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SPORT AND CRUELTY

TE were glad to have an opportunity some months ago,
\\ of calling the attention of our readers to the high
level both of tone and argument which is not infrequently
attained in the debates of the House of L.ords. We have
unfortunately been reminded by a more recent discussion that
the Upper Chamber, no less than the Lower, may at tiines fall
lamentably short of its own standard.

On Monday, March 3, the Bishop of Hereford moved the
second reading of a Bill for the Prevention of Cruelty to Wild
Animals in a short specch the moderation and humanity of
which were cordially acknowledged by ILords Aberdeen and
Ribblesdale, the two most serious and considerable of his
opponents. He explained that the Bill followed the lines of
the Act of 1900, to which it formed a logical sejuel : tnat it
prohibited the hunting, coursing, or shooting of any animal
which, to the knowledge of the person so acting, had been kept
in confinement and was released for the purposes of such sport.
It would thus prohibit the hunting of the carted stag and the
practice of pigeon-shooting: it would not interfere with the
killing of so-called tame pheasants, since it was not to apply
in the case of animals which had had two months’ liberty
immediately before the date of the shooting, but it would
put an end to the coursing of bagged rabbits, an amasement
which he considered cruel and brutalising, and which is said to
be gaining favour rapidly in many great centres of population.

="
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The result may have been only what the Bishop feared, or
what his opponents confidently expected: to those who read
the report of the debate next day it was a complete surprise.
As a nation we are almost to a man devoted to sport ; few of
us at any rate are born without the instinct ; we are humane
even to the verge of absurdity, as we have shown in the
South African War: we are genuinely concerned for the
welfare of our industrial classes, :1d love to put our concern
for any good cause into the exhilarating form of a crusade.
There were therefore plenty of strong reasons for expecting a
full and spirited debate, perhaps ~ven an illuminating one, for
though the House of Lords is certainly a constellation in
which one star differs from another in brilliancy, it contains
probably few members who have not given much time and
thought to the particular subject now under discussion. If
but one in twenty of those qualified by skill or experience to
~peak on such matters had heen anxious to take part in the
debate, an adjournment wou.' have been inevitable: as it
was, after hearing five speeches against him and not one in
support, the Bishop withdrew his motion exactly an hour and
a half after he had first risen to make it.

It might be worth while to examine the arguments which
preceded—we cannot say that they caused—so decisive a result.
The attack was led by Lord Newton, an unselfish peer, who
happens to live in *hie neighbourhood of manufacturing towns,
and is subjected to considerable inconvenience by people who
attempt to take, and very often do take, his rabbits for the
purposes of coursing. We sympathise strongly with Lord
Newton, and should not have blamed him if under such pro-
vocation he had voted for the Bill. The House, however,
laughed at the conscientious struggles of this good man. His

subsequent points were more important, if not so clearly
reasoned. The measure, he said, was directed against iorms of
sport which in the opinion of the mover were both spurious and
cruel. For his part he should be extremely sorry to have to
define what was spurious and what was legitimate sport (Lear
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SPORT AND CRUELTY 3
hear), and he thought that the only question they need
seriously concern themselves about was that of cruelty. He
had never been able to see the :ruelty of tame-deer hunting.
He had no sympathy with pigeon-shooting, but tle question
was—was it unjastifiably cruel 7 Was it more cruel than
shooting tame pheasants or partridges? He doubted whether
there was more cruelty in rabbit-coursing than in rabbit-shoot-
ing. Of course all sport was cruel more or less: those who
engaged in shooting or hunting could not with any con-
sistency vote for the Bill. It was really an attack on all sport,
but he opposed it chiefly on the ground that it was a piece of
class legislation.

The Earl of Durham concurred on this last point, and
referred to, but did not feel able to read, some letters he had
received from members of the working class desiring that he
would tell the Bishop of Hereford their opinion. We regret
the suppression of these letters; but Lord Durham made
ample amends by reminding us *that physical courage and
love of sport have been for centuries the distinguishing
characteristics of the British race.” He was further of opinion
that this Bill * would withdraw many rabbits from the food of
the people.”

Lord Ribblesdale acquitted the Bishep of making a general
attack on sport ; but he ti.ought that their lordships were met
by the overwhelming difficulty of distinguishing between what
was legitimate and what was spurious. He would be very
sorry to see stag-hunting included in a Bill of this sort. He
should also vote against it because if the other parts of it passed
into law * a great number of people who led hard working lives
and did not get much amusement would suffer very much.”

The Marquis of Londonderry * cordially supported " Lords
Newton and Durham, and repeated the last argument of Lord
Ribblesdale, but in less memorable languagz.

The Earl of Aberdeen felt that many of their lordships
must fecl a difficulty in voting for the Bill. He thought, how-
ever, that “ the Right Reverend Prelate had done good work
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in raising the discussion, as he had drawn attention to possible
abuses. People must be on the alert for checking any such
abuses.”

On this, the highest note yet reached, the debate ended.

We regret the unworthiness of the discussion, and the con-
fusion and timidity of mind which it revealed ; still more do we
regret the result—the apparently conclusive nature of the
failure; for we are entirely devoted to the interests of sport,
and we believe that this Bill, so far from being an attack upon
all sport, offered an opportunity of doing something towards
saving all that deserves the name. It was, in fact, in our view,
a far-sighted attempt to place sport upon the footing on
which alone it can eventually stand, if it is to stand at all, to
separate the worthy and healthy parts of it from that which is
not only corrupt in itself but must, if allowed to remain,
inevitably involve the whole in one sweeping condemnation.
If it be true that the difficulty of distinguishing between
legitimate and spurious sport is, as Lord Ribblesdale declared
it to be, overwhelming, we have only two alternatives before
us : we must either abandon one of the most valuable and
characteristic elements of English life, or look impotently on
while it poisons, like impure blood, the manly strength and
beauty which it has so long nourished.

