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All memolrs of a serious character are valued
for their historical significance, yet 1t is inter-
esting to see how the personal note, which seems
to be crowded into the background by evenis,
uitimately triumphs and colors the entire narra-
tive, glves It ita vitality and charm. This 18
especially the case with Napoleonic memolrs,
They are fruitful in sidelights upon history.
Marbot, Meneval, Barras and the central figures
tn the present volumes serve 10 enrich our
knowledge of the life and campaigns of Bona-

parte. But it 1s Oudinot the man and soldier
who holds the attention in his wife's pages, and

Baron Lejeune counts for much more 1o the |

reeder than the ruler whom he served,

—

1

How the strictly historical gide of these me-
moirs requires to be considered apart is shown
by the disagreements, tacit or explicit, between
the two writers. The Duchesse de Regglo, for
example, in her account of the ghastly passage
of the Beresina, is disposed to regard her valiant
husband as the most useful figure in the eplsode,
“It is your father, my children,” she gays, “who
saved what returned from there, as has besn
universally acknowledged.”” We are not so sure
of this. The Duchesse de Regglo's confidence In
the man she unmistakahly adored is touching,
but Lejoune, who s not by any means & niggard-
1y eulogist of the Marshal, conveys no such Im-
preasion of the pre-eminence of the latter In that
dlsastrous time as the Duchesse would have us
receive, The truth s that individual exploits,

no matter how important they were, aprang from |
a situation so complicated that it was impossible {

to judge, even at the time, as to which man waa
most to be prafsed. In the long run it would
geem ms though honors were to be evenly dis-
tributed, If distributed at all. The crossing of

the Beresina was a frightful catastrophe at the |

best, and the less sald about the achievements
of this general or that the better for the entire
company. As a bhody they falled thelr chief in
fmportant particulars, and he was himself
lamentably to blame. The Duchesse savs noth=
ing of the impedimenta of her husband's corps,

while Lejeune frankly polnts out that through- 1

out the retreating column carriages and other
hageage had heen preserved In deflanca of Na-
poleon's orders that as many of them he de-
stroyed as possible, When the troops attempted

to cross, and the deadly fire of Witigenstein's |
. artiliery hegan, the vehicles of the French troops |

were a terrible handicap to them. Agaln, when
Marshal Oudinot was wounded on the Russian
retreat and his cottage at Pletchnitzy was at-
tacked by Cossacks, he melzed his pistols, and,
still lying on his paliet, fired geveral shots
through the window. ‘'His shots were lost In the
general din,”" saya his Duchesse, to whom he was
sure to confide the full tale of his successes. Le-
jeune plctures the Marshal firing steadlly upon
the enemy and bringing his man down unerring-
ly at every discharge. All through these vol-
umes there are dliferences in mutters of detail
But broadly they are alive with the same spirit.
This spirit is essentially one of personal ad-
venture, Lejeune shared In the belated political
prescience manifesied by so many of Napoleon's
officers &8 the tlde of success was turning, but
his reflections on the drift of his master's polley
are few and far between, When they are most
pointed they relate to some isolated incident, as
In the case of the disastrous treatment of Spain,
and even here the young officer Is too full of the
excitement of the moment to take much account
of what its frults are going to be. This gives his
memolra their weakness and their charm. Ou-
tinot was shrewder.  He knew, as Napoleon
knew, the importance of keeping bad news quiet,
and he ghowed, in fart, a discretion rather sur-
prising in view of his swashbuckling character
as a fighter. He made an excellent administra-
tor, and his pacific course in Neuchatel and Hol-
land forms a dellghtful contrast to the excessive
measures taken by many of Napoleon's repre-
gentatives, Lejeune was an artist by tempera-
ment and an adventurer by cholce, He recalls
the heroes of fiction, and, most of all, the hero of
Btendhal's famous romance, He appears 1o have
sprung from a bourgeols family, but he had by
inatinet the ways and tastes of a man of higher
class. Possessed of five or six languages, really
gifted as an artist, he rose rapldly in the army,
and Napoleon used him upon many important
miseions, If he failed to grasp a marshal's baton
it was because he was, in the nature of things,
unfitted for quite that position. He was better
off as an ald, having initlative enough to carry
him through perilous errands without the broad-
er grasp necessary to vast military operations,
His loss, if so it may be regarded, is our galn,
Oudinot, for example, could never have detached
his mind sufficiently from the business In hand to
grasp, as Lejeune grasped. the artistic effact of
the famous night reception of the Emperor on
the eve of Austerlitz. Sixty thousand men turned
their bedding Into torches In order to light thelr
commander on his way. In Lejeune's pages the
scene s presented as an a canvas, This consti-
tutes the final attraction of his memolrs, They
are full of vivid plctures. He wrote with a kind
of artlstle gusto, forgetiing the horrors in the
satistaction of his pictorial genius. Thus at
Austerllis he witnessed an extraordinary epl-
sode, one rivalling the passage of the Beresing
in ite grisly character, He paints the scene with
the care of a minlaturist, thus:

