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drawn from their very marrow.” The other
olass of artists work deliberately, thinking
of their subject, mindful of their art, requir-
ing only the stimulus of reflection, and need-
ing no preparatory storms. They are mas-
ters of their feelings, whilo the others are
like seers saying what the god compels. Far
greater in the scale of natural endowments,
far more worthy of the admiration of man-
kind, are the Shakespeare, Dante, Goethe,
Leonardo, Michael Angelo, Hindel, Milton,
who belong to the deliberative class. But
we often love the others more. Mozart’s
airs breathing the passions which destroyed
him, Beethoven’s sonatas, each one of which
reveals some contest of his soul, Shelley’s
Alastor, conscious of the doom in store for
him, De Musset’s Rolla on the brink of sui-
cide—all these speak to us with a moving
power which the grander utterances of the
universal artists often lack. Therefore, sot-
ting aside the prejudice of race, we can
understand the enthusiastic preference which
a recent French historian of English litera-
ture expresses for De Musset over Tenny-
son. He compares the deliberative poet,
revolving bygone epies in the Isle of Wight,
dwelling upon the past, and touching its
most varied strings with a commanding
artist’s hand, yet never thrilling our deepest
emotions—he compares him witﬁ the French-
man in his mire and in his misery, suffer-
ing but creating, failing but producing,
snatching live thoughts with anguish from
a tortured brain, and holding them before
our eyes yet pal};itating with the pangs of
birth, but Pallas-like in their magnificence.
There is no doubt which poet is the happier,
better, wiser man. It is clear which poet is
the more respectable and likely to improve
the race.

De Mussct, like a true Frenchman, was
fond of the stage. Ho wrote for it, and fre-
quented the society of the principal actors
of the day. For Maria Felicia Malibran he
entertained the highest admiration. He
recognised in hers a genius similar to his
own; she was one in whom the womau pre-
dominated ‘over the artist, and she killed
herself by the continual excitement of her
passions on the stage. These lines address-
ed to her seem to have a hidden reference to
himself :—

“ Nesavais-tu done pas, comédienne impru-
dente

Que ces oris insensés qui to sortaient da coeur

De ta joue amaigrie augmeataient la péleur ¢

Ne savais-tu donc pas que, sur ta tempe ar-

dente,

Ta main de jour en jour se posait plus trem-
blante

Et que c'est tenter Dien quo d'aimer la
douleur?
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Ne sentais-ta dono pas que ta belle jeunesse

De tes yeux fatigués s’écoulait en ruisseaux

Et de ton noble ceeur s’exhalsit en sanglots ?

Quand de ceux qui t'aimaient tu voyais la
tristesse,

Ne sentais-ta donc pas qu'une fatale ivresso

Bergait ta vie errante 4 ses derniers rameaux ?

Oui, oui, tu le savais, qu’au sortir du théitre,

Un soir dans torw linceul il faudrait te coucher.

Lorsqu’on te rapportait plus froide que I’albitre,

Lorsque le médicin, de ta veine bleuitre,

Regurdali!t goutte 4 goutte un sang noir s8’épan-
cher,

Tu eavais quelle main venait de te toucher.

Oui, oui, tu le savais, et que, dans cette vie,

Rien n'est bon que d’aimer, n’est vrai que de
souffrir.

Chaque soir dans tes chants ta te sentais pAlir.

Tu connaissais le monde, et la foule, et ’envie,

Et, dans ce corps brisé concentrant ton génie,

Tu regardais aussai la Malibran mourir.

Meurs donc! ta mort est douce, et ta tdche est
remplie.

Ce que I’homme ici-bas appelle le génie,

(’est le besoin d’aimer ; hors de 1a tout est vain.

Et, puisque tét ou tard 'amour humain s’oublie,

11 est d’une grande dme et d’un heureux destin

D'expirer comme toi pour an amour divin ! *’

His conception of the poet’s character,
again, answers to the picture we have drawn
of him. The following lines express, it
seems to us, with exquisite delicacy and
precision, that type of intellect to which the
Shelleys and De Mussets of the world
belong :—

“Celui qui ne sait pas, quand la brise étouffée

Soupire au fond des bois sontendre et long
chagrin

Sortir seul an imurd, chantant quelque refrain,

Plus fou qu’Ophélia de romarin coiftéo,

Plus étourdi qu'un page amoureux d’une fée,

Sur son chapeau cassé jouant du tambourin ;

Celui qui ne voit pas, dans'aurore empourpree,
Flotter, les bras ouverts, une ombre idoldtrée ;
Celui qni ne sent pas, quand tout est endormi,
Quelque chose qui 'aime errer antour de lui ;
Celui quin'entend pas une voix éplorée
Murmurer dans la source, et 'appeler ami ;

Celui qui n’a pas 'dme 4 tout jamais aimante,
Qui n’a par pour tout bien, pour unique bonheur,
De venir lentement poser son frout réveur

Sur un front jeune et frais, 4 la tresse ordorante,
Et de sentir ainsi d’une téte charmante

La vie et la beauté descendre dans son coeur ;

Celui qui ne sait pas, durant les nuits brilantes
Qui font pdlir d’amour I'étoile de Vénus,

8e lever en sursaut, sans raison, les pieds nus,
Marcher, prier, pleurer des larines ruisseluntes,
Et devant I'Infini joindre des mains tremblantes,
Le ceeur plein de pitié pour des maux inconnus ;

Que celui-13 rature et barbouille 4 son sise ;

Il peut, tant qu'il voudra, rimer a tour de ‘)rag
Ravauder Poripeau qu’on appelle antithise,

Et s'en aller ainsi jusqu'an P2re-Lachaise,
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Tratnant A ses talons tous les sots @ici-bas;
Grand homme, #i I'on vent ; nais podte, non
pas.”

From the last few lines it will be scen
that Do Musset hated pretenders and hyp-
ocrites of all kinds no less than Heine, and"]
had as keen an eye for them. His contempt
for self-sufficient mediocrity, for good soci-
ety—“called good,” as Goethe says,
“ whenever there is not in it the material for
the smallest of poems”—for * immortal
journalists” and members of the French
Academy, those * drnggists of good 'taste
distilling the sublime from classical recipes™
for “canting hypocrites who put their
virtues on with their white gloves when they
go out to dine,” isrefreshing. He knows a
sham and does'not snarl but only laughs at
it, so lightly, carcleesly, and confidentially
that the thing breaks like a bubble. Du-
pont ct Durand is an ironical dialogue which,
with the greatcst possible appearance of
good faith and naivet, exposes ignorance,
vanity, and basencss in all their ugliness to
universal ridicule by means of simple
description. Do Musset, though lenient to
the passions of mankind, was intolerant of
meanness, deoeit, hypocrisy, and treason.
For these he kept a whip and flourished it
at times with Juvenalian scorn.

By far the finest of De Musset’s poems,
taken asa whole, is “ Rolla.” If asked to
select the poems of Shelley which express
his own peculiar genius, displaying his range
of subjects and his style to the best advan-
tage, we should answer, ¢ Alastor,”
“ Adonais,” and “ Epipsychidion.” In like
manner “ Rolla ” seems to us to exhibit De
Musset's genius in all itsforce. He dwells
upon the scepticism which disturbed his
soul, the Ncmesis of passion, and the
extravagance of youth which had for him so
great a charm. He presents us with a
series of the most vivid pictures, delicately
sketched, and glowing with that lustre
which is the glory of his style. “ Rolla”
must be read to be appreciated. Poor and
weak are the attempts of a reviewer to
explain his admiration for a poem,or, by
means of illustrations and analyses, to lay
bare the beauties which have charmed him
in a complete work of art. His function
resembles that of the traveller or geograph-
ical discoverer. He visits distant %ands,
_brings back a report of their wealth and
excellence and splendour, condemns what
scems worthy of censure in their customs,
and by description raises a desire in other
men to view the scemes which he has
traversed. But he cannot take them by
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scapes and famed cities of the past. They
must go there for themselves. To hel
them as a guide is the utmost of his
power.

The most striking thing in “Rolla” is
the mixture of an almost pathetic religious
scepticism with a sentimental immorality
that is very shocking to English taste and
feeling. The union of the two is character-
istic of De Musset. He does not disguise the
fact that the decay of old religious faith has
sapped the foundations of character and
exposed men to the assaults of vulgar sensu-
ality. Yet, running through the whole of
this strange poem we trace a tone of intense
desire for purity that has been lost, for
faith that hasbeen cast aside. What the
Germans have called ¢ Seknsucht "—a feel-
ing vague, yet powerful, of yearning and re-
gret combined—tinges the whole of * Rolla.”
This Sehnsucht is a feverish desire of the
spirit. It finds its best expression in the
music of the church, in the longings of the
monastic hymn-writers after their heavenly
country, in- the passionate exclamation of
8t. Augustine, “ Grant us, Lord, thy peace,
the peace of repose, the sabbath peace, the
peace of thy sabbath that hath no evening.”
But though this passion of the soul
properly belongs to the yearnings of belief]
there is also a Seknsucht of scepticism, and
that is what De Musset expresses with a
wonderful fidelity. In minds like his a
kind of Pantheism had succeeded to the
atheism of the last century. He was not
contented with the gross and coarse solu-
tions of the deepest problems offered by Vol-
taire and Diderot and D’Alembert. He had
iu his youth imbibed their dootrine and felt
its force. But his poet’s nature regretted
the tender and sublime beliefs of orthodoxy.
Unable to accept them, he exclaims,
¢ Neither as a child, nor when a schoolboy,
nor after I became a man, had I frequented
charches. My religion, if I had one, had no
rite or symbol, and my God was formless,
unrevealed.”  This is language such as our
poet Arthur Olough might have used. But
De Musset could not stop here. He had not
the firm conscience, the inflexible honest
“as of some transcendental man of busi-
ness,” which characterize the Englishman.
He sold his soul to vain longings after the
idols of the worship he had quitted. He
plunged himself in scnsuality that brought
remorse. He complained against fate for
having so misplaced him in darkness, and
was not content to wait in patience for the
dawn. Even in a July night, between the
dying of one day in the west and the birth
of another in the east, there is a pause of
gloom. In such a pause, says Do Musset,
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are we. We remember the past day; the
geant of its suuset blages in our memory.
%nut it is gone, never to be again, and for us
remains the darkness and the cry, “ Watch-
man, what of the night?” The Fnglish
goet equally feels all this; but he holds fast
y his own conscience, knowing that the
voice which spake from the cloud of Sinai is
still speaking, and that man’s own soul is an
oracle. Therefore he is stoical, and pos-
sesses himself in righteousncss. The French
poet wails because he has lost sight. He
goes astray in the gloom after every will-o’-
the-wisp. He makes the most of his pain
and suffering for want of light, and tries to
attach himself to what Goethe has called
“the eternal feelings” by impressing upon
his soul the barren stigmata of an unhappy
scepticism.

After this preamble we may approach a
little closer to the poem. It begins with a
scries of impassionod apostrophes, in which
De Masset sets forth the nature and causes
of this desolation of his soul. It is possi-
ble that those who are not in a position to
sympathize with such scepticism, may fancy
that thess apostrophes are blasphemous.
Their language is open and candid. But
the tone is so sincere, 8o profoundly touched
with the pathos of intense regret, that we
must acknowledge that these passages only
affect us with a sense of their solemnity :—

“Do you regret,” he begins, “the days of
ancient Greece, when each wave held anymph,
when Aphrodité, daughter of the bitter sea,
wrung her locks dry and fertilized the earth?
Do you regret the days, when after Rome had
been swept down beneath the northern ava-
lanche, the world’s great age began anew, and
awoke like Lazarus from the sleep of death?
Do you regret?

“Christ, I am not of thoso who come with
trembling feet to pray at Thy mute shrines. I
am not of those who strike their breasts beside
Thy Oalvary, and kiss Thy bleeding feet. I
stand with head erect beneath Thy sacred
aisles, where the faithful round the pillars
kneel and murmar to the wind of psalms like
recds beneath the northern blast. I have come
too late into a world too old. From an age
without hope springs an age without fear. On
our cross of ebony Thy hLeavenly form hath
fallen into dust. .

“Yet still permit the least believing son of
this unfaithfal age to kiss that dust, and to
weep upon the frozen earth, which took life
from Thy death, and which will die witbout
Thee. O now, my God! who will restore its
life? With Thy purest blood Thou gavest it
fresh youth. Jesuy, what Thou didst, who
shall do ngain? We, old men born but yes-
terd%y, who shall renew our youth ¢

¢ The earth is as old and ruinous; she shakes
her head as hopelessly as when John trod the
sea-beaech, and the dying mother heard his
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words, and trembled with childbirth, feeling in
her womb tho stirrings of another world. The
days are come again of Claudius and Tiberius.
All now, as then, is dead with time, and Batarn
has no children left to eat; but hnman hope
grows weary of maternity, her braast bruised
with giving suok, she sleeps in her sterility.”

So the cry of anguish bursts from the
poet’s lips, and gives the key-note to his in-
spiration. “We old men, born but yester-
day, who shall renew our youth?” The
tree that dics down in the winter hopes for
spring, and feels through all its branches
life asleep and ready to break forth. But
the tree that has been withered by the slow
decay of years, and by a poison at ita root,
feels nothing, and will never stir, winter and
summer; dews by night and sun by day pass
over it unheeded. So are we: the ages have
passed ; their oycles are completed : nought
remaing. Love itself is dead, and every-
where we see the ghost of love :—

“Nothing is fair; to geod and bad we are
alike indifferent. Where is the poison which
has brought us to this death in life, where is
the blasting breath which has passed over us?

“ Voltaire, do you sleep satisfied, and does
the ghastly smile still hover on your fleshless
bones? Your century, they snid, was young
and immature for what you taught ; ours ought
to please you, and your men are born.”

So begins a second apostrophe, which
smacks somewhat too strongly of French
rhetoric, addressed to the * Deicides ” of the
last century. It is the spirit of Voltaire
that has made France barren of faith. This
is' the worm which bas gonawed upon the
tree of life:— -

“The want of hope and faith has travailed
and brotight forth the wact of love and fear.
Hypocrisy is dead; we care no more for
priests: but virtue, too, is dead; we have lost
sizht of God. From this wilderness, this hor-
rible dead world, whither shall we escape ?

¢ Live, man, live, and be careless of destiny.
Nay, but I cannot. In spite of my own will
the Infinite torments me. I cannot think of it
without a mixtare of horrer and hope. To
Horace and Lucretiuns I reply, Do what we will,
1 suffer; itis now too late; the world has worn
itself to old age. A boundless hope hath pass-
ed across the earth, and we smust lift our ei{es
to heaven. What then remains for me? My
reason in revolt tries vainly to belicve, my
heart to doubt. To whom shall I appeall
What friendly voice will heal this heart which
doubt has wounded ?”’

Thus, feebly and barely, we haveaticmpted
to condense the prologue to the story of
“Rolla,” by introducing some parallel pas-
sages from the pocm called “ Espoir en
Dieu ” to set forth the fecling of De Mussct
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with regard to matters of belief. Perhaps
gome asology may be exgected from us by
our readers, for the paraphrase of much that
is repellent to their better instincts. But
without some sketch of tho sort it would
have been impossible to present to them the
French poet as he really is, or to justify
that analysis of his Sehnsuch with which we
started.

Jacques Rolla is a character impossible in
English society. His father gives him a
nobleman’s education, and leaves him with a
slender fortune at the age of twenty. Rolla
laughs at the notion of working for his bread,
divides his fortune into three parts, and tells
his friends that at the end of three years,
baving spent each portion of his heritage in
& twefvemonth’s fit of pleasure, he will shoot
himself He keeps his word. Weneed not
follow him in his course. At the close of
the three years, when the means of life are
exhausted, and tho sin of his soul is com-
plete, Rolla meets, in a place where we
should least expect it, that which he had
denied and scorned and blasphemed against
—the spirit of Love, On this catastrophe
De Musset has exhausted all the resources
* of his genius, In spite of its essentially
hideous and morbid natare, it leaves an in-
effuceable impression of pathos on tho mind.
The picture is wonderfully vivid, and the
feeling, though perverted, is intense. But
Rolla cannot go on living, He dies, as he
had fore-determined, by his own haund, hav-
ing for a mothent loved, and therefore for a
moment lived. Is it possible, from this far-
rago of Prench sicklinesses — gilded and
made gorgeous, it is true, by gentus, yet still
loathsome—to extract any seusible moral of
any sort ? The moral De Musset wished to
draw was this :—irreligion produces an in-
capacity of belief in God or man; profligacy
destroys the faculty of loving. Tho Nemesis
of faith, the Nemesis of love, the punish-
ment of an adulterous and godless gencra-
tion,—these are the themes which * Rolla”
is meant to illustrate, It is the one lesson
that De Musset had to teach.

French critics blame us for the monot-
onous prudery of our art. And this cen-
sure is & panegyrio. If it is impossible to
teach morality without such a display of the
worst things in human pature as “ Rolla”
contaius, then poetry had better cease. We
arc sincerely of opinion that De Muaset
wished to present an appalling and not a
fascinating spectacle in * Rolla.” He de-
sired to warn men by his own example, just
as he wished that some ruined gambler in
life bad warned him at its outset. But he
could not resist the attractions of his subject.
He could not escape the disease of bis own
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nmiad. His sym tl:l with Rolla is stron
than his hatred for the profligacy of the de-

bauchee. And the sentiment with which he
greets him at the olose of his disgraceful
career is a strange piece of misapplied melo-
dramatic charity. Fortunately for us Eng-
lish Philistines, the final impression produced
by a poem like “ Rolla,” in spite of its pro-
digious power, is almost a ludicrous one.

ut Musset has written poems in a
style different from that of ¢ Rolla.” If
there we see the yearnings of anguish, the
following lines reveal the sublimity of resig-
nation :—
“ Créatare d'un jour qui t'agites une heure,
De quoié vi.et;s tu te plaindre, et qui te fait

mir

Ton an'ﬁa t'inquidte, et tn crois qu'elle pleure:
Ton &me est. immortelle et tes pleurs vont tarir.

Tu te sens le eceur pris d’un caprice de femme,
Et tu dis qu'il se brise A force de souffrir,

Tu demandes 4 Dieun de soulager ton 4me :

Ton fme est fmmortelle, et tun ceur va guérir.

Le regret d’un instant te trouble et te dévore;
Tu dis que le passé te voile I'avenir.

Ne te pluins pas d’hier ; lai:se venir I'aurore:
Ton fime ost immortelle, et le temps va 8’enfuir.

Ton corps est abattu da mal de ta pensée ;
Tu sens ton front peser et tes genoux fléchir.
Tombe, agenouille-toi, créature insensée:
Ton 4me est immortelle, et la mort va venir.

Tes os dans le ceroueil vont tomber en pous-
sidre,

Ta mémoirt;, ton nom, ta gloire, vont périr,

Mais non pas ton amour, si ton smour t'est
chére:

Ton Ame est immortelle, et va s’en souvenir.”

The simplicity of such lines as the follow-
ing is very touching. The poet expresses
nothing but a personal emotion. There is
not a single word of poetical diotion so
called ; the poetry we feel flows simply from
the truth of sentiment. It reminds us of
Heine's. -

*J’ai perdn ma force et ma vie,
Et mes samis et ma gaité ;
J’ai perdu jusqu' la fierté
Qui faisait oroire & mon génie.

Quand j’ai connu la Vérité,

J’al eru que ¢’6tait nne amie,
Quand Jje I'ai comprise et sentie,
J’en Gtais déja dégotts.

Et pourtant elle est éternelle,

Et cenx qui se sont passés d’elle
Ici-bas ont tout ignoré,

Dieu parle, il faut qu'on lui réponde.
Le reul bien qui me reste au monde
Est d’avoir quelquefois plearé.”

We cannot call this poem exactly healthy.
It has a tearfulness about it which suggests
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self-indulgence. The philosophy expressed
in such lines as the following :—

¢ I’homme est un appreati, la doulear est son
maitre; "

¢ Rien ne nous rend si grands qu'une grande
douleur; "

Les plus désespérés sont les chants les plus
beaux,

Et j'en sais d'immortels qui eont de purs
sanglots : 7

resembles that of Shelley, but it is e
gerated and sentimentalized by the Frenc

oet. We are reminded of a period in

uropean literature when martyrdom was
courted as a mark of genius, and poets
wrote to one another of their ¢ crosses” much
as Dr. Johnson and Burke might have dis-
cussed their “ parta.” Extravagances of all
sorts were suffered so long as they professed
to be the aspirations of a spirit toward sub-
limity. Passion extenuated all irregularities
of life or art.

Perhaps the farewell song which we shall
next transeribe surpasses anything De Mus-
set wrote in melody and elegance, and calm
and self-respect :—

¢ Adieu! je crois quen cette vie
Je ne te reverrai jamais.
Dieu passe, il t'appelle et m’oublie;
En te perdant je sens que je t'aimais.

Pas de pleurs, pas de plainte vaine.
Je sais respecter 'avenir.
Vienne la voile qui t'emm?ne,

En souriant je la verrai partir.

Tu t'en vas pleine d’espérance,
Avec orgueil tu reviendras;

Mais ceux qui vont souffrir de ton absence
Tu ne les recor:nattras pas.

Adieun! tu vas faire un beau réve,
Et t’enivrer d'un plaisir dangereux;
Bur ton chemin l'gtoile qui se Rve
Longtemps encore éblouira tes yeunx.

Un jour tu sentiras peut-étre

Le prix d’un cceur qui vous comprend,
Le bien qu’on trouve 4 le connaitre,
Et ce qu’on sduffre en le perdant.”

With this extract we must close our slight
review of De Musset's poetry. Had we
dwelt upon his exquisite gaicty we might
have called attention to the song of “ Mimi
Pinson,”* and to the comedy * A quoi révent
les jeunes filles.” t Had we wished to criti-
cise his dramatic power, we should have re-
viewed some farces, and shown how delicate-
]i he had sketched his characters and made
them speak in dialogues of pointed brilliancy.
“La Coupe ct les Lévres ” might have
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served to illustrate his tragic style, and his
incompetence to follow * Faust ” and “ Man-
fred” in the dramatic analysis of a single
character. AR his earlier dramatic tales in
verse are lamentable instances of what the
French call the “ décousn ” in writing. He
works them out by means of charaeters and
incidents wholly improbable, and their really
splendid scenes are rendered ladicrous by
grotesque juxtapositions or defiled by im-
¥urity. “ Le Baule ” is a_poem of this type,
antastic beyond the limits of good taste,
and ridjculous in its catastrophe. The
French, when they strain pathos to a certain
point, forgetting nature, and stretching for-
ward to ap ideal of their own conception,
often end in the bathos of mere ranting melo-
drama. This happens to De Musset at
times, His imagination is more extravagant
than his language; aud the ‘reverse of this
being the case with English poets, we are
startled from our theories of artistic pro-
priety by findi dg hyperbolical sentiments
expressed in words precise and simple.

ome of De Musset’s peculiar levity is
well exemplified in the dedication to “ La
Coupe et les Lévres,” where, when a friend
asks him if he loves wisdom, he replies,
“ Oh yes! and I love good tobacco too, and
claret, especially when it is old,” and so on,
through a list of things great and small.
“Les Marrons du Feu” is a comedy in
which he plays with the crime and misery
of human nature for the eake of making them
ridiculous. ¢ Mardoche ” and “ Namouna ®
are both written in this style of mocking
merriment. But hidden beneath all of them
lies a true feeling for the woes of life. He
seems, like Democritus, to laugh in order
to keep himself from crying. In © Sazon”
a more sinister aspect of his genius is devel-
oped. This is a truly hideous poem—a
nightmare of the vilest vice—a product
surely of the poet's dyseesthesia, when la-
bouring under the double incubus of Vol-
tairean atheism and romantio sentimentality,
Whether De Musset penned these lines with
a smile upon his lips, or fury in his heart, or
coldly as a piece of painting, it is hard to
say. Nothiog but his youth could excuse
so monstrous a work of art. This and
“Don Paez” and “ Portia * belong to the
same period—the period of his boyhood,—
when he sought excitement heedlessly, and
reflected in his poems all the perturbations
of a life of pleasure. What his theories at
that time were like we see from theso lines
in “ Les Vooux Stériles: "—

“ O médiocrité, celui qui pour tout bien

T’apporte A ce tripot dégofitant de la vie,

Est bien poltron en jeu, 'l ne dit; Tout ou
rien,
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De Musset played for all—played out the
sum-total, and rose from the green-table with
nothing at a very early age. “ Wasthereno
ruined gambler,” he exclaims,  to meet me
at the threshold of life and warn meback ?”
At twenty-one this is his language; and let
it not be forgotten that he lived to reach the
age of forty-seven. * Les Voux Stériles”
and “Les Sécrétes Pensées de Raphadl,
Gentilhomme Frangais” are both autobio-
graphio poems.

“ Simone " and ¢ Silvia ” show the ease
with which he told a story—not the least

ift for which an artist may be thankful.

iir. Palgrave, in an article on De Musset,
published in the Ozford Essays for 1855,
ives high praise—overstrained praise we
%hink—to De Musset as a writer of little
stories. This kind of writing is easier and
- more common in Frauce than in Kngland,
though we excel the French novelists in all
the highest qualities of narrative art.

‘ L’Espoir en Dieu” is an argumentative
poem on theology, less remarkable than pas-
sages in “ Rolla,” and somewhat i the style
of Pope. The prayer, however, with which
it concludes, is one of the simplest and
most delicate ex{easions of reverent aspira-
tion mingled with regret and doubt that has
been embodied in the language of poetry.
“ A la Malibran,” ©“ Aprés une Lecture,”
“Le Treize Juillet,” and the “ Réponse &
M. Charles Nodier,” are instances of the
poet’s noble sympathy with what is great in
the artistic * character—the weakness and
ﬁangs of which he shared in so remarkable

egree—and of his fervent friendships. In
the  Souvenir*’ and “ Souvenir des Alpes
and ¢ A mon Frére revenant d’ Italie” the
pathos of the past is borne like musie to our
souls, Satire is wielded with a firm hand
in “La Paresse,” while many of the ad-
dresses to friends and ladies are excellent
verses of society. The lines upon the birth
of the Comte de Paris, and the answer to
Becker’s song “ Sie sollen ihn nicht haben,
den freien Deutschen Rhein,” exhibit a
strong sense of pationality. But De Musset
was not & patriotic poet; he belonged to the
order of Anacreon rather than to that of
Tyrteus. Moreover, his political sympa-
thies had nothing in them to awake 1nspir-

in;raong.
his slight enumeration shows that De
Musset's genius traversed a wide field. It
reached its height about the year 1836, and
languished for the one-and-twenty years
varbicll: elapsed between that date am{ his
eath,
He had the rare gift, for a French poet,
of feeling nature ans of expressing it, a con:
crete force of imagination hitherto almost
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unknown in the literature of his nation. He
had the rare gift, for an English poet, of ex-
pressing a suﬁt.le feeling vividly and with
simplioity, and the sincerity of absolute un-
affectedness. He performed the task, which
all true poets ought to undertake, of repre-
senting his own age. But he had not either
intellectual power or moral dignity enough
to lead it ang inaugurate a new period.

He was essentially selfish, thinking his
own life the end and object of existence,
cherishing its pains and pleasures for the
sake of strengthening its intensity, and for
the want of any fixed guide following the sky-
rocket of delirious passion. In this way he
Jost the universal and objective view of men
and of the world which more normal and
temperate poets retain throughout their de-
lineations. His art truly reflected his life.
It is a constant oscillation between aspira-
tions and realities, between the mud in which
he blindly wallowed and the pure air of his
dreams. He never thought of working out
a saner theory of life in any form of social
activity, but tried to realize thc wild ideals
he had formed, and felt aggrieved when fact
and practice would not answer to his fancies.

No poet séts more nakedly side by side
the clay and spirit of our double nature,
filth and refinement, blasphemy and venera-
tion. No one displays wisdom and folly,
pain and pleasure, purity and foulness, in
more extreme antagonism. No one wishes
more and wills so little. No one is less

hilosophical and more anarchical than Al-
red de Musset.

ARrrt, Ill.—Reports to the Secretary of State
Jor Indian Council on Railways in India
by the Government Director of the Indian
Railway Companies. v.v.

Inpia, that word of repellent property, the
very utterance of which seems sufficient to
clear the House of Commons of all but a
special sprinkling of its members,—India, it
would appear, is rapidly reaching a stage of
progreas likely to invite the personal inspec-
tion of many of its English owners. Ior,
a system of railway communications, al-
ready far advanced towards completion,
promises at an early date to afford an easy
means of enabling any one among us to
visit (;xhe country, and be divested of his
rejudices regarding it,
P And this gift of gailwaya to India is the
greater, seeing that they are not merely, as
on their first introduction to England, an
improvement on an existing state of com-
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munication, represented by travelling at ten
miles an hour on turnpike-roads. In the
East the locomotive is now invading tracts
of country where roads, in any fair sense
of the word, have hitherto been unknown;
where the progress of the traveller was
restricted to the walking pace of himself,
his horse, or his draught-oxen ; and where,
indeed, during the annual rainy season, ten
miles would have been reckoned a fair day’s
journey.

In point of fact, up to a comparatively
recent period, a8 comprehensive tour of
travel through India was possible ouly
under two widely different conditions,—that
of the religious mendicant, who, burdened
with no baggage beyond his staff and his
rosary, trudged his way afoot, subsisting on
the alms everywhere offered him in the
name of God; or that of the Government
official whose position afforded means and
facilities of overcoming the many obstacles,
which to other men must have been almost
insuperable.

In Eastern India the Ganges offers a fair
means of water-carriage far along its valley.
In Western India a much less perfect water-
way is found in the Indus. Add to these,
an excellent road leading from Calcutta up-
wards to the Punjaub, with certain branches
of a more or less perfect kind, and a very
few hundred miles of fair highways in the
neighbourhood of Madras and Bombay, and
we exhaust the list of communications

- which, even a score of years ago, comprised
the routes Ipcrennially available throughout
the Great Peniusula. Certain other roads
there were; tracks very tolerable during
fair weather, but which, during the annual
monsoons, and for some time afterwards,
became impassable to all traffic, save, in the
best cases, to such cxceptional items as a
lightly-laden mail-gig, or a pack-pony capa-
ble of struggling through the quagmire-like
consistency which these roads then as-
sumed ; but in most instances altogether
impracticable even for these. Indeed, those
men whom duty or dire necessity occasion-
ally compelled to travel during the rains,
found not unfrequently that their best
chance of progress lay in leaving the line
of road, and struggling across the miry land
alongside.

Such was the state of India about the
years 1852-1853, when locomotives first
passed along the short lines, which as ex-
periments had been constructed at Calcutta
and Bombay. Yes! strange as it may seem
to us, who have come to accept without
question the cosmopolitan character of the
benefits of railways, it is to be noted that
the proposal to introduce them to India was
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by some regarded as a measare the prac-
ticability of which required to be establish-
ed by actual experiment on the spot.

The success of these short lines at once
dispelled all doubts on this point, and at the
same time assisted in settling a question
that had long undergone discussion, the
question as to the agency to be intrusted with
this new system of communications. And
this question certainly deserved much con-
sideration.

In England undertakings of this kind are
readily provided for by private enterprise.
But in India this sort of enterprise was
then unknown. Bound by custom, and in-
deed by religion, to hereditary occupations,
the natives of the country were little likely
and little able to enter on so novel a field
of work. Nor was it probable that they
would embark their money in the new ven- °
ture. For native capitalists can usually
command a very high rate of interest for
any outlay they choose to make. In fact,
the largest dividends likely to be realized
by the most successful railway fall far short
of the return which banking, usury, and
other kindred and time-honoured expedients
of the Eastern investor, can at any time
insure,

On the other hand, in those days the class
of English traders in India confined their
operations almost entirely to that one of
the three great sea-ports in which their busi-
ness lay. Of the interior of the country
they knew, and probably cared to know,
little else than that it was inhabited by a
people who produced cotton gnd who con-
sumed Manchester piece goods. Like sensi-
ble merchants, moreover, t.he{ preferred
adhering to their legitimate business to
embarking in outside speculations; while
such of them as happened to have become
capitalists were usually too intent on carry-
ing their money to England to be tempted
to lay it out on an Indian investment.

If private enterprise were to bc the
agency employed, it was clear that this
must be sought for in England. And yet
even there it seemed difficult to find. For,
rightly or wrongly, India was not at that
time regarded as a favourable field for the
investment of English money.

City men, who launched fearlessly into
schemes in the most ephemeral of the Re-

ublics of South America, shook their
Eeads incredulously if asked to embark in
anything connected with the East. Some-
thing more tangible than even the best
grounded hope of success could alone tempt
the English capitalist. In short, he required
a guarantee from some substantial source
that his capital should be preserved safely,
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and should afford him a return regularly.
Evidently such a gnarantee could be given
in this case only by the then rulers of the
country—the East India Company.

But to the Company a guarantee present-
ed many objections. Apart from its teng-
ency to promote lavish expenditure, by
removing the incentive to economy which
is afforded by personal responsibility, the
system seemed to saddle the guarantors
with certain onerous obligations in case of
failure, at the same time that they were
deprived of any prospect of profit in the
eveut of success. The bargain appeared to
them a onesided one, in which the risk
must be theirs, the gain that of the other
party to it. Was it not possible, they
asked themselves, to adopt some other
course of procedure, by which they might
confer on gndia the benefits of a railway
system at the actual cost of the works, and
thereby save the large profits looked for by
strangers ?

Circumstances, certainly, seemed to fa-
vour the practicability of such a scheme.
For, under the paternal system of govern.
ment then existing in India, the State under-
took duties which in England are committed
to individuals or associations. Such roads,
canals, wharves, or harbours as the country
possessed,—in short, all the means of com-
munication or accommodation thén pro-
vided for the community,—had been car-
ried out at the cost of the Government, or
its predecessors, Ilindu and Mussulman,
under the immediate agency of public serv-
ants. The occasional exceptions to this rule
were constructions undertuken by individu-
als from motives of charity or in fulfilment
of religious vows, and these almost invariu-
bly assumed the shape of wayside wells and
rest-houses for travellers, or reservoirs for
supplying water to poorer brethrem. - A
large corps of engineer officers required by
the State for purposes of war, was in time
of peace organized into a department
charged with the construction and main-
tenance of public works. Here was an
agency at hand well acquainted with the
peculiarities of the works and the workmen
of the country. Might it not be increased
and modified to an extent capable of ena-
bling it to construct such railways as might
be required ¢

Such was the view then favoured by the
East India Company, and by them impress-
ed on the eonsideration of l{ord Dalhousie,
the Governor-General of that day. His
Lordship, however, from his extensive ex-
perience of State enterprises in India, as
well as in England, foresaw the evils of
such a project. While acknowledging the
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efficiency of the Public Works Department
of India, he proceeded to point out to the
authorities in England that its strength was
inadequate to meet even existing wants, and
that it would prove an easier task to obtain
from England a body of civil engineers pos-
sessing the special skill that was requisite,
than to train the large staff of recruits which
alone could render the Department able to
undertake extensive railway works, He
further pointed out that these works, if thus
undertaken, must at'all times be liable to
serious interruptions, owing to the with-
drawal of the officers on the occasion of
their services being required in military
operations—a common contingency to the
Corps of Engineers in India. Averse alto-
gether to the State entering upon what he
regarded as a purely commercial venture,
he foresaw that this venture, if committed
to influential English capitalists, must lead
to the extensive introduction into India of
English money and English men—a result
which he urged would greatly tend to de-
velop the dormant resources of the eountry,
and effectually strengthen the British rule;
besides infusing into the community a spirit
of self-reliance—a want sadly felt in India,
where the habit of the people is to lean on
the State for the supply of every need.

The opinions thus forcibly urged by Lord
Dalhousie in the end prevailed. In the
course of the year 1853, an arrangement,
which had already been adopted towards
the promoters of the short experimental
lines, was developed into agreements with
certain associated companies, who engaged
to construct, and afterwards manage, the
sections of a comprehensive system of rail-
ways of which they obtained separate con-
cessions. These undertakings—we will em-
brace all lines guaranteed up to the present
time, that is, guaranteed under the original
understanding—for the Oude ard Rohilcund
line guaranteed in 1867 may be regarded as
belonging to a new era of Indian railways—
these undertakings, representing about 5000
miles of railroad, were as follows :—

1. The East Indian Railway, connecting
Calcutta with Delhi, and forming the east-
ern portion of the through route between
Calcutta and Bombay—15014 miles. (No.
on map, 1.)

e Great India Peninsula Railway,
whose bifurcations diverging from: Bombay
form the western portion of the communi-
cation between Calcutta and Bombay, and
between Madras  and Bombay—12662
miles. (No. on map, 5.

8. The Madras Railway, completing the
last-mentioned communication, and also
connecting its terminus, Madras, with a
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port on the Malabar coast of Western India
—825 miles. (No. on map, 4.)

4. The Punjaub Railway, Indus, Flotilla,
and Scinde Railway may be regarded as
one line, which, leaving Delhi, the northern
terminus of the East Indian Railway, passes
through Lahore, the capital of the Punjaub,
and thence sweeping westward by Mooltan
and southward by steamers along the Indus,
thus places Calcutta in unbroken corre-
spondence with Kurrachee, a sea-port near

e mouth of that river—Punjaub Railway
566 miles; Scinde Railway 109 miles.
(No. on map, 7, 8, 9.

5. The Bombay, Baroda, and Central
India Railway, leading from Bombay to the
fertile province of Guzerat, and capable of
extension to Delhi, in passing through the
native states of Rajpootana—38124 miles.
(No. on mzlzg,s .)

G. The Lastern Bengal Railway, a line
leading from Calcutta in a north-easterly
direction—159 miles, (No. on map, 2.)

7. The Calcutta and South-Eastern Rail-
way, a short line of 29 miles, proceeding
from Calcutta to a point on the neighbour-
ing coast. (No. on map, 3.‘}

8. The Great Southern of India Railway,
which connects the Madras Railway with
Negapatam, a sea-port on the eastern coast
ofet%:e continent—168 miles. (No. on map,

10.

’}he chief conditions of the contracts of
concession entered into by the East India
Company—which we shall hereafter include
under the term “the Government”—and
the several Railway Companies, were as
follows :—

1. That the Government should make
over to the companies, free of charge, and
for a term of ninety-nine years, the land
required for the railways.

L. That upon all money properly spent
on the works and rolling stock of the rail-
ways, interest at the rate of five per cent.

r annum should be paid, or rather ad-
vanced, by the Government, for a period of
ninety-nine years.

All sums received by the companies as
the proceeds of traffic should be paid into
the Government treasury. After meeting
the expense of working the railways, the
remainder of the proceeds, if any, should,
in the first instance, be devoted to repaying
the Government the five per cent. guaran-
teed interest of the current year. Should a
surplus be then available, half of it to be
employed to refund to the Government
arrears of interest accumulated while the
railways were under construction, or during
periods when they yielded a less return
than five per cent.; the remaining half of
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the surplus to be given to the shareholders
over and above the guaranteed interest.

When all interest thus advanced by the
Government had been repaid, the entire net
earnings of the traffic would be available for
a dividend to the shareholders. And, should
this dividend exceed ten per cent. of the
outlay, it would be competent for the Gov-
ernment to cheapen the cost of travelling
by calling for a reduction of the companies
tariffs, such as would still permit of a return
of ten per cent.

IIL t after the lapse of ninety-nine
years, the lands, works, and all property of
the companies, should be surrendered to the
Government.

1V. That at any time after one of these
railways had been open for traffic for three
months, it was in the power of the company
concerned in it to require the Government
to purchase the works at their actual cost.

. That at the respective dates of twen-
ty-five years and fifty years after entering
into the contract, the Government could
exercise the right of purchasing the entire
property of any compauny, at a price to be
determined by the market value of its stock
during a preceding period of three years.
~ VL. That the mails of the Government
should be carried on these railways free of
charge, and their troops and stores at rates
lower than the ordinary tariff,

VII. That the Government should deter-
mine the route of each railway; should
approve of the works proposed for it;
should control the expenditure required for
it; and should regulate the tariff and man-
ner of working it.

VIIL In the case of any company failing
to fulfil its engagements, provision was
made for the ungertaking being carried out
by the Government.

It is to be noted that the guarantee was
not absolute. The Government engaged to
advance to the companies interest at the
rate of five per cent. per annum on their
outlay. After a line was completed, so
long as the receipts from its traffic were not
less than the expenses of working that
traffie, the shareholders would receive a
return of at least five per cent. But if the
expenses exceeded the receipts, then the
excess would have to be provided out of
the guaranteed interest; thereby propor-
tionately diminishing the dividend below
five per cent. The latter contingency, how-
ever, was improbable—indeed, almost un-
known in railway experience.

Condition No. 3, requiring the surrender
of the lines to the Government at the end
of ninety-nine years, could be avoided at
any time before the expiration of that term
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then, they asked themselves, should they
ment to purchase their property as pro- | assist the impious effurts of an infidel Eng-
vided by condition No. 4. lishman to accomplish that which their

Condition No. 4 further secured to the ! sacred writings assured them to be unat-
sharcholders the recovery of their outlay | tainable? And in truth this sort of super-
in the cvent of their undertaking proving | stition seemed in certain cases almost justi-
unsuccessful. fiable, when the rivers which formed their

Condition No. 5, viz, the right of the ' subject came to be considered.  For it hap-
Government to purchase the lines, would | pens not unfrequently in India that what in
evidently be insisted on only in the event | the heats of suminer is a tiny stream, mean-
of their proving very successful; in which | dering through a wide valley ot sand, be-
case the shares of the companies would . comes during the perivdical rains a mighty

by the companies requiring the Govem—l
|

have acquired a higher market price than -

their original value ; so that the scller would
part with his property at a premium.
Mecanwhile, in India, the hasty examina-
tions of the country which had sufficed to
determine the general direction and limits
of cach line were heing replaced by accurate
surveys, a task of no common danger and
difficulty to the engincers employed on this
duty.  Turned adritt at times in an alimost
trackless, unmapped waste, ignorant of the
language spoken by its seanty scemi-savage
people, the cugineer had to cut his way
through dense jungles, or scramble along
the ledges of ugly precipices—likely resorts
of the tiger—and after a barassing day’s
work under a fieree sun, aggravated ocea-
sionully by the obstruction of the inhabi-
tants or the no less irritating apathy or
blunders of the awkward assistants whom
he had hkimself to train to their task, he

might at nightfall find it no casy matter to :

discover in this wilderness the solitary tent
where lay his only hopes of food and shel-
ter.  New Lo the country, its customs and
its climate, and looked upon as en adven-
turer in this laid of officialisin, his peren-
nial labours entailed an amount of risk,
annoyanee, and futizue little known in the
tours of their districts undertaken by Gov-
ernment servants during the healthy cold
weather of India, when coninodious suites
of canvas apartments, ample supplies of
well-trained scrvants, and the eager assist-
ance and adulation offered by the people to
any representative of the nrera sankan—
the Great Government—render such a pro-
gress pleasant enough.

No Ordoanes surveys were here availa-
Lle to indicat the steps likely to lead to
favourable resultsc. Nor could much in-
formation or assistanee be obtained in the
important work of determining the means
of crossing the large rivers with which the
country abounds. At times, indeed, investi-
gations of this kind awoke the religious
opposition of the dwellers on their banks,
who for ages had been taught to regard
their stream as a sacred thing, incapable of
being spanuned by human hands.

VOL. XLIX,

Why |

moving flood, many furlongs wide, many
fathoms deep, and rolling ouwards with ir-
resistible -force.  Aud as these floods var
with the circumstances of cach ycar—wiﬂym
the melting of snows at their mountain
sources, and the amount of the rainfall
along their course—it follows that the de-
signer of a bridge must here contrive to
obtain traces of the greatest freshets known
to bave occurred; and this information is
not casily to be got among a people in no
instance able to appreciate exactitude, and,
in the instance of natural phenomena of this
kind, apt to regard the operation of record-
ing them as useless, if not profane,  Indian
rivers, too, often present another obstacle to
the engineer, in compelling him to nake
provision for future changes in their
course ; the soft friable alluvium through
which many of them flow, offering a feeble
resistance to floods, and thereby inducing
frequent furmations of new channels, widely
different from those of cven a previous
year.
Jut difficnlt as these detailed surveys
"proved to be, they had in one way or
another to be pushed on apace.  English
i directors and English sharcholders, eager to
: see their works set agoing, could not com-
. prehend that the task of their engineers
" differed from that of a like nature in Eu-
i rope, where special appliances and facilities
_{for this purpose abound ; while the Govern-
-ment, on their part, were naturally anxious
i that India should have the use of her rail-
"ways as quickly as possible; and they at
' the same time saw that the sooner the lines
were earning money, the earlier would be
- the arrival of that day when their revenues
“would suflice to restore the advances made
to them in the shape of guarauteed interest.
In the case of these railways, fortunately,
"no delays such as are common to English
"ones had to be met in the shape of Purlia-
mentary warfare, The only retarding in-
flucuees to which they were subject in their
early days were the many and claborate
j references and discussions which cach pro-
- pusal connected with them had to undergo
at the bands of the long scries of authorities
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whose opinions had successively to be as-
certained. And as this process in the first
instance took the shape of those voluminous
vehicles of Anglo-Indian business termed
Minutes, and as these Minutes had after-
wards to undergo revision in the old grey
mansion that used to stand in Leadenhall
Street, and had eventually to afford a
ground of agreement or contention between
the gentlemen who sat there and the direet-
ors who represented the various companies
concerned, it resulted, on occasjons, that
matters were somewhat slow in reaching a
settlement. On the whole, however, it
cannot be said that much injury arose out
of deliberative detentions of this kind. In-
deed, in more than one case, the interval
thus interposed between conception and
construction affurded an opportunity of
percciving and adopting advautageous im-
provements on original intentions. The
general result of these possibly too pro-
tracted preliminary discussions, it is only
fair to admit, has Dbeen satisfactory. .i
comprehensive, well-according system of
communication has been provided, at a
moderate price, for our Eastern Empire,
which can compare favourably with the dis-
jointed, inharmonious sections which, at
much cost, have bLeen linked together to
form the railway routes through the United
Kingdom.

As a necessary preliminary to the pro-
cess of construction the land required for
the railways had to be provided by the
Government. This was a simple matter
enough where a line happened to pass
through waste lands belonging to the State.
In these the engineer was suflered to stake
out his works without regard to deviations
of feet, or indeed of furlongs, from his
original surveys. But the case was different
where ground under cultivation, or other-
wise occupied, was concerned.  There, the
steps necessary for placing the site of their
line at the disposal of the railway officers
entailed a more complicated procedure, In
the event of tenants of the soil consenting
to transfer such portions of their holdings
as were required by the companivs, iinme-
diate entrance could be afforded to the
workmen, on the understanding th:zt the
occupier should be compensated by the
Government for his coneession, and that his
rights of way and water should be duly
provided for by the railway companies,
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visions for water are fully met by furnish-
ing bridges and culverts for the passage of
clearly-defined streams which happen to be
crossed. But in a country dependent on
irrigation this measure is insufficient. There,
arrangements must in addition be made for
the free flow of the irrigating waters over
the fields intersected by the line ; and this
at times involves no small trouble to effeet,
for the variations of level in these fields are
very slight, but also very irregular. So
that, to insure the complete submersion of
every part of them, openings have to be
made at frequent intervals in any railway
embankment constructed across them. And,
after all, it often happens that the wants of
water-way can only be ascertained by see-
ing the effects which the works, after cow-
pletion, actually produce on the adjoining
country. Even at this advanced stage it
may be found necessary to insert fresh con-
duits or culverts to meet any deficicncy on
this score.

It was only natural that these irrigation
accommodations should form occasional
grounds of discussion between the engineers
of the companies and the officers of the
Government, who, under the designation of
collectors, are in effect deputy-governors of
large districts of land. In the interests of
their employers, the engineers wished to
cut down to the smallest number possible
channels which increased the cost of coun-
struction very considerably, besides creating
delays in the completion of works, whose
progress, as a rule, was more dependent on
the masonry than on the embankments or
cuttings ; while the collector very properly
consulted the intcrests of his Government
in insisting on an effective preservation of
the means which raised the crops on which
the revenue of his district depended ; and
at the same time felt it his dJuty to prutect
the rights of the ryots committed to his
care.

In cases where the occupicer of the land
objected to give it up, the collector had
reconrse to a procedure provided by an et
passed by the Government of India to meet
such contingencies.  According to its pro-

* visions, the Government were entitled, after

serving due notice on the tenant and arrang-
ing to scttle all his claims to compensation
by arbitration, to enter into possession of
the soil.  Possibly these preliminary steps
may have seemed simple enough to those

And here it must be observed, that iu | who framed this Act, and were no doubt
those parts of India where irrigation is jcasily applied in the early days of the rail-

employed in aid of cultivation, the right of
water is a question that requires somewhat
more attention than it needs in England.
On our railways, indeed, all requisitc pro-

ways and in outlying places where few peo-
ple were found to eall in question the legal-
ity of any act of so important a man as the
collector of a district. In after times,
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however, and indeed from the outset in the |

neighbourhood of large towns and English
attorneys, the application of these prelimi-
naries was rendered a dilatory operation;
so that many months, and in some instances
several years, elapsed before the companies
could there break ground.

At the cities which form the terminal
stations of the great lines, the land thus
required was frequently of very considera-
ble value—a value, in fact, which came to
be estimated according to so low a unit as
a square foot of surface; while, in more
than one locality, the site demanded by a
railway company had, so to speak, to be
created—that is, to be reclaimed from the
bed of the sea.

Singularly enough, the obligation thus un-

dertaken by the Government to provide not
only a site but a surface of soil, led inciden-
tally to the encouragement of one of the
most unfortunate schemes that ever engulf-
ed the money of shareholders. At Bom-
bay, a few years ago, the local government,
in their anxiety to furnish the Bombay
Baroda and Central India Railway Com-
pany with ground for a station, as well as
with suitable means of access to it, granted
to some enterprising individuals the conces-
sion of reclaiming a large piece of an inlet
of the sea, which is there called Back Bay ;
the concessionaries agreeing on their part
to give out of their reclamation the space
necessary for the accommodation of the rail-
way. After some hundreds of yards had
been reclaimed, and some millions sterling
had been expended, it was found necessary
to suspend the operations of the Company,
to the ruin of many shareholders, and the
delay of the Railway Company’s station
works.
. In occasional instances a railway passes
through the territories of a native prince
more or less independent of the English
Government, In these much trouble was
encountered in getting possession of the
necessary land ; not so much on account of
the disinclination of the ruler to accommo-
date the railway, as on account of his aver-
sion to part with his sovereign right of juris-
diction over any portion of his dominions.

He could not in reason be expected to
contemplate with any satisfaction the crea-
tion of a narrow belt of alien territory,
effectually severing his States and yielding
no allegiance to him ; while, on the other
hand, it was evidently unsuitable that a
railway, although provided with the use of
the land it occupied, should nevertheless be
subject in its future operations to such
duties and such justice as the native lord of
the soil might choose to impose.
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In giving up such portions of his prop-
erty, moreover, the owner was liable to be
deprived of a large source of income in the
shape of transit dues levied on all merchan-
dise passing through his country., And
tolls of this kind, exacted not only at his
frontiers, but also at intermediate towns,
fords, ferries, and passes, constitute much of
the revenue of many a rajah whose posses-
sions happen to lie across some frequented
line of traflic. To provide a means of con-
tinuing to levy such taxes on the future
through traffic of a railway, was in some
instances out of the question. Consequent-
ly the British Government were there com-
pelled to compensate the sufferers,

In dealing with these questions, the pro-
crastinating, evasive native agents, who in
reality rule such territories under the name
of Minister or Dewin, raised doubts and
demands, which, when solved, were usually
suoceeded by a series of fresh claims and
objections, And the disposal of these ever-
recurring impediments occupied much time,
owing to the complicated channels through
which alone affairs relating to the native
States of India can be dealt with. At each
native court of any importance an English
officer, called a Political Agent or Resident,
is appointed to carry out that odd mixture
of concussion and subserviency which con-
stitutes the policy of the Indian Govern-
ment towards its feudatories. Trained up
from early youth to fulfil such duties, an
officer in this position of isolation from his
countrymen is apt to attach undue impor-
tauce to any matter affecting the little king-
dom which constitutes his world. His
duties, which consist principally in exchang-
ing visits of ceremony with the members of
the miniature court to which he is accredit-
ed,and in forwarding periodic despatches to
the office of the I'oreign Department at
Calcutta, detailing the rumours that happen
to have been catalogued by his assistants
since the date of the last communication of
the kind ; these very duties tend to make -
him attach more weight to doing business
runctilionsly than to doing business promgt-
y. Nay, the very code of etiquette by
which “his functions are regulated—a code
which prescribes the number of paces he
may venture to advance in receiving an
honoured guest, no less than the number of
days he must suffer to elapse before reply-
ing to a letter—insures that business shall
not be transacted with undue haste in his
office. A railway engineer eager to set his
works agoing, or a contractor still more
intent on finding employment for men and
cattle kept idle at his expense owing to
entrance to the land being denied to them,
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might possibly wonder that the ostensible
source of delay should lie in so recondite a
matter as the omission by the scribes of
the Darbar of some usually-offered Persian
compliment of more or less respectful sig-
nification ; but to the Political Agent such
an incident might appear momentous—a
fresh step perhaps in the policy of insubor-
dination which evil-disposed counsellors
were pressing on a prince, in any case dis-
posed to look for some other source of in-
terest than the opium-pills and nautch-girls
which content so many sovereign wards of
our paternal Government in the East. And,
after all, the Political Agent might possibly
judge aright. For among Oriental nations
the very form of salutation is no uncom-
mon vehicle of defiunce.

To insure uniformity a standard gauge of
five feet six inches, a medium between the
broad and narrow gauges of England, was
prescribed for adoption on all Indian rail-
ways.

It was arranged that in each case a single
line of rails should be laid in the first in-
stance, but the width of bridges, tunnels,
and other special works, should at once be
made sufficient to permit of the addition of
a second track when future increase of traf-
fic should render such extra accommodation
necessary.

Each railway had a terminus on the sea,
or performed part of a system with such a
terminus. From these terminal stations
fad to be forwarded the permanent-way
materials, iron-bridge work, and heavy tim-
ber required for the various works on the
lines.

And some idea of the difficulty of this
task may be formed from the fact that up

to the end of 1867 more than three and a |

‘half millions of tons’ weight of railway
materials had been shipped from England
to India; while the means in early days
available to pass these from the coast to the
interior consisted chiefly c¢f clumsy carts
drawn by bullocks, and conveying at most
a quarter of a ton. Moreover, as roads
rarely existed, these carts had to make their
way ncross the country as best they could.

These circumstances alone would have
rendered necessary the course that was act-
ually adepted—that of constructing the
portions of the lines next the sea in the
first instance, so as to obtain facilities of
transit for the material of inland scctions,
In the case of water-carriage being available
along the direction of a line, it was of
course possible to proceed with the con-
struction of its entire length at once,

For the construction of the Indian rail-
ways two methods presented themselves to
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the choice of the companies: the method
adopted in England, of intrusting the works
to a contractor; and the plan hitherto
adopted in India, of carrying these out
under the direct superintendence of their
designers,—a plan which, being associated
with the Public Work Department of the
Indian Administration, is usually known in
India as the Departmental system.

Both methods had their advocates, and
both were in cffect employed; the latter
however to a small extent compared with
the other. And, notwithstanding the advan-
tages that might have been expected from
an organization which seemned likely to save
the large profits that otherwise would go to
a contractor, the result showed this depart-
meuntal system to be neither economical nor
efficient. It taxed too much the energies of
the engineers, and hampered the exercise of
their professional skill by laying on them a
load of responsibility in accounting for ex-
penditure. In short, it tended to turn an
able and highly-paid engineer into an un-
willing and indifferent keeper of accounts,
And eventually, when experience led to the
provision of a proper supply of subordi-
nates to supplement the engineers, it was
found that the staff thus organized was
cumbrous and costly compared with that
which an energetic contractor would have
found sufficient for the same extent of
works, Here, as elsewhere, it became ap-
parent that the efforts towards energy and
economy on the part of agents serving a
far-off corporate company are feeble con-
trasted with those insured under the per-
sonal presence of a contractor whose liveli-
hood depends on the attainment of these
results,

It was of great importance that the con-
tractors intrusted with the Indian railways
should be men of acknowledged means and
character; not only with a view to the
direct interests of their employers, but also
in regard to their relations with the natives
of the country. Cruel treatment or inabil-
ity to pay their workmen might lead to
serious consequences in a land where indi-
viduals may be mild in temperament, but
where a mob gathering under a sense «f
injustice or of insult to their faith or their
women are not slow to redress their griev-
ances after their own rough fashion; there-
by forming a commencement of tumult and
trouble capable of being quelled by nothing
short of an armed force.

And yet, contractors of a high class
could not be expected to embark readily in
work in a strange country, where altered
circumstances rendered useless all their
abilities to estimate the amount of a ten-
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der ; unless, perhaps, on conditions which,
while securing a margin of safety for them,
imposed an exorbitant price on their labour.
Accordingly, as a meauns of satisfying both
parties to the contract, it was in most cases
arranged that a schedule should be prepared
detailing the price at which ecach descrip-
tion of work should be performed ; wheth-
er masonry, earth-work, carpentry, iron
bridges, or the many sub-classes of these,
and every other operation incidental to the
coustruction of a railway ; and that all pay-
ments should be regulated by the quantity
of each class of works which the engineers of
the company might from time to time certi-
fy to have been executed by the contractor.

The contractors, on their part, proceeded
to carry out their undertakings with that
vigour which characterizes this enterprising
class of men. Labour, materials, roads of
access and means of conveyance, all theso
things had now to be sought for and pro-
vided among a people little ready to serve,
or even assist, adventurous Englishmen who
could not claim a connexion with the All-
Powerful Sarkar. That any individuals
apart from the State should take in hand
vast projects, such as railways were said to
be, seemed to a native of India a matter to
be disbelieved, and certainly a matter to be
distrusted.

However, good arrangements and liberal
wages soon overcame all scruples on this
score. Labourers who, under the old native
rule, were forced to work for a dole of rice,
or who, if paid a pittance of mouney at ir-
regular intervals, had seen one half of their
earnings appropriated by fraudulent pay-
masters, might on these railway works re-
ceive good wages, paid weekly, if necessary
daily. And this system of daily payments
is no small boon to men who live literally
from hand to mouth; whose wages go
directly from the hand that-earns them to
the shopkeeper who supplies the materials
of the daily meals; whose earthly posses-
sions are represented by the few yards of
cotton cloth that form their turbans and
gird their loins, in addition to the rough
goat’s-hair blanket that constitutes a mantle
by day and a covering by night. To pre-
vent the cxtortion of grain-dealers who
prey on this simple, thriftless race of work-
men, shops, or rather open-air stalls, were
established by the contractors, where pro-
visions could be obtained at rates as rea-
sonable as those of the nearest market-town,
while abundant supplies of water were pro-
vided, often at a considerable cost. Hos-
pitals and good medical attendance were
further furnished for the sick.

In short, so well satisfied were the la-
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bourers with their employment, that the
fear of dismissal was usually sufficient to
keep them orderly and attentive,—a result
very different from that predicted by cer-
tain Anglo-Indian officials, who dreaded that
the natives might be ill-treated by the
rough-and-ready subordinates employed on
the railways.

Men from far-off villages flocked into the

works, bringing with them their wives and
little ones, for whom they raised rough huts
capable of affording the small amount of
shelter required during the eight rainless
months of the working season ; and labour-
ing along with the women and children—
for all sexes and almost all ages here found
employmentg—contrived to live comfortably,
and in addition to lay by a small sum of
savings to carry to their distant homes
when the approach of the annual rains call-
ed them away to cultivate their fields.
. When possible, the system of piece-work
was adopted ; that is, the labourer, instead
of receiving a fixed rate of hire, was paid
according to the work he did. This system
by degrees extended itself to petty con-
tracts, which gangs of fellow castemen or
families undertook, with profit to them-
selves and their employers ; and eventually
a class of enterprising native contractors
sprang up, whose operations embraced large
bridges, station buildings, and even the
entire works of several miles of railroad.

The cost of work varied so much, not
only on different railways, but on different
sections of the same railway, that it is diffi-
cult to arrive at any trustworthy average of
its value, It may, however, be interestin
to hear the words which an engineer, wel
acquainted with English as well as Indian
railways, wrote regarding the cost of work
in Western India in 1855—a time when
most of the main lines were being actively
constructed :—

“The Hindu would be paid 5}d., and the
‘navvy’ (English) 8s. 6d., a day; but then the
former could turn out barely one-third of the
work that the latter would do, so that the rel-
ative economy of the two classes would be as
two to one, or thereabouts, in favour of this
country (India). There is another important
consideration which also impairs the ‘efficienoy
of country labour upon railways. The number
of men which it is possible to employ upon a
work is frequently limited by its form and di-
mensions and the proper mode of execution,
and since one Englishman does the work of
three natives, it is evident that greater force
can be put upon it at the same time, in the one
case than in the other, and the rate of progress
be proportionally increased. Here, however,
the climate tells in favour of this country, and
when the advantages of constant fine weather
for eight months of the year are taken into ac-
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count, tho despateli is very nearly assimilated
in both cases. Thus does nature strike a bal-
ance between country aud country and man
and man.
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“The following may be received as a fair

. comparison of the various classes of English
. and native labour .—

Projortion of work done: Relative cost of labour
Average rate of pay per diem. by cach. i in each country.
Crasses or Lasotk. . . -
England. ' Bombay. England. | Bombay. : England. Bombay.
' s d yoow.d ' '
Masons........coovuennn 5 0 ' 1 2 2% 1 2 1
Bricklayers.............. 5 0 1 2 4 1 i 13} 1
Carpenters ...... 5 0 1 2 3 1 | 13 1
Miners .......... i 5 0 . 0 9 3 1 ! 23} 1
Excavators,,.... ' 3 6 . - 0 53 33 1 2 1
Labourers.............. 2 9 0 43 3 1 2 ! 1

It is apparent from this tablg, that the dif-
ference of cost between skilled and unskilled
labour is less in Englard than in Bombay, a
result which is fully borne out by the compar-
ative scarcity of the former in this country.
We would also remind our readers examining
this table, that the comparison is made be-
tween simple labour only, and that the econo-
my in favour of Bombay would be most mate-
rially reduced if it were instituted between the
cost of work actually cxecuted, because, in that
view of the question, English labour would
have the powerful aid of all its appliances and
snperiority of system, while India would sufter
from its defective and oclumsy methods, and
from a variety of drawbacks and disadvan-
tages pecular to native customs.”

Since the foregoing remarks were writ-
ten, the prices of food and labour have, in
most districts of India, inercased considera-
bly, owing to the amount of gold, or rather
of silver, which has of late years been paid
to that country for cotton,

It is fortunate for the sharcholders of
Indian lines, that before that increase took
cffect a large portion of their works had
been completed, and that contracts had been
entered into for the completion of a still
larger portion.

The great extent of the lines, no less than

the natural obstacles encountered, rendered

it necessary that many formidable works ;
should be undertaken; above all, in the'

case of the bridges required for the pass-
age of the large rivers that are frequently
met with,

That by which the East Indian Railway
is carried across the Sone consists of twen-
ty-eight spans, cach composed of iron gird-
ers 150 feet long,—its total length, inclu-
sivo of massive masonry piers, being a little
short of a mile.

While, as examples of a widely ditferent
kind of bridge work, may be mentioned the

ing on slender cast-iron columns, screwed
into the beds of the streams they cross,

But perhaps the most remarkable of the
works constructed in connexion with these
lines, are those by which the Great Indian
Peninsula Railway is carried across a chain
of hills in the neighbourhood of Bombay,
known as the Ghaut range.

This line of precipices, stretching for
several hundred miles parallel to the west-
ern coast of India, resembles a great retain-
ing-wall—here averaging 2000 feet in height
—which scparates a narrow belt of land
fringing the sea from an elevated plateau,
which from their crest extends far castward
into the heart of the continent.

This great barrier secemed to interpose an
obstacle, not only to the efforts of man, but
to the operations of Nature, For the very
clouds which the south-west monsoon brings
up in masses from the ocean, are here ar-
rested and compelled to discharge their
rains, thereby forming a belt of intense
rainfall, extending a few miles on cach side
of the mountain tops, The country to lee-

ward, that is, to castward, being thus shield-
¢d from the stormns which then deluge the
coast lands, offers a charming climate at that
season; the straggling patches of cloud
" which contrive to pass across the hills being
; just sufficient to screen the sun, and refresh
the soil with occasional showers. While,
*in addition, the keen air of this upland
affords a bracing contrast to the relaxing
» atmosphere which then prevails in Bombay,
and, indeed, in all the low-lying districts of
India.

