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A BONG OF LOW DEGREE.
MICHAEL FAIRLESS
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mand over the resources of rhythm, that Swin-
burne is one of those poets who sing because
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A Japanese critic has been talking about
western fietion to M. Gaston Donnet, and “The
Academy™ gives us part of the latter’s report of
the conversation. “Why,” asked the Oriental
man of letters, “is it so full of love, and of noth-
ing than love? I wonder where
your novelists and your dramatic authors go for
their models in real life. It is not the drama of
love, but the drama of money that is true to
life.” The Editor of “The Academy” is mmuch
impressed. “Decidedly,” he says, “thls is a new
point of view.” We do not see where the nov-
¢lty comes in. Balzac’s success in making
other passions than the passion of love the
pivots of many of his stories has set many of
our latter day critics, and some of our novelists,
to reflecting. Long ago, if we are not mistaken,
Mr. Howells made a strenuous plea for the de-
thronement of the love motive from its prood
position as the only one considered sufficiently
potential by the average romancer. Ie must
be observing with peculiar interest the fruit his
words have borne. The love motive is, of
course, not excluded from our fiction, but again
and again it has nowadays to share the honors

else

| because he put it together himself, and therefore almost, but not quite, He hs such

gives us his work precisely as he would send assurance, his technique is so rpassingl)

it down to posterity, and because it contains a | iant, that it see something like disrespect to
long dedicatory epistle disclosing the mood in i take his verses lightly. But how otherwise ar
- - - —— | we to take the verses of a writer in whom the

nd the senses are so ill balanced

intellect a

words seem to act upon him like drugs

his nerves and luring him to rhetorical excesses
utterly immical to the preservati f th
original motive? If anything were needed to
enforce the point we might find suffici

rant for cur opinion in the curious 1
of the great mass of verse contained in
volumes—a uniformity impossible to a ma
sessing the principle of growth. Swinburne
tried many forms, he has written lyrics and he
has written plays, but none of the fruits of his
fondness for experimentation m to express
a state of soul so much as a state of mind; and
Swinburne’'s mind, matter how colored by
the emoticn of the moment, has ip-
peared to be the mind of a diabolically clever
literary man, rejoicing in the exercise of his
gkill. In his d=dicatory epistle, which, we regret
to say, Is a terribly inflated piece of prose, he
remarks:

has
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no
always

The half brained creature to whom bLooks are
other than living things m e Wi X of
a bat and draw with the f a S il-
lard’s distinction hetweer 1 e: thos
who live the fuller 1ife nal than he
know that 10} of

that life as
is to musici:

the spiritually stillt

ness who find it po 1t

A. C. SWINBURNE dead in heart wl brain. M
& speare, Fschylus and Sappho

(From the portrait by Watts) only on the dusty shelves of libraries

with such elements as are brought in by the
love of money or political power, by hatred, re-
venge and erime, and even by the scientific
passion. Though the American Balzac is not
anywhere in sight, the ambition which may
some day produce him is unmistakably working
in many quarters.

In that sprightly periodical, “The Reader
Magazine,” we find some satirical remarks on
the recent movement looking to the condensa-
tion of the classics, The editor has observed

the industry with which this preposterous eam- |

paign has gone forward, and waxes scornful
over what is to be expected in the way of fur-
ther violations of the integrity of the masters.
“We have it on good authority,” he says, “that
huge cider-presses and cottonging are being
installed in certain large publishing houses into
which will be cast the old dramatic novels
Dickens and Thackeray, of George Eliot,
Meredith and Hardy, of Howells and James, of
Washington Irving and Cooper, and out of
which the masterpieces shall come neatly com-
presed into thin duodecimos, *quick lunch’ edi-
tionz which may be read by the busiest men in

of

one streetear journey between their residences |
The picture is |

and their places of business.”
scarcely overdrawn. If we are to judge from
what has already been done, there is no reason
why we should not look forward to just such
absurdities as thase which are prophesied in
the foregoing quotation. Still, we Lhave some
hope that the worst may be avoided. We like
to believe that the public will, of its own mo-
tion, repudiate these monstrosities of “editing,”
and if this is too fond a dream, we may at any
rite rely upon the publication of frequent pro-
from the critics. The remarks in “The
Reader” offer a welcome sign of the faet that
the condenser is not being allowed to pursue his
deadly task unquestioned.
N

