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Stories by "Dodo" Benson and
Some Others.

SUMMER NOVELS.

: . lued colors. The table
is round in shape, and Profess* r H illeaux says

. s far as be is aware there Is no other such
antique table, or anything analogous to it, in
existence, The objects brought to light by the
Delos excavations cause something of a sensa-
tion in academic circles here, and tho Duke of
Loubat. fcL Hornolle and Professor Holleaux are
recipients of hearty congratulations. C. L B.

VIOLET JACOB.
(From a photograph.)

Students of the Nlbelungenlled willbe glad ta
know that an elaborate edition of the work, fol-
lowing the text of Lachmann. is in preparation
in Germany. Students of draughtsmanship will
rejoice to know that the numerous illustrations
are being drawn by Joseph Sattler, one of the
;leverest of those German artists who have
profited by the Ptnuuite of Duxex,

A vivid glimpse of Sir Richard Bun tht
famous Orientalist and traveller, Is given in a
brief paper contributed to "Chambers s Journal"
by a, writer who knew him at Trieste. "To meet
him," .says this friend, "was to be fascinated by
his commanding figure, his leonine expression,
and, above all, by his wonderful power of con-
versation. At first sight the keen, fierce glan< c
from beneath the shaggy eyebrows, the resolute
mouth and the tawny Eastern complexion al-
most inspire the stranger with alarm; but this
effect quickly disappears on closer acquaint-
ance." We have this picture of him In one of
his characteristic moments of passion:

The dinner had been ordered at six. At half-
past the hour it was not ready. The waiter »aa
summoned. He made excuse. "Mille tonncrn-s—
ventrebleu!" roared Burton, with a vol.ey of un-
utterable language which he only could translate.
Tb« waiter literally Hew before the storm, looking
back at the writer with "Mais, Boon i>ieu, l'An«-
lais!" The dinner quicklyarrived, and with the soup
Burton re-covered his equanimity, though Inveigu-
Ing against all wafers, and the Triestia in par-
ticular.

Whj \u25a0 world there should !•
book about the late Coventry Patmore, who his
.i.r'M^y been made the hero of a biograi
two stout volumes, we fall to see. But Mr. Ed-
mund Gosse has written it. and it will (\u25a0\u25a0 ;
lished in the autumn. Patmore was \u25a0 gr
poet who *rote a few charming things, hut it
hardly seems necessary to bring bin
public again in tveii the briefest monograph

Cheerful Is the life of the editor In Spain, If
we may jud in announcement printi l
tins summer In one of the newspapers
country, "La Lanterna." Here it Is In all .is

.-\u25a0 a• • t simi - ity: "Dnrtng the great be I
'I^anterna' will suspend publication. It« .
pear again ;\u25a0 fulaxly after the middle •' :
ten. ber !)• \t.

'

Mr. Jusf; h Conrad has evid -ntly '\u25a0> • a bus] iig
himself of late with modem Fren b Dctii I
is not lung since we h.iJ occasion to all 1
an essay of his on Anatole Prance, and n<
learn th.it he has written a preface for a vol-
ume of stories translated out of Mau) .

tlon will Include "Yvette" \u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0'. Ml i
Harriet.''

Mr Francis Miltoun is writing .1 book \u25a0 I
Paris of the elder Dumas. The subject is an in-
spiring one. hut that very fact makes us anx-
ious. Mr. Miltoun will have to write very well,
'\u25a0\u25a0 d< \u25a0 \u25a0!. ifhe is not to fall below the level of his
o| portunlty.

The Zurii h publisher, Herr Bchabellts, died
the oth< r day. 11" was tiie man who
wrote t'> any "re except on a postal card. He
used that means of communication when I• thi celebrated m< moira of • 'ounl v< -\
Arnhehn. "I reserve the right," he wrot<. i.il rard, "to correct your h fernally bad

\u25a0 ar." To .1budding historian he sent this
ig< . '

Fou are making the mistake of yo .r
life fou do not wmt t(.. stud) You
want to learn how t>> write."