Before the days of railways this barrier
. offered a serious obstruction to the inter-
change of traftic between Bombay and ex-
tensive inland distriets, of which that port
. is the natural outlet. At two points only
. could it be convenicutly crossed by carts.

numerous long and lofty viaducts on the | At one of these points, seventy miles
Bombay, Baroda, and Central India Rail- ; south-east of Bombay, a road had been
way—gossamer-like structures of iron rest- ‘ constructed in the time of Sir John Mal-
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colm, which, although useful, was exceed-
ingly steep and tortuous; a fact painfully
proved by the draught-oxen, dead, or dying
from exhaustion, which might be .seen
sprinkled along its course—above all, to-
wards the end of the hot season, when
efforts to pass cotton and grain to the coast
before the setting in of the rains had to be
made with animals for which the then burnt-
up country offers not a blade of grass. The
other road that has been mentioned was
carried across the range at a point seventy
miles further north. Of a later and better
construction, this still involved a long and
severe ascent.

Besides these, the only means of com-
munication between the coast and the table-
land were bridle-paths, following the course
of the rugged gorges which occur at inter-
vals along the line of Ghauts—paths prac-
ticable only for lightly-laden pack-ponies or
bullocks,

Circumstances rendered it necessary that
this range should be crossed at two points
by the bifurcations of the Great Indian
Peninsula Railway, which, diverging near
Bombay, lead respectively in the direction
of Calcutta and fi&dras. This object has
been attained by means of inclined planes,
constructed in the immediate neighbour-
hood of the two cart-roads which have just
been described. That to the north is known
as the Thull Ghaut Incline, the other as the
Bhore Ghaut Incline.

This latter is, if anything, the more for-
midable undertaking of the two. Begin-
ning its ascent along a short spur here
thrown out from the main range, this in-
cline continues its upward winding way
through long tunnels piercing the hardest
basalt, across viaducts spanning ravines of
great width and depth, often along what is
simply a large notch cut in the face of a
precipice. Somewhat higher than half way
up the hill is a semi-zigzag or reversing
station, where the powerful locomotives
used for the special service of this incline
pass from what has hitherto been the front
of a train to the other end, which in turn pro-
ceeds foremost up the remainder of the road.

In short, in the words of a sailor, the
passage of the inclino is made in two tacks;
the engine, however, bein'g; the only part of
4 train that “ goes about.’

The length of this plane is nearly sixteen
miles, in course of which it surmounts a
height of upwards of 1800 feet, its average
inclination being 1 in 48, its maximum 1
in 87. Its comstruction occupied upwards
of seven years, during which as many as
40,000 labourers were occasionally at work
on it at one time.
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Its completion was almost coincident with
the death of the man who made it—James
Berkley.

It is a great monument of a great en-
gineer.

Taking into consideration the many ad-
verse circumstances under which the Indian
Railways were constructed, it cannot be
denied that the works are on the whole
satisfactory. Certain imperfections there
undoubtedly have been, as brought to our
notice from time to time in those brief and
sometimes startling statements, which, under
the head of telegraphic news from India,
convey to us in a condensed, and occasional-
ly, indeed, in a highly intensified form, all
the intelligence of tern events which
most of us ever care to know. But in jus-
tice to the men who have made the lines, it
is well to bear in mind the extent of the
works of which such failures form an incon-
siderable fraction. It is also only fair to
reflect on the obstacles encountered in their
construction. Above all, the obstacles
offered by a climate in which for nine
months of each year no rain is available to
assist in the consolidation of earthworks ;
where the drying up of the streams and
wells renders it often necessary to carry for
a distance, on the backs of men or of cattle,
every drop of water wanted for the mortar
of a bridge or retaining-wall, and where the
scarce and valuable fluid is apt to be used
in slaking thirst rather than in slaking lime
—to the ruin of the masonry concerned.
While, during the remainirig months a rain-
fall, represented in some cases by an e
gate vertical measurement of ten feet, puts
the loose friable soil which makes up an
embankment to a very rough test; at the
same time that the rapidly swelling streams
effectually put a stop to bridge operations
—if, indeeg, they do not happen to undo
the work of many previous months, by
sweeping before them coffer-dams, timber-
stagings, and other accessories of this kind
of comstruction.

Interruptions were also encountered in
the shape of that scourge of India—cholera ;
outbreaks of which on various occasions

| destroyed or drove away in terror labour-

ers who with much difficulty bad been gath-
ered together; while a yet more serious -
interruption was offered by the Indian mu-
tiny O;) 1857, which entirely stopped the
progress of various lines, besides destroy-
ing many of the results of past labours,
This mutiny burst on India so suddenly
that it found engineers and other English-
men employed by the railway companies in
localities completely isolated from their
countrymen. Not a few of these men had



178 Our Indian Railways. Dec.
to fight for their lives. To the skill and| In all some £70,000,000 have already
courage of some of them the safety of more | been expended. And it is estimated that
than one of the little strongholds which in ; about £20,000,000 in addition will be re-
those trying times were hastily improvised | quired to complete the 5,000 miles we are
for the Eunglish men, women, and children * now looking at, as alse the Oude and Rohil-
overtaken in outlying districts by the storm | cund line of 630 miles, which belungs to the
of blood, was, in the mnain, undoubtedly due. | newer order of things. The figures we here
The name of at least one among th.om is ; give cover the cost of single line of rails,
inseribed in the roll of men considered | furnished with bridges, tunnels, and other
worthy to wear the Victoria Cress—I7or | special works adapted for a double line.
Valour, , They also include ample siding accomme-

Thanks to the information afforded by ' dation and passing-places at stations, and
Mr. Juland Danvers in the Blue-books | indeed embrace very considerable lengths
eompiled by him each year in his capacity | of double line in the ncightourhood of

of Government Dircctor of the Indian rail-
ways, we are enabled to gather almost at a
glance the position which these enterprises
occupy as regards their progress, no less
than their prospects of success.

On the 1st of May 1868 it appears that
nearly 4000 miles of them were open for
traffic; and that upwards of 1000 miles—
in addition to 630 miles of a lately sanc-
tioned line, the Oude and Rohilcund Rail-
way—were under construction. In the
course of the year 1870 there scems reason
to hope that an unbroken line of railway
may he available hetween Calentta and
Bombay, and another between Madras aml
Bombay. Already the former line is so far
advanced at cach of its ends that it has been
adopted as the route for the mails passing
between England and the scat of its Gov-
emment in the East,—Bombay thus becom-
ing the sea-gate through which the postal
communications of Europe and India are
henceforth to flow.

Through communication has for some
time heen established between Caleutta and
Delhi, distant uvpwards of 1.000 miles
apart; betwecn Madras and Beypore, a

ort on the coast of Malabar ; and Letween

ombay and Nagpore, an important eity of
Central India; while, by means of the links
offered by the Scinde Railway, the Indus,
Flotilla, and the Punjaub line, an unbroken
route is open between Lahore, the capital of
the Punjauly, and Kurrachee, the port of the
Indus.

The precise cost of the Indian railways
cannot yet bo accurately stated, sceing that
‘arge portions of them are still under con-
truction. From the accounts of secveral
thousand 1niles of them already furnished,
however, there seems reason to conclude
that the average outlay per mile will not be
more than £17,000.% -

* In the report published in the Zimes of the
speech delivered by the Right Hon. W. N. Masscy,
aL Liverpool, on the 29th October last, the late
Minister of Indian Finance is said to have stated the

; large stations. )
cost of a liberal supply of rolling stock.

They further comprise the

Contrary to forchedings uttered by men
whose knowledge of the country well enti-
tled them to be heard, the natives of India
at once took kindly to railway travelling.
Scruples of religion or of caste yielded to
the case and economy which the new means
of conveyance offered ; due attention being
of course paid by the railway companics to
such prejudices as were capable of being
accommodated without undue inconvenience.
Separate carriages, or compartments, for

. instance, were provided for women, in de-
ference to the dislike which the people of
the East entertain to their wives and daugh-
ters being looked at Ly strangers. And,

- where circumstances permitted the arrange-

ment, efforts were in early days made to

afford distinct accommodation for certain
castes, and alove all for certain outcasts.

Here, however, as in Europe, it was soon

apparent that the railway s a sad leveller

lof social distinctions; so that in a short

. time Brahmans of the purest strain of Llood
were to be seen penned up in the cattles

truck-like vehieles which form the third-

class carriages of India, in close and content-
ed contact with Pariahs, whese very pres-
ence under the same roof would in former
times have been held to involve pollution.
As a curious instance of compensation
for these tendencies towards weakening the
influence of caste and other social trammels
of the Iindu faith, it is worth while noting
a result of an opposite character which the
railways threaten to bring about; by which,
in fact, certain interests of that creed seem
likely to be promoted in a consilderable de-
gree.  We allude to the facilitien afforded
for visiting the many shrines which the
country contains ; certain of which, indeed,
are belicved to pos<ess virtues, cxtending

cost of the East India Railway at £30,000 per wile,
But this estimate seems much in excess of the

scconnu of that line which bave already been ren.
ered.
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to the eternal salvation of such of the faith-
ful as visit them: an end formerly attain-
able in few instances by far-off residents,—
by none, indeed, but sturdy fellows- who
could walk the wéary way which led to
their remote situations, or by rich men who
could meet the large outlay incurred by
palanquins or other means of conveyance
adapted for the difficult country that had to
be traversed.

Now-a-days devotees of all degrees of
wealth or strength have a cheap means of
carrying out such pilgrimages, and in effect
they do avail themselves of this to a large
extent.

On certain sacred days of the Hindu
calendar more than one Indian railway
provides special trains for purposes of this
kind ; on which occasions, moreover, there
is frequently held a Holy Fair, where large
numbers of people dispose of the past year’s
produce, and lay in the next year’s supply
of clothing and cooking-pots. Ranged side
by side may there be seen the wares of
Europe, India, China, and Central Asia.

There, by means of the neighbouring
railway, the merchant from the sea-coast is
able to deal with the cultivator in the in-
terior, who comes to barter his cotton and
grain against the goods manufactured by
the foreigners; thus saving to both parties
the twofold profit formerly swallowed up
by the rapacious middleman. The benefits
of such direct transactions were specially
apparent in the case of the large sums of
money which the high price of cotton caused
to be received by India after the outbreak
of the late oivil war in America. Such sums
would in former days have enriched the few
agents and bankers who then commanded
the entire out-turn of the land. But thanks
to & new order of things, attained only by
the help of railways, this influx of money
went to benefit the general body of the
cultivators : a result which shows itself in
the increased comfort and prosperity of
this class, in the improved condition and
description of animals employed in their
field operations (and in his draught-oxen,
the countryman of India takes- much de-
light), no less than in the superior clothes
worn by the men, women, and children in
the cotton districts.

Above all, this diffusion of wealth is
apparent in that essential requisite of an

tern household—the array of cooking-
pots. A dozen years ago these were of cheap
earthenware, At present, in the provinces
producing cotton, they are almost always
of brass—a difference which, in the mind of
the native, is the strongest distinetion de-
finable hetween penury and competence.
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To suit the low rates of wages, and, in-
deed, of prices generally prevailing in India,
the tariff of fares on the Indian lines is for
the third class of conveyance considerably
less than that of England; and the experi-
ence of this cheap travelling shows it to be
at least as remunerative as the opposite
policy pursued by railway managers in this
country.

The arrangements and accommodation
met with on Indian railways differ little
from those found in England. Indeed, the
stereotyped models of the mother country
have here been followed with a fidelity
which might well have been relaxed in
certain points in consideration of the cli-
mate and customs of the East. In stations
intended for a passenger traffic almost en-
tirely composed of third-class travellers (for
out of 13,764,354 persons carried by the
Indian railways in the year 1867, no less
than 13,074,980 were third-class passen-
gers), the chief thing to be desired is ample
shelter. Now, the system of obtaining this
shelter in Europe which consists in provid-
ing broad platforms under lofty wide-spread-
itg roofs is imperfectly adapted to the na-
tive of India. To them a railway journey
is an important undertaking, preceded in
many cases by a long and toilsome walk,
and attended with the prospect of an equal-
ly fatiguing march at its close.

Unable, from their easy-going disposition,
to penetrate the mysteries of time-tables,
or indeed to appreciate any exact measure-
ment of time, they inoline to avoid all
chance of missing a train by the precaution-
ary proceeding of presenting themselves at
the station they are to start from very long
before the hour at which it is due.

This feeling, no less than the ordinary
habits of their life, prompts many to allow
themselves on such occasions enough time
to go through the various processes of pre-
paring and eating the one daily meal which
constitutes the chief support of the people
of Hindustan—an operation which their
easily-carried cooking-pots renders simplo
enough,

Indeed, at many stations on the Indian
lines the court~yard in front is, for a con-
siderable time before- the passage of each
train, crowded with groups of families,
creeds, or castes, patiently waiting their
time of departure—squatted on the ground
in the posture assumed by squirrels while
cating nuts, and passing their leisure in
cooking, eating, chatting, or smoking the

rgling water-pipe.
gul'gor %uch trsg'eli)lers the costly accommo-
dation offered on the platform of a spacious
station is evidently ill snited. Their wants
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would be better met by the provision of
large inexpensive sheds, semi-detached from
the station-buildings, and well supplied with
water for man and beast—in short, rest-
houses, such as exist in various forms in
Eastern countries, and which by the peoples
of those lands are looked upon as necessary
complements to any highway for travellers,
Of late, it is true, some efforts have been
made to provide accommodation of this
modest but useful kind ; but in India, as at
home, railway managers appear slow in
perceiving that the present policy of attend-
ing only to the comfort of a few first-class
assengers is erroneous.

The chief revenue of Indian passenger-
traffic, as already seen, arises from third-
class travellers. Surely, then, their needs
deserve more attention and outlay than are
now bestowed on them !

The carriages of the Indian railways, too,
differ in no very important respects from
those seen elsewhere. There the English
type, based on the old stage-coach, is still
prevalent. As a protection against the sun,
an extra covering is placed at an interval of
some inches from the ordinary roof. To
insure coolness, too, the cushions and sup-
ports for the backs of travellers are, in the
first-class carriages, made of cane-work;
while venetian blinds are-provided to ex-
clude the glare of the sun. Certain first-
class saloon carriages are also available,
fitted in a few cases with arrangements for
affording beds to travellers, after the fashion
of America. This sort of sleeping accom-
modation is likely to be largely required
during the long journeys, which, on the
completion of the through communications,
will be entailed by a direct passage be-
tween Calcutta and Bombay, or Madras and
Bombay ; or the yet longer route from
Calcutta to Peshawur.

Third-class passengers are here conveyed
in covered waggons, devoid of either seats
or windows; or, to speak more correctly,
the upper part of the sides is omitted. By
this means fresh air is admitted freely to
tho seething mass of human beings, who, by
being kept in a standing position, can be
packed more closely than is consistent with
the comfort of the inner individuals, especi-
ally during journeys undertaken in the heats
of summer. )

In saying that no seats are available,
however, it is well to bear in mind that
such things are not much used by natives
of India, who prefer to rest on the ground,
or, in this case, on the floor of a carriage,
posed in a fashion already mentioned, and
possible only for races with calveless legs.

The frugal habits of the natives, except-
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ing perhaps a few of the prodigal sons of
Islam, lead them for the most part to sink
prejudice or social position in view of the
economy of a third-class ticket; and this
saving they are eager to supplement by
avoiding any extra payments for the lug-
gage they happen to have with them.

And as on the Indian lines every pound
of luggage has to be paid for, it follows that
strenuous efforts are made by travellers to
carry their effects into their carriages—a
formidable undermki.n%; when, as often hap-
pens, those comprise the cooking-pots, bed-
giz;g, and wardrobe of an Eastern house-

old.

The guards aud station-porters are of
course on the outlook to prevent such prac-
tices, and loud and frequent are the alterca-
tions arising between them and the owners
of bundles thus arbitrarily removed to the
luggage-van. For these individuals usually
proceed to pour forth an argumentative
supplication, couched in the flowery lan
guage of the East, somewhat to the follow-
ing effect :—* Oh, Protector of the Poor!

hat words are these I hear ? Behold this
most insignificant of parcels! Look at it !
Of a truth it is nothing! It is absolutely
less than nothing ! ! ” ete. ete.

In truth, the despatch of a train from any
large station of an Indian railway is a scene
of confusion of a very pictureszﬁle kind,
'Fhe brightly-coloured dresses of the crowd
striving to secure places; the various cos-
tumes and demeanour of those composing
it, the rapid gesticulations of the nervous
Hindu, contrasting with the dignified repose
of the Moslem gentleman ; the loud shouts
of lost friends looking for each other; the
efforts of the waddling women to drag
along their screaming nvﬁlildren, and at the
same time veil their faces from the eyes of
strange men; all these make up for the
moment a very Babel of sights and sounds.
Here the jealously-guarded inmate of a
Zenana is carried in a palanquin close up to
the entrance of a carriage, and shot out on
its floor much after the manner of treating
a sack of flour; the operation being over-
looked by a burly Nubian with a sinﬂ.llarly
shrill voice, and aided by a shrivelled-up
old woman, who busies herself in carefully
closing the venetian blinds of the reserved
compartment occupied by her mistress, and
in arranging on its floor the Persian rugs
and cushions required to make the lady
comfortable,—not forgetting the calleoon
(the water-pige) and sweetmeats which
assist so largely in whiling away the time
of these Lights of the Harem.

A little further along the platform the
crowd is being cleaved asunder by white-
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robed men girt with broad red sheulder-
belts, wht?, with shouts m‘}ﬁ atit;ks, clear a
assage for an eminent official person
gvho 18 to travel by the train. In his wxz
follow half a-dogen other messengers, equip-
ped like those who went before him, and
bearing brass breast-plates on which are
blazoned in large letters the title of the
office which their master holds. Into the
carriage which he enters they place an
array of red morocco leather covered des-
patch-boxes, filled with papers, wherewith
to boguile the journey,—papers probably
relating to all sorts of subjects, from mes-

in cipher regarding the most impor-
tant political affairs, to long and trifling cor-
respondences concerning Ehe pay of some
unfortunate subaltern. So comprehensive
are the questions which claim the atlention
of even the highest Government officers in
India, of even the Viceroy himself.

While, just as the train is about to start,
there arrives & party of our countrymen,
booted, spurred, and otherwise equipped in
Indian sportsman fashion, on their way to
the meet of a hog hunt at a neighbouring
station on the line. Well provided too,
they seem, with provender, judging by the
luncheon-baskets their seryants carry, and
from which the necks of various bottles are
seen to protrude. But precautions of this
kind are here absolutely necessary ; refresh-
ment-rooms being almost unknown, or at
best but indifferent sources of supplying
even tolerable food to hungry travellers.

Before the train can be got ready for a
start the guard has to go through a deal of
work. In fact, in the end, he is usmally
obliged to lay hands on the stragglers wan-
dering up and down the side of the train in
search for friends, or on the outlook for a
carriage full of fellow easte-men ; and thrust-
ing these in succession into the nearest com-
partment able to receive them, he is thus at
length enabled to sound his signal-whistle,
and betake himself to the comparative
quietude of his brake-van.

The question which above all others con-

nected with Indian railways is likely to in-
terest many of our readers, is that of their
success as commercial undertakings; in
short, the question as to whether or not they
pay.
A perfect anawer on this subject cannot,
of course, be pronounced at present, seeing
that important sections of the system are
yet unfinished, From the fragments, how-
ever, already in operation, sufficient data
have been gathered to enable a tolerably ac-
curate estimate to be formed of the eventual
results,

During the year 1867, against a sum of
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£8,287,987, received from the Government
as guaranteed interest, an amount of about
£2,600,000 was repaid by the companies
from the net profits of their traffic.

In the case of the East Indian Railway
and of the Great Indian Peninsula Railway,
the results of the last three years seem to
warrant the assumption that there the re-
quisite five per cent. already earned is likely
to be continued, and equally likely to be
increased. Indeed, on more shan one ocea-
sion this dividend has been already ex-
ceeded ; and this surplus, let it be borne in
mind, has been obtained from the lengths of
line opened for traffic ; at the same time that
the net earnings these brought in had, in
the computation of dividends, to be extended
to the capital expended on several hundred
miles of railroad as yet under construction,
and therefore in an unproductive state.®

This retarn, moreover, has been reaped
from what may be termed local traffic; that
is, from traffic along the two end-portions of
the great through routes between Eastern
and Western India, that hitherto alone have
been completed.

The through traffic which may certainly
be expected to flow a couple of years hence
along these great highways may fairly be
considered as a likely source of large addi-
tions to present receipts.

Moreover, the net profits of several of
these lines seem capable of constituting a
larger fraction of the gross receipts than
they now do, by a reduction of the present
high charges for conducting the traffic. The
attention which has been directed to this
subject, and the experience that has by this
time been gained of the management of
Indian railways, has already led in some
instances to a oonsiderable economy of
working expenses. Much, however, yet
remains to be effected in this direction.

A source of large annual cost is the hiﬁ}lly
paid class of Englishmen whom it has hither-
to been found necessary to employ in va-
rious capacities on these lines; and this
item of aceount might be much reduced by
the substitution of natives of the country, who,
as experience has proved, can be trained to
do many now highly paid duties at a cheap
rate, and with perfect efficiency. Certain
employments, it is true, must in all likeli-
hood continue to be filled from Europe—
above all that of the engine-driver, which re-

* Since these words were put into type, the rev-
enue account of the Madras Railway for the half-
year ending in May last has been. published. It
shows that on that line also the net profits have at
length very nearly reached the rate of five per cent,
On one portion of this railway the net profit was
equal to eight per cent. on the outlay.
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quires a greater amount of natural nerve
than is considered a usual endowment in In-
dian races. At the same time, it is fair to
say, that an excellent class of native sto-
kers has been trained, who, on ocoasions, have
shown themselves well qualified to act as
substitute drivers in the absence of their
principals.

As stationmasters, clerks, and, in short, in
almost all but the very highest offices of fail-
way employment, the natives of the countr
have proved their fitness, as regards steadi-
ness, sobriety, and attention. The chief point
in whioh their employmentis open to objection
is one which results from the time-honoured
system of perquisites, which throughout the
East are apt to be regarded as the main
source of .remuneration in any service,—as
a striking example of which we may men-
tion the by no means unfrequent cases, in
which the signal-man engaged to attend to
the gates at a level crossing, proceeded with-
out hesitation to levy a toll on every man
and animal that passed his lodge. These
demands, which were, in most instances, paid
without question, in the shape of small coin,
or more frequently in the form of a handful
of grain, a fagot of firewood, or other sam-
ples from the loads borne by man or beast,
were, of course, soon discovered and put a
stop to. They served, however, to show the
stronghold which this kind of usage posses-
ses on a people who, in point of fact, have
come to designate it as ‘‘ The Custom”
(Dustooree).

This custom unfortunately has been put in
practice by native officials of ahigher grade
than gatekeepers. _

Not long ago it was discovered that many
among them were deriving large sums of
money from native merchants, who desired
the cotton they held stored at inland stations
to be passed down to the coast before other
bales which had a prior claim to transit.

By these means the bribing parties ﬁt
their produce into a favourable market be.
fore the close of the export season; while,
owing to the want of rolling stock, and to
gops then existing on the line on which these
practices took place, the owners of the bales
thus left behind suffered a severe loss.

The cost of working the traffic of Indian
railways is also swelled by heavy charges
for maintaining the roadway and rolling
stock in order. The alternations of a
climate in which sleepers are soaked almost
incessantly for several months, and parched
with a hot wind for several other months,
tell severely on all wood-work, :

The injury, too, which tropical rains effect
on embankments reduced by long baking by
the sun to the state of a brittle cake or of a
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fine powder, is often increased owing to the
difficulty of obtaining good material for bal-
last for the line. Fortunately it has been
found fhat the jarring motion communicated
to the sleepers by the passage of trains over
them is effectual in saving them from the
ravages of white ants, from which much
damage was looked for. Any sleeper of less
perishable material than wood would bea
great source of saving on theselines. Iron-
pot sleepers have been tried, it is true, and
in some instances have been said to be suec-
cessful. But there does not appear a great
inelination on the part of the companies to
extend the use of them.

The alternations of climate, of course,
ocause great tear and wear to rolling stock.
Every possible means, however, is taken to
meet this evil by obtaining all iron-work re-
quisite for carriages and waggons of the very
strongest description, and in using thesc in
constructing the stock in India, where teak,
one of the most durable woods in the world,
is available. .

In Eastern India supplies of fuel are ob-
tained cheaply from the coal-fields of Burd-
wan and its neighbourhood. But in other
parts of the péninsula, the necessity of im-
porting coal from England, Australia, or at
times iabuan, causes a heavy expenditure in
the locomotive departments.

In the valley of the Nerbudda, traversed
by the through line between Caleutta and
Bombay, deposits of coal have been discover-
ed, and, indeed, a company i8 now in exist-
ence for working mines sank at several
points along these beds. As yet, however,
the out-turn of these mines is insufficient to
afford any important supply of fuel ; although
it is said that, so soon as the opening of this
through route shall have placed them in com-
munication with a market, the company will
be prepared to furnish large quantities for
consumption. Regarding the quality of this
coal very conflioting statements and analyses
bhave been published. Such is the impor-
tance, however, of good fuel for railways in
that part of India that supplies of even a
very middling quality would there be a wel-
come discovery.

The system of Government oontrol uuder
which the Indian railways have been con-
structed, and are now managed, deserves s
few words of description, above all at the
present time, when the principle of conduct-
ing the railways in our own country is form-
ing a subject of debate.

The double dualism which the Indian
system embodies does at first sight certainly
seem an undesirable machinery of manage-
ment,

In England there are two separate sets
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of authorities—the directors, who represent
the sharebolders of each company, and the
Couucil of Indis; presided over by a Secre-
tary of State. ,

In India, again, the interests of each
company are in charge of a managing agent
who, in turn, is in communication with the
Government of that Presidency or Province
in which his employers’ line happens to lie.

In each country the acts and proposals
of the representatives of the companies are
subject to revision, and even rejection, by
the Government authorities.

Moreover, arrangements that have under-

ne this preliminary process in India are
still liable to be thrown out by the subse-
quent double ‘review through which they
have to pass in England.

So complicated a series of checks cer-
tainly appears to offer undue opportunities
for delays and disagreements among the
many authorities,

To increase, too, the risks of conflicts of
opinion in India, the exercise of the Govern-
ment control there was committed to officers
of the Corps of Engineers, who, fairly or un-
fairly, were apt to be looked on by the civil
engineers employed by the companies as but
imperfectly acquainted with the specialities
of that railway construction which they were
delegated to superintend. While, further
dangers of disagreement lay in the disposi-
tion, attributed to Anglo-Indian officials to
treat the gentlemen employed by the com-
panies with somewhat less deference than
would be shown to servants of the State;
and, on the other hand, in the still stronger
disposition not unlikely to be entertained by
tetchy individuals among these gentlemen to
resent with undue ardour such slights, or
imaginary slights, as men so circumstanced
are apt to lay themselves out to look for.

That collisions of opinion did arise from
such likely sources is undoubted ; but these,
on the whole, have been rare, and, indeed,
chiefly occurred during the earlier days of
the railways, when over-zealous officers of
the Government occasionally exercised their
superintendence with a hyperecritical atten-
tion to details, which was quite in accord-
ance with the powers they possessed, but
which was not the less utterly incompatible
with the cnergetic execution of the works.

It also happened at times that the agents
and cngineers of the companies proceeded to
display their impatience of the control im-
posed on them by attempts to ignore all
such shackles—a futile effort, secing that
the power which the contracts between the
Government and the companies conferred
on the former was in this respect absolute,
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by a strong measure, namely, that of the
Government withholding the supplies neces-
sary to carry on work—a proceeding placed
within their reach by a clause in these con-
tracts, which ordered that all moneys sub-
scribed by the shareholders should be paid
into the publio treasuries, and be only with-
drawn on the authority of the Government,

Time, however, eventually proved that,
cumbrous as this regulating machinery ap-
peared, it nevertheless could be made to work
very satisfactorily. A Committee of the
House of Commons appointed in 1858 to
inquire into this subject, reported that no
material delay in the operations of the Indian
railway compauies appeared to have been
occasioned by Government interference; on
the contrary, they considered that the pro-

of the Indian lines contrasted favour-
ably with those in England. This Commit-
tee at the same time stated it to be. their
belief that while this control was necessary for
the interests of the State, it had in addition
proved beneficial for the companies’ share-
holders.

In England the operation of the control
is simplified as much as possible by the
presence of a representative director of the
Government at the meetings of the board of
direction of each company. By this ar-
rangement the views of each party can be
discussed with a convenience and a promp-
titude unattainable in written letters. Ques-
tions of detail that in the course of a corres-
pondence might involve dilatory references,
are thus often able to be set at rest by a
few words of personal communication with
officers of the company in attendance at
these board meetings. Fortunately, too,
the interests of the Government are here
represented by a gentleman whose experi-
ence and character go far to get over the
difficulties which, it must be confessed, seem
inseparable from his functions.

But, faulty as this entire regulating pro-
cess may be liable to become, it is only fair
to point ont certain good results which have
followed its application to Indian railways.

In these the sums of money spent under
the two great heads of capital and revenue
have been recorded with a mathematical
precision unknown in the confused concoc-
tions of figures which represent the accounts
of most British lines. DPayments of divi-
dends, although no profits be available to
divide, and all similar expedients practised
in the case of railways at home, are impossi-
ble under the Indian system, by which all
sums earned from trafic are paid without
exception into a Governmert treasury to a
separate revenue account ; from which such

and admitted, moreover, of being enforced | amounts as are required for working ex-
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penses are withdrawn by cheques bearing
the counter-signature of a Government
officer. This officer, on his part, also audits
the entira expenditure of the icular
lines placed under his care, and has thereby
excellent means of judging of the propriety
of any expenditure for which his counter-
signature may be asked ; as also of the claim
which it may have to be classed as a charge
against revenue or against capital. In fact,
the English tendency to an undue favouring
of the former head of account is effectually
prevented by a provision which causes many
doubtful items which among us are unhesi-
tatingly ascribed to capital expenses to be
in the first instance debited against revenue ;
leaving it in the power of the companies to
afford such proofs as may warrant a subse-
quent transfer to the other heading. There
need, therefore, be little apprehension that
any dividend declared by an Indian rail-
way has not been actually earned.

But, indeed, objectionable or not, it is
plain that in the Indian railways this Gov-
ernment control was an unavoidable conse-
quence of the guarantee.

The Government virtually engaged to
answer for the success of thesé lines, and was
therefore bound in self-protection to claim a
controlling voice in their management.

Conditional as was the guarantee given in
this instance, it was quite sufficient to render
possible certain objectional consequences.
The principle it involved—that of insuring
a fair return on as much money as a railwa
happened to cost—was even capable of lead-
ing its promoters to conclude that it was no
disadvantage that this expenditure should
be large. %or the giver of such a ntee
it was evidently important that this outlay
should be economized ; in order to limit the
extent of his-obligation, no less than to ex-
tinguish it in the end, by rendering the rail-
way self-supporting—an objeot attainable
only by keeping the works within a cost
corresponding to the receipts eventually to
be expected.

The interests of the two parties were here
8o clearly opposed that each required a dis-
tinot safeguard.

Without such a safeguard there could
have been no guarantee. Without a guar-
antee there could have been no Indian rail-
ways.

The results of this guarantee are certainly
such as seem to warrant a wider application
of it to meet the wants of India. The pru-
dent policy which the Government author-
itics pursued in the early days of Indian
railways—a policy which prompted them to
limit as much as possible the extent of a lia-
bility which not a few among them looked on
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as a likely source of loss—may by the light
of actual experience now undergo advanta-

us modification. This liability, as we
ave already seen, has virtually ceased om
two great lines, comprising between them
2800 out of the 5000 miles of the original
system; and of the £700,000 whioh repre-
sented the interest actually paid by the
Government during 1867, at least a balr
must be regarded as repaid by savings
effected in the transport of troops, stores,
and mail-bags. So long ago as 1864, the
annual economy effected under these heads
amounted to £200,000.

These gains to Government may easily
be realize(f by auy one who happens to have
seen European troops, or, indeed, any troops,
on the line of march in India. One day’s
railway journey now disposes of -an under-
taking which in formor days used to be a
month’s progress of a large canvas town,
carried on the backs of numerous elephants
and camels, or occupying long strings of
bullock-carts ; during which month, more-
over, the cost of this camp-equipage and of
the hordes of camp-followers it involved, was
increased by the extra marching money
drawn by every officer and man of the force
en route, .

That these attained results are tending
to increase the disposition of the Indian
authorities to encourage the development o
the present railway system, may be gathered
from a despatch addressed in the beginning
of the present year by H. M. Secretary of
State for India to the Viceroy of that coun-
try. But even yet there seems an exoess of
prudence in the precautions prescribed for
observance in the attempt to attain this ob-
ject. Acocomplished facts surely warrant
the Government in now taking a larger view
than they have hitherto done of their duties
as the landlord of India. Their property
there is certainly in an cxcellent state, so
far as regards light burdens in the shape of
mortgage. Indeed, every penny that, up to
the present time, has been spent on public
works, including upwards of £20,000,000
sterling advanced as interest to railway com-
panies, has been defrayed out of the current
revenues. Even yet the total amount ex-
pended on its railways ($75,000,000), repre-
sents not more than a year and a half of in-
come.

Unfortunately, this careful system of pro-
cedure involves serious delays in the provi-
sion of works of urgent importance. To
understand this fact, 1t is only neoessary for
us to imagine the long period England might
yet have had to wait for her railways, her
system of drainage, indeed, even for her
turnpike and statute-labour roads, if a simi-
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lar course had been followed in this country,
—if the yearly progress of the railways had
been dependent on the surplus obtainable b

a Chancellor of the Exchequer; if the roads
had been made commensurately with the
acoumulation of such sums as our country
squires contrived to leave unspent from the
income of each year. .

Without entering indiscriminately o the
many works, which a few years ago were
clamorously called for by eertain classes
among us, but which of late seem to have
been dropped, simultaneously with the de-
mand for that Indian cotton, which the ces-
sation of the American civil war has now
rendered no longer essential to the mills of
Lancashire,—without, then, beginning on so
broadcast a system of improvements, much
good might gradually be done by a liberal
outlay on roads and bridges. In truth, any
effort of this kind must of necessity be a
gradual one; the limited supply of labour
available in most parts of India alone impo-
ses an effectual restriction on the progress of
public works.

It is only to be regretted that the inelina-
tion to li{erality which the Government
seems beginning to show, had not been ex-
hibited a few years earlier.. Had a series of
well-conoeivedy projects of publie improve-
ment for India been oﬂ'ereg as fields of in-
vestment during the year 1885, it is proba-
ble that any reasonable amount of capital
might have been obtained in London on
terms favourable to the Government. Money,
which then disappeared in the sbares of bab-
ble companies, might now be existing in the
shape of debentures of a Public Works Loan
for India, or possibly as shares in undertak.
ings enjoying the guarantee or subvention of
the Indian Government. Even at the pres-
ent time an admirable opportunity presents
itself. For amidst the all but universal dis-
trust which still overclouds the English
Money Market, the confidence placed by the
public in the guarantee of the Indian Gov-
ernment is shown by the high price the In-
dian Railway Stocks command. Money suf-
ficient to carry out extensive railroads, high-
roads, and irrigation works, might now be
raised withont .difficulty, and on easy terms
—possibly at a somewbat lower rate of in-
terest than five per cent.

The year of scarcity upon which there is
reason to fear India is now entering, affords
a further powerful argument in favour of im-
mediate action; for works of the nature we
describe wounld afford remunerative occupa.
tion for multitudes of men and women who
seem in danger of dying of starvation if left to
their ordinary resources.

But to be effectual, our action must be
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immediate ; and, indeed, nothing need hin-
der its instantaneous inception,

Already, in the recorgs of Canon Row,
there are the amplest data required to carry
out several most important works. Already
there are at hand agents able to undertake
them.

In place of continuing to wait for a com-
Frehensive report on the subject, which has

ong been snid to be in preparation in India,

we would venture to suggest that the home
authorities should now issue orders for the
execution of cortain projects which they
themselves have acknowledged to be useful,
and sure to be remunerative.

Let them overcome the embarrassment of
choice, which hitherto has prevented them
undertaking any one scheme, lest by chance
it should turn out that a more important one
had been overlooked. There are so many
of urgent importance, that it matters not in
what order they may be taken in hand.

A glance at the map which we here append
for reference will show the emall proportion
which the existing railways bear to the wants
of the great continent over which they
stretch as arterial channels—useful, it is true,
but requiring to be supplemented by a good
network of subordinate lines,

Even in the case of the railways already
provided, much remains to be done to enable
the country they traverse to reap the full
benefits they offer. At the present time, for
want of proper means of access, more than
one railway station is, at certain seasons, all
but inapproachable. The advantage of a
thousand miles of railway, in short, are there
rendered unavailable for want of a few miles
of fair roads. For all purposes of traffic such
stations are, for the time being, ““en V'asr,” to
borrow an expression from a soldier.

To meet these needs proper approaches
must be provided; in ordinary cases in the
shape of good roads; and in certain cases in
the form of tramways, or even branch rail-
ways.

The duty of furnishing the first of these
requirements, at all events, seems fairly to lie
on the State, which is here the owner of the
land., But, indeed, this duty may be looked
upon as a point of importance sccondary to
the interest the Government plainly possesses
in this matter. The benefits they would de-
rive from such roads are twofold : the ad-
vantage which their property would enjoy
from being opened up to favourable markets,
as well as from miles upon miles of it which
now lie waste being thus made capable of be-
ing reclaimed into rent-paying fields; and the
further advantage which would arise from in-
oreasing the prosperity of the railways, and
thereby relieving the finances of the State
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from all obligation on account of guarantced
interest; an obligation already exceeding
£8,000,000 sterling per annum, but which, as
we have alreadyjscen, the remunerative nature
of certain lines has reduced to £700,000.
By thus developing the traffic the Govern-
ment might, out of half the profits in excess
of five per cent., soon regain the £11,000,000

at present outstanding on this scoro against

the various lines.

The benefits which India has already de-
rived from her railways, and the further
bencfits which their completion and exten-
sion are sure to afford, hardly admit of ex-
aggeration.

‘iiy means of them those famines which at
times devastate one of its provinces, while in
others the superabundant supplies of grain
fail to find a consumer, may be greatly miti-
gated, if not altogcther averted. 1lad a
railway connected Orissa with Lower Ben-
ﬁnl, it is almost certain that thousands of

uman lives, lost in the years of scarcity
that have hardly yet passcd over that un-
happy provinee, might have been saved.

Supplics of food might thus have been
pourcd into the country, and able-bodied
men might at the same time have been con-
veyed to earn a livelibood in districts where
their labour would have been acceptable.

The part the railways have played in
opening up new markets to vast districts of
production, and thereby bringing back to
the cultivator a fair share of the price which
the ultimate consumer pays for his produce,
has already been noticed. Indeed, the oper-
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y tho advances he had made to them?
The debt was beyond the power of a life-
time to discharge. Nay, it was certain that
it must descend to sone, and, in fact, be

ueathed to an endless line of heirs. Such
hereditary dcbts are looked on as sacred
obligations by a Ilindu: their repudiation
might affect the eternal welfare of aucestors.

On behalf of the banker, however, it is
but fair to say that in the state of the
society in which he lived, his operatious,
although objectionable, were at the same
time not without certain advantages. In
fact, he was an essential clement in the econ-
omy of the village community as then cir-
cumstanced.

Now-a-days, however, his usurious aid is
rendered unnecessary owing to the facilities
afforded by railways for the transmission of
inland produce to the export markets. In-
deed, the agents of the merchants at the
coast often traverse the country, competing
for the supplics of cotton, grain, or seeds
which may be on sale; and at the same time
obtaining orders for cotton cloths, bar-iron,
sheet-copper, and the various maunufactures
imp:rted from Europe for the Indian mar-
ket.

In this way, too, the cultivator buys his
glothcs at a wuch cheaper rate than hereto-
ore.

Travsactions of this direct kind, more-
over, serve to stir up the trading cnergies
of the inhabitants; and must greatly tend
to bring into circulation the large amount
of silver coin, which distrust, engendered by

ation of this improved system of trade pro- | past oppression.and troublous times, has

mises to bring about the reform of an evil
which hitherto has preyed upon the agricul-

caused to be hoarded up by all classes for
several generations. And this bullion. if

tural classes in that country—the evil of ; thus made available, might do much good
moucy-lenders, who, in localities isolated | in a country, rich, it is true, in resources,
from large markets, are enabled to combine ' but ill-furnished with the capital by which
to keep the ryots in a state of thraldom. , alone these can be turned to a profitable
Owing to the absence of competition, as [ account.

well as of capital, the village bauker usually :  The iofluence of railways in erasing the
contrived to monopolize the right of pur- | prejudices of crced aund the privileges of
chasing the produce of the ficlds farmed by | caste is very great. Recognising no distine-
his little community. By taking advantage : tions of classes, other than those of different-
of their improvident habits; by furnishing | priced carriages for conveyance—open alike
moncy to them to launch out into extrava- ito the Loliest Brahman and the veriest
gant entertainments on the occasion of a ' .- -
birth, a marriage, or a death; by doling out |
subsistence-allowance at one time, and sced |
for their soil at another ; the banker sooner ; it c ; )
or later managed to forestall the crops of ' lishing the real work of the Indian varicty.

. . . " Hitherto inferior descriptions have been largely
his entire nclg'hbo.urhood. To the rusties : yoq 10 adulterate cotton, that of itself would liave
whom he held in his bonds a year of plenty , commanded an excellent price ; and consequently
brought little relief from the consequences : tie entive cut-turn of India came to be distrusted

* By purchasing cotton at the place of production,
the merchant is cvabled to clussify each quality of
it corrcetly, which is the first step towards estab-

of a scason of scarcity. Did not those mys-  aud depreciated. .
v The cultivator too has now a chance of reaping

the benefit of care in securing his crop, which is
offered to him by sclling it to a buyer who is will-
ing to give a good price for good samples.

terious, craftily-manipulated lines of figures |
in their creditor’s ledger prove that no har-*

vest, however abundant, could possibly re-
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Soodra—the railroad is here indeed a social
leveller. During the construction of the
lines, many natives of inferior castes proved
more eager to enter the service of the con-
traotors, and more accommodating to the
wants of these gentlemen, than men of
higher grades of the Indian social scale.
By energy and diligence they rapidly passed
into well-paid positions, and in maby cases
became substantial sub-contractors. In like
manuer, t0o, have many low-caste men estab-
lished their fortunes in the management of
the traffic of the railways.

And such men having acquired independ-
ent means, and having also imbibed Kuro-
pean ideas from the Englishmen they con-
stantly meet, are naturally impatient of
social trammels which subject them to the
scorn and cxactions of fellow-beings less
rich, and probably less intelligent, than
themselves; and whose only claim to supe-
riority consists in the name of Brahman
which they bear.

The example of these successful self-rais-
ed men of course acts as an incitement to
others to shake off the irksome shackles of
caste; and attempts at freedom of this kind
are further assisted by the easy means now
existing for escaping from local bonds and
sssociations to another part of the country,
where the carecr of the adventurer may be
pushed under more favourable cireumstan-
ces than at his own home.

To our countrymen whose daties call them
to pass many of the best years of their life
in India, the railways immensely improve
the conditions of existence.

In a case of severe illness it often hap-

ens that the only hope of saving the Eng-
ishman lying sick at some inland station,
consists in giving him a change of air. Of-
ten has a doctor said of such a patient, ** Ab,
poor fellow, he might pull through if we
could only get him sent home, but a journey
to the coast would kill him.” For, a jour-
ney of this kind frequently involves many
days’ jolting in springless carts over roads
resembling the dry bed of a mountain-tor-
rent. And, during the rainy season, travel-
ling becomes still more troublesome. In-
deed, at that time of the year, more than
one military station in India becomes a
mere island surrounded by a sea of liquid
mud, the fair-weather roads through which
soon melt into the same state of mire,
Neighbouring rivers which, a mounth ago,
might have ieen passed by a traveller dry-
shod, now become raging torrents; at times
altogether impassable b{ the fords or ferries
that constitute the only means of crossing
them.

The advent of a railway to a station of
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this kind resembles a special intervention of
Providence, Such interventions, it must
be confeasdd, too rarely manifest themselves
in India in the shape of ordinary roads and
bridges. For, these works, although proba-
bly existing in the form of designs of va-
rious dates, and many shapes prepared by the
Public Works Department, seem incapable
of getting beyond that embryotic stage.

Engineer officers, overflowing with honest

zeal, may have prepared projeet after. pro-
ject to supply works, whose coat might, in a
few years, be recouped out of the increased
land revenue they would assuredly bring
in. But such well-aimed efforts can seldom
survive the deliberations and discussions
they have to undergo at the hands of the
many authorities whose sanction is required
for the funds necessary to carry them out.
Stifled soon after their entrance into the re-
gion peopled by Secretaries and Members of
Couneil, they find a premature grave in the
pigeon-hole of some Government office book-
case.
In vertical catacombs of this kind, which
garnish the walls of public offices in India,
there repose in pesoe the neatly labelled re-
mains of projects innumerable; some of
them possibly unsound, but many well
worthy to be revived and embodied.

The intermittent manner in which public
works are carried on by the Government in
India renders it doubtful whether it be desi-
rable for the State to retain in its own hands
the construction of certain lines required to
complete the present railway system. Asa
reason for such a course, it has been urged
that these lines being chiefly needed for poli-
tical purposes, do not offer the hopes of
commercial success which are likely to in-
duce individuals to take them in hand.

And this reason may, in some cases, pos-
gess certain force. At the same time, should
these works be carried out by direct Govern-
ment agency; there is a risk of their pro-
gress being interrupted or retarded by the
many contingencies which await all efforts of
the Public Works Department. Above all,
the funds required for each year’s operations
must be liable to such uncertain conditions
of supply as the failure or abundance of
opium, or the high or low price that it hap-
pens to yield to the Indian revenue; or not
impossibly to the caprice or whim of some
Minister of Finance, whose short exile from
the House of Commons is insufficient to
render him acquainted with the countr
whose finances he regulates; and whose ef-
forts are usually engrossed in outting down
all expenditure 8o as to enable him to show
a g{oox surplus in his annual budget.

n the railways the State finds a powerful
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political aid. By increasing the comfort
and prosperity of the ple they conduce

to create contentment, whieh, in évery coun-
try, is the essential condition of successful
Government.

By providing a rapid and easy>means of
communication between the most important
strategical points of the country, they enable
large bodies of troops to be quickly concen-
trated to quell insurrection or repel inva-
sion.

They at the same time allow of the force
of European soldiers required to preserve
the peace of India, being stationed in locali-
ties in its hills, which offer a climate much
like that of their homes ; where their health
aud their vigour may remain unimpaired
by the heat and epidemics which decimate
KEnglish garrisons in the plains; and from
which elevated quarters they may, at a mo-
ment’s notice, be conveyed, in a state of the
highest physical efficiency, to any spot where
their services may be called for.

That arrangements of this kind must
eventually be made for our soldiers in India
seems certain. The excessive rate of mor-
tality amongst them, and the difficulty of
getting recruits in these days of high wages,
call for some special provision for their pre-
servation. Already every fighting man pro-
cured from England costs the State up-
wards of a hundred pounds. Moreover, b
means of a well-planned system of trun
lines, sopplemented by the necessary
branches (including, of course, means of ac-
cess to the foot of the mountains on which
these stations would be placed), the effective
power of troops might be so largely in-
creased as to permit of the number of Euro-

' peans requisite to garrison India being
greatly reduced.

Of the lines necessary to complete our
strategio communication in India, two, cer-
tainly, claim our urgent attention—a line
from Lahore to Peshawur which would place
our northern stronghold in railway commu-
nication with the sea, and a line to connect
Mooltan with the Scinde Railway,and thus
supersede the present unsatisfactory journey
by steamers, which links the Punjaub system
of railways with Kurrachee, their patural
outlet on the ocean. For, the river Indus,
on which these steamers at present ply, can-
not be looked on as a fairly navigable chan-
nel—so uncertain are its shoals, so difficult
are the conditions of sailing along it with-
out irksome interruptions

Secondary to these, but also of great im-

rtance, is the extension of the Bombay,

arods, and Central India Railway from
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some point near its present northern termi-
nus at Ahmedabad to Delhi; 8o as to place
the capital of Upper India and the States
of Rajpootana in connexion with Bombay,
which, so far as distance and convenience
are concerned, appears the seaport best
suited for the trade of these extensive marts.
And, seeing that Bombay has been chosen
as the port through which the principal over.
land traffic from Europe to India is hereafter
to pass, it may also be found necessary to
shorten the railway route between it and
Calcutta by continuing as far as the latter
city the branch of the Great Indian Penin-
sula Railway which at present terminates at
Nagpore.

branch line is required to place Hyder-
abad, the important and turbulent capital of
the Nizam of the Deccan, in connexion
with the Great Iudian Peninsula Railway ;
as also another branch from the north-east-
ern line of the same railway to Indore, the
capital of His Highness the Mabarajah
Holkar, and the great mart of Malwa opium.
And to afford an outlet for the great cotton
districts of the Southern Mabratta country,
a line should be constructed from Carwar,
the newly-opened port to the south of Goa,
inland towards Hooblee.

Other lines there are, possibly of equal
importance with those we now happen to
name, but which are scarcely so ready for
immediate construction, owing to the absence
of the necessary information regardiog them.

Strengthened by a comprehensive net-
work of railways, our Government might
devote to the peaceful progress of India
much energy and much money hitherto
engrossed by precautions of a military char-
acter.

Defective communications have all along
been the weak point of our ocoupation of the
country. They formed one of. the chief in-
centives to the great rebellion, which net
long ago threatencd our very existence in
the East; for it is beyond a doubt that the
Sepoy mutineers largely based their hopes of
success on the possibility of cutting off in
detail the Eoglish garrisons sprinkled far’
and wide over the land.

Since that time the incentive to revolt has
been gradually disappearing. In the case of
the city which then formed the focus of in-
surrection it has already vanished.

In 1857 Delhi was distant by at least a
month’s march from Calcutta.  To-day an
army of men in every way rcady to take the
field may be moved from one of these places
to the other in forty-eight hours,—thanks to
Indian railways.
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Arr. IV.—1. A4 Selection from the Works
of Robert Browning. Lond. 1865.

2. Salections from the Poelical Works of
Robert Browning. Lond. 1863.

3. The Poctical Works of Robert Browning.
3 vols. Lond. 1863.

4. Dramatis Persone. Lond. 1864.

5. The Postical Works of Robert Browning.
6 vols. Lond. 1868.

6. Essays on R. Browning’s Postry. By
Jonx T. NErrLesaie. Lond. 1868.

Roeert Browning, in his fortunes with
the public, has be¢h as the nobler grain, that
takes the trials of a winter to bring its fruit
to a harvest, not sooner than the sowings of
spring. For long years, with whatever heart-
lessness of misgiving effort, he had to work
in the cold shade of neglect, till, at length,
those products of his, suddenly emerging to
the light, which could not finally fail them,
wave mnow in the eyes of the public as
brightly and bravely—nay, some say, more
brightly and bravely, than those of any of
his contemporaries. It is well! We olap
hauds aud cry Evoe with the rest.

Still this neglect, or the peculiarity of the
fortunes of Browning, has not left bis pro-
ducts uninfluenced ; we fanoy it traceable as
well in the matter as the manuner of these.
For he who courts an objective expression is
often obliged, notwithetanding, to recognise
in it his own subject in solution. And it is
thus, we thiok, that the notes of Browning
are, for the most part, notes subdued, while
their burthen, if never either weak whining
or noisy lament, shows very generally as
saddened (but ripe and full) human reflec-
tion. “Thecy may charn and chide,” he
says,
¢ Awhile, my waves which came for their joy
And found a horrible stone full-tide :

Yet I see just a thread escape, deploy
Through the evening-country, silent and safe,
And it suffers no more till it finds the sea.”

And so he would “bury sorrow out of
sight,” though it is natural too that surpris-
ed human nature should not, for very sur-
prise,.be always able to resist the question,
—* Nay, but you who do not love her, is she
not pure gold, my mistress ? is there aught
like this tress, and this tress,

And this, last fairest tress of all,
8o fair, see, ero I let it fall ?

He would “bury sorrow out of sight,”
but he must think it strange, nevertheless,
‘ that they who spend their lives in praising,”’
find nothing here to praise. Are they bat
dreams, then, he wonders, dreams never to
be realized, those visions he has had of liv-
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inF *linked with love about, and praise, till
life should end—when learned Age should
reet my face, and Youth, the star not yet
ﬁistinct above his hair, lie learning at my
No; “You'll Jove me yet,” he
cries, “ and I can wait your love’s protract-
ed growing; some seed is sure to strike, and
{ield, what you'll not love indeed, but maybe
ike.”  One sees thus that, consistently with
what we indicate, there is sadness in his very
hope: with soul subdued, even to the quality
of its fate, the poet dare expect - only to be
liked, not loved. It is a similar mingled
feeling that controls what may be taken, per-
haps, as his attitude to fame. * Room after
room,” he hunts the house through for her,
and, “ Heart,” he says, “fear nothing, for,
heart, thou shalt find her;” yet he sorrow-
fully admits “ the day wears, and door suc-
ceeds door—she goes out as he enters, and
'tis twilight with sueh suites to explore, such
closets to search.” No sooner has he said
this, hewever, than he bursts out again, in
the old hope, with the impossibility that she
should finally escape him. * Escape! Never,
beloved !

While I am I, and yon aro yon,

8o long as the world contains us both,

Me the loving, and you the loth,

While the one eludes, must the other pursue.”

This, then, is hope, but neither is fear far;
for the very next lines follow with the ex-
clamation, * My life is a fuult at last, I fear,”
and the question, “ But what if I fail of my
purpose here?” —a question, which he
answers—after a long, sad pause, conceiva
bly—as all answer who foresee for them-
sclves not the joy of life, but only its toil—

It is but to keep the nerves at strain,
To dry one’s eves and langh at a fall,
Aund baffled, get up and begin again,—
So the ehase takes up one’s life, that’s all.”

The last line evidently depicts the worst
yet. Hope itself is white there. *So the
chase takes up one’s life, that’s all | It is
not fruit as fruit, then, that ie, after all, to
be expected,—all fruits mock—fruits there
are none—the best possible result is the ob-
livion of occupation, and because it is ob-
livion, Weare no longer as children on the
carth, it seems, an carth in sunshine,~we
have come to years of apprehension now, in
the spreading shadow. We have bit through
the gold into the ash: it is the pursuit
alone has value—a value in the oblivion it
extends. We must have something to ¢ take
up " life.

Not yet, however, has “ the lightly-moved
and all-conceiving spirit of the poet ™’ arrived
atterm. There can be no repose now, but on
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the altar of rel;gion, borne up in the sanctu.
ary for ever. He surely knows that ¢ God
above is great to grant as mighty to make,
and creates the love to reward the lovo: the
time will come—at last it will.” God makes
the world “ dark * for him, he says, ¢ beeause
Heneeds him—just saves his light tospend ;”
_but ¢ His clenched hand will unclose at last,”
and all His ways prove but as * machinery
meant to give his soul its bent, try him, and
taurn him forth sufficiently impressed.”
“ Others,” he exclaims, “ mistrust and say,
but time escapes, live now or never,—I say,
what’s time? leave now for dogs and apes,
man has for ever!” “ Heedless of far gain,
eedy of quick returns, bad is our bargain: *
ﬁ; throws on God. Itis‘“to God's breast
he speeds; ™ there laying ‘“his spirit down
at last, he will lie where he has alwayslain.”
Thus through the chequer of hope and
gloom he looks up in faith; and in such a
mood it is conceivable how ‘there should be
so little bitterness in Browning. The lesson
has sunk too deep; the castigation has gone
home in softness and maturity: the rich na-
ture has kissed the rod, and there is no room
in it for the petty—no gosaibility for the
sour. It is indeed difficult to catch any note
of scorn, or grudge, or disoontent in Brown-
ing. He has a gentle contempt of his own,
at most, for the mean present, “ where, after
its kind, the mastiff girns, and the puppy
pack of poodles yelp;” where “the praise
that might yield retarns” is withheld, and
“the handsome word or two that might
help " refused. Sooth to say, it is no pleas-
ure either, simply “ to watch the olive and
wait the vine, and wonder when the river of
oil and wine will flow.” It flows, in turtle
and claret, for Hobbs and Nobbs and Nokes
and Stokes, he knows. These, nevertheless,
he will not envy. No; the wron reat
souls turn their backs to this world, and the
wrong it does. IIe will only ask magnani-
mously (magnanimously, if a little ruefully),
“What porridge had John Keats?” Nay,
8o subdued is this great soft soul, so dead is
the world in it, that even the sudden turn
to fame shall find him, for his part, well-
nigh indifferent.

% . .. Who summoned those cold faces that
begun

To press on me and judge me? TLough I
stooped

Shrinking, as from the eoldiery a nun,

They drew me forth, and spite of me . .
enough !

These buy and sell our pictures, take and give,

Count them for garniture and hounsehold stuff.”

He thinks of the praise that was withheld,
of the handsome word or two of help
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refused ; and asks himself, why should he
smite the rock for such as they, “ who atood
and mocked—" Shall striking help us ?* who
drank and sneered—* A stroke is easy !’ who
wiped their mouths and went their journey,
throwing - him for thanks,—‘But drounght
was pleasant !’ ?

“ Thus old memories mar the actnal triumph;
Thus the doing savours of disrelish ;

Thus achievement lacks a gracious somewhat ;
O’er-importuned brows becloud the mandate,
Carelessness or consciousness—the gestare.”

Thus “ he bears an antient wrong about
him, sees and knows thosé phalanxed faces; "
but will turn from them and choose his por-
tion; for even, * if at whiles,” he says,

My heart sinks as monotonous I paint

These endless cloisters and eternal aisles

With the aame series, Virgin, Babe, and Saint,
With the same co'd, calm, beautiful regard,

At least no merchant traffics in my heart ;
The sanctuary’s gloom at least shall ward
Vain tongues from where my pictures stand

apart.”

And so, “when a soul has seen by the
means of Evil that Good is best,

The uses of labour are surely done;
There remaineth a rest for the people of God:
And I have had troubles enough, for one.”

In this way, then, wo have a pictare—and,
if in scattered words that were otherwise
meant, a true picture—of the prevailing
mood of Browning, the mood due to what
we have named the peculiarity of his for-
tunes. He is built silently on his trust in
God, and he does his day’s work—work that
shall be the unimpassioned representation of
80 many men and women, unrelated to, and
at a distance from, himself. * He stands on
his attainment—this of verse, alone allowed
him in a life; verse and nothing else he has
to give; " but this verse shall be ¢‘so many
utterances of so many others, not of him.”
This last avowal, as seen, we have not taken
altogether au pied de la lettre: we have pre-
sumed to see “him™ in the *others,” the
subject in the object; and, so far, we dare
to say, without serious error or intolerable
injustice.

It is the lot of ships unused, we hear, to
“rot and rust and run to dust, and all
through worms i’ the wood ; "’ and so it might
have been with the unused, or meglected,
Browning. 8o it might have been, but for
the trust that supported effort! It is bard
to rouse, however, by the mere voice of duty,
the solitary soul that should have been borne
up, filled, kindled by the attention of its
fellows and the sympathy of its kind ; hence,
probably, not the mood only,but the defects
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of Browning. For there are defects in
Browning which—while his mere peculiari.
ties repel the mass—distress hisstudent. Of
this the poet himself is not unaware, and
names it perhaps at its nearest when he sup-
poses his friend to call to bim,

“ Stop plw poet! may & brother speak ?

*Tis you that's your error. Song's our
art:

Whereas you please to speak these naked
thoughts,

Instead of dressing them in sights and sounds.

. . . Grown men want thought, you think;

Thought’s what they mean by verse, and seck
in verse:

Boys seek for images and melody,

Men must have reason—so, you aim at men.”

Nay, in the same passage, the poet does not
restrict his reference to this, his first
capital defect,—the preponderance of speech
over song, namely; but extends it to his
second as well: “ Why,” he conceives the
same supposititious friend to ask,

% Rach long prolusion and display,

Snch turning and adjustment of the harp,
And taking it upon your breast, at length,
Only to speak dry words across its stringsf ”

That, we apprehend, is an allusion to the
peculiar tediousness, prolusory, interlusory,
and conclusory, which is f:lpt at times, and
not unfrequently, to overfall Browning,—in
the experience, at all events, of the very
willingest of his readers. Nor is either
defeot unintelligible. 8ong is the voice of
success, not failure; while the motion, that
a man 1n default of other incentive must of
his own accord inour, is discontinuous ,and
slack. The sweetest, greatest bard that
ever lived, if he must sing and sing only to
bint of his own, unnoticed and unknown,
would, no less frequently than Browning,
falter and fall into prose and prosiness.
Browning’s fortunes, then, will not be denied,
K:bably, to have oonsiderably influenced
is writin, But these we must now see
something more in detail, and we proceed
to the realization of our special purpose in
the present essay—a review proper, namely,
of the poetical works of Robert Browning.
He whose first approach to Browning is
by way of the handsome little volumenamt
“ﬁi. our list, is not likely, we fear, though
offered of the best at times—‘ Caliban,”
“ Artemis,” “ Roland,” ‘ Rudel,” “ Youth
and Art,” “ Dis Aliter Visum,” eto.~to be
met at once by what is called a favourable
impression. The very portrait of the author,
on which the volume opens, may, at a first
view, engaging s it is, disappoint. We
have our own notions in advance, it seems,

of what the poctical is or sbould be; and
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this brave eountenance, honest, thongbtful,
kindly, with the plessant shrewduess in the
eyes, is too real, it may be, for the precon-
ceived ideal. Genius, however, is no re-
speotor of persons, but gives its turn to
every variety, from the weeping Horace t¢
the sighing %irgil, from the scrofulous John-
son to the riokety Pope, from the * elvish-
ness” of Chaucer to the Prospero-magnifi-
cence of Shakespeare. Between individual
and individual, whether iu hull or in skull,
there will be found as broad a difference in
any twenty of the orchestra (musicians all)
as in any twenty of the pit. The sacred
fire tries every tamperament; no soldier of
the army but bas his turn of the torch. It
is not in the outward reality of his portrait,
then, that we shall seek for the true Brown-
ing, but in the inward ideality of his thought,
to which, as poet, his words alone give ac-
cess.

Here these words, as is so common with
the lbest, ;l is 8o common I:ritl; what is
simply good, impress not, in the beginni
fav(?umbly. I?ike all original %rlntl:rﬁ
Browning has a flavour of his own, of which,
in the first taste, the newness repugns.- He
indeed whose standards of poetry have been
successively aoquired, as is most likely, so
far at least as recent literature is concerned,
from Scott and Byron, from Coleridge and
Wordsworth, from Shelley and Keats and
Tennyson, may rise from his first burst of
reading into the sixty-two pieces that form
this ooqlection with a general sense of fail-
ure. He has read in a mood of censure, we
will say, in which there have been but few
breaks of applause. His dissatisfaction has
been almost constant, and he cannot allow it
to have been rodeemed by what glimpses of
success he is willing to acknowledge. Com-
pared with the staudards in his mind, this
poetry, it may be, even surprises. It is 80
completely different, so wholly disparate,
that it is at once felt to be foreign, and musé
be faulty. It is tame, too, he thinks; tame,
insipid, colourless. It is something unaf
feoting, plainly; something uninteresting,
something inconsiderable. &t is prevaili nﬁy
symbolical —that he thinks he sees; but he

inks, also, it is unhappy in its kind. Either
the externality, he says, is so much an ex-
ternality, or else the internality is so much
an internality—that- is, either the symbol
itself is so Kard and rude, or the meaning
is 80 inextricably deep in it, that, while the
concealment is perfect, the revealment is
pull. A wesak, soft, plaintive, pleading
thing, it is mostly—a breath conversationally
low, he thinks; a small thin stream that
runs by, almost uninfluenced by rhythm, al-
most unchecked by rhyme; broken only at
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times against single words like stones in
mid-current, or losing itself and disappear-
ing under the angle of an inversion. A de-
scriptive touch, or a toue of tenderness, he
cannot deny at intervals; but where, he
asks, is fhe splendour of imagery, the rush

of inspiration, the proud wave of exultant

amd transporting sound? There are mno
passages, he complains; nothing to strike.
Rhywe, rhythm ! why, in that low colloquial
plaint, measure at all is hardly to be recog-
nised. That is, whereas measure with us
English usually consists of shorts and longs
alternated to musical or passionate effect,
here it seems all longs or all shorts, to no
effect but that of prose. One can make
music, he thinks, out of the usual calculated
recurrence of iambuses, and passion out of
breaks with spondees, eto., but one can make
neitker music nor passion where it is all
spondees, or all pyrrhics, or at random either.
What measure there is here, then, is to be
pronounced mechanical merely ; there is bat
the tact of time in it, the come and go of
accent ; tune there is none—we have line
upon line, instead, that is flatly prose. No:
music it cannot be called, that mere mo-
notonous croon, that mere monotonous chime;
croon or chime of such monotony that in so
homogencous an element even the unequal
lenitbs of the lines look factitious somehow
—ithe result, as it were, of an arbitrary clip-
ping, and an arbitrary laying down.

