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The golden-green obscurity of Gre-
can groves, the
old mythology all
work, There are few books that
teach so vividly the difference between
that rare and wonderful gift, Fancy, and

wise superstition of

the common, not at all wonderful
of Mysticism, Hawtorne’s imagina-
tion, so singularly free from earthly
clogs, has shown new imperial roads
of air to countless imitators—but they
tack the wings.

“The Marble Faun” is a palace built
of cloud, and hung in the clear ether.
It is as something started into being
A touch has made it—
Until
there comes another genius who can

oy a touch.
a touch might have marred it,

lock, like him, into the mysterious gulf
little
the
formless, dim shapes that peer at us,
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Indeed, the Faun of Praxitel mir-
aculously softened into flesh and blood
“Donatello,’ cried the dark-eyed
ocauty, aside those dark curls
and let us see whether the marvelous
resemblance extends to the
of the fars. 1If
- the better!”
“No, no, dearest signorina” answ red
Donatello, laughing, but with a
earnestness, “l entreat
tips of my ears for
leaped aside as lightly as a veritable
Faun. *“I shall be wolf of
Apennines,” he continued, “it
touch my ears ever lightly.
of my race could endure
always been a
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Yo the girl’s side and gazed at her with
an appealing air as if soli iting for-
giveness, He caught her hand, kissed
it and looked into her eyes without
saying a word., She smiled and
stowed on him a little, careless caress
that appeared to afford Donatello ex-
quisite pleasure. He danced
around the nearby statue of The
Ing Gladiator.

“It Is the very ste the dagcing
raun,” erieq others, laughing.
These friends instinctively allowed for
him as for a child or some other law-
less ti ing, ang hardly noticed his ec-
centricities.
ventionality the more
overlooked since he had fallen
unconventfonal art world of
where few cared about any of the
rules of society,

He was a Count of Tuscany, who
nad spent most of his life in the woods
and wild passes of the Apennine
tains, By chance he met three
and at once fell under the
the dark bcuuty_ Miriam,
fime of the first-meeting
her shadow.

Who Miridm was no one knew,
1ad- appeared suddenly in Rome
showed very considerable talent
painter. She was not at all reserve
apparently,

came

quite
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and made acquaintances
freely; but by some subtle quality, she
still kept everyone at a distance with-
out letting them realize it at first,

There were only three exceptions
to this rule.
Kenyon, the American
Hilda, a gentle, lovely New England
girl- who was copying old masters.
These four soon became bound toge-
ther by a fric;xdsmp far deeper than
usual.

Even these friends, however, did not
know anything of her past. They were
as ignorant of it as the rest of the
Roman art world, which tried to ac-
count for her in many romantic ways,
the most popular of which was_that
he was a forelgn princess who had
‘ fled to avoid a marriage of state that

was about to be forced on her.

That the mystery surrounding her
Was more or less tragic could be in-
ferred by her friends from her fre-
Quent black moods and the glimpses
that they obtained of her hopeless at-
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; titude towgrd the future. That it still
:rm’c;!uped er and shadowed her life,
teven in her self-sought obscurity, was
irnude evident one day in a singular
| way.

The four had descended to the cata-
jcomb of Saint Callxtus. After pene-
'trating some distance they had been
|startled by missing Miriam, The guide
burst into exclamations of alarm, re-
calling the f#f¢ of a stranger who had
(Strayed only a few months before a'nd
thad been found starved, Fortunatély
their fear was short, for Miriam ap
peared suddenly. Behind her came &
strange flgure, clad in an enormous
ycloak of buffalo hide and the goat skin
breeches with the hair outward that

commonly worn by the peasants
Campagna in those days.
broad-brimmed hat
visage half hidden in a
moustache and beard.
His eyes winked uneasily in the light
of the torches, as if they had been un-
ustomed to anything except the
eternal darkness of the gloomy under-
!grmmv} passages from which had
remerged.
3 “Who are you?” cried Kenyon, ad-
ivancing, while Miriam stood strangely
silent. .

