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YHE student of light literature must ofien be
atruck by the vagaries of fashion in novels. If
the changes are not quite so frequent in books

as in dresa, they are none the less decided, not ome
iota more reasonable, and often every whit as objection-
able and devoid of taste ur beanty as the most outrageous
‘mode’ in Paris feminine frippery. The secret as to
what person repulates the manner of garment wish
which society shall adorn itself is a dark and dreadfnl one,
Tt i said that dressmakers do it, but we are loathe to
believe a respectable pection of society capable of ench
awful crimes as those perpetrated by the inventors of dress
fashions. With books, however, it is different. Do
novelists form public taste, or do the public form the
novelists'? 1In the first inscance the novel-writer, ne doobt,
leads, but it is a question whether he is not afterward
lifted off his feet by the crowd at hie beels, and carried by
them where they will. An woknown genius writes a his-
torical novel. There have been no books of that deseription
for some time perliaps, and the story ia well told. Fate
and fortune are the resalt for the genius. His or her book
is proclaimed the success of the season, and within & month
or 5o historical novela by all sorts and conditions of nen are
as plentiful as blackberries. Not only will every aspirans
to three volume novel fame attempt the new style, bat old
and staid novelists will deliberataly leave their own especial
paths and follow the new lead with all the pertinaciona
stupidity characteristic of the traditional sheep.

Edpa Lyall’s suceess gave & spurt to what may be termed
the superficial agnostic series, and Robert Elsmers and
John Ward, Preacher, went a shade deeper ioto eemi-theo.
logical gnestions, and were followed by a deluge of works
on the same lines, It was impossible to pick up a number
of & magarine, a yellow back, nay scarce even a shilling
shocker—without finding the bero an sgnostie, whose con-
versivn to Christianity waa effected by pages of vapid
chatter and feeble platitudes on questions of miracles and
other threshed-out and weary theological topics. The
hypnotic heroine has juat ran herself to a standstill, having
seduced and roined some of the best novel-writers of the
day, and now the realistic or decdorized Zolaesqoe style ap-
pesrs to be claiming the most honoured writers of English
tiction for its own.

The nude is not yet the fashion in literature aa it is in
art. It would perbaps be healthier for ueall if it were.
Zola is tabooed of the average reader, The French writer
strips vice naked, and shame forlids us to look. English
realiem is far more dangerous, becanse infinitely more in-
#riduons. The man on whose table Zola is found is ahunned,
but the sweetest innoceat of seventeen may study the
fashionable novel of the day which invariably hinges on
seduction and skilful declination of the aniwal passions in
modern society. Zola's nude ligure is passed by with averted
head, or at wurat sidelong looks, but the prolunged study of
the suggestive, half-draped model iaaltogether praiseworthy.
Mre Humphrey Ward is just now the lioness of society
and the literary world. Her book is given columns of praise,
yet what is the etory but that of two young people who fail
to resist their aoimal passions, Both stray from the paths
of virtne, and the man, as usual, gets off easiest. The
atruggles agaiost temptation, and all study of the rising of
the paesicn in both, of ita repression and the final collupae,
ara [ull of detail, and this sane detail is put in with a hardi-
hood that is tha reverse of edifying. *Still,” say the lovers
of the saodern atyle, * koni s0it quimel y penge.' *Only an
uowholesome mind would see anything wroog,” ‘and
bLeniden, it's so true.’ But this would apply equally
well to Zola. He claima uvnly to draw from Nature of a
low type, but still Nsture, and he writes, too, so he mays,
with the cleanest of intentivon,

There will probably be a reaction before long, but at
present the novel that can be left about on a colonial
drawing-roon table must be searched for with a lanterm,
Our girls are not trained to the English standpoint yet,
and sre apt to ask awkward guestions. Yoar society mies
in the (1d Country has a full knowledge of good and evil—
she can't very well help it-—and though she is perbapa
every bit as purg-minded as her colonial consin, she will yet
read and discuss subjeots all unspeakable in this part of the
world.
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TMATLED UP AND PUMPED BY THE ‘CGRAPHIC™ EDITOR.

