
202 THE WEEK..

against each othei' Lo tire dis'advantage of the State. To-day we are identi-
fied with the moving spirit of the nation. Our roots are deep in the eartb,
which is the best guiarauitee of our loyalty to Canada ; the two great parties
recognize our citizenship, and accordl to us an equality of riglits, the posses-
sion of which only the free-boriu sons of the soil eau appreciate, and which
we will be slow to relinquish, even thougli warned to, do so by the prophecy
of "lA Bystander." CANADIAN.

TH1E ADVENTURES 0F -A WIDOW.

i3y EDGÂR FAWOETT, authoer of "A Gentleman of Loisure," --A Hopeless Case,"
"An Ambitious Womun," IlTinkling Cymnbals," etc.

VI.--Contiî?ued.

"Well, I abourinate lier, and she knows it. 1 rarely abominate any.
body, and I think she knows that also. To my mbid she is a conscience-
less, hybrid creature. She is a resuit of a terrible modemn ]icense-the
license of the Press. There is a frank confession, for a newspaper mnan
like myseif. But, between ourselves, 1 don't know where modern journal-
ism, in some of its ferocious phases, is coing to stop, unless it stops at a
legisiative veto. Miss Cragge vould sacrifice lier best friend (if she had
any friends-which she liasn't) to the requirements of what she calls ' an
item.' She thinks no more of assailing a reputation, in lier quest for so-
termied ' material,' thant a rat would think of carmying off a lump of cheese.
She knows vemy well that 1 -%ill neyer forgive lier for having printed a lot
of libellons folly about a certain friend of mine. H1e liad wmitten a ratlier
harmless and weak novel of New York society, New York mnanners. Miss
Cragge bad somo o]dl grudgye against hutu; I think it was on accounit of an
adverse criticismi whichi slie believed him to have written regarding some
dreary, amateurish poems for whose author she had conceived a liking.
This was quite enougli for Miss Cragge. She filled a columu of the Rochtester
Rocket, or the Topeka Trumpet, or some sucli sheet, with irate Fictions
about poor Edward Foster. HIe had no redres.9, poor fellow; she dechtred
that lie had slandered a pure, higbi-minded lady in society here, by carica-
turing lier in lis îîovel. Suie parodied some of poor Ned's rather fragile
verses; she accused bimi of biabitually talking fatuous stuif at a certain
Boliemian sort of beer-garden which hie lad visited scarcely five times
within that, saine year. .Oh, well, the whole thing was se atrocious that I
offered miy fricnd the Neic Y'or A seroid in whieh te hurl back any epistolary

Sthunderboît lie should care te manufacture. But Ned wouldn't; lie night
shave written a bad novel and worse poeins, but lie had sense enough to

know that lis best scorm lay in severe silence. . Still, apart froin all this,
I have excellent reasens for shunniing Miss Cragge, and I have told vour
some of them. She is the inost aggravated form of the Ainerican news-
paper correspondent, prowling about and seeking whom she may devour.
I cousider lier a dangerous person, and 1 advise you net to allow lier witbin
your 8a10 n."

"lOh, I shan't," quickly answered Pauline.. IlYou need not have
counselled me on that point. It was <luite uuneccssary. I intend to
pick and choose." SI~e gave a long, worried sigli, no w, which Kindelen
just heard, above the conversational hum surrouuding, them. IlI amn
afraid it aIl cornes to pîcking and cboosing, everywhere," sire went ou.
Aunt Cynithia Pouglikeepsie is perpetually doing it in hter world, and I
begin to tbiuk that there is noure other where it must not be done."

Kindelon leaned bis handsomne crisp-curled head nearer to lier own ; lie
flxed bis liglit-blue eyes, in which lay se warm aud liquid a sparkle,
intently uipoun the lifted gaze of Paulinie.

