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BOOKS and AUTHORS.

A LITERARY CAUSERIE rom COLONIAL
BODKBUYERS anp BORROWERS,

BOOKS marked thus (*] Rave arrived in the colomy, and could at the
tima of writing be surchased im the principal ¢oloaial bockahops,
nnd borrawed at the Hararies.

For the convemignea of couniry covsing who find difficuily in pro-
curing the latest bookd anq xew editions, the *BOOKMAN® will gend te
any Nsw Zealand addrexs any bavk whick cam De oliained. No notics
witl, of caurse, b taked oFf requreilt unactompanicd by remittanoa to
cooer pastage as wall aa published price of boak.

it is requested that aniy thors whg fed It Impossible to procure
bdooka threugh Ehe ardinary channila. ahould toke cdvartags of this
affer.

The taboar inoolved will be heavy and extirely unremuneratios, no
“aa% or commiszlan being lokem.

Queries and Correspondenca on Literary Matters Inoited,

Al o i and C Izxit

THE BOOKM AN, Graphic Office,

[ —
The Sterk Manro Lefters. by Coman
Dayle, offers aome difficulties to the re-
viewer. A morecurious medley of diverse
and incongruous subjects was probably never brought
together between the covers of a novel. It is dificult to
koow how to take it, - Whether we¢ are to have perfect
faith io its aathor and regard his achievement as a
Jucsimile trom life, with all those incompletenesses, those
disconnected threads and loose ends, to which nature is
so partial, or to blame him for want of consideration, for
haste, for wesriness—for anything, in short, which will
account for the lame and impotent conclusion to which
e brings us.

Whichever way it he, I feel that the Stark Munro
Letters is 2 work of such a high order of talent that it is
scarcely an exagyeration to call it a work of genius, It
wiight easily have been the novel of the year, it might
have been the novel of the decade, but for the circum-
stance that it is not & novel at all.  What it is it is diffi-
cult ta say, but it is excellent and of absorbing interest,
It has oo plot, but it thrills the reader into the belief
that it has. It leads him along with eager step and
senses on the alert, and leaves him abruptly to rub his
eyes aud wonder. A friend of mine who belongs to the
realistic schoel of art was enlarging to me recently on
the plot of a novel he had under coustruction in which
the hero, after surmountiog unhesrd of vicissitndes, is
run over by a Mile Enad 'bus, but Conon Dayle forestalls
him. His hero, having overpassed all his troubles, is
instantaneously killed in arailway accident. * The end,”
says an editorial note, * was such a one as he would have
chosen,” yet there is something very grim about its
coming at that particular wmoment, and when one reflects
on Dr. Munro s optimistic belief in the non-existence of
evil, it is impossible to avoid the suspicion of an ironical
wiotive in the catastrophe,

mutt by

Auckland,

* ‘Tha Btark

Munro isttars.’

The character of Munro is admirably suggested io hia
letters, and a very loveable character it is ; his manliness,
his wodesty, his atraightiorward, confiding, unfearing
disposition are set forth with a skill that never falters
from the first page to the last. But this is only one in-
stance of the vividness with which the author sees and
depicts his characters; all are drawn wilth the same un-
failing vigour and distinctoess, and all are alive. Que,
moreover, bids fair to be immortal. With some trepida-
tion [ express the belief that this particular figure of
Cullingworth is origiual in fiction, and to be quite honest
with myself I will add that I believe it to be one of the
greatest triumphs in fiction. Certainly I can at this
moment remembrer nothing which for daring, for insight
into human nature aa it aclually is, and not as we are

usually content to behold it in romance, is comparable -

with the brilliant figure ot Cullingworth, with his vivid
imiagination, his boisterous bumour, his inventive genius,
his companiouableness, his suspicious and diabglical
temper, and his strains of treachery, meanness, and un-
scrupulousness. The figure, indeed, is & work of art
of such astonishing force and truthfuloess that for
the reader it lives und breathes. The fascination it
exerts is the fascination of truth, In that face, distorted
by malignant passion, which but & minute before smiled
uitection, we see mirrored our own cotrplex natures,
Meanness alternating with generosity, petty spite follow-
ing berpic sell sacrifice, the virtues and vices jumbled
aud blended in a1l bat in=xtricable confusion. This 1s
the real stufl of which humanity is composed,

Dut there is another respect in which Dr. Doyle has
achicved a literary triumph, Iz reviewing Mrs Hom-
phirey Ward's ‘ Marcella " 1 pointed out that the analyti-
¢l method in construction meant a loss of vigour in the
thing created. To pick a character to pieces with the
pen and lay it out in straight sentences may be clever,
but it is nut convincing, How far it fails in the sugges-
tion of power may be observed by comparing the beat of
such crealions with a figure like Cullingworth, con-
utructed synthetically by the accumulation of worda and
sctions. In one case we have & weakling, o bloodleas

microcosm, responding mechanically to order, in the
other, & creature without order, with all the capri
nesa and unexpectedness of life. And it is thin life-like-
ness that gives the idea of power. We do not immedi-
ately aszociate power with the word sogel—that at any
rate is not the governing auggestion—rather our idea is
of something feminine, but the very first suggeation of
the word devil is that of power—dsrk, malignaat,
grotesque, it may be, but power in its stropgest sense.
‘FThe reason for thisis thatone is lifelike, the other is not.
We may see a devil every day, but we shall look in vain
for an angel through four acore years,

