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and Nashe to a given play,

Literary Netws and Criticism

A Novel on the Scale of an
Epic.
N-CHRISTOPHE: DAWN, MORNING,

YOUTH, REVOLT. By Romain Rolland.

Transiated by Gilbert Cannan. 12mo, pp.

wvi, 600. Henry Holt & Co.

The first volunwes of M. Rolland's hu-
man comedy of a single life—of an ame
@d'élite—were hailed not only by French
critics, but in Ensgland, as a step forward
in the practice of the art of fiction, a|
revelation of new and wider possibilities |
in a department of literature which ap-
parently had reached the limits of iis|
adaptability as a criticism of life. |
may be true in one sense, yet in the more |
gtrictly technical one “Jean-Christophe” |
iz in reality nothing new. In essence it]r
{s a return to, and a stupendous elabora- |
tion of, the realism of twenty vears ago,

piling of detail upon
1ts author does not foreshorten,
he does not select, he does not eliminate.
Everything is set down almost day by
day as it happened to Jean-Christophe,
£.d vet there is synthesis here, an un-
erring purpose.

If we see life In 1ts relation to Jean- |
Christophe, at whatever moment ‘
point it touches him, we are made still
more strongly aware of his relation to it,
®nd the reaction to it of his exceptional
temperament and character—exceptional
4n that he is sct apart by the spark of
genius within him, and consecrated by it,
for otherwise he is representative of the
south of his day of many transitions—
soclal, philosophical, moral, sesthetic. He
shares its senss of revolt against the

his

S ] roa

or |
|

3

®

M. Rolland makes
little of heredity so far as he goes.
Jean-Christophe’s musical gift is in-
herited no doubt, but it is forced upward
in its widening channel by the very
aridness of his early environment. He
has no other outlet. As for the father's
dipsomania, we shall have to wait until
the river has run its course. We can-
not know until then whether M. Rol-
land’s insistence upon it is part of his
elaborated realism, or whether he has
an ulterior purpose.

Thus it is again in the second book,
“Morning,” which chronicles Jean-Chris-
tophe’s boyhood. An attempt has been
made to turn him into an infant prodigy;
he has revolted. He is sent to school,
and again he revolts—premonitiong of
the greater revolt that is to come. He
tastes in his arid, stunted, sensitive ex-
istence the pleasure of first friendship,
of his first infatuation, but in the main
this book, too, is an elaboration of en-
vironment, complete in itself. It reveals
the unsettling of the old beliefs and tra-
ditions of the ignorant masses by the
confusion “in the =air” of the world-
embracing battle that sprang from Dar-

art of his family.

| winism, of Nietzscheism without Niet-
| zsche, of free-thought without basis or

logic, of transition from old to new,
reaching the unprepared substratum in
the form of & dangerously corrupted ex-
citant.

This second book is also an elaborated
argument against what Mr, H. G. Wells
has synthetically shown wus in “Mr.
Folly,” the lack of organized preparation
and purposs in the education and life

ROMATN"ROLLAND.

(From & photograph.)

inheritance of yesterday, but to him is
given the strength to voice it

The meritorious translator of the first
fcur volumes of this narrative of a mu-
sician’s life, which in the original has
&iready reached the sixth, prefixes to it
an interpretation of its deeper meaning
es he sees it, and & brief blography of
4ts author, from which we learn that he
was born in 1866 at Clamecy and edu-

cated at Paris and Rome. In the Italian|

capital he came under the intellectual

gnfluence of a gifted German woman, an |

exile of the troubled days of 1848, who
gave direction to his youthful aspira-

tions and i1deals, chiefly based upon Tol- |
Since his return to|
Paris, M. Rolland has been essociated
with movements for the renascence of |

&toy’'s =writings.

the thestre, end been a lecturer on
mausic and art at the Sorbonne. It will
Ybe well to remember his biographies of
Beethoven and Hugo Wolff, and, above
all, his preoccupation with musle since
it is Jean-Christophe’s own.