Have we really no third choice? We do not for a moment
believe so. We should not claim to set our opinion in the
balance with a serious and considered judgment of the noble
lords whom we have named, but the superficial nature of their
arguments and the perfunctory manner in which they presented
them on this occasion encourage us in the belief that they were
so preoccupied or so much taken by surprise as to be unable
for the moment to bring their best powers to bear. ILord
Durham for example, when he is not addressing the House,
knows as well as any one that the supply of rabbits for food is
ample, and that it would be at least as easy when you have
caught your rabbit (or Lord Newton's rabbit) to send him
direct to the market, as it is to course him first and send him
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to market afterwards. Lord Newton again, when he is not
taking dialectical exercise, would readily admit that there is a
great difference between the sudden death of a creature shot
in its native woods and the lingering torment of one which is
captured alive, kept in confinement, carried to execution huddled
and stifled in misery, turned out in strange surroundings half
paralysed with terror, and worried to death by strange enemies,
without even the barest possibility of escape. And ILord
Ribblesdale, in spite of his quaintly expressed sympathy with
those who ““ would suffer very much” by the loss of their sport,
cannot seriously mean to contend that everything is justifiable
which provides “ amusement ” for working people. He would
not really vote for the legalising of bull-fights or of gladiatorial
shows. No, these were not serious arguments ; they were but
the hasty unaimed shots of a picquet ready to fall back on a
position to whose real strength, whatever it may be, their fusil-
lade bears no relation. They were on this occasion effectual
in repelling the attack, simply because it was entirely unsup-
ported, a single-handed charge, a foriorn hope without the
hope. That attack will certainly be renewed. and we trust
that in the meantime their lordships will have considered at
their leisure whether the position is one that can or ought to
be defended at all.

At present they have avowedly looked at che question
from one point of view only; they have taken it as a balancing
of cruelty against amusement, of the loss to the animal against
the gain to the human being. Setting aside the word ** amuse-
ment” for the moment, and substituting for it the word “sport”
in its highest sense, we shall for our own part find no difficulty
in agreeing that man’s interest must outweigh the animal’s, as
it is almost universally admitted to do when food is in question.
In fact, it seems to us very doubtful whether the pursuit and
killing of a wild animal can in itself be properly called an act
of “ cruelty ” at all; it is, at any rate, the chief principle of that
struggle for existence upon which terrestrial life is founded,
and if we are condemned for preying upon our fellow inhabi-
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tants of the earth, the same judgment must fall more heavily
upon the Power which created the order of the world. Mr.
Russel Wallace discusses this ¢uestion in the second chapter
of his ““ Darwinism ” and adds with great force:

We must remember that animals are entire'y spared the pain we suffer in
the anticipation of death—a pain far greater, in most cases, than the reality.
This leads, probably, to an almost perpetual enjoyment of their lives; since
their constant watchfulness against danger, and even their actual flight from an
enemy, will be the enjoyable exercise of the powers and faculties they possess,
unmixed with any serious dread. There is, in the next place, much evidence
to show that violent deaths, if not too prelonged, are painless and easy; even
in the case of man, whose nervous system is in all probability much more
susceptible to pain than that of most animals,

Where we err is, in giving to animals feelings and emotions which they do
not possess. To us the very sight of bleod, and of torn or mangled limbs, is
painful, while the idea of the suffering implied by it is heartrending. We
have a horror of all violent and sudden death, because we think of the life full
of promise cut short, of hopes and expectations unfulfilled, and of the grief of
mourning relatives.  But all this is quite out of place in the case of animals,

for whom a violent and a sudden death is in every way the best.

We believe this to be a sane and just statement of the case ;
but it has little to do with the coursing of rabbits, for there can
be no doubt that whatever may be the truth about their death,
the capture and captivity of such timid and weak creatures
must be to a certain degree cruel. ILord Ribblesdale, who
spoke up for the noblest form of sport in England—the chase
of the wild red deer—must have listened with horror to the
sacrilegious sentence in which I.ord Newton declared that those
who engaged in hunting could not with any consistency vote
for a bill against the worrying of so pitiful a quarry as a cowed
rabbit. Pigeon-shooting is upon the same footing ; in neither
of these “sports” is the victim in any true sense “wild”; in
both the death is in reality a prolonged and terrifying one. We
must add that the cruelty is not accidental or occasional only ;
it is by the very nature of the case necessary and invariable.

We are content, bowever, toleave on one side what may be
alled the animal’s point of view, for the decisive considerations
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lie, we belicve, elsewhere. \We would advise their lordships to
summon up their courage and approach once more the problem
which one of them thought overwhelming and another * would
be extremely sorry " to attempt—the problem of the distinction
between spurious and legitimate sport—and to approach it this
time from the man’s point of view. What are the elements
which, on the man’s side, go to make up the definition of
sport ?  What is it that satisfies  the sporting instinct ™ which
is so deeply engrained in the English character, in the character
of one of the kindliest and most humane peoples in the world ?