“Inguire not who I am,” saild the
siranger. “Henceforth I am nothing
tbut the shadow behind her footsteps.
| She came to me when I sought her not.
'She has called me forth and must
(abide the consequences.”

F'rom that day forward the siranger
;of the catacombs did not allow Miriam
to lose sight of him. He haunted her
footsteps and was often admitted to
{her studio where he posed as a model.
{The story of the -adventure spread
iabroad and was made the subject of
!fantastic tales. Miriam laughed at
{them all, and, even when pressed by
'her three friends, only gave explana-
'Unnrf still more fantastic, averring that
{the man was a demon who had bought
'her soul in return for imparting a long
lost secret of Roman fresco-painting.

She grew moody and became subject
to fits of ill-temper, at which times
{she would particularly resent any illu-
{sion to her strange model. Thus Ken-
{yo® ang Hilda soon agreed that it was
all conjecture and ac-
supposition tyat, after all,
1o mystery about the
hat the fellow was simply
loman begg who have
pertinacity about pursu-
persons who happen to take the
slightest interest in them.

Donatello, }m\\r\v;" tcok the matter
sadly to heart. At first sight of the
stranger he had felt that unreasoning
antipathy which so often is more trust-
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jcharacter.. As time went on every ap-
pearance of the mysterious model
would depress him into a somber mood,
sad and sudden as a sudden ecloudi-
over a laughing field. At such
times, too, there appeared a ce of
something savage, like that of fierce
animal, in the gentle features.

Ong pleasant day Miriam started out
with Donatello, who was
at the Villa Borghese.
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“What picture is this?” asked
iam, looking around the studio.
You have done nothing else so wonder-
ful as this! By what miracle vey
obtained leave to copy Guido's
trice Cenci?”

“I knew that Prince Herberi
|be deaf to all entreaties,” said Hilda.
| "So I sat down before it, I know not
thow many times, till I had it in my
| heart, And now I do beliéve it is
! photographed there. Thus I put it on
| canvas.”
| “It is Guido's very Beatrice,” cried
Miriam; “she that slept in the dun-
geomr and awoke to climb the scaffold.
Ah, if I could get within her conscious-
{ness! Beatrioe's may not have
{been so great. Perhaps it was no sin
{at all, but the best virtue possible un-
{der the circumstances.
|clasp Beatrice Cenci's ghost and draw
it into myself! I would give my life
to know whether she thought herself
innocent or the
since time began.”

Hilda looked in astonishment at
Miriam and was amazed to see that
her friend’s expression had become al-
most that of the portrait; as if her
passionate wish and struggle to pene-
|lrate poor Beatrice's mystery had
| been successful.
|~ Miriam recovered
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herself almost
“I have come to ask you to
a favor,” said she. “In a week
,two, yom know, I am leaving Rome
jthe summer, Now four months hence
{uniess you hear from me, I
;ha\'o you deliver this packet.”

Hilda read the address. It was to
Signore Luca Barboni at the Palazzo
Cencl.

When Miriam reacheq the Borghese
grounds, Donatello, gay and exuberant
with the spirit of spring that hauntéd
the beautiful groves and the flowery
vistas of the venerable and lovely
{place, dropped from the thick leaves
of an ilex tree and stood before her
suddenly as if he had leaped from
the bosom of the green earth. Hig
Joy of life infected her. “For this one
hour,” thought she, “let' me be as gay
as he is. Tomorrow will be time
enough to go back to my reality.”
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Donatello gave a clear call, and a
bird came singing and fluttered around
his handsome head. He gathered gar-
lands of flowers and crowned Miriam
ard himself. He ran. He laughed
aloud in answer to laughing echoes.
Suddeniy, as he was about tyving her
hands with wild flowers, he ecried:
“Hark!” and drew her along swiftly
toward a place whence there came the
sound of music.

