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IIFlorio, a mettled spark of great volubîlity of speech," and IlSophronio,
of riper years and fewer words," upon the IlInconvoniences of hoop-petti-
coats." Concludea IlFlorio "-we can imagine with what flouriali of bis
Musk-scented handkemcbief :

Go on, then, adorable creatures !to cheriali and improve an ornament
Ovory way praiseworthy. Suifer not youraelves to ho persuaded to your
downfall hy those who would undemmine your main support, Suspet the
articles of such as would narrow your foundation, and resolve to maintain
the establishment of your charma upon a wide-spreading bottom to the laIst.

Turning fromn the insincorities cf thia flippant youth, back to Mardi and

April, wo corne upon the event of the year, "lThe Tryal of Simon, Lord
Lovatt, before bis Peers, at Westminster Hall." In grand and dignified
phrase, the seven daya' story of troachory is told:

After sentence was pronounced, the Lord Steward, standing up, broke
bis staff, and declared bis commission void. Thon Lord Lovatt desired the
Lords to recommend himi to lis Majesty's mercy, and said to the managers
Of the Gommons, I hope as ye are stout ye will be nerciful," and going, f rom
the bar, said, "g bod bless you ail,' i wish you an everlasting /urewell, for we
shall neyer meet again in thbis place."

Ho was to ho beheaded on the seventb day of the next montb, but the
G'enfleman'8 Magazine refers te that fact only by the vaguely polito state-
mont that Il we ahall have f urther occasion to mention the noble Lord."
What admirable restraint! No capitals, no details, ne sensation!1 It is a

Pity that the "eTryal of Simon, Lord Iovatt," could not ho extensively
roprinted, and every nowspaper in the land suppliod with a copy.

Our taste being thomougbly vitiated by modemn journalistic procosses,
'le mlust really discover how Simon, Lord Lovatt, comported himself upon
tbe occasion of bis execution.

At eight, says Mr. Umban, hoe dosired that bis wig miglit ho sont that
the barber might have timo to comb it cut gonteely, and provided himself
with a purso to hold the money which hoe intended for the exocutioner.

Was evor known a more lamentable exhibition cf coxcombmy, or a more
romnarkabîe "'tip " ? A pmetty wit had bis traitorous lordship, toc, for as
hoe IIwaa going up the stops to the scaffold, assiated by two wardens, hoe
looked round, and aoeing so groat a concourso of people, 'OGod 8ave us (aays
ho>, why should there be .sucli a bustle about taking o§f an old gray head that
cannot get up three steps with eut three bodies to support it?.'

"'Dulce et decorurn pro patria mori," quotod hoe, standing thore witb bis
past and bis coffin, and the baat man that was to do him a service upon the
earth. And Mr. Urban toills us that somo ready follow, bearing aftemward
cf the misapprepriation of Horace, instantly replied:

With justice may Lovatt this adage apply,
For the good of their country all criminals die.

But surely wo did not mean, when we set out, upon this idie jaunt, that
it ahould torminate in the gîocmay vicinity cf the Tower 1 Standing in its

sbadow, looking up, we are conacicus cf a sense cf congratulation that for

Us it bas lest, in part, its grim significance. Hastening out cf it te the

light and warmth that bobonga to or own day, we are boas than over

disPcsod to envy Lord Tennyson bis disposition to dwelb in it.

SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

S•OME NEW BOOKS.

Tni Days of Evaugel appear,
In old, blessed order of seven

The Week of the Lord in the year,
The Times of the Kingdom of Heaven,

i8 the gently-solemn quatrain that Adeline D. T. Whitney prefixos to lier

songs cf -' Hcly Tides," which come te us in the delicate cream-tinted,
artiaticaîîy lettered paper formi so much affected by Hougbton, Mifflin, and

OOmpanaY for their shorter, ligliter publications. Vory sweet and pure

"'Id bigli is the inspiration cf these verses of Mrs. Whitney's. Their

melcdy is clear and rippling, and the thought beneath seema the aponta-

Tiecus Overficw of a rare and beautiful spirituality. 0f how the angola

keep Easter she ponders thua:

How did the Lord keep Ea8ter? With lis own!1

Back to meet Mary where she grieved alone;

With face and mien ail tenderly the sanie,
Unto the very sepuichre He came.

And 1 do think, a, ile came back to bier,
The many mansions may be ail astir
With tender steps that hasten in their way,
Seeking their own upon this Easter Day.

