
calls the fatal gift of beauty. Never." she

adds, "didIBee such a collection of plain faces

as there were among the men. As to the ladles,

Iwas rather disappointed, as Ihad heard a

great deal of American beauty." Elizabeth's
Uncle James Knox was in Florence just then,

and admired the Florentines as little as the girl

admired Americans. He went to court with his

wife and was presented to the sovereign. '"The

Grand Duke is co very shy." writes Elisabeth
to her brother, "that he is quite miseral
two or three days before the presentation at

thp idea of having to sfvak to so many stran-

gen. All the refreshments they give a t court

consist of hot orangeade and asjoic o*4 ic-ater!
instf-ad of ice, the latter not being allowed in

Lent. Uncle James was so bored with his

evening that he vows he will never go to court
again." During the years of the family's life

in Paris many important events took place, not

the least notanie of which were the trial of
Prince Louis Napoleon, the bailding ot the bar-

ricades In I84»j. the abdicati
-

of Louis Philippe

and the proclamation of the republic. There
are some references but not many to these hap-
penings in Captain Knox's letters to the son
whosa military career was beginning, but thr.se

letters were, chiefly filled with domestic news,

mingled occasionally with good advice and
Quaint suggestion. He would have the youth
give thought to his manner.":. "Those little at-

tentions to the females." he observes, "which
distinguish l'homme Men ne from the roturier
must not be neglected." A favorite maxim ><f

the good man Is worth renumbering In an ex-
travagant period: "Nothing is cheap when you
don't want it.

"
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of the most interesting of which Is that of Mrs.
Edmond Knox's lons time friend, "Vathek"
Beckford's daugrhtrr, the Duchess of H^.
HtT husband was that Duke of Hamilton who
long after the wearing "f v.i'j-s liri'iceased to be
f.-ishionable still adhered to his periwig. It was
hi? daily appearance on Rotten Row wearing

this wigr and riding: a thoroughbred Arabian
tha.t, as Lady St. Heller tells us, sugg< st
well known saying: "Is that a high aplrited
nobleman on a long- taJ ,or a long tailed
nobleman on a high spirited hor» ."

A Group of Recent Needs by

America Authors.
THT PAiACr OF DANGER \u25a0'jP^^Jpt

Wagnalls Company. \u25a0

EAPPHO IX BOSTON. i2mo
- pp.

- fT Mo^at.

ROSNAH. By Mj-ra K«Uy "l"™*.^^^
THl&'&££?• >& John *??**?wiMxl tna*trm*ta V-rr.o. pp »« •"**"

Company.

In "The Palace o* Danger" the Marquise de

Pompadour fibres as the central character. The

precarioufTiess c*her hold upon the affections of

her royal lover is due not only to the capricious-

nessof royal hearts, but also, itappears, to vari-

our daring- Indiscretions on the favorite's part

which grlve abundant occasion for suspicion and

jealousy. Such, for example. is the secret har-

borage she afford? IB an interior apartment of
Eellevue to the Comte de VrK a rejected suitor.
Startled In the very midst of his Troolr.gr by the

entrance of the K3n=r. Ike count had been forced

to make his escape by way of a high balcony.

and his leap into the shrubbery below had dis-

abled him. Hence the Pompadour's perilous suc-

cor, and hence, too. a,most picturesque and sen-

sational imbroKlio with I.ota, when by accident

h* dlscoven? The presence of the count in trie

lady's apartment— the more po that th©count had

fc«en banished 'r'^rn court and reported as dead.

A nice predicament this for La Pompadour, who.

after long estrangement, has but Jnst regained

her Eway over the King; and it would be hard

to Invent a better ruse for her deiivprance than

the one provided by Miss Wagnalls. IIla a pity

thet she should not possess, alonp with facility of

invention, the dash and dramatic flan of a bom
rtory teller. There Is good material in "The

Palace of Danger." There is a gay count, torn

\u25a0between two loves: there is a stable hoy who

b"ars a most deceptive resemblance to him.
rave for the fact that a spoken word will oer-
talr.lv betray him: there Is a demure damsel
?resh!y out of St. Cyr. who wears the em-

broidered kerchief of her cavalier round her fair

-rouns neck (thereby hangs a tale): there is a

faithful squire, L<p Moyne. whose devotion to

his stricken master Is paid for with a great

price, and behind all is the frivolous, kaleido-
scopic, Intruding life of the court of Units

Quinze. It may be due to the author's scrupu-

lousness that her narrative seems never to take

wln^s and fly She Is sadly in error if she
deems it meritorious to make the main feat-

ures of her tale correspond exactly with the

dates of the chronological chart which she

thoug-htfully appends. Conscience la a distinct

impediment when itcomes to storming the gates

cf romance: nd we trust that before she makes

another assault he will have buried It ten

fathoms deep.