More news of forthcoming fiction. Mr. H.>r-
nung is writing some new stories in the vein "f

The Amateur Cracksman
"

We are not sun;

that we are altogether pleased with the in-
formation. Raffles ought not to have a suc-
cessor. Mr. Jerome K. Jen me has written :\
\u25a0equel to "Three Men in a Boat and "Q." ij
putting th«> finishing touches to a new novel
called \u25a0 g Ferry." Mr. Charles Marriott is
bringing out In "Genevra" a story <\u25a0'' a poet wk>
readies maturity in her art at the cost of her
happiness as a woman, the scene of her ad-
ventured being a Cornish Bower farm.

Th'-re is to he a collected \u25a0

:

of the late Sir Leslie Stephen, with inti
IMr. James Bryce and Mr. Htrl

Paul. Three "f the ten volumes will be gl
the "Hours In a Library." four t" the a il
biographical essays, one to his literary •
one to "Free Thinking and Plain Speaking :
one to reminiscences. The edition will b<
titled "Essays Literary, Critical and Blogi
cal of Sir Leslie Stephen."

LITER,iRY NOTES.

ite hero for novelists, and In Dr. Barry's latest
story he has the allied virtue of haying killed
his landlord. If he has taken one life, he has
saved another, that of a young Frenchman <.f
the eld regime, end a fortunate meeting on tt.e
Channel steamer insures him a hearty welcome
to Paria. Respite Lh differences of politic:/
creeds, and a lucrative engagement as privatJ
secretary to an Englishman, a liberal, a frtenJ
of Thiers. vrith a seat in ih«* Chamber of Depu-
ties. The time of the story is Just before me
days of the Commune. Probability does not
hamper Dr. Barry In the construction of his
tale. The reader Is introduced to a remarkable
hashish club, to a modern Caglloetro in the per-
son of a mysterious and wealthy clairvoyant,
and to a high born heroine who falls in love
with the young exile of Erin because of his
remarkable resemblance to her dead husband.
She communicates with the shade of the de-
ceased gentleman for his approval of her new
infatuation until he complains, "You trouble
me; write no more." This evident lack of sym-
pathy confirms her in her choice, Henri, the
Irishman. la eworn to the Commune, and Fer-
nanda is an aristocrat of the aristocrats. This
Is a complication. But the hero is equal to
It. Just at the rightmoment he saves the lady,
his honor and the situation. Dr. Barry gives
us plenty of Incident and plenty of plot, al-
though it Is sometimes a little difficult to see
exactly what relation the one bears to the
other. Naturalness he does not aim at, we
Judge, from the accuracy with which he hits
the bull's-eye on the other target. The novel
Is seemingly an attempt to locate a romance of
the seventeenth century In the nineteenth, and
the result, while not without interest, Is net
without Incongruity either.

Mrs. Ja ob has written in "The Interloper"

an agre< able romance of Scottish life in tho
••arly nineteenth century. The hero, who gives

the boob Its title, is the heir to a property which

he dws not see until he reaches manhood.
Then, when be enters the house of his |

it is with one of those sininter secrets in the
background with which family history so con-
venlentl} serves the purposes of fiction. Gilbert
Speld's father i.s rn*t the man who.se name be
bears. Obviously this by itself is the sort of
thing that is llkiIy to cause the hero of a novel
all manner of trouble. Hut other matters are
brought into the tale to make Gilbert's path

difficult. There are complications In the bouse
of the woman he loves, complications very dif-

ferent from th< se from which he suffered, but

linked strangely to his own history. Further-
more, the usual rival appears upon tne scene,
ar.d as usual contrives to make himself most
elaborately obnoxious. The book is longer than
it ought to be, considering the simplicity of the
plot. and. Indeed, the authors efforts to give
variety to her story by the addition of one inci-
dent or another is more painstaking than effect-
lve, Yet there Is something in the sentiment
of -The Interloper" which is pleasing; the at-

mosphere of the book goes far to carry off the
slenderly constructed drama it cot:tains.

Tte exiled Irishman in Paris has been 1 fa or-

only sees that Helen cannot cease caring for

ber lover because her father Is shocked by the
latter's Irrellglon, but he un<l';rstands and feel9
with Mr. Challoner. The result ls that he gives

a really truthful impression of life and holds
our Interest 'o the end. We refrain from dis-
closing the upshot of the narative, but we ma*

say that if it is a little more artistic than nat-

ural it Is none the less successful in touching

the ernoticris of the reader.

A Nexcly Discovered Masterpiece of
Antiquity.

