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M. de Frenilly began to set down these remi-
niscences in his sixty-eighth year. when, as a

voluntary exile in Italy and later in Austria, be
sought for occupations with which to till his

prosperous retirement. An aristocrat of the old

school and a worshipper of Charles X. be de
tested the Orleans family and al! its works, and

after the Revolution of 18310 he sold his splendid

country .-.state and left France, newer again to
slepp beneath her sky. He could not ha\

unhappy for a new home, for there is genuine

gusto in these pases. It is evident that he had

a natural gift of expression, and much historical
and political writing had siren skill to his pen.

He had even produced an epic poem in honor of
the return of the Bourbons in ISI4. He had a
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A VIVID CHROXICLE. tion however, and little Apple Green found him-

self fa. «• to face with "a tall skeleton buried in a

targe armchair, and wearing on his head a huge

Uarskin cap which covered him down to his

eyes." It was the great man:

Ihad counted on passing through anterooms
and salons which would have given me time to

prepare myself. Iwas dragged irom my quan.iary

b\ a cavernous voice saying; "i»h! what a pretty
child 1 Come near, my little friend." •Monsieur.
1 have the honour • • "l. beiran. And from

whom is this letter?" asked the old man. M n-
sieur it is from M. d-Arset." (Oh! unhappy
mother!) -'Ami what Is your name?" •'Monsieur.
my jiame is Frenilly." (Unhappy mother! Ihail

ten lines Of verse in reply to this question.) "And
who is \our father?" •Monsieur, he is Keceiver-"

(Thrice unhappy mother! there were six
lines in response to this.) Ihave forgotten the
other quest! bs to which Idoubtless replie.l with

the saune happy appropriateness and which the
_;r>-;:t man frequently interlarded with: "oh! what
a pretty chUdr" Then was brought in an enor-

Savoy bis. -nit, the appearance of which has
i aa deeply engraved on my memory as

Voltaire's face. Iwas horribly greedy and still
am. Kut my honor was at stake and Iwas already
aware that there are occasions when the appetite
must give way before glory. Ibelieve, too, that
1 waa rather hurt at them f r having offered .1

l.i-int to a man who bad just concluded so dan-

eeroua an enterprise. In short. Ineither ate,
drank, nor spoke. I bowed, backed out of the
room passed down rhe staircase, through the door

on to' the Quay, and jumiwd int • my mother's car-
riage "Well

" she said, 'hive you seen Vol-
taire?" "Yes," replied I, proudly. "Did he speak
to you'" "Yes." "Did you give the letter Into his
own hands'" "res." And from whom did you

ftfendes was a well read, accomplished m-an,

and full of cleverness. An amusing story is

told of his resource as a LatinLst. Once, in

Spain, he met a priest who could not talk
French, whereupon Ifendes, who had no Span-

ish, proceeded to talk with Ins follow travel! >r

in Laiin. A fnend to whom he mentioned the
incident asked if there had not necessarily

been some difficult momenta in the conversa-
tion, ::nd wondered how. for example, he coo I
have said to the priest, "Iarrive at the rail-

way station." Immediately Ifendes produced
a Latin phrase for "railway station"

—but th s

phrase has not survived along with the story.

Then suddenly growing grave, he said: "I*ut
that is not h-nv Ishall die. When Ithink of
my death Ihave before my eyes, as it w*>:v a
vision Of horror, and Ihavp the feeling that 1

shall disappear in a catastrophe— in the burning

of a theatre or a railway accident."
Some time after that a friend was recalling

to him another of his sonnets, and Mendes re-
marked, with a Sigtu "May Idie as Ihave
sung, but 1 shall not have such luck, as you

will see. Instead of having flowers, ugbts,

women and wine, Ishall die a fearful death, ill

alone in the night."

The tragic fate of M. Catnlle Mendes. the

French poet who was killed on the railway the

other day. seems to have been morbidly antici-

pated by him. The Paris correspondent of the

London "Morning Leader" says that once at

table he was asked how he would choose to

die. "Oh," he said, "if Ihad my choice it

would be at table," and he repeated some
verses greeting death as a comrade. The story

continues:

THE BAKON DE FRENTLLY.
(Fran the miniature by Le Guay.)

say it was?" "From M. eTArgef!!!Idraw a
v<;i over uiy mother's sorrow.