Then, apart from the measure, there is
the manner of the narrative, of the state-
ment, to strike him. We are to understaud,
it secms, only by nods and becks; direct
speech is never vouchsafed us—hints must
suffice, and in such painfally rough, cramped,
orabbed, foreshortened fashion too! l}ixen
the train of thought is hard, peculiar, sub-
jeotive, so abrupt and sudden in its turns,
too, from who knows what to who knows
where, that there is often a sense of disloca-
tion present. 8o, speech incongruous he

uently pronounces it; incongruous with
itself, incongruous with its place. It does
not come home, he cries, with a sense of
success to bumanity; it is cold, it is alien;
it is cold, alien, and inapplicable. It is dis-
turbed, confused, obscure. It is awkward,
saccadé, harsh, In fine, there is hardly an
invitation to explore what is so indirect,
what is so difficult, what is so ineonsiderable;
and he closes the volume, muttering to him-
self, perbaps, these words of the poet’s own:
“ All the critics call my thoughts false, and
my fancies quaint, and my style infirm, and
its figures faint, and more blame yet.”

8uch expressions we may suppose to rep-
resent not untraly, perhaps, the state of mind
that follows a first reading of this volume of
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Browning’s. But, happily, this state of
mind is not the last; for “all the while a
misgiving will linger, truth’s golden o’er us,
although we refuse it.” Perhaps it is only
that his “fugue taxes the finger, but, learn-
ing it once, who would lose it?” Perhaps
“could we but take his intent, a master
were lauded, and sciolists shent.” This
misgiving will not leave us rest, then; we
go back, and we look closer. Dissatisfaction
does not even now disappear, it may be;
but we find light-points form—light-points
after light points—in what was but nebula
before.  For example, hero is one :—

“ EprraPH IN THE CATACOMES.

“I was born sickly, poor and mean,
A slave: no misery could screen
The holders of the pearl of price
From Cwmsar’s envy; therefore twice
I fought with beaste, and three timmes saw
My children suffer by his law;
At last my own release was earned :
I was some time in being burned,
But at the close a hand came through
The fire above my head, and drew
My eoul to Christ, whom now I see.
Sergius, a brother, writes for me
This testimony on the wall—
For me, I have forgot it all.”

This is so simple and so pure, that it is no
wonder the reach of it escapes notice at first.
It is very perfect, however; there is not a
stroke wanting, and every stroke is true.
Christianity has made of the sickly despised
slave a meek, sweet hero, and he speaks dis-
passionately from the calm of the other side.
At last,” he says, “my own release was
earned.” Patience, then, seems to have
abridged a whole world of suffering and pro-
bation, a8 it were, into a single gbrief mo-
ment | He was some time in being burned !
Then it is Sergius writes :—it is not he—he
“has forgot it all!” These few words light
up an even infinite picture: the pioture of
the world in the highest mood it ever has
koown, perhaps ever will know—under the
cross! Few words, but so scverely simply
chaste, that they were fittingly inscribed—
black—only in the transparent purity of a
QGreek marble. No one can doubt, after
these lines, that Browning can be a master—
is a master.

But light-points here are not limited to
this short specimen; there are others, and
of a larger radiance—“ Artemis,” * Cali-
ban,” “iolmd,” cte.—any onc of which
unique, transcendent in its (}uality, would
alone suffice to render the littie volume of a
quite substantial value. These greater

ems we shall leave for after consideration,
and shall turn now to what justification may
be found for the volume even in the lighter
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pieces. We shall take first a little group,
which, more than any other in the minor
productions, is remarkable for what is pe-
oculiar to Browning, and—in that sphere—
distinctive of him.  This group is constitu-
ted by such poems as ‘ Cristina,” “ Any
Wife to any Husband,” “ The Worst of It,”
“ A Woman's Last Word,” ¢ Dis Aliter
Visuw,” “Youth and Art,” ¢ A Light Wo-
man,” “ By the Fireside,” and “ A Lover’s
Quarrel.” The first four of these—and
from the Dramatis Porsone we may fitly add
to them “ Too Late "—are eminently those
soft, low, plaintive, pleading things to which
there was already allusion, and which, char-
acteristio of Browning in his minor vein,
can hardly be said to be found in any other

t. They are still to a second reading
indirect enough; but it were to do them in-
justice to call them tame. Their measure
as the peculiar crooning chime or chiming
croon already mentioned, and they other-
wise well illustrate the obscurity and other
disappointing strangenesses named.

Almost all such characteristios we see in
« Cristina,” for example. Here we have a
man of poetic depth,and a rare purity of
feeling, blaming—to some one else it may
be—a woman who had “fixed ” him with one
of those looksin which two souls feel for the
moment as if they were eclipsed into cach
other. These eclipses, to call them so, are
in reality not rare iu human experience, and,
we should say, mostly mean nothing; but
the lonely enthusiast in the poem thinks
otherwise: he will have it that mutual love,
presumably with all its social consequences,
should have followed this particular experi-
ence of his own (of his own, for obvionsly he
has no warrant, so far, to extend it to the
hdy}. So he "goes on grumbling, ¢ She
should never have looked at me, if sho meant
I should not love her,”—two lines, we
may remark in passing, that exemplify the
conversational pitch formerly named as a
characteristic of these poems. He rejects
the objection that the lady meant notbinai
or only sought to gladden his lone shore wi
a pearl from the sea—her sea, that in its
generosity and wealth felt the simple need,
_ the simple yearning to doso. He admits
that the look might have been without con-
sequence for other men, but insists that in
his case the lady knew better :—

6 Ohhwe‘re sunk enough here, God knows!
ut not quite 8o sunk that moments,

Sure thouﬁ:\ seldom, are denied us,

When the spirit's true endowments
Stand out plainly from its false ones,

And apprise it if pursuing
Or the right way or the wrong way

To its triumph or undoing.”
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There are flashes, he continues, single sud.
den impulses, in the light of whiclr all honours
and ambitions, all the past life's garnitures
disappear, and it (the light) alone is seen to
be the life’s work. So, the objector with
whom he converses, or figures himself to
converse, need not doubt but that Cristina
koew perfectly well that the eclipse meant
nothing less than the meeting of two souls
made for each other since long ages, and
whose only business in life, ¢ whose life’s
sole work,’” was to find each other, or else,
failing, have their amount of bliss in the world
to come lessened by as much as their union
would bave brought.  Yes, yes; ¢ this she
felt as, looking at me, mine and her souls
rushed together—Oh, of course, next mo-
ment,

The world’s honours in derision,
Trampled out the light for ever :
Never fear but there's provision
Of the devil’s to quench knowledge,
Lest we walk the earth in rapture! ™

But if she had lost him, not he her; he
had caught God’s Secret; he would pass
life’s remainder, ﬁrown perfect in the knowl-
edge that her soul was his. This, evidently,
ig pure high feeling; but it points, perhaps,
to a philosophy of love—not restricted to
this poem—that is, on the whols, a little too
Rosicrucian® for mortals. It may be
very prosaio to say 8o, too, but surely no
conventional impropriety can be brought
against the lady, unless in so far as, forget.
ting the tinder he was, she looked at him at
all. This little poem illustrates, not badly
perbaps, both in matter and manner, Mr.
Browning’s peculiar obscurity. In the -
second stanga there is a good example of
that difficulty so common in his writings,
that derives from inverted coustruction—an
expedient he cannot resist allowing himself
at times, however predetermined he may be
to speak always quite naturally straight on
in a single conversational jet :—* Her look
said no vile cant, sure, about ‘need to strew
the bleakness of some lone shore with its
pearl-seed that the sea feels:'” a reader
cannot be counted on to perceive at once
that it is the sea ‘ feels” the “ need,” or
even that the ¢ pearl-seed ” is #e.

“Any Wife to any Husband” is to be
understood as representing what any wife,
in dying, might say to her husband ; but we
must be careful to recognise that the speech
here is ot that of & woman to a man, but
of & wifs to a Ausband,—that is, of a wife
that is a wife to a husband that is a husband.
In this light, one can see that the differences
of the male and female natures are very deli-
cately put. The woman's natural little
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solicitudes—not mere jealousies—even her
natural little vanities, but in the midst of a
faith and love so much more simple and
entire than those of man, are very skilfully
touched. There are turns and peculiarities
of expression, however, that render the poem
very obscure in passages. In the first
stanza, we never feel quite sure that the
word “ bitterest ” ever gets its grammatical
oonsequent ; in the second we are put at
fa.nlt% a tense that seems to refer to the
now, when it must refer to a then; in the
third, the “fading” is not clear, though,
possibly, it is that of the lady’s beauty, were
she permitted to live; and in other stanzas
similar sources of obscurity might be pointed
to. The “pride” to which sﬁe is to trust
at last, is also something of a difficulty, as
likewise the closing phrase. As regards
the latter,is it that the wife, even while
expressing the firmest faith in her husband’s
fidelity, turns suddenly, almost pettishly, to
the wall with “ And yet it will not be”?
The finest verse is where the lady says,
“ Might I die last, and show thee!”

“ 'fhe Worst of It,” pitched in a similar
::Iv to that of the last poem, may be almost

led a foil to it, for if we had there the
advantage on the side of the woman, we
have it here on that of the man. The poem
is a busband’s lament over his unfaithful
wife, whom he follows, however, in a very
high tone of feeling, only with love and

rayer. ‘The “worst of it” is, that “in
aradise, if we meet, I will pass and turn
my face.”

“Too Late " is a tale of unfortunate love
in somewhat the same strain. There is
genuine passion in it, but passion, surely,
extravagant at last, and very questionably

ressed.

“ A Woman's Last Word " is an exquisite-
ly tender little poem. The poet tells us in
it, not what a woman’s last word literally
does say, but what it would say, if it could
and did really speak itself.

But of all the poems in this group, the
best, probably, is “ Dis Aliter Visum,” or
% Le Byron de nos Jours : " a pleasant little

icture it is of human nature and human
ife in the midst of those graphic little touches
which, at the hands of Browning, always
yield so much delight. * Youth and Art”
i8 & similar tale, and of similar excellence ;
on}iy, that to the failed loves of Kate Brown
and Smith the artist, there is given a very
eaptivating turn of humour. “A Light

oman ” is very short, but it constitutes a
situation exceedingly striking, and, without
obscurity, is in Browning’s best manner.
“A Lover’s Quarrel ” and ¢ By the Fireside,”
resembling each other in some respects, are
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a little different from the rest of the y
but yet belong to it. The former iga s‘i:;fe
natural picture, full of little figures of fancy,
like 80 many smiles, so many gurgling little
langhs, not the less engaging gr the heart,
hal% of hope, half o? apprehension, from
which they are feigned to rise. The latter,
a love-story in reverie, contains some strik-
ingly picturesque stanzas, among others that
are characteristically obscure, or otherwise
faulty. Before the dreamer’s eye a vista
opens back to Italy, and that dearest scene
in the story of his love, when the two
hearts met, the two souls mingled. What
concerns the lover is very delicate and sweet;
but, on the whole, it is the felicitous fixing
of Italian scenery in words almost as incisive
as engraving that gives its value to the
poem ; whose strength, for the rest, is, o to
speak, not undispersed by that inertia, that
lingeringness and loiteringness, that are not
unfrequent in Browning. Kspecially be-
tween stanzas viii. and xx., both inclusive,
is it that we have this direct deseription of
Italy in November. Wood, rivulet, lake
(with Pella on its marge), Alp “that meets
heaven in snow,” path over boulder-stones
by the straight-up rock, lichens, ferns, chest-
nuts, creepers, mosses, ete. etc., are all fairly
brought beforeus. Perhaps we might object
to “ those rose-flesh mushrooms,” that were
“undivulged” last evening, nay, that
‘“bulged a sudden coral nipple in to-day's
first dew, at which a flaky crew of toad-stools
peep,” a8 only equivocal products of the
warm and warmed funcy of poetry and love.
The lover or the poet who can see nude
nymphs in mushrooms, and leering satyrs in
toad-stools, ought to be himself Italian, or
at least Fremch. The one-arched bridge
with the pool under it, “ danced over by
the midge,” is a picture at a word which one
would never weary to gase at. The acces-
sories, too (the steeping hemp, etc.), are so
vividly Italian. There is a fine effect in
stanza xx., where loneliness is realised to us
by the words, “ The place is silent and aware
—it has had its soenes, its joys, and crimes
—but that 1s its own affair.” How were it
ssible better to represent the stubborn
ang-dog look of the consciously-guilty
solitude—and ¢ke threat in it? The silence
of the same spot is equally admirably given
in xxxiii. One almost feels as if this poem
were the record of an experience of Brown-
ing's own. What if Afs were the autumonal
tree from which fell for him that last beet
leaf of unexpected love ? What if it were
he and she that stood upon that bridge with
the wood above, and the pool beneath, and
the threat of the chapel from the dark gorge
at the side ? Here is a picture—may it last
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for ever—etornal as the soene on the Greek
un of Keats!

As hinted, the poem has its faults. Stan-
sas xxi. and xxii., for example, are particu-
larly obscure. That ¢ path grey heads ab-
hor ” is hard to realize. The backward path

ursued with Leonor Las been into the past;
gnt how should recollection lead to a crag’s
sheer edgo at which youth stops, but not
grey heads? Then, that Age should threaten
grey heads, and they contemn, *till the
reach the gulf wherein youth drops, one inch
from our life’s safc hem,”—the single result
is confusion and opecity that may not be
netrated. Suppose we conceive the ¢ grey
eads ” to mean middle-age, the poet’s own
time of life, it is intelligible that such grey
heads dislike to turn to the past and the
sudden precipice where youth (¢heir youth)
stopped, and even, perhaps, that they still
press on, contemning the threats of age, as
_ If young; but, after hearing that they do
not stop where youth stops, we cannot un-
derstand bhow, goinF further, they reagh the
ﬁulf in which youth (supposed to be left be-
ind) drops! These (with those that con-
cern the autumnal tree), the only allegorical
verses in the poem, are also, Perhaps, the
only obdurately difficult ones. Towards the

end, we have more hints in reference to the-

poet’s peculiar philosophy of love, and trans-
cendental theory of the purpose of marriage.
All the poems in this group would bear
to be spoken of in detail, yielding abundant
gearls oth for discussion and quotation;
ut the limits of such an article as the pres-
ent can evidently afford no sufficient space.
Nay, the scope of this remark must be ex-
tended now to the remaining groups, with a
-rapid concluding word on which—but add-
ing to them the foew miscellancous pieces of
any mark this very full collection omits—
we must now content ourselves. Of these
the more notable are, perhaps, the follow-
ing :—*“ The Last Ride Together,” “ Por-
hyria's Lover,” ¢ Before and After,” “ The
ost Leader,” “ A Serenade at the Villa,”
“ Abt Vogler,” “ Master Hugues,” * Na-
tionality in Drinks,” “ Home Thoughts,”
“ Instans Tyrannus,” “The Englishman in
Italy,” “In a Gondola,” “ Waring,” “ Time’s
Revenges,” “The Statue and the Bust,”
“ Rudel,” “Rabbi Ben Ezra,” “ A Gram-
marian’s Funeral,” “ A Toccata of Galup-
pi’s,” “ Apparent Failure,” * Up at a Villa,”
etc. In almost all of these there is the usual
proportion of obscure verses, but everywhere
also there are descriptive patches or belts
that lie revealingly on objects like glares of
light from some_optical instrument. In
‘ Nationality in Drinks,” we have a fine,
light, happy play- of fancy—a fancy withal
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that has a rare, subtlg, and peculiar incisive-
ness in it; and in what concerhs England
an interesting trait of the man Browning,
There is rich love in the poem euntitled “In
a Gondola,” but there is too much also of
what the Germans call Qesuchéee—Ilaboured
importation, shall we say? That is, it is
not spontaneous enough, we see a great deal
of external effort—no little trouble in ex-
press collection from afar. For a love-poem,
then, there is a want of concentration in it—
it is infeoted with the general tendency to
diverge, and linger, and loiter, and lose time
on the merely accessory. It is soft and
boneless somehow, too long and loose, and, so
to speak, conceity. Still it is a piece of very
pure workmanship. There is the beat of
the true man’s heart in the ¢ Lost Leader ;”
“ Rudel ” is exquisite; ¢ Instans Tyrannus?
is a poem of rare and remarkable excellence ;
and the usual descriptive power — often
with much more—is especially prominent
in “ The Englishman in Italy,” “ Waring,”
“ Time’s Revenges,” “ Up at a Villa,” ¢ Ap-
arent Failure” (a photograph of the
orgue), etc. The * Hpome Thoughts from
the Sea ” constitute a picture so surpassing,
and are, at the same time, so short, that we
allow ourselves to quote them:— |

“ Nobl%bnobly, Cape St. Vincent to the North-
est died awsay;

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into
Cadiz Bay;

Bluish 'mid the burning water, full in face Tra-
falgar lay ;

In the dimmest North-East distance, dawned
Gibraltar grand and gre{;

¢ Here and here did England help me: how can
I help England §'—say,

‘Who so turns as I, this evening, turn to God to
praise and pray,

While Jove's Planet rises yonder, rilent over
Africa.

Is not that the completest Turner that
ever appeared in words? One cannot help
fancying a bit of white chalk somewhere—
over Cadiz, say (the bluish Trafalgar will
still stand for the indigo.)

It must be acknowledged, then, that in
feeding the taste grows, that objections
lessen, and that the rare purity of much
that is in these poems, only too transparent
at first, becomes in the end visible. Still we
know not that there is the stuff of popular.
ity in them. Their subjeots are, in general,
remote from vulgar interests, and nestle in
little ont-of-the-way corners of humanity,
which, however fascinating to a few psy-
chalogical students, offer no room for those
flights that so take the broad instinets of
the uninvestigativg public. To the great
majority of readers these pieces, we fear, are
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tame, monotonous, languid, prolix and piece-
meal, obscure and difficult—obscure and
difficult, especially, from that psychological
indirectness that would compress paragraphs
into a hint and sentences into a sign. Their
picturesqueness, 2o genuine as it often is,
degenerates not unfrequently also into the
outré and the darogus. The contemplated
single breath of free colloquiality, taken
perfectly at times, only results at others in
expedients of diction and syntax that betray
the mechanical necessity still present, and
darken the sense. Then from part to part
there is a want of fusion; unevennesses, stony
inequalities appear rather, and so it is that
the word “ piecemeal ” has been used. What
is wanting mostly is, not ever and anon
‘“clear accents,” tender and true and pure,
bat that  great language,” that big-mouthed
rapture, that trinmphant power, which, by a
word, by the turn of a phrase, seizes all into
a focus of meaning—into a single blaze of
splendour and music and emotion. It would
appear as if to chip and fit and inlay without
a oheer in the present, had, not indeed
robbed the deft hand of its eunring, but
left it listless, wandering, and slack. The
swift assured movement, the promptitude,
the alacrity of sucoess—it is that surely
that, so far, is mostly wanting in Browning.
He has no taste but his own to work for:
hence the listless wilfuloess that, rugged,
cramped, and crabbed by fits, saunters on
again at languid length, loose, uncertain as
a crceper, sliding from shelf to shelf, now
with long weak shoots, and now with shert
morose turns. Hence, too, the plaintive
croon, it may be, that is ever remonstrating
with something or somebody.

But we have to remark here, finally, that
the faults of these picces are largely due
likewise to a certain aim at novelty—partly
unconscious, doubtless, but partly also con-
scious. With such poems before us, indeed,
as we have already seen, this novelty, whether
in matter or manner, will hardly be denied,
and we have no intention to insist on it at
length. We shall permit ourselves a word
or twd only in reference to its connexion
with pecaliaritics of the mode of statement,
of the measure, and of the diction.

The peculiarity in the mode of statement
which we mean here, is not that indirectness,
already spoken of, that refers to a whole,
and in its construction from the first, but a
certain indirectness of detail, to which, per-
haps, the most exasperating portion of
Browning’s obscurity is owing. The reader
has simply. to rccall “Cristipa,” or any
other poem of the group in which it has
been included, to realize what is meant by

indirectness of construction from the first;
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while, whether of the one or the other
indirectness, it will be difficult to find a
better example than “ James Lee ™ in the
Dramatis Persone. As a whole, it is the
usual low, slow, crooning plaint of an un-
happy wife,—who contrives to tell her woes
so obscurely, all the same, that it wonld be
almost bold to claim any oledrer intelligenoe,
after & dozen resdings, than after the first.
Nor in details_is the case otherwise. Indi-
vidual images are acknowledged, as well as
a general drift of meaning; but if the whole
caunot be clearly or satisfactorily, or indeed
tolerably oco-articulated, neither can the
parts. May we not pretend in the end, for
all that, to sufficient light whereby to know
that the trouble of the artist is a failure,
and has nowhero reached even such partial
success as would warrant—espeoially aftera
dozen readings | —any continuation of trouble
on our part? It is, indeed, diffi;ult to for-
ive Browning for such things as this,
orks of art are works of art,—to be scen,
and understood, and loved ; but psycholog-
ical guesses thrown out to the public (as &
public) are scarcely excusable. If the ques-
tion is, whether shall Browning be the
deeper to hide, or the public the keener to
find, it is easy to understand on whose side
the advantage will lie. 8o it isin the rid-
dle before us, where we are challenﬁed by
Browning—* Devines, devines,” as the French
children have it in the evening—to tell
James Lee's character from what his wife
is permitted to say to us. Now, in a general
reference, it is not difficult to perceive that
the whole poem is the lament of a wife over
her husband’s infidelity ; but it is not easy
to go further. It is impossible, for example,
to give any account of the nine positions in
or from which the lament is made. At the
window, by the fireside, in the doorway,
along the beach, on the oliff, under the cliff,
among the rocks, beside the drawing-board,
on deck : these are the positions; and in the
first place, is there any necessity of rcason
or fact for this series and sequence of them ?
Are they but accidents of fancy, or are they
dictated by considerations that would re-
gard them as typical of the successive neces-
sary stages in this domestic drama—stereo-
typed in nature so that a render must come
to understand them, and the burthen laid in
them ? In a word, aro they arbitrary or
necessary ? If the former, what right has
the poet to put them to humanity as what
bumanity will, from humanity (and its laws),
be able to interpret ? If subjective merely,
why should they be so placed as to appear
to demand an objeotive interpretation ?
But, unsatisfactory in their pumber and
series, these positions are no less unsatisfao.
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tory in themselves. “ At the window;” the
lady is at the window of reflection, we shall
say, and contrasts the now with the then.
SBummer is gone—the sunshine of joy, the
bird (voice) of gladness. No breeze of hap-
piness blows longer, and the heaven of hope,
the consummation in the future over the pres-
ent, is deranged. But (2.) she turns to him
and questions thig, till (3.), in the counter-
stroke of hope aguinst hope, she will not
believe it, and asks all that was, again to be.
Later, “by the fireside,” the shadow has
fallen deeper. For the light of the sky on
her pale cheek, we have now that of the fire
on her moist eye, as she nurses her foot and
dreams. Their fire is of shipwreck wood—
there is no flame of love for them now, but
in the wrecks of the old. 8o is reference
to sailors, who, in sad mistake, from the sea,
gnash the teeth at their fire, their (still ap-
parent) happiness, with revulsion to herself,
thero, watching her husband, while she feels
the planks of their love are just about to
give way (“ Now, gnash your teeth,” she
cries ironically to the feigned sailors). Ex-
pression here, too, probably fiom necessities
of rhyme and rhythm, is forced to make a
tapgle of the thought.sequence. She begins
stanza iv., for examplee,%y wondering ubout
the old-world pairs who perhaps lived in
their cottage before them ; and immediately
reverts, without a single tie of association,
to the metaphor of the sailors. All—under
what necessity'we know not, but under none,
surely, that should exist for an artist—is
most confusingly put. Then they are in
France, it seems. "Why France? What
docs thatadd ? Is it a temptation of rhyme ?
Or, if something specific (in some anecdote
of an actual James Lee, say) haslegitimately
enough introduced France, is it stupidity on
our part not to know that, when we are not
told it, and have no opportunity given us to
know it ?

“In the doorway” the moan continues.
Bwallow, sca, fig-tree, vine, all figure, in feli-
citous metaphor, the coming desolation. But
even in their poverty why should there be
desolation, were there but love, she thicks.
‘“Along the beach ” she reasons with her
husband, and gives utterance to some ex-
oceedingly patural, true, and touching notes
of the every-day grief; that of a wife who
sees ber husband’s love depart before pover-
ty, perhaps to vice in tho sun, and is obliged
to hear his cruel refleetions, that make icr
very virtues faults. “ On the clif” it is
the poct speaks—not the wife; and treats
us to one or two of his graphic touches—
the turf and the rock (whose conversion in-
to metaphors for tho situation was hardly
worth the pains). “ Under the cliff” con-
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tinues the moan, most happily with refer-
ence to the wind and the hound (the nun is
too factitious), but ends—when the invert-
ed commas end (why these ?)—in an opacity
absolutely impenectrable. We can see, how-
ever, something of the husband’s history
Eicmred. Misfortune was, at first, and to
im young, but example for his sake. 8till
be could not turn it into the divine lesson,
and aot, work, like a man. He knows what
defeat is, he who sees all the same only the
future triumph, and meantime throws all the
cousequences of defeat on the poor wife,
(Or bas this verse a diviner reference P—
No! in that case he were He.) Verse 10
is so impenetrable, that, though told to judge
if he learn what the wind means in its moan-
ing, we find ourselves utterly unable to judge,
and would fain know what we are to say fe
learned (is it that all must change ?), and if
by the instinct of youth; for we under
stand the lesson attributed to years, but in
vain search for its relevancy. The next two
verses are equally hopeless; though, per-
baps, there is something about how such na-
tures as her husband's flatter themselves
they see their luck turn at last (or, more
likely, become aware of approaching death ?),
at the same time we cannot help believing
those mysterious lines that ecircumscribe
beauty and the subsequent bliss as but eu
gestions of the rhyme (unless, indeed, deat
is meant). Finally, as regards this position,
the last four verses are surely beyond the
power of any interpreter, though we think it
probable that the lady surmises experience
of change to be her probation, and that it
was impossible for her to draw onc beauty
(her husband’s love) into her heart’s core—
and keep it changeless, but that it is bitter
we cannot control change, which is the law,
or command death, death at the noble mo-
ment ?
¢ Among the rocks” we have two stan-
zas: the first, another happy (admirable, in-
deed) descriptive stroke, which the second
would fain fit—but hardly successfully—in-
to an excellent lesson against expecting to
love only what is worth love, ete. ¢ By the
drawing-board "' refers to the Hand of love
God sent us. Is she the little girl who sees
how coarse her hand is, snd who will amend
it? ¢ On deck,” we may suppose the lady
to have left her husband, and here the hu-
man wail of the loving wife against the re-
proaches of the poverty-maddened, nnlovinf
husband is—once realized-—very beautiful,
and incisive to the quick. It is not agreea-
ble, however, to be obliged to tell the poet
the bard truth that such wives no longer
please—their sisters at least. Women know
better now-a-days; they perorate at learned

.
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associations on their Rights, sneer at white
slaves, and call Imogeus, aud Desdemonas,
and Amelias, and Enids, and James Lee's
wives, fools.

¢ A tenure of breath at a man’s decree,
And rap’ture to fall where his foot might
be,"— :

the great brutal man’s foot |—Never ! It is
not quite certain, indeed, that these strong-
minded sisters are not in the right of it, that
a word may not be said for James Lee him-
self, and that that subwitting saint, his wife,
may not have faults of her own. It is just
possible that much of her virtue may be due
to hysteria, and that the long sallow-cheeked,
large moist-eyed seraph, who only looks and
sighs, may be very muoch inferior to the round
apple-cheeked, bright sparrow-eyed cherub,
who, all the while nimll)aly piping her oap-
border, or whippiog her egg for the tea-cake,
can unfalteringly give herinsba.nd her mind,
or her nail either, much to his benefit, world-
ly and unworldly, both.

In illustration of the obsourity derived
from Browuing’s gratuitous indirectness, we
have dwelt purposely long, Such obscu-
rity must not be allowed to passas a constit-
uent of art, and Browning is unjust to him-
self in it, for in such a case what critic will
venture exposition ? That eloud may really
be either a camel or a whale: shall we de-
serve the laugh, when sometime hereafter, as
Browning tells his own story, it comes out
that all the time it was only a whale was
meant ? Who is disgraced by a wrong an-
ewer at a game of guesses? and should any
creation of an artist prove such? Here,
“ friend, your fugue taxes the finger,” indeed;
but the tax is wanton, and to express pride
in it were anything but a grace, Nor, in
this instance, is it to be suggesced, ¢ learning
it once, who would lose it?” For this of
James Lee is about as hard a thing, as hard
au easy thing as is to be found anywhere in
Browning, and takes time enough; but how
much of it will remain with us ?—anything
but the desoriptive touches P—with perhaps
& mere incorrect vague echo from the plaint ?

As already intimated, we are not restrict-
ed to this poem of ¢ James Lee " for exam-

les of indirectness, whether in whole or in

etail. Precisely the same features may be
pointed out in all these miscellaneous poems,
not less in the most successful, perhaps, than
in the least. We have only to refer to
“ Cristina,”’ “ By the Fireside,” eto., as in-
stanoes in point. Nay, in what we have pro-
nounced the best of all these minor pieces,
the *“ Dis Aliter Visum,” the reader will be
at no difficulty for obscurities that depend on
indireotngss, “The Lost Mistress” is s
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short poem of only five verses, yet the same
macula pervades it. Of all the speeches
ever made by a lover to the mistress that re-
jeots him, this surely is one of the strangest,
He gets immediately into a dream on rejeo-
tion, and asks her out of it if truth sounds bit-
ter, tells her to hark the sparrows, maunders
about having noticed to-day that the leaf:
buds on the vine are woolly, and she knows
the red turns grey. Nor can an echo
of tenderness at last be allowed to redeem,
in such random subjective irrelevancies, what
it is useless to attempt to realize. Then is
“My Star” any better? Has anybody
come to see that strauge luminary that stops
like a bird and furls like a flower; or to fath.
om the red and blue it dartles? This too
then, is but a semi-articulate allegory, that
converts simplicity and ease into complexity
and pain—meaninglessness.

Another little thing that adorns by an ex-
quisitely deacriptive nicety or two the meet-
ing and parting of a pair of lovers, is diff-
cult to some for long, in consequence of the
ambiguity of the word “ him.” The path of

old, which 4 for the sun, appears at first to
%e for the lover aud his boat. Such exqui-
site miceties, and so destroyed, we find in
“A Serenade at the Villa” also. Here
whatever is direct is excellent, whereas what-
ever is marked by the inverted commas of
indirectness is as difficult to intelligence as
a fog to the sight. *“One Way of Love,”
“ Another Way of Love,” *“ Women and
Roses:” theso are trifles, yet their obscuri-
ty, or even (in the two last) their absolute
unintelligibleness, is something exccedingly
remarkable. With such poems as * Before
and After,” and “ Respectability,” we are not
very differently situated. The drift of the
first of these—the state of the case as it
shows before a duel, and after the same—is
plain ; but then it is so difficult to get the
details to ocoalesce, that it constitutes an
excellent example of Browning’s obseurity
proper, an obscurity that has no business
whatever to be where it is, an obsourity that
but a very few touches of the peucil would
completely remove. As for “ Respectabili-
ty,’ it must be pronounced absolutely un-
yielding; we should be inclined to think it
a bit of irony at the world of gigs, and apro-
pos of Guizot receiving Montalembert at the
Institute; bat then the lovers who are above
convention, who wateh the Seine, eto.? De
vines, devines ! Using our mouchoirs de poche,
we respectfully “ give it up.”’*

We come now to the aim at novelty ss

* A friend devines that the Guizot-Montalembert
allugion is to the worthlessness of convention: gay
est? Or are Guizot and Montalembert the lovers?
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iltustrated by the measure of Browning.
Leaving for notice further on the two or
three poems that begin the first volume of
the Fg::';s. we stop at “ Through the Meti
dja to Abd-El-Kadr” as at once a very
remarkable example of peculiarity in this
kind, and such as has certainly been at-
tempted by no man but Robert Browning.
This piece consists of forty lines, and not
only does every line end in the rhyme ide,
but in every stanza of eight lines, there
occur two lines which repeat this same rhyme
in their own midst. Nay, in every stanza
of eight lines, the refrain *‘as I ride, as I
ride,” occurs thrice! The result is, then,
that throughout the whole poem, there reigns
the most extraordinary monotony both to
eye and ear. This monotony, no doubt, is
intended to represent the wearying and
dizzying sameness of the desert and its glare;
but this effect is not accomplished without,
surely, a very decided sacrifice of sense,
And how could it be otherwise? What
variety of meaning can there be within the
constriction of that perpetual ride and gride ?
Nay, one is tempteg to ask, Can any mean-
ing abide in that perpetual tide, in those
inversions and ‘mere calentures of speech,
into which all is wryed for the single neces-
sity that is everywhere descried? How-
ever clever, then, the persistent rhyme may
be, must not the piece itself be pronounced
a failure? A certain other little trial of
novelty we find in “Meeting at Night,”
where of six lines the two nearest, the two
most distant, and the two intermediate,
rhyme respectively together. In this case,
perhaps, it may be worth while siraply re-
marking that the rhymes of the first and last
(the two most distant) lines, at least, are
quite lost. In “ Love among the Ruins,”
we have a very remarkable example of the
search for the originality in question. The
first stanza of this poem runs thus :—

* Where the quiet-coloured end of evening
smiles
Miles and miles
On the eolitary pastures where our sheep
Half-asleep
Tinkle homeward through the twilight, stray
or stop
As they crop.”

This versification shows at once as unusual,
and unusual to a purpose. It would be dif-
fioult to find anywhere a more successful
versc— successful in that physical sound
which gives realizing breadth to the airiness
of thought. How clearly in the light of the
very measure these solitary pastures lie be-
fore the eye, miles upon miles, in the quiet-
coloured end of evening, with the sheep half-

asleep, that stray or stop as they crop
Surely a more perfect landscape was never
more perfectly conveyed by words—words
ordered into the very lengths and turns
that give focus to the whole! The single
phrase, “ the quiet-coloured end of evening ”
—what a breadth of suggestion there is in
it, in such a context! But here, we are led
to say further, Browning startles us with a

key-note that, perfectly true to itsclf in the .

first verse—true in the agreement of sound
to sense, that is—presently gets lost in the
others. In the poem before us we cannot
call any verse successful—in the same way
successful—except the first, the key-note.
We are disposed to extend the same remark
to other poems. Inthe ¢ Toccata of Galup-
pi,” for example, which is a very excellent
production, we think the crossing alternation
of the Toccata at its perfection in the first
verse, the key-note, and not so well marked
in the others.

The “ Lover’s Quarrel ” may be mention-
ed a8 another instance of express novelty in
verse. The stanza in which it is composed,
though copuisting of seven lines, has only
two rhymes. There is no doubt that Brown-
ing exults in the resulting difficulty, and
may point with pride to a spiritual freedom
that not mocks, but uses, its mechanical
trammels. In the small poem “ De Gusti-
bus,” observe in i. a felicity dependent on
similar elements. The. five last lines have
but one rhyme, and it gives a mechanical
effect in perfect assonance to the spiritual
mood. e may instance, as relevant here
algo, the single rhyme in the seven lines of
those magnificent “ Home-Thoughts from
the Sea.” But we cannot follow this aspeet
of our subject into complete detail. Let us
end by referring to the measure in “Too
Late,” “ The Worst of It,”” and “ Dis Aliter
Visum.” The first of these consists of
twelve stanzas, but each stanza is in its con-
struction double, the two last lines of the
former half finding no rhymes till the two
last lines of the latter half. As regards
“The Worst of It,"—here, in a stanza of
six lines, the first, third, and last lines
rhyme together, as also the sccond with the
fifth. The fourth line is thus left odd, but
it finds a rhyme for itself in its own midst.
In the “ Dis Aliter Visum ” there is, in this
respect, greater novelty still. In its stanza
of five lines, the first has to wait for a rhyme
till the last, while the two lines precedin
the last rhyme together, leaving the secon
again seemingly odd and unrhymed. In
this line, very curiously, however, the last
word is made to rhyme always with the last
but two. This last appears to us the most
successful as well as the best-marked ex-
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ample of the novelty in question. The tink-
a-tink at the end of the second line is, per-
haps, especially effective.  On the whole,
however, wé do not think that the results of
the enterprise are sufficiently encouraging
to induce its further prosecution. Occa-
sionally the rhymes are so wide apart, that
tiey are as good as lost. And, generally,
we may assume now the mechanical part of
versification to bave reached such a stage
that the poet who seeks originality for him-
self in that kind, only wastes time on what
is futile, and debars a better. How many
readers, indeed, are at all aware of the pecu-
liarities sigualized ?

We cannot leave this matter of novelty in
versification without refercnce to at least one
signally successful example in that kind. Tt
is *“ One Word More.” Tenuyson delighted
us all lately with his exquisite * experiment ”
in the metre of * Catullus.” Of this metre,
that of “ One Word More ” must remind us.
It is not the same, however, but quite as
charming. Browning tells himself here that
be writes these lines “ the first time and the
last time.” Ie kncws well witaf they are,
and their relation to himself. He is & man
“ who works in fresco,” but for the moment
he has stolen “a hair-brush, curbed the
liberal hand, subservient proudly, cram
his spirit, thronged its all in little, made a
strange art of an art familiar, filled his lady’s
missal-marge with flowerets.,” All this he
has done with rare felicity, and though,
habitually, “he blows through bronge,”
must be admitted to breathe here equally
well “ through silver.” This poem, too, is
not more delightful in wanner than in
matter. Here for once Browning comes
forward intentionally.in person, and in such
devotion before his “ Moon of Poets,” that
the sorriest reader is for the nonce conobled.

From measure we pass to diction, and in
similar connexion with the aim at novelty.

We are accustomed on the English stage
to a mode of declamation traditionally ste-
recotyped. Whatever is to be said there
must be said in the throat, with biassed
breath, kit brows, and mouth from ear to
car. Very curiously this English peculiar-
ity has not escaped Hegel. When in Paris
he had an opportunity of seeing, on Tuesday
the 1Sth of September 1827, the Othello
of Kemble; and the expericuce seems to
have had a singular effect on bim. He found
the exhibition something quite peculiar,
wholly national, and altogether different
from what in that nature was usual in Ger-
many. He attributes much of it to the Eng-
lish language; but, ever and anon, he com-
plains, the words are so rapidly spoken, or
80 painfully shrieked ! * Such passion, dic-
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of Robert Browning. Dec.
tion, and declamation,” he says, ¢ were in-
conceivable by any German actor or public;
described it cannot be ; what specially strikes
is the frequently recurrcnt, deeply prolong-
ed, slowly sclemn, or even lion-like growling
tones and utterance—and then again_ the
cxpulsion, like Schnarren—of the syllables.”
Schnarren is untranslatable, but it doubtless
refers to those hoarse, saccadé, gur-gar,
throat-accents that are so effective with us
when the projecting chin is seen the while
to make cuergetic play against the stretched
mouth. It is to be hoped that actors will
arise to redeem us from these well-merited
reproaches, and restore our sla%e to the
siwplicity of nature that prevails in the
Germaun and French theatres.

Now what obtains on our stage, obtains
also, muzatis mutandis, in our poetry. There,
too, we find a biassed breath of conventional
or traditional affectation. Qur poets, like
our actors, require a certain attitude, a cer-
tain convulsion, to induce inspiration—this,
too, although England, as both Hegel and
Lamartine remark, is emphatically, and par
excellence, the land of poetry. This peculiar-
ity of ours Browning would seem to know,
and not less to shun. In a word, he would
attain in his diction to a perfecs simplicity
of nature. Hence the conversational tone
which we now know so well. Of the poets
with whom this century began, we have heard
it remarked lately, that Wordsworth is the
most widely and deeply influential. This is
not our belief, however. The poets whom
we believe to have been, and to be still, the
central fircs of inspiration to this gencration,
arc those chapleted youths, Shelley and
Keats. The proofs og this are so conspic-
uous to our minds that we shall net state
them ; but we hold Browning for one to be
of this opinion. We know not that he has
ever anywhere named Wordsworth, but we
know that alone, of all very recent poets, both
Keats and Shelley are more than once men-
tioned by him, and with all that absolute
idolatry which is felt for these young men
by every reader who bears within him any
appreciable portion whatover of the tuned
instrument. It is probable, indeed, that no
poets that ever lived have possessed as in-
stinctively as they that power of anintellec-
. tual perception, as it were /n music, emotion,
and image, that constitutes the essential ele-
ment of poetry. It is impossible to say, in-
deed, that the influence of Shelley and Keats
i can be seen owtwcardly in Browning. Nev-

ertheless, to the best of our belief, it is their
analytic imagery that gives impulse to his
psychological triumphs as well as to his ir-
, resistible external description. That he has
: gone long and willingly to school to Words-
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worth we doubt not ; still we think that, in
diction at all events, ho has applied bis rela-
tive lesson negatively. Wordsworth, as we
know, has, so to speak, two simplicities—one
of his lyrics, and the other of his blank verse.
Neither, probably, has quite pleased Brown-
ing. Both have appeared to him, it may
be, not truly simple enough, not truly natu.
ral cnough. He has found the one too bald,
rhaps too infantine; and the other too
ollow, too artificially exalted, too artificial-
ly inflated. The one, in its simplification,
may seem to have thinned itself to a lisp, or
discharged itself of burthen almost into a
blaok; and, in the other, the lashing of the
tail that should by gradual spires intervolve
all into the due consummation of sense ecstat-
ically rapt to the giddy brink of nonsense,
may have been too glaringly manifest. In
avoidance of the faults of both extremes lies,
perhaps, the origin of Browning’s peculiar
mode of statement, whether in blank verse
orrhyme. In his rhymed pieces, for example,
there is an attempt at a perfectly natural
flow that shall ascend into the rising inflec-
tion, rather than fall, as is s0 common in
the lyrics of Wordsworth, into the namby-
gamby clench of the falling inflection. (Not
ut that the namby-pamby influence of this
clench is much better illustrated in Scott
with His pages, knights, and ludies gay, All
in their tournament array, By castles’ deep
and dun.) Thisis easily realized by a ref-
erence to the majority of the smaller poems
of Browning, especially in their openings.
% Here’s the garden she walked across, arm
in my arm, such a short while since;?”
“ Would it were I had been false, not you;”
“ Stop, let me have the truth of that; " « If
oune could bave that little head of hers;”
« How well I know what I mean to do;”
“ So far as our story approaches the end,
which do you pity the most of us three? ”
“ That was I you heard last night;  “ I said
—then, dearest, since 'tis so;” ¢ Fortu,
Forti, my beloved one, sit here by my side :”
these lines will probably strike the key-note
of what it is desired should be felt. The
poem * Mesmerism ” will be found also an
excellent illustration in point, and equally
go * Porphyria’s Lover.” The latter is a
eculiar little poem. On it goes colloquial-
y from beginning to end, stepping with such
never-failing promptitude and perfeet assur-
ance from rhyme to rhyme (in a certain tech-
nical complexity too), but yet apparently
unaware of the presence of a single one of
them. In illustration of what is character-
istic of Browning, the poem is not confined
to rhyme and rhythm either. Only Brown-
ing’s peculiar nature, for example, can rec-
oncile us to the ways of either lover, wheth-

The Postical Works of Robsri Browning.

201

ar as regards propriety or as regards prob-
ability. In the close, too, which winds up
the information of the lovers having sat to-
gether all night long, with the line, * And
yet God has not said a word,” we have one
of those surpriscs, to which we are not un-
accustomed in Browning, of an apparentirrel-
evaunce, from which every attempt at recon-
ciliation recoils futile. ,

Browning’s blank verse, as we shall sce
again, is singularly pure, and it is oharacter-
ized by an analogous rejection as well of
affected simplicity as of affected complexity.
Still the necessity of verse is the necessity
of verse, and even Browning, who will have
only a patural gush, without a single air or
accent a8 of an ocoasion, a single usual affec-
tation that gives the conventional pitoh, is
obliged at times to capitulate. It is pre-
cisaly from this source that we have the
hardoess of Browning. He would always
say, and never sing-song, what fits the place;
still in the very necessity to say— one single
thing that is—he is obliged to resort at
times to hard omissions and hard inversions,
which almost completely darken out what
they are only there to preserse. With this,
however, and without any attempt at de-
tajled proof or illustration, we shall here
leave the consideration of diction. Compul-
sory results of rhyme and rhythm, involun-
tary disturbances that contort the contem-
plated simple Saxon of Browning, can be
found in almost all his poems. To point to
one example, the exigency of rhyme is cer-
tainly at its strongest in *“ Through the Me-
tidja to Abd-El-Kadr,” and there the reader
will find to his hand sentences syntactically
strained, and words in a forced or awkward
use, which may serve to guide him to the
like faults elsewhere. '

We have probably now made good, then,
our imputation to Browning of a certain
aim at novelty in mode of statement, meas-
ure, and diction, with which, we think, that
strangeness and bardness that shock in- his
writing and interfere with his popularity are
largely connected. We must recollect at
the same time that we have scen as yet only
smaller pieces. Browning himself acknowl-
edges Moxon’s Selection, with which bhitherto
we have been almost wholly occupied, to be
but a little gathering from the lightest of his
poems, and avows that it « contentedly looks
pale beside the wonderful flower-show of his
illustrious predccessor.” Perhaps as we
proceed further other views may open—per-
haps even in the sclection that is sccond on
our list we may find much that is different.
And it is even so: there is more in the
second selection than ¢ lightest pieces;” it
is to Browning himself  perhaps a fair sam-
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ple of the ground’s ordinary growths,” and
it certainly contains, what cannot be said to
be wanting in the first selection either, some
of his most perfeot poems. Of these latter
we shall proceed now to a review, but shall
take our material from the three volumes of
the published works, together with the col-
lection, Dramatis Persone, that followed
them. The most convenient edition of the
works of Browning is undoubtedly that (in
six volumes) which is last on our list; but,
though we have gathered from it what addi-
tions it possesses, it came too late for gen-
eral use towards the present essay.

Of the great and important works to
which we have now arrived, as of many of
the others indeed, Browning is pleased to
oconsider the prevailing character dramatio,
and with reason, so far as the persone of a
drama are concerned. So far, on the other
hand, as the word implies a reference to
action, its application here were less warrant-
able; for in Browning the latter element is
quite subordinate, and, beside the former,
hardly to be mentioned. Browning’s obar-
acteristic, in fact, were, perhaps, better
named by the phrase psychological analytico-
synthetio reproduction than by the word
drama or dramatic. .

The “ Cavalier Tunes* however, on which
we will say a word before passing to the so-
called plays, may be very allowably named
dramatic. They are emphatically v?iat they
pame themselves—Tunes, Cavalier Tunes,
The reproduction is perfect. They have a
genuine music in them, o genuinely martial
stamp and tramp; and they are full of the
bold, wild, free, reckless, cavalier sauciness.
There is a military brevity, a blunt reality,
in the very words, which, too, are felicitoasly
in place. The measure has the true his-
torical ring in it, and is perfectly in charac-
ter with the wild, brave, cup-quaffing, clan-
proud, knave-scorning, fighting man who is
supposed to bellow it :—

‘“Ha | Kentish 8ir Byng stood for his King,

+ . Bidding the crop-headed parliament swing :
So Hampden to bell, and Pym to his kaell,
England, good cheer! Rupert is near! "

And then the boom of the ever-present
chorus : —

‘“Marching along, fifty score strong,
Great-hearted gentlemen, singing this song.”

" The ‘ Rouse,” however, is probably the
best of the tunes. Its chorus, in espeocial,
cannot bo surpassed for what in sound and
movement gives body to the very soul of
manly heartiness, aroused and awake and
determined, blufily determined :—

¢ King Charles, and who'll do him right now?
King Charles, and who's ripe for fight now?
Give & rouse : here's in Hell's despite now,
King Oharles!”

That concluding King Charles comes down
with a settling weight—like a very lid, at
once of rhythm and resolution.

Among the ¢ Tunes ” we may fitly include
that poem of similar spirit, “ How they
brought the good news from Ghent to Aix,”
as itself a tune. There is a picturesque
reality throughout in it that is very genuine.
The start through the gate into midnight—
the great yellow star that comes out to see
—the cattle in the mist black against the san
—the steeds that fail—the steed that suc-
ceeds: all here is very perfect, and it goes
to the heart.

Of the plays of Browning we naturally
take the ‘ Paracelsus” first. Paracelsus,
though a Swiss by birth, may be regarded as
the carliest representative of that movement
which is usually referred to ¢ the Italian
philosophers of the transition period.” The
European mind, at the end of the fifteenth
century, had reached, we may say, puberty.
Full of strange unhappiness, new wants,
yearnings, and the sense of unknown possi-
bilities, stimulated by the education it re-
ceived, and the names it heard—Madeirs,
the Azores, thé Cape, America, Diaz, Vasco
di Gama, Columbus, Regiomontanus, Copez-
nicus, Lully, Gunpowder, the Printing-press,
(Hass, Watches, Violins, the Free Cities,
Cusanus, Ficinus, Agrippa—still in con-
nexion with a supernatural element, too,
through the Church, it looked forth from
tumultaous dreams and unimaginable
sentiments, flashed, upon a world ﬂusfz
Nature was divine, a goddess; life was oue,
the world was one—an organism in which
each was all, and all was each. For the
supernatural element, it was no longer ne-
cessary after all to wait for the thers; the
here was supernatural, and to the secrets of
the supernatural there was entrance through
the magna opera of philosophia occulta. 8o,
greedy of the consummation, it rushed to

now—to enjoy. Of such wild fermentation
the soul of f’amcelsua was the seat ; clouds
and sunshine, lightnings, the splendours of
heaven, and the gleams of hell! The most
passionate hopes, the most adventurous ac.
tivities, were, but all too plainly, in the end,
then—all intermediate triumphs notwith-
standing,—to be quenched in desperate de-
feat and fiercest madness! This is the
peetry of Paracelsus; but in the common
histories we have his prose. There he is
but a wandering and foul-tongued charlatan,
and, in the latter part of his career, dranken.
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Prose this, and very squalid prose. It is
unjust, however, for, with all his faults,
Paracelsus was emphatieally both a physician
and a philosopher, as a word or two will
demonstrate.

The central idea of Paracclsus is, and
without prejudice to the doctrine of a God,
that the universe and all the contents of the
universe constituto but a single life. A
common element cxists for him everywhere.
What is Mars in heaven, is iron on carth, and
in man bile. The onc world divides, as it
were, into three, nevertheless : an elemental,
an astral, and a divine—the objects respect-
ively of Philosophy, Astronomy, and Theol-
ogy. Man, specially, is the focus of all; he
is the Microcosm, and explains the Macro-
cosm ; which, in its turn, explains him. For
cach is known in the other. Both are the
works of God, and the works of God are
cither those of nature or those of Christ.
The works of nature are contemplated by
Philosophy, of which the instrument is the
understanding, or the natural light. The
works of Cirist fall to be considered in
Theology, of which the instrument is faith.
(This distinction, in a very prominent man-
ner adopted by Hobbes, is still common.)
Philosophy and Nature are to each other as
fdea and ideala : the onc is an invisible nature,
the other a visible philosophy. (This again
is an important distinction, not casily to be
dispensed with by cither Schelling or Hegel.)
The finul cause of creation is, that all that is,
be understood, and all that may be, com-
pleted. (And so here, too, we see that what
was proposed by Paracelsus more than three
hundred years ago is the ratio essendi still
clung to.) It is man now, that, by his
knowledge and action, realizes this final
cause. Man bimself, therefore, is specially
the end of creation. The Fiat that termi-
pated God’s solitude was the first act of
creation, and gave birth to the materie prima,
the seed of all things. Thisis the mysterium
magnum, the Yltastron in which all things arc
asin their limdbus. God is triune, and trinity
is the law of the universe. It is thus that the
Yliastron itsclf becowmes resolved into Sal, Sul-
phur, and Mercurius—the archetypal spirits
of what these substances are to us. All
bodies consist of these. All things are con-
cealed in all things. But by separation there
are produccd the various clements, and all
further individuation.

The stars themsclves have an elemental
nature, and are but as bodies to invisible
astral spirits. Of this region man, too,
holds, who, deriving his body from the ele-
ments of carth, owes his spirit (principle
of life) to the sidereal powers. Imagination,
now, seeks nutriment for the spirit in the

YOL. XLIX, N—14
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thoughts of the sidereal region, as hunger
seeks putriment for the body in the ele-
ments. The spirit, as astrul, is longer-
lived than the body, and may appear after
the death of the latter: still it dies. The
soul proper, howover, the seat of cternal
reason, which comes from God, and holds of
the divine world, is immortal. The cle-
ments decide on our temperament, the stars
on our mortal destiny, but we are good or
cevil from the soul, which is free to choose
cither. Paracelsus assumes spirits even for
the elemental world,—sylphs, guomes, sala-
wanders, aud what not. These spirits, as
elemental, are without the soul proper, and
can only participate in it through intermar-
riage with man.

The soul, now, has its nourishment in
Christ, and attains to blessedness only in
resignation to God. Faith is to the soul
what hunger is to the body, and imagination
to the spirit. Iaith is the result of revela-
tion, of the reading of the Bible, and of
prayer. Faith is superior to the natural
light : the latter, which is Pagan, may exiat
without the former; but the former is not
without the latter. Philosophy, then, aec-
cording to Paracelsus, must regard Theology
as its corver-stone; and he is perfectly
sincere in his faith in Christ, and in his
devotion to the Bible, which he seems to
have commentated at some length. He
shares in the Protestant cnlightenment of
the time, however, and respects Wickliffe
and Lauther.

Paracelsus completes the three theoratieal
sciences by the addition of the practical art
of Alchemy, which to him, be it remarked,
is cxemplified in baking and brewing, and
eoncerns mutations or conversions only.
The alchemist proper, in short, only purifies
things, and what is purest in each is its
quintessence, tincture, elixir, or arcanum.
So the business of the alchemist is to possess
himself of these. The quintessenco of man,
as sum of the whole, would be mightiest and
best; hence the power of the mummy,
though derived only from what is dend.
It is in reference to these tinctures, ete.,
perhaps, that the charlatan shows, but,
though warning ever against phantasticism,
it belonged to the time that Paracelsus
should often mistake for experience what
was really phantastic,

Medicine, as the scicnee of man, rests on
the three sciences of philosophy, astronomy,
and theology, aud applies the art of alchemy.
The true physician is the ideal of the sage,
and the artist dearest to God. Medicine
unites the two elements which are indispen-
sable to science : spectlation, which, without
cxperimient, yiclds phantasticism, and experi-
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ment, which, without speculation, yields em-
jricism. (And did Bacon say anythin

more, or better?) True experience an
olear philosophy are the results of the
union. The physician has to determine,
from relative knowledge, what diseases are
terrestrial, sidereal, or from God, and the
theory of the cure depends on that of the
cause. The physician, then, entertains not
the delusion that it is he who cures, but
only nature; his business being only to
support, and remove what might oppose
nature. Paracelsus really saw the impor-
tance of watching nature, urged its necessity,
and actually learned from bis watching
much that now benefits us. In medicine to
this day, the spirit he carried in the terrible
pommel of his sword, his Azoth (laudanum),
to say nothing of Mercurius, etc., is far and
away the most powerful agent the physician
knows. In medicine Paracelsus began a
new era, as well by opposing Galen, Avi-
cenna, and the humoral pathology, and by
restoring the authority of Hippocrates, as
by substituting rational simples for the bar-
" barous and unmeaning combinations of the
absurd aod far-fetched ingredients of the
ancients. His numerous followers attest
this. In Philosophy, again, he also marked
an epoch by opposing Aristotle, and initia-
ting those notions which the Italian philoso-
phers developed.

This, the Paracelsus of phHosophieal
history, is not precisely the Paracelsus of
the young Browning. And yet it is almost
true that the poet, as he says himself, has
taken “only very trifling liberties with his
subject, and that his dramatic scenes might
be slipped between the leaves of any me-
moir of Paracelsus by way of commentary.”
Nevertheless, truth here depends rather on
the scantiness of the memoirs than on the
historical state of the case; for Brownin
only uses Paracelsus as a vehicle for his own
dreams of genius, but accounting to himself,
at the same time, for Paracelsus’s failure in
life with considerable psychological proba-
bility. The poem, written by a youth of
twenty-three, is on the whole an eloquent
and powerful performance, but it is void of
matter to a tenuity that may not be breathed,
monotonous and wearisome to irresistible
blankness. The writing is everywhere un-
exceptionable, and the verse animated often,
or even picturesque; but both are rhetori-
cal, perhaps, or oratorical, rather than
poetical.

The story is an exceedingly simple one.
Paracelsus, a youth of genius, would leave
his friends—Festus and Michal, the wife
of Festus, the former the wise, admon-
ishing, believing friend, the latter a being
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pure, or colourless (or null) as the angels
that are in heaven—to fulfil the mission to
which he knows God calls him; and that
is to find the secret of the universe, by trav-
elling into far lands. The first of the five
parts of the poem is taken up with sayin
no more than that, but with a wonderfv.ﬁ
| prolixity of abundance. The second part
finds Paracelsus accounting to himself for
now nine years’ labour. He is astounded
and bitter at the insignificance of his gains;
and the ravings of Aprile, a moon-struck
poet, convince him of his blunder in seeking
knowledge only, and not love also. In the
third part, then, we find Paracelsus, without
longer waiting for the full fruition of his
young hopes, attempting to realize the lesson
by instructing his fellows (as Professor at
Basil) in the store of truths which he has
acquired. To the old bitterness, however,
he seems only to have added the new bitter-
ness of the results of his experience of men
in teaching—an experience which has led
him to a certain amount of charlatanism, to
a certain admixture of falsehood with the
truth he reveals. In the fourth part, de-
tected and humiliated, Paracelsus resolves
to pursue the same search for truth, and the
same contempt for men, but also to enjoy,
though inclined to look on death as the only
goal. In the fifth part, the scene falls on
the result of the whole—Paracelsus dyin
miserably in an hospital at Salzburg; an
under the rainbow before the tomb we bave
his ultimate word of wisdom, the lesson of
his life. The abundance we have noticad is
the single element throughout; an element,
as said, in which we gasp for breath, for
something that is more than an endless flood
of formaf words with very scanty filling.
Striking and original imagery does not fail
certainly, but still the tendency is to extend
or exhaust what is auxiliary merely, and so
overbear the principal interest. In the
leave-taking scene, one of those halcyon mo-
ments in which the spirit is deep, excellent
passages occur, which we would willingly
quote if space allowed. We must content
ourselves, regretfully, with an allusion or
two. Thus we see the poet’s eye on nature
in such an expression as this, ¢ That plant
shall never wave its tangles lightly and
softly, as a queen’s langutd and imperial
arm, which scatters crowns among her
lovers.” Here, too, there is the same de-
sire, not to speak conventionally, but to see
the fact and find the words that name it
“That last look destroys my dream, that
look—

As if where’er you gazed, there stood a star!
How far wns Wiirzburg with its church and

spiro
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And garden walls and all things they contain
From that look’s far alighting ?”

His dissuasion of Paracelsus Festus hap-
pily calls, “ A rolitary brier the bank puts
forth to save our swan’s nest floating out
to sea.” There is much that is excellent in
the warning of Festus, ¢ See that it is really
a mission thou hast, and not merely the de-
ceptive yearning for one.” Tho irony of
Paracelsus, then “ the sovereign proof that
we devote ourselves to God, is seen in living

-just as though no God there were,” comes
appily home to much that Festus says.
Emulation, followed by fits of blank idle-
ness, with bursts of scorn, and—to the one
friend—with overflowing confidences, that
pour out all the wondrous plans and dreams
and hopes and fears : this well describes the
youth of genius. It is not historically cor-
rect, we may remark, to represent Paracelsus
as despising G'reat Works, the secret and sub-
lime, gkc.; and probably no man of the time
would have been better pleased thanheto pos-
sess “a sullen friend to do his bidding,” ete.

Near the beginning of Part 11. there is
rather a fine commentary on the adage,
“ Time fleets, Youth fades, Life is an empty
dream,” to which we can ouly refer. In
this part, Aprile, the moon-struck poect, is
but a weak conception. Are we to see the
process of winning a soul to love in that
extravagant interchange of empty speeches ?
Aprile exclaims to Paracelsus, “ Ha, ha!
Our king that wouldst be!” And Para-
celsus returns, “ Ha, ha! Why ecrouchest
not ?” Then we have “ Ah, fiend,” and
“ Poor slave.” Aprile loves so intensely,
that he is unable to work, and becomes
mad. Nevertheless, be would do such grand
things—as sculptor, as painter, oh, such
marvels—and as poet run through the
whole gamut, in high life, in low life—oh,
be would, and he would! How, from any-
thing that has been said or done by either,
they should end this part in such ecstasies
ag—** Pgra. God, he will die upon my breast |
Aprile! 4pr. To speak but once, and die !
yet by his side: Hush! hush ! ”—is utterly
unintelligible. Tt is utterly unintelligible,
indeed, how to the end Aprile should be
represented as having worked such wonders
upon Paracelsus, and that to the end Para-
celsus should rave about him. In all this
we must be pardoned for holding the feeble-
ness of conception and execution to be re-
markable.

In the following part, there are sometimes
passages, melodramatic, and reminding of
what we have already spoken of as stagey,
as when he cures a prince “all through
pure whim.” “He had eased the earth
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for me,” he says, “but that the droll de-
spair which seized the vermin of his house-
hold tickled me!” ¢ Here drivelled the
physician,” he continues, ¢ there quaked the
astrologer ; here a monk fumbled with a
sudary of the Virgin, while another piebald
kuave”—“1 cursed the doctor and upset
the brother, brushed past the conjuror,
vowed that a cross-grained devil in m
sword ”’—* and ere an hour—"1! Yet, wea
as all this is, we are not sure but that the
reader is well pleased with it; for, so, he is
occupied for & moment with what in those
long sands of speech has at least the appear-
ance of an object. To represent Paracelsus
as scoffing at a sudary of the Virgin is
again scarcely historically correct; for he
was noted for his devout Mariolatry. It is
probably, too, equally incorrect in the same
referenco that Paracelsus should express
doubts of God, or of God’s goodness. Ex-
pressions in that tenor, such as we find on
pages 74, 77, and 130, are perhaps not in
place in the mouth of Paracelsus, who be-
lieved absolutely in God and Christ, and
worshipped Mary.

It will not be necessary to follow the
poem in detail to the end. The various
speeches still continue to be spun out to a
length to which no patience is equal.  The
dying speech of Paracelsus, for example,
whatever there be to praise in it, is surely
all too long-winded for a man that dies with
the closing words of it. As hinted, however,
what is said i3 always, on close inspection,
go excellent, that it 1s only with remorse we
do not fiud ourselves warmer lovers. Indeed,
were it our cue to refer to remarkable pas-
sages, that were easy throughout. We may
mention now, in Part 111, the description of
his audience by Paracelsus, a description
that says something, and with success.
Here, too, there is a striking allusion to
Luther. As quiet a revelation of carliest
morning as can well be found anywhere
occurs also at page 92, and is followed, on
the succeeding page, by a description, almosé
equally good, of later morning.  In the two
remaining parts, there are also many spir-
ited passages, as Paracelsus’s account in Part
1v. of how his audience fell from him. In
short, we come to the end of the poem with a
sense of having passed through excellence,
though excellence that wearied, for there was
all too much of it. Water, we know, is a very
good thing, nay, the “best;” but we may
well drink our fill of it without draining the
pitchers of Aquarius. ¢ Paracelsus ” will
always be remarkable, nevertheless, for its
exuberance of young wealth, especially as
the work of a youth of twenty-three. It is
an immense advance on the ¢ Pauline  of
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two years carlier, from the impotent raving | the sunbeam in ber basin with the water
of which one wonders Browning was ever { from her ewer, but we cannot set ourselv&t
saved into anything articulate at all. | at case with tbe martagon, or the St. A gnes
Though his Paracelsus, too, comes never up | nipple, or the flesh bunch on the Turk bird’s
to an artistic representation of the historical ' poll—or, indced, much more. There isa
Paracclsus,—* good draughtmanship and | good deal of yellow passion in the first part,
r;ggt :x?.udh,t,)g being f::r beyogd tthc;3 artist | but thte y‘ellowQ l.; tlg? ﬂc]lov.v (t>f pmfnt,o n::si
at that time,”—we must concede to Brown- | uon-natural.  Sebald’s description o i
ing, even th:m, no small amount of psycho- | ma’s house before he knew heg, and hers of
logical power in depicting the temperament ! the lightning that searched for them, guilty,

of genius in its dreams and in its possible
failure to realize them. On the whole, we
may conclude here by saying of Browning’s
¢ Paracelsus ” what Lord Macaulay said of

Southey’s “ Thalaba :™ *“ We doubt greatly if | we cannot get to like the second.

it will be rcad fifty years hence, but we
are quite sure that, if read, it will be
admired.”

