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CHRONICLE, | three hundred miles further to Pekin. The cold is

*

R. M'EWAN’S remarkable speech at Edinburgh
is referred to in our first leader. Otherwise
there is not much to record of political importance
in home affairs. Mr. BrycE, speaking at Aberdeen
on Monday, suggested—we know not on what grounds
—+that the Tory Party would not hesitate to pass
so revolutionary a measure as a Women’s Franchise
Bill through the House of Lords, because they be-
lieved most women would vote Tory; and yet the
Tory orators, he said, are never weary of denouncing
the revolutionary measures of the Liberal Party. Mr.
Bryce then proceeded to discuss the abolition of
the Lords. “ It has been suggested that we should
‘““ abolish, not only the present House of Lords, but
‘“any and every kind of Second Chamber. Some of
‘““ you probably desire that. But I do not believe that
‘“ the country, or the Liberal Party as a whole, desires,
“ or sees any need for, so strong a measare,” If the
House of Lords is to be reformed, said Mr. BrycE,
“ it should contain no hereditary peers. It ought to
‘““ be elective.” But the most practical course, in his
opinion, 18 to *‘ clip the wings of the Lords by reducing
“ their power of rejection.” He then went on to
suggest a plan proposed by Mr. BRIGHT ten years ago,
by which “ the Lords need not disappear, nor lose all
“ their functions. They may retain the right to
‘“ suggest amendments and require the reconsideration
‘“ of a measure, and a certain time might be allowed
“ during which public opinion could express itself—a
“ matter of great consequence in a country like ours,
“ where the organs of opinion are so numerous and
“ potent. When that time had elapsed, the will of
“ the people, if again expressed through their repre-
“ sentatives, would prevail.” The scheme is altogether
too crude and academic to need serious consideration.

i

severe, he says, in Manchuria during December and
January, but dry; there isnowind. When he himself
marched from Mukden to Pekin, the average tempera-
ture stood at zero, Fahrenheit, That this will tell on
the Japanese troops Captain YOUNGHUSBAND thinks
certain ; but probably mnot so much as is com-
monly imagined. * Proper clothing will keep out
““ cold there in a way it does not seem able to here.”
The roads, too, are at this time of the year, he says,
“in perfect condition. They are frozen hard, and it
““ is in the winter that all the traffic of the country is
“ carried on.” There is also, he says, abundance of
transport and of food. “There are no physical
‘“ obstacles on the road to Pekin,” for the rivers are
frozen over. *“ And the road is not barred either by
‘““ any really strong fortified place. Shan-hai-kuan is
“ fortified, but principally towards the sea. At the
“ time of my visit the only defence from the land side
‘“ was the Great Wall—a formidable obstacle, cer-
“ tainly, but not likely to detain troops of the
“ Japanese standard very long.”

Writing last week upon the Elections in London of
the Vestries and Boards of Guardians we predicted “ A
““ Ratepayers’ Revolt.” Moderates and Progressives, we
showed, were uniting with Ratepayers’ Associations
against Radical and Social Democrats. Ouar predictions
were justified by the event. The result of the contest
has been on the whole distinctly favourable to the
Moderates. A determined effort should now be made to
obtain a fair representation of Moderate opinion in the
County Council. Why should that body show a great
majority of Progressives, while the Parliamentary

| elections show a majority of about 3 to 2 in favour of

Conservatives ? The County Council has proved itself
faddist and bigoted, and when its accounts are seen

| we shall be much surprised if it does not turn out to

Captain YouNGHUSBAND, the well-known traveller, : be, also, an expensive luxury.

gives it as his opinion that, in all probability, the
Japanese will reach Pekin in the course of another
month. The Japanese have captured Hai-tcheng, which
is only a few days’ march from Mukden, the capital of
Manchuria ; and as Mukden is only defended by a
stone wall, Captain YOUNGHUSBAND does not think they
will have the least difficulty in taking the town. But,
Mukden is not now the real capital of the country, and
he believes that, in order to bring China to complete
submission, the Japanese will have to march the two or

