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JCOTCH character and distlect had their

tling 1 couple of years ago; but this is
the day of the Irish, from Sir Thotmas Lipton
down to Mr. Dooley, or viee versa, as the reader may prefer;
and the Irish short stary, unlike the brish yache, is taking its
placein the lead of all competitors. This is all very well for
Irishimen, as the success of ** Beside the Bonuie Briar Bush,”
and “ithers o' thot ik, was for Scotchmien. But, while the
geneeal reading public may hail with delight an oceasional
contribution tu the literature of provincialisn, provided it has
decided merit and is not conched in 4 tow barbarous jargon, it
is devoutly to be wished that we are not to witness a per-
manent revival of that abomination, the dialect story, which
so sadly distigured our magazines and tricd-our patience a few
years aygo.

1 have before me two volumes of Irish short stories—one
*Through the Turl Smoke,” by Seamas MaeManus (Morang):
anel the other * The Auld Meetin' Haose Green,” sketehes of
rural Ulster, by Archibald Mellroy (Revell). Each of these
hooks contains some interesting yvarns, cleverly told, bu.
ueither ix uniform in merit throughout, nor is cither a work
likely to be as widely read as ** Beside the Bonnie Briar Bush."
Semmas MeManus paints the humorous and ludicrous side of
Insh lite, often in stroug colors, that are manifestly aid on
somewhat thickly.  His exaggerated situations and characters
are in the nature of caricature, and it is on this clement
throughout that be depends maioly for his effeets, * The Auld
Meetin' Hoose Green®™ is more restrained and delicate. I its
atmosphere in general is graver, its humor is much more
refined and keen. 1L touches the broad humanities in o way
that the MaeManus storvies do not. In parts it is decidedly
pathetic,

Two Volumes of
~irish Storles.
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l CANNOT bhetter illustrate the character of the two books
and their diferences than by giving an incident from cach,
In ~Through the Turf Smoke,” there is 4 story of the Prince
of Wides' Donegal Militia, in which is deseribed the attempt of
Colonet Bloodantive to bring off' asham fight for the edifica-
tion of a aumber Hf friends, o whom he had boasted of the
eficiency of his corps. The first attempt was unsuccessful,
beeause, just as tie charge was well under way, the dinner
seomy sonnded, and both attackers and attacked rushed pre.
cipitately to the barrack-yard for refreshments: the second
attempt was cqually unfortunate, owing to the defending
party losing their coarage aml retreating in disorder at the
critical moment—only one valiant private, Donad McGlanaghy,
standing his groand ; the third attempt ended in a free fight
between attackers and attacked.  Theday after these incidents
Colonel Bloadanfive veviews and reprisnands his regintent, and
finally calls up private McGlanaghy to recognize his good con-
duct.  Asked what he would wish in reward, McGlanaghy
replies, ** Well, yer honor, Colonel, 'm thinkin® maybe ye'd
be afther givin® me the Viethory Crass. 1 b'lieve it's given in
reward for such actions,”

“What! the Victoria Cross!™ said the Colonel, taken
aback. *“The Victoria Cross. Oh, bhut you know, my good
man, that is an honor only given as the very highest and
greatest reward for the most danmge and valiant action a
British soldier could perform.  The Victoria Cross! Ob, no,
no, my good man, that is far beyond my power.  You will
have to ask for something clse, something more moderate,
something more in reason.”

“Well, then, Coloned, yer honor,' said Donal, touching his
cap again and standing erect, “if ye couldn’t give me the
Victhory Crass, maybe, Coloned, yer honor. ve could give me
an ould, half-waorn pair o° trousers ye'd hiave no me.c use for!”

ND now for the sample of Mr. Mellroy's Ulster humor,

Scobes, a “natural,” is asked by a Sulvation Army officer

to buy a War Cry. “What'n a war's gan® on noo',” said

Seobes. The great war between the world and the devil”

“A niver hard o't. Hoo long have they heen fechtin®2*

“Many thousands of years—sinee the heginning of time.”
* Dear man, they mun a® bin weel matehed,”

Oue would take this for a Scoteh story, aud, indeed, the
dinlect of “The Auld Meetin' Hoose Green” throughout
smacks much of Seotland, but [ am told that the people of a
largze portion of Ulster speak guite ke their cousins aeross the
frizh Channel. CAaXTON,
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‘HOSE who delight in the story in which

'rv':"““:;' the hero and heroine marry and “live
wme 1, il ove " -1 . Ja eniov
Short Storles. _HIDDIlY ever afterwards,” w ill searcely enjoy

fvan Turgenev's * Diary of a Superfuous Man,
and other stories.” (Macmillan). 1f one is to tuake this book
as an exposition of the author's opinion of romantic love, the
harvest of evil produced by this widely seattered sced is
cnormous, M. Turgeney surely believes that edifying and
canabling love between the sexes is possible; but, in these
stories one gets no warrant for such a supposition—the object
of the writer evidently heing to drive home the one idea that,
what most of us would call *sentimentality,” in the relations
of men and women, is both a symptom and a cause of moral
disease, boding ill for all concerned.  Therefore, he makes his
heroes, with one or two exeeptions, extreme types of lovesick
youth, only to drag them onward and downward through a
slough of despoud, to saticty, discontent, and moral ossifica.
tion.  The dark groundwork of the stories is relieved here and
there by strong and wholesome characters, but these are
alwaysmore arless insensible to the tender passion. Turgenes's
view is extreme, and, Bke all extreme views, is only o halfview
alter all. The common experience and observation of mankind
will not bear out his conclusion that romantic love is so
universally disastrous in its consequences, P.V.N,
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l R. CONAN DOYLE tells a story about

himsell which is amusing if somewhat
embroidered for fun's sake. He declares that
when he left school his master ealled him into his study and
solemnly said @ “Doyle, 1 have known you now for seven
years, and I know you thoroughly. I am going to say some-
thing that you will remember in after life.  Doyle, you will
never come to any good.”

Mr. Whiteing's novel, *No. 5, John Street,” is in its four-
teenthedition in England. The ook is in process of transtation
into Germaun,

Literary
Chit-Chat.

A well.known English writer on natural history explaing
the present exteaordinary popularity of books on that subject
thus : *“ 1 think the great reason is that people cooped up in
cities have an instinctive desire towards the country.  They
can only gratify it by an oceasional trip or a bicycle ride, but
in books they find a continuous substitute.”

For many years, Palmer Cox, the Canadian artist-poet and
originator of the Brownics, has had his studio in an upper loft
of an office huilding in Broadway, New York, in what was
once the centre of the book-publishers' region.  The book
business is now rapidly moving up town, and one large firmn
will shortly move far above Madison Square, in what was
farm land when the elder Seribner and the original Harpers
were laying the foundations of their fortunes. Mr. Cox's
studio hore a close resemblance, externally, to the offices of the
commercial men who shared his building. There was one
marked difference, however, between his room and theirs,
They were usually in their offices ; he was seldom in his. The
artist spends a Jarge part of his time out of town or in his
pleasant home, and the visitor who hopes to find him in hie
office inust first make an appointment,