% Strafford  followed ¢ Paracelsus ™ in
two years, and is not a suceess. Sometimes,
especially in  the opening, there is certainly
the appearance of an animation, an inter-
ruption, a cross-fire, and a bustle that gives
a striking air of reality to the scene; but it
is not to be trusted : the art by which it has
been produced will be found external merely,
and there is little to the purpose said; it is,
on the whole, a kind of make-believe.
picee generally is tame, and without action ;
and the characters, historically, are not to be
depended on.

Four years later than Strafford came
“ Pippa Passes.” This is a dramatic poem,
and not a play for the stage. With much
that is to be admired, as is only to be ex-

pected at the hands of Browning, ncither is '
The novelty of the plot is not -
accepted by the reader as the zest it wasin- |
tended for, and is judged, rather, a clutch at -

it a success.

originality somewhat desperate.  The man-
ner in which Pippa, the will-girl, bursts, in

ber very first words, into such o “ Holla !

ye pampered jades of Asia,” as that ¢ hoil-
ing of day over night’s brim,” gives a false
key-note that coutrols the whole from the
begiuning.  Not that cxcelleut things are
not said, but too much is said, aud then
that is not said that were felt to be pat to
the situation.
the poor girl unconsciously takes part by her
songs, are not pleasant ounes. One caunot
bring oue’s-sclf to be satified with the tale
of that ‘¢ superb, great haughty Ottima,”
murdering anybody, young or old, for that

uling Scbald with his ckerman lip—no, nor .

with that of the sculptor and his equivoeal
bride—nor yet with either of the two dull
dim things that follow. Az said, we are
dissatisfied with the key-note; we find the
first words sadly tumid, and foreed, aud out
of place in the mouth of the mill-girl.  We
may be faintly amused by her surprising

The *

"The actions, again, in which :

. in the woed, are both passages of remarkable
| power. What interest there is in Pippa
: Passes seems to end with the first part. The
i last two parts are, as said, dull and dim, and
Pippa’s
| songs arc often very gracious, and do much
" to redeem the general dreariness ; but is it
' reasonable to expect us to accept that mod-
. est, mercenary, vulgar, virgital model of
' fourteen years of age, Pheue, or that stupid
‘statuary Jules, or these stupider, unmecan-
| ingiy-malicious, students, or that ~tupidest

“ Schramm with his pipe ”? Then Blup-
hocks—of Lideous names the most hideous,
especially for an Englishman—what are we
to make of him ? {;n short, we find Pippa
Passes to abound in what is forced, and
strained, and hectic: how in these mincing,
. interminable spceches of Jules, for example,

we long for a curse, a threat, a gnod oath or
: .tw’o—anytbiug that lad a touch of kind in
it!

The “ Return of the Druses ” is suffi ciently
interesting. There is love in it—there is
imagery—there are sentiments: but one
forgets it—Djabal, Khalil, Anacl, Raghib,
Ayoob, and all the rest of thein—so soon !
Nor does the “ Blot in tlie *Scutcheon ™ re-
main longer with us.  There is stuff, how-
ever, in » King Victor and King Charles,”
and in ¢ Colombe’s Birthday.™ In the
former, which is well and manlily written,
anud with an assonance to reality everywlere,
the gentle nobleness, the sweet, weak here-
ism of Charles, are really strikiug. and go
far to form a new, original, and cffective
character. % Colombe’s Birthday,” again, is
. a pleasing love-poem.

We have scen no play as yet, however
(leaving “ Paracclsus ™ as first-fruits of tie
young poet in a category by itsclf), that
comes up to the dramatic picces of the
author of *“ Philip Van Artevelde.” There
is in the writings of IIenry Taylor a moder-
ation. a natural ealm, a touching grace. and
(in “ Artevelde ™) in the midst of an unsur-
passed historical panorama, to which nothing
we have yct seen of Browning's can be at all
held to approach. Taylor is eminently poct-
 ieal, by vo means iufericr, so far, to Brown-
"ing in that respect, while surely ke is inf-
' nitely more satisfactory in drimatic move-
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ment, in dramatic abundance, so to speak,
in dramatic directness, dramatic vraisem-
blance. The evolution of character in the
plays of Taylor, too, is superior to that in
any of Browning's plays that have yet been
copsidered. Specially as regards * Colombe’s
Birthday,”” we may say that, wbile, as Eliza.
betban in tove and otherwise, it irresistibly
recalls to mind the dramatic vein of Barry
Cornwall, it cannot Le held to reach that
vein. There are in the * dramatic scenes
of that exquisite poet a tenderness and a
reality that much excel what is to be found
in that kind in the * Colombe " of Browning.
We now approach Browning's specific
work, that which will determine his fame
and place in the future. And in this refer-
ence we have first to consider the remaining
coutents of the voluwe before us—* Luria,”
namely, “ A Soul’s Tragedy,” and “In a
Balcony.” With these we are at once in a
higher region; for all three of them are
peers to Browniug's greatest works. The
abstract foundation of “ Luria” is the dis-
tinction between the universal and the indi-
vidual, with the necessary subordination of
the latter. This theme, however, is beyond
the writer’s own consciousness, who, siding
with the weaker cause, involuntarily testifies
to his own error by the death heis obliged
bimsclf to cxecute on it. In this drama,
that is, the lesson intended by Browning, is,
unless we err, the value of the individual—
the subordination of all interests, social and
political, to the production of a single heroic
man. “ Paracelsus ” already cxpressed this
doctrine in the splendid lines at page 87,
“’Tis in the advauce of individual minds
that the slow crowd should ground their ex-
cctation eventually to follow,” ete.; and
erc in “ Luria” we bave it still more
broadly put, as in the passage at page 425,
“ A people is but the attcmpt of many to
rise to the completer life of one,” ete. The
question thus is not of the State, not of pol-
icies, not of “ battle’s loss or gain,” but—
“where find Leroes for our sons to see ?”
Yet the very person in the play to whom it
is given to enforee this lesson, has to be
appalled, almost cven as he speaks, by the
hero’s death. The actual lesson, then, is
perhaps the very opposite of the one de-
signed—for the piece is a tragedy, and if
the heroic individual really rise irto a
mighty moral triumph, it is here only deside
the uviversal ; and against the universal, be
is actually shivered by the very suspicion of
an intended touch to it. The individual,
should the universal have at all to come in
regard, must seal his very victory by defeat.
We have here problems, however, on which
we cannot linger.
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But, so to speak, more concretely viewed,
we may say that the single subject of the
piece is Luria : it is his character, his great-
ness, his magnanimity, that is alone to be
realized. All the other persons in the
drama are there only to wagnify his greater
by their less. They are so many arrows
that from bis coat of proof fall; so many
stones from catapults to move him that can
move him not; so many tempters and tor-
mentors, that, foiled, crowd round him at
the last, to kneel, but, even in the moment,
suddenly rise up in horror, over his corpse
in their midst—his corpse, which they are
there to glorify and drape.

Luria 1s the Moor of Florence even as
Othello is the Moor of Venice, and grandeur
is the supporting soul of both. But for
Othello, then, there had been no Luria?
That is probably so, and Shakespeare and
Shakespeare’s Othello have their own Val-
halla, Still the creation of Browning has
a substantiality of its own, and Luria is a
mighty figure. For him there is no Desde-
mona; his is an abstract mistress—that
mistress is Florerce. He is “nearer Flor-
ence than her sons "—Florence is his * visi-
ble Head.” This Luria, this great passionate
soul of the * expansive and explosive ” East-
ern race, has seen, and been seized with ad-
miration of what he saw, the peculiar power
of those “absorbing, concentrating ”” North-
ern men, who can give * Thought’s churacter,
and permanence (for Northern thought is
slow and durable) to the too trausitory feel-
ing of the Kast, which, quick and transient,
comes, and lo, is gone!” The heart and
centre of this Northern thought, the home
and birthElace of these calm men who have
so taken his imagination, seems to him Flor-
ence, the beautiful Florence. To Florence,
then, it is,"s to an ideal mistress, that he
devotes bimself, with a beart brimful of
loyalty and love; and it is so we find him
when the rising of the curtain presents him
to us, the master of war, the irresistible
leader, whose Florentines are even now so
posted that the Pisans confronting them are
in bis hands. But it is just then, at the
pinnacle of power, that reverse comes. Flor-
ence, in the person of her statesman Braccio,
distrusts her euccessful general. And so it
is tbat Luria, in such a moment and in such
a place, is surrounded by agencies that com-
Eﬁl him, natured as he 1s, to leave his dead

dy as the splendid testimony to the grand
loyalty of his crushed, indignant soul.

The foil to Luria is Braccio. If Luria rep-
resents the cause of the heroic individual,
it is for the uuiversal that Braocio stands.
To him, “ where is the matter of one moth
the more singed in the candle at a summer’s
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end ?” “Florence is no simple John or
James,” he says: “ Florence exists becauso
these pass away ; she is a contrivance to sup-
ply a type of man, which men’s deficiencies
refuse.” His concern is, not where find Lu-
rias, but where find Florences,—for our sons
to see. True to this concern, then, and
warned by the past, which has ever seen
success prove too much, “even for the
best and bravest of ourselves,” who ¢ still
have fallen away before ambition,” and in-
vaded the liberties of the State, Braccio
quite approves that Florence should hence-
forth allow only the foreigner to lead her
troops, “ reach height by height the glory,
then descend into the shame.” This shame
he has prepared for Luria, who has reached
that glory. From reluctant testimony, he has
made out the appearance of a case against
him, which, however, is only * for the doting
fools at home” (why in play-books are they
“ always doting fools at home " ?); he for his
part wills only the catastrophe, deserved or
undeserved. Such are the motives of the
action, and such the position of the drama
when the first seene opens.

A word on the subordinate characters will
now go far to complete the picture as we
have space to exhibit it. Husain is here,
with the familiar influence of a comrade and
a countryman of Luria, to fan the idea of
revenge upon these ungrateful foreigners,
that is at once to hand. Jacopo, the secre-
tary of Braccio, gives some picturesque
glimpses of Luria, and supports the action
of the piece by his instinctive faith in, and
involuntary reluctance to proceed against,
the greatness of Luria, as well as by his
contribution to the general penitence in the
end. Tiburzio is the Pisan general, “a very
noble presence—Braccio’s visage, upon Puc-
cio’s body—calm and fized and good,” a
character of the antique type, whose noble
sense of nobleness it is— he being the chi-
valric soul we know ”—that is a principal
motive in the piece, whether in trial or jus-
tification of Luria. Domizia is the only lady,
and she, “remembering her whole house’s
fall,” through fall of two previous successful
%enerals that belonged to it, is there, as

raccio secretly both knows and wills, to
make Luria the instrument of her revenge,
in inducing him, when his disgrace shall
come, to lead his army against Florence.
Domizia is a female name, and we are told
also that she is “a noble Florentine lady :
such clues are certainly required towards
specification of her sex; for, so far as her
speeches are concerned, she might quite as
well have been a man. Domizia's part is
the weakest in the drama. It is no compli-
ment to the understanding of Luria that he
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could be blind—if he was blind—to that her
function, which could scarccly lie hid from
anybody else; or indeed at all tolerate her
mouthings. Puccio is the blunt, blaff, brave,
and honest soldier, who, superseded by Luria,
cannot but cark and earp. These carpings
constitute the case against Luria. Poor
Puccio is ill at ease in his réle of tale-bearer,
nevertheless, and generally ends his infor-
mation with qualifications that neutralize or
reverse it. His part in the general atone-
ment at the end is spirited and characterie-
tic. The action of the play, then, we may
say again, is the goading of Luria, on the
part of these people, into a noble indigna-
tion and despair, draped by their own grief
and fatile penitence.

Braccio’s and Luria’s are the only charac-
ters of importance, then—Luria’s being in-
commensurably the best. Braceio is thor-
oughly the statesman, the man of intellect,
who despises the “ fighting-people,” regard-
ing war but as a low necessity, and fearing
the inferior masters it often imposes on a
State. “Brute force shall not rule Flor-
ence,” that is his resolve. To his educated
eye, what a State is, is evident ; it is ¢ Flor-
ence takes up, tarns all one way the soul ” of
every citizen that is born to her; before her
universal, then, every opposing individual
must perish. He is not without his own mis-

ivings, for the nobleness of Luria—of whom

acopo tells him, “That man believes in
Florence, as the saint tied to the wheel be-
lieves in God "—will break in on him; but
still on the broad human nature of the Moor
he goes, and all unswervingly advances to
his policy. ‘ Man seeks his own good at
the whole world’s cost :” never doubt but
that it is so with this Moor, this mercenary,
this Luria—an alien, and “our inevitable
foe! ™

Such as Braccio is, then, the politician,
cold, concentrated, unbelieving, but brave,
unflinching, self-possessed, and as absolutely
a man of honour as the Moor hjmself, he acts
as an excellent foil to Luria—the Numidian
lion, terrible in the lightnings of his rage,
but grand—scarcely scornful, grieved—in his
magnanimity. How we see him, this Nu.
midian lion, when Jacopo would describe the
careless greatness of the unsuspecting hero
that comes and goes, and speaks and orders,
but also rests sometimes |—

¢‘I see him stand and eat, sleep stretched an hoar

On the lynx-skins, yonder; hold his bared
black arms

Into the sun from the tent-opening; laugh

When hishhorse drops the forage from his
teeth,

And neighs to hear him hum his Moorish
songs,”
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Another glimpse of this great soul we get
when he draws with charcoal on his tent-wall
—the while the wateh makes its report at
midnight—a Moorish front, as if completing
the unfinished Duomo,—and yet again a
glimpse, as in midst of the council he is
“Dbusily repairing the half-effacement of his
Duomo sketeh ! All through the first two
acts, the character of Luria is particularly
striking. He is elastio, vigorous, hopeful ;
and the general movement has the ring in it
of reality and life. The writer is himself
buoyant in fact, for he is still fresh from his
start, and the work is buoyant—Luria is
buoyant. This buoyancy we see in his very
first entrance, as, catching his own name on
tho lips of Braccio, he exclaims, ¢ And Luria,
Luria, what of Luria now " Then, how like
a soldier he cries out, “ These Lucchese are
not arrived—they never will arrive. And I
must fight to-day, arrived or not.” Yet the
hour of battle comes to him too fast—he
would delay the final blow, because
follows it,” “ the calm studious heads come
out again—the penetrating eyes,” with all
the humming bustle of the arts and indus-
tries of life,—*but Luria,—where will then
be Luria's place?” ¢ Then I may walk and
watch you in your streets,” he says,—

‘¢ Leading the life my rough life helps no more,
8o different, so new, so beautiful—

For very lone and silent seems my East

In its drear vastness: still it spreads and still
No Braccios, no Tiburzios anywhere!”

Yet, on Domizia’s exclamation, “ He should
have been one of us,” he cries, * Oh, no!

Not one of you, and so escape the thrill

Of coming into you, of changing thus,—

Feeling a soul grow on me that restricts

The boundless unrest of the savage heart!

The sea heaves up, hangs loaded o'er the land,

Breaks there and buries its tumultpous strength ;

Horror, and silence, and a pause awhile:

Lo, inland glides the gulf-stream miles away,

In raptare of assent, subdued and still,

"Neath tl:wso”stmnge banks, those unimagined
skies!

Such sad tones are but for a moment, never-
theless—all the springy lightness of the war-
rior is resumed in an instant at the trumpet’s
sound—* My Lucchese at last!” The inter-
view of Luria and Tiburzio is a noble scene:
—*“You?” Luria exclaims; “’tis—yes ...
Tibursio !

You wire the last to keep the ford i’ the val-
ey

From Puceio, when I threw in sucaours there !

Why, I was on the heights—through the defile

Ten minutes after—saw with my own eyes,

While I drove down my battle from the
heights)”
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Tiburgio has intercepted Braccio’s letter,
bidding the Signory to end the trial, and pass
Luria’s sentence, and would win Luria to the
Pisans by this revelation of the treachery of
the Florentines. Luria will neither be
tempted nor enraged out of his allegiance,
however ; he will not break seal and read —

“And act on what I read? What act were

fit?
If the firm fixed foundation of my faith
In Florence, which to me stands for mankind,
—If that breaks up, and, disimprisoning
From the abyss . . . Ah, friend, it cannot be I

Still he would see these people, test them
once; but, left alone, his heart melts, and he
expresses the resolution to abide by Flor-
ence in that grand monologue at pages 383—
384. He does try them, to a certain extent,
notwithstanding, and very nobly ; but, in the
end, on sound of Tiburzio’s trampet—* The
answer | Thus :—[tearing the paper]—The
battle! That solves every doubt!”

We cannot follow this fine drama through-
out, and regret the loss to our statement by
the insufficient quotation. We may remark
that the latter acts are by very nature heavy,
and the writing itself, perhaps somewhat too
tedious and long drawn out, but many suc-
cessful passages occur, and the character of
Lauria goes on growing to the end, when,
with death in his veins, he receives, in the
sad grand silent triumph of a great nature,
the mingled penitence and homage of all—
Puccio, Jacopo, Domizia, Tiburzio, Braccio
himself—who had wronged him by the small
humanity they put upon him. Braccio’s
character grows, too, and, whether in con-
ception or execution, is no unworthy work.
Still Luria—it is Luria that is the life of the
drama. It is his heart that beats everywhere
in it, and his great limbs stretch themselves
tbroughout the whole of it, making it, so,
indeed a whole. How one bows deep over
the misjudged hero! How one gets to love
the man |—exulting in the soldier’s voice, the
soldier’s step of him ! Ah! “ Where's a heart
that’s not with Luria in the multitude ?"
“From rear to van, no heart but felt the
quiet patient hero!”

“Qur troops will catch up Luria, close him
round,
Partake his fortunes, live or die with him.”

Oh, the noble, kindly graciousness, the cor-
dial brother’s bearing of this Moor, that is
surely nothing less than brother to that
other elder Moor, the Moor of Venice!
That is it; it is a true brother to Othello
Browning gives us, nor shall the precedence
of the one abate the other! BSince Shake-
speare, in good truth, there is no more Shake-
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spearian character in English literature than
Browniog’s Luria.

So far as the portrayal of character is con-
cerned—dependent on keenest insight into
the inner springs of humanity—* A Soul’s
Tragedy ¥ we are almost inclined to name
Browning's dramatic masterpiece. It is, in
a certain way, slight, perhaps; but then its
success is perfect. For poetry Luria is, of
course, even infinitely superior; but we
know not where a nicer, truer dissection of
the human heart is to be found than is ac-
complished in the Chiappino of Browning.
The author Browning, one might almost say,
has a secret scorn for his ewn self: again
and again—in Paracelsus, Sordello, Chiap-
pino—we have portraits under his hand, pic-
tures of the weakness of what we may eall
the representative character. The man of
strong emotion and strong words, that nat-
urally delivers himself by tongue or pen or
pencil, is not necessarily a man of strong
will or of strong deeds. Such men, not-
withstanding the fascination of their leop-
ard’s skin and leopard’s grace, are not al-
ways heroes. Now this is the theme of ©“ A
Soul’s Tragedy,” which quite succeeds in ex-
hibiting to me, and in evory characteristic
turn, a dastard, an arrant coward of the rep-
resentative order. The cole purpose of the
piece, indeed, is the unmasking and disclos-
ure of the facile, word-big, slight Chiappi-
no; and the subordinate characters, as but
accessory to this, call for but little comment
special to themselves. What one wonders
at a little, perhaps, is how Ogniben should,
without apparent opportunity, have contriv-
ed tn get all his knowledge of the true state
of the case. Eulalia, too, and even Luitol-
fo—though in him steadfast common-sense,
that does the pertinent act and withholds
the useless, is well put—seem to us, at first,
too conscions of being but lay figures, of
playiog but accessory parts. Kulalia, we
think, hardly lives herself into the realitics
of her place, or Luitolfo either.

The figure of Chiappino is delicious, per-
fect, cut to the pail. The little piece opens
on him and Ealalia waiting the return of
Luitolfo (the affianced lover of the latter,
and closest friend of the former), who is
now with the Provost of the town, begging
recall of his sentence of banishment against
Chiappino.  Chiappino, then, is the iman
who sees further, knows better, feels more
truly, and speaks more boldly than his fel-
lows. An independent republican, he!
alone right, alone virtuous, he is, of course,
also the most misused of mankind, who, of
course, too, are all slaves and cowards,
Eulalia speaking her anxiety in consequence
of Luitolfo’s protracted atay, Chiappino

The Poetical Works of Robert Browning.

Dec

ceases to ruminate his wrougs, and gives
them air. He only laughs to think that her
speaking had robbed him—whom nothing in
the world was left save a little pride in such
destitution—of a blessing he knew only by
its loss—silence, silence to ruminate his
wrongs! No eno loves him—he has no
right now even to his own flesh and blood.
All tell lies—he too has caught the lying
trick from the liars he has lived with. But
he would speak truth, God’s truth. He
would havehis tongue, his features, at once
show the soul, and God slone approve. ¢ My
God, were ’t not for Thee!” He thacks
God, he ever said, “ You sin,” when a man
did sin, or glared it at him, or pointed him
out to God therefor. He won't submit to
the new Provost; he will resent for man-
kind each shrug, and smirk, each beck and
beud, each . . . “Q all you do and are I
batel” His gratitude just equals their ser-
viee. Heloved Eulalis, too; but Luitolfo’s
slight, free, loose, and incapacious soul could
say all,—he, the great soul, nothing. Lauitol-
fo must load bim with benefits—that was the
fiercest stroke. Luitolfo never saw them as
such, but ought so to bave seen them; that
would have been straightforward; then he
—but now his tongue was tied. Still it
must be him Eulalia loves, He cannot be-
lieve she loves Luitolfo; it must be but a
bond of habit. True; Luitolfo paid his
fines, spoke a good word for him, held him
up in evil fortune—it had not looked so well
to let him drop. He, in the same circum-
stances, be as they! He, to bis friend, bis
country, and his love, be as Luitolfo and
these Faentines! He'll not curse . . . God
bears with them—well may he; he simply
says . . . God curse thir townful of born
slaves, bred slaves, branded into the blood
and bone, slaves, etc. etc. The picce is
short and simple, but we eannot follow it
throughout. *Chiappino’s manly squecze of
the wrist till there is a cry of pain we may
mention as another delicate little stroke.
Then bis call to his friend, ¢ Lock arms—
that’s right.”” Aguin, under suspense while
waiting for the crowd to come and take bim
disguised as Luitolfo, so charaoteristically
he gays, “ How the people tarry! I “can't
be silent . . . I must speak or sing—how
patural to sing now!” The poor fellow,
quaking in expectation, feels that he must
speak or sing! From that time on, too, the
sort of fevered exaltation, hectic loftiness,
that comes upon him, is true to the life. In
truth to life everywhere indeed, in perfect
seizure of the salient points, and of the words
that yield them, this little piece is not excell-
ed by anything else in Browning. The
character lives. The machinery acts so per-
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fectly too; all is to time and place so prompt |
Nay, all is g0 light and easy, and latently
good-humoured, that suddenly at last it all
appears a mere play on the part of his friends
to expose and correct Chiappino—a mere
good-natured mystification to bring the sim-
pleton out—for, after all, is he not a simple-
ton, this Chiappino? The ready omnis-
cience of Ogniben, the composure of Ealalia,
the out-of-place stupidity of Luitolfo—all we
took offence at, seems now a merit, and has
meaning. In some of Luitolfo’s speeches,
it seems as if the secret could not contain
itself—an involuntary rhodomontade breaks
out, as when he ories: “Ab, they come!
Fly you; save yourselves, you two! The
dead back-weight of the beheading axe ! the
glowing trip-hook, thumb-screws, and the
gadge!” And is it not mere chaff, if we
may use the word, when he says, * Nay,
Chiappino, we are friends still: I dare-say
there is some proof of your superior nature in
this starting aside, strange ns it seemed at
first; so my horse,” ete.? Nay, surely Eula-
lia herself chaffs Chiappino, when she talks
of his “ready parts and pregnant wit,” and
cries, “ See how your words come from you
in a crowd ! ” When Chiappino, in the great-
ness of his new office, elects not to marry
Eulalia after all, and asks, *“ What do I
lose ?” Eulalia’s rejoinder, * Nay, I only
think what do I lose?” is a gibing indiffer-
ence that also betrays the secret make-be-
lieve of the whole business. Why, even
Chiappino has an air of playing here, thus
to give up in mock-heroics his love for Eula.
lia—* a mere sexual instinct ” for the wider
intellectual love of all the mighty dead, and
illustrious living! Nay, on the part of the
crowd itself, there is a slight toce of exa

geration, as of a conscious play: they call
Chiappino “our thrice-noble saviour, who
rose in solitary majesty and—how does one
go on saying ?—dealt the godlike blow;”
then positively they chaff the disguised Lui-
tolfo openly, as about his uncle aud the rest
of his cuutious stock. And so, with a bearty
laugh, all are. bowed out at last, as in a mer-
ry little play with one's friends at lLome,
Cbiappino himself, elinking off “round the
north-west gate,” has ouly stolen into the
oloset to change his dress. Luitolfo and
Kulalia both wait to shake hands or go home
arm-in-arm with bim. On the part of Ug-
niben, we may add, there is some excellent
fooling, and no little wisdom—things politi-
cal, moral, humaun, and others well worth
study. Will it not be thought wickedness
on our part, for example, if we commend the
following little morceau philosophique to Mr.
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two make five, I assent, so they will but go on
and say, four and four maketen”? Brown-
ing, in this little piece, which is quite mas-
terly, is certuinly at his easiest, his lightest,
and, it may be, his deepest.

“Ina Balcony ” is remarkable, in regard
to love, not for what were properly named
passion, perhaps, but for a peculiarly intense
purity of feeling. We bhave here in play
three natures of unusual sincerity and pow-
er; and the almost superhuman cxaltation
of the result is bardly to ke wondered at. So
it is that at the very end, when Norbert says,
“We are past ‘harmn now,” and Constance,
clasped to Norbert, replies, ¢ Ou the bosom
of God,” we do not take offenco as at a
phrase exaggerated or blasphemous, but are
rather, as it were, still further intensified by
it. In short, in no poem has the Western
idea of love. as contrasted with the sensual
one of the Kast, been more purely. more in-
tensely expressed. The flame of Tennyson
himself is coloured—is yellow to this. This
poem, indeed, will prove a main pillar of the
reputation of Browning: his werkmanship
and handling are here maturo.

We would notice in a sin%le group now
such poems as these :—‘‘Karshish,” ** Cleon,”
“ A Death in the Desert,” “ Bishop Blou-

am,” “ Sludge the Medium,” * Fra Lippo

ippi,” “ Andrea del Sarto,”” “ How it
Strikes a Contemporary,” ‘ Holy Cross
Day,” “ Caliban,” etc. All these are—in a
phrase that has been used already—psycho-
logical analytico-synthetic reproductions;
and it is the skill which realizes such that is
charaoteristic of Browning, and differen-
tiates him from his fellows. Of the pieces
named, all are so excellent, and in the same
kind excellent, that it is difficult to place them
in any order or gradation of merit. *Kar-
shish ” and ¢ Cleon” resemble each other
both in matter and in manner; they are
both exquisitely written, as alinost all these
pieces are, and—a praise capable of the same
extension—lucid throughout. In matter,
they both picture the contact of moribund
Paganism with pascent Christianity. The
figure of Lazarus is very striking in “ Kar-
shish;” and in ¢ Cleon” we have a fine Pa-
gau statement of the one Pagan want and
misery ; in naive blindness, too, to the heal-
ing that lay for it in the * Christus, whom
oue called Paulus, s barbarian Jew, and cer-
tain slaves, preached.” A Deuth in the
Desert ” has many, 8o to speak, clear orys-
talline passages; but it is diffuse to vacuity,
and excgetical to apachronism. “ Sludge
the Medium " sius also beyond all bope of
excuse, by length and weariness, and is at

Mill :—*T help men to carry out their own , tho same time unequal—not consistent with
principles ; if they please to say two and | itself-—not true to the vulgarity and scamp-
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dom with which it so admirably begins, and,
if possible, more admirably ends. Even
“ Bishop Blougram,” though with less rea-
son, may be charged with some excess of the
limits of interest and attention ; for the rest,
its theme being, on the whole, religious, we
may take it up again with reference to that
whole subject. e may include here, in
this remark, “Christmas Eve and Easter
Day,” in which, as is well known, there oc-
cur, with reference, let us say, to Zion
Chapel and St. Peter’s, some of the most
felicitous and characteristic of Browning’s
descriptive achievements. “ Fra Lippo Lip-
pi " and “ Andrea del Sarto " are fairly emi-
nent in the group, and it is difficult to pre-
fer either to the other, though, on the whole,
the “Lippi” is perhaps the more charac-
teristic and the fuller of points. Brown-
ing’s ¢ Caliban ” is, in this kind, an absolute
feat : it is no small matter to contrive to
think ander the skull of another man, but
to think under that of a monster like
Caliban—this after Shakespeare, has been
reserved for Browning. The picture—and
very much from the effectiveness of the close
—i8, in its success, even terrible. Setebos
has heard the prattling of him, Caliaban;
Setebos is offended ;—there scuds his raven,
that hath told him all. A storm has
wrapped the world at onoe :—White blaze
—a tree's head snaps—aud there, there,
there, there, there! His thunder follows !
¢ Lieth flat and loveth Setebos! maketh his
teeth meet through his upper lip” in peni-
tence! There, surely, is analytie, repro-
ductive power that is veritably appalling.
But, like all here, the poem must be read as
a whole,—quotation were but injustice. It
is very tempting, nevertheless, to quote Cal-
iban's conceived self-will in regard to the
orabs, as also to add to it xxv. of the “ Ro-
land.” Both are illustrations quite trans-
cendent of what is called free-will, but is on-
ly spurious will, self-will. 8o to treat the
crabs is to do, plainly, exactly as one likes;
but this also, as plainly, is not to be free,
but bound, in what one does. One is free
only when one can allege a reason—and that
is a motive—for what one does,

Before passing to the little group of po-
ems which we reserve for the last, we must
briefly notice a few other pieces of super-
eminent merit, which still remain to chal-
lenge adiniration and remark. * The Glove,”
for example, is worth a moment’s considera-
tion, if for nothing but the involuntary ref-
erence to the [Handschwh of Schiller.
Browning has the advantage of coming af-
ter Schiller; still the resultant success is
beyond the advantage: the Englishman is
to the German as poetry to prose. Apart
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from the l;‘;oetry, too, there is what we may
call the humanity of the occasion; and in
this, likewise, the Englishman is superior.
In Browning's posm we have a natural rea-
son for the assemblage, for example. Then
for Schiller’s brawling lion, tiger, and leop-
ards—externally and mechanically there to
“ pile the agony high—among which no man
could have appeared and lived, we have in
Browning the single lion, infinitely more
majestio in himself, and grander in his soli-
tude, with his eye so fixed on his distant
Africa, that a possibility is really given of
lifting the glove unharmed. With the Eng-
lishman, too, there is a good reason why the
love was thrown. Then, in the end, the
te -of De Lorge is a very happy addition
on the part of Browning. “Saul” is one
of Browning’s grand efforts; but it is, possi-
bly, too long for its interest; above all, too
long for its peouliar measure. The first
sight of Saul, in the darkuess of his tent, is
especially striking. In the tenth strophe,
the image of the mountain, from which its
year’s enow has suddenly fallen, is positive-
ly sublime ; but greatly more sublime Da-
vid’s return at the end. “ The Pied Piper
of Hamelin,” with its felicity in every way,
we can only mention. It suggests the su
ject, however, of Browning’s mastery in all
the mechanical expedients of versification.
In rhyme, especially, he is without an equal.
We have such examples, for instance, as—
fabric,dab brick ; perorate, zero rate ; exam-
ine it, Lamb in it; Vichy, is she; crony
owes, Mark Antonios; leaps ache, keepsake;
scriptures, equipped yours; robe ease, obese;
council, gown sell ; try psaltery, drysaltery;
sunk Ohs, trunkhose; forethought, worth
aught; instinct, quince-tinct; hell free,
belfry; fur-suit, hirsute; continue, pin
you; cap pen, happen; syntax, tin-tacks;
inquisitive, visit, I've; ins and outs, thin
sand doubts; went trickle, ventricle; duke
rast, blue crust ; equine, weak wine ; garlio,
star-like ; dals pars, R.A. ; Athiop, wreathy
hop; havoo, vin de grave, Hock; indebted
case, Iketides; ete. Thatsuch rhymes should
not stick or stop, or jerk or jolt, but flow,
is, in that kind, a great mechanical triumph.
The last examples are alone and sui generis.
The “ Childe Roland” is one of those
themes, on which, in general, we hold poetry,
or simply human effort, to be only wasted.
Its creative nuoleus is the resolution to
evolve from nothing, to develop in the air,
what shall be the weird and wonderful itself.
Things that are to be extorted from nothing
but the goaded vacuity of imagination, have,
however, never the air of human life, but
always that of dreams, and dreams are hardly
ever of any worth to hold. There is no
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lesson in their mere instability and change,
their mere incoherency and noun-nature.
The fancy that would kythe flowers in its
own void womb, is but competent to gum-
flowers, and gum-flowers are but sorry sub-
stitutes. Something of this we see in such
a poem as Tennyson’s ¢ Lady of Shalott,”
which is similarly conceived. The single
line in Shakespeare, * Childe Roland to the
dark tower came,” with the inference that he
came to fight some giant owner of the tower,
and free its imprisoned captives—this alonc
shall serve as basis to a creation of wonders!
And certainly, in its way, Browning’s
“Childe Roland ” is quite as successful as
may well be wished—perhaps very much
more 8o than any piece of the sort. When
successful, however, the saccess is due, after
all, to introduction of the element of human
reality, as in v. and vi., where the dying man
hears his friends discourse as if the end were
already there. These stanzas are certainly
very admirable. It would be difficult to
surpass also the power of picturesque descrip-
tion in xiii. and xiv., where we have the thin
dry blades and the one blind horse. About the
little river, too, xix., xx., and xxi. may be
named marvellous for power. Other excel-
lent passages follow, likewise, but the closing
scene, with the dying sunset and the hills,
is the finest of all. As a four de force, then,
“ Childe Roland” is a success; but still we
say, let us have the fixed light of waking
day for the fickle crépuscule of doting dream.
Our dislike to experiments in verse—at this
time of the day—is similarly conditioned.

‘ Artemis Prologises ” is a poem of even
absolute merit. Tennyson has been justly
celebrated for the classical spirit and finish
of such poems as ¢ (Enone ” and * Ulysses;”
but, compared with this poem of Browning,
these of Tennyson are simply romantic.
“ Artemis Prologises” is as simple, severe,
firm a piece of classical purity as ever was
inscribed upon an antique marble. There is
in it only what can be calleg the perfeotion
of exactest speech, and with scarce an image
or accessory that a Greek would disavow.
‘We object only to the modern and romantic
phrase, “mooned fronts.” For workman-
ship, the ¢« Tartuffe ” of Moli¢re is, perhaps,
the most absolute literary perfection in
existence. Browning’s poem 1s not a great
work as that is, but its perfection of work-
manship is at least not inferior.

In the romantic vein, “ Count Gismond”
is as happy as ¢ Artemis” is perfect in the
classical. It is a piece of genuine humanity,
and psychology and romance have equally a
place in it. To find out the power of this
poem, we have but to read it aloud : then,
now the surged chest, now the swoln throat,
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and now the proud tears will bring easy
decision. What perfect art! How the first
stanza strikes at once the true key-note, and
the poem must be a success thenceforward !
‘What happy thought, to relieve the narrator,
arrived at the horror, by the appearance of
Gismond at the gate with his two boys—a
shaft of the golden present, to make endura- -
ble, nameable, that appalling past! Then
Gismond’s brief, decided action—every unit
of an act in it precisely what the heart owns
—with the intent watching of the unmis-
trusting woman! The event! “God took
that on Him—God had set Himself to Satan
—1I was bid watch Gismond for my part!”
This poem is all it would be.

‘We stand now by the little group in these
poems which has been reserved, according to
previous hint, to be final and supreme. This

roup consists of “ The Bishop orders his

omb at St. Praxed’s,” ¢ My Last Duchess,”
“Boliloquy in a Spanish Cloister,” and
(Browning’s chef-d’euvre) “ The Flight of the
Duchess.” It is to be acknowledged at once
that, in the choice of these four poems to
conclude with, something of a subjective
bias must mingle; for, with such produc-
tions as “ Caliban,” ¢ Artemis,” “ Lippi,”
ete., to say nothing of the dramas, still in re-
collection, it would be scarcely reasonable
to pretend for them any exclusive superiori-
ty. That is really so; and, in a general
way, we conceive almost all the pieces which
have been mentioned since * Luria” to con-
stitute together but a single pantheon of
peers. Still the fact is that we cherish for
these four quite a peculiar favour, and that,
in especial, we think ourselves right in as-
signing to “ The Flight of the Duchess” a
place 1n the very apex of the crown. It is
peculiarly here, then, that amplitude of dis-
cussion may seem to be required. Yet, again,
of all Browning’s poems, at least the three
first of the four are precisely those, perhaps,
which are the most generally known, and the
most heartily relished; and amplitude of
remark in their case might appear supcrfluous,
or be resented as impertinent. All things
considered, however, it will not be necessary
to say more than a word or two. On the
“ Bishop of St. Praxed’s,” for example, there
is no pretext to dwell—all is so plain in it.
That dying Bishop with his poor worldly
heart and all undoubting faith—the Chris-
tian temple 'mid the Pagan ruins: these aro
matters to impress the least initiated.
What, indeed, stiikes us most, probably, is
this simple faith of the Bishop; who will
lie in pride within his nine pillars of peach-
blossom marble, upon his slab of basalt,
with the blue lump of lapis-lazuli poised be-
tween his knees, watching old Gandolph {—
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Gandolph who (curses!) got the advantage
of him in that southern corner for his tomb,
but who will only gnash his teeth now over
his paltry onion-stone. Wheun tired of Gan-
dolph, too, there is a glimpse for him of the
pulpit o’ the Epistle side, and he can always
follow with his eyes the angels in the dome,
‘ and hear the blessed mutter of the mass,
and see God made and eaten all day long ! ”
This through centuries, upon his slab, amid
his pillars, with Puns and Nymphs, Moses,
the Saviour, and St. Praxed, some tripod,
thyrsus, or a vase or so, upon bis frieze—
this, aud thus, till the last trumpet! “So
leave me in my church, the church for peace,
that I may watch at leisure if he leers—
old Gandolph, at we, from his onion-stoue ! ”
What is specially remarkable in * My
Last Duchess,” perhaps, is the peculiarity
of art in it, whereby a single stroke has
power to yield a double portrait. Thus it
is not only the natural-hearted Duchess, the
true rich woman, who had a smile for all, we
see, but the poor mummy of a Duke as well
who tells the story. This is great skill
on the part of Browning,—a happy and
very original thought. The direct portrait
is not one whit more firmly limned t‘l;an the
reflex one. Perhaps, indeed, one delights
more in the fastidious old coxcomb, out of
whose veins ceremony and pride have driven
tke blood, leaving him but a clothed and
fumigated and embalmed self, with a false
sense of dignity and a false love of art, than
in the sweet glad woman, whose ruddy truth
he could ouly freeze into inevitable death.
The * Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister
is probably a more perfect specimen of the
same peculiarity of art thao even * My Last
Duchess.” In it, too, we have a double
{)ortrait. one direct, and oue reflex, the
atter the stronger. Rather, perhaps, we
should say here, that both portraits are
painted, if with some direct strokes, by a
variety of reflexes. The concentrated vin-
dictiveness, the beastly lusts and appetites,
the grovelling and blasphemous superstition
of the one mean, malicious brother, a weak,
impure, unkindled soul, a potter's failure,
who, in Brother Lawrence, instinctively feels
and hates his own opposite, but with impu-
tation to bim of all his own vices, i,
after all, but as a mirror in which we can
see the simple laboriousness, the cheerful
diligence, the decorous cleanliness and pro-
priety, the loyalty and harmlessness, of the
other, innocent honest brother, It will be
difficult to find auything anywhere more
successful than this Soliloquy, in what it
seeks to accomplish. The characters are
conceived—and not less recalized—to the
marrow ; the scene lives—simpliciter lives to
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the poet, whose telling words make it, in
turn, no less live to the reader. The story
is sim?ly this. Brother Lawrence’s ¢ priest-
liness " has turned the stomach of the solil-
oquizer's “beastliness.” Lawrence is a
careful, cleanly, patient, painstaking, simple
man. He has a goblet for his own driuk-
ing, marked with an L. He has a spoon of
bis own, and he always himself scrupulously
cleans and lays by his own platter. The
poor unwitting man is kindly courteous
withal, in all simplicity bids Salve £:5¢ to his
brother, and, sitting down beside bim, to his
shudder, talks to him of the crops, and of
the weather, and of the failure this year of
cork-trees and gall-nuts, then innocently
asks him the Latin name for parsley—
till the devil that is in his brother can
hold out no longer, and he must fling
himself forth, and stamp and tear himself
for relief. Returning, he sees Lawrence at
work all unconsciously in his garden, and
cannot help stopping to wateh him, and so-
liloquize, “ Gr-r-r—there go, my heart’s ab-
horrence! Water your damned flower-pots,
do!” This the hatred—then the supersti-
tion of the wretch, how characteristic it is,
as he urges it against Brother Lawrence,
that he vever, as ke does, lays his kuife and
fork cross-wise in honour of Christ, or illus-
trates the Trinity, and frustrates the Arian,
by drinking his watercd orange-pulp in three
sips, but drains it in one gulp! And so the
picce goes on from bad to worse, till this
poor rascal finds the nipping of Lawrence’s
fruits and flowers on the sly not enough,
and is willing to sell his soul to Satan
(counting on a flaw in the indenture !), could
he but see blasted “ that rose-acacia we're
8o proud of,” when “ Hy-Zy-Hine . . .. St,
there's vespers | Plena gratia, Ave, Virgo!
Gr-r-r, you swine!” The Hy-Zy-Hins rep-
resents the sound of the bell—Iy, as it
opens its mouth left, Zy, as it pours itself
out right, and Hine, as it drops its own ex-
tinguisher on its own sound in the midst.
This soliloquy,® then, plainly, is a little
triumpb, and we know not, were we asked to
show Browning at his nearest, and best, and
shortest—we know not that we could pre-
ferably hold up any other specimen.

Still, of all that Browning has written, it
is, to our belief, “ The Flight of the Duch-
ess " that must receive the palm, This for
several reasons, Among these reasons we
cannot, on the whole, assign the subject, the
matter ; and yet, in general, the decision of
selection is, and ought to be, so conditioned.
Matter must, in all interests, be allowed to
be the great and deciding consideration.
Neither is this altogether to be denied here.
Only, in that reference, there arc other
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works of Browning which seem to possess a
graver and morc important matter. Such,
we may say, is the case with “ Luria ™ for
example. Nevertheless, this too is to be
gaid for *“ The Flight of the Duchess ” that
what matter it holds is nowise inferior to
Browning’s matter generally. That pre-
mised, we say at once that we ground our
preference of this poem for the first place
among the products of Browning on the
newness and elaboration of its form, with
special consideration of its length. The
newness of the vein alluded to is seen at
once in the opening thirty lines. The pecu-
liar racy bluntness and the peculiar deserip-
tive speech contained in these lines, were for
the first time heard in Eongland when this
poem was published some thirty years ago.
As a boy, the present reviewer first read
these lines in a paper in the Elraminer, and
since then they have never ceased to ring
through his head in all the charm of their
- peculiarity and newness. We wish we had
space once again to quote them here, but
they have been so often quoted that the
reader can scarcely fail to be acquainted
with them. “You’re my friend;” “I was
the mun the duke spoke to; ” ““I helped the
duchess to cast off his yoke, too;™ * So,
herc’s the tale from beginnivg to end, my
friend !” “ Ours is a great wild country;”
“If you climb to our castle’s top, I don't
seo where your eye can stop; " “ For when
you've passed the corn-field country . . . ;"
“ And so on, more and ever more, Till at
last, for a bounding belt, Comes the salt
sand hoar of the great sea-shore;” * And
the whole is our duke’s country.” These
notes will probably sufficiently recall some
recollection of the whole. They will be seen
at once to involve what is new and peculiar,
and of a rare and original descriptive power
and raciness. We assert then for this poem
the first place in the works of Browning, we
may say agaip, because of the excellence,
pot of its material alone, but of its material
and exccution combined, and in such width
of compass. The tone of the piece is indeed
exterpally light; but that must not tempt
us to assign 1t to a subordinate class, e
have here a tragedy, but—as might be its
course in real life—transacted almost in the
every-day language of comedy. We seem in
it to be presented with a picce of humanity
just as it cccurs—the interference of the
gipsy beins all that can be called extraor-
dinary, and that, probably, being precisely
the only agency that would cohere with the
geueral design (the duchess has gipsy blood).
A picce of simple humanity ! and the player
that represents it an honest huntsman, bluff
and blunt, and with a genuine ring in him

instead of the grins and ha-ha, curse-ye ac-
cents of dremalis persone usually. Indeed,
this poem, tvo, has the same double charac-
ter that we have seen already, and is not
more valuable for what it directly tells, than
for the reflex that falls back from it on the
single nurrator. He, this single narrator, is
no subordinate personage: duke, duchess,
and duchess-dowager may all be what they
may, it is this stout bearty woodsman, with
the man’s blood, and the man’s serse, and
the man’s voice of him,—there, now with his
sixty years, his Jacynth in the mould and
bis children beside ber,—there, with his boar-
spear for staff, and bis skinful of Cotnar for
scrip—it is this hale, sun-tanned, weather-
proven, perfect sample of bluff humanity,
that is the principal personage, the veritable
hero. He loved that little lady, spite of his
Jacyoth, loved her as a woman, but with a
love that placed her within a charmed circle
apart from him as his lady, only to be served
—with his heart’s blood. There are those
in this world who express priggish—there is
no other word—wonder that this serving-
man should be a bero and the duke a fool.
The irony of this man’s “ No, my Lord,” is
to be heard daily, however, in the mouths
of other huntsmen, or gardeners, or sailors,
or what not. Civilisation is not dependent
on ubiversity-training—it is not to be read
out of books only—it isin the air—and may
be richly, fully amassed even in the humblest.
E contra, vulgarity may be found rawpant
in bigh regions, even in the possessors of the
breeding-grounds of articulation and expres-
sion—-the breeding-ground, not less, of sclf.
Wordsworth’s pedlar is not alone for heart
and brain; there are other such pedlars in
common life, perbaps on the weaver’s bench
or the cobbler’s stool. But returning—how
it does one good to hear this man’s blunt
brave accents! The reader can hear them
for himsclf even in the little specimen
above—can hear for himself there the brave,
frank, open, hearty carelessness, as it were,
with which this bold rough woodsman at
once, and without ceremony—certainly
without misgiving—seizes his audience.
The pitch of blunt colloquial ease, with the
sound of reality in every tone of it,ix caught
from the first, and fairly preserved to the
very last word—that emphatic *“ Amen,”
that, as it were, would overbear sorrow with
sauciness. (We hear the gulp of the sob in
it.) It is precisely such a story assuch a
narrator would tell,and the poet is wholly
one with his own character. Really, what
grand beartiness this is, and what a smack
of manliness in every syllable ! A fine, bold,
off-hand out-spokenness it is, that calis

things by their rough right names, but never
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coarsely. The tide of speech never lan-
guishes, never dawdles; it is rich, racy,
nervous throughout—almost, we might say,
robust and rollicking. =~ 'What a free grace,
too, what a charm of methodic unmethodic-
ness, what a fascinating picturesqueness
there is in those double rhymes and free
loose lines |  There is indeed a very per-
fection of rhymes here, single, double, or
repetitive, a very perfection of verse, a very
perfection of art.  The labour that realized
this poem must have been simply enormous.
How bitterly, during all these thirty years,
must not little points of it—

“On a lathy horse, all legs and length,
‘With blood for bone, all speed, no strength ;
They should bave set him on red Berold,
With the red eye slow consuming in fire,
And the thin stiff ear like an abbey spire,”

have every now and then occurred to him,
the author? With what bitterness must he
not observe still—after these thirty years—
that a poem, which, as the perfection of
workmanship, is the perfection also of lucid-
ity, and in every word and line and thought
and image of it, is still discussed as uncouth
and barbarous, a8 unintelligible or meaning-
less! IHow hard, hard it is that work shouﬁl
not be seen! But, considering that thirty
years could separate the boy that then read
(as said) in the Ezaminer from the man that
pow speaks in these pages, perhaps it may
occur to us to think, how long-suffering we
must be with time, and with our contempo-
raries in time !

We have no room here to enter on a spe-
cial analysis of the only poem of note not
yet mentioned, for which the materials are
to hand. This poem, as will be understood
at once, is “Sordello.” We must content
ourselves with protesting against its being
accepted as a success, and against the falla-
cious conversion of obscurity and unintelli-
giblencss into mystery and depth. To our
mind, Browning is as badly used when “Sor-
dello ” is praised, as when the ¢ Flight of the
Duchess " is blamed. Both in exeoution
and theme, in short, ¢ Sordello,” as it seems
to us, is a sad failure—a failure unredeemed,
unless perhaps by glimpses now and then of
the scaly back and breast of the supple,
stout old warrior Salinguerra, or by the de-
scription of the horrors at the beginning of
Book 1v., which, however, i3 questionable
both in taste and art.

Now were the place to discuss those points
in philosophy, religion, etc., which bear on
the concrete character of Browning, as well
as to determine, in general sum, the rank of
his products beside those of contemporary
or other poets; but for this likewise space

fails. We may permit ourselves to say only,
that the career of Browning is still far, we
trust, from term, and his greatest work, per-
haps, still to produce. Nay, what if this
should be the case as well with reference to
Tennyson ? What, if we may expect these
two men, now fairly shoulder to shoulder in
the front, to agonize themselves as it were,
even like our great English dramatists of
old, in mutual emulation for our benefit ?
Could we but pit them against each other,
what supreme result might we not antici-

ate? Perhaps not ouly Milton, but even

hakespeare—No! that is impossible; of
poets, never will the world see a mightier
master of the first class than Shakespeare ;
never a mightier master of the second class
than Milton. These two are fixed stars, and
will keep their calm place for ever and for
ever, in the silent blue, unchanged. But the
same blue has room still—place in it for
other, newer stars, which shall not infringe
upon the glory of the old. Our Carlyle, for
example,—he is not Shakespeare, he is not
Milton, nor Burns, nor Hume. But neither
his place nor his praise is the less on that ac-
count. They are great, and very great; but
their greatness shall be no prejudice to the
greatness of him great, who has swept
through the souls o% a generation, with a
power possessed in an equal degree by mo
other Englishman that ever lived. He is
not they, they are not he. He—if they are
Shakespears and Milton, and Burns and
Hume,—he is Carlyle. Hume has had vast
width of literary dominion—Voltaire yet a
vaster—but neither Hume nor Voltaire, nor
auy other, ever strook through his contem-
poraries with such light and lightening as
Carlyle. Carlyle, then, as much as any of
them,—perhaps more than any of them,—is
to be styled der Einsige: he is Carlyle the
Only. In the same way may Browning and
Tennyson hope that for them, too, there
shall be vacant places in the futare to which
their own fair rivalry may in independence
raise them. For Browning, especially, sure-
ly even now it is that there are splendid
possibilities toward. The uncertain chisel
of fitful hope, he, no longer,—bowed and
broken in undeserved neglect,—plies slack-
ly: he has received the freedom of the es-
tate, and can do nought unwelcome. He is
a master crowned: he has but to speak.
May we not expect him now, then, warmed
into confidence, strung into strength, to
smite, even with one light stroke, from the
rock, such statue as, for power and majesty
and glow of lineament, had been all-impos-
sible in the past? Nor were, indeed, we
may say, such statue unwelcome now—now
that the element, indicated as having hith-
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erto failed Browning, has been at length ac-
corded him. Lusty with wine and oil, the
mood of Tennyson has been for years assured
and irresistible.  Sound, colour, emotion,
image—all have been mighty with him, and
fused in a breath, With Browning hitherto,
be his triumphs what they may, this, on the
whole, has not been so. We caunot deny it:
beside that full, flushed, victorious mood of
Tennyson, as of one who has fed on nectar
and ambrosia, the mood of Browning, in
comparison, has looked, not seldom hitherto,
dispirited and rebuked, as of one to whom
fasting has been more familiar than abun-
dance, blame than praise. We see, then,
what is wanted for Browning, at least in
larger presence, more apparent power. It
is tie pinion of assuramce and security; the
single flight in one full swoop, the one and
ever-ascending gust of genins, And, for this,
it may be, in these better days, we are war-
ranted to look. Much as we glory, then, in
_“Luria” and * Chiappino "—in “ Artemis,”
¢ Caliban,” “ Roland ’—in “ Gismond ** and
the ¢ Balcony "—in ¢ Karshish,” ¢ Cleon,”
“ Lippi,” “ Sarto,” “ Saul "—in the *Solil-
oquy "—in “St. Praxed’s "—in the “ Duch-
ess’s Portrait” and the ¢ Duchess’s Flight,”
we would fain still have, at the hands of
Browning, one great and comprehensive
work, which, adequate to his genius, we
might set beside the * Princess” and the
“Idylls” and the “In Memoriam.” Is it
for Browning to be represented only by toy-
gems and brilliants, however exquisite ?
Shall his be but scattered chambers and in-
terrupted chapels? Shall he not raise a
palace over many chambers, a minister over
many chapels? Hitherto, indeed, Brown-
ing has probably despised colour. He men-
tions “ Naddo’s staring nosegay’s carrion
bloom,” and has avowedly no rivalry for
“ flower-shows.” Not unaware, however, of
what may wake music or stir emotion, and
with even a wealth of imagery at will, he
has his own other and higher gifts of analy-
sis, thought, and vision. Browning, then,
even should he be inferior from the first to
Tennyson in all that splendour of imagery
and richness of sound, and overpowering
tenderness of emotion and absorbing gust of
iospiration, which are Tennyson's, and so
peculiarly and prodigally Tennyson’s, is not
yet under any necessity to quail. In colour,
music, geniug-gust, “the garland and the
singing robes,” Milton, perhaps, is as supe-
rior to Shakes%eare as Tennyson is to Brown-
ing; yet, in the end, the higher seat is not
Milton’s. As there, then, with Shakespeare
and Milton, so it may be here with Brown-
ing and Tennyson. Yet great as is our love
for Browning, we cannot allow ourselves to
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become unfaithful to an earlier and equal
love conceived for Tennyson, and, in a
dramatic reference, which is here the deter-
mining consideration, we would point to the
vast passionate power in that kind which is
present in “Maud,” and the ¢ Princess,”
and the “Idylls of the King.” Nay, even
in a psychological reference, and psychology
is the bow of Browning, we would point to
the ¢ Stylite,” and the “ Farmer,” and the
“ Grandmother,” and we would ask, Is it
not true that these, in their own way, are
unexcelled by anything of a like kind in
Browning ? But, be that as it may, it is
still true that if Browning shall ever make
good for himself a higher place than Tenny-
son’s, he will be only able to accomplish this
by superior excellence in an element dra-
matic. And so it is that we call to Brown-
ing—who has still in that direction steps to
take, if he would occupy the height—for
more, and again more, and always wore in
that kind. Does not the drama, indeed,
seem but the natural consummation of psy-
chology ? and should not the latter be,
at all hagards, perfected and matured into
the former? Should not action come, in
effect,as life to psychology, striking char-
acter into spontaneous evolution, as it were
in the firo of trial? Already essentially
dramatic, so far as the persone are concerned,
Browning, then, has only to add this failing
element, to achieve, as at least seems likely,
a place in the dramatic poetry of England
that shall be nearest Shakespeare’s. An-
other “ Tempest,” another * Midsummer
Night's Dream;” in these there is stuff,
perhaps, that we can never again expect
from mortal. But Browning has already,
in characters, at least, given us a younger
brother to the great “ Moor of Venice:"
are further trinmphs in the kind impossible
to him? Why should we or he despair of
another “ Winter’s Tale,” or “ Cymbeline,”
or “Taming of the Shrew,” or ¢ Merchant
of Venice”? Nay, why should we or he
despair of another “Lear”? That is it:
let Browning give ws—but whispering in his
ear, Spare compositors that sweat of brow,
and burn * Sordello "—another ¢ Cymbe-
line,” another “ Taming of the Shrew,” an-
other “ Lear.”

Mr. Nettleship, referring a moment to the
last work on our list, is evidently an nccom-
plished and well-meaning man, who deserves
thanks. He finds allegory—even in those
mushrooms |—overmuch in Browning, how-
ever; and, 80, sermonizes overmuch himself,
perhaps. He is best on “Sordello,” the
story of which he is at great pains to detect
and connect. This will save labour; it had
saved ours, if known in time.
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ART. V.—Was THE MARTYR WISHART PRIVY
70 ANY CONSPIRACY AGAINST THE LIFE OR
LIBERTY OF THE CARDINAL BeaToN ?

An old acousation against the martyr
George Wishart has in recent times been
revived,® and the countenance which it has
reccived from eo able and dispassionate a
writer as Mr. Hill Burton renders it nec-
essary that the grounds on which it is based
should be again submitted to examination.
Wishart is accused of baving been privy,
during the last two yeéars of bis life,to a
conspiracy formed amoug the leaders of the
Eoglish party in Scotlaud against the life of
Cardinal Beaton. And though it is not
alleged that the Cardinal was aware of his
complicity in this conspiracy when he con-
signed him to the flames, there can be mno
doubt that, if the fact could be established,
it would have the effect of relieving that
digpitary to a certain extent from the odium
which has always attached to him aa the
author of Wishart’s judicial murder, and of
throwing a dark shade over the wame and
memory of the Scottish martyr.

At the outset, it is necessary to bring to
the reader’s recollection certain watters
pertaining to the history of Scotland in the
period immediately preceding the death of
Wishart, which took place in the spring of
1546. About three years and a half before
that date, that is, in the close of the year
1542, was fought the disastrous battle (if it
can be called a battle) of Solway Moss, in
which a Scottish army, numbering, it is said,
no fewer than 10,000 men, baving been
thrown into a state of disorder and insubor-
dination by the ill-advised elevation of
Oliver Sinclair, one of the King’s favourites,
to the supreme cominand, over the heads of
its patural leaders, was surprised and put to
the rout by a small body of Jnglish troops,
many Scottish noblemen and gentlemen,
including the Earls of €assilis and Glen-
cairn, being taken prisoners, or rather sur-
rendering themselves without resistance into
the hands of the Ewglish, This disas-
trous affair was followed shortly after
(Dec. 14, 1542) by the death of James
v.,and the crown of Scotland thus falling
to the infant privcess Mary, who had been
born but a few days before, and whose
misfortunes thus began with her birth, as
they ended only with her death, the English
king, Henry viir, at once formed the natu-
ral project of at length, after centuries of
almost unceasing hostility, uniting the two

* By Mr. Fraser Tytler, who was ably answered
by the late Mr. David Brown, Edinburgh, in the
Christian Monitor, vol. iii. (1823), p. 478.

Wishart.

Deo.

kingdoms by a marriage between the Scet-
tish queen and his son Edward, who was her
senior only by a few years. In furtherance
of this design he released on parole the
Scottish nobles who had fallen into his
hands, on their comiug under eolemn
engagement to co-operate cordially with his
agents in bringing about the desired union,
and leaving with him hostages as pledges of
their fidelity. Along with these nobles re-
turoed the Karl of Angus and his brother
Sir George Douglas, whom the hostility of
James had compelled at an earlier period to
take refuge in Kngland, where they had been
hospitably received and entertained by Hen-
ry. These returned nobles now became the
leaders of the Knglish party in Scotland,
and as the Earl of ‘Arran, the hend of the
house of Hamilton and heir-apparent to the
crown, who had been appointed Governor
(Dec. 22, 1542) during the minority of
Mary, for a time fell in with their vicws
and policy, the scheme of Henry seemed
likely to be crowned with success. Negoti-
ations were entered into, issuing in a formal
agreement, which received the sanction of
the Scottish Parliament (August 25, 1548).
But the current of popular feeling in Scot-
land running strong against the English
alliance, and the Goveruor having gradually
detached himself from the Evglish party,
chiefly through the influence of his abler
brother, the Abbot of Puisley, who bad
returned to Scotland in April 1543, the
French party, led by the Cardinal and
Queen-Mother, gained the ascendency, and
the projected and almost accomplished
alliance with England was broken off. This
change in the Scottish policy was followed
by the recall of thc English ambassador,
Sir Ralph Sadler (to whose State papers,
which throw a flood of light on the bistory
of this period, we shall bave frequent
occasion to refer), the invasion of Scotland
in the ensuing spring by an English force
under the commund of the Earl of Hertford,
the burning of Edinburgh (May 8, 1644),
and the wasting with fire and sword of a
great part of the country.

There is no doubt that Cardinal Beaton
was the principal obstacle to the success of
Henry’s policy, and that Henry himself,
being well aware of this, was exceedingly
anxious to get him out of the way, and not
very scrupulous as to the means he employed
for this purpose. In the spring of 15428,
when 8ir Ralph Sadler arrived iu Scotland,
he found the Cardinal in confincment, and
was instructed to endeavour, by every means
in his power, to prevent Lis release, or, what
would answer Henry's purpose still better,
to have him removed into Eugland.—Sadler
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State Papers, i. 104, 106, 110. The able
ambassador ocarried out his instruotions
with his wonted seal; he even appears to
have dropped a hint now and then that the
Cardinal might be disposed of in a still
more effectual manner than by imprison-
ment, whether in England or Scotland. He
tells us himself that, on one occasion (March
1542-3), after receiving the assurance of the
Governor * that the Cardinal should never
ocome out of prison exceptit be to his farther
mischief,” he replied, that ¢ it were pity but
he should receive such rewards as his merits
did require ” (Sadlor Stats Papers, i.T7);
and about the same time we find him
reminding the Earl of Angus and his friends
of their engagements to Henry, and in par-
tioular of their promise to give him “ due
and faithfel advertisement who were sure to
their party for his purpose, and who were
lets to the same, with their advice what
should be expedient to be done from time to
time for the advaneament of his enterprise,
and for removing all the smpediments and
obstacles agasnst %.”—Sadler State Papers, i.
102.* These intrigues bore no immediate
fruit. The Cardinal, as we bhave seen,
regained his liberty. The treaty of alliance
was not ratified, and Henry resolved to
extort by force and terror what he had
failed to obtain by less violent means.

On the the 6th of November 1543, Sad-
ler was compelled by the violence of the pep-
ular feeling against the English alliance to
leave Kdinburgh and take refuge in the for-
tress of Tantallon, near North Berwick,
which belonged to the Earl of Angus, the
leader of the English faction. But before
taking this step he appears to have entered
into relations of a very intimate desoription
with a porson whose name must hold a pro-
minent place in the present investigation,
the Laird of Brunston. This person has
usually been ranked among the ardentfriends
of the Reformation; but we have no doubt
Mr. Tytler has formed a much truer eatimate
of his character, when he describes him as
¢ a dark and busy intriguer,” who entered
into the service of Henry as a spy on the
movements of the Governor and the Cardi-
nal.—History of Scotland, vol. v. 299,344,
His diplomatic talents and energetic and
unscrupulous character appear at an early
period to have attracted notice. When we
first meet with him, in the close of 15689, he
is on a mission to Rome, bearing letters from
the Cardinal to his agentin that city. Being

* Compare with this a Minute of King Henry's
preserved among the Hamilton Papers, of date
Jn%uny 8, 1542-8.—Maitland Club Miscellany, iv.