Professor SKEAT appealed to the public, last March,
for 6,000l. to endow a lecturership in English at
Cambridge, and the public outside Cambridge hae
responded with something under 285l. in cash and
promises. There is nothing very strange about this.
The University is poor, but not so poor as to be forced
to beg in this unseemly fashion. The real difficulty—
as Professor SKEAT knows—is that the Medieval ani
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lovable for them, if chance wills it ; but it is better to
be aware of the truth, before we proceed to act with affec-
tionate di of it. Stevenson captivates the heart :
that is why he is in such danger of being wronged by in-
discriminate eulogy. Let us do him justice : he would
have wished only for justice. It is a dishonour to the dead
if we strive to honour their memory with anything less

absolute than truth.

STEVENSON’S ROMANCES.

N’ O man of letters in this generation has excited so keen
4 and personal an interest in himself and in his doings
as Robert Louis Stevenson. His earlier essays contained
the self-revelations of a nature composed of exquisite differ-
ences ; and Stevenson, like Lamb, accordingly found it easy
to make his readers his lovers. This is the peculiar reward
of the subjective writer. Nor is this all that can be said of
the charm of Stevenson’s character:; those who had the
privilege of knowing him cherish for him a passionate
affection that exaggerates his achievement and blinds them
to its shortcomings; and these personal friends are among
the best-known writers of the day. The love and admira-
tion he inspired render it difficult and almost painful for
those who did not know him to speak of his work with the
requisite impartiality.

And yet it is difficult to believe that any man is able to
do first-rate things in both subjective and objective work.
Balzac wrote masterpieces, but when he attempted direct
self-revelation in Louis Lambert he failed. Stendhal,in ZLe
Rouge et Le Noir, analysed his own nature and the passion
of love in the most wonderful and searching way; his

Chartreuse de Parme, however, in which he attempts to

paint the world outside himself, is scarcely a success. Is |

1t possible that Stevenson has succeeded where the giants

failed ? We are assured, on all hands, that this is the fact.
The Times, in a singularly sympathetic leading article,
says :—‘ But if it i8 through his poems and essays that
Stevenson appeals most strongly to our affection, it is by
his stories that he has conquered his immense audience and
secured, so far as the like can be prophesied of any contem-
porary writer, a fame that will endure ” ; and, after placing
him far above the other purely romantic writers of this
generation, the critic com him with Sir Walter
Scott, in words that challenge examination. “Even of
Scott’s ‘languid, inarticulate twaddle '—the expression is
Stevenson’s—be is properly conscious, and avoids it with
the scrupulousness of a Flaubert toiling at his phrases and
his words. In another way he regards his master as at
best a shocking example ; Catriona, his one heroine, talks
the talk of nature and of art, and not the stilted absurdities
which Scott is heedless enough to put in the lips even of
Di Vernon, whom, if we love, we love in spite of her
tries. Stevenson’s self-criticism, indeed, was severe
and constant.” First of all, it must be said that this is not
Stevenson’s estimate of his own writings. In a couple of
verses which were published as a sort of preface to 7'reasure
Island, he puts himself as a writer of boys’ books with

Kingston or Ballantyne the brave,
Or Cooper of the wood and wave;

and, again, in the dedication to Kidnapped, he hopes that
if his friend does not like the tale, perhaps his friend’s
son will. This self-estimate seems to us singularly accurate.
It is with Cooper and Marryat he must be measured, and
not with Sir Walter Scott. We are sure to be reminded
indignantly of his “style” and his “ consummate art,” In
regard to his style, Stevenson has again judged himself in
the verses to which we have already alluded. He talks

there about
“the old romance, retold

Exactly in the ancient way ”;

and this was evidently his purpose. As a writer
of romance he cast off at the very outset that self-
conscious, fastidious, bookish style of his earlier essays,
and tried to speak simply, directly, plainly, like
Defoe or Swift. He was not quite successful in this
attempt, even in ZT'reasure Island. The boy who is the
narrator of the story is observant, and prudent, and
thoughtful, in a degree which continually sets probability
at defiance, and the delicate precision of the verbal style
seems to us to be “out of character,” though in itself ex-

cellent, The narrative, too, is clear and full of interest,
moving with a briskness which is exhilarating. The book

