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SIR T. MARTIN'S TRANSLATIONS.*

Sik Turobore MArTIN bas given us
another of those delightful volumes of

evidence of the possession of poetic gifts,
His translations are not more remarkable
for their fidelity than for their perfect ease
and grace of movement. They are never
forced or crabbed, and may be read with
Jess effort than most of our original verse.
Among the pames of Germany,
Goetbe and Heine bave hitherto chiefly
engaged bis attention, but oa the present
occasion be mainly devotes himselfl to
Schiller and Ubland, adding a few pieces
tiom Goethe, Miiller, Lingg, Freiligrath,
and two or thice rendenngs from the
Romaic. From Schiller be has taken,

may choose closing
ho’wnhullad.'!(uoud Leander,
niog at the point whete Hero
Leander’s body :—

"Tis be, who aven in death forlorn,

begin-

3
[

rich draoghts of bliss,
H‘in mx:’:u".'um bave I
v
m"canm‘u‘ been ;
A joyful sacrifico I die,
‘enus, Lo thee, great Queen !’
i{:l; -m:“ robe m'wz swopt,
Don. down iuo.l::.:nﬂw
Her corpse the roceives,
Where alow his watery buaves,
Well plessed o eyen Lo 1 then turns
. w“ »
ToLrlttohExdnmn
And pours from his exhaustiess urns
The streams that ever flow,
ge .Ti;w:ahiog of the music of the
ortigin t the rendering is marvellously
close and L. One of Sir Theo-
dore's translations is Schiller's version
of the story of the lady who sent ber lover
into the lions’ den after ber It
forms the subject of Leigh Huot's ‘The
Glove mdébl:'hoolt; and Mr. Brown-
s *The e’ an interesting note
g:' Theodore points out that the story is
first found in a Spanish ballad, in which it
*fhe Sang of the Bel, and cther Translations from
Schiller, Ueethe, Ukland, sod cthers, By 3ir 1 heodore
Martis, K.C.B, (Willham Blackweod and Scoe. 73, 64.)
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of ‘ Love, love ever,’ one of the mop
P

love atiraction ot all bekreca the par: " Too A e shocta e [
Euiehthood then, and thers peent  and 4| o] Be"er rere iteat b woeed
e e

i with w e | OB, love, as long as love you can!
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A curse upon him that we must
Unbare our German brand !

For bomo and bearth, for wifo and child,
For all loved things that we

Are bound to keep all undetiled

Far U : ht, £ :

or Uerman lor (German speech,
For German howsehold ways,
German and each,
Btrike home throagh battle’s blase !

Up, Germans, up, with God ! The dic
Clicks loud—we wait the throw.

Nor can we refrain from quotiog from
the same poet's touching lines entitled

Oh, love,as as love !
'l'hﬁ.oheodqw wh.y::.'?ﬂ
By graves, and weep the hours svay

Then will kooel down beside his
AJ::Q “'.

'!\qm":ﬂ"lootellhlmnpht-
Deep in the long damp churchyard gra
And yoa'll cry, * Ob, look, Jook dowa
Wguﬂi,mbyu gmhnil..
Forgive my words if Bart! Ob, G4
They never were moant to give thee pu
Mh.:::dholn::m.&wc-
clasped breast. Ab:
The that kissed m%vﬂlu‘c
Say, ‘ I forgave thee loag ago !’
"T'was 80! Loog since be forgs b
rluya:‘m inhou.rl:.um
or you, tter words 8
Bt bk | Ho rostoth, with et
Ob, love, ns loog as love you caa!
Ob, love, Lo !
The time h- — .:u:‘;:-.u?u
By graves, and weep the hours awy. "
There are only three pieces fron s
Romaic, but they open up 2o atrex
vein of song. Take, for iostance *
robber chief’s ditections for his tosd-

Ob, nnh-{ tomb, and make it b2
and high, that o

I may have space to battle, if meedbs v
tho foe! |

M::hnﬂmthoﬂcﬂaq‘"

That whea beneath the meiting .nl"

