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Aenes (with a wen look). We all follow ehadows
here.

Lyie (tentatively). Miss Font, there is something
about you that tells me you are not made to waste your
life on shadows any more than I am,

Acnes. Like us all, you, too, are after shadows.
There you have & specimen of the interminable Ibsenesque
chatter which the characters indulge in. With a wan look/
It would have been inore honest to preface the play with a
stage direction that the poor heroine must wear a “ wan
look ” continually, condemned as she is to expose her bor-
rowed and facile far-away-ism through four mortal acts.

- As for the plot:

"Miss Foxt (with « veiled lock). I have suspected it
" ¢ for some time, and now i am sure that this strange boy
is not the real Guy, son of Piers Font.
Aaxzs (mystified). Not the real Guy—who is he, then?
Mgs. Fonr. Don’t you understand? Don't you notice
how odd and fairie-like he is?

Acgrwes. Mother, yon are not serious. You don't
mesn—— .
Mre. Fonr. Yes, girl, I know, he s an evil spirit

chﬁnged in place of the real Guy, whom the fairies have
taken.

Aones (with a quiet conviction). Mother, you do not

believe this.

But she does believe it. Such themes are merely absurd
when forced into an apparatus of modern realism. They
cannot be treated as Mr. Martyn has tried to treat this
one, and if Mr. Martyn had any vital knowledge of dramatic
art he would have known as much. We do not actively
diglike “ The Enchanted Sea ” hecause its theme is queer,
or hecause it is aggressively and crudely Celtic, or because
the people in it talk as no real people ever did or could
talk, or because its philosophy is often shallow and often

foolish. (We recognise in it a spirit net by any means .

without fineness and the love of justice.} We actively
dislike it because it does not convince, because it is not
dramatic, and because it is clumsy and pretentious. It
aims at certain effects, and fails, through incompetence, to
achieve them. That is all, and it is more than enough to
render the play nugatory, even did the loftiness of Mr.
Martyn's purposes outsoar the Eiffel Tower,

“The Tale of a Town,” it appears from a preliminary
note, was the basis of Mr. George Moore’s “ The Bending
of the Bough.” Surely this fact should have been stated
when Mr. Moore's piece wag published. The two plays are
naturally very similar, and as we have already discussed
“The Bending of the Bough” we need not discuss its
ancestor.

Fiction.

The First Men in the Moon. By H. G. Wells. (Newnes. 6s.)

Here Mr. Wells returns to the kind of subject in the treat-
ment of which hie first won success. Though he can apply
his faculty for the pursuit of intricate analogy to the work-
ings of souls, or, at any rate, of brains, can convince and lay
hold, it is in the action and interaction of physical laws
and the possibilities of matter that he stands alone,

The hero of this book is the law of Gravitation, Mr.
Wells, making his morning meditation upon this dogma of
Physioal Science, has hit upon the happy hypothesis:
Suppose just one thing in the world to break loose from
the law which moves everything in the place where it is, so
that at & given moment it could not be elsewhers. That,
we believe, rafher than any passien for exploiting the moon,
which (once by balloon and once by gun) has twice already
been visited, is the germ of the story. The journey in the
isolated sphere abounds in such delightful consequences
as any of us might have foreseen, but certainly should
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have missed. The voyagers land upon a body whose “ pull”
is no more than one-eighth that of the earth, as that to
fall over a thirty-foot cliff is to float down like a snowflake.
The process of the lunar day (a fortnight long, of course)
is wonderfully imagined ; the first show of the Corona inter-
spersed by atmosphere; the mounds and hummocks of
seeming snow reeking up in grey vapour, and in a few
moments, a8 the sun light strode on with seven-leagued
boots, spreading a blue firmament beneath the blackness
of the star-spangled void ; presently the movement of stir-
ring vegetable life making haste to spring, and flower, and
i;egl against the time of returning darkness fourteen days
ater.

