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The new edition of Mr. Swinburne's poetical
-works is to be brought out In six volumes. One
volume a month will appear, beginning with
the lirst series of "Poems and Ballads." An
Issue df his dniniatic works will follow in uni
form shape bwt we Imagine that this will
depend on the favor with which the new edition
of the poems i.s received. As for his critical
essays and papers, they may. perhnps, be
added, though it is gnrstlimsMa if in these
days they are regarded by the majority an
worth preservation in such form. Mr. Swin-
burne does not shine as a prose writer, he
wields altogether too bumptious s pen. It will
be very interesting to observe the effect of a
new collected edition of hi.s pocrna upon hi.s
reputation. Since the disappearance of Arnold.
Tennyson, Browning, Morris and lU»ssettl from
the scene, his position as the sole surviving
representative of what we may call the first
flight of Victorian poets has of itself served to
enhance his Importance. Ithas come to be the
fashion amongst many RniHnhmoa to pay per-
f<rvid tributes to him, inand out of Reason, as
~our only great livini;pooL" Nevertheless Mr.
Swinburne's vogue is not now what it once
was; if there are eulogists who still delight to
honor his verse and his prose there are also
critics who do not hesitate to point out tho
defects in both. We may be certain that when
the new edition arrives it will provoke, above
till things, debate.

Tli^patriotic record of the late Murng Jokal
w^.s no doubt at the root of tho popular mount-
ing for his death, yet much of itmay bo Justly
ascribed to his countrymen's feeling that he
was the typical representative of the Hun-
garian genius In the. literature of the \v rid.
Bulletins concerning his illness were constantly
sent to the Ihnperor-KiiiK, and hundreds of
people waited outside his house to hear the
latest news about his condition. On the day
after his death ail the newspapers or Budapest
appeared with mourning borders. His inter-
ment was carried out at the expense of tho
Sfctte. Never was there a more indefatigable
worker than Joksii. More than a thousand vol-
umes lire credited to him, nnd this estimate
does not include the tremendous mass of hia
l'<iitic:ii speeches and newspaper article-,, his
articles for comic papers unu his fairy tiles
Cor children. He was, moreover, a painter of
considerable skill, and a carrer of wood and
Ivory. Boon, we suppose, a biography of him
will be pat in Shape, and it willLv read with
Interest everywhere, but it is not to be ex-
pected that Jokai willever become, in the strict
sense, a world's classic. Though his interpre-
tations of Hungarian types are as vividas they
.ire authoritative, he does not Strike the alien
reader as a prrcat creator of character. For ttii
world outside his native land he must remain
Bimply s picturesque story-teller, nnd while In
that capacity lie exerts considerable power, be
falls below the level of the masters, both in
art and IltSUiratMM.

but this Is a better on» While Mr. Byles has
retained the last adopted by bis predecessor, he
has reversed the order of the two versions of the
Trelawry ballad, adopting for his own text the
final form given to the composition, and to order
to keep down the bulk of the volume he has
omitted the memoir and bibliography prepared
by Mr. Wallls. He notes, by the way. that a
"Life and Letters" of the Vicar of Morwenstow
Is now In preparation. The book is admirably
printed, and contains a number of Illustrations
showing scenes dealt with In the poems. The
frontispiece Is a portrait of Hawker. One would
not gather from the full. so.late visage Itshows
that the much loved vicar was a brilliant and
eccentric man. who rarely did anything in a
commonplace way. When he decided to marry
he ran several miles without stopping and pro-
posed to an elderly spinster. She was appar-
ently not too greatly surprised to accept him.
and they lived, until her death. In great poverty
and happiness. He adopted an equally original
method of obtaining readers for his poems, as
Mr. Bytes shows in the followingpassage:

TT;e printed leaflets on which so manT of hispcoms P.?.i appeared are now much sought afterbj the bibliophile, and it is interesting to true hismotive In resorting to this device Writing to afriend on November 7. IS6I. he says: "Ihave atlast discovered a modo of publicity ami circulationhereby Ibaffle the resolve of these editor* thatnobody shall read my lines. It Is a costly but ef-fectual plan. Iprint my verses at my own ex-pense In London, get down SOUM hundreds on :!y
leavrs like The Comet." and then Insert a copy
or two Ingenuously in letters of business wh.-n Ipay an account or transmit any formal envelop*.
and thus my lines In a moment of surprise orfriendly curiosity are read and do become known.

Hawker is known, and probably always win
be known, simply as the author of one poem,
"The Song of the Western Men." He never
wrote anything quite so good as that famous
"Titlawny" ballad which Scott took for an
ancient song, and MacauUy and Dickens ac-
cepted In the some way. But he wrote, never-
theless, a considerable quantity of very pleasing
verse, and it is good to have all his works in a
well made volume.