The answer may be arrived at by examining the different
forms of sport in use amongst us. They will be found to fall
into three broad divisions; and the basis of all of them is the
delight in contest. In the first class come all our games and
athletic sports—contests of strength, speed or skill between
man and man, whether equipped or not with sails, wheels, oars,
skates, or gloves. 'To the same class belong all kinds of hunting
and shooting of wild animals ; contests in which the trained
faculties of the hunter are pitted against the natural powers of
the game. 1In a second and perhaps less exciting, though
hardly less interesting, class come those contests in which the
sportsman measures himself not against any living creature,
but against the natural difficulties caused by time and space,
and by the weaknesses and limitations of his own human
nature. Alpine climbing is a sufficiently good example of this
kind of sport.

All the pursuits included in these two classes have in
greater or less degree the same marked characteristics ; they
are not only ‘amusements,” they increase the strength and
skill of those who follow them. When used in moderation
they produce health of mind as well as of body, and the amount
of enjoyment and exhilaration derived from them is directly
proportioned to the amount of courage, patience, and endurance
expended. It follows from this that the best sport is attained
in these pursuits when the difficulties to be surmounted are
greatest— always, of course, within the limits of possibility—or,



8 THE MONTHLY REVIEW

in the case of contests with men or beasts, when the match is
an even one, or the wild animal has a fair chance of escaping
by his speed and cunning and by his knowledge of the ground.
This is, we imagine, the explanation of the marked love of fair
play in all good sportsmen, and their curiously sympathetic
fecling for the creatures whose lives they delight to take when
they can do so within the rules. Of one thing there is no
doubt: the moral effect of all these sports is strong and
salutary ; the life of England has attested it for centuries.
The third class is of a very different order: the contests
which are included in it are not contests in which the sportsman
himself takes part: they are games played, races run, fights
fought, not by him but for his “amusement.” To a certain
extent the exhilaration produced by these spectacles resembles
that gained in the true sports; we sympathise with the
combatants or competitors, more especially if we have ever
done the like ourselves. But where the contest is one between
animals, the feeling must be different. It may still be a not
unworthy feeling ; admiration, for instance, at a horse-race, by
the common consent of all times and nations one of the most
stirring and beautiful sights that man can see in the purely
physical world. But it may be one of the basest and most
degrading of human pleasures, the glutting of the gladiatorial
instinct, of the desire to enjoy the sensational thrill at the cost,
not of our own, but of another creature’s cffort, or pain, or
death. 'There is no doubt that this desire is rapidly increasing
in England, and the Triple Alliance which it maintains with
the evils of excessive drinking and betting forms a danger to
the welfare of the country perhaps not less formidable than
the outside combinations against which we are so much on guard.
On such lines as we have roughly indicated it would not,
we hope, be difficult for a House crowded with good sportsmen
to distinguish between the spurious and the legitimate. It
might even be possible for some decision to be come to on the
vexed question of the carted deer, without, on the one hand,
taking the opinions of the ignorant and sentimental, or, on the
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other, consulting the animal itself as to whether it preferred—
in Lord Newton’s words—‘to be hunted as a tame deer with
the certainty of having its life prolonged, rather than as a wild
deer with the probability of its being killed.” It would be
perceived, we think, upon further consideration that this curious
sport is an anomalous one: it contains little or no element of
cruelty ; it demands from the hunters the fullest amount of
skill and courage ; but the quarry is nota wild animal contend-
ing for its life and on its own ground ; rather it is av unwilling
player in a kind of game, much in the unenviable position of
a team of slaves compelled to stand up at football against an
overwhelming combination of their owners. Even if the
slaves learnt to enjoy it, we do not think the sport would cecase
to be unworthy of so high a name. But however this may be,
about pigeon-shooting and rabbit-coursing there can surely be
no doubt ; the animal has no fair chance, and where there is no
fair chance there is no true sport; the man spends neither
courage nor skill and gains neither health nor manliness.

As to the charge of “class legislation ™ little need be said.
They dishonour English sport who represent it as the subject of
a corrupt bargain between high and low to wink at each other’s
cruelty. And if democracy can be shown to mean that the
standards of our social life are to be lowered until they cease to
conflict with the most barbarous or most decadent tastes among
us, then to whom should we look if not to the House of Lords
to set about the ending or mending of democracy ?



ON THE LINE

T E have, it appears, one writer at least—and how thanktul
‘\ we are for him—who knows that to be original it is
not necessary to lay your scene in the moon, or preach a new
religion, or deprive your hero of legs. Mr. A. V. Quiller-
Couch in The Westcotes (Arrowsmith. Bristol. 6s.) does
not even shrink from the danger of superficial comparisons :
his time and place are those familiar to all who know their
Hardy, and in his method he claims to be a disciple of
Mr. Henry James. \Whatever may have been his inten.on
we take leave to assert that the result is all his own; it has a
natural romance, a distinctively English feeling, and a broad
kindliness which no combination of these two writers could by
any possibility produce. Of their subtlety, their critical fine-
ness and their detachment he has, at any rate, sufficient for his
purpose: which is to make us sympathise with the French
prisoners of the Great War without for a moment losing our
good solid old national pride. Frigate actions end, as 4 n.atter
of course, in French prisoners and more Irench prisoners ; but
these, even in their captivity and poverty, are gentlemen and
artists, who can not only keep their parole under all temptation
(love only excepted) decorate a ball-room for their conquerors
and discuss Roman antiquities, but avenge those fatal broad-
sides with a quick fire of wit, better aimed if less heavily
shotted. For the life of us we cannot help taking sides here
against our own people, represented though they are by the
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majestic person of the senior partner in the firm of Westcote
and Westcote, bankers of Axcester, in the country of
Somerset.