The Austro-Russtan corps, driven back by
Marshal Davout, and unable to rejoin the main
¥ at Austerlitz, were endeavoring to escapo

by way of the Tellnitz dyke, and thus o reach

. the road to Hungary, hut the helght was al-

ready occupled by the artiliery of the Guard,
and the cavalry alone ventured to risk the pas-
sage, galloping by under a hail of grapeshot,
while the infantry, hesitating what to do, finally
fmagined that their only chance of safety was to
try and cross the ponds dividing them from the
other glde on the lce floating on thelr surfaces,
A few men, indeed, might have gol over safely;
but when & number had reached the middle of
the “tll:h’tha ice began to cruck beneath thelr
welght. ay paused, and the troops behind
them, pushing on, there were soon some 0,000
men collected In a dense crowd on the swaylng,
slip lce. There was a pause, and then, In
the brief apace of o couple of minutes, the whole
mass, with arms and baggage, disappeared be-
neath the broken-up lce, not one man escaping
or even appearing agaln at the top of the water,
We jooked down upon the churning, rippling
waves produced by the struggles of so many
human creatures swallowed up so suddenly, and
& thrill of horror ran through us all, \'{‘r)"nunn
the fractured ice, broken up by the useless ef-
forts of those beneath it, sank again into repose
the ¢louds were once more reflected on Its gleun:
fng surface, and wa knew that all was over,
« « + Just as the waters closed over the last
pelics of the army which in the morning had all

but surrounded us, the sun went down hehind |
& mass of clouds on the horizon and snow be- |

to fall very much as a curtain 4
last stene at a theatre. o st ver

Lejeune lived on spectacles llke thils, some- |
times sharing In their miseries. In fact, none |

of the Napoleonie memoirs can surpass his, if
they can equal them, In the vivid reproduction
of the worst sides of the Emperor's campalgns
Fate threw him early into the Bpanish lmbro.‘llo:
He watched with dlsmay the stratagem result-

ing in the detention of the Frirce of Asturias, |

and, loyal Frenchman though he was, his gorge
Tose at the game Napoleon played with the un-
happy peninsula. The French were recelved as
Uberators, The dethronement of Charles IV had
left the Bpanlards in & more or leas nelf-satisfied
frame of mind, and the Prigce of Astyrias feit

for him to discover his error, and his country-
men were in little humor to receive Joseph Bona-
parte with the amiabllity desired by that timid
individual. The country was almost Instantly in
an uproar, the French found themselves de-
teated and repulsed where they had been re-
celved with rapture, and, taking up the narra-
tive at this point, Lejeune tells, with a sympa-
thy and skill unrivalled elsewhere, the story of
the Spanish struggle In general, and the heroic
defence of Baragossa in particular. The manner
{n which he would approach the subject has al-
ready been Indicated, but his note on one en-
gagement early In his Spaniah experiences may
be cited as further lllustrating hie artistic pre-
occupation: “The fog gradually cleared away,
and we were able to contemplate with delight a
battlefield bristling with entrenchments and re-
doubts, strewn with abandoned cannon, dead
and wounded. The site was an admirable one,
and later this scene furnished me with a fine sub-
ject for a picture, In which 1 Introduced all the
details which had particularly struck me In
the morning.” Lejeune’'s love of his art Is Ir-
resistible. He stops in the midst of his Spanish
narretive to describe the costume he had de-
signed some vears before for the aides-de-camp
of Prince Berthier, and whether he is expatiating
upon this, or the pictures in Madrid, or the
awful sichta of Saragossa In its bloodlest ma-
ments, he reveals the same enjoyment of the
speetacle befors his eyes

We wish that he had had a cloger acquaintance
with Palafox. He was himself a gallant officer
and could appreciate the quailties in his antag-
onist. Palafox has had many eulogists, but no
portralt painter of the peculinr gifts of Lejeune.
The latter witnessed, moreover, the entlre long
| siege of Saragosea, and knew the conditlons with
| which the 8panish general had to deal in organiz-
ing the d:=fence, The townspeople had been in-
flamed to a point of delivous fanaticism by Bazile
and his more reckless comrades. The Junta was
ur manageahls, Palafox vas wrenched to the core
by the sufferings of his people, and would per-
haps have saerificed hlz own ambition and end-
| ed the slege sooner with an honorable capitula-
tion, rather than permit the carnage to continue,
But the blood of the defenders was heated to a
murderous pitch, and the combat, as Lejeune de-
scribes it, was worthy of barbarie times. The
women not alone gave their husbands and sons
with joy to the battle, but themselvea alded In
Amazonian wava, led on by ths famous young
Countess Burida, From house to house the
French fought thelr way, week after week, un-
| dermining Baragossa as they advanced and
blowing up whole districts with Indescribable
results. The 8Spaniards would not swerve, and
the fighting went on In the strests, in the monas-
| teries, at last in the churches, wheres, upon one

occasion, Lejeune heheld protruding from one of

the ald broken coffing “‘the lvid, shrivelled fent-
| ures and part of the body of a hishop still

wrapped In his sacerdotal robes.” The fneldent

wis a8 nothing to besicgers and besieged, The
| latter had lost their genses, very nearly, and
| often were as cruel to their own people as to the
invaders. The Junia hanged whoever advised
surrender or attempted flight,

