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ROUGE ET NOIR.

BOOK NOTICE.
OLp WoRrLD IDVILs. By Austin Dobson. Lon-
don : Kegan Paul, Trench & Co.  Into this delightful
little volume Mr. Dobson has gathered, with a few cx-
ceptions, the cream of his two previously published
volumes, Vignettes in Rhyme and Proverbs in Porcelain,
both of which are out of print at the present time. So
popular indeed has his graceful work now become, that
the entire first edition of the present work, was sold in
the first week after publication, and yet the audience to
which he appeals is not a particularly cxtended one, as
may be scen from his own delicate—we might almost
say—invocation, since there can be but little doubt that
his muse is a dweller in May Fair, and takes form
astral or otherwise in the “ English Girl.”
To you I sing, whom towns immure,
And bond« of toil hold fust and sure ;—
To you across hose aching sight

Come WWoodlands Lathed in April light,
And dreame of pastime premature.,

Ard you, 0 sad, who 1ill endure
Some wound that only time can cure.—
To you, in xatches of the night.—
To you I sing!

Ligt most to you swith eyelids pure,
Searce wxilting yet of lore or lure :
To you, with bird-like glances bright,
Half-paused to «<peak, hilf-poised in flight ;
O KEnglish Girl, divine, demure,
To YOU Ising!

Pcrhaps the most striking thing in all Mr. Dobs
work is his lightness of touch and perfect case an

grace of expression, which must ce his own
good gift and inheritance of the gods, are told
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recommend all youthful aspirants to refrain as wisely.

In order to give the reader some idea of Mr. Dobsen’s
power of portraying delicate humour and simple pathos,
we propose to give some short illustrations from the
sclections from his two earlizr works and the miscellane-
ou% pocms, included in this volume. PY

The pems coming undc{ the gencral title of O/4d
World Idylls wrc, unfortunatcly, for our purpose, too
iong torcproduce at length, but we give some sugges-
tion of their character, from the following quotations
from the poem cntitled “ A Dead Letter,” of which we
quote the first two verses 3

than the impediment refe
cured, but if indeed the

1 drew it Som its china tomb ;—
It came out feebly sconted,

With some this ghost of petiame,
’lrtut dost and days bamx it.

»*vorthy deference to the conventional, i

An old, old letter, folded still}
To vead with due composure,

I sought the sun.lit window-sill,
Above the gray enclosure.

Here its(the enclosure’s) quiet beauty, as it lies “glim-
mering in the sultry haze, faint-flowered, dimly shaded,”
leads our poct’s thoughts astray for a moment from his
dusty treasure, while he cxpatiates in tinkling, limpid
verse on its gencral desirableness as a place of abode.

A place to live in~live,—for aye,
17 we too, like Tithonus,

Could find some god to stretch the gray,
Scant life the fates have thrown us.

But he returns at Jast.

The time is out of joint: who will
May strive to make it better;

For me, this warm old window sill,
And this old dusty letter.

Then comes the letter.  \We presume it is a love-letter,
but whether of the modern fashion or not we arc unable
to say, having no personal knowledge of such matters,
and not having access to any decuments of the sort,
from an unrcasonable and selfish desire on the part of
the possessors of such things to keep them religiously
for their own perusal.

Dear ks (the letter ran), it can’t, can't be,
For Fataer's gone to Chorley Fair with Sam,

o d Mother's storing a{plcs.—l’rm acd me
o our clbows making Damson jam;
shall meet before a week is gone,—
T

i ng lane that has no turning Yaén !

Thcn’shc appoints the trysting plage, with praise
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prictics—" Behind  the  white-thom,

stile.” Itcontinues in the same pretty,

strain, and ends with not a little pass
My dear, I don't thinksibahouch

Before we knew ca d

Gsaxes me eraugh Lo
Sec, for 1 send youll )
Look in this cornciiiiR
Thc%s arc our own. Then follow some pretty
es, d¥scriptive of her who seat this simple old world
message, but it is of her as the poet knew her, with
“pale, smooth forchead, silver-tressed;” a sweot and
gentle dame, with her * old store of garnered grief,” for
to that onc of all men to whom it should have proved
a living thing, it was but a “ dead letter.”

Peace to your soal ! you died unwed—
Despite this loving letter. -

And what of John? Theless that's said
Of John, 1 thiak, the better.

The prologue to Proierds in Porcelain we think
sufficiently cxplains their raison defre,butis unfortunately
too long for rcproduction. The two following verses
may however serve the purposc,

Then 1 prodace my Prize, 1a trath ;—
Six grouaps in Srevry, fresh as youth

Aad rarcas Love.  Yon pause, you wonder,
{Prctend tadoubt the marks, fotsoath )

And so we fall to why and how

The fragile figures smile and bow
Diviae, at leagth, the fable under—

Thus grew the ~ Scenes ™ that follow now.,
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