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T to a jury of twelve average persons, the guestion,
What is the first requirement of a novellst? would
probably result in a hung verdict. The leas prosaic
i answer, “ A publisher,” and the ten dullards would
of “ original ideas * quite as though they discoursed

womibilities. And the whole dozem would be right
Faagh. for the publisher is really indispensable, whereas,
the point of view of commerce—and really esthetics
s no wise concerned—our modern novel s nothing
! lave not some superficial novelty to arrest the roving
d aaguid interest with which all people (turned pessi-
by experience) hear about new fictlon. , « « Yetithe
laws of the land compel no man to read another's
Emboldened by this fact, the general reader de-
with his visage too betrafing such esthetic zeal
My fairly be described as characteristic: X
‘lsterest me, agalnst my naturakinclinations, in your
{ nonsense, and I will buy such novels of yours as
mnot borrow. 1 do not at all go in for reading and
sort of thing, when 1 can find anything else to do;
mce in a while there is a vacant half hour I have to
#d of somehow. At such times I am willing to put
# an equal footing with the evening paper and the
ograph, sincs 1 reserve the right to quit any one
wy the moment I find the entertalnment distasteful.
® ahead now with your foolerles: and remember I
wre to be shooked or elevated or instructed or har-
or otherwise taken out of myself; and let us have
Yerary ' nonsense, because 1 resent the impudence of

who allude to matters that I do not understand.”

. &

seams little enough to ask in return for a whole 10
per eant commission on A book that costs the general
reader, vary often, as much a&s his cravat Btll It is
mércantlle offer, which every true artist would meet
contempt if only it were poasible to discharge the
¥ sccounts with the same colnage. But, unfortu-
%, most books are less a question of art than of bread
“intter. The average fiction writer, at all evants, can
@6 look dowm upon the public only, as the acrobat
fown upon the tightrope, to ascertain whither it
4 to make sure that it will support him. . « .

hilw.uqummhhwm‘nmmt:
%k musician undoubtedly makes the most nolse with
" instrument. So In the Vanity Falr of Current
tach tradesman makes bold to commend his espe-
Wiwe. . . . The attractions are many and various.
& Mr. Booth Turkington dispensing, past doubt, the
®afsctionery in the market. At the famillar stand
W. D. Howells is still making tintypes, and guaran-
& perfect likeness. Mr. Bernard Shaw, of course,
ehargs of that intriguing exhibition, the Crazy House.
$vérything is exhibited upside down; and in the
teller's tent, recently vacated by Mr. H. G, Wells,
Mmhm, 1 forget who. Yonder row of
8 devoted to a display of precocious orphans,
-Im-qutmntar-lthh-thmmmﬂ
' Those who are interested by the sport of
Missiles at a colored man can be diverted, to your
® any number of stalls (conductsd by such dissimilar

-“den. newspaper correspondents, retired
Over yonder

thers are any number of tents with Aamboyant
~ Stating that the exhibits within concerns the
LU most exciusive society, and narrowly escaped
" by the police. . . . It4s a motley bazaar,
T -rnhnhtmmutpﬂ-thih-
Reg resources for his fairing.

OW all this is very new and original, indeed, and the
N generil reader ought to be satisfled. For it I at his

demand the age thua pullulates with reading mattler
for the nonliterary. 8Still, all progress brings i{ts attendant
problems; and in this case one honestly wonders what i3
to become of our old literary masterpieces, now that people
decline to read them. For there can be no earthly doubt
that to a steadily augmenting majority the time honored
bulk of English literature means only a forgotten * course "
at school or college, along with the calculus and botany
and other matters there ls no longer any need Lo worry
over. until it comes to helping the children with their

lessons. . «

As a case in paint, one gnay well consider that especial
glory of English letters, the much vaunted plays of the
Elizabethan -and Jacobean dramatists, which justly rank
s0 high in literature that few can endure the altitude.
Heres for the asking is, in cold earnest, * the greatest part
of the greatest period of the greatest literature of the
world *: and to extol this quite priceless literary heritage
of ours as animated, Impassioned, brilllant, and inimitable,
would be to deal In textbook trulsms; but to describe It as
generally pleasant reading would be an absurdity. To the
most of us such portions as we can understand at all
sound uncommonly ke nonsense: and throughout the
flavor of unreality in these dramas |s even stronger than
thelr depressing odor’ of antiquity. Our instinctive attitude
toward them becomes much the same as that f.'.'-l" Tom
Tolliver toward the Latin language. Yet managers once
with perfect justice classed these plays as " light popular
stuff,” and the jokes we puzzle put with the aid of com-
mentaries and footnotes were put in for the especlal
benafit of the uneducated. . . . Then there ls the Spec-
tator, which time has transmuted from a popular periodi-
cal inte & pest. And all the productions of Mrs. Aphra
Behn, the seventeenth century Elinor Glyn, and of Samuel
Richardson, who was the Florence Barclay of his day—
thess, too, assist to prompt avoldance of w. well selected
library. « s =

For time has erected barriers more or less serious before
all the * popular* reading matter of yester.year. From
this side of the fence the prospect seems attractive enough, |
and for Cervantes, let us say, nearly everybody has a civil
superlative. . . . But the actual climbing of the palings,
to the extent of reading famous books instead of the books
about them, provokea (nevitable disillusion. The moon is
bevond question interesting when glanced at through a
moderate sized telescope, but actually to sojourn on its
surface might prove a trifle cheekless.

Thus every self-respecting person will assure you, with
whatever pronunciatory divergence, that Don Quixote 1is
one of the great characters of fiction: and past doubt the
ingenlous gentleman of La Mancha is a delightful com-
panion, in anticipation. What could be more diverting
than the adventure of Mambrino's helmet, and that per-
fectly killing affalr of the windmilis? And where will you
find nowadays such wonderful character drawing as In
Sancho Panza? You thrill to the notlon of a Jaunt through
old world Spaln in company with these two immortal
types of humanity, concerning whom, as you glowingly
remembered, it has been strikingly observed by somebody
or other that such and such is the case. . . . So you
bexin the book, In an atmosphere of genial goodfellowship
which vanishes long before the end of the fourth chapter.
For it |s an unfortunate fact that, so far as most of us
are m the essayists have written much more
entertainingly about Don Quixote than Cervantes did.
And when you fair mindedly consider that noble structure
which commentators and occasional writera have erected
with the works of Rabelals as foundation, you will hardly
contend that the most attractive portion of the bullding

is the cellar.
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