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A RUMANIAN FOLK-SONG.

TRANSLATED I'Y CARMEN SYLVA.
the sunset glow,

I know.

its nest!

Two birds flew inic
And one of them wias my love,
Ah. had it but flown to my heart,

Two maidens down to the harvest go,
of them is my own, I know. ,

And one «
Ah, had she but come to me here, it were best!

Two stars remembered the long ago—
And one of them was my heart’s great
If it had but forgotten, and paled in the

woe.
west!

hut below,
he grave doth g0.
t to rest!

Two children died in the
And one, my heart, to t '
Ah, had it but taken me with 1
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If any importance is to be attached to the
rapidly increasing activity of a certain school
of writers now in the public eye, the place of
fact in fiction will have to be reconsidered.
Hitherto even your pronounced realist has been
expected to use fact only as a basis for his
novel, and though he has often been disposed
to treat it for its own sake, he has generally
manaeed to tell a story into the bargain. Now
are constantly reading books, like those
which we review under the head of fiction on
sther page to-day, in which fact is pretty
rnearly  everything. Apparently an author
comes forward with special confidence when he
can claim that his book is simply a transcript
from experience. We are not quarrelling with
him. for a book of this nature is often highly
interesting. But it would be a zood idea for
these authors to confer with their
with a view to the formulation of
some phrase whici would adequately describe
the literary form in question. It is a hybrid,
and it ought to be distinetly labelled as such.
If the reader is getting a narrative of personal
adventure, founded on fact, and only thinly dis-
onised, he ought to know it Still more impor-
tant is it that he should be warned that he is
reading fiction pure and simple when the book
hefore him, while nominally reciting actual oc-
., is really made up out of whole cloth.

e

Readers begin to complain that Froude has
Leen treated unfairly in the matter of the Car-
ivle ~Life and Letters.”” One of the guild re-
hig ecrities that “Mr. Carlyle himself
wished tae truth to be told, and alse annotated
the letters for publication: and but for Mr.
Froude's editorial and biographical work there
quld not have been half the interest in the
personalities of the Carlyles, or the house they
lived in, as is now the case.” It must console
nplainant a little, and many others, to
that this opinion is much more gener-

we

an

some of

publishers,

currence

minds

Wi

this cor
observe
slly held than may have seemed the case when
New Letiers and Memorials of Jane Welsh
Carlyle” were published a short time ago. Our
own conclusion, stated when the beok appeared,
at Sir James Crichton-Browne and Mr. Alex-
Carlyle, who edited and annotated it
damaged their own case by railing at
and left unshaken his authority in
seems to be widely shared. “Never
ece of work un-

ander
only
I'roude.
essentials,
more supererogatory pi

wis @
acute eritic writing in *The

der en,’”’ says an

Lond:n Saturday Review,” and everywhere
among the better English journals we find the
book treated with a due appreciation of what |
we owe to Froude. A good deal of the owlish
twaddle which has recently been directed |

- him is to be ascribed, we fancy, to the
readiness with which uninstructed scribblers
seize upon the bait that lies on the surface of
any controversial episode. Sir James Crichton-
. and Mr. Alexander Carlyle assured
them that Carlyle had been misrepresented, and
that Froude was a mischiefmaker, they ac-
cepled the situation “new,” and “sensational”
as it scemed to them—and proceeded to “write
it up” at a great rate. This sort of thing has
happened before, and has been invariably of
{hly use to anybody. The “line of least
is proverbially a snare.

——— e

Browne

no

esistance”

The condemnation of a Parisian novelist and
list to two months' imprisonment, the
nee also carrying a fine, for libel on a
. contained in a short story written by the
or, is characterized by “The Academy and
rature” as just, “for the libel appears to
ave heen particularly gross and ill bred.” The
conunentator gees on to remark that the case
revives the old question of how far a novelist
i< justified in drawing from the life, and adds
that while “the ethical rights of the subject

ire ditiicult to define, . . . it would seem
to be perfectly legitimate to use the human
material at hand so long as the delineation and

It is a sub-
on which one might generalize for years
ut getting any forrarder. It is flatly im-
pos<ible to draw up a rule which will fit the
nider any and all circumstances. Novel-
ists will continue to misuse their opportunities
for the observation of their friends and ac-
quaintances so long as novelists exist. All
that can be said with any degree of certainty is
that trouble will arise in this sphere of ]ih-l::wy
indiscretion in proportion as the novelist’s char-
acter is sound or tinged with dubious qualities,

comment are reasonably unbiassed.”
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POPE.

His Complete Works in One Volume
for the First Time.

