
celebrities, people of rank and of genius; and
all the mediocrities and toadies pursued and
flattered her. We have seen that she had a
powerful gift of conversation, but she had not.
Itappears, tha charming art of thoroughly com-
bining the social elements about her. and "dif-
fusing" with her "knowledge" a general sense
of glowing interest and bien etre. What, by the
way, was the aspect of this literary lady? In
her youth she is saM to have had beauty, with

a vivacity and restlessness which led her fjlund.

the Duchess of Portland, to nickname her
"Fidget.** As her girlhood passed her beauty ap-
parently went with it. for her portraits are not
particularly attractive. A long nose and a
bulging forehead cannot be disguised, even by
friendly Sir Joshua. In the days when Fanny
Burney knew her. when she was at the height

of her fame as a Bo*Bleu, the author of "Eve-
lina" thus described her: "She is middle sized,
very thin, and looks infirm. She has a sensible
and penetrating countenance, and the air and
manner of a woman accustomed to being dis-
tinguished and of great parts." Unkind critics
said she "tried for" this same air and manner,
and Miss Burney thought she had extremely well
succeeded.

HUMORS OP COM-.<ITIOS.
From The Ixradon Chronic!.-

A literary paper fans us acceptahlj with
choice, if not wholly unfa: .-. achiev*»rr»ru
of the "wild compositor.- William Bl»«.
seems, had four times to \-~ sns printer*»r
one of his heroines die of opium. They fevii-;
sisted on making her die of •opinion." Bj-
error, the announcement. "Asailor, going tt>^-
his wife desires the pray; of th* <>*ls.r'T
tion." became "A sailor going to see his wife*-
sires the prayers of the cor.-; eratiou."

Peculiarly dangerous is the compositor •\u25a0

puts in a little editing.
•-\\ it is this? 2mons in stones. books in the -tinning \>tw»-

Impossible! He means, of course. *Sena>^> B

books, and stones in the run: .- ana*"
'

";'
was Shakespeare amended. Very happy*

***'
ever, was the literal correction of "Bringac *.

toga** into "Bringme my IsgaT

Referring to the manuscript of "AsM Its;
Syne." which J. Pierpont MonrnJi has p«r-
chased. "The Morning Post" expnssesdooSta
to its being the or merely a:: original I
Dick writes that the original, according tokit
view,is that of Bums's holograph in the 9m t
the four volumes of the "Int«rl<aTed Sraa
Musical Museum." which wero bought by Qu»-
itch for £GSS in October. 1901 Burns tte?
prefaced his verses by these words: "The ord-
inal and by much the best set of the wortsi
this song is as follows." Th first poMeao*
of this set is in Dick's "Sonss of Robert Hart"
(London: Frowde. 19»K>>. se«e 208. aai fa
"Bibliographical Notes" pases 4 -440. Ospnt

25 is a description of the Interleaved \u25a0>
scum."
Ifthe "AuldLang Syne" of J. Pierpont Mor-

gan is a new find. Mr. IMck points out. it wil
have to dispute the copy referred to.which tm

written by Burns about 17!>1. The fart tta*S*
sent another copy in1793 to George Thoinsaß ii
no way detracts from what he wrote in ti»
"Interleaved Museum." because he often rams
new words for that dilettante editor. who.cc*

tinually badgered him to write more Englisha
his songs.

WLD 1Uffl gfwm.

From The Perio«licaJ.

Bath with his ion SMCt who* the artlr
**

work upon the old peer's portrait; v*^53 **
Bard Uacpherzon and his atttr.^i~t tisara^*feu Mrs* drinking out of so-called
shells a toast to the immortal memory crew?
There are few references to Acterict is^
letters; here Is one which may to •jsm**'
showing a vein of humor in General Wei"'-"

**
Mr.Boacawen yesterday show*d as m te~ «.

rid implement* with which the Stench e^L!-"'chanted at l4»oisboune. rusty lorkm. 25.**»pokers, curling tongs, nails in ahnndaaJ"* *
sorts of iron Instruments, and this note*. 4
ammunition, but wanton cruelty. He i^s***
cannons loaded with th*-jwas well as halL *?*•*
Wain had a irrldiron shot at him; it m2****
him. but he had it taken up and strait** "̂*!**\u25a0 if
a beefsteak broil'd upon it.

