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some of “ them fellows,” as T have picked
up, of late—thanks to an enforced vaca-
tion, 7 e, to a sojourn in Bohemia
Howells.

Yes ! he is one of #ker. Not so very
long ago I consigned him to the ranks of
mush-room s¢ribblers—but that was pre-
mature, and I was yowng then. 1t is kind
o’ dismal to have to take one’s opinions
out of the jeweller’s cotton one has wrap-
- ped them in, to rub off the prejudice.
Yet, I've done it, and feel a weak inclina-
tion to call upon the mountains “to clap
their hands” in token of appreciation ;
but mountains are never effusive out of
Rhetoric—and so, I don’?; but I do ad-
mit Howells gives us the popular idea of a
New England life, if not the real thing ;
we've always clamored for “black hair
cloth sofas,” “air tight stoves” “dough-
nuts,” etc. Howells has pampered us
all ; after all, the idea of a thing is more
interesting than the thing itselt— 11 —
He is truer to the New England menn
than he is to the New England female.
One never dreams of calling his “ beans ”
or “doughnuts” into question, they are
ideally real, or really ideal, (which is it ?)
But ! the women ! They are not “‘ghouls,”
. not exactly—only dress makers models.
His ¢ Marcas ™ are possible, but his
¢ Lurellas” and “ Imogenes ™! Well ! I'd
know "l His men are better.

“Mr. Erwin” is excellent ;an English-
man is too elephantine—in thought as
well as action, to float gracefully into an
extreme either of appreciation or preju-
dice, Nevertheless, M7, Erwin is delic-
lous “all at sea” though he is, with his
outlandish Americanisms. 1 have read
“8Silas Lapham,” and though I can’t gush
over him nor his makers, it ought to be
read. I wish Howells had not such an
awfully good opinion of himself. Every-
body knows that he would not have tried
to show the world Dickens didn’t know
how to write, if he, Howells, didn’t think
so much of his own capacity, but see here
Pm waxing Juguisitorial and that’s not
my nature—*“live and let live” is my mot-
to—s0....who next? Well in the order
of time Cable comes next. In mean I read
him after Howells, but in the order of ad-
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miration—as well as in alphabetical ordef
C precedes H—by a long run, It’s not
an age since I read “ Dr. Sevier” and put
him away in the snuggest corner of mJ
heart’s cupola,  ““ Mrs. Ristofalo” ant’i'
¢ Mike,” an the “Trwins,” and * Narcisst
(what an oasis he is), and the ¢ Strons;
heartea John” and © Mary Richiing” a0
all the rest, to say nothing of the intereﬁf;
ing people related to the ‘“‘Grandissimés {
What finer prose epic than the story 9
“Bras Coupe’® These must all be securelf
locked up with a goodly company of othef
folk. . .~ Poor John Richling, a failure1®
one sense, that “ Dr, Sevier ” might be
success, I sometimes fancy that peop®
in their relation to one another, are like ¢
lights and shadows in crayon sketch-—0P
serves to bring the other out. How mﬂ“r
Richlings there are! People who nevé
master the science of life until the *0l%
old story, Death, has made it a “lost a‘ft'n
Holmes. What about him? Oh, “#
everlasting lot.”  So, very little her?; E
That’s my better sense’s conclusion. H’I
genial, quizzical face smiles on me, asr
scribble, from the first page of the “A#
crat "—smiles, but at the same time $2
“ dewware / no foolin’ with me, you you
sprig;” I like his face, “crisp af:)
fine, like a tight little grape-skin, full
wit instead of wine”—he has alwd)" |
seemed to me not Olsver, but a conded®
tion of “ Little Boston "—the model of
virtues ;” yea, even the “ woman in BOY,
bazine,” and especially the “young mage'
the boarders: called “/okn.” What
comes of the metaphysical diagﬂozl,
Holmes makes of the young unsquelch®”
John?—the three-ply John?—and whnchbis
all is the “ Simon-pure” John 7 But! ¢
begins to have a mental arithmetic t“’anys
Sometime, when “the melancholy dad
have come,” and my quill gets sober-al
down, I may come down on this g€° 4
“autocrat” poes,” “professor,” etc., ¥
say some certain hard things, whic ”
an orthodox Christian, I'm ound 10 s
But for to-day, let’s be easy on him. g
Lmerson.  Shall T venture on this S?reﬁ -
in this mood? Guess not. He refl“’Bo- '
solemnly severe handling, and I'm i0 /i,
hemia, ¢7go. Suffice it to say, for




