My, Jopathan Hodgson, who, with Mrs.
and Miss sfodghon, bove been for some
timo in New York, have roturned to town.

Mrs. G. N. Hamilton and Miss Howilton,
Peel street, left this weck on a chort trip
to England by {he “Parisian.”

Mr. Gerald E. Hart roturned homo from o
ton days’ visit to Now York on Sunday
last.

Mias Boyer and Miss Aumond have ar-
rived rafely in Genon, alter a most en-
joyuble sea voyage.

The Conadian commissioner at Paris, Mr.
Hector Fabre and Mme. Fabre, gave o re-
ception in ‘Paris Iately, in homor of Sir
John and Lady Thompson, the Hon. C. H.
Tupper and Mrs. Tupper, and Lady Caron

Mrs. 'W. C. Van Horne has left on a
vivit to New York, accompanied by Mr.
B. Van Horne, ‘who returns to West Point
to pursuo s studies having spent the
Easter vacation in Montreal

Mr. G. W. Stephens and Miss Stephens,
who have been spending & week in New
York, returned to town last Sunday morn-
ing. &Mrs. Stephens remaived for a fow
duys longer in New York.

Mr. Thomas Tait, assistant manager Can-
adinn Pacific Railway, has been on a visit
to Washington, where he was joined by
Mrs. Tait, who has been wintering at Ash-
ville, N. C., and who will spend some weeks
ot Lalewood, N.J., before returning to
Montreal.
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My Ravorite Author-~HAntidote

e

Just outeide the city limits—to givethe
eabby his chance—is a sleepy lane, lent by
the country to the town, and we have only
¢to open A little gate off it to find our-
selves in an old-Iashioned garden. The
house, with i's msny quiint windows,across
which evergreens spread their open fingers
as a child makes believe to shroud his eyes,
has o literaryl ook—at least, o it seems
to me, but perhaps this is boeause I know
the authorems who is at this moment ad-
vascing down tho walk to meet me.

She has hastily laid aside her hoop, and
croeses the grass with the dignity that be-
comes a woman of lettere. Her hair
falls over her forechead in an attractive
way, and she is just the proper height for
an puthoress. The face, 80 open that one
can watch the process ol thinking out a
new novel in it, from start to finish, is at
times a little careworn, as if it found the
world weighty, but at present there is a
gracious emile on it, and she greots me
heartily ‘with one hand, while the other
strays to her neck, to make sure that her
laco collar i8 lying nicely. Xt wouild be
idle to pretend that she is much more than
eight years old, ‘‘but then Maurice is only
six.” . A I

¢THE ANTIDOTE#®

Stranger (to Solemn Individual); ¢ Is this a
funeral ? "
Solemn Individual :

¢ No, it’s 2 Wedding.”

Stranger; ““Qh! I thought you were a2 mourn-
er.”

Solemn Individual: **No, I am the Son-ia-
Law of the Bride's Mother.”

Like most literary people who put their
friends into books, she is very modest,and
it mever scems to strike her that I would
come all this way to sce her.

“)Mamma is out,” she says simply, * but
she will be back soon; and papa isab
a meeting, but he will be back souy, too.”

1 know what meeting lLer papa s at.
He is craged with admiration for Staaley,
and can speak of nothing but the Emin
Relief Expedition. Whiie he is away pro-
posing that Stanley ehould get the free-
dom of Hampstead, now is my opportun-
ity to interviow the authoress.

““Woa't you come into the house P’

I accompany the authoress to the house
while we chat pleasantly on literary topice.

“ Qh, there is Maurice, silly boy 1"
Maurice is too busy shoo.ing arrows into
the mext garden to pay much attention
to me; and the authoress smiles at him
good-naturedly.

“ I hope you'll stay to dimmer,” hesa)s
to me, “becaues then we'll have two
kinds ©f pudding.”

The nuthoreas and I give each other &
look which means that children will be
children, and then we go indoors.

“ Are you mot going to play any more?”
tries Maurice to the authoress.

She ‘blushes a little,

“I.was playing with him,” she explains,
“to keep him out of mischief till mamms
comes back.”

In the drawing-room wo talk for a
time of ordipary matters—of the allow-
ances ono must make for a child .like
Maurice, for instance—and gradually we
drift to the subject of literature, I know
literary people suificiently well to  be
aware that they will talk freely—almost
too freely—of their work if approached in
the proper e, rit.

“Are you busy just now ?” I ask, with
aasumed carelessness, and as if I had not
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been preparing the question since I heard
papa was out.

She lovks at me, suspiciously, as authors
usually do ‘when asked such a questjon,
They are nol certain wiether you .ara
really sympathotic.  However, she ronds
honesty €n my oyes.

“Ob. ‘well, I am doing o little thing.*
(They #£lways cay this.)

‘A story or an article 2

“ A story.”

“I hope it will be good.”

“Ixlon‘t know. I don’ like it much.”
(This is another thing they say, and then
they wuait for you to express incredulity.)

“I have no «oubt it will be o fine
thing. lHave youu given it a name ?”

“Oh, yes; I always write the name.
Sometimes 1 tlon’t write any more.”

As the wus in u confidential mood this
seemed an excollent chance for getting
her view: on some -f the vexed literary
questivvs of ‘the day. For instance, every-
body scems to bo more interested in hearing
durlng ;what hours of the day an author
wxiles than in reading his book.

" Do you work best in the ecarly pmt.oi
nla) or at night 27
* [ write my stories just beforo tea.”

* That surprises me. Most writers, I
have been told, get through a good deal
of wvork in the morning.”

*0Oh, but I go v school as soon as

:breakfiast is over.”

“And fou don’t write at night ?”

“ No ; nuree alway, turns the gas down.”

I hod read somewhere that among ‘the
novelist's greatest difficulties is that of
sustaining his own interest in a novel day
by day wuntil it is finisked.

‘ Until your new work is completed do
you {ling your whole heart and soul into
i 7 I tmean, do you work atraight on at
it, so ‘to speak, until you have finished the
last chapter.?”

it Oh y&.n

Tho movelists wero lately reproved in a
review for working too quickly, and it
was enid that one wrote a whole novel
iu two months.

“ How long does it take you to write
¢ movel 2"

“ Do you mean a long nuvel 77

¢ ‘-Yﬁ.”

“It ‘takes me neatly an hour.”

“ For a yreally long novel ?”

“Yes, in three volumes I write in
three exercise books—a volume in each.”

‘“ You write very quickly.”

*“Of course, & vOlame doesn’d fill &
whole exercise book. They are penny ex-
ercise books. I have a great many three-
volume stories in the three exercise books.”

“But aro they meally three-volume
novels 7" .

* Yes, for they are in chapters, and one
of them has twenty chapters.”

“Aud how many chapters are there in
3 page m