If there is a gleam of sunshine in these vol-
umes it lles across an abyse of gloom. The sang-
| froid of Lejeune glves, as we have shown, a
peculiar artistic quality to his pages; but for all
his enjoyment of a beautiful landecapes or a
bravs actlon, he 18 unconscicusly oppressed by
the savage elements In life as all Europe was
| compelled to live It so long as Napaleon re-
mained unsatisfied In his ambitlons. When the
French finally got control of Saragossa and re-
leaged Prince Pignatelll from the Palace of the
Inguisition, the poor old grandee disd of fov.
When, In a stable on the line of the French re-
treat from Ruesia, the warm breath of the
horses wakens three Infants In the manger,
wherein they had bheen deposited by thelr flying
parents, Lejeune’'s sympathies are touched, and
he dwells prettily upor the ocourrence. Bu:
he winda up by quating one nf the men whom
he lad Interrogated about the habes the next
day. Their crying had grown heartrending, sald
the man, so he had broken the lce In one of the
troughs with a hatchet and drowned the three, to
| put them out of thelr misery! In Germany, on
his return to France, after leaving the army,
Lejeune paused at tha houss of the Countess of
Koestorltz, who complained that she had been
compelled to glve to the servants of a General
gtopping with her such a quantity of food that
her supplies threatened to run out. The ser-
vants took the food to their master, who was
g0 {1l that he had been carrled from his carrlage
to his room, and had not been seen since, Le-
jeune penetrated to the invalld's chamber and
found him stone dead. “We were ordered to
take the General's body back to France," sald
the servants, "and wo have suffered so dread-
fully from hunger all through the campalgn, we
thought we would pretend that the General was
gtil] alive, 80 as to get a good meal every day
as If for him, and thus regain a little strength
ourselves.” Lejeune was himseif in predica-
ments as bitter as this one of the lackeys. In
Spain he at one time narrowly escaped hanging
at the hands of bandits, he suffered Imprison-
ment and other woes, besides going through
some of the worst phases of the Russian retreat,
But he left tha eolumn in Russia under cireum-
sgtances a trifle too expeditlous ta pleass the
Emperor, and upon his arrival at Paris he fell
into a Af=grace from which it took him some time
to emerge. Napoleon was in no mood then to
apprecinte his services, which, In many cases,
had been of extreme value, Closing his memolrs
the ardent soldler writes: Tt was long sincs
I had got any satlsfaction out of the glory of
war, or recelved any reward for my zealous
service, or for the many sacrifices I had made
in the cause of the Emperor. My chiefs had
again and agaln applled to him for recognition
of what 1 had done, but nothing came of their
efforta on my behalf, and I felt the neglect
keenly."

II,

Many of Napoleon's officers could make the
same complaint, but Oudinot was not ona aof
them. He suffered temporarily upon the return
from Elba, for he was falthful to Loufa XVIII
in spite of the defection of his soldiers to Na-
poleon. But he was not long out of favor, and
after Waterloo he was made Commander-in-
Chlef of the Nutlonal Guard, while the Duchessa
de Hegglo was appolnted Mistress of the Hobea
to the Duchesse de Berry, It is in the latter
capacity that the writer of these memoirs de«
scribes one of the most Important of the occur-
rences that came within her personal experl-
ence, namely, the assassination of the Duc de
Berry by Louvel. 8he watched by the side of
the victita a8 he breathed his last, and her por-
trait of him during that sinister hour and before
s remarkably vivid and Interesting, She notes
the strange foreshadowing of the Duke's death
in an Ineident upon which his wife had herself
gayly commented. “Oh, how funny the Duke
was,” she sald, “ferociously sharpening all the
fifty little knives which he drew from his pockets,
His imperturhable face in the midst of this oceu-
pation, which he contlaued through all the ball.
rooms, was exquisitely comleal” The Duchesse
de Regglo glves a well-balanced sketch of thiy
curiously unsatisfactory Prince. She mentlons
his fancy for throwing eggs at his ofMeers when
at table, but she sets down with care, too, his
magnanimous pleadings for the life of his as-
sassin. That, at any rate, was a noble Impuylss
in the young Prince, who otherwise had so little
that was impressive in his character,

But the Duchesse de Regglo's best portrait 1
her portrait of herself. Bhe deacribes with per.
fect frankness her devotion to the Marshal. Ehe
was enamored of his fame, and when tha offer
of his hand was made she accepted with down-
right alacrity. At once she began to think of the
. Emperor, of her presentation at court, and sa

| enraptured was ghe with the prospect that, tn
| quote her own words, she kmew not whether it

was hot or cold, whether it was winter or sum-

" sheraniy sooure. 1t took Wb 4 et o Ly R
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be, of hearing the servanis Aannounce “The
Duchesse de Hegglo's carriage.” This nalve
gratification of hers in her marriage to one of the
most tempestuous fighters In the army Tuns
through all her pages, and presents Oudinol In a
guise of unfalling heroism. It cannot be sald,
however, that she makes him exactly sympa-
thetle., He was enormously clever, and the list
of his wounds s eloquent of his courage, but Nu-
poleon's confidence in him inspires respect with-
out regard, ratifies his deeds without throwing
anything like such an atmosphere about him as
accompanles, for example, the more or less neg-
lected Lejeune, The Duc de Regglo was bour-
geols by birth, and, again unlike Lejeune, re-
matned a hourgeols till the day he died. His wife
was of the same strain, and her roecollections,
without containing A pAssage that 1a really of-
fansive, are nevertheless a shade viulgar. On
the other hand, there Is much good anecdote in
them, and while one may smile at her grief be-
cause the rules of court mourning compelled hor
to cover up the very armorial pearings on her
coach, there Is & great deal else that |s of serlous
interest. She has one superb story of Princess
Borghese travelling in Germany and ordering
the prefect of a town to do miraculous things.
Her milk bath was an absolute necessity, and
the whole force of the Departmental Guard was
sent to scour the neighboring villages for the
liquid. Then she asked for her shower bath. No
apparatus was avallable, Upon this she calmly
ardered the Prefect to make one, “Have some
holes plerced in the eelling just over the place
where my bath will stand when 1t Is brought in,”
she commanded, and the thing was done! The
Duchesse de Regglo has another ancedote, equal-
I¥ pleturesque, of Josephine brought to bay by
Mme de Stael, who brazenly asked her, after
the divorce, whether she still loved the Emperor;
but perhaps the best thing in this bundle of dls-
cursive recollections and unconsclous garrulities
12 the feollowing incldent an the return from Elba.,
Oudinot was preparing to review the troops of
Louls XVIII, and was uncertain as to what they
would do with Napoleon's onward march ring-
ing In thelr ears. When he erled “Long live the
King!" would they cheer or not? He called a
meeting of all his officers and proceeded to ad-
dresd them:

sGentlemen’—he sald—*"in the circumstances
in which we are placed 1 wish to make an appeal
to vour lovalty., We are marching under the
white cockade, 1 am to review you to-morrow
hefore our departure; with what ory will you
and your men reply to my ‘Long live the King? ™