15 a first-rate boys’ book, which is likely to live with
Peter Simple and The Last of the Mokicans. A longer
lease of life or higher place cannot be given to it. For
the incidents in it are more improbable than those used
by Marryat or Cooper, and the characters in it are less
lifelike. No one pretends that the narrator, or the Squire,
or the Doctor, or Hands, or Merry, or any of the sailors,
are more than mere lay-figures; but Stevenson’s friends
assert that Long John Silver, the true villain-hero of the book,
1s a creation. These advocates seem to forget that a cold-
blooded murderer and double-dyed traitor, a monster of
scheming cruelty and wickedness, is but made the more
unnatural by a perfect good temper and a pliability that
does not belong to vertebrates. The weakness of the villain
1s that he cannot trust any one; Silver trusts his desperate
enemies with his own life carelessly. We prefer Chucks
the Boatswain of Marryat’s romance to Long John Silver;
as an artistic creation he is infinitely superior to the cook.
T'reasure Island is an excellent boys’ book, as we have said,
and no more. But it is, without doubt, very much better
than any other of Stevenson’s romances.

As the writer in T%e 7imes has so praised them, we will
glance at Kidnapped and Catriona. The first thing we
notice is that the style has become personal and self-con-
scious. A raw Scotch lad of sixteen, David Balfour, is
supposed to tell the story. And he tells it so that on every

e we see that David Balfour is but a mask through
which Robert Louis Stevenson is speaking, a cultured man
of letters of middle age, of no small experience and no little
pride in his mastery of words. The first sentences of Kid-
napped might be taken to prove this point, or this phrase
taken at hazard will do :—

““The better to set this fear at rest, I changed the form of
my inquiries ; and, spying an honest fellow coming along a
lane on the shaft of his cart, I asked him if he had ever
heard tell of a house they called the House of Shaws.” “ An
honest fellow ” is a gem in the mouth of a boy of sixteen.
It is easy to talk of Scott’s “languid, inarticulate twaddle,”
but Scott never did anything in the way of style worse than
Stevenson has reached in the David Balfour of Kidnapped,
and especially of Catriona. Surely it is no worse for a
hero to be inarticulate than for a raw Scotch lad to break
from his dialect into precious literary English. For David
will talk to you of “ mops and mows” and “redeeming
vices,” as easily as of “ genty maids” and * daft limmers.”

And just as Kidnapped, considered as a romance, is
written in much worse style than 7'reasure /sland, so, too, it
falls below 7reasure Island as a nparrative of adventure.
There are weurs in it, and the interest is now with
David Balfour, and now with Alan Breck. Let us con-
sider Alan for a moment. The majority of Stevenson’s
admirers seem inclined to regard him as the best portrait
in Stevenson’s gallery. He is brave, boastful, kindly,
and adroit, and may well be com to O'Brien in Peter
Simple, save that his habit of exaggeration makes him
slightly more genial and lifelike than Marryat's hero.

It is almost unnecessary to say anything of Catriona.
The critic in T%he 7imes thinks her Stevenson’s one hero-
ine, and is not afraid to com her with Di Vernon.
We are not so bold. Although the charms of Di Vernon
seem to be wearing thin with age, we yet prefer her as a
sketch to Catriona. But this book does contain a figure du
second plan which really deserves praise as being both life-
like and charming. Miss Grant is, we think, the only
woman'’s figure into which Stevenson has breathed, even

for a moment, the breath of life,
A writer of boys’ books, his admirers only do him harm

when they compare him as a novelist with the creator
of Balfour of Burley.

ANOTHER BASIS FOR LIFE.

