Trumrspay, June 14, 1923,

NEW ZEALAND TABLET | 9

R

(Ir [} P 1 £ i
W A Complete dtory | R

New Books for Old

(By Avrren J. Browx, in the London Month.)

The old man who kept the second-hand beokstall in
the general murkeg has gone. Time our ol mind he hus
kept it, living like an anchorite in his wooden celi mmongst
his hooks. Hoe was o genuine antigite dumped in o heap
of modern rubbisl.

On two sides of him were musie-stalls, where the very
latist Fsongs'? were displaved and rendered for possible
purchasers on a highly-strung viano hy much more highly-
strung vorng ladies,

On the third side of him was a collee-stull, whose gpeci-
ality was hot-pic. 1 verily helieve the old gentleman lived
galely off the odors of hei-pie which were wafted across to
Lrita, and hung like an aurcole over his stall.

That he never dined olf anything more substantial than
the odor his cadaverous appearance would alone confirm ;
but a more positive proof is the fact that although T have
passed his stall—or rather ol passed it—at all hours of
the dav on my journevings about the ¢ity, 1 have never
known him 1o be absent or fo he eating.

On the fourth side of himi was another bookstsll: a
brand new one. Never was there sueh acounterfeit pre-
sentment of two “hrothers.” From the new stall, millions
of modern novels, in Jaunty Jackets. grinned down at Ins
awn little dogs’-cared colleetion seatlered ahout at randem
on the half-filled shelves,

Never a sap was to he seen in Hiejr ranks; they were
like a regiment of gorgecuslv-uniformed soldiers alinged
in perfect order on 2 harveack square. [t intimidated one
to pass them.

That was the great difference hetween the two stalls.
His stall was nearly all caps. and it was always in dire
disorder ; but one could na? pass it. Tt was like a company
of old campaiguers seattered about the field afier a sharp
action: uniforms dusiy, dirly; themselves dismembered and
dishevelled.

And vet there was a charey abont the old siall never to
be found in the new. Tt was partly the cbarm of the uu-
expected.  One never knew what would turn wn on it

To delve among Iis hooks was like dipping inte a bran-
tup. There was plenty of sand, coréainiy: the secend-hand
bookstall of to-dav—even Jiis stall-—is not all gold, as. ac-
cording to the older essayvists, it used to be,

Nop, one wnight turn over half a dozen *remainders”
which had found their way te the wrong side of the alley;
or a whole cdition of manstrens magazines dating hack to
the dark apes. which nobody but o paper merehant would
huyv: vet there was always wome treasure there.

In between the rublish there was a Volame waiting to
spring inte ene’s hand. One had only to Teol long enough
and it would discover itself, and lo see it was 1o surrender
immediately,

It would probably cost a shilling or hall-a-crown.  One
picked it up, and, for all the old gentleman heeded, one
might wallk away with 1t withend paying af all. He was
always enxrossed inoa hook himsell s or e was pottering
about in his cubicle opening a Tresh pareed of old hooks
whieh seemed to have Tonnd their way of their own volition
into his hands,  Nobody ever seemed to hring {hem to hin,
How he received them was vart of Al wystery which sur-
raunded him,

Fu his later years Lie hegan to look more and more like
an old classic Limselts There was that benign, quiescent
appearance about his face which helongs anly to venerable
clagsics.  And probably Death—that canning Bibliophile—
noted this, and elaimed lam for a hargain,

The Ravens enposite, cheated of s hady, pounced down
upod his stall and his hooks. That is the tragedy of it
The owiers of the New stall have incorporated the Old.

This would he endurable if ther had sent a ‘compuny of
their own raw levies to oceuny it.  Tostead, {hey have in-
vested 1t with sham old campaigners,

And H8w they have invested it!

Nob a gap. not an empty shelf—unot o vacant inch re-
mains. Every niche has its sentinel.  And such sentinels!

Disorder now there is none. ‘Fhe happr-go-lucky ceon-
fusion which onee characterised: it has given place to a
Prussian tidiness.

