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From Poet-Lore.
During my fir-»t visit abro.i.J Ipassed the win-

ter of 1>77-'7> in Paris, and— as 1 had a letter
of introduction to M Stephanie Mallarm*— we
became close friends. Besides being '"Poet of
Poets" and High Priest <>f the Symbolists, Mal-
larxae was professor of Knglish in a French uni-
versity. His English was French English, to b*
sure

—
but it answered the French purpose.

He always spoke to me of myself in the third
person. Isaw a great deal of both him and his
wife. Iused to line in the Rue de Rome on hia
famous Tuesdays, and see the adoring throng of
neophytes who came, in after dinner. And often
he and Bfme Mallarm? would ramble with me
about the fascinating streets of I'aris. It wa3
during these walks that Itirst made the lees
quaintance of the genuine French dolls— the--:
wonderful creations who can bow and curtsey, ,'„
and say "papa" anI"mamma." and are so much'"
better than human that they always do the
thing you desire, and never the thins you dis-
like.

At last the winter came to an en.!. Iwas to
cross the channel

—
and. full of kindly regret*

M. ilall irme came to see me.
"We havi wished." he said, fmadame and I.

to make her a gift of farewell, and vre have
thought to give her a doll—she has so liked the
dolls of Paris. _\ViIlshe come with us ana choose
it "ii the morrow v"

Is everybody a fool sometimes. Iwonder? At
any rate, Iwas one just then Instead of think-
ing what a treasure for the future would be i
doll presented to me by the leader of the Sym-
bolists, a foolish fear came over me that to con-
fess to its ownership would be to own mys*lf
childish— to make myself ridiculous— and. like
the idiot 1 just then was. Isaid, "uh. n«.\ piease.
They would laugh at me

—
those \vh>> saw it.

Pl< a- let it b,e something else.*'
And the poet went away sadly, and returned

next day with a Japanese cabinet
—

a beautiful
cabinet— for bis "gift of goodby.** Ihave the
cabinet still, but—lwant my do!!.

THE MALIIRME DOLL.

since." No wonder his people were faithfulhim.
*

Brooke's policy was. in short, a consumnuttblending of Anglo-Saxon authority with cococ0
plete sympathy for the native point of view «Iwould not take a thing by force. Itwas cha ?
acteristic of him that when he took th* pia^ J
the native ruler of Sarawak he not only Ob*tamed a grant from the Sultan, drawn up fadue legal form, but instead of presenting it;ahigh handed manner went through all th*usu^rites of the land. Th. Incident is so pictures^™
that we may cite hi.-- own description of it.start-ing from the moment when to Sultan's Mte.
were taken on shore:

They were received and brought up to the ivception hall amid lark'- wax torches. The n*»rson who was to read them was stationed onraised platform. Standing n«ar him was th*Rajah Muda Hassim (who was to be suz>f~seded by Brooke] with a sabr»- in his hand- in
front was his brother Jaffer. with a tremenr] !\u25a0•»»\u25a0Lamm sword drawn, and around were the r>t'hfr
brothers and myself, all standing, the rVst (Jr
the company being seated. The letters w^r»
then read— the last on- appointing me to hoidthe government <>f Sarawak— after which th»Rajah descended from the platform and saij'
aloud, "Ifany one present disowns or confer*the Sultan's appointment, ht him now declarl
it." All were sil-nt. "Is there any pang-ran
or young rajah that contest* the question*
Pangeran I>er Makota [an enemy of Brooke's!
what do you say?" Makota express^ his willingness to obey, (me or two other otnoziotta
pangtrans, who had always opposed tbeDsrtrca
to me were each challenged, and forced jto
promise obediei The Kajah then wared hissword, and with a loud voice exclaimed, "Who-ever be may be that disobeys th<- Sulta&'i man-date now re.> iv.i!.Iwill cleave hi^ skulL" \r.d
at the same moment some u-n of his younger
brothers jumped from the veranda and, draw-ing their l»ng krises, began to Sourish anddance about, thrusting close to Makota, strikin--
the pillar above his head, and pointing th^:rweapons at hit breast. A motion on his |\u0084irt
would hive been fatal, but he kept his cye3 oa
the ground and stirred not.

After this romantic fashion was Brooke mad*
Rajas of Sarawak. The subsequent years cua-
tained similar experiences for him. perils, and
constant annoy i from pirates or other eitt-
mies. But through it all he labored with ex-
traordinary patience and common sense. It»
for his sympathetic portrait of the man. for his
appreciative account of Brooke's methods, that
we are grateful to Sir Spenser St. John. The
Rajah's redemption of Sarawak forms; a minor
but fascinating episode in the history of Great
Britain's imperial development. In his enthusi-
astic devotion to his Eastern enterprise, in the
wisdom with which he consolidated nig power
over the natives, we perceive the genius of a
man born to rule for the good of those who fall
beneath his sway.

with a comfortable fortune, he decided ti> Bpend

it in a venture of his own on the sea. He
bought a schooner yacht and cruised in the

Mediterranean. His travels in th.' East had
especially attracted him to Borneo, however,

and ultimately he resolved to see what he could
do In a Kind of ha lf-advent iirous, half-benevo-
lent exploitation of that region. His aspira-

tions are well expressed in his own words.