""""*"*«Ma,
Mrs. Montagu's life-long friend, n*onw-Carter, differed from most of the itbu Efa^

Stockings inbeing the possessor ofa tnay*-
and varied learning and of no pnteaslsa at
Her poetry was poor stuff -and. inlMavl
original writings of -whatever sort ere lea

!portant than mighthave been expected fcsaof her undoubted capacity. She had MeJ?
but her talents and her industry werenan a
respectable, and her nature was was]
cheery and genuine in a high degree.
daughter of a clergyman in th« uS« r^-T
town of Deal, she acquired, as a dun) «\u25a0
paternal Instruction. Latin.Greek tad Bsnt*
a Huguenot refugee gave her a perfect bsm
edge of French, and Italian. gr«-t Osjnta
and Arabic she taught herself. The rcrr'.i c:"^~
persistent study and of her taking c*m
chewing green tea at midnight to set* &c%
awake over her books was shattered B*tri*a,a
lived to be an old woman, and tremMisx sent)
and an ever recurring agony of *—

siTnfni tea.
fled to that girlish folly of inordinate Men
She mighthave paid for it withher lir^ ttnu,
early days ifshe had not taken the care «t b-»
hours of exercise in the open air.

~"

The work by which this learned "Unset*!i..
instant renown, even to the borders sf Ssßta,
was her translation from the original Greek m
the discourses of Epictetus.

"
What! Awear

translate such a work!" shouted all tla tttcnr
folk, and they flocked about her withbsTsbbm
curiosity. Johnson composed a Greek egigraa
upon her. and abated his grufTneas vhea tocan.
pany with her. The good man. ever \u25a0insTul c
culinary things, felt sincere respect for a Mr
who. as he said, could make a pudding a*«c&a
translate Epictetus, and work a handkerchief &
well as compose a poem. Her ad wa§ tn a-
wise turned by her names*, and, hi troth, st
never lost the modest, mirthful simplicity whxj
attracted people as much as did her litmiw.
As for that literary success of hers, it«m»
her time, remarkable. Itenriched as weflsjrfc.
tinguished her. giving her an Indepeodeact
which enabled her to maintain, herowaflnsH
house at Deal and to visit landau vbenwera*
chose. Itis worth while to remember that Cs«
visits were comparatively efcort and few, tta
this accomplished woman spent most ofher Ci
in her quiet seaside town with her bookauifctr
beloved garden, and neither showed nor f;l:i;j
symptoms of "rusting out." She bad safes
who appreciated her happy disposition and ht
winning, if not pretty, face; and she was am
on the brink of an engagement with ahigMj
eligible personage. But the adorer happened t»
publish some verses of which she could sot v
prove, and was promptly dismissed in tuvi
puddings and the pen.

The story of Elizabeth Garter*! uneT«ntfidS&
mighthave been told inmuch smaller space as
Mrs. Gaussen has given to it. but it ws be*
worth telling if only for the sake of its tan-
mony to the sometimes disputed fs*t ft!
womanly gentleness and devotion to ilomiliilj
need not quarrel with the enjoyment and tm-
ployment of a learned mind.

m:\yyokk daily Tmr.rxK. sindav. Ann kt 10. innr,

The two volumes in which Mrs. Climenaon has

republished the early letters of her Rreat-great-

aunt. Elizabeth Montagu, are useful chiefly In
showing the editors of other collections what to

avoid. The letters are separated by passages
biographical and explanatory, which are dulness

incarnate. The work, dealing as it does with a

most interesting period and with a remarkably

interesting group of people. Is. as a whole, lack-
ing in picturesque color and movement- It Is

not enough to say that Mrs. Montagu's letter*
are largely dry. trivial and pretentious, sans
grace and spirit—they lose much of what interest
they have in a setting so heavy and flat. Moat,

Ifnot all of them, ware published nearly a bun-

ELIZABETH MONTAGU. THE QUEEN OF" THE
BLUE-STOCKINGS. Her Correspondence from
1720 to 1761. By her erc;it-RT<*iit-ui«>oe. kmilyJ.
Cllmenson. Illustrated. In two volumes. svo.
pp 296-305. K.P. Dutton & Co.

A WOMAN OF WIT AND WISDOM. A Memoir of
Elizabeth Carter. 1717-1808. By.AMee C..C.
Gaussen. Illustrated. I2mo. pp. 263. K. P. Dut-
ton & Co.

.1 Pair of Literary Ladies of the

Eighteenth Century.

two kiaz.uiirrns. U.nth century London, dea enre this severe Judg-

ment? Not altogether. Though many of her

letters are stuffed with pompous, platitudinous
••learning." there are glimpses here and there
of real thoughtfulneMi and shrewd observation.

