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THE KNIGHT ERRANT.
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Spirits of old that bore me,
And set me, meek of mind:
Botwesn great dreams before me,
And dieeds s great hehind,
Kaowing humanity my star
A t alroad I ride,
Sha Ip me wear with every scar
Honor at eventide,

f.ot claws of lightning cluteh me
summer's groaning cloud,
malice touch me,
ywry make me proud.
Yh, give my vouth, my l'_.'-ith. my sword
ol the heart’'s desire:

life in the saddle, Lord!

@he New ok @rxibune

SUNDAY. FEBRUARY 6, 1910,
Tie literary eritic has such large liberties in
{10 matter of speacing his mind that he can-

complain when he is himself made the sub-
w1 of discussion. Very good humoredly, too,
< he treated by the anonymous author, evi-
Iv a novelist, whe discourses in  “The

on The Reviewer and Ilis Little
He is not, it appears, an utter villain.
=11 e can be horrid,” we are told, “he ean also
e very, very nice.  If he can obstinately per-
the moest original actions of your charac-
v~ into something old and commonplace, he
v also display an insight into their motives
that surprises you.”  What are his more ob-
nexiotis foibles?  IHis praise is sometimes be-
~towed in the wrong direction. “If you are the
e Furepean authority on the manners and
customs of the Elecampane Indians it jars upon
von o find a jovial persen writing of your
Hook: ‘A thrilling narrative, but we think less
(7 its main theme than does the author. Any-
cue can write about Indians, and what appeals
i us is the mey account of the doings on the
yoraze out.” " Obviously the only thing for
the sole European authority to do in a case of
this sort is to tale his reviewer's scalp. Then
the wicked eritie is irritable and careless over
wequels, e is unjust to long books—just be-
canse they are long—and when he takes a holi-
day he leaves his work in the hands of the
ottice boy.  Decidedly, it is time for him to get
iz “come-uppance.” Jut we wonder why his
troest monitor fancies that reviewers spend
post of their time on novels? Is it because, for
the novelist, there is nothing like leather?

e et

to he hlamed for his notion that
f.tion constitutes the greater part of current
Tverature, since he and his affairs are forever
forced upon the public attention.  An-
s communication in “The Author™ embodies
¢ preliminary report framed by the sub-com-
piitiee of the Society of Authors appointed to

L into the question of the price of novels.
iz ey 1 recently started for cheaper fic-

i ix still in the experimental stage, but this
report shows that enough material has already
icen cathered {o justify the recommendation
that the six shilling standard should be main-

ile is har

The consensus of opinion from the pub-

i~hors consiuiled is to the effect:

it from 9,000 copies at least, to
hest figure mentioned) must be
(b) that S,000 must be sold at
(¢) that 6,000 copies must be
fore the author would receive
alent to that which he usually
opies at 6s., i. e, 4s. 6d. net.
aving exceptional cases out of
ot appear probable that ti
on would be proportionately
reduction in the price of the
im this point figures relating to

particular cases have been submitted in proof !

»inion.

hat the same proportionate royalty could
t we offered upon the lower prices. On this
point the publishers are all very clear.

These figures ouzht to prove fairly conclu-
Sive among those novelists who have no illu-
sitns as to their “drawing power.” The {ruth

hat it takes a pretty clever writer to reach
even the lowest average indicated in the fore-

quotation.

s
The seventieth birthday of Mr. Austin Dob-

mowas marked by a gift from a large group

of his friends.