THE POETICATL, WORKS OF
ALEXANDER POPE, Edited by Henry W

| COMPLETE

|

; Boynton. (The Cambridge Edition of the Poets,
|

Edited by Bliss Perry.) 8vo, pp. Xx, 672. Hough-
ton, Mimtin & Co.

|  This volume removes the reproach that has
ihélhertn rested upon a series of reprints in the
| main of unimpeachable merit. We have from
| the start valued “The Cambridge Edition of the
Poets,” which, under the editorship of the late
Horace E. Scudder was made remarkably use-
| ful. But good as all these earlier volumes are,
they suffer from the disadvantage of presenting
poets easily accessible elsewhere. Without for
a moment undervaluing Mr. Scudder’s scholar-
ship and editorial judgment, we may neverthe-
less offer a special word of congratulation to
Mr. Perry, his successor, who is apparently re-
solved to extend the scope of the series along

1
other hand, might well beguile himself and hxsi
readers by demonstrating from his character as |

a man how impossible it would have for |
pre-

been

g Save

him to have developed into anythin
cisely the poet he becams¢

to call him,
in the word
reference to |

they

“Waspish” the world has agreed
and while the
should not be

the physical disa bility

summed up
without

by which,

traits

considered

indeed,

mistake to allow |

were largely fostered, it is a
compassion to blind one's view of the warped

soul inhabiting that frail tenement. Mr. Boyn-
takes pains to put in a good |
“If he

ton not unnaturally

word for his very unheroic hero, saying:

was capable of maiic2, he was incapable of flat-
tery; if he was dishonest in the little matters,
he was honest in the great ones; if he held
mediocrity in contempt, he had an ungrudging

welcome for excellence. . . He nursed his

mother in extreme old age with anxious devo-!
tion, and mourned her death with unaffected
grief. In his best satirical mood, the best in |

English verse, he did not hesitate to arraign the
highest as well as the lowest; not even Swift
could be so fearless.” The editor of the works
of any classic inevitably finds himself, after liv-

ALEXANDER POPE.

(From a contemporary portrait.)

He promises to give us Dryden and
Byron, who not now available in good single
volume form; he has arranged for a book of
“English and Scottish Popular Ballads,” edited
by Helen Child Sargent and George L. Kit-
tredge, who ara peculiarly well qualified to con-
dense in this way the fruits of the late Pro-
| fessor Child’s labors, making the public free of
| precious material which not every one can afford
to obtain in the monumental work of their
master; and in the mean time he gives us the
works of Pope, admirably edited by Mr. Boyn-
ton. Never before has the complete verse of
Alexander the Great Craftsman been so
veniently presented. The volumes in which the
well known English edition its
length along will continue to occupy their hon-
orable position upon the shelves of the devotee
of Pope, but even that enthusiast, and cer-
tainly the general reader, will rejoice at the
privilege of reading the works in a really handy
form,

Only a week ago we had occasion to traverse

| new lines.
are

con-

dragged slow

the masterpiece of Byron. It is interesting to
turn from him to his great predecessor in wit
and metrical felicity, for in making the transi-
tion one is led the more urgently to retlect on
certain of the broader aspects of poetic genius
Both Byron and Pope were born technicians,
but if the one could be excessive in conformity to
an ideal of the correct, and the other could be
on occasion, slovenly to the point of license,
neither was determined in nis attitude by the
influence of purely poetic considerations To
think of the two together for @« moment is to

ity.
heart to make Byron's poetry seem the expres
sion of his individual character. The bone and
work, and every line he wrote quivers wi*
indomitable spirit, Some writer of the future
will have an amusing task before the
composition of an entirely unnecessary but very

him in

readable essay filled with speculation as to how
it happened that a poet of Byron's voleanic
spiration could have achieved such a mastery of
The treating of Pope,

in-

form. essayist on the

realize in renewed force the power of personal- |
Jt did not need the pageant of his bleeding

sinew of the man are the bone and sinew of his |

h his |

|
I

ing with his man, so to say, for a long period,
inclined to take a sympathetic view of him. We
do not blame Mr. Boynton for wanting to make
the best of Pope as a man, and, morever, not
cnly is the passage just quoted reasonable
enough, but the general drift of the essay from
which we take it is sound. At the same time we |
cannot agree with the judgment that, in the
case of Pope, “the failings were on the whole
vpon a less significant plane than the virtues.
The more significant plane must, of course, be
that on which this poet seems, when all is said,
the plane on which we recognize
his prevailing tone; and we think Mr.
would be hard put to it to show that Pope's
writings, which are singularly representative of
the spirit of a lifetime, convey the impression of
Byron also

»

most himself
Boynton ,

an essentially magnanimous man.
was tormented by
infirmity,
Sunday,

the consciousness of a bodily
said last
pro-

but Byron remained, as we
of “Don Juan,”

Pope was scarcely that;

in speaking a

foundly honest writer.
the very fa t that only the most minute analysis
old from the dross in

