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RICHARD STEELE.
AN IMPERFECT BIOGRAPHY.

By Georgs A.
PP, Xix, 419;

THE LIFE 9,1 wAn ursx.ri'
452. Houghton, Mifiin & Co.
Mr. Aitken appeats to have undertaken the
wofsmgwlshaimml view to the
vindication of his memory from the hard judg-
ments of Macaulay and the depreciatory sympathy
of Thackeray. Iv was his ambition nlso to

“exhaust the suhject, to leave no room for sub-
sequent inquiry, to bring together such a mass
of facts as might scrve for all time as » magozine
of reference. The results of this intention have,
however, been little less than disastrous, for the
biographer, proceeding with a ftraly Germon
patience and thoroughness, has heaped together
g0 immense & quantity of dry archival bones as
to obscure the life they are meant to illustrate,
and to deaden the interest and delay the move-
ment of the narrative, to the intolerable weariness
and vexation of the reader, It may be conlidently
asserted that if enough of this useless and utterly
uninteresting matter had been omitted to reduce
the bulk of the work to a single volume, it would
have been a very much better hiography than it
is. As the case stands, the reader must cvade
and skip perpetually in order to keep in touch
with the action, and hs 18 farever being checked
by the cumbrous presentation of prolix and
infinitely dreary law-papers and other documen's,

. the printing of which " in extenso” serves Lo
useful} purpose whatever, but most seriously intur-
feres with the unity and continuity of the recital.

Nor is this the only fault of Mr. Aitken's work,
whieh, indeed, is marked by slmost every defect
a good biography should be frec from, Afrer
struggling through these two large volumes one
pmerges finally without having obtaiped one clenr
and graphic impression of the man Steclr as he
lived and moved. Of his cxternalitics there is
abundant evidence, though it is far from being
exhaustive, und even when fullest it lneks pre- |
gisely the kind of information which is most
needed. Ther is no excuse for this, inasmuch
as there is plenty of contemporary ev idence about |
Steele's intimate life. But Mr. Aitken has con-!
trived, apparently with the instinct ol a Dry- |
asdust, to eliminate the interesting clments from
his biography. He appears to think that if be |
dumps into his pages every mcord uf every action |
for debt, every hrief in every suit, every semp of |
genealogical matter ahout Steele's uncles, cousins |
and aunts, it is unnecessary to supplement such |
matter with any ottempt to show the man as he |
moved and breathed among his confemporaries,
as bhe went about and talked snd dined and
earoused and joked and fell in debt and quarrelled
with his friends and cursed and swore and tried
to he a Christian, and kicked over party traces
and pulled down with one hand what he Tind built
up with the other, anid submitted to he henpecked,

and wore his heart upon his sleeve for daws 1o
peck at, and revolted st the sycophaney exacted
from all who courted the great throngh self-inter-
est, and showed hims1f the frankest, cheerfullest,
least, gophistieated, least politie, most loyal, gen-
erous, improvident, brilliant and unstable of
human beings. Steele, indeed, was very human,
and his fanlts have heen as influentinl ws his
virtues in endearing him 1b posterity.  There
is no man who needs to be exploited on the purely
human and sociable side more than he, and here
agnin Mr, Aitken hos failed. e soems almost to
shun aneedote and tradition. Half the time
even when he speaks of some story he omits the |
porticulars. In ali his ponderous work he does |
not give an idea of Steele to be compared either
for graphie foree or probably for appresiutive in-
gight, with Thackeray's lizht-handed but piet-
uresque and sympathetic sketch

As to the contemporaries of Steele who figure
in Mr. Aitken's volumes, they are shades as blood.
Jess as ever flonted through the Stygian Fields,

Swift  and Addison, TPope and  Ton.
gon, Johmson, Congreve, Cibber, Deanis,
St. Jobn, and all  the rest of the

celebriftes of the period, drift about In an inani.
mate faghion, and even the enmities most of them
gerved so hriskly fail under this trentment 1o
rouse them into lifelikeness,
Indeed, s brought out distinetly enough, aud it
is a tint ealeulnted to bring conselition to those
who imagine that modern politics are dreadfully
personal and unsernpulous and vituperative. In
the pamphleteering era during which Steele lived,
the ferocity of faction excesded zuything known to
the present generation. The strongest minds at
that time habitually subordinated argument to the
most outrageous personal abuse When Dick
Rteele undertook to counternct the tressonable
machinations of Bolinghroke hy defending the
Hanover Suocccssion, Dean Swift thought it not
beneath him to twit the author of “ The Crisis”
with his alleged low hirth, with his impecuni-
osity, with hi: pers nal frailivies generally,  Otliers
of his political opponents deemed it & sufficent
answer to his reasoning to aver that he was a
“ plack-faced” fellow, that he was short of stature,
that he was born in Ireland, and so forth. They
were not ashamed to drag the name of his wife
jnto the mud. In truth,'it must be averred that
not only Grub Street, but the Republic of Letters
generally, in the England of Anne and the first
George, were sadly deficient in both sweetness and

One tint of the age, |

presumption is that he paid his debts eventually,
but it is at least as strong that he never paid ome
until he had been sued for jt, and as litigntion
of course implied eosts, his favorite weakness
must have been expensive to him in the long
run.

A more careful and thrifty mun would have
flourished upon lils revenucs, for he held many
offices, and several of them were well salpried.
As Commissioner of the Scoteh Forfeited Estates
he drew 1,000 pounds o yenr for a long time.
His Barbadoes estate should have hrought him A
considerable income. As Pntentee of Drury Lane
Theutre his emnings exooeded 1,000 pounds
a year for a long time, Bat  money
melted in  his  hands, and what becsme
of it Mr. Aitkep fails even to indieate dimly.
He did not gamble, He drank ocoasionally, but
not to excess. He lived in a handsome way for
the time, but his houschiold expenscs would not
aecount for his perpetual poverty and his ineessant
borrowings. e was not a bibliomaniae, or a
collector of any kind. He does not appear to
have lost much in speculation. His literary work
paid him well. Neverthel he was always in
diffieulties, and not scldom freduced to desperate
stenits, as when, his eldest daughter then lying
ill of smallpox, he wrote to his wife that that
marning there was not an inch of eandle, a pound
of conl nor n morsel of meat in the house. Il
had by the evening effected a loan, however, had
replenished the household stores, and wis as
optimistic as ever. It might he said that he
wits the Mieawber of his period: and who has
not a kindly feeling for Mr. Micawber ?

By piceing together the seattered fragments |

of true biographic materinl, sandwiched between
the dend londs of rubbish swhich block Mr
Aitken's narrative, it is vossible to form something
like n conneeted idea of Stecle's chnrneter and
eopduet.  But there is nothing like a porfraiture
of him here, nor indecd are his contemporaries
hetter served, Mr. Aitken has gatlwred matter
which hercafter some hetter equipped writer may
sift, select from, armange, and give life to hy
informing it with gemius. As it smnds, it is
not the biegraphy of Steele wlich the literary
world has been desiring and anmticipating, how-
ever. Its merits are a prodigious industry and
a tireless rescarch. Of its favlts gnough has
heen spid above. We may add in conclusion
that Mr. Aitken gives copirs of the three hest
pertraits of Steele, and of those of his wife snd
eluldren.

