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">*like as brother to brother
Is Love to Lust;
How can Itell, my Mother.
Love from Lust?

•*Th< ••>•• of each are as springs
Clear and sweet;
On the shoulders of each are win-

"
"Child, on the Net,

"On the feet of Love are wings!
On the feet of Lust
For a alga and a warning clings
A little dust."
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gifts In others. There la a pleasant description

in the Diary of his first meeting with "that In-

comparable youns man." Grinllng Gibbons,

"whom." says Evelyn. "Ihad lately met with

in an obscure place by meere accident as Iwas
walking neere a r*>.>r solitary thatched house.
in a \u25a0aM In our parish, ne»-re Says Court":

Ifound him shut in. but lookinr Inat th* wm-
flow IpsitiiU'd htm carving that lame cartoon or
crucifix >f Tintore*. a copy ef which Ihad my!»m»
brought from Venice, where the original p.iintinK
r»-maines. Iasked if Imight enter; hr or*n'd the
door civilly to me and Isaw him about such a
work as for ye curiosity of handling, drawing and
studious esaetnsase, Inever had before scene in all
my travel!*. Inueatione.l him why he worked In
such an obscure and lonesome plai-«»; he toW me
it was that he rrtlxht apply him?«-lfe to his profes-
sion without Interruption, and wondered not a little
how Iha.l found him out. Iasked If he was un-
willing to be made known« to nome pirate man.
for Ib»li.-v.l it mit;ht turn to his profit; h*> an-
sw.r'.l be was yet hut a beginner, but would not
be sorry to J«t*ll off that piece; on demanding the
price he nai.l Ciflß. Ingood earnest th* very frame
was worth the money. there being nothing in nat-
ure so tender and delicate as th« Bowers and fes-
toons about it. and yet the work* was very strong;

In the piece was more than KM) figures of men. etc.
Ifound h.i was likewise* musical, and very civil.
sober, and discreete in bis discourse.

DIARY OF JOHN* KVKI.YN. Esq.. F. It.S To
which are »iMnl a Selection from hi* Familiar
letters :in«l the Private Correspondence be-
tween Kirn; Charted Iand Sir K.l»:inlNicholas.
and b«>W«ea Sir Klvrnnl Hyde i:tft.rw.mi
Karl of Clarendon) an.i Sir Richard Browne.
Kditeil i— 111 the original MSB. by William
limy.F. S. A. A new edition In four volumes,
\>>. with a 1111f •\u25a0 of th*- author and .1new preface

by Henry B. Whealley. K. a A. With numer-
ous illustrations. Imported by Charles BSJffh-
ner's Sons.

This new edition of John Evelyn's immortal
Diary is in beauty and aVgnlty a fittins memo-
rial to thai noble Rnfrlishman and Is appropri-
ately produced on the bi-centcnary of his death.
We must regret with Mr. Wheatley that he

was not permitted to {rive to the world a com-
plete edition of Evelyn's original. The Diary

as we know it offers only a selection from the

A Handsome Edition of the Diary

and Corresjmndencc.

Joil.x EFELJTN.

I>4Mikinj; over the announcements of the pub-
lishers for the season which lias just opened, we
observe that while fiction occupies its usual
(conspicuous place even more attention is this
year l>eing Riven to biography. Indeed, books
having a personal Interest lead all the rest. The
Poagbtons will presently issue Mrs. rennell'9
biography of her kinsman, Charles Godfrey Le-
land, and they will follow this work with M \u25a0
Ilisland's "Life and Letters of LanVaana Ilearn"
\u25a0ad Mr. Perry's book on Walt Whitman. The
ntafiHaa Company has in press Mrs. Harring-
tons "Life, Letters and Art of Lord Ldghton"
Ui.1 two volumes of "Reminiscences of Henry
Irving." by his old manager, Ilram Stoker.
From the Scribners willcome "The First Forty
Years of Waslungton Society," by Mrs. Samuel
Harrison Smith (Margaret H.iyard). From half
a dozen different publishers wo may expect
books of historical cossip like Mr. Williams's
"Five Fair Sisters," recently brought out by
the Pataaasa, and reviewed hi this place last
Sunday. There seems to be something like
a erase for anecdote, especially anecdote of old
e-ourt life such as Mr. Williams found profitable
for his work on Cardinal hfaxartn'i nieces.

