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CALTFORNIA LIFE OF

T IS8 PERHAPS not generally

known that the great novelist of

the day, the famous author of

“Quo Vadis,” was twenty years
ago quietly leading a farmer's life in
Southern Californla.

Henrick Slenkiewicz came to this
country in search of a spot in which to
plant a Polish colony. When he had
discovered a site he considered desir-
sble he sent for his friends, Mme. Hel-
ena Modjeska and her husband, Count
Bozenta, and together they bought a
ranch near Los Angeles, worked it for
all it was worth, and found to their cost
-$15 000—that it was worth nothing.

They could not lay any claim to orig-
inality in the result they attained,
which was to lose every penny of the
amount they had put into the enter-
prise

Mme. Modjeska came up from South-
ern California to San Francisco, and
taking up her aboge with a Polish
neableman, Mr. Rielawski, who has been
for many years a resident of this city,
she began the study of the English lan-
guage, and finally made her debut in
rAdrienne Lecouvreur,” with what suc-
cess We already know.

Mr. Sienkiewlicz—by-the-by it is not
poxsible to dwell too softly or too ca-
rexsingly on the S which to the for-
eigner sounds almost like “‘sh” when it
falls from the lips of a Pole, but which
h+ quickly resents should you try so to
ptonounce it, and which you never get,
roe matter how hard you try. Nor can
the second syllable be given with too
great a snap.

In the Polish language the accent,
with very rare exceptions, falls on the
second syllable,

Mr. Sfenkiewicz sgpent about two
veurs on this Coasxt. While in San
Francisen he made Mr. Bielawski's
home his headquarters. A trip up Mount
Diable wasx among the amusements
provided hy his host for Mr. Sienkie-
wicz' entertatnment. It was a four-
Guyw outing., and thoroughly enjoyed
w;th & party of his countrymen, al-
thoush, as Mr Rielawski remarked,
with a deprecatory smile, “when we
teached the top of course it was too
foggy to see the view!" In return for
his disappointiment Mr. Bielawski pre-
gented the good-looking young man to
a family living in Martinez. It sounded
atrange to hear that gentleman re-
mark. “And Mr. Sienkiewicz made him-
self look very tine to meet the pretty
young girts.”" And it evidently seemed
gtrarge to him, since he thought it
worth mentioning that a handsome no-
Wemein of charming manners took the

trouble to make ax gond an impresajon
as he c¢ould on the gentler gex.
sStrange.” when we look upon the in-

tellectual brow, the melancholy eyes,
when we know the serious, high moral
character of the man. Sienkiewicz, to
picture him, like any ordinary tndividu-

al. cranmitting even the very innocent
frivolity of “making himgelf pretty,” a
Mr. 2i-lavwski put it, ‘for the girls.'”

What scems more in keeping with our
conception of this celebrated writer,
githercd from our knowledge of hir love
of romance and adventure, is the fol-
lovwing incident:

n hix own country Mr. Sienkiewicz
t» a nobleman, and the informality of
ovl Amerlean ways rather  surprised
hiwvii.  He was hoth puzzled and amused
when the hack driver who had been tak-
ing them about the  country in the
reighborhood of  Martinez., extendei
Bzt i potite invitation to visit his moth-
o1 stned mixters on their ranch, which, he
raidl, was a tine. large one, worthy of
irspection, and siteated within a few
il of the town.

“Rh."” sald Mr. Sjenkiewicz to his
friend, Mr. Biclawskl. “How is this?
&itange country. where a coachman
from i+ Jivery stable invites a gentle-
mat to pay him a visit?!'’

But he went, and not only went, but
atairll a good, long week, and wos
charmed with the pretty daughters of
the hose and the cordial hospitality h.
received.

Pinoneh still unknown as a writer, Mr.
Rienkievicz made a lasting impreasion
az a leeiurer  He spoke In Polish, be-
fore Poles and of a Pole, their famous
poet. and he roused his countrymen to
a =<tate of eathusiasm by his cloquence
ard by his marvelour memory, which,
to the surprize of his audience, enabled
hine to quote pages upon pages with
waonderful effect. It seems to be achar-
acterirtie of the Poltsh nation toaccom-
plish thinis on a coloxaal scale. Mr.
Kl niicvacr agstounded his hearers with
the § ronligiousnexs of his memory and
with the praodigiousness of his novels
he artounds the world,

The lrading writer of Poland during
tle last century was Joseph Ignatius

Y raszewski, of whose innumerable
Povels one, at leaat, "The Jew.” has
been translated inte English. Kras-

zev'ski was the author of more than 430
rolumen, and Mr. Sienkiewicz threatens
to be no leas prolific.