2.
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shipwrecked on the English coast, the letters
of which he was the er fell into the
hands of Henry, who made use of them in
vainly sttempting to undermine the oredit
and influence of Beaton at the Scottish
Court. At this time Brunston was already
a person of some repute; his name being
well known to the Scottish king, James v.—
Sadlor State Papers, i. 26. In 1543, when
we next meet with him, his reputation as a
diplomatic agent is established. He main-
talps friendly relations with all parties, and
is employed by all parties in turn. On the
5th of May, the Governor, Arran, speaks of
sending him on a mission to the Fremnch
king ; and on the 20th August he proposes
to send him on a similar mission to Kngland.
—S8adler, i. 186,280,281 ; Hamslton Papers,
p- 81. Upon another ocoasion (20th May)
we find him the bearer of an important mes-
sage from the Cardinal to the Governor.—
Sadler ,i. 206. Yet even at that time he
appears to-have fully resolved to attach him-
self permanently to the English interest.
He had already, along with the Sheriff of
Ayr, had several interviews with Sadler, at
which “he greatly pretended his service ”
to Henry.—Sadler, 1. 166. Later in the same
year (20th August) Sadler writes of him to
the King, as one “ well affected to your Maj-
esty.” But it wasnot till the commencement
of November, when Sadler was under the
necessity of quitting the capital, ®hat he ap-
pears to have fixed on him as a proper per-
son to act the part of a secret agent or spy,
to keep him informed, during his compul-
sory absence from Court, of the movements
of parties. During that month, according-
}iy, we find Brunston in constant correspon-

ence with Sadler at Tantalon. On the
7th Novembgr, only two days after leaviug
Edinburgh, Sadler receives from him a letter,
a copy of which he sends in cipher to the
English Court. Three days later another
letter arrives, in.which he says that he
“ durst not come in person for fear of suspi-
cion.” Two days later, on the 12th, these
fears are got over, for he does present him-
self at Tantallon, and has a long oconference
with Sadler, from which it appears that he
is still on terms of confidential intercourse
both with the Governor and the Cardinal,
and availshimself of his opportunitics.to ob-
tain information for the English ambassador.
The 16th brings another letter, in which
Brunston, after excusing himself for being
so long in writing (though he had been at
Tantallon only four days before), asks him
to thank the King for the letter he had
received from his Majesty, “the contents
whereof,” he writes, ¢ I shall not fail to ful-
fil, so far as God will give-me grace; "-add-
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ing, “if there be any pleasure or service ' tries on that side the water thereabouts, and to

your Lordship would I did, let me know,
and it shall be done to the uttermost of my
power.” Finally, ten days later, we find
Sadler sending in cipher to the King ¢ certain
advertisements *’ which he had received from
Brunston, “ who showeth himself most desir-
ous to do such service as might be accepta-
ble to your Majesty, and, except there be no
truth in Scottishmen, undoubtedly mindeth
the same in his heart to the uttermost of
his power.”—S8adler State Papers, i. 832,
337,338,342,843,345. In the beginning
of December, Badler being recalled to Eng-
land, the correspondence
Brunston ceases. And it is not till the mid-

traces of Brunston’s movements, in a letter
addressed to King. Henry by his licutenant
in the North, the Earl of Hertford. As
this letter forms the sole ground of the charge
against Wishart, which it is the object of
this paper to investigate, we give it in full,
along with the King’s reply:—

1. Toe EarL or HerTFoRD T0 KiNve HEXRY VIII.

¢ Please it your Highness to understund that
this day arrived here with me, the Earl of Hert-
ford, a Scottish man called Wysshert, and
brought me a letter from the Laird of Bruns-
ton, which I send your Highness herewith.
And, according to his request, have taken order
for the repair of the said Wysshart to your
Majesty bprost, both for the delivery of such
letters as he hath to your Majesty from the said
Brunston, acd also for the declaration of

apprehend all those which they say be the
rincipal impugnators of the amity between
hngl]a;% and S:L;tgdand; for the whitgh they
" shoul ave a opportunity, as they sa)
when the power of the s‘;id bishops and aybbo{;
' shall resort towards Edinburgh to resist your
Majesty’s army. And for the execution of
these things, the said Wisher saith that the said
Earl Marirchal, and others afore-named, will
capitulate with your Majesty, in writing under
their hands and seals, afore they shall desire
any supply or aid of money at your Majesty's
hands. This is the effect of his credence, with
other sundry advertisements of the great con-

_ tention and division that is at this present within

tween him and
. will deliver unto your Majesty at good length.”
dle of the April following that we recover 1—Stats

his |

the realm of Scotland, which we doubt not he

[Dated, Newcastle, 17th April, 1544.
Papers, King Henry v vol. v. pp. 877, 878

9. Tre Lorps or TrE CorxcmL 10 THE EaRL OF
RD,

¢ After our most hearty commendations unto
your good Lordship : These shall be to signify
unto you that the bearer Wishert, which came
. from Brunston, hath been with the King's Ma-
jesty, and for his credence declared even the
same matters in substance whereof your Lord- -
' ghip hath written hither, and bath received for
answer touching the feat against the Cardinal,
—that, in case thelords and gentlemen which
he named shall enterprise the same earnestly,
and do the best they can to the uttermost of
their power to bring the same to pass indeed,
and thereupon not being able to continue lon-
ger in Scotland, shall be enforced to flee into this
realm for refage, his Hiﬁhness will be contented
to accept them, and relieve them as shall ap-

credence, which (as I cin perceive Ly him) pertain. And as to their second desire, to have
consisteth in two points; one is, that the Laird the entertainment of a certain number of men

of Grange, late Treasurer of Scotland, the Mas-
ter of Rothes, the Earl of Rothes’ eldest son,
and John Charteris, would attempt either to
apprehend or slay * the Cardinal at some time
when he shall pass through the Fyfe land; as he
doth sundry times to St. Andrews; and in case
they can so apprehend him, will deliver him
unto your Majesty : which attemptate he saith
they would enterprise, if they knew your Ma-
jesty’s pleasure therein, and what supportacion
and maintenance your Majesty would minister
anto them after the execution of the same, in
case they should be pursued afterwards by any
of their enemies. The other is, that in case
your Majesty would grant unto them a conve-
nient entertainment for to keep 1000 or 150Q
men in wages for a month or two, they, joining
with the power of the Earl Marischal, the said
Master of Rothes, the Laird of Calder, and
others of the Lord Grey’s friends, will take up-
on them, at sach time as your Majesty’s army
shall be in Scotland. to destroy the abbey and
town of Arbroath, being the Cardinal’s, and all
the other bishops’ and abbots’ houses and coun-

* In the copy of this letter contained in the Ham-

" at bis Highness's charge, promising therefore
' to covenant with his Majesty, in writing under
their seals, to burn and destroy the abbots’,
bilhogs’, and other kirkmen’s lands, his Ma-
Jjesty hath answered that (for as much as his
Higbness's army shall be, by the grace of God,
. entered into Scotland, and ready to return again
before his Highness can send down to them.
and they send again and have answer for a con-
. clusion in the matter) his Highness thinks the
time too short to commune any farther in it af-
'ter this sort. But if they mind effectually to
'burn and destroy, as they have offered, at his
Majesty’s army being in Scotland, and for their
true and upright dealings with his Magjesty
. therein, will lay in to your Lordship, my Lord-
Lieutenant, such hostages as you shall think
convenient ; his Highness will take order that
you, my Lord, shall deliver unto them one
thousand puunds sterling for their furniture in
that behalf, which his Majesty’s pleasure is you
shall cause to be paid unto them in case tbey
shall break with you in this matter, and de-
liver you such hostages as aforesaid.—Thus
fare vour good Lordship heartily well.
From Greenwich, the 26th of April 1544."—

ilton Papers, p. 95, the words “ or slay ™ are omitted | Haynes' State Papers, i. 82, 83.

by a strange inadvertence.
Life of Mary, vol. ii. p. 405.

So in G. Chalmers’s .

Now from these letters, viewed in the
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light of the negotiations and intrigues of the
vions ym.,ﬂwhioh have bcesnm:lmdy
iefly noticed, wo learn—

1. That Sadler had communieated (more
or less fully) to Brunston, Henry’s desire to
have the Cardinal, who was the principal
obstacle to the sucoess of his polioy, removed
out of the way, either by seizure and trans-
portation to Kngland, or otherwise.

2. That Brunston, who had, as we have
geen, attached himpelf as a secret agent to
tbe English serviee, readily entered into the
project, and was now at length authoriged to
communicate to his Majesty the names of
three gentlemen who would undertake, on
certain oonditions, to apprehend and deliver
the Oardinal iutg his hands, or even to “slay”’
him should seizare be found impracticable.

3. That in order .to eommunicate this in-
telli to the Earl of Hertford, and after-
wards to Henry himself, Brunston despatohed
as a confidential measenger, a Scotsman
named Wishart, whom he entrusted both
with letters, and also with an oral message
or “ eredence.”

It is this “ Scottishman named Wishart,”
whom certain writers of eminence, especially
in recent times, have attempted to identify
with George Wishart the martyr. And it
is our design in the present paper to examine
the grounds on which this identifieation rests.
These grounds are two :—1. The name; and,
2. The alleged intimacy of George Wishart
the martyr with Brunston and his associates.

1. As to the name. “ Naturally enough,”
says Mr. Hill Burton, “it is maintained
that Wishart the martyr cannot be the same
man a8 the Wishart, a Seoteman, who enter-
ed so earnestly into the business of killing
the Cardinal. There were other Wisharts
in those days, and as they cannot be iden-
tified, it were better that the scandal should
lie generally among them. It is, however,
likely that, if there bad been another Wish-
art 8o important a8 to have close communi-
cation with Hertford, Sadler, and -other
statesmen, and to get private audience of
Henry vim., he coulﬁebp identified.”* This
passage contains several statements for
which there is no sufficient warrant. For,
in the first place, it is incorrect to de-
scribe the business in which the Scottish-
man called Wishart was engaged as “ the
business of killing the Cardinal.” The offer
which Brunston alleges was made to him by
Norman Leslie and his friends, was to “ ap-
prehend or elay” Beaton, and “in case
they can so apprebend him ” to deliver him
to Henry. The “slaying” was evidently
thought of only as an alternative in the

* History of Scotland, vol. iii. p. 466.
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event. of their failing to take him alive, It
is true that in the following year (1545)
% the killing of the Cardinal ” was a subject
of correspondence between Henry and his
nts on the one side, and the Earl of Cas-
alis, Bir George Douglas, and the Laird of
Brunston on the other. But there is no
trace whatever of ¢ the Scottishman called
Wishart 7 having had any share in these
subsequent negotiations. His name never
again appears in the correspondence. Then,
in the second place, Mr. Burton's view of
the ¢ importance” of the ‘ Scottishman
called Wishart " “is surely very exaggerated.
He seems to look upon him as a person of
influence, a leader in the plot, whom we
ought to be able to identify without much
dificulty; and he does so on the ground
that he had close communication with Hert-
ford, and was even admitted to a private
audience of the King. But Mr. Burton
does not need to be informed that many
persons were in those days admitted to pri-
vate communication with Sadler and Hert-
ford, and even with Henry, who were by no
means persons of standing and influence.
If a secret agent arrived at the camp or at
the court, bearing despatches or intrusted
with an oral communication of importance,
he was naturally closeted at once with the
general or the king; not because he was a
person of distinotion, but because he was a
secret agent, whose instructions must be
communicated directly to the principals in
the government, and could not safely be
confided to subordinates.* And this is
evidently the character which the * Scottish-
man called Wishart” bore, and the reason
of his being admitted to a confidential in.
terview with Hertford, and also with Henry.
His name recurs four times in the two letters
iven above, and there is nothing in the way
in which he is mentioned to indicate that he
bore any higher rank than that of a con-
fidential servant or agent. He is “a Scot-
tishman called Wysshert,” ¢ the saide Wys-
shart,” and again “ the saide Wisher,” and
in the King's letter “the bearer Wishert,
which came from Brunstone.”{ Hoe ss not
a commissioner to treat; he is simply the
bearer of letters and a “credence,” which
having communicated to the King, he “re-
ceives the King's answer” and returns.
Finally, on this point, even though the
letters did represent the * Scottishman
called Wysshert "’ as a person of some im-

* For a case in point we may refer to Mr. Bur-
ton’s History, vol. iv. p. 266.

4 It was probably not without & purpose that Dr.
George Mackenzie in copving Hertford’s letter sub-
stituted Mr. Wishart for ‘“‘a Scottishman called
Wishart.”




portance (which we have seen they do not),
it would not by any means follow that the
said “Scottishman ” was George Wishart the
martyr. The Wisharts formed a numerous
clan in the Mearns, several members of which
had risen to high eminence both in the Church
and in the State. James Wishart of Pitarrow
was Justice-Clerk during the reign of James
v., and John Wishart (whom Bishop Keith
and Principal Robertson conjecture to be the
“8cottishman ” of Hertford’s letter) rose to
a position of still higher cminence under
Mary and James vi. My Laing also, in
his edition of Knox's History frol. i p.
536), mentions severnl George Wisharts, one
of whom was a bailie of Dundee in 1560,
and for several years previously. So that
we may safely conclude that in the year
1544 there was more than one Wishart
“ important” enough to be cmployed as the
confidential agent and messenger of the
Laird of Brunston.

2. But it is alleged, secondly, that the
martyr Wishart is known to have been in-
timately associated with Brunston, and that
this fact, taken in connexion with the name,
renders it extremely probable that he is the
person mentioned in Hertford’s letter. This
is the main ground on which the charge
against George Wishart rests, and accord-
ingly those who believe or suspect him to
have been guilty in the matter insist n;l)on
it very strongly. According to Mr. Tytler,
Brunston was “ Wishart's great friend and
protector;” he affirms that on Wishart’s
return from England, which he places in
July 1543, the Laird of Brunston was
among his ¢ chief supporters, and that there
is reason to believe that the conduct of
Brunston and the other partisans of Eng-
land was influenced by Wishart’s counsels.
—History of Scotland, vol. v. pp. 342, 843,
Now, how stand the facts, as lnown?
Wishart suffered martyrdom on the 1st
March 1545-6, having been apprehended at
Ormiston on the 16th of the preceding
January. In the beginning of December
15453, i.e., about six weeks before his ap-
prekiension, be had arrived in Lothian, ¢ the

entlemen of the west having written to
him that he should meet them at Edinburgh,
for they would rc«yy:ire disputation of the
bishops, and that ke should be publicly
heard.”—Anor, i. 131 (Laing's edition).
Notwithstanding his outlawry, he insisted
on preaching publicly in Leith. Thereafter,
says Knox (1.134,) “the gentlemen of Lothian,
who then were carnest professors of Christ
Jesus, thought not expedient that he should
remain in ieith, because that the Governor
and Cardinal were shortly to come to Edin-
burgh; and therefore they took him with
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thm, and kept him sometimes in Brunston,
sometimes in Langniddry, and sometimes in
Ormiston, for those three diligently waited
upon him.” It thus appears that for a few
weeks in December, 1546 and January
15646-6, Wishart, whose life was in constant
danger, was waited upon and protected by
the Laird of Brunston and two other gen-
tlemen of Lothian who were earnest re-
formers; and we are farther informed that
they were with him when he was apprehend-
ed at Ormiston. But this is all we know
of Wishart's connexion with Brunston. We
bave no evidence whatever that Wishart
had any intimacy or even intercourse with
Brunston except during the six weeks which
preceded his apprehension; and even then,
it is to be noted, he did not repair to Brun-
ston of his own accord: it was Brunston
and his friends who *took him and kept
him,” and “awaited on him.” And yet
Mr. Tytler has ventured to speak of Brun-
ston as already in 1543  Wishart's great
friend and protector,” and one of his  chief
supporters,” and guided by his “ counscls,”
though there is not a partiele of evidence that
Wishart had received any protestion from
Brunston, or had had any intercourse, cor-
respondence, or connexion of any kind with
him previous to December 1545. We find
it difficult to repress a feeling of indigoation
at what, if things are to be called by their
right names, can be deseribed by no other
term than a falsifieation of history; and
this, we should hope not with the intention,
but certainly with the effect, of casting a
olougd over tho fair fame of a man who was
loved and venerated by all who knew him as
one of the purest and noblest of mankind.*

Notwithstanding the reokless character of
Mr. Tytler's assertions, they bave been re-
peated by later historians. Thus Dr. Cun-
vingham, in his Church History of Scotland,
i. 251, writes :—* It is just possible that the
Wishart mentioned in the Earl of Hertford's
letter may not have been the martyr, but his
close intimacy at that time with every one of
the couspirators leads one to suspect that it
was.” By “at that time,” we suppose Dr.

# Mr, Tytler is strangely inconsistent in his state-
ments regarding Wishart. In bis historical remarks
on the assassination of Cardinal Beaton, appended
to the fifth volume of his History, he says (p. 377),
“The fact of the existence of a conspiracy for the
assassination of Beaton, which was fostered in Eng-
land, and carried on by Brunston and Wishart, was
thus fixed beyond question.” Yet at p. 344 of the
same volume he had written, “ It is possible that
the Reformer (i.c. George Wishart) was ignorant of
the true character of Lrunston, a dark and busy
intriguer, who for more than two years had been
organizing a copspiracy for the assassivation of the
Cardinal.”
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Cunningham meaes: the timé when Horl-
ford’s letter was written; and if so, we hesi
tste not to affirm that the statement is en-
tirely without foundation. For there is no
f whatever that, at the time when that
tter was written, Wishart was on terms of
“olose intimaocy” with amy ome of the oon-
spirators.

A statement to the same effect appears in
Mr. Burton’s History, and there it assumeés
a still more extraordinary form, for he as-
serts that, “te the observer from without,
Wishart the martyr is part of the ﬂoup oc-
cupied -iu, the affaic” (s. 6. of *killing the
Cardinal '); “removing him from that
group it up almost more than the rer
moval of any other—of Leslie, Ormiston, ot
Brunston ” -(iii. 468). According to Mr.
Burton, thevefore, the martyr was .not only
accessary to the projected murder, he was
one of the leaders in the plot; a principal
leader, whose removal from the group of
oonspirators would break it up more than
that of any other. It is well that Mr. Bur-
ton quelifies his assertion by stating that
this is the aspeot the “group ”* assumes to an

“obgarver from without;” for of a truth |

the observer must indeed be very far with-
out to whose eye the “group” can assume
any such aspeot. Certainly those wstAin the
group, the oonspirators themselves, do not
seem to have been aware of the prominent
position which the martyr held among them.
Very many letters of the poriod are still ex-
tant : there is the Sadler correspondence of
1643, in which we have a full aecount of the
intrigues of Angus, Cassilia, 8ir Geprge
Douglas, and other leaders of the “ group”
with the English monaroh, and yet, strange
to say, in that entire correspondence the
name of Wishart is not once mentioned;
there are the State Pspers of 1645, which
contain the letters that passed between

* [t is not, the object of the present paper to
apologize for or palliate the conduct of the Earl of

assilis or Sir George Douglus in the ““affair,” but
after reading the State Papers it appears very
doubtful whether these men had any serious inten-
tion to assassinate the Cardinal. Their offer to do
80 seems to have been made solely for the purpose
of hoodwinking Henry, who had threatened that
“he would no longer feed them with money as he
had done, unleas he saw some more fruit thereof
than be had done hitberto.” They wished to make
up for the lack of activity in his service, of which
he complained, by large offers and promises. This
was ultimately the conviction of Sadler and of
Henry himeelf (State Papers, Henry v, vol. v.
889, 471, 490 ; Haynes, i, 35, 88), whom we acoord-
ingly in September 1545 find on the outlook for
other agents to accomplish his designs against the
Cardinal (State Papers, v. 512). No doubt the
Queen-Mother was right when she said of Bir G.
Douglas that he was *“as wily and crafty s man as
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Hevry's ministers and Cassilis, Sir George
Douglas,* and Brunston, regarding the “af-
fair? of killing the Cardinal, and yet im
not one of these paperas does the name of
Wishart ever appear; there are accounts
of vervious meetings of leaders. of the
‘ group ” during the years 1648-1645, and
of bonds and engagements they entered into,
and yet at not one of these meetings was
Wishart present, and to not ene of these
bouds or engagements was he a party. Not-
withstanding, somehow, to the eye of Mr.
Burton, Wishart forms part of the group,
and 80 prominent a figure in it that if he be
removed it is broken np and vanishes into
empty air. Strange that it was in very deed
the removal of that principal conspirator
that gave the “ group ” a consistenoy which
it mever had before, so that, deprived of his
presence end counsels, they accomplished
aasily and at once what under his pretended
leadership they had for years plotted in vain,
No doubt Wishart was the killer of the Car-
dinal; but it was the dead, not the living
Wishart. .
Such is the frivolous evidence on which
George Wishart has been convicted by. sev-
eral of our historians of complioity in the -
plots for the murder of Beaton. We have
still to present the evidenee upon the other
aside, which may be distributed under three .
heads—1. Wishart’s devout and saintly char-
aoter; 2. The manver in which he ia known
to have been eccupied after his return to
Scotland ; and, 3. The date of his return.
1. With regard to the first of these points
—his personal devoutness and saintliness of
cbaracter,—we are aware that Dr. Cunning-
ham bas made certain remarks, which Mr.
Burton quotes with applause, as to the piety
of the sixteenth eentury being of a sterner
kind then that of the nimeteenth, and “ mod-
elled more after the. axamples of the Old
Testament than according to the spirit of
the New.” And be adds: * The truth is, it
was acoounted right to take veneesnce on
oppressors; it was peculiarly the Lord’s
work, To hew Agag in pieces, to smite the
prophets of Baal, to scatter the proud in the
imagination of their heart, was a work to
which the faithful were ealled, and which
they must not sbrink from performing.” Of
course then, if this be so, we must doubtless
expect, in reading the history of that un-
happy century, ever and again to meet with
dark conspiracies formed, and assassinations

any was in all Seotland ” (Sadler, i. 116). Compare
in the Hamilton Papers, p. 78, 74, an offer by the
Laird of Buccleugh * to deliver the infant Queen to
the English ;” on which Mr. G. Ohalmers remarks
—*If he made the offer here alleged, it must have
been a banter, or to sound what Henry would be at.”



224

rpetrated, by dpreachers of the Reformed
%eoctrines. And yet, somehow, instances of
this deseription are singularly difficult to
meet with; so that, except in the oase of
‘Wishart, w‘:o, according to these gentlemen,
had the courage to act out his stern creed,
the practice of the prophets of those times
must have fallen far short of their principles.
Bat to treat the subject with the seriousness
which it deserves, such remarks as those just
quoted do not touch a character like Wis-
bart’s. For his was a character of peouliar
sanctity and nobleness, inspiring the deepest
love and veneration in all who came within
the range of his influence. The account
given of him by his Cambridge disciple,
Emery Tylney, is so well known that we
need not quote it in full. Let the last sen-
tence suffice: “If T should declare his love
to me and to all men, his charity to the poor,
in giving, relieving, caring, helping, provid-
ing, yes, infinitely studying how to do good
unto all and hurt to none, I would sooner
want words than just cause to commend
him.” And Knox, who also speaks of him
from personal knowledge, describes him’ as
. “a man of such graces as before him was
never heard within this realm, yes, and are
rare to be found yet in any man.” He con-
stantly speaks o; him as “the servant of
God;” he also styles him, *the innocent
servant of God,” *“that innocent,” *the
meek lamb; ” and in relating how he was
treacherously given over to the Cardinal, he
hesitates not to employ the following lan-
guage: “And mso, small inversion being
made, Pilate obeyed the petition of Cai-
aphas and his fellows, and adjudged Christ
to be crucified ” (i. 144). Arohbishop Spot-
tiswoode also testifies of him that he was
“a man of great knowledge and pleasant
utterance, endued also with many rare vir-
tues, humble, modest, charitable, and patient
even to admiration”* And these testi-
monies to his character are quite in unison
with every recorded act of his life, and with
his whole behaviour during his trial, con-
dempation, and death. On ome oceasion
when he was debarred from preaching in the
Kirk of Mauchline, and his friends offered
to force an entrance, he stayed them, saying,
“ It is the word of peace that God sends by

* Even Bishop Keith wrote of him:—“He is
reckoned to have been the worthiest person of all
those who supported the new doctrines in this king-
dom.”"—Hist. i. 103. To this statement, Keith's
editor for the Spottiswoode Soclety attaches a
note, the character of which may be judged of by
the first sentence: *‘ Bishop Keith would not have
recorded this eulogium on Wishart if he had been
.aware of certain actions of his life, now ascertained
on the most undoubted ity.”

Wiskart.

. Dec.

me: ‘the blood of no man shull be shed this
day for the preaching of i8.”’—Xwoz, i. 128.
When he heard, while in Ayr, that the
plague had broken out in Dundee, he re-
solved at onoce to return thither, for he said:
“They are now in trouble, and they need
comfort; perchance this hand of God will
make them now to magnify and reverence
that word which before, for the fear of men,
they set at light price” When an attempt
was made shortly afterwards to assassinate
him, and the excited multitude burst in and
would have put the murderer to death, he
took him in his arms and said, * Whosoever
troubles him shall trouble me.”  We need
not refer to the meekness and magnanimity
he displayed when on his trial and at the
stake: in the records of martyrdoms there
is nothing more Christlike. And yet thisis
the man who we are asked, upon the flimsiest
avidence, to believe was employed by the
Laird of Brunston as his secret agent and
message-bearer in plotting the seizure or
slaughter of Cardinal Beaton, and the de-
struction of “the abbey and town of Ar-
broath, and all the other bishops’ and ab-
bots’ houses and countries” in timt distriot
of Bcotland.

2. We have in Knox’s History an acoount
of Wishart's lifo and occupsations from the
date of his return to Scotland till his death,
which account is usterly inconsistent with
the idea of his having been daring that pe-
riod an accomplice, along with Brunston, in
8 conspiraoy against the life of the Cardinal.
“ The beginming of his doctrine,” says Knozx,
“was in iiontrose.’ Therefrom he departed
to Dundee, where he taught the Epistle to
the Romans, to the great admiration of all
that heard him.” Compelled to quit Dun
dee, he repaired to Kyle, the central division
of Ayrshire, where he * begran to offer God's
word which was of many gladly received.”
There he preached commonly in the church
of Galston, and also in Mauchline and Ayr.
On receiving intelligence of the outbreak of
the plague in Dundee, he returned, as has
been said, to that town, “ to the great joy of
the faithful.” There, on the morrow
his arrival, he preached, choosing for his pul-
pit “ the head of the East Port of the town,”
those stricken with the plague, with their at-
tendants, being without the gate, the wnin-
fected within. He continued hid ministra-
tions among the people of Dundee till the
plague had almost ceased, “not sparing to
visit them that lay in the very extremity,

long | and causing minister all things necessary to

* The chief town of his native district, from which
he had been expelled six years before for reading

the Greek Testament with his pupils,

S
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those that might.use meat or drink.” From
Dundee he proseeded, towards the close of
1545, to meet “ the gentlemen of the west ”
at Edinburgh, which led, as we have seen, to
his apprehecsion aud martyrdom. = Now,
reasoning from this historical sketch of Wis-
hart’s movements and occupations while in
Scotland, we may remark—(1.) that in order
to identify the “ Scottishman called Wis-
bart”’ of Hertford’s letter with the martyr,
it is necessary to suppose that the latter was
in Lothian in the spring of 15434, in con-
ference with Brunston, a circumstance which,
if true, could scarcely have been unknown to
Knox, who was that year tutor in the fami-
lies of Brunston’s friends, the Lairds of
Langniddry and Ormiston, and if known to
him would not have been left unrecorded ;
but Knox gives us not the slightest hint of
Wishart’s presence in Lothian previous to
the close of 1545. And farther, (2.) if the
“ Scottishman called Wishart ” be identical
with the martyr, we must be prepared to be-
lieve that one of the most earnest and single-
minded servants of God who ever lived, in-
terrupted those labours of love, to which he
was s0 devoted, that when not engaged in
them he looked on himself as ‘differing
nothing from a dead man, except that he ate
and drank ” (Kmoz, i. 134), for the purpose
of carrying letters to the Kuglish Court—
letters, too, the contents of which were very
little in harmony with “ the word of peace ”
which God had sent him to preach.* Add
to whiah, (3.) that, as Mr, Laing has re-
marked, “ being denounced or put to the
horn, and liable to summary arrestment and
exeeution, Wishart could not have underta-
ken the task, at such a time, of carrying
letters and wessages between the conspira-
tors,”"— Knoz, i. 537.

3. Another point of considerable import-
ance still remains to be investigated, viz., the
date of Wishart’s return .to Scotland. In
15638, he had been compelled to fly from his
country on a charge of heresy. The follow-
ing years he spent in Kngland, Germany, and
Switzerland. In 1543 we find him in Cam-
bridge, a member of ono of the colleges; and
his return to Scotland has usually been
placed in the following year. Mr. Tytler,
bowever, asserts with great confidence that
he must have returned in July, 1543, adding
in a note, “ The date of his arrival is im-

rtant, as it marks the commencement of

is preaching, and has been mistaken by

* What Mr. Burton says of Knox with reference
to the assassination of Rizzio, may surely be said of
Wishart with even greater truth,—that it is very
unlikely ‘‘ that he should bave compromised his
position as a minister of the Word by either execut-
ing or plotting an assassination.”—iv. 811,
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Knox and all our ecolesisstical historians.
All are agreed that Wishart arrived with the
Commissioners, and they certainly arrived in
the interval between the 16th and the 31st of
July 15648.” Dr. Cunningham simply
echoes the affirmation of Tytler, without
thinking it necessary to add any explanatory
note. r. Burton is more cautious; but
without condescending upon an exact date,
he evidently inclines to the same opinion.
On looking into-the authorities, we are dis-
posed to think that the matter is not quite
80 clear a8 Mr. Tytler and Dr. Cunningham
imagine, and that “ Knox and all our other
ecclesiastical authorities” were probably
right after all. Certainly Knox, who was
in close attendance on Wishart in December
1545, ought, one would imagine, to have
known whether he had returned to Scotland
in 1643 or 1544, Having informed himself,
as we know he did, of the several places in
which Wishart had preached, and of various
incidents connected with his preaching, he
could scarcely have been ignorant or mista-
ken as to whether the preaching, of which
he gives us so graphic an account, had ex-
t'enstad over one or two years. The point,
however, is not without diffioulty.

8o far as we are aware, the only inform-
ants to whom we can appeal in determining
it, are Kmery Tylney and John Knox. It
is true that Mr, Tytler and Dr. Cunningham
connect certain popular tumults, resulting in
the destruction of ecclesiastical buildings,
which are said to have occurred in Dundee
towards the close of 1543, with the presence
of Wishart. But the connexion of Wishart
with these outrages, though confidently af-
firmed by the writers just mentioned as an
agoertained fact, is merely an inference of
their own—an inference too from disputed,
and we believe erroneous, premisses. The
authorities which record the tumults do not
ascribe them to Wishart’s presence and
preaching, do not even mention Wishart’s
pame in connexion with them, And what
makes it quite certain that he had no part
in these disturbances, is the fact that on his
trial his accusers made no reference to them
whatever, which they would not have failed
to do had he been at all concerned in them.
Especially when we are informed that one of
the oharges against him was, that he had in
his preaching declared it to be “vain to
baild to the honour of God ocostly churches,
seeing that God remaineth not in churches
made by men’s hands,” we may be quite sure
that if his acousers had been able to allege
ageinst him actual complicity in the destruc-
tion of churches, or other ecclesiastical build-
ings, they would have done so. That they
actually made no such charge against him is
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sufficient to prove that no such charge could
have been established, and consequently that,
if the tumults in question did take place in
the close of 1543, Wishart could not have
been in Dundee at that time, for had he been
there his enemies woald to a certainty have
connected them with his presence.*

Turning, therefore, to the statements of
Emery Tylney and John Knox, let us con-
sider to what conclusion they point in this
matter. :

Tylney’s statement is that ‘“abont the year
of our Lord 1543 there was in the Univer-
sity of Cambridge one Master George Wis-
hart, commonly called Master George of
Bennet's College,” that while in Cambridge
it was his custom * to give his apparel to the
poor, some weekly, some monthly, some
quarterly, as he liked, saving his French cap,
which he kept the whole year of my bein,
with him,” and that ¢ he went into Scotlan
with divers of the nobility who came for a
treaty with Henry vin.” This statement is
not sufficiently precise to determine conclu-
sively the date of Wishart’s return; but so
far as it goes it obviously points to the year
1544, if it can be shown that in that year
“ divers of the nobility came to England for
a treaty with Henry.”

The statement of Knox is much more pre-
cise and definite. It is as follows 1=t In the
midst of all the calamities that came upon
the realm after the defection of the Governor
from Christ Jesus, came in Scotland that
blessed martyr of God, Master George Wis-
hart,in company of the Commissioners before
mention5ed, in the year of God 1544.”—Vol.
i. p. 125. .

Now this statement contains no fewer than
three notes of time, fixing the date of Wis-
bart’s return. For it informs us that he re-
turned—

(1.) “In the midst of the calamities that
came upon the realm after the defection of
the Governor from Christ Jesus,” 1. e. (as
Knox himself explains, p. 109), after the

* The entry in the Diurnal of Occurrents is—* In
this tyme (Oct. 1548) thair was ane greit heresie in
Dundie : thair thai distroyit the kirkis and wald have
destroyit Abirbrothek kirk, war not the Lord Ogil-
bie.” The inference of Mr. Tytler and Dr. Cunning-
ham is that Wishart was present in Dundee at the
time, and had ‘‘ excited the populace by his invee-
tives.” And this they assert, not only without a
vestige of authority, but in the face of the known
fact, that at Ayr and Mauchline he prevented his
friends, not from destroying the churches, but even
from taking foreible possession of them for his own
uge, and in the face also of Wishart's own declaration
on his trial that he had ** afirmed ever that churches
should not be destroyed, but should be sustained
and upholden, that the people might be congregated
in 1them to hear the Word of God prenched.”—-l?:wz,

. 166,
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Governor, havi secretly from Edin-
burgh to 8Stirling, had *subjected himself to
the Cardinal, and to his counsel, received
absolution, renounced the profession of Christ
Jesus, his holy Evangel, and violated his
oath that before he had made, for observa-
tion of the contract and league with Eng-
land.” 'The date of this transaction is' Sep-
tember 3, 1543, :

(2.) “In eompany of the Commissioners
afore mentioned,” +. 4., as would seem, the
ambassadors mentioned p. 102, who were
“gent from the Parliament to King Henry
in commission,” to conclude & peace and ar-
range the marriage between the infant Queen
Mary and Prince Edward, Henry’s son.

(8.) “ In the year of God 1544, 1. e., the
year commenocing 26th March, 1544, accord-
ing to the usage of that period.

The third of these notes of time speaks
for itself. The first also peints to the same
year, and cannot be reconciled with the date
asgigned by Mr. Tytler to Wishart’s return.
For in July, 15643, “the defection of the
Governor from Christ Jesus” had not yet
taken place, and consequently the realm
could not have n to suffer, still leas have
been in the “ midst of,” the calamities which
came on it after that defection. Moreover,
in the part of his History immediately pre-
ceding the mention of Wishart's arrival,
Knox gives a detailed account of the inva.
sion of the Hnglish foree in May 1544,
which led to the burning of Edinburgh, and
was otherwise most disastrous to the country;
adding, “ This was a part of the punishment
which God took upon the realm for infidelity
of the Governor, and for the violation of his
solemn oath——but this was not the end;”
and then he goes on to mention the arrival
of French troops in June, 15645, and the
“Joss and detriment to the commonwealth *
resulting therefrom (p. 128). And, there-
fore, when he immediately snbjoins (p. 125),
“In the midst of the calamities which came
on the realm after the defeotion of the Gov-
ernor, came into Scotland Master George
Wishart,” we naturally conclude that he in-
tended to place that event oertainly mot
earlier than May, 1644, when the first Eng-
lish invasion took place.

It thus appears that two out of three of
the notes of time furnished by Knox un-
doubtedly point to the year 1644 as the year
of Wishart’s arrival in Seotland. But there
is a difficulty in reconoiling this date with
the third note of time which we obtain from
the same source, vis., the return of “ the
Commissioners afore mentioned.” The only
Commissioners mentioned by Knox in the
previous pages of his History, are those who
were appointed in March 1648 to negotiate
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o treaty of peace betweon England and Seot-
land, and & marriage allisnce between the
4wo royal families. These Commissioners
(at least certain of them) returned to Scot-
Jand in July of the same year, having com-
pleted the negotiation. And if Wishart re-
turned along with them, of course July 1648
must be the date of his return. And this,
acoordingly, is the date fixed on by Mr. Ty
der and Dr. Cunninghsm. But in fiting
on this as the trae date, these writers igmore
altogether the other two notes of time given
by Knox, both of which olearly poist to the
year 1644 ; although, when three notes of
time are given for the same event, whioh
cannot be made guite comsistent with one
another, one would suppose it the more
ressonable and the safer oouree to-follow the
two which rather than the-one which
differs from the others.

But is it quite certain thed the .second
note of time points to-a different year from
the first and the third'? Wae are not sure
that it is. For in looking into the-history
we find that in.1644, as well as in 1548,
there returned from Kngland oertsin Com-
missioners, who also had been appointed to
negotiate a treaty with Henry. In this
case, indeed, the ommigsioners represented
not the Governor and Parliament,but two
of the chief nobility, the Earls of Lennox and
Gleneairn ;* but as these nobles were at
that time the leaders of the English party in
Scotland, the transaction was one of oconsid-
erable importance, sud-it. was followed by
gm results. The oommission is given in

ymer's Federa, wol. xv. p. 19, and the
tresty in the same volume, pp. 22-26. It
was ocncluded as Carlisle on the 17th May
" 1544, and bears the siguatures of William
Earl of Glencairn, Robert Bishop of Caith-
ness (brother to the Earl of Leanex), Thomas
Bishop (Lennox’s seoretary), and Hugh Cun-
ningham (Glencairn’s -son), the two last
soting a8 Commissioners for the Earls of
Lennox and Glenoairn. These Commission-
ers are often referred to in the State Paj
of the Spring of 1644 (vol. v. pp. 861,
868, 870, 8%3, 878, 381, 385, 886, 889),
and they are uniformly styled * Commision-
ers,” whereas those of 1548 are as uniformly
styled “ Ambassadors.” .Now we shink it
extremely probable that Knox either con-
founded the return of the-second Commis-
sioners with that of the first, or (what is
perhaps more likely) that he regarded the
second commission as the continuation of the

first. Both sets of Commissioners were de-
spatched under English influence. Both
were assisted by the Earl of Glencairn,
whose name is attached to both treaties, and
in each case stands first among the Scottish
negotiators.- Had the -first treaty taken
effect, the second would not have beenr
thought of. The second commission may
therefors not without resgon have been re-

rded by Knox- as a continuation of the
rst; and when he wrote that Wishart ar-
rived in Seotland in company of the Com-
missioners afore mentibpedl:‘ he was probably

thinking of the Commissioners of 1544, .

thowgh his la , strietly interpreted,
upglies only to tEose of 1648.% :

f this explanation be accepted, the var-
ious parts of Knox’s statement are at onoce
brought into harmony with one another;
and the date of Wishart's return to Scotland
fixed to May 1644, But if that be so, of
course the * Scottishman called Wishart,”
who came from Seotland in the preceding
April as the besrer -of Brunston’s letters
snd oredenve, must have been a different
person altogether. -

But we have done. 'We think sufficient
evidenoe has been adduced to show that
Mr. Burton has been much too precipitate
in proneuncing George Wishart to be a
“ faﬁren star,” and that, despite what he
calls “the ugly revelations of the State
Papers,” the pure lustre of the martyr's
name is still undimmed.

——

Awr. VE.—Die Amasone : Novelle. Von
- Franz Dinemrermpr. Zweite Auflage.
Stuttgart, 1860. :

Tee mame of Frans Dingelstedt is not so
well known in this eountry as it deserves to
be. He is one of the few living German
writers entitled to rank as men of genius,
snd his genius is of a kind rare in all coun-
tries, but particularly in Germany, combin-
ing a8 it does the qualities of & true poet
and a brilliant humorist. His career has
beetr in every respeet a snooessfal one. Born
in 1814, at Haldsdorf in Hesse, he became
a professor in the University of Cassel at
the early age of twenty-two, and made his
first appearance in literature and publio life
as an ardent champion of populer rights and
reform. The resuls of his earliest publica-

# Ultimately ; but at firet four Earls were pan
ties to the negotiation, vix., the Earlsof Lennox,
:ongus, Cassilis, and Glencairn.—8/ate Papers, v. p.

1.

* The language of Emery Tylney also applies
rather to tbe Commissioners of 1544 than to
those of 1543 : ¢ divers of the nobility who came to
England for a treaty with Heary.”



tion, Songs of & Cesmopolian Walchman
(Hamburg, 1840), was hig removal ta Fulda,
soon after which he resigned his chair. In
the following year he surprised his political
admirere by mpﬁn%t;he offices of Council-
lor of State to the King of Wartemburg,
and Royal Librarian at Stuttgart. He has
sinoe then had .various offices and distine-
tions conferred upon him. As Direstor of
the Court theatre, sucoegsively at Weiman,
st Manich, and at Vienna, he aequired thet
thorough knowledge of the thestrical end
sriistic world, which is displayed so Iuglly
in his latest praduction. is wife, Madame
" Dingelstedt, is also known on the Continens

as one of the most distingnished singers of
Gevm;ny. In the interval between 1840
and the

ﬂ'esent yoar he has published 8
oonsiderable variety of works, both in
poetry and prose, the most recent of which
we are now about to introduce to our resd:
ars. It belongs to a class of novels of which
Withelm Meister is the maest celebrated and
important example—the Art;novel,—and of
which it must be said that they are genewal-
ly, not excepting that great masterpiecs, less

interesting as stories than as vehisles for

eonveying information or reflections en the

various subjects that come withio the com-

pass of the term Art.  Zhs -Amasen is-liable
to po such criticism, While thromghout
imbued with the artistic spirit, and to pain-
ters and musicians, especially interesting, it
is a genuine story of life and passion, of
which the interest never flags from the first
page to the last. The author's knowledge of
the everyday world, in addition to his special
experience in the world of art, has enabled
him to give & breadth and tone to his-pie-
tures of life which %rutly inorease their in-
terest and value. The events of the story
oocupy only three days,—the author in this,
a8 in other respaots; uﬁbi%;muhd
dramatic tendency,—but in that brief period
there is compressed enopgh of variety and
excitement to satisfy any reasouable taste.
And with all this there is nothiag sensstional
or spaamodio,—neither murder, nor forgery,
adultery, nor suicide. We mest absolutealy no
villains or reprobates, only pleasant and oul-
tivated soaiety, with just enough of human
frailty and unheroic qualities to give reality
and the ‘{)iqmoirf contrast, We find
strong and nature} feeling, eontending intet-
oats and pastions, delioate and diffioult situa-
tions, sparkling dialogue, graphic desorip-
tion, all irradiated by the light of genuine
humour and wit.

Our purpose in this article is to give our
readers, so far as possible, the means of
judging of the work for themselves, and if
they do not feel grateful for this introduo-

“ The Amamn.”
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tion, wo shall be dispaned to think, with

‘Falstaff, that there is o virtue extant.*

We are h@}mmmkmt‘: » mob»
ley procession of pilgni e esocart
ofyw old fellow styled Father Winter,
quoundam valel-de-place, now » picture dealen,
sad Dpewspaper towards
the studio of the distinguished painter
Roland, whose fame is in.all the exhibitienss
~— At the bead marehed Frenchman, neé
in lively eonversatisn, but in the silent carnmy
estness which charmaterises Young Framoe
In the main body moved Old England, red-
haired and blue-veiled, with bat upon the
beck of the head; and eye-glses on the nosa
The resr was bronght wp by Germany, usit
ed Germany, quarrelling in all the dislosts
mentigoed. in. its famens nasional song, over
the works and the wmerit. of the artist for
whom the present monster visit wae intend-
od. A coomoissemr frem Florence on the

sSmong contemperary painke
wpon o far-irayelled fomale enthusiast frota
the Buttes Market in Bremea replied:
¢ Kxeuso me; he sbands at the top of the
Roland shows” An-

5 Villsgs Bohool,’ among: the genre painters,
sad in couclusios, C e votod for placing
him npon the same level, as snimal paintsr,
with Rosa Bonbonr aad Herring; you had
anly to compare his no less celebrated * Vet-
erinary Hospitel,! published in lithograph
a8 2. prise for the members of the Léppe-
ous

ane all

Buckeburg Art-Unignt' . The

Father Winter tells them thas they ac
nrong.  Herr. Rolamd is animal painter,
gowrs painter, partrait painter, and historieal
painter, all at the same time. His fnm;h-
mental principle is, that the antist must, like
vature, be capable. of everything, though
pezhaps less good in one thing.iban in eb-
other. are 0o departments,
aehools; only good and bed pistures. Herr
Roland is furthermore an odd gevius, He
aaoepts no orders, even from reyalty, waless
he has complete freedom in the choice of
subject, time, of delivery, price, and every-
thing. He onoe flung dows stairs a Bussisa
prinoe who wished ta burst open the doers
of hia stadio, Ai snather time, he showed
all his art-treasures to-a iravelling apprea-

* The Amaron hesnot yet been transiated in this
eountry, but there iv an American transhitios, |
Mr. J. M. Hart (Messrs, Putnam, New-York), which
we have generally adopted in the following pages,
wherever it seamed to us that nothing better could
be substituted. Mr. Hart's yersion, though not fgee
from defects, is, on the whole, entitled to the praise
of being racy and spirited. )
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tice, in “a nee 8 white-washer, or
something of the sort,” and called him his
worthy colleague, adding, with a smile, “ We
are al{ paid by the foot and yard.”

The artist’s residence lies far out of town,
a strange-looking place, more like a farm run
to waste than an art palace ; the house is &
one-story building with a square vine-cov-
ered tower, and a low wing, shaded by tall
trees, from which a terrace slopes to the riv-
er's edge. In the yard surrounding the house
is a miscellaneous oollection of birds and
beasts, partly relics of the etock of a travel-
ling menagerie which the artist had bought
up, and out of which he found the materials
for two of his most famous pictures, “ The
Veterinary Hospital ” and the “ Circus Max-
imus.” At last the travellers reach the door
of the mansion :—“A middle-aged man,
with expressive head and dark beard, dressed
in a bright green short ooat, on his head a
red fez with blue tassel, opens the door, and
remains dignifiedly bowing upon the thresh-
old. Can it be Roland himself?| Certain-
ly, it is he, it must be he. The enthusiast
from Bremen has recognised him at the first
i‘hnee, although she has never seen him.

bus exactly she had pictured him to her-
self. She precipitates Eerself upon him :—
‘You are Herr Roland. Bremen is my na-
tive town.” Here Father Winter’s cooli
band, armed with her own parasol, is lai
upon her arm. ¢ Madam,’ he cries to her,
¢ this is not Herr Roland ; this is Herr Raff,
called Raffacl, the ecsstellan of Rolandseck.’
Another dignified bow. Hereupon Father
Winter and Raff, called Raffacl, exchange,
first a friendly shake of the hands, then silver
snufi-boxes, and finally a pair of significant
gl:nm. The left eye of Raff, called Raf-

1, asks winkingly, ¢ What do you bring
to-day ?’ Father Winter's right eye smirks
back, ‘ Respectable people and foreigners ;
may admit them; fee fair, perhaps even
bandsome.’ After which mute dialogue
Reaff, called Raffael, with an inviting gesture
of the hand, and preserving his plastio atti-
tude, calls out, ¢ If you please’ And they
all follow him, Bremen somewhat slowly and
abashed.

“ Herr Raff, called Raffael, was kuown to
some of the friends of art in the party. No
wonder, for he had been immortalized as
member of three academies before he en-
tered Roland’s house. Whoever had been
in Dusseldorf had seen him, as Ritter Tog-

burg, or as an Uhlandic Sunday shep-
erd, in two masterpieces of that tender
school, ‘The Last Bigh’ and ¢Bhepherd
with Flock on Sunday.’ In Berlin he had
stood, or rather lain, as model for an affliot-
ed Job, and in Dresden he had been hung
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several times as Judas Iscariot, in o fox.
coloured beard. He served art with body
and soul—chiefly, however, with the former,
which, in his devotion, he could metamor-
phose in the most Protean fashion. For
mmh ent characters, wlnoll: 2edwu

ially happy in representing, he had his
beard powdered grey or whius; for Modes,
it was divided into two tips; for Jeremiah,
it was almost clean shorn. Preparatory to
bis Judas he went about for a year
gz:ld;ed:ntbewool. Noﬁ:mtoodit;-

t for him, no position too fatiguing; an

as the foreshortenin, hﬂ:i Bdintor-
tions of the body, so justly called for by the
severe historioal style, Raff accomplished,
in suoh oonoepti downright wonders.
He could sit down so that he would afterwards
be unable to rise again without help, and
the critics pronounced his forced positions
possible only on canvas. In this respect, as
well as in the capacity of expression of his
head, he waa assisted by an inborn talent.
Raff, called Raffacl, was a native of Berlin,
where his mother rose and fell with the bal-
let: his father he had never known.”

The one grief of Raffael’s life is that his
master, deeply as he reverences him, lacks
the ornament of & title; he is not even Pro-
fessor, much less Councillor, only Herr Ro-
land, even as his servant is Herr Raffael—
nothing more :—* ¢ Humph,” he would mur-
mur to himself, ‘my old master looked very
differently, even though he couldn’t paint.
8ky-blue with silver embroideries, enough
to make one’s eyes water; on the bfeast
milky way of stars; ribbons like a rainbow.
Qur visitors ‘came in coach-and-four; the
princes called him ‘ Dear Privy Qouncillor,”
the princesses, “ Dear little Director,’ the
lackeys ¢ Exocellency.” We knew what and
where we were. But here—God a’ meroy !
Such a good-for-nothing swallow-tail as this
here, such an every-day fig-leaf anybody can
wear, I myself just as well as the master.
Where then is the difference; what bocomes
of dignity, art?’”

Under the guidance of this important per-
sonage the visitors are shown through the
artiet’s rooms, 'ietting such instruction on
the subjeot of the picturcs as the expected
feo, ““fair, perbaps even handsome,” scemed
to deserve. At last Herr Raff twitches his
fes, and informs the company that there are
no more piotures to show at present. But
to go without seeing the master—Rome
without the P cemed out of the ques-
tion. At last the Hanseatic lady summons
courage :—* She has a letter for the master
from Bremen, her native town. Wouald
somebody pracure her admittance into the
tower?” Father Winter and Herr Raff



both decline the attempt, but at last good-
natured Herr Stark, the senior pupil, under-
takes it, the lady declaring that she will not
leave the place without standing in his pres-
ence. Atl;ut she is ushered into the tower,
and secing two gentlemen, salutes the wrong
one, who stiffly points to the Simon Pare.
What does the enthusisstio daughter of the
Weser see? ‘‘ No trace of a youthfully fair
Raffaclic head encircled with soft ringlets,
nor a majestio Albrecht Darer countenance
enframed in a manly beard like Raffs. No
Turkish dressing-gown, no artist's blouse
and slonch hat. No; a face, a form, a dress
such as thousands of mortals possess who are
not immortal.” Then follows the unroman-
tio portraitare of the hero, taken from his
port :—* Age thirty-five; stature, mid-
ing; hair, brown,” eto. ete. A oloser ex-
amination, shows that the features are those
of no ordinary man, and his voice is at onoe
melodious and commanding. He welcomes
the visitors, reads the note, regrets that his
studio has nothing more to show, and ends
with a polite bow. * The enthusiastic Han-
seatic lady had meanwhile oollected her
wits, and, with a pieroing glance at the en-
vious curtain, stuttered out the question—
whether the famous Amason were not to be
seen P—‘ Amazon ?’ asks the artist in retarn.
Hereupon an uncle or cousin from Bremen
produced a copy of the morning paper, in
which the visitor was called upon to admire
in the master’s studio a new creation, sur-
passing all previous ones, the Amazon, the
portrait of a prominent star in the world of
art. Roland emiled, and the little serpents
round the cormers of the mouth began to
play merrily. He regretted that the con-
fou——, the complimentary daily press had
once more given an item that was news to
the person concerned.—* Perhaps a very
brief look, a peep ?’—¢ Impossible ; the pic-
ture is hardly commenced. Moreover, Herr
Raff must have mentioned to you (here the
tone of command became more audible) that
I am engaged ; a lesson.’ Herr Raff caught
the hint. Stepping forward he took off his
fes with exquisite and easy politeness, and
said : ¢ If you please ?’

“ After several dissatisfied cartseyings on
both sides the caravan set itself once more
in motion. Father Wintor brought up the
rear; Roland acoompanied them to the little
staircase; Raffael, with whom the visitors
shook hands abashed, went as far as the
door. Here Winter and Raffael come to an
understanding once again, in brief but sig-
nificant symbolic language. ¢ Scarcely fair,
murmurs Raff, inspecting the oontents of
his right hand. Father %Vinber shrugs his
shoulders: ‘ The Amason is to blame. A
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inch at parting?' Raff shakes his head,
E?II beard carls in a.niry waves. He dis-
appears behind the house-door, which is
closed with gentle energy. Father Winter
leads his flock in silenee over the grass-
grown court-yard, the Frenchmen tedly
admiring the peacock, the Englishmen the
dog, the Germans the pounltry. Both sexes
and all nationalities concur in the opinion
that Herr Roland is not very attractive or
affable. Bremen sighs. The album which
she has brought with her, with the intent of
eommittin nﬁigbmy robbery upon Roland,
bas to be borne back by her uncle without
the master’s autograph.

“ The latter had, in the meanwhile, re-
turned to his tower and shut the door be-
hind him. A dark, curly head peeped from
bebind the curtain; a silvery voioe inquired :
‘Are they gone? ¢ For good,’ replied Ro-
land: the other gentleman adding, petulant-
ly: ‘At last!’ Whereupon a young girl—
no, a sylphid—glided into the room, and
taking the vexed gentleman by the arm,
begged ocoaxingly : ¢ Only a short half-hour,
cher papa, and you are free.’ *

The sylphid is the only daughter of the
petulant gentleman, Hans Heinrich Krafit,
merchant and banker, the richest man in the
capital, who entered it forty years ago with
a kmapeack on his back and a double louis-
d'or sewed into his vest. His country is
indebted to him for numerous great works
and institutions, which have not been wun-
profitable to himeelf. He is studiously sim-

le in his dress and profession, wishing to be
own only as a plain, honest citigen. His
soul is in his business, and he has never had
any time to love, scarcely even to marry,
though he did happen to make a romantie
marriage. His wife died early, and all his
affections, apart from his business, are now
centred in his daughter.

% Armgard is the image of her mother, the
counterpart of her father: small and deli-
cate, a Titus head with dark ourls, in it two
sparkling black eyes, an impertinent ne
rotrowsss, and childlike dimples in the cheeks
and chin. She wears gloves No. 63, and
will never in her life outgrow her girl-shoes.
Report says she has been brought up well,
but with terrible strictness, and Armgard
takes care not to eontradict it. In the
household, of which she is the sole manager,
everything is according to her father’s wish,
¢ plain sng simple;’ his favourite motto rules
here also. B8he must not even call her papa
Thou, but You, after the antiquated fashion
of the lowlands, of which he is a rative.
Every morning and evening she kisses his
band. . . . Friulein Armgard sll this
while changes her dress three times a day,
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snd. ses, fox hey own private wse; two
riding-horses and three different equnipages,
s eoupé, a caléche, and an Amerioaine, in
which last she drives the strict Papa Krafft
with her own fair hands—all such trifies Herr
Krafit does not obsezve. A mwan whe haes
his head so full, cannot have his eyea every-
where. Furthermore, Armgard has unlim-
ited eredit, both at the bank and in the
heart of her father, The great ealculatar
knowa that in so-daing be dees nat run any
danger. Early in life his‘daughter enjoyed
independence, and reached aa ¥t were, mental
mwajority. She receives and wisits as she
Eleases It devolves upon her to do the
onours of the bonse, which is one of the
most hospitable in the city, snd is especially
frequented by foreigners of distination. The
oentre of a brilliant circle from her yonth,
persecuted from her ohildhood with offews of
marrisge. a8 the richest heiress in the' cosn-
try, Aringard has remained: on that very
acoount ¢ ool to her very heart,’ not to say
oold. . . . She frequents balls, conoerts,
theatree. She sings Italian, but only a little,
because she has no taste for music.- She
reads. French and English; German beoks
sbe copsiders deugerous; their earnesiness,
their sentimensality, is infeetious. Thevre is
only one thing that-she has been i
for spme time with peassion—drawing ms
peinting, . . . Passion for the art or for
the master? ‘Thet, is the question;’ &
question which is dividing publie opinion in
the city into two camps. So mueh .at least
is certsin, thet Friiglein Krafit has froe en-
tranee into Roland’s inacoessible studio,
while be, on the other hand,.is on the most
familiar terms with the homwse of Kurafit,
He, to whom it is an. abowination. to play
the part of lounger at rowts, or of lion at
selemn banquets ; he, who, the meze he holds
aloof from sociaty, is all the more
by it,—he is never absent on Sundays frém
those small, charming soirées, at whieh only
a select fow are assembled, and whieh are
magioally illaminated, not. by the daszling
chandeliers of all the drawing-rooms, but by
a few shaded lamps in Armgard’s houdeir.
In the spring Reland and Armgard take
country drives together, in the well-known
Americaine, t0 make stndies from nature,
attended only by an aged English lady, Mrs.
Henderson, who, in the ocourse of time, has
been promoted from nurse to governess,
from governees to companion. . What won-
der then, that Roland’s papils .regard it as
already settled shat Friilein Krafit must
sooner or later become their mistress?” .
Herr Krafft has to be at the Stock Ex-
change -at one o’clock, and won’t sit aidy
longer.  Flattery aed caressing were of mo
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aveil, enceplkin affording the silentiobserver,
Roland, & nice little. gmys pictunre—two sen
sons. The fathet played the pars of winser;
he was -dvessed in black. The daugliter
looked the very personification of smiling,
charming spring. . .She wore a white jacket,
embroidered with lilac; a high lilac silk dress
with loose ribbons; yellow-laced and yellow.
fringed boots, after the hecoming fashion to
:hich the ‘Er}m eror Caligula is mdebted for
ia name, Violet-breathing Spring embraced
with both arma gleomy Winter, in hopes fo
welt him. But he would not melt, despite
;'ﬁ';h'l“.ogmﬁ“ lance oalad upons Forand for
ith a i 0e .upon for
help. ¢ Just see how cruel pape is tome to-
day,’ she complained ; whereupon Roland re-
plied: ¢ When Herr Krafft has onoce said No,
there is an end of it. Besides, I myself have
ot muah dime to spare; I expeet the Amason
a6 twelve o'alock.’ The Amazon agnin!
Who canshe be ? Evidently no insignificant
pexson, for at the announcement of her ap-
pearance the Spring sky beeame overcast,
while upon. the face of Winter a half-smile
to besw. He rejoined : ¢ Have I said
No? Not that I know of | To prove that
I am no tyrant,.I will sit bere till near
twelve. If we harry I can still be at the
Bourse in time’ ‘We will go together,
papa,’ interrupted Armgard hastily; ¢ I will
drtve you there. I bave ordered Jack here
with the ponies- at twelve. You know that
Jack is punctual, and 1y ponies are fast.’”
Waare not long of diseovering the cause
of the stern banker's sudden change of mind.
Meantime, bis daughter proceeds te work, in
the course of which the artist interrupts her

.and warns her against affectiug a style and

idealizing. Herr Krafil has no great objee-
tion do0..have, his wrinkles softemed: a little,

"but Ahe masker is inflaxible and protests :—
.| “You know two heads whick have kept

Grerman art busy for wmany a year: Schiller
and Goethe. Schiller has been so much
characterized and sfyled, that he has come to
have a nose as sharp s a knife, such as no
living man ever wore on his face. Goethe’s
looks have been so zumpled by academio
hairdressers, his forehead, temples, cheeks,
80 badly spoiled, that his fine countenance,
fall of intelligence and life, threatens to
stiffen into a myth. Beware of style, Friu-
lein Krafft. Do not flatter your father.
He does not need it. All flattery, whether
spoken, written, printed, painted.or chiselled,
is an act of, violence towards the subject and
towards nature, an attexapt to make him
better than nature has made him.'”

Roland fortifies his opinion by quoting a
similar remark made the other day by Gount
Walleaberg. At she mention of his name



Armgard colours, and there follows some
further conversation in reference to the
Count, from which we gather that he is not
uninteresting to the young lady, and that her

cious parent is aware of it. He openly
:ﬁu her on the subject, and begins to talk
quite confidentially before Roland about her
choice of a husband. At last the sitting is
over, and while Herr Krafft is examining
the portrait, in which he finds the stern lines
of his face just a little too deeply reproduced,
the sound of the Amazon’s approach is heard.
* Roland put away Armgard’s easel and went
to open the door. B8he wasbed her hands
behind a sereen, {relsod her fiat little hat—
adorned with a knot of violets and a lilac
veil—down upon her forehead, and urged
their departure. Herr Hans Heinrich Kraff:,
however, who had previously been in such
haste, seemed to have forgotten in some in-
explicable manner his business hours. He
buttoned up his black walking-coat, not,
however, without unnecessary fores, rubbed
carefully his fine black hat to the
smoothness, and pulled on his dark-coloured
gloves, all with perfect composure, and with
the scrupulosity of a man who is far from
being indifferent to his outward appearance.
Consulting his chronometer he said to Arm-
gard, ¢ Five minutes past twelve. Jack and
the ponies are not punctual, or they would
have been announced already. owever,
we are in no hurry. You can drive me there
in half an hour, and we cannot dash away
from here without taking leave of Roland
and grecting his guests.” Arm smiled,
but her smile had a little dash of bitterness.

“ The noise of approaching footsteps now
became audible from the adjoining studio.
Roland hastened forward and opened the
door. Hasty steps up the short stairway, a
loud farewell from without : ¢ Addio, diva!’
and the Amasgon stepped—eoared—no, she
sprang with one bound into the room.

“¢Am I again too late P’ asked the new-
comer, in an incomparable soprano voice that
vibrated through the high tower like the
full tone of a bell. ¢ Always in season,’ was
Roland’s answer, acoompanied by a hearty
shake of the hand.—* Perhaps, for the first
time, too early,’ she added softly, on per-
ceiving Krafft and Armgard. But this
mistrustfal ¢aside’ was lost in the waram
embrace in which the master’s pupil and
model, Armgard and the Amason, threaten-
ed to devour each other.

* Your hand upon your heart, fair reader;
is it not true that when we girls rush at
each other so violently on an everyday oc-
casion and exchange such ardent kisses, a8
though we had not seen each other for years,
or wished to take a hurried leave before a
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little trip to the North Pole—may not, in
such oases, a hundred be wnfered against
one, that inwardly we should like that very
moment to stab each other with the first
oonvenient shawl-pin ?

« Herr Krafft, for his part, welcomed the
Amazon with s youthful gallantry of the
old style. He said solemnly: ¢ How lates
sunrise—at twelve o’clock noon!’ Where-
upon the lady thus addressed, with a ring-
ing laugh, threw aside her bonnet, pointed
to her hair, which, be it once for all confes-
sed, was of the most undeniable, brilliant
red, and exclaimed; ¢Sun, Herr Krafft?
You mean to say, comet. You may be
thankful that I have left my tail outside.’”
Plinging herself into an easy chair, she
lsughingly describes the cortége that aocom-
panied her to the studio :—* As she reclines
there, the Amason, she is a beautiful woman,
beaatiful as a picture. Should the gracious
reader, with an upward turn of the nose,
remind us of the red hair, we must respect-

per | fully inform him that he knows not what is

beautiful ; let him go to school to Titian and
the Venetians, here and there to Rubens.
Fox-red hair or brownish red, with the in-
evitably accompanying freckles, we have mo
wish to palm upon him as beantiful. But of
the right colour, pure, molten, fluid gold,
rather thick and vigorous than long, by na-
ture wavy, spun out at the temples and on
the neck in short ringlets that defy every
touch of the comb—such hair shines upon
s woman’s head liko a bright crown of
beauty—beauty not regular, but all the more
fascipating. Our heroine possesses every-
thing that is suited to such hair: a dazsling
white complexion, a pair of tempting cheeks,
neck, shoulders, arms and hands such as
every painter could wish for in his meode),
and a form whose outlines are far from run-
ning into autamnal fulvess, yet betray the
glowing maturity of summer. The eyes of
the Amazon are of a peculiar shade and
quality; whether black, grey, green, or blue,
Do one can say with confidence, because they
reflect all these colours, according as the
light falls upon them from without or the
spirit within is moved. Qld General Schall,
with an excellent comparison, calls them
Nixie-eyes, they are so elemental, 50 move-
able, so full of expression. Her mouth ap-
pears, at the first glance, too large; bat
when we have seen the pearls which it con-
tains, and heard the pearls which it pours
forth, we hang entranced upon the pouting,
dark-red lips, so long as they are open, and
even when they are closed.”

The name of this fair dame is Seraphine
Lomond, her age twenty-eight, and she is
one of the most popular prime donnas of the
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day. She now enters into conversation with
the banker, who seems entirely to have for-
gotten his engagement on ’Change. 8he
wants to draw mere money : he warns her
against reckless expenditure, has long wished
to read her an earnest lecture upon that,
apd—a short significant panse—upon much
besides. ¥inally, he appoints an hour for a

rivate interview with her, and winds up by
zusm' ing her hand with great fervour; upon
which he and Armgasd take themselves
away.

“)'.'l‘he Amason, who had risen -at their
departure, now paced up and down the
studio with long tragedy steps. .Buddenly
she stopped in front of Roland, who had
seised his maul-stick, and was ready to
to work. ‘What is the mstter with the
bank princess to-day ?’ she demanded hasti-
ly. Hesh bis shoulders. ‘I heartily
dislike this little p , who plays the
fine lady, with her artificial composure and
affectation, with her mysteries, and long les-
sons in your stadio. I don’t know why you
don’t take her instead of me for the model
of your Amazon. She, with her maul-stick,
her riding-habit, and her coach-whip, is ten
times more an Amason than I am. And
what fragrance she leaves behind her! A
perfume-shop is nothing to it. Violet po-
made, violet essence, violet pewder; violets
without end. I like violets in the open air,
in the meadows, in the woods. But here
the odour deadens all healthy nerves. I
must have fresh air. This is stifling.’

