
A sort of vindication of the part plajed by
Spain in modern fiction has been published by

the veteran novelist Sefior Benito (Jaldoz. H^
tells us that Spain was the first home of
naturalism in literature

—
a proposition for which

there is much to be said. It is certain, at any
rate, that Cervantes, f.lthough he hardly
"sneered Spain's chivalry away," yet put an end
to the dreary and interminable tales of the
Grand Cyrus and his fellows, which until then
formed the model of European romance. But
Sefior Galdoz will have it that it was from
Spain that the great Knglish novelists— he in-
stances Fielding, Thackeray and Dickens (I)—

conceived the tirst idea of irony which they
afterward converted into English "humor." In
France, he tells us, the same inspiration.
though losing somewhat of its piquancy and
grace, added to itself the power of analysis and
of expansion, and caused the merely picaresque
tale of adventure to become also psychological
These may not be every one's opinions, but they
are> modestly put forward, and, as lookers "ii

see most of the game, their truth may be more
apparent in the Canary Islands, whence Sefloi
Ualdoz writes, than in the middle of the literary

•'movement." He further tells us that in Spain
itself the backwash, so to speak, of the literary
current has produced a series of novels dealing

with ascetic or mystical subjects, of which he
t;ik- \u25a0« th? romances of Sefior Juan Valera is the
t> pe.

This is worth noticing, because it is curious

how short has been in the other European coun-
tries the reign of the mystical novel or short
Story. At the end of the eighteenth and at the
beginning of the nineteenth century tales prop-
erly called weird or Hoffmanesque were i

rage. Generally supposed to be German in their
origin, they gave us in England one of the best
and some of the worst of Scott's masterpieces,
but nev^r succeeded for lons in hitting tb
of the public. Lord Lytton'a attempt to reviv<
them in the 50a onlj caused him to be !
at, and the satire of Thackeray kii'.ed th<
effectually that even 'John Inglesant" failed
revive the fashion. In Fran.-.- they seem to
have been always used, more or lesa i

sciously, for some sort of political propaganda
which was for a long time revolutionary

now seems to have become clerical Here, 100,

they seem to have been f. > ?
• i^-cu to the soil, and

to ha^>- agreed more or less badly with the
character 'clair et net" of the French genius.

Utit in Germany, where everybody is bom mys-
tic rather than rationalist, and the i

mind leans to woolltoess rather than to positiv-
ism they would seem to hive a future. If the

Kaiser in his next literary ukase wouid reform

hia subjects' taste 9" w-H as their style, be
might order them to take as their lit.rarj mod* I
Edg Lr Allan Poe, rather than continue I
lesque Zola in the horrible concoctions which do
duty nowadays as German novels.

THE MYSTICAL NOVEL

Azaleas with petals red or white
firing ivcr to mi inner eyes the sight
(if Madeleine,

Of the making of anthologies of sonnets ther-:-
is apparently nevtr to be an end. Sometime?
we are inclined to regret it, and in the case of
Mr. S. B. Herrick's "A Century of Sonnets" we
have found ourselves hesitating between a
favorable and an adverse judgment. He has
used a curious kind of discretion, mixing up
with masters like ShaJtespeare and Milton cer-
tain modern dabsters who certainly have no
business to be found, even by the grace of an
anthologist, in the company of men so infinitely

their betters. But on second thoughts we are
inclined to accept the book as, on the whole, a
good one. After all, the really superfluous mod-
erns represented are not numerous, and in mak-
ing his selections from the works of their prede-

cessors the compiler has shown excellent taste.
The book contains a very pleasant introductory-

essay; it is beautifully printed, with decorative
initial letters that really add to the charm of

the page; and it has a most artistic binding of
imitation vellum, bearing an effective design in
gold. We have been bored by some of Mr. ller-
rick's modern selections. Nevertheless, the one
sonnot which we are irresistibly tempted to
quote from his collection is by a living poet,

Mr. Andrew Lang. We have quoted it before,

but it is always a pleasure to reprint these
beautiful lines:

As one that for a weary space has lain
Uulled by the sor.g of < irce and her win<
In gard< ns near the pale of Proserpine,
Wh. re. ttiat .Kgean isle forgets the main,

And only the iow lutes of love complain,
Atid only shadows of wan lovers pine,

As such an one were glad to know the brine
Salt "iihis lips, and the large air again.
So gladly from the songs of modern speech
M'-ri !'irT> and see the stars, am! leel the free

Shrill wind beyond the close of heavy nowrs.
Arid through the music of the languid hours
They In a.-; like ocean on a western beach
The njrgt: and thunder ol the Odyssey.