AX OBIJIUNG HEARER.
From The London Chronicle.

Unsectartan education has its humorous side,
as the modern father found, after bringing up
his small son to value the Bible from its lit-erary as well as its inspired side. Olven on one
occasion the choice of the story book to be read
to him, in the drawing-room hour before bed-
time, the small MM promptly answered: •"Leviti-cus, pi,..... \u25a0.- r,ding that there were limits to
his own literary appreciation of the Old Testa-
ment, the fattier looked a little downcast Hal
tho small son had a kind heart. "IfIcant
have Leviticus, Bros Rabbet* "11 a*V he added
obligingly.

nous*, bis mother, longed to see aim burgeon

Into a bishop. Th" fox bunting squirt who was
his father cheerfully fell In With this Idea, and,
as it happened, the way was easily mads bum

for its realization. The Reades had powerful

friends at Oxford, ami young Charles went up

to the university with everything arranged to
further the plan of his parents. Bat though he

won a fellowship In due course and actually

came to be Installed, In 1851, as Vice-Chancellor
of "Maudlen." as he calls it. he never had the
faintest notion of titling himself either for a
bishopric or a scholarly career.

Oxford, on its serious side, bored him to death,

and he stayed aw iv from the place as much

as was possible, Oxford hardly regretted him.

"Dear old Kouth, Macßrtde and Ellerstoe al-
ways received me with dignified politeness, If

not with cordiality," he aay«>. "but as for the
other antediluvian duffers, though Imade a
martyr of myself by dining in the senior com-
mon room, though Itried to laugh at their pon-
derous Jokes, and actually played whist with
them, they held me at arm's length." It ltt dif-
ficult to see how they could have done anything
else. Ills heart was not in the university, but
In Bohemia; while he dwelt amid tho bails of
learning, he was quick to escape, whenever be
could, to the Ijoudon theatres.
ItIs the Charles Beads of heedless ways whom

we see almost exclusively In Mr. Coleman's
pages —

the devotee of the footlights, the lover of
amusing company and the Joyou;? rebel against
the solemn laws of officialdom. He ran about in
London and Paris enjoying himself; wrote plays
and moved heaven and earth to get them pro-
duced; engaged with a Frenchman of Soho as
adventurous as he was himself in the Importa-
tion and nale of old fiddles; ran down to his fath-
er's house from time to time to patch up a truce
with the family and enjoy the shooting, and
grew to manhood before he achieved anything
like success In the career which he ultimately

found so productive both of fame and money.
He worked with tremendous energy but he was
long in finding out his true line. Cherishing

the conviction that he was born to be a drama-
tist, be naturally could not see at once that his
real destiny was to be found In the sphere of
fiction, and from the start he wasted an Im-
mense amount of energy

—
which might well

have been diverted to the writingof both books
and plays— raging ferociously at his critics, lie
was far from possessing the artistic tempera-
ment as it is commonly understood, far from
contenting himself with the mere doing of good
work. lie was perpetually bothering about
the public fate of the things be wrote, a trait
which leaves, when all is said, a rather dis-
tasteful impression. We have always felt sorry
for the readers who could not see that his mas-
terpiece,

•
The Cloister and the Hearth." is one

Of the great books in the history of English
action, lint somehow we cannot help feeling a
little sorry for Reade himself when we oobm
upon this passage In Mr. Coleman's book:

In ,li••\u25a0>.<:;,- the merits of his works (lie wax by
uo steam averse to discussion ou this or anyattM*

ESSAYS of MICHABjZj,I/>i:nof siontaiqn*
Written by Him in French, and Done Into Knr-
lish by John Klorio. In three volumes. Vol.
111. Kullo, pp. w* Houghtun, MirlliniCo.

It has taken something over a year to com-
plete the new edition of Florio's Montaigne,
printed at the Riverside Press. But no one
could grudge the time that has been so gener-
ously lavished upon this enterprise, for to the
extreme care taken by the publishers we owe
what must undoubtedly remain the definite edi-
tion of this Anglo-French classic. Though the
lover of Montaigne who is so fortunate M to
possess the edition of Florfo published in the
series of "Tudor Translations" In ISUiJ willnot

dream of dismissing those beautiful volumes
from his shelves, he will prize the three folios

iIssued by the Iloughtons as being more beauti-

ful and, in divers ways, more useful.

