
In that sprightly periodical, 'The Reader
.Magazine," we ftjid some satirical remarks on
the recent movement looking to the condensa-
tion uf the classics. The editor has observed
the industry with which this pre{iosterous cam-
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," be says, "that
huge eider-pirsses and cotton-gins are l>eiug
install(Hl in certain large publishing houses into
which will be cast the oki dramatic novels of
Dickens and Thackeray, of George Kliot, of
Meredith and Hardy, of Howells and .lames, of
Washington Irving and Cooper, and out of
which fhe masterpieces shall come neatly coin-
preset] into thin duodecimos, 'quick lunch' t*li-
tiong which may be read by the busiest men In
one streetcar Journey between their residences
and their places of business." Tlk- picture is
scarcely overdrawn. If we are to judge from
what lias already been done, there is no reason
why we should not look forward to just such
absurdities as those which arc prophesied in
the foregoing Quotation. StilJ, we have some
Lope 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 ifthis ia too fond a dream, we may at any
rate rely upon the publication of frequent pro-
tests from the critics. The remarks in "The
Reader" offer a welcome sign of the fact that
the condenser Ls not being allowed to pursue his
deadly task unquestioned. ALBXANPRB P'AUPUT.

(From a crayon drawing.)
Ifthere Is one thing more than another which

servos to revive recollection (withcomplete sym-
pathy) of Lamb's desire to "feel the bumps" of
th<- stupid official ho met in Hnydon'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. It
was legitimate to prepare this memorial, for
though Mr.Strong was not a trans<*endently Im-
portant person, he was a good, scholar and did
some excellent work in the Held 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 tilings and people that do not mat-
ter." Now what, we wonder, -were Mr. Strong's
bumps like? What, in the name of all that is
mysterious, is it that every now ami then moves
some apparently intelligent person to patronize
Thackeray, of all people In the world? Itis not
a matter of taste. ItIs 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 willeven make a man act likea fooL But we
give the thing up, give Itup with bewilderment
and with compassion.

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 krind of challenge to the reader. Perhaps
the latter was sealed of the tribe of Swinburne
in his youth and is still faithful to his old alle-
giance. Perhaps the reader has always distrusted
this rhapsodist of love and beauty. In either
case, we fancy, the temptation to examine a
little closely into the Swinburnian hypothesis

could not but be strong.
Isy itst-lf, and quite apart from all questions

itmerit or demerit, it is an extraordinary hy-
pothesis. Swinburne be«an his literary career
by scandalizing the oracles, but the rumpus
raised by the first series of "Poems and Bal-
lads" died 'down speedily enough for him to en-
joy a really extended period of undisturbed re-
po.sp as the pre-eminent poet of his day. Kven
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 since their disappearance
from the scene was shown by the adulation
pound 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
\u25a0o 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
concentration of purpose unsurpassed in the
history of letters, he has not survived by virtue
•f the power of poetry alone. No paradox is ii-
volv.d in this view of the matter. The truth
Would seem to be simply that this born singer
was not a born poet, that the thing denied
him at his Lirth 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. nut 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 gejns, and you have the touchstone which
will servo 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 central 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-
In:,' both. We do not feel, in other words, that
Bwinburne has ever been wholly in the hands
of an indwelling daemon; that he hsis yielded
himself up to a kind of sublime passion, allow-
ing the spirit of poetry to speak through hi.s
lips. We would say that self-consciousness had
been his bane, if we did not have the case of
Hymn to prove that a man may be profoundly
kelf-conscious and yet write immortal verse.
No, the trouble with Swinburne lies deeper, and.
Ifwe might hazard a guess, we would say that
it is to be sought in the excessively literary
character of his point of View.
It has been cuhTtomary to assume, from his

THE STUART KINGS.
From Notes and Queries.