In his interpretation of the stery, the
translator tells us that the author him-
gelf has always thought of the life of his
hero and of the book &s a river. This
conception is literally exact, for one can-
not jJudge of the course, the influence and
service of a river upon and to the coun-
try through which it flows until every
turn has been explored, its depths all
plumbed, and its mouth reached, if it
does rTeach the ocean. Its end may be
the true beginning of its wider servicas to
smankind, or it may lose itself in
desert, disappointing the dwellers in Its
basin of their high hopes. It may have
to be helped to its destiny by the locks
&nd canals constructed by other hands
and heads, understanding its possibilities
&nd endeavors, end carrying them out.
The river of the life of Jean-Christophe
§s still wvery near its source, in his
earliest twenties, when these first four
wvolumes stop.

The first of the four *“books™ into
which these volumes have been trana-

a

formed—in this English wversion in a |
ingle one—most strikingly illustrate the |
ML

wpinion expressed above tha
land’s method is not s0 much a new ce-
parture as &n elabiration of the reali

Tols

ians,

. thy first book, dealing with
y . |
-Christophe’s birth and infancy,

» rather than scientific psychology,

Y

uitis
but it §s rainly a study of environmse
of his grandfather and father, musicians
both in the small, stagnant capital of a
gmall German principality, and of his
mother, &n ex-servant, loving end in-
competent . es en educator, because ig-
norant of even the existence of & mean-
dng of lite, The father Is & progressi
Grunkard. Yt is gll excepticnally eble
and convincing work, felt by the author
&s he makes the reader feel it Th
picture is complete—the coming of first
gerceptions, of love &nd hatred of ths
parents -who in their ignorance &re un-
‘Bust, of fear and the first knowledge of
death, of the first raptures of music

ve

e
+

,¥For in that poverty stricken household |

the only civilizing, uplifting influence is
the €@runken father’® piano, and his en-

usiasm, flaring up out of his degrada-
tion. to teach his oldest the traditionul

ne

Rol- |

21 taught to a Western school by |
toy first among them. |

ns a great @cal of delicately !n-‘;

ng

of the masses. Jean-Christophe must
! find himself impeded not aided by his

1

elders. The untoward childhood of
genius has been dealt with ere now in

fiction in a far briefer, a selective, syn-
thetic way to equally good purpose, and,
be it said, with stronger effect. M. Rol-
land’s infinite detail is of social value
por 8e, its artistic bearing upon his story
L as a whole, whatever its uitimate length,
is Inconsiderable. One forgets most of
it once he gets into the fourth book,
“Revolt,” as genius itself in its period of
real struggle for its own must forget its
{ childish hardships in the retrospect as
unimportant.

Here one takes issue with the trans-
later, who asserts that *“‘every phase of
the book is pregnant with the next

s thase.” Not so M. Rolland himself:
As through life we change our bodles,
al do we change our s s; and the
wayvs take place
5: there are times
10le is suddenly re-
ges his soul. The
. In those hours
hat all is at an end.
: s again. A life
eady come into

0

newed. The adult cha
soul that is cast

Thus 1t is with Jean-Christophe in the
third book, “Youth.” All that was his
boyhood dies, all but the spark of genius,
and even that glows but dimly among
the shadows of doubt and wonder and
fear and timid aspiration, before the
great, bewildering revelation of adoles-
cence, Jean-Christophe has his first
| love-affair, his first disillusion, but he
is set apart and emerges. It is not till
| here that M. Rolland’s hero really comes
| to meaningful life for the reader. For
him, as for Jean-Christophe, the boy
dies; he, too, forgets most of what has
{ gone before, though he may return to it
i again for its own, its social meaning.