Paris, August 10.
An archaeological discovery of the highest im-

portance has just t \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 made at Delos, the
Cyclades island which contains the ruir.s of the
altar to Apollo,once reckoned among the seven
wonders of the world. For twenty-five years the
work of scientific excavation carried on under
the auspices of tho French government by the

French School at Athens led to meagre results
owing to the lack of adequate funds. An Ameri-

can savant, the Duke of Loubat, who has an un-
failing scent for buried antiquarian treasures,

whether in Mexico or Greece, endowed the sec-
tion of the French School at Athens engaged at

Delos with an annuity of $10,000, and the stren-
uous impulse thus given to the excavations has
during the last two months been rewarded by

brilliant developments. An official communica-

tion made recently to the French Academy of
Inscriptions and lies Lettres by M. Homolle.
curator of the Louvre; by Professor Maurice
Holleaux. director of the French School at Ath-
ens, at present making the excavations at Delos.
and by the Duke of Loubat. discloses the fact

that seven superb statues have already been un-
earthed, and that it is no exaggeration to say

that Delos will have as great an archaeological

and artistic Interest as Pompeii. There is a pro-

fusion of temples, altars and monuments there,

and a whole town is being brought to view Just
as It was at the time of Its rum. A magnificent

marble Venus, hereafter to be known as the

"Venus of Deles." has been discovered by Pro-

fessor Maurice Holleaux. and. In the Judgment

of archaeologists, will rank among the most in-

teresting antique statues extant.

It Is In excellent state of preservation. The

Venus stands erect, with her left arm partially
concealing the body. The god Pan. Inan access

of passion. Is grasping her forearm with brutal

force. She looks at the thick-sot, rugged divinity

with an expression of scorn, while above both
figures a merry faced god of love, with one

hand fondly caressing the head of Venus and

the ether hand encouraging Pan, draws the

couple toward each other. The purity of this

bold triple statue Is thus profaned by human

passion. ItIs a work that will arouse keen dis-

cussion among our modern masters, having, as

it has. an aroma of Parisian modernity about it.

One of the missing hands of the Colossus of

Naxiens has also been dug up by Professor
Holleaux. There are several smaller marble
statuettes, all intact. Two large marble statues

of Silenus'were discovered in June, also a marble

statue of a young god seated, probably Dlony-

sos, A letter written by Professor Holleaux

during the last week of July brings the Impor-

tant news of two more marble statues of Stlenus

being unearthed. In on« of them Silenus Is

targer than life size. The lips axe thick and

sensuous, and. with uncertain step and an ex-

pression of drunken levity, the naughty old man

I.walkingalong supported by a stout stave. A

number of eplgrapbic stones and monuments

have been discovered, and two cf these are re-

the 1 i:\is or dklos

ni'iJa." which had longbeen fonnins; inhis mind,
and to \u25a0 m for the historic past
on this sixth century story. !!>> was working
on tt at t] ith, and left it unfin-
ished 1 but Sir Wells states that
it was rried . .en th« \u25a0 ad
for th< \u25a0 :

-
\u25a0

\u25a0

.\u25a0

4 Sketch by His Fello-jc Novelist,
11. G. Wells.

Tl:e corel which the late George Gissing left
enfinished at bis death, "Veranilda." will not be
accompanied when it appears In print, as has
been expected, by an introduction from the pen

of the author's friend. Mr. H. G. Wells. It
seem* that what Mr. Wells wrote did not satisfy
Gisstng's executors. Mr. Algernon Gisslng. the
novelist. &eJ Miss Collett. and they have inters
dieted the publication of his essay with the

'book. Tie latter wtfl '\u25a0-\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0 prefixed to it. there-
Jore. an historical paper by Mr. Frederic Harri-
son on tLs Byzantine Empire, the subject of
\u25a0Veranflda." Meanwhile, happily, we may read
Mr. WeUs*« tribute to his fellow novelist In the
August cumber of "The Monthly Review."
It open* rather unfortunately. Mr. Wells is

scornful of those who. looking simply to Gla-
sing's novels of sordid life In London, nave
called Bin "the master and leader of the Ens-
lisa realistic school." The fact that he had a
passion for antiquity cannot deprive him of that
title, DO matter how dogmatic Mr. Wellj

