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IN A LECTURE ROOM.

BY ARTIUR

HUGH CLOUGH.

Away, haunt thou not me,

Thou vain Philosophy!

Little hast thou hestead

gave to preflex the head

And leave the spirit dead.

1'tvto thy broken cisterns w herefore go,

Whkile from the secret treasure depths below,
I"ad by the skiey shower,

Ard clouds that sink and rest on
Wisdom at once, and Power,

Are welling, bubbling forth unseen, incessantly?
Why labor at the dull, mechanic oar,

When the fresh breeze is blowing,
And the strong current flowing
Right onward to the Eternal Shore?
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English authors are still grumbling about
ic indifference to the best work—particu-
Iy the best work in verse—and the same
«omplaints are occasionally heard from poets
this side of the water. In truth, all this
woe is unnecessary. There are unmistakable
evidences that the best work (by which we
mean work of genius) is as highly regarded as
i carlier days. If to “sell” is the test, why,
iakespeare and Shelley and Keats and Byron
sell” quite as well as ever—perhaps even bet-
tor than ever. If the demand for poetry has
fallen off it'is not the great poetry which suf-
fers. It is the reasonably pleasant work of the
minor versifiers which goes to the wall—-the
work which has in so many cases been pushed
1y “tact” and logrolling into undeserved promi-
wonce. There is an evergrowing taste for the
cautiful and noble work of the masters which
is a pleasure to record. There is no valid
ason why the productions of Mr. Alfred Aus-
1 and Mr. Watson and the rest of the small
ows should outlive the first strains of their
vands. Let the minor poets of the day
satent with their little “booms.”
“Sort is the date, alas! of modern rhymes,
1 'tis but just to let them live betimes™
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It is true that many honestly troubled and
well meaning critics are lamenting what they
believe to be the decline of literature. Is it cer
{ain that there is any such decline? Are not
thiose observers in the right who point out that,
while there is undoubtedly a great demand for
gocond or third rate books, this demand means
that those who never read before are reading
row, and that such readers are preparing the
way for a second and a third generation quali-
fiecd by more and still better education to ap-
preciate the eternal masterpleces?  “Within
thiose silent chambers treasure lies,” and it is
not unreasonable to hold that the children of
tLose who now read volumes of twaddle will
1 ir turn made free of the glorious pre-
That the twaddle has

the

e in L

c.ncts of the poet’s line.

aj n need not blind us to
t { ings worthy to live are
1 18
b i
i 1
« ¢ the differences between them
1 r that is “boomed,” only to be promptly for-
n.
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Mr. Kipling's latest appearance Is as a paro-
dis his parodies, we have to admit, are
! i id trivial. ITe takes his “Muse among
thie motors,” and celebrates the chariot of the

's of fourteen so-called poems

the verse of great

period in a seri

“mannered after” certain

poets. It is a thing which is ily done by !
the man with a gift for rhyming, and the won-
der is that these particular examples should

be so poor. If parodies must be—and they are
justitiable, though never desirable when framed
upon a really fine piece of verse—let ir

» humor and grace and neatness of point.
I'iese trifles of Mr. Kipling really worthy
of the author of some of the most creditable of

We could

him

1 verse. wish

no 2 in 2 disposition to nurse
his 1 able siler for some time
10 « out taking in more

. ‘ |

ition

but in has !
of thinned and bhalting
There is, no doubt, a constant and
powerful pressure upon a essful author to
keep his pen running; it is one of the natural

of current business meth and
cial habits; but the brain is not a machine, and

masterpieces cannot be turned out at will.
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What will suburban life and “trolley civiliza

tion” do for the people who really want to

think? A paper in “Seribner’s Magazine” points
out that the bustling congestion of troiley tratlie
and its breathless haste “causes in some tem

peraments a mental vacunm, a persion of

thought” particularly afflicti those “who
have ne or capacity, or inclination, to keej
their mental mechar i under control and ha
bitually to concentrate it.” What is the stu

lent

1SS

and scholar to do in a world which prom
to become a vast tangle of trolley lines, a
place, too, of urban clatter and bang and toot-
r? An eyry on a mountain top is impossible
for one who, wanting to th needs also the
resources of gre libraries, the inspiring cou-
versation of his fellow menn
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A SOLDIER’S STORY.

Lord Wolscley's Bool: on His Earlier
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THE STORY OF A SOLDIER'S LIF
Marshal Viscount 4
D., ete. Two vols.
Portrait and Plans.