is was a set of silver, in
¢ .zhteenth century design, comprisine a salver,

rose-bowl, and two pairs of candiesticks. In
Yeir necompanying letter the donors declared
that they greeted in him “the brilliant lyrical

toand the fastidious writer of prose.” The
up included most of the notable living writ-
of Lngiand, M- llenry James being the
culy American.  One who saw Nr. Dobson on
biis birthday tells the London “Daily Mail” that
thie poet vis short and thickset, and a mass of
gray hair crowns a white spreading forehead,
clean-cut features and quick, sympathetic eyves.
wentieness radiates from him.” We can testify
to the aceuraey of this vigoetie, especially as
regards the last touch in it.  Those who have
et Mr. Dobson vividly remember his kind and
coeurieons way. Though he has retired from the
i~oard of Trade he has not left the literary
vanlis. e writes at regular hours every day
amd is now engazed upon essays dealing with
Ivis faveorite eighteenth century topies. RRe-
cently he has composed a rondeau. “The idea
of ii,” he says, “is that it is too late; I am no
Iouger able to do what a younger man might
¢0.” There is many a younger man, and clever
at that, who would give his old shoes, as the
caying zoes, to be able to do what Mr. Dobson

st ean do.

dutiful wife;

MRS. THR.ALE.

And Her Friendship with Samuel

cleverness drew to his
ful, the wisest ane

Thrale's U'ng

Streatham Coterie

memory of Hester Thrale Piozzi, have together
produced a highly entertaining volume
of its material comes from Mr
been made public before. This fresh material is
not of dazzling importance,

welrome to the writer of the future great biog-
Samuel Johnson, :
this generation
Mr. Broadley fears that the complete dis-

probably not

she was the !asrinuti]ng makzl:w;

i > ayety and sparkiin
P e sst;n:r(; tl}w most delight-
] wittiest society of their
she was to that friend in
And it could not have
refinement always to

time. How good
chief, Samuel Johnson! ;-
been easy for a woman o
l'wr:»w lin :fnl:nirutinn for his intv”""f the gor-
mandizing ways, the dirty and untidy habit=
of that underbred if truly great man. If the
“great hear” helped her to make a salon wr.m.ﬂfj
brillianey will never be forgotten she c.-wrraml\
requited him in thoughtful care and in affec-
tionate friendship.

No one ean quarrel with Mr. Seccombe’s as
sertion that after Thrale's death
the presence of the ageing and ailing
ne very hard to bear X
Johnson had to 2
Mrz=. Thrale

the burden of
lexicogra-

must bhe

pher hee
admitted.” he says, ‘‘that
certain extent been spoiled by
Thrale’s temper had Kept him in a
Thrale gone, ha could not bring himself to obey
his widow He gradually assumed liberties
and indemnified himself for the old restraint at
the expense of the lady. He took to ordering
guests. He laid claim

we, but

carriages and rebuking
to regulate not merely her hours, her affairs

R

THRALE.

portrait by Dance.)

s ago will prove disastrous to the pros-

1 15 not improbable ti
some day trace them and use

It is a pity that they could not have
secured in their entirety by a single pur-
Hester's diary
six volumes—tor whic
vided a title in “Thraliana”—nearly passed into
American bidder,
however, appeared to
for he bought

S10,000 for it.
greater profit,
volumes at $10,250
Letters and Literary

\utobiography,
use a few passages from them, but he did not

Welsh journal happily pass=d from this sale into

is reproduced

of the Johnsonian period. and. aside

commentator
agine, will take exception to lis fair and im-
partial estimate of
the malicious Baretti and the jealous Bos-

to-day is ready to judee without prejudice the
character and career of the Lady of Streatham.
Hester Salusbury,
her relatives
brewer, Henry Thrale, whom she did not love,
and for twenty years she was a dutiful wife to
a cold-hearted and tyrannical master—a glutton

was married

and her estates—but even to dogmatize about
the disposition of lLerself.” Vith his really
brutal opposition to her second marriage the

widow's patience failed and she took leave of
him forever. That Hester at the age of forty-
two had a right to marry the reputable and
well-to-do Italian musician Piozzi may be con-
ceded, however her friends might ecriticise her
taste; but the fierce attacks of those quondam
friends on her proceeding reached the point of

absurdity Here the great Cham blundered,
our essayist holds. He had been the petted
mentor of his hostess and her household for

nearly twenty vears:

