, but long-winded. M\r. Hlope was witty an(l brief.
M'len tlîey liad both finisbied we lîad timne to reflect on their
reusarks, They liad been toasting and replying to, the lady

get.and they did both wcll. But if the New Wornan
knows ail she says she does, and if Mr. Moore and Mr. Hope
are right in ttîoir estiiate of lier, I îîîust corne to no otlier
conclusion than tlîat she is a very boid, bad nian. The soîîgs
and spieeches finislîed we liad our tikenesses takemi and then
we tliouglît it timo to gyo homte. aîd Il thon to bed," as old
Pepys lias it. Tlîe next morning we knew that we hiad
dined at the Il \agatbonds,."

Mr. H-atl Caine ivas Il ba<." J ust at present lie is con-
sured witb a desire to annihilate tlîe publisher. On eî ery
possible occasion lie vents bis spleen on thein in intermnîjable
speeches. The other day a secretary of an insignificaîît
Newsagents' Society offered him the opportunity of address-
ing its mieners hîoiding out the hait tlîat tbe newsagents
were formiing a Bookselters' Union. Ttîc vanity of tme
author of IlThe Manxinan " could not stand again.st tliis,
and lie seized th~ - occasion with alacrity. Hie gave a long
.speech on the wickedness of p blishers genel ly, and gentiy
caressed the booksetlers iii lus rnost suave diction. The
booksetier is beconie ahînost an historie personage. Once
upoit a tiîne lie was ant tionourable and even dignifiedl man,
to-day lie eati hardlv earn bread and butter. And aIl be-
cause the wicked pubtisher allows hîm no margin of profit.
The pubtistuer it is whose band i,, agai st bookseller and
author alike. loet the author and bookseilei' combine to-
gether and there wiIl be no necessity foir a îniddternan to
step in aîud swaitow ail the gain. Tihis amdi nucli mîore sitly
twaddle of a like kind was tîte tenor of the speech. But Mr.Hall Caine did tnt stop at this :knowing as lie sai(1, aIl
about the publishimg businîess, lie gave figures to pî'ove thiat
out of a six-shilling, novel ttie publisiier inakes a good shilling
profit, the co.4t of its production anîounting only to 15. 7V1d.
Unfortuniately for the etlect of the speech it was pointed out
1) several pubtishers, iii tîte ieading " dailies," that Mir.
Hall Caine lîad ornitted to inchude ttîe cost of paper !But
Mr. Hall Caine hiad biis little say, and 1 expect that is alt
lie really wanted. If, instead of displaying bis woful ignor'-
ance on matters bevond bis ken, bie were to, sit quietly at
honte and meditate, lie rniglit become a littie bit of a lîeî'o to
the loyers of mielo-draina. As it ils, bie lias bung, up bis
Ilglory " on a back yard walh. The truth of the wtîiole mat
ter' must be that Mr. Hall Caine is not quite satisfied with
tue r'oyalty bis publisher allows birn. In that case would it
îlot bo better for lii, to bave it out with Mr. Heinemtann
quietly, in Bedfor'd Street ?

We have atmost got accustorned to taik of Sir Walter
Besant and Sir Lewis Morris. At first we hardlly realized
that it was a serious matter. We ail tboughit that Lord
Rosebery was poking fun at us, but it turns out to be quite
true, incompreliensible as it înay bie. Whiat Sir Walter
Besant and Sir Lewis Morris thave donc to, inert the bonours
conferred on thein nobody as yct lias been able to fathomn.
Stili we feit; that they were to be congratutated, anti we did
so accordingly, except tlie,ý1'pcalor and the Sat urday Jî?eview.
The.se found it a very big putl to, swvalow, and they strainod
at it with very gruesome faces. I understand that both Sir
Walter and Sir Lewis are very good liadicais, as weil as iox'crs
tif tlîe aristocracy, and that may accotant for soinething.
But it seems that thîeir bonours wcre for literature. In tbat
case one is nonplussed. However, T must again congratulate
tbern on the reatîzation of hopes for wbichi they have so
assiduousiy and so perseveringiy iaboured. Sir Walter bas
spun a good many yarns and Sir Lewis a good many miles
of verse, but T doubt if there bie in cither of their spinaing
the stuif to inake a lasting fabric. There is a senious side
to, these "lbirtbday honours " and that is that the Govera-
ment is going tise rigbt way to make tbem cbeap. We shail
t>e soon baving a host of minor poets înarcbiag in procession
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along Whitehall clinouring to be knighted, aîîd that WIOUI'd
be nmore tlian even the Philistine Engclisllînîaii couidj stand.
Ab)out Sir Walter Besant, wel-it xvîU lbe enlougli to renark
in the words of a DH'eht that lie Il and Providence have
exhausted the oliý'i<>us.'

