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hrined, idotised, while she, his true wife,
Lml been left to lonvline-s, poverty, hard-
ship and dishonuur, Finding sowe -let:
trry of Madame d= Pastoureile’s, which
ahe does not scruple to remd, aud which
have constiluted Fenwicks higlhesb edu-
cation, she finds what slie consulers con-
firmatory proul of their wutual love, and
setermines to keave lio, taking Carrie
with her, and tu leave no clue behind her
as to her whercabout+, which project she
yuts into immediate execution, and when
‘Fenwick returna  clated, Bushed with
happiness, he finda that I’hosbe bas been
amd gone, leaving nothing but a note,
which tells him the ha: }eft him faor ever.
Mo uses every «ffurt to find ber, but in
¥ain, and bribing his landlady to seerecy,

gs on acting a lie, Twelve years
elapse  bLetween  the second  amd
third part of the book, and in this

timie Fenwick has run the whole gamut
of esperience known to tha successful
srtist.  After Vlicelw's flight, for some
¥Years he had fourished exceedingly, but
his carlier faults proved hia ruin, He
hml continued his virnleni articls to the
“Mirror” with disastrous resulls to his
pnket friendships, and reputation, and
at this time was bankrupt in all three,
and was at lust glad to take a commis-
Biun to paint the scenery for & play that
wias to be prodaced in London, fer which

gume seenes of the Roval palasoe at Ver-

mailles were requirad. At Versailles he
meets Mailame de Pastourciles, whom he
kas not scen for some time. The old
{.I:Il‘nd‘;h'lp ia renewed, mueh to the re-
gret of “Arthur \\'e]by," an old lover of
Madame de Pastourelles, but now mar-
ried ta her cousin, Welby does not think
Frnwick worthy of Madame de Pastour-
elle=, which opinion Lord Findon shares.
Rut Nemesiz, in the shap: of Bella Mor-
visan, is at last an Fenwick's track. Ses-
ing Fenwick with Welby, she finds out
where they are staying, and, waylaying

Melby, she  tels him of Pho'he's
flight and Fenwick's Tlhistorw. Wel

in-ists on his leaving Versailles, whieh
Fenwivk is  only . tee glad. to -do,

hut hefore going conseats to see Maduue
de Pastourelles, who insists as her right
itut +he be allowed to help to  find
Phocbe, to which he consents, and after
many days she is found, only just in time,
o8 lenwick, tired of himself aml the
world, is about to put an end to his life.
dinowledge by suffering entereth, and of
witfering Phoeb: had partaken largely
wince lher flight. never having eeased to
reproach herself for forsnl.mn her duty.
For a time Fenwick eould unly just tot-
evate I"hoebe, but seemed- 1o derive great
Tleasure from  (arrie's munbtmhnnq,
bat, when fully restored t6 heallh, bodily
ant menfally, romplete recontiliation
tikes place, and Fenwick, cluthed in his
sight mind, getsa back his eunning and
Ihioenix-like Tisghs out of the ashes of his
former yuin, and wins to greater heights.
Ty the prefuc: to the book.the auther
touchies on plagiarism, which she declares
ta be the “literary crime of crimes.” But
it i3 exceelingly difficult to define plagi-
arism, 1f the clmn-mﬂ of a certain type,
made use of before hy a writer, and
investing it with the same emotion, un-
der siress of which anyone of that type
wonlhl act similarly, be plagiarism, then
Ja Mrs Ward cony, n-trd of that “literary
erime of erimes or the conception of
Feowick and the Tito Melema of George
Eliot’s “Romnla™ are almost identically
the same. The drstrurtion by Phocbe
of Madame de Pastourele’s picture has
its counterpart in Kipling’s “Light That
Fuiled,” where Dick Hellar's model des-
troys his masterpiece. To duplicate a
ecammon, or certain type, is not plagi-
arism.  The writel’s delineation of Fen-
wick ia 4 very powerful one, and who“q
¥éry plainly the limitations of the artis-
tiz temperament and the excesses it is
preme to. In his rehabilitation the au-
thor has teached the highest pmnnde of
‘Art from n hwmanitarian point of view,
It may be moze in accordance with Ol
Workd tradition, that the wages of sin
being death. he should have died, but
Ein repented of, condoned, and atoned
for, togelhicr with the rehabilitation of
4he sinner, i3 A much higher wospel. Ma-
slame de Pastourclle i1 a very rare type
of Lhe spiritual, which in too often com-
founded with the merely ascetic. Mar-
.rivil at an early age to s-man round
Mmhont was thrown the halo of an his-
toric name, sle befure long discovered
that the man she had married was either
very wicked .or very mad. PBeing what
sho was, alis preferred to believa the
Jatter, and refused, though strongly
urgel by her family, to sue for thd
Witorsd ahes was entilted to. Berett of
khe consolatlons of wife and molherhood
she molhrrqnl humuuty, and, mother-
tike, the most faulty had the greatest
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¢lzim on her sympathfes. Tlad Phoebe -