Poet after voet, novelist after novelist—nearly all of

this eonfury—are marshalled regularly side

marshalled re v side by side, It

makes one dizzy te look at them, Ii is impossible to sew
any oune of them clearly through the haze. No book cries
aloud to be bought. It is a mere blur of hooks.

And, instead of that embodied Classic seated quietly
inside, there are relays of sprightly vonng ladies dashing
from the new stall to the old and from the old to the new
witheut rest: and fluttering round possible purchasers with
an impatient mien or an gratinting smile which frighten
any but the bravest away. '

All the books are now murked in plain fignres—this
row at two shilliugs, that at five—and here is a delightful
little thing by Bobbie (torscoth) Bnras; shall T reeite the
first few bars over to you just 1o show vou low sweetly it
gors?

That is what one feels ther are saying; they seem to
be infeeted with the spirit of the adjacent music-stalls.

But they would never recapture the old clients: whiclh
is a great pity: for the murket will miss the clients almost
as much as they will miss the old hookseller.

They were a curious company, these clients, who seemed
{o have drifted into a strange laud. They were mostly
urev-heards—elergymen, professors, and he-spectacled stu-
dents—men more at home in the study than in the market-
place.  Whilst they remained at the Lookstall they fitted
in. to some extont, with the backeround, and seemed part
of ity furniture: but when they were threading their way
through the crowds of shoppers on a busy afternoon they
were very decidedly out of their true sphere.

It was engaging to watch one of them guit the stall
after hrowsing on some cthereal pabulum. “That inward
eve which is the hliss of solitude’ is a poor guide in a busy
mart: “looks commencing with the skies” fare ill amidst
the traffic of earth. More often than not the scholar would
he elhowed aside by a bustling housewifep laden with the
spoils of her grocers, green and plain. A pross materialist,
she: one could imagine what she was thinking about that
old dawdler, lost in his reveries, who delayed her progress.
Yot he would only hug the closer his bundle of tattered
Looks: elinging to them more jealously than she ber food
for the body; as if they could keen him alive! She had ne
wse for sueh old dry-as-dusts.

Now, at any rate. she will he able to de her shopping
witbout stepping on the corns of a philosopher.

Which is about the hest one can say for the new order
of things.
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Hibernian Soeiety, Christchurch

AL 2 recent ordinsy meeting of 8t. Patrick’s branch
of the Hibernian Society, Bro. K. Fitzgerald, B.P., pre-
sided wver o larpe attenddnee of members {writes our own
correspondent). Bros. J. Curey (Akaroa) and W. Bulman
(Morven) were tendered « cordial welcome.  Motions of
condulence with the relatives of the late Bros. McSwigan
and Duggan were passed. in the customary wanner. The
prosident referred to the pgolden jubilee of the society in
Christehureh, which oceurs in September, mmd to the pre-
parations the management comnmittee are making to fit-
tingly celebrate the event,
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The Hibernian Club, Port Chalmers

The opening meeting of the Hilkernian Club at Port
Lhalmars, was held n the leeal Ctatholic  Schoolroom on
Thursday evening, the 3lst alt. Bro. W, Mead, who pre-
sided, briefiy explained the objeets of the clnb, and
thanked the members and visiiipng friends for their attend-
ance in such large wambers,  The first portion of the enter-
tainment consisted ol a cuchre tournament, in charge of
Bro. H. Albertson {sccretary): the prize-winners being
Miss . Plunkett, Mrs. J.  P.  Eapar, Miss
Tindsay, Mr. Brady, and Master McEewen, Dur-
ing an interval Misses Craig and Hart (members of the
exocutive committee), assisted by lady members of the
club. served rvefreshments,  An enjoyable musical pro-
gramme was then rendered, and included community sing-
ing under the direction of Mr. I Pennington; pianoforto
diets hy the Misses Lindsay and the Masters Monti; and
a pianoforte selection by Mr. Pennington. At the conclu-
sion of the evening's vntertainment, the chairman very
sincerely thanked the ladies who had prepared and served
the supper, aud those who kad given such pleasing musical
items. The elub has now entered upon what is hoped will
be a prosperous and useful eareer.
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