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FICTION.

A Good Portrait of a Woman of the

Sixties.

Mr. Fprarman's novel of railway life in the
West is realism prfttily punctuated with ro-
mance. The hero is of the approved twentieth
century Fort

—
tl*- indomitable youn~ man of

business who faces Nature and his feOow-maa
with magnificent courage^ hut who blenches
under the soft eyes of the lady of his love. It is
a K<*od type if a familiar one, and the author
develops Its possibilities with trenchant sim-
plicity. Tho story is more effective in its epi-
sodes than as a whole— witness the scene of the
effort to arrest by telegraph the two trains

'Sdeath! and in good sooth this be fearsome
stuff, and we si^h over the mistaken seal of one
who has drawn so well the characters and the
life of her own time.

the Impress of that moment's agony be wholly
obliterated from Katherine Delaval's face.

She sinks to the Boor unconscious before the
advancing figures ()f two Mark robed monks,

the trrrililt.- black familiars of the Sranish ln-
ouis-it lon.

Without a word they raise h«-r. and one of
powerful and muscular build takes h>-r in his
arm.s, while the other unfastens the door and
listens for a moment i>utsiilt>. . . .

Swiftly and noiselessly the dark figures de-
scend; and no Interruption, no opposition. Im-
pedes their progress.

With incredible celerity thoy do th. ir deadly
work, and emerge beneath the shadow of the
castle.

The curent number of "L/Art" is a readable
miscellany, the trore readable beeaosa it in-
dadea matter not coneamed with paint-
ers and sculptora. One of the most tnteresting
articles we have found in this Ifor a
long time is M. Audebrand's "Les Trois Bro-

Mr. G. D. S'h;iu-, discoursing on the subject
ot copyright, has, of course, some drastic re-
forms 10 suggest. He \v;mts different classes of
books to be given different terns of copyright,
"It really is ridiculous." he asserts, "to treat,
say, Smith, ft Elder's 'Dictionary of National
Biography,' representing an enormous invest-
dm nt of capital, exactly as you would treat a
flashy novel representing a few pints of whiskey
and iicouple of months of a third rate writer's
time. In short, copyright is a public question.
not an author's Question. Can anything be
more absurd than to give forty-two years' mo-
nopoly to the obscene book of a literary black-
guard, and only fourteen years to the inventor
of the steam engine?"

It is said that Mr. Hfiiry Bartend has aban-
don.-<l Italy, temporarily at least, as a source of
scenery Cor Ins ftcUoa. The ncrnw of the Bonrel
on which he is now at work are laid in New-
England.

The author of "Little I»r<l F:i'i".tl.Toy" Is
writing another story for children. It is to be
called "Tho Inner ftrum**

LITERARY NOTES. M

It Is pleasant to see even a slight protest (a«
in the current "Saturday Review") against that
"popul:LT philosophy of poetry which has don*
much to prevent the production of poetical work
of the first quality." "The Review** takes Mr.
Stephen Phillips as the popular type. U»
writes for the most part without thesis, with-
out body; but his acquired or inherited skill In
dressing has made the framework of •*
skinniest scarecrow "the glass of fashion and Uie
mould of form.' In short, the modern poet
takes us in. and when we have found out our
mistake, even if it did not La-ke long. «m have
lost something of a most precious possession.
the love of poetry.

"'O words, you live and therefore ycu can die.
11l yoked, imprisoned, tamed in a dvi; taMk!

So callous tongues may use you but no: I.
Who for your grace, a wooins lover, ask.

Dead things may killand you being . I
The frozen thought that once you clotied in

bloom.' M

The English collector. Mr. T. J. Wise, row
owns all the known copies of Shelley's

"
I *

of Victor and Cazire." They are three In num-
ber, and for one of them, it is recorded, he gave
$3,000. In Itself the little book is of ao conse-
quence; it la only as a rarity that It hao ac>
quired value.

The cremation of the body of Her': Spencer
leads "The London Chronicle" to cn'.l a.;:

to the Ions? roll of eminent men of all s.h'"^ of.
thought who have left directions that their re-
mains should be disposed of in this way. tif
recent years." it says, "the names of Mr. Lvoky.
Canon Shuttleworth, Sir Edward Burne-Jui \u25a0s,

Mr. Grant Allen, Mr. Harold Frederic, Mr. B
L. Farjeon. Sir Spencer Wells. Sir taac Fit"
man. Mr. L>u Mauri- Sir Peter Edlin. General
Sir Samuel Browne. Mr. W. E. Henley, ON
Rev. H. K. Haweis and Baron Huddleston occur
In the records of the Cremation Society as sup-
porters who have orfered the strongest testi-
mony in their power to burial reform."