chooses to be on the subject. But the latter
goon becomes interesting, telling ua of bis
friend's boyhood and youth. "He could draw In
those days with great skill and vigor— win
seem significant to many that he was particu-
larly fascinated by Hogarth's work, and that
he copied and imitated it." But especially was
he In love with literature, reading even when
be wext out to walk. On the whole, he cared
little far games. Theatricals at school, how-
ever, strongly appealed to him "GLssing."
writes an old schoolfellow, "was our shining
light. lie was at on* and the same time stage
builder. Race manager, Instructor, leading act-
or and prompter, as well as our chief reciter."
Among his books he was a prodigy, he won
prizes at school, and later at Owens College, but
he E-jd3enly abandoned his academic career.

Be crossed to America, and was for a short timea classical tutor In Boston. He threw up his place
ca some forgotten ground, and went in the vaguest
epirt to Chicago. There he began to show stllmore clearly that practical incapacity, that curious
fcability to do the sane, secure thing, which is
the hidden cierner.t In his career. It is not that hewas a careless man, he was .->. moat careful one;
ItIs cot that he was a morally lax man. he was
almost corbidly the reverse. Neither was he mo-rose or eccentric in his motives or bearing; he was
per.ial. conversational, and well meaning. But he
bad sore sort of blindness toward his fellow men.co that he never entirely gra.«pe<j the spirit ofeveryday life, bo that he, who was so copiously in-telhgert !n the thinjrs of the study, misunderstood.bl-jnderr-d. was nervously diffident, and wilful andrpasrnodir In common affairs, in employment ar-.dbuying and «e:iinji. and the normal conflicts" of in-
tercourse. He did not know what would offend,
end he di«J not know what would please. He irri-
tated others and thwarted himself. He had noso- la'

-
erve. In Chi'-ajro hf came near to absolute

narration. And there it was that, with some Jour-
nalistic fiction, q'jire lost to the world, his career
cf pr:rt b^gan: though, of course. h<? had written
much toth of verse and prose before that time. He
was nearly twenty.

F^etzmir.g to London, he threw himself into
the composition of those novels by which he
Ultimately won his repute, Mr. Wells thinks
that "the story of Dalzac's indomitable indus-
try must have had a singular appeal to him....
He would In these days cay of So-and-So. 'How
can he write? He has never starved!" More or
less deliberately he set himself to the scheme of
an English oedJe Humaine/ ... It was
surely the mos:t .\u25a0..;;\u25a0-;:;•-.;• of
undertaking." This, we far.' ie where Gis-
Elnjj's literary executors objected to Mr. Wells's
essay. Tt-y may wellhave resented the patron-
izing tone Le takes toward the dead man's real-
istic novels. Mr. Weils la far more useful when
be writes of his friend in this vein:
It!a w*!l tc attempt some picture of him at this

Stage. H:s boyhood of study had neither dwarfed
cor fiisf.sartcJ him. and he was then a figure of
youth, v.gor and ram Be. He was of rather more
than average stature, nely proportioned, and. save
fora drccp cf the shoulders and that slight failure
from grace that neglect of exercise entails, he
carrtea himself well. His head was finely formed,
and. though he was . spare, hi? skin was well
Bet-nils^, and he had In his Bushed momenta the
ruddy English color. His features were clear cut
and regular, his eyes <Jark blue, and his hair, which
was trowa with a pleasing reddish tinge, flowed
back from his forehead very handsomely He had
caite distinctly a presence- His voice was sound
and tSU. and 1 youth in which books bad over-
topped experience had made his diction more
bookish ard rotund than la common. He was at
first a little shy In intercourse, but then Intelligent,
Ktf-foixetfoL tnagfrressive and enthusiastic. He
Eust have Beemed, he did seem, to those who met
bin in those days, a in^iof the' richest possibili-
ties