No book
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is better named than this. From
first to latest—we shall not say last, for we hope
it will be continued in other volumes—it is
emphatically and essentially the story of a sol-
dier's life. King Olaf bade Halfred the Scald
to sinz him a song with a sword in every line.
The volumes before us have war on every page.
Or, if a page here or there is wholly peaceful,
it may be said, as of the sword in the song, that
on another the touch of war is multiplied three
times. The is told, as such a sol-
| dier’s story should be told, by the soldier him-
The style is as
| downright as a sabre stroke. and as direct as a

story too,

clvilian, even of the hi
pardonable in the professional soldie
the professional soldler is almost nece

g

r. Indeed,
ssarily an

campaign, who must assume
for it, who must give orders, and who must
lead or direct his men. That commander Is the
most successful who has the strongest and most
inspiring personality, and who most mpresses
his own individual Ego upon his men. Human
egotism never rose higher than in the demand.
“What do you fear? You carry Caesar!?™ Aged

later the self-same spirit appeared in the ap- °

peal to win the fight at Bennington, “or Molly

Stark’s a widow!" Great men, gre 1t soldiers,
the bravest of the brave, are in a sense most
modest, but with all his modesty the great

leader must be a great Ego. Therefore we can-

not condemn the note of self which dominates

these volumes, even though here and there it
ceems to sound the pitch to which the whole

universe is being attuned. There is, for exam-
ple, a splendid tribute to “God's friend,” Charles
Gordon. “He was.” says Lord Wolseley, “one

of the very few friends I ever had who came

It is unsparir
ares for nothir th

rifle shot.
.

g, too, as a soldier who
= of his cam-

g but

| paign. FPersons and polic ions and con-
ventions, are handled or with
none but that of t! mailed fist.” Now and
then th lunt  frank: s of spe
which in any other writer Id seem fatal
discretions, but here t} re refre =,
where in a few instances the writer lets per-
sonal anime ¥ or pique get the better of h
soldierly self-control. Such are the very last
words of the second volume. *“Should my nar-
rative Interest the general reader,” says Lord
Iseley, it will be a pleasure to continue it to

» date when 1 gladly bid goodby to the War
flice and ceased to be the nominal commander
in chief of her majesty’s land forees.” Most
W f

lcome is the promise of such continuation of

| his story, but most unworthy is that implied
fling and cor iint that he was only the “non
| inal” comm in chief. We all know that
f'h re was faction on his part with his
1 a later volume he sees fit to tell
; out it, in some direct, straightforward, |
china sl el shall Le glad, anl
1 may do well he reached such
climax of } Ody yuld have done w
not t to con £0 near to whining a
that ! ph great a man as Gar-
net Wolse it seems to us, and
T 1 not, 1 himself to be met
T inal” con der, and until an explana
tion is forthcoming of his reasons for thus
humiliateda we should prefer to have no
insin re nder of the fact.
The personal note does not often, however
b ne o u though it i ilways domi
t. T Lt of the things which he
[!Avv If saw and a great part of which he him-
| sclf was. What would seem egotism in a

——————

LORD WOLSELEY.

(From “The Story of a Soldier’s Life.™ Copyrigh

t, 1904, by Charles Scribner's Sfons.)

up to my estimate of the Christian hero”
is another to Robert E. of

men who ever seriously impressed me an
with their natural, inh nt gre

the few
d awed
A

-“one

Lee

esa.”

thir s of e x
third is given to “Stonewall” Jackson. “I can
s him,” says our author, “with no one

I have ever met or read of in history.”
jut there
supreme

the fact

these we can take no exception,
them it the
shown

a curious intimation th

3 of these men was in
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chest rank, Is !hf‘rrfore’

|
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that th seemed great to Garnet Wolseley., In
saying that we mean, of course, no unkindness.
All 1 1 are prone to judg Il others by them-
Ives, It is the soldierly simplicity and frank-
ness of Wolseley's style that make this eir- |
imstance so conspicuous in his writings, and
that make it not offensive but rather refreshing
nd engaging. !
There is another quality of his work which
may be regarded as less inevitable, and as less
imirable, though we may not harshly condemn |

t. Lord Wolseley

is and has all hislife been essen-

-
never was & more etern and relenfless ware
maker than Sherman. But when he sald “Wap
ts hell™ he revealed his Inner heart, the heart of

| ed peace and hated war, ar
egotist; it Is he, personally, who must x‘ln.n the | a civillan, who lov and
the responsibility |

who fought not for the love but for the need of
fighting. So with the two American soldiers
hom Wolseley most admires, Jackson and [ea
“Ioth were great soldiers,”™ he says of them,
yet neither had any Gothlike delight In war™
With professional soldiers of Europe, even of
England, the case is different Between theng
and the civilian there is a great guilf fixed. They
nd apart, even as a Brahmin caste, and in
wm we not Infrequently find the spirit of dee
light In war for the sheer Just of force and

