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Its popul: v has been due to a variety of
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among readers of all sorts. In one respect es-
peclally it has a mission to perform in this coun-
try. Disclosing as it does that urbanity which
always has been, and still is, a prime element In
the Italian genius, it should correct the influ-
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Sicilan and Neapolitan tralts, as illustrated In
the baser and more sanguinary types thrown

close students of morals and manners, that Italy

{
' upon our shores, to obscure the truth, known to

has for centuries been a home of good breeding.

THE CORONATION ODE,

From The London Morning Poest.

| We are more than a little sorry for the “small
committee of literary men” which is to sit in
judgment on the MSS. sent in in response
| to the offer of the proprietors of “Good Words”
to give three prizes of {00, £15 and £10 respect-
ively for the best odes on the coronation of the
King. The conditions will not be declared until
the January number of the mag i appears,

but we venture to believe that there exist al-
the rough drafts of at least a hundred
intended for this competition, It is not

for ovtsiders to play the part of income

ninissioners, but it is doubtful if there are

A SEAMAN’S STORY.

THE AUTHOR OF “THE CRUISE OF THE

CACHALOT” ONCE MORE,

THE APOSTLES
Frank T.
& Co.

OF THE SOUTHEAST. By
Bullen. Octavo, pp. 34 D. Appleton

The larger part of this curious book is devoted
to what might be called the Acts of the Apos-

tle of the Wren Lane Mission 'All. ‘The leader
in that little band of narrow minded, ignorant
and perfervid Baptists that worship at first in
the stuffy parlor of one of the neater houses in
Lupin-st.,, HRotherhithe, and afterward in a
stable, or, rather, a cowshed, converted into a

chapel, is the soft-hearted, shiftless but enthusi-
astic chimney sweep, Jemmy Maskery. Jemmy
is extremely fluent in praver, and he addresses
the Lord with delightful familiarity, as, for ex- |
ample, at the communion one Sunday morning:

Diear Master an’ Leord, agen we've met aroun’
your table t' remember yvour broken body, your
noured-out bload (ill you come. We're very
poor, very ignorant, very ‘umble, but we be-
lieve an’ are shore 'at you are glad t' ’ave us
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t and a planet,
1 and a cell;
3 and a saurian’®

And caves wi » the cavemen dwell;
Then a sense o w and beauty,

And a face turned from the clod
Some call it Evolution,

And others call it God.

<h

A haze on the far horizon,
:r sky;
the cornfields,
And the wild » sailing high;
And all over upland and lowland
The charm of the goldenrod—
Some of us call it Autumn,

of

The ripe, ric

And others call it God,
Like the tide on a crescent sea beach,
| When the moon is new and thin,

Into our hearts hizh y
Come welling and sur,
» from ithe mystic o
e rim no foot h:
call it Longing,
And others call it God.

irnings

i

Wt
Some of us

A picket frozen on duty,
A mother starved for her brood,
Socrates drinking the hemlock,
And Jesus on the rood;
The million who, humble and nam:
The straight, hard pathway trod—
Some call it Consecration,
And others call it God.
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come an' do just wot you've told us t* do. We
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told us tha 1 our ‘lgh Priest
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know . An’ poor ‘ands o

ead | , and breaks

that 1 ai J

to

all just 7]

wius ‘ad all ir disciples aroun’ you.
We are st that all your belov

Ones vou as this loaf is one now,

an’ we  break this loaf

accordin’® to thy com-

A body, the 'uman |

fu was broken fur|

: » 1 it round an® eat
f it. ac 1 t' thy word—"This do In re-
membrance of me till I come.”

The real hero of the story, If a very lm.-""}'!
connected  serd of plctures can be called a |
story, is the vlor, Saul Andrews. He had been
a drunken vagabond, but had been converted

1 le still preserving l.;’s‘
ow, when at home from |

pillar of the congre- |

vings for the

Il and it A part|
him to & > lll.x‘)—'
ters are the most dran ost real-
jstic of the whole. They read like extracts from |
0 prose ¢ of mu lar Christianity. Long|
bits of his prayers and exhortations are L:i'.vn,j
he somehow secms more natural than the |
plous chimney-sweep, the h his feats at sea
train or credulity to a certain degree.
us get a '] of him on board ship.
a pale cheerls morning, with an ac-|
companiment of furious squalls of bitter rain
He had slent a dreamless sleep, and at the
watchman's call he leaped from his bunk, light-§
ed his pipe nd dressed with marvellous ce- |
lerity, smoking vigor ly the while. He is the
bo'sun, and the ship about to sail. il re-|
[ ports to the mate, @ most immediate hav- |
| ing refused a glass of grog, sets to work setting

