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it while the victim was still alive. But Sir John Macdonald,
who was certainly & very clever man, was too guick for Mr.
Biggar, Mo died hefore that book of aneedotes was ready for
the press, and escaped his admirer. Mr. Biggor did not choose
the “anecdotal ” form of biography without consulting good
wodels. “The chief charms of Plutarel’s Lives,” he says, *and
of the biographical writings of Nenophon and Herodotus, eonsist,
to my mind, in the little mcidents and aneedotes with which they
are interspersed, and which throw so many distinct beams of
light upon the motives and impulses of the characters under
review.” We cannob say that we are reminded by any part of
Mr, Biggar's dnecdotal Life of the “bhiographical writings of
Xenoghon and Herodotus,” The subject, perhaps, made it very
hard for him to attain to the high standard at which he aimed,
‘We will candidly acknowledge thet Six John Macdonald made it
difficuls for his biographer o be quite honest, and yet to avoid
touching on things which it jars on us to see mentioned. One
fairly inoffensive sentence of Mr. Biggar's may be quoted for the
purpose of indicating what it is that we mean % Ilis parents
were hoth kind-hearted and hospitable people; and a featmre of

this hospitality was the custom of partalking of aleoholie liquor |

with friends,” To suppross this # fenture” would, considering the
notoriety of certain facts and, we mway add, the araszing candour
of Sir John himself, have heen truly diffieuls for a biographer.
8¢ill, if Mr, Biggar had heen inspired more fully hy Plutarch,
Xenophon, and Hevodotus, he would, we cannot but think, have
been content to insist less, and be more reticent. It is to be
feared that his resl models have rather been the “anecdotal
lives” popular on the wrong side of Nirgara, whers the biographer
never knows what to leave in his ink-botsle,

‘When the death of his hero surprised him, Mr, Biggar decided
to nlter his plan, and to prefix o narrative to the anecdotes, We
do not know that he was well advised to make the change.
‘Whatever merits Mr. Biggar may possess as a eompiler of aneo-
dotes, he has not the biographer's faculty.  His biography also is
aneedote. Here, again, Mr. Biggar shows a grievous ‘want of
power of discrimination. The stories he tells do not nniformly,
or even often, # thiow so many distinct heams of light upon the
motives and impulses of the character wnder review.” John A.,
as Mr. Biggar is for ever calling him, is not much, if at all,
better known tous when wa ave told that at a certain period of
his life he is described “ as wearing a long-tailed coat and baggy
trousers, with a loose nechtie somewhat of the Byronic style”
Long-tailed conts, baggy trousers, and Byronic neckties were
worn by many men iu the forties. If Mr, Biggar wished to be
thorough, he should have hunted up details about the colours of
the trousers and the tie, together with the names of the tailor
and the haberdasher, A more intimate knowledge of the natural
history of the chestont would have saved Mr. Biggar from re-
peating some old friends as original.  Here, for instauee, is an
anecdote which was told long befors Sir John Macdonald was
born. A certain person snid to him, “I shall support you when-
ever I think you are vight.” ¥ That is no satisfaction,” retorted
Sir John, with o twinkle; “anybody may support me when I
amright, What I want is a man that will support me when I
am wrong!” The wit and orviginality of these atories too
frequently escape us, a5 in this cose 1—

As samples of the grotesque phrases lie sometimes invented the following
are given ;-

As Mr. Macdonald. (then in Opposition) rose, it was observed by some
that the Premier was asgleep, 3r, Holton, alluding to the remarks of the
last speaker, said “ e don't feel it

Mr. Maedonald said, ¥ If anything was caleulnted to arouse a wman of
honour, and the leader of 8 Government, 16 wis the charses which had
this evening been preferred against the Hon. Minister of Militia, If he
did not ¢ feel it as had just been said, he must 42 devoid of ali feeling of
henour, and moxally have a skin as thick as that of a hippepotamus
(Yaughter and cheers).

In'a debate on the question of 1 ion by popul he said the
hon. member for South. Oxford (Mr. George Brown, its advoeate) knew
that representation by population was as dend as Julins Cresar.