The inhabitants dwell—there remains no doubt when
once you have read it here—in a system of galleries and
chambers with which the lunar frame is burrowed. As
the environment suggests, they are rather antlike than
human., They are extremely differentinted according to
the various functions assigned to them in the social order,
and many of them are of enormous intellectual capeity. -
The intercourse, which is telegraphed in fragments,
between their captive and the earth that it was no longer
possible that he should ever reach, gives occasion for a
certain amount of satire, in which the author seems
divided between a purpose of showing, by the method of
reduction to the absurd, the iniquity of our social system,
end an intention of deriding us for that we have not yet
carried it out to its furthest consequences. Here is the
description of the Grand Lunar as he appeared in the
midst of the learned court of interpreters, engineers, under
standers, rememberers, and whatnot :

At first [signals Cavor], as I peered into the radiating
glow, this quintessential brain looked very much like an
opague, featureless bladder, with dim undulating ghosts
of convolutions writhing wisibly within, Then, beneath
its enormity and just above the edge of the throne, one
saw, with a start, minute-elfin eyes peering out of the
glow. No face, but eyes, as if they peered through holes.
At first I could see no more than these two staring little
eyes, and then below I distinguished the little dwarfed
body and ite insect-jointed limbs, shrivelled and white.
The eyes stared down ab me with a strange intensity,
and the lower part of the swollen glebe was wrinkled.
Ineffectual-looking little hand-tentacles steadied bhis
shape on the throne. , . . ‘

It was great. It was pitiful.

But the main interest of the book, to our mind, ends with
the race for the sphere, against the scorching cold of the
on-sweeping night.

The Firebrand. By 8. R. Crockett. (Macmillan. 6s.)

“ He licked his lips slowly, and smiled; a tiger does that
when, after a full meal, he moves the loose skin over his
neck twitchy-ways, and yawns with over{ed content.” Fur-
ther—“His heart hasted forward to Dolores and over-
leaped boundaries, as a dog leaps & wall” Fur
ther—*" Go home, fool,” hissed a voice in his ear,
“Your wife is with her Ilover” Further— God’s
blood, for this I will have your life.” Further—
“He threshed through the tangle as an elephant
charges through the young jungle.” Further—* The
Albacete dagger was driven deep between the shoulder-
blades; the young, lithe body drew itself together con-
vulgively, as a clasp-knife opens and shuts again; there
was a spurt of something hot on Ramon’s hand .7
During a-pause for breath we may fitly recall a line
from Mr. Iwan Miiller’s parody of Swinburne's Dolores:

And bathe brutsl butchers irs blood.
And these final lines:

Bub you came, O you procuratores,
And ran us all in,
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To continue : * She danced the dance of Ler native Anda-
luciz with a verve and abandon which she had never
excelled. And—2Ping! Ping! ‘Two rifies’ hullets sang
close past the brigand’s head as he lay in his rocky fastness.
And—the seeret of the hidden passage was safe with him.
And—he drew n bead on the exposed limb; the piece
cracked, and with a yell the owner rolled back.”

In such wise the narrator throshes through the tangle of
Carlist agitations (The deep, underlying anger leaped up
fiery red into the eyes of the guerilla chief), until at.
lagt (the vultures slowly and reluctantly withdrew on
feavy flapping pinions) he arrives thus ab serenity :

“Rollo,” she said, softly, “you can come up when you
like—when you have quite finished your politics—just to
look at haby. He has not seen you since morning.”

In pursuance of lis expressed intention to “uphold the
hanner of belief in the field of fiction,” Mr, Crockett pro-
duces with sdmirable regularity some three hooks per
annum. He may at lenst be congratulated on his industry.
And there can be no doubt that The Firebrand ig much
less tiresome than, for instance,; The Lilac Sunbonnet.

Notes_on Novels.

[These notes on the Week's Fiction are not necessarily final.
Reviews of a selection will follow.]

Trr Hovsk DivipED. By H. B. MarniorT WATSOX,

Mr. Marriott Watson is faithful to the eighteenth cen-
tury. In his new romance he gives a stirring picture of
English county and Court life in the reign of George the
Second. Aventures abound. “‘Are you from the brig
White Rose?’ called out the lnwyer, above the clatter
of their landing. ‘Aye, said one, and they all turned to
peer into the mist at the speaker. ‘ Out of Bosten in his
Majesty's colony of Massachusetts?’ inquired Kempe,
*Aye,’ was the answer again.” (Harper. 6s.)

Tur Veuver GLOVE. By H. 8. MERRIMAN.
« T know thut Juanita has inherited a fortune from her

father. 1 know that the Carlist cause is failing for want
of money. I know that the Jesuits will pet the money if

they can.” We need only say further that the motte on
the title pageis : “ Now put your shields beforeyour hearts ;
and fight. .’ that the story begins and continues
in the Peninsula ; and that it is by the competent anthor of
The Sowers.  (Smith, Elder.  6s)

Tar Man FroM GLENGARRY.