Yet despite all this The Stark Munro Letters falls short
of greatoess, and this is all the more lamesntable in that
it might so ¢asily huve been otherwise. The fault is due
1o a want of proportion. Cullingworth is like a bull in
a china shop, & hawk in a dovecote ; he crosses the

. track of the others like a fiery comet, he dominates

the book, and assumes for himself and his doings
the whole interest and attention of the reader. This

_might have been forgiven, it might even have been

construed into a merit, but for the fact that half
way through the volume he disappears and is hardly
heard of again. It was a fatal blindness that prevented
the author from seeing that the reader’s interest in the
sayings and doings of the roconteur was subsidiary to

_his interest in the real central figure of the story, and

that the disappearance of that figure meant the cessation
of the reader's curiosity. However, Cullingworth is not
dead, but gone—with all the strong men of fiction—to
South America. It is allowable to hope that Dr. Doyle
will pursue him to that continent, and that in some
future book we shall hear of him again.

The Stark Munre Letters lends itself admirably to
quotation. The book is, in fact, full of good things. I
select a passage from the brilliapt seventh letter, but
must warn the reader against supposing that it gives an
adequate idea of this extremely complex work ;—

When the surgery waa comploted (Culllngworth weithing and
groaning all the time) my eyes happened to catch the medal
which L had dropped. Iying npon the carpet. I lifted it up and
laoked at It, eager to And some topic which wonld be more agree-
able. Printed npon it was—' Presented to Jamea Cullingworth for
gallantry in saviog life. Jannary, 1879."

“Hullg, Cullingworth ! said L * ¥ou never told me about this 1"

He way off o an inatant In his most extravagant style.

*What! the medal! Haven't you gotone! I thought everyone
had. You prefer to be select, I suppose. It wna a liktle boy.
You'vana idea the trouble I had to get him fu.”

‘Get him out, you maan,”

‘ My desr chap, you don't underatand! Any one conld gev a
child out. Iv'2 getting one in that's the bother. One deserves a
medal for 1t. Then there are the witnesses, four shillings & day I
had to pay them, and & quart of beer in the avenings. You see
¥ou can't pick up a child and earry it 1o the edge of a pler and
throw It in. You'd have all sorta of complications with the
parents. You must be patlent and waik until you get a legittmate
chance, I caught a quinay walking up and down Avonmounth
pier befare I aaw my opportunity. He wes rather a stolid, fut boys
aud he was sittiog on ths very sdge, fishing. I got the gole of my
foot on to the emall of his back, and shot him an iocredible dig-
tance. I had some little difficulty in getting him out. for his fish-
ing line got twice round my legs, but it all ended well, and the
witnessea were an atauuch aa possible. The boy came up io thank
me next day. and said that hs was quite upinjured save fora
bruise on the back. His parents elways eend mo a brace of fowls
every Christmas,'

Under the general title of The Salt or the
Earth Mr Philip Lafargue collects six
short stories of fair average merit, They
are well written, and well related in & Grst-class literary
manner, but they possess nostriking gualities of newness
or interest, or anything, in short, which will prevent the
render forgetting them one aod all so socon as he has
closed the volume, *Time's Revenge® is piobably the
best thing in the book. The idea is happy and well
followed up, but fails somewhat in the conclusion. *The
Music Master'a Yarn ’ is hardly worthy of the rest. The
title, a8 explained in the preface, wonld seem to be too
ambitions for the sort of stuff it binds together, Max

% ' The Balt of
the Earth,”

of devouring curiosity to us unfortunates who are born
sane and remain average ; therefore, if this ¢motion fails
us in The Salt of the Earth it would appear that Mr
Lafargue has not really got to the root of the matter in
any of hia stories.

From the same publishers I have received
a reprint of Thomas Hardy's A Pair of
HBiue Eyes. This exquisite idyl has lost
nothing from the lapse of years since I firat read it ; in-
deed, it gnins soticwhat from the contrast it presents io
the ultra cleverness of the modern novel. The figure
of Elfride in as charmingly natural as ever, There is no
need for the author to speak of the fascination which
accounts for her econquest of hearts; that fascination is -

# ‘A Palrof

Blue Eyss.'

self-evident, and the reader must yield to it withouta ~

struggle, Here is a notable distinction betwecn worka
of talent and works of genius. Talent needs to say,
*this is 30, to keep on saying * this isso’ that the reader
may be induced in his semi-somnambulance to believe
thatso it is. Genius, desiting the same resnit, makes