Thess words were followed by absolute sllenee,
Nothing =0 steiking ever pasged before my aves.
1 was hidden behind a eurtain, and had remajin d

a torced witnesa of this unparallelad seene. Two
hotel candles lighted 1t sufliclently to prevent me

from losing any of it; but thelr pale reflaction on
theee manly and gloomy faces produced an In-
deseribable  effect Thia silence, expreasive

though it was, could not e aceepted by the
Marshal ns a reply. 1 saw the storm about to
hreak forth; each’ second was a ceniury. , . .
At last the Marshal said:

“Well, gentlemen?”

Then a young officer of inferior rank stepped

forward, and sald:

“Aonsieur Ie marechal, T am hound to tell you,
and no one here will contrpdiet me; when yvou
ery, ‘Long llve the King!' our men and we will
answer, ‘Long live the Emperor! ™

it 1a on that loyal note that nearly all Na-
poleanic memaolrs are hound to close. The years
traversed hy the present volumes are dripplng
with the life hiood of countless thousands, Le-
feune and Oudinot both went through the bit-
terest suffurings, Yet hoth point proudly to
thelr wounds, both rejolce that they served the
Emperor, and though Oudlinot eould not with
honor side with his recaleitrant officers, In his
heart he was with them, and the Duchesse de

Regglo felt as he felt,
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The quaintest pleture in Mre. Ollve Thorne

Miller's “Upon the Tree-Tops" s a easual bit

of autoblography; It Aeplets how she watched

a nest full of young shrikes for a morning. Un-

deterred by the weather—for the day “broke

dismally with strong wind and a drizzling raln,"”

—ghe marched to her point of observation In the

woods, “planted her camp chalr in the least wet

spot she could find, and, tucking her garments
up from the ground, sat down.," There, happy
under her ewaying umbrella, she peered through
her opera-glass, hour after hour, at the do-
mestic fellelty In the thorn tree. The scene |-
lustrates not only the thoroughness hbut the
maternal solicitude with which Mrs. Miller ab-
serves nature. The chilef pleasure to be had
from her volume comes from the acqualntance
it gives one with the author. Her tone s In-
timate.  She writes with the naturalness of
friendly conversation, and by means of a cer-
taln unassuming skill in description, seems to
bLe conversing In the very presence of that which
ghe describes, Her pleturesque bits of phrasing,
her skilful imitation of the call of hirds, her
passing allustor to flowers, her innumerable sug-
gestlons of color, sound and movement, all low
easlly from her pen, In details she shows un-
usuil accuracy of observation, Ome paseage—
her description of the hermit thrush—will suf-

fice to show the zeal with which she notes mi-

nute things:

“The bird began to sing his way down to us
about 10 o'clock In the morning, 1 heard him
first afar off, theén comlng nearer and nearer,
till he reached some favoriie perch in the woods,
behind and very nesr the furmhouse, before
noon, where he usually sang at Intervals thl
B o'¢lock in the evening. I studled hig song ecare-
fully. It consisted of but one clause, composed
of & single emphasized note followed by two
triplets on a descending scale. But while re-
taining the relative pogitlons of thes: few notes
he varied the effect almost infinitely, by chang-
ing both the key and the plich constantly, with
surh skill that T was astonlshed to discover the
remarkable slmplicity of the song. A striking
quality of it was an attempt which he fre-
quently made to utter his clause higher on the
peale than he could reach, so that the triplets
became a sort of trill or tremolo, at the very
extreme of his reglster. Bometimes he gave the
triplets alone, without the Introductory note,
but never, in the wecks that I studied his song,
d!d he sing other than thls one clause

This I as good & bit of writing as Ia 1o be
found In Mrs. Miller's voluma. Ordinarily, {t
must be confessed, much of what she galns In
faneiful sentiment she loses In soundness and
gtrenunusnesas of tone. Her enthuslasm |s so
mellow, she is so cheerfully occupled with |ft-
tla things, she mingles fancy and didactieism
in such quaint fashion, she ls &0 frankly femi-
nine that one ia pleasantly diverted by her geal-
ous anthropomorphising of nature, but to every
ong interested In nature for what It s Mps,

Miller's treatment of it as if It wesa:somathing

which it clearly Is not will seem a radical de-
fect In her work. Were nature Aas anthropo-
morphlc as she would make it, It would soon,
under her well-meant and assidious attentions,
be ax spolled as any child. She constantly Im-
putes the most amiable motives where clear
slght can gee only the workings of a waonder-
ful Insight, and reads into the glorious liber-
ties of unmoral nature the pleasant but cer-
tainly restrieted moral notions to be found In
a family sitting-room. ASsS n general rule, we
gee In life only what we have prepared our-
selves to see. It |8 the reflective, the philo-
sophie, the eritieal bent with which we enter
on any scene that determines the character of
what we find there. That Mrs. Miller has seen
gn much, notwithatanding the fancifulness In-
herent in her general attitude, speaks volumes
for the natural keenness of her eyesight, her
energy as an Investigator, and her Instinctive
open-mindedness,