Uncommonly clever is 'Saprho la Boston," a

romance of anonymous authorship. The title is

a misnomer. Itsuggests a spectacle of naughti-

ness invading the strongholds of prudery and

Culture, a Etig-f;cFts"n not at all borne out by

the story- Th«» hero, a gallant English aristo-

crat namej IXrek Wapshot. discovers that the

face-cf his Inamorata strangely corresponds to

the idesl he has always entertained of the

I rtorit-d Grecian lady: hut beyond that, and some
1

talk of the Baudot play, there is little of a
Sapphic flavor. Furthermore, the Boston of our

anonymous annalist i? refreshingly on-Bostoa-
i.tn. act at all the bluestocking town that myth

nrsd slanderous tongues have created, but a hab-

Jtat of_wst, breeding and wealth, proud of its

j%i;t, but chiefly bent upon enjoying the present

moment as fullyas possible. Clearly the author

knows his Boston well, and. setting traditions at

siau&ht. has the courage to love It as it is. He
has devised a plot with enough mystery and
suspense to ke?p the reader on the scent, but

he is at his best inhis dialogue, which often has

the effervescent sparkle of the "selzer with a
flavor" fancied by WapshoC He is at h!s sec-
ond best In drawing his characters. He draws

th£m neatly, distinctly and with relish. Patricia
Fierpont, the heroine in distress, proud, auda-
cious, adorable ani unhappy, might well lead
a fhOfe phlegmatic human male than the
author's English peer into trouble. And there
la a personage nicknamed Solomon, a Peperel of

Ttracon Hill, who jupgles diamonds on th«» Com-
mon, and goes the whole gamut of amusing im-
pertinences i:. his treatment off everybody. The

reaAf*r-ln search of entertainment will not be

sent sway empty handed.
The premises of Myra Kelly's new novel are

de'eclably absurd, yet they are so tactfully set
fcrth that tfce r??.^pr accepts them almost be-
fore" Jie. knows v.hat he's about. Imagine a
ftifralliEd. excessively Anglo-Saxon pair of pa-
rents rct:amircr. after residence in India, \o their
native land: Elso a goodly number of grown-up
childrrr:—^.sons end a fiaujrhter

—
gathering from

the tour quarters of the British Isles (and one
from Fari<s> to greet them. Formal introduc-
tions by the y-utior are required, for since baby-

": itarczus and offsriring have been separated.

?ons arc brought If! at five minute intervals:
Desmond, a grave scholar from London; Gerald.
;he Parisian, with all the emphatic mannerisms
and intoruiiicns of the liOulcrardirr: Lovel!. the
horsy brother, devotee of turf and chase; Owen,

the idealist, with a hectic flush <ri white cheeks;

iLrsd.iast. Shtilah. who is thus described:
Anrt-n:rc!y the figur« which stood upon the

thivsJv-lc' Tiiifr^t have ui>«;t t!:e decorum of a more
xx*j-'ecUy trained footman if the heart beneath his
IJ\cry . were Irish. Her coppery hair was piled
titrhupon her dainty heal: her soft shoulders were
hare and a o]<-iud of pink trails round her. A few
steps forward ir.Xo the r<.«om she came arid then
HsitFd."" head high, eyes witfc, breath fast.- . . .
Very softly the Goiieral swore.

\u25a0 A very different type is this Sheiiatr from the
rest of the family, despite a desperate resem-
b!anr» traced by the General between daughter
and *ee«"a.sed grandmother. The fact is as the
reader has long r>e«i informed) that Sheilah is
not Sheilah. but Lariy Rr>snah Prf-isrhton. Shei-
l&fa's true and loyal friend. That headstrong
young m'.nx ha:l flatlyr^fu^ed to quither sweet-

heart in rural Ireland gieraly for the tiresome
. dstyof 'making acquaintance with her nearest
of kin. and, on the inspiration. Lady Rosnali bad
saved t£e day. Tin many embarrassing and
*rr.u?lng incidents that this risky masquerade
produces car. be readily surmised, and the author
makes the most of her opportunities Possibly
tht- comedy Is a trtrle drawn out, possibly the
situation gets the least bit on one's nerves be-
fore the truth is declared, and possibly (must

this cliccys be the case in « novel -with an Irish
background?) the Irish Question comes in fcr
an undue amount of discussion But these are
minor matters. Roenah is a welcome tale.

