THE TRYST.

BY LAUCHLAN WATT
O the way is sometimes low,
And the waters dark and deep,

And I stumble as 1 go.

Jut T have a tryst to keep;
It was plighted long ago
With some who lie asleep.

And though days go dragging slow,
And the sad hours gravewards creep,
And the world is hush’'d in woe,

I neither wail nor weep,
For He would not have it so,
And I have a tryst to kocp
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A new edition of a “great literary success”
of a former day, Walpole's “Castle of Otranto,”
is presently coming out. Possibly the author
Limself, could he speak, would deprecate the
republication of this “attempt to blend the mar-
vellous of old story with the natural of modern
novels.”  Writing of it—*"a frantic thing"—to
Hannah More, he adds: “It was fit for noth-
ing but the age in which it was written; an
age in which much was known, that required
only to be amused, nor cared whether its amuse-
ments were conformable to truth and the mod-
els of good sense; that could not be spoiled, was
in no diunger of being too credulous; and rather
wanted to be brought back te imagination than
to be led astray by it.” The cynical Horace was
fn reality not half so modest in regard to hls
novel as he would fain have been thought.
e certainly liked to tell his correspondents
it had been much read and much commended.
The fortune it is likely to enjoy in the forth-
coming new edition is easily enough foretold.
The book will be read for a little while, talked
about fur a little while, and then allowed to
subside into that corner of the library which
is only visited by the man of letters and the
connoisseur in literary curiosities. But “The
Custle of Otranto” cannot die utterly. In all
the fantastical fiction of that period--in which
it played so unexpeciedly eonspleuous a part—
yvou tind a spark of life, the instinct for ro-
mat which is part and parcel of human
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The attributes of a competent critic are thus
doscribed by Mr. Augustine Birrell in *“The Con-
temporary™: “Good sense, good temper, a love
of modesty and truth, with a high standard of
exeellence, gained by an affectionate study of
the works of illustrious authors, ancient and
nodern, and a quanfum suff., of mother-wit"”
Apropos of the knowledge and sympathy neces-
siary to the critie, Mr. Birrell tells this anec-
dote:

A yvoung Oxonian once complacently announced
to Mark Pattison his intention of editing an edl-
tion of Selden’s “Table-Talk.” The learned man
warmly congratulated the would-be editor upon
his choice, remarking how casy it would be for
Lim to rc1 every printed book it was possible
for Seide: to have read, and thus to qualify
himself within the comp of a dozen studious
yvears to add a few really explanatory notes to
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This new volume of the clever Adeéle de
Boigne's memoirs is as fascinating as was the
first volume published a few months ago, and
| reviewed in this place. Her pictures of Court
nlife and society during the Restoration are as
vivid as were those earlier reminiscences of the
b‘ranoe of Louis XVI and of the Revolution.
(They are set forth with egual frankness and
shrewdness, sometimes with prejudice, always
with a sure grasp on what was interesting in
experience and character.
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Charles., ordered the absentee marquis to buy
one side of the square and build an arcade
along it, then to erect, according to the royal
plans, a magnificent residence. When finished
he had to decorate and turnish it in the most
luxurious fashion, and then he was commanded
to live in it. The angry marquis had to obey,
but he flouted the tyrant by establishing him-
self in a servant’s room and never condescend-
ing even to look at his cplendid reception rooms.
The rule of parents in Piedmont at that period
was as imperious as that of the King. The
father of a family allowed even his grown and
married children no independence whatever.
They had no money, no freedom of movement—
all the bills were sent to papa and paid by him.