Of course Mr. Mackaye attempts a more

ctrktly lyric note here and there, but not ue

fear with equal success. "\u25a0 like him '\u25a0;:; :::LiTike those we have just quoted, and ,in
hJm we likehim very much indeed, as a worthy

See of Chaucer; only regretting
ll°st

">us
a

The title of Mr. Richard Burton's new collec-
The title <i

3 Melody," is some-

of Anglo-Saxon seamen. It Degins

fashion: _
Ar.liBay wears a smooth, bright face

A^^\l"tropic wind^ar^ow^^
Wen eod not illustrate the n^nnei-i.^^

the ballad i.carried on. and ends. r. • v

perhapp. he has not been ambitious to do any

such thing. H< has been content, rathe;, we
fancy to produce a tabri, ofvery mild dramatic

\u25a0 which. :f possibly too fragile for the
theatre, migl tal

- presei n the printed

page a certain atmosphere, a certain charm, as

for the sheer pleasure of writ-

ing them In the spirit ofChau. er. after delighted

oommunings with that master. There may not

be anything really m<
" this book, but

idea= \u25a0
expressed, and one willingls

trdless of the plot. There

-..,•\u25a0
•

\u25a0
\u25a0•

"

,thei lik< tl
How silv. i falls th<

What
IJke 1

DEAD MEMORIES.

Lately an elderly Frenchwoman
Showed me a dress with embroidery,
Delicate, worn by her grandmother
Once at the Court of Napoleon.

Instantly flashed the great Corskan,

D kily bright on my memory
,ith htadyawtj

Long ere the dilillt>' embroidery.

K\aa Istrove to resuscitate
A ithose gay splendors the Brana»..,i»i-r

Move-] amid, hat unsuccessful!} ,
knowing bo little oi History.

The perns left by the late Hugh McCulloch,

and now published in a dainty little volume

under the title of "Written in Florence," sug-

gest a sensitive temperament, culture, and great

assiduity in the study of literary forms. One

wishes that one could Bay more for these verses.

The portrait of the author, prefixed to the vol-

ume shows an interesting personality, thought-

ful and refined. Those qualities are perceptible

in all that the book contains. There is nothing

here however, that is melodious, or that in any

way'discloses a genuine poetic gift. There is a

pretty touch, but then is something common-

PREAM FICTL'RB.

And dead m< n singing
Rowed o'er the ferry.
And the moonlight glistei \u25a0 \u25a0

On faces m< rry.
And in a twinkling
The rowers vanished,
The water plashless,
The v>i\u25a0\u25a0• s banished.
But the oaks kept glai

-
n g,

And the boat advancing.

As a sketch for a picture This is ii«". without
merit, but there is nothing in it of lyric feeling,

of poetic feli< ity. It seems a pity that Mr.

ill should laca those indispensable quali-

:now and then he stumbles upon >. prom-
\u25a0 otive. To read his most successful piece,

bowev< r, is only to reflect upon the superior way

in which a i t like Mr. Dobson, for example.

could have written it. There is nothing better

in "Blind Children"—and that is to say that the

book is easily spared— than this bit, which is

short of reaching the
right h vel:

reading these verses. Here is a specimen of the

latter:

At the recent dinner of the English Omar
Kbayyam Club the poet of the evening was Mr.
Austin Dobson. His verses wore the title,
rentier Wnk± King?

'
and he combined therein

lie duj!7,fc of FltzCerald and Omar.

NEW YUKK TRIBUNE ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT.
a note of singsong is to be lost. There Is more
than one unfortunate beginning in this book.
Thus Mr. Burton proceeds to pay a tribute to
the late Robert Louis Stevenson in this wise

—
Dear ghost, whose ruddy presence needs must fling
A ray of cheer among ihy brother shades
In yon pale land of Sleep.

We catch the author's idea, yet Urn r«. is some-
thing about a "ruddy ghost" that through the
force of th<- association of ideas, cannot but
strik. us as absurdly incongruous. Hut since
« have quoted Mr. Burton at his worst, we
must in justice, quote him at his U-st. in the
following riot bad" little poem:

Iplace also in Mr. McCulloch's work. ItIs good
\u25a0 to take pains, yet, in poetry, without inspira-
; tion, ail the industry in the world is ineffectual.