Y attractive is the question whether life extends
beyond the limits of this little planet of ours. The
latest contribution to this branch of speculation is that
made by Sir Robert Ball, who, like his predecessors,
starts from the hypothesis that the phenomena of life are
inseparably associated with certain complex combinations
of the chemical elements carbon, nitrogen, hydrogen, and
oxygen, and proceeds to search space for these elements
under conditions of temperature that adwit of vitality.
Undeniably, so far as our assured knowledge goes, this
association 18 forced upon us; protoplasm, the common
basis of all terrestrial life, is a highly unstable and com-
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plicated grouping mainly of the atoms of these four
elements and sulphur, and all the phenomena we call vital,
up to and including the processes of mind, are associated
with the decomposition of some of this substance and the
oxidation of carbon and hydrogen. Yet it is certainly open
to question whether this connexion of life with the five
elements specified above is absolutely inevitable, whether
there are not other groups to be found which may be con-
ceived of as running through a series of combinations and
decompositions that would afford the necessary material
basis for a quasi-conscious and even mental su cture.

The life that depends upon the interplay of carbon,
nitrogen, hydrogen, oxygen, and sulphur is limited by com-
paratively narrow bounds in the scale of temperature. It
does not seem to be possible above the boiling-point of
water or far below the freezing-point. Within these limits
the net result of vital processes—from the point of view of
material science—is the oxidation of a certain amount of
previously unoxidized material and the formation of stable
and inert substances. On the supposition, accepted by all
scientific men, that the earth is undergoing a steady process
of cooling, there was formerly a phase in its existence when
life, as we know it, was impossible because of the excessive
temperature ; and in the future it will again become impos-
sible when the temperature is such that the products of
vital activity (of which the principal are carbon-dioxide
and water) become solid at the moment of formation, and
can no longer be thrown off by the living substance. In
that remote future we may anticipate that the former basis
of life will form under the chilly atmosphere a lifeless
covering to the dead earth, and that if we could travel
forward in time we should find above the present rocks
layers of ice, solid ammonium carbonate, solid carbon-
dioxide, a large series of compounds of carbon with its
former contributors to the vital process, once quasi-fluid
and active, but now solid and inert.

The crust of the earth, so far as we have been able
to investigate it, contains a vast assembly of compounds of
the elements silicon and aluminium, with various metals.
Clay consists of these two and the elements of water;
ordinary sand and the quartz of granite are two forms of
an oxide of silicon quite parallel with carbon dioxide ; all
the other constituents of granite, moreover, contain silicon
and aluminium. The whole science of mineralogy, indeed,
turns upon silicon and aluminium, and, excepting the carbon
and nitrogen compounds, we can find nowhere else such an
extensive variety of groupings, such a ringing of the changes
of combination, as we have in the case of these two
elements. But under existing conditions of temperature,
all the innumerable mineral species are mere inert oxidized
matter, stable, static, and dead.

Rather more than a year ago Professor Emerson Reynolds
pointed out that at very much higher temperatures this
immobility of the silicon compounds might be exchanged
for a vigorous activity; that at temperatures above the
points of decomposition of the majority of the carbon-
nitrogen compounds a silicon-aluminium series may con-
ceivably have presented cycles of complicated syntheses,
decompositions, and oxidations essentially el to those
that underlie our own vital phenomena. He then laid
stress upon the numberless points in which carbon and
silicon resemble each other and differ from the remainder of
the elements, their unconquerable solidity and the similarity
of the three solid forms of each, the peculiar relation
of their atomic weights in Mendelejeff’s series, the paral-
lelism of their compounds—normal silicates to carbonates,
silica to carbon dioxide, chloroform to silicon chloroform—
and so forth. Altogether his case was at least fascinatingly
plausible. And if we are to admit the possibility that the
chemical accompaniments of life were rehearsed long ago
and at far higher temperatures by elements now inert, it is
not such a very long step from this to the supposition that
vital, sub-conscious, and conscious developments may have
accompanied such a rehearsal.

One is startled towards fantastic imaginings by such a sug-
gestion : visions of silicon-aluminium organi why not
silicon-aluminium men at once —wandering through an
atmosphere of gaseous sulphur, let ussay, by the shores of a
sea of liquid iron some thousand d or so above the
temperature of a blast furnace. But that, of course, is
merely a dream. The possibility of a material evolution
of an analogue to protoplasm in the past history of our
planet upon a silicon-aluminium basis is, however, some-
thing more than a dream. And in this connexion it is

interesting to remark, as bearing upon their relative in-
portance in extra-terrestrial space, that silicon is a far more
abundant and frequent constituent of meteorites than
carbon, and that the photosphere of the sun, which is
frequently spoken of as incandescent carbon, is just as
probably silicon in the incandescent state.

