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Writien for this Paper.
RICHARD MALCOME JOHNSTON.

o I SPEnt an afternoon last week with
ne of the most charming writers of the
. Dited States, I refer to Richard Mal-
Ome Johnston, who ranks with Uncle
atgmus and Thomas Nelson Page as
3 ong the greatest story tellers of the
outh, and  whose dialect tales of the
Ofe‘:}:gla hills have delighted the readers
o he magazines for years. It was at
e ome on West North avenue in Bal-
More, that [ called upon him. His
iSOlise 15 a three-story red brick, which
J Covered with vines and looks out
C.R"“ one of the widest streets of the
Onyt' The living roomnis of the family are
pa lh“-‘ second floor, and it was in the
t;t‘". furnished with antique pieces,
Yich I met Mr, Johnston. He is not so
e today as he was before tlie war,
Souetrl-l. he "owned a plantation in the
rou d_aﬂd possessed the luxurious sur-
timn ings of a well-to-do planter of his
evee' He lives very comfortably, how-
2 e:{ and his income from his writings
o r°“gh to_support well himself and
P taflmlly. It is not generally known
o € public that Richard Malcome
H enato_n is one of the best educators of
in th nited States. He was a professor
s University of Georgia at the time
mv.“’af began, and when it closed,
iy Ing himself and all his friends poot,
is"}l])ened a boarding school for boys at
mag 0}:116, near Sparta, in Georgia, and
annuel ere for years $20,000 and upward
ﬁ&y{;‘iy by teaching. He had about
e 0Yy's, WhDJ)ald him tuition fees of
e af)’ear,han the most famous fam-
oK of the Sonth sent their children to
State ery few teachers in the United
2 S today can make as much as
Jch’gm a year, and the story of how Mr.
Voteg]mq gave up his school and de-
abong himsell to writing for an income
inge one-tenth this size is an interest-
my on. He told it to me in response to
Questions.
HOW CaTHOLICISM MADE AN AUTHOR.
leasél;d he: “I like the profession of
it as Ing very much, and I looked upon
mak'my life work. I mever thought of
Mg money by writing for pay, and

1t w
48 not i i
ICOuId until I came to Baltimore that

one write anything which had a real
of Y Value. I left Georgia on acount
€ death of mv daughter. We loved
amideaf])’, and I could not endure life
Ieay the "old associations without her.
city ae up my school and moved to this
fort “‘3 began teaching here. About
Bah){ Of my boys came from theSouth to
More tg enter my school, and had I
ab]}.c anged my religion I would prob-
aligr | € teaching today. Some time
Vinged came here, however, I grew con-
Wrorg that my religions ideas were
I asg' and from being an Episcopalian
Camne Converted to Catholicism and be-
The 52 Member of the Catholic Church.
ll‘a.liansost of my students were Episco-
of the » and when their parents learned
withdrChaﬂge in my religious belief they
ang ‘he“' their sons from the school,
up teae result was that I eventually gave
Witge,_\Bg. In the meantime I had
Dubli;}: some short stories, which were
wag €d in a Soutbern magazine which
Theg, "7 printed here in Baltimore.
know Now form a part of my book
Theyn as “The Dukesburough Tales.”
thy,; . attracted attention, but I never
kLT Qt of their having any money value
e day Mr. Allen, the editor of

Harper’s Magazine, asked me what I
had received for them. He was sur-
prised when I told him that I had
written them for nothing, and he said
that he would be glad to have me do
some writing for Harpet’s, and that if I
could give him stories like those he
would pay for them. I then wrote some
stories for Harper's. They were pub-
lished and paid for, and [ have been
writing from that time to this. My first
story was published after I was fifty
years of age.”

HI1S CHARACTERS REAL MEN AND WOMEN,

As Richard Malcome Johnston said
this, I looked into his bright blue eyes
and could not realize that he was more
than seventy years of age. Itistrue
that his hair and mustache are frosted
silver, but his cheeks are rosy with
health and his voice lias the silvery ring
of youth., He is a straight, fine lookin
man, and he is full of enthusiasm ang
fife.  He is modest in the extreme con-
cerning himself and his work, and he
told me that it was a continual surprise
to him that his stories were accepted by
the magazines. ‘‘I suppose,” said he,
“it is becanse they are to a large extent
of historical value. They picture a peo-
ple and a time which is fast passing
away. They are true to life, and they
are merely my remembrances of the
people of my boyhood. The dialect
which I use is the language of the peo-
ple among whom I was raised, and my
characters are real characters, with their
names changed. In no place in the
world will you find more induviduality
than amotig the middle class or hill
people of Georgia, and my stories re-
present these people as they existed
about fifty years ago. They are not
crackers or pour white trash, but are
the ordinary well-to-do middle class,
types of which you may still find in
some of the rural districts of my state.
I love them, and they know it.”

