46

The Bookshelf

By DELTA

BOOHKSHELF FEUILLETON.

R EINWIN ARNOGLD it pubiish-
ing shorily ‘*Recollections of
sSouth Africa,” by Lady Sarah
Wilsm.  As cvery onme will

remeinber, Lady rah Wilkson wus a
avile cutrespomdent in South Afriea, and
Wwis taken prisuner by the Buers out-
side Mafehims,
Joseph Keating, wlhose daring
mavel liag created sneh a sensation in
“Hesme” political eireles, is the brother
wi Mr. Matthew Keating, ALP. for Socuth
Kiikenny,  Hitherta Mr, Keating haa
lwrn Inot knawn 23 a writer of vivid,
drawativ storics of mining life. Tt re-
huiins to be seem whether his incursion
litu Lhe realoe of pulitical fietion will
i surcessiul enough to justify furthier
rvadlls,  We confess we like Mr. Keat-
ingta physiognomy as revealed Iy the al-
miralle porlraiv of hiln which appears
in the current number of the Bookinar.
A novel which boars the sensational
title of A Mission to Hel* iz an-
nouneed by a Bosten publisher. Iis
wullior  is a Conrregatioral  minister
nanind Eells wils from Massachu-

Herilmer’ are sald to lave paid Col-
oqel LHedsevell, 4= he i3 now called, a
dodlar 2 word for his South African ar-
LATEITEN A New York newspaper man
fpraking (o Galbraith, of the Baokman,

s34 Uve oot heavd that Seriboer’s ia
Yaving w phenomenal sale to correspond
with the phenumenal price they paid”
Bommlimes I wonder if the price was

really a dollar a word, or if the an-
nouncenent waa intended te be taken
wilth & pinch of salt, as we iake the an.
Wonmeenw it wiizh the impresarie makes
a4 ta the tive-figre salary he s going Lo
ety to his prima donna”® It is enly fair
to say, adds Galbraith. that this s the
first thme I Wave heard ef this spiteful
suspicion, lough many people appear to
dontd whether Colonel Roosevelt’s ar
tiried are now so valuable as they pro-
niised Lo he'whén he was stil President.
All of which sees ta chew the ephemaral
nature of Jame anl pres .
- time ~cholar and
M

rev. has an article in a pra-
Titeraey resiew oo Mro T (G
“Ann Vorm Ann Veroriea

Hpites tooa

' iml  of Tesitating
v S,

aml with Grant Allen’s
e Wha DELY Like Dr. Barry we
wore tharonshly inlere-ted and enjaved
Mr. Wells' bonk until we ecame to the
Ramaun ceeme. Then aur respeet and
our elicf e Mre Wells' bona tides de-
efined, and we waded in lowrh of in-
croasing despondencye until the end of
his 1 L. That 4 may he
an alsoditely true presentment of the
attitule and the procedure of nuiny of
fhe ultraanodem v o awonpen of lo-
Aay we hove nn reasnm o doult. But
nlt the same @4 (s, toa put it as mildly as
gueesible, aowasty presentment, and uttee.
Ty unwoerthy of Mro Wellso And if ke,
with his  preat  giflts of  prooressive
it aml  wavvellons prophetie in-
can offer na ncthing more eem-
idial far the fatnre of the
e of modernity than =
. Veronica waitewashed
by a4 eomplaant s ty becausze of &
tardy warricee, and an iereased pros-
perity, we, fike T Rarry. eoneeive aur-
justi in wizhine that Mr. Wells
ivesl, ek less written

Most p
tions of

chett”

rurizk amongst the atirae-
“Life™ for January is Dr, Fit-
acenunt of how he first beeaina
nted  with the “Cornlill  Maga-
" Forty years azne. The artide re-
proesluceed n ™ first appeared in the
“Cornhill” w huas just been eelobrat-
ing iks jubiive.  Admiirable photoseapha
are etven of its first editor amd founder,
the late Seorge Murray Smith, and its
prescat mlitor, Mr Reginald 3. Smith,
K. .

Grant. Nichards have lately peblizhed
at the low price of 16, & busk wliseh
rontuing three prose plava written by
that powrrful writer, Mr. Jolin Maise-
) Tie langest and the fineet,” in
named "The Tragely of Nan™ The
other two, and eapecially “Mra, Hareri-
®on™ (whivh has never twen wriad), &
eequel Lo “The Campibn Wonder,” are
hoth exceptiosally gond in their terse
presentation of character through an ar-