A third memory of that happy childhood was

the sight of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette
entering Paris in magnificent procession after
the death of Louis XV. Both King and Queen

wen dressed in white and sat in one of tlM.se

sculptured state carriages whose splendors have

become traditional. Frt-nilly remembered the

Queen as fresh and radiant, her face animated
by goodness and guyety. Itis a picture to put

beside that other, drawn by David, of the un-

happy woman, in mean clothing, seated in tho
tumbril, her h:uids tied behind her back, her hair

cut short for the knife. Frenilly.at a later time,

saw the King In a scene as strangely different

from that triumphal entrance into Taris. It was
on the terrible loth of August. When the young

man Stood with the rest of his battalion of the

National Guard at the Tuileries to bo reviewed
by the King. "Ican still soe the unfortunate
prince passing In front of us; silent and care-
worn as he slouched along, and seeming to Bay,

'All is lost!'
"

There was an extraordinary lack

of judgment in placing the loyal battalions that
day—everything apparently was made easy for

the mob. The Kingleft the Chateau to go to the
Assembly, and when he pa.ssed with his wife

and children through the door of the Passage

de» Feuillants the guards remained at the bot-

tom of the steps. "We had not been there more
than a quarter of an hour," says Frenilly,

"before we saw, advancing along the terrace,

some sans-culottcs armed with pikes, surmounted
with what looked like- red and black helmets.

As they approached we discovered that the ob-
jects were five heads which these savages had
Just cut offInthe Cour dcs Feuillants. Irecog-

nized two of them. One was the head of M. de
Vigier de Mirabel, a life cuardsman whom Ihad

known at Poitiers, the other that of the unfort-

unate Suleau. ... In writing these words I

LANG LIUKRICKS.

Andrew Lang. In The Illustrated London News.

A hard question (not set) is. Why are limer-
icks so called? Any information on this point
would be grateful to me. Is it because limerick
Is a difficult word to hitch into a limerick? I
set a paper myself on this topic lately,offering a
prlzo for the best limerick on a young lady of
Limerick. Not one competitor produced a cor-
rect rhyme. They gave things like:

Who once played her young brother Jim a trick.

For my part Isuggested:
There was a Welsh lady In LinVriek
"Whose accent was painfullyCymric.

So they tried 3. new scythe on
The beautiful Brython.

And chopped he.- to pieces tn Llm'rick.
To this it was objected that the statements

are pedantic, and that the rhyme Is Incomplete.

Ithen ventured:
There was a young lady of limerick.
Who stole from a farmer, named Tim. a rick.

When the priest at the altar
Suggested a halter.

She fled from the county of Limerick- i
Ido not see how you can do the rhyme with-

out "a rick." whether in the agricultural sense
or In the other:
There was a young lady of Limerick.
Who gave her white neck, which was slim, a rick.

You can do it otherwise. InAnglo-Saxon, but
Anglo-Saxon Is not English.

still feel the Inexpressible feeling of horror ft.I
then penetrated me. The monsters roared mI
laughter, and lowered their execrable trophyI <
toward us from the top of the terrace." I

*"
The end of the tragedy was then drawing sear Ian end whichonly a few months before this da?I

at the Chateau nobody dreamed of. la the serin-and early summer of 1701 Paris. Frenilly not^s, -
gave herself up to pleasure. There were balls,
private theatricals, suppers. Madame de Frenilly
then a widow, had inherited a new fortune anda beautiful house which was a veritable pal*?*
and her son was a petted dandy of the salons. I:
With that morning of horror the scene changed
In twenty-four hours Paris was another citj
There wen no carriages to be seen, for nobody"
we are reminded, "dared to show himself to be \u25a0

rich, or to be superior to any one else":
At night the red capped members of the 3^<stions made domiciliary visits—not here or ther*