i They burst into an open glade, where
1a party of strolling musicians sat on
{the stone benches. Donatello snatched
jthe tambourine from one and flour-
ished it above his head, producing
music so potent as he danced with
frisky step, still drawing Miriam with
him, that people came from every-
where apparently, and after a few mo-
ments of listening joined in the dance.
It was as if the Golden Age had
come again. Peasants, soldiers, artists,
j tourists came into the wild ring that
{followed Donatello’s graceful, swiftly
;ﬂitting form. Like a vision the scene
ihad started into the modern day-—and
{like a vision it burst asunder again.
In the midst of the riot a strange
{ figure suddenly

before her,
The
aware

It was her model.

Donatello was
had retired from the

next moment
that she

her, where she sat on the grass. In-
stantly all the dancers stopped, and
in another moment the motley throng

come together. It was as if a fright-
ening presence had come upon a group
of nymphs and fauns with Pan in the
middle of them.

Donatello stood by Miriam’s side,
glaring at the dark figure of her pur-
suer, where he stood under the gloom
of a cyprus. His lips were drawn apart
50 as to disclose his sct teeth., “I hate
him!” muttered he.

“Be satisfied, I hate him, too!”
Miriam.

“Shall I clutch him by the throat?”
whispered Jonatello with a savage
scowl.

“In heaven’s name, no violence!” ex-
claimed Miriam. “Oh, have pity on
me, Donatello! Follow me neo further,
Leave my doom. Dear friend,

said

me to

not - more wretched
brance of having
or loves into the
happy life!” ¢

“Not follow you?” said Donatelio,

'soothed from anger to “Not
follow you? Vhat other path have I?”
| “We will talk of it again tomorrow,”
is:‘tin_l Miriam. “Only leave me now.”
f As soon as his form disappeared the
istranger approached.  “What will be
the eng of this persecution?" demand-
ed she.

“There can be but one result. You
must throw off your presént mask and
assume another. You must vanish out
of the leave Rome with me
{ana leave no trace behind. We have a
destiny which we must needs fulfill to-
gether. I, too, have struggled
caps it. And what was the
Our strange encounter in the
of the earth.”

“Then,” d Miriam calmly,
see the end. It will be death.”

“Your own death, Mirian
‘he asked, looking fixedly at her.
“Do you imagine me a murderess?”
{said she, shuddering.
_‘h:l\’u no

“Yet,”
dark meaning,
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well-spring of your
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scene;

to
result?

es-

+

right to think so.”
ined he, with a glance of
“men have said that
once had a criminal
He took her hand and held it
up to the waning light as if to see,
“It had no stain,” cried
snatching it away, “till you grasped
in your own.”
Slowly they moved

rej
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hang

Miriam,
it

along,
beseeching him, first calmly, then pas-
sionately and wildl®, to leave her free.
At last her agony of mind reached a
pitch where she suddenly sank down
fwn the steps of a fountain, and, under
i pretense of washing her hands, suppli-
Cated her evil shadow on her Knees.

E In this attitude Kenyon angq Hilda,
strolling through the park, behe
and they were not deceived by the
| pretense, They watched in SOrrow,
wondering what evil spell bound these
two together, until the model walked
;;s]u'\'.'ly away, leaving Miriam to turn
fhmmiw\‘:n'(i with her eyes bent heavily
ito the grond.

The next day there was a gathering
the studio of a fellow artist, and
{Kenymn‘ Hilda ang Donatello together
jexamined a portfolioc that contained
ancient sketches, many of them made
;by great masters. One in special ‘was
|esteemed a prize, for it contained what
twas believed to be Guido’s original
Ifhsign for his picture of the Archangel

ld her,

jin

If I could buHMiclmeX setting his foot on the demon. |tered the church

“This is a far more striking’ demon
jthan the one on the finished picture,”
ieried Kenyon, “and I have seen that
[face! Upon my word, I have seen it
| somewhere on the shoulders of a living
{man!”

f “It is Miriam’s model!” whispered
i Donatello, flinging the sketch from
(him with a shudder of disgust.