REMBRANDT VAN RYN.

THE series of reproductions in photogravure from the

paintings by Rembrandt, in the Gallery at Cassel,
which Mr. Heinemann has lately published, appears while
the mind, if not of the public, at least of some few in-
dividuals, is still exercised about the loss to the nation of
Lady Ashburnham’s picture. And so we turn, not un-
pardonably, perhaps, to the portfolio plates that we may
better realize the deficiencies of our National Gallery in
regard to this master. Mr. Heinemann’s plates, let us here
add by the way, are admirable. They are of a sufficient
size to convey a proper notion of the original pictures,
which they reproduce with great brilliancy and fidelity :
and in these and other respects they are equal to the
best photographic reproductions hitherto published. The
only blot in the publication, and that an insignificant one,
is Mr. Frederick Wedmore's introductory note. It is
written throughout with a trick of perpetual parenthesis :
but literary style, we imagine, is not to be had by merely
thrusting one obvious sentence into the midst of another
very obvious sentence. It is the silliest way of writing
imaginable; and for what reason Mr. Wedmore affects
it we cannot tell, except, perhaps, to lend an air of pre-
ciousness to a few simple statements of fact.

Although our National Gallery possesses a very remark-
able series of portraits, both heads and half-lengths, which
include examples of Rembrandt’s work in his early and late
manners ; it contains nothing that is altogether comparable
in beauty and fascination to the famous portrait of his wife,
Saskia van Uylenborch, in which flesh and blood shine out
with the splendour and exquisiteness of a piece of jeweller’s
work ; nothing, perhaps, unless it be Rembrandt’s own
portrait, which was painted some few years later, in 1640.
And again, although we have several admirable composi-
tions of small res, such as “The Woman taken in
Adultery ” and “ The Adoration of the Shepherds,” we have
no picture in which an “ historical ” subject is treated with
the same importance as that of * Jacob blessing the children
of Joseph.” But in another respect our Gallery is yet more
deficient. In England the finest examples of Rembrandt’s
landscapes remain in private hands : our national collection
possesses only one picture of this kind by him ; the sombre
landscape of trees, with the little figures of Tobias and the
Angel in the foreground. This little painting is undoubtedly
of great interest and beauty; yet it cannot be compared
to the picture with the ruin upon the verge of a hill,
in the Gallery at Cassel. *This landscape,” writes Mr.
Wedmore, “is one of not a few evidences alike of Rem-

brandt’s love of a broad and serene beauty and of his
ready perception of minute fact. ... If certain details in
the foreground attest, as I must claim they do, Rembrandt’s
quickened ﬁdelitr to minute fact, all the lines of the com-
position, its colour glowing, yet sober, its wonderful
Ulumination, with the light in its so tranquil heavens
tenderly, yet broadly, diffused—all these compel from us
the admission that the master of Dutch painting, who

his time with a Humanity of which never too much
was dignified, and only a little actually beautiful, was
himself not insensible to beauty, introduced now in this
modest fashion, now that; so that, though the beautiful
was present, the artificial might hardly appear.” Surely,
Mr. Wedmore is not apologizing for Rembrandt’s want of
taste? Would he repeat the old criticism that the triumphs
of this master in painting are due to his mastery of repre-
sentation, his management of the lights and shadows, the
richness and truth of his colouring, his energy of expression ;
and that by these powers, as Opie has it, he seems “ to be in-
dependent of his subject ™! ut the inimitable skill and
style of a true artist, after all, are but the outward characters

of a fine nature moved to fine issues. Great power and style
of expression do not exist independent of, but result from,

some profound apprehension and emotion of the mind ; and
Rembrandt possesses the sensibility, in a very extraordiaary
degree, to be deeply moved by what appears to other men




