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migbt, he lit a fire, Ilstripped bimself naked except h
breecb-clout, and witb his back to the coals, and bis froi
protected by bis gauzy blanket, hie slept until the cold rousE
him, wben hie put on more wood and slept again. 1 offerE
hixn four pairs of warm horse blankets to sleep in, but thý
was flot the thing."

T HIS volume comprises ail the poems contained in IlTh
SChild's Garden of Verses," IlBallads," and IlUnde:

woods," and, in addition, over forty pieces of verse writte
i3ince the publication of those volumes. The edition before u
leaves littie to be desired. The paper is excellent, the lettei
press faultless, and the dark-blue bindiîîg witb tasteful de(
oration in gold is in perfect keeping with the contents. Th
illustrations of the artist, Mr. Charles Robinson, are founi
on every page, and j ust as tbe au thor in bis verses voices th.
child's ideas, so Mr. Robinson, catching their spirit, bas seei
witb the child's eye.

Tbose wbo bave read the essay IlCbild's Play " ii
"Virginibus Puerisque " will recognize tbat its tbougbts ani

here worked out and put into verse, tbe writer adopting tbý
cbild's point of view. Hosts of people can write for Ilgrown
ups," but this power of catering to the littie ones is an envi
able one indeed and possessed by tbe select few. Many ol
the flowers of tbis "lGarden " deserve to become, witbI "1
saw a sbip a-sailing, etc.," and tbe like, common treasures ol
tbe cbild world. Tbe loyal dedication "lTo Alisoni Cunning-
ham, from bier boy " is tii bis nurse, and we cannot refrain
from quoting a bit of it:

For all the story-books you read:
For ail the pains you comforted:
For ail you pitied, ail you bore,
In sad and happy days of yore:-
My second mother, my first wife,
The angel of my infant 11f e-
From the sick child, now weil and old,
Take nurse, the little book you hold
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Vailno Letters :Being correspondence addressed by
Robert Louis Stevenson to Sidney Colvin. In two volumes.
(Chicago : Stone & Kimball. l 8 95.)-Tbese two very
pretty volumes will be welcome to ail Stevenson's admirers,
that is to nearly ail readers of contemporaneous fiction, and
they bave a special interest as being bis spontaneous utten-
ances to an intimate friend wbicb were not intended for the
public eye. Mr. Sidney Colvin was tbe Ilclosest fniend " of
Stevenson from tbe time that the latter was twenty-two
yeans of age, Mr. Colvin being five years older; and hie tells
us tbat bie was of use to bim, Ilpartly by belping to soften
parental opposition to, bis inhorn vocation for letters, pantly
by recommending bimi to editors, and a little even by sucb
tecbnical hints as a classical training and five years senionity
enabled me to give." In passing, we remark that Mr. Colvin
should not bave allowed Sponte mea to stand in one of
Stevenson's letters, even if bie wnote it so. These "ljournal-
letters " are charming, and tbe present volumes contain
tbose written from Samoa, extending fromn November, 1890,
to Octoben, 1894. "lBegun," Mr. Colvin says, "lwitbout a
tbougbt of publicity, and simply to maintain our intimacy
undiminisbed, so fan as migbt be, by separation, tbey assuma-
-ed in the course of two or tbree vears a hulk so conaidenable

.. that it by and by occurred to bim ... tbat
some kind of a book' might be extracted out of them after

bis death." Mr. Colvin may, therefore, and does dlaimu for
tbis publication, the author's sanction. Mr. Colvin's task
was flot quite easy-it can neyer be an easy task-to decide
what to suppress and wbat to publisb ; and be says bo bas
tried bis best " to suifer no feelings to be hurt tbat could be
apared, and only to lift the veil of family life s0 fan as under
the conditions was unavoidable." Ail this bas been very
well done, and Mr. Colvin bas conferred a real service upon
the public by the publication of the lettens. IlTbey tel],
with the zest and often in the language of a man wbo romain'

* A Child's Garden of Verqes." By Robert Louis Stevenson
lllustrated by Charles Robinson. New York: Charles Scribner'.
Sons. London: John Love. 1895.

