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Lion of the Fnld af Judah,
JLen, Pontiff, Priest and Klog,
Vicar of the King of Eeaven,
* From whose lips His mandates ring!

Ohief Pastor of the Church unchanglug,
Keeper ot tha Reavenly Keys,

Pl of the Barque of Poler
O'er the wourld's tempestuous seas.

Mauny hands have clasped the helm
OrLbis bright and galiant Barqus;

Mnoy storms have raged around it
Inthe by-gone Ages dark. .

But this gallant Rarque still houndeth
U'er the sformy waves of Tirae,

And her Caplan’a voice still oundeth
With the words of Truth sublime,

Many ships of State have perished
Ou deslruction’s rocks obscure
Bul the 8hip of Christ still salleth

For tne Purt ot Heaven sure.

Many thrones have risen, fallen,
Mauny r¢ plres passed away,

Bul the Papatl thrune sthil siundeth,
St that scepire holdsth sway.

Many flags of many natlons
In deteal have ofl been furled,

Bul the Church’s Cross-crowned Banner
Floats aloft ¢’er al} the world!

MICHAEL WHELAN,
Renous River, N B., March, 1833,

MARION CRAWEFORD.

THE GREAT NOVELIST IN ROME.

Trade and Art—The Trade-Novellst and
Artist-Novelist—Aun American by In-
heritance, an Itallan by Blrth, and
an Epglishman by Tralning.

[WRITTEN FOR THE TRUE WITNESS.]

In front of the Ara Coeli Istood. A
swarthy [talian was teiling of the dra-
matic death of Culadi Rienzi. His Eng-
lish was lightly worn, but it seemed to
please his audience, and_ 1t was for that
purpose they had paid their lire. The
crazy quilt language of the cicerone and
his audacious way of handling history,
made him cut an attractive figure in the
eyes of most tourists, whose desires are
amusement rather than study. As a
type, to use & phrase borrowed from
the school of pscyulogical novelism, he
was a study. To the student, Rumeisa
city of absorbing interest, to the ordinary
American bird of passage, 2 dull place.
It all depends on your point of view, If
you are & scholar, a collector of old lace,
or & vandal, Rome ia your happy hunting
ground. Itthese pursuita do not interest
you, Roman begguars with all sorts and
conditions of disenses, @omelimes by
pature, mostly by art, Roman fleas, and
the gaunt ghosts of the Campagnaquicky
drive you from the cadital of the Cesars
and Popes. A few other annoyances
might be added, such as sonr wine, whose
mist fumes are not to be shriven by yonr
bottlelet of eau de Cologne, garlic on the
fringe of decay, and the provoking smell
of salt fish in the last stage of decom-
position. But you have come to Rome,
it is & name to conjure with, and despite
the drawbacks, you must have a glimpse,
an ordinay bowing acquaintanve with
the famed old dame, At the office, an
English office, in the Piazza di Spagna,
you have asked fora * droll guide,” Who
could not listen to a scholarly one amid
such aclive drawbacks as wine, fleas and
fish. Michael Angeln Orazio Pantacel is

our man. Whaut do you care for good
%Jnglish? Did you not leave New York
to leave it behind? What do you care
for Ruman history? Pantacci is your
man, und bis lecture on C.la di Rienzi is
a masierpiece. A stranger joined our
little crowd. Pantacci at that moment
had attained his descriptive nigh-water
mark. His pose, voice, Were touchingly
dramatic. Cula way, as he expressed it,
%o perish.” The stranger smiled and

assed on. His smile was a composite
affair. It was easy to gee in it Michae!
Angelo’s historical duplicity and our
ignurant simplicity. The stranger was
tall, with the shoulders alightly stnoping,
& nose as near an approach to the Grecian
as an American may come, a heavy
black mustache, ruddy cheeks, thn._t whis-
pered of English feod mellowed with the
glowing Chianti. Who is that man?1l
said to my companion, whose eyes bhad
followed the stranger rather than Pan-
tacci. *That,” maid he, “is Marion
Crawford. the author of the Saracenesca
books. You remember reading them at
Albans.” Tell mesomething about him.
He is a very clever man.  Cola has per-
ished; let us leave Puntacci. On the
way to Cordiettis tell me something of

his life.

