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“" Ah H
dmﬁa’i:.gﬂWhnt shall I--daZ3The fich-
ermen ar8 bringing in my herring, and I
cannot find a single cask to pack them
in. They will all be spoiled.

“ Ah,”" returned Van Elberg coldly.
‘ You bought up all the herring and I
have bought up all the casks. I could gell
tham %0 you at .un exorbitant prico, but
as I wish to keep my word about giving
twny daughter her dowry of 4,000 ducats,
I +will only charge you the amount you
so skilfully mado out of me in the othsr
matter. You are very cunning, you mer-
thants of .Amsterdam ; but we of Broek
have positive genius, you sce.”

* But you got th» idea from me,” re-
plied Master Woerden, proudly.
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Four~in-hand Novelists.

Th> following is o word puzzle. It nar-
rates th: adventures of a four-in-hand
novelist wh'le trying to lose his reputa-
tion. Competitors do not requiro to be
told that a four-in-hand novelist is a
writer of fction who keeps four serial
tales running abreast in the -magazines.
‘The nomes of specimen four-in-hand novel
ista will recur readily every one. Tho
puzzle is to discover who this particular
novelist is; tho description, as will bo
observed, umswering to quite a number
of them.

A few years ago, it any ono in Fleet
atreet had eaid that the lay would come
when 1 would devote my time to trying
to lose my reputation, I would have
smiled fncredulously. That wxas before 1
had a reputation. To ba as statistical
as time 'will allow—for helora 1 go to
bxd I have seven and o half yards of
fict'on to write—it took me fifteen yeuars’
hard ‘work to acquire a reputation. For
tivo ycars after that I worked as dlligently
to retain it, not being quite certain
wh-ther it was really there, and for the
last five years I have done my best to
get rid of it. MMr. R. L. Stevenson has
a story of e dynamiter who tried in vain
to leave an infernal machine anywhere.
It was always roturned to him as soon
as h2 dropped it, or just as he was mak-
ing off. My reputation is as difficult to
lose. I have mot given up the attempt
yet, but I am already of opinior that
it is cven harder to lose a reputation in
letters thaa to make one. My colleagues
will brar me out in this.

If 1T reerilcet aright—for I have pub-
lish>d so much that my works are now
rathar mixed up in my mind, and I have
no time to verify anything—the iirst place
I thought to leave my reputation in was
a volume of pot-boilers, which I wrote
‘many years ago for an obscure publica-
tion. At that time I was wcrking hard
for a reputation elsewhere, and theso
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Yan ,Eumu:mwmsmﬁw _seribbled_ off for

o livel'hood, My rhavfishor hieard ol tHdm
recently, and offered mo a hundred pounds
for ‘ib rty to ro-publish thom in book
form. 1 ponted out to him that they
wero 'vory poor stuff, but ho said, that
that Gl hothing to do with it; I had
a rcputation now, and they would sell.
With kertain mmisgivings—for I was not
harden-d fret—I accepted my publisher’s
terms, and th» book was soon out. Tho
first ook I publish~d, which was much
th~ b-st thing I ever wrote, was only
reviewod by threa journals, of which two
were provincial weeklies. Thoy said it
show:d signs of haste, though every sont.
ence 4n it was a fabor. I sent copica
of it to 8ix or soven distinguished literary
men—some of whom are four-in-hand now
~anld two of them acknowleaged recejpt
of it, though neither suaid he had read
it. My pot-boilers, however, had not been
out many weeks before the first cdition
was exhausted: The book was reviewed:
sverywhere, and, in n'ne cases out of ten,
enthusiastically lauded, It showed a dis-
tirer mdvance on all my previous cfforts.
They were model stories of thoir kinde
They showed o mature hand. The wit
was sparking. {There were pages jn the
book that no ons could read without
enotion. In th: old doys I was paid for
these stories at tha rate of five shillings
th> thou-anl words; but th'y would make
a reputation in themselves now. It las
b2en thus all mlosg. I drop my reputa-
tion into cvery book I write now, but
there 8 no getting rid of it. The criticy
ani th> public return it to me, remarking
that it grows bigger.

