
The Queenslander (Brisbane, Qld. : 1866-1939), Saturday 12 December 1908, page 20

National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-article23595858

BOOKS

Mr. Upton's new book "The Money
Changers" appears in Mr. John

Long's October list.

lovt«i\s «1
1"

historical development are

looking largely for is Professor T.
k. Chuvne's ""rim Doc-lino and Fall'
of thu Kingdom of .Judith."

"Catherine's Child."- by Mrs.
ll*nr.v do lv Pasture, is a sequel to
her "Catherine of Calais."' iMihijshed
seven years ago. Some of the old
friends of Mrs. do la Pasture's ereu
t i*m live again in the new hook.

Maruviduke Pickthall. ihe author of
"Said the Fisherman." has a now

hook out— "The Children of the >Ti(o."

Reviewers soy that the design of tho
author is to make ivuders see things
through the eyes of Mnhruk the
hero, a typical fellah whose views
are not forward imcoloured by the
prepossessions of the foreigner.'

All*. I

yon Chen, the- popular first

secretary of the Chinese Legation.
na« translated "Tho Hook of Filial
Duiv." which will shortly appear
in Mr. .John Murray's "Wisdom of

the K11M" series. It was written
about 4no \\A'.. and the Chinese
themselves doom it second only to

tlic Confucian classics.
It is a queer thing perhaps that

neither Mrs. ITumwhroy Ward's nor

Miss Marie ('ocelli's new books have
created any sensation. Kaeh of these
authors has her public, and the pub
lishers smile in announcing new

works with either name upon them :

but the deep interest that makes a

new book an -event seems to havt*
gono ; perhaps it has been dissi
pated.

Mr. Frederic Harrison in his short
criticism of "Tors Clnvigera" in
"

Realities and Ideals" sums Iviiskin
up tbus : "We see a much-tried soul,
to whom the extreme beauty of Na
ture and Art—beauty that he felt

with an intensity of passion that
none of us can reach—was yet dust
and ashes whilst man's life re

mained so sordid, so gross, so

cruel, whilst man's cupidity marred
and vulgarised (.Sod's handiwork."

Although, since the completion oi

"The Dynasts." we have not seen

announcement of Jlr. Thomas

Hardy's literary activity in the way
of fiction, there appeared a loner
article by him in "The Times" of
October ' 9 on "Ma.itntbury Ring."
which had it the of a

which had in it the germ of a very

powerful novel. It describes the. bur

liarous execution of a probably in

nocent girl, not yet nineteen years
of age. who h«d been condemned

i"or poisoning her husband.

Tho edition de luxe of the novels

of Henry .James (Macmillan) will

consist of twenty-three volumes. A

publisher's note saye
: "The set in

cludes all the works that the author
desires to retain. Every volume will

have a special preface by Mr. .lames,
an idea which has already been

carried out by Mr. Thomas Hardy
with such excellent results. lOach

Preface narrates the. circumstances in

which the book it introduces was

originally conceived and executed,

niul, what is still more novel and

interesting, it provides a critical

examination of the contents of the

volume."
Hall Came on critics : "There is

only one writer who can really in

iure any author, and that writer is
himself.' If his work is bad it will

die of the. seeds of dissolution il

carries within it, but if it is good it

will livo, and, long before the little
turmoils of critical condemnation
have passed into the limbo of fa

tuities, the public will stand abashed
and wondering at censure so stupid
and so unaccountable. He that hath

the bride is the bridegroom."-

Mr. Hall Cniutt in "My Story"
gives tho following personal des

cription of Tlossetti. with whom he

lived as friend and house-male for .

some^ears,: -"A TVum who looked
ci'iiite ten years older than his actual

age (fifty-two), of full middle height
and inclining to corpulence ; with v

round face that ought, one thought
to he ruddy, but was pale; with large
gray eyes, that had a steady, intro

spective look, and were surmounted

by broad, protrusive brows, ami di

vided by a clearly pencilled ridge
over the nose, \yhich was well cut,
and had breathing nostrils, reseni-'

bling the nostrils of a high-bred
horse. 11 is mouth and chin wero

hidden beneath a heavy moustache

and an abundant board, which hnd

once been mixed black-brown nn<i
auburn. but were now thickly
streaked with gray. His forehead

was large, round, without protuber

ances, and very gently receding to

where thin black curls begau to roll'



where

round to the ears."