There are quaint causes of disturbance in the j
story of "The Sliver Cleek." An Indian prince

'
who plays an unaccountably brilliant gams of i
golf la Introduced to the Golden mil Club by Its j
absent president, with the reQuest that all hos-
pitalities be extended to him. A private letter
to Tom Brown, champion of the course, enlarges ;

upon the phenomenal skill of Prince Ramo \
Oolah; terms Mm the most extraordinary
golfer Ihave ever met"; but th* writer adds.
-xith aa underlining, "if hi* g-jv:^ is. straight.

:,J^axb-" -obliged to put that in because his best" rsJßtr is played .under bo iranv queer conditions
tfcstv«t*tim»s Igrow ri:;-jjicsou*." .True, there
or^'chOusrh odd f<rjturf*!= in the prince's playing

teiet one a-wend^rh:?. Tor instance, lie makes
'-jjls'best records only in th<? bright sunlight; on
,3 Qlupdy day hi* playing slump*. Furthermore,
"rhe^-iisf* a ?pecia«^y '

made cleek and masbie,
-i>e'*S«3,

=
'w'
;ith solid silver. .Can this be nothing

mure than the prediction of bis race for costly,

:'lilttertej ornamtnts? The members of tb»
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Here the boot seems to be on another foot
All through Herr Meyer's paper there may he
perceived a naive fee! in=r. really charming In. ffrct. that when lit -r:iry perfection is wanted
Germany Is the country in which to seek It.

It would hardly be worth while to discuss that

point with him; but we might meekly hint that

the "authoress of Elizabeth and Her German
<iarden'

"
is not an "American critic" nor is she

to be classed as a critic at all with Matthew

Arnold.

That the English hold to German culture, and
especially to German poetry, "an almost unin-
telligible attitude of estrangement** Is the con-

viction of Herr Richard Meyer, expressed in
"The Contemporary Review." "Iam continu-
ally astonished at this deplorable fact.'/ he adds.

'Ido not believe that any other instance can be

found Inwhich there is so profound an ignorance

between two cultivated European nations as
exists between the English people and German
poetry." Thereupon Herr Meyer proceeds to

discuss the situation in philosophical fashion,

revealing now and again an extraordinary in-
ability to justly appreciate English poetry or to

remember English poets. Ifthe Englishman and

the American are not intimately acquainted

with German songsters, what shall we say of the

German who makes these admissions, the point

of which he does not seem to see:

The Germans hold themselves to be the lyrical
nation, not only because they are richer In lyric
poets, and even in great lyric poets, than any
other, but because no nation appreciates foreign

lyric poetry so sympathetically as ours. Beraneer
ar.O Musett, Byron find Burns. CarduccJ and Petoti.
Verlaine and d'Ar.nunzio. have perhaps more nu-
merous, perhaps warmer, triends among us than
In their own countries, If we reckon Burns as ba-
longing to the whole of England and not to Scot-
land alone. Yet the share of English lyricists In
this Germ.in Pantheon of song-singers is remark-
ably small, particularly that of the moderns.
Swinburne, surely \u25a0 great lyric poet. Is hardly
known: Tennyson Is liked, but not prized In nearly
as higr a degree In England: Coleridge is forgotten.
And most of all It will surprise the Englishman
that hi? favorite Wordsworth has absolutely noth-
Ing to «ay, has no meaning for us. With the soli-
tary exception of Herder In his old days and of
the celebrated literary historian Bernays. Ido not
know a single German reader en whom the lyrics of
the great .Master of the Lake School has made any

deep Impression.

Professor Ferrero's "observations on American
life, as It h?s appeared to him during his ao-

Journ In this country" are to appear In future

numbers of "Putnam's Magazine." Thesa ob-

servations willno doubt be entertaining, but the
value of anything of necessity co superficial is
another question.

In an entertaining "Blackwood" article en-

titled '"Old Irish Life: IMiels," there are several
anecdotes of a legal luminary, one John Egan,

who often resorted to arms with an opposing

counsel after a hot argument In court. One of

his duels was fought with Curran. Egan, being

a stout, bulky person, complained, on arrival
at the ground, that Curran had an unfair ad-
vantage, "for whi'.st he himself was as "big as a

turf stack, Curran was as thin as a blade of
grass." The brilliant orator was not at a loss,

"c ,'h. Mr Egan," said he, "Ihave no desire for
anything that might be considered unfair. Let
my size be chalked out upon your body, and any
hits outside the line shall not count"

It Is recorded that the handicap proved un-
necessary, both the men going off the field with-

out wounds. Here is another story about the

redoubtable Kgan:

Late in life, after h« had been made County

Court Judge. E«an had an encounter with Roger
Bareti Master of the Roll*. The duel was fought
upon the fair ground at Donnybrook. and a large
concourse gathered to witness it. Both men were
humorists, and the meeting was characteristic.
Upon the combatants taking their ground, Barett,

who was the challenger, promptly fired without
waiting for the sig-.al to be riven, and then walked
coolly away, calling out, "Now. E«an. my honor
is satisfied." y . .