Witness this smoothly turned "madrigal," which
is well representative of the tone and style of
the book:

Azaleas with petals red or white
Which promise springtime and th. birth of May
Are my delight.

Too proud for perfume, joyously they say:

"Behold how coward Winter slinks away
Since we have brought the Spring to every glen!"

.
I The Spring has come. The sky has lost the gray

Which hung as heavy on the hearts of men.
The whole world revels with the sun again
In work and play.

THK CANTERBURY TO/HUMS A Comedy Byler.y Maokayc. 12mo, j>p. viii, 2«8. TheMac-
miilan Co.

MESSAGE AND MELODY. A Book of Verse ByKuhard Burton. 12mo, pp IKfi. Boston: Loth-r-'jiPublishing Co.
BUM) CHILDREN Poems. By Israel Zangwill

Brno, pp. xii, 135. Kunk A: Wa^nalla Co.
WRITTEN IN FLORENCE! Th< Last Verses ofHugh M«-Culloeh. I2mo, pp. viii, KfT. Boston:Little,Brown & Co.
A CRXTI'RT OP BONNETS. By S B Herrick.

12mo. pp. xxix, sN. H. H. RusseJL

Mr. Percy Mackaye's little comedy, "The Can-
terbury Pilgrims," differs from most books of
the sort by writers of the present day in that it
actually has literary quality, and even a savor
of poetic feeling. The lines which we quoted

from it the otner day, beginning "Mine own true
mistress is sweet Out-of-doors," are really
typical in their fairly spontaneous quaintness.
Now!.ere does the author strike tire, but then.

Xcv Volumes of Minor Verne and
Some Classic Sonnets.

POETRY.

There js facility, th«-r»- is pietmtsmniWM, In
Mr. Zangwill's "Ulind (^hildren," t>ut, unfortu-
nately, there isn't any poetry. The book is the
work of a man whom we know from his fi<-tion
to be a skilful writer. But we think too much
of the way that he has in his prose when we are

DOVE NOTES.
The soft, strange DOte of the doves, to what may

we liken ihi- sound,
As they Butter high at the eaves or flock for food

to the ground?
Their murmurbigs shy, remote, like a lost year's

memory seem.
I-iik** melody hoard under water, or music dimmed

by a dream.

tt the end of a tier to the late John Fiske

I-remarks Uui -,- believe that Ihave at all

kflaeßcea the minds of able men is the greatest

Iam iapable of receiving." The

ihing that shines through all his letters is

Ms noble disinterestedness. We might multiply

oiamples; bu:, on other hand, if Darwin the

ifTit st is interesting in these pages, Darwin

tbe man is equally impressive; his personality

'«ies us through masses of matter appallingly

'iry and it is with this fact in mind that we

jrfer to take leave of the book with a refer-

to' a Purely personal aspect of it. Hooker

•ad written to him asking him to leave Down

<7r7r a dinner in London. Mrs. Darwin was ill,

;.; in the early part of his reply her husband

c-.
U

v< that he v.illcome to
•• • dinner. The next

£«- he adds this postscript: "I see from my

irife** expression that ?he does not really much

lie my going, and, therefore, Imust give up,

of"coarse, this pleasure." It is Darwin to the

life^ thinking always of others before he thinks

tfbimself. .

would not voar hearers infer from this that
.- w nrartical'use of each scientific discovery

>.f

"
be immediate and obvious to make v

•"JZ* „• admiration? What a beautiful in-
*"n™fchloroform is of a discovery made from
flZ"Ay scientific researches, afterward coming

r-\u25a0"-.r -\u25a0" -. by chance into practical use: For myself

t'^ould. however, tax-- higher ground, for I
I£«. there exists, and 1 feel within me. an
Start for t-uth. or knowledge or discovery.
y*Tnrtftr

-
of the same nature as the instinct

°r t-vt-e, aSd that our having such an instinct

?*2Sea enough for scientific researches with-
IS
-t *ny practical results ever ensuing from

ih- -?-

r^rrement should always be stated," and he*TT*^^^_ say: "But astronomers do not state-
iing CO •" ***J•

ftG©<l directs the course of each comet and

*T*n«t." He is inspiring on the subject of

Kksoe in general. His friend Henslow had*
is a lecture: "However delightful any scl-

!?uflc pursuit may be, yet, if it should be

"Lolly unapplied, it is of no more use than

bailing castlei ta th* air/ Darwin demurred
to'tiJs, saying:

v Ql MARY IAMB.

