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EMERSON IN 185,
(From a daguerreotype.)

one of the nine volumes thus far published Mr.
Emerson has something interesting to say about
his father's works,

His anmotations galn much in interest from
belng obviously, in many cases, the fruit of per-
sonal gbservation. Thus, in treating of the es-
€ay on “Manners,” he alludes to the saying,
“Farhion loves lions, and peints like Circe tu
ber horned company,” and adds the following:

Ciree and her company of llons, or horned
recalls a remark which I heard Mr. Emerson make
ebout a zealous lady of wide sympathies whom he
valued more for her virtues than tmhﬁr Judgment,
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Quiller-Couch on American Soil.
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sary of some occurrence, he would jest 1wy, | Mr. Quiller-Couch, deserting in his new novel
‘Oh, it is always a hundred years from some- | the shores he knows best, follows the fortunes
thing.”” 1In the chapter on Fate, in “The Con- [of an English ensign in the America of the
duct of Life,” Emerson notes that *“the pig- } eighteenth century. The scene opens on l".‘l“‘
the epidermis,” among other things, | George at Fort William Henry, the year after
haracter. His son remarks: *“1 re. { the famous maesacre—a disaster not seldom re-
member Mr. Emerson saying somewhat :::n!l_v.""ﬂ“"l to this day by the poor remnants
of a spirited schoolboy of good blood, ‘B he | mortality unearthed by the
has the hopeless adust complexion,” and the sub- “ the ploughman. Young John a Cleeve, em-
sequent history of the man, of generous traits, : barking with his regimental colors, sweeps down
but cursed by a passionate temperament, justi- { the gl lake with the army of Howe and
fied this foreboding.” There are many simi- [ Abercrombie, intent upon the reduction of Fort
larly interesting bits of Emersoniana set forth i Carillon or Ticonderoga. There Montcalm and
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Recent Numbers of the “Burlington

® »
and the “Artist Engraver.

An interesting note appears on the cover cf
the April number of “The Eurlington Maga-
gine,” published here by the Mac lans. It 1s
to the effect that the annual subscription price
has been reduced from $12 to $8. The change
ts well advised, and ought to result In a wide
fncrease of popularity for this excellent perlod-
ical.

Mrs. Cartwright supplies the text accompany-
ing a number of admirable reproductions of
drawings by Millet in the collection of the late
J. 8. Fornes, whose London gailery was gradu
ally made extraordinarfly representative of the
Barblizon school. She speais of Millet's predi-
lection for the masters of line, and cepecially of
his enthusiasm for a certain drawing by Michael
Angelo. She adds, with justice, that we reallze
something of the same feeling that he had In
the presence of the great Italian whr‘r? we con-
template his cwn drawing. The ‘l-nrb(-s oxi
amples are of eignal importance. T l.F- serles is
continued In the May pnumber and will be c2
ried on until forty of the Frenchman's worke in
line are reproduced. The May number contalns
geveral other good things, including some use-
ful notes by Mr. Weale on the portraits by John
Vienna, and the conclusion of Mr

van Eyck at e,
Cook’s suggestive study of the :\li!anﬁfe palnter
Zenale as a maker of xwrh':ti!.:&. From thils
number we borrow the fascinating pertrait of
Yaucrezia Crivelli by Leonardo in the Louvre.
The second number of the new quarterly
magazine “The Artist Engraver” has just been
published by the Macmillan Com;ran'y. It con-
tains, Jike its predecessor, five original plates
printed on a generous gcale, and this group well
gustains the standard originally adopted. “The
Farmer” 1s an admirable etching by Philip
Ptmiot, a freely drawn and very skilfully bitten
a barnyard scene.
nﬁ{zeoifalcon.' by C. M. and B J, Detmold, Is
not at all attractive as a deslgn, but in technlque
uumsdequatomuskaunpottha!methodm
the treatment of birds which, originally derived

sculative Men” Emerson spcke of the philoso-

from Direr, bas been exploited to very good ef-
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{ THE SIGN OF TRIUMPH. By Sheppard Stevens,
1 0, . With four illustrations by Harry
C B Boston: L. C. Page & Co.
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i\\'rnup,ht in it are graphically portrayed. The
i result is a curious mixture that, stir the ingredi-

s the author will, refuses to make a wholly
ictory combination, The reader lays down

| the book, unable to decide whether he has been
j treated to a dish of Lew Wallace flavored with

Stanley Weyman, or of Max Pemberton with g
dash of Sienkiewicz.
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LITERARY NOTES.

Acton literature will not come to an end with
the publication of the scholar’s letters to Miss
Gladstone. The present Lord Acton is collect-
ing his father's writings and lectures, published
and unpublished, and will give them to the
public in three or four volumes.

It is possible that the Cromwell

) letter sold
in London the

other day for $6U5 may come to

l{n* United States. It was addressed by the
l.rl-t--rlur'ln his wife and dated September 4,
1654 It is in an affectionate strain:

I have not leisure to write much, but I could
"’:lllv (:.'. rt r]h:ui n many of thy letters thou writest
0 me tha should not be unmindful of
thy little anes. Thou art .!w:u-»-rl to m:- o sl

than any
o The I.«nlll l'.ulh shewed

1o can te 10 T i
My weake faythe hath been upholdfn ‘lel?;iln'ltt)
marverlously supported,
thee 1 grow an oulde man and
rverlously stealinge upon

creature; leit that suffice.
us an exceeding mercy.
though 1 as
feele infirmityes

C
;no. \\nul-llmy corruptions did as fast digcrease!
ray on my behalf in the latter respec
ti ars of our late : ook, T o

u success one gil

Pickering will impart to thee.