"We have already annour.~<*d the titles of twn
mnovels with which Agnes and Egerton Cas-
tie are soon to follow up their latest surcesa,
"Incomparable Bcllairs." One more wuri by
them is also on the horizon. It id a rorruincd
called 'The Heart of Handed

In May. 100T». the tercentenary of the pub-
lication of "Don Quixote" is to be celebrated ia
Spain with extraordinary pomp and circum-
stance, A statue of Cervantes willbe ur.V':.:ed.
an academic fete will be given, there will be a
mediaeval tournament, and. of course, the diver-
sion supplied by the bull ring will not be omit-
ted. A dramatization of "Don Quixote" w:U &4
put upon the stage, and it is said that Sir
Henry Irving will be Invited to take OH prin-
cipal part, the performance being given in toe
chief theatre of Madrid.

principal scenes In the ceremony, to?*taar wtt»
portraits of the leading personages taking part
therein. Apropos, It may be note«J that thispaw, in addition to the ordinary edition of
"Dod'a Peerage." there will be a limited edi-tion, illustrated with more than five hundred
portraits, many of them portraits of peers and
peeresses In their coronation robes and coronets,

A new book about Coleridge is announced. It
will traverse his life from childhood to the cloaa
and will ha entitled "From Ottery to Highsiie."
Mr. Wilfrid lirown La the author.

STUDY OF A WOMAN.
(Krom a drawing by Watteao.)

.She starts upright, breathless every nemthrobbing What is it? What Ls'it?
And now it Is not only that sound apaln. butsomething moves. The blood is whirring in herv.ins; the eyeballs are starting from their sm-ir

eta Blowly, slowly, the great wardrobe doorsFwinpr open, and forth emerges— oh horror'— aform bo awful that never while life lasts will

Mr. Stephenson understands the art of malt-
inga good beginning. In the first chapter of his
new novel, "Eleanor Dayton," the reader is in-
troduced to the studio of a French artist in the
time of the Second Empire, where various dis- \u25a0

tintfuished guests are examining a number of,

new portraits, among the latter being one of the ;

heroine of this story, who Is herself present,

The Emperor soon enters, and the one canvas ,
in which he is really Interested proves to be, of j
course, the one representing Eleanor Dayton. !
He compares the portrait with its original, and
says to Miss Dayton: "Your portrait is the as- j

Ic> t you would wear after you had passed
through a great tragedy." lie calls for wine,

drinks "to the great American people," and
leaves the room. The heroine does not see him
again until they accidentally meet for a moment
at Chiselhurst, after Napoleon's fall. Neither
does the reader catch any glimpses of the great
man between these two meetings. The bulk of
the Btory has to do simply with Miss Dayton's

character and romance, and it is, indeed, a lit-
tle difficult to see Just why Mr. Stephenson
should have dragged in his figure from French
history, except on the hypothesis that he saw
how well he could seize the reader's attention
by the scene In the Parisian studio. Certainly
in that scene the heroine attracts us, and
thenceforth we follow her adventures with gen-
uine concern. The Civil War comes to compli-

cate affairs for her, and for others in the book.
Fortunately, however, the author does not at-
tempt to write the history of the sixties all over
usain.. His object Is to paint the portrait of a
woman of that time, and he la faithful to it
throughout. She is an individualized woman,
and she is given delightful reality In these
paces. The book Is admirably written. Mr. Ste-
phenson has refinement and repose, and gives

his work a certain delicate quality that is none
too often encountered in the fiction of the day.

The author of that piquant and winningnovel,
"The Baby's Gnuidmother," was illadvised In
ber recent excursion into the byway of histori-
cal melodrama. A clever chronicler of modern
domesticities, she struggles ineffectually with
the archaic. Her heroine is very charming in
her little Victorian way, but it Is not a way
which provides verisimilitude In a story of
Elizabethan days. Quite as comic, too, is the
mixture of sixteenth century phraseology with
that of the nineteenth. Mrs. Walford's "piece
do resist.ince" is "percale," a word which "per-
case" seems to her to carry cheerfully whole
rapes of the talk of modernity. The story turnson the greed and Jealousy of a woman of rank
-who. to be rid of her only child, her husband's
heiress, secretly surrenders the girl to the In-quisition.

TIIK BLACK FAMILIARS. By L. B. Walford.
lJnw, pp. 312. Longmans, Green & Co.

TIIIO DAUGHTER OF A MAGNATE. I'.y Prank
H. Bpearmao. Illustrated by T. R. Gruger.
12tuo, pp. 273. Charity Scribner's Sons.

t'NDKR THE JACK-STAFF. By Chester Bailey
l-'eniald. Ulmo, pp. -JU2. The Century Com-
pany.