The family name of the Stuarts was originally.
as Mr. Bayley observes. Fitznlan. The original
Walter Fitzalan (brother of the ancestor of the
Dukes of Norfolk) was Lord High Steward ofScotland, and from this circumstance his branch
of the family appears to have adopted the name
of Stewart. When the change began is not cer-
tain, but it was probably not Inter than th
time of Alexander, the great-grandson of Walter
FUzalan, for both his sons— James (the grand-
father of KotrfTt IIanfl all the Scott tan Stewart
kings) and John (the ancestor of Lord I>amley>—
appear to have borne the name of Stewart

when we consider him, as on the present oc-
cajsion. at full lengrth. As he says himself:

A month or twain tollw on honeycoiib
Is pleas:int; but one tires of scented time.
Cold sweet recurrence of accepted rhyme.

In plain English, a little of Swinburne got a a
lons way. For a while the color and the move-
ment of his verse carry us alorisr. but then the
lanfruorous airs become suffocating, tbesenauous
sweetness cloys, and in the midst of all th. se
heroic pomposities -we riga for one dear, pierc-
ingstrain of noble passion. We remember a^ain
a sonnet of Milton's, an 1 wonder oaee mote at
tho durability of the Swinburnian hypothesis.

VICTORS.
sj > i.k. History! Who are life's victors? Unroll

thy long annals and say
Art* they those when: the world call. the vic-

tors, vihi» wi>n the success of a day?
The Martyrs or NeroT The Spartans who fell

at Thermopylae's tryst.
Or the Persians and Xerxes? Ills Judges or

Socrates. Pilate or Christ?

literary taste. She apparently I iith all
the new bo-iks. eneoaraged her :iighteia to

read, n:id liked t.. dis-u- I their
works. Th.-re bj not mut r nttle
Pinny eajcjed the sermons which the <ju«^n

recommended to her
—

other*
—

dutifully
played her part a-* tr- eat in
the royal existence.

We could so in spare th.- diary that we may

conclude it was worth the sacrifice of her time
and strength during the yean 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 Durney
had driven her; they thought it a cruel waste of
capacities which should have been given to lit-
erature. But we are Inclined to think that as a
novelist Fanny had shot her bolt, and that the
badness of her subsequent imaginative writings

was not due either to her distractions and
fatigues as a Bedchamber woman or to her
after absorption in domestic life. At any rate

the diary Is more valuable as a transcript of
Georgian life than another "Evelina" could be.

It Is an Inexhaustible storehouse of shrewd and
humorous characterization.

Of Fanny's romance with her handsome
•French emigre it is always pleasant to read-
General d'Arblay was a good man as well as a
charming one, a modest and true hearted gen-
tleman, and Fanny was a fortunate spouse.
'
Those were happy years in the rus) cottage

when big Alexander dug and planted their gar-

den, when little Alexander's perfections fitled
the rrst of the horizon, and the wife and mother
toiled at her writing table for the wherewithal
to maintain this mild prosperity. The best title
to remembrance which "Camilla" possesses is

that it brought to the Tittle menage the sum of

£4.000 That was something remarkable in
those 'lays, and was largely due to the fnct that
the sale was by subscription, the books for sig-

natures being in the charge of women of emi-
nent standing. Most of the praises of "Camilla**
were forced or perfunctory, and nobody will

now dispute Walpole's severe Judgment lie

does not rare to say how Tittle he likes it ha
Writes in a letter to Hannah More. "Tht? au-
thor knew the world and penetrated characters
before she had stepped over the threshold; and
now be has seen as much of it, she has little
or no insight at all." Funny's diary and letters
show that in the real world her Insight was as
keen as ever, but her creative instinct had
failed

them, and though he has written, sometimes,

like an angel, our consciousness of his feet of
clay will not down. Least of all willit U-avc us

find him. above all thitms. a craftsman; ao4 a

l>.H-t laboring In the throes of Inspiration and
flinging beauty from him as the swimmei

from his should ts

cleaves th.- sea, but a consummate master of
technique, a Juggler playing with effects. The
;.-t of a work of literature is. aft- r all. sim-
plicity Itself. Can a poem be read \u25a0