At the same sale the Interesting sum of

“r"-: ;-.:khl for some Chatterton relics. The visaga
of Father Time might well wear a sardonic gri
T)

over that transaction. e

$1.470

.'"lho Last Hope,” the late Mr. Merriman's
final novel, is written round the now hackneyed
story that poor little Louis XVII escaped from
the Temple and grew up in safety. The novel
ln(_nu!lh €8, says "The Sketch,” “a young man, a
sailor on the Suffolk coast, by name Loo B:u"e-
borie, whose father had been brought over to
that village in childhood by French parents who
h_:ul crossed the sea about the time of the execu-
tion of Louis XVI. The boy, although only a
siilor, bears a remarkable resemblance to the
l!‘l fated Louis XVL Upon the scene enter a
French nobleman and his friends—old Loyalists
who see with dismay Louis Bonaparte about to
mount the throne of France,”

They
they

rsuade Loo Barcborne,
is Louis de ¥

! whose real name
‘ourbon, that his business

is to over to France and ¢ wiize o Royalist
party He deoes so. and a dramatic eipusode IS pre-
ser ted when a locket that had been in his family
from father's infancy is opened in a large com-
pany and In it is shown the portrait o Marie
Ante t IL.oo Barcbone knows that the portrait
th formerly accug i locket was quite
dif ind carns for the first time
fr f ! nsprators that instesd of being
t d -;1 of 1 8 XVI. he is sably only the
e m of a m 1 les is h ¢ 3

the oid French nobility. ¥ St T

France is the one country in which literature

is regarded with enthusi . To her
|...x £ list of celebrations is to be led In July
HIS STUDIO. that of the literary cente iry of George Sand.
| A committee of arrange ts has been formed
by Will Rot tein)) which includes, we are told, €very name in
France d.s guished in literature, art or sci-
: o y Franchii sit themi with | €0 Phe Minister of Public Instruction is at
e head of it
\ 3 i i ! there Lord Hovw & —
s Killed 5 1 ot the att . and  there| recrettable  proclamation of Harriet
W ; : wounded | Beedo? we on the subject of the Byron
el , ) . At is recalled by Mr. Shorter, who
el ¢ 5 pe . fr 9 says that Lady Byron “gave half a
ind hin i 1 s way into t | dozen different verslons of her troubles with the
. N I 1 ramatic episode poet to half a dozen different personal friends.™
k CGras Wbt trange romance with | It Is worth noting that whatever the feeling of
) ' ) ‘ SIS AR Lad Byron’s cwn time may have been, the
L Pt G i T thy of the world now seems to be with her
dier ' mong lians make up |- -~ -
1 t « 1 tabie book I'his hero suffers
| It but s sulferings are en-
! specially at the moment when he

the roof of Fort* Amity with Di
arty of bloo
door at their feet.
Ie found

e while

|ag sty red men force the trap-

himself

in French, *“1

saylng aloud
‘ i

w nswer for the . mademoisellet—
X 1 Lo the red-ce ! They will help!"”
still, while blow after blow shock the hatch,
{ Diane crouched motionless, staring at him with
wild eyes.

he repecated with the alr of
ak lucidly; then, with a change
our pistol, pleasep’

iently at arm's length, but as
med to remember, and crept

hey

" she whispered. “C'est o
From the slaircase—not close beneath the hatch,
but, as it seemed, far bLelow their fect—came the
muffled ac of shots, and between the shots
hoarse cric f rage.

" whispered John. He could hear that
v grappling and fighting down there, and
4th to be at hand. He could not
rs at the gate, appalled for

1 of Diane, with a dozen
ralliecd at a yell from
ed after him to the rescue,
3 with the rearmost Indians—
mass choking the narrow

pered agatn, and, pressing a

Courage!”

Xnee on the Latch, r xnl.etff out a hand
to steady her. What mattered it if they died
now-—togeth he and she? “Tu dois”—the words

:ang through Lim, thrilling, bathing him in bilss.
The characters of this book are well within
the lines of romantic convention—even to the
Indian chief whoee deep affection for the hero
and whose lofty and refined language are in
the best early-nineteenth-ceutury literary style,
We appreclate the fleeting glimpses of the
brilliant soldicr, Richard Montgomery—espe-
cially that most vivid one at the end, when he
meets death under the palisade of Prés-de-Ville,

The fact that Mrs. Stevens takes the Children's
Crusade in France in the thirteenth century as
the background for her latest story does not
signify that it is by any means a Sunday school
tale. It belongs rather to the swashbuckling
has had a surfeit of late years. It tells the story
of a gentleman adventurer, fallen into evil
courses, who befriends one of the ckild knights
and saves him from the fate that overtook the
main body of the unfortunate litile crusaders.
There are a light ¢’ love and a lady of high de-
gree to give spice and contrast to the adventur-
er's adventures. The descriptions of the pitiful

LUCREZIA CRIVELLL
(From the portrait by Leonardo)

{ nusbard. The mystery of their pariicg will
Mobzbly never be solved; the ious theory
repeated by Mrs. Stowe is, at any rate, thor-
ough!y discredited.

“Beatrice of Venice” is the title of Mr. Max
Pemberton’s new novel. It is to be published

in the autumn.

What ought to Le a book of greot interest is
the proposed “Life of Renan,” by Dr. Barry.

| The priest’as estimate of the French thinker will
| be look for with curiosity, and will no doubt ex-
gschool of historical romance, of which the public

cite burning discussion.

“The Chronicles of An Old Campaigner” is the
title of a translation of a book criginally pub-
lished in Holland in the ecarly yesrs of the
eighteenth century. The author, Mr. de ia
Colonie, served In the army of the [llector of
Bavaria, and offers some stirring records of
the war of the Spanish succession and espe-

cially of the battles Ramlilliaa and Msl-
plaguet



