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SOME NEW BOOKS.

Walter Pater,

that deserves muoh more at-

it has yet recelved on this

the Atlantio is The Life of Waller

Pater, by TaoMas WrniGHTY, two volumes
Mr, Wright, who is known

to & good many readers as the author of
“The Life of Edward Fitagerald” and “The
Life of Sir Michard Burton,” tells us in a
aoe that the book before us would not

ve been written had not the meagre
outline of Pater's life given by Mr. A. O.
Benson been crowded with astonishing
errors. We may find it a short road to &
odrreot conoeption of one of the most brill-
‘fant and original writers of the Viotorian
ors if we mention some of Mr. Benson's

Pater “did not arrive at his plentiful voocab-
ulary, as some writers have done, by the
production of large masses of writing that
never see the light.” Benson adds that
*it is & ourious fact that Pater evinoed no
precocious signs in boyhood and youth
of a desire to write. Pater's family cannot
he ever showed any par-

to write." That is to

, the author, sprang into being

The truth is that both

@8 & boy and as & young man he wrote

. He was, as Mr, Wright's

prove, perhaps the most voluminous

that ever lived. Elsewhere

says that Pater “never wrote

ohildhood except a few humorous

As a matter of fact he wrote
thousands of lines of serious poetry, and
although he burned most of them the authoy
of thess volumes has in his possession,
he tells us, many hundreds of them. Mr.
Benson also says that “Pater wrote very
few lotters”; on the contrary, the subject

during his early life was philosophy. The
faot is that his chief interest during all
his youth and early manhood was English
literature. Perhaps the most amazing
of all Mr. Benson's mistakes is his assertion
that Pater's metaphysical studies did not
his strong religious instincts. The

before us demonstrates that Pater

writers about Pater have al-
Jeged that he was intimately aoquainted
with Swinburne and D. G. Rossstti. The
present blographer has Mr. Watts-Dunton's
suthority for saying that Rossetti “did not
know Pater at all, save that he once saw
him for five minutes in his studio,” and Mr.
Swinburne told Mr. Wright that he never
met Pater to speak to him more than twice—
onoe in London and once at Oxford, and
that even then few words passed.

As previous writers have assumed that
Pater was a great authority on Greek art
and the Revaissanoce, the conclusion that
Mr, Wright has been foroed to come to with

We shall return to this matter later, but
observe here that Pater's knowledge, even
of the subjecta with which he was supposed
to be most intimate, was by no means deep.
He glowed with genuine love for delicate
perfection, but he was too indolent to turn
up his sleaves, as it were, and apply him-
melf to the tremendous task of getting to the
foundation of things. With him intuition
sesms to have been an adequate substitute
for study. The present biographer, at all
events, asserts that there is more Greek
feeling in Pater even than in Landor, who
was a profound scholar as well as a great
writer; more Greek feeling indeed in Pater
than in any other English man of letters,
with the exoeption of Keats, who knew noth-
ing of Greek literature at first hand. If
now one asks, “What is the main interest
of this book?” the biographer replies that
it brings the reader into the closest poesi-
ble relationship with one of the most dis-

d writers of his day. The book
is orowded from cover to cover with good
things said by Pater and his friends. Pater's
most intimate friend, Mr. G. R. McQueen,

* testifles that he was as amusing a ooni-

panion as could be found.

The fact that Pater was of Dutch lineage
should be borne constantly in mind by
those who wish to understand his tempera-
ment and character. The Paters from
whom the subjeot of this biography was
descended are first heard of in England

baock to London, where he practised as a
surgeon until his death in 1#12. His elder
son Riochard followed his father's profes-
sion and settled in Stepuey and there on
4 1839, his son, Walter Horatio,
subject of this blography, was born.

a slightly misformed back

years old, he was sent to
Canterbury, where Chris-

of Dr. Btrong in “David
s School at Canter-
is the oldest publioc school
been founded in the
th ocentury, when Kent was a sep-
and the arrival of Augus-
's monks the latest sensation. That
never a popular boy at King's
not surprising, seeing that he
almost every one exoept two friends
Dombrain and McQueen, of whom
to see much thereafter. Nor did
head master, the Rev. George Wallaoce,
really take to him, while Pater, on his
part, was never attraocted to Mr. Wallace.
If, however, Pater rather disliked the head
master he always respected him for his
wide learning and especially for his knowl-
edge of history, literature and theology.
He strove to imbue the boys with his own
Jove for English literature and it is possibly
due to him in some measure that Pater
became one of the most prolific schoolboy |
suthors that ever lived. In 1858 he suc- |
ceeded in gaining an exhibition of 460 a |
year, tenable for three years, at Oxford.
At the same time he received £30 as a gift
from the school, and some friends made
s Him a present in money. We nexteee him
as Queen’s OCollege, Oxford, his friend
Mol-1een, having gone to Balliol.