Mr. Connov’s former stovy, T'he Sky Pilot, was received
with enthusiasm in certain quarters. e Man From
(lengarry is longer and more ambitious. Tt deals with
the lite of a Scottish Highlander among the lumbermen of
Canada. “Tn the Canada beyond the Lakes,” says Mr.
Clonmor, - where men are making empire, the sons of these
Glengarry men are found—men with the fear of God in
their hearts.” (Hodder. Gx)

By Banrn Convon,

A Woman oF tng WorLn's ADVIce. By . C. Pumrs.

A collection of thirteen short stories and sketchea by the
author of As /n a Looking Giass. The tole which gives the
title to the volume comes to an end on the twentieth page.
Others are enlled, “ You Don't Always Know Your Luck,”
“ Not So Bad, Aftér AlL,” and “ Ouwr Honeymoon.” They
are all slight,.uxmfﬂ;cte(l. and, to the unexacting, sufficiently
interesting. (Macqueen. 0s.) ‘ '

By Mary T0. Maxw.

This is ene of those deserving hooks of which we have
weleomed more than one this year, wherein the author sets
down the lifo that is passing near at hand. The place

Tur Figrps or Dunorreen.
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in this case iz Dulditch, a name chosen with intention. In ~
o series of sketches Mrs. Mann describes incidents in the
lives of the people about her, and the effect of their environ-
ment upon them. Among the titles are “Our Mary,” " A
Dulditch Courting,” “David Peck’s Love Affair.” (Dighy,
Long. 6s.) o .
iv Oue Viramma. By T. N. Page.
A new volume in the Dollar Library. “One afternoon
in the autumn of 1872 I was riding leisurely down the
sandy road that winds along the top of the watershed
hetween two of the smaller rivers of eastern Virginia.
1 was aroused from my reflections by lLearing someone
ghend of me calling ¢ Heah |-—heahl—whoo-oop! heah!’
Turning the curve in the road, I saw just before me ‘a negro
standing with a hoe and a watering-pot in his hand.”
(Heinemann. 4s.) .

Joe Winson, By Henry Lawsow.

A collection of stories and sketches by this popular Aus-
tralian writer and poet, under such titles as “ A Double
Buggy at Lahey's Creek,” “ Poisonous Jimmy Gets Left,”
“ The Buck-Jumper.” At the beginning are some verses
called “The Author's Farewell to the Bushmen,” and at
the end more verses called “ The Never-Never Country.”
{Blackwood. - 6s.)

SPORT AND SPANGLRS. By Byron WEBBER.

Thirteen stories about—sport and spangles. The dedi-
cation is to Mr. John Corlett: “ You and I have heen

“actively engaged in one of the vocations of Sport for a

good many years; and both of us know something about
Spangles.  Qur acquaintance, which began in the sixties,
became comradeship in journalism, and ripened into a
friendship that has never for a single moment been
weakened or impaired. For that matter, whenever we find
ourselves chatting about old times, 1 feel that we are.
nearer to each other than ever. So many ‘boys of the
old brigade’ to which we two belonged have passed away!
Simply on the ground of our old friendship, T inscribe this
little volume to you” (Chatto and Windus. 2s) -

ARDNARIGIT : By MeLvinLE GRrav.
The sub-itle is “A Novel Drawn from Real Life,” the
dedication is, by permission, “ To the Vicar of 8. Andrew’s,
Newcastle-on-Tyne.” The story is long and the characters
are numerous. Here is the opening of Chapter 10.: “It
i« the London season of 1880. Doris and Frede have both
entered on their nineteentl year; they have bid farewell
to the schoolroom, and to-night, the first of April, are to
make their first appearance in Society at. the Duchess of
Walmiston’s ball.” (Drane. 6s.)

Ture Ortorr CourLE aAND Marnva, By Maxm GorkE.

More Gorki, with another portrait (his hair is rather
blacker this time), and with another biographieal note, by
Miss Dora Montefiore, who, assisted by Miss Emily Jakow-
leff, has made the translation. Of the two stories in this
volume, The Orloff Couple fills 130 pages, and begins:
“ Almost every Saturdny, just before supper-time, the dirty
old house of the merchant Petounukoff was the scene of n
violent and murderous attack.” Malvz has 91 pages, Tt
beging:  The sen loughed.” (Heinemann., 6s.)

We have also received: Lady Joan'’s Compahion, by
Florence Warden (Dighy, Long, 6s); King Midas, by
Upton Sinclair (Funk and Wagnalls Co. | 6s:); Borrel’s
Bog, by F. Hainsworth (Drane); &élta, by Nadage Dorée
(Sitmpkin, Marshall.) ' :