Unquestionably there is a reality in Miss Mer-
rlam’'s “A-Birding on a Bronco.,” Nature takes
on a vigorous aspeect to one who sees |t from the
saddle, and Mlss Merrlam was more adventurous
than most riders of her sex. She galloped over
the plains, took her chances in the bogs, and
skirted the hriars of Southern California. At
one moment she was studying a humming-bird;
at another. chasing a deer. She has heartily In-
terested herself in the viclesitudes of a great
number of nesting birds through the valley of
Twin Oaks, and she has individualized them all.
But she gives us little or no Insight into their
instinets or characteristle ways. Her book is
taken up In healthy, superficial fashlon with the
mere spectacle of them, To her mind, as to Mrs,
Miller's, asunder as is the quallty of thelr
thought In other particulars, nature |s but &
maodified repetition of the drama of human life,
There 12 much virtue In the classifieation with
which Mr. . . Abbott's “Birdland Echoes' di-
vides birds into those respectively of the mill-
pond, of the lawlands, of the fields, of the woods
and of the highways, He lacks Mrs. Miller's
ekill, however, in suggesting the notes of the
birds: he lneks Miss Merrlam's vigorous enjoy-
moent of sheer aetivity; he (s, to tell the truth,
diseursive usually about lttle or nothing, drops
oceasionally Into platitude, more often Into eon-
fNdences, and in general devotes himaelf to an
analvels of mood as It responds to the tones of
nature, Seattered sparsely through his rather
graceful pasays can he found specifie detalla of
the ohjective world as it really is.

1f 2uch adults as Mra, Miller and Miss Mer-
rinm, to he Interested in nature, need to think It
qomething other than it is, children, one may he
gure, will be thought to have the same limita-
tiens and to nead the same lllusions,  Mr. Bask-
att's “Story of the Birds” represents, not what
he thinks nature I8 like, but what he assumes
eilldren will wish to think it 1s like. Tt Is one
long serles of distorting personificntions, They
lead hWim at times Into confuslon of mind, At
times Into violitions of taste, To stimulate the
children’s appreciation of plumage, he purports
to find In the ..ernal appearance of birds an
analogue to the décolleth dress and the grosser
forms of the ballet; to galn the children’s sym-
pathetic Interest In birds' hablta of mating, he
plays flippantly with the fdeas of bigamy and
polygamy. Surely, If a child can be stimulated
to an Intereat in nature by such painful sophist]-
rations aa this, he had better not be atimulated
at all. If he eannot he made to see nature right-
Iy, he can at least be saved from seeing it wrong-
1¥. No exceptlan, of course, can be taken to the
tagte of Mra. Dana's “Planta and Thelr Chil-
dren.” Whatever may be gald In eritlelsm of her
method, It has unquestionably been earefully
sonsidered and I8 discreet, She has combined
a great deal of substantlal Information with
gome sweetening that must he termed misinfor-
mation. Many children under their teens will
enjoy the combinatlon, but the boy of twelve
who Is not a bit ashamed of all that he has
learned from the book at eight will show unusual
powers of discrimination betwesn what is true
and what s false, or clse will sorely need devel.
oping in masculine traits.  No honest hoy, on the
contrary, will ever be ashamed of what he has
learned from Mr. Matthews's “Famillar Trees
and Thelr Leaves.” The valume is clear, vitalized,
sound,. It ls very far from presenting merely dry
analytical detall, The author deals with the vital
aspects of his subject, and he deals with them
thoroughly., The sap runs In his trees and it is
sap, not blood, not "broth.”

To learn what capital pleasure such downright
treatment of nature as this can give the general
adult reader, one needs to turn to Profesaor
Miall's “Round the Year,” & Yorkshire diary of
the changing seasons. Simple and famillar in
its literary form, unusually penetrating in ob-
servation, It makes no pretences, cajoles itsell
with no fancles, preaches no homilies, The au-
thor prefers nature as it is to any substitute of
fancy. He comes prepared to recognize the In-
tense warfare of it all, “Overpopulation, he
says, “may be the source of many evils, but [t
is the malnspring of life!" “We understand the
dominance of Englishmen over remote savages
hetter,” he later goea on to say, "when we reflect
upon the anclent wars within the islands, the
‘geuffling of kites and erows,’ when tribes of
all kinds strove together with life or death as
the Issue. Let the survivors of such a competl-
tive examination as that be brought face to face
with some long Isolated Polyneslan people, and
can it be doubted for a moment which will pre-
vall? . . . Our common European weeds are the
very strongest in competition of all plants. They
have eome out flrat In the contest for place. . . .
But our garden plants are selected hy Man for
thelr heauty. Many of them come from the
Southern continents, where competition Is less
gevera than with us. Many are rare in thelr
native land. We clear a bit of ground, plant it
with a miscellaneous collectlon of such specles,
and then a struggle begins between the natives
and the foreigners. It Is all that we can do to
keep the weeds from exterminating thelr feeble
competitors. We tear them up by the roots,
chop them to pleces with hoes, and with muech
palna fust e=ucceed In preserving our favorites
from destruetlon. The naturally selected are
sa muech stronger than the artiflelally selected
that every three or four acres must have a man
to turn the scale against nature and keep |t
turned.”