The Oxford of 1888, although its main
features have been preserved, differed in
pumerous respects from the Oxford of to-
day. - Carfax Church is gone—or all but its
gtower; Brasenose College, after throwing
down the row of old tenements that stood
in 1ts way, has presented itself with a new

gle, showing a handsome frontage
to High street; Balliol has shot up a forest
of gables and pinnacles in Broad street
The colleges of Keble and Mansfleld have

risen majestioally; others have made addi-
or stories or orels; while

HHE

Bt. Aldgate's evinces, has also broken out
into architecture. The rest of the city was
in general appearance much the same as it
is now. Of individual undergraduates who
were in residence at the time Mr. Wright
mentions only three—A. C. Bwinburne and
John Addington Symonds of Balliol and
John Richard QGreen of Jesus. Thirteen
years had elapsed since Newman had gone
over to Rome; Pusey, who was 08, had
thirty more years to live; Keble was 66 and
had only eight yeurs before him. The
Broad Church leaders, Stanley and Jowett,
. Matthew Arnold, who was 89,
had been appointed professor of postry in
the preceding year, and his lectures, owing
largely to his gibes at the “Philistines,”
were attracting wide attention. As regards
the dons, very many were of the old sohool
—eoven the hard drinker not being extinot
—but here and there might be found a
Tractarian and here and there & Scientist.
Buch was the state of the university into
which Pater, a raw youth of 19, had drifted.
We may here mention that [
two at Queen's Pater found
stances less narrow, and the w of
rooms, “formerly graceless and austere,
began to olothe themselves, though
decorative features were used with guarded
moderation. It is noteworthy that with all
Pater's reputation for wmstheticlsm
equipment of every set of rooms oocupled
by him and of each of his houses , until the
last few years of his life, was scanty and
even bald. He was thrifty even to an
amusing degree, as persons who have known
penury often are, and the habit grew.

It has been asserted by Mr. Gosse and by
most of the writers who have followed
him that Pater's severance from religion
synchronjged with his adoption of human-
istio ideas—that is to say, shortly after
his removal from Queen’s College to Brase-
nose. The author of these volumes shows,
however, that Pater began to be a doubter
even before he left the King's Bchool at
Canterbury, and he lost all belief by the
time he was 21. Up to the year
1850 he had been influenced chiefly by
Stanley, Kingsley and Maurice. For a
time he called himself a Christian Socialist.
Befare long, however, he broke quite away
from Christianity and his friend
McQueen by indulging in “Mephistophelean
sneers” not only at “trammelling creeds”
but at religion in whatever form and in
attacks upon the Bible, after the manner
of Voltaire, although many of his remarks
were evidently made simply with a desire
to give his hearers a shock. MoQueen
reminded him of their peaceful, happy
religious life at Canterbury; but Pater
in reply said, “At Canterbury I was a oon-
temptible hypoorite.”

In March, 1860, the English religious
world was cast into a ferment by the pub-
lication of “Essays and Reviews,” written
by seven Broad Churchmen, whom their
opponents bitingly oalled “The Beven
Against Christ.” Benjamin Jowett, the
ablest of the Fesayists and Reviewers—
Little Benjamin, a&s the undergraduates
called him—was at this time and had been
since Ootober, 1855, regius professor of
Greek, which “he taught the university
for nothing”—that is to say, £40 a year;
pnor was it till 1885 that, “after much bitter-
ness,” his salary was raised to £500. Pater,
who attended Jowett's lentures, was much
drawn to the great man, and it is recorded
that Jowett, pleased with some remark
that Pater made, once sald to him, “You
have a mind that will attain eminence.”
Referring to Jowett's great originality
as a writer and a thinker Pater afterward
said, “He seemed to have taken the measure
not merely of all opinions but of all possible
ones and to have put the last refinements
on literary expression.” And again, “When
he lectured on Plato it was a fascinating
thing to see those qualities of his as if in
the act of oreation, his lectures belng in-
formal, unwritten and seemingly unpre-
meditated, but studded with many a long
remembered gem of expression or delight-
fully novel ides, which seemed to be lying
in wait whenever at a loss for a moment
in his somewhat besitating discourse
he opened a book of loose notes.” If from
Jowett, as oertainly was the case, Pater
caught his enthusiasm for Plato, it was
probably the influence of Jowett that now
caused him to cease writing poetry. Jowett,
indeed, whose oold water would have
quenched anybody less inflammable than
a Swinburne, was never tired of projecting
his soorn upon poets, especially of the
undergraduate variety. But if Jowett
Jed Pater to fall out with verse, he caused
him to take an increased interest in prose—
and to love above all things the art of
biography writing. More charming minis-
ture biographies than Walter Pater's su
never were written. '