'
but everywhere— in order to discover aa nttm-e. a \u25a0''%defender of the King,or one of the escape Swiss \u25a0 w
for their massacre continued wherever they 2
found. Even the most honest artisans were seized i
with this incomprehensible frenzy for munier -
There was a certain young and honest engraver'
who every month used to bring me parts of newworks from the gallery of the Palais RoyaJ— a manwith, th" candour and timidity of a glrL Isat»
him ifew days after August It) and found himbeaming with joy. "What is the matter?" luted"
"All! sir," he replied, "Providence has sniiiej
upon me; Ihave killed three Swiss." In the i&eaa !
time the prisons became crowded. The suspected
and the convicted were thrown in pell-mell. Who- j
ever bad grumbled at his wiarmaker or left his •
shoemaker was not certain of sleeping in his bed.Spies and denunciators swarmed among the ser-

'
vants, and thus wtre accumulated the viituna whowere sacrificed during the days of September
Terror was universal; some underwent it. otherspractised it;and these latter were the unfortunate
people, who. driven by fear to pursue others,
trembled lest they should be found less fanatic
than the two or three howlers of their Section.

M.de Chazet. a relative ofour chronicler, was,
by the way, the hero cf one of the strangest
stories of the Revolution. The Baronne da
Mackau. his second daughter's mother-in-law,

was one of the first to be Imprisoned at la
Forces ML de Chazet. we are told, "scattered
money broadcast to win over a few honest ple-

beians of that quarter, and, having been in-
formed of the day when the horrible popular

tribunal was to sit at the door of the prison.

went there early in the morning, disguised as a
sans-culotte. When the baroness's turn came to
appear before those hellish judges M. de CSBBBI
began to defend her in the language of the
Markets, and so well did he play his part, sup-

ported by his accomplices, that he obtained her
acquittal." Madame de Frenilly,agreat heiress
and a woman of kind heart, had spent money

lavishly In her neighborhood and was conse- J
quently popular. Passports were granted her for

herself and her household when she announced
her determination to visit her country estates.
Her son started first and was turned back at
gate after gate because of the silver mounted
dressing case he carried— only then learned
of a municipal order that no gold or silver
should be allowed to leave the city. A second
attempt was successful, and the family was
finally settled on their estate at Loches, where
they were left inpeace. Their property in Paris.
however, became endangered, and young Fr£nil*y
presently returned to take charge of it. Itwas

then in the worst period of the Terror, when
people remained shut up in their houses and
6poke little and In a low voice. One of the pict-

ures of woe which remained in the young man's
memory was that of Danton in the red tumbril
on his way to the scaffold. "His enormous round

head was proudly turned toward the stupid mul-
titude, with impudence on his forehead and an
expression of rage and indignation on his lips."

The Frenillys lost much of their property dur-
ing the Revolution, but do not appear to have

been in danger of their lives. Again establish-
ing themselves in a Parisian house, under the
Directory, they helped to unite the scattered
remains of good society. The last half of the

chronicle has less of drama, but it Is as vivid
as the first. It sparkles with humorous stories,
personal sketches, anecdotes of celebrities and

criticism of men and events. Frenilly gives free
rein to scorn and disgust in writing of his pet j
aversions, Talleyrand, Lafayette and Chateau-

; briand. He tells us about his marriage and hcrw
he brought int.) order his wife's beautiful coun-
try estate. He notes that in that rustic neigh-

borhood
—

as was the case all over France— the

decent peasants had not been spoiled by the
!Revolution. "Every village had had its Jacobin'

tyrant." he says, "its Terror in little,** and had
found it more comfortable under its former lord.
Frt-nillyfinallybecame a deputy, and was made

a peer by Charles X,whom he calls the "King

( of his heart."

Let the poet that neglected genius, take
heart of grace. There has just been incor-

porated in England a society which ought

presently to succeed in making poetry as popu-

lar as fiction, bridge, or the automobile. It Is
called "The Poetry Recitals Society." and, ac-
cording to its secretary, it takes its stand upon
"the neglected truism that poetry, like music,

is written for sound, not sight, and to be prop-
erly understood and appreciated, should bs
read aloud." What is tlie practical plan of

this obviously precious organization? "It

seeks to bring into fellowship all persons in

ti rested in poetry as a means of culture and
expression, and to replace the general apathy
toward poetry with a healthy. Intelligent ap-
preciation of it by means of local centres,