been mwore epiritual or- less ascetic she

eould have hell Fenwick apainst all---

comers, hoth om acecint-of his weak-
nesy and his love of her beauty. Car-
Tin is a pleasing example of the girl of
English parentage, brought up and edu-
cated unconvenlionally im a colony
where versatility and resou.wvetfulness
are more in request tham accomplish-
wents. There are some interesting de-
tails of art and artists, all the mwore
interesting as ihey have been authenti-
cated by the artist, whose jilusirations
have accentuvated the value of the book.

DELTA.

The Wizard of Wg_ssex.

Thomas Hardy, whose second volume
of “The Dynists” was published a
little time ago, alone among thz many
novelista, sees country life as no other
writer can, hia whole nature is attuned
to its beautics. Bixty-six years age he
was born in one of the humblest little
cotluges in 1lorset, which is still stand-
ing about two miles from Dorchester on
the verge of “iLhe vast unenctosed traet
of land known as Egdon Heath” as he
calls it in “The Return of the Native,”
but better known to locel Hodges as
Tuddietown Heath. ~ The cotirge cons
tains four rooms and is  thetched—
many of the atrawa fram thac thateh
have gone to Awerica, for Aimericans,
who appreciate Ilardy even better than
we do, flock te the spot to carry away
relies, says a writer in a Home journal
There i3 a rambling oWl garden with a

high lLedre at the back, and in front ’

miles of bronzed heath. Here young
Hardy lived ns a boy with the nwusie of
pines  al m his
nr wilh the cried o wild
, alinnst eut ol from e

in the great wilderness.
1L is said that the first book Thowas
Mardy ever wrote has rever been pub-
lisized, and the man who persuaded him
not to publish it was wo other than
ficorge Meredith. | The book was called
“The Tcor Man and the Lady.” und con-
tained sowme. stromg ravolutionary prin-
ciples. Dut it was a novel of great pro-
mise, and thig the reader for the pub-
Yishing louse to which it was submitted
quuk]y recognised, for he aent  for
iHardy {o coma and see him, and told
him plainly that ihe great B.I’. would

necount it presumption  for o yousg
man ta force such views down  its
threat. Apd so Thomas Hardy took

Gieorge Meredith’s adviez, and went
kon:a to remedy the deierts, and by a
eurions freak of chance he called )uq
next novel “Desperate Remedies.™

It was not antil “Far from the Mad-
ding Crowd” apprered that Hardy be-
gan to ba falked obout, althoupgh his
previoua movel, “Under the Gresnwood
Tree,” was pronounced by Tinsley to
be the preatest novel he had ever read.
Neverthetess, at the time it was an ig-
nontinicus failure -a failured whivh enme
ns the greatest blow of his life fo Tins-
ley, though the ‘novel subsnquently
carie into its own. “Tess,” the most
dramatic though not by any means the
hest of Mardy's books, was inspired by
the sight of a girl's facz. Its author
was walking down a lane in West Dor-
et when a farmer's eart rumbled past
om, which wns seated the original of

s The novelist neter  saw her

aguin, but he fonod himself weaving o

romance around the girl, and in. Jue

time, “Tesa of the D'Urbervilles” ap-
rarcd.