Loyalist as she was, Madame de Boigne did
not maintain many illusions in respect to the
Bourbon princes. She lays stress on their igno-
rance of popular feeling, their indifference to in-
terests which had grown up during their exile,
their inability to understand that their posi-
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the itble-Talk.” The young man shuddered
and at once abandoned the idea, and generously The greater part of the five years described
made a present of it to a qulck-witted friend | in thls volume were spent by Adele's father, the
“"'"" ’é“f‘ k"{"“'”t‘g p?’"“l"k ‘;“"'S‘.’"(- was "““' . | Marquis d'Osmond, as French Ambassador, first
without a pang, to produce his edition in ti S iR D . )
1months., The reviewers all spoke well of g to the Court of the King of Sardis nd then
1nbors, and as t majority of them were prob- | to that of England Much of the his de-
ably reading the “Table-Talk™ for the first time, I voted daughter was with him, of is ap-
' wnly decent of the 9 . .
it was only decent of them to do so. parent, as an efcient aid There Rnmor i
This discussion of the critic and his ways is | her notes on life in Turin in 1813 under King
guing forward at a brisk pace in London just | victor Emmanuel I, newly rot fre the

now. We like the comments of “An Old Re
viewer,” in the columns of our English name
sake. Alluding to that question of *“literary

courtesy,” on which Mr. A C. Benson was,
quite unconsciously, so droll the other day,
this shrewd observer points out that the true
eritic must regard the point as irrelevant.
“I'or him a book is either a work of art or it
is nothing. - Courtesy would be a ridie-
ulously ecold way of describing the reverenes
and love which the genuine critie cherishes for
g ‘nuine literature.”
e

It is a great thing for the lover of literatur>
to preserve the illusions In which literature
abounds.,  Bat just how far should he go in the
comfortable process of preserving them? Shonld
hie merely exercise special prudence when list-
ening to the iconoclast,
that restless busy-body with Joyous prejudice
und contempt? One complainant asserts that
*there is hardly a beautiful inecident or char-
acter In the history of the world that has not
been challenged during our generation by some
fznorantes or other,” and he expresses the be-
l'ef that these enemies of legend go about their

business simply so that they may enjoy “the
sort of vicious happline that mental degen-
erates are suid to experience by destroying
anything that i8 generally prized or beloved.”
Mr. Lang cannot aceept this view of the mat
tor. YILire historian is pleased,” he says, “when

a supposed romance turns out to possess an
antheatic basis; and he Is sorry when a good
oid «1 fable has to be releguted to the
land of legendary fiction.  But if he finds [for
ecimple] that Dorothy Vernon did not elope -
if Le does maie that discovery—he must say
80 firn.ly, even if his reward be public sup-
pressicn by the gollows or the exeentioner’s
exe”  Of course; bhut there is something to be
6aid gn the othier side of the
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or should he “go for" |
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Napoleon's soldier He came determine

to restore all the
tlonary system,

abs

acquis in only one feature

of the French occupation--the trebling of taxes
| In his passion for restoring the system of what
| he called “Novantott” (98) the King, says

'M.- lame de¢ Boigne, wished to destroy all that
the French had created, including several scien-
tific colleetic e one day to spare
the ornithological collections which he had vis-
ited the evening and with which he
seemed dellghted. He flew into a passion and
said that all thes
Satan; that these collections did not exist in
Novant-ott; that they got along very well with-
out them; that there was no need to be cleverer
than one's ancestors. His anger bein ex-
1, he added that he would muake oxX-
birds, as they pleased him,
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were sflent; the destruction of the ornithe
collection and the preservation of the
of birds was resolved by
King and court 3 looked

collection
an immense majority

n any sort of libe rd
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idea with )mrn.r and the former indulged in a
despotic rule which scems almost ineredible in
these days. A noble could not go abroad ex-
cept with hils sovereign's pe sion, and if ne
stayerd away longer than the time set he ran
the risk of having ail his property sequestrated.
He spent his income as the government directed

and built castles or chapels, and gave balls or
concerts in obedience to orders not to be ques-
tioned. One of the wealthiest of Pie
nobles In the time of Victor Am
tormented by rheumatism in the
that ho went to live in Pisa
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and he wished that great care should be taken :
of them. The Suardinlan party in the council
approved the Ki 's resoluti Count Valese
and Count Balbe looked upon the ground and
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ant responsibility for things to be done.
selfish still, they had learned a little
One of the least pleasant of |
these portraits is that of “Madame,” the prisoner
of the Temple, that Duchess of Angouleme who
was the daughter of Louis XVJ and Marie

tion
Culle
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nisfortune.