1 dofl't know wvhether you on your side of the Atiant'e
see rnuchi of 1Telord but in a late issue of tlîat capital
journal appeared a delighltful parody ou N\Ir. Lewis CarrollîS
"Jabberwocky. " It was entitled "1The Second Connlng

Arthur," but it iiighit better have been cailed IlYallei'bocky.
[tl is so good that 1 take the liberty of transcribing it for the
l)enefit of your readers

'T'was rolIog, aiid the inlîltîni potes
1)id inime anmi nible iii the cafe

Ail footiy wvere the Philerotes,
And I)aycadongs ontstrafe.

Beware the Yallerbock, iny son
The ainis that rile, the art that racks,

Beware the Aiib-Aiub Bird, ami shunii
The stornicous Beerboiax.

H'Ile took Excalibur' in band
Long Unes the canxome foe lie souit-

So rested lie by the Jonhuil tree,
Anti stood awhile in thoulit.

T 1hen, as vCCi) Vigo's inarge lie troct ,
The Yatlerbock, with tongue of bine,

Camie pittliîîg through the Heafftey Boit,
Ami flippercd as it ilew.

One, two! one, two! Ami thronghi and thro nglI1
Excalibur went snic'ker-snaek!

H1e took its dead and bodiless head,
And went jucanding back.

II 'And ihast thou siain the Yalierbock
Coîne to iy arias, iny sqlneainish boy

Oh, Ùb rigliteons peace !Parlieu ! 'ariice
ji awlmIed inIi is joy.

"'T was rollog, and the mnirni potes
Djd iijine and iinjiiibie in the cafe

Ail footly were the Phul rotes,
Anti 1aycadongs outsti'afe."

The literary world just nowv is very quiet. \ehear

only of rumours as te, what is to corne whenl the publis5hing
season commences in the cornng autumul. Miss Marie
Corelli, 1 un(lerstand, lias finishied a new nlove1 wvhich is to
be pulished in October. It bas nothing to do with Barafr
bas, for it is about miodern society. Mr. Crockctt i, "Ori'
ing liard at a story which lie catis Il Lochinvar." Mr - tan-
1ey Weyman stili gives us instaîments of Il The le
Cockadc," and Dr. Conan Doyle does ditto -wî,th bis "Adven
tures of Brigadier (ierard." The author of Il Dodo " has
,just pubtishied a littie story entitled 1,The Judginent Bcroks,

the idea of wbich we bave already met innOscar Wildes
Il)Dorien Grey." Mis Arabela Kenealy's IlThe 1 1OnourabîC
Mrs. Spoor " is a powerful history of a new Mrs. Tan(tueî'
Mr. George Moorm's" Cetibates" bas not lîad a remnarkabîe receP'
tion. We don't like short stories, unless tbev aie by {udYar.d

Kipling. A new "lseries " bias just been jnauguated; il i"

called the IlZeit-Geist " series. So far the novelwhc
have been inclulded in it are by ladies. The new Oî~
will also bie by a lady, Mrs. Mannington Ca.ffvy the 10al
of IlYeltow Aster " fame. It wil be called "lA Comedy of
Spasrns." Perhaps it will deat with a late iteeting9
women writers wbicb, front the report of tbe spece deliv-
ered at their annual dinrier, miust have been a o 1d
hysterical fits. The Palu Mail illdgyazine with ilst m h
issue will be increased in price to 15. 6d. EvidenitY toe

proînoters can'c afford to give so maiiy good thing w
shilling, n obste iooto h change.
important art books are to be issued in the alitulul ne,
life and works of Sir Frederic Leighton, the other, a rnot'
graph on Xelasquez. Botb will be cboicely itîustratedl 'Vitl

photogravures. My last piece of information is a vO1'n' s
essays front the pen of Sir Walter Besant to be caltedy
we Are, and As we May Be." Hie migbt have said~ n
Was, and As I Arn." I înust not forget to mientiol tci
itbert Parker's new novel IlWhen Yalrnond carde~

Pontiac." Il is, perbaps, the imst work lie lias written,'ai

it lias received an open welcoine. J. H-. 1SAAC41,
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