tistic arangement of natural speech.
The first mentioned is really all that
matters just now. It ia said by Mr.
Fiward Thomas to resemble a ballad,
there were one, that had all the mourn-
fuiness amd beauty of its musie wrought
into its very words. For Mr, Maeeficld’s
play comubines the offect of music and
words. It has the rusticity, the breath
of Nuiure, and the passion “mnre pre-
eioua than Sheba’s gold,” which the best
of the ballads have at these best mo-
nients where their words ave all but
mad with the inexpressible extremity of
love and misery. And yet there is no
place  where it can be said that Mr
Maszefleld turms lyrie poet and ceases tn
e dvamatic. He is as strict in the final
scene 25 in the chat ever the dough.
The influence of the tallads has been
great in peeiry. Bui this poet has been

may readily be believed that were it
not for his extraordipary sucress as an
editor, endowed with & natural in-
stinet, with sn unfailing flair and good
Jiseretion, the eentenary of his birth,
which took place on  Nevember . 30,
1409, might have bren allowed {o pass
vy the “Bookman” = without the
celebration and  without the conse.
cration of a specinl illustrated ariicle
ta his memory. He was, declares Ale,
Spielman, a worker at the edyre of the
literary ficld, aml tovk on any jobr that
fell in with his love of writing anl of
lmmour, ,and demanded litile scholar-
ship and less learning. His chief love
was for humeur and the stage; clasa
journali=m ULecmne his profession, and
gooll  judgment  controlied- his  pen,
Nevertheless, his style was good enough
for his purpose, and his dramatic scnse
was sulliciently keen enough to carry
to a successful issue auy staged play
of Wis, as Lhe public of s day were not
as eriticad of what has  been  ealled

“their iddle-cla=a  entertainment” as
now. Nonre af Mark Temon’s  plays,
Mr. Spiciman thioks, are ever played

now, nur are his novels read; few of

Mra, Tulls: “Tat vou ean't expeet us to believe that Methuselah conld have

lived Lo tie ase of il years??

The Curate {cornered, and taking refuge in mild humour):
There were no nmotor-cars in those dayst”

know?

ahle to preserve
ballad wvhile enr ,
of a ive medorn spirit
titnt has lowmr broweled upoen it. He has
driwn from the rretic fullle mwusie that
might have zraced an exquisite viokn.”

Shaw ¥, Dullxek wrhtes whimsically
and symputheticnlly and eritically in
+he November Bookman on Mr. Roberd
Lynd's new Bbaok “ITome Life in Ire-
land” 1Mills and Boan). Everything af-
fectine Irish honee andd social and edu-
catinnal life is disrourssd upon and thor-
onghly ventitated.  Mr. Lynd is mo
Hurdy, says Mr, Buliock in effect. Dt
he knews—he konows. Amd all he says
is worth knowing”

Space forbids a mention of “Billicks"
Ar. St John Adenck’s indmitably writ-
tea book, bul we hope to give a vesume
of it next week,

with the beauty

The Mark Lemon Centenary.

Mare than onlinarily inleresting s
tlhie vurrent pumber of the “Bookman™
whivh eontributes a long article to mark
the centenary of that famous editor of
“Punel,” Mark Lemon. Thia oentenmary
article, which haa been written by Mr.
W. H. Spielman, can acarcely be called
a flattering one. Mark Lewmon’s place
in literature i hot, we are lold, difll-
ult to determine. He was not, in the
trua sense, & man of letters, and it

“0h, 1 dom't

his children’s books are republished, and
those that are, are republished more for
the sake of their illustiralions than
their text, The volume by which he is
Dest remembered i3 “Mark  Lemen’s
Just-book,” containing the wit of all
ages, including jokes of his own staff—
Thackeray, Dougias Jerrold, and others.
By 1864, it had run into its seventil
edition, and if it is still purchased, it
is partly because it ia treasured by col-
Jectors of the works of Charles Keene,
who drew the desizm on ihe title-page
that wns engraved on steel by Jeuns,
At this juncture readers will maturally
wonder how Mark Lemon ezme to be
“Punch’'s” most popular editor. The

story of Mark Lemon's rise to the edi- .

torial chair, as told by Mr. Spielman, Ia
a splendid illusiration of the Baying,
that, “It is better to be born lucky
than rich.” Mark Lemon wns the mon
of & hup grower or bop merchant, of
Cheam, mear Epsom, At his fathers
deuth his mnther married s  brewer
ramed Very. Being without means, he
wai glad te accept a clerical position
in the brewery, and cked out his mal-
ary by writing for the magazinea, which
pursuit, however, yielded very litile
grint,  The brewery failing, a jovial
tavern-keeper mamcd Romer, who had
hnit business relations with the Very
brewery, placed him as manager of

_ both.