It would be hard to find a more exnaeting test
of a man’s sincere admiration of life than Is fur-
nished by the weeds In his garden. It ls the
virllity of nature, the adaptability of each part
to its proper funetion. the tensencsa of each mus-
¢le In the unlversal struggle for oxlgtonee that
rouses Professor Miall's admiration, and it Is
this essentially sound attitude of his which de-
termines the nature of all his ohservation. His
appreciation of the cat s typleal of his per-
ception as a whole, “l admire her,” he says,
“yet more than I love her, The cat has a heauty
which comes of perfect adaptation to a life of
emergencles. She Is light, swift, adrolt, quick
to parcelve, quick to act.  She |s most at home on
trees, where her wild progenltors sought thelr
prey. The stealthy and self-effacing movement
by which a cat In pursult of a bird creeps along
& bough reminds us of a tree-snake. The
peculiar irls of a cat, which can change the pupil
from a vertlcal slit to a elrcle, is excellently
sulted to an animal which has contlnually to
puss from the shade of dense follage Into full
sunlight, and back again Into shade.”

Professor Miall's jottings have the scope which
comes from a rational Imagination and the
amenity of a thorough classical scholarship. He
knows something of the natural sclence of the
anclents, of thelr domesticated animals and

household plants; he knows his English history;
and hin facts part and joln company along new |
and unconventional lines. Were there space for |
it, it would be interesting to trace the apparently |
valld connection which he disosvers between the :
decrease of leprosy In modern Europe and the
much berated Inclosure of common lands. Other
juztapositions, q:lt;.:: reasonable and quite as
fugenicus, oan d soattersd through his
voluzae. Q)sr twsms of Wae kaleidosegpe gipe

us humor, none the less genulne for being unob-
trusive, His volume s of the sort one instinct-
ively associntes with an English rectory.

Miss Allee Brown's book of English travels,
“Ry Oak and Thorn,!' purports to belong to the
goclety of outdoor hooks, but it hangs very lnose
upon that soclety. For the most part It is spun
trom the author's Inner consclousness. It eon-
gists of euphonious words, eu phonlously grouped,
and haa a euloglzing, aspiring tone, Mr. Bradnock
Hall's “Fish Talls" shows & certaln zert for the
gncial asldes of angling. He can often tell a good
story, racy of camp soil. He gaina a eertain
scope and breadth for his work by depleting
typleal flshing scenes In England, Scotland and
Norway. There is little in his volume, however,
to please the appreclative, meditative angler of
the old school, As a whole, it may be charac-
terized roughly as an essay in humor, oatensibly
occastoned by fish, and the humuor |s undeniably
“up to date.” It will please thage whom Jeraome
K. Jerome pleases, To Mr. Hall's especial con-
sideration, by the way, may be commended the
following llnes from Mr. Isaac McLellan's
“Haunts of Wild Game":

“PBe ever prompt and vigilant for game law

rights to care,
Protecting in close time the game of wave and

wood,
The red deer of the weodlands, the birds that

beat the alr.”

Mr. MeLellan's vorse s throughout the work
of n man who is first and foremost and all the
time A sportsman.
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BYRON AND GREECE.

SOME FRAGMENTS OF HIS POETIC EN-
THUSIASM FORR THE NATION.

The Cretan difficulty has glven an unexpected
turn to the Byron revival in England. With two
new editlons of his works and eorrespondence In
press, thers has been abundant discussion of his
genlus everywhere; but the altuation in which
King George and his gubjects have hecome In-
volved hos sot the poeta to emulating the author
of “The les of Graece and the second canto of
sChilde  Harold” Hyron's own Iimpulsive and
splendid participation In Greek affales, terminating
an tragleally in the boga of Minsolonghl, 18, for all
its splendor, & more pathetle than thrilling inel-
dent In his biography: but the verses dedlcated to

Greesea have never lost thelr pulssant vitality, It
geoms flttlag at this time to reprint some of them,
anid we select, pecordingly, the following, beginning

with the famous “translation® of tha war song of
the Grecks:
Sons of the Greeks, arise!
The glorlfous hout's gone forth,
And, warthy of such tles,
Display who gave us birth,
CHORLU S,
Sane of Greeks! let us go

In arms against the fos,
Tl thelr hated blood shall flow
In a river pas: our feet,

Then manfilly daspising
The Turkish tyrant's yoke,
Lat vour country ses you rising,
And all her chalns are broke.
Ll

Brave shades of chlefs and sages,
HBehold the coming strife!

Hellénes of past ages,
(h, start agaln to Jife!

At the sound of my rrlunt»t_ hreaking
Your sieep, oh, jjr)ln with me!

And the seven-hill'd clty seeking,
Fight, conquer, tlll we're free

Sans of Greeks, ete.

Spar:a, Sparta, why in siumbers
Lethargle dost thou le?
Awnke, and joln thy numbers
With Athens, old ally!
Leonidas recalling,
That chief of anelent song,
who savid ve ounce from falling,
The terrible! the strong!
Who made that bold diversion
In ald Thermopyle.
And warring with the Persion
To keep hia country free;
With his three hundred waging
The battle, long he 8tood,
And like a lion raging,
Expired In seas of blood

Bons of Greeks, etc.

THE I18LE8 OF GREECE.

The lsles of Greese, the isles of Greecel
Where burning Sappho loved and sung,

Where grew the arts of war and peace,—
Where Delog rose, and Phochus sprung!

Eternal summer gilds them yatf,

But all, except thelr sun, 13 set.

The Scian and the Telan muse,
The hero's harp, the lover's lute,
Have found the fame your shores refusej
Thelr place of birth alone 12 muta
Tn aounds which echo further west
Than vour slres’ “Islands of the Blest,”

The moiintalne luok on Marathon—
And Marathon looks on the sea;
And ‘musing there an hour nlone,
1 dream'd that Greece might still be free;
For, standing on the Persinn’s grave,
1 could not deem myseif a slave.