The fourth book reveals a remarkable
knowledge of German life and character
and temperament the part of the
author. Jean-Christophe begins to com-
| pose, and in his music wages war upon
“German lie,” which sentimen-
tality. He finds it in Wagner as in
Mendelssohn, false, blatant, hvpocritical.
His career at its outset that of an
ultra-mo« a revolutionary in art be-
set by the malice, the persecution that

on

is

| the

.
i

is

lern,

drove Wagner into exile. He is young,
immature, aggressive, deflant, the author
does not spare him, but he has in him
the root of the matter. It is not his

2]l opponents who drive him to

t, however, after they have reduced
him to destitution. It is arrogant Ger-
man militarism that sends him to Paris
to discover the “French lie,” for euch
nation has {ts lie, according to the

author, a lie adapted to the mind of the
race; *“its religion, its morality, 1its
siates, its poets, {ts artists must all be
presented to it swathed in les.” Jean-
Christophe has ewaiting him in Paris a
an actress, whom: he has met
‘whjie she was a member of & French
| company touring in Germany. It is to
| her, presumably, that he carries his
genius, and his fconoclasm in art and
| 1ife, which 1= 80 manifestly M. Rolland’s
own.

The work ®o far as it goes in this siza-
{ ble volume is an amazing performance
carried through by an exceptionally
gifted writer. It is far less of a new
devarture than it has been claimed to

woman,

be by European enthuslasts, but its elab-
oration of the realistic method suggests
g8reat possibilities. And if, after read-
ing the completed story, the reader
should forget, as seems probable, pro-
portionately as much of the whole as he
forgets of these four “books” after
perusing the last, he may well come to
reflect that it is exactly in this that the
book is truest to life. One cannot afford
to pass the work by unread; in fact, it
demands more than one reading on 20~
count of the wider life in the basin
through which its river flows

THE SPANISH MAIN

A Sober, Historic Study of a Ro-
mantic Subject.

THE BUCCANEERS IN THB i -J
DIES. By C. . Haring. 1t on
maps and {llustrations, pPp. Vi,

298. E. P. Dutton & Co.

This work was presented as a thesis
to the Board of Modern History of Ox=
ford University for the degree of Bach=
elor of Letters, Its aim 1s to supple=
ment the famillar sources of our knowl=
edge of the history of the buccaneers of
the Spanish Main—Esquemeling, the
French Jesuit historian of the Antilles,
Dampier, Wafer, and a few others—with
the contents of new documents hitherto
almost entirely negiected. These are the
Spanish papers in the British Pub-
lic Record Office, several manuscripts in
the British Museum and the Bodleian,
the archives of the French ministries of
the colonies and of foreign affairs, docu-
ments in the Bibliothéque Nationale, the
vast Spanish collection of documents re-
lating to the discovery, conquest and
settlement of the possessions of ths
Spanish Crown, published in forty-two
volumes during the years 1864-’83, and a
number of minor French and English
narratives. Mr. Haring also tests by tha
light of these new socurces the measurs
of reliability of the more familiar ones,
which have hitherto been accepted at
their face value by the historians of buc-
caneering, and shows the connection
between the buccaneers and the history
of the English West Indian colonies, tha
policy pursued toward them by the Eug-
lish and French governments, and, final-
ly, the nature of their influence upon the
development and prosperity of the inter-
national trade and the prosperity of the
colonies of the countries under whose
flag they sailed forth to plunder, burn
and kill. Thelr exploits were economi-
cally disastrous to friend and enemy
alike, & conclusion, by the way, reached
by other historians before Mr. Haring.
His purpose is, then, a strictly historical
one, which, however, of necessity in-

LORD-BYRON.
(From the portrait by Phillips.)