JOHN EVELYN.
(t*rom the portrait by Worluige.)

If the ah>oiut. ly Biiimpeacbable truth which
\u25a0 \u25a0 sit f..rth were more generally rvcog-
are woold bear 1< ss of that uilk. whk-b b

; arty offensive, about the minor poefa
\u25a00 wea Be«aaM be Las ideals, Ls

eiever and consfieutious, and all the r.^t. w.
r.n- constantly asked i<> tak.- him seriously. Bat
poetry is poetry, and not all tLt- good Intentions

world willever make the average minor
stuff tolerable

"Poetry Is nothing." says "The Saturday Re-
view," "if not the language of the plain man
rapt al>ove himself," and the critic does not be-
lieve that to the true poet would natnmlly come
artificial, Bclf-coaacloai epithets and phrases.
With which aage pronouncement we are in the
fullest possible a^reerni>nt "The average minor
poet of the day," ho declares, "Is merely tire-
feome." True, O critic, he is immeasurably tire-
Pome. There is to much that is wise la the
remarks that follow that we must quote them
intact:

We are conscious that real poetry, now poetry,
iiin the air of our day ifonly somebody couldcapture it. Hence we have little patience with
echoes ofTennyson, hints of Roaaettl and broken
lights of Swinburne, Ten years ago we might
have received these things more tolerantly-
nothing better was to be looked for, Urn voice
of the acre was obviously exhausted and the
prattle of accomplished parodists mildlyapree-
ji!>>. Mr Stephen Fhlllipe came along with his
delusive trick of whipping the cream not with-
out subtlety at times— from the older masters
of verse, but wo were soon undeceived Thenew poet Is not yet; the hope of him lies in
tf.. ract that we believe he. will com* Oneglance at th. pages of our average minor poet
is enough to assure us that we are off th- scentEven a po.-t like Mr William Watson a poet of
riisrh rnent hail he been born In another gen-
eration-has thing to say about the worldJis we know it. Ho Issues no challenge to the

Literary rubbish, which Is always with us.lias lately been the subject of renewed dlseus-
»ion Inthe correspondence columns of "The 1...11
dun Standard." The wortbless novel has more
particularly been Uiken in band by the debaters.
Koine of then attribute its survival "primarily
to those responsible for its ovcrimlulgent notice
in the press of the country." We have oar-peives repeated!; pointed out the barn done in
thi> direction by incompetent or unscrupulous
editors and reviewers. But we are glad to bm
that one contributor to the discussion, an experi-
ence«l publisher, confesses that, whatever thecan-,- of the increase In worthless fiction, "the
remedy lies chiefly with those of us who publish
books." He protcsL" against the idea that a
publisher must deal in rubbish as well as in
good literature to make his business pay. "Someftus." he Fays, '-have proved to our own satis-faction, and I think to that of our authors,
thai this is not strictly tree. Iventure to say
that even in the matter of fiction a publisher
may. with proof, exclude all matter which has
no pretensions to be literature, providing he
really understands his business. . . fam
convinced that the publisher who understandsbis business may make much more money by
confining his attention each season to a very
few carefully selected and really good novels,
each of which Is worthy of careful treatmenttlutu be can by rushing oat 1portentous list ofthe sort of rubbish which la baaed a pilea by
certain firms every Reason.- AH that the pub-
lisher needs, in his opinion, is to be a man of
taste and education, to employ good library
i:.rn as leaden and to remember, in season and
fit of reason, the honorable traditions of his
craft. Then ho may set his face like flint
\u25a0gainst rubbish, and still prosper.

full Ftorr of that original, and there is no rea-
son to suppose thai William Bray's judgment
as to what should be chosen and what rejected
was faultless. Boom day, no doubt, the desira-
ble complete edition will bo provided, but evi-
dently not in the lifetime of the present repre-
sentative of the Evelyn family. This gentle-
man, whose strong point is certainly not a patri-
otic appreciation of his country's literature, has
even refused to allow verification of the printed
text with the MS This version Is therefore .ill
that can be hoped for now—perhaps all that
will ever tin.! Its way Into print, since la the
chances and chances of life the original US.
may not survive. Mr. Wheatley's memoir of the
author and the full bibliography of Evelyn's
works are additions to Bray's edition which his
readers are duly grateful for; and a fresh series
of illustrations must also be welcomed.