THEEE is no doubt the predicament was an awkward one.
The 'Frisco mail boat Monowai already berthed at the
wharf, Max O'Rell on board, and the Grapraic interview
fiend non est. To mise the opportunity, to have nothing in
the GRAPHIC of Bo eminent a man, so eapital & raconteur,
&0 gepial a humorist, it was not to be borna. The paste pot
and scissors were impatiently put aside, and jamming his
hat on his furrowed forehead, the edivor slid out to do the
job himself. Half-way up the wharf he met a well-built,
rather portly, and decidedly naatical-looking gentlemar,
evidently a etranger from the curicus way he looked
about him. He wae for all the world like rome
genial amateur sailor, some opulent steam yachi proprietor,
and yet, as the man in the play saye, those eyes, that
mouth, those pircez nez, that nose, and above all that smile—
yea, it must be the great man himself. Yet imposeible ; this
bluff sailor in officer’s peaked cap, pea-jacket and pants of
aquatic serge, the great Max, the inimitable Bloumet? It
seemed absurd, and yet the likeness to the photographs
was unmistakable. *Assume a virtne if yon have it not,’
quoth the editor, and squaring up to the nautical gentleman,
asked with reporiorialcheek, * Are you MrMax O'Rell—Imean
M. Paul Blouet? Next minute it was all over. A couple
of Aourishes of the hat, & semi-naval salate from * Captain’
O’'Rell to follow, and the introduction was complete.

Then the talking began. He is the most unfrenchified
Frenchman you could possibly imagina. He speaks Eng-
lish with a very promounted Yankes intonation, and with
the veriest soupron of French aecent. Yet he is a true
Frenchman in genial eourbesy, intense in the celerity of his
observations and jedgnients, and his keen sense of humonr.
He smiles with his eyes more than with his menth, thoogh
that is continually twitching, and he seems to have a diffi-
culty in restraining himself from saying & whole host of
good things. They nre, however, his capital, and must be
carefully treasured. His thirst for knowledge is intense,
and his questionas always pertinent.

*Yes,' he rattled away, * we have had a charming trip,
perfect weather, a eaptain who is conrtesy and amiability it-
self—delightful—charming. A regular yachtiog tour it has
been. I have, too, my ladies with me—my wife and my
danghter, and of course they have made it more pleassant,’and
he fairly beamed through his eye-glasses.” ¢ What eplendid
fish were those Isaw as L came up the wharf { Schnapper?
A comical name, but donbtless gond to ent. Perhaps they
will give us eome for dinner. What did you say was the
name of this street ? (}oeen street ¥ Oh, yes, New Zealand
ia loyal then! Now why can’t the Yankeea take an ex-
ainple from your toada?

* Yankees take example from our roads T

* Yen, this street in well paved, well kept. The streeta in
America, especially in Chicago, are fearful. Quapgmires,
bogn, plouglied fields—awful! I was once invited to dine
with some citizens in Chicago. The roads were impassable ;
the hosts were in despair. We conld not get to the dinner,
for we were all to go together. * What shall we do with
our ronda ¥ asked one. *' O'Rell here says they are wores
than English ploughed fielde.” Nobody had an anewer, 6o a%
last [ said, ¢ Well, gentlemen, everything iv America *licks
creation.” The beat thing, the only thiog you ¢ao do with
your wretched roade is to doast of them, They are certainly
the worst in creation.” I escaped with my life.”

The atory loses much in the retelling. Recounted by the
effervescing gentlemaa hiruself it was irresistible.

¢ Ab, here,” he onntinued, ¢ in the type of British old maid.
They are wbiquitons. OUne sses them everywhera. We
have her on board. Sha writes lattera—reams and resms
of letters—abont her impressions, and keeps a diary the
size of & ledger. By the way, I want soma cash—some
Eoglish cash. Where can I get it 1

¢ Have you lettera to any of oor bankers ?

*No, but | have what is better—money iteelf. I want to
change some almighty dollars into the coin of this country
—Eoglish money. Ah, there i my company‘s office * (the
wan has the eye of » hawk), and he had slipped into the
Union Uompany's office before we conld say Jack Robinson.

¢ We,’ that is to say the GraPHIC, mounted guard. Pre.
sently rushed round the eorner the interview fiend from the
evening paper.

* Have yon seen Max O'Rell? he asked, exvitedly, °I
have to interview him, and he has left the boat.’

* Young man,’ obeerved. the editor, * Max O'Rell is mine.
T have him here safely canght.” ’

The reporter's eyes glittered angrily throogh hia spectacles.
The editor took pity. 'I will share him with you ; you
shall have a his,’ .