BYRONIC MEMORIES

Mr. Reid’s Address—Nottingham

and Newstead Asscciations.
Nottingham, November 20.
The American Ambassador’s felicitous
address on Byron at the Albert Hall last
night has revived local interest in the
most neglected of l\'dftinglmm's literary
celebrities. Professor Frank Granger, of

fied by the references made to the poet’s
connection with the city. He has re-
marked to me: “The influence of Not-
tingham upon Byron has been disclosed

volves the retelling of much romance. |
And in the case of the sack of Panumaj
he is forced to quote Esquemeling in €r-
tenso. |

The introduction is a sound piece of
work, an able presentation of the well
known fundamental mistake in Spain’s
economic policy and of her real weak-
ness beneath her apparent strength, but
also a fair presentation of the country’s
principles cf colonial government, which,
whatever their results in practice, were
far higher and far better organized than
those of England and France:

Spanish writers, it is true, have

Some :
2 virtues of their old colo-

exaggerat ed t

| in

by a number of unpublished facts which
I have collected from local tradition. A
distinguished critic has pointed out that
there is no satisfactory life of Byron. It
is my conviction that the local traditiong
supply the key to his career. He spent
the city itself the formative years
from ten to twelve. Among other im-
portant circumstances is the fact that
his private tutor, J. Drummond Rogers,
was an American. Byron
life even thought of settling in the
United States. There is some ground for
attributing this to his local tutor.”

The Ambassador did not refer to this
exceedingly doubtful Byronic project ot

S

system, vet that system had_excel-
which we cannot afford to despise.
Spanish Kkings
with proc
- had on
rigusly

rastination and rou-
taken their

little le

apply too strictly to an empty continent the

str

paternal admi tion of an older country
we might have en privileged to witn
the development and operation of as com
plete and benien a system of colonial gov-
ernment as been devised in modern
times. . . . e code of laws which the
Spaniards gradually evolved for their trans-
marine provinces was, in spite of defects
which are visible only to the larger experi-
ence of the present day, one of the wisest,
most humane and best co-ordinated of any
to this day unpublished for any colony.

The reaction upon English and French
and Dutch commercial interests of the
{ exploits of the buccaneers is clearly set
| forth by Mr. Haring. Owing to Spain’s
economic policy, it was they who profit-
ed most by the Spanish-American trade.
It was their merchandise that chiefly
was sent across the ocean from the ports
of non-industrial, stagnant Spain. It
was consequently the payment for their
own goods in bullion, silver and precious
products that the buccaneers, sailing
under their flags and with the conni-
vance or open encouragement of their
government, took from the Spanish fleets
freighted at Porto Bello and Vera Cruz.

had not choked their |

x task a |
and had not tried to|

retirement to America, but he recited the
{ noble passages relating to Washington
| ana repeated the traditions handed down
by three generations, in which the youth-
| ful bard was described as limping down
Fletcher Gate on Sunday mornings to
| High Pavement Charel and whetting a
| rebellious and defiant nature with stern
;Scotch theclogy. The temporary home
of Byron and his mother when Roger
was his tutor has disappeared from tne
top of Pelham street, now
modern warehouses;

Byrons in the same quarter; but when
the winding circuit of Fletcher Gate has
| been made to Weekday Cross, the birth-
place of the author of “Festus,” the High
Pavement Chapel is readily found. There
is now an impressive looking Unitarian
Chapel, with a dignified Gothic tower
and a pair of stained glass windows by
Burne-Jones. The traditions of a Blue-
coat sermon by Coleridge and of the
baptism of Bonington, the artist, as well
as of the reluctant attendance of young
Byron, repelled by uncompromising Cal-
%vinism, must be assigned to an earller
| structure on the same site.

NEWSTEAD ABBEY.
(From the picture by Tillemans.)

And when this fact dawned at last upon
the northern maritime nations, bucca-
neering degenerated into piracy, its hand
against all, to be sternly suppressed at
last.

A sound historical study, this, and a
scund statement of economic causes and
effects long familiar to students. It is
well {llustrated from contemporary
prints. There is a bibliography of the
sources consulted, together with an ac-
count of the earlier editions of Esque-
meling in various languages.

SHAKESPEARE'S DEATH MASK

A Sublime Discovery Made by a Ger-
man Professor.

From The Pall Mall Gazette.

