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Whoever knows I'olicniian London, knows tlio stnokinp-

rooni of tlic Chevne Row Club. Xo more conifortahle or

conj^a'nial divan exists anywhere between Kej^ent L'irens

and I lyde Tark Corner tlian that ehosenparachse of nnree-

o;;nized j^enins. The Chevne Kow Chib is not hir-^e,

indeed, but it prides itself ni)on l)einj^ extremely seleet —
too seleet to admit upt^n its list of mend)ers peers, jxditi-

eians, country gentleme!i, or inhabitants of elii^ible family

residences in .Mayfair or Ikljj^ravia. Two (lualifications

are understood to be indispensable in candidates for mem-
bership: they must be truly preat, and they nuist be

unsuccessful. Possession of a connnodious suburban
villa excludes ipso facto. The Club is emphatically the

head(iuarters of the ^reat I>ohemian clan: tlie ji^atherinj^-

place of uidunig artists, unread novelists, unpaid poets,

and unheeded social and political reformers p^enerally.

Hither flock all the choicest spirits of the age during that

probationary period when society, in its slow and hnnber-
ing fashion, is spending twenty years in discovering for

itself the bare fact of their distinguished existence. Here
Maudle displays his latest designs to Postlethwaite's

critical and admiring eye; here Postlethwaite pours iiis

honeyed sonnets into Maudle's receptive and sympathetic
tympanum. Everybody who is anybody has once bern
a member of the "dear old Cheyne Row:" Royal Aca-
demicians and Cabinet Ministers and Society Journalists
and successful poets still speak with lingering pride and
affection of the days when they lunched there, as yet

undiscovered, on a single chop and a glass of draught
claret by no means of the daintiest.