Mr. Sicnkiewicz was born in 1846 of
l.ithuanian parents. He is, as he him-
«1f states, as well as others. a pure
child of Lithuania. After finishing his

.
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studies at the University of Warsaw he
aaopted a wandering existence, and
joined a nomadic tribe of gypsies. While
in America he rent back to warsaw
stories and impressions of travel, which
found a market there.

From all accounts Sienklewicz was
aot yet prominent in his thirty-sixth
year. It in since 1884 that he has earned
tnhe reputation which he now enjoys in
Potand.

In 1880 he published under the title of
“Pisma’ a great many short stortesand
incidents of country life which have not
yet been translated into English, but
enjoy a great popularity In Germany.
About this time he hecame editor of the
newspaper (or magazine) called Slowo.
In this paper fienkiewlcz began to pub-
lish the first chapters of an Immense
historical romance. From 1880 to 1888 {t
seems to have been running its gigantic
course. For at least eight years Polish
readers, without any =ign of impatience,
followed the lengthy adventures of a
group of half-chivalrous, half-savage
nobleas during the middie years of the
saeventeenthcentury, The geniusof Slen-
kiewicz tn excite and maintain the in-
terest of his public is certainly not to
be questioned. The romance appeared
by installmenta and was completed in
thirteen massive volumes.

With regard to his short stories, the
productions of his ynouth, most of them
are village idyls which suggest the in-
flurnce of Jeremias, Cintthelf and Auer-
bach, and sometimes come very close to
the early manner of Bjornson. From
Nitschmann's account of recent Polish
literature we gather that the minute
and romantic ohservation of episodes
in peasant life, so familiar to (German,
Swiss and Scandinavian readecrs, had
the charm of novelty for Poles. The
European critic will not see much orig-
fnality in the early tales of Sienkiewicz.
The followilng, ““Janko, the Musician,”
is an example: A weakly, rickety son
is born to a poor woman in a remote
Lithuanian village, and is looked upon
in the family as a burden. As he grows
up almost every one except his mother
wishes that Janko had died. The poor
boy is conscious of this lack of sympa-
thy., and, constantly harassed hy weak-
ness, cold and hunger, rhrinks more and
more from the rough life of the village
and steals at every opportunity into the
surrounding forest. Here a supernat-
ural sense is developed in him; he
awakens to the congclousness of nature,
The wind in the treex, the birds, the
grass sing to him. ‘“His poor littie soul
i transformed Intn an Aeolian harp,
across which every elemental force
sweeps its wild, fitful melodies. His
starved body becomes a sort of rude or
primitive violin, ready to respond to a
touch. To the vague wonder of the
neighbors, more scornful than sympa-
thetic, he is a kind of crazy crrature—
‘Janko, the Musician.’ One day Janko
watches with delight the playing of a
tiddler at a feast, and he ix lost in the
yearning to possess, or at least to play
upon, to touch the divine {nstrument.”
This being impossible, he constructs a
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Was When in California.

rough vinlin which gives out no louder
sound than ‘a murmuring of gnats on
a summer evening.’’

On this migerable Instrument Janko
plays from morning until night. ““But
the footman at the great house has a
t eautiful violin, and one bright moon-
1ght night Janko steals out in his shirt,
patters with naked feet over the gravel
and peeps through the window. In the
rmoonshine hanga the mysterious violin,
its pegs shining, its bow like a rod of
sitver. The house ix silent. doubtless
deserted. Over Janko there falls an in-
tolerable yearning to dart in and touch
roith but one finger the exquisite sacrel
ovtect. Dare he do r0? The wind, the
pine trees, the whigspering creepers urge
rim on and then the volice of the night-
ingale rises, pltercing the silence, thrusat-
inxz him onward to this mad adventure.
Omly the owl, salling softly by, hoots,
‘No, Janko. No!' But the other volices
prevall. and the little, crumpled, trem-
hiing figure darts into the doorway,
then crouches almost on all fours and
creeps toward the fiddle. He has just
reached it, one sob rises from a string
that he has touched, when a rough voice
in the darkness calls out, "Who's there ?’
A match 18 struck, Janko discovered,
and. amid a storm of tears and en-
treatices, Is cuffed and carried off to
prison as an intending thief. He is con-
demned by the magistrate to bhe
whipped by the town crier, and =0 bru-
taully ir this done and ro feeble is the
attenuated hody and so deep the soul's
despalr that on the third day Janko dies
in his distracted mnother's arms."