In 1860, having cast aside Christianity,
Pater tried to obliterate all his connections
with it. First he burned his manuscript
volumes of poems, not because he thought
lightly of their merits but simply because
of their Christian tone. Next he resolved
to get rid of all the books on Christianity
which he had studied so sedulously at Can-
terbury. The change in his religious views
brought about a separation from his two
intimate friends, Dombrain and MoQueen.
Strangely enough, although Pater at this
time never lost an opportunity of girding
at Christianity and although he had quite
lost faith in the efficacy of prayer, he still
declared that he would take Holy Orders.
He still frequented places of w
though only ornate services with elabor-
ate musioc and “sweet heady incense” pleased
him, for, like his favorite author, Goethe,
he now regarded religion as merely a de-
parment of art. ,

In 1862 Pater passed his final examination,
but obtained only second class honors in
Litier.r Humaniores. Boon after taking his
degroe Pater sought ordination at the
hands of the Bishop of London, but his
former friend MoQueen wrote to the Bishop
to tell him of Pater's apostasy and ordi-
nation was refused. Bitter as Pater was
at the moment against McQueen, he ulti-

mately came to recognize that his old friend |

had acted rightly. In 1864 Pater was fortu-
nate enough, thanks ochiefly it is said to
his knowledge of German philosophy, to
obtain a classical fellowship at Brasenose.
Pater now turned his attention onoe more
to literature, though so far as the present

A. P. Stanley, Heine, Voltaire, Goethe; he
had aped not only in argument but also in
tone of voioe the men who had for the mo-
ment fascinated him., Of all creatures he
had been the most artificial, the most af-
fected. He now grasped the faot that to
produce our best we must be ourselves.
An author who is indistinguishable from
other people can nover sucoceed elther in
stamping his own imaginations on the minds
of his contemporaries or in fulfllling his
mission. The one way to be entirely differ-

ality.” Henoeforth Walter Pater was to be
Walter Pater, and as a result he stands
quite apart from his ocon As
Mr. Wright puts it, “he is isolated, and, to
use a favorite word of his own, ‘columna’ *:
the placid, white, marmorean;” monastio,
subtle, equable, nebulous soul stands self-
revealed. He ia the nearest he could get
to the crysta] man, Y

In a chapter near the close of hiy first
volume Mr. Wright approaches the period
when Pater began to write his wark

the romantio, whose blazon was
pour I'art.” Acoarding to Théophile Gautier,
one of its chief defenders, the formula “sig-
nifies for the artist a method of working
disengaged from all precocupations save
from that which in itself is beautiful. In
the light of this dootrine, when rightly un-
all subjects are indifferent and
value only in proportion to the
t, style and power of ideal present-
t brought to bear on them by the in-

and Pater, although his acquaintance with
the poot was very slight, soon became a

says: “Those who seek for truth in art as
the end follow a delusive aim that can
but result in the enfeebling of their own
powers and them in the sandy
deserts of didacticism.” He adds: “They
forget that beauty is mnecessarily truth;
indeed it is, in the words of the divine
pupil of SBocrates, the splendor of truth—
that is to say, something higher and more
noble than truth itself. Truth, on the con-
trary, is not necessarily beautiful, and as
art without beauty cannot exist truth per
#¢ can never be its object.”

Pater is generally held to have been of
a sluggish, cold nature, and his present
biographer admits that there was a passiv-
ity, an unbroken calm about bis latter daysa.
In the early period of his adult life, how-
ever, when he wrote the easay on Winckel-
mann, he was “when provoked by art and
Hterature all fire, and it was oertainly, to
use his own words, the ‘enthusiasm burn-
ing, like lava’ and the ‘feverish nursing of
the ove motive of his life’ that attracted
him so much In Winockelmann's character.”
Pater himself burned ardently to do notable
work in the world and to win plaudits of
the finest minds. He was struggling on-
ward, apward, often disheartened, in the
dm-du..xm Oxford of the
later 'a0s and ‘708—in whioh to exhibit
@ spark of enthusiasm for any mortal thing
was to stamp yourself as a freak of nature’
and to attract glances of astonishment not
unmingled with pity.

m.

Mr. Wright does not hesitate to say that
to Oxford Pater, considered as a man of
genius, owed absolutely nothing. All his
{ospiration came from elsewhere. As a
tutor Pater was soarcely a success, being,
a8 we have previously said, no schoiar in
the sense given to the word at Oxford. His
weakneas in Latin and Greek, for example,
was perfectly known not only among the
dons of Brasenose and other colleges but
also to his own pupils. The Rev. Anthony
Bathe writee to the author of this biography:
“In my first term it was the business of
Pater as tutor to give us freshmen lectures
in the‘Georgics’; and he was much 4t sea in
them. On one occasion he insisted in
translating fragili stringeret hordea cuimo
(‘Georgics’ 1., 817), ‘fills the barns with
grain,' instead of ‘binds the sheaves with
the brittle straw.’ He persisted in his
translation and of oourse we gave way, but
1 suppose he saw that something was wrong,
for after this we had to write out the con-
strue and our axercises were not returned
to us.” It seems that at this time one of
the duties of the tutors of Brasenose was
to give divinity lectures to their pupils.
Very often Pater shirked them, but his
pupils, having discovered that he disliked
the task and would gladly have had no
olass in divinity, took particular pains to
be present and punctual, Finally he seized
tne hull by the horns and boldly discontinued
the lectures. Another Brasenose man re-
oalls that he attended Pater's lectures on
Aristotie, and says that “his manner in
lecturing was to bend his head over the
table at which he sat and to cover his eyes
with his hands, not often looking up to ask
a question.”