A BRILLIANT GIRL.

THE RECORD OF AN AMBITIOUS LIFE/

MARIE BASHKIRTSEFF, The Journal of & Young
Artist, 1860 1584, iranslated by Mary J.
Serrano, INustrated. 12mo, pp. vill, 434
Cassell & Co.

The dea of a journal undertaken deliberaiely for the
purpose of posthumons publication must af necessity
appear almost incompatible with that full aud fres
introspection and self-record which speak for them-
solves &s to the honesty and candor of such
chronlele, Nor is it eredible that the young Russinn
girl who nt the age of tweive conecived this strange
purpose, aid forthwith carried it ont to the oad of her
«hort 1is, was uninfluenced n her journallzing hy
self-conselonsness and an eye for eflect. She indesd
registered Ler intention to set down “ every thing,”

| but it is quite evident that she did not fulfll this

mtention.  Allowance mnst ba made therefore for
the intruston of an artificial element into the Journal
but when this has been done the impression made by
the book will not be diminished appreciably. 1t must
be acknowledged that this diary of Marle ashiiriefl
je & wonderful psyehological study : a revelation of a

character strangely blended of the most conflieting |

elemonts: & record filled with aspiration, frivellty,
the wildest hope, the deepest despondency, the most
undisciplined  imagination, the frankest
short, tho strapgest mixture of tendencles, motives

| and thoughts ever brought toorther betwern the covers

of a bouk

At twelve years tho cltid = at Florence, and fanoies
hersolf in love with a Duke of 11—, with whom she
has no acquaintance. vehomenco of hor paturs
{s at onee shown In the estesvagant things she
writss about this fancy. The Duke must fall in love
with her. She prays to God that it may be s0] her
whole future depends upon this. Theno in a few days
she wants to be a great singer or actress,  Through-
out the vearning for fame Is the dominant note, is it
was the lospiration of the journal itself.  She canpot
bear the thonght of dying and being forgotien.
“What,” she writes, “1f, seired without warning by
a fatnl finess, T should happen to die suddenly! 1
should not Enow, perhaps, of my danger; my family
wonld hide it from me, and after my death they would
rummege among my papers; they would find my
journal and destroy It after having read 1t, and soon
nothing would be left of me—nothing—mothing—noth.
ing! 'This s the thought that has always terrified
me. To live, to have so much ambition, to sufler, to
webp, to strnggle, and in the ond to be forgotten—
as 1 1 had never existed.”  And to avold this oblivion
the wrote her jonrnal, and left it as a falthful recom
of one woman's intollectaal and emutional lfe

Marle Bashltirtseff was the dsughter of a Russian
nobleman, born to high statlon and ample fortune,
Ehe was edueated falrly well, but irregularly, and
her mind was pever put under any real diseipline,
Her mother she represents as aflectlonate but weak
of her futher she saw lttle, From her twelfth year
most of her time was spent at Nlee, or travelling In
Ttaly, or at Paris. After the {llusion of the Dule
of H— had worn away It was succecded by an
eplende somewhat more concrete. A young npphow
ot Cariinal Antonelll mads her acqualntance at Rome,
and fell in love with her.  Bhe must have beeu singu-

light.
There is ome other aspeet of Steele’s life which

wa owe it to Mr. Altken to say he las given
deserved emphasis to. It has heen too much the
sustom to regasd the prineipal writer of ** The Tat-
ler® as an amiahle * ne'erdoweel” who pursued

no conscious or persistent aims, but lived from |

hand to mouth in a reckless way. This biog-
raphy makes it clear that, on the contrary, Stecle
was guided by an intelligent and distinetly hich
ethical purpose in all his non-political literary
work; that he did succced in raising the morsl
tone of the society of his day; that he inouleated
respect. for higher ideals than had heen held gines
the Restoration : that he purified and strengthened
the stage; that he set the keymote for a veln
of discussion, reflection and eriticism much more
rational, dignified and impersonal than had pre.
viously existed. His infinence was great through
the * Tatler,” * Guardiun,” and the many other
periodicals which he founded or to which he
eontributed, and that inflience was always ex.
erted for good, If, indeed, we chose 1o institute
comparisons, no difficulty would be found in demon.
strating that as an cthical and soeinl foree Kichard
Steele counts for more thun many imposing par-
sonages of his time. Bolinghroke, for example,
was held to be 8 muster of siyle and a profound
philesopher, but his literary and moral influence,

even apart from his scepticism, wus sonrcely worthy |
10 be pamed beside that of the man who half
his life was sncered at and lampooned as sl

writer for bread,

It is to be regretted that the material dovs not
exist for a better understanding of Steele's wite,
We hove only his letters 1o her, and {t must bhe
admitted that they imply much which is ou the
whole more creditable 1o lim than 1o her. Of
course if her correspondence were socessible the
= per contra” would uppesr: but there 18 quite
enough of revelation in the unfailingly sweel-
tempered letters of the man of letters (o Justify the
conclusion that * Denr Proue” bud a somewhay
unfortunate temperament, and that she dil not
make the best of life or ditifse happiness around
her to an appreciable extent. No doubt poor Steele—
one cannot help calling him so, after the old fash-

“jon, though Mr. Aitken holds thut the pitymng
_ phrase does him wrong—had a great many very ex-
asperating faults. Of these by far the worst was his
extzavagance, Never surely wis thero such a bor-
rower; nor did he @ fpitter nwany hbis money in
paying his debts” There is something positively
comiesl in the solemnity with which nt the elose
of every year of his record his blogrupher recites
all the actions for debt brought against him during
the previous months. Presently this monotonous
recapitulation begins to remind one of n Gironk
chorus, and thenceforward it recurs with regular
as it were s kind of response in the lit-

any of Steele’s life. He never defended these
writs. Judgmot always went by default, The

portrait which forms the frongispines to this volume,
| though <he was only ffteen when thal was taken.
The voung Antopelll d!d not touch her heart, though
| at the tme she seems to have thought that he liad
| The marriage was an impossible one, and the lover was
i ton much upder parental and avabewlar influence o
make o serdons strugele for fresdom.  Consequently
Marie soon lesrned to despise him, and In after years
: looked back with wonder upon her partial nfatuation.
| 1t may ipdeed be doubted whether it was given to
the: <ingular being 1o love woy man. Towanl
the last, when It scemed to be a grim race between
her and Bastien-Lepage as to which of them should
dia first, it almost looked as if she might develop an
| affection for the artist, but the end chme for hoth of
thom too quickly.  Years before this all her capacities
| seemn 1o have centrad in & passion for art which became
the ruling motive of her e, and she exbibited a
| talent of which a fow ilustrations are left In testl.
mony.

