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are monks at prayer, and monks at work
and the intervals between these two en
grossing occupations are cleverly filled ur
wýith presumed introspections, in whicli
the mionks are stipposcd to indulge ai
Pleasure. This manifestation of a lively
'flterest in one of our religious orders is
gratifying to Catholic readers, who are
Used to have their feelings disregarded,
"id convinces us that a body of ascetics,the rigor of whose discipline the Church
S been so slow to approve or encourage,

en enunently favored, upon whose life and
lors a profane writer for a profane jour-
~'lin a sadly profane age, should bestow

S0 Tnuch attention and so many suave
enIcomiun)

B Iut the leaven of the Pharisees which
b'Ineteen hundred years of Christian toil
have failed to purge out of the world,
!ises, as we sit and ponder over the kindly
'nterest which seems to have sprung up in

rnnscamnai hearts, alI at once, for thosýa
Weho have climbed up the steep heights of
tboral heroism, and wha'ý we took for ten-d', hu man sympathy are cinders in the
lOated hollow loaf. In the next nuniberOr Zke Century Mr. Allen write tr

sWhich he calîs The White Cowl, and he
Sketches the scene which is laid in Ken-
"Ucky, and to those whose suspicions he
fiad aroused he reveals his sordid and far-
fetched designs.

lie has formed the commendable reso-
lUtion of re-humanizing the de-humanized
Contemplatives. H is morbidly sensitive
soul Writhes at the thought of the dread-

Uldiscord which exists between those
sýlf-eMnasculated slaves of a blind fanati-Csband the sensuous exuherant heauty

0fthe Southern J une day which is shed-
fiulg its dazzling yellow sunshine in luxu-
1'111t profusion upon the fi uitful fields andtering gardens of the desolate cloister.

te trilling, quivering love notes of the
tliant- lumaged orioles and the ca-

ene whisperings of the happy drowsng
0PO the "thorn-hedged " ears of a white-

90wled Adonis whom he has brought out
11117i relief against a background of

goldenit îetu ilrays and velvet foliage and
'tues and onions and fast-growing

Ptaes(" He is a manly, sinewy, blue-YdAdonis, too, but having steeled his
y'QIng heart against ail mundane influenceshe flIust, Mr. Allen thinks, be necessarily

and wistfuî looking, ivith the count-

less smothered cravings of his terrene
nature overshadowing an otherwise hand-
some face. And, he is young! The har-

1assing restrictions of the cloister, the cold
severity of its punishments, the silent
night-watches, the interminable fastings

iand prayers have not yet extinguished the
*glowing fervidness of youth within him,

and so Mr. Allen, realizing what a splen-
didly audacious thing it would be to work
upon the vulnerable spot in the character
of this interesting recluse, proceeds to do
so, but in a very common-place and ex-
ceedingly disappointing fashion. The
custom of amplifying and elaborating the
story of Adam and Eve in the terrestrial
Paradise, to suit the ever-changing tastes
and requirements of successive genera-
tions, has fallen into a blessed disuse, and
the theory that a wornan is at the hottoiu
of every evil is haàppily no longer a theory,
but a truism. Sensible women have ad-
mitted that woman's influence, like a great
many other good things, is susceptible of
the vilest abuse, under certain circum-
stances and conditions ; but these cir-
cumstances and conditions are too well
known to the world of readers to make
them successful elements of a nineteenth
century love-story. Mr. Allen, however,
with the engaging innocence of a child,
plucks the same old crimson-hued apple,
and despatches the same faim tempter on
the same old errand, which, not to destroy
the similitude, I suppose, turns out an
exact counterpart of its predecessor, by
two thousand years. The white cowled
Adonis becomes enthralled by a woman
who acknowledges that she may be a devil,
but he is entitled to an extenuating con-
sideration. Mr. Allen has been pleased
to pick him out of the sullied recrement
of society, and by an ingenious process, of
which no one knows anything but himself,
transports him into the dlean and sunlit
wa]ks of life without the least apparent
difficulty. Here, according to the recog-
nized order of inevitable issues, he is over-
taken by a swift-footed retribution which
drags him down to his original level when
the first evil impulse moves him. Mr.
Allen might have made a fairer choice
without robbing bis rare tale of any of its
toothsomeness, for a morally sound reli-
gious, with the same temptatioris would
have been a far more interesting study
than the poor sin-engendered, sin-begotten
wretch, whose virtue, if he ever had any,