"Could Icarrj my vessel to places where the

keel of European ship never before ploughed
the waters," be wrote; "could Iplant my foot
where -.int.- man's foot lire! never before been;

could l gaze upon scenes which educated \v--s

had m ver looked on, see man iii ;!;•\u25a0 rudest state
of nature, 7 should he content without looking

t.i further rewards."
He sailed for the Eastern Archipelago in 1838.

He died in England just thirty years later. In
that short period he had achieved lasting fame
as an administrator in the East, and bad ren-
dered important services to the Empire in that
he started md developed the fruitful influence of
the British in a corner of the world to which
they had previously paid but scant attention. It
is not, however, so much for his acquisitions of
territory or for hi.-; political triumphs that he is

celebrated by Sir Spenser St. John, his old col-
league and intimate friend, but for bis qualities
as a man dealing with remote peoples. Sarawak
and British North Borneo are not to-day among
the brightest gems in the sphere of British in-
fluence. But they would not be in their present
thriving and promising condition if Brooke had
not played his part so well, and it is as an ex-
ample of high character and rare ability that he
is to be commended. When be reached Sarawak
it was as .in independent British explorer. The
Rajah who at that time was in control, holding

his office by the Sultan's appointment, had a
rebellion on his hands. Brooke took the part of
the Rajah. The tails of the ensuing transac-
tions are too numerous to be presented here.
The main point is that by dint of energetic ac-
tion and tactful diplomacy Brooke eventually

SIR JAMES BROOKE, RAJAH <>X SARAWAK.
(From th. portrait by Sir Francis Grant.)

the country all at once. He wanted progress
to be slow; in that way he thought it could h*>
made sure, and in the mean time he drove at the
best possible practice. 'Good temper, good

sense and conciliatory manners," he wrote, "are
essential to tho good government of natives.
and on this point it is that most Europeans are
grossly wanting. They always take with them
rh'ir own customs, feelings and manners, and
in a way force th.' Datives to conform to them,
and never give themselves the trouble of ascer-
taining how far th--se manners are repu
to the natives." He became the Idol ol .--.ir.i.-

wak because, while he made himself feared, he
took pains to hurt no one's feelings vi
sarily. His enemies at home Questioned his
conduct. Josepb Hume and Cobden carried <>n a
campaign against him, started by an unscrupu-
lous agent "fhis. who had been dismissed. Hut
when the intriguers had a commission appoint-

ed to investigate his work, and his acquittal

v\.is ordered in terms so cold as to lower his
prestige among the natives, he still retained his
ie.lii upon the latter. When the Chinese ir.sur-
rection occurred, and he was obliged to See for
his life, the natives, who worship success, were
nevertheless kind and respectful to the fugi-
tive. Th.' Intercourse between rui-r and ruled
was founded on mutual love and respect.
Brooke was a man of charming personality,
thoughtful, sympathetic, kindly and magnetic.
Present advantage, adventitiously gained, was
never confused by him with the large, enduring
hen. tits that r> ward far-seeing and steadfast
effort. His biographer records that he never for-
got a face or a name. 'One evening a poor
Milanau came in, and. after touching the
Rajah's hand, squatted, on the floor, and re-
mained silent, as many chiefs were present. 'I
have seen that man before,* said Sir James,

and presently he turned round and addressed

the native by name, an! said: 'Bujang, what.
is the, news from Bintulu." This man had
piloted a steamer into that river ten years
previously, and the Rajah hud never seen him

w (. itqpyniSE.*
BY NORA HOPPKR.

/ rose In the night and the moon In the night
was rising,

A full blown bubble of silver, a ghostly Ore,

White without heat, like beauty without desire
The moon was rising.

Was one star dared to follow her, one star only,

A star without name of my knowing, a small
star lonely, ,,

That never would win her, and never would
tarry or tire—

The streets were empty of feet and the hearths
•of lire.

The moon was rising.
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To every reader this should prove an interest-
ing book, for it relates the unusual experiences

of an unusual man. To Americans it has the
added significance of throwing some light on a

subject at present of much importance in this

country, the administration of distant posses-

sions. Sir James Brooke, tirst English Rajah of
Sarawak, in Borneo, was born in India in 1803.
He received some education, though less, ap-

parently, than his family desired him to have.
He loved books all his life long, but he was not

cut out for a studious career. The instinct of

the explorer and adventurer was in his blood.
In his sixteenth year he received an ensign's

commission and left for India; he served credita-
blyin the Burmese war that broke out in IMM;

but it was not long before he resigned, and
when, in 1535, the death of his father left him

Tin: FIKST ENGLISH RAJAH OF SARA-

WAK.