The fascination of her fournal perhaps has its root in
the melancholy contrast between hor Jongngs sod tho
fate in store for her. The despafr which broathes

| 40 often from her papes cannot, until the last, ho
| regarded as other than morbid, and as evidonee ruther
| of wealntss thun strength.  Very moch of it must
by put to the account of that vanity which was so
iarge an element in her ature, and which, though no
| doubt encouraged by the really great capaelties which
shis undoubtedly possessed, led her always to de-
preciate the reasonably attainable, and o fall Mto
despondency because that which was unpeasonablo
eliwd'd her grasp.  Durng her art education this 1s
coustantly apparent, Almost from the first she sor
up an instocetve rivalry with another il student,
whom she styles Bresing.  ‘The latt'r bhad besn st
work more years than Marie had devoted months to
study ; yot Murie considersdl hersoll as on an equal
footing with Hreslau, and s consumed with Jealousy
becanse her rval exenls her.  She considers that she

ought 1o b us forwanl fu one year as Hiesing is adtor
thene or four, and she rages at every indieation thai
1his is ot the casr.  Her own progress was abnormally
rapil, atdl she hsd every roason (o hope, for her
masters applandd her work, and she gulelly rose
o ba nearly the first in hee class,  But pothing would
satsty her but fmmedinie fame, snd the probabiliiy
15 that she really sacrfles) hor lfe to her fnsatiable
ambition, keeping late hours long after she knew
:;::mhrr Iu]:m wore sffectd, dismpading modical

ee, warkin 1
pritelinl s, :t‘::ih‘n:‘n l‘1 :Jum. and, In short, burn-

It 18 affecting w now the persistance and energy of
this hunger for celebrity, and then (o tum to the
chronlele of the desporate stroggle against fatal ois-
ease,  botietimes it might be thought that the girl had
po stivng bl upon life, so trequenily does she de
clare death preferals to fullure, 1o pegloct, o Insig-
nifleance. Tt the whole tenor of the Juurmal gw;.h
against that theory. Evidently she deslesd |ifs pus
slonately ; only a larger, fuller Lt than had yor benn
altomed her, Bhe clung to "plysieal existence with
tenacity. Whenever the realfzation that she was
dogmed eame upon her elearly, as somotimes happennd,
she ghrank from the prospect with messueslsss horor
and disgust. It eannot ba sald that the spleitual slae
of her pature had been developed,  On that side her
thoughts were vague, confused aud scarvely interestod.

1

vanity—in |

Jazly beautiful, i we may judge from the fascinating |

Her bent was distinotively seop and such philoso-
] hy as sho had was eynieal, At times her ‘-
rsmw might pass for those of some world- soul
] thint b tried all things ami found only  vanity,
' Through art hee physical capacily was being Iy
| pducated, but she did not live lung mnu‘h tio unfold It,
mnd her capesr wasd thus dominuted by materialist
ldeas.  Pechaps all human nature includos & gamut

the sublime to the absurl, but It iy
{ mot often that the extmmes ae oxhibited so plainly
as In Marle Bashkirtsels journal,  From the merits
of & great artlst to the merits of & new dieds, from
art eriticlsm 1o chopping, from literarure 1o thrtation,
sho posses and forth with bewildering swiftness

1t might be thought that an unhappler ciekture
never existed, save for her own Ingennois statoment
that xhe really snjoyed Leing miserable. The obvlous
truth 1s that her wmpessmont was essentially dra
matle : that she was sl ways posing, consfonsly or un-
conscionsly, and that in many instances her despale
and her rapture were equally fletdtions, A ehlld of
emotion, half-educated and not trained at all, sho gavo
vent to overy passing whim, and reallzed It sansation-
ally. Thoretom, the journal Is In & great measurs a
study, not alons In pssehology, but in morbld pey-
chologg, Bt it Is highly Interesting, and iouy
unlque in lterature.  What Marie's religlons beliefs
wern, i Indeed she had sny, It Is lmpossible to de-
termine, A fow weeks befurs hec death she wrote:
“One eannot, say absolutely ‘1 do not believe in God.
That depends on what we o

nderstand by the word
God. 1f the God wa desime to belleve in, the tiod
who loves us, existed, the world would not ba what
It %" But immediately she adds: *“Though there
be o God to hoar my evening prayer, yet 1 pray ta
Him every night In despite of my roasan.

Her mind
was confnsed to the end on this question, and with
such a nature this was perhaps lnev

extending from

il uh}:h slnea she
h her ballefs upon the answer or the ure to an-
::_::g ;.’f Iu:r p.-';,\-.ﬂ'\, which, nevertheless, wers with
fow exceptions addressed to purely materinl ends and
obleots. | Her mind, In trith, was but partly opened.

Iy superfieial In most

sha was immature, and necessarl
lhIEns«. Dut she strove hard to be ecandid and
journal, and the result, after

thommgh-going 1n her

makiing all dequetions, 18 whnt ts entitled to be eonsil-

ored one of the most detalled and groulne records ot
& hunian mind extant—sn far ns |t pocs. The proviso
& pot unimportant, for In Marle Dashiirisefl*s Jonrnal
there Is no chronicle of great passions, of pmfound
| thoughts, of really powerful aml agonizing spleitual

struggles. 1t s simply a photogmphie pleture of &
voung gifd’s gonl; a young glrl of exeeptional ambition,
welf upprectation, energy and emotional aptitude. As
surh I1| will be read v] thltln'; ll?tﬂml,iandnll;: pathos
of Its eniling will emphasize the lmpression certadn
to male-upon every froling anil sympathetie dﬂ

NEW NOVELS.

s

THE WORK OF AMERICANR

A LITTLE JOURNEY IN THE “'Oli'.!.,:l\;:j By Charles

Dudley Warner. 12mo, R 5 r &
Brothers.

STANDISIL OF STANDISHL A STORY OF THE
PILGRIMS. By Jane G. Austin, 12mo, pp.
ot Houghton, Miflin & Co.

WOULD YOU KILL 1HIM? v George Parsons
Lathrop. 12mo, pp. 384,  Harper & Brothers,

Mr. Warner's nel 1s on the whols a deecided
success, though marked by defects of both plan
and execution which praetice in fifon will no
doubt remove. In the beginning the action drags,
the author giving too much space 10 refleetions and
disoursive remarks, and depending too much upon
the development of his plot through eonversations,
which, while sometimes clover, are keved ton high
to be natural, The people who talk eplgrams at
one another, and who never spenk without saying
somothing profound, wihty or elgnificant, am an
tdeal folk, but sparsely reprecented In this humdrum
workaday world,  As  Mr. Warner procesds,
howewer, his jwirk hecomes  mom compasct jand
artlstie,  Throughout he Is given to comment, as
from an es @ nal and dispasslonate position, upon his
and some of these comments certainly
of Thackeray, There ls plenty of
In the story, which is

and

characters,
have a flavor
| strongly drawn individuality
| emphatieally of the period. It Is, in faet, the story
of n soul's degradation. Margarel, the heroine, Is
| & New England girl, of shong spiritual tendeneles,
brought up in & refined country clrele, who marries

a Wall Strest adventurer, rallroad wrecker and money-

grabber of attractive person and anable dispositon

The waln motive of the tals |s the exhibition of

Margarot's slow but steady moral and spiritual deeay.
| und this is developed with much art in & very im-
!pr'.'sa-l\'" way.