Yet the easM lr.sidlons weakness at the point
\u25a0wh»re Imagination and thought ;ass into action
had already, behind this front of promise, contrived
an arrangement of absurdities. •> occupied a flat
E'-ar Berenfa Park, and he moved In cultivated
fO"iety. He h.-id such friends .->- Mr.Frederic Har-
rison, whose sons he Instructed In Greek, and who
was assiduous In his rest. He entered spheres
In which Ushops' wives are not unknown, and he
has (JesTibeJ to the present writer a conversation
tipen th» cecay of butlers with one of these ladies.
Eh* -\u25a0\u25a0• \u25a0 .r.i bow he managed But, indeed, he
C:rper:s*><! with a butler"a attentions. It will be
Incredible to every level rrin3«-d reader, but. as a
xr.att^r of fact, he maintslned this fair appearance,
hf r<-<-*Jved his pupils in his apartment be toiled
and wrot* unceasingly, upon scarcely any food at
all. Partly, no lot, it was poverty: be grudged
every rr;crr.<»nt taken by teaching from his literary
puTxis*. and taught an little as he could, but
mainlyIt was Eh**r-rInabilityto tniinaee. His meal*were of tread arid dripping, stewed tea cbee*# at
times, soup boujrnt desiccated in penny packets,
aril traeh like v.'' Ml:and a common friend, htm-

\u25a0Wlf no mean novelist, has i'.r^r-ribf-<i hi* ertertain-
meni th»r»> of a Sunday afternoon: Gi?«ln*j. with
2y«h"d fare and shininc eyes, declaiming Greek
rTwyuMjand capping sonorous quotation*—"There
*-re eraMe wretches." he would pay. "who know
not the <J!Terence between dochmiacs and antis-
P2«tsT"— until hunter could wait no lorrer There-upon he would become spasmodically culinary In a
e*'ift astl-climax. "New for the squalid meal!"

Following this Is an account of Closing's first
Pie* of good luck, when he was sufficiently In
funds to go "straight by sea to the land of his

firearcs. Italy."and of hi* •sthUElastlc explora-
tion* of Rome. H» was still what we may call a
practising realist, but In 1837. with Illness be-
llccia^ to trouble him, "ha > \u25a0»* two or three

great Latin tomes to which he read and dreamed
he was annotating the works of Casslodorua.
edicts and proclamations and letters written for
Theodonc the Goth, and full of light upon themanners and dally life of the time." Once,
mourning for Itaiy. which he fancied he would
never see again, he showed to a friend certain
little souvenirs of bus journey to the South
which be treasured in an old pocketoook. "theempty cover of his railway tickets home, a flat-
tened Wossum from Hadrian's villa, a ticket for
the Vatican Library." But fate was kind and
sent him again to Home, and as time we.it on
circumstances permitted him to attack "V.ra-

new-York tribune illustrated supplement.
GEORGE GISSfSG. garded by the F*rench savana as of very great

value. One of the Inscriptions consists of a docu-
ment concerning Grecian Bi ther la
a decrvp to the Inhabitants <.r.r 1 : la.

In the !;\u25a0 \u25a0:,-!:> •
:iy cx

_
cavated Professor Hoi rthed an en-
tire house Ina rei 1 • : preservation.
The rooms have • gtoa h< -

-\u25a0 eta of
ever3 : ire, \u25a0 pota, jugs.

and a massive table of tine slate
ite de-

GEORGE GISSING.
(.From a photograph.)

The author of "Dodo" is always sprightly, and
he has not omitted to Introduce into his latent
novel a certain amount of that amusing dia-
logue which has done so much to win popularity
for his clever stories of fashionable London life.
But the main argument of "The Chalkiners" is
drawn from a situation In .1 vicarage far from
the distractions >.( the great city. There a
clergyman of noble character but narrow Intel-
lectual outlook dwells with .1 son and a daugh-
ter hose natures he but imperfectly under-
stands. Martin, the boy, whom he wants to
turn into a scholar, is bent upon becoming a
musician. Helen, the daughter, though not pro-
vided with as definite a i-auso for rebellion

\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0-
- . ... \u25a0

against the unwritten laws of the house, ends
by falling i') love with an atheist. Poor Mr
Challonor, overflowing with tenderness toward
his chiUln n, and profoundly concerned for their
welfai- . nevertheless finds himself in a state
of something like blind r.ty-- toward them both,

Th>? motive is not startlingly novel, and Mr
Benson dors not handle it with marked original--
ity. But he is sympathetic and skilful. He
not only enters into Martin's dealings, he not

THE DATBPRING. F> Dr. William Parry !2mo
pp. 331. Dodd, Mead i• '\u25a0•
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