It must be very easy to be witty and original in Canada. Here
is another exquisite witticism :—

My, McCarthy.—* Has the hon, gentleman forgotten that thse hulfpints
are afterwards defined to be five quarter-pints, 50 that we are fighting over
one-quarter of g ping.? ¥

Bir John—* A small plint that”

Of such materinl has Mr. Biggar composed the greater part of his
book, than which we do not remember to have seen any collection
of stories more uniformly pointless.  On this side of the water, at
Jeast, we shall not hold Sir John Macdoneld responsible for the
odds and ends of nongense which his biographer has collected,
He was, as we know, a very elever man, and when be had to speak
to Biggnre adapted his words to their level. To them doubtless
was mg&ressed tho portentous observation made when * certain
Congervatives ” were urging him in 1881 to come over and
succeed Lord Benconsfield, that in Canada “le was building up &
new Empire,” and that 4 there was more glory in having a guiding
hand in that than striving to preserve from ossification the frame
of an old nation,” The mvitation doubtless seems credible, and
the renunciation magnificent, in circles which accept Mr. Bigiar
as the successor of Plutarch, Xenophonm, and the biograpber
Herodotus,

M, PAUL VERLAINEA

THE young ladies who were wont to twitter abous Dr, Ihsen
now babble about M. Panl Verlaine, Tor some resson
M, Verlaine is % in” like football, and tip-cat, and other games
which nppear and disappesr in their die mysterious time.
M. Verlame has been “interviewed” by Euplish devotess, as we
understand ; but we s that a di for interviews has
prevented us from perusing his confessions, if he made sny, and
from making ourselves acquainted with his porsonal history, if
that is recorded, It has seemed hetter to purchase all of his
works which chanced to be necessible on & certain stall.  For the
sum of one pound sterling, or twenty-five francs, we bave been
akle to secure six examples of M. Verlaine, in poetry and in prose.
Of the slim volumes, where very trifling rivnlets of verse
irrigate considerable mendows of paper, Poimes Saturnions benrs
date 1867, reprinted in 18g0; Les Fites Galantes is of 1869
{1886) ; Lomances sans Paroles is of 1874 (1891); und of 189t
is Bonheur, while Podtes Muudits, n work of criticism in prose,
is dated 1884 (1888). Zouise Lecterg, a brief novel in prose, is
of 1888, and containg a few shors additional sketches, From
this list, five volumes of verse are omitted, and one hook of
prose, Mémoires dun Veuf. 'These ave lnewne valle deflendee,
but_enough remains to give an anxious inquirer some inlding of
M, Verlaine's manner and talent, On the whole, he reminds one
a little of Baudelaire, without Bandelaird’s vigonr, and to the
English reader some of his pieces reenll the more svecessful
verses of Miss Amy Levy.

M. Verlaine's poetics may be gathered from his work styled
Poites Maudvgs. This volume of criticism opens with a. portrait
of the author, and it would be difficult to allege thet the portrait
is prepossessing,  Ifowever, it may not be & good likeness,and wo
have to do with poetry, mot with physicgnomy. M. Verlaine
informs the world that hLis podes mandits should more properly
ke called pottes absolus—poets and no mistake. The title Poites
Memudits, however, expresses M, Verlaine’s hotred of the common
herd of readers of taste; who, he avers, detest him and the ohjects
of his admiration. As members of the odions throng we eannot
say thet we hate M., Verlaine and his heroes any more than we
hate Mr, Jerome K. Jerome, But we do not feel strangely drawn
to read their works.  First comes BL Tristan Corbitre, who
disdained Success and Glory” by o wise cconomy of Destiny.
This distinguished man is among les Grands, tuch as Homer,
Goethe, and Shakspeare. Like them he is “unot impeccable
He is the author of Amours Jauncs, “wuves anjourd'hoi fn=
trouvable ou presque,” which we have recently seen in o catalogne
for the insigmificant ransom of some six shillings and fourpence.
On the whole, the public prefers Amounrs of o tint less bilious
than the saffron.

M. Arthur Rimbaud is another absolute poet, whn appears to
have hidden his light under o bushel. e has written a sonnet
on Vowels; an epic on consonants would aflovd more room for
bis genins. The sonnes is not at all borrowed from-—

A svas an avcher and shof af = frog,

B was a butcher who kept o big dog.
“A is black, E white, I red, T green, O blue,” beaven only
knows why or wherefore. As to his personal tastes, M. Rim-~
baud informs us that he occasionally drinks thirty or forty
tumblers of beer at a sitting, which beer cannot b Bass,  Painful
wemories of Gyp's dissgreeable movel, Un Re#d, orcur here to
the vulgar throng of read M. Rimbaud po supreme
gifts, of a character, in these cowardly dags of internationaliem,
peculiarly French It appears that M. Himbaud has forsalien the
society of the Muse and, we may ndd, of others.