Hilda angd Kenyon stared at it be-
{ wildered. Had Guido in an effort to
in-m'esent the utmost of sin ang misery
;Q_it fdeally on this face? Or was it an
{actual portrait of somebody who had

;hauntod the old master as Miriam was |

fhaunted now? Did the ominous sha-
{dow follow him all through the sun-

gloom that gathered about its close?

betake himscyf to the sepulchre, there
to await a new victim till it was Mir-
iam’s lll-hap to encounter him?
Whatever dark fate had brought him
to wander through the modern day,
his hour had struck. Even while the
three were looking at the picture that
was so strangely like him his end was
drawing near—unguessed not only by
himself, but unguesseq by the very
ones at whoss hands it was come.
There fell a night of rare moonlight
on Rome. Immediately a band of ar-
tists arranged a visit to the Coliseum
and other great ruins, and the four

dance. He stopped and rushed tm\'urdsi

p . |
was dissolving as suddenly as it had |

kind, simple, loving friend, make me
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friends were of the party.
wandered from hallowed place to hal-
lowed place, untll when midnight came
they had scattered widely, and Miriam
and Donatello found themselves on a
parapet on the edge of the Tarpeian
Rock, whence many an=ancient traitor
had been hurried -to his gdeath.

“Who are they,” asked he, “who
were flung over-here in days gone by?”

“Men that cumbered the earth,” siae
replied. *“Men whose lives were the
bane of their fellow creatures.”

“Was it well done?” asked he, look-
ing earnestly in her face.

“It was well done,” answered Miriam.
“Innocent” people were saved by the
destruction of a guilty one who de-
served his doom.”

As she spoke a figure approached
Miriam, Overcome by a sudden fear,
she sank to her knees. At the same in-
;stant Hilda strayed where she saw the
jthree forms on the parapet. The night

E\\'as torn by a loud, fearful cry that|

ibegan high in the

air and shot quiv-
f

ering downward to the earth. It was
begun and ended in ono breathless in-
stant, and she had turned and fled

quiver.

“What
Miriam
 ror.
“I dia what your eyes bade me do,”
;sald ghonatello, “when 1 asked them
| it rine as I held the wretch over
.the precipice!”
““And my eyes bade vou do it!” said
“Sh(’, with unutterable dread. She had
‘not known it. But she could not deny
that a wild joy haq flamed up in her
when she beheld her tormentor in his
mortal peril.
i “Yes, Donatello,” she cried, pressing
‘him close till their two hearts beat to-
: ther, “you speak truth. My
consented to what you did. The
[knots us together, for time and eter-
tnity, ke the coils of a serpent!”

The young man seemed to have dil-
;ated with the flerce cnergy suddenly
rinspired in him. It hag kindled him
into a’ man. Tt had deve loped within
him an intelligence which was  no
inative characteristie the Donatello
jof old. That simple and joyous crea-
| ture gone forever,

“For evermore, Miriam,* sai
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fever more with his blood”

dered at the word which he
iself spoken, It may be that it brough
;hulne to the simplicity of his imagina-
ition what he had not before dreamed
jof—

He shud-
h

the ever increasing loathsomene sS
Of a union that consists in “guiit.

“Cast it all behind you,” said Mir- |

jiam. “The deed has done its office and
has no existence any more.”