The Contemporary Review calls at-
tention to the final words of “Janko, the
Muslcian,” as “‘showing a touch of
satire which distinguished the Polish
wiiter from his German prototypes’:

“Next day the quality came back from
Italy to their mansion (in which Janko
bud been caught). The daughter of the
house was accompanied by the cavalier
wha was courting her and said: 'Quel
heau pays que 1'Italie!” ‘And such a
nation of artists' Un est heureux de
chercher la bas des talents et de les
proteger.” continued the young lady.

*Over Janko's grave there was a
sound of rustling among the birch
trees.”

““Na Marne,” or “‘Shattered,” a novel
of student life in Kiew, has been trans-
ilated into German. It was published by
Sicnkiewicz before 1881, and describes
the arrival of a Polish youth at the
great university of Southern Ruasia,
and his adventures there i{n love and
vAar., The charm of this bhook ix the
faithful friendship of the two contrast-
ed heroer, Schwarz and Augustinowicz,
who remained loyal to each other to the
tragic close of the tale. The moral of
the hook is that Slavonic youth expends
to» much vital energy in the pursuit of
love. “love fites from us like a hird,
aund we find too late that all our force
ix shattered.” says Augustinowicz, as
the last page closes.

“With Fire and Sword" is the title of
the book that is the beginning of Slen-
kiewicz' great historical trilogy, which

POLISH AUTHOR.

has been compared in size to the huge
heroic novels of the seventeenth cen-
tury—*Cyrus’” and “‘Clelie’”” and “Phar-
amond”—and also with regard to cer-
taln qualities of these earliest heroic
novels.

Mme. de Sevigne, referring to one of
them, said: 'The beauty of the senti-
ments, the violence of the passions, the
grandeur of the events and the miracu-
lous success of the heroes’ redoubtable
swords all draw me on as if I werea lit-
tle girl.” Precisely the same may be
sald of the works of Sienkiewlicz.

Edmond Gosse bewails the diMiculty
of mastering or even becoming casu-
ally acquainted with the names of per-
sons and places in these gigantic Polish
romances. He says: °‘One becomes ac-
customed to the names of the principal
characters, however strangely they are
spelt; it ix the secondary persons that
give the trouble. In *With Flre and
Sword’ there is a delightful creature
called Volodyoski, to whom I would ltke
to make frequent reference, but it would
be an act of Inhumanlity to the printers.
How i8 a reader to recollect Zatsvilik-
hovski, Konyetapolskl, Rzendzian,
Szczaniecki? No doubt these are as
plain to the Polish eye as Brown and
Jones, and my remarks may seem flip-
pant to Polish scholars, but I belleve
that I shall have some sympathizers at
home.’’

The works of Sienkiewicz have now
become familiar to the reading public.
“Wlith Fire and Sword” gives ux the
history of a million of men and one
woman, and, as mund Gosse remarks:
“So completely is thls a book of men—
of fighting. stamping, galloping. shout-
ing males—that the plot seems to run
more smoothly while Helena is dis-
gulised In small clothes. There never
was written a story since the beginning
of the world in which there was found
s0 lirtle use for petticoats.’

**The Deluge’ (Panop) is a still longer
book than *"With Fire and Sword,” and
is the second of the series, *‘Pan Mich-
ael’” being the third. The three friends,
who have the interesta of the gallant
nobleman, Pan Yan Skshetwsaki, at
heart, are sugestive of the **Three Mus-
keteers' of Dumas.