Concerning M. 8téphane Mallarmé readers of the old Parnasse
are not ignorant, A poem by this author on the tamb of Edgar
Poe is quoted with approval.  After reading it several times, e
seem dimly to gather that M. Mallarmé is an admirer of Poe's,
and undriendly to his enemies. But the sonnet is nearly ns like
Hittite ds French, and, perhaps, it means something different. It
is obvious that M. Mallarmé cannot too assiduously peruse the
advice which Mr, Yellowplush bequeathed to posts, There are
three other singers in M, Verlaine's list, all of them are unconie
monly absolute,

Of M. Verlaine’s own verses, Pobmes Saturniens (1867) scem
to be the earliest. The author explainy, modestly, that persons
unfortunate enough to be born under the influence of Saturn
have a bilious habit, a restless and fesble imagination, and vo
diseourse of remson worth mentioning. In these sad eircum-
stances it is, perhaps, & pity that they should drop into poetry at
all.  The prologue speaks handsomely of the Ramnayuna, Alerous,
Homer, the Song of Roland, the Kithare, and other matters not
unfamiliar to students of M. Leconte de 'Isle. 3. Verlaine cele-
brates les Oaristys, 88 is natural, and remarks to an impetuons
FOURg Woman j-—

Bais dans ton cher ctour d'or, mou enfant, me dis-tu,
La fauve passion va sonnant Poliphant !

Luisserla trompeter & sou aise, la goeuse!

Mats ton front sur mon front, ef ta main dans ma maiv,
Lt fais mol dus serments que tu yompras demain,

Bt plewrons jusquau jonr, & petite fouguense !

Perhaps the lody, like a celebrated beroine, “preferred to be
loved in a more humen sort of way,” An invitation to “ a good

* Poémes Satrrnicns—Iétes Gulantes— Bonlwur—1Les Podtes Manditsme
Romunves sans Puvolss—Lowse  Leelerg. Pur Paul Verlaine. Pariss
Vauier. x8¢7-1891,
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¢ry” is mot exhilarating. However, M. Verlaine’s poems are
intelligible and harmonious ; and, fortunately, as little “absolute”
a8 may be. His Four Fortes, dedicated to ML Coppde, are some-
what like offects of Gaspurd de Ja Nuit done into rhyme, We
have nocturnal “impressions,” Gothic towers, spives, gibbets,
dead persons, whose feet are devoured by wolves while ravens
peck outb their eyne, and many fine old properties of 1830,
Et jew’en vais
Au vont mauvals
Qui ny'emporte
Deeh, dolig
Pareil p1s
Feuille morte,
i Chawvon des Tngbones is agreeabler—
Hous sommes los Iuaduves
Aux bandeaus ydats, & 'ocil blew,
Qui vivons, presque Ineonungs,
Dans les romanz quion it peu.

Then come reminizeences of the Mahabharata—aqion lit per, alas !
—and n poem on the Seine—a morne river, the poet says, and he
doss not share M. Avatole Frence's enthusiasm for the guais. A
number of other rivers ave lauded, and thep—

Tai, Seing, in w'es rien,  Deux guais of veild tout,

Tranx quals crasseux, semdéa de Tun b Yantye hout

IPaifraux bonguins, moisis, et d'ane foule inxigne

Qui fait dans Peau des rouds et qui péehe & Ju ligne.
This is carrying pessimism too fary and AL Verlaine is here too
Saturnian. The gquuie dre cheery places; the book-haxes keep
Hope ot the bottom; and gudgeon-fishing is Dbetter than na fish-
ing at ol The sed banks of Seine are made melodions for the

oet by o hurdy-gurdy ; he is very sensitive to the pathos of a

gmdwmsm‘ And, indeed, there i a charm—a dusty urban
chgrmein the faint and fer-off notes of these uncultivated in-
atraments —

11 brame un de ges airs, romaness ou pulkag,

Tiw’enfants nous tapotiony sur nes harmonicas

Et qui font, lents ou vifs, réjouissants ou tristes,

¢ibrey Ve aux proscrits, awx fommes, nux artisies,

This poem is perhaps the most notable and readable in Polmes
Suturniens. Butwe own that we should have as soon expected to
see, let ussay, M. Doulmier revived as M. Verluine out of the dust
of 1867; not that M. Boulmier is unworthy of revival. But
chance or fashion makes odd selections e