The essay on Winckelmann was followed
by articlee on Leonardo, Botticelli, Pico
and Michael Angelo, and in 1878 Pater re-
vised them thoroughly and republished
them with some other studies in book form
under the title “The Renaissance.” Almost
all of the writer's admirers concur with
Mr. Wright in regarding “The Renaissance”
as Pater's masterpiece. “Few more stimu-
lating works have left the press; no man
can read it without being thrilled—raised
above himself—exocited to more strenuous
efforts. Very slowly had this rampired
city risen, but its foundation is laid with
sapphires and all its borders are pleasant
stones. ‘Marius’ and everything else that
he did paled before the barbarioc beauty
of this gorgeous structure.” Pater's teach-

biographer has been able to ascertain be | ing s briefly this: “Imitate the men of the

never again atfempted verse. None of his
prose writings, produced during his early
Brasenose period, seems to have been pre-
sorved, except an interesting study en-
titled Diaphanéité. This was his first im-
aginary portrait, his first serious foray into
a region of literature which he was to make
peouliarly his own. Diaphaneity is of
course the quality of being diaphanous;
and Pater imagined 2 man who should be
as a cyrstal—who should be, furthermore,
absolutely himself. SBuch a man might
not be a man of culture, but he would be a
man of taste, and Pater, who ocaressed the
dootrine of the free existence®of souls,
regarded taste as “the reminiscence of a
forgotten function that onoce adorned the
mind.” The orystal man, he said, would be
uninfluenced by the times in which he might
live. Pater's own aim In life thenoeforth
was to approach this type, and Mr. Wright
thinks that he suocceeded to a considerable
extent. Hitherto he had been by turng
Keble, Charles Kingsley, F. B. Maurios,

| them,

and enjoy yourself." Like

you will find your keenest delight
in the "attitude of the scholar,” in “the
enthusiastio aoquisition of knowledge for
its own sake.” We soarcely need say that
among the features of that great period
was a revival of interest in the olassios and
in QGreek soulpture. Homer, Eschylus,
Ovid, Vergil, Horace, who so long had lain
dank or dusty and forgotten in ancient
libraries, were taken down, dried or cleansed
and studied with enthusiasm, and the
poetic idea found acoceptance that the
old deities, supposed to be dead, had begun
to quit their hiding places—an idea which
Helne ("Gods in Exile”) and Pater, who
followed him, played with again and again.
It is well known that those who harked
back to the classics and the ideas of the
pagan world gave themselves the name
of humanista, and the intensity of their
worship of beauty led them to place it
higher even than the Christian ideals, “The
essonce of humanism,” ssys Pater, "o

.
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the bellef that nothing which has ever
interested living men and women can lose
ite vitality--neslanguage they have spoken:
nor oracle beside which they have hushed
their voloes, no dream which has onoe:
been’ entertained by 'actual human minds,’
nothing about which they have ever been
Jpassionate or expended time and weeal.”
A latter day humanism had by thia time
become Pater's creed. “Faun, Christian
knight, satyr, martyr, Mary the  Virgin
and Venus—who apparently was not a
virgin—Zgipan and pantheist all hob-
nobbed together amicably in his tolerant
brain; ‘and his oconversation ocomported
with his writings.” In one breath he would
utter sayings that befitted a Voltaire, and
in the next express the hope that he would
be buried in the robes of a Capuchin. Al-
though, however, Pater's humanism is
oonspiouous enough in his “Renalssance,”
his present blographer holds that the quali-
ties which have immortalized that book
are entirely independent of the creed of
the writer.

The opening eesay in the book is an
attempt to prove that there was a literary
and an artistio revival before the Renais-

‘| sance period—a sort of false dawn; and

he tells the stories of “Amis and Amile”
and “Aucassin and Nicolette,” both of
which, Pater insists, reveal a yearning
after freedom and duty and a revolt against
the faith of the times. “The old gods”
he says, “shaking off their disguises, are
already beginning to peep from their hiding
places. Venus, tired of her caves and
bats, had already yoked her car with spar-
rows; Apollo, having snapped in twain his
shepherd's crook, was furbishing up his
rusty lyre; the aged Jupiter, who, clad in
rabbit skins—a sort of polar Robinson
Crusoe—had for 600 years pottered about
the icebergs of Spitzbergen, was moving
southward. In short, Olympus was once
more beginning to get sauocy.”

