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MISH VUOLMOSDELEY.

Mary Cholmondeley is one of those fortunate
writers who can look back on a childhood lived
in company with the best literature

—
with books

sometimes far beyond her youthful comprehen-
sion, yet nourishing to the intellect. It is a
training which cannot be got out of the modern
"children's books and it means something for
which there can be no substitute As a child,
it is said. Miss Cholmondeli wrote "im-
mensely,

'
compiling at the age <>f fourteen a

complete history of Greece and a history of
England as far as Elizabeth.

The novelist has an interesting pedigree. She
is the eldest daughter, says "The London Book-
man," of the Rev. R. H. Cholmondeley, until
recently and for miry years rector of Hodiieti
and formerly of Condover Hall, Shropshire.
"Her mother was Emily Beaumont, sister "f jj.

R. Beaumont, esq., of Whitley Beaumont, York-
shire, and her grandmother was Mary Heber,

sister of Bishop Heber, the well known hymn
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MISS MARY CHOLMONDELET,

iFrom a pnotosr^phj

THE DEAD CHILD.
I.v Braes: Duwsun.

Sleep on. dear, now
The last sleep and the l.^st.

And on \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 brow.
And <;n thy quiet breast,

Violets Ithrow.
Thy scanty years

Were mine a little while;
Life hail no fears

To tr<-üble thy brief smile
With toil or tears.

Lie still, and be
For evermore a child!

Not grudgingly.
Whom life has not denied,

Irender thee.

Slumber so deep

No man would rashly wake;
Ihardly weep,

Fain only, for thy lake,
To share thy sleep.

Yes. to be dead.
Dead, here with thee to-day,—

When ail is said
'Twere good by thee to lay

My weary bead.
The very beat !

Ah, child so tired -if play,
Istand confessed.
Iwant to come thy way

And share thy rest.

the lasl few months Miss Chi
• • . . \ been • . •

:'
of pubiishei . iry a

•
\u25a0 »wers,

\u25a0 . The im-

• .

...
.:;\u25a0;. tl- in \u25a0

• • \u25a0

.
\u25a0

ng me
thai

: R :

Tlie ratuj • i

business, rather than an art ><r profession, is

itrat \u25a0 • this paragraj h "The
\u25a0

writer. This branch of the Cholmondeley fam-
ily which separ . c Mar

'" < 'hol-
mondeley'a family in gn of James I. ia

m the • 'holmondele: i
'

Vale Royal Miss Cholmonde • i estress
and ;... . Mary Cholmond ed by
Fames I 'thi Bold Lady of Cheshire," \\ .is

heiress of Vale Royal, arid lefi n to her third
"
: mas 'holmondeley, ancester of Lord

;..-..,::..: \i.-s Cholmondeley's great grand-

Larles Cholmondeley brother ol Lord
ress of • 'ondov ci I[ail,

whicb • E ..\u25a0\u25a0>
\u25a0

\u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0•• i- :. .-. \u25a0 minster
\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0

This adventure with the Miemac Indiana re-
minds me of a friend who once bought a me
basketa from one ut Cape Breton. On his re-
turn to England the baskets were sold at a
bazaar, end he heard the fair vendor describe
them as being made by th« 'Nicknu Indiana.
ko called from their :>\u25a0>..«. la Lh* manufacture of
bait *

iware."

l.\ I\u25a0>) !M!.A\ I
The Loi

MODERS SSIAS FICTION.'

From The Gentlemen's Magazine.

The short tale now .seems paramount In Rus- j
sia, and is mad-.' to contain truths, protests. !
longings

—
even hopes. Korolenko's stories mont- |

< lv consist of simple daily occurrences, scenes of
: peasant life detached incidents. ... He does .'

not strive to fit human lives to bis or our pre-

!conceived notions of what they ought to be, nor
;does he seek to draw deductions. It i.s because ;
'\u25a0 her literature is young and fearless unham-
pered by classics, unfettered by traditions, that.

1
Rusaia 'lias been able to enlarge her borders. ;
What was formerly accounted discord In music

is now harmony; what was formerly outside the

domain of art now engages painters and sculp-;'
tors. Russian writers have long ceased to be- !

IstMW their talents on scientifically accurate plots j
Ior waste ingenuity on the delineation of c!iarac r I
it,.rs— abortive because cramped by the artificial- |
!ities of convention: To quote the pregnant words

Of another contemporary- Russian, Tchebov: It
Iis said that all man requires is six feet of soil.