an art hardly to he met with in contem-
porary fiction. Fiction hasabrogated to
herself the whole domain of life, and
thus the art of telling a stary for the
story’s sake is lnst. Fiction has & mis-
sion. She freights herself with all 18ms,
Scott, Manzonl, even the great wizard of
Spanith fiction, could they live again,
were failures, Introspection is the cult,
and, happily for their fame, they knew
nothing of it. These great musters tol:
us how scenes of life were enacted. Why
they left to the inquisitive and later day
broud of commentators. Since then the
all absorbing scientitic spirit prevails,
aud we moderns brash away the delight-
tul humor of Dickens for the analytical
puzzl-s of Henry Jumes; the keen satire
of Thackerny for the coxcombetirs of
George Mwiedith, Fary cult interests
none, moiern children are ancient men,
Scepticism is rampant, and the cause ot
it i8 iu & great manuer due to the madera
novelist. ‘This product of the 19th cen-
tury world spirit cooly tells us that
romance lies dead. Realism has taken
her pluce. If we are to believe the
theories of its votarirs, it 13 without an
ideal —a mere anatomical transcript of
man. Whuat this theory leads to is well
illustrated by the gutter filth of Zla
and Catulle Mendes, It makes novel
writing & trade. Que ceazes to be as-
toni~hed at the output, il he thoroughly
grasps the difference between a trad.s.
man and an artist. Trade is a word
wmuch used hy realists. Grant Allen,
writing of that realistic necromancer,
Guy De Manpassant, hus nothing apter
to define his position than the phrase
“he knows hia trade.” In poiot of fact,
Grant Allen enunciates a truth in this
phrase, one that might be carried sill
tarther, by saying that his whole school
are jomineymen [nborers, tradesmen, if
you preler, turning ant work, tasteless
and crude, at the bidding of the erube-
seent young person ol tue period. It ia
teavily assnmed that work of this kind
is not, despite the word jugglery of their
school realism. It dots not deal with
the true man, but with a phrase, and that
abnormal. A better phrwe in use in
speaking of the works of this school is,
Literature of Disease. The artist who
ives must have a model, and that we
call theideal. The nearer he approaches
this the more lasting his work, All the
great artiats had ideals. Workmen may
be guided by the rule of thumb, The
first lesson m great artist learns is, ** The
art that merely imitates can only pro-
duce & corpse; it lncks the vital spark,
the sou:, which is the idea!l, and which 1s
necessury in order to create a living or
ganic reality that will quicken genius
and arouse enthusiasm throughout the
ages.” The gulf between the trade
novelist and the artist-novelist is of vital
importance. The former believes that
art is simply imitation, the lutter, that
art 1s interpretation. One is a stone-
cutter, the other & sculptor.

Crawford’s canon is that art is inter-
prelative, not imitative, and, moreover,
ho has a story to tell and tells it for the
story's sake. He has no affiaity with
that school 8o polntedly described by the
Scotch novelist, Barrie, as the one
“ which tells, in three volumes, how
Hiram K. Wilding trod on the skirt ot
Alice M. Sparkins without anything
coming of it “Cordiettis,” said my
friend, “give thenrderand I will tell you
what I know of Crawford.”  Paulo, gaid
{ to :he waiter, sume Chianti, and, weil,
a pigeon, * Crawiurd,” said my friend,
“was born in Rume about thirty-tive
years ago. Hiscareer has been nstrange
one, full of life. His early yeirs were
spent in Rome, where his father was
known as a sculptor, his boyhood in the
vicinity of Union Square, his early man-
hood in Engluad and India, In the
latter country he was the editor, proof-
reader, typesetter of a small journal in
the natives interest. As such he was a
vhorn to the notorious freak, Bluvatsky.
Crawford is an American by inheritunce,
an Itulian by breeding, an Eoglishman
by training, an Indian by viriue of
writing abuut India with the kuowledge
of a native, In 1873, by the finuucial
panic, Mrs, Crawlord lost her large for-
tune, and Muion was forced to sbift for
himself. He became & journalist, and
as such wandered over most of the in-
teresting part of the globe. Onr his re-
turn to New York, at the request of his
uncle, Sum Ward, the epicurean, who
had discerned his kinsman's rare power
of story-telling, he wrote his first book,
Mr, lsascs. It was n success, Of the
writing of that book, Crawfurd has told
us was “ very curious.,” I did not im-