The Weekly Graphic and New Zealand Mail for January 26, 1910

“The 8hakespeare Head,” in Wych-
street. The result was unfortunate fom
Rumer bad to sbuji up the tave
ern, and Lemon found ibat the fumenm
of the beer stuck to him more or lesw
through life, and were auwdibly sniffedi
&t by hia enemies at eertain criticak
points of his eareer. He married on &
loan of five pounds, an alventurcus
etep,  whith was justified Dby re.
silts, as Alrs. Lemon counselledl himf
not to lose sight of his literary coms
panions, many of whom wenld mest,
like ihe literary. clubman of a previous
nge, in the mis-callel *coffee-room” of
the Jitlle hoatelry, Temon liad beem
writing plays from the age of aixteen.
In 1835 his “P.I. or No. 30 Strand™
was produerd at the Sirand Theatre,
and theneeforward for twentyv years and
more he flooded the stage with his pro~
ductions. not a few of which, no doubt,
were bazed wpon French or (German ori-
ginalz. Tn 1811 Temoa hecane eiditor of
“Pancli” His salary, we are told by
Epielman, was at  first  only  thirty
shillings a week; bul it was destined to
Tise to £1,500 A year befure the end—s
the Mrgest editorial salary, it is
Jieved, which vp to that time had even
been paid.”  Notwithstanding the dus
lies and anxieties of his new positinm,
Lemon still continued to write for the
stage. A mood siory of him is told by
Mr. Spichuan in connection with his
earcer as a dramatist. A play of his,
entitled “Punck,” necessitnted the ‘in-
treduction of a parrot into its opens
ing seene, and when the curtain rose
on ihe first night, the profane bird
belched dorth such a torrent of appale
ling biasphemy ihat the soccess of tha
Play would have been jeopardised had
it not been for the aense of humour of
a shocked wet tolerant aundience, In
1854 ~Medea” was prodiced, and then
the stage knew hiin no more. Rixty
plays in all, we are tolt, aad not ona.
among them showed an  attempt af
genuine comedy or tragedy. His moro-
YVigorous writing seems to have beenm
kept for publications, such as “House.
held Words,” “Onca a Week,” the “Its
luminated Magazine,” and the “1llustra-
ted London Newsz' but his most serils
ous role of all was his editorship. For
“Punch! as haxa been hinted, id no#
monopolize his attention; he wus tha
first. edifor of the *TLondon Jonrnal,™

. whiclh, it-is said, he nearly ruined by

trying to keep up a fair standard in ite
Iiterature; of the “ Family Hemald," and
for a time, of *QOnee a Week,” besides
the “ Field,” which he tock a major parg
in establishing. Possessed of an jndumit-
able energy, Mark Leman mmnst undosbi-
edly have been, for we lear that he u
to Gil in his spare time wi

upen London and publie “re,
thestill cited, but not acied, “Hearts are
Trumps.” These were his lalours; his
relaxations included acting. He plaxed
with Clurles Dickens, and his anmtenre
compary in “ The Lighthouse™ and im
Wilkie Colling’ * Frozen Ileep,” and acted
Falstaff with his own natural « padding™
al the Gallery of Illustration--a perform-
ance that js mainly memoralle as: bring-
ing albent. & reconcilinilon between Lemom
and Dickens, who had long been estranged
jn friendship. Bulas anactor Lemon did
notshine. “In & word with ‘ Punch’'—
that speeial number in whivh * Punch’s®
long-suffering victim, Alfred DBunn, at
Iust tumed on lis torwentors and rent
them—tihe appearance on the stage of
Lemon and the. other members of tha
“ Punch ™ stafl is savagely aitacked, “Did
you ever see them act * Pupeh’?” he asks.
Did you ever see Douglas Jerrold. . . and
Mark Temon act at Mrs. Kelly’s Thea-
tre? And if so, did yon ever see such
an kwful exhibition? ... and if, aw
they say, they did * hold the mirror up to
Naziure then I ray, it was only to ecast
‘ reflections ” gn her,” Then DBunn, smit-
ing Lemon om other grounds, proceeds to
show that his satirical eritica were no
better piets than hinmelf. But as editor
of “ Punch,” Mark Lemon was, without
donht, the richt man in the rizht place.
“#:Punch?® and 1" he would say, * were
made for each other "—modestly omitiing
to ¢laim that the making of the flaper
was in considerable measure his ewn,
When Ebenezer Landells, the wood en-
graver, determined on issuing in London
a comic and satirical journal, correspond-
ing to the Paria " (harivan,” and ob-
tained the adhesion of the printer Joseph
Last, Lthe latter recommended him to seek
out the suppoert of Henry Mayhew, &
geniug of journaiistic imagination, and &
brilliant humerist who might be depended
upon to form a thoroughly capuble atatt
from emong his own friendsand nrquaings
ancea. Mark Lemon waa one of the fimt
enlisted, and when the paper waa launched
Mayhew, lemon apd Fterfing Coyaa