A German scientist has discovered at
Darmstadt nothing less than a plaster
mask of Shakespeare—a death mask, in

entist is glorying in his trouvaille. Mean-
while, another bust, the Flora of the
Berlin Muscum, may be imagined to
have her doubts&. = - - -

fact, Of its authenticity the discoverer
has no doubt, but to make assurance |
doubly sure he was at the pains to
{ journey to Stratford and compare it
t with the bust on the poet's tomb, Curi- |
ously enough, the resemblance of the
| bust to the death mask proved to be of
| the most striking character, and the sci-

On high ground at the top of St.
James’'s street, a narrow, dismal lane
leading out of the spacious Market
Square, there {s a genuine Byron house,
with a tablet recording the fact that the
poet lived there between 1796 and 1799.
Around it are hospital wards and in-
firmaries and below it are tenement al-
leys and slums; and the front wall, with
its dozen windows, Is covered with Ivy
neatly trained, and a quaint door, with
upper and side panes of glass, opens into
a trlangular little ccurt. There is mno
promise hera of the stately splendors cf
Newstead Abbey; and yet it 13 a vineclad
memorial of the beginning of & famous
life. It rivals, at least, in interest the
modest cottage in Burgaze Green, South-
well, where his mother subsequently
lived and where the dulness was so in-
supportable that he acted in amateur
theatricals, wrote the epitaph of a
drunken carrier and rounded out time
over his earliest verse. Not far away, at
Newark, still stands the old inn where he
frequently stayed during his vacations
| at Southwell.

The site of Byren's last resting place
in Nottingham can be identified only
| with difficulty. This was a room in the
| Blackamoor's Head Inn, on the quuint
little High street, where his body lay
after 1t had been brought to England

the University College, was highly grati- |

in his later

lined with |
and not a vestige |
remains of the older town house of the |

from Missolonghi and had been denied
permanent admission to or even tempo-
rary shelter in Westminster Abbey. The
inn disappeared long ago, the shop mark-
ing its site has also gone, and fresh ex-
cavations are now in progress for a new
structure among Bridlesmith’'s ancient
structures. The funeral procession had
come from Londcn with a large company
fof mourners, and Lady Caroline Lamb,
| aceidentally meeting it near Brocket

Hall, had fainted in her husband’'s arms
| when she was told whose ashes were
fpnssing in silence; and a brief halt had
been made in the centre of the oldecst
| quarter of Nottingham before the final
| stage of the burial at Hucknall Torkard.
| Spectators were admitted to this simple
:I_\'in;: in state and with bowed heads
| passed reverently into the open @scurt cf
| the inn. The mournful story wag after-
ward told in detail by Hobhouse, Byron's
most intimate friend, in “The Edinburgh
Review.”

The Ambassador quoted fmpressively
last night a solemn passag in which
’P._vron seemed to turn to Westminster
Abbey as his last home, and the Bishop
cof Southwell in his appreciative speech
described his own emotion in conducting
confirmation service once a year over
the poet's grave at Hucknall Torkard
Church, where a white floor tablet at-
tested the gratitude of Greece for disin-
terested, heroic service. Alas! the By-
ronic pilgrim who struggles to renew
the ardor of youth at that wayside
shrine is chilled by the incongruous en-
vironment. Hucknall Torkard is now
cne of the ugliest of colliery towns, with
:three grimy railways crawling through
| it ahd with mining going on at every
| turn. The venerable twelfth century
tower is seen through an atmosphere of
coal smudge, and the shrill voices of
swarms of miners’ chiidren are heard
| cutside the churchyard. Poignant is the
sensitive visitor’s regret over the nar-
{ row minded obtuseness of two deans of
Westminster, Thorwaldsen’s noble
| statue of the poet seated on the ruins
|l of a Greek column, with “Childe Har-
Told” in his hand, lay for twelve years in
the customs shed because the Abbey
martinets would not look at it; and
when the Louvre was begging for {t, it
was finally rescued by Dr. Whewell for
the library of Trinity College, Cambridge.