his men to work, for, as the author takes some
space to explain, the bo'sun corresponds to the
foreman of He into
with some of the shirks of the crew, and
shirking he will not allow. We will let Mr,
Bullen describe the first rencounter:
detected the
his crew, whom

a gang. instantly comes

conflic

ahsence of
he had

His keen eyes soon
certain members of

| patiently,

mentally noted before as “being slack in stays.”
And leaving those who were at work to get on
with their t s by themselves for a while, he
:arch of the black sheep. The first
one he found was reclining comfortably dn a
corner of the “focsle,” with pipe in full blast
and a look of utter indifference on his faee. To
him Saul suddenly entered with the ersp re-

mark. *“Now, then, young man, yvou're in the
wrong place. 1 want the work finished, and

when it's knock off time I'll let you know.” He
was a big Liverpool Irishman, a peculiar breed
of men found in considerable numbers at sea,
and hardly to be matched on the wide earth's
surface for truculence, insubordination or lazi-
ness when they give their minds to the practice
of the thin so many of them do. He
looked up nonchalantly at Saul, saying: “Me
nairves demand a verse o' th' poipe at reg'lar
intervals t' kape 'em in orrdher, an’ ef yer don't
like me little ways yez kin just git t’ *ell out ov
it an’ lave me recover. Me nam’s Larry
Doolan, an’ I come from Scotland Road, an’ I
don’t take any niggoer dhrivin' frum any
lime juicer afloat, d've moind.” Saul listened
and when he had finished, for all
answer took two steps toward him, seized him
by waist and neck and hurled him on deck. He
fell in a heap, dazed. When he recovered he
struggled to his feet and made a blind rush at
the quiet man before him, his mouth full of
cursing and red murder in his hear But he
was met by two fists as grimly irresistible as a
stone wall would have been. And as he stag-
gered back, once more 's quiet, certain
voice penetrated his ears: *“You'd better get on
with the work, and not try and impose on your
shipmates. You'll only get badly hurt if you
keep on as you're goin’.” This self-evident fact
was so very clear to him that after a momen-
tary pause he turned and walked aft, to where
a little group of men were busy lashing some
spars in the starboard scuppers, and without
another word he joined in the work.
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Before the ship has reached Calcutta the crew,
with scarcely an exception, have been trans-
formed Into a choir of saints; and the captain,
who at first had sneered, confesses his conver-
slon at the Gospel meeting at the Radha Ba-
zaar. On his return to London the bluff bo'sun
succumbs to the charms of Elizabeth Carter and
marries her, much to the detriment of the Wren
Place Mission, now deprived of his weekly
stipend. He goes to sea again, is shipwrecked,
saved in a very melodramatic manner, and after
a long voyage, in which he saves his captain
from a mutiny, he at last returns. While he is
gone the chapel has hard times; the fund is
stolen by a crook named Patterson, whose ulti-
mate conversion is described with great unc-
tion; poor Jemmy is driven by his wife's con-
stant nagging to take some of the chapel funds,
but is saved from any tragic consequences, and
Elizabeth becomes so desperate by poverty, not
hearing anything from her husband, that she is
driven to evil courses. When at last Saul comes
home from his long wanderings, like those
of Ulysses, he finds his wife, bears with her
petulance, i1l temper and bad character, and
finally redeems her. Such are the outlines of a
boek which, though crude and often clumsy in
construction, has no small power of description

and considerable humor.
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CONCERNING FICTION IN ENGLAND.

From The London Chronicle,
A large progortion of the novels for this au-

tumn, and certainly the most interesting, are
now out. How are they faring? Not very well,
inn s cases. “So far,” said a leading book-
seller sterdav, it has not been a good novel

season, whatever else it may prove to be. A
few stories have “boomed’” heartily enough, but
the averagely successful novel, which, after all,
is the k overturn, lags behind in sales.

a vhich might be expected to sell
It has proba-
of its usual sale by five hun-
some cases by more than that
stimate made by a trade

a noy

copies.

pies

in
This is the

numiber

expert, and certainly it is not encouraging.
What is the ination of this dulness in the
of Various explanations might

Jd, only they will suggest themselves
wni—the war, too many novels, and
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A SONG OF THE SETTLEMENT.

in The

Ba:

hford, London Spectator,
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The hopes and fears of the prairie,
Its word to the sons of men

Nay, how should a volume hold ir,
Inscribed with a human pen?
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