Endymion Westcote, like many pon:pous men, usually hurt somebody when
hie indulged in a joke, and for this cause perhaps, had a nervous dislike of wit
in others. Dull in taking & jest, but almost preternaturally clever in suspecting
one, he had disliked Raoul’s sallies in proportion as they puzzled him.

But the point of the book, and half the originality of it. lies
not here but in the treatment of Dorothea’s love-story. See
with how sure and light a hand we are steered between the
ridiculous and the sublime. ¢ Face it,” said her brother, ** the
thing's absurd! You, 2 woman of thirty-eight (or is it thirt, -
nine ?), and he, it I may judge from appearances, young enough
to be your son!” And a tender-hearted public all the time
longing to see convention, and comfort, and even nationality,
heroically defied, and true love disappearing with postillions
and old shoes into a conveniently misty region of happiness!
Mr. Couch knows better than the brother or the public.

I pray you be gentle with Dorothea. Find if you can something admirable
in this plain spinster, keeping, at the age of thirty-seven, a room in her breast
adorned and ready for first love ; find it pitiful, if you must, that the blind boy
should mistake his lodging ; only do not laugh, or your laughter may accuse you
in the sequel.

She had a most simple heart. Wonder filled it as she rode home to
Bayfield, and by the bridge she reined up Mercury as if to take her bearings in
an unfamiliar country. At her feet rushed the Axe,swollen by spring freslets ;
a bullfinch, wet from his bath, bobbed on the sandstone parapet, shook himself,
and piped a note or two; away up the stream, among the alders, bixds were
chasing and courting ; from above the Bayfield elms, out of spaces of blue, the
lark’s song fell like a din of innumerable silver hammers. Either new sense
had been given her, or the rains had washed the landscape and restored
obliterated lines, colours, meanings. The very leaves by the roadside were
fragrant as flowers,

For the moment it sufficed to know that she was loved. She was no fool.
At the back of all her wonder lay the certainty that in the world's eyes such
love as hers was absurd ; that it must end where it began ; that Raoul couid
never be hers, nor she escape from a captivity as real as his. But, perhaps
because she knew all this so certainly, she could put it aside. This thing had
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cowe to her: this happiness to which, alone, in darkness, depressed by every
look into the mirror, by every casual proof that her brothers and intimates
accepted the verdict as final, her soul had been loyal-—a forgotten servant of a
neglectful lord,

Long afterwards, when the war was over, and the Provence
rose root came from France—no letter accompanied the gift
—she planted it sentimentally, and, later still, pruned it with
calm reflection :

“After all . . . provided one sees things in their right light and is not a
fool —-"

Folks no longer smile at sentiment. They laugh it down: by which,
perhaps, no great harm would be done if their laughter came through the
mind ; but it comes through the passions, and at the best chastises one excess
by another—a weakness by a rage, which is weakness at its worst. I fear
Dorothea may be injured in the opinion of many by the truth—which neverthe-
less has to be told—that her recovery was helped not a little by sentiment.
What! Is a poor lady’s breast to be in combustion for a while and then—pit !—
the flame expelled at a blast, with all that fed it? That is the heroic cure, no
doubt ; but either it kills or leaves a room swept and garnished, inviting devils,
In short, it is the way of tragedy, and for tragedy Dorothea had no aptitude at
all.  She did what she could—tidied up.

There can be but few readers of the “ New Arabian Nights "
who do not remember the Rev. Mr. Rolles. Finding, to his
own astonishment, that he had stolen the famous * Rajah’s
Diamond,” he was embarrassed by his ignorance of a safe
method of disposing of so conspicuous a booty. Ile con-
sulted, at his club, a stranger whom he judged from his
appearance “to be pre-eminently a man of the world,” and
who was in fact no other than Prince rlorizel of Bohemia
himself.

“1, sir,” said the curate, “am a recluse, a student, a creature of ink-
bottles and patristic folios. A recent event has brought my folly vividly before
my eyes, and I desire to instruct myself in life. By life,” he added, I do
not mean Thackeray's novels; but the crimes and secret possibilities of our
society, and the principles of wise conduct among exceptional events. . . . |
am a patient reader ; can the thing be learnt in books ?

Mr. Arnold Bennett, the author of The Grand Babylon
Hotel (Chatto and Windus. 6s.), is here entirely at one both
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with Mr. Rolles and with the fantastic genius who created
him. Life, for him, is by no means Thackeray's novels: it is
more like Balzac's Histoire des Treize ; as full of crimes and
secret possibilities as the Paris of “Monte Cristo”; but abound-
ing in more modern elements, American millionaires and their
daughters, royal princes and their debts, hotel waiters more
important and mysterious even than Lord Rosebery’s. chefs
who can embalm a murdered man with the coolness of Baba
Mustapha, and will not stoop to serve a steak at eight o'clock
for any man on earth. We must confess that Mr. Bennett is
never for a moment on Stevenson’s highest level in this kind ;
but he is on the right road, and his first five chapters give
promise of successes to come. The writing is excellent: the
sensational grip of the story is irresistible. If *“ the thing” can
be learnt in books this is certainly one of the books in which to
learn it.