They flung the past behind them, a
shie counseleq and for a time they wer
fas in a fiery intoxication, for
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The next morning the two went
[the Church of the whi
had an appointment to mect
1 Kenyon, At no time are people so
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by an object in the middle of the nave. |
[On 2 slightly elevated hier with tall}

candles burning
{body of a monk.
l"fi over his breast and his feet pro-
itruded from beneath his habit
[Were tied together at the ankles
'a black ribbon.

round.  him, lay the

and
with

‘grasping Donatello’s hang convulsively,
lgasped, "My God! What is* this?”
{  Their hands became like
! to pause. T
jof the monk, seeming to
{through half open lids, was
iface that had glared at them
disappeared over the precipice!
Kenyon, too, recognized the
1But there was a whisper in his ]
|which said: “Hush!” He
jwait for Miriam to offer an explana-
ition or conjecture. If she never spoke,
then he would let the riddle
‘unsolved.
| Suddenly there occurred a f:
dreadful thing,
jnose there began to ooze a little
of blood. It crept owly
'beard, where it lost tself,
“How strange!” exclaimeq Kenvon.
|  “Do you know the o} i
isaid Miriam with a smile from which
i Kenyon im",lluntal'ily turned
{ “Perhaps his murde

ice,
{hearts seem he dead face
gaze at them
the same

€re
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antastic,

toward the

| She lingered behind a little, while;him

i the two men passed on.
;\\’r)mzm looked -steadily down
(dead enemy. “Thoy shalt
ime down,” said she.
iwhen we stand togethem a

ment seat. 1 fear
| there.”

She rejoined Donatello,
| parted from Kenyon
l‘gardens of the Villa Medici. “My heart
i shivers,” sald he.
En'ied to rouse him by caresses
i dearments.
absently.
slow.

t the Judg-
not to meet thee

At last Miriam realized that the
terror of the dead hag overpowered
the love that he had felt for her.
Resolutely she arose and told him that
they must part forever, She said,
“Farewell,” and paused, not unhopeful
of arousing him to his old affection,
but he replied “Farewell” in a low
voice that seemed to come from far
away.

Miriam bent her weary feet slowly
and falteringly toward Hilda’s tower.
As she approached she saw that the
curtalns were still tightly drawn,

Up there Hilda sat, her eyes red
with weeping. So she had sat all night
mourning the gullt of her friend and
staring into the wreckage of life that
she had thus beheld for the first time.
Hour after hour passed, ang still her

Long they jmind went on its tortu
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confronted Miriam,|almost before the ery had ceased tofl)ilx), found him, sadly altered.
breaking into the throng and standing!

heart |
deed
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ad him- il‘.im until he cried:
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The beautiful | single thrill in him,
at hera
not scowl|to his studio and
“Neither now or|threw the

and the two |stopped ang
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Anxiously Mirlami
and en- i Miriam,
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His answers were heavy and |the high rank th
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ring round, ever
returning to the scene at the rock.

Suddenly there came a knock at the
ydobr and Miriam entered. She stepped
‘toward the girl. “Do not come nearer,
;Miriam," said Hilda in a piteens voice.
1 “I know all.” And, hurried on by her
own terrible emotion, she told Miriam
what she had seen.

“I do not dream of betraying you to
justice,” she concluded.
‘how it is, Miriam.
secret and die of it, unless God sends
me some relief by methods which are
now beyond my power to imagine,”

Poor Hilda turned from her unhappy
friend and sank on her knees in a
corner of the room. Miriam gave the
little doves’ nest one long, last look
and turned away from its white purity
forever.

Donatello fled to his domain of
Monte Beni and there spent the suc-
ceeding days in anguish and the bodily
and “mental self-torture that his re-
Ireligion taught him to Inflict on him-
‘solf as penance, He was blest with
ino rest, day or mnight. So Kenyon,
who journeyeq out to Tuscany to visit
The
| face, as beautiful as ever, had lost al-

S

% o imost & its resemblanc e F
whispered ”!f st all its resemblance to the Faun
hor- |

i Praxiteles. Sorrow and knowledge
thad come into it instead of the joyous
?innm'ence of only a few months ago,
fund only in very rare moments, when
{a sudden old time smile sped over his
countenance, did the happy, glorious
woodland creature shine out once
niore,

Vainly did Kenyon strive to awaken
in him again the olg torrent of buoy-
ant life. Donatello would neither laugh
nor play. He met all Kenyon’'s re-
monstrances with the reply that he had
{committed a heinous crime for which
there was no penance great enough.