ughter: fighting for fighti saka We do
not, we think, deal unjustly with our preseng
ywuthor in imputing to him a measure of that
: Eloquent pages are given to the pralse

glory, national glory, begotten of honor and

ourage. But the glory which he has in u
however pure and unself sh, is that which pro-
e from military prowess and from it
%] . We do not misrepresent him vhen we
say that he regard 2 3 :
and asam ns of r ¥ entirely t
| from its « e or its nece With that <
trine we ¢ X ag W Peuw t
war, to be the normal f mar 1
we believe the highest r t
good of n » 2
the reign N -, 4
quarrel with for r
carp at it, for L that it is r 2 but
patural to the r soldier of his t .
It is a fine type of man; it has produced r 4
men whom the w has 1 to "
But it is, after a peculiarly isolated L=
or caste, and it is inevitably meoved and gov
erned by the spirit of that caste.

With the detailed narrativ -»
us it is manifestly im -
gins with active service i nd
comes down to the end of AL,
more than a score of years later. all &t
ime he was seldom elsewhere than in the flell
He was in the Donnabew expes he went
through the Crimean War h g -
Sepoy Mutir he served in the Chinese War.
He reorganized the Canadian militla, visited
the Confederate Army, helped to
Fenian raid in Canada, and commar

Red River Expedition. He spent tw
the War Office, as a member of a «
“reformers,” and then went to the

of Africa to wage the horrible Ashantee war,
It is not necessary to repeat what the world so
well knows, that In all this varied service he
was active, encrgetic, fearless and eflicient, In
the story in these volumes he begins as an -
sign and ends as a major general and no man
g that every one of his promotions
was fully rn But be was not only active
he was = and discriminating” observer,
and his re f what he saw and his com-
ments thereon are as valuable as
what he did are interesting and thri
have scarcely 1 a more tellin
of the incompet » of the British mili
2 t L ) War, and
s ¢ f 1 n
pages. Nor n t
pas r that . 1
c I = . . . -
R t! T ~ 3
* His j t o 7
) i - s : i :
. t 3 < t s
ter story i the g u judg-

id of startlis

the ablest

grentest

“was

man 1

a I -
not quarrel with those who place the fig-
u f Lee upon an ex l
men i land
hich a 4 ee as di
[h., ir =ociates affection,
with enthusiasm and ith reverence, and of
comn ling the respect of even their most
* 11l e g 1
strenuous foes. ut for a foreigner to rank
him : ve Bismarck and Moltke is at least
worthy of something more than passing come
ment.
A\.\- a tory in Mo co™
3 in the co n meaning of

|
tially a prof mal soldier. That is a type of m.u!; the term, th as a raconteur of novel d
with whom we are little acquainted in America. | striking lents, Lord Wolseley \'\-‘q‘ v~‘ “-»n
It s true, we have our professional \,-!.:;,-r,-,! cel. e has little of either the dr ‘t e
from West Point, but even they do not seem to| epigra gift, and he l‘ u‘:' lr M-“ D
! quite so much set apart for the sole s« r\.nef Iabe i There are few n "y ‘.v : "'.‘"-‘ o
Moar and so far removed from civilian iif—-,: dents 1 arrative, 2 § v) ’~l"l e
iwh a man as Wolseley. Some of the best!| or img ! e, O : p‘ st A\s‘lw‘r.v‘“ l-:t"".wst
known and greatest of them have, moreover, | rel st he camg > n l‘tx -y
r parts of their lives, either before or afier| cour not witnessed by W ' \ Rir ~“' ‘&N-‘f
chief military services, been practic .Ulyz wias to him by ’ lieut . o
jeivilians, In the height of his military glory, | ¢ nent - £ t! >
Grant was thought of as the graduate of a (.u-‘ | was Fr X"v\*' “ 34 ' : : -
nery rather than of West Point. And he and | t £, v » was ‘ ited by al -‘ '-L und v'.‘- "'
our other great soldiers possessed a large degree | Just he 1% Tentaat St afrion ffen
of the civilian spirit all through their liv t r Sol p v 1 1y —
I:L\l:l never gave the order for a triumphant i Lieuter t »V,. ’
;-.-‘:zm"‘x.u‘;- with half the pleasure that he! ‘I understand yvou »’ : t to-d
el her > 89 > v ' 2 ) . ’ .
t when he said “Let us have peace!™ There I waut you te do me a favoer, don't kil me uutid