Parting the veil that hirieth tbem, about,
I think they do come, BOfty wistful, out
From homes of heaven that only 8cem so far,

And walk in gardens where the new tombs are

Another of these littie volumes, issuod by the same press and to be
had of the saine booksellers (Williamson and Companîy), is Celia Thaxter's
" Cruise of the Mystery, and Other Poems." Quite different is the key
and the garnut of this lyrist, so different as to be out of ail comparison with
the better known singer, whose book accompanies Miss Thaxter's. It is

as if we had stepped out of cathedral precincts, and the sound of the voice

of a modern St. Cecilia, into an orchestra choir and the trilling presence of
an operatic star. The comparison wiIl not, doubtless, depreciate the value

of Miss Thaxter's verse in the minds of a great many people; and, indoed,
it is very gracefully sentimental, sparklos here and there, and desorves
well of even a Boston drawing-roomn table. Very much di la mode it ail is,

with birds and blossoms and golden hours, and Love and Truth and Beauty,
ail in capitals,-what shahl we quote î This, perhaps, as woll as any

Thy own wish wish I thee. What dost thon crave?
Ail thy dear hopes be thine, whate'er they be.

A wish fulfilled may make thee king or slave;
I wish thee Wisdom's eyes wherewith to see.

Behold, she stands and waits, the youthful year,
A breeze of morning breathes about ber brows

She holds thy storin and sun8hine, biiss and fear,
Btossoms arnd fruit upon the bending boughs.

She briugs thee gifts. What blessings wilt thou choose?
Life's crown of good in earth or heaven above,

The one immortai. joy thon caust not lose
Is Love 1 Leave ail the rest, aud choose thou Love I

So successful and se voluminous a writor for girls is Mrs. Whitney
that the more announicement of lier latest book, Il Homespun Yamns," is
quite enough to inspire the public with confidence to go and buy it. Thore
is a salty flavour about the title of the volume which is not to be porceived
in its contents. Raving said this, and also that the atonies are more than
usually brimming with happy thouglit and expression, that, as usual, thero
is nlot a dull page, or a page that has nlot its own tactful moral losson to
teach, we may safely beave "lHomespun Yarns " to the approciation of
Mrs. Whitney's large and onthuaiastic youthful audience. (Toronto:

Williamson and Company.)

TIE "lAddresaes " which Mr. James Russell Lowell bas bound up into
bis latcst volume are upon IlDomocracy," which gives the bock ita titie,
"Garfield," IlStanley," IlFiobding" "Coleridge'" Books and Libraries,"

"Wordsworth," "Don Quixote,"; and "lHarvard Annivorsary." Perhaps
this brief indication of the contents of the bill of fare is ail the reader will
roquire to stimulate his palate and lis imagination into liveby anticipation
of the banquet of which it gives him foroknowledge. The foroknowbedge
itself, bowever, whilo an admirable whet, is by no means to be dopended
upon. Qiven tbe subject of bis discourse, less can ho predicated of Mr.
Lowell than of almost anybody, as to what hoe will say. The angle at
which hoe wihl approach his aubject, the linos upon which lie wibl olaborate
it, are simply not to ho guessed. We know how hie wibl talk-with wbat
dignity that neyer stifiens, with wbat ease that nover bounges, with what
delicately flavoured irony that nover beaves in the mouth the bitter taste
of aarcasm. And IlDemocracy," as usual, justifies our faith in its author.

It is an unfortunate fact in Mr. Lowell's case that any criticismi of him,
must necossarily compare him, to himself. It would have been indood a
mournful circumstance had the poet and philosopher whose IlStudy Win-
dows" revealed so much to himn turned frorn thern to 'look no more, with
the intent of a scribe, upon bis summer and bis wintor gardon, and all the
walks and ways of his fellow-men. But in continuing to look and write,
Mr. Lowell bas the disadvantage of his former point of view.

Which is simply to aay, that these addresses, delightful as they are,
fail somewbat behind Mr. Lowoll's earlier work in carefuinesa of plan, and
ona or two other respects. As miglit be expected, preparation for dolivery
at banquets or a convocation is more evident .than that which Mr. LowelI
usually bestows upon bis work when it is intendod for a wider public. It
is as though endeavour baggod somewhat at the heels of achievement.
With such tardineas in Mr. Lowell's case, howover, it would bo the blackest
ingratitude to be impatient. The book is published in Boston, by Hough-.
ton, Mifflin, and Company. Toronto, Williamaon and Company.

IN lier "lHome Life of Great Authors,"1 published in Chicago, by A. A.
McOlurg and Company, Miss Hattie Tyng Griswobd avows lier purpose te
ho, not the instruction of "lthe apecial studont of literary biography, who is
alroady familiar with the facta bore given, but rather for those busy people
wbo have bittie time for reading, yet wish to know something of the private
bifo and person dl history of their favonrite authors." As the number of
these IIbuay people"e seema constantby on the increase, as beisure for
excursions into biterature seems more and more incompatible witb the other
and stron:or demanda of the age, the roason Miss Griswold emibodies in her
modeat preface is pmobably quito sufficient for the existence of her equally
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