Mr. Ives Is one of those Judicious editors

who realize that they can best fulfiltheir duties
f.y keeping themselves in the background, lie
relegates his notes to the closing pages of his

three volumes, and In them all he cuts to the
bone. Ifhe has a verbal difficulty to clarify he
clarifies it with the fewest possible words, and
passes on to Ills next problem. Ifhe allows him-

self the pleasure of throwing a little light on
the text it is with reference to some such sub-
j\u25a0•. tas Montaigne Inhis library that he expands

his mites. Thus, apropos of the passage in the
present volume dealing with that favorite room
of the essayist, "whence all at once Icommand
and survay all my household." Mr. Ives repro-
duces the followingnotes of M. Courbot:

On th« second floor Sjsesai above nsi Krotini!
floor) of the tower overlooking- the main entrance
to tho chateau Is the laboratory of the Essays.
Forty-six stairs lead to a circular room four
metres In circumference and less than three metres
high. The floor Is tiled, and tho beams, divided into
three sections by two transverse timber*, are un-
painted and discolored by time, as are the inscrip-
tions written thereon In ink. with a brush. T \u25a0•

spot where Moulalgno pat at his study table Is at
UM left, at an tqi:.il distance from the dour s-nd
from a window looking ou a kitchen garden with
fan shajxwl lawns, and on the surrounding coun-
try. From his arm chair ho could see ut a glance
the tall cases In which were arranged. Infive rows,
tho thousand volumes of which his library con-
sisted. The dispersion of that precious collection.U\a disappearance of the furniture of that sanctu-
ary, even of that which was fastened to th« will
(by Iron hooks, some Of which still exist), give the
very greatest value to the lrusoriDtions written in
Snail capital:) on the beams. Through them w*
\u25a0\u25a0<•::•• In touch with tho gic-ul recJuso »Ho dwelt in
thai liiipoolri^ '•\u25a0•in.

In addition to •' -
inscriptions (in thr fce.ims. there

was on tho moulding of th« lihrary (it was on thetopmost shelf of the five that contained tho books)
an Inscription to tho memory of La Boetln. The
text of this offering to friendship Is conceived In
such affectionate terms that it would be a blame-
worthy omission not to reproduce Ithero: "Micheldo Montaigne, bereft of hfi most loving, most In-
timate, and dearest friend, of the N.st, tho mostlearned, the most agreeable nnd the most parl t
eomicuiion whutn our century has peon, seeking toperpetuate the memory of the love whlcb biund
them together, by a special testimony of n.i j.-nti-
tude, and being unable to accomplish It In a more
expressive manner, has dedicated to that memory
all tn.-.-o paraphernalia of *tudy, which L> Lla J./. r*

Inother i:>. Mr.Ives adds to our knowledge
Of Montaigne a.i a man In\u25a011 tent to wealth;
exhibits the. essayist's regrettable willingness to
forget that his great-grandfather made his fort-
une humbly enough, in the salted cod and her-
ring trade, and thereby enables us to see him
not simply ns a writer, but as a man. In his
chapter "Of Vanltle" Montaigne says: '"What I
have not disposed of my affaires, or setled of my
state, when Iwas in perfect health, let none
expect 1 should doe it being slckc. Whatever I
v.ill doe for the service of death is alwayes
ready done. Idare not delay It one onely day."
Mr.Ives. in a note on this passage, quoted from
a work entitled "Comments on the Customs of
Bordeaux," by one Anthone, these words: "The
late Montaigne, author of the Essays, realizing
thai his end was approaching, got out of bed In
his shirt, put on hi* dressing gown, Opened bis
study. called all uts servants and otin-r legatees.

Tin Last Volume in the New Folio
Edition of His Essays.
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mir^et. except politic and the Alhannslan Creed,
both of which lie avoided ami detested) I always

maintained the .supiemacy of "The Cloister and the.

Hearth" over ail t.is ether books; but in thai case,

as in lie drama, his barometer was failure or suc-
cess, and he declared that he would never co out
of his own ago again. "Iwrite for the. public, M

\u25a0aid. "and the public don't care about the dead.
They are more interested in the living and in the
great tiagi-onmrdy of humanity that is around and
about them and environs them In every street, at
every crossing, in every hole and corner. An aris-
tocratic divorce suit, the last great social scandal,
a sensational suicide from Waterloo I.ridge, a
woman murdered in Seven Dials or a baby found
strangled in a bonnet box at Piccadilly Circus in-
terests them much more, than Margaret's piety or
(lerard's journey to Home. Kor one reader who
has rend "The Cloister and the Hearth" a thousand
have read "It Is Never Too Late to Mend." The
paying public prefers a live, ass to a dead lion.
Similia similibus: why should the ass not have his
thistles? Besides, thistles are good, wholesome diet
for those who have a stomach for them. No. no!
No more doublet and hose for me; henceforth I
stick to trousers. Now. after that. If you please,
pass the wine and change the subject."

It Is range that an author who could
say "I write for the public" could ever have
written a romance like "The Cloister and the
Hearth." The truth is that along with the
Imaginative quality which enabled him to write
that book Charles Keade had much that was
earth" in his nature. The bohemianism of
which Mr. Coleman has so much to say often
communicates a beguiling color to his recollec-
tions, but as often it leaves a bad taste in the
mouth. He makes his old friend entertaining
enough, but he does not make him lovable. In
short, this stout volume, readable as it is from
cover to cover, leaves us feeling that Charles
Keade was one of those authors whom we are
bound to admire most when we know them sim-
ply and solely through their works.