If there is one thing more than another which
serves to revive recollection {with complete sym-
pathy) of Lamb’s desire to “feel the bumps” of
the stupid official he met in Haydon’s studio,
it is the astounding manner in which some peo-
ple talk about Thackeray. The other day a
volume of “Critical Studies and Fragments” by
the late S. Arthur Strong was published. Tt
wits legitimate to prepare this memorial, for
though Mr. Strong was not a transcendently im-
portant person, he was a good scholar and did
some excellent work in the field of art history.
But it appears that he did not altogether ap-
prove of Thackeray. In his high and mighty
opinion, the novelist “pointed the finger at pre-
cisely those things and people that do not mat-
ter.” Now what, we wonder, were Mr. Strong's
bumps like? What, in the name of ali that is
mysterious, is it that every now and then moves
some apparently intelligent person to patronize
Thackeray, of all people In the world? It is not
a matter of taste. It Is not a matter of opinion.
To patronize Thackeray is like patronizing Eng-
lish literature in general. Sometimes we have
thought that professional jealousy accounted for
the phenomenon. Envy Is capable of anything —
it will even make a man act like a fool. PBut we
give the thing up, give it up with bewilderment
and with compassion.

tests

of |

No, they are children of nature, these great
ones, and to those who understand them at all,
they are as much a part of life as very air
we breathe. But somehow it is not as a child of
nature that Mr. Swinburne secms to have looked

for inspiration at the feet of his glorious pred-

{ which he looks back over his long life of poetical
| activity. But the most important fact about
| these six well filled volumes is that they consti- |
| tute a Kind of challenge to the reader. Perhaps
| the latter was sealed of the tribe of Swinburne
i!n his youth and is still faithful to his old alle-

the

| g Pert th Aerb di a ecessors. He has written his poems, not lived
e ertapa the reader:has Mtwaysdistiuaie them, and though he has written, sometimes,

| this rhapsodist of love and beauty. In either
i case, we fancy, the temptation to examine a
fliulo closely into the Swinburnian hypothesis

like an angel, our consciousness of his feet of
clay will not down. Least of all will it leave us

{ eould not but be strong. -
| By itself, and quite apart from all questions
df merit or demerit, it is an extraordinary hy- e T e - |

pothesis. Swinburne began his literary career
by scandalizing the oracles, but the rumpus i
raised by the first series of “Poems and Bal- f
lads"” died "down speedily enough for him to en-
joy a really extended period of undisturbed re-
pose as the pre-eminent poet of his day. Jven %
while Tennyson and Arnold were still living
| there were not wanting critics ready to acclaim
Swinburne as their superior, and that he has .
ruled unquestioned their disappearance
from the was shown by the adulation
poured over him from many quarters when the
present edition of his writings was brought out
In England. It is because this fame of his is
| o difficult to explain that it is, we repeat, ex-
| traordinary. One thing that is certain is that,
| while he has lived in and for his poetry with a §
| eoncentration of purpose unsurpassed in the {
| istory of letters, he has not survived by virtue
of the power of poetry alone. No paradox is in-
volved in this view of the matter. The truth
would scem to be simply that this born singer A
was not a born poet, that the thing denied -4
him at his birth was the accent which distin-
guishes the poet from all other created beings.
Nothing could be more futile than to attempt
to define that accent, or, for that matter, to
describe it. But nothing could be easier than
to indicate where specimens of it may be found.
Turn to a passage in Shakespeare or to a song
of Herrick; turn to one of Milton's sonnets or to
one of the odes of Keats; turn to one of Byron's
finer things or to one of Landor's least ambi-
tious gems, and you have the touchstone which
will serve to expose Swinburne's lack of the
divine fire. Is it the tense gravity of Milton
that he wants, or is it the lyric rapture of Her-
rick? In saying that it is not either of these
gifts we do not imply that he possesses them,
but rather that he is without the ce ntral driv-
Ing force of poetry which we recognize as
breathing life into the prevailing note of Milton
and into that of Herrick, and, as it were, ratify-
ing both. We do not feel, in other words, that
Swinburne has ever been wholly in the hands
of an indwelling damon; that he has yielded
himself up to a kind of sublime passion, allow-
ing the spirit of poetry to speak through his
lips. We would say that self-consciousness had
been his bane, if we did not have the case of
Jyron to prove that a man may be profoundly
self-conscious and yet write immortal verse.
No, the trouble with Swinburne lies deeper, and,

since

scene

ALEXANDRE D'ARBLAY.
(From a crayon drawing.)

when we consider him, as on the present oc-
casion, at full length. As he says himself:
A month or twain to live on honeycomb
1s pleasant; but one tires of scented time,
Cold sweet recurrence of accepted rhyme,

In plain English, a little of Swinburne gocs a
long way. For a while the color and the move-
ment of his verse carry us along, but then the
languorous airs become suffocating, the sensuous
sweetness cloys, and in the midst of all these
heroic pompeosities we sigh for one clear, pierc-
ing strain of noble passion. We remember again
a sonnet of Milton's, and wonder once more at
the durability of the Swinburnian hypothesis.

THE STUART KINGS.
From Notes and Queries.