% She impetuously a small sash in
the great window of the studio and leaned
out. Roland stepped up to her and spoke
in his quietest tone, laying - his hand on her
shoulder : ¢ When you have cooled down we
will proceed to work.'— Work,’ she mut-
tered, ‘ nothing but work. I escape from a
threo-hour piano rehearsal into a two-hour
sitting. This evening a philbarmonio conoert
awaits me, to-morrow morning a conference
with my agent, then a conference with papa
Krafft, then a confererce with the saperin-
tendent. Day after to-morrow evening,
grand opera. And always and in every-
thing I am left to myself, withoat protestion
or support from without. Oh, how sick and
weary I am of this wretohed life, whioh
blind, stupid people even envy. If they
ong knew how gladly I would exchange
with any negro slave !’ -

“ Roland suffered this outburst of the
artist-soul,—which met with a gentle re-
sponse in the chords of his own, only, how-
ever, in harmonious solution of the harsh
dissonances,—to expend itself. After some-
what of a pause, he said, apparently to him-
self rather than to the singer : ¢ Spring is at
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last in earnest. Its quiet, peaceable, artintic
aotivity does one good to look at. In a -
night, with the same palette that it has used
for thousands and thousands of years, it
colours my old’ chestnut trees green. The
brown bude, when they burst open, are as
though freshly varnished; the young unde-
veloped leaves, full of wrinkies, are like the
faces of new-bora ehildrén.’—¢ Have little
ohildren wrinkles ?’ demanded the prima
doma with open eyes.— Delicate little
wrinkles around the eyes, the mouth, the
nose, like old 8.’—¢ How ugly the
erying little bambini must look with them1’
—* There is nothing ugly in vature, just as
there is mo'epudden transition.” Her move-
ment is ever in a oircle, swallowing up the
ond in the begioming. Winter and spring
ran imperceptibly into one another, like two
different and yet kindred keys. Every crea-
tave fecls the difference. Look, even Jacob
knows, withoat any slmanac, that spring is
st hand. He sits up there, the frosty old
fellow, in the topmost bough of the ash tree,
and sans his sly old head. Ho, Jacob,
Jacobt' A large raven slowly fluttered
down to the window, perched epon Roland’s
shoulder, then, turming his head, looked
alternately at him and at the singer, and
rdkod at the gold medallion which the
atter wore on her neck. The black gallows-
bird was the last remaining article in the
inventory of the old veterinary hospital.
His favourite place was on the top of his
master’s easel, where he would sit for hours,
burying his head in the ruffled feathers of
his baok. In their long intercourse, Roland
had succeeded in teaching the old bird a
triek which was greatly admired by all the
pupils; whenever he cried : ¢ Jacob, I am
too warm,’ Jacob would perch upon his head
and fan it with his great, black wings.

“ Roland, wishing to pacify and divert
his model as he would a child, stroked: the
tame bird and made him go through his
difficult performanoce, first on his own head,
then on the singer's. The sharp claws be-
coming entangled In her blue net, she was
foroed to take it off, in doing which her hair,
which she had only arranged with a few
pins, came loose, and fell down over her
shoulders in a golden shower, scatterin
eleotrical sparks. ¢ Seraph, how benutifu%
you are!’ exclaimed Roland. ¢ Marie could
not have arran your hair more beauti-
fully or more happily for our picture,’—
¢ You find beauty everywhere,’ she smiled.
—* Just as you find harmony everywhere ;
even in your own pure high-minded soul,
when do not, with perverse oruelty,
strike the golden chords too rudely.’—* For-
give me, brother, for having been wild and
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reckless once more. It was not intended
for you.'—° But it pains me for your sake.’
—* Don’t quarrel now, Roland. I will be
good and sit for you—still, quite still.’—
‘ That is right; come, Jacob; to work.—
The raven flew up to the top of the easel,
while Roland arranged a steel blue helmet
in the loose, waving hair. ‘I shall not,’ he
said, ‘plague you with your robe tc-day.
Face, hair, and helmet will give us both
enough to do. If you are going to leave in
a fortaight, the head must be well advanced
by that time.” She sighed: ¢ Ah, I wish I
were already away.’—‘ Not I, Seraph; nor
you either, in sincerity. It will be hard for
you to go, as it will be for us to let you go.’
—‘Us?’—*Allof us. On that account you
must at least leave your picture behind,
finished, for me, for all; sit as you know
how; let your head fall a little, rather more
to the right ; that is excellent. If yau ean
hold out, only one hour, not two, you shall
share with Jacob a plate of. cakes and a cap
of café noir.'— Instead of the cakes a cigar-
ette, and I agree!’ replied the model.—
¢ Domestic Regulations, § 6: * Thou shalt
not smoke, except in the billiard room.” '—
‘That is & law which we impose upon
strangers, only to break it ourselves. We
will drink coffee together there in the cor-
per, under the oleanders, smoke our pipe of
peace, and you shall tell me your fairy-tale,
the long-promised one.'—* What one is that ¥’
—Your history; past, present, and future.
Will you ?’—* If you have sat patiently.’—
‘I shall be like stone.’ Profound silence
reigned in the tower. Only through the
window-sash, which remained open, there
came the fresh rustling of the branches and
the twitterivg of the early singing birds by
the brook. How easy to paint in such &
place, secure against every interruption, in
a awelling, impetuous spring-tide mood, alone
with a model who abandons herself to the
master, not only with daszling beauty, but
with all the practice and skill of her own
artistic perceptions. His eye sparkled as it
plunged alternately into the deep lake of
those nixic-eyes and the golden stream of
hair ; his band flew, although at times trem-
bling, in among the colours of his palette and
along the canvas, Occasionally a smile, a
glance, a familiar incliation of the head,
would hurriedly pass between them. The
entire ecstasy of a morning oreation wae
compressed into onc saored hour.”

This charming repose does not last long,
however. The Amazon breaks the silonce
by inquiring wha is to be the Theseus, the
hero of the piece, the subject of which has
been taken from a recent opera by the cele-
brated macstro, Bullermann, and represents
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the moment in which the vietorious queen of
the Amasons gives his lifo to the treacherous
hero, and then takes her own.” The painter
has not yet decided. She asks why he does
not take himself, He langhingly says that
he is not & Greek. Theseus must be a man
of graceful form and attractive air,—a lady-
killer, in short. Count Wallenberg, for in-
stanee, in golden armour instead of uniform,
—he would quite represemnt the painter’s
ideal. “But not mine,” says Seraphine.—
“ Why not ? ’— Because.” This hittle pas-

disturbs the mood of inspiration, the
::5; beoomes fidgety, and finally jumps from
her chair, where she finds some hair-pins
sticking under the cushion. Roland thinks
they may have been left by the model who
sat there yeaterday. “ Or by Friulein Arm-
gard, whom you have been painting to-day,
instead of giving her a lesson. I won’t mit
any longer on this chair—I will not.”” ¢ Si-
lenco sgain prevailed in the tower, but it
was an oppressive, sultry silence. The singer
taok.a rapid turn through the apartment and
then said, not to Roland, but as involantarily
speaking to herself, ‘I could never love or
marry a painter; jealousy of his models
would kill me./—Roland burst into laughter
as spontaneous and as loud as though this
confession had really delighted him. Then
tuking her by the hand he replied ; ¢ And your
future fiands or your husband ?—is he also to
be jealous of all first tenors that clasp you
for minutes wﬁer to their breathless
bosoms; of eountless melaneholy bassos, who,
a8 tender fathers, carry you behind the
soenes in their arms, or who, as enraged un-
oles, drag you over the stage by this charm-
ing golden hair in order to admnister to you,
in front of the prompter’s box, their curse in
the deepest F or FF ?’—¢Those are the
straw men of the theatre. Who thinks of
them, when singing with them ?’—‘And
these aro the straw women of the studio.
One pever thinks of them when painting,’'—
With these words Roland pushed the obair
to one side and threw the fatal hair-pins to
the floor.”

Peace being again restored, and the eit-
ting over, this artistic couple have their oof-
fee together, light their cigars, aud the art-
ist proceeds to fulfil an old promise, by
telling the story of his own life. Born the
soR og a shepherd in the German Tyrol, he
changed his vulgar name of Meyer for that
of Roland, an ﬁgﬁsh geatleman, his first
best friead and patron.

How he fared in his first love-suit is cap-
itally told. In his early career of sign-paint-
ing, he took as his model for a female Turk,
to figure over a tobacoonist and groocers
shop, the black-eyed daughter of the house,
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with whom he fell deeply in love. “I soon
came to an understanding with Christine, for
that was the name of the odalisque. She in-

ired me to make a formal offer of mar-
riage to her worthy parents, assuring me that
her mother had been gained over by her elo-
qaence. 8o, one fine Sunday morning, ar-
rayed in my first black coat, hat in hand,
my heart beating high, I ascended the short
staircase that led from the shop into the
family apartments. The table was already
laid ; out of the kitchen there came a most
seductive odour, unmistakably from a Saint
Martin’s goose stuffed with apples. Christine
received me winking, simpering, evidently
full of confidence, and without the least
doubt as to the complete success of my suit.
She pointed covertly to a fourth place at the
table, as if to say, the goose and I, we are
yours, for certain; omly go ahead! The
mother sat at the window and knitted the
stocking of my fate. Papa was making up
his week’s accounts at a secréfasre in one cor-
ner of the room, over which a perpetual
lamp was glimmering; his frown betokened
an ominous deficit. Despite the seductive
sign before the shop, rappee and Virginia
had been dull, no demand for herrings, oil
quiet, soap alone lively, the profits on which
are very small. He received me with dig-
nified reserve, listened in silence to my long,
carefully prepared speech, without interrupt-
ing me, tarning all the while upon his wri-
ting-stool, and when I had ended, solemnly
closed his journal and ledger with a snap.
¢ Your suit, Herr painter Meyer,’ he replied
after solemuly clearing his throat, ¢ can only
be gratifying to me, to my wife, and my
daughter. However, before proceeding far-
ther, please tell me what o’clock it is.'—Ta-
ken aback, I stammered out it was some-
past twelve. ¢You think so, but a
merchant is in all matters exact, Have the
kindness to consult your watch and give me
the exact time.’—* My watch ? I have none.’
—*Does that mean that you do not possess
sych an article, so necessary to an orderly
man, or that you have left it at home?'—¢I
have none at all, neither here with me nor at
home.’—* Then we regret,’ he said, descend-
ing from his elevated seat, ‘ to be under the
necessity of refusing you our daughter. A
man without a watch 18 no husband for her.
Young gentleman, find a watch first, and
then a wife. Not even a watoh! Christine,
serve up dinner. Itis.,.'—here he drew
complacently his Nirnberg egg in its tor-
toise-shell case out of his breeches pocket,
and let the seal and golden chain flash a ray
of annihilation in my eyes,—It is twenty
minutes past twelve. Now you know what
time it is. At your service in all other par-
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tionlars” He bowed, mamma stood up and
dropped a curtsey and a stitch, either-in ter-
ror or compassion. Christine had disappear.
ed, with a parting glance which said to me,
‘Not even a wateh | IfI had known that !’ ?
His first stroke of good fortume is not
less amusingly described:— %I told you
with what fiery zeal I set up my easel
and yearned r employment. I vowed,
above all things, to be true, never to flatter.
Hear how I stood the test. My first ousto-
mer was a baker, Frau Maier by pame. She
kindly called me ‘cousin’ and inaugurated
the sittings, which were held in her ¢ best
room,’ with a breakfast of cakes, of her own
manufacture, and morning bitters, likewise of
her own manufacture. A ?ittle sweetening of
the task could do no harm. Frau Maier wasa
mature beauty of some fifty summers, and
weighed a good two and a halfcwt. She ap-
peared in a low-necked silk dress with short
sleeves, while around her bare neck was en-
twined, serpent-like, a gold chain supporting
a pair of glasses. I modestly ventured to in-
quire whether she might not wish to put on
a ruffle or a cape. She replied with a deoided
negative, not understanding why she should
cover up her neck, which was short enough
already. With a sigh I placed her weak
spot, that is to say her strong one, in the
most discreet light possible, and went to
work. The outlines of the head could be
disposed of tolerably well. But when I
came to the lower parts of the face, which
terminated in a majestic chin, several storeys
deep, I grew dizzy, and broke out into a
cold perspiration.” First with my eyes, then
with my crayon, I wandered disconselate
over those mountains of flesh, not knowing
where the chin terminated and the bosom
commenced. The sitting was brought to an
abrupt conclusion. The next morning I in-
sgired my courage with two, perhaps even
three glasses of bitters, and energetically set
out upon my pilgrimage, resolved to bring
order into the chaos—above all, to remain
faithful to my vow of truthfulness. I work- "
ed like a butcher-boy, while every now and
then my colleagues, the bakers, with their
shirt-sleeves rolled up, their faces white and
knowing, would look over my shoulder,
laughing in secret. Even the master came,
shook his head, and went. The third day—no
breakfast. A bad omen. No visits from
the bakery either. Only the boy came in
once, made a demoniacal face, and ran away,
crying: ‘ The mistress looks as if she had
the gottre’ My two and a half owt.
became profoundly perturbed. Frau Maier
shed bitter tears. Herr Maier scolded me
for a booby, and wanted to know if I took
his better-half for a spoon-goose. My future
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was at stake, my art-journey to Rome and
Paris. Shoyld my first customer leave me
dissatisfied, no need for me to remain, my
occupation was ruined. A painful strug-
gle arose in my heart. At last the genius
of truth, vanquished, lowered his banner, my
vow was broken. I closed my eyes; one
vigorous stroke and the double chin disap-
peared, the mountains died away in gentle,
undulating contours, nothing remained but
a tempting fulness, Of course the fourth
sitting brought with it a rainbow of peace,
in the shape of many-coloured liqueurs. Af-
ter completing the picture—a speaking like-
ness, so everybody found it—the ¢ cousin’
had to take dinner every Sunday at the
baker's. The grateful Frau, lighter by fifty
unds, recommended me to her entire fami-
y connexion, among them a town-councillor,
to whom I gave a Roman nose instead of a
congenital potato one, and the daughter of
the resident physician, who had a squint, but
whom I pmgently painted in profile. Suc-
cess was mine—what is success, Seraph?
Then it was the height of my ambition to
coin one Geerman provineialist per week into
silver, to lay aside a few thousand florins in
twice fifty-two weeks, To her, my baker
woman, I am indebted for this fortune.
Peace to her adipocere.” At the conclusion
of his narrative, the artist tells Seraphine,
that now having reached, perhaps, the sum-
mit of his fame, be asks himself what is the
difference between Lim and his humble broth-
ers and sisters whom he has provided for at
home. “ What is happiness ? I repeat again.
Seraph, do you know ?”
¢ The singer, who had followed Roland’s
narrative in silence, arose and laid her hand
upon his shoulder. He remained sitting in
his chair, thoughtful and fixedly gazing, as
though the story of his life had calleﬁ up
restless, rest-destroying spirits. She spoke
with a tone of emotion: ¢ Yes, I know what
happiness is; know it because I have it not,
know it in and from you. Happiness is
peace. Your powerful spirit floats, in im-
moveable equipoise, high above the waver-
ing and wandering of our artist-paths, that
aspire and relapse alternately. You have
reached your goal. Your works, your pu-
pils, have borne your name abroad through-
out the world. You are happy because you
make others happy.’—¢ Do not deceive your-
self,’ he answered soberly, almost sadly; ‘I
am weaker than you suppose. What I have
accomplished as a painter, others estimate
and over-estimate; I alone feel wherein I
fall short of perfection, how far, how unat-
tainably far the true, the highest aim still
lies above me, Teel how it is beating and
surging here within'—here he pressed her

hand to his heart—storms of the wildest
kind, the autumnal equinox of my life,
which descends, day by day, hour by hour.’
—*You, Roland, in the fulness of your vig-
our, at the climax of your fame ?’—*I have
reached the fatal boundary-line between

outh aud age, I look back upon laborious

eginnings, look forward to dreary solitude.
I am lacking in the conditions of the sim-
plest, most essential human life, which no
one can violate with impunity, not even the
most favoured : a home, fixed domestic ties.
I have grown up as a tree without roots, al-
ways pushing upward, turned toward what
is without, This absence of what is nearest
and most natural cannot be compensated for
by work, by any achievementinart. Of what
avail to soar aloft, if you shall stand alone
on the summit, all alone ? And I shall stand
alone, entjrely alone, if your path once more
separates from mine. Have you decided
to go, have you really ?’

“He gr Seraphine’s two hands and
held them in his own, looking into her-eyes
with deep emotion. She slowly disengaged
herself. A faint shiver passed over her, as
she replied hesitatingly and with averted
countenance : ‘I do not know yet. Within
o few days I must come to a decision; not,
however, without calling in your assistance.
There will surely be a quiet hour in which
to exchange my confessions of a weak soul
for this chronicle of your youthful days.”

She then tells him that she has an offer
from an American Barnum to go on a great
international opera trip for five years round
the world, and that she may fix her own
terms. “ Roland hears her impatiently, and
Eaces the room in indignation. ¢ Five years!’

e exclaimed ; ‘ yousurely do not think of con-
senting; you cannot!’— Whynot? I am
as free as the bird in the air—an outlaw.
And think of what I can make, since I am
at liberty to insert into the contract the
figures which denote my value.'—*I know
you well enough to know that gain will not
decide you.'— Perhaps! though if it is a
considerable gain——! Then you forget
that my weakness for café #oir and Turkich
tobacco attracts me, maguetically as it were,
towards the East.’— Do not jest upon grave
life-questions.’—¢ Seriously, then ; there isno
remaining here for me. Every year the old
migratory spirit comes over me, only it
does not impel me towards the North, but
towards the South, to our common paradise,
now lost. Brother-beart, think of our
male-back rides among the Campanian hills,
our cxcursions on the moonlit gulf!’

¢ She flew to a pianino that stood concealed
in the furthest cormer of the room. An
overpowvcring dithyramb swept over all the
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chords. Gradually the white ﬁn%ers com-

posed themselves to more measured accords.
Above thex;x ros;,b ntly at ﬁrzt, i?l breatlli-
ings scarcely audible, then gradually swell-
il:g? at last ryolling forth in gl:e ful]egt, most
thrilling power, a voice so full of soul and
expression, 80 pure, so heavenly clear, as
though it sounded from the clouds, from the
choir of cherubim and seraphim, and not
from the lips of an eartg-bom woman.
She sang: ‘Kennst du das Land wo die
Citronen blith’n ?’in a simple manner, but
with that artistio geniality and perfection
which can inspire the most familiar theme
with the glowing life of an improvisation,
and which irresistibly sweeps away every
listener in the whirlwind of the artist’s own
mood. The query: ¢ Kennst du es wohl ¥’
ascended in staccato, like a scarcely sup-
pressed sobbing, from which an outery of
the most intense home-sickness, the startling
call,* Dahin, dahin !’ tore itself loose, only to
die away, lispingly, in the agonizing sigh:
¢ Mécht ich mit Dir, O mein Geliebter,
zieh’n!’ The incomparable picturesqueness
of the words and the glowing hue of the
tones united in producing an illusion that
dimmed every seuse,—a Fata Morgana of
Italy. There it lay, near in vision, touch
and hearing, the sacred, the ardently longed-
for land of dreams and wonders. Its gold-
en fruits were fragrant, its west wind blew
softly through the open window. Qutside
no longer rustled the bare, bleak linden-
tops, but the high laurel, the still myrtle;
and the waterfalls of Tivoli thundered and
foamed, the colonnades, the marble statues of
the Villa Albano peered out, mysteriously
white, from the dark green. . . Da{in,dnhin!
“Roland lay spell-bound at the feet of the
dangerous enchantress, listening with sus-
pended breath, both hands pressed to his
face. She drew him still deeper within her
magic circle, by adapting Mignon’s last
prayer directly to him:
¢ Dahin, dahin,
Gelt unser Weg. O Bruder, lass uns ziehn!’

‘“She then closed with a brief after-play;
a few vanishing accords, in which the soul,
distended almost to bursting, might vibrate
itself to rest. She looked around at Roland
—What is this? He does not move; but
tears, bright tears, trickle through his fingers.
Involuntarily she raises her arms; she will
fly to him as though on azure seraph’s wings,
will embrace, will cheer him. . . . But the
spell is suddenly broken. A third person
has, unnoticed, joined their circle. Through
the door there comes a loud clapping of
bands and the repeated acclamation : ¢ Bra-
va, bravissima! Da capo! Fuora!’
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“The moment, a decisive one perhaps, was
gone. Seraphine’s wings drooped. Roland
rubbed his forehead, and, with the smile of
an awakened somnambulist, rose to greet
the intruder—or was it a preserver ?”

The gay intruder is the often mentioned
Count gugustus von Wallenberg, Ambassa-
dor-Extraordinary, and Minister-Plenipo-
tentiary, eto. ete., the most popular of min-
isters, both at Court and among his friends,
a born aristocrat, but generally esteemed
a thoroughly “ good fellow.” ¢ Wallenberg's
external appearance has already been de-
scribed by ﬁoland on a previous occasion ;
a nice head, dark hair, crafty eyes, a deli-
cate little beard, a slender figure. We
merely add that this external appearance
possesses in all its details, the genuine di-
plomatic property of betraying nothing,
neither age nor character. The Count
could be set down as fifty, or as twenty-five.
He is not large, and not small, not hand-
some, still less is he ugly. His eye, for all
its good-natured glances, is concealed be-
hind a drooping eyelid, as though behind a
discreet curtain. Having been in foreign
service ever since his childhood, and gone
through all the Courts of Europe, and even
one or two missions over the seas, his lan-
Euaﬁe too has no recognisable peculiarity. In

is dress he is elegant enough not to be ele-
gant after the present fashion, which regards
comfort as the supreme law. Sum total: an
homme distingus—one who is in nothing dis-
tinguishable.” The lively diplomatist makes
himself quite at home, notwithstanding his
manifest intrusion at an interesting moment,
and after some pleasant chat the fair singer
takes her leave, Then ensues a confidential
talk between the artist and the diplomatist.
Roland tells his friend that he %egins to
weary of his loneliness, to desire a home
and a fire-side, wife and child, in fact, he
believes he is in love.—* ¢ My best wishes
at all events. But love and marriage are
widely different matters. A man can love
without marrying, and marry without Ioving.
Marriage is, at our time of life, confounded-
ly serious, not to say hazardous. We know
only too well what we give up, and too lit-
tle what we receive in exchange. Mar-
riages of affection or of passion are, in the
main, only a success in early youth. The
sphere of maturity is the marriage of reas-
on.’—*¢Which I abominate,’ hastily inter-
osed Roland.—¢ But which,’ replied Wal-
enberg, ‘is and ever will be the most saluta-
ry for a genuine artist-soul. After all,
everything depends upon the other half, the
object of your choice.’”—‘Advise me, Wal-
lenberg.—‘Advise and guess then! Friu-
lein, Krafft ?’—‘ That was the advice of
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jealousy,’ said Roland, smiling.—¢ Indeed ?
Fraulein Armgard and myself have stood
for years upon the strictest footing of armed
neutrality. I suggested her first, because
the town persists in regarding her as some-
thing more than your pupil.'—¢ She is not
the one.’— Who then ?’—Roland pointed to
the door through which Seraphine had disap-

ared.—' No?'—The artist nodded violent-
%.—‘ Not that one, not the Amazon ?’ cried

allenberg, pointing to the easel.—‘She
and no one else.’—* Are you beside yourself,
Roland ?’—Whereupon the diplomatist, with
real or affected panic, threw himself into a
chair. Roland looked at him, in amazement
at the impression his disclosure had made.
After a significant pause, Wallenberg re-
sumed: ‘You wish to marry Fritulein
Lomond ? —¢ On the spot, if she will have
me.’—* Impossible, Roland ! '—Why ?'—¢A
man doesn’t marry a primas donna.’—* Why
not ?’—* Singers are frescoes; we admire
them from a distance, we adore them, we
even love them to distraction. But marry ?
Never !'— 1 ask you once more: ‘ﬁy
not ? '—* Because we don’t select a voleano
for our hearth.’—' Exaggeration.'—‘Because
no lasting union can be spun from untame-
able passion, unaccountable freaks, insatiable
or blasé moods.’—* As though your ladies of
the best society were never troubled with
tapeurs and migraines, that sour the life of a
tormented husband! Far better endure the
ocean tempests of a deep but sincere
artist-soul than the petty spite and spleen
of a faithless little pond.’—'Are you willing
to go shares with the hydra-headed public
in your wife, the highest and best of a man’s
possessions ? '—¢ If she loves me she will
abandon the stage./—* To leave you again at
the end of a year and return to it.’—* Then
she practises her art as I do mine, free and
unrestrained.”—* You, Roland, the husband
of a singer, a king-consort, a shadow ? Al-
ways to play second fiddle, to carry music-
books, to wrangle with directors, to manage
fault-finding critics with the horse-whip,
and laudatory ones with bank-notes, to
shake hands suspiciously behind the scenes,
to ride on the back seat of the old theatre
carriage. . . . You, Roland; you, with
your pride, your unoontrollabie love of lib-
erty ?!” He proceeds in the same strain to
recommend the banker’s daughter as a far
wiser choice, the very difference of their
character and pursuits giving a promise of
happiness not to be expected from the fusion
of two artists lives in one, mutually embar-
rassing and destroying each other. ¢ But
I do not love Armgard, she does not love
me, " says the passionate artist.—‘ And do
you love Seraphine? Are you beloved by
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her?”—<T . ., donot know. There are
hours in which I believe both, and days in
which I doubt both.”—*See now. Do not
deceive yourself,” and the cunning diploms-
tist goes on to warn his friend against rashly
concluding that the charming intercourse
hitherto existing between him and the besu-
tiful singer could continue after they be-
came man and wife. He winds up, “Itis
not well, Roland, it really is not well. 8o
far as I am aquainted with Seraphine, she
loves nobody. Whom is a prima donna to
love, whom can she love? Herself, in her
part, on her stage, in her public. As soon
as she loves another, any one in par-
ticular, she abandons herself and her art
The theatre should, like the Catholic Church,
exact a vow of celibacy from its priests. Leave
heaven its stars; the stage heaven as well
¢ Wedo not desire the stars,’ says Goethe. . .”

These sage counsels do not quite please
Roland, but the result of a brief meditation
is, that he requests his good friend the
Count to go as his confidential agent to Ser-
aphine, reconnoitre the position, and accord-
ing as his observation turns out, either ad-
vance with the best offer he can make for
him, or withdraw to the stafus quo. This
kind of love-making is not much to our taste,
but the plan of our story perhaps required
some such cause of complication. hile
Roland leaves the studio for a while, the
Count begios to meditate. He begins to
feel somewhat envious of bis friend, and, as
he calls up the image of the fair Sera-
phine, the idea of winning her secems to him
something more desirable than it had ever
appearzsgbefore. His reverie is broken by
the entrance of Herr Krafft, who has sud-
denly come back to the studio in the hope
of finding Seraphine still there. Now fol-
lows another uncxpected disclosure. The
banker takes the opportunity of seeking the
Count’s advice on a matter of grave impor-
tance. His daughter will shortly marry.
The Count congratulates the father, and the
future bridegroom still more. The banker
has never desired to control his daughter's
inclinations, but unless he is much mistaken,
he thinks her choice has fallen on their friend
Roland. The Count is sure it could not
have fallen on a better man. “Two brides
at once,” thought he to himself, “ what luck
the fellow has!” Coming to the point, the
banker asks if the Count advises the mar-
riage. The Count puts the counter question,
¢ Does Roland love Armgard ? " Herr Krafft
thinks he does, and proceeds to arrange the
thing all square. The marriage will be over in
three months. But themrcomes the gist of the
business. “But then the father’s house has be-
come empty and desolate. Theold manhas got
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aocustomed to female company, to some_fair,
presiding creature at his side. He oannot
endure the strange solitude. What shall he
do? What do you counsel him, dear Count ¢’
—¢ He renews his youth in the happiness of
his children ; he dandles his grandchildren
on his knees.—* You imagine him too much-
as a venerable greybeard. Let us suppose
that he can still make some pretensions
to the world. . ... You understand me,
Count #'—*¢ Not entirely, Herr Krafft,”smiled
Wallenberg, who had long since detected
what the other was aiming at, bat secretly
enjoyed the pleasure of making him unbo-
som himself fully. ¢ But a famous diploma-
tist like you should catch every hint, every
balf-word.’—* Evidently you overrate me,
Herr Krafft..—In the name of Heaven,
then | I must blurt it out; I wish to marry
again, marry . . . her there (pointing to the
picture), the Amazon! Now laugh at me,
ag loudly as you please; but afterwards
give me, as a man of honour, as a man of
the world, as friend of our family, your ad-
vice; I ask it with reference to both plans.’
« Krafft walked to the window and drum-
med on the panes with his fingers. Count
Wallenberg remained in his chair, as as-
tonished as a diplomatist well can be, almost
at & loss for an answer. Had he been
alone he wonld have burst into a Homeric
peal of laughter at this prank of fortune,
which had made him, in one hour, the con-
fidaut of two men so different and yet
coinciding in their aims. He, the Ambas-
sador-Extraordinary and Minister Plenipo-
tentiary, beheld himself elevated to the po-
sition of marriage broker for a banker and
painter. . . . Enough to make one laugh
one's-self to death. And yet Wallenberg
laughed not. The fascinating image of Ser-
aphine, the new Helena, rose before him
ever higher and brighter. He lost himself
so profoundly in the contemplation of her
picture on the canvas that he well-nigh for-
got Krafft’s presence and the entire position
of affairs,”

The conversation is resumed. The Count
assures the grey-bearded lover that he feels
honoured by his confidence. “‘ Your age,
your position, to say nothing of your splen-
did fortune, justify you completely in think-
ing of a sccond marriage’—¢ Are you seri-
ous ?’—¢ Perfectly so. Women innumera-
ble would accept your hand with gratitude,
so to speak. You could make some one
happy, and you deserve to be happy your-
self.’— I never yet have been happy, strict-
ly speaking, my dear Wallenberg. I had
no time. %could begin now and take the
time.’—¢ Still, do not be precipitate, either
with Friulein Armgard’s marriage or your
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own. You are pretty well acquainted with
our amiable prima donma !’—* Fraulein
Lomond frequently visits my daughter;
besides, I attend to her little business mat-
ters.’—¢ She is well off, is she not ?2’—* As
you take it, Count. Her fortune might
determine many another man to a pro-
posal ; not me, however. I can, in a single
operation on ’Change, to-morrow for in-
stance, when the stock of our new South-
West Railway will be sold, make more
than Friulein Lomond in a whole year.’—
¢ Indeed ?’—* Why, you do not wish to
comfare her little bit of sing-song with my
work, my responsibility ?’—¢ Assuredly
not.’—* Her deposit in my bank, snug as it
is, is next to nothing in my eyes. hat
attracts and captivates me in the divine

| Amazon—and has done sso longer than I

will confess to you or to myself—is her
power of fascination, her talent, her char-
acter.”—‘ The caprices and passions of the
singer are not to be overlooked.’—* The
salt of marriage, my friend, the true spice,
such as is needed for a man in the fifties.
All the fire that she now lavishes on the
boards will go towards illuminating and
warming my house, my old age. Her
voice, her incomparable silver voice, will
belong to me, to me alone; I will ocoin it

‘into social capital in my salon, the first in

the city.’—¢ And you have no apprehensions
of being ruled by a young wife who has
been accustomed to command ?’—* The
more the better, Count Wallenberg. It
will do me good in my very soul to follow
the guidance of another will than my own.
Let her rule, she shall rule. If she wishes
to travel, we will travel. Play,—I will
break all the banks for her. . . . Wallen-
berg, that woman has bewitched me !’

“So saying he departed, the raging wolf,
leaving his sheep’s skin behind him, not
merely the costly fur in which Armgard
bad been painting him, but also that outer
wrapping of the cold man of business, the
strict paterfamilias, which he had hitherto
rreserved with such anxiety, Who had
ooked for such heat underneath the snow ?
Certainly not Count Wallenberg. For his
eye followed the banker with even greater
amazement than it had previously followed
the artist. ¢ Two fools instead of one !’ he
exclgimed to himself. ¢But I will show
you a third, Gustel Wallenberg, who is a
still more wretched fool than either.’ ”

The result of the Count’s cogitations is
that he has been a great blockhead to stand
so long, like the ass of Buridanus, between
two charming girls, unable to choose, till
both are snatched away from him, aud that
with his own assistance! Shall he not,
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before it is too late, improve the opportu-
nity for doing a little diplomacy on his own
behalf? Meantime, he and Roland go arm
in arm to the carriage that is to convey
them to dinner at the Count’s country
house.

The incidents hitherto related have all
occurred on the Friday. Next day we are
introduced to the prima donna’s quarters,
the arrangements of which are graphically
described, including a brilliant portrait of
her majordomo and factotum, Signor Bep-
po. It is ten o’clock in the morning, but
la diva has not yet appeared, while a imis-
cellaneous assemblage of visitors crowds
her antechamber. Here wo have one of
the best passages in the work, desoribing
the wonderful new piece by the great
maestro Bullermdnn, the very sum and
climax of the « Music of the Future.” The
humour of this description must be appre-
ciated by those least conversant with the
vagaries of the musical world.

A group is assembled around the open
Bosendorfer piano. Herr Bullermann, the
composer of the “ Amazon,” is expounding
to the editor of the semi-official Morning
News, the basso Herr Braun, and the Ritter
von Blumenberg, the tendency and charac-

ter of his latest musical production, The.

Deluge. With a modesty equal to his
power of prophetic vision, he announces it
as the absolute work of art of the future.
The master of the school that takes its
name from the “ Wagon ” is left miles be-
hind; he lies immeasurably far below.
Similarly all the limits and forms of art
are victoriously set at nought. The Deluge
is neither oratorio nor symphony, still less
can it be or is it intended to be considered
a musical drama. ¢ Universal history be-
come Music” would be the only suitable
description of the work. Its representation
calls for a theatre like the Circus Maximus
in size and arrangement ; one semicircle set
apart for the audience, the other for the
orchestra, while the singers and actors have
their place in the middle. Like the dramas
of the Greeks, the piece begins at sunrise,
under the open sky, and closes, after the
necessary pauses, at midnight, under cover.
It borrows from the Mystery-stage of the
Middle Ages the three-fold division of the
stage, Heaven, Earth, and Hell; from
modern times, all the marvcls of painting
and mechanics. The piece is divic?ed into
seven parts, the mystic number seven
seven days of creation, seven colours of
the rainbow, etc.) running significantly
through the entire piece in scptima chords.
The opening is idyllic: the awakening of
nature at sunrise. A herd of cows with
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bells—no anachronism, since Tubal Cain
had already discovered brass—a train of
camels, are driven over the stage, in natura
of course. Shepherds, also in naturalibus
as much as possible, sing, dance, play.
Thereupon the partriarchal life is unfolded
in all its Burity: Noah and his dau%l:ltexs
enter. (Noah, Herr Braun, decp bass.
Then comes an interlude in hell : a fallen
angel (the chief tenor) is sent upon earth
by Satan—a humoristic bass-buffo,—to
ruin the young human race. He succeeds
only too well; who does not know the
irresistible power of the high C over weak,
feminine souls? Fourth part: gigantic
orgies ; all three compartments join in. In
the topmost storey the angel choirs weep;
in the middle, drinking, gambling, love-
songs are bellowed forth ; underneath, howl
the triumphant dithyrambs of the demons,
among whom the sixteen contrabassos, umi-
sono, laugh in scorn. Thereupon the stage,
the entire house, is eclipsed, a cover bein
suddenly thrown over it. The deluge, wi
its real waters rising from point to point,
from tone to tone. Noah builds the ark ;
magnificent chorus of journeymen carpen-
ters chopping in time. Chorus of the
drowning, decrescendo, while the orchestra,
the deluge, ascends higher, higher, higher,
to the last flageolet notes of the first violin.
Decp silence. The ark is seen floating.
Sixth part: Noah’s doves fly forth; the
flapping of their wings imitated to perfec-
tion by striking the wood of the violin-bow
upon the strings. The waters fall, fall, fall;
with a jerk through the entire orchestra the
ark comes aground on Ararat. Thank-offer-
ings of Noah and his rescued ones; joyful
chorus in heaven (Seraphine—first seraph),
despair in the nether-world, whither the
first tenor returns in a musical effort which
stands between Don Juan and Tannhduser,
but high above them both. A septima
accord rises with the lunar rainbow, and
fades away in melodious colouring. Sev-
enth part: establishnient of the culture of
the grape, conceived in the antique spirit,
so that Noah, like Bacchus, represents the
founder of civilisation. Bacchantic finale.

¢ The author, Herr Bullermann, was giv-
ing his faithful admirers a slight idea of this
creation on the piano. With respect to the
singer Braun, he had a sure game before-
hand ; the latter was already charmed with
the part of Noah, and contemplated execut-
ing it, especially the drinking scenes, in a
masterly manner, & mild degree of intoxi-
cation to be indicated by abrupt fugues on
the French horn. ¢ Could he hold out?’
inquired Ritter von Blumenberg, the most
sober-minded of the small but select au-
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dience. In lieu of a reply, Braun stood up
and struck his chest, which resounded like a
barrel. . . ., A born Noah! Herr Braun is
six feet tall, like most bassos, dis;ropor—
tionately broad, like a great many of them,
and has a slightly rubicund nose, like some
of them, e machinery, however, caused
the somewhat anxious and critical Ritter
von Blumenberg more scruples than Father
Noah's capacity of endurance. * How will
you make the deluge ?’ he.demanded, shak-
ing his head.—* By forcing-pumps ; nothing
easier.’—‘ How are you going to make it
rain ?’—* By means of water poured down
upon high plates of glass. thin gauze
curtain spread in front will make the illu-
sion perfect. Besides, the house is in semi-
obscurity, and the ear will aid the eye by
hearing the rain in the orchestra’—* But
the rainbow ?’—* Optical instruments of co-
lossal dimensions will produce it with more
splendour than nature herself’—¢ And the
doves ?’—* Have you never heard of goats
being trained for the stage? Of carrier-
pigeons ?’—* The ark, then?’—*The ship
in the Africaine’—* Magician of a thou-
sand tricks! He has an answer to every-
thing.’—* Say, he is all in all,” exclaimed the
man of the Morning News enthusiastically :
¢ Poet, composer, manager, decorator, me-
chanist. Bullermann, you are a universal

enius | >—The maestro smilingly inclined

is head ; leaving it undecided whether he
found universal genius too much or too
little, The friends embraced each other
across the piano; a sight for the gods: the
official press and the Music of the Future
in heart-felt unison.”

Only a few months before, the Morning
News f‘m’ad been denouncing the music of the
future as madness and its leaders as asses,
while the Evening Journal was their cham-
pion. Now it was all the other way. The

apers had changed sides, but the hostility
getween them raged the more fiercely. The
representative man of the one was Meyer
Hirsch, and of the other Hirsch Meyer.
Both were in the house at this moment, but
they must not be allowed to meet, or the
oonsequences may be disastrous. “ And
yet—if there ever were two mortals in-
tended by blood, vocation, the closest af-
finity of soul, to be a pair of bosom-
friends, Hirsch Meyer and Meyer Hirsch
are these mortals, They belong to that
interesting genus of mammals which a
modern statesman has attempted to christen
with the name of ¢ Newspaper Jews.” They
are, both of them, far from directing the
editorial management of their papers: they
only supply the feuilleton with articles
upon art matters, mixed news, crimes, and
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calamities. The semi-official Morning News
follows the Government through thick and
thin. The editor-in-chief is a man of rank
and position, who directs and is directed
from the minister’s antechamber. It is
distinguished by its corrections, which come
limping along regularly four weeks after
the occurrence of the events, and which
never tell what has taken place, but only
deny, in oracular style, what is said to have
taken place. Just the reverse the Evening
Journal, which runs ahead of the opposi-
tion, likewise through thick and thin, It is
the property of a stockcompany, that
speculates in liberalism according to the
daily money-market. Is the paper sup-
pressed in any one State, one of the princi-
pal shareholders leaves immediately, to do
enance on the spot and promise amends,
nfiscations, on the other hand, are favour-
ite measures, often brought about on pur-
pose to bull the market. Imprisonment-
terms are served out by Hirsch Meyer,
according to a fixed tariffl His speciality
is theatrical criticism; but he also writes
brilliant leading articles, If the Chambers
are convened, he thunders against untimely
extravagance ; the Government bills are not
yet complete, the committees unprepared,
Are they adjourned, Hirsch Meyer thunders
on the other side: woe to the country
where the voice of E,opular representation
is suppressed. He has just dashed off, at
the singer’s writing-table, this glowing inf-
provisation upon fly-leaves: ¢ Fusion of
parties—confusion of the Ministry.”

How the prima donna brings these two
worthies for once together forms an amus-
ing interlude, and affords an illustration of
Continental journalism, to which we would
fain hope no parallel could be found in this
country. Hirsch Meyer, of the Fvening
Journal, is writing in her cabinet. Mean-
time she enters the saloon and disposes
briefly of her visitors, *¢And now to you,
my friends!’ continued the goddess. Rit-
ter Bliimchen, overjoyed, hastened forward
and seized one of her hands, Bullermann the
other, the man of the Morning News hunted
in despair for a third. ‘I regret that I am
obliged to dismiss you also, I need rest
to-day for to-morrow. Au reyoir. Stop,
Herr Hirsch Meyer, I beg you to follow me
a moment into my ocabinet’— Meyer
Hirsch, gracious lady.’—*¢ All the same, I
shall expect youn.

¢ The sun disappeared as it had appeared,
in storm-clouds. The Ritter and the com-
poser left ; the Morning Netws, uncertain as
to what should follow, knocked timidly at
the door of the cabinet. The two hostile
brethren, surprised and enraged, stood sud-
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denly face to face. Seraphine smiled, pulled
open a drawer of her writing-table, in which
gold, silver, bank-notes, jewelry, letters,
cards, &fuis, lay huddled together in a con-
fusion peculiar to. herself, and, catching up a

ir of scissors, she said: ‘ Before 1 go I
should like to do one good deed, by firmly
uniting, for a short while at least, two irrec-
oncileable encmies,’—* Impossible, never !’
was the reply.—* Let me make the attempt.
Do you see this bank-note?’ She showed
them a hundred-thaler Prussian bill, and,
cutting it with an artistically undulating
line into two unequal parts, offered one to
each of the opponents. *Be united, she
exclaimed, and disappeared into her bed-
room, leaving the two critics to themselves.
They had involuntarily taken the singer’s
strange farewell card from her hand, and, in
mute amazement, they first looked at her
vanishing form, then at each other. Meyer
Hirsch awoke from the spell before Hirsch
Moeyer, and ran bastily out of the house;
Hirsch Meyer ran after Meyer Hirsch, still
more hastily. And indeed the artist’s wish
was gratified, though only for a single hour.
The world saw Hirsch Meyer and Meyer
Hirsch, a sight never before beheld, first
enter together a bookbinder’s shop and per-
form a mysterious operation with paste and
brush. Thereupon they went, still together,
to the exchange office in the Red Rose, from
which they emerged with flushed counte-
rRaces, only to run away in opposite direc-
tions as of old. Nobody has ever solved
the riddle of this close and yet, alas! but
fleeting friendship between Morning News
and Bvening Journal.”

At twelve o’clock the diplomatic Count
makes his appearance, and is reccived in
s{:‘ul private audience. He tells Sera-
phine that he has come on a mission from
two great powers, bearing, like a certain
ancient Roman, two offers in his tog
offers of marriage. “‘Ouly two?’ says
Seraphine, ‘ not a week in the year goes by
without bringing me at’ least that number.
Whenever a merchant is on the point of
ruin, whenever a young cavalier casts about
him for means to fill his stables in suitable
style, the first speculation they think of is
my hand. The hand of a singer is com-
mon property. Let Signor Beppo conduct
you into his secret archives; one large,
full compartment bears the inscription
“Offerte di matrimonio.” ’—* Of course you
understand that I would not be the bearer
of such messages. Those that I bring are
serious, honourable snits. In the left side
of the toga’—carefully folding the lappets
of his coat—*‘is hid no less a suitor than

™ -+r Hans Heinrich Kraft; you see how | bed
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his weight almost tears to pieces the antique
folds.” Seraphine smiled, but without the
least sign of surprise. The ambassador con-
tinued : ¢ For every year that he may be
thought to have in undue excess of you
he generously lays down a million; his
house you are alrcady familiar with. He
offers you his heart, and that with all the
passionateness of late affection.’

“The smile disappeared. The singer
played thoughtfully with the tassels and
fringes of the divan. After a brief silence
she said: ¢ And the counterpoise to this
weighty first offer? Carthage had the
choice between war and peace, Sir Ambas-
sador. Whom does the right side of the
toga conceal ?’—¢ A friend, Fraulein, was
the very earnest reply ; ‘the painter, Ro-
land” Seraphine grew pale, even to her
very lips. e hand that had been toying
with the- silk tassels, clutched them firmly
to conoceal its violent trembling. There
ensued an oppressive silence, in which one
might hear every faint tick of the viewz-
boule clock on the writing-table, well-nigh
also the quicker, clearer beat of the Ama-
zon’s heart. Count Wallenberg watched
her sharply; he felt no less moved than
she was. Having regained her composure,
she said, looking fixedly at the diplomatic
mediator: “You call yourself Roland’s
friend, Count. I believe you to be such.
Have you then, as such, approved of his
suit?’—He hesitated—*‘ Openly and frank-
ly, like an ancient Roman’—* Well then,
openly and frankly, not like an ancient
Roman, but as his and your friend : No !’

“ Seraphiue sprang up, or rather was on
the point of springing up. The Count
caught her hand, which was icy cold, so
cold that he could feel it through her glove,
and restrained her.” The Count then ex-
pounded to her his theory of contrast as
the true foundation of happiness in mar-
riage. Seraphine asked if Roland had
heard this exposition also—if he admitted
its truth? *“*His reason must, whether
his heart is willing or not”—‘It is mot
willing then ?’ interposed Seraphine, and
it seemed as though there were a lurking
hope, a half tone of exultation in her last
question.—‘ His heart, like yours, is a gen-
uine full-blooded artist’s heart. It does not
know what it wishes, To-day it dreams of
you, to-morrow of Armgard. But it will
be rudely awakened from its dream as soon
as it has entered upon a union by which the
iron voice of reason has not been consult-
ed.’—* Enough ; I beg you to excuse me a
few moments” With these words Sera-
phine slowly rose and withdrew into her
room. Count Wallenberg remained
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alone ; a smile, not of dissatisfaction, played
around his delicate, firmly-set mouth. Per-
haps Theseus thought he already held the
Amazon’s girdle in his hand? Softly,
softly !

“In the darkest ccrner of the sleeping
apartment stood 8 prie-dieu, and above it
a small marble statue of the Virgin and
Child. Seraphine knelt down, for a prayer
without wor(ﬂ : ¢ Madonna, Mother of God,
blessed Protectress, see, I come to Thee,
not in the empty jug%lery of an opera
prayer—no, Madonna, but in- holy, fervid
earnestness. Aid me in the sacrifice that
I am making, At Thy feet I lay my bleed-
ing heart, with all its secret, foolish, O and
yet so sweet, desires. Receive it. It is
thine ; it cannot be his. To him give all
the happiness that I must forego, . . .

“¢ Amen,’ she softly breathed, and arose.
The art of the actress came to the aid of
the woman. She stepped .to her dressing-
table and cooled her glowing face with the
gowder-brush. ‘Without a tear in her eyes,

ut also without a smile on her lips, she
reappeared before the double wooer. Ter
folden hair shone around her white brow
ike the halo of a martyr. ¢Count,’ she
eaid with a dlear voice, ‘I thank you for
your wise counsel. What is more, I shall
follow it. Say to your friend, that his offer
does me high honour and gratifies me ex-
ceedingly, that it has almost touched me,
but that, upon mature deliberation, I have
iven heed to the voice of experience and

iendship, yours, Count Wallenberg, and
preserve my freedom. .I earnestly desire
that Roland, too, may: be governed by you,
and soon, very soom, announce to me his
engagement with Friuleip Krafft”” Wal-
lenberg then tables the banket’s proposal,
which the prima donna proceeds to discuss,
to his astonishment, in quite a business-like
manner, overruling the diplomatist’s objec-
tions on the score of difference of age, ete.,
as inconsistent with his own theory. At
last he tells her, that he has a third offer in
his breast~ ocket; “over the place where
the heart beats” and gracefully presents
his own card. Seraphine laughs out, some-
what to his discomfiture, and tredts it as a
joke. He proceeds to assure her that he
is deeply in earnest, and presses his suit
with afl the skill of an aceomplished nian.
Seraphine thanks him for his confidence and
for his offer, which has the advantage of
forcing her to a decision on pemnding ques-
tions of vital importance. She asks for
time for consideration, Heo accepts this as
a favourable token. Then she delivers an

impassioned defence of herself, and her
’ 1 Count the story of her life. This is about

class, .
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“¢Of one thing you may be sure, that I
am worthy of you, Count Wallenberg,
This hand can be laid without trembling
in that of every man of honour, even the
best, the highest; it is free from every
blemish./— Who doubts it, my dear Sera-
phine 7’— You, fourself,' in secret. Do
not deny it, Wallenberg. You declared,
just now, that yqu could heither offer nor
claim the firstlings of love. And then I
know our gentlemen of the best society.
Their youth they pass in the questionable
atmosphere of the demi-monde ; their ma-
ture age ‘behind that Chinese wall with
which society—what chiefly goes by that
name—shuts itself off from the outer world.
The notions of female virtue and excellence
that they derive from both spheres are not
of the best. If they come in contact with
the pariah-folk of the theatre, then the
Baron, the Count, the Prince, has only to
imitate Ceesar: come, see, conquer. He
coolly throws the singer, the actress, his
handkerchief, confident that it will not be
rejected if it contains a set of diamonds or
a pocket-book full of bank-notes.’—‘ What
a. gloomy view you take of life !’—It is
that of your order, Count; but, héaven be
Eraised! not the right one. I stand up

ere for my profession, although I was not
born or bred for it. In the semi-obscurity,
thé impurity of the stage, there is still to
be found pure, vigorous womanhood, as
well as in your saloons, or in the rooms
of burgher {ouses. Yes, better, because it
has to withstand more difficult trials, Out
upon the cheap virtue of your young girls
of the cultivated classes, who cannot de-
ceive the eye of an only too-experienced
mother, and then, as soon as they are away
from it, cajole and deceive their husband be-
hind his back, or to his very fuce! Reck-
on up where there is the greatest amount
of seduction and abduction, of marriage
vowed and broken, on our stage or on
yours! And yet how exposed we are, from
the very first step in our elevated, bright,
yet slippery path, to the delicate and the
coarse attentions of individuals, the intoxi-
cating applause of the multitude, to unre-
strained intercourse with the most danger-
ous men! She who wishes to stand firm
there, must be able to rely upon herself,
to control herself. With pride I can say:
I have done it. My life lies exposed to the
eye of the world ; there is not a false step
in it. My past will not reflect the least
shadow upon the house that I may enter as
a wife, were it ever so brilliant.””

The conference ends very amicably, and
before its close Seraphine reveals to the
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the weakest though not the least amusing
part of the book. Possibly the witty au-
thor may have meant it for a burlesque.
It turns out that the prima donna is not
what she has hitherto passed for, a Ger-
man, but a Scotchwoman, and not only so,
but the daughter of an Earl,—the Lady
Mary Menteith! Her name of Lomond
she borrowed from theﬂ}‘ueen of Scottish
lakes, on whose banks she had.spent so
many happy days, before she made up her
mind to avoid a distasteful marriage, by
flying from her native land, leaving her hat
and shawl], with the oars of her skiff, float-
ing on the waters of the loch. There are
some comical touches in this bit of bio-
graphic romance, such as the ,description
of the old Earl of Menteith, as the chief of
a clan, for ever at war with his neighbours,
and withal a Scottish repealer, “ hating
equally Lord Derby and Lord Palmers-
ton-”

The next scene of the story introduces
us to the diplomatio residence of the Count.
Here we have a capital portrait of a young
diplomatist of a school not unknown to us
at home. The indefatigable Hirsch Meyer
has been in the Count’s rooms, trying to
pick up some scraps of political informa-
tion. “ When he had taken his departure
the young man rose, who had been sitting
ooncealed behind English and French news-
papers, marking with a red pencil whatever
might be of importance to the Count. It
was his attacké, Prince Paul Sess of Neu-
sess-Sessenheim, who had recently joined
the embassy, and at that particular mo-
ment was exercising the functions of the
secretary, in the latter’s absence. The

oung statesman, son of a man who had

n in his day an omnipotent prime min-
ister, fresh from the university, brought
with him the fume of profound learning,
and passed for a prominent, hope-inspir-
ing power in the diplomacy of his country.
At the very first glance he appeared as the

rfect contrast to his chief, Count Wallen-

rg. Where this latter is, or appears to
be, too light, the other is, or appears to be,
too heavy. He belongs to the most recent
youth of our times, as they spring up with
frightful uniformity in all our great cities,
chiefly characterized by the common trait
of being older than extreme old age. Who-
ever seeks after geniality, fondness and tal-
ent for society, agreeable manners, espe-
cially towards the other sex, loquacity, and
good-humour, let him knock at the doors of
the boys of fifty and upwards; men below
that age, especially the greybeards between
twenty and thirty, are, on entering the
world, above all these qualities, which they
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look down upon as frivolous and old-fash-
ioned. Born and reared amid grave events
and struggles, ever surrounded by material-
istic aspirations, with a head full of positive
knowledge, and a heart devoid of all ideals,
they begin where their fathers left off.
Their sole longing and striving is, to achieve
success, to grow rich or famous in a night,
to obtain a position. All else appears to
them superfluous, if not worse. They speak
but little, eat and drink little, dance not at
all except on command, ride only according
to the doctor’s prescription, and take up the
turf or play either as a matter of social ob-
ligation or to win. So are they all, our

oung English Lords, the Marquises ot
%‘rance, the Russian Knese, the Italian
Principi, the German Counts and Barons:
all one race, even in external appearance.
With their pale, hard countenances and
close-cut hair, their wide sleeves and
pantaloons, their thick doublesoled shoes
and grey felt hats, they look like a new
crop of Roundheads, Puritans in miniature ;
such, however, as believe in nothing but
success, and have no other religion than
egoism ; favatics of the worst sort, the
cold sort.

“ Prince Paul—a splendid specimen of
this species, the most perfect greybeard of
three-and-twenty—rose from his work at
Hirsch Meyer’s departure and said thought-
fully : ¢ Are you not afraid, Minister, of this
journalist compromising us ?’—* By means
of the empty ebvelope of a telegram ?’—
‘Hm! stolen or lost despatches, letters
that have fallen into the wro hands,
have caused mischief enough.’—‘My dear
Paul, no one then would be free from anxi-
ety for his paper-basket.”—*I burn the con-
tents of mine every evening.'—‘ Mine here
is emptied by my servant. Whether now
he sells the stamnps and seals to collectors,
or whether a poor newspaper Jew specu-
lates for once with a scrap of the refuse,
what is the difference 7 ing the sub-
ject, the Count demanded: ¢ Nothing new
by the mid-day post ?’—* A circular mes
sage from our Government to its foreign
agents. It explains its commercial policy
in the most pacific spirit, and enjoins us to
maintain everywhere the best understand-
ing with foreign cabinets, and to give this
emphasis abroad.’—¢ When the Herr Min-
ister preaches peace, there must be some-
thing in the wind, perhaps the beginning
of the end. We must be watchful. No
news from America?’—*‘None. And yet
Marvdl says that an important message
might come at any hour from our secret
agent in Liverpool.’—* I wager that it will
again come like the thief in the night. Do
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not have me awakened, except in a case
of extreme urgency. I have passed a sleep-
less night and need rest. You have the key
to the cipher. The matter can lie over till
to-morrow, I reckon’—¢ With your permis-
sion I will bivouac in the hotel and send
for Marvdl. An interesting investigation
will help us to pass the time. Professor
von Siebold has sent me some rare speci-
mens of crustacea. Just think,’ continued
the young Puritan, becoming as excited as
it was possible for him to become, ¢Sjebold
has discovered in a small shell a still smaller
crab, concerning which it has been impossi-
ble, until now, to guess how it could get
inside. It is now ascertained that the crus-
tacean drives out the mollusc and occupies
its house. I am going to examine the fel-
low under my lens’ Count Wallenberg
looked at his scientific attacké in amaze-
ment. ‘Do you know,’ he said smilingly,
‘that you yourself, under the microscope,
would be an incomparably more interesting
little animal than your sea-crab? One at
your years, my dear Paul, generally inves-
tigates lobsters and oysters from other mo-
tives than those which actuate Herr von
Siebold.'—* The study of molluses is my
speciality, Count, and my relaxation.’—¢In
a sleepless night?’—¢‘] never need more
than four hours sleep.’—‘At your age?
‘When you are as old as I am, you will not
sle’igl at all’®

e elder diplomatist proceeds to give
some excellent advice to his premature
young assistant, tells him that he works
too much, not always in the right way,
that the diplomatist is often least idle when
he seems most idle : the Count’s own great-
est successes in diplomacy were achieved,
not by despatches and notes, but at a hunt
or a ball. The diplomatist must not sacri-
fice his freedom of position and coup d’eil
to’ laborious working up of details. More
may be done by mere inertia than by ex-
cessive activity. Talleyrand’s golden rule
must be ever remembered, % Point de
zéle ! The same great master’s definition
of his art is not less worthy of remem-
brance,  Diplomacy is good common sense
applied to the great business matters of the
world.” A definition, by the way, which
very nearly corresponds to the more recent
teachings on the subject, by precept and
example of two such %pposite statesien as
Mr. Bright and Lord Stanley. The austere
young disciple listens with attention but
secret contempt to the exposition of his
chief, and proceeds to develop his own ideas
of the work, and the principles of the new
school of diplomacy to which he aspires to
belong. It must follow the tendency of the
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age, and direct it. It must become positive,
the promoter of international commercial
policy, the mediator between nations and
their most pressing wants, the guardian of
universal prosperity and morality. This
requires stud¥of history and elaborate in-
vestigation. Prince Paul has been prose-
cuting his researches into the history of
diplomacy ever dnce his second year at
college. He has been collecting materials
for a history of the subject, and has ex-
tended his studies as far back as the Greek-
Byzantine epoch. With such a work he
hoxes to win the laurels of a Thucydides,
“ And the wrinkles of a Socrates,” laughs
the incorrigible Count, and prays that his
forehead may be preserved from both.
“ That,” he adds, “ is the difference between
us old diplomatists and you modern ones—
we make history, you write it.”
Wallenberg now retires to his divan, and
arranges his plan of operations. His ally,
Hirsch Meyer, shall insert an on dit in the
Evening Journal, to the effect that the
Fraulein Lomond is about to retire from
the stage, to bestow her hand on a gentle-
man enjoying a high social and diplomatic
position, but with whom she will match on
equal terms, being herself, it has been die-
covered, of noble birth. This premeditated
indiscretion will, the Count thinks, have the
effect of engaging Seraphine, of burning
behind her the bridge of retreat to the
stage. Herr Krafft will be compensated
for the rejection of his suit by getting the
son-in-law of his choice, and the fair rich
Armgard will be more than sufficient smart-
money for Roland. Just as these cogita-
tions are being coucluded the artist is an-
nounced, and the Count hastens to inform
him of the important discovery communi-
cated by Seraphine. Roland breaks out:
¢ ¢ She has confided this to you? She kept
it secret from me for '{ears; from me, her
friend, her brother., True, if she is a fine
lady, a nobleman must be nearer to her
than an artist.”—* Stop, Roland, Seraphine
is an angel.—*8he was one even before she
became your equal, Count.”’—* You are bit-
ter and unjust, I shall say nothing more
until you have composed yourself’ After
an oppressive pause, during which they sat
in silence, each lost in his own meditations,
Roland resumed, with a tone of forced
composure : ‘ Pardon my hastiness, Wal-
lenberg, and my anguish. I forebode every-
thing, Let me know what I ought to know,
what I must know.’—Thereupon the Count,
omitting names and details, narrated what
the singer had told him, prudently com-
mencing at the end, the history of her
youth. He built up a wall of separation
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between her and Roland, so that the latter
could see a fresh stone added with every
word. The peasant’s son from the Tyrol
began to feel the national vein throb within
hin ; he thought—and Wallenberg’s artful-
ly confused narrative confirmed him in the
belicf—that Seraphine’s refusal was dictated
by an awakened feeling of social rank. Her
post intimacy was set down tu the score of
art; the singer was willing, it is true,
to associate with the painter, not the born
lady, however, with the son of a shepherd.
She would turn her back upon him and the
stage together, and withdraw to the bleak
upper regions of society. Adieu, fair dream,
adicu!” The diplomatist follows up his
advantage, makes no mention of Krafit’s
proposal, but boldly burns up his own ships
and confides to Roland what has passed
between himself and Seraphine, assures him
of Krafft’s desire to have himn for a son-in-
law, and of Armgard’s favour for him, and
strongly recommends him to strike the iron
while it is hot, and ask her hand. Roland
starts away for Krafft's, and the diplomatist
thinks the game is won.

In the next chapter, the graphic power
and satiric vein of the author-are well dis-
played. We are introduced to the count-
ing-house of the banker. The reader is
called upon to take off his shoes at the
threshold of the Temple of Mammon, or at
least his overshoes, if he happen to Le bur-
dened with such protection against the dirt
and thorns of life’s pilgrimage. “ Off with
your hats, all ye, of whatever rank and age,
with the exception of the vencrable e
brew, the lovely daughter of the tribe of
Judah, who follow in our train. Let them
keep their heads covered in Old Testament
fashion, for we are about to cnter the tem-
ple of that God whom their chosen race,
with prophetic glance, adored sundry mil-
lenniums ago in the desert—the golden
calf.” The address of this shrine is in
common parlance Krafft Street, No. 30,
The street itself is a monument of the great
speculator’s genius. An enterprising archi-
tect bought the ground and commenced to
build, on the strength of a credit opened for
him by Herr Krafft. The enterprise proved
too much for the architect, and the banker
saw himself forced, against his will of
course, to stop the credit at the cleventh
hour. The halffinished street lay disman-
tled, and the industrious workmen, out of
employment, went about in despair. The
public spirit of Herr Kraflt faced the emer-
gency. Ile bought the buildings for half
what they had cost, finished them, and then
either sold them for three times the sum,
or rented them at such a rate as to produce

“ The Amazon.”

Deec.

ten per cent. The grateful town-council
named the street after the public-spirited
banker, while the unfortunate architect was
denounced as a swindler. At the corner of
the street stood the dwelling-house and
business premises of Herr Krafft :—¢ The
two sides of the Kraflt house, sharply seps-
rated, represent two worlds. On the side
towards Krafit Street business rules, Ierr
Hans Heinrich Kraflt; while Friulein
Armgard Krafft looks out upon the Konigs-
platz. The first half is occupied by vast
cellars, where the samples of oil, spirit, and
other liquid articles are kept; the ground-
floor is allotted to the bank for working
men ; on the first floor are the offices; on
the second the cashiers’ rooms; in the third
storey and still higher, across the court-yard
and into the back buildings, extend the
warerooms for groceries, wool, grain, hemp,
hops, etc. ete.  For the firm of Hans Iein-
rich Krafft does not only banking, but also
wholesale commercial business. The grana-
ries are situated between the railway sta-
tions and the harbour, forming a small
town by themseclves. The taxes and cus-
toms annually by the firm are written
with five figures, the first of which is not a
one. Its number of employés excceds the
contingent furnished by many a member of
the Bund, aud ou pay-day, turbulent Satur-
days, ten cashiers have enough to do to fill
the open hands at the various pay-windows.
.. . And yet Krafit—the Herr Principal,
as he permits himself to be called, after the
old fashion, by every one of his people,
from the book-keepers down to the young-
est volunteer or porter—knows all his men
by sight. Ilis memory, both for figures
and for persons, is terrible, and his ubiqui-
ty, even in the darkest corners of his king-
dom, borders on the fabulous. Where he
is least expected, there he suddenly appears,
always in black or in white, and always on
foot.  No mortal eye has ever seen him
with an umbrella or overshoes. The dex-
terity of his arm puts to shame the most
skilful grain-measurer in the granaries, his
quickness at figures confounds the ablest
heads in the counting-house, and, in emer-
gencies, the speed of his big feet outdoes
even the jog-trot of the old grey nag that
brings the letters four times a day from the
General Post-Office.”