At last the sculptor prevailed on him
to take horse and ride forth through
the Apennine country. At  every
shrine, at every cross on the wayside,
| Donatello alighted and prayed fesvent-
;TA\': and again and again the sculptor,
i waitting for him thought that he saw
l& woman, heavily veciled, praying at
jother shrines near by.

Thus they arrived at last at Perugia
and in the great square
ue of the Pontiff Julius they met Mir-
iam face to face. She looked at Don-
but made no motion
“Miriam!"”

It was but the single word:
told Miriam that the
mutual ex had only

not destroyed the
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the presence of the great sculptor they
clasped. hands and stood there, the
tbeautiful man and the beautiful Wo-
{man, feeling that they. were united
jever.
Kenyon returned to Rome to
Hilda sadly worn andg thin.
had wandereq like a lost
gallery gallery. Her
masters brought her no comfort
15 and her brush failed in
¢ A deadly despondency

zed on her, every day she felt
herself sinking deeper under the know-
ledge of the crime whose
had in her heart.

The arrival took her
‘ui' herself and began to reawaken
old happy courageous Hilda. QOne
!Ew took her to his studio and showed
her a bust that he had modele d while
at Monte Beni. It was that of Don-

1
atello.

poor She
from
old
and
its

had

1 soul
to belaved
s
e,

and

secret
sculptor’s out
the

“What do you see in it?” asked he.
{ “I hardly know how to define it,”
’.\nid she.” “It an effect as if I
| could his countenance gradually
i brighten while I look at it, A soul
being - breathed into him. It is
“,“‘u”' but advancing to state
i higher development.”

has
See

is
the

of

a

“I believe you are right,”
Kenyon thoughtfully. “Angd strangely
enough, - it the very expression I
could not produce in the clay. Not
janother chip shall be struck from this
marble.”

And accordingly Donatello’s bust has
“ever since remained unfinished.

answered

is

Most
spectators mistake it for an unsucces
tul attempt toward copying the feat-
of the Faun of Praxiteles. One
‘observer in a thousand is conscious of
{something more and lingers long over
|the mystery.

ures

The next day Hilda remembered that

1Lhe time had come when Miriam’s pac-
at tne Palazzo
not claimed it.
and entered the

since she
{She set forth
immense portal.
little later Kenyon wandered
through the Vatican galleries, looking
in vain for Hilda, who had haif prom-
After a long
the glories of
paint looked Jdown on
and without arousing a
he departed with
disappointment. He went
tried to work, but
clay aside. He wandercd
ithrough the streets and found no
| satisfaction.

Suddenly a carriage passed him.
beckoning hang

had
alone

A

| sculpture and

coldly

chill of

It
pro-

a

|a rich dress, with
her breast,
By

leaned forward. It was
her side sat a dignitary
to all Rome through
at he held in the gov-

forward and

.ernment.

Miriam
pered:
not despair.”
question the carriage drove swiftly on.

His mind groped for a clue to the
strange words. Suddenly it flashed on
him that the lamp must be the lamp
that Hilda kept alight before the shrine
on her tower. He hastened there. The
light was out!

In wild alarm he toiled up the steps
and knocked at her door. There came
no answer. He awoke other inmates
of the bullding, but none could give
him any Information, The next day
he spread the news of Hilda’s disap-
pearance through the artist settlement
and enlisted the police. But a week
Passed and still Hilda was not found.

leaneq whis-

“But I seel
I must keep your,

under the stat- |

vitality of his affec-'
She went to him quickly and in!

for-,

find

she |

day|

A woman in!
a great red gem on

“When the lamp goes out, do/|
Before hec ould ask a|
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He stumbleg through Rome like one
stricken mortally. His i{maginative
mind tormented him with a thousand
ingeniously invented scenes of terror
In which the pure girl was always the
central figure.