Nolight iz thrown on the refreslied vogue of M, Verlaine by
otes fralantes (1867, clever little pieces after Wattean, Thers
is nothing especinly worthy of quotation in this pamphlet of
fifty-six pages. Homances snoz Pireles (1874) 15 & trifle move

cobust and © important,” Bt a wilderness of
Jo ne me sids eonsold,
Bien que men gmur s o soit alld,

Tt mon canr, mon eeny trop smsibie

Tt i mon fone: Esb-il possible 7

svould not maks a post of much werit,  There follow some slight
etchings in verse, from towns in Delginm, nuy, from London
gtrocts, and a veminiscence of the Canel m Paddington. The

Seine is a livelier viver. The stoutest volume, Bonkeur, is o neo-

Christian performance. The poet, who cortainly, as far as we hove

sead him, scems u hurmless poet eniough, is converted, and writes

# Noble Numbers” like Herrick (—

Et puisque je pardenne,
Mon Digy, pardoanes-moi,
Ornant Vémie enfin linone
Dlespérance et de fol.
The poet {in 1588} tells us that he is in 2 hospital—
{'ext un liew comme un antre, on en presd Thabitude,
He adds,

Puisze tin prétre btre 1o, Jésus, quand je mourval.

Al this s very familiar in the history of Irench poets.
In short, uwless M, Verlaines other posms are very un-
1ike those which Ue before ws, we are at o Joss to understand
whenee comes his pregent vopus smong the refived. It is not
that he is & bad poet; bus France has assuredly many more as
ood of whom we hear little enongh in the conversutions of
g‘»ulmﬁe, There are such tides in the affairs of literary men; nor
can we tell why they udmive M, Verlaine so much who lnow not,
for example, Glatigny,  Mystery of “ Booms ™! 1Itis not asif
Mr. Gladstone had written s letter to M. Verlaine, which M,
Verlaine sent round to the Beomster and other periedicals. The
world bas shoply come 1o him, for some unfathomable resson g
for many such poets—uot at all bed poets—are born to rhyme
nnhenrd and uninterviewed, .

‘The ressons for his popularity might, no doubt, he given-
partly frow his other works, But the above aceount is submitted
as g caretul “tasting” Dy an impartial taster. It rosults will
not, we think, be gainanid by most omnivorous renders with some
aste:

TALES OF MYSTERY,

“ OMARCES,” says Mongada to voung Melmoth, 4have
:{' wede your couniry, sir, faoilisr with tales v:i‘{ subtey-
ranenn passages and supernatural horrors” When Maturin wrote