The fof} to Margaret |s Carmen FEschelle, & thor
oughly worldly, frankly eelfish and eoll-hearted beauty,
l“h(l mocks at the tngenuous Maigaret, admires the
perpetraiors of 1egalized robberies who flourish through
| the ruln of others, and is generally as destitute of
|rnnr-r'!unoe and soul ws & codfish, liut Carmen, after
| all, {5 no worse than Margaret eomes to be.  The
| hushaud of the latter, Henderson, grows very rieh,
I vulMs & palace, ls one of the many-millioned, and
ll!u.u;;l. he naturally gets hander and Iess serupulous
| with continued suceess, 18 followed steadily in his
| debnsement by his wife. The whols story s, of courss,
a study of the present overgeowil of Materfalism and
Mammon-worshlp, On the one side Is the Hitle

ountey circle, devoted to plaln fving and high-thinking:
on the other 18 the groat business and fashionable
worll, devoted ta the eult of wealth, und caring less
| all the time how that wealth 1s acqulred.  Mr. Warn
| er's pletures are faithiul, his satim §s keen and bt
o well-deserved, and  the amplied econelusion thas
ihe standard of right and wrong Is  bLecomiug
obseured in the eyes of the people, seams to be jus
tificd by trmpart!al observation of the facts. Tt 18,
indesd, becoming mom and more difficult to determine
what sthical principles are belleved In at the present
day, for while mere profrssions are necessarily without
spocial significancs, the ganeral tenilency trward the ae
roptance or enndonation of the most Nagrant dishonesty
and Infquity, eannot but bewlider those who are trying
to Lelleve the optimist declaration that suelely §s
making better progress than ever before,  This Is the
phasa of modern civilization fllusirated by Mr. Warner
In his Wighly Intercsting and really gowerful novei

Jane G. Austin has done n very diffleult thing; she
bas written an historical novel based on the settle-
ment of Piymouth, and while following the chronfole
with eurlfous fidelity and minuteness, she has suceeeded
in composing a very interesting and natural story.
Her Standish is a highly satisfactory portralt.  If not
the man himgelf, It |8 so noarly him that we nccept
the likensss, So also with the other histordenl
characters; with DBradford and Winslow and John
Allen and Drewster and Carver and Priseilla, and
| Barbaura and Standlsh, and HopKkins and Billogton
and the rest.  They are every one real people, not
dummies, and the life of the tme s eprodueed, anid
i the bullding of the colony represented, with a fre<h
nes3, fulness, ease and verdsimilltude altogether al
mieable,  Pechaps, i ansthing, the suthor has rather
undovestimated the influence of the Purltan eeligion
upon the spirlts and the expression of the younge:
colonists, but afier all we have but conlectirs for
this, and It & necessary to the Interest of o story
that 1t should have planty of lght and brightrmss

Mr. Lathrop's novel—"Would You Kill M 1"—has
not, as has been sabl, any speclal beardog wpon the
question of eapltal punishment. 11 &, In facr, simply
the presentation of an elaborate problem un-lr.m it
of a very pecullar state of things, and having no gon
eral or abstract Implieations. A young man is Jired
by a grl to whom he b betrothed, she acting from o
false sense of honor,  She Keeps Lis Ietters 1o her.
Her btrother, a sllly youth, takes It Into his head In
perverse deflance of the plain facts, that his sfster has

Jover's letters to her inoa dishounorabls WY, adilppsses
himself to destroy the bappiness of the latter, who
meantime has married happily.  The worst chapaeter
In the bouk, however, and the one who most dessryves
Killing, is LAy Britton, a detestable youns woman who
plays the part of a female vamplre,  She worms her-
self Into the affections of the hero's wife, and §s eon
splring with the aforesald addle-pated hmthee of the
old swaetheart, when the hero, in a stormy meetine on
bougd  an oceAn  steamer With  the Isterstealing
brother, strikes the latier and Kills him.  Liy pejron
Lns seen the oecurrence, and of course “ peaches® an
the homickle, who s tried and scquitted, and then

suffers so much from conselauee that e

commit sulelde when hls wife saves hlnl.h ‘Th:nlrml-'ll
{5, or shonld he, obvious that this man really eom
mitiesd nn more than mansisughter.  Thers was nin
mtinderous intent,  The fatal biow was sieuck iy pas-
glon and without premeditation.  Hal the syigopens
been stropg enongh 1o conviet, no sane ury would
have renidered o verdiet of musder in the flst dgopgroe
Therefore the question— Would sou i1 Kim 1wy st
bo answered n the negative her: oven by thnss Iu!rhn
telleve most in enpltal punishment.  For the yeet, Mr
Lathrop gives an elaborate SoeOunt of n wheat * e
ner,” and another, which 1s more graphle, of 5 raer
beiwesn ooesn steamers.  The story s yathep gyer
losded, and would linve galned by compressinn. hit
i 15 suffiefently interesting o be read withot im-
patience In spite of Its length.

LITERARY NOTES.

« Jolim Ward, Proacher,” s now In Us fiftlety thon
enmd, 1t 14, moreover, belog trausinted gy phe
Duteh,  Mrs Deland’s new serfal story, “giqpaey,”
which s promised by “The Atlantie,” s loonked for
with a good deal of enrfosity. Wil her seeont yovel
surpass her first, or has “ John Ward® monopoiteed
1he cream of her Imaglnation

Mr, Gosse says that Mro Bievenon s'Weral years
a0 eontemplated the writing of & novel of U gmong
Ihe Boottish clans W the middle uf the last esntury.
This book was te be called “The Murder of Red
Cokin.”