With all due rn-.!a-ct to Dorset. Hardy
is not reeognised as ha should be in
his own county. Occasionally you will
see o copy of one of his works in a shop
window. but nine cut of every tem peo-
ple in Casterbridge, to give Iorchester
its Hardyesqua title, know that he ia
& novelist and no more. I belicve in
that romantie okl town he las wen
greater fame as a magistrate, But what
probalbly made Hardy take to verse was
a remark Coventry Patmore made to
him when “A Fair of Blue Eyes” wan
published, which was: “Wonderful book
—wonderfult: But how much finer if
it had been wriiten in blank verse!™ ..

Thomas Iardy wmn often be seen in
Torcheéster. He im carelessly dresaed,
for Hardy wae never = Beau Brummell
—what trum lovor of the eauniry iat
ITe walks with his hand behind his back
and his head neually bent, & wlowr,
rhamhling walk like that of n man pre-
maturely sped. The whole faer is fine-
Iy cliselled, hut it is the forchead which
stands out paramonnt, - o A

ANECDOTES AND|
 SKETCHES ..

SEOULD HAVE BEEN AN ELE-
© PHANT, .

As thé guard of the Rotorua train
about to start from Auckland waa

'standing by the Inzgage van, he was ae-

costed by & smartt
tourist: “ Ah, gua
puinting  within

dressed FEnglish
. that'a my trunk,”
- the open van, * that
leather ope mnear the wicker basket,
You'll look aftee it, won't you? See
that it is not thrown off before we reach
Rotorun.™

The ruard had many m'\ttera on his
mind other than a eare for individual
pieces  of luggage, put  with Scetch
shrewdness he foresaw a possible tip, so
he answered, amiably enough:

“ Oh, aye, sir, a’ll sce tae wer”

Stopping at Mereer when ome-third of
the journey hud been travelied, John
was again accosted by the tourist:

*“ Guard, is my trunk.all right?" and
again he was nssured that his trunk was
bemg lookeil after,

The puard had te account for that
trunk upon three subsequent oceasions
before the train stopped for the laat
time before reaching the terminus and

then once more came the drawling
querys - - .
“{inard, is my trunk all right®’

Jolm turned qwickly ‘and seeing no
sizns  of the looked-for tip, his tried
ativnee gave way,

“lcr hun}. lh in the t'm, ‘Imt " he

“A’'m thiaking that in-
the ass ye are, ye should
nt, for then ¥ye could

+ + ¥
RAGACIOUS DOGS.

Fhere, was a Chinaman who had three
dogs. When lLe came home one evening
he fpund them asleep on his counch of
teakwood and marble. He whipped
them and drove them forth. .- B

The next night, when he came home,
the dogs were tying on the Aoor. But
he place¢d his hand oo the couch and
fonnd it warm from their bwlies. There-
fore he gave them another whipping.

“The third mnight, - returning earlier
than nsual, ke found the dogs sitting
before the couch, blowing on it to cool
it,” ) . .

+ + & A

RESIGNED T THEIR FATE,

A man out West zays he moved so
often during one year that whenever
covercd waggons stopped at the gate his
clickens would fall on their backs and
holl up their feet in order to be tied

and thrown in,

+ + +
A SNOWSTORM IN A BALEROOM.

A snowstorm in a room actually ge-
curred at a court bali in 5t. Petersburg.
The temperature hndoors had gone np to
some 0 degrees. and, several Tadies hav-
ing fainted. a rush was maide to open
the windows. )

There was na storm outside, but as
so0n a3 the windows were thrown up
snow began to fall inside .the ballroom,
the moisture in the air being suddenly
condensed by the extreme cold without. -

+ + +
A BLOW.OUT.

Witheiby paused in front of a haber-
dasher's window., He necded a new
cravat,

“That's & stunning-looking thing,” he
spid e bhimself,

He stepped inside.

The cravat was tem shillings—more
than Witherby halt ever paid—but alter
rome discussion of its meritn, he bought
it and walked out.