Yet he had never really loved her: he had
fathomed her “lack of common-se n\(','; but he h wd
never taken the trouble to understand her charac-
ter. This fact alone.can explain irrevocable
blunder—a blunder which cost not only her and
himself, but all of to-day, so dear; a blunder
of precipitate anger 1 hasty impulse w!
led the unsympathetic to Jdescribe
that of a rogue elephant turning :

ler

mistress—an action too closely resembling the
biting of the hand that fed him. The hero wor-
shippers, on the other hand, it k ed to set them-
selves so earnestly to justify r hero as
transcend eve measure of justice and to thro
an undeserved slur upon a character which ';\4»
not indeed cast in an heroic mould, but which be-
longed to a woman greatly beloved in her Jay
whose society Johnson preferred in his pr & to
that of his greatest and wisest contemporaries
whom he called by every endearing epithet that
he could think of, whom he celebrated in prose
and verse and whose “little silver tonguwe.” when
all is said, has done more to preser

crate, nd to crystallize his fame at of
any one who ever lived, with one s excep-

tion.

We are glad to remember that Johnson's
coarsely expressed wrath cooled and that his
last letter to her was one of affection and
gratitude “for that Kkindness w} 1 soothed
twenty years of a life radically wretched. ™ Mr
Seccombe has little that is pleasant to say

of

of

| irrepressible

Hester's dauzhters,
doubt they were cold
father. Yet we
to their mother’s

Misges Thrale

and reserved, lii; .
can realize that their ‘“‘
» second marriage. thay -
the end it justified itself, wag Quite i
They probably disliked, alse, her alt“:::;m
Piozzi's brother’s son, who wag brought .

from Italy at the time of to k.,

N 'P'llﬂun'_.‘ in-

Vg

They could not ha v ed hep

the boy of their ither's
Salusbury nor her willing to
papers and t smail but a
in Wales. The property. =

and the other Welsh house

minded resentment

hould ha elonged > t
ran the Salusbury hlood tr
own It is ind 1ited b M
to the alien’s amily

f Hester's precious pa
learned from ti )

comfort in her

Never was tF ) e Z

than this Heste
hope thal the world =

plete coilection of roer

ness and the tolerance that mark those pe ;
appear in the W h journa sw firsg p{.x,é‘ :
It was in September ] ol .
three years old, that she set out with heps 1
band and daug r, Queens them a e '
ten, and Dr. Johnson, to r  the glimpy '
Rer childhood Wales. T 'pped ag g, -
country houses of friends or relatives on

Sives inferesting g
die of the period B

108 relatives amuysip

wayv, and the journ
of the English
did neot always fi

notes in one dull use a Nay ;
” 5 g mary,
which made “something to consuit about, g

£

™~
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thing to talk of,
of unintellectual peog

One of her hosts peiit

ed literary,, @&
versation. “He talked to me of poor Dp o P
smith and—now in Company, Madam .M‘: d
was he always the great man® No s . 3
plied I, I think he was nerer the great o, 1«

We had more conversation about | e
and 1 hope I did not do ti
justice.” Many were the stupid el
she encountered on this tour, but if they 5.
her they were still not without good qugy, #
There is a quaint note of a visit paid gy
mund Burke on their return to Streatham , .‘.
Jurke himself was obliged to 20 out somews,

ce

about election matters., There was an ol
Lowndes dined with us. and zot very g &
talking politics with ke and my Yoo B¢
after dinner. Lord nd Edmund -
red with 5 f

home at night very

and I thought how I had spent three my

from home among dunces of all ranks and o= ;
but had never seen a man kK till | 3
among the Wits This
but what of that It . .
clos 1 A r
d said
Lovr n
tions, while not uniformly ex
tistic sens it
Hhook is one w1
e
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From The Pall Mall Gazet ert
4 ;  aw
is the military museum Y <o thers ¢ the
piously pr rved bhra rs of ey the
man) 1 -riddicd “kep :g-A o o
the

vy McClurg & ¢
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