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ocean. 0f these one need neyer tire, and
especially happy bas the author been in his
suggestive criticism-s upon howv best to en-
joy themn both.

To yachtsmen~ ît wvi1l becomne a valuable book
of reference, and to ail tourists it will furnish
entertaining reading wherever they may roamn.

EDiTH LYLE:- A Novel. By Mrs. Mary J.
Holmes. Toronto :Belford Brothers, 1876.

Il Edith Lyle"I looks so attractive in its Can-
adian dress, that it is disappointing to find that
the tempting exterior is an introduction to a
very trashy, third-rate American novel-and
the third-rate American novel is apt to be
more vulgar if flot more weak than the corres-
ponding English one. This one is unnatural
and melodramatic in construction, slipsbod and
vulgar in execution, and, to a certain extent,
false in moral tone. As an instance of the first,
the youthful hero and heroine, -vbose deception
and secret marriage is very lightly condoned
by the authoress, have respectively the names
of fibelard and loise-the first being an
absurdly unlikely cognomen for the son of a
peasant family in the nortb of England. The
heroine, however, drops her Frenchi appellation
as soon as it has ceased to be appropriate to
bier circumstances. The scene of the story is
partially laid in England, and the English as
vwell as the An-ericari characters talk American
English-say" I reckon"I and IlI guess," and
I don't know as she had ;" while the authoress
thus renders the north-country dialect into whiat
she calls IIgood English :»" "Is the something
-vhich ke doW no' iw a sin ?" The heroine's
mother after her second marriage is continually
called"I Mrs. Dr. Barrett,"I while the American
Colonel Schuyler's successive wives are flot
seldom styled <' Lady EmilyIl and " Lady
Edith,») for no reason, apparently, except a very
undemocratic fondness for tities. The pheno-
mena of sea-sickness are described with a
medical miniiteness that we have iiever seen
rivalled, and we have varýous curious;y real-
istic particulars as to the demneanour of the
principal characters. Here, for instance, is the
way in wvhich a fascinating and aristocratic
Amnericanwidower communicates an interesting
piece of intelligence to bis son, an equally fas-
cinating young fellow of nineteen:

"'Yes>1 and the colonel wvalked to the window
and sbat on a rosebush oulside, and wviped his
face, and mustering ail his courage, added :
'Miss Lyle has promised to be my wife, and
you will agree with me, I tbink, that she is a
remarkable-yes, a very remarkable woman.'

"lHe had told his story, and waited for Cod-
frey'sreply, which came first in a low suppressee
whistle, and then in a merry laugh as hejumped
up and, giving his pants a violent shake, said,
'I1 agree with you, father; she is a very remark-
able woman, or she wouldn't consent to be my

niother and Julie's. My! won't she pick hier eyes
ouad ant Christine will help bier.'

Gutodfreys "pants"I figure largely in the story
-even in the conversation of hisflancéo-e.e.
" But you are hurt, Godfrey? Oh, 1 am afraid
you are. Look, ygur pants are ail dirt!'

Here is another'scrap fromn this fashionable
New York young lady's conversation. Her
lover, wvho has been getting tired of hier in pro-
portion as lie becoines fascinated by the reai
princess in disguise, tells hier, when jealous and
indignant with some reason, to "lscratch and
bite like a little cat, if she wanted to."l cc '1
don't want to scratch or bite, and Z ain't a
little cnt, but I do not think it fair in you to
admire that girl so much, and take bier liles and
violets and things, and you engaged to me."'

The authoress appears anxious to show up
the snobbisbness of hier higb-class Americans,
and their pride of wealtb and caste. Unfortu-
nately, the same ignoble spirit peeps out bere
.±nd there in the narrator herself, as the following
extract wvill showv. It must be premised that the
bride in question had married chiefly for finan-
ciat reasons, without any warmer emnotion for
hier husband than "liking him very mucb."
Here is bier reward:-

IlThe dining-roomn at Schuyler Hill wvas one
of the pleasantest rooms in the bouse, and it
looked beautifuily now withi its glass and silver
and flowers, and Edith felt a pardonable glow
of pride and satisfaction in the thougbt that
this pleasant home, with ail its luxury, was hers,
the gift of the man who led hier so proudly to
hier seat at the head of the table. The colonel,
who wvas inclined to be a little stiff in bis man-
ners among strangers, appeared well at home,
and especially well at his own table, and Edith,
as she looked at hiz-n presiding with so much
dignity and ease, tbougbt -wbat a handsome
gentleman hie wvas, andfeit kerseif bessed in the
possession of 1dm)."

The heroine, for whom. our chief interest
is claimed, is remarkable for little but hier
CCexquisite beauty,» hier habit df fainting when

anti painful occurs, and a peculiar affection
of the troat-"« iron fingers clutcbing it"--Nvhicb
miraculously disappears in the satisfactory dé-
?touemient of the story. Gertie Westbrooke is a
farmore interesting character, and lier love-story
is considerably more satisfactory, tbougb it ends
a little too xnuch like the conventional fairy-
tale. One good tbing we must notice in the
book, amidst much rubbisb-tbe retributive
remorse and painful repentance which at last
overtakes the deceitful Mrs. Barrett. Here and
there, too, is a bit of tolerable description,
which seerus to show that the authoress migbt
have done better under more auspicious influ-
ences. As it is, however, it says little for the
taste of American reaclcrzF !bat she sbould have
acbieved so much popdarity, and it is not easy
to see why a book- of such drear twaddle
should have been reprinted in Canada.
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