As the knowledge of the pew cravat
kegan to work into his comsciousness
Witherby awcke to the fact that his
shirts were not what they should be—
nor difl the collars he were go with that
tie—they were too cheap.

ife went hch and nrdered smne shirts
s collarm,... wooat =

Then he stopped 2t din tailors” to gei
& new auit.

Then it occurred to him that his even-
ing clothes were sltogether too uh-hhy
for a gentlenmn of his standing.

In two hours’ time be had ppent nearly
£06) on & new wardrobe, )

Shame faced, remorseful, hating him-
self heartily, he made bis way home,

He entered the hall, He walked up-
stairs. At the Joor of Ner dressing-room
his wife came forward. Ja sn excess of
affection she threw her arma about his
neck. ..

*Darling,” she- murmnnd
forsive me?l” -
“YWhat have )on domz‘l"
“I've been shopping—and Yve been ex-
travagant. I started with a rimple little
gown. One thing- led- to another—I'm
afraid I'se ordered a Tot. Uh, dear, L

know you will never forgive me!”

Witherby, unable to contain himself,
danced about the Toom in an excess of
Joy. - . s
© “Horray!” he exclzimed. -

Ilis astonished wife gozed at him in
anxiety. “What can you mean?" she
cried. “What is the matter?” -

“Why,” eried Witherby, "when I cama
home just sow I actnally believed that
1 was the bipgrest fool im the world. And
it’s such & relief to know that I'm not!™

+ + % . -
A DANDY BABPER.

vnll yon

ners ¥ end, pienﬁe. ' Short.”
larber: “Yes, sir.® {Tem mirutes
elapse.) “TFhat alont nkght, sirt” _

Customer: <1 ahppose 'my head ia
fall of dandruff hut ) have no time to-
day.* - - = E

Barber: “\'vry clean, aif; no use of
shampooing it.”

Customer:, “Aud, posalbly my whis-
kers want tnmmmg, but—"

Barber: “Not at- all.? - They are very
‘nea!ly trimmed alramily, and I eould not
improve thenn'

Custemer: “And yom have no hair lo-
tion to sellt”

Barber: “XNot unless people nsk for.
it”

{And then the wan awche!
all a dream.)

[ Q=

It was

+ + ¥
TOOK THE }W'ITOLE_ O

Whether “a lie well told and stnck ta
afterwards is as good as the truth,”
was debated at the dinner table where
a man was sitting ome.day this week,
and it brovght out the following story
from a rather (yspeptie-locking man
who had eaten very sparingly:—* T uséd
to live up in the country,” said "he
“Omne of my neighbounrs, an unlucky, nn-
fhritty sort of a man, killed & pig one
day with the aid of a toeal butcher, and
after the kiliing he said to the Dut-
eher:—"By jinks, Sam, T hate to cut
up that pir” “Why?' “’Cause you
see I'm owin” 'most everybody around
here a piece of pork, and it I ent np
the plg Il have 10 give most of him
away.” “I tell you what to de,” said
the 'butch_ﬁr “What's tha{1® “I'd have
the pig hung up out doors till twelve
o'clock at” night, them take him in anl
sive out the next_morning that he's
been stolen.” By jivks, 1111 do it?™

It was a wonderfully fne plan the
farmer thought. and he left the pig
hanging ¢ut as the butcher auggested.

At eleven o'vlork the butcher himself
came along, and losuded Lhe pork inte
his team. It was net there when the
farmer went eut after it

The next day, with & long face, he ac
cused the bmtcher. in & hoarse whisper.
“I say, 8am, sonebody did really steal
that “Thnt‘s right,” - said the buteher,
nudging him and winking wickedly st
the same time. “Bul, by jinks, the pig
waas really stolen™ "'I‘Im'l.a right; you
stick to that and you'll be all right,”
raid’ the butcher, enénuragingly, and ha
hurried off, lemmg ‘his Iriend in & mokh
bewildered state of, juind, from I don'd
think he ever fuly emrr‘egL e T