The essay on the versatile Florentine
Pioo della Mirandola is followed by that
on Bottioelli, the painter whose Madonnas
were to Pater’s eye all but infidels “shrink-
ing from the pressure of the divine child,”
and pleading “in unmistakable undertones
for a warmer, lower humanity,” those peev-
ish looking Madonnas who are neither for
*Jehova nor for his enemies.” For Mr.
Wright the chapter . on “The Poetry of
Michael Angelo” is chiefly attractive by
reason of the remarks on clairvoyanoce,
a subject, however, which is dealt with
at greater length in the chief essay in the
book, that on Leonardo da Vinci. Pater
makes out Leonardo to have been a prince
of clairvoyants and describes that painter's
women as “the olairvoyants through whom
as through delicate instruments one be-
oomes aware of the subtler foroes of nature.”
Whether these ideas are tenable or not,
such was the impression that Leonardo’'s
pictures made on Pater's eye. The article
culminates in that remarkable desoription
of Monna Lisa, whose face seemed to Pater
*expressive of what in the ways of & thou~
sand years men had come to desire.”

w. -

Mr. Wright is one of those admirers of
Pater who think that “*The Renaissance” de-
servesthe titleof “The Golden Book.” He
admits, nevertheless, that the volume has
grave blemishes, and recalls that it had
& mixed reception. Some readers were
provoked by it; some had ey es only for the
*weeds”; others were carried off their feet by
the more dazzling passages. Nobody accepts
everything that Pater chooses to enounce.
No one read Pater's “Renaissance” more
eagerly than did Mrs. Mark Pattison, and
though ahe handled it with some sevetity
in her survey of it in the Westminater Review
she paid an ungrudging tribute to its usique
and grateful bouquet. Aocording to Mr.
Wright she was the only critic who stum-
bled upon the precise truth about Pater.
She declared that he was lacking both in
knowledge of the times of which the art of
the Renaissance was 'san outoome and in
scientifio method. He wrote of the Renais-
sanoce, she said, as if it was an “air plant,
independent of the ordinary sources of
nourishment * * * a sentimental revo-
Jution, having no relation to the conditions
of the actual world.” She added: “We miss
the sense of the connection between art and
literature and the other forms of life of
which they are the outward expression, and
feel as if we were wandering in a world of
unsubstantial dreams.” But while thus
denying the writer's intimate possession of
his subject Mrs. Pattison admitted the
charm of his genius and the beauty of his
style—observing that, with a marvellous
power of discriminating delicate differences
of sentiment, he could match the shades
by words “in the choice of which he is often
8o brilliantly acourate that they gleam upon
the paper with the radiance of jewels.”
Sir Charles Dilke has expreesed the thought
that it was perhaps in penance for this
article that after Pater's death his late
wife, Lady Dilke, bound the copy of “The
Renaissance” which he had presented to
her more beautifully than any other volume
in her collection and reverently placed
within it & portrait of the author. Mr.
Wright thinks that Mrs. Pattison had no
need to do penance for her article. He
recognizes that most critics of Pater have
taken for granted that he had a wide and
deep knowledge of art and of the other
subjects which he discussed; but he submits
that the evidence brought forward in thess
volumes does not warrant the assumption.
The truth is, he says, that Pater, who was
of an indolent nature, never would take the
trouble to go to the root of things. What-
ever his limitations, however, he had the
gift inherent in genius of gilding whatever
knowledge he possessed—no matter how
insignificant. “That being the case, his very
moderate equipment need not trouble us.
In those days there were probably a hun-
dred scholars who knew considerably more
i about art than the author of ‘The Renais-
| sance,’ but there was only one Pater.
iPAur was something far higher than a
| mere scholar. He was a creator.”

During 18756 and 1878 Pater occupied
himeelf almost exclusively with the series
of *Greek SBtudies” which, though contrib-
uted at the time to the Fortnightly and
Macmillan's Magazine, did not appear in
book form until after his death. These
articles fall into two groups, the first of
which, consisting, as it does, of several
imaginary portraits, is ranked in the book
before us as far the more (fascinating.
Mr. Wright directs special attention to bis
portraits of Dionysus of Demeter and of
Hippolytus—*haunting figures huilt up
out of the Bacch® and of the Hippolytus
of Euripides, the Acharnians of Aristoph-
anes, Ovid's Epistle of Phadra to Hip-
polytus, the twenty-sixth idyll of The-
ooritus and scattered passages in other
Greek and Latin olassics.” The Ilatter
half of the work, which comprises three
chapters on Greck soulpture, while possibly
more informing than the previous half,
is much less delightful. His portraits are
such as no other man could draw, for he
sees analogies that nobody else would
have suspeoted. WHhen, on the other hand,
Pater lays himsel! out to descant on master-
pieces of Greek plastio art in metal and
marble the charm evaporates. He merely
does what other men have done as well,
if not better. Even to the essays on Greek
soulpture, however, he does succeed in
giving a certain warmth and sensuousness
that are unusual with Pater's compositions;
however, they bear evidenoe of exbaustive