public recitals, lectureships, etc." All this
should prodigiously tickle the bfose. Bhe may
now hope to come into her own. The imugina- j
tioa resta with peculiar comfort osj tlie thought ;

of those "lo<a] centres," from which, no doubt,
there will radiate the most potent influences
making for "culture and expression," especially
expression. Every one of these centres will

within a short time be transformed Into a nest
<.f singing birds. Unenviable, however, will
W the lot of the local laureate, toM off to ar-
range, with the aid of a committee of fellow
lyrists, the programmes for the different re-
(itrsls. Kut will there be more than one re-
cital in a given centre? Not .'ill the local poets

could be read aloud in one evening and pout

postponed poet Is notoriously an offish person,
from whom almost any violence might be ex-
pected. Perhaps the choir will compromise on
the classics, but this seems unlikely. Since
every member is bound to have a poem up his
sleeve it would be preposterous to drag in

Milton. We wonder if. in the large metropoli-
tan centres, this society will give matinees for
the critics.

sons© of the picturesque, the strongest of prej«
udlces, and a noted objection to ÜberaMam -all
excellent qualifications for Describing vividly the

passing of the amu-n mjimc and the course of

the upheaval that followed. His book Is one

that no collector of historical memoirs caa afford

to mi.-s.
Freuilly waa born into a family of wealth and

culture, and be waa educated with great care.
one of his early memories was of the weekly

oosapettttons between the boy, bia alal r. aad a

group of young cousins who were called upon to
levetop a given historical text They could t#

Lhr, Ballast or Tacitus -m they cboae. and the

prize was a wreath of roses. whi< h. after dinner,

was worn out walking, to the delight of the vic-

tor. Another memory of his childhood waa of a
visit to Voltaire. His mother wished that be

might be able in after years to say to his grand-

chlldren that be had once sea the great phi-

losopher, and. though the youngster was rehse-
tant, a suggestion as to tlie honor aad glory of

the visit and a Iromise of coffee Induced him to

consent. "For the next week," he says, "my

p«OV mother filled my head with lines aad BSSBM
by Voltaire appropriate for the occasion. Every

juestion that the great man might put was Eare-
\u25a0een and the answer docketed In my brain."
When the Important day arrived they \u25a0raasad
Jttle ten-year-old in an apple green satin coat

Baed with pink, gTeen satin breeches, white silk
stockings and buckled shoes. They dressed his
hair in a triple row o? curls and finished off this

costume with hat and sword. Then mamma
pave him a letter for Voltaire, "doubtless." he
fays, "one of effusive admiration on the part of

an unknown woman for a man of universal rep-

utation. It was to serve me. Ifneed be, as a

I'passport.' and ifany one questioned mo before
Introducing me Iwaa Instructed to say that it
was from M. d'Arget, a friend of Voltaire, and

;iy father." There waa no troublesome deten-

Is it fair to talk about the <irni* of the
novel? Certainly not, if we are to believe an
anonymous contributor to "The Author." In
bis opinion It is open to question "whether the
works of authors whose writings are adduced
to shame the labors of their successors are in

all cases so perfect as they are represented to
be." Of course, we are told, this does not
apply to the very greatest, to such novelists
as Fielding and Cervantes, bnt what of cer-
tain other men of genius, whose works are
popularly supposed to be superior to the char-
acteristic novel of the present time?

Sir Walter Scott has certain longurur*. It
would be difficult entirely to exonerate Dickens
of exaggeration and "playing to the gallery."
And willany one defend "her eyes were full of
almost tears," "different to" "many opprobrious
epithets in the English and French language."
all which flowers of speech are to be found In
"Pendennis"? Is it possible to find the parallels
of these in the pages of any novelist of 1908
\u25a0who is careful about his style?

With these observations in his mind the con-

temporary novelist who is careful about his
style ought to be perfectly happy.
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to srurxo.
BY WILLIAM BLAKE.

o,hou with«» g^S^TSn.

W 1.1i13.iu each. »JM^
And let thy holy feet visit our clime.

Rome o'er the eastern hill*and our winds

Upon our lovesicK lana »•«\u25a0

CHlj£ $fet*itartt ©rltoaft,

c