Ul Mr. Whittler as a poet ™ The London Athe
nacum” says: “ His boundari-s have mit beew wide,
but within them he has been Daster; he has been
stre of bis purpose, sud what Le purposed Le coull

been wronged, and getting possession of the disearded |

effect, and he has shown an understanding of his
limits which fs In Itself & faculty of no mean order,”

A “History of Clvillzation in Anclent India® by

Romesh Chunder Dutt, ls coming out tn London. 1t
{s based on Sanskrit literature

The October “Fortnightly Review” rontains  an
articlo by Mr. George Moore on “Some of Balrae's
Minor Fleces,” which, while marked by enthusinstle
appeciation of the grest suthor, has soms eurlons
mistakes o if. For examplo, the writer at tributes
fo “La Lys dans la Vallee” a chapter which helongs
to “les Paysans”; In fact the whola motive and
groundwork of the latter story fs credited to the
furmer. Agaln, Mr. Moors informs his reader that
Balzac “died In haness, killed by the Hereulean task
of tmprovis'ng ‘1a Cousine Hetta' in sl works.®  ‘This
s mows Indeed! “La Cousine [ettn? was wrting
in 1846, and Balzac did not dlo untll August, 1560,
so that if writing that book killed him It must be
admitied that his death was a lngerdng one.  In
one point, however, Mr. Moore {s quite right; namely
m eaylng that in “ Les Paysans” the aathor of the
« comedls Humalne" seems to have anticipated the
Trish land war which was to spring up so long affer
Lls death. As he says: “In this book will be found
evory Incldent of the land war in Ireland ; fudesd, iha
murler of the balllll differs not at all from the many
sich murders we have read of In Ireland In these last
ten years, and the boycotting of the gemeral might
be Included wih very littia alteration in Captain Boy-
cott’s memoirs; while the schemes for laml reform
propounded In that wonderful chapter ‘Comme quol
Jo csbaret est le parlement du peuple, wondorful
from the title to the closing word, might pass with-
out excitdng suspiolon for extracts from one of
Michasl Davitt's speeches.” Tuls Is the more In-
teresting Inasmuch as “Les Paysans” s to be the
next Balzae story translated by Miss Wormeley.

Balzac’s “ Chouans” has been turned for (ha first
time into English by George Saintebury, and has been
published by Nimmo as the first volume of a beautl.
fully Mllustrated historieal series, specially Intended
for connolssours, The second volume=Ilusteated, ke
the first, by a French artist—contalng  Prosper
Merimee's “ Chroniele of the Relgn of Charlos 1X.”

Mr. F. H. Groome, writing of the late Edward Fitz-
Gerald, tolls varlous odd stories of his eccentric
thoughts and ways.

A former rector of Wocdbridge, mow many years
dead, onee called on FPlizGeiald to express his regret
that he never saw him at chureh. “8lr" said Fliz-
Gerald, “you might have corcelved that a man has
not come to my years of Mo without thinking muei
of thess things. [ belleve I may say that I have
eflacted on them fully as mnuch as yourself. You
peed pot repeat this visit®  FlaGerald’s simplieity
dated from very early times. I'or when he was at
Trinity, his mother called on him {n her eoach-and.
four, and sent & gyp to ask him to step down to the
college-gate, but he eould not enme—his emly pawe of
shoes was ot the eobbler’s, Onee with Mre, Groome's
father ko called at the houss of a friend.  The drawing-
rmom thers had been newly refurnished, and Fitz.
Govald sat himself down of an amber =atin couch,
Presently a blpck stream was eeen teioklng over I
Il came from a penny bottle of ink, which Fitati rall
had bounght in Weodbridge, and put lo s fsllpoeket.

Dedirations which am what they profess to he
and are besides as gracefully concoived as they ars
rxlm'tufl are not so pleatiful that the lnes which
Mr. W. J. Henderson has put on the dedicatory pag?
of Wiz “Story of Music" can be passed unnoticed,
Here they are: '

TO H. C. BUNNER.

Warm hand, strong braln, and open heart
Of him who is, and hath heen, friend,
Of all my work, from flist to end,

Unceasingly 1 glve thee part

For thine hath been the honest tongue
To urge, to pralse, to criticle:
Plaln words made falr Ly Kindly syot—
If talcs were toldl or songs were sung,
Bo claspmng here thlg pew.wrlt geroll;
As onie who comes from sea to land,
1 lenn to mest thy outstretched hand
_And say, “0f this work take the whole,
November, 1850, w. J.
A blography of John Bright will not appear for
some years, as it is felt that many fhings could not
Le published now without glving offence 1o 1iving
politielans.

An autograph Iately sold in London was a letter
addressed by Landor to Rosinm, Lady Lytton, and in-
dorsed by her: 0 Landor's Twaddle.” Another
was & note from Tennyson, reading thus: “[ have
many thousands of these applications, and rather malke
s point of neglecting them ; for why should I flatter the
madness of the prople!  Nevertheless, as the requesh
comes from an old friend, behold an autograph i
Somehody made merchandise of this—was |t the old
friend !

A translation Into German of a large part of Walt
Whitman's works has been made by Mr. T. W. Rol
eston, an Irishman, and the publieation las bien
favorably received in Germany.

COMPOSED FOR THE DEPOSED.

(A plaintive littls sea-song sung by the ex.King of
Brazil to beguila the hours while on his way to
Portugall,

As o'ar the fretted brine I go
And from Drazilian pelibles <tray,
1 tell my hoart that well 1 know
What 'tis 1o ma the wild waves say:
As Neptune marks my tnmbled hilr
Where now s erown no longer elings,
He whispers to his mermalis falr,
“orhe tme is rather late for Kingsi®

Chorus.
0, Fate, the ha'd fisted,
Cannot be reslsted,
Ba I'm an assisied,
emigrant !

Ab, whem (s that dlviniry

Which, so tradition does allegs;
Encompasses the ke of me

As with a haoly, bomb-pmof hedged
Alas, my hedga T conldn’t find,

When Iate the masses calind on mily
And so I—well, T Just pesigned,

And here T am at sea, af Seal

Chorns
Xo more nfy native land shall ring’
With that fine, famous fewlal ery,
“The King i dead—long live the Kinges
;o save the King, for aye and aye.”
Hark, o’er the sea wha! volers thrill
From those who're paln’ing 1o red:
“ 1ong live—the people of Brawil,
The King Is dead, ar good as doad 1Y

Clhiorus,
Where Is my sceptre, whers my throne ?—
sent to the auction-rooms, alack,
Thoy'Il be knocked down—it makes ma groan—
As “something nice In bric-a.brie®;
And shrewd old clo'smen—what a sight!
shall buy my stunning mbes and things,
And rent them out, so mich a nlght,
To amateur theatrle Kings.

(horits.
&0, Neptune, gazing st my haie
Whers now m crown no longee '““llq
And whigpering to your mermahls falp
“Tho time Is rather late fur hings”
1 felt myself 'twas getting late,
And so 1 gladly stepped me down,
To lag superfluons 1'd hate—
God speed the ship to Lishon town|

Chorus,
0, Fate, the horl-fisted,
Cannot ba pesisted,
Bo I'm an asslsted,
emigrant |

mOW WOMEN RIDE IN THE FAR WEST,
samt The Boston Advertlser.
4 ‘].nhn econt death of a Wellselay geadunte from an ae-
citent while out dding  prumpts & spirited voung
writer In & contempuibey to comment on the pecasion,
and to draw the moral that such events will continue
to Lo recorded tll Loth sexes como ©to gimsn the
equine sltustlon allle, s they do 1o the far West,?  In
s unfortunae for the information of ey roudires that
they wore not told in what seetlan of the far West |t
wae customary for Doth sex®s to sl astrde of their
hopses—fur it {5 W ko sigpyosed that §s what s mesnt
by “ grasping the equine sitiation alfhe” 1t s un
fortunate for the veaders, but peshinps fortunate for
the weiter of the parsgraph, for It Is to he dautiied
whether w Fide along the entipe stoetch of the Rookjes
would (isclose such a procesding. In point of fact the
women and girls of the West ars more proflelsnt than
thowe of the Fast in sitting on the thres hornsd saddte,
and hy far a greater mzmrllnn of them know how i
Mide gracefully than do hele sisters of thy Fast. It
I§ no uncommon thing to vide with little more’ equip.
ment that & brille and a ot
-
BURNING BRICKS WITH OIL