The family name of the Stuarts was originally,
as Mr. Bayley observes, Fitzalan. The original
Walter Fitzalan (brother of the ancestor of the
Dukes of Norfolk) was Lord High Steward of
Scotland, a_nd from this circumstance his branch
of the family appears to have adopted the pamn:
of Stewart. When the change began is not cor

tain, but it was probably not later than th
If we might hazard a guess, we would say that | time of Alexander, the great-grandson of Walter
ft is to be sought in the excessively litcrary Fitzalan, for both his sons—James (the grand-

character of his point of view. father of Robert 11 and all the Scotiish Stewart

It has been customary to assume, from his

appear to have borne the name of Stewart

1

|

| works.
i Fanny

+ den,
| the rest of the horizon,

kings) and John (the ancestor of Lord Darniey)— | Or the Persizns and Xerxes?
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BURNEY.

A
The Novelist at Court and at Home.

RS OF MADAME D'AR-
As Edited by Her Nieesn,
rlotte Barrett. With Preface and Notes by
tin Dobson. Veol. IV, pp. 310.; Vol V., pp
The Macmillan Company.

DIARY AND LETTE
BLAY (1TT8-1540.)

521.

These volumes of Fanny Burney's inimitable
diary carry the author of “Evelina” through the
greater part of her service as Queen Charlotte’s
and through the record of her court-
ship and of the earlier years of her married life
Surely no other attendant at court was ever at
once frank and so discreet in 13
this clever Fanny. III and his family

“reader™

narrative

|0

George

live these pages—one can almost hear the

piteou habble of the King in his sudden in-

sanity ca out and protesting all night long

among h cou and see the

pale, dishevelled Queen in the next room, listen-

ing in sil misery. Whatever the dituation,

Fanny it with ti hand of a woman of

L e and pregnable loyalty. If

me of her phrases are rather too obsequious,

e admitted that it was the fashion of

(me of her most amusing storfes is

the w which a stout little republi-

is converted into a menarchist by a

notice on the terrace from the “good

and the “sweet Queen”™ Fanny's toe

flowery phrases may be forgiven for the sake

of their strain of genulne awe and genuine af-

fection.

She weuld have been hard hearted indeed if

she had not responded to the kindness with
which she was On the part of

the
‘e

-hing i
To ms:

DT

almost t

King it was a k
anxiety to be instant and appr

iate.

sure that Miss Burney was o« ortable, to in-
quire after those who were dearest to her, to

question her endlessly about her novel and the
interesting cted with it
is in this considerate attitude that George III

it
114

circumstances conn

is made to apg ost ble ¥ 1is wife's
attendant If Ct it is
because she was juette
of a Teutonic s« f no
rack
h n th

gnant friend to her n

in a cert
t she
r faithful

a testimony
to her goodness of heart tha
the tyranny with which

atte Mrs. Schwelle erg,

Fa » at court. This form:
blindness aside, lovable b
ind did many pleasant things for her reader.
We her in the diary as of some
literary taste. She apparently kept up with all
the new books, encouraged her daughters to
read, and liked to discuss auth and their
There {s not much evidence that Httle
enjoyed the which Queen
recommended to her—otherwis dutifully
played her part as the chief 1 element in
the royal existence.
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wretched

i > was a Wi
and

see 1 person
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the
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she

-

We could so ill spare the diary that » may
conclude it was worth the sacrifice of her time
and strength during the years when she might
have written an even better book than “Eve-

lina.” Most of her friends lamented the posi-
tion into which the ambition of Papa Burney
had driven her; they thought it a cruel waste of
capacities which should have bheen en to lit-
erature. But we are inclined to think that as a
novelist Fanny had shot her belt, and that the
badness of her subsequent imaginative writings
was not duae either to her
fatigues as a Bedchamber womrr
after absorption in domestic life.
the diary Is more valuable as
Qeorgian life than another “Evelina™ cou
It is an nexhaustible storehouse o
humorous characterization.

Of Fanny's romance
French it
Genera] 4"Arblay was a
charming one, a modest and
tleman, and Fanny
Those were happy years
when big Alexander dug
when little Alexander's ps
ind the wif

with

is always plea
an

gré
good n
true heart:
a fortunate

3
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those days, and was

the sale was by subse e books

ption,
charge of wo
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natures being in
nent standir Most of the praises of
were foreed and r
dispute Walpole's severe judg He
not care say how Iittle he likes it he
writes in a letter to Hannah More. “Thie au-
thor knew the world and penetrated characters
before she had stepped over the threshold; and
she has little
ry and letters
Zzht was as

or perfunctory, will
now

to

does

now :he has seen so much of it,
or no insight at all.” Fanny's di

show that in the real world her ir

keen as ever, but her creative instinet had
failed

FVICTORS.
Speak, History! Who are life's victors? Unreoll

thy long annals and say
Are they those whom the world called the vic-
tors, who won the success of a day?
The Martyrs or Nero? The Spartans who fell
at Thermopyla's tryst,

His judges or
Socrutes, Pilate or Christ?