labor—indeed, of overelaboration. Some
of the sentences have to be reread oare-
fully before the meaning can be grasped.
Mr. Wright would say that “it is indeed
not as & huilder of sentences, but as a se-
lecter and manipulator of words that Pater
excels, The words and phrases are quietly
and wathutically beautiful and the lan-
guage is marvellously fitted to the thought;
but while the jewels are all of price the
design of which they fornt a part is some-
times unhandsome and often bewildering.”
The original of “Marius, the Epicurean,”

whom in the spring of 1877 Pater met in
Canon Liddon’s rooms at Christ's Church.
Mr. Jaokson, born in 1851, is, we are told, of
noble lineage, being descended from the
anolent Earls of Norfolk. At the age of 12
he could recite the whole of the Book of
Psalms and muoh of Dante's .“Inferno.”
At the age of 26 Jackson was an authority
on poetry, soculpture, painting and music.
*“1 am dumfounded! " exclaimed Pater ex-
oitedly after a chat with him. *“I will write
a book about you." He did. For months
Pater could never soparate himself from
Jackson, and plied him with thousands of
questions. One day Pater, after producing
a number of little squares of white paper
on which he had been making notes, said to
Jackson: “See, I told you I would write
a book about you, and now I have sucked
your veins dry I will begin.” BSome time,
however, was to elapse before the plan was
carried out. Pater spent the summer of
1882 in Cornwall, and on his return said to
Jackson: “I have made some progress
with my ‘Marius,’ the setting of which is
to be ancient Rome in the time of Marcus
Aurelius. Bimilar studies—suggested by
the changes of the soul—have ocoupied the
minds of scholars in all ages; but mine will,
I think, have a savor, a bouquet of its own."”
It only remained for him to go to Rome
to obtain local color. To Rome therefore
Pater went, and having surrendered him-
self to the influences of “moldering plinths,”
“vague entablatures” and “shattered oor-
nices,” he returned to England and pro-
oceeded hotfoot with his project.

V.

Pater's book, *Marius, the Epicurean,®
was published in February, 1885. It is
perfectly trie, as the present biographer
conoedes, that he who goes to it for a story
will be grievously disappointed. Plot there
is none. It is the history of the progress
less of a man than of a mind—the mind to
a oonsiderable extent of his friend Rich-
ard C. Jackson. All the notes required for
the descriptive portions of “Marius,” in-
oluding the mocounts of Marous Aurelius,
Lucian and Apuleius, were taken from
books in Mr. Jackson's library at Gros-
venor Park, for Pater had no scarce and
ourious books of his own, whereas Mr. Jack-
son possessed, and still possesses, one of the
finest private libraries in England.

It will be recalled by readers of the book
that at Rome Marjus is thrown into the
company of the stoical and noble minded
| Emperor Marous Aurelius, and finds gods
! whom no man can number. The old Olym-
pians had formidable rivals in a host of
new duties introduced from other lands.
Eventually he becomes aoquainted with
a society of Christians whose sincerity and
the beauty of whose religion make an in-
delible impression on him. He does not

become a Christian, however, for though
he die#fin the midst of a persecution it is not
for his religious principles, but in an at-
tempt to save from death a Christian friend.
Those who buried him, nevertheless, held his
death, according to their generous view of
the matter, to have been of the nature of a
martrydom, and so ends what has been
called Pater’s “apology for his own life.”
Mr. Jackson 'has obeerved that “it is
ourious that the later days of Pater's
+own life bore a remarkable resemblance
to the latter days of Marius; for Pater
though drawn more and more to religion
could never truthfully be said to have be-
come a Christian.” “What,” inquired a
friend of him, “was your object in writing
‘Marius’?” “To show,” replied Pater, “the
necessity of religion.” There are, of course,
many passages in “Marius” of remarkable
beauty, the finest perhaps being Marius's
| soliloquy as he crosses the Campagna and

! the account of the service in St. Caecilia's |.

, house and of the death of Marius. As the
| prebent biographer says, however, one is
| struck not so much by particular soenes as
by the extraordinary .care lavished upon
the book as a whole—every sentence, per-
haps every word of which had been
carefully weighed. It has the finish of an
exquisitely wrought alabaster vase.

Between March, 1885, and the spring of
1887 Pater was engaged upon a series of
delicate sketches, subsequently issued in
book foym as “Imaginary Portraits,” a title
derived apparently from Landor's “Imagi-
nary Conversations,” Mr. Gosse and Mr.
Arthur Symons oconcur in the opinion that
one of these imaginary portraits, “Denys.
I'Auxerrois,” displays the peculiarities of
Pater's style with more concentrated splen-
dor than any other of his writings. “Which
is the best of your books?” some one once
inquired of Pater. “Imaginary Portraits,”
he answered.