On the particular Saturday when we are
introducctf to the interior of this great
cstablishment there is unusual stir and bus-
tle in Krafft Street. “ Saturday is the great
day, on which, at four o’clock, subscriptions
for the South-West Railway will bo re
ccived at the banking-office of Ilerr Hans
Heiorich Krafft. Another publicspirited
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enterprise of vast scope. Only a short time
before, Krafft had explained the prospectus
to the Finance Minister in a secret confer-
ence. For an hour and more the two po-
tentates, so closely related, and yet not
always ih accord, walked up and down his
Excellency’s room in confidential conversa-
tion. Child-like spirits, they enjoyed the
sight of the early swallows building their
nests before their very eyes in the curves
of the lonic capitals close by the windows.
¢ A happy prognostic for your undertaking,’
said the Minister gaciously. ¢*What a
head you have! hat a pity that you
caunot be induced to take charge of one of
the bureaux of my department.’—¢ With a
few thousand florins a year for a salary,
your Excellency,’ smiled Krafft. ¢ No, I am
not of the right kind to be an official. I
am and ‘shall remain a citizen, plain and
simple. Each one must serve the State
after his own fashion, Permit me to abide
by mine’—¢The State will serve you in
* turn, as long as I have any share in its ad-
ministration, As to the rest, you are right,
neighbour,’ added the Minister with a sigh.
¢ Nothing like personal freedom. Most
willingly would I resign my portfolio into
your hands on the spot.’—* Gracious heav-
ens, Herr Minister. I should make a fine
figure at the green-council board, or on the
bench of martyrdom in front of the Cham-
bers. We are in our right place, both of
us. Let us remain there’—* And friends
too,’ concluded the Minister, with an honest
shake of the hand. Hereupou they discuss-
ed some other private affairs of His Excel-
lency, whose fortune Herr Krafft had taken
charge of as a special favour. It was
agreed that His Excellency should take an
interest in the South-West Railway to the
amount of a good round sum, and the
separated upon the most cordial understand-
ing. The Herr Minister accompanied Herr
Krafft, who had come in disrespectful over-
coat, through the antechamber, filled with
uniforms and black dress-coats, to the door,
which the servant opened for the parting
guest with Oriental salaams. Down-stairs,
under the Ionic columus, the porter saluted
with his outstretched staff infinitely more
devoutly than before a Councillor of the
first class, almost with as much devotion as
before His Excellency, and was only too
happy when Kraflt said to him in a friendly
manner, ¢ Well, Niklas, on a certain Satur-
day you too can announce yourself in the
counting-house ; there will be a little ac-
count kept for you.

“ Great was the astonishment when, only
a few days after this so tenderly concluded

interview, the semi-official Meyer Hirsch
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fired off an article against the new railway.
The Morning News warned its rcaders
against excessive speculation, and showed
that the Government, which had given no
guarantee for the payment of interest,
washed its hands of all responsibility.
None but the initiated saw that this very
article had been agreed upoun in theé confer-
ence itself. The administration wished to
display its independence of Herr Krafft, to
Heserve its Eosition of strict impartiality.

e public, however, mistrustful of every
official utterance, read between the lines
that the bureaucrats looked with unfavoura-
ble eyes upon this enterprise of a man of
the people, and grudged poor folks a sure
profit. It was replied to in the same spirit
by an article otP Hirsch Meyer’s in the
Evening Journal. The fuss on both sides
did its duty, and produced the desired re-
sult.

“This became most palpably manifest on
Saturday afternoon. Even before three
o’clock, the human tide, swelling from min-
ute to minute, pressed on to Krafft's house.
In a short time the street was packed full,
and still the rising tide rushed in both from
the Borsenplatz and the Konigstrasse. Men
of business, officials, moneyed gentry, work-
men, even servants, pressed forward to sub-
scribe, nll the more eagerly when it was
announced that the lists would soon be
closed, and all subseriptions proportionately
reduced, on account of an undoubted excess.
This report had such an alarming effeet,
that urmed policemen, and mounted guards
had to be summoned, the street closed and
barriers put up before the doors of No. 30,
just as the ticket-box of a theatre a little
before the commencement of some unusual
performance. We find some of our old
friends drifting about in the raging flood :
here Signor Bepﬁo had brought his bit of
Eoverty, there ¥ather Winter’s venerable

ead rises above the tide, deep red and
dripping with perspiration ; Maestro Bul-
lermann cannot protect the fainting widow
on his arm in any better manner than b,
crushing her against the wall; Hirsc
Meyer and Meyer Hirsch struggle on op-
posite sides, as usual, for a choice place on
the stone at the corner, from which they
can overlook and describe the scene. The
shrieks of female voices, the laughter and
roaring of the men, the useless cry of order
by the gens d’armes, blows and kicks,
choruses by the envious or the inquisitive
from the adjoining windows, the exultation
of the mischievous street urchins,—all
these separate discordant sounds combine
to form an infernal symphony worthy of
the idol to whom it is offered, and who sits
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up there, behind locks and bars, in the Holy
og Holies of his temple, the fire-proof safe,
unapproachable but ever surrounded afresh
by the swarms of his raging devotees, dead,
and yet daily demanding and devouring his
living human sacrifices.

“ Roland drew back dispirited, in time to
avoid being swept away by the roaring
stream. He had either not thought or not
known of this great event of Saturday.
And yet his excited mood called so impera-
tively for some final result, some decision,
that he regained his courage and discovered
a way of access to old Krafft through the
entrance to Armgard’s apartments, on the
Konigsplatz. A servant led him—the
well-known friend of the family—without
hesitation up a side-stair covered with n
carpet, the communication between father
and daughter, into the counting-house.
Here order, peace, quiet reigned. The roar
of the flood was wafted up from below like
the dashing of the sea against a dyke. Only
the new hands peeped out at the windows,
grinning whenever a woman’s shawl was
trampled upon in the crowd, or a man’s
coat-tails torn off. The older employés,
used to such battles, worked on undisturb-
ed, standing in pairs at the heavy oak
desks, over which hung gas lamps with
green shades. Nothing was to be heard
but the scratching of the steel pens, the
rustling of the leaves of the huge books,
the cruinpling of smaller and thinner slips
of paper, known as bills of exchange, t.ﬁe
whispering of a couple of voices that were
rapidly making some computation, in du-
plicate, to prevent mistakes. On the side-
tables copying-machines and stamping-

resses were unceasingly at work. Noise-
ess as shadows, the occupants of these dis-
mal apartments glided from one room or
one desk to another. An office servant,
likewise a shadow in invisible grey livery,
handed round the ¢ Vesperbrod, consisting
of coffee and cakes, bread and butter and
fruit, which was devoured hastily, in silence,
and standing. And each desk, each room,
each man even, looked like all the rest ; the
same prices current hung on the walls, the
same railroad and telegraph-maps, the same
daily almanacs, the same lists of coins; in
the corners stood the same basin-stands,
above them hung the same white towels
marked with the same red characters, H.
H. K. . . . Fie upon this imperfect human
race! It has successfully invented sewing-
machines ; why not writing and counting
machines? Then we should at least hear
in such a money-manufactory the whirling
of wheels and the wheezing of steam, as in
all the others! But no; im the temple of
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the demon, in the immediate presence of his
gloomy majesty, nothing is suitable but
silence, the silence of the grave ! ”

The soul of the artist is op by the
atmosphere of the oonnﬁ.ng— ouse. He is
silently directed, by point of pen, from room
to room, till at last he finds himself in pres-
ence of the presiding genius, who is closinf
Eerempborily an unplessant dialo, wit

is aristocratio father-in-law, a broken-down
Knight of 8t. John. The old man has come
a-begging, and has been told that the banker
can do no more for him, but that his annuity
will be regularly paid. The banker makes
no secret of the matter to Roland, tells him
that the old man is a hopeless devil, and as
a specimen relates how, after giving him one
day a handful of gold, he found him break-
fasting sumptuously off silver at the Nimrod
Club, when he condescendingly saluted him
before a numerous company, adding, “ Sorry .
I can’t invite you to joinme. But you know
our regulations—oivilians not admitted.”
Such persons, said Herr Krafft, must be
snubbed, and made to feel the power of
purse-pride cersus pride of ancestry. Roland’s
momentary suspicion that this lesson m:i be
meant to apply also to him is dispelled by
the frank and confiding manner of his in-
tended father-in-law, who tells him that he
has seen his daughter, and that he may be
assured of her filial compliance with his
wishes. He then shows Roland his room,
in return for his frequent views of the artist's
studio. “ Roland took the desired survey,
but only with a slight feeling of discomfort
at being lost in a strange world. The count-
ing-room of the principal was the same as
those of his employés. Between the two
windows stood the writing-table, oovered
with heaps of newspapers, stacks of letters,
mountains of ledgers, bound in canvas or
leather, and tipped with brass at the corners;
a chaos for every eye and every hand but
the master’s. A cane-bottomed chair in front
of the table completed the picture of hard-
ness and simplicity. So also the standing-
desk, which: was not a whit more elegant or
comfortable than all the others. The four
walls were lost to sight behind cases that
overflowed with pasteboard boxes, books and
pamphlets, all marked with the numerals of
the iear and the name of the country to
which they had reference. All five con-
tinents were here represented. In one corner
stood timidly the narrow leather-covered
sofa; in another, a small table, on which a
bit of black bread and two Borsdorfer apples
represented the ¢ Vesperbrod’ of the mil-
lionnaire. A couple of stray cane-bottomed
chairs invited onc to stand. Nowhere a
flower, a picture, a carpet, a soft curtain, a
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ocoloured cover; everything bare and prosaic,
cold and bleak. And for this to be banker
and wholesale dealer | ”

The merchant saw what was passing in the
artist’s mind, and tells him that he must not
judge by appearances. Even this prosaic
world of his has its secret poetry. Yonder
blue pasteboard box is the eradle of a South
American republic; within that other, bear-
ing the labef % Melbourne,” is hidden the
first introduction of Australian wool into
Germany, and 80 on. “ ‘I do not deny,’ he
adds, ‘that it would have been pleasing to
me to have my son-in-law undertake the con-
tinuation of my life. But that cannot be.
Still, dear Roland, there is a praotical side
to your art, where we can meet and work
together, with my means. I can picture to
myself a future for you of laudable activity,
which shall embrace and gradually control
all German exhibitions, academies, colleo-
tions, If we buy up whatever is good
wherever we find it, offer premiums for the
best, give aim and direction to contemporary
art by means of exhibitions on a grand scale,

lace German and foreign art upon a good

agis, found societies ;%'rl mutual aid and
loans . . . .)—*‘Then we should be art-
dealers, Herr Krafft, not artists. To mea
wholly unknown region, whither I cannot
follow you, even in fancy.’—¢ Then you can
at least follow me one step into my eabinet
of curiosities,’ said Krafft, opening the door
of an alcove by the side of the counting-
room. Roland saw a emall, low bed of plain
deal, with a blue and white checkered pif ow,
a straw mattress and a horse-blanket; near
by, a closet, in which were hung up a blouse,
a pair of leather breeches, a pair of high
boots, a leathern apron full of seams and
spots, the shoulder-straps of a porter, and an
oil-skin cap.—* Here you see the commence-
ment of my fortunes, Herr Roland,” ex-
plained the millionnaire, not without solem-
nity and pride. ‘That is my first couch,
which I purchased with the labour of my
hands, after years of toil and thrift; I have
never slept better than upon this straw mat-
tress. In that oloset I Eave preserved the
dress, the tools with which I began m
present career a8 a day-labourer. When
wish to compose myself, or to learn humility,
I take refuge here. Sit down with me a
moment on the hard bed. Hans Heinrich
Krafft will tell you how he became a mer-
chant.”” And then he tells the story of his
early fortunes, which need not be recited here.

The dialogue that follows is interrupted
by the entrance of the banker’s chief olerk,
who announces that the crowd has broken in
the barriers and is attacking the counting-
bouse. The polioe arc not strong enough
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and the military have been sent for, The
great capitalist hears the announcement with
calmness, and gives directions to have a few
shares reserved for Messrs. Hirsoh Meyer
and Meyer Hirsch, so that the press may be
kept in mind. Presently a cashier rushes
in to eay that all the shares are disposed of,
and that the mob pours in more fiercely than
ever, and wildly shouting for Herr Krafft,
“To your place, sir | thundered the bank-
er, “{ shall come when I think it time. In
no case before the military arrive. We need
their interference for the sake of the mar-
ket.,” At last the moment for action has
come, * Let us bring the play to a close,”
says Herr Krafft, and flinging up the win-
dow, he sternly inquires of the mob what
they want of him? * Shares, scrip,” was
the vociferous reply. “ You claim,” he said,
“without any right or manners,” and pro-
ceeded to administer a lecture to the crowd,
telling them, in conclusion, to send him a
deputation, and that he would listen to
them, but not to a turbulent mob. So say-
ing he let down the window with a bang,
and the broken panes fly over the heads of
the crowd. The soldiers have now arrived,
and are halting with fixed bayonets, the mob
sullenly drawing back at their approach.
Three deputies come seeking audience of the
banker ; he receives them like a potentate,
but with the condescension of a good man,
a plain citizen. After hearing their com-
plaints and their suspicions that all the
shares are being given to the rich and none
to be reserved gor the poor, he addresses
them :—* ¢ I am nothing more than you are :
a man of business, who works for his living,
the son of a peasant, a plain, simple citizen.
I began in a smaller way than any of you;
but I will never forget that I am flesh of
your flesh, blood of your blood. Facts have
proved it. I will give you a fresh proof to-
day. Go home and tell the people who
have sent you: Hans Heinrich Krafft will
give up the share which his house has sub-
scribed to the South-Western Railway in
favour of the less wealthy ocitizens of this
oity. This sum of five hundred thousand
thalers shall be divided up pro rafs among
the subscriptions under five hundred dol-
lars.'—‘ Heaven bless you, Herr Krafft,’
stammered out the court-cooper, and the
grain-broker tried hard to shed a tear of

atitude ; the confidential clerk, Herr

ange, the third of the group, caught at
the hand of the patron, to kiss 1t, with emo-
tion, Krafft drew it back angrily. ‘No
self-abasement, Herr Lange,’ he said. ‘We
are men of the people; let us behave as
such. God bless you, gentlemen. You
konow my purpose. Make it known to the
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good peoEle waiting outside, and rid me of
them without delay. Let the subscription
be conducted quietly and in good order.
Adieu, children !>—The deputation with-
drew. A few minutes afterwards there was
heard a thundering hurrah: ¢ Hurrah for
Herr Krafft! Three cheers for Father
Krafft!” He showed himself at the win-
dow, nodded quickly and soberly, and mo-
tioned to them to disperse. While the
tumult was subsiding, Krafft and Roland
retired into the private counting-room.
¢ You have,’ the latter said, ¢ spoken nobly,
acted nobly’—‘I have made a bargain,
nothing more, nothing less; moreover, not a
bad one.’—* How =0 ? *—*In three months I
shall buy at 70, perhaps still lower, what I
am now to give up to them at 90’ ¢ You
know that beforehand ? *—* With mathemat-
ical certainty. The public expzcts an Eldo-
rad> in the South-Western Railway, as it
does in every new enterprise. The under-
taking is a good one, it is true, or I should
not have ventured upon it. But one must
be able to wait until the fruit is ripe. The
small holders caunot do that; they sow to-
day and to-morrow they wish to reap. At
the first payment their heart and their purse
are all right. At the second or third both
are gone. Upon the least rise they will
throw the paper, for which they were ready
to break each other’s necks, upon the mar-
ket, and so depreciate their property. But
if some fortuitous circumstance should cause
a pressure upon the money market, then
they drop all that they have, in a perfect
panic, for any price. I shall watch this mo-
ment, and buy. In a year or so, when the
line is finished and its communications com-
plete, the shares that were subseribed for at
90, and which I shall have bought at 60 to
70, will touch 100, or higher.’—* That is to
say,” said Roland thoughtfully, ‘you will
gain at the expense of those people whose
confidence you have aroused, then satisfied
with objects of artificial value, and finally
drained for yourself.'—¢ Business is business,
replied the familiar harsh voice. ¢Unless I
become a counterfeiter or a forger I can do
nothing more than convert oﬁlcr persons’
moncey into my own; of course, in an honest
way.'—‘ And you do this without fearing
lest one day some one mightier and luckier
than you should do the same to you ?'—¢I
must be prepared for that; I am pre-
pared’—¢Also for the storm, not one of
your own creating, but one sent by the
wrath of God, that shall scatter all this pa-
per splendour of our times, and reduce this
" appalling social inequality of ours to a uni-
versal zero?’—¢ Let us quictly abide this
Last Day,’ laughed the banker, taking the
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artist by the arm. ¢ And now to my daugh-
ter,’ he said; ¢she will be anxious about
her father, impatient for the master.” ™
Before we come to the interview that fol-
lows, let us see what has happened in the in-
terval. Herr Krafft had communicated to
his daughter in the morning his kindly in-
tentions regarding herself, Roland, and
Seraphine. They are not quite agreeable to
her, but she controls her feelings as becomes
a little female diplomatist. After a twohours’
communing with herself, she makes up her
mind, orders the ponies, takes a fierce drive
round the Park, balts at the Court jewel-
ler’s shop in the Konigstrasse, purchases a
beautiful gift for Seraphine, and sends it to
her straightway, with affectionate wishes for
her father’s success in his suit, and promises
of filial obedience to her dear stepmother.
She hag not been long at home when a vio-
lent peal at the door-bell announces the ap-
proach of Seraphine. A very pretty in-
terview and dialogue ensue, creditable to
both young ladies. The passionate singer,
with a bursting heart, but in perfect sin-
cerity, congratuﬁntes Armgard on the hap.
piness that is to be hers. As to Papa Krafft
and herself, on the other hand, it cannot pos-
sibly be. She esteems him profoundly, but
marry him she cannot. But her friend and
Roland are made for each other. Wallen-
berg has conviuced her of that. * Also
that Roland loves me?” asks Armgard.
“He does and must,” says Seraphine.
Armgard smiled. “ And I must love him
in turn, must I not?’—¢When you kuow
him, the grand, magnificent man, as I know
him: yes! He is a child in disposition, a
hero in moral force and dignity, in talent s
very god! Girl, what a lot is yours at his
side! Intimate communion with such a
spirit, living and moving in his ideas, aban-
doning yourself wholly to his mighty indi-
viduality, losing yourself in him and his
creations . . . Armgard, you will be the ha
piest woman on earth if you become his
wife !’ The singer embraced her friend pas-
gionately, and kissed her repeatedly. The
forrer ill-will, the wild jealousy of the bank-
rincess, had disappeared from the Amazon's
eart since she had sacrificed her secret in-
clination for the good of the man she loved,
had resigned him in favour of Armgard.
The chosen bride of her friend seemed to
her a part of himself. She lavished the
whole treasure of her love, which she could
not reveal to him, upon the girl of his choice.
Armgard’s cheeks burned with kisses whose
tender fire revealed that they had missed
their truc object. The shrewd child of the
word, indeed, perceived what was taking
place in Seraphine. It did not require much
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penetration to sound the depths of this open
soul, which was not always clear to itaelf,
but all the more intelligible to others.
Armgard reciprocated her caresses, and
drawing Seraphine’s hand to her lips, said :
*1 understand your heart, dear sister. Be-
lieve me, I understand it thoroughly. You
are far more worthy than I am of the master,
his love and his possession; you are his co-
mate in spirit, akin in art.'—‘ 1 ?? exclaimed
Seraphine. As for her, she says, Roland
does not think of her, except as one does of
a good companion, a school friend. She is
not good enough for him, with her wild
umours and ions. How could she
make him happy? No. Wallenberg was
right: artists are not suited to marry one
snother. If she is to marry she must re-
nounce the stage, and seek a match, not in
gniet bome life, but in the world of fashion.
he then confidea to Armgard the disclosure
she had made that morning to the Count,
grompted by a feeling of irritation at seein,
im so grandly mounted on that very hig
horse, ‘ the old-nobility hobby-horse of mé-
salliances.” She would have him know that
in that respect she was as good as he. Arm-
gard is gomewhat startled. Still more so,
when the singer tells her of the Count’s
proposal, and her manner of receiving it.
She takes for granted what the conclusion of
the matter will be, and becomes slightly
acrid in her observations. Seraphine ae-
sures her that the name she has made for
herself is a thowsaud times dearer to her
than that she inherited. In that case, says
Armgard, it is surprising that-she should
wish to change it. There is only one Ser-
aphine Lomond, but there are dozens of
Countesses in every capital. She must not
renounce her glorious art for an empty title.
“¢ Ah, yes,’ sighed the singer, ¢ the art itself
is indeed high and magnificent ; if only there
were no handicraft along with it, inseparable
from it, necessary to it! You do mnot
know, Armgard, how degrading this handi-
oraft is, how wearisome, how oppressive in
the long run. From without you see only
the bright side of the stage—not, however,
the shadows which the dazzling sun of the
theatre oasts upon it. Under the semblance
of cheerful, artistic freedom and self-govern-
ment, our profession conceals within itself
the most pitiable dependence; dependence
npon the manager, the director, an incompe-
tent or malicious colleague, upon the publie,
the press, a hundred different, ofttimes con-
tradictory influences. The brief intoxica-
tion of a single evening is purchased at the
expense of unspeakably prosaic morning
hours, where, in the grey twilight of the
stage, the steamy atmosphere of the re-
VOL. XLIX. N—17
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bearsal-room, we “ work,” as galley-slaves
work, under the rod of some perverse direc-
tor, who rudely and abruptly stops us in the
very middle of an inspiring passage, riveted
to the same obain with unworthy artisans
who impede whore they should assist, And
then the oomaners with their everlasting
solicitetions, the Bullermanns of the past,
present, and future! And the public, with
its caprioes, its injustice, and its prejudices,
to-day warm, to-morrow oool, lauding the
bad to the skies, because it is the fashion,
and blindly, stupidly trampling under foot
the best, which it does not understand. And
fioally & criticism which we are the better
able to estimate at its true value by our
paying for it in hard cash.’” With this
dark picture she contrasts the golden repose
of the bank-princess. Armgard in ber turn
declares that the artist-life, if hard and full
of struggle, is still a life, while hers is mere
vegetation, and the s¥irited little woman
finally bursts forth: “ I swesr to you, Queen
of the Amazons, the poor little, abused
bank-princess has her hours in which she
would gladly give all the gold in her father’s
fire-proof safe for the glitter of your stage
orown, in which she could cry out to the
blue heavens from the depths of her worn
and emnuyéd maiden-heart. ‘A million for
a cloud—a storm !*"’

In the midst of this interesting dialogue
the tumultuous scene occurs which has been
already doscribed. After much agitation on
the part of the ladies, the storm is hushed,
and just as Seraphine is going, Herr Krafft
and Roland enter. While the banker
soothes his daughter, Roland and Seraphine
greet each other, she pale as death, he flush-
ed with emotion.—* The singer held out
her hand to the painter, who only touched
it with the tips of his fingers. His heart
swelled to overflowing at the sight of his
dear friend, now lost to him; anger, jeal--
ousy, pain, sorrow, love, choked his voice.
‘My ocongratulations|? he stammered, al-
most inandibly. . Much has happened since
yesterday. I take the deepest interest in this
turn in your destiny.’—‘ Roland, what a.
tone to use with me ! —¢ The old one,’ he
said, shaking his head, ¢ has passed away
irrevocably.  You have become a great:
lady; or rather you always were, but now
you will become a still greater ome. Your
appearance as an artist was only a starring
performance, a piquant incognito; our
friendship, a flitting dream. I awake and
bid you adieu, gracious Countess.’—He
turned away from her, and went up to
Armgard, whose little hand he kissed with
what for him was an unusual show of gal-
lantry. The sight pierced Seraphina to the
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heart. Convulsively she pressed her right
hand to her bresu;’c,y and said to herself :
“'Tis well. I can conguer it more easily
with his assistance’” Commanding her
feelings, she retires to oconfer with the old
gentleman, leaving Roland and Armgard
sitting, likke s pair of model lovers, side by
side on the sofa. The latter pair, however,
soon come to an understanding, snd discover,
by wmutual explanation, how the friendly
Count has been playing the part of Puck in
the Midswmmer Night's Dream among them.
Roland oonfesses that Armgard’s wealth
alarms him. Armgard frankly tells him
that he does not love her: she knows ¢ the
place is engaged,” and she knows for whom.
8She then assures him that Seraphine loves
him in return, passionately, as only Ama-
-ons can ; and proceeds to concoct a plan for
outmanwmuvring the Count, and crossing his
theory of  cross-marriage.” The artistand
the singer must be brought together. “ And
the Count and the bank-princess,’ adds
Roland. Armgard blushes, and says she
may be left out of the game, and the Count
also deserves to be punished, by being sent
away empty-handed. Rolund asks, “ ¢ Se-
riously, then, do you love Wallenberg ?'—
¢If that is love which you feel for Sera-
l)hine, Seraphine for you—No. Such a
ove only favoured, great, poetio natures are
capable of; not we common children of
men.'—* But a certain little, worldly affec-
tion, a satisfaction with Wallenberg’s ele-
gont person, his rank, his esprit, his elegant
manners, a secret longing to become Madame
PAmbassadrice and Frau Griifin—this, my
dear, shrewd, delicate, little pupil does feel ;
does she not ? Frankness for frankness,
Armgard, or I am out of thegame! ' Arm-
gard sprang up, opened a drawer in her
writing-table, then a locked portfolio in the
drawer, and pulled out a drawing, which she
handed to Roland, with the words: ¢ This
is my answer, master.’ Therewith a won-
derfully charming blush suffused her pale
countenance up to the very roots of her dark
curls; shamefaced, she hid it on Roland’s
shoulder. He examined the drawing, a por-
trait of Wallenberg in chalk, and said, gently
raising her head : ¢ I pronounce my appren-
tice free for this work. It is the best that
you have ever done. 8he who bas drawn
that can not only draw but also . . . love.
~— Yes,’ she said to him softly, and with
deep feeling, ‘I love him after my own
fashion ; but with all my heart.’— Now I
believe you,’ replied Reland, smiling, ¢ in

our willingness to make Seraphine and me

appy. Our interests are the same ; you
must separate Wallenberg from Seraphine;
1, Seraphine from Wallanberg.’
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8o the plan is arranged, and Reland snd
Armgard are in the meantime to play the
part of engaged lovers, which they do so
well that Herr Krafft-is consoled for hix own
rejection, poor Seraphine is wretched, and
the Count,; who presently joins the party, is
thoroughly piqued. The Count has been
busy with despatches; he has received im-

ortant news from America and London—a

rilliant victory for the South—the stability
of the Union questioned—probable recogni-
tion of the Southern Confederation by Kng-
land. Krafft is at once all alive : American
bonds will fall dreadfully—he must hasten
to the counting-house. Why? He will sell
at once, that night, as much as he possibly
can, that he may buy double, treble the
quantity next week, when the market is at
its lowest ; for Krafft believes in the final
triumph of the Union, and knows that he is
safe. So he hurries to his counting-house,
and Armgard, to assist him as confidential
telegraph-clerk, accompanies him. Sera.
phine, bidding Roland a cold adien, goes
off under the escort of the Count. At the
door-step, ready to receive her, is the faith-
ful Beppo. “ He held out to his mistress
the Ebening Journal, still damp, just come
from the press.—‘ Una belliesima novella!’
he enarled, his eyes sparkling with rage.—
¢ What is the matter ? Why do you terrify
me ? '—* Eoco | '—He pointed to an article
under the heading : * Latest News.’—‘Read
it, said the singer to the Count, with the
tone in which singers are wont to ask, first
having seized the paper frem Beppo's hand
and hurried into her cabinet. Wallenberg
had to deliver his own improvisation :—

“We learn, from trustworthy sources, tlut
our highly honoured prima domna, Friinlein
Seraphine Lomond, will, in to-morrow's per-
formance of the ‘Amazop,” the well-known
aberration of the maestro of the future, Bul-
lermann, not only take leave of our Conrt
stage, to the regret of all, but will bid adieu to
art and the theatre generally. She is about to
be united in marriage to a gentleman oceupying
the highest social pusition among us. We ean
further reveal to the reader, also from trost.
worthy sourceséthat under the pseudonym Ser-
aphine Lomond, the last surviving represent-
ative of one of the oldest families of forei%n
nobility has bitherto concealed hersclf from the
public, but will speedily emerge from her ro-
mantic obscurity. From our point of view we
attach, as might be expected, little importanee
to this latter circamstance; in our eyes the
great singer ranke far above the aristocratie
Friiulein.  Still, it might serve as an explava-
tian of the haughty and disdainful manner in
which this otherwise so estimable singer has
been accustomed to treat her associates in art
and the representatives of the independent
ptess,—H(1r80R) M(RYER.)"
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When the Count has read reluctantly to
the ond, Seraphire breaks out upon him,
‘¢« For this knightly service, Count, I am
under obligations. Until now I considered
disoretion to be a diplomatic quality.'—
* There are oases in which the gravest in-
diseretion may become the finest discretion.’
—~¢T do not understand that, it is ... too
diplomatic for me. But I do understand
that this infamous artiele will rob me of the
entire result of to-morrow evening. I shall
demand satisfaction, thmh you. Not of
this wretghed Meyer Hi ... '—‘'Hirsch
Meyer, my dear friend.’—* All the same, my
diplomatic friend. I shall myself deliver
my card to Hirsch or to Meyer, perhaps to
both, to be sure of the right one, pour
prendre congé, with my riding-whip.'—* Ser-
aphine!’—Count ? . .. I request you to
basten immediately to the printing-office.
Have this report contradicted in the Morn-
tng News.’—* There is no edition to-morrow,
Sunday.’—‘ Then suppress the entire pus-
gwil, or write, in my name, a counter-decla-
ration and bave it placarded, by to-morrow
morning, on every street-corner. Beppo
will go to the director, the stage-manager,
the leader of the orchestra; I shall not sing
to-morrow.—* My dear child I’—¢ We have
not got so far yet, Count' Wallenberg. I
am neither & child, nor your dear child.
True, I am a feeble, lonely woman, who must
proteot herself, and who will proteet herself.
You know my will. It is inflexible. Good-
night, Oount.’~—~With these words the weak,
lonely woman ' disappeared into her sleeping
apartment, and immediately thereafter aun
alarm-peal, gimilar to that of the morning,
sammoned Signor Beppo and the faithful
Marianka, who looked askance at the depart-
ing Count as they hastened to her room.”

Wallenberg hgstens to the office of the
Ebvening Journal. He is too late; the whole
edition is disposed of, and cannot be recall-
ed; the editor cannot assist him. Witha
ourse he dashes away to the Morning Nows,
and is shown into the room of the Hon.
Privy-Councillor Editor.,  “ ¢ Best of
friends,” said the Count, ‘I break in upon
you like a thief in the night. I do it in
behalf of a beautiful woman ; you will there.
fore pardon me.” ‘Any motive that pro-
cures me the honour of your visit, Minister,
is of importance.’ ¢Very much obliged!
To-day’s edition of the Evening Ji has
an article about our Lomond, which has ter-
ribly excited her.’—*‘I have already read it,’
smiled the Councillor, ¢and may perhaps,
without impropriety, congratulate the Min-
ister.’~~‘Me? I had no idea of the news.
Friiulein Lomond has been favourably rec-
ommended to me, I may say she is my

.
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friend. She tarne to me for protection.
Would it not be possible for the offisial
organ, since it is not published on Sunday,
to come out this evening, or at all events,
early to-morrow morning, with an extra sheet
oontradicting the organ of the opposition ?’
—*‘An extra in theatre affairs would not
look very suitable for a semi-official organ.’
—True, I bethink me of an expedient.
Insert in the extra an important item of
news from New-York, which no one knows
but ourselves, and then add the eontradic-
tion, by way of postscript. It has loeal im-

rtance, at all events. Without it Frau-

in Lomond will not sing to-mérrow.’—
The Councillor accepted gladly the despatch-
es from London and Liverpool, and, while
making them up for the extra, sammoned
Herr Meyer Hirsch, ‘our speciality in art
matters,” to the office. Soon after, the extra
was set up, printed, and issued. Immediate-
ly after the victory of the Confederates
and the downfall of the Union, there follow-
ed, in the daintiest of Nonpareil:

¢ Our over-credulous colleague of the Eren-
ing News has again hiad an evormous canard
palmed off on him. It is mof true that Friu-
lein Lomond is to abandon the stage; not true
that she is to give her hand to a gentleman of
high social standing among us. Inasmuch as
this maliciously-invented and equally malicicus-
ly composed article might prejudice our highly
estcemed singer in her swan-song of to-morrow,
we hasten to improve this opportunity of con-
tradicting it, in accordance with the truth,
leaving all its personalities, which do not con-
oern us, to the liberal Evening Journal and its
art-correspondent.—M(&YER) 1 (Imson).”

Having accomplished this piece of diplo-
macy, the Count winds up the evening at the
house of Krafft, where Armgard makes a
brilliant figure in the conversation. * Arm
in arm Wallenberg and Roland slowly walk-
ed home smoking. The former said thought-
fally : ¢ You are a child of luck, friend Ro-
land. In the little bank-princess you will
draw the first prize in the marriage lottery.’
—The artist, adding a bold move of his own
invention to the pre-arranged cross-marriage,
replied: ‘And you do not even know,
Count Wallenberg, that you as good as had
this prige in your pocket ?— 1 ?’—* You!
Armgard oonfessed to me a secret fondness
for you, overcome, it is true. She has
drawn your portrait, without any one’s knowl-
edge, a wonderful success, admirably con-
ceived, but a little flattered.”—¢ Flattered ?
Thank you. You artists must always be
rude |'—¢ A double wrong since I do it to
you. Your sacrifice, even if it was an un-
intentional one, has made me the happiest
mortal beneath yonder pale moon, If you
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could only have seen and heard the girl as
I did this evening. She worked for two
hours with bher father ; he admitted that she
was able to supervise every counting-house,
every oabinet, with her knowledge of lan-
guages, her business insight, her gure and
ready band; and then her conversation at
table, how easy and yet how full of mean-
ing, sparkling with wit and talent! You do
not realize how deeply I am indebted to you,
my dear Count, for this treasure.’— Pray,
don’t speak of it,’ eaid the Count, becoming
very monogyllabic. At the Landschafts
platz the paths of the two night-wanderers
diverged ; Roland turned off to the suburbs,
Wallenberg to his Prinzessinnenplatz, He
walked slower and slower, he smoked faster
and faster. His pull at the doar-bell of the
embassy was in the style of Seraphine’s
musical school : Tempest! The porter, the
lackey, the valet-de-chambre rushed out in
terror. In silence he ascended the stairs to
the second storey, entered his sleeping-room,
suffered himself to be disrobed. . . . All at
once he wildly dashed down his cigar so that
the sparks flew all over the Bmyrna carpet.
‘ Curse it, he exclaimed loudly, ¢that I
should hit wpon the wrong one |’—the valet-
de-chambre, carefully pickiog up or extin-
%uisbing the fragments, lisped: ¢ Does your

xcellenoy order another ?'—¢ Another what,
blockhead ?'—* Cigar, Excellency.'—* Go to
.'+ .« to bed I’—* Yes, Excellency. I have
the honour of wishing you a most obedient
good-night !> "

Next day, Sunday, is the cventful day on
which the diva Lomond is to sing her swan-
song, positively her last appearance, perhaps,
on any stage, There is great excitement
and preparation. At length at the hour of
five the theatre carriage comes for Seraphine,
and she drives off amid an adwmiring crowd.
At the obscure side-door of the theatre the
carriage stops. * The hcad theatre-watch-
man, in grand uniform, opened the narrow
iron door. Seraphine entered the twilight
of the stage and drew a long breath in the
home-like atmosphere that surrounded her,
that indescribable peculiar stage atmosphere,
a mixture of gas, oil, spirits, resin, dust,
wood, canvas, leather, velvet, silk, wool,
every eonceivable subterrestrial and super-
terrestrial odour. On the boards, which
she had to cross to reach her dressing-room,
the chorus and ballet had assembled, already
clad in their respective costumes of Ama-
zons, Greek warriors and priesty, to give her
a stately welcome, forming an sapalier through
which she marched, Marie with her white
basket proudly following. The carpenters,
too, in their Sunday jackets, each with a
nosegay in his button-hole, the wardrobe
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officials, male and female, the supernumer-
aries, broaght the prims dowma their kindly
groetings, In the sidc-scene the stage-man-
ager, basso Braun, in his robes of high
priest, and Theseus, the first barytone, stood
awaiting her. The manager kissed her band,
Braun kissed her paternally on the forehead,
Theseus fraternally on the cheek. Con-
ducted by the two latter, the manager acting
a8 guide, she ascended the short flight of
steps up to her dressing-room. The door
was opened; a daszzling flood of light burst
upon her All her ocompanions from the
opera, the drama, and the ballei, had assern-
bled in the apartment, which was deeorated
with flowers, tapestry, and curtains. Upon
the red-covered table in the middle of the
reom, amid candelabra and laurel wreaths
with long bows, stood a silver Amason
shield, a masterpicce from the establishment
of Kilian Brothers, the parting gift of the
theatre to Seraphine. 8he stood there
speechless, listened to the solemn oration of

o, senior member, the tragedy hero and
father, Reissmilller, and received the shield
from the hande of the tragedy mother,
Madame Wandel-Schneider. In the middle
of the shield wae her portrait in medallion:
the border represented the fight of the Ama-
zons in embossed werk, and on the reverse
was the inscription: ‘ To the Queen of the
Amarons, from her faithful people on the
evening of her farewell.’” Big tears rolled
from the nixie-eyos; the singer could only
stawmer out a few inooberent words and
embrace them in sucoession, until the man-
ager, pulling out his watoh, put an end to
the affecting, and, for his performance, dan.
gerous scene. Seraphine was left alone;
she sat down in the chaise longus, to rest herself
for a few moments before the contest, while
Marie unpacked the contents of her basket;
flesh-coloured socks, sandals, the silver hel-
met and coat of mail, the white tunic, em-
broidered with blue @ /& Greegue, the tiger-
skin to be thrown over the shoulders and
fastened by two silver claws, the sword and
belt, and the indispensables of the toilette-
table—rouge, brush, sponge, bair-powder,
brushes, combs, hand-mirror. . . . Nothing
was forgotten. The Amagzon robed herselt.
‘When she hed finished, and stood in front of
the lofty mirror, that reflected the image of
a perfectly beautiful woman, beautiful from
the waving golden hair down to the fringes
of the blue sandals, a smile, the first one that
day, stole over the marvellously inspired
countensuce. She placed the helmet on her
head, grasped with a firm hand the golden
sceptre, and descended, with true queealy
gait, to the stage where her people wero
awaiting her. But all at once she stopped
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in c¢onsternation. Something wes wrong.
¢ Marie,’ she coried, growing pale under her
rouge, ¢ Marie, my horse-hair.”—¢ Jesu, Maria,
Joseph, I have forgotten the horse-hair.'—
¢ Miserable woman ; to-day above all others.’
—Marie has already disappeard. Soon the
entire world behind the scenes knows that
the prima downa’s horse-hair has been for-

ten. BShe mever sings without having a

orse-hair twisted around the little finger of
the left hand; an unfailing preventive of
the jettaturs, by which the entire theatre-
folk swear from La Scala to Sen Carlo. Let
not the gracious reader smile at such a su-
perstition among a elass that is not, in other
respects, excessively credulous or primitive.
The artists of the stage are noways inferior
on this point to the shepherd, the huntsman,
or the sailor. ' 'We know some stout fellows
among them who will never go on the stage
without first spitting three times bebind
them, be it carefully observed, and over the
left shoulder. To undertake a new part on
a Friday is too much for the boldest free-
thinker of the theatre. With the Amazon
the success of the evening hangs suspended
on a single hair, a horse-hair. A kingdom.
not for a horse, only for & horse-hair !

The faithful Marie procures the indispen-
gable talisman from the tail of one of the old
carriage-horses, and all is now ready. The
second bell has rung, in a quarter of an
hour the performance will begin. ¢ The
orchestra, all arrayed in dress-coats and
white oravats, were tuning their instruments.
Maertro Bullermann, who was to direct in
person, hurried from desk to desk, making a
few last corrcetions. Parterre and galleries
were packed ; the -boxes and reserved seats
were graduelly being filled. The superin-
tendent, as soon as ge had greeted Seraph-
ine, announced to her the expected attend-
ance of the Qourt, both their Majesties, and
the Family; the uniforms of the aides-de-
camp and chamberlains were already visible
in the background of the grand middle
box.

“ Beraphine took a peep at the house,
which was buzzing like a swarm of bees,
through that little hole in the curtain by
which one can watch from the stage the in-
teresting drama in the auditorium, at times
no less interesting than that whieh is piven
on the boards, She looked for the left-hand
oormer seat in the third row of the parquet.
It was empty. Often, how often had she
seen Roland in that place; he always came
early when she ¢ was on,’ as the graphie art-
expression of the stage tongue has it. Often
their glances would meet, hers looking down
through the round mite of a window—the
mouth of the tragio mask—his looking up-
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ward, meeting unconsciously, magnetically
as it were. But not to-day; Roland was
absent. Wallenberg’s ambassadorial box in
the dress circle was also unoceupied. On
the other hand, Armgard’s slender form be-
came visible in the box in the first row
above. The Amazon precipitately drew
back from her look-out into her tent, the
ourtains of which closed behind her. What
if he chould suddenly show himself, not in
his parquet seat, but up there, in that box,
er{ She could not answes for her
not breaking down at the sight, indifferent
as to how her swan-song might terminate !
“On_the entrance of the King and the
Queen, Bullermann’s wand is raised, the over-
ture begins, Death-like silence prevails in
the house, packed to overflowing. The our-
tain rises with a rustle: the chorus of Ama-
zouns are holding a council of war over the
captive Thescus. °To judgment, to death!
To death, to judgment!’ ring the clear
female voices again and again; the trumpets
blow threateningly. Then the curtains of
the royal tent are slowly pushed aside;
there stands Antiope in aliy the triumphant
splendour of her beauty, raising her sceptre
with a gesture of command. A moment’s
storm of applause burstd through the house
at her apparition ; the entire mass of spec-
tators rises like one man, white handker-
chiefs are waved from the boxes, wreaths
and flowers rain down from all sides upon
the boards, the thunder of applause from
thousands of throats overpowers, interrupts
the music, until, at a signal from Buller-
mann, the orchestra joins in with three re-
peated flourishes. Not the first sibilant of
an opposition; the appearance of the Ama-
gon has overcome all her antagonists, Trem-
bling with emotion, Seraphine bows her head
to tEe hurricane, while the choristers gather
up and bring to her the floral oﬁ’erinis.
With a profound bow she takes one of t
bouquets and lays it on the altar of Mars, the
steps of which are soon covered with these
peaceful oblations. Gradually the waves of
applause recede ; with a trembling, yet clear,
sonorous voico the singer Begins: ¢ Who
judges without me, the queen?’ and, gain-
ing in confidence and in fulness and power
of tone with every measure, executes her
eat scene with the chorus of Amazons, at
the end of which the Grecian hero is led in.”
Never has Seraphine sung and played so
magnificently. She is “ superba,” says Bep-
Po, & severe critio, though a devout worship-
r of the diva. At the olose of the act,
owever, the triumphant queen reels into
her dressing-room, gara the door, and lies
helpless and moaning in Marie’s haunds.
“ Marie,” she sighed, “ be was not there |”
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He was nowhere to be seen. ‘It was de-
cided then: he was to break with Seraphine.
Not even her swan-song would he hear. . . .
With anguish of heart the poor tormented
woman donned her dingy, miserable cos-
tume, that matched her mood. Most gladly
would she have welcomed an earthquake to
swallow her up for the whole evening, from
the whole world, so unspeakably indifferent
to her. But no, she must go, must sing,
must play. Herr Lindemann knocked at
the door, the second act had already begun.
Then came the grand Terzetto between An-
tiope, Theseus and Pheedra ; after that the
Amazon’s passionate monologue, beginning
with an expressive solo on the violoncello.
O heavens, had they but known—those clap-
ping, bravo-calling, enchanted hearers—that
those were real, agonizing tears that she
wept with the weeping instrument! Could
they but have looked into that broken heart,
from which arese, like an outburst of inmost
feeling, the indignant plaint:

¢ Dags er mich verlassen,
Ieh kann sie nicht fassen,
Die schreckliche That!
O Schmach ohne Gleichen,
Der Feindin zu weichen ;
O schndder Verrath!'*

¢ That is no longer art, exclaimed all the
connoisseurs ecstatically; ¢that is nature,
the highest, purest nature!’ They never
dreamt, the happy ones, how right they
were, or how wrong, too. But every noisy
demonstration died away, and a cold shud-
der, more eloquent and more flattering than
the loudest applause, ran through the house
at the close of the monologue :

¢ Hort, ibr unsterblichen,
Hort mich geloben!
Helft, ihr Verderblichen,
Drunten und droben!
Rache geschworen
Sei ihm und ihr.
Er ist verloren,
Stirbt von mir.
Stihlt meine Sehnen,
Weiht diesen Leib:
Tod dem Hellenen,
Tod seinem Wetb.’ ¢

4

# That he bas forsaken me,—
T cannot grasp it,
The horrible deed.
Oh! shame past compare,
To yield to the foe;
Oh! treachery vile.
{ ¢ Hear, ye Immortals,
Hark to my vow!
Help ye Destroyers,
Above and below,
The vengeance I've sworn ~
On him and on her;
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Seraphine sang this curse—she gnashed and
panted it more than she sang it—abruptly,
seatence by sentence, after each one advanc-
ing & step further into the prosceniuwm, rais-
ing her right band higher and higher. Her
bosom heaved. Her eye, no longer spark-
ling, nixie-like, but piercing like that of a
fury, fell with a green serpent-glance upona
box in the second row; we know which one.
Count Wallenberg, who was sitting in it—
he had made a visit jn the interlude, and
was regularly ocaught—started back as
though from a flash of lightning. . He came
within an sce of upsetting Armgard’s o
glass over the railing. The little bank-
princess hid her smile in-the bouguet which
she was holding, Nobody understoed the
diplomatist’s alarm better than she, the chief
and oounter-diplomatist, as no one except
herself knew why the actress sang and
played so wonderfully that day, or who it
was that the Amazon’s threatening glance
had sought and not found.”

Between the acts the King (doubtless old
Ludwig is here portrayed) comes behind
the ecenes, presents Seraphine with the por-
trait of the Queen, and; after some gallant
and kindly speeches, a kiss of the hand to
Seraphine, and a fatherly salutation te her
band of lightly-arrayed Amasons, withdrawa.
Then the last act, the most telling in the
piece, began : “ Had the stage-moon, pallid-
ly shining through its blue panes of glass,
exerted a soothing influence upoun Senﬁxiu,
or bad the artist in ber risen trinmphsut
and reooneiliatory from the struggles of the
woman ! The seft music flowed like a cool-
ing baleam ovar the burning wounds of her
beart, that seemed to pour forth its life-
blood to the very last drop in the Amason’s
song to the moon, a classico-romantic varia-
tion upon the venerable ¢ Giwler Mond du
. . After the last notes had
died away, the Amazons came to search for
their queen. Thair torches wandered through
the mountain forest, winding down from rock
to rock, until at last the fair corpse was found
stretohed out upon moes-covered rocks, under
the shadow of a tall pine, her head thrown
back, so that the unfettered golden hair
hung down long and heavy, her right hand,
from which the fatal weapon hllg slipped,
drooping relaxed by her side, They covered
her with the royal mantle, and, joining hands
around her for the consecrated moon-rounde-
lay, sang the low dirge ;—

He’s doom’d to destruction,
He dies by my hands.

Harden my sinevws,
Strengthen my frame';

Denth to the Grecian,
Death to his wite.’
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. ¢ Sie die noch gestern.
Uuter den Schwestern
Gleich wie die Ceder im Bergwald stand,
Weho, sie fiel aus'der schimmernden Héhe,
* 'Wehe, wehe, .
Fiel durch die eigene tapfere Hand.'*

¢ Soraphine lay beneath the mantle, melt-
ing into soft tears. She felt as though she
were some blinsfully departed spirit, that
oatches from a distance the lamentations of
those left behind, and is borne away by each
wave of sound further and further from the
shoze of the living into the broad, still ocean
of death. Whilat she lay there so motion-
less, her whole life passed in review before
her eyes; reminiscences from the miats of
her childhood, her flight, the eommencement
of her artist career, her radiant meeting with
Roland, her arrival in the capital, her tri-
umphs, that evening—all in blurred pictures,
shadow-like. She was in a dream, and
wished she might never awake. Yetshe was
radely aroused by the falling of the curtain,
the renewed tempest of applause, the calls,
the farewell congratulations, that relentleasly
barst upon her. 8he must summon up her
onergies, must come out with tottering steps,
once, twice, the third, the fourth time—no-
body moted any longer how often—and still
the showers of bouquets, verses, wreaths,
rained upon her again and again. Confused,
she stammered out a few incoherent words
of acknowledgment and of farowell, and was
as last at liberty to disappear in her dressing-
room.

¢ There, for the first time, she found re-
pose after the house and the stage had slowli
disgorged themselves. Her colleagues too
compassion on her exhausted state, and left
her alone. Marie was ordered to put out all
the lights but one. The Amazon wished to
die da capo : once more to dream over, this
time for herself, and by herself, the dream of
her earthly life, and come to a close with
her entire past and its wealth of aasociations.
She stretohed herself upos her couch, a8 she
hed done upon the rocks, and eovered her-
self with the mantle, for she felt warm ; not
disrobing, because she felt too bruised in
every limb, too weak to slip off her stage
finery and put on ber blue wrapper. Sﬁe
only wished to dream, to dream. . . .

“She bad not been lying tvhere long
before a quick step torc up the narrow stair-
way, a firm hand knocked on the door of the

% ¢ 8he, who but yeaterday
Ktood 'mid her sisters,
Stood as the cedars in mountain-wood stand,
Woe! from the glittering heights ahe has fullen,
Woeful | woeful |
Pienced by her own 80 valorous hand.'

.
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dressing-room. None but a man of this
world walks so, knooks so. She starts up to
listen. Away with the mantle; all her
fatigue is forgotten. Kven before Marie
can open the door she is on the threshold,
and falls with a ory of joy into Roland’s
armb: ‘ Roland, is it you once more?’'—
¢‘Seraphine, you angel, you goddess!’—
‘ Where have you been all this long, killing
day ?’—*In the wolf’s den, the proper place
for the monster,’ laughed the master, radiant
with inner delight, this morning in the wolf’s
den on the mountaina, this evening in the
gloomy parterre-box, that goes by that name.’
—¢ Not at your post ! ’—¢ Here is my post,
from whioh all the diplomatists and bankers
on earth shall not drive me,’ said Roland,
leading Seraphine to the couch and falling
st her feet—* 8o you come back to your
sister ? '—* My sister ? Never! To my onl
and ever-beloved, my bride, my wife! Will
you be mine, you grand, you magnificent
Awazon ?’— Yours for ever, my Theseus,
my lord and master,’ she replies with a flood
of joyous tears, and, bending over the kneel-
ing man, she enfolds him in her white nixie-
arms, and buries him beneath the waves of
golden hair,

“ We will do like Marianka, the discreet
Bohemian. We will creep out on sip-tee,
shut the door behind us, and sit down on
the threshold, to keep guard lest anything
should disturb tho happy ones, who have
found each other again, in truth have found
each other for the first time, in this over-
flowing, long-suppressed ecstasy of a pure and
powerful passion. They read for each other
the riddle of their hearts, also the torment-
ing game of the last two days. KEach word
tears away a curtain from before their eyes,
reveals to their enraptured gasze s fresh,
magically illuminated scene—here a paradise
of remembrance, there a heaven of the sweet-
est, surest hope. Alone, transporied, ae
though they were not in the world, they
dream not as the Amaszon had thought to
dream, but together, band in hand, eye to
eye. The artist’s swan-song ends in & canticle
of love.”

The formal ¢nd of the story is of course
the happy marriage of Roland and Seraphine,
followed by that of the Count and rd,
of Raffuel and Marie. It concludes with a
pleasant letter from the artist to the Count,
dated at Oairo, announcing that a beautiful
little Amazon has been there presented to
him in a basket of Nile bulrushes, that Sera-
phioe has broken her engagement with the
American smpresario, that the writer is hard
at work maki::ﬁapictures and oolleoting wild
snimals, and that they are as happy as the
day is long. The author, however, in &
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short postcript to the reader, protests

inst the supposition that the romance of
his story ends here, and promises that if the
" reader is eatisfied, and all goes well, the
shall start from this resting point on a fres
pilgrimage, at the end of a year and a day.
For ourselves, wo can say that we shall have
much pleasure in bearing Herr Dingel-
stedt company when andewhithersoever he
may choose to lead the way.

ART. VII.—Mg. Bricur’s Seeecnes—THE
ELECTIONS.

To the general Election of 1868 all claszes
of the community looked forward with pecu-
liar interest. A great experimcut wasto be
tried. The struggles of many years had
ended in an extension of the franchise,
which no long time ago was by most regard-
cd as an idle dream, by many as a terrible
calamity. The dream had been realized,
was the calamity impending? More than
this: the principles which should regulate
the future policy of this mighty empire
were to be determined. The destinies of
many nations, the well-being of generations
hung in the balance. No greater or clearer
issue was ever put before the electors of this
country: it was a party contest in the
highest sense—in that one body of our
statesmen had chosen the better part, and it
lay with the people to approve or condemn
that choice. It was, we think, well-fitting
that, on the eve of such an election, the
speeches of the great orator to whom, more
than to any man living, the new constituencies
owe their existence, should be brought
together—if for no other purpose, for the
information and guidance of the clectors.

It has been given to few public men to
indulge a juster pride than may be Mr.
Bright’s at this moment. For thirty years
he has taken part in political strife. He
and his friend Mr. Cobden were forced into
that strife by their sense of the iniquity of
laws which taxed the bread of the poo: in
order to increase the wealth of the rich. At
last, after years of agitation ; after an enor-
mous cost both of money and labour ; after
famine bad so desolated the land that sub-
scriptions were raised, in the uttermost
parts of the earth and by the poorest among
men, to rescue our fellow-countrymen from
starvation; wheun society was shaken to its
basis, and no statesman could be found to
carry on the government ; the Parliament
yielded, and won what some consider a last-
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ing claim upon our gratitude, b ealin
t-h% Corn-Ll})::s. Bu%,nthis grea{ :r?rk ag
complished, there yet remained much to do.
The doctrines of Free-trade had to be main-
tained and extended. It was well worth while,
to say the least, that the principles which
guided our foreign policy should be brought
to the test of justice and good sense.  Our
government of India was not altogether be-
yond criticism. At home such matters as
Pauperism, the Land-Laws, the Game-Laws,
were not perfectly settled; and, above all,
the duty, for it is now proved to have been
o duty, of extending the franchise, required
s persistent and powerful advocate. To
these questions Mr. Bright addressed him-
self, with what consequences to himself we
all remember, with what results, at least as
regards some of these questions, we now see.
Through wmeasureless abuse, through calum-
nies without number as without foundation,
he held on his way ; and at last ho has his
reward. But a short while ago, such an
accomplished gentleman and just observer
as Sir W. Stirling-Maxwell declared it as
his opinion that Mr. Bright was the one
public man who could find cause for self-
congratulation in the events of the last two
years. And in this hour of his triumph he
has so borne himsclf that those who love
bim least canvot withhold from him their
admiration and respect. Weall remember,
in the great debates of 1866, how often the
legislation of the preceding twenty-five
years was paraded as a reason against low-
ering the franchise. Not slight must have
been the publio services of the man who, in
urging his own views, could meet that rea-
son with the following noble retort—con-
straining a bhostile House to forget the ego-
tism in the indisputable truth :—

¢ Now, will the House believe for ouce that
I am speaking to them from no party spirit,
from no desire to do anything in the country or
to the country more than they would wish?
My view of the public interest is at least as
conscientious and a8 honest as theirg oan be.
I have been misrepresented, and condemned,
and denounced by hon. Gentlemen oppusite,
and by not a few writers in their press. My
conscience tells me that I have laboured hon-
estly only to destroy that which is ¢vil, and to
build up that which is good. The political
gains ot the last twenty-five years, as they were
summed up the other pight by the hon. Mem-
ber for Wick (Mr. Laing), are my poiitical zains,
if they can be called the guins in any degree of
any living Englishinan.

% And if now, in all the great centres of our
population—in Birmingham with its busy dis-
triot—in Manchester with its encircling towns
—in the population of the West Riding of
Yorkshire—in Glasgow and amidst the vast in-
dustries of the West of Scotland—and in this
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great Babylon in which we are assembled—if
we do not find ourselves surrounded by hungry
and exasperated multitndes—if, now, more
than at any time during the last hundred years,
it may be said, quoting the beautiful words of
Mr. Sheridan, that—

¢ Content sits basking on the cheek of toil'—

if this House, and if itsstatesmen glory in the
chauge, have I not as much as any living man
some claim to partake of that glory? I know,
and every thoughtful man among you tzow
and those Gentlemen who sit on that bench an
who are leading you to this enterprise, they
know that the policy I have urged uwpon the
House and upon the country, so far as it has
hitherto been accepted by Parliament, is a pol-
ioy conservative of the publio welfare,
strengthening the just authority of Parliament,
and adding from day to day fresh lustre aud
dignity to the Crown. Aund now when I speak
to you, and ask you to pass this Bill—when I
plead on behalf of those who are ot allowed
to speak themselvés in this House—if you
could raise yourselves for this night, for this
hour, above the region of party strife—if yon
oould free yourselves from the pestilent atmo-
sphere of passion and })rejndice which =0 often
surrounds us here, I feel confident that at this
moment I should not plead in vain before this
Imperial Parliament on behalf of the English
oonstitution and the English people.”—(Vol. ii.
pp. 188-4.)

One of the first things that strikes us
with regard to these volumes is their histor-
ical value* In this they far exceed any
collection of speeches which has been pub-
lished of late years. Lord Macaulay’s
speeches have a oconsiderable historical
value; but slight in comparison with these.
The yet more recent collections of specches
by Mr. Disraeli, by Mr. Lowe, and even by
Mr. Gladstone, having referemoe exclusive-
ly to one subject—important indeed, but
now settled in everything but detail—and
only to one aspect of that subject; and
being also penetrated with the note of party,
have already lost all their political interest,
and much of their political value. They re-
main antiquarian relics, and nothing more.
But Mr. Bright's orations take a wider
sweep. They are concerned with almost
every one of the great topics which, through
many stormy years, have agitated the public;
and some of which remain for solution in
the years to come; and the speaker, both
wheu expressing his own views and when
confuting the views of others, conveys a
vivid pioture of the feeling of the nation at
the time. 'We must add that this historical
value, and also the interest and value of the

e Sgeedm on Questions of Public Policy. By
John riﬁ:;l(.l’. Edited by J. E. Thorold Rogers.
2vols. London, 1968,
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%poeohes as showing the growth of Mwr
right’s own opinions, might have been in-
oreased by more judicious editing.  In the
latter point of view it would, we think, have
been an improvement had the “ speeches on
various subjeots ™ come first. Several of

| them are earlier in date than any of those on

special subj with the single exception,
wp:‘oﬁlink, th?::e(on Maynooth)g; and on this
account, as well because of the variety of
themes they embrace, they would have been
interesting as a # history of opinion.” Fur-
ther, to answer faully this purpose, they
should bave been arranged in ohronologioal
order. Why this order has not been ob-
served we cammot coneeive. . Thus we are
taken from Free-trade in 1845 to Agricultu.
ral distress in 1861, and thén back again to
Game-Laws in 1845; from the Land Ques-
tion in 1864 back to Peace in 1868, and
Foreign poliey in 1868,  This is confusing
and unsatisfactory. If there has been an
attempt at grouping the topics, it has failed,
as from their variety might have been fore-
seen; and we lose what is, in all oollections
of and specches, a source of iuterest
and of benefit, the moans of marking the
advance in the author's style, and the growth
of his opinions.

Again, the short notes introductory to
each are susceptible of improvement.
They need not be much longer, but they
might with advantage be olearer and more
specific. It requires some slight effort of
memory, even on the part of persons not un-
observant of publio affairs, to recollect at
once what Ministry was in office at some
particular date fifteen or twenty years ago;
and as years go on, and the popularity of
these volumes inoreascs, this difhoulty will
not diminish. To be sure, the reader can

enerally gather this from the speech itself;
Eut he would come to the perusal of the
speech with a much keener power of appre-
cistion if he kmew it before he began.
Again, with regard to speeches in the House
the result of the divisions, or, if there was
no division, the fate of the motion, should
always be given. These may seem slight
matters, yet they are not really so. They
not only heighten the interest of the reader,
they add toghis instruction. It is just be-
cause we value these speeches not less highly
than the editor values them, and aoticipate
for them the same future as the editor antio-
ipates, that we make these su iona.
’Fhe trouble involved in carrying them out
is a trifle compared to the resulting conven-
ience and benefit. It:is greatly to be de.
sired that all who propose to study English
politics should read these volumes, and
should read them with every assistance
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which ¢an gain their inteveat, and facilitate
their apprehension of the truths eomnveyad. !,

Looking at these speeches in a literary
point of view, 2o one can fail to be-strnok
by the extreme beauty of the diotion. And
it is the beauty of simplicity. The marked
gharacteristio of Mr. Bright’s style is his
use of pure Saxon English; and never per-
haps sinee Bunyan wzote, has the varied
richnese of that language been more olearly
shown. Hence the.almost entire absence of
what half-educated people think eloguence.
You may read speech after. speech- withont
coming across a single * fine " Even
when a gleam of colonr richer than wogt
{alls upon the page, the severity of siyle is
pragerved ;. aa thus, speaking of alayery in
Amerioa,~—~¢ At the birth.of, that great re-
public there was gsown the seed, if not of its
diseolution, at least .of its extreme. peril;
and the infant giant in its cradle may be
said to have been rocked under the shadow
of tho cypress, which is the symbol of mor-
tality and of the tomb.” The two hest schol;
ars of our day who are aleo oraters, Nir.
Gladstons and Mr. Lowe, in this—supposed
to be the crowning gift of classieal learning
~are both surpsssed by Mr. Bright. And
how equal to any argument, to the expres-
aion of deepest feeling, is * this majestic un-
affected style,” these passsges may show :—

“I ask hen. Gentlamen, whbet are the taxes
of a whole village, and what they mean?
They mean bareuess of furniture, of clothing,
and of the table in wany a cottage in-Lanca-
shire, in Suffolk, and in Dorsetshire, They
mean an absence of medical attendance for a
sick wife, an absence of the school-pence of
three or four little children——hopeless toil to
the father of & family, penury through his life,
& cheerless old and, if I may quote the
language of a poet of humble life, at last—* the
little bell tolled hastily for the pauper's fune-
ral.’ That is what taxes mean. The hon,
Member for Dorsetshire spoke the other night
in a manner rather flippant and hardly respect-
ful to.some of us on this question. But the la-
bourers of Dorsetshire as well as the weavers
end spinners of Lancashire are toiling, and
must toil, harder, lunger, and with smaller re-
muneration for every single £100 that you ex-
tract in taxes from the people in excess of what
is nece-sary for the just requirements of the
Exchequer of the country. I hope I may be
permitted to treat the question on this ground,
and I ask the Honse to recullect that when you
strike down the children in the oot you
attack also the children in the palace. If yon
darken the lives and destroy the Lopes of the
humble dwellers of the country, you also dark-
en the prospects of those children the offspring
of your Queen, in whom are bound up so munoh
of the interests and so much of the hopes of
the people of this country. If I defend, therer
fore, the interests of the' people om this point,
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Ido not the less defond the permanence of the
dignity of the Crown.”"—(Vol. i. p. 527.)

‘*“ Thue, in spite of all that persecutions could
do, opinion grew in the Norih in favour of
freedom; but in the South, alas! in favour of
that most devilish delusion that slavery was s
Divine institution. The moment that idea took

ouessio&zf the South war was inevi]table.

either nor argpment, nor counsel, nor
philoogg‘hy, nor religion, could by any poesi-
bility affect the discussion of the qucstion when
once the Ohurch leaders of the South had
taught their people that slavery was a Divine
institution ; for then they took their stand on
other- and different, and what they ia their
blindness thought higber grounds, and they
said, ‘Evill be thou my geod ;' and so they
exchanged light for darkuness, and ireedom for
bondage, good for evil, and, if gou like,
heaven far hell. Of course, unless there was
some stupendous miracle, greater than any
that is on record even in the inspired writings,
it was impessible that war should not spr‘\ﬁ
out of that state of things; and the politi
slaveholders, thas. dresdful brotherhiood, in
whom all turbulent passions were let loose,’
the moment they found that the presidential
election of 1860 was adverse to the cause of
slavery, took up arms to snstain their cherished
and endangered system. Then came the out-
break which had been so often toretold, so
often menaced; and the ground reeled under
the nation during four years of agony, until at
last, after the smoke of the battle-field had
cleared away, the horrid shape which had east
its shadow over a whole continent had vanished,
and was gone for ever.”—(Vol. i. pp. 289-90.)