The judge was, however, by no means contented,

and shouted. "Hilloa! stop. Roger, till Itake a.
shot at your honor!"

Barett thereupon came back, and planting rum-
self in his former station, said composedly. "All
right then, tire away!"

Egan presented his pistol, and taking most de-
liberate aim, :ir.-t nt one part of the Master of th-»

Roils's p.natomy and then at another, seemed de-
term!' to llmsh him off outright. At last, how-
ever be called oi.t. "Pho. pho. Iwon't honor you.
Iwon't be bothered shooting you. so now you may
go to the d !your own -nay. or come and shake
hands, whichever you like best."

Barett chose the latter alternative, and. amidst
th« plaudits of the crowd, the antagonists departed
from the field In much good humor and the best
of friends.

| kind of growth. The Grand Duchess herself'
cleaned them and wore them continually, until
they became quite white again."

The Maharaja of Burdwar has described his
trip through Europe In naive fashion In a vol-

ume recently published. His comment on Lon-

i don theatres Is amusing: "With the exception

jof the piece that Iheard at the Grand Opera and
! the Shakespearian playIsaw at His Majesty's,

!all the modern pieces that Iwent to struck me
as being most unintellectuaL This shows how

the public taste Is now degraded."

MEMOIRS OF A VANISHED GENERATION.
ISI3-IS:.S. Kdited by Mrs. Viarrer.ne Blake.
With an Introduction by the Lady St. Heiler.
Illustrated. Pro, pp. 30S. John Lane Com-
pany.

The domestic life of a well-bred British fam-

ilyin the first half of the last century may not

have had anything veryexciting init. but never-

theless an unpremeditated and artless picture of

it set down in private letters and diaries Is an

Invaluable offering to the eociai historian of

future years. How did people think and act In

the days of our great-grandfathers? What
were their sentiments, their habits, their preju-

dices, their daily tasks and dally amusements?
In this book the family of Thomas Knox. first

Earl of Ranfurly. is made to live before us, and
we are translated into a period which in many

directions was curiously unlike our own.

In nothing was it more unlike than In the

relations of parents and children. The sternest

discipline was compatible with the deepest af-

fection. The youngsters stood in the presence

of their elders, and always addressed them as

"Sir"and "Madam." Mrs. Blake's grandmother.

Jane Hope Vere. the wife of Edrnond Knox. was

in her early youth handed over by her father

and mother to the care of a Mrs. Hamilton, a

cousin of Mrs. Hope Vere. and until she mar-

ried was the uncomplaining victim of her vile
tempered guardian's ruthless tyranny; appar-

ently she never thought of complaint, rebellion

or escape. Stately dignity in a father did not

deaden his children's feeling for him. though it

repressed demonstration. "Edmond adores and

reveres his father." wrote Jane soon after her

marriage; and in truth the family affection re-

vealed in these letters was a beautiful and noble

thing.
'
It is recorded that Lord Ranfurly's de-

light was to gather his four sons and their

wives and children around him. and that their

lives together were most harmonious. In one

particular the young people were obliged to be

on their guard— the old gentleman would not

suffer slang In those about him. "One of his

granddaughters," Mrs. Blake says, "who reck-
lessly said in his presence that 'she did not care

a button' received a rebuke to severe that It
became a tradition in the family."

Lord Ranfurly lived for many years In Paris;

thither, too. went Captain Edmond Knox and
his wife in order to educate their daughters.

English people of Btanfiing whose incomes were

not large were, in those days, apt to adopt

that plan, for Paris was then a comparatively
inexpensive place for study and entertainment.