HOW HE WRITEHS.

I asked Mr. Johnson something as to
his habits of work,

He replied that he wrote all of his
stories with his own hands, Said he:
] compose very slowly, and I revise a
great deal. I do not see how an author
can do good work by dictation. I am
sure I could not, and I think perhaps
Frank Stockton and some of the other
writers of the day who dictate would do
better work if they wrote with their pens
As lor me, ] compose my stories with
my pen in hand. I start them and let
them shape themseives. I take up a
character or an incident of my experi-
ence, and by working at it and changing
it this way and that it finally comes 1nto
the finished shape in which it goes to
the printer. I am very particular as to
the pames of my characters, and I think
that a name should fit the character, just
as a glove fits the hand. In writing [
take the first name that comes to me.
It does not perhaps suit, but I go on
with the rest of the story, changing the
names and rechanging them as I revise
it, until the names at last seem to me
to fit the characters. It is a surprise to
me that the people like my writings. I
am not satisfied with them myself, and [
am always diffident about reading them
in public. I never read them myself,
and I don’t like to read them to others.
Gtill I do it, butuntil I find that m%
audience shows some interest in them
am bashful and backward. 1 feel very
foolish when [ begin reading on . the

platform, and thls feeling does not dis—
appear until there is some decided in-~
terest manifested by the audience.”

FUN AMID GLOOM.

“Your stories are full of fun, Mr. John>
ston,” said I. I have laughed a great
deal over them.”

“Indeed,” was the reply, “Well, do
you know that I seldom laugh when I
am writing them, and some of my best
work and that which is said by the peo-
ple to be the most full ot fun has beemr
done under the saddest of circum-
stances. I am naturally of a melancholy
temperament. I must have society, and!
I want to get away from myself. One of-
my funniest stories was composed short-
ly after I came here from Georgia. I
was distracted at the time with grief
over the death of my daughter. Ifeared-
as to the result of my change of resi~-
dence, and it is a wonder to me now that
I was able to write at all at the time.”

“Do you think it a mistake that you?
did not begin writing at a younger agep’”’
said I.

“I don't know,” was the reply, *T°
doubt whether I would have written any -
better if I had begun sooner. 1 fee
intellectually as strong today asl ever:
did, and I write as easily. All of my-
writing has, you know, been done within:
the past twenty years, and during that’
time I have written seventy-five short.
stories and several books.”

HOW STORY WRITING PAYS.

““How about the profits of Iiterature?”

“There is not a great deal of money-
in niy writing for me,” replied Mr. John-
ston. 'l mean I don’t make from $15,000-
to %20,000 a year by my reading and
writing, as Bill Nye or James Whitcomb-
Riley are said to do. If I get from
$1,500 to $2,000 per year I thinlk it is more-
than I am worth. I recetve for my work
from $25 to $35 per thousand words, and
a short story pays me usually $150 and
upwards, according to its length and:
character. It seems to me a great deal
for them.

“I find it more difficult to write a short*
story than a long oue. In writing a.
short story you have to make every
word tell. " You must be very concise,.
and I think that conciseness is the great
secret of success in good writing. I.
like short stories better than Iong ones,.
though I would rather turn out one long.
story than two short ones. I don't ﬁncf.
however, that I am a success as a book-
maker. My stories have been putinto
book shape in a number of cases, and’
they usually sell somewhere from 2,000-
to 3,000 coples. They don’t run much.
above this.”’

THE DIALECT STORY.

"“What do you think of the dialect:
story?”’

“It seems to me that the people do-
not care so much for it as they did in
the past. My stories are in dialect, for
this is needed in order to describe the
people of whom I write. We people of’
the South are fond of our dialect, and a
party of well educated Georgia men,
when talking socially together, will ofterx«
drop into the dialect of their boyhood.
During the days when Alexander Steph-
ens was inn Congress, a number of well~
known Georgians often dined with him
at the National hotel.t I wassometimes
present with them, and any one to have-
heard our conversation would have put
us down as ignorant and uncultured..
There is a charm about the old dialeck.