Vrom ‘The Catskill Reconlor,

The bwing of brick by the new protess, o wit,
o], has been fried at Forrier & Goldin's West Catshif)]
yard thts wook. The fires wore Hghted on Tuesday
worning.  The piping s other appaiatis usvd wers
bronght up from F. Jd. Girnee's yapd at Poit Ewen,
Mr. Guinee having suecessfully smploved ofl in bum.

ing brick this year and st (ndesd, by an Invention
of his for dlstributing the heat, mabking a success of
what twestcupd 1o be @ fallure,

'THE HEN-MAN-

NOT MOGGIDGED. .

Tt 18 weary work watehing for a hen man. Tf any
onn has never experienced this weariness, words of
description will have but Iittle effect. Perhaps 1
shoull explain that In New-England & man rides
through the country anea In thres or four weeks, buy.
Ing at a discouragingly luw price whatever fowls
the farmers may have to sell. Thae enterprising
farmers market thelr own chlckens, but a great many
farmers am not sbterprising, or they aee women, snd

posih's women who would not do anything se
' ke ms to take thelr own feathered crops to
mer ¢, Henee the hon men. Thess latier have

eoops made of Iathg, two or thres stories high, on
thelr earts. They arm not usually members of the
highest elass In soclety: they chew tobaren; they
smoke old pipes, and they tell lies. ‘That Is to say,
a great many of them tell Mes. Ona will assert ho
{4 eoming slong on sech a day, snd yon must have
all your “roosters? shut up and he wil huy them.
Yo ghut up yoilr moosters the day passes and the
hen man does not eomme.
putting only Lalf your mind on your usual work
Tle does not eoma the seeond day. Thoss things
confined In that shed have by this thos let you know
thit there ls not apparently com enough in the uni
verse to satlsfy thelr appstites; they are visibly grow-
fng poorer, though they have not eaten as much beo.
fore in all thelr lives. It s getting toward Thanks-
glving, and every hour fowl am becoming cheaper,
It 15 In such a combmation of elrcumstances that oue
becames very weary watching for n hen man.
Mehltalle Gesen bad shut up the fowl she Intended
to sell. They had been shut np for four days and
wers meduting themselves 1o skelatons In he most
mysterious mannor at the same time that they were
devouring unheard of quantities of corn and scalded
meal.  Mehitable sealded the meal becauss long ex-
porience had taaght her that it “ went farther” It
did not scem to her that it went far now.
Green had heem out to the shed and looked at the
birds. 1 think she had a kKind of belief that the
Farnsworth look, of which she was complote mistress,
woull awe the fowl Into a differsnt state of mind or
body, Dot [t didn't.  They streiched out thelr
hewds, blinked thelr eyes, and evidently did not care
a rap for the Famsworth 1ok  So Mrs. Green went
bark to the house and told her daughter they'd both

have to go to the poor-house If they had to keep |

them roosters mueh longer,

Mehltable looked up over her glasses, with which
she was reading a “lbr'y boolk® She appeared so
helpless and so anxious that her mother turned and
slammed the door a8 a rellef to Ler own over-wrought
mind.

Mohitable rose and followed the old Wwoman,

“1'd know what I e'n do more 'n fo watch every
minute for the hen man,” she sald apologetically.
“1le's the tryingest man [ ever koew.”

Even as she spoke there was the sound of wheels.
Bath women ran and stumbled to the fromt door.
Yes, there Le was, dsshing by at a great rate, with
two lLiorses, and he had solemnly promised to stop |
at the Gireen place. I

Mis, Green gazed aftor him in silence a moment. |
Then she thimed and sald flereely:

“Cut off thelr heads!®  Did she refor to the heads
of hen men, of to the heads of fowl! No one
Lknew : her meaning could only be pguessed.

Mehitable was thrown Immediately Into s violent
tremor. She tried to explain that he always camo
bucli the next day; he had “gons up” a phrase
wsed to siguify that & person had gons up to tho
“pext village”, and when a hen man had gone up
1t always, in the past, had followed that he came
down,  Mehitable asserted with fervor that she would
spend the entire day on the mortow In watehiog, and
shes sald agaln and aga!n that she would * ketch him.”
Inideed It was necessary to * kerch him,” ‘or the al-
ternative appeated to be a long life spent with tho
knowlsdge and the expense of rwenty-seven roosters
shut up fn the shed, and eating their owners to the
almshouse,

That night at supper Mrs, Green ordered hasty
pudding and milk for thelr repast, although nelther
liwd any lking for that Kind of food. She sald thas
she didi't see how they could allord anything elss to
rat, consldering what they'd got in the shed. BShe
assumed that what they had In the shed was cn-

You begin ta look for him, |

Mrs. |

placed In her hushand’s hands. Sines then ...i
heard nothing.

Mr, Smith seemed In no hurry,  He leaned on the
fence which led Into the yard whers the cow wag
standing ehewing her cul. Mehitable stood shyly
& short distanes nway,

“Good cow?® he sald Interrogativaly,
| “Wa think she's Just splendid.®

Mehitable spoke with sume enthusiasm, for alg
lovesl the gentle ereature which was now rezarding
her with ealm, benignant gaze. :

“firaln hor?™

.
| “'ﬁ' ean't afford to grain her a great desl®
1 Much of a miliey ™
| ®Tollable millker.*
| *How olam
| “Rising elght.”

“What do you eall her wuth™
! “Bhe's with forty dollars if she's worth & cent®

Miss Green was surprised at her own deewjon ‘
| utterance. But her cow was something sle prised,

she had sewed straw and pleked hueklebervies uneg
sho had eamned the money to buy her of S §
who found that the caro of & cow “tied hiln up tog
:’;l:lch.' ‘:hhftﬂll:lll’ I u-::l wcllt lm?wn lhsll! My, &
| nothing In the waorlkd to do. it sim alway

of his time as of a valuabls commedi*y, Vs shoky

Femides Mehitable thought she detected in Mp,
Smith’'s manner something disparacing, as If Le worg
| gotng to make un offer for the cow,

The gentloman after & pages put his leg over thy
fence snd went and punched the animal’s ribs,
| he stood with his bands in his ﬁrrkm; as it in

thonght, his legs wide apart, his syes mving

the farm. Cne would have sald he was making o
estimats of the worth of the place.  The womas

ing him had another opportunity to asure herself thay
| there was nothing romantle In this man.

| e Kecp no ples 1 ]

| . This question hroke the sllence, Mehitahls
| plined that, as they eouldn’t 1alss thele own com a
| mother had concluded (0 woukdn't pay to Leop pigs,
5 That's Just (£ you need & man.”