The greater part of the letters In this volume

were penned there, and they describe not only

the cheerful and affectionate family life with

its homely details, but many excursions Into
society. The daughters of the house worked at
their accomplishments with a vigor which In-

sured them The happiest occupations all their

lives. One of Lord Ranfurlys progteges, by

th» way. who lived in his house, was a gifted

young Irish musician. George Osborne. Straight-

way does that name bring up the close of a
chapter in "Vanity Fair" and its sound as of

eolemn music: "No more firing was heard at

Brussels— the pursuit rolled miles away Dark-

ness came down on the field and city; and

Amelia was praying for George, who was lying

on his face. dead, with a bullet through his

heart." It was the young Irishman who gave

a name to th* soldier. Thackeray in his life in

Paris had met and formed a friendship with

Osborne. "Iwant a name for my hero." said
the. novelist one day when thinking about the
book to come. Why not call him George Os-

borne?" said the musician, and George Osborne

It -was, though little Amelia's husband bore no

resemblance in character to Thackeray's friend.
Despite their years la the City of Light and

their happiness there, the Kuox family re-
mained almost as Insular as most of their coun-
trymen. "There was a report." writes Captain,

Esmond's daughter Elizabeth to her soldier
brother in Canada, "that the heiress of the

Pe!>w Islands was going to be married to

Monsieur de Noailles. .But Ihave heard since
that, her father would rather see his daughter

dead at his feet than married to a Frenchman.
Unrle James says that he would rather see
Emily the wife of an English hairdresser than
of a French duke. Icannot «ay that Ishould
like either!" The young Elizabeth saw as few
attractions in Americans as in French dukes.
She went to a ball at General Cass's house, and
remarks that she was "very,much amused with
the unusual appearance of the Americans, who
certainly do not seem blest with what Byron

Life in Paris in the Early Victorian
Period.

A FAMILYRECORD.

Golden HI!! remark that he has a singular habit
of twirlinghis clubs in the sun before address-
ing the ball. And how. pray, explain the fact
that hi? sister, the beautiful Princess Zaua. must
always accompany him as a caddy? So, day

by day. the wonder grows and stirs. Invidious
comments are passed upon the prince's sports-
manship. Zana is eyed askance. There is
eavesdropping, there is plot laying, and excite-
ment such as the Golden Hill Club has neyr.
dreamed of before. At last comes the great

finish match of the season's tournament: Brown

versus Prince Ramo Oo'.ah. and the result pre-

cipitates a crisis, an explanation, and a love

affair. Th*> story is cleverly conceived and told

with a pleasing If somewhat amateurish facil-
ity. There is a spirited final toast to which
ever>' true devotee of links or clubhouse porch
should raise his glass: "Let us drink to the

betterment of all men through the playing of the

ancient game No bad man can be a good

golfer"—which last assertion may or may not

vindicate th« tactics of the Prince Ramo Oolah.
Th« point i? open for discussion.

Robert Hayden, globe-trotter, handsome, ad-
venturous, unmarried, comes to New York with
a secret and a hope. There's a mine named the

Mariposa (which signifies butterfly); Hayden is

not the owner; but he knows something about
the mine that will be of the greatest interest to
the owners, if only he can find them. Their
whereabouts, however, is beyond conjecture.

The metropolis, he thinks, will be the likeliest
place to pick up a clew, and he flings himself

into.the social maelstrom. Thus it comes about

that (me evening, while listening to the "Thais"
intermezzo at the Manhattan Opera House, he

looks straight into the eyes of a marvellous,

mysterious, altogether adorable lady who sits

rear him; and Instantly his heart has broken
leash and la off to the Forest of Arden at top

speed. But no sooner is the intermezzo over
than the lovely creature has disappeared as
strangely as she came; and all that is left to

prove to him her substantiality is a quaint little
enamelled butterfly of silver, counterpart of
those he had admired on her gown. Cinderella
and the clipper of glass! He takes the prince

for his model, and sets out on a new quest. A

fortune teller, an artist in her line, lends aid.

Her name— baffling coincidence!— the Veiled
Mariposa. and she combines beauty and sagac-
ity in a high degree. It is easy to see into

what devious windings of mystery and romance

our hero. zealous on a double trail, will be led.

Nothing less substantial than Mr* Woodrow's

novel could be imagined: it Is distinctly a but-

terfly story- an ephemcrid. Sprfghtllness and a

degree of fanciful Ingenuity it evinces; but it is

not without a pang of disappointment that one

remembers the author as once standing spon-

sor to certain stories of Zenith
—

stories which

pictured real people for us doing real things,

feeling real Joy and pain.

