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of  his precious  nerve  and  buoyancy  and enthusiasm—the virtue of 
his  heart  and  brain—and  ' give,  hoping  for  nothing again  '? His 
means of life  and his hope  of glory  depend  upon  the very  thing for 
which  I ask so lightly." 

"  Madame,"  answered Paganini, to  such a "parasite  " as Mr. 
Schauffler describes,  "many thanks,  but my violin never dines." 
And  on another  occasion, " I greatly  regret,"  wrote  Harold Bauer, 
the  pianist,  " that  I'must  decline  your  kind  invitation  to dinner,  as 
I have hurt  my  thumb." But the situation  is  not as  ugly  as it 
looks, concludes Mr. SchaufHer,  and  the  musician harbors little 
malice, for " h e realizes  that  the  musical parasite does  not  mean 
to  be dishonorable,  and  is, in fact,  merely thoughtless  and naive " ; 
and  he feels  that should a champion arise  ungallant and  voluble 
enough  to give  voice  to his woes,  they would 

Softly  and suddenly vanish  away 
And  never be met with a &  in. 

A B R I T I S H T H R U S T A T A M E R I C A N 
S C H O L A R S H I P . 

D A R R E T T W E N D E L L , Professor of English in Harvard 
•*-^ University,  who  delivered  the Clark  lectures  in Trinity Col-
lege,  Cambridge,  in  1902-3, was  the first  American to  lecture  on 
English literature at  an  English university. T h e  lectures have 
since  been  published under the title  " The Temper  of  the Seven-
teenth  Century  in  English Literature." This 
attempt  at  drawing  closer  the literary  ties be-
tween  American  and  English  universities has 
not,  it  appears,  been an  unqualified success. 
The London Saturday Review, always  in-
clined  to  be critical  of  things American,  at-
tacks  Professor Wendell  on the score  both of 
his scholarship  and of  his literary  style, and 
expresses  surprise  that  " scholarship  and  criti-
cism of such an order and quality as  this 
volume  exhibits  in every  chapter should have 
found favor with an academic audience  at 
Cambridge." Its author,  continues  The Satur-
day Review, "seems wholly destitute  of any 
pretension to  critical discernment," he does 
not " tread very firmly when he comes to 
facts,"  and his **diction and  style, as might be 
expected, are  ,011  a  par  with the  rest  of the 
book." T h e London  weekly  supports  its con-
tention  by the following citations: 

" In Shakespeare's * Coriolanus ' '  there 
comes,'  we are  told, * a sudden cessation  of 
power,'  *  what seems  a colossal chill  of  ex-
haustion  '  (!);  in  ' Timon  ' *  something like 
momentary impotence.'  ' T h e chief feature,' 
we  are  informed, of  Elizabethan poetry ' i s 
its  buoyant  integrity  of  enthusiastic  experiment.' I t would  be  in-
teresting  to know  in the first  place  what the  phrase means. The 
probability  is that  it  had no  more meaning for  the writer than  it 
conveys  to the reader;  in  other  words  that  it  has no  meaning at 
all. If it means what  it seems to mean,  that  the Elizabethan  poets 
were  always  on a  quest  for new  forms  and striking  out experimen-
tally  in new  directions,  it would  be  difficult  to condense more ab-
surdity  in a single  sentence. Or take the following: '  Prof.  Ash-
ley  Horace  Thorndyke,'  who  appears  to be a friend  of the author, 
4 has lately  made some studies  which  go far  to  confirm  the unro-
mantic  conjecture that  to the end Shakespeare remained imitative 
and little else  '—an opinion with which the  author  of  this book 
heartily agrees." 

Again: 

"  Professor  Wendell  is speaking of  Bacon's  essays:  ' They  might 
seem in  fancy the  playful recreations of  somq superhuman  en-
chanter—of Prospero  when his  robes  were laid aside  or  of that 
medieval Virgil to whose cunning  for  so  long  a while  wondering 

PROF. BARRETT WENDELL. 
The London Saturday Review thinks that 

his book exhibits " want of discrimination, 
superficiality,  and  a  complacent satisfaction 
with inferior standards  of  culture  and  disci-
pline." 

ignorance  was apt  to credit  the crumbling  relics  of Roman engi. 
neering.' 