He knowe how to tell a story, j agine that I possessed a faculty.for story

writing, and I prepared for a career very
ditferent from the career of a novaiist.
Yet I have fonnd that all my early life
was an nnconacious preparation for that
work. My boyhood was apent 1n Roms,
where my parents had lived for many
years, There I was put through the
nsual classical training—no, it was not
the usual one, for the claasics are much
better taught in ltaly than in this
country. A boy in Italy by the time he
is twelve is taught to spesk Latin, and
his training ia g0 thorough _that he can
read it with ease. From Rome I went
to Cambridge, England, and remained at
the university several years. Then I
studied for a couple of years at the
Ge.man universities. During this time
L went in for the rciences. and [ expected
to devolte mysslf to scientific work,
Finally [ went off to the East, where |
did a good deal of observing, and con
tinued my studies of the oriental lan-
gnages, in which I had tsken consider-
able interest. 1t was while [ was in the
E st that [ met Jacobs, the hero of Mr.
[sancs. Many of the events [ have re-
corded in Mr. [saaes were the actual ex-
periences of Jacobs.”

The writing of his firat novel ocenpied
the months of My and June, 1882; it
was published the same year, aud at
once established its author in the front
rank of living American writers of fiction.
Since then Crawford has written twenty
volumes of fiction. Crawford is frank
and he tells us how he manages to pro-
duce in a few years the amount of an or-
dinary lifetime. By living in the open
air, by roughing it among the Albanian
mountaineers, wandering by the sunny
olive 8'0oses and vineya:ds of Calabrin,
and by taking hard work and pot luck
with the native satlors on Inng voyages
in their felucena,” are the menns of the
novelist to hold healthand make nis pen-
work & laxative employment, In these
picturesque journeys, he lays the founda-
tion of his stories, makes the plots and
evelve the characters. He does not be-
lieve in Tro'lopes idea of sitting down,
pen in hand, and keep on sitting until at
its own wild will the story tukes ink.
The story in these excursions has Leen
lully fashioned, and it becomes but a
matter of penmaunshipto recorlit. How
quickly this is done may be seenfrom the
rupid writing of the noveiist, wnich
wverages 6,000 words the working day.
Yhisg rapid composition has its defects,
defects that are In sume measure com-
pensated by the photographic views of
the life and maoners of the people.
I'nese views are in the rough, but they
are truer than when toned down. Poetry
needs puring. The greatest novels have
been those that came hke Crawford's,
tresh frum the brain, and were hastily
despatched to the printer. Scott did not
mope over thesheets. Thackeray's were
written to the tune of “more copy.”
Your American critic, Stoddard, says
*“that Crawford is » man with many
talents, and with great fertility of inven
tion, is evident iu every stury that he
has written. He has written more good
stories and in more diverse ways than
any Lnglish or American novelist. It
does not seem to matter to him what
countries or periods hede.als with, or what
kind of persunages he draws, he is always
equal to what he undertnkes,” It may
interest you, in ending thiz biographic
sketch, that he is a convert to the Catho-
lic Cnurch, and with the American
critic’s idea in view, a Cosminpolitan.” 1
was not astonished by the former in-
formation, To those who know I'aly
and Mr. Crawford’s wonderful deawing ot
it. there could be but one opinion, that
the faith of the novelist was the same s
that of his characters. No Protestant
noveiist, no matter how mauny years he
had lived in Italy, could have drawn the
portraits that play in the Saracenesca
pugea. One of his friends had this in his
mind’s eye when he wrote of the supe-
rionty of the novelist's writings on Itnly
over thoss of his countrymen. Thi~
writer tells us that Crawford added the
indispensable advantage of being a Ca-
tholic in religion, a circumstance tha
has not only allowed him a truer sym-
pathy with thelife there, but has afforded
him an open sesame to many things
which must be seale.i books to Protest-
ants.” Asto my friend’s summing up
Crawford a8 & cosmopolitan, in the every:
day meaning of that word, I take issue
C.smopoliten novelist is one who can
pruduce a three volume novel, whoar
scenes are laid in all the great centers of
commerce, while he sits calmly in hie
library. - No previous study of his novel
istic surroundings nre necessary, What
does the ago want the beginning of the

plat in Cairo or Venice, hail-way at
Tokio, and a grand finale beyoni the
Gates Ajar. Your novelist is r».dy to
turn out the regtlution type, with the
graatest ease. C amupoHlitan novel
writing is simply a trade. The living
through of local an1 artistic impressions,
the staly af types tn theirenvironment,
the color of surrounlings are unueces-
sary. Imagination divorced {rom nature,
study is faft to gu:de the way,