In a paper in The Nineteenth Century," on

'Berlin Society in the Fifties." Lady fag.

sets down some reminiscences of her visits as a
young girl to the Court of Weimar. Liszt, an-
other guest, "not yet an abbe and perfectly de-

lightful in conversation." would never touch the

1 mi" during his visit, but would read aloud to
the Grand Duchess by the hour

—
generally from

Sainte-Beuve'a "Causeriea dv Lundi."
Liszt always WOTS lemon colored kid gloves, a

frock coat and top hat, and one day when we got
out of the carriage and were walking on the brink
of a precipice i spied a rare flower growing on
the rocks halfway down, No sooner had the ex-
rtarnation of delight passed my lips, than to my

horror 1 saw frock coat and ton hat clambering
nimbly down a place which was like the side of a
•marry and victoriously flourish the little flower In
•h-> lemon colored hands. Itroti^ht of the odium
which would attach to me had anything hap-

pened to this great genius, who was then at the
culminating point of his celebrity. Gustav Freytag.
already famous as the best modern German novel-
St was one of the visitors, as well as Hans Ander-

sen. The latter used to amuee us by his funny

German and hla boundless vanity. He was very
tall and badly put together: his body appeared to

be a succession of knots and ropes, ana ne naa
never physically grown out of the "ugly green
duckling," but he was full of geniality, and the
slightest incident furnished him with food for a
story.

During one of their walks together th» Grand
Duchess told her little friend the curious story

of her mother's pearls— pearls which had once

belonged to Marie Antoinette. "The Queen of

Holland kept all her magnificent Jewels in a

glass case in her bedroom, as is,Ibelieve, the

habit In Russia, for she was one of the Emperor

Paul's daughters. One fine morning they were
nil gone, and the search for them was vain;

but It was generally believed that somebody

very nearly related to her had taken them to pay
debts. They were never traced, excepting the

pearls, which many years afterward were found
hidden in a walking stick in America, where
they had evidently been all th.c time, for they

had become quite brown and encrusted with a.

"The Faith of a Modern Protestant" ir. the
, ,i.. \u0084f a De« book hy Professor Wllhehn Boas-

bicn is coming from the presv of the Scrlh-

It is said that in this volume th--> author

to show what faith In '^'d means for men
\u0084;• the twentieth century, how it is to be related

ence and history, and what its conse-
quences should be in the lifeof the believer.

Among thr- new art books of the season Is to
\u25a0 a translation of M. Edmund Pottiors
on MDouria and the Painters of <;reek

\u25a0 The volume is to havo a preface from

i of Mis* Jane Harrison, who has writ-
ten elsewhere of Pouris's \u25a0•elegance of detail and

• ward small expressive figures"

Two Generations of Humorists A

Whispering Gallery.
London, January 16.

The "Punch" pageant is a serious attempt to
denote the origin aid development of a national
institution. At the Leicester Galleries there are
over six hundred drawings and nearly two hun-
dred objects to illustrate the continuous progress
of a comic journal in the course of sixty-eight
years and th» associations of a vivacious band
of privileged jesters. The deal table which in-!
spired Thackeray's "Mahogany Tree" is uncov-
ered, so that the Initials of the humorous knights
can be seen; the drawings ami souvenirs re cat- j
alogued with n=; much painstaking care as the
collections in the National Gallery; Mr. Seaman
rattles off some verses. and Mr. Lucas, In a
"foreword," throws off this characteristic joke:"

'Punch.' of course, Is not so good as it was;

that is understood; but, having granted that (at

we all fo readily do) how good 'Punch' is, none
the less!" That quip produces the designed ef-
fect of starting discussion on the literary and
artistic morits of the weekly register of satire- ;
and pleasantry and the precise perl when de- !
cadence set In.

Since there Is no letter press to be read and !
only the pictures on the walls to be compared. It
Is an easy undertaking to decide whether
"Punch" has fallen behind its bt*st achieve-
ments. There Is little doubt that it has done bo
In two respects

—
the pictorial denotement of po-

litical situations and social satire directed •

against affectations and follies of fashionable
life. Mr. Llnley Sambourne, Mr Bernai . Par- ;
tridge and Mr. Raven Hill can draw effective
cartoons, but their work does not stand out like ;
Sir John Tenniel's on these walls. They may \u25a0

lack situations and subjects, but they do not ,
succeed in getting as much fun out of politics as
he did, nor are they armed with his resources of
power in forcing homo the ironies of public lif.-.
Cartoons such as "Empress and Earl," "The
Sphinx Is Silent," the "I'tis do Deux," from the !
grand Anglo-Turkish ballet d'action; "The Po- !
litlcal Mrs. Gummidge," "Too Late" and "Drop- j
ping the Pilot" are alike masterly as accurate !