* Wudes o Mystery. Mrs. Radeliffe—Lewis—Batarin,

dited by
George Baintsbury, Londou: Pereival & Co. 1891,

this there was not the slightest chance that any of his veaders,
Lnglish, French, or German, should overlook the allusion to the
works of the ingenious Mrs. Radeliffe, the undisputed chief of
the large and prolific sehool of Gothic romancers whose influcnce
extended throngh Trance, Germany, and Italy, even unto
America, But 1t is not rensonable to suppose thut the present
generation can grasp the full significance of the observation of
“the appalling Spaniard,” ss Mr, Saintshury calls the entertaining
yeb prolix Mongada. Kor some fifty yeavs'the fame of Mrs. Rad-
cliffe, Lewis, and Maturin, the thrée writers “selected ” by Mr.
Saintsbury in the first volume of Messre, Percival’s new ¢ Pocket
Library,” bas lingered hut a8 a shadowy tradition with English
readers. Yet, ane and all, they once enjoyed a prodigious popu-
larity in England and on the Continent. Their writings were
frequently translated—vory ¢ freely 7 it must be admitted—and
provoked countless imitations, most of which have long since, and
deservedly, no doubt, passed into Limbo. Hven now in Itely Mrs.
Radeliffe is not forgotten, new versions of the Sicilian Romance
and Udolphe having appeared within the last ten years. With
regard to tronslation, Zhe Monk and Matarin's teagedy Bertram
are the only two works of these authors that may be suid to owe
their foreign renderings to other than purely literary merite, In
French, certainly, the very title of Lewis's story, in mora than one
example, is sufficiently indicative of something less legitimate,
Notoriety, rather thandame, is the right word to use in this matter,
‘With this slight veservation, the reputation of all three authors,
great as it was, must be considersd as firmly established by their
achievements, and in perfect ngr t with their infl on
English fiction. There1snothing, in short, in the popularity of their
works that is in any sense nnacconntable. Sir Walter Scots was
naturally a sympathetic critic of this kind of fiction, It didnot re-
quire, we may be stre, any serious importunity on the part of Lewis
to induce Scott $0 have & hand in “"Tales of Terror”; and Scots
was the first, though not the only one, of her great contem-
poraries to acknowledge the genius of Mrs, Rudcliffe.  Peacock,
again, was o warm admirer of the Radelifian romance. We doubs
very much if more than one reader in ten, at the present day, is
fully conscious of all the bearings of Miss Ansten's pleasunt
satire in Northunger Abboy, which Mr. Saintsbury cites as
evidence of the fashionabile rage for Mrs, Radelifle. They must be
reared in tender youth in the atmosphere of Gothicromance who
would rightly enjoy the delicasy of Miss Austen’s humorous pre-
gentment.  Of course, with the plague of imitaters a strong
resction set in, and the errors of those who exceeded the worst
extravagance of Lewis were most unjustly visited upon the
blameless Mrs, Radeliffe. - Still, we shell not be o6 all surprised
to find that this pocket volume of selections should interest and
fascinate many readers—just as Ludovieo, in Zhe Mysterics of
Udolpha, was charmed with the Provengal legend—“hy inven-
tions that captivated the careless imagination in every rank of
socisty in & former age.”

Mrs, Radeliffe’s share in Mr. Saintsbury’s seloctions amounts
to rather more than half the volume; Maturin's being equivalent
to one-half, and Lewid’s to a trifle over one-fourth of Mrs, I1tud-
cliffe’s allatment, 'These proportions very accnrately correspond
with the literary position of eaclt writer and the respective merits
of their works. Mys, Radelifle i3 represented by extracts from
all four of her fomous romances; Lewis by Lhe Mank, with the
popular cpisode of the ©Bleeding Nun of Lindenberg?; and
Maturin hy passages from Melmoth the Wanderer. In his sketeh
of these nuthors and their writings, Mr, Saintshury deals with
their chief characteristics, the nature of the influence they
exercised, and the common sonree of their inspivation in The Castée
of Otranto. That Horoco Walpole was the father of the lurge
and by no means reputable family of Gothic tales is incontestable,
though 3Mrs, Radeliffe so far improved upoen her model ns to
create in The Romance of the Forest and The Mysteries of
Udolpho an entirely new and very superior type of romanecs,
Miss Clara Reeve, indeed, on bebalf of her best-known story, s
Ol Enylish Baron, expressly claims the paternity, besides adopt-
ing the very heppy description “a Gothic ‘tule,” gemerally
accepted by the critics of the day. 'There is little ground,
we think, for supposing that the Germang furnished models,
Lewis, to be sure, adopted somewhat from them; but
Maturin  owed very little to Germen romance, and Mrs,
Radeliffe nothing at all. It s not o little strange, as Mt
Suintshury remarks, that “ Tlorace Walpole, who, while a man of
great talent, eould hardly be called by any one o man of genius,
should have fathered an offspring so prevailing.” Butsoitis, Of
the other examplos he cites of the cluss, or nearly allied to it, Culeh
Willsams, 8¢, Leon, and Beckford's Vathek, must be considpred
master-works in romance.  Shelloy's Zastrowz and 82, Iruyne, of
which we think less i1l than My, Suintshury does, tre very sincers
Lewisian imitations; the first, and hetter of the tw, being not
more crude or extiavagant than considerable portions of Zhe
Munk, and in its impressive opening scene seareely inforvior to
Lewisat his best. There are, by the way, one or two matters
that appesr to peed correction in the test of Me Saintsbury’s
opening essay, % Novroathar " is, of course, a mispring for Beck-
ford’s charming creation. Nouronibar, And there is an obviouy
slip in printing the title of Mrs. Radelifle’s interesting quurto of
travels ag: Lravels on the Rhine vo the Enylish Laje Country., In
this hools, as in the romunees published sobsequently to the year
1794, the infinence of what may be called the “landsenpe sonti-
ment” of Gilpin is dearly pereeptible, not less than the influenco
of Gray und Housscau--which Mr, Saintshury notes. 'The