IlYou arc riglit," lie said. IlYou will learn that, among other lessons,
before you are mucli older. There is no sucb thing as net pickiug and
choosing. Whate ver the grade of life, it is always donc by those who have
any sort of social impulse. I believe it is donc in Eighth Avenue and
Avenue A, when they -ive parties in little moins of tenement-bouses aud
hire a fiddler to speed the dance. There is always somne Michael or Fritz
who lias been ostracized. The O'llaras and the Schneiders follow the uni-
versai law. Where two or three are gathered together, the third is pretty
sure to be of questionable welcome. This isn't an ideal planet, my dear
lady, and 'liberty' aud ' fraternity' are gond enougli watchwords, but
' equality' neyer yet was one ; - if I didn't remember my Buckle, my
Spencer, my H{uxley and my dear old Whig Macaulay, I should add that
it neyer would bce eue."

Just at this point Kindelon and Pauline found theinselves face te face
with two gentlemen who were botb in a seemingly excited frame of immid.
Pauline rcmembered that tliey had botb been prescnted te lier not long ago.
She recollected their naines, too; lier memory had been nerved to meet
all retentive exigencies. The large, flond man, with the bush of sorrel
beard, was Mr. Bedlowe, aud the sinaller, smooth-shaveu man, with the
consumptive steop aud the professorial blue spectacles, was Mm. Howe.

Mm. Howe and Mr. Bediowe were two novelists of very opposite repute.
Kindelon liad already caught a few words from the latter, querulously

spoken."eAh, se yon thiuk modemn novel-writiug a shain, my dear Howe 1
lie said, pausing with lis companion, while either gentleman bowed recog-
nition to Pauline. IlIsn't that rank bercsy from the author of a book
that lias j ust been stormiug the towu 1"

"t y book didn't stomm the tewu, Kindelon," retorted Mr, Howe,
lifting a baud of scbolarly slimness and paller toward lis opaque goggles.
cii wish it had," lie proceeded, somewhat wearily. "lNo; Bedlowe and I
wore having one of our old quarrels. I say that we uevêlists of the Auglo-
Saxon tongue are altogether teo limited. That is what Imean by declarîng..
that modemn novel-writing is a shain."

Il1He means a great deal more, I'm sorry to say," here cried Mr. Bedlowe,
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wbo bad a habit of grasping bis sorrcl beard in crie baud aud thrmustiflg
its end toward bis hirsute lips as thougli tbey were about to be allured by
sonme edible mouthful. "Hie ineaus, ý5Kindelon, that because we haven't
the shocking, immoral latitude of the Freucli race, that we can't propemly
express ourselves in fiction. And lie goes still furtber-llowe is alway5
going stili further, cvery fresh time that I meet in. 11e says that if
the modern novelist dared to express bimiself on religious subjects, lie
would lie an agnostie?'

"Precisely in!" cmied. Mr. Howe, with the pale hand wavering downward
fmom the eerie glasses. "But lic doesu't dame ! If lie Jid, bis publisher
wouldn't publish hîm 1

"My publisher publislies me!, fmowned Mr. Bedlowe.
"Oh, yon're a pietist," was the excitcd auswer. "lAt least, you go 11n

for that wheu yen write your novels. It pays, and you do it. Idon't
sîay that you do it becautse it pays, 'but. ."

IlYou infer it," grumbled Mr. Bedlowe, Iland that's almost the saie

as saying it." Hie visibly bristled, beme. IlJ've ot a wholeson at, i
proceeded, with hostility. IlTlat's why I wrote TIhe Christian Knight inl
Armor and Thie Dotbt/ul Seul Satisfipd. Each of them sold seveuty
tbousand copies apiece. Therc's a proof that the public wanted themi-
that they filled a need."