\u25a0 But, truth to tell, six feet of ground is the re-

quirements of a corpse, not of a human being, j. . . Man requires, not uix feet of soil, not a j
plot of land, but the entire terrestrial globe, the I
whole rr-alm of nature, wherein to develop all

the capabilities and individuality of his untram- ,
melled souL"

While Dr. Barry has gone up Mr. Bernard
"-\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0 .•\u25a0 \u25a0

•

Capes has gone down. "The Lake of Wine"
was a capital story, in spite of preciosity in the
style. "From E'oor to Door," a collection of
brief sketches, is disfigured throughout by the

author's trilling with words. The artful tricks
which were powerless to spoil the earlier book
are now in full possession of the field. "His
voice rans out in the stillness

—
snapped sud-

denly
—

reeled up to the rafters, and dissipated

like smoke." "The bell from first to last hung
undelivered of circumstance. Silence under its

me mould I itself as in an electro-bath to a
facsimile of sound; age-long spiders wrought to
secure with a Lilliputianmembrane its sleeping

tongue; in its brazen sides generations of shril-
ling bats woke the faintest harmonics." And so
on. ad nauseum. The mere happenings com-
memorated in some of the stories are pictur-

esque enough to make them worth read

"The Sword of Corporal Lacoste," "Jemmy
Jessama, the Runner." and "The Chapter's

Doom" are diverting anecdotes. Bui good ma-
terial and bad Mr. Capes spoils with equal
complacency, showing such a blind devotion to
the torturing of language that between the

reader anil the stories there is always a deadly
blight of fussy inconsequence. Some kind friend
should "pull up" Mr Capes before he goes the
way of all those whose fancies about "art"

\u25a0

-
\u25a0 \u25a0

\u25a0
\u25a0 \u25a0 . '',»\u25a0\u25a0"•

carry them into the abyss of mediocrity.

Professor Charles Waldstein, lecturer on
archaeology at Christ College, Cambridge, and
well known as a writer on archaeological sub-
jects, has entered the field of fiction with a

volume of three short stories, called "The Sur-

face \u0084f Things." He betrays the professional
habit by presenting an elaborate preface, ex-
plaining why he first published thes-3 tales
anonymously and why he now issues them in

his own name. Then- is also a long introduction
naively exploiting his ideas regarding the art

of fiction, lt Is pl.asant to exploit new views
of fiction. But when a man publishes fiction

he subjects him I to criticism by certain

easily recognized laws. These tin little narra-
tive's reveal in every line the hand of ihe ama-
teur, of the writer who has many good quali-

ties, knowledge, intelligence, a certain amount

of observation, but of that quality t!:ar repro-

duces life in artistic an.i convincing literary

tOTm none MX all. The first story, suggestively

AXDREW LAS(!.

Mr. Andrew Lang is not only one of the most

brilliant writers of his time, but one of the most
prolific. Accordingly he is always being quoted
or talked about. But just now he is more in
the public eye than ever, for he has published
the first volume of a new "History of Scotland,

"

and this has excited exceptional interest. Some
critics fick holes in its scholarship. : \u25a0in-- say
there is too much humor in the work. But all

!are agreed that Mr. Lang has given in this
latest publication of his a conclusive answer to
the "scientific" historians who think that bald

j facts are all that one wants. Mr. Lang puts
, the human interest in the foreground. Scholar
;as he is, that has always been his way. The

portrait of him we reproduce is said to be the

ARDEN MASSITER. By I"- William Barry I2mo
Pl>. The Century Company.

FROM DOOR TO DOOR. A Book of Romances
Fantasies, Whimsies and Levities. By BernardCapes, liinio, yip.UIS. Frederick l. Stokes Com-
pany.

A DIFFICI'LT PROBLEM, THE STAIRCASE AT
THE HEART'S DELIGHT AND OTHER
STORIES. By Anna Katharine Green (Mrs.
Charles Rohlist. i:mo, pp. •\u25a0 The F. M. Lup-
ton Publishing Company.

THE SURFACE OF THINGS. By Charles Wal.l-
stein. 12mo, pp. xiii, 330. Boston: Small, llay-
n.U'il A; L'u.