j summaries of situations and as forcible ex- j
Iamples of legitimate satire. As Leech and Doyle I

had not approached these cartoons in brilliancy
| and effectiveness, bo Bambourne and Partridge j

have not rivalled them, versatile as they are as j
\u25a0 craftsmen. Tenniel's principal subjects, Glad- !
; stone and Disraeli, were superior to the chief 1
I figures of current caricature, and he caught in- !
| splratlon from them. Possibly he was not po !
Istrictly non-partisan as he ought to have been, I
Ifor the nobility of Gladstone's nature was al- \u25a0

jmost invariably revealed, whereas his Disrar-11 J
j was always an Insincere, saturnine juggler, es- I
| Eehtially un-English in spirit, and ailing the cup \u25a0

Of Oriental enchantments until it was brimming j
Iover.over.

In social satire Dv Maurler was unrivalled.
As one makes the tour of the central room he
looks inat Mrs. Ponsonby de Tcmkyns's days at
home, witnesses the social aspirations of Pos-
tlethwalte, Maudle and Mrs. Cimabue Brown and I
the ecstades of an ineffable youth over a Fra |
Porcinello Barbariaglanno; watches the Hon. j
Fits-Lavender Belaira reading a little thing of
his own to a circle of weak-minded but sympa-
thetic women, and enjoys the Fatiro of many
other scenes in semi-smart society, with its af-
fectations, feeble fashions and pretensions. ,
Alack! Dv Maurier has had no successor Mr. j
Raven Hill has followed Keene and Phil May I
in portraying the humors of low life-, and there
is no trained artist to keep an eye on the silly:

fads of the m1... class and to satirize them |
with caustic wit. When these reservations have
been made, there is evidence in this gallery that \u25a0

the traditions of "Punch" have been honored
and that there has been continuous progress in !
the art of illustrating the comic side of political |
and social life. Mr. Bambourne draws [th re- i
finement of line, and his cartoons are compost- •
tions of exquisite finish Mr Bernard Partridge I

has even greater forc.e md a broader style and i
his cartoons are among the most decorative \u25a0

which have appeared in "Punch." They have j
been reinforced by Mr. E. T. Reed, a master of|
burlesque, whose work has marked individu- !

ality and distinction. About seventy-five art-
'

ists, living,retired and dead, are represented in
'

this exhibition, and they form a school of carica-
'

tore which Is thoroughly English and as progres- I
sive in spirit as \u25a0\u25a0 is sound in method^ There I
has been no departure from the oMtime practice \
of representing political situations with entire i
truthfulness. The full page illustrations are un- j
tainted with partisanship, and are enjoyed with-
almost equal zest by men of all parties. This ;
high-minded neutrality has imparted dignity to

;

"Punch" and made it a national institution. !
The draftsmen have saved the situation even

'
when the' letter press has been dull, the Jesting !
trivial and stale, and the book reviews, notices
of plays, summaries of Parliament and other |

stock features lacking In vivacity. Vet while \u25a0

"Punch" might be funnier and fresher than it is.
it has not lost the literary character impressed j
upon it hy Thackeray, Jerrold and Hood. The I

standards are higher under Mr Seaman's editor-
ship than they were during the closing years of
Sir Francis Bumand's direction.

The sympathetic visitor finds muck to Interest
him In this unique collection. There are. three
of Thackeray's drawings and several of his let-

'

ter?. There are pages from "Punch" showing

the opening of Jerrold's first Caudle. Hood's
"So&s: of the Shirt," and the famous admonition

to those thinking of matrimony. There are !1 i

The hitherto unpublished poem by Rossettl.
baa just been Riven to the world by Mr.
Dunton, might bettet have remained in

irlty if we may Ju'lk* from the stanzas

by "Th-> Academy." He wrote this

Van Hunks" when he was a boy of »tgn-

t— n or nineteen, but did not quite finish It. He
did rvt touch it acain for more than thirty

• . • \u25a0 ng if np when he lay. drawing
• BirchtngtOß-on-Sea. "The Man-

sayi of the grim and fan-
• which the poet had found in his

early reading: "A Dutchman who smokes ln-

tobacco la heartlessly cruel to his own
: and ;s fed by the d'-vi! t>. a

luel ''i course be is n<» match for
• ..• it and not only loses the match.

g of orer-smoking, Is r.-trried body
•

\u25a0 ly is converted by

il one Into a pipe of bis own private

[n thU plot Rossetti is said to have added
;• oi his own imagination."

