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took to hill and glen,
To mountain and to shade;
<s away, but when

His lyre he

Centuries may pa
Will such a harp be played?

His native strain each bird may try,
But who has >

ot his fire?
Why, none! For Nature saw him die,
And took aw

ay his lyre.
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appearance of two new editions of popu-
yir novels, to which we refer on another page
do-day, reminds us of the strange fate which

seclis to attend certain publications in this
field.  Mr. Davis's “Soldiers of Fortune” is put

THE TIME OF LOUIS

ITS CHARACTERISTICS DRAWN BY AN

EYEWITNESS.

JOURNAL AND MEMOIRS OF THE
D'ARGENSON. Published from !h-*] .m;u;:x'
3y E. |

MSS. in the Library of the Louvre.
tathery With an Introduction by ¢
Sainte-Beuve. slated by Katharine Pres-

cott Wormeley. lustrated with Portraits from
the Original. Two Volumes. 8vo., pp. X,
401, xi, 381. Boston: Hardy, Pratt & Co.

The writings of the Marquis D’Argenson have
long been valu-d for the light they throw on the
court of Louis XV. He was ciear eyed and can-
did. In his pages the conditions
which paved the way for the Revolution are set
forth with prophetic insight; he was not a man
of action, but a thinker, and while he shared
in the public life of his time and continued to
have relations with the court even after he had
retired from active participation in affairs he
was disposed from the beginning to study all

ind events

C"apable oc-

x_\r.1 in 1733,

MARQUIS |

| hanague in publie.

when he was in his thirty-ninth year,
“she tried to persuade me to present myself for
a place in the Frenc h Academy, an honor which
she declared suited me and which I suited.” He
| was not sure of that himself, and says, with per-
| fect sincerity, that he ‘“dreaded the noise, the
| envy and the satire of the little minds who as-
pired to the place, whether authors or men of
the the burden of making 2an
“So much fiddle faddle,”
he adds, “repelled me.” He knew his own mind.
iddle faddle anywhere was repulsive to him.
e had a natural disdain for the sort of thing
of which he gzives us a glimpse in his journal
for 17. “The French Academy,” he writes,
| “has been engaged for a whole year in deliber-
Ought we to say the

o

also

world;

| ating on a great question:
patton of a shoe or piton—the a short or long
Nevertheless, the Marquise de Lambert was
right. IVArgenson had the genius and the lim-
itations of a born academician. “I burn with
ardor for the welfare of my fellow citizens,” he
declared, but he loved ideas too well to grappla
masterfully with things as they were. “1 shall
always pronounce mys<lf,” he says, w hen touch-

THE

MARQUIS

(From a contemporary

D'AR NSON

things with a curious detachment.
casionally of deep prejudice, he could never re

tenure of office

1S Seor

: B 0 ) = - ing on the uniikelihood of his ever accomplish- | two vears’
l:];i'l.hl.::..:] I:l,';:;;:;:l‘ll\},, l;'“r;:lill‘l“‘lL::‘l:;‘l;l:r::;“;:: main for any ,-ﬁvxi-l»us length f;r Lin}v insensible | ing :\Inythim: in the state, _".ms liking _h'-vt.-r to be ; for Foreign Affairs, his golden eg
. S o o _{to truth and justice. As Miss Wormeley re- l nothing than to be something creeping and in- [ted 1 self honorably, but with n

ybody's lips, and the publishers B i L i S S _ L ¥ s v e B0k A e
permanent figure in French history.

tégé of Chauvelin, the Keeper of th
der the regime of Cardinal de Fleury
opportunity not only to win i
but to make himseif indisper

upon the stage and interest is straightway re-
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vived

he acquit-
the brill
make him 3

As the pro-

“xir

author on eve
of anothier novel by Luecas Malet, “The Caris-
tind it worth while to reprint it. But
incident pro-
to pass

Seals, un.
+ he had the
te success,
Instead, he
readth
his criticismg

unless some  special

inarily,
it, many a
into oblivion almost as soon as the poorest pos-
1. The interesting novel, not great,
dull either, is one of the most familiar
phenomena of the day. DBut after the season
in which it appears has ended, it is surprisingly
No one has

clever novel seems

seems always to have missed

hut not
ents on the

Comte
S, & reve.

jating clever
D’Argenson, we r

apt to he wiped out of existence.
of his

changed his opinion about it; it is simply that lation incurably academic nat . from
no one, apparenddy, ever thinks of it at all which much that good, b that was
Is fiction, then, so completely a matter of creative, was to be expected. Turning from the
fashion? Is the novelist nothing more than a man, with his coldness, w } il candop

in the discussion of his streal

iner, be good naturedly en- 1
r distinguished

10

public entert:
of medioerity vitia

treated for a space and then forgotten like some :
minor fizcure of the stage? Ie is apt, we fear, SRRy Sy sty I 1
to the things he obser nd P

taking himself, as he so often does, with pro- i

: i reported—we turn to the p— Wil

ious seriousness, to assume that he is neces- : I : l A - ;  —
in the volumes bef:

the universe. Some day he may awake \ moralist
As a moralist and

to the ith and suffer a fearful shock, and we e was revelied Aoy s
could in every case, be sorry for him. cl as a citizen of liberal e
There times, however, when the neglect humane feeling he was
into which the “novel of the moment” falls nd econor
moves us not simply to compassion, but to sur-
prise that good work should be so unfairly he
treated. R
—_— through

suffe

Mr. Ripling was bound to write a poem on
Cecil Rhodes, and, under the peculiar circum- tion of one t