- very sensible thing an N.P.C. is.
. own livings, somc of us as book-keepers, some as steac-

the thing so by some not to be understood process, and
it remaing #¢ without other words. This difference is
well exemplified in the case of the charm of 1he heroine
who has many lovers, but it is even more lhiking];
shown when one character in the book poses as bril.
liantly clever, witty, epigrammatic. Talent wielding
weapons beyond its strength mnst place its ultimate re-
liance in hald statments ; not so with genins, which with-
out effort provides those aitributes which talent i» only
ahle to postulate. ’

But to come back to the novel, There is probably ne

“writer of fiction who can pourtray certain subtleties of

the feminine mind more vividly and trothfully than

"Thomas Hardy, ard there is to be found in his works ne

beiter instance of this power than is shown in the
character of Elfride Swancourt. The figure of Kunight
also is as splendid a stody of a certain type of man as
Elfride is of woman, and in the conjunction of these
two el t pecially through the teonse scenes
in which the ' tragic mischief ’ is slowly evolved—we get
a force of reslism which no power short of genins can
command.

The title, 4 Pair of Bixe Eyes, gives m somewhat un.
fortunate iden of the nature of the novel. It certainly
suggests nothing of the grim irony of that closing scene
where the two lovers, journeying down 1o cast themselves
at the feet of the girl they have both loved, are accom-
panied all the way by a singular species of railway car-
riage, mysterious, dark and grand, as ominons of doom
as the voice heard by (Edipus in the wayside wood.

#*The Atark Munro Lettera,' by A. Couan Doyle: Longman's
Colonial Library. 23 54 paper; 3s 6d cloth, Foscage 4d.

* 'The Salt of the Earth,’' by Philip Lafargue : Maemillan's
Colonial Library. 2s 6d paper: s 6d cloth., Poelage, 4. .

* * A Pair of Biue Eyes,’ by Thomax Hardy: Macmillan's Colp-
nial Library. 236d paper; 3s 6d clotb. FPoawsge, 9d.

[ErRaTa.—In Iast week's Issue *'The Story of Chrlstive Roche-

fort' and *The House of the Wolf® should have aRppanred as be-
longing to the sanio library as " The Swark-Munro lelters " abore.)

THE NO-PETTICOAT CLUB,

‘THE very newest thing in cluzbs has been discovered in
the United States. Its members are all girls, Indeed,
in the very nature of things, this couldn’t be otherwise,
since it was organised for the express and particular pur-
pose of emancipating womankind from a form of slavery
under which she has endured discomfott, not 10 say
innnmerable physical ills, for years and years—in fact,
ever since she began to be an integral part of the bosy,
work -a-day world gutside of her howe.

Now, a woman’s club may want to emancipate itself
from something or other that has nothing whatever to
do with political equality. For instance, the members of

* pew c¢lubare too occupied in getting their daily hread this

with its hutter and jam accessories 1o even think about
striking out the word ‘malc’' from the Constitution,
and they will frankly tell you that they can make
neither head nor tail out of the whole tariff quoes-
tion. They are bright, every one of them, but their
brightness doesn’t scintillate in a legislative way, The
problem of life for these indusirious meidens is the very
latest method of getting through the coming winter
without damp clothing, red noses and colds in the head.
They have mapped out & programme and have pledyged
themselves to abide by the rules and regulations of Lhe
N.P.C,

Expanded, this means the No-Petticoat Club, and its
members intend to liberate themselves from the yoke of
dry goods’ tyranny. In other words, they will hibernate
in blopmers, i . )

Creating any sori of public sensaticn is farthest from
their thoughts, and the reader who jumps o the coo-
clusion that a skirtless brigade of emancipated giridom
will pirouette upon the thoroughfares is much mistaken.
The blopoiers will be there, but friendly mackintoshes
will cortain them from Lhe gaze of the common herd.

*It's just this way,” said a pretty girl, confidentially.

_ She was so pretty and 80 confidealial that you woud
Nordau's * Higher Degenecrates ' must always be objects |

have admired her as 1 did, and betrayed her as I amn
doing, for the purpose of letting the world know whal a
* We girls all earn our

graphers, others ns teiegraphers and in various business
ways, and we have to be out, rain or shiog, six days n
the week. You know what it is to manage dress skirts,
parcels, purses, umbrelias and what not, all at the same
time, wilh yoar hands done up in gloves until they're
about as usefal a3 a pair of tongs, Then gerting in and
out of street cars with muddy platforms, crussing sloppy
streets and walking on slippery pavements result in the
certainty that, ne matter how careful you are, you wiil
reach the ofiice bedraggled and chilly, and cross in the
bergein., Sitting all day in damp petticoats is bad for
the Liealth and trying to the temper, I caught fearful
colds that way last winter, and paid out & hig part of wy
salary in doctors’ bills and couglh medicines. I felt thnt
I couldn’t stand it again this winter, so I talked it up
among the girls, and they all fell in with the idea thet a
club could be formed in which every girl would prooux
to wear bloomers and leggings under her rain coat. We
shall keep a dress skirt at the office, of course. Nobmly
could object to & pey in sowme out-of-the-way corner for
that purpose. One can hop into a skirt 1o a jiffy apd be

. ready for the day's routiue without the sgueous accom-

panitent of soaked hems and trailing spunges around
one's feet."