Annesley is also polluted with the
foul breath of collieries and engirdled
with railways and dingy rows of miners’
cottages. The hall where Mary Cha-
worth lived still stands among trees by
a lake in the seclusion of a large park.
With approaches so dismal and sur-
roundings so prosaic, who can recall the
earliest of Byron’s numerous romances
or think seriously of the poet’s hopeless
wooing of the elder cousin, the fair lady
enshrined in “The Dream”? HoOwW mor-
bid now appears the fancy which for-
bade the lover to sleep there, lest her
ancestors should descend from the por-
trait frames because the worst of the
Byrons had killed one of them in a
duel! With grim literalness his own
gloomy forecast of his favorite haunt
has been fulfilled in *“Hills of Annesley,
Bleak and Barren.”

Even more melancholy has been the
decline of Colwick Halil, the original seat
of the Byrons and Mary Chaworth's
bome after marriage. The church is
still to be found a few miles out of
Noettingham, with her alabaster tomb
and with monuments of the Byrons; but
the park is an athletic ground and a
racecourse and the hall has degenerated
into a refreshment bar for sportsmen.
Holme Plerrepont near by, where B}'!‘or.l
was often a visitor, has also suffered
from the ravages of time and shrinks
from gaze behind a screen of trees
Leyond the Trent.

Newstead Abbey alone among the me-
morials of the Byrons has retained its
beauty and romantic charm. The col-
liery atmosphere is left behind when the
private road, lined with limes,
lowed from the Newstead and Annesley
railway stations or when the estate is
approached from Hucknall Torkard by
the Linby crosses and the mill at Popple-
wick. Thers long avenues, broad
sweeps of meadows, clumps of oaks, of
larches, of elms and flashing glimpses of
rivulets and lakes; and beauteous is the
scene this week, with a light fall of snow
and the trees radiant with a shimmer of
fce. The ruinous old priory, which Byron
inherited at the age of eleven, has been
transformed by successive

are

residence and the estate since he parted
with his cherished possessions; and vet
with the Sussex tower and all the resto-

changed are the ruins of the Abbey
church, with {ts massive buttresses and
dellcate tracerles; and the cloisters, with

the anclent fountain, and the crypt,

refectory, and above the winding stair-

is fol- |

| the

rations and improvements, virtually un- |

|
|

case Byron’s own bedroom, with the ad-
joining dressing room and haunted
chamber, have been undisturbed since
his time.

Ninety-two years have passed- since
the sale of Newstead Abbey, and yet the
poet’s rooms in the prior's lodging might
have been occupied by him: yesterday.
The gilded four-poster is there; the
dressing table, with his toilet articles;

the chairs and writing desk, and the |
Cambridge, Oxford

prints of Harrow,

and Charles James Fox are where he left |
them; and in the outer room are por-

traits of his old retainer, Joe Murray,
and of “Gentieman’ Jackson, pugilist and
honored guest at Newstead. The clols-
ters have been repaired and the chapter
house converted into a beautiful chapel,
but the subterranean vault where he had
his bath when it was too cold for a
plunge in the laks is still there. In a
corridor are helmet and swordstick,

facket and cap from the campaign in|
Greece; and among other relics are his |
boxing gloves, candlesticks, = copy of the |

rare edition of the first volume of poems,
the table on which he wrote portions of
«Childe Harold,” and a section of the
tres whereon he carved his own and his

sister’'s name.

One relic is not there—ths skull cupl

out of which he and his roystering com-
panions drank Burgundy when masquer-
ading as monks. That was buried out of
sight because a timorous lady feared {
might bring bad luck on the house. Yet
there are many memorials of him in the

t Etrangers.”

chronology of the plays of Robert g
is perseveringly criticised: i
that Cynewulf's authorshi
nix"” and his debt to Laect:
authenticity

Now to me these
scure and uninteresting as
to any gentleman of the
are things for the speciali
ignorant, to ecriticise,
see, the ordinary Pres
ought to leave them
the publisher to send
| wares. For my part, T v
books on themes of whicl
but the gentleman of t
hesitation about
words as possible, that
ribly bored, and
such books are written.
author who never wrota
never dreamed of app
he is apt to be gullty of a
minological inexactitudes™
statements.