In reviewing "The Philosophy of

"Frederick Nietzsche," by Henry f..

Mencken. the "Literary World"

says
: "Xiet/sche has fallen among

the expositors, each of whom

trying to outdo tho other in last

ing bare the secret of this most

profound of philosophers since Scho

penhauer. We wondor what the

ghost of Xietzsche thinks about it

nil—still more do we wonder what

Zarathustra in the I .and of Shadows

thinks of the Xiolzschonns. thofce

little arrojranl souls w,ho have tried

so valiantly to be themselves'and

only succeeded in becoming simu

lacra of him ! We are sceptical as*

to the value of all these exposi
tions ; Nietzsche, like Walt Whitman,

withers in the hands of the interpre
ter. 'Beware of those who would

expound me,' said the American seer,

and the (lermtui might have said tho

same. The philosophy of Friedrich

Nietzsche exists in his books for all
xvho want it. and it is written there

in terms quite clear enough for all

xvho ought to want it. The obvious

reply to those who protest that

they flnd him difficult to understand
is that they are not ready to under

stand him., and. this being the case,

exposition could only supply thorn

with 'glibness' but. not knowledge."'
On the essays. "The Age of Shakes

peare." by Swinburne, the "Literary
World" says : "Mr. Swinburne's

guide to 'The Age of SJiakespeareV
abashes us with its, Himalayan peaks
and (to be Swinburnean) its gargan
tuan gorges. Phrases like fan

I

ties*
lyrics.' 'impeccable |M?rfeetio?>,' 'udor«

able beauty.' -'noblest in the litera

ture of the world,' 'unerring and un

equalled critical genius*', alternate

with 'stupid servility,' 'the improvi
sations of inebriety,' 'puerile debil-

ity.' 'chaotic collapse.' Phrases, how-

ever, give no real impression of

the staggering heights of Mr. Swin-'

i burne's declamation of the glories
of the Shakespearean dramatists as

he piles pinnacle beyond inaccessible

pinnacle of praise up to the very
skies. All we wish to suggest is

that when we come to read the

dramatists themselves we find that

though Mr. Swinburne's exaggerated
contours are relatively true, tho

writers are just ordinary jolly Kntf
lish dramatists —inimitable and uni

lish dramatists —inimitable and uni

que, like the South Downs, we ad

mit —but quite companionable and

; easy to climb. The serious- diffi

culty about rear)ing Mr. Swinburne'si
collection of studies, gathered from

periodical and other sources, is to

be impressed properly by what in

sound when our faith in his judg
• ment is being challenged on every

page by such, headlong references—

to choose one out of a hundred-*
as this dismissal of Byron's rhe

toric : 'The blatant and flatulent mi
i eptitude' of 'a. quack, an inflated ven

triloquist.' This is pretty, but is it

art ? It is magnificent, but it is

not criticism. Hero the man who

can control as by luagic tjie haunting
organ-notes of English verse

• bellows on the bassoon. And it has

> nothing in the world to do with

I 'The Ago of Shakespeare.
The Hon. John Leahy, Speaker of

f the legislative Assembly. ha? been"

i spreading the literature of Professor

Lecky amongst members of that

House. Recently Mr. Adamson, who
loves to quot<\ used the following
from "The Path of Life" as des

criptive—and not very appropriately
—of the Premier's present position :—

J-ook down, look down from your

glittering heights.
And tell us, ye sons of giory.

The joy^ and the pangs of your
eagle flights.

Tho triumph that crowned the

story.
The rapture, that thrilled when, the

goal was won.
The goal of a heart's desire :

And a voice replied iron', the.-setting
sun,

Xay the dearest and host lies

Higher i

JTow oft in such hours our fond

thoughts stray
To the dream of two idle —lovers :

To the young wife's kiss ; to the
child at play ;

.Or the grave which the long grass
!

And lit Uo we'd rock of power or gold
And of all life's vain endeavour,

Jf the heart could glow as it glowed
of old,

And if could abide fur ever.