A king =ate on the rocky brow
Which looks o'er sea-horn Salamls;
And ships, by thousands, lay below,
And men In natlons-—all were his!
He counted them at break of day—
And when the sun set, where were theyl

And where ars they? and whera art thou,
My country? On thy voleeless shore
Tha her-;tnr?ny is tuneless now-—
The herole hosom beats no more!
And must thy lyre, so long divine,
Degenerato into hands like mine?

“T{s something, In the dearth of fame,
Though link'd among a fatter'd racas,

To fesl at least a patriot’s shame,
Even as I sing, suffuse my face;

For what 18 left the poet here?

For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear,

Must we but weep o'er days more blest?
Must we but blush?-Our fathers bled.

Earth! render back from out thy hreast
A remnant of our Spartan dead!

0f the three hundred grant but three,
To make a new Thermopylae!

What, silent still? and sllent all?
Ah! no—the volees of the dead
Bound Iltke a dstant torrent's fall,
And answer, “Let one living head,
Hut one arise—we come, we come!™
"Ms but the lving who are dumb,

In valn—Iin vain: strike other chords;
Fill high the cup with Samian wine!
Leave battles to the Turk!sh hordes,
Anid shed the blood of Scio's vine!
Hark! risitng to the lgnoble call—
How answers ench bold Bacchanal!

You have the Pyrrhale dance as yet,
Where Is the Pyrrhle phalanx gone?
Of two such lessons, why forget
The nabler and the maniler one?
You have the letters Cadmus gnve—
Think ye he meant them for a slave?

Fill hilgh the bowl with Samlan wine!
Wi will not think of themes like these!
It made Anacreon’s song divine:
He served—-but served Polyerates—
A tyrant; but our masters then
Were still, at least, our countrymen.

The tyrant of the Chersonese

Was freedom's best and bravest friend;
That tyrant wasa Mlitindes!

(h! that tha present hour would lend
Another despot of the kind!
Such chalns as his were sure to bind,

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!
O Sull's rock, and Parga’s shore,
Exists the remnant of o lne
Such as the Dorle mothers hore;
And there, perhups, some seod (v sown,
The Haracleidan hlood might own

Trust not for freadom to the Franks—
They have a king who buys and seils:
In natlve swords, and native ranks,
The only hope of cournge dwells;
But Turkleh force, and Latin fradfd,
Would break your shield, however hroad.

Fill high the bow! with Eamian wine!
Our virgins dance beneath the shade—

1 meo their glorious black eyes shine;
But gazing on each glowing mald,

My own the burning tear-drop laves,

To think such breastsa must suckle slaves,

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep,
Where nothing, save the waves and 1,
May hear our mutual mMurmurs sweep.
There, swan-llke, 1ot me sing and dis
A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine—
Dash down yon cup of Samlan wine!

STANZAS FROM “CHILDE HAROLD'S PIL-
GRIMAGE."

Yet are thy skiea as blue, thy crage as wild:
Bweet are thy groves, and verdant are thy flelds,
Thine ollve r “e a8 when Minerva smiled,

And still his honey'd wealth Hymettus ylelds;
Thore the blithe bee his fragrant fortress butlds,
The froehorn wanderer of thy mountain-air;
A?ollo still thy long, long summer gl ds,

Btlll in his beam Mendell's marbles glare;
Art. Glory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair,

Where'er wa tread ‘tis haunted, holy ground;
No earth of thine s lost In vulgar mould,
But one vast realm of wonder spreads around,
And nll the Muse's tales seem truly told
Till the sense aches with gasing to behold
he scenes our nrunt reams have dwelt upon:
hh‘ulmnn.mh len and wold,
&g
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LITERARY

It appears that Eugene Fleld wrote a fragmeni
of hlography which he never published. He would
probably have completed It and given It to t
press. Hence hls executors have feit Justifisd I
printing the fragment in a limited editlon which
has just been brouzht out In Chieago.

Little, Brown & Co. have just published Captain
Mahan's “Life of Nelson,” reviewed in these cole

umns a fortnight ago.

The author whose fentures are presented In the
accompanying sketch has a celehrity which throws
a curlous Mght upon the debonnalr heedl and
susceptibility of that portion of the reading publis
In England which Is browheaten into subjection
by the New Critle. The latter Individual has culs
tivated with considerable success the hiuggy meth
ods of Mr. W. E. Henley, who Ia hims«lf, In some
ways, tremendously New. In fact the skilful and
vigorous editor of Byron and other classics is &

man with eingular infelicitles of taste, and one of
them has been Mr. Arthur Morrison, whom he has
supported through thick and thin. The upshot of
it has been that the author of “Tales of Mean
Streets” and of “A Child of the Jugo” Is to-day
the most noticeable Image on the lterary horizan
of London, and has therefore to be regarded
whether he I8 llked or not.

The other day Mr, H. D. Tralll "went for" him
in fine atyle, assigning him to the same limbo
with Mr. Stephen Crane as a writer of abnoxious
and stupld “reallsm.” [Instantly Mr. Morrison re-
torted that Mr. Tralll was very much In error, he
really should never have called him “a renliat
the last man in the world ta be kept still under
a label was Mr. Arthur Morrison Nay, In mai-
ters of art, he was frankly neither to bind nor to
hold. This s all very dlverting, for It |8 so ahvicus
that Mr, Morrigon s missing the point. that what
his erities object to In him is not that he is a
reallst or an Idealiat, but that whether he is one
or the other his storles are as sordld as an ash-
barrel in the last stages of decrepitude. Btreet
fights and gutter slang are not lterature. Mr.
Morrlson seema to think they are. Foor Mr Mor-
rison!