One day a note was thrust into his
hand by a man who vanished immedi-
ately. It bade him repair to a ruin
joutside of Rome and wait for what
(Wwas to come. He lost no time in obey-
ing the mysterious commandg and met
Miriam ang Donatello, gisguised as
peasants,

Quickly Mirfam told him that she
,knew through high sources of infor-
 mation, that Hilda was safe and would
irejoin him in two days. Then she
‘begged him to listen to her story.

She began by saying that her mother
had been English, while en her father’s
side she sprang from one of those few
princely families of southern Italy that
still retained enormous wealth and vast
influence. She mentioned a name that
made the sculptor start with amaze-
ment—and then turn pale, for only a
few years before the world rang with
Miriam’s real name in connection with
a mysterious and terrible event.

She went on to say that while still
a child she had been bethothed to a
Marchese of another branch of their|
house. When she came of age she|
repudiated the contract, for her des-
tined husband had traits so vile, so
evil and wicked that they could be
'accounted for only by the insanity
which often developed in old, close-
|kept races of men.
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| desired to bring to th:
{ Miriam
|called on her great

3 Then occurred the terr
{ which Miriam would ba
1though she was innocent,
! guilty connection with
jon her that in her
1from home.

le

crime, to
allude. Al-|
suspicion of |
it fell so darkly
despair she fled

‘ She had begun a new liife for her-
{self in Rome and had began to taste’
happiness, when her evil fate came on
her agiin in the form of the strange'!
man of the catacomb, who was
| other than the Marchese, His madness
'had led him into a fearfully grotesque
ilife of mingled depravity 1d penance.
{ He had entered a monastery, where his
}s«—]f~imh\;tm] penances had won for him
{the reputation of superic sanctity
jamong the good monks,
His Miria
thad inspi
i fres

none
a
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“And thus,” said in, weeping,
‘T have since become horror in Hil-
da’s eyes by a crime that she saw me
help to perpetrate. Wh: was she
will tell you with her own lips. Buat
as for us, there ars onlh more
days left for us to be happy. Donateilo
here, haunted with remorse, is deter-
mined then to submit himself 1o earth-
ly Justice.”

“Why do we talk now of what reakes
us sorrowful?” said Donate “Therg
are still twd days. Lot us be happy!”

As Kenyon looked at him,
sweet and delightful characterd
the ancient Faun seemed to
turned to him. Miriam smijes
and Kenyon thought that
Donatello, had reached
adise. For a few h
sylvan faun angd she hi:
& nymph of grove o
a remorseful man g
by & marriage bona
would set forth toward
goal.
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day.
and
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to free the innocent girl,  proving to
them that she had acted simply as a
messenger and had Knowledge
the important secrets that the
contained.
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lay merely 1 glan
no murder! But that
was truly to one who
only in the tomb.

“And Donatello?” Kenyon was asked
long afterward, when Hilda and
had been married many years and
on a visit to Rome once inore,
became of him ?”
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A Criticism of

The Author of

The Seasons”’
James Themson

I
maintain
Se a

heard
that
was
The ex-
treme, and could hardly he maintain-
ed, but as protest against
praise it had its value. "homson has
been compared with
the confusion of Thomso

Macaulay, in his “James
(Macmillan: KEnglish Men
2s. net), middle

neither overestimates nor
mates his subject. No doubt there are
people who will consider that Thomson
should not have included in this
series; but a writer so individual, so
apart from the brilliant dexterities of
Pope and his generation, surely
serves this honor.

EARLY EFFORTS.