LITERARY NOTES.

Mr. Willlam De Morgan began tg
vnm.-nls late in life, but he is cena{m,
| making up for lost time. Hae i3 now g
work upon a new one, which will prge
iahly be ready for publication by negy
| summer.

say

cannnt

A volume on “Emerson™ has been py,
| pared by M. Maurice Maeter
new French series to be pr
| the title of “Les

shed ndey
Grands Eerivag,

The new editlon of the Encyclopagy
Britannica devotes a large space g

lofty dining hall where he used to boxX |open air subjects, sports and gamey g,

with “Gentleman” Jackson or practise |ing treated with remarkal

pistol firing with noisy revellers; and In
the drawing room is Phillips’'s portrait
of him in the wall space where he hoped
it might always hang. Outside are the
gardens, lawns and driveways in ex-
quisite order; the oak where he planted
1t; the favorite dog’s marble tomb, with
the master’s epitaph, and the woods
where he and his sister used to stroll to-
gether.

It is not likely that Byron's ghost ever
haunts the cloisters and staircase in re-
gentful temper when his memory has
been protected so tenderly and affection-
ately by his successors at Newstead.
The portrait is safe in its frame; the
figure will never come out to punish
desecrators of romantic associations and
vagaries of genius in his old home.
Since so much has been dons to honor
the Byronic tradition at Newstead it
does not matter that there has been per-
sistent neglect at Nottingham, and even
there a more appreciative spirit is at last
apparent. The project for a belated

el 22
2 Thinesg
Past history as well as ¢y hi
st history well as curray |
|

'9xpprts.
practice are recorded.

A chronicle of literary matters shogy
not fail to contain me
of the Duc de Chartres,
King Louis Philippe—anc
ficer, by the way, in the N«

during our Civil War. He wz h
thor of a number of travel beoky §
and he wrote an introducticn to hig

father's work, “Compagnes de ['Armiy
d’Afrique.”

lar demand for novels and the accome
panying increase in the popular taste fop

blography may have an evil is thy
complaint of an English commentato

He points out that too many of the re
| cent books of biography are of the scan.
dalous sort, and some of them ars [}
written at that. *“This scouring of thy
bypaths and dark corners of historg®§
he says, “has resulted in flood of slipe
shod and slovenly historical work, a

a

Byron chatr of English literature at the ’ fleeting and as transient
University College has received a pow- ’!ho lightest and most
erful impulse from the American Am- | kind of fiction.” Lack of
bassador’s eloquent address. Local pride ,presently stem the flood—the

has been stimulated, interest in the as-

scciations of town and shire with a fa- | posed of.
mous family of soldiers and madcaps |
has been revived and the poet buried |

among the colliery villages is receiving
his rightful heritage among his own peo-
ple. L N. F.

[The portrait and other tllustrations used
in this letter are from “The Works of
Lord Byron,” edited by Prothero and Cole-
ridge, and are reproduced by the kind
permission of the publishers, Charles Scrib-
ner’s Sons.]

THE REVIEWER

Andrew Lang on the Type, Past
and Present.

From The Illustrated London News.

There has never been a time perhaps
when authors did not regard the critics
of their age as little better than a nest
of deaf adders; deaf to the music of the
poet, the arguments of the reasoner, in-
different to the discoveries of the his-
torian; always willing to wound, and by
no means afraid to bite, or sting, or do
whatever is done by adders when dis-
turbed. Now, in our published criticism
in reviews of the Press I am not sure
that the authors of verses and novels
have much cause for complaint. One
smooth slab layer of treacle mingled
with butter is spread over the tartines
of the reviewers of fiction. Even the
minor poet, instead of being impaled
alive In the fearless old fashion, 1is
treated as if the reviewer loved him;
and this, if injudiclously encouraging, is
at least a kind, good natured way of do-
ing business. In our days a reviewer
would not, like critics in the age of
Queen Elizabeth or George III, bid Ben
Jonson “go back to his bricklaying”
and Keats “return to his gallipots.”