Royal folk in Russia—they that make history—behave
like the worst characters in the worst plays of the time of
Elizabeth. Whether they were bad rather than mad, or mad
rather than bad, will always remain an open question;
magnificent they are always. Shakespeare’s kings and queens
are not capable of such conduct, but Marlowe’s, Ford’s, and
Iietcher’s are, and their accumulated horrors are not more
wanton than the individual deeds of Catherine II. To look at
the quiet, sensible face of this lady, as depicted in Mr. Nisbet
Bain’s vivid Life of Peter III. (Constable. 10s. 6d. net) is to
shudder. Was the cold, calculating vampire even as one of
ourselves 7 las for the unnaturalness of Nature !

“ My child,” said Peter to the young and lovely Princess Dashkova, one
of the thousand tools of his terrible wife, “ you would do well to recollect that
itis much safer to deal with honest blockheads, like your sister and myself,

than with great geniuses who squeeze the juice out of the orange, and then
throw away the rind.”

It wes the only clever thing he ever said. He was not
clever, and yet “ stupidity is too solid and substantial a quality
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to be atlributed to one so essentially flighty and feather-
brained.” He was possessed of a wonderful memory (unin-
telligent people often are); he had a passion for soldiers and
manceuvres ; he could play the violin, and he desired to form
a library, though, mindful of his boyish sufferings, he forbade
the purchase of any book written in Latin. He cared more
for his little duchy of Holstein than for the Empire of All the
Russias, and he sacrificed every Russian interest to his hero,
Frederick II. Six months of his rule were enough. He
“ disappeared.”

In the prevalence of caste, in the dearth of genius among
us, the power of a story-teller to draw one class correctly—or
even half or the fourth of one class—must be reckoned a
wonderful gift. The commercial world is well railed in from
the nobility ; the soldier has no concern with scholar or with
artist ; servants hold aloof from «the poor.” Even those pro-
fessional go-betweens, the clergy, the doctors, the gentlemen of
the robe, rarely possess intimate knowledge of character outside
the circle to which they belong. Experts in any line of science
or of sport may draw together, but the classes themselves stand
apart ; and the fact that an author knows something of one
class will not certify his acquaintance with the rest. A man
who can describe gentlemen well, or paint the Portrait of a Lady
as Henry James painted it once, earns and deserves to earn
great applause, even if he neglects or merely sketches the other
actors on the stage. Hardy’s ladies and gentlemen make ladies
and gentlemen smile ; but what does that matter ? There lives
in the midst of us at the present moment a writer of remark-
able ability— sage, mature, unemotional. The village folk
whom he depicts in Kitty Fairhall (By John Halsham.
Hodder and Stoughton. 6s.) are as true, if not so humorous,
as Hardy's; the two scholarly and friendly clergymen who
minister to them live as those reverend persons live in “ Scenes
of Clerical Life”; the landscape has the perfection of a
landscape by Thoreau. John Halsham is no specialist, and,
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guided by a wise moderation that never attempts the impos-
sible, he writes of nothing unfamiliar, and does not theorise.
Hope and despair are alike remote. 'The sense of beauty
consoles and soothes. Over all hangs the veil of that gentle
melancholy—the melancholy of tender-hearted people between
thirty and forty-five—which is different alike from the storm
and tempest of youth and from the occasional sternness of later
middle age. No effort mars the even charm of style. No
rude, bright colours glare against the grey. It is as if we
listened to a soft strain of music in twilight, with here and there
a star.

Lazarre. By M. Hartwell Catherwood. (Grant Richards.
6s.)—The lover of historical romance will enjoy this novel. It
is more romantic than historical, and sufficiently historical to
lend reality to the romance. It purports to be the autobio-
graphy of Louis XVIIL, and is founded on the story that the
poor little Dauphin did not really die in the Temple, but was
smuggled over to America. I'rom the fascinating prologue in
old St. Bat’s, or St. Bartholomew-the-Great, to the final living
happily ever afterwards, the book is full of atmosphere, and has
the rather rare power—so essential in historical fiction—of
concentrating our vision upon one figure—the Dauphin’s. As
a child of nine, apparently imbecile from his gaolers’ mal-
treatment, he and his pension are made over to the Indians,
who bring him up as one of them. He is called Eleazar, or
Lazarre Williams, and passes as a half-breed, till one fine day,
when he is eighteen, his torpid faculties awake, and gradually,
through a woman, the consciousness of himself and his possi-
bilities is borne in upon him. Then begins the drama of his
life, and we are thankful to a writer who enables us to follow him
with sympathy, with longing for his success: whether in his
first ardour for books, or in his escape home to nature; on the
journey to France, or in the prison of Ste. Pélagie; in white
satin court clothes, or disowned by his uncle at Mittau ; as an

uninvited guest at the Tuileries, or in his secret flight thence;
No, 19. VII, 1,—ArriL 1902 B
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as a schemer for empire—philanthropic empire—over the
Indians, or in the final union with his lady-love, in whose arms
we are allowed to leave him. The first half of the book, up to
the scene at Mittau, is the best, the most convincing ; and some
of the episodes are brilliant, with a softened brilliance which
appeals to the fancy ; especially, perhaps, the boy’s first sight of
his mother’s missal and his first meeting with Louis Philippe out
of the mist in an American forest. But throughout the story
the struggle in him between princely Bourbon and primitive
Indian, the rush of half-memories that objects suddenly evoke
in him, the eclipses that follow—are all depicted with real
delicacy and insight. And Mrs. Catherwood loves Nature,
and, when not too elaborate, succeeds in portraying her.
The description of Lazarre’s night in the mist is worth the
reading. So are the pages that deal with the antipodes of
Nature—Paris. But whoever wishes to stroll there had best
do so at once, under the author's guidance.