" This,  we repeat,  is  the criticism  on  Bacon's  Essays. Let the 
author  of  this  or any one else  ask himself what possible applica-
tion  to such a work  as Bacon's  Essays  these words could  have and 
their full absurdity  will be  revealed. Take again the  following 
remark about Dryden:  ' Altho  his work is far from monotonous 
you  can  hardly feel him  to have been precisely versatile.' It 
would,  as is notorious,  be difficult to  name a  writer in  the whole 
compass  of English  literature  who is so versatile  as  Dryden." 

Turning to  the  question of Professor Wendell's accuracy, 
The Saturday Review continues : 

"  Lyly, we are told,'  took  his  plots  directly from  the classics ' ; it 
would  be  interesting to  know what classic  furnished  him  with  a 
single  one of his plots. On page  347 we are actually  informed that 
Dryden  published  an ode of welcome to the restored King Charles 
II. W e should  very  much  like  to  see  it, and  so  no  doubt  would 
Dryden's  editors." 

Turn  where  we will,  according  to  this merciless critic,  there  is 
"the same want of  discrimination, the  same superficiality,  and 
what  is worse, not only  the same  provincial  note, as  Sainte-Beuve 
calls it, but the same complacent satisfaction with inferior stand-
ards  of culture  and discipline." Again  he cites  instances : 

" Take  the following  :  Professor  Wendell  is speaking of  Milton's 
Latin  poems  and  tells us that those  who  as  readers  of Latin  are 
competent  to speak  find in the *  Epitaphium Damonis ' a power  and 

passion,  etc. As to those on  the  other hand 
who  like  the Professor  ' know  no more Latin 
than most  of  us  learned  at  school,'  etc., we 
wonder what, say  twenty years ago,  would 
have been said at Oxford and Cambridge 
about a university lecturer lecturing to  an 
academic audience on  Milton who  had not 
only  no  competent knowledge of  Latin,  but 
who  regarded  such  a disqualification  with  per-
fect complacency. And  we find in every 
chapter  of  this  book exactly  what  we  should 
expect  to  find  from a  man W.GO had  the no-
tions which Professor Wendell appears to 
have about the  equipment  and  training of  a 
literary critic. The  diction and style, as 
might  be expected,  are on a  par with  the rest 
of the  book; such sentences and  syntax as 
the following meet us  at  every  turn. ' The 
two of these  who were personally  most  emi-
nent and  so  whose names,'  etc. '  That line 
proved idiomatic' ' Not particularly Mil-
tonic,  either,  is the  first,'  etc. * Nothing  hap-
pens,  as was apt  indeed to  be  the case with 
Masques, any way.' ' T h e temperamental 
history of England.' '  Dante,' we  are  in-
formed,  ' was  in Milton's  time  as immortal as 
he  is to day,'  which  reminds  us  of  poor P a r t -
ridge's remark that  he was  not only  alive on 
the day on which  he was writing  but was also 
alive  on  29  March before. ' The  diuturnity 

of English Scripture  is  partly  a  matter of  its reverent holiness/ 
'  It  is  surprising that neither English poetry nor English prose 
/*?//enough,'  Professpr Wendell's  usual  concord,  we may remark." 

"It is  scandalous," concludes The  Saturday Review, " that  a 
great  university  like  Cambridge should tolerate  such  standards of 
information  and criticism  as this  volume  exhibits." 

Certain excerpts from Professor Wendell's book were printed 
in  T H E LITERARY D I G E S T ,  April  8th. In  view  of  the  acerbity  of 

the  Professor's British critic,  it may  interest our  readers to turn 
to  those quotations. 

A Physiological Theory  of  Verse.—The  beating of 
the  heart,  suggests Mrs.  Mary  Hallock,  explains  the  existence  of 
verbal  rhythm. " The  idea  that  inward  beat  not only  suggests but 
interprets  the outward externalization  furnishes the one  possible 
solution to  many a  verbal riddle,"  she claims. Mrs.  Hallock's 
paper, printed first in  Poet Lore, and  republished in pamphlet 
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