Mr. Smith suddonly walkod back to the feoce, and
for the first tme sppeared to Jook at Mehitable,

. %1f you hed & man,® he went on, = he rould work the
| 1and and git something out of It 1 8%ss vou aln'g
moggidged, be ye!” y

| Stlss Green was in doubf as to whether he refervd
! In this question to tke farm or to hersell,  Bhe stame
mered the reply that there never'd ben no mogzidge on

-M{thln; belongin' to the Greens.

My, &mith llmuthfull_\‘ touk off his hat, rubbed hig
heed, and sald he'd always understood so. bt

| wam’t nothin’ Uke golug to headquartems o fod oug
! anything.

During this enfire interview Mrs. fireen's face,
| tramed In an ol gihgbam handliorehief, had been seey
[at a window, #rst in frant of the house, and now s
| the back, That lady was gefting very fimpatient,

What did that Parmot Smith mean by staving €0 long)
| What was he talking about *  Why didn’t ke take
roosters and be oft 1 Was Mekitahla “a shilly-skallyl
"bous nnyiun%f"

Now, as always, the mother's eye was on the
daughter,

There was & silence for some minutes, Mshitably
began to he consclous that her gray blanket was hand
a sufficlent protection agalnst the chill autumn L
loven thongh her mind were occupind with the e
ritement srising fiom A gentleman’s soclety,  She
was dimly conselous also that [t was not very mueh
exeltement, after all, to stand and answer Me, Smitk'y
guestlons.

£he had opened her mouth to ask “ How about them
roostars 17 when she heand the quick elick of a Iuteh,
and then her mother's strident, domineeding viled
called out*

* Does that man want them fowls or not ! Tf rou'
goin’ to stay there much longee, Mhitalile, you'l bet
come 'n' gt snmethiin' mere over ye.©

The man and the woman at the fence started tne
comfortahly and walked qulekly ro the shed, whers

| Mr. Smith weighet the fowl hooking & hunel of the

ontn his stealyards, while thelr heads liung down
they utternd dremdfnl erfes  [ln sald they wa'n't
what he espected fowl to he, and hae shouldn't buw
em of anvbody alée unider tha canopy . * hut of yon,
Miss (iroen”—hore hé gave such an unmistakabls 20
and glwnes that Mehltable almost wished her mothed
wer presant,
While he was gathering up snother Lunch to welrh
and they were seveaming, Mr. Smith ralsed h's volea
ty aek if his companion had ecer thought of changiog
her conditiun.

To this question Mehitabla was In no frams of mind
to even attempt an saswer. As he was getting tha
exact noteh on the bar he «aid acain that they needed
A man: this time he added that he thought he weg
about the man they wanted, and what did she think!
&he had to ralse lier volee to renly In a hot el
tone that she wondered what his wi wonld say
such talk, whersupon Mr. Smith immeciately beesm
extremely solemn and announead, ahove the erving
the roosters, that he hadn't no wife; she'd hon de
mor'n six months

“ What, your seeond 1" sereamad Mehltable,

“ Yoz, my second,® he shouted, ¥ Disd of allopin®
consumntion. I &'poses she wa'n't woll when I mar
her. This 1ot weighs fifteen pound. Thees son
hetter. 1N glve vou 12 eents a ponnd for lima
What do vou say v my hitchin® up n' drivin' ov
hern next Sunday night "

In reealling evers detall of this mtervies with thy
hen man Mehltable enubil not remember that she Favy
im the Isast eneouragement to hitch up next sunda
pight, Nevertheless, when at last he dmve away
she knew he was coming as he had mentinnmd,

tirely her daughter’s fault, and that “ the gal” ought
to bear the consequeners.

This was very hard on Mohitable, and she felt its
tnjustice corely. She mades one (veffectual strugglo
to right herself. She dropped her spoon with a clat-
ter Into her bowl.

“ Why, now, mother, you know you wanted me to
try 'n' yalse a lot of chickens this year; you know
you did; 'n' you know I can't eut their heads off
‘talnt lady ke, 'n' 1-—

“A'hitable ™ sald  Mrs, Green,
severity.,  “ Not another word!
stop your mouth,”

Mobitable subsided, and let her wictuals perform
the office mentloned by her companion. But though
she was sllent, sho felt her eyes smart aod her thipat
ewall, She was consclous of a wild feeling of -
belilon. Was she not grown up? Was she not an
Individual as much as her mother? Bhe had never
hal  the  econtrol  of  hoesel  for & half
hour einee sho was horn, and here
she was fifty-three years old.  In five minutes, how-
ever, she was deeply ashamed of this  unknown,
fruitless protest, and so repentant for it that she was
more humble than ever during the rest of the day.

Onen, a5 she was pouring hot water into a pall of
Indian meal for the roosters, the thought came to
her, “What if she had marrind '—what 1f somebody
had wanted herl”

The color sprang to her faded, pathetie face at the
mers fdea, and she almost poured the hot water on
ker * aretie-covered foot in her confusion.

The next day the lien man came down the hills
from the west village. When he was within sight of
the old Geesy Louss he saw & figure In the yard. A
nearsr view showad Lim that this fizure was tall and
thin, and that it Lad a gray blasket pinned on its
head, 1t wan into the mad and stood close to the
traek, waving Its hands at him,

He drew up bis horses, He looked down at her,
and Mehitable looked up at him, pereeiving with a
kind of shock that this was not the young fellow who
had gone hy the day befors, but a man of sixty, a
man who hnd been a widower, and she knew she had
bien then reeammended to him as & *good, lkely
womun, who would make a savin’ wife,*

Whatever happenad, Mehitable must not forget her
bustness.  ®le knew hee mother was looking from the
wimdow at her.

w1 &'pose Fou aln't gain® to buy no roosters, he ye "
che ashed, Dushing pafnfully.

The man slowly elimbed down from his wagon.
He went and pulled at a steap on the harness of the
nigh horse hefore he replied.

e they pooty fale wosters 1" be asked.

& Thoy was" sald she,

w pt how be they now 1 sald he,

s ety hoen shet up some,” was the reply, “ but
they've et oceans, 'n' they orter he far.”

st look at ‘um,® sald he] and the two walked
fownpl thie shed.  As they went he romarked that
shet up roosters never hrought such a goodd price as
one< that run.  He didn’t know why ‘twas, but they
didn't

e gaeed round at the farm with a eritical and in-
quiring gaze

e puther good land 1 sh'd say, if "tewas only worked,"
he sald s then added with emphiagls : * What you need is
A man.  Women can't worl a farm In no Kinder shaps.
Yo nesd n mang that's what you nesd”

PPoor Mehitable was overwhelmed with tremors and
Iliames

To be talil openly that ¥ou nesl a man Is very con:
fusing.  To fesl an inward assent to such o statement
is still mire embarrassing.