.:..] i'-n ad, and

ol '! • p d light, like that "fdrinking cold water

in the middle o* 1
even begin to stand this test. Be .-harm.-, bat
the charm Fades. There are moments wb<
is almost convinced that Swtebarae Is su]

almost, but :"t quite. He has snch splendid

assoraace, his technique Is so surpassingly brill-
lant, that it seems something lik \u25a0 •!
take his verses lightly. Hut how nt v

\u25a0

we to take the verses of ;i writer in whom the

Intellect and the senses are so illbalance
words seem to art niiriri him lik^ drui
his nerves and luiteg him t«. rhetorical i \u25a0

utterly bramlcal to Urn presenratioiJ of t!i \u25a0

original motive? If anything w*re needed to

enforce th.- point wo mi>iht find suracteni war-
rant for our opinion in tht- i-urious uniformity

of the pre^t mass of \eisc contained in these
volumes

—
a uniforn-.ity Impossible to

sessinp the principle of growth. Swinharne has

tried many forms, he has written lyrics and h>-

has writton plays, but none of the fruits of his
fondness for experimentation seem to i

a state of soul so much as a state of mind; and
Swinburne's mind, no matter bow colored by

the emotion of the moment, has always ap-
peared to be the mind of a diabolically clever
literary man, rejotdag in the exercise at his

skill. Inhis dedicatory epistle, which, we regret

to say, is a terribly Inflated piece af pros.-, he

remarks:

Th« half brained creature to whom books are
oth.-r than living things in;iy Bet with the . v... of
a bat and draw with the tiiiK' is <>f a mole '--is ilul-
lard's distinction between books ami life; those
who live the fuller life nt a higher animal than he
know that books arc to poets as much pan of
that life as pictures ire to painters o? as music
is to musicians, dead matter

1 •\u25a0':,-!. tinymay be to
the spiritually stillborn children of din and ,lul-

ness who find it possible and natural to live while
dead in art antl brain. Marlowe and Shake-
speare, JEschylua and Sappho. Jo not for us !ive
only on the dusty shelves of libraries.

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 the very air
we breathe. But somehow itis not as a child of
nature that Mr. Swinburne seems to have looked
for inspiration at the feet of his glorious pred-
ecessors. He has written his poems, not lived

PIARV ANT* I.RTTRRS OP MADAMS TiVVR-
BL.AY n7»-lS«.) As K.litp.l by Her NW*,

Charlotte Uarrett. With Pre! and Notes by
Austin l>oh<«>n. Vol. IV. pp. Stk; Vol. V.. BB>
521 The Macmillan Company.

These volumes of Fanny Burney'3 Inimitable
diary carry the author of "EreDna" through the

greater part of her service as Queen Charlotte's
"reader" and through the record of her court-
ship and of the earlier yean of her married life.
Surely no other attendant at court was ever at

once so frank and so discreet in narrative 33

this clever Fanny. George 111 and his famiry

live in these pages
—

one can almost hear tho
piteous babble of the Kingla his sudden ia-

sanity calling out and protesting all night lonj?

among his bewildered courtiers, and see the

pale, dishevelled Queen in the next room, listeiv-

ing in silent misery. Whatever th- situation.
Fanny paints it with the hand of a woman of
taste, conscience and impregnable loyalty. If
some of her phrases are rather too obsequious,

it must be admitted that it was the fashion of

her time, fme of her most amusing stories is
(hut of the way in which a stout little republi-

can girl is converted into a monarchist by a
passing notice on the terrace from the "gjßfld
Kin.;" and the "sweet Queen." Fanny's too
flowery phrases may be forgiven for the sake
of their strain of genuine awe and genuine af-

fection.
She would have beca hard hearted indeed i'

she hid not responded to the kindness with

which she was treated. On the part of the
lOng it was a kindness almost touching In its
anxiety to be instant and appropriate. To make
,sure that Miss Barney was comfortable, to in-
;quire after those who were dearest to her, to

iquestion her endlessly about her novel and the
• interesting circumstances connected with it