The position of events is explained in
an introduction to **The Deluge.” but,
us Mr. Gosse remarks, ““which introduc-
tion, after a long experience, I venture
to call the most densely obscure docu-
ment I have ever met with.® He ad-
vises the eaxy-going reader to skip the
intolerable exordium’ and plunge into
the enormous book it=self. *“The only
work of fiction.”” he adds, ‘“*which =eems
to me at all comparable with the great
trilogy of Sienkilewlicz is the celebrated
contemporary romance of Simplicissei-
mus, written by Geimmelshausen, and
published in 1669.

This very remarkable book, a German
classic, and not well enough known in
this country, prescnts a series of awful
ecenes from the Thirty Years' War, in
which its author took a personal part.
Nowhere in the range of literature is
the strange, vague frenzy of warfare
rendered with more thrilling horror.
1t wnuld be intereating to know whether
the Polish author was consciously in-
Buenced by reading Geimmelshausen's
extruordinary romance, parts of which
present a curious resemblance to pic-
ture after picture in the trilogy of
Rienkiewicz.

“Without Dogma’” is a modern novel
which Sienkiewicz wrote almost imme-
diately after finishing the trilogy. In
tt the writer wishes to show the mental
and moral tmpotence engendered in
Slavonie persons by wealth and noble
birth. Itis in the form of a diary. Thc
egoism of the hero in the prolonged
soliloquy brings to mind Miss Matie
L-ash-Rirtseff. The story i= a melan-
chioly one, ably treated. but it is ques-
tioned whether there be much profit in
a study of ~o great length. As compared
with Tolstor's “Anna Karenina,” which
i1s no less sad and long, and in the
world’'s eyes much more criminal, it
does not appear to us as effectually as
the emotions depicted are not g0 com-
mon to humanity, and as there are
fewer personages and a less variety of
types.

The last work of the Polish novelist
s a romance of tlie time of Nero, ""Quo
Vadis.”* Of this work Edmund Gosse
says: *If I have not read 'Quo Vadis’
it is partly becauxe life is short and
partly because I have an invincible dis-
like to stories written for the purpose
of contrasting the corrupt brilliance
of paganism with the austere and self-
reliant teaching of early Christianity.”’
One knows all the ““business’’ by heart—
the orgiles, the arena, the Christlan
maiden with her hair let down her back,
the Roman noble's conversion in the
nick of time, the glimpse of the “bloated
and sensual figure of the Emperor.” It
all lies outside the pale of literature; it
should be reserved for the Marie Cor-
elhis and the Wilson Barretts.

Mr. Gosse regrets that Mr. Sienkle-
wicz should have taken up this eaay
theme. and that he should have treated
tt in very much the old conventional
manner. "It lessens my respect for his
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talent,” he says, and he wonders at the
end of his essay whether Sienkiewics |
had ever read or heard of De Quincey’s!
“Revolt of the Tartars,” which in sub-
jact certainly, and probably in style !
also, is more like the trilogy than any
other work which can be mentioned in|
English literaturs.” I

Mr. Sienkiewicz is not a Tolstol or a
Meirsonier. but Mr. Gosse is willing to!
rank him. in time. just betow Scott and’
Dumas, provided he does not expend his
strength tn the effort to excel in all
other branches of fictton. but will con-
fine himeself to the rendering of the
movements and phenomena of savage
warfare, for which he has *‘a curious,
virile gire.*

Those who are interesated in Mr. Sien-
kiewicz as a man will care to know that
he has heen married twice. His first
wife, a Lithuanian lady of rank, died
young. He has two beautiful children,
to whom he devotes much of his time—
to them and to foreign travel, in which
he delights. It Is said that Italy stands
rext to Brittany high in the noveliat's
affections. Mr. Slenkiewicz is tall and
dignified. with delightful manners, |
calm, reserved. but sympathetic. He!
has recently heen made a member of the ! f
Academy in Cracow, which ix as great a'
distinction in Poland as to become an
“Academicien” in France. As a con-
versationalixt Mr Sienkiewicz is very
earnest. He takes a keen interest in-
science, likes to associate with men of
“Intters, but of late years has not beew |
seen much in society. He is a thorough
Pole, posgessing’ the wit, the artixtic:
taste and the pride characteristic of hi:zI

countrymen,
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