James Thomson

have a distinguished

the

not,

critic
“The |
a poet |

author
in

of

of

sons” essence,

at all. point view was

d

the
Mr. G.
Thomson”
takes a

he

course;

been

the of
minister of ldnam, in Roxburgh, and |
he himself for the |
ministry. At University he
became several of  the
literary clubs >IN vogue |
early in the century, but, |
gays Mr. dMacaulay, “It scems that he‘
did not make any great figure in them,
being perhaps a little deficient in
smartness of repartee, and apt to be'
silent except in izl society, so
that he was by irded a
dull fellow; and the exuberance of his!
literary laid him to criti-
{ cism.” After entering ms a student of |
P divinity, he suddenly made up his
mind to try his fortune as an author
in London, and accordingly made the!
great adventure in  1725. On his
arrival, bemused with the marvels of
London, and indifferent to everything
else, he had his pocket picked and lost
his letters of Then, as
always, he smiled philosophically.
Latér, he said, “T am glad they took!
it. It was never good for anything.”|
But the loss of the letters was soon!
remedied,and he found work as a tutor
‘to Lord Binning’ It was stated
by Johnson that Thomson came up to
L.ondon with “Winter” in his pocket; |
as a matter of fact, he did not begin
the poem until had been several
{ months in London. “Winter” was
published tn 1726, and won immediate
recognition.
THE HUMORS OF DEDICATION.
The slim folio was dedicated, with-
out permission, to Sir Spencer Comp-/
ton, speaker of the House of Com-|
mong. And in this gonnection there
comes in one of the those humors of
servility so common in the elghteenth!
century. One of Thomson's earllest
appreclators was Aaron Iill—theatri-
cal manager, playwright, and various
other things. HIIl addressed some]
laudatory verses to Thomson, w‘nich;
were published In the newspapers, in]|
which he rebuked the “great” for
their neglect of men of genlus. Slr:
Spencer Compton, having by this time!
discovered that an unknown poet had|
dedicated a volume to him, sent for|
Thomson and made him a present of|
twenty guineas. That Thomson tonk;
the money is a bitter cornment on the |
age. Now came the humor—pitiful|
humor—of the situation, for Thomson,
wished to print Hill’'s lines, together
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“As the case now iz, one of your in-
del acy will he the best _‘HU’!;:‘,
whether will be proper to print
these two inimitable coples of verses
I have from:you and Mr. Mallet, ith-
out such little ;ﬁ‘«'!'ulions as shall
clear Sir Spencer of the best satire I
ever read. I
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“SOPHONISBA."
have not space
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follow
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S career;
points. In
then well
was produced at
play was “acted w 1 applause,
thanks more to Mrs, Oldfield, vh
acted the part of the heroine, than

We

nowaday

1730,
establish
Drury

reputation
*d, “Sophoni

l.ane,

oniy

“Sophonisba”

posterous line,
O, Sophonisba, Sopl

A voice from the

called out,
O, Jemmy

son, O!

Johnson thought

the credit of the play

evidence to support

& reasonable run, and

volume form.
PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS.
William Taylor, barber, w

shaved Thomson for many

us that though he was neglig: in

dress he was extraxs in the mat-

ter of wigs; “I have him spoil

new wig* only in walk

don” (from Richmond)..

lay defends him against the

indolence. It 1is true that

stayed in bed till noon, but

habit to work at ‘

often be heard walkin

till near morning, h ?

his way what he was to correct

s

Thoms
that
1

but

this
t\;,}...

view

t}

the ho

years, tells

1T

HNoy

night

day
at dawn for th
that he had never becn.
elocution was bad. Murdoch
“Such was his extreme
so perfect the harmony of

sensibiiit
1

118 organs

| with the sentiments of his mind, that

his looks always announced, and hLalf
expressed, what he was about to say,
and his voice corresponded exactly to
the manner and degree in which he
was affected. This senslbility hadone
inconvenience attending it, that it ren-
dered him the very worst reader of
gond poetry; . & passage of Vir-
gil Milton or Shakespeare would some-
Continued on Page Sixteen,