"The British public, we are almost sure, loves poetry, but it
loves it in small quantities, in small pieces, and above all at a
small price. Mrs. Meynell’s volume of Later Poems (Lane.
2s. 6d. net) fulfils these conditions, and, if the rarity and
delicacy of its contents be not too much against it, may find its
own welcome even in this hour of the powers of war and
politics. To those who have long followed and admired the
development of this strange talent, we need only pass the word
that here is a new collection in some items of which the artist
has at least equalled her own best work. To those who are not
well acquainted with Mrs. Meynell—neither she nor her friends
have kept pace with the modern methods of advertisement—it
may be well to say that this is an art demanding such a union
of refinement and passion that perfect success can only be
expected now and then, and its effect is seldom instantaneous
upon those who are not skilled to see the mark at which these
slender high shafts are winged. It is illuminator's work, a
kind of miniature painting in grisaille, and in the absence of

!




ON

THE LINE 17

warm colouring the indispensable fire must be conveyed by a
fervour as it were of line or movement, or at the least a radiant
freshness. We find such a vivifying passion in nearly all Mrs.

Meynell’s religious poems, and there are several here; one an
exquisite Christmas hymn :

New every year,
New born and newly dear,
He comes with tidings and a song,
The ages long, the ages long.

Among the other pieces we must confess to one or two decided

disappointments ; they are paradoxical, and no one can impart

fervour to a paradox. Moreover, they have a troublesome

likeness to the work of the truly minor poet ; for they are rather
gleams on a backwater than shining ripples, however tiny, on
the great river of life. I’ut any number of failures are as
nothing when weighed in the balance with a real success.
Such are to our thinking—and we are confirmed by very high
authority—the four stanzas called “ The Modern Mother,” con-
tributed to this Review in December 1900, and at least three
other pieces. For quaint originality and captivating movement
it would be hard to find the like of “ Chimes.”

Brief, on a flying night,
From the shaken tower,

A flock of bells take flight,
And go with the hour,

Like birds from the cote to the gales,
Abrupt—O hark !

A fleet of bells set sails,
And go to the dark.

Sudden the cold airs swing.
Alone, aloud,

A verse of bells takes wing
And flies with the cloud.

Mr. Theodore A. Cook’s Anthology of Humorous Verse
(Virtue. 8s. 6d. net), and Mr. Anthony C. Deane's Little
Book of Light Verse (Methuen. 2s. 6d. net), both achieve
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to a remarkable degree the same object while remaining sub-
stantially different from each other. One hundred and five
authors (thirteen anonymous) are represented in the two
collections, but of these only thirty are to be found in both:
and even among the works of the thirty the choice of the two
editors is by no means the same. This may be largely the
result of the necessity under which anthologists lie, of accept-
ing what they can get from the authors or publishers of works
still the subject of copyright: and we can understand that the
author may prefer not to give the same poem to all who ask.
At any rate, whether by taste or fortune, we think Mr. Deane
has been a little more happy than Mr. Cook in his pieces by
modern writers: he has for instance Mr. R. C. Lehmann’s
“ Retriever's Epitaph " :

Such was my dog, who now without my aid

Hunts through the shadow land, himself a shade ;

Or, couched intent before some ghostly gate,
Waits for my step, as here he used to wait,

Mr. Quiller-Couch’s “ Titania ™ :
So bluff Sir Leolin gave the bride away :

And when they married her, the little church

Had seldom seen a costler ritual,

and R. L. Stevenson’s “ Song of the Road " :

For one and all, or high or low,

Will lead you where you wish to go;

And one and all go night and day

Over the hills and far away.
—three pieces which we cannot well be without, and for whose
absence we are not to be compensated even by Mr. Seaman’s or
Mr. Stephen’s masterpieces. But since these too are indispen-
sable the result must be the acquisition of both volumes. This
is the better worth while because in addition to the difference
of their contents the two books afford a pleasant contrast of
temperaments. Mr. Deane confesses in his introduction that
he collects from the point of view of the professional : his
interest is mainly in the excellence of the verse ; it need not

N
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be very humorous, if only it be neat. The art with which he
deals is “of a comparatively recent date,” and he scorns the
time when * the popular theory was, that light verse should be
a rollicking jingle, written pretty well as you pleased, the more
puns in it the better.” Mr. Cook is more genial and far more
catholic ; necessarily so, for he is of the historical and scientific
school, begins with Chaucer, and arranges his collection in five
divisions. These are worth enumerating, for they are not
entirely arbitrary or entirely scientific, but rather represent the
prevalent modes in which English humorous verse has hitherto
been written.