A short tlmes ago, Mr. Nathan Haskell Dole
pointed out In “The Boston Transeript” that Rud-
yard Kipling had probably heon thinking of Omar
Khayyam when he entitled his latest ook of poems
“The Seven Seas.” In a private letier recently re-
ceived In this city Mr. Kipling confirms the surmise,
The title was suggested to him, he says, by the
forty-seventh quatrain in the fourth edition of Fitz-
gerald's translation, the one which runs as follows:

hen You and I behind the Vell are past,

gh but the long, long while the \‘.'or?l shall lasty
Which of our Cuminz and Departure heeds

A8 the Sea's self should heed & pebble-cast.

A new editlon (the ninth) of Kipling’s “Depart-
mental Dittles” s about to be published In Lon-
don with illustrations. It has been dedicated to
Lord Roberts, more familiarly known as “Bobs."”

“He has commentators,” sald Voltalre of &
classie, “which ls one reason why he (s never
understood.” It might be sald In the same spiric
that when a classic has publishers, countless pub-
{ishers, there |8 one SirONg reason ahroad for
nobody’'s caring to possesa his warks. Of very re-
cent years the publishers have brought their new
editlons of the ald mastars within reasonable
limits as to cost and “artistle” manufacture, hut
even to-day there is many an old writer who
has been reprinted scores of times without once
having achieved a dress in which he s realiy
readable. FEither the volume s too large or too
heavy, or the paper ls too thick, or the margina
are so wide ns to pake the text look silly. and
a0 on. This being the case, it Is difleuls to spenk
in measured terms of approval of the new “Gads-
hill* editlon of Dickens issued by the Seribners,
Thus far “Plokwick.” In two volumes and “Oliver
Twist,” in one volume, have appeared. The suc-
ceading twenty-nine volumes will presumably be
as well turned out, and, that being assured, the
lover of Dickens may feel that here, after ycars
of patient walting, is the adition he wants to buy.

The voluma |8 an admirahly proportioned octavo,
and the handsome page Is of Lght enough welght
tor the book to be held lightly in the hand. The
paper Is of pleasant surface, too, and the ex-
eellent typs shows In clear 1ellef. The old fllus-
trations by Hablot K. Browne, Crulkshank and
Seymour are retained in Impressions from good
plates, and a number of distinguished artists have
agreed to supply some additional plotures. Finally,
Mr. Andrew Lang's Introductions are as sympa-
thetle and as agreeable as could be desired. His
passion for Dickens is of long standing. When he
compares Mr. Plekwick with Don Quixote, and
Bancho Weller to Sancho Panza, he does It with &
touch of affectionate feeling that Is not often en-
countered, even among the most ardent students of
the novellst. Altogether, this edition Is a boon, and
{t Is published at a price so small that it Is within
the reach of everybody.

Mr. H. M. Stanley ls about to hring out a popu-
lar edition of his book, “In Darkest Afries’” It
will be In one volume, with all the old {ilustrations
and a map. The text will be somewhat revised
and the author will supply a new preface.

Mr. Bellamy's now story, the first he has pube-
ltshed sinee “'Looking Backward,” is to be brought
out by the Appietons In a short time. It will be
called “Equality.”

That glddy young perlodical, “The Lark,” 18
going out of existence. The April number, in fact,
brings the serles to a conclusion. “We want it 1o
die ltke the fabled swan” anld the publisher the
other day, “just when lts note s clearost.  Wa
want It to be remembered as It was in the hour
of its greatest strength and beauty. 8o, just at
the happlest, sunnlest hour. when its eolumns are
filled with bright verse and original drawings,
“The Lark” will disappear from the sky, leaving
memories that ean never die, pletures that will
roturn like wvistons of sunshine and goll™ Mr.
Doxey 18 quite lLarkey.

Mr. Gelett Burgess also has something to say
as his bantling departs. Lt departs, he ohaerves,
“hesause our misston s ended Tt flowed along
naturally, and was not forced, but to go further
would be forcing tt. The "Lark’ Lved because of
1ts beautiful optimism, being at the same time &
gort of joke tn earnest and a protest againat jour-
nallsm that fs meraly commercinl,  Almost all of
the fads and freaks are already dead and we are
contant to g0 also, now that the apirit of spon-
taneity I8 over,’ Mr. Burgess notes thut his greats
est hit was “The Purple Cow." He retires cer-
tainly with a good grace. “The Lark™ was often
& bore, but It was often captivating. The “"Purpla
Cow™ was a lttla masterplece, and there must ha
many who Can say as the author says, “l cannot
get rid of It Mr. Burgess is probably right In
thinking that he will be remembered by this bit

of doggerel.

Professor R. W. Moore writes to us announcing
that the first number of "The Journal ot Germanie
Philology'' has fnally made Its appearance, This
periodical s edited by speclalists ldentifled with
the University of Indlana, Yale and Cornell uni-
versities, and the University of Michigan, It was
originally intended to vall it “The American Jour-
nal,” but some sixty BEuropeans have promised to
contribute, and It seema probable that the maga-
gine will eventually possasa an international stand-

ins.
Mr. Thomas Nalson Page. whose pen has not
besn much in evidence of late, I8 now engaged

bLuoes masm-cami eb-ocasiderabls Mg, '