"It is Impossible." says Mr. Wheatley, "Infol-
lowingthe various Incidents of Evelyn's life,not
to l;r^ struck by the almost perfect character of
tho man." Just, generous, active, unselfish,
turning as far a.s might bo his Ideals for his
kind and his country Into practical realities,
John Evelyn did bis duty as ho saw it and left
a manor] blossoming in the dust of Time. It
was not from the literary side, his biographer
reminds us, that he considered his many hooks.
They were not written la display his own abili-
ties or merely to entertain the reader, bat to
give needed help and Information. If in the
writing of them this man of rattan found hap-
piness and distraction in a troublous period, it
was a served reward. Long ago they served
thtiir purpose and are now practically forgotten,
but not fo the aha of their author. Even cyn-
ical Horace Walpole says of him: "The work3of
tho Creator and the mimic labours of th- creature
were all objects of hla pursuit He unfolded the
perfection of the one and assisted th.- imperfec-
tions of the other." lie was a man of full and
eager mind, busi.-d with matters of life, nature,
art and letters, gifted himself and quick to set.

Evelyn strongly recommended the young man
and his work to Kir Charles, and that lazy
monarch commanded that both should be
brought to Whitehall— where, la Mr. Evelyn's
huge indignation, "a French peddling woman"'
in attendance on Queen Catherine found fault
with the work "which -she understood no more
than an as;-:., or a monkey." and he carried it
away in a huff. If.on this occasion, he foiled
to advance the fortunes cf his protest lie had
better luck later with Wren, the architect, who.
as we know, did employ the young 'incompara-
ble." Evelyn's taste in art was. as a rule, of
the N.st. and his record of travel in Italy has
an undercurrent of keen enjoyment of beautiful
things.

As in art m in literature Mr Evelyn's tast<»was pure and tine, ins own literary style, asseen in the Diary, is delightful In its simplicity
and directness. He takes his reader with him
into the trade horror of the Great Fire inLondon-so vivid Is his account that we forget
the writer in tho "hideous storm.." he pictures
His Sketches Of Character are as skilful as they
an shrewd. Where shall we find a better char-
acterization of the second Charles, who in his
careless way was always \u0084.a to his eminentsubject and whom Evelyn loved and condemned?

JLV ;

a,,,l k,,.. w ()f •nan;^mwrlS Im^Wß^iSa tX2
and boiktinr. and Si \u25a0 i

*h,-n\i him to be n^a^Mm ,'' •itltre
""

fcrs ssc^ E^ ... Hs

an«! thine*: hut thrr*m wVfcM t--.-,*-,.,., \u2666-_». v^

-
oft from all application lec-.mizg so greata™ k^

Evelyn went often to court In the time of thisChart**, taking no part In the crazy amusements
of the "profane wretch**.' and being met

_
the King on grounds of the tastes they shored.
Charles discourse with him of planting antbuilding, drew plans for Ms* would have him

j write a. history of the late War anal the Hol-1landers— making it "a little it
- -

;\u25a0-.

-
for those

Hollanders had unhandsomely abused m- na--». *.-wi4 his r*\a-
Jesty In their "llbells,- Evelyn was above van-
ity, but perhaps there Is a lit?:.- nalv* self-ccn-
Iscicusn. ss in his comment on baa -,".in» to court, to find the Kingattired ina com*!y dress "artoryo Persian mode" and -resolving never to alter
It and to leave the French mo.li-. which hadIhitherto obtatnM to our greate cxper.ee and re-
proach." While divers courtiers watered with
the King that he would not persist in this reso-
lution. Evelyn had a flattering memory: "Ihad
some time before presented an tawcUti against
that unconstancy. an.! one so much affecting
the Frr-r.eh fashion, to bis M -•--. in which I
took occasion to describe the curr.elinesso ud
usefubessc of the Persian clothing in ye vry
same manner his Majesty now dad :neaale.
This pamphletIintitTd Tyra:. . or the Mode."
and gave Itto the King to readu. Idonot im-
pute to this discourse the change which aoor.o
happen 1, but it was an identity that Icoul.i
not bet take notice of." Alaa. for the go<>d
Evelyn, who Ifhe lacked aught lacked a quirk
sense of humor! Itla nut unreasonable to con-
jecture that Charles and his rout were play-lr-
a Joke on the author of 'Tyranttusr and wen
Infinitely diverted by his behavior at si?ht of
the "Persian habit. Straightway to his own
tailor went th. gentleman from Surrey ar.d
Indulged himself in a Persian habit— for, a fort-
night after, he sets down thL> rueful confession*
inhis Diary: 'To London to our office, ana now
had Ion the vest and surcoat a:id tunic as
'twas call'd after his Stalest? bad broucht th-.-
whole Court to it. It wlua comely and manly
nabit. too good to hold, it being tmposslola fbt
us in good earnest ti> lea.o ye M>r.^iiu.-s vani-
ties long."