In 1889 Pater brought out in Macmillan’s
Magasine five instalments of a story named
“Gaston de Latour,” which was intended
to be a parallel study to “Marius.” Mr.
Wright considers this fragmentary story
one of the most beautiful of Pater's works.
It is scarocely a story, however, but rather
a disquisition on Ronsard, Montaigne and
Bruno, their doings and tenets—the career
of the hero being a mere thread.

In December, 1888, Pater's artiole on
“Style” appeared in the Fortnightly Review.
Discussing Pater's own style and tes!
it by the canons he himself laid down, Mr,
Wright expresses the opinion that “at his
best he is superb.” In some of his writ-
ings it is possible to point tosentence after
sentence, paragraph after of sur-
prising beauty; passages that teem with
haunting thoughts expressed in the most
delicate and most becoming language. Itis
oustomary tospeak of Pater's style as “chas-
tened,” and on the whole the epithet is apt
enough; but the present biographer reminds
us that not infrequently it displays a bar-
bario gorgeousness. He is the poet of the
hot, moist conservatory rather than of the
dew wet park. In him we never get quite
away from the atmosphere of the study.
Not everybody liked Pater's diotion. For
instance, John Addington S8ymonds, whom
Pater called “Poor Symonds,” wrote in
1885: “I shrink from approaching Pater's
style, which has a peculiarly disagreeable
effect upon my nerves—like the presence
of a civet cat.” \

Walter Pater was an old man at fifty,
bald as a coot and grotesquely plain. He
joved pictures; but there was one picture
waich always gave nim pain—the one which
he ocould see any day in the looking glass.
He was not the recluse that some persons
have called him, but he did not care for
feminine society. He regarded woman
much as did Dean Swift, who wrote, “A
very little wit is valued in & woman, as
weé are pleased with few words spoken
intelligibly by a parrot.” *“You don't
apprové of marriage,” a friend once ob-
served to Pater. “No," he replied, “nor
would anybody else if he gave the matter

was_ Richard C. Jaokson, a young scholar.

Pater died in July, 1894, at the age of
fitéy-five. Although, In the oplnk:n of
many competent judges, the world’s in-
debtedness to him, both as a stylist and
a8 a Buggester of thought, can hardly be
overrated, yet we have his own word for
it that his writings never brought him in
more then £100 a year. He had in his life-
time an enthusiastio but rather small fol-
lowing and he did not become really t.umouu
until after his death. M. W. H.

Hungary's Interest in Macedenis.

We have before us an English translation
of the book recently published in the French
language by & writer who employs the pen
name of “Draganof,” but who evidently

a great deal of first hand informa-

poesocsses
 tion conoerning Macedonia and the Reformas.

The book, which is printed in London, but
which bears no publisher's name, is intro-
duoced withnpnfmbyl.mw'
whooondnlywouldnoth-np‘rromdm
servioe if he had not known that the pseu-
donymous writer could speak with
thority, What the book

lete histo! oﬂuomgnd
& oomp Ty
reforms that have been

to keep under the

its kinamen of Bulgaris, Servia, Rumania
and Greece have civilized by means of
sohools, but which they have been unable
to deliver by foroe of arms, less for want
of the military power whioh would check-
mate the Bultan than for want of a diplo-
matio understanding on the part of the
great European Powers, uniting all inter-
ests and all efforts in the servioce of civilisa-
tion and of liberty. It may be thought at
the first glanoe that the publfoation of this
book is balated, inagmuch as sinoe the trans-
lation was made the sucocessful uprising of
the Young Turks has brought about a
proclamation of constitutional government
in Turkey. This event has called forth
not only from Great Britain, Russis and
Franoe but algo from Germany and Austria-
Hun, an admission that the proposed
interposition of foreign Powers in the ad-
ministration of Macedonia must be sus-
pended until the native reformers, now
apparently triumphant, have had an op-
portunity of proving their desire and their
ability to assure the equality of all races

and religions in the Ottoman Empire be-.

forethe law. If the Young Turk programme
can be carried out the intervention of the

Gulf of Salonica.

It is the firm belief of “Draganof” that the
Hungarians, who have just changed their
policy in respect of the Slavs of their own
kingdom, will also change their views in
regard to the Slavs who are their neighbors
on the south. It is his conviction that
this change will have the happiest conse-
quences for the fate of Maocedonia. He

finds it difficult. indéed to understand how

the change should have come 80 late. Dur-
ing the thirty years which soon will have
elapsed since through the Triple Alliance
Austria-Hungary beocame the tool of the
Hohenzollern one must have been blind,
he thinks, not to have seen that all the
interest of the Slav, Hungarian, Rumanian,
Italian and even Austrian ocommunities
which oo the Dual Monarchy have
been te the demands of Berlin,
and that the servility of Vienna has not
only compromised the dignity of the Hape-
burg sovereign and the honor of his states-
men but hasfettered all the Austro-Hune
Is there any need to review, asks “Draga-
nof,” twenty centuries of history, or even
to open & map of Europe in order to show

Hungary, if they wish to serve

interests as well as the in

world? In the heart of Furope this basin
of the Danube ia fertile enough, rich

in flocks and forests, to

1 the crossroada!”