ELEANOR DAYTON. By Nathaniel Stephenson.
Umo, jip. John Lane.

THE LITERARY LIEUTENANT.
The trial at Metz of Lleutenunt Uilse for h.ivtng written a novel satirizing the garrison ut

Forbach Is having some quaint results. Th«- ,-„
Ure garrison in question Is to be transferred toanother town, a tribute to the effectiveness ofthe unlucky authors work which must amusehim In bis Imprisonment, if report ,s,s to bo

_
Ueved. he Is himself adding fuel to the fireThe authorities are said to have been scandalizedby receiving the Information that LieutenantBllse is taking advantage of his enforced Idle-ness to write a play |\u0084 whu.h he returnj| tQaubject that in his novel led to so much trouble.We reproduce on this pags a portrait of theyoung offlcec

The author of the short stories brought to-gether under the general title of "Under the
Jvnff^T

'
h" lDVention-

hum and much\u25a0kill in the employment of slang. -Sudden Lan-nlgan." the bluejacket who fibres at km Ir.
the* narratives. Is a most engaging compoundof crude plcturesuueness. right feeling and poo.
rent drollery. Ills comrades are no Its* i,,,,.r•rtlng.and the Incidents which serve to exhibittheir diverting traits are devised by the authorwith equal resource In dramatic effect and Inpure fan. It is an amusing book from cover tocover.

which are rushm? toward collision. Witness,
too. the night ride on an engine, through a
frightful blizzard, of Glover and his Gertrude.These things are done with a gusto that wouldcarry a much more conventional love story andan even less Interesting heroine. The great en-gine crashing through the dark and the storm
with Death all about her seems almost a s,n-
ttent creature-a steed marvellously fitted to the
modem knight, the man of action who linda hm
antagonists Inprecipice tuid Uood.
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his town You-

For there the nights were blessed with ««*•*
sleep.

The- days were filled with happy ?\u25a0\u25a0«\u25a0
And there the skies seemed ever Mu«s. auJ '&1*

\\ as time for peace and prayers. ,
While youth and laughter, joy and hop*

*B
*

In*
Sang Id my heart a happy song.

Ah me! a sous in.a huslu-d for everinor*
The crowded streets avion*;.

And now lstand and gaze, with heavy heart.
Across dear fields In longing sore.To where another woman, happier far.
Looks from the low half-door. »

Oh. little farmhouse, old, and brown, and »•"•"»
1 wake when till the world's at rest

And think of you. and long for the old p*ac*
And the untroubled breast!

BOMEStCM.
From The Pall Mall llazette.
It staiiiis afar mi.lst happy, sunlit fields,

A little farmhouse, brown and old.
With undent. Ivy covered, buttressed wiU*»

Anil straw that. roof of gold;
And 1 a wanderer from the dusty town,

Grown weary of its heavy ways.
Wistful, ti.'in off the hot white road. look *»*

And long for the old days.

A copy of the first edition of Keats* "X**
dymion" was sold in London the ptaat day *••
$-00. A first edition oX WaiUs* Sel&orn*
brought JiS.

There Is always a great sale of Dickens'*
novels at Christmas time in England; Ml ia
recent years, it is said, has b«U MM ->•• leiit
one instance of an etiual sale of Jane Auateß*
books.

It Is reported that the dramatization of Mr.
Kipling's novel. "The Light That Failed.

"
t» »

be put upon the singe in almost ew:y Euro-
pean language. Madame Sarah licruiuvrd: U»
appear in the French version.

The newest book about the Stuarts
—

th.it of
th* Marchesn. Vltelleschl

—
gives a particularly

unpleasant picture of the Young Pretender,
whose profligacy and brutality it WQoM be difl-
cult to exaggerate. The author seems to credit
the statement that Charles Edward ami actu-
ally present in Westminster Abbey dunes '»•
coronation in 1761 of George lli. A gentleman
Is reported to have recognized him during tie
ceremony, and to have whispered In bis ear.
Tour Royal Highness is the last of all mortals
whom 1 should expect to see here.' to Wftfcj
the Prince replied. It was curiosity which
led me. but Iassure you that the person who
Is the object of all this pomp and magnificence
Is the man Ienvy the least.* \u25a0

The MS. of "Paradise Lost." which Is to be
sold In the spring, has never been out of tils
possession of the family of Jacob Tor.son, woo
succeeded the original publisher. Simmon* as
owner of the copyright of the poem. The pres-
ent owner la Mr. Baker, a collateral descendant
of the publisher. This MS.. "The Athenaeum"
says, is presumably the "copy** prepared for th«
printer, but it Is not. of course, in the aaaii-
writing of the blind poet.
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