Of what sour, and steadfast fibre was the
heart of John Evelyn countless passages in hi.s
Diary and letters show, but In nothing b U
more touchingry revealed than Lihia lament at
the death of his "deare, nrcete, desirable C&ibV
his daughter Mary, a girlwho in brains as veil
a3 loveliness of character and p» rson deserv-d
all her heartbroken father a old say of her.
That combination of cleverness and gi.NMln»-.59
had its root in her father's own natarx W v
it something in him.-. or was it il|h|m«mii \u25a0

or chance that bore him scathless torouxa all
the dangers of eh.; Commonwealth period? llh
often went to and fro between England and
France, he correspondt-d with King Charles in
exile, he was known to bo a sturdy Royalist.
Yet he apparently suffered no toon serious dis-
comfort than that which came, from an after-
noon's connneuient when he was found attend-
ing the forbidden church service <jh a. Christmas
Day. "Finding no colour to detiine me." he
says, "they aaWJaaaf . mo with much, pitty vt
my ignorance."

The make-up of thes, : volumes Is excellent
The type in size and clearness b a j-y to tfc»?
eye. One of the portraits; th.it of young Air*.
Evelyn, is taken from an original which had
some startling adventures. Evelyn married
Mary i 1 m m. the daughter of the British Am-
bassador, in I"uris. while the Protecto* rul~J
in KnglamL It waa not thought wi^e. to brin;;
tho bride home, so the young husband waa t^-:i
to content his heart with, divers flying visits :<>
Prance. For a gag? of love, little Mrs. Mary
had her portrait painted and sent it off to het
lord In England. It waa "taken by pyratesT
on its way over the Channel, and for a year or
more Evelyn heard nothing of it. Then he dis-
covered that the pyrates had sold it to Ount
de la Strode; Governor of Dunkirk, and that
gallant Frenchman, betas applied t<\ **Inostgeo»
rruusly and handsomely** sent the picture to its
anxioua owiu r.. «.

uaruick as aitiior.
From Tho London Ppfcere.

Writing of Garrtck's Uterary efforts, Isuppose
not every one knows that he waa the author of
such well known lints a.«

Tieir eaose Iplead, p!> ad it irbtart 8»d mfn<t;
A fellow feeling rauktd i>ue wi)iilreus kisti.

Or this again-
1- othm ball lh« rising ran,
1tow to that whose course has tv.n.

Or again
—
Hearts of nak .ire enr sh:?s.

**
litarts of o vk..ir>- OOf r:> :•..

IJut Isuppose every one known his ?pii:r.i™ <]1
t.oldsrnith. "who wrote BIM an ans*l and talk'l
like j.o«>r I'oli"—an epigram that <«:iv t y«d er-.:y
half th. truth, as Garrtch would bava t«-t-R «n«
of th.r ilrst to admit.

Tlii SOBLE I.OVEIZ.
From The London S&tnrtlay Review,

The greatest love is the love that v.iU
A something (rum the common tight;

,Th.> love that loves and always fails
To bring to pasa what others might.

That holds Its imasfl in •'- shrir.e,
A holy hidden .sanctuary;

That makes the thing it lovea '. \u25a0\u25a0
•

And loves to all eternity.

That does r.ot touch but enlv tones
In lonelint-ss its whole life thro';

And thinks good thoughts an.l writes bail *
Which lonely lovers always <io.

The love thru makt •<* lifehappta***
Ifonly l»>v» doth near abhSr,

An.l d.ath it.self hath i;<> ilistr..sa
Iflove .1:.- l.a, . by bis sldo.
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