Max came ont, the reporter was produced, and the astute
Frenchman immediately began to blarney. He praised the
architecture of our streets. * Everything in Yankee land is
equare,’ he said, ‘It’s all on one pattern. The States, or
eounties an yon would call them, are aquare, the towns ain
divided into aquares, she honses are sgnare—’ :

* And the men ¥ chipped in a wea small voice, and O’'Rell
gave one of his chuckles,

They are the quaintest chuckles. He begins to laugh
with his eyes, and graduoslly it descends. Hia nose smiles
distinetly—i6 does indeed—and then his mouth stops its per-
petoal twitching, and the mirthfulest, merriest, most mis-
chievous and fun-loviog smile takes ite place, and you roar
with laughter for sympathy. A most infectious smile 1

It was strange how people recognised him.  The chief of
the police knew him at once. He walked right up to him
and ghook hande, At fimt the coorteons Frenchman
thoupht he recollected the jovial Inspector's face, but was
nob the least abashed when told he had never seen him be-
fore, ¢Thave enjoyed many & langhat yoor books,’ said the
officer. O'Rell bowed. By the way, be never geaticulates ;
never attitndioises ; he does not talk with hands, shonlders,
ams, a5 do many Gauls, He ia the most self contained
Bohemisan imaginable, Heaps of people introduced them-

.selven.  He took it all calmly, waa courteons to all.

A visit to the Post Office afforded the distingmished
visitor the opportunity of trying one of our colenial pro-
ducts. He bought several stamps for letters to be posted
and vainly endeavoured to stick them on.

* What stamps ’ he said. * They won't stick. New Zea-
land must then be famous for stamps that won’t stick,”

Then the qnestions the man asks—' What has happened
since I left? The Ansarchists buey? Oh, that'a nothiog—
at least in Paris itis not. Gladstone stlil alive and kick-
ing? Well, well (this with a resigned air). Earthgnakes—
Unemployed—eame old thinge.

¢ And how do you amuse yourselvea here? A people fond
of religious diversion, you say. Oh yes, aod what else ?
Yachting? Well, that's nice; and dancing? Delightful |
Da.ncinf, yachiing, and——religions dissipation—charming
—excellent,” and again he smiled.

It was distioctly nnfair. Iostead of letting himself be
Eumped O'Rell persisted in pumping. A leading question,

owWEver, brou{z;m hiny round,

¢ My tour T Well, I know notbing aboat it. Tamntalking
machipe, [ am ioin(f like any other machine to he
delivered into tha hands of S8mythe (the much-travelled).
He does what he likes with me. He will take me ap and

place me down from ome platform on %o anotber. I am
wound wp for say an hour or an hour and a-balf. I epen m
month and ialk for that time, then 1 close it, and untal

npexk time oy duty ie done.

“ Do I expect to come to New Zealand ? Most assurediy.
1 expect Smythe will bring me when the weather grows too
hot in Australis. [ shall be glad to come. It =eems
pleasant here.” Then he launched ont into praise of things
in geneial—climate, the harbour, eveiything. He knows
how to flatter. He intersperses his praise with kindly
criticism. The taste of the buster is cleverly disgnised.

Another leading question put in with diffienlty eligited
another fact.

‘1 expect to Le awsy about pnise months from Paria,
It may be longer. The contract is for nine months.
If the busineas is exceptionally good there is a clausa in the
agreement by which the contract may be renswed.

¢ Shall I write a book? I thiok not, but then who knows,
1 shall scarcely be long enough, I fear. What do you say,
that's nothing; men write books whe come here, even
for a fortnight? Ahb, well, very good. I may. Why not?
A man may write about an hour’s impressions. 1 may find
tirue, but as [ have said, there is ne saying.’

A pleasipg ineident took place oo the way back to the
boat. A yvung snd bewilderinglg protty yonnﬁ Yaokee
lady with two escorts stopped Mr Blouet. ' Wall, [ want
to shake yonr hands good-bye ever so, though its real sad
aund vurry unpleasant,’ sald the girl, R

‘We," the editor, withdrew from earshot, but presently,
to the inlinite delight of passers-by and in the very busiest

art of Jueen-street, the versatile Frenchmay kissed and
f‘()iasarl most warmly and paternally the young lady, who
bloshed and lovked ever so confused, butb not ill-pleased ali
the sama.

*The captsin’s privilege,’ said O'Rel], as the walk waa
resnmed.

Anrkiog hosts more nuestions, gisocing st photos, at
Maoris, and st everyhhing and nnythin%, the steamer wad
again reachied, and the editor took his lunve as an inter-
chaoge of hand-kissing intimated the preseoce of the wifa
and daughter of the monst interesting persoo who bas called
at Msoriland for some time.