Meditorranean  ofvilliation & Celts,
Daclan or Hungarian savagery; it la the
highway which should to-day take back
civilisation to Levantine bar,
barism. Itis in fine the highway which,
pointing toward Maocedonia, first descends
the Danube, next enters below Belgrade
the defile of the Morava, then goes onty
the passes ani the course of the Vardar,
and finally at Salonioa reaches the Madi.
terranean Ses, From the Baltic to the Archy.
pelago, from the morthern foresta to tba
Mediterranean orchards, this route by way
ol the Varddr is the most direct, the shoyt.
est, the moat oonvenient. As! M. Bérand
puts it: “From the peoples of the north to
the peoples of the south, from the drinkers
of beer to the drinkers of wine, from the
oaters of black bread and sourkraut to the
eaters of rioe and white bread, from loe and
firs to the mulberry and the olive—what con.
tinual barter and exchange ought not this
Mqhmcdmnmpotouhbumrorun
profit of all dwellers in ita neighborhood,
for the profit above all of the mastera of
As & matter of faot,
however, Vienna, Raab, Buda, Mohacs, '
Petervardin, Carlowlita, Belgrade, Passaro-
vitz, Uskub and twenty other names of
battles or treaties recall at every stage of
modern how for four centuries since
the entry of the Turks into Europe this road
has been only a path for armies on which

. Mohammedans and Christians have ad-

vanoed or retired by turns, vying always in
masasacre and pillage.

M. Bérard finds it easy to show that out~
side of the national market the sole cus-

dustries will not be able to live unless Bul«
garians, Servians, Macedonlans, Albanians,
Armenians and Turke become pacified,

delivered from terror and want,
sure of the present and confldent of the
future. * As things are the Magyam
have been the greatest sufferers from the
state of things which has prevailed for ten
years in Maocedonia. If Hungary wishes
to be really free in the sense of being econom-
ically independent of Austria she now
recognizes that she must open the doors
of the Levant to her commerce, The Var-
dar route is a necessity to her. The pdoifi-

Budapest must have her Rotterdam in
Salonioa in order that the ports of the Les
vant may become her oustomers, If M,
Bérard says “her Rotterdam® and not ane
other Fiume it is beocause he holds that the
last thing wanted by Hungary is the annex-
ation of Maoedonia. As independent or
Dutch Rotterdam serves for a maritime port
to the German Rhineland so an independ«
ent, that is to say, a Turkish Salonioa, must
perve as an outlet for the commerce of Hun«
gary. To obtain this result it is not need.
ful that a Hungarian should fly at Sa~
lonica as it files at ; on the contrary,
the Magyars are well aware that the inocar-
poration of Macedonia would draw upon
them as many evils as her pacification would
bring benefits. Intelligent people in Budae
pest foresee that an annexed Maoedonis
would give a crushing superiority to the
Slav element in the Transleithan kingdom,
an element already hard to deal with; would
excite against the Magyars the hatred of all

oooupation.

peoples of the Balkans and

himself want,-is peace and o

road to Balonica andas amplefacilities for
international oémmerce at the mouths '

ment in Turkey, or, in other words, of a
régime under which all the subjects of the
Ottoman Empire, without regard to race
or to religion, will possess equal rights.

IDEAS OF A REVOLUTIONIST.

Cipher Letter of the Mexican Magon Res
fers to Roosevelt and Americans,

Cipher letters from the avowed Mexican
revolutionist Ricardo Flores Magon,in prison
in Los Angeles, Cal.,, to his brother En«
rique of El Paso, fell into the hands of the
authorities at the time of the recent arrests
in El Paso. One interesting inflammatory
dooument has been forwarded to Mexica
and .translated. The letter was written
in a simple but ingenious cipher ocom«
posed of figures and signs. It was closely
and neatly printed in pencil,
ocode letter covering only eight pages of
note paper. By the usual method of count-
ing the recurrence of a oode sign the vowels
were disocovered and the then was
‘r:dﬂy determined, says the Mezican Her«

The ambitious plans of Magon to fire
the enthusiasm of his countrymen to re«
volt smacks not a little of the methods of
the anarchist and his exhortations to destroy
important plants and industries in order
to foroe idle men to deeds of violence are
not exactly suggestions to be expected
from a true patriot. The plan was to in<
oite the thousands of factory hands near
the city of Orizaba, destroy the big cotton

decided not to ciroulate the revolutionary
manifesto for the precise that Dias
ma himself and

oatoh him