Bpring begins ake,
The swallows lut:-i:‘ ;nn-nh#

Dews may bring,
(13
hmthlo nightingales is May' l

And I
Finally, Sit Theodore has gire*
of two medizeval Latie p@
ove, ‘The Jowial Priest's Cooles®
attribated to” Walter de aol®
other, * The Monk's Dream,’ a sif*
discussion between the body and thee

JANE AUSTEN.*

It is almost a pity that Jaoe Acwss?
bunmelluded m'*', Woma
series. It is true that s a0
woman now, though most certainly &*
hwmmuwmnn-’:
common, and devoid of interelt \
few care to read it [tiUE
piously wrote & e
made all that could be made of ¢ ¥
but the book, which was publisbed i 1*7

oy ot A,
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that ‘the life
tended over only forty-two years, and was
chiefly passed among
latioos in the quict of a country parsonage,
varied only by an occasional visit to
London or Bath, or to the seaside, affords
but little material for a bi ber to deal
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Austen's future novels,’ but

to delineate in some foture work the
babits of life, and character, and enthu-
siasm of a clergyman who should pass
his time between the metropolis and the
country, who should be something like
Beattie's Minstrel,

Sileut when glad, aflectionate ahy,
Ald; hhseoh-u M&m-!‘
And now bo lasgbed aloud, yet knew not why.
Neither Goldsmith nor Lafontaine in his

“ Tableaux de Famille,” have, in my mind, | '™%

delineated our-

Limki

ll A A
upt.h-o, dra uebz{r:pn-uy:

of philosophy and nht.. of
know i at least, be oocs
sionally abundant in quotations and allusions
which a woman like we, who knows oaly her
own mother tongue, and has read little

referring to the death of Jane Austen in
1817she adds: ‘I can find no mention
of ber or her writings in any newspaper
or periodical of the day.” We also learn
a little about
Jane Austen’s Birthpinoce.
Ay bo seun oo the ralway betmovn Basiog:
seen .
e T e
t to
e b i b
it was approached from non:d::y‘
drive, snd was large enough to comtain not
only all the Austens and their hoasebold, bat

nnnlav(ud.thm

to church; it was what the natives of

Hampahire call *a hedge,” which may be ex-
ined to those who are not natives

shire, as a 1 th, or even somotimes a oart

Wentworth and Louisa Musgrave
thelr m:"mn;‘; witd sortof channes
wa, , " ¢
It seems to us that it would bave been
better to bave republisbed Jane Austen's
Memoir, as written by ber nephew, than
to have got Mrs. Malden to write a
vew volume in which she omits many
characteristic details given by the nephew,
aod makes up for ber absence of matter by
lengthy extracts from Jaoe Austen's
novels, ‘Her writings,’ cootinues Mer,
Malden, * were, in fact, ::;ﬂl:f:.mdu
attempt to give anything the very
briefest sketch of her career must resolve
itself into a criticism of those writings.
Me‘em is known to her many

irers, and it is with the hope of making
them even better known and more widely
appreciated that this little book is offered
wpdlhc r::liic.'hSuh is h:be author’s
apology, t is good so far as it goes.
Jane Austen deserves all that can be said
of ber., Her lines also were cast in
pleasant places, and she bad a goodly
heritage, When she was born eminent
women bappily bad oot come into fashion,
They are ff.mm of a more restless
and unbappy age.

RAILWAY WORKING & MANAGEMENT.*

Ir any ove is competent to give an
account of The Working and Management
of an English Railway, it is Mr. George
Findlay, the General Manager of the
Loodon and North-Western Railway,
with bis thirty-five years’ experience of
what, all things considered, must be re-
garded as our premier line. The volume,
in which he endeavours to perform this
task in a manoeriotelligible to the public,
is much more tborough and systematic,
if somewbat less popular, than Mr,
Acworth’s book dealing with the same
subject, which we noticed recently. Mr.
Findlay y confines himself to a
i of the working of the Nortb-
Western, but his account is applicable in
the main to the other lines as well. He
is no less businesslike as an author than
as & maoager, and bas succeeded in coon-
veying a wonderful amount of information

W and Masagement of an L’ Nk Rallway,
the Loaden
‘evtern Raileny,

.NOG- : "“n Genarad
as Nooee Westeen” With Nemersos [lius-
tradions. (Waisaker aad Co. 70 04)