“The first division is devoted to what may be described
as old-fashioned humour, out of which, for good or evil, we
have grown "; but we doubt whether we have quite outgrown,
for instance, Herrick’s “Ternary of Littles.” The second
division consists of verse * written round about the Eternal
Feminine " ; this begins with ““The Wife of Bath’s Prologue,”
and ends with Mr. Henley's famous “ As like the Woman as
you can ”; the third deals chiefly with parody, and the fourth
with politics—a small section this, but it includes Canning,
Praed, Godley, and Seaman. The fifth division is miscellaneous,
and covers much the same ground as Mr. Deane’s whole book,
containing no less than a hundred and forty odd pages, filled,
for the most part, with modern verse. This fact lends some
justification to Mr. Cook’s view that the writing of humorous
verse is yet in its infancy. It is certain that the amount
written is rapidly increasing, and that the character of our
humour is changing ; but for all that, the time is, we imagine,
far off still when the rollicking laughter that resounds on so
many of these pages will have entirely lost its savour. We
believe that a revival of broad genial humour, freed from its
ancient cruelty, would be a healthy reaction, and is not alto-
gether impossible. Mr. Cook, we feel sure, would welcome it.

The Life of Napoleon I. By John Holland Rose. (Bell.
2 vols. 18s. net.)—The latest book on a great subject is often
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taken to be the final book-so far as finality is predicable of
books. It will be a long time before the final book about
Napoleon is written. Mr. Rose has added to our knowledge of
certain parts of Napoleon's career, chiefly from researches in
the Record Office, and has written the whole story in a clear
and interesting manner. Mr. Rose’s history is not like Green’s
“ Short History " or Fyfle's « Modern History,” books to which
we return again and again for the mere pleasure of reading
them. Such books have a kind of finality. Nor is it to be com-
pared with Carlyle’s ““ Cromwell,” in which the touch of genius
draws a living portrait in spite of imperfect knowledge and
deductions as vast as unsound. But Mr. Rose may justly
claim (as he does) with Bishop Creighton to have “tried to
write true history.” His *“Life of Napoleon L." is a faithful
record of events, enhanced by his own researches, and a work of
sound judgment ; and no book of equal bulk contains a better
account of the superhuman man who is its subject. We shall,
however, continue to go to Bourrienne, Las Cases, and Marbot,
and the rreat captain’s own despatches, and Victor Hugo and
Erckmann-Chatrian, and Heine, to get the true Napoleon-
myth; for the actions of such a man and the impression he
made upon the world have something mythical in them, and
belong to poetry as well as prose. Napoleon's personal
influence upon the men among whom he lived is as real a
fact as his remodelling the map of Europe, re-creating France,
and slaying his hundreds of thousands. His armed ghost may
rise at any moment and lead France to new conquests. His
ideas rule the modern world and are shaping the future. He
bestrode the world in which he lived like a colossus: and the
historian who takes in hand to describe the events of that time
must be a portrait painter, the subject of whose picture is Napo-
leon, and the figures and landscape accessories. This may be an
exaggeration: Sir John Seeley treats Napoleon as a product,
not a creator ; but the superstitious view of Napoleon is after
all truer than the matter-of-fact view; and Mr. Rose, though
he is well aware of the supreme capacity of the great man,
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approaches him perhaps too much from the side of prose and
facts, not belittling him like Lanfrey, or explaining him away
like Seeley, nor blinded by hatred of his crimes and vices, but
seldom rising into the epic strain which befits so great a subject.
Canto Tarmi . . . €'l Capitano—
we wish Mr. Rose had poured a little more song into his
history.

Napoleon himself, with all his *damonic ™ superiority to
mankind, his “seven-league-booted thoughts,” his immense
designs and gigantic actions, his belief in his star, his dreams of
Oriental empire, his mythical treatment of himself as the
incarnate Revolution, a force not a man, was in action the man
of prosaic details and master of commonplace methods. His
grasp of facts and knowledge of common motives, combined
with clearness of vision, strength of will, and promptitude in
action, made him ¢ the first man of business” of his time. “1
am always thinking,” he said; and his thought had always a
practical issue. He “never asked a question twice.” In his
brain was laid up the business capacity of a whole nation.
Perliaps no man except Cwmsar, and on a smaller scale
Frederick, has ever held all public business so completely in
his hand. It was his superior knowledge of facts as well as
his inflexible will and personal ascendency which made him
irresistible.  From his Corsican days, and from the moment
when he freed himself from Thermidorian ties, he looked upon
himself as different from other men in virtue of his knowledge
of affairs and what he meant to do with it. Already in the
Italian and Egyptian campaigns he treated his official superiors
as if they were his clerks, making treaties and unmaking states
as if he had been born in the purple of Charlemagne. This
confidence in himself ruined him at last, when he had united
the world in arms against him. But till the fatal Russian
enterprise, itself a step towards his final object, the establish-
ment of a French empire in East and West on the ruins of the
British Empire, there was no reason why he should not have
been able to maintain and perpetuate in a Bonaparte dynasty




22 THE MONTHLY REVIEW

the greater part of his conquests. The peace of Lunéville gave
to France the Rhine, Nice, and Savoy. After Campo Formio
the French rontier included Holland, Switzerland, and North
Italy, with Naples and the Adriatic islands as a base in the
Eastern Mediterranean. At Amiens peace with England
was settled on the basis of the annexation or protectorate
of Belgium, Holland, and North Italy. Even the later
conquests, by which the whole of Italy and Germany as
far as the Jura became part of the Napoleonic Empire,
might have been held, so weak was the bond of German
and Italian nationality and so great the relief felt in both
countries from the abolition of feudal disunion and the com-
parative freedom enjoyed under French institutions. *The
true turning point in his fortunes,” says Fyffe, “was the
moment when he passed beyond the policy which had planned
the Federation of the Rhine, and roused by his oppression the
one State which was still capable of giving a national life to
Germany.” Prussia, insulted, robbed, humbled, and weakened
by the loss of half her territories, put herself at the head of
the liberators. Russia was alienated by the rigour of the
Continental system. Austria regained courage to try once
more at Leipzig the fortune which had so often failed her, and
the work begun by Nelson was completed by Wellington.
The Napoleonic ideas, which in their most moderate form
might have fixed the French frontier permanently at the
Rhine and the Alps, resulted in the loss of the Netherlands
and the Rhine provinces in 1814, and of Alsace and ILorraine
in 1871.