Is tl beginning of the ballad, which, It
himself d;<i n^t

publish:

}\u25a0'\u25a0 1] "i smoke was the quaint old room
And of pleasant winter heat;

Whence you might hear the hall door slap

And tht> n-ary shuttling of feet,
Which from the carpeted 800 lstepped out
Into the lee paved street.

Van Hunks was laughing In his paunch:'
t-n snl'"i«*n piece* rare

Lay in his hand; with neighbor Fpratz
lie had smoked for \u25a0 wager there;

!!<• laughed- and from his neighbors pipe
lie looked to his neighbor's chair.

Even as he laughed, the evening I a'ies
Hose stealthily nd spread.

Till the smoky clouds walled up the sun
And hid his shining old bead,

Am though he too had his evening pipe
Before lie tumbled to bed.

Van Hunks still chuckled as he sat:
tt caused him an inward grin.

When lie nonrd the Mast shake shutter and Wind
With its teeth-chattering din.

To fancy the many who froze without
YVlitle he sat thawing within.

v. c are to have a now biography of George

•;. the friend of Horace Walpole. "Him

Ireally loved," said Wulr>ole. "not only for his
• but for a thousand good qualities."

A good deal of Selwjm'a wit as retailed by his

am dull enough In black and white;

not always of tli-brilliant kind that lives
successfully on the printed page. Mr. Parnell

the author of the forthcoming book. na3

f..und a number of Selwyn'S unpublished let-
\u25a0

In the Just published volume of papers by

is quoted with approval this saying: of
( ".-i! vlr:

He once said to me that two treat curses seemed
to 1 Im eating away the heart and worth of tna
Knp Jsh people. One was drink The other was
stump oratory, which accustomed men to say
without shame what they did not in their hearts
believe to be true, and accustomed their hearers

to accept such a proceeding as perfectly natural.

M Fielding Hall, whose book "The Soul of a

People" has been so Justly admired, haa writ-

novel with the curious title of "One Im-
Ity." It Is Issued to-day hy Macmlllan.

X c autobiography of J. D. Rockefeller is to

:!i?hf>d in several European countries !n

the langnfg"" of those regions. In Paris It Is

ar in "IVMatin."

Current Talk of Things Present and
to Corns.

Mr. B. F. Benson has written a new novel
which he calls "The Osbornes." The serial pub-

lication of it will begin next July.
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The Baudelaire
Legend
By James Hnneker

Apaper on the French translator of Foe.

John Marvel,
Assistant
Thomas Nelson Page's great Novel.

Modernism
By Newman Smyth

A clear statement of one of th« mot*vital church Questions of to-day.

Who Are the English?
Another of the anonymous articles onEngland from an American Point of

Indians of the
Stone Houses
By Edward S. Curtis, illustrated

The iand of the cliff-dwellers.

German Painting
of To-day
By Christian Brinton. illustrated.

Especially timely Id connection with the
great exhibition of German art now in
this country.

A Midnight Cabinet
Conference
By Ellis Paxson Oberholtzer

A dramatic unpublished Incident In Lin-
coln's Presidency from Secretary Cfcase's
Diary-

SCRIBNER

Lemoa's pipe, gold locket and silver Inkstand;

a block at Leech's first drawing: as cut by Lan-

dells and the last pencil used by him; Keene's
and Da Maurier's sketchbooks; Tenniel's silver
tobacco box; five-minute sketched by Phil May,

a lettpr from Hood to Dickens, and portraits or

busts of Mayhew, Leech, Hood. Thackeray. J*r-

rold. Doyle, Keene. Tom Taylor. Tennlel, Sam-

bourre and Owen Seaman. There Is the original

chart ?r of the comic Journal, with signatures of

the iiv- partners; there Is the prospectus of the

first number; there are the six covers, Doyle's

being s<> g-ood that another will never be re-

quired: there la the first cartoon; there are

scores of drawings of woodeny Mr. Punch In

various characters, the most benevolent and

hurmrous being: the old man thinking, "as he
sits in his oaken chair"; and there is a library

of comic annuals and literature, with Mr. Spiel-

manr's history In four volumes as the most
authoritative and luxurious record of the most
; • rous syndicate of fun In existence. It is

!. ar>. inspiring pageant which the old Italian
marionette has ordered for the entertainment
of Londoners. In place of the stick for beating

a faithful dog is the magic wand for revealing. nerations of social and political England;

and th 6boards of the puppet chow are trans-

formed into a whispering gallery, where the
merry voices of gentle humorists and warm
hear'iM artists can be heard as they gather

Won id the "Mahogany Tree." I.N. F.

There are many portraits in this volume, one

B


