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Mindful of the fact that to treat Kip-
ling in a critical way would be quite 
beyond my powers, I have consulted 
those better informed than myself from 
whom to gleam a few ideas. Littell's 
"Living Age" and "The Bookman" 
have been most useful to me in this 
respect. 

The problem is, why is it that Mr. 
Kiplino- so comparatively young, has 
set all the. world talking, and who, 
when very ill, bad the prayers Of the 
English speaking people go up for his 
safety and deliverance from disease. 
Other authors less known to fame have 
worked as conscientiously and, perhaps 
many years longer, and no doubt have 
written more books, yet they have to 
be content with 'a secluded niche in the 
Temple of Fame, while Kipling is lim-
ited to no niche but occupies the 
very summit of the Temple. 

His popularity may briefly be ascribed 
to three causes: his originality, both as 
to subject and treatment; his freshness 
and vigor; and his talent for story tell-
ing. Combined with these 'is his in-
timate acquaintance with certain phases 
of human nature. An author may have 
perfect diction and a highly pleasing 
style and yet not be popular, although 
his fame may be lasting. It is original 
scenes and characters depicted by a 
virile pen which win the popular ap-
plause. The productions need not be 
particularly moral nor need they be 
true "in every sense to strike the popu-
lar fancy. The novel, "Trilby," which 
made such a furore some six or seven 
years ago, has no particular merit of 
style or diction, and more than that, the 
plot is rather insipid. But it is an ex-
cellently told story. 

Kipling's combination of several of 
these rare traits has gained him wide-
spread, and probably lasting, fame. 

Into a large number of his stories he 
introduces characters which are absent 
from the stories of other writers. These 
characters are the British soldier, the 
native Indian, and the outcast or 
Pariah. Not until Kipling wrote did 
Englishmen realize what the life of 
these people really means. Kipling de-
scribes them, too, with such vigor and 
naturalness that they stand out in bold 
relief. No sort of glamor is thrown 
over them, as Cooper threw around his 
North American Indian. Kipling 
lived with his characters, slept with 
them, and ate with them, and knowing 
them thoroughly, what else could he do 
than to describe them as they were? 

To 'his vigor and naturalness, Kipling 
adds conciseness. The first sentence of 
a story of his is pregnant with meaning, 
and from thence to the very last, every 
phrase is filled with the story. But even 
with his conciseness, his style of writing 
is wearisome to the average reader. 
In treating a subject he lights up the 
"dirty corners of a roam" and the worse 
they are, the more delight he seems to 
take. He does not choose a subject 
for the moral which may be contained 
therein, but simply 'to describe it as his 
plain nature sees it. 

A noticeable feature in his writings 
is his almost entire lack of women. 
Women there are, of course, in his 
stories, but at the best, they are only 
side issues. He doe's not specialize at 
all in regard to them, and with good 
reason, perhaps; for I imagine his rough 
and rugged nen could scarcely portray 
a noble and beautiful woman to advan- 
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tage. It would remind us of a bear 
tending baby. 

In his stories concerning steamships 
and locomotives, he rides his bobby of 
making inanimate objects talk, to 
death. -  To hear rivets and 'bumpers, 
screws and cylindArs, waves and steam, 
bulkheads and hatches, holding an un-
impassioned discourse becomes a trifle 
fatiguing by the end of the fortieth page. 
Beyond a doubt, Kipling loses half his 
power when he leaves his familiar In-
dian soil. 

At times he is ungrammatical and of-
ten florid; but no doubt a few years 
will serve to efface such lesser faults. 

Of his poems that are really good, 

there are 'but very few. His "Barrack 
Room Ballads" are stirring and some of 
them [have a "swing" that is really capti-
vating. "The White Man's Burden" 
has been parodied so often that it would 
scarcely be safe to venture an opinion 
upon it. His "Recessional" is prob-
ably his only great one, but that alone 
will endear him to coining ages. 

In conclusion it may be said that now, 
Kipling is receiving too much praise—
much of it fulsome—and as surely as 
the pendulum swings, 'but few years will 
pass 'ere people will be just as willing 
to say mean things about 'him as they 
are to say good things now. 