"lSe doces the Weely JVake-Mre-Up," said Mr. llowe, witli mild disdaifl.
"My dear Bedlowe, you have two qualities as a modemn uovel-wmiter which

are simply atrocious-I mean, plot aud piety. The natumal result of these
is populamity. But your popnlarity means nothing. You utterly negleet
analysis Y

"I despise analysis 1
"You entirely ignore style-
"I express my thoughts without affectation."
"Your dharacters are wholly devoid of subtlety---"
"I abbor subtlety ! "
"You preacli sermons-
"Which evemybody reads ! "
"You fail completely to mepresent youm time-

"My readers, who mepresent my time, don't agree with yen."
"eYou end yonr books with marriages and christenings, in the lnOOt

absurdly old-fashioned way"
leI cnd a stery as evemy stery sheuld end. Sensible people havea

sensible curiosity to know what becomes of lemo aud bieroîne."
"Curiosity is the vice of the vulgar novel-meader. Psychological interest

is the one sole interest that sbould cencemu the more cultumed mind. Aiid
thougli yen nmay sel1 your sevcuty thousand copies, I beg to assure yOU,
that. . ..

IlHad we net lieard quite enougli of that hiot squabble 1"said Kindelou
te Pauline, after lie lad pressed with lier inite other conversational regien0y
beyeud the assault and defenlse of tbese twe inimical novelists.

"I ratIer eujoyed it," said Pauline.
"They would bave presently dragged us jute their argumenlt," returued

Kindelon. It was jnst as wcli that wc retired withont, committing Our-
selves by au opinion. I should have sided with Howc, thougli I think hiO'
an extremist."

"eI knew seme of Mm. Bcdlowe's nevels," said Pauline. IlTliey are
very pepular in England. I thouglit them simply dire."

"And llowe is a real artist. HIe las a sert of cuit bere, thougl flot
a large eue. What hie says is truc enougl, in the main. Thc inodem
novelist dames net express lis religions views, unless they be ef the nlOst
couventienal aud tame sert. And how few fine minds are there to-daY
which are net ratienalistic, unorthodox ?1 A mnan like Bedlowe ceins mioude
from lus milk-and-watem platitudes, wbule Howe must content himiself Mwith
the recognitien of a sinaîl thougli devout circle. . .IDid yen meet the gmdf't
American dramatist, by the xvay 1I men Mm. Osgoe Paseey le is

standing over yendcm near thc niautel. Abtat sieuder little man with the
abuormally massive head."

"Yes, I met him," retlmue(l Pauline. "11e is ceming this way."
"Have yen auy uew dmamatic work iii prepamatien, Paiseley ? " asked

Kindelon, as the gentleman who lad just been rntiened new drew near
himself and Pauline.

"Ys was Mr. Paiseley's meply. 11e spoke with a nasal tene n
without mucli grammatical punctilie. IlI've got a piece on baud that l'ru
doing for Mattie Molloy. Do yen know hem at all 1 She dices the song'
and-dance business witb comedy variations. 1 thiuk the piece'1l be a go;
it'll just suit lier, I gness."

IlYour last melodramna, ' The Brand of Cain,' was very succesfuîl
was it net? " pursued. Kindelon.

IlWell," said Mr. Paisely, as lie tlrew back aur errant lock or twe fr0"'
lis great widtl of swoilen-leoking fomehead, IlI'm afraid it isn't geiug 0
catch ou se very well, aftem all. Thc piece is aîl riglit, but the comPaflly
cau't play it. Cooke guys lis part becanse lie don't like it, aud deesn't get
a baud on some of the strengest hunes that lave been put into any aCterS '

mouth for the past twenty years-fact ! as sure as you're hemn ! M/Ore
makes up horribly, and Kitty Vanie is se overweighted tbat Miss Cowes ,
stmaight little part of ouly a few lengths, gets away with bier for twe Ocelles >
aud Sanders is awfnlly preachy. IfI euld have lad myown say about c»M'
ing thc piece, we'd bave turned away mouey for six wceks and made it a Ouro~
thing for the road. I mean for thc big 'towus, net the one-nictht places >
it's got tee many utiiity-peeple te, make cit pay there. But I shau't O0 ffer
anything more te, the stock-theatres; after this, I'm going te fit stars."y

Pauline turned a covcrtiy puzzled look upon hiem companion.m,
seemed te, be hearing a new lauguage. Aud yet, aithougli the wordsw t
ail familiar eugli, their collocation puzzled lier.