stances of the occasion, eriticism would natur- tragic bee:
ally be considerate, to say the least. Mr. ills as they were! 1
Rhodes was the poet’s friend, as well as the profligate. A court
object of his admiration on public grounds. Yet and controlled in every on
this very fact should have helped Mr. Kipling self-interest. . Rascality everywl
to produce lines more satisfactory than those Batved amy malice Gy e G
printed in “The London Times” the other day baleful infiues o e
and promptly cabled to this country. He had feet the king sat. ¥ & his
a theme certain to excite his sympathy, one in I mafshenan o '
the treatment of which personal emotion might % : st
well have given an added impetus to his pen. | | —e
Here is part of the result: | ' .
| I 1 in tt n
he lands
£
t spaces | » s
}
~.\‘»n' LY ) .
he paths
|
i 184 ll . S
| 5 P
1 'neath :
" marks in 1 f pr te to 3 il .
ghall | 0 " gy it s =% 5 ' 2 but 1
s soul shall | €st man.” The crit tor r ng him we ¢ t i:rip but 5 . ) ¥ a R 4 1 >
| thing he writes, even when he means to do no | pause, wonde if, after all, there were not| . - ) r the Comtesse de 1 s
It is better than, in all probability, Mr. Austin | more than r wrd the facts, is, on the whole, dis- | something else at the bottom of his failure to % > A S " —_—
wonld have made it Yot it sugoests, as some passionate an phild al, and in all that| render, as he was in so many respects fitted to RIS o . & e
other recent poetry by Mr. Kipling has sug great mass of contemporary literature in which | render, substantial service to his country. en 3 | “, gl
gested, that he may come to change places with the traits of his time are reflected there are no |  Suspicion deepens into certainty when, in one R CONGIEDIGEASIIN | - 3 re twe
the Laureate in the public mind after a very volumes surpassing his in truth and living in- | of those passages of eculation on what he | PO e
it tering EARNIon SIS Hs Inot the ark hat | would do if we minister, in which | "' !
can adapt itself to sudden rushings into print, | EDAtheticEhe Slie M s cad I the plain indication | (., iy nation, the | S
upon all and sundry occasions. I that, after a fashion of his own, he was willing | ; t it ,\ £
o emt | to enter into the corrupt spirit of the court. In |«
this “dream,” as he lls i e proposes an | S \ = ptior
There is a (s hiful skit in the current num- | arr: wnlin' :I:It' \\hxu h \\u‘u‘l:! .~;|.1t;'-;u’~‘-[ x!:"v" 'l\'"Tk’ t'l : N
' . i A . ‘- L - 1or, .m. ability over it; and., while protesting that 1} L >
, : I s 1 the adds it for extraordir
transformation of a writer for the mischievous | penses—the extinguishment of my debts . 3
boy into a writer for the mature individual, | completion of my buildings :xl-.\r;
Master PPenny Dreadful is introduced upon the should ask for anvthing as the rd o g &
scene, discoursing  with  his publisher, who toil, it would be for some 25660 or 30000 livr ’ l i 3 3 .-v"-
speaks to him thus: “Then in the matter of now and then.” In other words, this honest
names.  You Fenny Dreadfuls have always | sound as he was in nine cases out of "
been your own enemies there.  Only a pub- | not sound all through. That he ¢ - ""’_
lisher knows what's in a name, . . The ’-.\ivh kingly vices, when he hated them: s Bis .
Gentle Reader will not stand it to have a spade could talk of accepting a large s of money @ n ¥
called a sp ! Why, . . . you couldn't sell “now and ) when he kn that every sou ; :
SIX copies of “Duteh the Slugger’ to Gentle was needed in the public service. not simply r
Readers; but revise the story a bit, change the shows that he could adapt himself to the ways i 1 t
dates, and bring it out in cloth as “The Iron of those around him; the fact that he coutd 2 &
Hand of the Last Patroon, a Tale of New- think of the policy and yet not act upon it Y ‘ st
Amsterdam,” and it would sell like hot cakes.” leads us to the belief that there was a ok '
The advice is taken. Penny Dreadful departs, grealie alWeRknes s i Hun.
tingling with the new idea, and, our author tells If he had adopted the tactics of the court and
us, “six months later, under the title ‘Lancelot D A T T oot A B O ety | :
of the Shining Shield,” the youngest of the cyrical to say that he would have left a more | W WARS
Penny Dreadfuls was elevated to the Library favorable impression. - As It s we ave driven| i >
Shelf by acclamation.” It is a pretty l):ll';ll'l.:, L «'-unrlu_de that bie lncked (ke courage of even n“' ples i
and, somehow, there is something very e a dlh’\‘l"l?t]lllll.hl" conviction, and all along the lin»
gestive about ity something, however, -\\hiph this l‘yn"lusxnnll is ratified. He talked too much on was not. perbaps ¥ Jusd
out of our houndless zood nature we will re- THIEE MARQUISE DE POMP n ;:nd ':ldetuu gl wr“-l«“ valunll aeemorialy | to the Murpuive.. Eoy aivics = " o
T e T s e ‘““ .U,“. ‘."”A”-“l‘l" l',‘l,,,,\,l"” R. 1) the , ing ,““ L,'u‘),lw ;lll.l.nj.\', but was }.,,1:,— a| was n",v invariably pernicious M i,
é ¥ uils.g capabl:—not a powerful—otlicial, and during his ' Wormeley points out, the crid . T