Napoleon’s conquests have disappeared from the map of
Europe. The institutions which he created survive. Though
it may be true that much of what he accomplished would have
been brought about in time by other agents, the work was
done by him. He made the unity of Germany and Italy
possible. He gave to the same countries personal liberty,
administration of equal justice, and the career open to talent,
and extended the same benefits to Spain and the Low Countries.
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He cut off the heads of the poppies, but let the corn grow.
All the institutions of modern Irance were created and
remodelled by him. Ior good or evil he set up Ultramon
tanism on the ruin of national Churches. By violent methods
and in disregard of common morality he laid for ever the ghost
of the Holy Roman Empire (*neither holy, nor Roman, nor
an empire "), destroyed feudalism from the Rhine to the
Austrian border, threw down the effete aristocracies of Venice
and Genoa, abolished ecclesiastical states and petty princedoms ;
and no one has wished to restore any of the ruhbish which he
burnt up.

All this is clearly brought out by Mr. Rose, and one of the
best parts of his history is that in which he describes Napoleon’s
work in France as the founder of institutions, the only region
in which Lanfrey does him justice. It is easy to say that the
work was done by somebody else. Everybody’s work is done
by somebody else; a man of genius turns the guesses of others
into certainties and their failures into success.

Mr. Rose, like other writers, is under the spell of Napoleon's
early days, when the young conqueror witched the world with
the greatness of his designs and the splendour of their execu-
tion. As his story goes on he finds more and more to condemn.
But in truth Napoleon’s heart was never soft, nor his conduct
ever guided by justice or mercy. As he was in 1795, such he
remained to the end, only with increasing power for good
and evil. “Men like me do not commit crimes”; “ What is
the death of a million of men to me ?”; * I will crush Russia " ;
“I will break Austria to pieces —such sayings suggest the
question, whether the highest practical genius can be found
in company with morality, whether a different standard from

that of other men is not to be applied to Casar, Napoleon,
Frederick, and Richelieu. Napoleon may have been Scapin;
but the Jupiter in him counted for more than the Scapin.

Mr. Rose’s researches in the Record Office have enabled
him to throw light on several points in which our nation has

hitherto suffered in public estimation. We regret the necessity
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for seizing the Danish fleet in 1807. But whether or not it
was justified by results, it was not merely opposing fraud to
fraud, and fighting Napoleon with his own weapons. With
an honourable antagonist we might have been more scrupulous.
But neutrality was impossible for Denmark ; the doubtful
attitude of the Czar made action necessary, and our ministers
knew enough of Napoleon to be sure that if we did not act, he
would.

The seizure of the Spanish plate fleet was also an act
anticipating an outbreak of war—irregular, but not unfair.

One feature in this book is the rapid and accurate sketches
of individual character with which it abounds. Besides
Napoleon himself, whose character will never be adequately
portrayed till some Michael Angelo of literature takes it in
hand, the portraits of Lucien, Jerome, the emperors and “tings,
the marshals and ministers, are graphically and justly drawn,
and the sidelights on Pitt, Canning, and Wellington are clear
and impartial. It is no small merit to have produced so large
a historical gallery with so little caricature and want of pro-
portion.

Mr. Rose’s style improves as he advances. Now and then he
rises to the height of his great argument. We quote as a good
example the description of Napoleon’s funeral, though it is not
without faults :

Clad in his favourite green uniform, he fared forth to his resting-place
under two large weeping willow-trees in a secluded valley; the coffin, sur-
mounted by his sword and the cloak he had worn at Marengo, was borne with
full military honours by the grenadiers of the 20th and 66th Regiments before
a long line of red-coats; and their banners, emblazoned with the names of
“Talavera,” “ Albuera,” * Pyrenees,” and “ Orthez,” were lowered in a last
salute to our mighty foe. Salvos of artillery and musketry were fired over the
grave; the echoes rattled upwards from ridge to ridge and leaped from the
splintery peaks far into the wastes of ocean to warn the world beyond that
the greatest warrior and administrator of all the ages had sunk to rest.




AN ENGLISH CORONATION

Tue following letter is one of a series written during the years 1725-1729 by
M. César de Saussure, who was then on a visit to this country, and was an

eye-witness of the festivities at the coronation of George II., one of the most

splendid in the history of England. This account, which has hitherto remained

unpublished, is contributed to the MonrtuLy Review by Madame van Muyden,
a descendant and representative of M. de Saussure.

" HAVE often longed to have you with me, but never more
so than on May 11 last, for I then saw the most solemn,
magnificent, and sumptuous ceremony it is any one’s lot in life
to witness ; I mean the coronation of King George II. and of
Queen Caroline, his spouse. I know only too well that it will
be quite impossible tor me to give you a correct impression of
the extraordinary and magnificent riches I saw on this occasion,
but as I know that you wish me to write and describe all the
eventful and curious sights I see d