1 tried to lose my reputation in soveral
other books of th: same kind, and al-
ways with the same result. Barnacles are
noth'ng to a literary reputation. Then I
tried driving four-in-hand. (There aro
only five or six of us who are four-in-hand
novelists. but there are also four-in-hand
essay.ets, four-in-hand critics, etc., and we
all work on the same principle. (Every!
one of us is trying to shake himself free
of his reputation. Ve novelists have, per-
haps, tthe b:st chance, for- there are so
few writers of fictior who have a rgputas
tion to lose that all the maganhd
editors col.. to us for a serial tale. Next
year I expect to be six-fn-hand, for the
provincinl weeklies want mo as well as
th? magazines. Any mere outsider would
eay I was safe to get rid of my reputes
tion this year, for I am almost beating
tho recond in the effort. A ngyelist of
repute, who did not want to lose hiw
reputation, would wot think of writing
more than on: story at a time, and
he would take twelve months, at least,
to do it. That is not my way. Hitherto,
g¢hough T lave bzen a member df the
literary four-in-hand club, I have always

baen 'wome 'woR ahoad - wita, at: lpant fovoe
of my talgs brforo thay begin. tatappoat
in serial form. You may give up tho at-
tempt ‘to loso your reputation, however,
if you do not sot about it more thoroughly
than that: and the four novels whicld
I began in January in two English maga-
znes, Hne American magazine, and an
illustrated paper, were all commenced in
th> s>cond wock of D:cembor. (I had fin-
ishad two movels §n  the last week of
Novemt~) My voijg’'nal plan was to take
th m way about, do'nz about four chapters
of cach a ‘month; but to givé my roeputa-
tion a still batter chance, of abscond-
ing, I now writo th>m at any time. Now-
a-days 4 nwould nover think of working
vut my plot beforehamd. My thinking
b'g'n3 (whn I Yake up my pen to write,
and ends when I 1ay it down, or even
bore thit. In ono of my stories this
year I mad> my hero save the heroine
from a burning house. Fad I done that
in - tho old days th:y would have ridi-
culed m2, but now thoy say I reveal fresh
talent 4n tho delightful way in which
I re-tell a story that has o doubt been
told before. Tho beaten tracks, it is r:-
marked, aro the best to treed when tho
public has such & charming guide as my-
self. My wecond novel opens with a ship-
wreek, end I am nearly threg chapters
in getticg my principal characters intat
the boats. Ju my first books I used to
guard carefully against tho intruduction
of ‘material that did not advance the
story, yet at that time I was charged
oith “padding.” In this story of the
sh’pwreck there §s 8o much padding that
I could blush—if I had mot given all that
hp—to ‘think of it. Instead of confining
tnysel! to my own charactors, I describe
all the passengers in the vessel—telling
what thoy were like in appearance, aud
what was their occupation, ana what
they nvere doing there, Then, when the
sh'pwreck comes. I drown them one by
one. By one means or another, I con*
trive to gat six chapters out of thnps
shipwreck, which is fcilowed by two chap-
ters of mgony in an open boat, which I
treat as if it were & novelty in fiction,
onl that, again, leads up to a chapten
on the uncertainty of life, ifost {lagrant
padding of all is the conversation. It
always tauk?s my characters at lcast two
pages to say anything. They approach the
point in this fashion:

Jom walkad exci‘tedly into the room,
in which Peter was awaiting him. Tho
two fmen looked at each other.

“ You twanted to see me,” Tom said
at last. A

“ Yes,” gaid Peter slowly, “I wanted
to see you.”

Tom locked at th: other uneasily.

“Why did you want tc see me ?” he
acsked alter a pause.