The supposititious narrator of events in
"Arden Massiter" is an English Utopian, bear-
ing the same name as the book, who proceeds
from London to Rome with the intention of
examining social conditions there ... elsewhere
in Italy. His socialistic affiliations in England

have made him acquainted with one Tiberio
Sforza, the ruler of the Camorra. So although

the editor «,f the journal to which Mr. Massiter
\u25a0

expects to contribute letters on his investiga-
tions has provided him with an introduction to
a Cardinal, he seeks out Tiberio as soon as. he
has had an audience with His Eminence Pres-
ently we find him killinga bandit in a haunt of
Camorristi. 1: is accidental, of course, and the
young man ought not to have been subsequently

diverted from his original purpose. But at the
killingof Renzaccio be author succumbs to the
same temptation that the reader fe^rls; he
promptly becomes interested in the great uc-cret
society of Italy, and other matt sra go by the
board. Instead of the picture cf social condi-

\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0-.\u25a0".-\u25a0

tions which he evidently wished to paint, he
gives us a stirring romance. The people in tn*'.r

misery, the Roman Church with its hopes of a
new order of things, the Italian Government
with its blunders and corruption, ar" not alto-
gether forgotten. In fact, there ire many pas-
sages winch aim at throwing sht or. existing
conditions, social and political. Bu: the main
things are Massiter's relations with the
Camorra, his ilight from the avengers of the
man he has killed in self-defence, the troubles
he innocently brings down upon th \u25a0 ancient
house in which he is given sanctuary, the ab-
duction of the woman he loves by \u25a0-.•\u25a0

famous accomplices, and the joiningof all hands
at the end ir. a campaign against that gentle-
man. Just what the end brings forth we will
not divulge. The reader mu.;t seek the surprise

for himself. We are ...... that Dr.
Barry has written in "Arden Massiter" a far
better book than "The Two Standards," its

predecessor, a book full of exciting incident,
clearly set forth and skilfully identified with

the atmosphere of Italy. It is to the author's
credit, too, that while this novel is essentially
sensational, an affair of daggers, lark corners,
conspirators and other melodramatic things, it
has also a note of gravity, a thoughtful drift,
which dignifies it beyond our expectations when
once we have plunged into the thick of Tiberio's
mischief making. Dr. Barry succeeds now
where he has hitherto skirted the edge of
failure; he is thoroughly resting. But we

'.-.\u25a0- ". \u25a0 . . .. •\u25a0-.:\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0:..

wish he would earn how to realize his women
\u25a0"\u25a0 \u25a0'\u25a0\u25a0..-\u25a0 \u25a0. .. "\u25a0,.\u25a0as well as he realizes his men.

-
-

If the !a:e Mrs. Drew's "Autobiography" is

somewhat disappointing it is not because what

she says is uninteresting, but because she does

not say more. This brief retrospect of a life

vfeich. as the author's son, John Drew, notes in

the preface, reached "over seventy years of the

dramatic history of our country." gives only a

few hints of experiences that must have been

full of interest to the student of character and

cf the stage. It is written, however, with a
most engaging simplicity, which leaves no doubt

In the reader's mind that it is the spontaneous

expression of a sincere and frank nature. Mrs.

Drew btgan her career at a time when the con-

d:::.r.= prevailing inthe theatre were far differ-

ent from those of the present. She came of a
family long associated with the theatre, and

she evidently had the love for acting in her

blood. "At twelve months old." she writes, "my

mother took me on the stage as a crying baby;

but cryIwould not. but at sight of the audience

and the lights gave free vent to my delight and

crowed aloud with joy. From that moment to

this the same sight has filled me with the most

acute pleasure, and Iexj>ect will do so to the

last glimpse Ig^i of them, ... : when no longer

to be seen, C.,me. D^-ath, and welcome.*
"

It is

a satisfaction to observe that she had her wish.
r".i:a;ninff. until practically her last days, an

active worker on the stage.