" And also, as showing what genius and sin-

cerity can dare, this appeal to the House of

%gmmons in the very crisis of the Crimean
ar :i—

‘“At. the.same time.there is growing up—
and, notwithstanding what some hon, Members
of this House think of me, no man regrets
it more than do — a bitter and angry
feeling against that class which has for a long
period conducted the public affairs of this coun-
try. I like political changes when such chan-
ges are made as the result, not of passion, but
of deliberation and reason. Ohanges so made
are safe, biit cbanges made under the influenoce
of vialent exaggeration, or of the violent pss-
sions of publio meetings, are not changes ususl-
I{‘ approved by this House or advantageous to
the country. I cannot but notice, in speakiug
to gentlemen who sit on either side of this
House, or in speaking to any one I meet be-
tween this House and any of those localities we
frequent when this House is up—I cannot, I
say, but notice that an, ungasy feeling exists 86
tu the news which may arrive by the very pext
wail from the East. I do not suppuse that
your troops are to be beaten in dctual conflict
with the foe, or that they will be driven intoe
the sea; but I am certain that many homes in
England in which there now exists a fond hope
that the distant one may return—many such
homes may be rendered desolate when the
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next mail shall arrive. The angel of death has
been abroad throughout the land ; you may al-
most. hear the beating of bis wings. There is
no one, as when the first-born was slain of
old, to sprinkle with blood the lintel aud the
two s'deposts of our doors, that hie may spare
and pass on; he takes his vietims from the
castle of tlie noble, the mansion of the wealthy.
nud the cottaze of the poor and the lowly, and
it is on behalf of all these classes that I make
this solemn appeal.”-—(Vol. i. pp. 489-90.)

Not only are these speeches valuable as a
mere lesson in style ; they should be studied
day and night by every vne who desires to

acyuire the art of clear and persuasive speak- -

ing. A perception of their artistic cxcellence
comes upon us gradually. The art is eo
subtle, so natural, that it is hard to deteot it,
much more to point it out. This we take to
be the case with all the most perfect speci-

“mens of oratory. If readers would only
confess it, we suspeot the first impression pro-
duced by the master-pieces of Demosthenes to.
be that, cxcept the scurrility, there is nothing.
so very wonderful after all. So is it, in 2 mea-
sure, with the speeches of Mr. Bright. Look,
for cxample, at the famous Adullam speech.
So simple it all seems—so obvious and easy.
The simplicity of tho style doubtless height-
ens this impression ; but the real causes of
it lie decper. It is tho skill with which the
argument is built up—the lucid progress of
thought—the way in which one idea leads
on to another, as if in obvious and unavoid-
able scquence, that gives to the whole such
an effect of naturalness and case. This is
the perfection of the oratorical art—a per-
fection which study and long practice alone
can give, and which even they can give only
to one *to the manner born.”

We hear it often said that reporters have
destroyed oratory—that men spenk now with
a fear of the next morning’s newspaper too
much before their eyes. Henoe, it is al-
leged, the proper function of oratory, imme-
diate effect, is neglected. Men speak not to
those who at the moment hear, but to those
who will thereafter read.  Mr. Bright's
speakiug is little open to this objection. He
can sway his audience at will—he plays on
them like a pipe. And yet ho does not fall
into the other extreme. There is no want of
substance in his speeches. They stand the
test of the next morning well. His argu-
ment may bo right or wrong. But it al-
ways is an argument which provokes and
deserves careful discussion. And the deliv-
ery of that weighty argument has moved his
hearers to cnthusiasm. Few orators have
combined these different, and secmingly op-
posite characteristics in such perfection.

Perhapa no English orator was ever so
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much feared a8 Lord Chatham. 8o far as
wo can now judge, his contempt was wither-
ing; his denunciation must have been hard
to bear. Mr. Bright is not wont to indulge
in the expression of contemptuous fecling ;
but when be is constrained to assail what
regards as a great wrong or a great wicked-
ness, he rises to a fervour and majesty of
condemnation which we know not to have
ibeen often excclled. No one who heard can
ever forget his denunciation of the Ministry
which could not conduct or conclude the
Crimean War :—

“] am not, nor did I ever pretend to be, a
statesman ;: and that character is so tainted
and so eqnivocal in our day, that I am not sure
‘that a pure and honourable ambition would as-
'pire toit. I have not enjoyed fur thirty years,

ike these noble Lords, the honours und emolu-
ments of office. I have not set my sails to
every passing breeze. I am a plain and simple
.citizen, sent here by one of the foremust con-
‘'stituencies of the Empire, representing feably,
perhaps, but honestly, I dare aver, the opinions
of very many, and the true interests of all
those who have sent me lLiere. Let it not be
said tl:at Iam alone in my condemnation of this
war, and of this incapable and guilty Admin-
istration. And, even if I were alone, if mine
were a solitary voice, raised amid the din of
arms and the clamours of & venal press,
I shonld have the consolation 1 have to-uight
—and which I trust will be mine to the last
moment of my existence—the priccle:s conso-
lation that no word of mine hus tended to pro-
mote the squandering of my country's trensure
or the spilling of one single drop of my coun-
try’s blood.”—(Vol. i. p. 482.)

And as an example of the same powers,
we would quote this passage from a letter to
Mr. Watkin :

*“ When the time comes for the *inquisition
for blood,” who shall answer for these duingst
You have read the tidings from the Crimen;
you have, perhaps, shuddered at the slaughter;
you remember the terrific picture,—I speak
not of the battle, and the charge, and the tu-
multuous excitement of the conflict, but of the
field after the battle—Ruesians in their frenzy
or their terror, shouting Englishinen who
would have offered them water to quench their
agony of thirst ; Englishmon, in erowds, rifling
the pockets of the men they had slain or wound-
ed, taking their few shillinzs or roubles, and
discovering amongz the plunder of the stittening
corpses images of the * Virgin and the Child.
You have read this, and your imagination has
followed the fesriul details. This is wur,—
every crime which human nature can commit
or imagine, every horror it can perpetrate or
suffer; and this it is which our Christian Gov-
ernment rocklessly plnnges into, and which so
many of our countrymen at this moment think
it patriotic to appland! You inust excuse me
if I camnot go with you. I will have no part
in this terrible crime. My hands shall be
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anstained with the blood which is being shed.
The necessity of maintaining themselves in
office may influence an administration; delu-
sions may mislead a people; Vattel may afford
you a law and a defence; but no respect for
men who form a Government, no regard I have
for ¢ going with the stream,’ and no fear of
being deemed wanting in patriotism, shall in-
fluence me in favour of a policy which, in my
oounscience, I believe to be as eriminal before
@od as it is destroctive of the true interest of
my oountry.”—(Vol. i. p, 588.)

On one subject he felt, if it were possible,
even more strongly than on the Crimean
‘War, namely on the great Awmerican strug-

le; and he characterizes, in language of
just indignation, the conduct of those men
who, in the pursuit of private gain, shrink
not from disobeying the law and involving
their country in deadly peril :— .

“ There may be men outside, there are men
eitting amon your legislators, who will
build and equip corsair ships to prey upon the
commerce of a friendly r,~~who will dis-
regard the laws and the honour of their eoun-
try,—who will trample on the Proclamation of
their sovereign,—and who, for the sake of the
glittering profit which sometimes waits on
crime, are content to cover themselves with
everlasting infamy. There may be men, too
—rich men—in this ¢ity of London, who will
buy in the slave-owners' loan, and who, for the
chance of more gain than henest dealing will
afford them, will help a conspiracy whose,
fandamental institution, whose corner-stone, is
declared to be felony, and infamous by the atat-
utes of their country.

«1 speak not to these men. I leave them to
their conscience in that hour which comes to
all of us, when conecience speaks snd the soul
is no longer deaf to her voice. I speak rather
to you, the working men of London, the rep-
rosentatives, as you are here to-night, of the
feelings and the interests of the millions who
oannot hear my voice. I wish youn to be true
to yourselves. Dynasties may fall, aristocracies
may perish, privilege will vanish into the dim
past; but you, your childen, and your ohil-
dren’s children will remain, and from you the
English people will be aontinued to succeeding
generasions.

“You wish the freedom of your country.
You wish it for yourselves. Youstrive forit in
meny ways. Do not them give the hand of
fellowship to the worst foes of freedom that
the world has ever seen, and do not, I besaeeh
you, bring down & curse npon your cause which
no after-penitence can ever lift from it. You
will not do this. I have faith in you. Im-
partiul history will tell that, when your states.
men were hostile or coldly neutral, when many
of your rich men were corrupt, when your
press—which omlt to have instrooted and de-
fended——was mainly written to betray, the fate
of a continent and of its vast population being
in peril, you clung to freedom with an unfalter-
fng trust that God in His infinite meroy will
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yot make it the heritage of all His children.”
—(Vol. i. 253.)

In a different style are many noble pas-
sages, penetrated with deep fecling, rich with
a surprising beauty, where the orator, even
in the darkest hour, refused to despair of
the future of the great American Re-
public :—

“ Coming back to the question of this war :
I admit, of course—everybody must admit—
that we are not responsible for it, for its com-
mencement, or for the manner in which it is
conduacted; nor can we be respnnsible for its
result. Bat there is one thing which we are
respousible for, and that is for our sympathies,
for the manner in which we regard it, and for
the tone in which we discussit. What shall
we say, then, with regard to it? On which
side shall westand ¢ I do not believe it is pos-

-sible to be striotly, coldly neutral. The ques-

tion at isswe is too great, the comtest is too
grand in the eye of the world, It is impos-
sible for any man, who can have an opinion
worth anything on any question, not to have
some kind of an opinion on the question of this
war. I am not ashamed of my opinion, or of
the sympathy which I feel, and have over and

.over again expressed, on the side of the free

North. I cannet understand how any man wit-
wessing what is enacting on the American ocou-
tinent can indulge in small cavils agaivst the
free people of the North, and close his eye en-
tirely to the enormity of the purposes of the
South. I cannot understand how any Eng-
lishman, who in past years has been accustom-
ed to say that ‘there was one foul blot upon the
fair fame of the American Republic,’ can now
express any sympathy for those who would
perpetuate and extend that blot. And, more,
iIf we profess to be, though it be with imper-
fect and faltering steps, the followers of Him
who declared it to be His Divine mission *to
heal the' broken-hegrted, to preach deliverance
to the captives and recovering of sight to the
blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised,’
must we not reject with indignation and scorn
the proffered alliance and friendship with a
power based on human bondage, and which
contemplates the overthrow and the extinetion
of the dearest rights of the most helpless of
mankind |

“If we are the friends of freedom, personal
and political,—and we all profess te be so, and
most of us, more or less, are striving after it
more completely for onr own country,—how
can we withhold our sympathy from & Govern-
ment and a8 people amongst whom white men
have always been free, and who are now offer-
ing an equal freedom to the black * I advise
you not to believe in the ¢ destraction * of the
Amerioan nation. If fuots should happen by
any chanoce to forcs you to believe it, do not
commit the crime of wishing it. I do mot
blamme men who draw different conclusions
from mine from the facts, and who believe
that the restoration of the Union is impossible.
As the faots lie before our senses, 20 must we
form a judgment on them, But I blame those
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men that wish for such a catastrophe. For

myself, I have never despaired, and I will not

despair. In the language of one of our old

E:ets, who wrote, I think, more than three
ndred yeary ago, I will not despair,—

¢ For I have scen a ship in haven fall,
After the storm had broke both mast and shrond.’

From the very outburst of thie great convul-
sion, I have had but one hope and one faith,
and it is this—-that the rosult of this stupen-
dous strife may be to make freedom the heri-
tage for ever of a whole continent, and that
the grandeur and the prosperity of the Ameri-
can Unicn wmany never be impaired.”—(Vol. i.
pp. 242-8.)

“Now, whether the Union will be restored
or not, or the South achieve an unhonoured in-
dependence or not, I know not, and I predict
not. Bat this I think I know—that in a few
years, a very fow years, the twenty millions of
freemen in the North will be thirty millions, or
even fifty millions—a population equal to or
exceeding that of this kingdom. When that
time comes I ﬁray that it may not be said
amongst them that, in the darkest hour of their
oountry’s trials, England, the land of their fa-
thers, looked on with icy eoldness, and saw
unmoved the perils and onlamities of their chil-
dren. Asfor me, I have but this to say: I am
but ove in this andience, and put one in the
citizenship of this country, but if all other
tongues are silent, mine shall speak for that
policy which gives hope to the bondsman of
the BSouth, snd which tends to generous
thoughts, and generous words, and generous
deeds, between the two great mations who
rpeak the English language, and from their or-
igin nre alike entitled to the English name.”
~—(Vol. i. pp."194-5.)

‘““ What I do blame is this. I blame men
who are eager to admit into the family of na-
tions a State which offers itself to us, based
upon a principle, I will undertake to say, wore
odious and more blasphemous than was ever
heretofore dreamed of in Christian or Pagan,
in civilized or in savage times. The leaders of
this revolt propose this monstrous thing—that
over a territery forty times as large as England,
the blight and curse of slavery shall be for
ever perpetuated.

“ Tcunnot believe, for my part, that sach a
fate will befall that fair land, stricken though
it now is with the ravages of war. I cannot
believe that civilisation, in its journey with
the sun, will sink into endless night in order to
gratify the ambition of the leaders of this revolt,
who seek to

¢ Wade through slaughter to a throne
And shut the gates of mercy on wankind.’

I have another and a far brighter vision before
my gaze. It inay be but a vision, but I will
cherish it. I see one vast confederation
stretching from the frozen North in unbroken
line to the glowing South, and from the wild
billows of the Atlantic westward to the calmer
waters of the Pacific main,—and I see one peo-
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ple, and one 1 and one law, and one
taith, and, over Jl tﬁat wide oontiilent, the

home of freedom, and a refuge for the oppress-
ed of every race and of every clime.”—(Vol. i.
Pp. 224-5.) )

We have quoted these and no
reader, we are pursuaded, will blame the
length of them—in order to justify our asser-
tion that, viewed merely as compositions,
these speeches will reward careful perusal.
But they have a deeper source of interest
than this. Their literary excellence, great
though it be, is secondary to their political
importance. In point of political interest,
in capacity for political instruction, they
seem to us beyond any collection of speeches
in the language. Doubtless this is owing, in
some degree, to the lengthened period of
time over which they extend, and the vari-
ety of subjects they embrace ; but it is owing
to something more also. It is owing, in no
small measure, to the isolated position which
Mr. Bright has so long ocoupied in English
politics.  This it is which gives to 51399
speeches a value peculiarly their own. They
are in no sense party speeches. They are
not even debating speeches, in the ordinary
sense. They are discussions of great public
questions; but they are discussions of no
question in its party aspect. To illustrate
what we mean by an examgle :—About a
third part of Lord Macaulay's brilliant and
telling speech on the Maynooth vote in 1845
was devoted to a criticism of the position of
the Ministry with regard to the measure.
Mr. Bright in bis speech dismisses that topie
with the single sentence that * the right hon.
Barouet has, from unforeseen cireumstanoes,
been connected in Opposition with a party
of such a nature, that he never could promote
any good measure whilsi in power without
being charged, and justly, with inconsistent
conduct ;" . and then passes on, as if impa-
tient, to discuss the question before the
House. Insome of his speeches—those, for
instance, on University Tests, on the Sugar-
Duties, on the exclusion of Judges from the
House of Commons—Lord Macaulay occu-
pied, more or less, this higher level ; but Mr.
Bright never descends from it. Hence the
peculiarly lasting value of these speeches.

Yet it would be an utter misapprehension
to suppose that they are in any sense didac-
tic dissertations. We shall have written
and quoted to little purpose if our readers
have not by this time become aware that, in
their liveliness, their variety, their flexibility,
they are emphatically speeches. What we
mean is, that they are discussions of ques-
tions adapted to the forms of eratory. Even
in argument, Mr. Bright confates opposing
views rather than replies to opponents.



There is, indeed, abundance of personality;
but persons are dealt with only in so far as
they are identified with opinions. Yet the
speeches are the very reverse of being heavy.
Most of us have felt the charm of listening
to the speaker; but no reader even of these
speeches, we should think, ever found them
dull. They are relieved from the possibility
of this by many excellencies. Not only by
the beauty of the style, but also by the acute
and lucid ressoning. Always clear, always
direct to the point, the sweep of the arga-
ment carries the reader along, demanding
from him no greater intellectual effort than
18 requisite for intellectual enjoyment. Not
less remarkable is the terseness with which
the argument is stated. Nothing is over-
done. Never was any great orator less ver-
bose.
There is, as a rule, an absenee of illustra-
tion. We feel somehow as if illustration
" would be out of place,—ay if the epeaker
was too intent on his immedidte sabject to
diverge from it at all. But the page is lit
up with muny a felicitous quotation from
wells of English undefiled—Milton we should
ess to be a favourite study. And it is en-
ivened by a rich vein of sareastic humour.
Nothing could have been happier than the
¢ terrier-dog ” party, without recognisable
head or tail, composed of Mr. Lowe and Mr.
Horsman; nothing more telling than the
comparizon of Lord Grey’s plan of confer-
ring the franchise on doctors and lawyers as
such to the elder Mr. Weller’s theory that a
man must be a good judge of a legal point
because he was a good judge of & horse; and
every speech affords examples of some sach
happy hit. The following passage supplies
a valuable solution of the pugaling difference
between the political opinions of English-
men abroad and of Englishmen at home : —

“It is the most curious thing in the world
that whenever an Englishman leaves these
shores—wlether it is the effect of the salt air,
or of sea-sickness, or the resnlt of that pro-
Jonged meditation which a voyage of some
weeks’ duration invites, I do not know—but
whenever an Englishman leaves these shores
the effect is to peol off, not the rags of his
body, but the verminous rags from his intellect
and soul. He leaves behind him in England
all the stapidity which some of us cherish, and
he lands in Australia with his vision so clear
that he can see things in a common-sense
light."—(Vol. ii. p. 851.)

Perhaps the most direct value of these
volumes consists in the political instruction
which they afford. Their highest interest,
on tho other hand, is in the light they throw
on the character of the speaker, and the
evidence they supply of his political capa-
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city. The fitst qualities which can' belong
to a public man are foresight and courage.
It is not too much to say that Mr. Bright
has, during the last thirty years, given more
roofs of both qualities than any man in
ll)‘luglmd. Conscicus he must be of exag-
geration, of error; yet, looking at his career
as s whole, how seldom has the event proved

-him entirely wrong; how often has it justi-

fied his wisdom; in how many instances has
public opinion gradually turned from hostil-
ity into accord with his. We speak not only
oiy his well-known triumphs; we do not ex-
clude questions which he has been often told
to leave to statesmen, as beyond his powers.
Take the case of Inidia. He foretold that
the old government of India would be broken
by rebellion: the Mutiny came, and the
d’;mpmy was abolished. Take our Foreign
policy, always held to be Bright’s weakest
point, Wa suspect the defenders of Lord
Pelmerston’s China War are now very much
fewer and less zealous than when opposition
to that war cost Mr. Bright his seat at Man-
chester. Take a yet stronger instance, the
Crimean War. We do not propose to re-
open the discussions connected with that
war. We would only suggest the one ques-
tion—How many men believe that England
would again go to war in defemce of the
Turkish Empire? If any one does, we
would recommend him to read Lord Stan-
ley’s speech the other day to his constituenta.
Again, on the question of our relations with
the great European Powers, Mr. Bright bas
often expressed strong, and, as many have
been wont to think, extreme views. These
views, shortly stated, are that we have no
right to bring upon our country the unspeak-
able calamities of war in order to redress
the wrongs of others. Mr. Bright has been
so often, and so unscrupulously misrepre-
sented in regard to this matter, that, at the

risk of quoting too much, we will quote his

own statement of his own opinions :—

“I believe there is no permanent greatness
to & nation except it be based upon morality.
I do not care for military greatness or military
renown. I care for the condition of the people
among whom I live. There is no man in Eng-
land wbo is less likely to speak irreverently of
the Crown and Monarchy of England than I

‘am; but crowns, coronets, mitres, military dis-

play, the pomp of war, wide colonies, and a
huge empire, are, in my view, all tritles light
a8 air, and not worth considering, unless with
them you can have a fair share of comfort, con-
tentment, and happiness among the great body
of the people. Palaces, baronial castles, great
halls, stately mansions, do not make a nation.
The nation in every country dwells in the cot-
tage; and uoless the light of your constitution
can shine there, unless the beanty of your
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legislation and the excellence of your states-
manship are impressed there on the feelings
and condition of the people, rely upon it you
have yet to learn the duties of government.

“1 have net, a8 you have observed, pleaded
that this country should remain without ade-
quate and scientific means of defence. Iacknowl-
edge it to be the duty of your stateswnen, act-
ing upon the known opinions and principles of
ntuety-nine out of every hundred Jersons in
the: country, at all times, with all possible
moderation, but with all possible efficiency, to
take steps which shall preserve order within
and on the oonfines of your kingdom. But I
shall repudiate and denounce the expenditure
of every shilling, the emgagement of every
man, the employment of every ship which has
no object but intermeddling in the affairs of
other countries, and endeavouring to extend
the boundaries of an Emgire which is already
large enough to satisfy the greatest ambition,
and I fear is much too large for the highest
statesrnanship to whioch any man has yet at-
tained.

** The most ancient of profane historians has
told us that the Soythians of his tine were 8
very warlike people, and that they elevated an
old cimeter upon a platform as a symbol of
Mars, for to Mars alone, I believe, they built
altars and offered sacrifices. To this cimeter
they offered sacrifices of horses and eattle, the
main Wealth of the country, and more costly
sacrifices than to all the rest of their gods. I
often ask myself whether we are atall advaneed
in one respect beyond those Scythians, What
are our contributions to charity, to education,
to morality, to religion, to justice, and to civil
government, when compared with the wealth
we expend in sacrifices to the old cimeter?
Two nights ego I addressed in this hall a
vast assembly composed to a great extent
of your countrymen who have no political
power, who are at work from the dawn of the
day to the evening, and who have therefore
limited means of informing themselves on these
great subjects. Now I am privileged to speak
to a somewhat different andience. You repre-
sent those of your great community who have
& more complete edncation, who have on some
points greater intelligence, and in whose hands
reside the power and influence of the district.
I am speaking, too, within the hearing of those
whose gentle nature, whose finer instincts,
whose puver minds, have not suffered as some
of us have suffered in the turmoil and strife of
life. You can mould opinion, you can create
political power,—you can think a good thought
on this subject and communicate it to your
neighbours,—you cannot make - these points
topics of discussion in your social circles and
more gencral meetings, without affeeting sen-
sibly and speedily the course which the Gov-
ernment. of your country will pursue. May I
ask you, then, to believe, as I do most devoutly
believe, that the moral law was not written
for men alone in their individual character,
but that it was written as well for nations, end
for nations great as this of which we are
citizens. If nations reject and deride that
moral law, there is a penalty which will in-
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ovitably follow. It may not come .at onoe, it
may not come in our lifetime ; but, rely upon
it, the great Italian is wot a poet-enly, buta
prophet, when he snys,—
¢ The sword of heaven is not in haste to smite,
Nor yet doth linger.’

We have experience, we have baacnns, we hama
landmarks enough. We know what the past
has cost us, we know how much gnd lLow far
wo have wandered, but we are not loft with-
out a guide, It is true we have not, as an an-
cient people bad, Urim and Thummim—th%e
oraculous gems on Aaron’s breast—from which
to take counsel, but we have the unchangeable
and eternal principles of the moral luw to
guide us, and only so far as we walk by that
guidance can we be perinanently a great vatiov,
or our people a happy people.”—(Vol. ii. pp,
897-399.)

The policy here set forth, and the setting
forth of which entailed on Mr. Bright so
much abuse, is exactly the policy (with the
exception of the unhappy Luxemburg guar-
antee) which has been avowed and adopted
by Lord Stanley, the Minister whose merits
the Tory party have ncver ceased to cxalt.

To take a crucial question of foreign
policy : How entirely has public opinion
come to acoept Mr. Bright's views as to the
merits of the American War, and as to the
conduct of our Government with regard to
the Adladama. We do not, this journal never
did, greatly blame the Government of that
day. They did pot do enough; but they
did as much as any Government—save one
of extraordinary vigour, such as England
has seldom experienced—could have at-
tempted in the state of public feeling at the
time.* We all recmember how the To
opposition, led on by Lord Derby and the
Irish fervour of Lord Cairns, forgot all
morality and all law, and condemned the
Governmeut even for the seizure of the rama,
The temper of the Opposition was then such
that they were not ashamed to eucourage
the abettors of what was little short of
piracy. Mr. Laird not only escapcd con-
demnation; he was actually applauded.
Emboldened by bhis foolish allies he ventured
to insult Mr. Bright in the House, and the
result was the following rebuke :~—

* Then I come to the last thing I shall men-
tion—to the question of the ships which have
been preying upon the commerce of the Unjted
States. 1 shall confine myself to that one ves-
sel, the Alabama. She was built in this coun-
try ; all her munitions of war were from this
country ; almost every man on board her was
a subject of Her Mujesty. She sailed from one
of our clief ports. She is known to have been
built by a firm in which a Member of this

« See North British licview, No. 80, May 1864,



266

House was, and I presume is, interested. Now,
8ir, I do not complain—I know that once, when
I referred to this question two years ago, when
my hon. friend the Member for Bradford
brought it forward in this House, the hon.
Member for Birkenhead (AMr. Laird) was ex-
cessively angry—I do not complain that the
Member for Birkenhead haa struck up a friend-
ship with Oaptain Semmes, who may probably
be described, as another sailor once was of
similar pursuits, as being ‘the mildest manner-
ed man that ever scattled ship.’ Therefore, I
do not complain of a man who has an acquain-
tance with that notorious person, and I do not
complain, and did not then, that the Member
-for Birkenhead looks admiringly upon the great-
oet example which men have ever seen of the
greatest orime which men have ever commit-
ted. I do not complain even that he should ap-
plaud that which is founded upon a gigantio
trafic in living flesh and blood, a traffic into
which no subject of this realm can enter with-
out being deemed a felon in the eyes of our
law and punished as such. Bat what I do
oomplain of i3 this, that the hon. Gentleman
the Member for Birkenhead, a magistrate of a
oounty, a deputy-lieutenant—whatever that
ma:f be—a representative of a constituency,
and having a seat in this ancient and honour-
able Assembly—that he should, as I believe he
did, if concerned in the building of this ship,
break the law of his country, by driving us
imto an infraction of International Law, and
treating with undeserved disrespect.the proc-
lamation of neutrality of the Queen.

I will not detain the House on the guestion
of therams, The hon. Member for Birkenhead,
or the firm or the family, or whoever the
people are at Birkenhead who do these things,
this firm at Birkenhead, after they had seen
the peril into which the country was drifting
on account of the Adladama, proceeded most
audaciously to build those two rams; and it
was only at the very last moment, whebn on the
eve of a war with the United States on ac-
oount of those rams, that the Government hap-
pily had the courage to seize them, and thus
the last danger was averted.”—(Vol. i. pp.
184-5.)

The sympathy and applause of Mr.
Laird’s Tory friends may have consoled
him under this. But that sympathy will
quickly disappear, that applause will be
hushed, if it shall prove that the sympathi-
zors have to pay their share of the bill for
the consequences of Mr., Laird’s act, and
that too because of the good sense of a Tory
minister.*

In Home politics take the question of our
Land-Laws. Twenty years ago Mr. Bright
expressed these views :—

“There is another point, with regard to in-

® The history of the Alabama business has been

:ay stated in an instructive pamphlet published
ut a year ago by Charles C. 8. Bowen

barrister-nt-lawa.g » ol
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testate estates. I feel how tenderly one must
speak, in this House, upon & question like this.
Even the right hon. Member for Tamworth,
with all his authority, appeared, when touch-
ing on this delicate question of the land, asif
he were walking upon eggs which he was very
muoh afraid of breaking. I certainly never
heard tho right hon. Gentleman steer through
80 many sinuosities in a case; and hardly, at
Jast, dared he come to the question, because he
was talking about land—this sacred land! I
believe laud to bave nothing peculiar in its na-
ture which does not belong to other property ;
and everything that we have done with the
view of treating land differently from other
property has beep a blunder—a false course
which we must retrace—an error which lies at
the foundation of very much of the pauperism
and want of employment which so generally
i)revail. Now, with regard to intestate estates,

am told that the House of Lords will never
repeal the law of primogeniture ; but I do not
want them to repeal the law of primogeniture
in the sense entertained by some people. I do
not want them to enact the system of France,
by which a division of property is compelled.
I think that to force the division of property
by law is just as contrary to sound principles
and rights as to prevent its division, as
is done by our law. If a man choose to act
the unnatural and absuord part of leaving the
whole of his progerty to one child, I should
not, certainly, look with respect upon his mem-
ory; but I would not interfere to prevent the
free exercise of his will. I think, howerer, if
& man die by chance without a will, that it is
the duty of the Government to set a high
moral example, and to divide the property
equally among the children of the former
owner, ar among those who may be said to be
his heirs—among those, in fact, who would
fairly participate in his personal estate. If that
system of leaving all to the eldest were follow-
ed out in the case of personality, it would lead
to immediate confusion, and, by destroying the
whole social system, to a perfect anarchy of
property. Why, then, should that course be
followed with regard to land? The repeal of
the law would not of necessity destroy the
custom ; but this House would no longer give
its sanotion to a practice which is bad; and I
believe that gradually there would be a more
Jjust appreciation of their duties in this respect
by the great body of testators.

¢ Then, with regard to life interests; I would
make an alteration there. I think that life-
owners should be allowed to grant leases—of
course, only on such terms as should insure the
successor from fraud—and that estates shiould
be permitted to be charged with the sums
which were expended in their improvement.
Next, with regard to the registry of Jand. In
many European countries this is done; and
high legal aunthorities affirm that it would not
be difficult to accorplish it in this country.
You have your Ordnance Survey. To make
the survey necessary for a perfect registry of
deeds throughout the kingdom, would not cost
more than 9d. an acre; and if you had your
plans engraved, it would be no great addition
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to the expense. There can be no reason why
the landowners should not have that advantage
conferred upon them, because, in addition to
the public benefit, it would inorease the value
of their lands by several years® purchase. Mr.
Senior has stated that if there were the,same
ready means for the transfer of land as at pres-
ent exist for the transfer of personalty, the
value of land would be increased, if I mistake

" not, by nine years' purchase. This is a subject

which I would recommend to the hon. Member
for Buckinghnmsbire, now distinguished as the
advocate of the landed interest.”

These words when first spoken were doubt-
less thought wild. So too, when fifteen
years sgo, Mr. Bright, in the House, alluded
to the Game-Laws as an agricultural griev-
ance, he was interrupted by loud laughter.
Perhaps among the laughers were the then
Tory members for Aberdeenshire, Kin-
cardineshire, and Ayrshire. They may judge
now whether their laughter was wise; and
so with the Land-Laws. Have not these
questions of primotgeniture aud law of entail,
to say nothing of fixity of tenant tenure,
been agitated on almost every hustings, at
least in Ireland and Scotland? And are
not the supporters of these laws now reduced
to that most miserable of arguments, that
they have bat little effect either for good or
evil? We have indeed advanced since 1849.

No detractor, however bitter, can deny to
Mr. Bright the virtue of courage. Politics
are the leading interest of his life; popu-
larity is the cgief basis of his power; and
yet, not once or twice, he has counted
popularity as nothing, has perilled all his
chances of a public career in defence of truth
and justice. A mob may be flattered as well
as & monarch; and the most dangerous, as
well as the most subtle of all mob-flattery, is
when men of mark conceal or modify their
convictions in deference to the prejudices of
the hour. To that flattery Mr. Bright has
never stooped. How few of our public men,
though strong in wealth, in position, in
political connexion, have shown examples of
uncompromising and hazardous opposition to
popular clamour, such as have ennobled the
career of the so-called demagogue! In this
fearless honesty Mr. Bright reminds one of
Lord Macaulay. His rejection by Manches-
ter in 1857 may be fitly compared with Lord
Macaulay’s rejection by Edinburgh in 1847.

Another characteristic we would claim for
Mr. Bright will not be so readily conoeded
to him—a passionate love of truth. Here
again he may be compared te Lord Macaulay,
Both possessed this rare quality ; to both it
is often, and from similar causes, denied.
In Lord Macaulay's writings it was obsoured
by the rhetorical habit of his mind; the
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exigenoies of public speaking sometimes
afford plausible reasons for denying it to

Mr. Bright. An orator must, tp a certain
extent, be one-sided. He is always more or
less of an advocate—supporting certain
views ; and even when there is least of this,
his business is to present truths in a simple
and attractive guise. Otherwise, he will
never succeed with a popular assemblage.
Hence he generally presents but one aspect
of a truth; he cannot analyse closely or re-
fine, Thus a recent writer in the Pall Mall
Gazetts* condemned Mr. Bright’s censure of
the course taken by the Kuglish aristocracy
with rogard to revolutignary France as in-
adequate and partial, because he did not
take into account many causes which must
bave swayed them, among others the indis-
creet attitude of the Opposition of the day.
Doubtless had Mr. Bright been writing a
study of the period, it would have been hia
duty to have done this fully and carefully.
But then the result would have been an
essay and not a speech. An orator must
work always with a free hand and-brilliant
colours, and that is just the reason why the
picture so often fades. Therefore very many
even of Mr, Bright's pictures have faded.
But in these volumes we have what deserves
to endure. If there are of necessity exag-
gerations and deficiencies, it is easy to cor-
rect the one and to supply the other. What
remains is a splendid body of English writ-
ing, fertile in instruction, suggestive of far-
reaching political ideas; with a love of liberty
and truth glowing along each eloquent page.

Though for many years the best-abused
man in England &r Bright has seldom
condescended to justify his conduct or
motives. In this he has, beyond doubt,
Men in the foremost rank
of public life owe it to their own dignity not
to notice every passing slander. g.l")o their
friends they owe it so to bear themselves
that the world may believe in their self-
reliance—in their consciousness of a recti-
tude whioh needs not constant assertion. It
is often a duty to suffer calumny in silence.
The one thing that can sting Mr. Bright
into retort is the insinuation of unpatriotic
motives. The heart of the speaker seems to
beat in every sentence of his answer to that
unworthy taunt :—

* If we might, with unfeigned deference and great
good-will, tender our humble advice to this journal,
we would urge it to avoid falling into the groove
of the Saturday Review. It has hitherto commanded
general respect by its breadth and manliness; it
would be a great loss to journalism were it now to
become * superfine "—judging everything and all
men by the standard of a too fastidious good taste.
For there is an extreme possible in this direction.
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‘Do not suppose because I siand hero oftener | view of the fanctions of Government, they
tn find fault with the laws of my c()lllltl'_" than ‘are to bc taunted with i"humanity ? o8 There
to praise them, that I am less English or less | 400 things,” says Mr. Mill, “ with which the
patriotic, or that I have less syl'mputl'-ly for my " gtate ougl’lt not to interf::re, and there are
country or my countrsmen than other men 1 A . .
g - others with which it is essential that it

have. I want our country to be pipulons, to ! A .
be powerful, and to be happy. But this can ; sbould interfere.” The hardest problem in

only be done—it never Las been done in any | statesmanship is to tell where the difference
country—but by just laws justly administered. | lies; and is it well that men who may chance

I plead only for what I believe to Le just.
wish to do wrong to no man. For twenty-five
vears I have stood DLefre andiences—great
meetings of my countrymen—pleading only for
justice. During that time, as you know, I
iave endured meansureless insult, and have

I to err in the solution of this problem, and

. who, if they err, do so on the safe side,
" should be exposed to so cruel an imputation?
After all, it does not greatly matter. The
calumny may have been believed by some

pussed through hurricanes of abuse. Inecd not | of those who spoke it’r possibly even by some
tell you thatmy clients have not been generally | of those who heard it; but ouly by such as
the rich and the great, but rather the poer and | were ignorant of all the facts, and proof

the lowly. They cannot give me place and
dignities and weulth; but henuurabie service
in their cause yiclds meo that which is of far
higher and more lasting value—the conscions-
ness that T have laboured to expound end up-
Lold laws, which, though they were not given
amid the thunders of Sinai, aro not less the
commandments of God, and not less intended
to promute and secure the happiness of men.”" —
(Vol. ii. p.3858.)

Lastly, no candid reader of these pages
can fail to see in them evidence of a pro-
found sympathy with the poor and the
wretched. No Tory device has been more
persistently worked than that of imputing,
to Mr. Bright and the whole Liberal party,
indifference or worse towards the working
classes, and that on the score of the Ten-
Hours Bill. The foundation is as false as
the slander is base. The Ten-Ilours Bill
was never, in any sensc, a party measure.

It was supported in a powerful speech by |
T.ord Macaulay, then a keen Whig partisan.

It was doubtless opposed by Mr. Bright,
and, as he admitted the other day at Birm-
ingham, opposed mistakenly.

Morpeth, the most benevolent of mankind.

It was shared in by Sir Robert Peel, who, .
more than any Minister that has ever gov-

erned England, had it at heart to alleviate
the hard lot of the working man. It was
ghared in by many of Sir Robert’s leading
Tory supporters. On this point, as well as
in bLis leaning towards a voluntary system of
education, Mr. Bright gives, as we think,
too much weight to that canon of political
cconomy which prohibits interference by the
Government with freedom of individual ac-
tion. As to the Ten-Hours Bill, he has, as
we have said, admitted bis error; and, judg-
ing from a recent speech, his faith in a vol-
untary system of cducation seems much
weaker than it was in 1847, But, alto-
gether apart from this, is it to be tolerated
that, because men take a somewhat narrow

That opposi- ,
tion and that mistake was shared in by Lorq ;

| against any reason. Can any one refuse to
| recognise the true feeling of the words with
i which this oppressor of the poor closed a
* speech in Edinburgh about a month ago ¥—

I ask you. as I ask mysclt a thousand times,
. is it not possible that this mass of poverty and
suftfering should e touched and should be
reached? What is there that man cannot do
if he triecs? The other day he descende:l to
| the mysterious depths of the ocean, and with
| an iron hand he sought, and he fuund. and he
| grasped, and he brought up to the surface the
I lost cable, and with it he made two worlds into
1 ope. I ask, are his conquest: confined to the
I realms of science? Is it not possible that an-
other band, not cf iron, but of Christian justice
¢ and kindness, may be let down to moral depths,
i even deeper than the cable fathomed, to bring
up from thencs Imisery's sons and danghters,
i and the multitudes who are ready to perish!
! This is the great problem which is now before
us. It is not one fur statesmen only: it is not
- one for preachers of the Guspel only : it is one
for every man in the nation to attempt to solve.
" The nation is now in power; and if wisdom
abide with power, the gencrations to follow
“may behold the glorious day of which we in
our time, with our best endeavour, can only
hope to sce the carliest dawn,”™

But Mr. Bright, we are told, is a dreamer.
Ilis longing for reduced taxation leads him
_to believe in the coming of a time when war
+ shall cease, or at lcast when it shall he no

more known among the civilized nations of
the earth, Now it is worthy of remark. that
he has never discussed the policy of England
in the light of such a belief. ~Never once,
‘when any practical question was involved,
“ag the China War, or the Crimean War, has
' he dealt with it on what is called the “ peace
_at any price ” theory. On the contrary, in
"all such discussions, g0 far as we remember,
. without cxeeption, he has applied the true
| tests. e has asked whether the honour or
! interests of this country were involved,
whether the objects of the war were reason-
i ably within our reach, whether they were
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worthy of the necessary sacrifice ; and surely
it is by such considerations that questions
of peace or war should be determined. But
when he is not dealing with any present
question, when his endeavour is to influence
public opinion towards what he thinks right,
why should not he tell us his dreams of a
happier and a better time than this? He
told his audience at Edinburgh that some-
times there passed across his mind—as a
vision, or it might be a foresight of a reality
—the idea of a time when the great path-
way of nations shall be no more profaned by
war, but guarded by all for the beneficent
purposes of peace. When an orator uses his
powers for such ends, surely he is deserving
of support? Why should the majority of
our public writers refuse that support? Such
expectations may be fond; but why should
they be ridiculed? What good can come
of calling them utopian ;' or of sneering them
away by a reference to the millennium? We
don’t inow much about the millennium.
Bat if it mean an era of peace and of good-
will among the nations, is it extravagant to
believe that we can do something to speed
on its coming? If any one were proposing
now to act as if the millennium were hero,
. it would be right to expose the danger of
his counsel. But why should men who are
striving by all practical means to restrain
national rivalries—by extending the advan-
tages of commerce, by extolling peace, and
dwelling on the horrors of war, by urging
arbitration, by assembling at congresses,—
why should these men be discouraged? It
may be ¢ utopian” in them to hope to see
the reward of their labours; it may be still
more utopian to labour, as they mostly do,
without such hope; but it is surely neither
unrighteous nor unwise. On such matters
to be enthusiastio—to be even utopian—is
the highest wisdom. Vietor Hugo said,
pointing to a sword and a pen, “ Ceci tuera
cela.” And Louis Blane, in his Letters on
England, dreams his dreams too :—

“But suppress war! How? Have patience.
The time is not yet come for acknowledging
the reasonableness of quarrels between nations
being peacefully settled, like quarrels between
individuals, by a high judicial decision. The
moment is not come for acknowledging that
the Abbé de St. Pierre and Mably were some-
thing better than fools, The idea of an am-
phictyonic tribunal, intended to substitute the
sovereignty of reason for the sovereignty of
force, will not always be regarded as utopian.
The world is still in a state of childhood. It
will attain its majority, let us hope, and then,
perchance, it will be found expedient to suffer
no longer the happiness of nations to be weigh-
ed in that scale into which the Brennus of
all countries, and the famous for insolence in
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all ages, have thrown the weight of their
sword.”

Mr. Goldwin Smith has said that Mr.
Bright’s speeches are emphatically * coun-
sels.” The general character of these coun-
sels may be gathered from the foregoing
pages; or, better, from the volumes them-
selves. Few of them will now be thought
very ‘“advanced;” none of them will be
found to be beyond the limits of ordinary
political discussion. But it is worth while
to inquire in what spirit the new Parliament
will approach the consideration of these
counsels, and of others similar to them; or,
in other words, to answer the question,
What has been the result of the general
election ?

Altogether apart from the silliness of a
narrow nationality, a Scotchman has reason
to regard this election with feelings of pride.
While the Liberal majority in England has
been in all only 44; in Ireland, 31; Scotland,
out of her 60 seats, has returned a Liberal
majority of 46. This is something in itself;
but there is more in it than appears. The
causes which have brought about this result
are all creditable to Scotland ; some of them
in marked contrast to the influences which
have prevailed in England. The English
press has exerted its utmost ingenuity in
accounting for the Tory success in so many
of the great English counties. Snobbery,
dislike to Irishmen, fear of intimidation, are
the motives, more or less venial, which have
been suggested. The action of the clergy
has been often brought forward, but the
cause which has enabled the action of the
clergy to have so much effect has not been
frankly confessed. That cause we believe
to be ignorance. We owe our comparative.
immunity from this evil of clerical influence,
patly to the influence of the great Dissent-
ing bodies; partly to the constitution of our
Church, less favourable than Episcopacy to
ecclesiastical domination; but mainly to the
intelligence of the Scotch people. Thus, a
Rev. Mr. Buche admits that, in canvassing
against Sir John Lubbock, he “ more than
once pointed out” that Mr. Gladstone’s

licy is supported by atheists, Papists,

ews, and heterodox Christians, Yet more
extraordinary have been the doings in South
Shropshire, where we read that “a clergy-
man, finding that numbers of his parishion-
ers had promised to vote for Mr. More, went
about telling them that they were going to
vote for the Pope, for the Queen to be be-
headed, and Protestant clergymen to be
burned for their faith.” There has been
nothing to equal this since Lord Macaulay’s
election-ballad in 1827 :—
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“ A letter—and free—bring it here—
I have no correspondent who franks,
No! Yes! Canitbe? Why, my dear,
*Tis our glorious, our Protestant Bankes.
¢ Dear sir, a8 I know you desire
Thatthe Church should reccive due protec-
tion,
I humbly presume to require
Your aid at the Cambridge election.

¢TIt has lately been brought to my knowledge,
That the Ministers fully design
To suppress each cathedral and college,
And cjoct every learned divine.
To assist this detestable scheme,
Three nuncios from Rome are come over;
They left Calais on Monday by steam,
And landed to dinner at Dover.

‘¢ An armny of griin Cordeliers,

Well furnished with relics and vermin,
Will follow, Lord Westmoreland fears,

To effect what their chiefs may determine.
Lollard’s tower, good authorities say,

Is again fitting up for a prison ;
And a wood-merchant told me to-day,

'Tis a wonder how fagots have risen.

¢ The finance schemo of Canning contains
A new Easter-offering tax,
And he means to devote all the gains
To a bounty on thumbscrews und racks.
Your living—so neat and compact—
Pray, don’t let the news give you pain—
Is promised, I know for a fact,
To an olive-faced Padre from Spain.”®

The clergy of the Scotch Establishment
have, as a rule, refrained from such unseem-
ly conduct. But, had all the will been theirs
to sully their cloth by such unscrupulous
partisanship, had all the meanness been theirs
to stoop to such dcceit, they would have
wanted the fine field on which to act. The
agricultural mind does not lic so fallow here
‘a8 south of the Tweed. Imagine a farmer of
Perthshire or Mid-Lothian believing such
idle babble! Imagine him cven listening
to it |

Again, whether it be from some defeot in
the national character, or, as we would pre-
fer to think, from the infrequency of leases,
the English farmer appears to be less inde-
pendent than the Scotch, more yielding to
coercion. This much is certain, that the
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English farmer submits to grievances which
would set a Scotch county in a flame.
Take, for example, the Game-Laws. But |
the other day a paragraph want the round '
of the papers, describing a daffus in Suffolk, !
at which Lord Huntingfield and party (in- !
cluding of course the Duke of Cambridge, '
whose special vocation seems to be the
slaughtering of pheasauts like bare-door
fowls), killed in four days 5234 head of
rgame. There are but few counties in Scot-
ﬁmd represented by Tories; and one such :

Dee.

entertainment in each of them would remove
this unpleasing singularity. Our Game
Laws are in some places pressed hardl

enough. Our lairds last month did not stie]

at a trifle. But from some cause or other
the bulk of our agricultural population (we
must in the meantime except Haddington)
is not so submissive under wrong, or so
obedient to coercion as that of England.

Again, the Times declares that the recent
elections have been marked by an  excessive
manifestation of provincial sentiment.”
The result has been a preference for ordina-
ry men; so much so, that one writer antici-
pates for the new Parliament the epithet of
“the dull.” This may be true of England;
it is not true of Scotland. Here local ties
have been signally disregarded. English
constituencies, animated, we suppose, by
“proviucial sentiment,” have rejected men
of intellectnal distinction like Sir Jobn
Acton; men of culture and promise like Mr.
Roundell, Mr. Brodrick, Mr. Godfrey Lush-
ington. Here we have had no such mistakes
to regret. It is not too much to say that
the Scotch constituencies, as a whole, have
shown themselves superior to priestly arts;
have honourably resented coercion; have
steadily voted according to their political
convictions, to the exclusion of all other con-
siderations.

We gladly leave a topic which has an ap-
pearance of self-praise. Indeed, we should
not have dwelt upon it so long, but for the
lesson which we think may be gathered from
it. That lesson we take to be that three
things are wanted for England before she
can attain elcctoral independence. These
are, a thorough system of cducation; vigor-
ous combination of the farmers against the
landowners; and the ballot.

Passing from these less pleasing features
of the subject, the fact remains, that this
election has resulted in a greater triumph
for Liberal principles than any elcetion since
1832. 1t has rcturned a Liberal majority,
to all present seeming resolute and compact ;
beyond question pledged to vigorous action
in ot least one great line of policy. The
constituencies may have valued too slightly
the claims of intellectual eminence; they
may have been too greatly moved by local
considcrations; but one thing they have re-
fused to tolcrate—half-heartedness.  Can-
didates have been chosen with many short-
comings ; but at least, they have been men
as to whose meaning and purpose there was
no room for doubt. The Cave has becn
scattered with a great rout. Lord Elcho
is the une unrepentant Adullamite who has
been sent back to Parliament. And he
goes back, we are glad to say, incapable of
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future treason, because exposed as a foe.
In fact the divisions and rebellion and self-
ish indifference of the last Parliament had
their natural result. The electors resolved
to sccure, if it be possible, against such
evils for the futare. They were, accord-
ingly, strict in exacting definite pledges
from every candidate; they have bound
them down, as it were, by distinet promises
of loyalty to Mr. Gladstone. To have been
in the Cave was the unpardonable sin ; even
Tea-room conspirators were looked upon
with no friendly eye. In ordinary circum-
stances we should say that this had been
carricd too far; but in the present state of
affairs the precautions of the eclectors were
not only cxcusable but wise. Our legislators
required a lesson. They wanted to be taught
that they must look for the feeling of the
country to the country itself,—that the erit-
icism of Pall Mall is not infallible—that the
“ tone of the Clubs” does not always reflect
the opinion of -the people. Without raking
up the embers of past strife, we may be al-
lowed to express a hope that this lesson has
been taught thoroughly. We cherish, there-
fore, thc%»clief that this temper of the elee-
tors will be reflected in the Ilouse, even
when the iinmediate pressure of the hustings
shall have passed away. So fur as regards
the class of society from which members of
Parliament are taken, these clections have
made little or no change. But we confi-
dently anticipate a chauge in the tone of the
House. The last House of Commons was
fickle, capricious, and half-hearted; chosen
with reference to no particular prineiples
whatever, but simply in respeet of Lord Pal-
merston’s popularity. The death of that
minister left it without any guiding motive;
or, to put it more accurately, members felt
themselves uncommitted to anything, and
thercfore entitled to indulge private, and
often unworthy feclings, without any direct
breach of party allegiance. There seems little
likelibood that a similar slate of things will
recur. Members have gone back braced by
contuct with the decision and determination
of their constituents; and even those who
may incline to waver have been so straitly
bound by pledges that they will find this
hardly possible without disgrace. There is
little danger of open mutiny ; even the in-
different will assume a virtue if they have it
not. Of onc thing thcy may be sure, that
it will be for their interest to do so. Luke-
warmness was in several instances forgiven
at the last clection; it will not be forgiven
a sccond time.

Some Liberals of a gloomy turn of mind
foresce evil in the largeness of the majority ;
and despondingly recall the rapid break-up
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of the Reform Ministry. The cases are in
many ways dissimilar. The wmajority sent
up to support Lord Grey was very much
larger than the present Liberal majority. It
comprised many men of remarkable abilty,
eager for distinction; and many men of ox-
treme views, which they were resolved to
press. No such turbulent clements are present
in this Parliament; extreme men and able
men being alike conspicuous by their ab-
sence. The majority in 1832 was held to-
gether by no strong principle of cohesion:
it was a sort of heterogencous thank-offering
to Lord Grey. Nobody knew what was to be
the policy of that Government; they did not
know themselves. The present majority, on
the other hand, is pledged to vigorous action,
at least in one line of policy, the carrying
out of which will afford abundant occupa-
tion for some time to come. The work that
lies before the Liberal party cannot fail to
bave a wonderfully steadying effect. The
forces that will array themseclves in sup-
port of the Irish Church will do much to
maintain discipline in the ranks of the
asgailants. The public would regard with
just indignation the obtrusion of petty
ﬁricvanccs of personal dislikes to the hin-

rance of the hard task which has to be
accomplished. Doubtless the Liberal ma-
jority may break up; but it will not break
up from the same causes which proved fatal
to the majority of Lord Grey.

Mr. Disraeli has, no doubt, taken the
wisest course for his party. It would be
unjust to deny that he has also taken a man-
ly and straightforward—though it may be an
unusual—course. He has saved the time
of the country and avoided a tedious discus-
sion; he has relicved the Crown of the awk-
wardness of meeting Parliament with a
speech predestined to disapproval; and he
has frankly advised that his rival should be
his successor. The credit due to him is
not diminished by the consideration that the
Royal Speech might bave been a hard thing
for hLis cabinet to agree upon; nor even by
the fact that the step he has taken will be
to his own advantage in the future. Men
may sonictimes be allowed to be honcst, al-
though honesty is the best policy. Un-
doubtedly the step he has taken will be to
his advantage. If he gains nothing clse
by it, he gains at least this, that he
is not called upon to declare any policy
of his own. How he would propose
to deal with Ircland and the Irish
Church he is not now bound to say: he
simply denounces his opponent’s proposals
as “impracticable "—a vague, and therefore
very formidable attitude of hostility. He
is not bound to maintain any position him-
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self; he is quite free to direct his attack on
whatever may prove the weakest point of
the enemy; and many weak points must of
necessity be presented before all the details
connected with the disendowment of the
Irish Church can be worked out. On the
other hand, as we have already said, this
very fact will inpsire the Liberal party with
a certain strength. In the face of an astute
foe there must be no slackness, no want of
discipline. And it would be a very remark-
able point of detail, regarding which it
would be either seemly or prudent for the
Opposition to challenge an issue involving
their return to office.

Altogether apart from party considera-
tions, we should regard any untoward oc-
currence as a serious calamity. The Liber-
als went to the country on the distinct issue
of approval or disapproval of a definite line
of policy. They got an answer triumphant-
ly in their favour; and they are now in of-
fice for the express purpose of carrying that
policy into effect. And not only has their
policy been approved of ; their leader is re-
gnrded with peculiar confidence and favour

y the great body of the people. In such
circumstances failure would be a deep dis-
grace to the party. That, however, would

e the least resulting evil. Such a failure
would bring discredit on our whole system
of Government. It would restore to power
a party whose policy is nothing but opposi-
tion to the expressed wish of the nation; it
would frustrate the resolute determination
of the people that justice shall be done to
Ireland ; the consequent discontent wquld be
no trivial or passing feeling. We confess,
however, to indulging in a good hope. The
Constituencies have done what they can to
secure party loyalty. The work to be done
requires it. And Mr. Gladstone is not the
man at such a crisis to alienate it. The
country hears much of his faults as a party
leader; and believes or heeds little. Bat,
whatever these faults may be, it is not in an
emergency like this that they will be shown.
He has in him a dash of the “ daring pilot
in extremity ;” and it is in perilous seasons,
when the waves run high, and when gkill and
boldness and fervour are wanted at the helm,
that he will steer the ship most safely.

Few men have been called to govern Eng-
land with bappier omens than Mr. Glad-
stone. Pitt, when he had broken the Coa-
lition, was perhaps more powerful; Peel, in
1842, was not less so. But Pitt's power
had its origin in Court intrigue, and that taint
clung to it throughout. George 111. was not
the man to allow freedom of action to the
minister whom he himself had made. Peel
was hampered and finally overthrown by the

prejudices and obstinacy of his party. Itis
the rare peculiarity of Mr. Gladstone’s po-
sition that he enjoys a deep-seated popularity
with the people; that his policy—having
been plainly laid before the nation—has been
distinctly approved of at a general election ;
and that a majority of a hundred has been
sent to Parliament specially charged to ren-
der him loyal obedience. Rarely, if ever,
has a minister attained to power 1n circum-
stances so favourable. And, as if to crown
his good fortune, it is plain that the work of
forming an Administration has been made
easy to him by the good-sense and self-de-
nial of the leading men of the party. Ex-
actly in proportion to these advantages is
the responsibility which rests with him. He
is bound, not in the interest of his party—
that were a trifle; but in the interests of his
country, to do all that in him lies to secure
that his Ministry shall not disappoint the
hopes which have been raised by their acces-
sion to offiee. :

These hopes are, with reason, high. But
it would be wrong, as well as foolish, to in-
dulge them over-much. Nothing can be
more dangerous to a Ministry than that it
should be expected to do great things sud-
denly. A fatal reaction is almost sure to
ensue. And it would be idle to believe that
this Ministry is prepared to follow all Mr.
Bright’s counsels, even though Mr. Bright
himself is a member of it. The ballot will
certainly be an open question; and some
ﬁears will elapse before we can hope to see a

inistry abolishing the law of entail, or de-
priving of legislative sanction the pernicious
ocustom of primogeniture. Yet it cannot be
that Mr. Gladstone will think his occupation
gone, even when he shall have surmounted
the countless troubles of the settlement of
the Irish Church. Education has to be
dealt with as it has never been dealt with
yet; the increasing peril of pauperism has
to be faced; the condition of large masses
of the population must be ameliorated; our
Land-Laws, indeed the whole question of the
distinotion between heritage and moveables
in all its branches, will soon rise into com-
manding importance.

The nen composing the present Ministry
cannot but feel that they are, in a sense, at
the beginning of a new time. By the very
fact of their advent to power all thesc ques-
tions, and many others such, have been har-
ried on. Their existence as a Ministry has
been the effect of a great but gradual ad-
vance in public opinion ; it will ﬁe the cause
of an advance yet greater and more rapid.
Toryism, if -by that we mean mere quies-
cence, has received a severe blow. The pe-
culiarity of the position of the new Govern-
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ment lies in this, that it is the result of no
vague popular emotion, resting on no distinct
convictions~looking forward with no defi-
nite aims. Such, in a measure, was the
Government of 1832; but such is not the
case now. On the contrary, long before the
late clection, the electors had well consider-
ed and resolved upon the principles which
should guide their choice. These principles
briefly were, justice to all classes at all haz-
ards; the redress, so far as it may be possible,
of our great social disorders. And, accord-
ingly, they know what they expect. They
expect of the men whom they have raised to
power that this justice shall be done without
fear, and that no effort shall be wanting to
improve the condition of the country in which
we live.

The people are firmly persuaded that this
Ministry will address itself to social ques-
tions in a spirit altogether new; aund hence
their confidenceand content. Far,very far dis-
tant is the time when * the whole land shall
be a garden, and in every house there shall
be plenty;” but the people will be satisfied
80 long as they know that their rulers feel
for their sorrows, and, with zeal and vigour,
will try to cure them. They have that
knowledge now. The most marked charac-
teristic of the Ministry is the presence in it
of many men who have been always moved
by popular sympathies. Foremost among
these is Mr. Gladstone himeelf, who, not
once or twice in his career, has set himself
to devise measures for the good of the body
of the people, which the people had not the
knowledge or the intelligence to think of
for themselves.

Apart from this, we may fairly hope that
in the present Ministry there will be found
something of real statesmanship. A careful
study of these speeches of Mr. Bright can-
not fail to impress strongly the truth of the
old saying, “ with how little wisdom the
world is governed.” It is truly sad to see
how utterly our rulers have failed in consis-
teney and forethought in the great crises
through which England has passed during
the last thirty years. The ordinary business
of administration was well enough carried
on; but the country was allowed to drift
into terrible calamities, because it was not
governed according to any principle, or in
the light of any wise forcthought. For ex-
ample, even men like Sir William Moles-
worth and Sir George Cornewall Lewis,
during all the wretchedness of the Crimean
War, never geem to have formed for them-
selves any clear idea of the purposes for
which that war was waged, or of the lengths
to which it should be carried. Again, take
the case of Ireland—that unhappy country
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whose history is so fertile in all politieal
teaching. More than sixty-five years ago
we united, by most flagitious means, tﬁe
Irish Parliament with our own, and since
then we bave passed but two Irish measures
which bear any trace of statesmanship,
Catholic Emancipation and the Encumbered
Estates Act; and we passed the one under
terror of a rebellion, the other under the
pressure of a famine. It would be a carious
and interesting study to go yet farther back,
and test the claims of the various men who
have ruled England to take rank as states-
men. Sir Robert Walpole, perhaps, might
stand this scrutiny. He had before him
clearly what he believed his country requir-
ed, and he secured that for her.

*But for Sir Robert Walpole, we should have
had the Pretender back again. But for his ob-
stinate love of peace we should have had wars
which the nation was not strong enough mnor
united enough to endure. But for his resolute
counsels and good-humoured resistance we
might have had German despots attempting a
Hanoverian regimen over us; we should have
had revolt, commotion, want, and tyrannous
misrule, in place of a quarter of a century of
peace, freedom, and material prosperity, such
as the couniry never enjoyed, until that cor-
ruptor of Parlinments, that dissolute tipsy cynic,
that courageous lover of peace and liberty, that
great citizen, patriot, and statesman governed
it. . . . e gave Englishmen no conquests, but
he gave them peace, ease, and freedom; the
three per cents. nearly at par; and wheat at
five and six and twenty shillings a quarter.” *

It scems a bold thing to say that since
this “tipsy cynic ” no statesman, in the true
sensc of the word, has governed England
till we come to Sir Robert Peel. Yet such
an assertion would not be far wide of the
truth. Chatham was a splendid War Minis-
ter; Canning in his latter days was a bril-
liant Foreign Minister; but it may well be
doubted wﬁether, during those long years,
any wise statesmap rose to supreme power.
Pitt, indced, cherished great designs for the
benefit of Ircland, but treason and Court
opposition brought his designs to naught.

t is not too much to say that something
like statesmanship may be expected from
the new Government. That in administra-
tive ability they are far superior to their
predecessors is abundantly obvious. But
more will be demanded from them than even
the high merit of vigorous administration.
There are at least three men in the Cabinet
of true genius for political affairs—Mr.
Gladstone, Mr. Bright, and Mr. Lowe. They
differ on many points, and they must recon-

* Thackeray’s Four Georges.
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cile their differences, or agree to differ, as |leadership of the aristocracy. The whel
best they may; but in onc thing they unite | Young England tone of sentiment was, as
——in the possession of the qualitics of states- | regards the budy of the people, an absarn
men.  The knowledge of thix fact itsclf as- | anachronism. They desire, above all thin:
sures us that they would not be in the same ; justice. Satisfy them that they are doals
Cabinet were the divergencies of their opin- | with fairly—that their rizhts are respectel
iuns such as to suggest any xerious difficulty. ! and tleir claims considered not less tiw.
It is not within the scope of this paper to i those of others; and they azk nothing mor:,
comment on the way in which the various. The questions raised at the late elections—
offices have been filled up. But we may ex- | tho protection of the property of tr
ress, in a single word, what we believe to | unions; the liability of masters for the faults
Ee a general fecling of satisiaction at thejof foremen; arrestment of wages; even
high office assigned to Mr. Lowe. It is a'strikes; were, as a rule, urged by the ol
geuerous thing; and, what is of more con-; tors in the apirit’'we have indicated. Eves
sequence, it gives promise of Mr. (iladstone’s | where feeling was keeuest, mectings of work-
purpose to allow true statesmanship an ade-: ing men, though they reseated ill-tempered
uate field of action—a good sign for the: insult, never rcfused a hearing tv fair arga-
stability of his administration. ~ment.  Mr. Rocbuck was rejected fir no
We cannot but hope, alsn, that the temper : noixy demagogue, but for a man who Las
of the House gencrally will support and en-; done his bust to prowote justice and fair-
courage the popular sympathies of ministers. . dealing between ewployers and emiployed.
It will not, 1udeed, fail to do so, if members, It scems to us, then, that the wajoriy of
retain, in any measure, the views they avow- the new Parliament has given promise of a
ed on the hustings. Next to admiration of *disposition to attempt the selution of these
Mr. Gladstone, sympathy with the working ' vexed questions with that fellow-fucling
classes was the main profession of every " which wins regard, and with that determina-
Liberal candidate. Allowance must of course tion to do justice which commands rispeet.
be made for the excitement of clectioneer- | We hail this as a bappy augzury. It carrics
ing; yet surely these professions will not be j with it a far more lasting assurauce of good
altogether belied. | than the aceession of a Liberal Goverunent
We do not at all refer to a certain conde- i to power. Diflicultics may multiply so as
scending kindness whieh some well-meaning  not to be overcome; individual men may
people assume towards their inferiors.  The | disappoint expeetations; gloomy forebodings,
working classes have no wish t» be patron- | of” which the first whispers are already be-
ized—to be indulged like children. Such ginning to make themselves heard. may be
treatment repels them. It offvuds their self-, speedily fultilled; but it the temper of the
respeet, much in the same way as the tracts . House be such as we believe it to be, nuene
and goud books so injudicivusly circulated of thesc things will long vbstraet the advanes
among them offend their intelleet.  Sympa- of the nativn in happiness aud well-boing.
thy is very different from patronage; they Reputations may be won or lost, administra-
arc wou by the former, but feel no gratitude | tions may rise and fall; but a Legislature,
for the latter. They are not much moved , animated by kindly sywpathy, resolute to
by loyalty or reverence for those above . deal justly with all ranks and conditions of
them. Seldom bas a more mistaken sveial men, surely justifies a sanguine hope.  Mr.
theory been imagined than Mr. Disracli's Bright himself Las put that hope in words:

great notion that the wurking elasses of thig
country, in return for Mavpoles aud osten-

tatious aling, would yicld themselves up, with -

grateful obedienee, to the condescending

— I think I sce, as it were above the hill-
tops of time, the glimmerings of the dawn
of a better and nobler day fur the country
and the people that I love so well.”
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