—
It

is in this considerate attitude that George 111
!is made to appear most amiable by his wife's

attendant. If Chart seems less so. it is
. because she was bred up in theories of etiquette
1of a Teutonic severity, and was conscious of no
reason why her ladies should not undergo rack-
ing fatigues in her service. She was, on the
whole, a gentle and benignant friend to her nov-
elist, and it is. perhaps, a testimony, ina certain

; sense, to her goodness of heart that she failed
jto see the tyranny with which her faithful old

j German attendant. Mrs. Schwellenberg. made

wretched Fanny's life at court. This formality

\ and blindness aside, she was a lovable woman.
;and did many plvarant things for her reader.

'\u25a0\u25a0 We see her in the diary as a person of some

FANNY BURXEY.

The XoveUst at Court and at Home.

amazing facility and especially from his com-
mand over the resources of rhythm, that Swin-

burne is one of those poets who Bias because
they cannot help themselves. Read him inbulk,

so to say; saturate yours. Ifin his characteristic

mood and manner, and it is odds that you will

NEW-YORK TRIBUNE ILLUSTRATED SUPPLEMENT.

It used to be .-i habil among reviewers of
mod m poetry i i complain thai i;o complete

edition of Mr. Swinburne's works existed. An
enterprising American publisher printed, in nne
fat volume, som y< ra i •\u25a0•. most, if •<•'{ .ill. of
the poems which were then available, but that
collection lo!;.^ si:-..-, b • scarce to count.
A1last Mr. Swinburne decided i" prepare the
edition which lies before us. It is Interesting
because he put it together himself, and then fore
gives us his work precisely as be would send
it down to posterity, and because it conl i
long dedicatory epistle disclosing the mood in

THE POEMS OF AIXJERNON CHARL.KS SW1N-
!:! l;\K In -i.\ ...lirii.-s. Bv<». pp
ix.329; \iii. SS3; 41v viii.4".".; vii. HB. I
Bro

The First Complete Edition of Hi*
Works.

SU'IXBURXE.A SO\G OF LOW DEGREE.
BY MICIIAEl. FAIRLESS.

Lord, Iam small, and yet so great.

The whole world stands to my estate,

.And in Thine image 1 create.

The sea is mine; and the broad sky

Is mine in its immensity;

The river and the river's -..old;

The earth's hid treasures manifold;

The love of creatures small and great.

Pave where Ireap a previous hate;
The noontide sun with hoi caress.
The night with quiet loveliness.
The wind that bends the pliant trees,

The whisper of the summer breeze;
The kiss of snow and rain; the star
That shines a greeting from afar;
Ml, all are mine; and yet so small
Km Ithat to, Ineeds must call,
<Iroat King; upon the Babe in Thee,

And crave that Thou would'st give to me
The grace of Thy humility.

lIX.ITSTRA.TED srPPLEMENT.

SUNDAY, MAY 2S, 190T..

A. C. BWINBUKNK.
(From the portrait by Watts.)

A Japanese critic has boon talking about
Western liction to M. Gaston IVmnet, and "The
Academy" gives us part of the hitter's report of
ilk> conversation. "Why," asked the Oriental
man of letters, "is it so full of love, and ofnoth-
ing else than love? ... Iwonder where
your novelists and your dramatic authors go for
Ihelr models in real life. It is not the drama of
love, nut Ihi> drama of money that is true to
life." The Editor of "The Academy" is much
impressed. "Decidedly," he says, "this is a new
point of view." We do not see where the nov-
elty comes in. Balzac's success in making
oihcr 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 th<> love motive from its prond
position .-is the only one considered sufficiently
potential by the average romancer. He 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
with such elements as are broaght in by the
love of money or political power, by hatred, re-
venge and crime, and even by the scientific
passion. Though the Americas Balzac is not
anywhere in sight, the ainbitiou which may
Nonj«> day produce him is unmistakably working
in many quarters.
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