To crown such poets with such gar-
lands needed some courage in the crit-
fcs, for Ben Jonson had killed his man
in a duel and Keats had “knocked out™
a butcher with the arm of flesh, though
butchers are reputed to be tough cus-
tomers. But beyond courage there is
no virtue in such reviewers. The novel-
ists walk overburdened with the gar-
lands of the newspapers. Take Mr. L.
T., of whose works I had never even
heard till I came upon an anthology of
his renowns. “A more ingenious or
startlingly original plot has not been re-
corded,” “Should be hailed with joyous
shouts of welcome,” “So admirable, so
living, so breathlessly exciting a book.”
Or take Mr. M. W. A.: “A very brill-
fant work,” “The novel rivets the deep
interest of the reader and holds it spell-
bound to the end,” *A vigerous story,
with elements that fascinate.” (This is
lukewarm, I confess) Mr. H. J. (of
whom T have never read a line) is cred-
ited with *“The brillance of ‘Lothair ™
and with “more realism than Mr.
Hardy";

and SRR A % purchasers | \r. Glumbody excels Thackeray, that |
A owners—Colonel Wildman, of the|Mr. Borglum outdoes Dickens, and so
Peninsular war, Llvingstone’'s friend , forth. Yes, as far as praise—and, 1 hope,
Webb and Lady Chermside—into g | PUdding—goes, the novelist does very
splendid residence. Not 1 | well. But poor fellows like the present
h esidence. Not less than a mill- l sufferer are treated otherwise. We do
fon dollars has been expended on the ! not write for the man in the street, and |

man or the boy in the street
turned on to review our books, on sub-
jects which he regards with all the hor-
ror and disgust that ignorance can in-
spire in le moyen homme sensuel, to use
Mr. Matthew Arnold's glossy French
periphrasis for the man in the street
The common reviewer finds himself con-
fronted with topics which seem to him
unworthy of the notice of human beings.

monks' parlor, abbot's dining room and | Perhaps he meets a volume that tries to

discern the separate contributions of,
say, Heywood, Dekker, Chettle, Rowley

iOf the priests guillotined in

in its vogue s}
{nconsiderabl
s cts wik
ctue £
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| resque personages are already

An Interesting phase of
| Revolution has been treated
|Bliard in a volume
| “Jureurs et Inser:
| with the 484 eccl
ibrnught from their co
| Paris in order that tl
raigned before the 1

| ville. The author has

| mense number of kitherto ished

| documents. A brief biogr f eacd
Paris &

pears in an appendix.

We printed not long ago
our Paris correspondent
Marguerite Audoux
“Marie Claire.” Here is the ]
this clever French seamstress
j!winkling of an eye has ac
wide notice. The Paris newspal
ferever talking about her a

MARGUERITE AUDOUX
e

hot

while we commonly read that |

is | S

(From a photograph.)
the story in which, it is sald 959‘:
been more or less aut graphd

Presumably an English translation
soon be available.
A STUART SONG.
By M. Radclyffe-Hall
Tell me what are you looking fof
There where the ivy ¢l 1
“1 am Kk 1d tursoﬁ‘

wking for yout al

» Queen, sald Mary.

Tell me what are you wa
There where the ivy cl
“I'm waiting for Love,

wings,"”

Said the Queen, said Mary.

witl

Sté

" ihe while D
a vark /

Tell me what are you I "'.m.‘-‘; o
There where the iv)
“A bird that's hidder

sings, i
And he sings of Death,” sal




