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hours of the things that interest literary men.

What would Verne think when he found the

hearth only a gas log, and one that had a peculiarly

offensive odour? This sickly sweetish smell had

become in years of intimacy very dear to Stockton,

but he could hardly expect a p&.'t who lived in

Well Walk, Hampstead (O Shades of Keats!), and

wrote letters from a London literary club, to

understand that sort of thing. Why, the man
was a grandson of Jules Verne, and probably had

been accustomed to refined surroimdings all his

life. And now he was doomed to pIu^iiD the sub-

fuse depths of New Utrecht!

Stockton could not even put him up at a club, as

he belonged to none but the golf club, which had no

quarters for the entertainment of out-of-town

guests. Every detail of his home life was of the

shabby, makeshift sort which is so dear to one's

self but needs so much explaining to outsiders.

He even thought with a pang of Loma Doone,

the fat, plebeian little mongrel terrier which had

meals with the family and slept with the children

at night. Verne was probably used to staghounds

or Zeppelin hounds or something of the sort, he

thought humorously. English poets wear an

iris halo in the eyes of humble American reviewers.

Those godlike creatures have walked on Fleet

Street, have bought books on Paternoster Row,


