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OSSIBISY thers ia nothing new left

to say regarding the story of a

married” love than which in all

history 'mone was : more perfect.
But Mr. Loth (of the editorial staff of
the New ‘York World, by the way), has
re-told:it in; so refreshingly{novel a fash-
ion thatiome reads it with'somewhat the
same. sensation as if it:were really a
‘new story.” It has that pigquantly per-
sonal touch which breathes into history
the breath of life, and is/winged with
wit and a \delicate satire which smiles at
the folbles':which even thef highest type
of humanity'knows. Fromithe scientific,
philosophical and romantic points of
view, the lives of these two poets so
singularly brought together; (if anything
in this paradoxical worldlis really “singu-
lar”) has been describekl and analyzed
and mieroscopically exajnined and vivi-
sected with grave and sometimes for-
bidding particularity. AsiLiytton Strachey
has made two queens of England live
again as. human beings subject to like
Wweaknesses as ourselves, and Andre
Maurois has transformed Disraeli and
Shelley friom “personages’” to men, so Mr.
Loth has made the Brownings the lov-
able, frieéndly, get-attable man and
woman they: were in life. Man and
woman first,fthen poets, and 'then philos-
ophers and |lovers of history and ro-
mance. It isithe reverse of the‘too com-
mon habits, of Browning studies, and
they reveal'ithemselves so very human
that we happily come nearer ‘to them
than usual. The result—for us at least
—is an increased appreciation of their
genius, an ewven -clearer perception of
the beamty of ‘their lives. Many of the
anecdotes have heen told before. It in-
deed would seem impossible at :this late
day to find new ones, But:the:raciness
of Mr. Loth’s style make them flash or
gleam with! a new ‘color. And then so
many studies of the Browningsiare weari-
somely subjeictive. Mr. Loth's§version is
finely objectiive. We see, we :hear, we
feel.

The  authort feels that much of the
present-day neglect of Robert Browning’s
poetry ‘was brought about (heretical Mr.
Loth!) by those Browning Societies whose
tireless imsistence upon the ‘“‘inscrutable
philosophly” of the great poet’s work,
often lessened and sometimes  obliterated
interest i its splendor. “ ‘T am quite
other than\a Browningite,” Robert Brown-
ing once pratested to Edmund!Yates when
some of the philosophies of the Brown-
ing Societies were attributed to ‘the Mas-
ter’ He wanted to be mead, not just
studied. His denial was' ds prompt as
if he had known that the{!Societies, after
destroying . his popularity, -would perish
themselves :from the very jlack of that
popularity, \which was thefr entire sub-
sistence and real reason for ‘being.” How-
ever, “it is am ill wind,” etc.! For years
he had been tormented by - questions as
to precisely {what he meanit in such or
such a poem. He had been sorely—often
wrathfully—perplexed how' to answer
them. “Now the problem, was solved.
Puzzled admirers no longer had any ter-
rors for him. When pregsed to set at
rest the doulbts that had arisen, he would
chuckle cheerfully, wave la hand airil
and reply gafily—* ‘Ask the; Browning So-
lety. They can tell you; I can’t.’’”

Mr. Loth donsiders the/greatest crime
of vivisection' applauded by the Brown-
ingites was the publication of the devas-
tatingly comprehensive ‘“‘Phrase Book’
sponsored by the Boston Browning So-
ciety. Mr. Loth is very severs indeed
toward these societies for transforming
one of the greatest,of 'poets into a mere
philosopher.

There is a wholeyiconoolastio chapter
regarding this workéof ‘‘concealment’ of
the real Browning carried on, not in-
tentionally but as a witness of superior
culture in these decorously conducted
societies. And yet it was because his
mother was president of the Browning
Society in his home town that even when
very: young Mr. Loth was familiar witin
the story of the Brownings. After read-
ing Ellen Key's sentimental version of
their romance, he announced that he
would write a better one, when he was
a man. “And here it 1s.”

The glimpses Mr. Loth gives of other
famous people besides the Brownings are
delectably provocative: of Wordsworth
and Landor sitting at Talfourd’s table,
and listening benevolently, not to say
condescendingly,” to the toast—“Robert
Browning, youngest of the poets of Eng-
land!” Of Wordsworth enraged at the
older Browning's ‘“Lost Leader.” Of him,
walking with a friend in Surrey one day,
the laureate ‘‘was informed with proper
respect that Robert Browning lived over
by that hill. ‘Hill?” questioned the old
man suavely and with the proper em-
phasis on the more important part of
his informant's: statement, ‘We call such
as that, a rise’.”” And of how, when the
astounding fact was announced in Lon-
don that Robert Browning and Elizabeth
Barrett were married and in Paris, the
still unforgiving Wordsworth exclaimed:
‘“‘So Robert Browning and Elizabeth
Barrett have gone off together: Well, I
hope they understand each other. No
one else can.””

There is Carlyle, always Browning’s
friend, anxiously counselling him, “Ye
won’t mind me, though its the last ad-
vice I may ever gie ye, but ye ought
to translate the whole of the Greek
tragedians—that’s your vocation.” How-

[

ever, Browning himself frequently could !
not remember what was in his mind
when he wrote certain lines. Once he
said: “When that poem was written
two knew what it meant—God and Rob-
ert Browning. Now, God alone knows!"”
There are many other glimpses of the
famous men of London. ‘‘And such a
London! The old.city was bursting the
bonds of more feudal days as the great
middle class, astonished and excited by
its own achievements, rose toward the |
pinnacle of magnificence it was to
achieve.” The little group of Americans
who often gathered in the salon of Casa
Guidi live again for a space: the Storys,
Hawthorne, Margaret Fuller, and
“Hatty” Hosmer, eminent sculptor: the
‘“Modern Woman” of her day, who au-
daciously walked about Florence with-
out a companion. * ‘Queer—but a good
girl! Her friends prided themselves on
being broad-minded.” To Casa Guidi also
came Dickens and Thackeray and Hans |
Christian Andersen and Florence Night- |
ingale and Mazzini. Hven a glimpse of
George Sand is given, to whose salon |
Browning, with almost incredible toler- |
ance for that Victorian day took- s, |
actually took Mrs. Browning once, and ||
went alone several times.

Even more lovable than usual, because |
more ‘“eternally feminine’’ than mosti‘
revelations outside the unconscious ones|
of her verse prove her, is the portrait of |
Elizabeth Barrett Browning, which Mr.
Loth gives. And as we follow the making
of the companion portrait from Robert
Browning’s happy youth to his happy
old age, a sense of personal contact grows
until it seems almost as real as it did to
those who could hear his jovial voice.
And still happy, we have him at the last.
receiving the news of the laudatory re-
views of “Asolando” with an amused little
smile—perhaps at the memory of days
when reviews of his poems had not been
so favorable.

Having indicated, if only inadequately,
the pleasure Mr. Loth’s version of the
Browning idyll will give—now for the fly
in the amber: This the repeated use of
“Ba,” (her family and husband’s name
for her) when speaking of Mrs. Browning.
The infelicity, to put it charitably, is al-
most unforgivable and wholly inexcus-
able. Equally so, the use—although not

uite so persistent—of ‘‘Robert.”
5 o F. B.