A WISE ADVENTURER made himself a power in the land, and auper-

seded the native Rajah In ofßce. He accomplished

all this by honest, open methods, and stems, in

fact, to have been actuated at all times by th-?
purest motives. Self-interest was foreign to his
nature. He wanted first of all to "ameliorate
the condition of the unhappy natives**; he

dreamed of spreading civilization, commerce and
religion throughout Borneo. The task was a
formidable one. The Malaya were difficult to

deal with. The Dyak head hunters kept the
people in the interior on the jump, and the
pirates ravaged the coast When hard blows
were needed to obtain a betterment of condi-
tions he struck them. Bui if he succeeded in

Sarawak it was largely because he held certain
enlightened ideas and persistently lived up to
them.

He longed to have Great F'.ritain second his
efforts, t<> give him the means to .airy oik his
plans, to give him political countnuuu •

in the loner run. after m.my struggle* .n.i
humiliations, he won hia •.\u25a0use. But it aevei
occurred to him to bolster up his arnliition by
injudicious appeals to the cupidity of his c.,un-

tryni'n. He know he could not transform
Sarawak in a year. So he protested agatast

haste. He did not want capital thrown Into
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illreviewing M. Edouard lirvuier's "Literary

Reminiscences" v fortnight ago we felt called
upon to protest against his gratuitous slurs on
the memory of Heine, slurs evidently based on

Smoldering personal resentments. It is grati-

fying to tind Mr. W. Beach Thomas undertak-
ing :imore elaborate defence of the poet iv the
number of "Macmillan's Magazine" just pub-

lished. All of M. (ireiiicr's accusations, he
rightly maintains, fail of their effect, even if

true enough when forced into Illogical isola-
tion, "because they do not touch the essence of
either Heine's genius or his character." Tho
poini is justly made. Purveyors of malicious
gossip seem to think that they have only to

cite what thej >all a "fact" in order to con-
vince the world. The reader who knows tho

essence of the genius and character of the dead
man attacked by these prattlers 'he is always

a dead man, you may be sure) is proof

against their misleading divagations. But Mr.

Thomas puts his finger on a grave abuse when

he says, apropos of# M. Grenier's readable

-. that "the anecdotal charm of the writ-
ing has a danger of iis own, if only for the

subtle ease with which the matter* is insinuated
int.. the memory." Tin- mass of mankind falls
an easy victim to a well turned anecdote. It
will stick where a long discourse would leave
no impression whatever. It is for this reason
that the vogue of tho modern gossiper is most
to be regretted.

The practice of placing an original verse at
the bead of each chapter In a novel has the
sail, lion uf more than one famous author.
Scott wrote some of his host poetry lor this
purpose. In our own day Mr. Kipling has
written some admirable chapter headings in
verse. But Scott was no dahster, foisting into

his novels poems which he could not £<*t printed

in any other way. He was a poet by right

divine. Mr. Kipling, also, befon; he took the
control of tho British Empire in his hands,

could write ballads thai needed no prose fiction

to cany them. But when tho minor novelist
takes to verse, in the body of his novel and in
his chapter headings, he adds a new terror to
life. He is becoming bolder and bolder every

year. Now he even includes rhymed prologues
;md epilogues iv his books, dedications in verse,

and long songs, so called, which hia heroine is
s\ij,posed to sing. This is hardly fair to the
reader, and. if the n©v< list only knew it, it is
hardly fair to him. He thinks, of course, that
his poetry- heaven save the mark!—is a valu-
able addition to his pages. He likes to be
thought ambidextrous. But all he does is to

bur-- us, all be does is to exhibit the most ap-
palling mediocrity in the midst of what we are
sometimes willing to accept as reasonably good
work. These lyrical interpolations of his are

bad enough when they are merely sentimental
When they aim at being philosophical and epi-
grammatic they cause the reader t,. shudder.
Itis all very well to quote Shakespeare or even
Browning at the top of a chapter. Browning,

in fact, never seems so desirable a peer as
when we g< i him in this fragmentary way.
Bui original verse should bo eschewed by the
average novelist as a thing bound to do him
incalculable damage.

Wo quote nil another page Sir Walter
BesaHt's wise comments on the silly charge

that "literature is degraded by attention to the
business side." !!<\u25a0 thinks iliis false view rests
upon .1 confusion of ideas l>etween commercial
value and literary value. This is true enough,
but what is chiefly responsible Is the eani fos-
tered more or less from time immemorial, but
chiefly in our own age, by those who possess,
or think they possess, the artistic temperament.
Who does noi know the poet, or painter, or
musician, who loves to have you understand
that he has no head for business? If the type
\u25a0were only encountered among the pretenders

it would uol excite surprise. Itut the truth is
thai men and women of genuine ability are
often guilty of the same nonsense. With a
vanity thai would be funny if it were no? con-
temptible these lifted individuals seem to take
it for granted that a jocular expression <>f
Ignorance where matters of business, or poli-
tics, or st i«>nce are concerned will impress the
people they i iwith a sense of iii• \u25a0ir sublime
absorption in things of the spirit. No doubt
they are sincere. They are indeed Ignorant
Bui iht'ir ignorance is Dot the credii to them
that they think it is. On the contrary, it in-

dicates very often a weakness of character and
an Intellectual narrowness of which they would

to bo accused.
Itla proposed to place on Friar's Crag on l>r-

w-nt water a memorial to Ruskin :n the shape

of au early British cross of native stone.
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