is ed to the last a boy in spirit, of the pleasures and troubles Of
it a planter founding bis home in the virgin soil of a tropical

îd island ; tbe pleasures of an invalid beginning, after inaflj
ýd .years, to assume habits of outdoor life and exercise; the
it touls and satisfactions, failures and successes, of a creatveê

artist wbose invention was as fertile as his standards We!8

high and bis industny unflinching ;" and much liore. V
wish we could give some extracts as specimens of this cha'
ing correspondence; but we bave, at least, said enough, Ive
trust, to send our readers to the volumes.

r-______

n
s G~oethe and Schiller's Xenions. Seleeted and tralnslated

by Paul Carus Price $1.00. (Chicago: Open Court iPu-
lishing Co. l8 9 6 .)-We have so long known these fa'ODre verses as the Xeîbia, that we are flot quite reconciled Dr

1 Carns' condecension to our English prejudices by giving u
e an s for the plural, instead of adopting the spelîing of the,

nauthons. However, that is a small matter. Every one ha5a
beard of these famous and brilliant verses -ch iefly a6ttacks,
on the Philistinismn of the age, and particularly on the UiO9

3respectable Nicolai and bis friends. Every body may flOte
3 know- --what Mr. Carus here reminds them 0 f-ltiat

Xenion originaliy meant a present wbich a host gives WO a
stranger wbo enjoys his bospitality. Xenia was tbe jin0

Ewhich the Roman Poet Martial gave te, bis book of satirical
Epigrams, and Goethe and Schiller used tbe samne title for a6
sîmilar purpose. Dr. Canus bias accomplished bis task lit1
ability and success. He bas not only given us accurate
renderings of tbe Gennian verses; but he bas, in a larg&
measure, preserved the spirit of the original. The little
volume will be welcome not only to those wbo need assis
tance in translating the original, but also, to those
wbo read German, as giving a veny good selectioli and
thus saving tbe reader a good deal of labour.

Àl Woi)ant's Love Lettrs. B y Sophie M. Almon-HOIIsleY'
(New York : J. S. Tait & Sons.) -These letters, not a"l 0f
tbem love letters in the ordinary sense, are indeed very
cbarming ; andi tbey are ruai poetny, tbe outcome of per8onl8
tbought andi emotion, not the more echo of what ob"her
people have sung. We can actually recommend our readors
to get tbis volume andi read it, wbich is not a tbing tO be
done lightly. The wbole volume sustains a very bigh loe 1,l
and we will oft'er a spocimen wbich is of nather a trYille
characten, since a neally good song is a very difficult thutig
to, write.

80ON(;.
If I had known

That when the morrow dawned, the roses would be dead
I would have filled my hancis with blossoms white and red,

If I had known.

If I had known
That I should be to-day deaf to all happy birds
I would have lain for hours to listen to your words,

If I had known.

If I had known
That with the morning 1ight yon would be gone for aye
.1 would have heen more fkind ;-sweet love hadl won hie ii'&Y

If I had known.

fThe W7ittier Year Book. Price $ 1. (Boston: IlOugb-
ton, Mifflin & Co. 1896.)-This book contains a series O
passages from. the verse and prose of John Greonleaf WVhit
tier, chosen from the daily foodi of tbe lover of thought 'là'
beauty." This is the description on the title page, andc we
bave no fault to find witb it. It is an excellent practicO t
bave some motto or scrap of pootry or prose for daily per
usal. By such means, at least, the reador bas, day by de.Y,
something else than bis own vain tbougbts to occuPYbi
mind. Nor would it be easy to, find a writer wbo COtild
supply better material for the purpose than Wbittier. of
bis menits in general notbing need bore bo said ; but -Wo ca0

thoroughly commend the taste and ability showii by the-
compiler of this volume. It is, indeed, surprising tO Peso
from day to, day and fromn name to, namo-for each day ha$-
its illustrions births noteci-anci discovor bow much wealtb
of tbought and illustration tbe poetry of Whittier affords.
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