L. R. W. 

5pacializatior) 

If the development of the human race 
is traced from the earliest known period 
of its existence to the present day, it is 
found that as society becomes more civ-
ilized the tendency of the individual is 
to specialize—to work on or investigate 
one single branch of industry—of sci-
ence—of law—of art. In early times a 
man's wants were few; his needs were 
such that he himself could perform all 
the duties for the sustenance of life. 
Thus the individual used to perform all 
the services of the mechanic, the agri-
culturist, or the trader. He used to 
make the crude implements by which a 
rude living was wrung from the soil—by 
which the flesh was prepared for food 
or the skins dressed for clothing. 

But this is not true of civilized man 
today. As civilization advanced this 
changed. Instead of being "jack of all 
trades," people began to have a more 
special work; instead of being mechanic, 
agriculturist and trader, a portion de-
voted their whole attention to manu-
facture; others to farming, and others 
to trade and commerce. Thus we see 
through each succeeding century a 
gradual differentiation, until today there 
is so much known about each branch of 
law, art, literature and science that it is  

of 6oday. 

impossible for a person to know all 
there is about any one, hence it has been 
necessary to specialize still farther—to 
divide these great branches into a num-
ber of subdivisions. Thus we find in 
place of the all around artist of a few 
centuries ago, today, the landscape artist, 
the portrait painter, the photographer 
and so on; in literature, the historian, 
the philosophical writer, the story 
writer; the engineer of fifty years agols 
today an electrician, a civil engineer or 
a mechanical engineer; in law, we have 
the criminal lawyer, or the abstract law-
yer, one who gives his time to business 
connected with the patent office; an-
other who makes a special study of tax 
cases, and so on all through the list. 

The question then naturally arises, 
what will be the effect of this specializa-
tion on the present and future genera-
tions; will it not tend to change them 
from broad minded individuals who 
knew all sides and saw all sides of na-
ture in a general way, into narrow 
specialists, who only see one part of her, 
whose whole thought and energies are 
directed into one narrow channel? Not 
necessarily. As history shows that id 
the gradual evolution of man he has be-
come broader—has elevated himself 
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above the narrow belief of the early and 
middle ages, and by the same law he 
will continue to broaden. The study of 
detail and the addition of the knowledge 
to the different sciences only tend to 
cause a more comprehensive grasp of 
nature's laws. A person nowadays, to 
study successfully one science, must have 
some knowledge. of all the sciences-
physics—chemistry -- mathematics, and 
the like. The growth of a plant, the 
construction and working of an engine; 
the chemical composition of a moss, in-
volves laws in all these. 

Specialization does not mean the ex-
clusion of every other line, but a more 
thorough study of some particular line. 
True, it renders impossible a mastery 
of many subjects, but a complete knowl- 

edge of a few is preferable to a scant 
knowledge of many. The great store-
house of information has become so 
completely filled with available ma-
terial that one must devote all of one's 
energies to a special line in order to 
cope with the demands of the present. 
The so-called broad education gives one 
many hours of toil and worry over sub-
jects soon to be forgotten, and from 
which no definite results are obtained. 
We thus see that specialization does not 
of necessity narrow the individual, but 
creates a definite purpose and a thor-
ough understanding of some one thing, 
an effect necessary for true success and 
happiness. 

T. H. H., 'oo. 

Citerary 
Three hundred years ago the English 

world unanimously attributed to Shakes-
peare the authorship of the greatest 
literary products ever penned by man. 
About fifty years ago a descendant of 
Sir Francis Bacon, Celia Bacon by 
name, claimed for her distinguished an-
cestor the authorship of the plays. Since 
that time the literary atmosphere of 
England, Germany and America has 
been surcharged with unrest, and many 
subtle and ingenious arguments have 
been advanced in behalf of the great 
philosopher: This discussion culminat-
ed in a series of papers, pro et con, 
which was published in The Arena, 1892-
3, and which, to the mass of readers, at 
least, left the laurel with the great dra-
matist. 

Since then, however, another attempt 
has been made to despoil our poet of his 
fame. This time, not Bacon, but Mar-
lowe, is the reputed author. The argu-
ment in his behalf is dressed in the garb 
of fiction. Zeigler's "It Was Mar-
lowe" is a very readable book, and puts 
forth a quite plausible story supporting 
Marlowe's authorship of the plays. But 
his hypothesis is too unstable to be de- 

Notes. 
fended in any other form than that of 
fiction. 