Miss Green tried to think what one of Oulda's
heroines woulkl do under thess clreumstances | but she
found 1t utterly tmpossible o Imagine one of Oulda’s
herolnes walking out to a shed with a hen man to
show lilm some moosters she hsd imprisonsd for sals.

She stole one brief look wt her eompanion, She
wis obllged to aelinowledge that he did pot present a
jomantie appearance. e was rather stouf, with a
puily red face, and an upper lip that set out so de-
cldedly over the undsr one as to give a marked
pesemblance to & pRreot.  This likeness was (ndesd
wo very declded that he was always spoken of as
w parrot Smith,” slthough his parents had named him
Alphitisi

Meh(tabbe suddenly had a fashing thought that she
was glul that he had such & pame, for she should
Hke to eall him * Alphonsa™; It would be & kind of
compensation for his red faco and his month.

e she was horetlled that she had such a faney,
for wis he not & marvded wan!  She had no right
to (hink such things.  For a reader of Loulse de Ia
lamer It must he confesved that Miss Green was
rather vighl In her morality.

o knew that, when My, Smith had, about a yrar

, beon looking for u wife, bo had found ono over
townrd Woonsocket, somebody who had worked In &
mmmm“m.mhmmnm

with Farnsworth
Let your victuals

&he wanted to stay out in the harn until she waq
more collected in hor mind, but at tha same tims b
feit sure she should oever be eolleeted fn her min
again,

Sha must go in fmmediately; she must face b
mother, =sha had the money fo the roostors m hed
hand ; she fesbly hoped this money might occupy Mrs
Green's mind to the exclusion of curlosity. Thay
hope was very small, however,

Just as she was {ssuing from the harn the onteid
Kitchen-door opened agaln, but the elder lady, seoln
her gal, simply walted,

41 was comin® out tn sea what that Parrot Smitk
was so long-winded ‘hout” Here she lookel 98
Mohitable and then reached forth to take holl of the
hack of a chaly, that she mizit lean on someihing a8
she examined the face hefore her,

“ Afn't von well ™ she asked In a eofter trne tham
nsual. “There aln't pothin' the mater with tha
cow, fg there?®

“No was the faint reply, “ there ain't nothin’ the
mattee with the eow.”

THE ANCIENT NEW-ZEALAND MOAS,

WERE THEY “ TAPU!"™—A NOTE FROM MR. EDb
WARD WAKEFIELD,

To tne Editor of The Tribune,

Sir: I have to thank you for the very able and kind'g
review of my hook, * New-Zealand Aftor Fifty Years?
which appeared In The Tribune of the 11th inst |
I «hould be glad, hewever, If you would allow me te
malke a remark on what appears to m» to be a mis
copception in your article. Nefereing th the com
troversy as to the antlquity of tha Moa, the giganre
wingless bind of New-Zealand, and to the absence of
any referenee to it In the historiesl preords of the
priests, which go back for DOO years—a clreumstancd
which T ook to be ecanclus've, or nearly so, agalnst
ile Moa having existed alivs durlng that period-your
peviewer sayvs: “Supposing that the Moa had been (a8
would have besn very natueal from Its Imposing 8
pearancel put under *tapu’ at a very easly perdod.
In that vase, the priests woull have besn prohibitsd
from mentlonlog 1t: 1t would have been still mote
dgldly forbidden 1o the laity to employ its nama
for any purpose; and [t might thus have bheead
omitted from the grnealogies without warranting thd
Inference diawn by Mr, Wakefleld.”

This s & wvery Ingenlous  theary, which
I never met with before But  there n9
two things against 1t whieh, 1 think, arq
fatal to It One |s that even the very strietest
forms of = tapu,® such as the terrible * 1apn® of the
deml, did not prevent  the “tapu'd”™ object belng

mentioned, either by the priests or by the common
prople.  On the euntrary, the very fact of (ts being
veupu'd’ an tneh thick,” as prmfane pakebes @fe
created a speelal (nterest In it and made it a constaad
tople of conver stion In tie prissily roo L

gen~alogies theve ape funumershle alluslons o= apd’
finaliy, nothing that

ohjects, secomlly, aml ik
“tapu” might be touched, except by the prests o
Ly chiefs specially priviieged in that pospect

for any one to eat sy pact of 4 tapud '
food meant sudden death. Yet the whole

in favor of the weent existence of the Mod

on  the statement ol a centenarian chisf
himsolf had seen the Moa hunied and eaton, J
the fact that great quantitio- of Mon bonds aiw
i old stone vvens with cooking utensils. 'ﬁ
of the chase, and all the signs of o tribal
Doubtless, if the Moas had been ©ta " thex woild
have heen allve todlay.  EDWARD \..a_lcmw
New-York, Nov. 14, laad. .

B BULLSEYE AT KANDOM:
, ok
18
e

HITTING TH
From The Danbury News.

Three y*ars g a prominent cltlzen of ths
an owner of a block of bufldings on Maln-st.,
crowhar, and up fo this morning never had an¥
of It. e wecldentally stepprrl Into @ busiioss
and overhbariug a conversation abodt g crowhar,
minded him of his lnst troasuie and for fun he »
salil to the proprietor, Unclo —— 1 wish you
sopdl home my crowbar Isn't three voarms
long enough ™ Upon my word and  honer
the proprietor, * 1 have put out that crowbar
than twenty times to bring home and hav® forgd
Here, John, you go up to MY
and bring Mr. F.'s crowhar home, amd dont It
grass grow nndsr your fect.” N0 one bt & .
vivid imagination to pleture o himsaif th
of the owner of the har. He thinks it was the
it he ev:r made in his iy,

—

AN ASTONISHED SETTER.
From The Providenes Juurnal's Boston Ie

tiﬁﬁﬁ"i

it each tme.

E
=

(*

Her.

1 do not vouch Iiur the truth 'nf lhrl:::- but &
whiose mputation for veracity Is s ¢

Dt oclares that hs saw on the stmet In w::lm
other day sn electrie wire accldent !'hifl:" by tha
winly singular. U8 attention wes n‘"l!l‘.h
parking of a rod Lrish sotter to & En b
which was perchad npon the electrie Bk ﬁg
stove the beast’s hewl, ‘The animal ol 3%
heon amusint himself in the trnitiess 8 'ﬂ

S Whon (i had takon rofuge o8 REh L
;:;unh:m;lwtn et <ome ruuwllllﬂﬂmﬂ“ﬂ“’ "y

Justily, The day was wi " fne Its ¥ o
and fro, the sparrow R:mw""" came (0
o A " fatat mament. the tal of “*,-",‘,2.’,, T the
contact with another wine NORE UEs oy N
Twinkling of . nye. the untuehd AFEe,
tumbling down stonv-desd at S S0, e
diog. who wes su astupishml at the 'm“=‘
wffalis that he did not offer 1 sraciow @ |
but simply sto barking oyt

prey In