CHABLES DARWIN AND HIS SISTER CATHARINE.
(From a chalk drawing.)

Mymother was bora in1800 and died at nine-
'v'-'our "and must have been either the last, or

Ust bat one of the friends of Charles Lamb.
Lanb wa« a neighbor and a constant visitor at

the boose of h*:r mother, Mrs. Hume, when she
«M a cirl [see Dictionary of Xat. Biography

ender the name of my sister, Augusta Web-
ster] ard to the day of her death there was no
naree ivhi. h ever seemed to bring such a light
jntoher eyes. It was a house fullof girls, in

which seeir.s to have been a delightful elder
brother and Mary Lamb often a fairy god-

mother. M:ss Lamb so often applied for a half-
holiday for the girls nn the ground that it was
bcr birthday— You know, Mrs. Hume, that to-
day is my birthday"— that my mother had
to say: "Oh, Mary, you swin to have a great
n-.acy* birthdays"; "butIbelieve the appeal was
irresistible.
1have heard ray mother -ay that when poor

Mary Lan.b us'-d to feel the tit coming on her
«he would say: "Charles, you must take me
away." And they had seen the same sad sight

which som*' one else records of Charles Lamb
taking his sister to : keeping. My mother
paid that La::.b was terribly depressed at these
lines.

The male members of the family,and Ibelieve
my father al=o, used sometimes to go for walks
irith Charles Lamb. On these occasions a strict

control was k»-pt on Charles Lamb's thirst.
When he thought the distance was undulygreat

he would turn and say: -Don't you think Ihave
calked a pint?"

Mymother always told me that no likeness of
Charles Lan.b which she had ever seen at all
brought back the man to her. She said that
this was a great deal die to the total failure to

catch the expression of his face. She said that
Lamb- bad a very sweet and quite unforgettable
rriie which it would have been quite impossible
to catch. Iremember that when she was very

eld she made a pilgrimage to the portrait gal-
lery, and came bark much disappointed. She
*ould not allow that anything she had seen
there or anywhere el?e gave her Charles Lamb
as she knew him. She would have nothing to

say to Hazlitt'e picture of him.
She always told me that Lamb was as de-

lightful and a= full cf irrepressible fun and
burner, expressed in the same incomparable but
quite natural style in his life as in his essays.
tut subject to deep :its of melancholy at inter-
sis.
He was a man of very strong dislikes, and

sincerely loathed wiybody that he thought a
mean minded man, especially Goodwin the pub-
lisher.

She :oid nn. but Idare say this is common
property, that they found Lamb had made an
entry in bis diary: "Went to a fun-rul and made
»Joke." 1 ;• lieve it was Campbell's funeral.

IVith Some Notes on Her Brother Charles.

From The London Bookman.
Throocn the kindness of the Rev. G. S.

navies of the Charterhouse Godalming, we are

able 'to print the following very Interesting

totes on Charles Lamb:

:

THE COUNTRY OF spring.
1IHENRY EE YERE BTACPOUB.

T*ii j«;*. o Life, where a man may be gay.
Wishing life hmz-r and longer the day,
Where ar<- the dawns most seraphic of wing.
Evenings least s.-ray?

—In the country of Spring.

Say to me, love, v. h'-re a l*-ggar may find
Lov*. and <J L«j\.-: where art th"U the teast

blind,
Wh'rre ar< the eongs that the lost syrens sing
Bknro on the Rind?

—In the country of Spring.

Death! In v.hat land do th* primroses blow
Over the women men loved lons ago,
Where o*«r their graves bloom tfce lilies, O

kipg?
Whiter than snow?

A REMNANT OF OLD NEW(i tTE.
Ki. m < "I:\u25a0\u25a0 mbers's Journal

The m< t notorioaa pait <>( the whole s\
ure

—
;in,i -w >! j. h yet remains— was the press

yard. Here it was that peine forte •
inflicted upon prisoners charged uith felony

who, with the view ol Baying their property
from confiscation, refused to plead ai the bar.
Tins dreadful punishment of being pressed to
il<-.l:1i was, however, abolished in 17iJ. A Major
Strangways, who was indicted for murder, hav-
ing refused to plead, was condemned to this

• peine forte et dure. It- di«<l in eight
minutes, and many of those who witnessed the
dreadful -ij^i.t threw etones at kiin to hasten h;s

Spain the First Home of Xaturalism.
From The Tall Mall Gazette.
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