There exists in England what is 
known as the Association of Authors, 
whose object is to protect its members. 
particularly young authors, against the 
commercial greed of publishers. 

Sir Walter Besant is the president of 
this organization, and has long given 
the best of his abilities to the furthering 
of its interests and purposes. He has 
lately written a book for private circu 
lation, giving in detail the experience 
of authors in the publication of their 
works, and also the modus operandi of 
publishers in their dealings with writers. 

It seems that this book has aroused 
the ire of a certain "publisher," who re-
views the book in Literature of Jan. 27 
and Feb. 3, 1899. The publisher's criti-
cisms are answered at length by the 
author in Feb. 10 and 17 of the same 
magazine. The spirit in which the cri-
ticisms are given is severe, and the au-
thor's answer of the reviewer is fully as 
vigorous. The relations between the 
publishers and the association are evi-
dently somewhat strained. 
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The number of American men and 
women now devoting themselves entire-
ly to literature is large. Before the 
Civil War the number was comparative-
ly small. We begin to point with pride 
to the prominent names in the varied 
lines of American authorship. In fic-
tion we are pre-eminent, perhaps, both 
in the quantity and quality of the works 
issuing from the press. In humor also 
America leads. While in essay and 
criticism she occupies no mean place 
among English speaking peoples. 

The question as to who of this large 
assembly shall have lasting fame is now 
under discussion. In its issue of Feb-
ruary Literature proposed that intelli-
gent readers of our literati vote for the 
ten judged by them to be of highest 
rank. This vote has been published 
each month and is attracting wide inter-
est. Of course W. D. Howells has led 
from the start. John Fiske ranks second 
and Mark Twain is a close third, while 
Aldrich falls but little below. After 
these follow Stockton, Henry James, S. 
W. Mitchell, Harte, Burroughs and 
Steadman, with Cable and Warner just 
outside of this company of immortals. 
All these are represented by their 
works in the college library. 

Some time ago it was proposed to 
erect in _Aberdeen, Scotland, a monu-
ment to Byron at a cost of €4,000. After 
a strong effort a bare one-tenth, €400, 
has been subscribed, and the enterprise 
will probably fail. 

Byron was doubtless a genius of a 
rare order, who stands among the first 
of second-class poets, and who con-
tributed much in his day to the purifica-
tion of poetry from the conventionalism 
into which it had fallen during the time 
t,f Pope. But, in the mind of the Eng-
lish speaking people, moral character 
has become so indelibly fixed as an 
essential element of greatness, that he 
who lacks character is denied the recog-
nition that he would otherwise receive. 

Wordsworth, who, in some respects, 
is inferior to Byron, has received the 
full meed of the world's praise and 
honor, and perhaps more for the reason 
of his moral greatness than for any dis-
tinctive poetic genius. 

Such a criterion of judgment is not 
strictly artistic or scientific, yet the 
World insists upon demanding that 
purity of thought and character must be 
attributable to him that it honors with 
a monument. 

Rudyard Kipling, like many other 
English authors, has not hesitated to 
criticise American manners with se-
verity. In the days when Dickens, 
Campbell and TroHope spoke their 
minds freely concerning American foi-
bles, we took their strictures unkindly, 
and for a long time refused to forgive 
them. But all this has changed upon 
our part, at least. We reward Mr. Kip-
ling's criticisms with an almost unpre-
cedented purchase of his books. His 
London publishers announce that up to 
Dec. 31, 42,000 copies of "The Day's 
Work" had been sold, while his Ameri-
can publishers report the sale of over 
50,000 copies in the same time. 

In a well known college in the United 
States an old negro called Tim had 
waited on the students for many years. 
He was not without his peccadilloes in 
the way of petty larceny, and caught 
tripping on one occasion by one of his 
employers, he was gently reproved. 
"Ach y  old fellow, you are bound for the 
devil! What are you going to do, sir, 
when you get down in his regions?" 
"I dunno, Marse Ed," answered Tim, 
"douten I jes keep on waitin' on de 
student s."•Exchange. 

Freshman•I smell cabbage burning. 
Senior•You have your head too near 

the stove.•Ex. 


























