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If you have pity. give o'er
Give back tihe he le from me,
and unkind.
that it
» comf« e
s faith, and seek to her
> kind, but not so fair.
One reflection provoked by this poem and

others in Mr. Lang's collection is that he must
have had a very nearly uncanny poise as a
young writer. He was in his twenties when he
made his excursions on the shallows of Renais-
sance poetic style, but he had the judgment of
an older head and was not betrayed into the
preciosities which were lying in wait for him in
every sunlit cove. He wrote then, as he writes
now, with the touch of one born to use T"nglish
in a clean, straightforward fashion.
something about his diction which we can oniy
describe as an element of wholesomeness.
Never a tinge of morbidity can be traced in his
romantic songs. He thinks too clearly,
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TO HIS YOUNG MISTRESS.

Fair flower of fifteen springs, that still
Art scarcely blossomed from the bud,
Yet hast such store of evil will,
A heart so full of hardihood,
Seek to hide in friendly wise
The mischief of your mocking eyes.

An old lady,
“My dear |

William
that =tate-

ryphal

——

or not,
true

feels too sincerely, for that. Also he has in-
variably been careful to find something to say.
Whether he sings a theme of s own or inter-

prets that of another, he= is at pains to make
sure that it i8 a theme, that it gives a positive
fillip to thought or er i Here is a specimen
of the verse in wl peaks out of experi- |
ence or personal rather than as a

reader of old son
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The thirteenth Louis reigns, and I behold
A green land golden in the dying day.
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LITERARY NOTES.

The letters written by Georg:
poser of “Carmen,” when he v
{ the Ecole de Rome, are to see the light in the
pPages of the “Revue de Paris. The first in-
stalment of the letters appears in the last issue
of that periodical.

s Bizet, the com-
a student at

What promises to be a book of more or less
ragic interest is the forthcoming translation by
Mr. Herman Rosenthal of the “Memoirs of

Urussov.” The author was Governor of
arabia t or four years ago. The Har-
pers are publishing this book.
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i appearance of just such a v
Lapland as Scotland was to the imag

dramatist. One thinks of the weird heatt
robber frequented roads and the murderous inns
of olden days.

.'I.‘hat the place has had its witches local tra-
ditions aver—traditions full of terrifving ine
stances. Still, it is :rted Shakespeare never
visited the spot. It is added, however, that a
company of players under one who later on

became a colleague of the poet, was
neighborhood.

once in the

A book of lyrical verse is coming from the pen
—or pens—of Michael Field. The aunt and
niece, Miss Cooper and Miss Bradley, who share
that name, have already produced several ve
umes of lyrics as well as a dozen, more or 1
of pseudo-poetic plays. “Michaei Field” is quot
in anthologies, but not that fact nor those many
books of plays and poems will keep the n o
alive. A certain wavering music and a certain
misty sentiment are characteristic of this verse,
but it suffers from curiously prosaic words and
passages.

The American publishers of “The Burli
Magazine” are to be in future Mes Y
Yard & Co. The ispi the January
number will be a reproduction of a picture from
the Kann collection, Rembrandt’s “Scholar with
a Bust of Homer,” a work which has passed into
the possession of an American collector.

What became of the unhappy little prisoner
of the Temple, the son of Louis and Marie An-
toinette ?—this is a question which will probably
never be answered with certainty. M. Joseph
\ Turquan, the author of a new beok on the mys-

tery, comes forward with a not unreasonable
theory that Louis XVII was strangled in his
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whom he an ow!l, when up came a
din q who said, “Oh, do draw
a pussy, for you know they went to sea

a boat with 1 of honey and plenty of money
wrapped in a .” Lear was naturally en-

in a cat.