We could hardly read, at this day. her "Defence"

of Shakespeare against the animadversions of
Voltaire, but It was at least well meaning and

earnest, and many persons of her acquaintance

liked it. They liked, too. her tart comment on

the letter In which Voltaire claimed that he

had himself first pointed out to the French some

pearls that he found on the "enorme fumier"—

"enormous dunsheap"-of Shakespeare's plays.

"Ilittle thought." added the Frenchman, "that

Ishould help to tread under foot the crowns of

Racine and Corneflle. inorder to adorn the head

of a barbarian and a buffoon." Mrs. Montagu

heard this letter read aloud to the Academicians,

and the "imorme fumier" roused her wrath.
"(Test «• fmrnifr." she exclaimed aloud, M<rtrf o

fertilise we tare beet* imgrate."
Edward Montagu, grandson of the famous

Earl of Sandwich, was a very rich man. whose

adoration of the wife nearly thirty years younger

than himself led him to indulge her to the top

of her bent. She tad everything she wanted,

includinga, beautiful noose and a cook enough

In himself to organize a "salon." Ehs bunted

&tt1 Is he than with the townsman's riches,
eps and shallows of gold the cornfield

stretches.
Better his simple cottage than a palace,

•Where all night the harvest moon's above him.
TAi»d those angels of God. the sweet stars, love

Where the wind, wanders in the golden val-
leys.

r>

AUGVST.
BY KATHARINE TYNAN.

>-*»t it is away from men and cities.
iSSttrc the deep greenwood sings its ancient

On wide moors where the sky is great and
spacious;

O'er the hills majestical and hoary.

In deep Klens where the brown stream tens us

And the" gray trout turns in a pool capacious.

flow, my dear, once more shall we stray and
wander .

Hand in hand, take our delight and ponder.

Far away from the city's fret and fever;

How the seasons pass and the sweet roses,

delights their pauses have and doses.
Only love endures for ever and ever.

Happy now the gleaning man and reaping,
gweet his food and deep his pleasant sleeping

In his gold-thatched house beside the coppice.

Allthe day the sun in sweat wiU bathe him.
But nor grief nor cares can fret nor scathe him

Wlnre Sleep shakes for him her bed of pop-
pies.

SUNDAY. AUGUST Ml 1906.

There is a demon abroad whom we woold like
to see exorcised, the demon of what we may
icall—fitting an ugly phrase to an ugly thing—

ibibliomaniacal reconstruction. The late Will-
iam Morris did a good deal to make itrespecta-
ble, and to this day the idea persists that it
Is somehow beautiful and thrilling to read a
•classic in a modern imitation of the ancient
tfonu in which he was first published. The
newest book of the sort Is to be an edition of
the "Trionfi" of Petrarch, in an English trans-
lation. All possible effort will be made to ren-
der ita joy (?) to the eye. The initial letters
willbe executed in raised gold. The copies on
vellum will contain a full page facsimile of
an original illuminated page, and so on. We
ought to be overwhelmed with bliss at the
prospect, and we are sure that the book will
give illimitable pleasure to many collectors.
Nevertheless, we must go on feeling that while
an illuminated page has its charms

—
in an an-

cient volume
—

there is nothing like mere good
type nnd paper for a modern publication. ItIs
not simply that they make reading an easy,
peaceful thing. They are, just by themselves,
beaut ifuL After all, is there anything in Iho
world more exquisitely refreshing to a lover
of literature than an honest, clear, well pro-
portioned page? Everj' step in the direction
of gorgeous ancientry is a step away from the
golden mean.

ELIZABETH MONTAGU.
(From the portrait by Reynolds.)

Mr. W. ILMaHock, writing in "The National
Review," makes an interesting comparison of
Mr. Alfred Austin and the late Liord Tenny-
son. This well meant paper, "Two Poet Lau-
reates on Life," may easily offend the Tenny-
Boni:iiis. We can hear them saying, "Why
drag in Austin?' But we are glad Mr. Mallock
has written this essay if for no other reason
than that itoffers a lesson m literary good man-
ners lo many critics who are unquestionably in
ne*»d of such instruction. Itis quite true that
if yon find a man's poetry bad itis in no wise
comforting to be told, as Mr. Mallock tells
us of Mr. Austin, that he is a good scholar and
linguist, an experienced traveller, "an unusual-
ly acute student of foreign politics," an ad-
mirable prose writer, etc., etc. But, on the
other hand, is itnecessary to heave a brick at
him in mere wanton insnlt? Is it polite, or
oven intelligent, to ignore the good verse he has
written and to hoot at him as though he were
a kind of literary pariah? Mr. Austin has. we
own. put our manners severely to the test.
There is verse of a certain sort that excites
utter weariness, rising suddenly to righteous
wrath, and we fear that the present laureate
knows how to write such verse. But at least
let us take it as Mr. Mallock rakes it; let us
give it its chance, read it consider it, and, if
we must find fault, let us do so like gentlemen.