8

will serve
his nature and in his work shows the shifty ele-
whi<h predominated both. * llﬂ» was,
told,” Mr. “malicious, |

penurious, secretive, unchivalrous, underhanded, |

to separate the

in

Boynton,

ment

we are says

implacable.”” The phrase “we are told” might |
just as well have been omitted from this sen- |
tence. Pope was all of these things, and it !
impossible to blink the fact If we emphasiz

it it is not for the sake of throwing one more
stone at the acidulated little man of genius, but
simply for the purpose of noting that, out of
such a concatenation of qualities as he pos-
sessed, a poet of intellectual dor rather than of |
;,\'[Vl"l!ll.ll or even emotional tpture, a poet of
i wit and artifice rather than of inspiration and
art, was bound, by all the laws of poetry, to|
come, ‘

Why is it that his translation of Homer is not
heroic, a classic but not classical? It is nut"
simply that his manner was against him in !hl:&E
task, but that he was constitutionally dimumll-I
fied from achieving the grand style. “The ele-

|

gance of Pope's verse,”

says Mr. Boynton, “be-

comes at times a mincing neatness, and hi31

EMENT.

fashionable poetic diction in
tor and Achilles rings thi
though he had had an inf
ship he would have m

the mouths
1

1d metallic.”

The truth is that he needed a larger soul for
| the great enterprise even more than he needed
a better scholarship. Had he possessed the
former he would have held hin f up to scorm
in his own “Dunciad” pting to be-
dizen the mighty epic rackiing fineey,
3ut when he used that fi r the _‘;1,1_
mate motives of his imagin formed
it by a kind of alchemy until it g red

cloth of gold, and if he missed

i glow which we like to ass ate
he gained something, very mu h which
no one who loves a bri t T ~wint,
| Somewhere among his verse S0 touched
by the influence of this peet—Mr Dob-
son, after giving the devil's ad 1 fue,
stoutly declares S
cap for Pope. We s
After one has read Y 1
shaken one’'s head over g
t of LS to 1

fication of the poet

pleasure the work ha ert 3
After one has relinquished xed
feelings the “Paraphrases Chaucer,” or

those quaintly pastoral

bers that there is alw
Lock” to fall back upon, or S= riti-
cism,” or the "Ep to Dr. A or
“The Dunciad.” W these th s at
home with Pope, and, like M ady
to fling his cap for him, not L . raw
whether he was kind or unkind
an honest man or a rascal. It is suff
in these things Pope is a poet. Of t int
is it that the “Ode for Musi S LS
Day” sends us for re t to I n or
Gray, when the tale of Belir r xert
an enchantment for us as sug vay
as any that Gray or Drj 1 g to
bear? We may smile with a sense of n-
gruity of the thing wh find Pog ving
with the ballad forn ympositi ¢e “The
Challenge,” but we listen with unmea 1 de-
light when, on his own ground, he g 18 a
vignette of the literary life of his nes
like these.
I ne’er with Wits or Witlings pass’d
To spread about the itch of verse ar
Nor like a puppy daggled thro’ the tow
To fetch and carry sing-song up ar dow
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mo L i
With handkerchief and orange
But sick of fops, and poetry
To Bufo left the whole Casta
Proud as Apollo on his fork
Sat full-blown Bu rdt
Fed with soft dedicatic Z
Horace and he went h %
His library (where bu S ad
And a true Pindar st ut k
Receiv'd of Wits : guis
Who first his jud 1
Much they extoll S, I
And flatter’d ev'ry SOMme
Till, grown more fr s ri
He paid some bards with port 1
praise;

To some a dry I s z

Tl 4
Pope S=
his : t
on \ 1,
above all, 3 +
man n -
ing wit i pon 1 s
for s ador ., which is . i-
portant as anything in Pope 3
poet’'s peculiar ed s es n

liscipline of a regular ad

Mr. Bo observes that “such a s his
is not likely to submit it gid
processes of ight,” E n
self on the subject in a letter en
I had done with my priests,” he says < to
reading by myself, for which I ha ry
great eagerness and enthusias espe T
poetry; and in a very few years I h ed
into a great number of English,

Latin and Greek poets. This I
de n» but that of pleasing myself
language by hunting after the
several authors I read, rather
books to get the langua Tt
tion which makes itself f his
always the fresh and lively inte
nimbly over life and letters, and ne ere
pedant. The point is important as be pon
» of his virtues, the flexibili is
15 much due to his manner of t g as
to his command ever metrical expe Mr
Boynton justly peints out that none n3
except “The Rape of the Lock,” a e
“Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnoet,” can b ;
ganic in structure. “The patching
done,” he adds, ‘““but the result is | R
No deubt, but there rans through ¢
Pope's writings that nervous force wh -
s answers in place of a const: n,
g a poem, if not artistic unity ts
it vitality. The proof of this the
grasp which Pope still has upon t DA~
thetic reader. His manner has Ly
His matter is often discounte <h
its concern with personalities dead
But his wit is undimmed; if he is be
reckoned among the profounder s ot
gnomic wisdom, he abeounds, at any n
sing lines and passages full of t t of
human nature, and he is, in a word, per ¥y
interesting.
———————
Mr. Joseph Con S new n of
ipproaches completion, differs >
he has h tofore giv s in ving Lt

feminine characters.