She was born in England, but came early to

this country. For several years she had a
c^jwj. here as an infant prodigy; she even

"starred" for a time. In referring to this period

she says: "Iwould mention her-1 that in acting

Lt. Pang-loss at the Chestnut Street Theatre,

Philadelphia, the oldor Joseph Jefferson, grand-

father of the pr-sent actor of that time, played

Zddel Homespun." Of her fellow players dur-

fc? h^r ions -sperience Mrs. Drew has the

kindliest recollections. That she could speak

b«r mind, however, is shown by her reference
to Macready: "Macready was a dreadful man

to act with; you had the pleasant sensation c".
ta' v.:n? that you were doing nothing that he

wasted y iv to do, though following strictly his

Inftnictit-ns. He would press y<)U down with his
bffi'] on your head, and tell you in an under-
tone to stand up! Mr.Macready was a terribly

nervous actor; any little thing which happened
un^r-p-.-:- ;:>\u25a0 irritated him beyond endurance.
On* night, at the Park, 'Macbeth' was the play.

Mr*. Sloman, ar old fashioned actress, dressed
Lacy Mai :\u25a0•\u25a0•..-. in the manner which prevailed—

her early life—inblack velvet, point lace and
;*arl beads. In the murder scene, part of Ma-
ready's dress -aught on the tassels of her pearl
r-rtl*-; th- string broke, the beads fell on the
Boor, sof:'.; with a pretty rhythmic sound, dis-
tinctly heard through the intense silence of the
*r?ne. This > \u25a0 exasperated Mr. Macready that
'-- \u25a0\u25a0..-is almost frantic, until, with the final line
cf the sc'-n-. 'Wake Duncan with thy knock-
ias: Iwould thou couldst!' h<- threw Mrs. SIo-
2is off tht- stage, with words which Ihope
**r*nnheard by toe public, and were certainly
ssiu for publication

"

Mrs. Dre^ acted with ... Booth.
f«. and sh«- presents a picture of the great
actor which all students of the stage willreeog-
*&*\u25a0 as characteristic. "Inever heard any one

just lik- the elder Booth. It was beauti-
\u25a0'*>'\u25a0 be Mdc the figure stand before you; it
*as infinitely :~n.jer Some of the passages of
~#a.t wt-r» touching in the extreme, though he

-"ed Gibber's frightfully bad edition of that
EUDlim* tragwiy. He had some very odd ways
M times. We were playing 'Hamlet 1 one night"Natchez, and during Ophelia's mad scene a
cac* began to crow lustily. Whijn the curtain
Mlupon that fourth act this crowing became
°°fconstant, and when the manager could not

Mr. Booth tc commence the next act he
•«4ed ap and saw him perene^ on tnH top of™* ladder, which was the only way to reach

-iies' in That primitive theatre. The man-
**«\u25a0 Mcended the ladder and had quite a

aiscussjon with Mr Bu(.lh wno; at

j4s^j45^ consent *'d to fume down on rendition that« saoul-i resume his high position after the
\u25a0 t:a-i. and remain there until Jackson was re-

Presia-r.:.' A word should be said in' ŝe of tte many illustrations of. famous
&nora In the book," some of the latter fromwwaga and rare photographs. •

**«. QS SHELL AS!) '••: BROXTES.
y f̂cis *\u25a0 U»* lately discovered letter in which

*. «
Patr:<k Bronte asked Mrs. Gaskell to

„ VVh* biography of the author of Jan?• nnaing that a great many scribblers,

k
well as gome clever and truthful writers,

.J'* articles in newspapers and tracts

ie^T'"^ jarj' ar 11*1
" Charlotte since her• an<i «*ing that many things that have

j^euited untrue, but mure false (sit-;; and.. '*ng reas '>n to think that some may venture

rasSL;
*

S""no !>'l<"r Ijlii"ljlii
" under the cir-

iutfc^^ thaD tO ar'IJiy to some eslaijlish<-J
U. °VJV J *****a bri< f at

'
C(JUnl of ht'r Ufe and

some remarks on her works. You

iS to me to be the best qualified for doing

*^1li
*'ISh Should be done - lf> therefore, you

ttxva^ 5° kin<J to publish a long or short
~," f h^-r Ufe and works, Just as you may

e*2eCltiH and per. Mr Nictoll* and I

FICTION.

A ROMANCE OP THE CAMORRA.THE AUTi BIOGRAPHY OF AN ACTRESS

\u25a0\u25a0 you su< b Information as you may re-
\u25a0

\u25a0
• \u25a0' request that :\u25a0 ou « ould

thai th< work might

anded d i to the
.. • ronts might arist

\u25a0

\u25a0 •\u25a0\u25a0..\u25a0• v. Y'iu

whom Ihave applied. Mr
ha\ • tak( n md

Ifeel
.
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