The literary agent, whatever his virtues or
rices may be, serves at least one good pur-
pose is the cause of eloquence in others.
Renders who are interested in the subject well
remember the point and vigor with which Mr.
Henry Holt paid his compliments to the asent
In his "Atlantic" paper on "The Commerciali-
zation of Literature." A word on the other
side is spoken in the current "Fortnightly," the
anonymous contributor to the subject being
himself a practitioner of the deadly, or benefi-
cent. craft It is all very exhilarating for the
disinterested outsider, but if he happens to
have thought the matter over at all he cannot
help feeling that the professional debaters are
arguing in a circle. Much as we hate to bur-
den the world with the reiteration of the fact
that two and two make four, we must repeat
what we have often said, that the literary
agent is desirable or not according as the indi-
vidual author is pleased or dismasted with his
ministrations. We have heard fearful stories
of the poor creature, but then only the other
day we heard a successful novelist saying that
he simply could not do without the help his
agent gave him. Experience is the only tiling
that teaches in this matter. There will be lit
erary agent*, good and bad, as long as the
printing pro-jges hold out.

Did this Queen of the Blue-Stockings, the
hostess of the leading literary salon of eigh-

Elizabeth Robinson Montagu wan, as a letter
writer, in a different category from her friend
and contemporary, Fanny Burney, as in brains
and learning she was inferior to Elizabeth
Carter, but in her lesser rank she was undoubt-
edly clever, and, for her time, well educated. She
was not averse to the display of her resources.
Walpole, who calls her "the learned Aspasia,"

said of her that she "has both knowledge and
wit. . . . but, mercy on us! they are both in-
defatigatly forever at one's service!" Dr. John-
eon, it Is to be feared, had his tongue in his
cheek when he remarked. "She diffuses more
knowledge in her conversation than any woman

Iknow, or, indeed, almost any man." Itis not
wonderful that the eminent Blue-Stocking and
the disputatious Lexicographer arrived in time
at a state of mind which prevented them from
seeing one another across a room. Fanny Burney

thought that the Montagu reasoned well and
harangued well, but that she had no wit As
for Fanny's brilliant old friend. Daddy Crisp, he
writes to her from his rural hermitage concern-
big Mrs. Montagu: "Ibelieve Ihave told you

of several letters the Duchess of Portland
showed me of hers formerly (forIhad no ac-
quaintance with herself), so fullof affectation,
refinement, attempts to philosophise, talking
metaphysics

—
in all which particulars she so be-

wildered and puzzled herself and her readers,

and showed herself so superficial, nay, really
ignorant, in the subjects she paraded on

—
that.

in my own private mind's pocketbook. Iset her
down for a vain, empty, conceited pretender and
little else."

dred years ago by Mrs. Montagu's nephew. Lord
Rokeby, and the present editor has not improved
upon the early one. Mrs. Climenson, itappears,
is the possessor of all Mrs. Montagu's MSS., an
immense collection, and she hopes to continue
the work of selection and publication. She will

be wise to make liberal excisions, unless the
correspondence gained in interest with the pas-
sage of years; and her indulgence in connecting

comment should be checked.

The most curious thing to be noted about Mrs.
Montagu's letters Is that they should, after all.
reveal so little of the manners and customs of
her time. ItIs only occasionally that we come
upon such odd glimpses as that of the Duchess
of Portland's stately mansion at Bulstrode,
where, being ordered by her doctor to take a
bath. Elizabeth "suffered great disappointment"
on finding the bathing tubs so out of order that
they would not hold water for what she calls
"a souze." Itappears that it was the fashion
to wear a special costume for a bath, even be-
hind locked doors, for Elizabeth laments that
her bathing dress was at home, and that when
the bath tubs are ready she must extemporize a
costume. Now and again, as we range through
these pages, a noted figure rises before us. We
see Mrs. Montagu taking her cousin, Laurence
Sterne, to KeyaoMs*B house, to amusa Lord