Once Crawfird fillowed thiz achonl,
and the result was * An American
P.\litician,” the * worst novel evir pro-
Jduced by an Americn.” Hd Crawlord
heen & tradeaman he might have pro-
duced a paswmble baok, but beng an
artist, he fitiled, not knowing what paints
tn mix in order to get the coloring. The
diff-rence between an artist an| tra les-
man, the one must go to nature direct,
the other takes her se:nnd-hand. No
artist can catch the lines of nn ltalian
sunset from a stulio windew in Lindon.
“ Art is interpretive, not imitative.”
Crawford is only a novelist in ths true
dense when ne knows his chiracters and
theirsurroundings. Thisisamply provea
in the charming volumes that niike his
Saracenescs series. Here h- ia at home,
30 to spenk. The Romeol Pin< IX, with
its struggles, its ambitions, the designs
of wily intrigners, the fali of the tem-
poral power of the Pupacy, therise of an
united Itaty, the tl wking to Rome of the
seourines and vutleasts of the provincial
cities, the money-mad schemes of during
but ignorant specalators, aud over all
the lovely blue Itaitan sky rise before us
in all their minnteness. at the bildance
of Marion Crawfori. Hix workis handly
inferior to geunine history; *for it
affords that insight into the hinman mind
that acquaintan-e with the spirit of the
age, without which the m st minute
knowledze is only a buudle ot dey and
meaningless facts”  Wun that knows
Rsme of the Popes aud Rome of the
Vanda's, that will not leel he wvy-heartad
at these lines.’

“0OIld Rome ia dead, too, never to be
old Rome again. The laat breath has
been breathed, the aged eyes are closed
forever, corruption has done its work and
the grand skeleton lies bieaching on
seven hiils, hall covered with the piece-
meal stucco of a modern architectural
body. The result is satizfuctory to those
who have brought 1t, it not to the rest of
the world. ‘The sepulchre of old Rome
in the new capital of united [tuly.” The
exclusiveneas of the Patricinn fumilies
of Rome, families that a brood of novel:
ists pretend to draw life like, is happily
hit by the painter G niche,

Guuaehs, long resideut in Rome, being
asked what he knows of Roman families,
replies, * Their palace is historic. Their
equipages are magnificent. ‘Thatis all
foreigners see of Roman fami'ies.” Who
that has seen the pgreat Leo carried
through the grand sala, a vision of in-
tellectual loveliness that will not recall
it as he reads. “The wonderful face
that seemed to be carved ont of trans-
parent alabaster, smiled and sluwly
turned from aide to side as it passel by.
I'he thin, fragile hand moved unceas-
ingly, blessing the people.” True, said
my friend. lus pages ure delicious bits of
tne dead past. At every seutence we
nalt and tind a memory. He has the
sense of art, if Maupassant definition of
it, “ as the profound and deticius enjoy-
ment which rises to your heart before
ceriain pages, before certain phrases be
correct.”

Dinner was finished. A check, Paulo.
We rose and went.

WartTer Lxcky.

FROM HEAD T0O FOOT
E%u feel the good_that's done by Dr. Pierce's
jolden Medical Discovery. It purifles the
blood. And through the blood, it cleanses, -
re; , and invigorates the whole system,
recoverin% from ‘‘La Grippe.” or in
convalescence from pneumonia, fevers, or
other wasting diseases, nothing can equal it
a5 an appetizing, restorative tonic to build up
nesded flesh and strength, It rouses every
organ into natural action, promotes all the
bodily functions, and restores health and "

vigor.

r every disease that comes from a torpid
liver or impure blood, Dyspepsia, Indigestiony
Biliousness, and the most stubborn_Skin,
SanP, or Scrofulous affections, the * Discov~
ery” is the only remedy so certain that it
can be guaranteed. 1f it doesn't benefit op
cure, in every case, you have your money

For a'perfect and permanent curs far -
Catarrh, take Dr. Sage's Catarrh Remedy. -
mlw:'letom offer $500 reward for an

caso of Catarrh, .
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