NEW-YORK TRTBFNE ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT.
to conixxA, uwtma.

BY TUOMAS UKMHOK
When to her late, Cortena sings.
Bar voice revives the leaden strings.

And doth in highest notes appear,

As any challenged Echoe clear;

I?ut when she doth, Of mourning speak.

JC'en with her sighs, the strings do break.

And as her lute doth live or die.
Led by her passion, so must I!
For when of pleasure she doth sing.
My thoughts enjoy a sudden spring;

I'.ut if she doth, of sorrow speak,

E'en from my heart, the Btrfngs do break.

ILLUSTRATED SUPTT.EME.NT.

SUNDAY, MAY 22, I.KM.

CHARTERS RKADK AS T KNEW HTM. By John
C'oKman. Svo. pp. xii. 425. K. P. Duttcn & Co.

The late John Coleman, an actor and manager

well versed in the theatrical traditions of the old
school, had a gift for friendship. He proved
tli.it fact by remaining for many years on terms
of the pleasantest intimacy with Charles Reade,

a man who had a gift for Irascibility. One of

the p'lotographs of the novelist which are repro-
duced in this book was christened by him "The
Benevolent Imbecile." but It must have been
some trick of the camera that gave Reade, on
this occasion, so bland and mushy an aspect.
Am Mr. Coleman sketches him -and his por-
trait scorns one o[ unalloyed veracity

—
he is seen

to have been a true Bohemian, a man of pro-
digious animal spirits, quick tempered, dogmatic
in debate, and altogether a very leonine and ex-
citing Individual He certainly kept the nerves
of liis family on e.lge before he even began to
settle down. The mistress of Ipsden Manor

Some Personal Recollections of
Charles Reade.

ANENGLISH BOHEMIAN.

CORNTSII HAT.T.APS AND OTHER POEMS. Hy
R. S. Hawker. Virar of Mnrwenstow. Kdited
with an Introduction by C. E. Byles. with
numerous illustrations by J. I^y PethybriJg*
and others. Bvo, pp. ixvi.012. John Lane.

The edition of Hawker's poetical works which
was brought out, under the editorship of iixs,

Aifred Willis, in I^'M. is excellent volume

The Poetical Works of the Vicar >f

"TRELAWNY" HAWKER.

The bibliography i f the Essays which fills the
last seventy-five pages of the present volume

is a concise, thorough and very interesting piece

of work. Beginning with a brief survey of what
his predecessors in this field have done. Mr.
Ives describes all the known editions from the
first, published In two octavo volumes at Bor-
deaux in HM( to Hazlitt's reprint of Cotton,
brought out in London in 1542. The student as

1! ai the collector must value these pages.
They contain a pood deal of information relat-
ing to BBS BSasfcsßl establishment of the accept-
ed text of Montaigne; Inother words, they have
often a literary as well as a bibliographical sig-

nificance.

Bai paM sswal the legacies that he |idltP "
a

hi Mi will, aaMehjailßSJ the difficulty that bis
h< irs would make about paying them." The
anecdote Ls Inimitably in 1.- • :\u25a0.'\u25a0 ;with oil ih.it

we know <>f Montaigne.

There Is a lesson for anthors, as well as for
prtists, in the practice of M. Claude lionet,
which is described by our Paris correspondent
In the letter siven on another im£<\ Painting
Mm panic subject over and over again, under
different atmospheric conditions, the object of
the French impressionist Is not simply to Tog-
ister a certain number of moods on canvas, but
to represent each mood repeatedly until he has
satisfied himself. One summer's day In the
second year of his work upon this Thanes
series, lie showed to an American visitor all
that he had np to that time produced. The

rained canvases, all of the same size, stood
In deep rows against the walls of the biff
Studio at Gireraj. One by one they were
turned to the light until dozens of them were
visible. Inquiry as to whether every one In
the collection would be carried to completion
brought from the painter an exclamation of
astonishment and protest uut of the pictures
made in every series of this sort that he under-
takes, then are always some of which Monet
in due course makes a bonfire! Imagine the
benefit to current literature if our popular au-
thors were to adopt a similar policy. If they
were to write, and rewrite, and re-write their
works again, consigning one version after an-
other to the flames, the whole face of things
literary might be changed for the better. They
could do this without any loss whatever, quite
as easily, in fact, as M. Monet destroys his
canvases. But In many a case, we fear, the
violence done to the vanity of the author would
nearly killhim.

CBARZjBB RBADM
(l'rcjin m photograph.)
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