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THE NEW ZEALAND
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'Frisco.

From ¢ Arnen."”

“Tom GaLnOoN.”

NOWING that New Zealand readers
would be interested in a few
personal notes regarding a novelist
who has come so quickly and

socarely to public favour, I requested “ Tom
Gallon’s ™ photograph and a brief outline of
his method of work for publication in Tre
Trnosrraren Magaziwg, He kindly responded,
and feeling that his letter would be spoilt by
re-writing, I subjoin it in its original text :—

« T find that youn have set me & far more diffcult
task than I anticipated; for I cannot write
anything concerning myself, or my work, without
a somewhat large Havouring of apparent egotism,
which must appear distasteful. However, [ beg
that you will vegard the fact thet I am writing

at your request.
* First, then, let me sy that I never write a

single lme, in the actual semse of pen-and-ink
work; that bad heslth compels me-to he a very
lazy man; and that [ work at high pressure, and
at odd imes, by strolling about my room, pipe in
mouth, dictating to  typist. Perhaps I should
add that this part of my work is, in reality, the
gmallest and the most easy; for, long hefors I am
able to reach the stage af which I can start to
reel off the story, I have to wander about streets
or country lanes, with the idea simmering in my
hend, or even to dream about if in cevtain wakeful
hours at night. Perhaps your readers will also
be intevested in knowing that I take every single
. charucter-—aven to dress, and appearance, and
gesture—from actual lifc; although, of course,
for fictional purposes, I place them in different
sittations to those actually cecupied by themin the
world. Thus, the renowned Mrs, Eotley, who
figuved so lurgely as Kiddy’s benefnctress, stepped
almost out of the living frame she occupied as a
charwoman who waited npon me in certain dingy
chambers in Grays’ Inn ; and poor Kiddy herself
I had the audacity to follow-home one blesk night

throngh the streats of Londonm, what time she-

told Mr. Deak, I suppese, something of her
troubles. The young artist, who geve his heart

to the Elin Tarrant, of Tatlerley, has carriod his.

*blushing, boyish face into my rooms many a time,
* and unconsgiously sab for his porteait, and Ella

¥

herself naver cut me to the heart quite so deeply
ag when ghe broke it in marrying him.

 For the rest, I know probably as much of the
East Bnd of this great and wonderful London,
and of that curious langnage which is a part of it,
a8 any man who walks its strests, and I don’t
think T ever met the wan, woman, or child yet
that had not a story to tell me.

In all kindness,
Believe me to be,

Always sincerely yours,
Ton GaLnow.”

“ Kiddy " is the nickname of the heroine
of the story, who is placed in the home of a
sharp money-lender, one of those characters
which the gifted anthor depicts so well, and
which are particularly the product of a large
eity. Kiddy it is who gets at the tender
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spot of this hard heart, and with sweetness
and love wins what is left there of kindness
and trast,  One of the reviews of this book