Antoinette. She was a good woman, but with- |
out kindness and graciousness, Madame Jde
loigne says that the princess was devoted to |

f her mother

that Louis XVIII led
his family, whe,

She gives the fmpression
a far from easy life with
on one occasion indeed, drove
him by their violence into an attick of gout on
the stomach which nearly killed him. It was
not an engaging group down to the young Duc

de Berry, of whom our chronicler does not

hesitate to set down this remembrance: l
Shal! T tell the story of the €

the command of the Duc de [

unfortunately broken up at th
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! publi
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t Madame de Boigne recalls
of a soldier of the Imperial |
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agent whom Louis XVIII had
tal to look after the French wounded
s bed with offers of help. The

Guard whose
loo. The
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came to the
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instunt the guardsman threw the

ber at the

bleeding mem-
civilian.  “Tell the man who sends
you here,” he said, at I still have an arm left
for the service of the Emperor.”

Louis XVIII maintained as far as he could
the arrogant formalitics of the ancient regime.
We wonder with Madame
sovereigns endured with equanimity the treat-
ment  which their Ambassadors received In
Parls. There is a quaint story here of a dinnep
given to the new English Ambassador, Stuart
de Rothesay, and his wife. Instead of bLeing re-
ceived at the King's table in the fushion of other
countries, they were summoned to the residence
of the Duchessa d"Angonleme, where they were
fed among a company of courtiers presided over

de Boigne how foreign

’(h-‘
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by a major-domo and a lady of honor. King,
Princes and Princesses were all absent, but
from behind a screen “Madame’” and her hus-
band the Duke took a brief, amused glance at
the scene before they went to their own dinner
at the royal table, They did these things better
in England, as Madame de Bolgne discoveredq
during her long visits at her father’s house in
London. The French Ambassador's daughtcr
had nothing to complain of in her treatment at
Court and she even has pleasant things to say
of the Prince Regent. She notes particularly
what most writers have denied, his considera-
tion for his mother. “In private life his care
and tenderness was extreme, and he over-
whelmed her with respect in public. I was much
struck upon the evening of this concert to see
a footman bring a little tray with a cup of tex,
sugar basin and cream jug, and hand it to the
Prince Regent, who carried it himself to his
mother. He remained standing before her while
she helped herself to sugar and cream, without
rising or hurrying or interrupting her conversa-
tion. She was accustomed to say to him iz
English, whatever language she might be speak
ing at the time, ‘Thank you, George." She re
peated the thanks in the same terms when th
Prince Regent took the tray again from the
footman to take her empty cup. This was
regular custom and the ceremony was repeate
two or three times during the evening.” Th
Prince Regent in the character of devoted an
affectionate son is a figure new to the reader »
historical gossip, but in such a light the Fren:¥r
woman seems to have seen him. She quotes hi
account, given to her and other guests at Brigh-
ton one evening, of his last visit te his father,
King George 11II. The picture of the blind old
man, bereft of reason and unable to hear with-
out frenzy the sound of a human voice, as
tragic as that painted for us by Thackeray:
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As the Queen was ill and unable to pay her visit
he It. gent undertook this pious duty. He told
t he had been shown Into a large drawing r
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Of the Prix Reg tughter Charlagte
then living with her y sband, Leopald, at
Claremont, Madame de Boi » writes with
uresque deta The French Ambassador i
his family were invited to dine with the
couple and were both vexed and amused Ly ¢
| Princess’s rudeness—a rudeness which the j
sions Leopold tried hard to gloss over. His
hud eyes only for him, and her neiz '
table extracted but few words from her T
French guest describes her as tall and strong
built. “Her hair was fair, almost to the pe
of whi and her eyes were porcel
eyel e s were invisible and h.
complexion was uniformly white, without
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