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witli soine adverse criticism, more or less de-
served. An Englisli reviewer bas observed
that Anthony Trollope knowvs how to wvrite a
novel ouiy too wvell. H-e is an establishied
favourite, especially in the boudoir, because he
seerus to hav- found the \vay to the universal
heart of femiý .ine hurnanity, mastered its mys-
tery, and made hiînself acquainted with its
likes and longiugs. Mr. Wilkie Collins bas
gone off into bizar7rerie iu character and plot,
and there is no other maie uovelist remaining
of the old scbooi who can hoid his owvn withi
Mr. Troliope. Mr. Black, Mr. l3lackmore, and
a few others wvho might be named, are of the
risiug type-a new school in fact, of which
George Eliot i5 the master, as indeed she is
like to be of good novel and romance wvriting
for mauy years to corne. Anthony Troilope
bas lost noue of bis skil; there are no traces
of artistic decadence lu the work before us, but
he seerns to have abandoned those fields lu
wbich we used to delighit iu bis company iu
former years. The cathiedral close and dlois-
ters, the freshiness of the country parsonage,
have disappeared to niake way for the vuigari-
tics of the stock exýcbange, and the gorgeous
show of the parvenuz piutocracv. The cunningi
of the character painter is uninipaired ;but
there is an evident straiuing after incident inj
epherneral topics of interest. he Foreign
Loans Conmittee report bias been utilized 1)y
novelists, as the Wbitecbapel inurder by tbe
reporters, and this is au obvious mark of %veak-
ness. Mr. Grenville Murray, ln the B'oudaoir
Cabal, and Mr. Troliope *n the latest of bis
noveis, both snatch at itwithi ail the zest of a pen-
ny-a-liuer. The Salmrday Piez'iewattacked botb
fictions~, but not, we thiuk, on strong ground.
The authors, lu the Rev. Nonus Nines of the
one, and Mr. Aif of the oLber trod, too sbarply
on tbe cynic's toes, and] that wvould apparentiy
account for bis unwouted savagery. Tbe char-
acter of Lady Carbury bias b)een fastened upon
as untrue to life, biy au Amnerican critic of ail
others. He cannet believe that a titled lady
could resort to ber peu for support, inucb less
seek to fil bier depleted purse by' unwortby
angling for editoriai support. It is aiw'ays un-
%vise lu a foreigner to challenge the portraiture
of a wvriter like Trollope. 'iu bis types he Is
neyer mistakzen and shouid neyer be distrusted,
uuless upon incoutrovertible prooffz. Lady Car-
burys exist lu Euglish society, and it is to the
credit of our novelist that lie bias coutrived to
soften the barshness of beri- character lu that
niysterious soiveut, a miothcr's unselfish love
of a wvorthless son. Mrs. Hurtie, a Western
American, is perbiaps the actor iu the drama
most offensive to the Boston critic ;yet with
Laura Fair lu our recollection, it is bard to sec
whyli she sbouid be called unniaturai. It Is no
doubt to be regretted that novelists wvill însîst
upon selecting outIré types of character like Mrs.
Hurtie or Fiske, lu dealing with Amerîca. Mr.

Trollope certainly mnust bave met lu the United
States mnauy a noble girl and mauy a fresh
and wvorthy type of womanhood about whomi
be m-igbt bave thrown a giowv of interest and
sympathy. Travelling, as lie did, tbrougbi the
large cities and along weil-traversed bighways,
lie may bave misseci the wvorthv side of bomne
life lu America. Still lie bias mauaged to euiist
the reader on MIrs. H-urtle's skie lu the end, and
there is uot muitcb to complain of. Mr. '.\e]-
motte, ive suppose, may, stand for a Baron
Grant, îvbo cornes to grief at last. Roger Car-
bury is a very bonourabie squire, but we sbould
say rather a disagreeable persou to live with,
and the Longystaffes are not " nice,>' thoughi
strictly conventional. Hetta Carbury is a brisk
littie bieruine, of course pretty and lovable,
witb a dasb of the cat lu bier, as ail beroines
mnust be to save thern from iusipidity. Paul
Montagu ivould no doubt make lier a good hus-
baud ; there is littie to be said ou bebiaif of bis
bead, wbatever we think of bis beart. We ouly
wisli poor M\,arie Meluiotte had been tethered
to a better fate, but ive cannot have everythiug
mundane oui- owu îvay, even lu novels. he plot
the reader nmust discover for bin self or bierseif.
As ive have already observed the craft of the
workmau is as deft as cirer, and the book as a
whoie is as interestiug as it is pure and uuob-
jectionabie lu toue tbroughout.

EARTII 'lO EARTH ; a Plea for a change of
the systein lu our Burial of the Dead. Bv
Francis Seymour Haden, F.R.C.S. Lonl-
don: Macmillan &Co. 1875.

A LTH OU GH the revival of cremnatioi> seerms
-1to bave gaiued soine footing lu South Ger-

mauy and Italy,tbere is uo likelihood of its general
or permanent success lu Christendom. Appeais
to ancient precedents wvili avail uothiug as op-
posed to, the general repugnance of modern
society to the system. Its advocates bave en-
deavoured to raise their hobby to the dignity of
a fine art. They arc fond of iiatin--g upon tbe
inoffeusiveness of the creniatorv process, the
thorougliness ivith îvhicb it perfornis its ivork,

au he satisfaction it wvill be to sorrowving rela-
tives to bave flie ashes of their deceased frieuds
elaborately iuurued as househiold treasures-
comeiy additions lu fact to our drawiug-
roorn furniture. Ail their efforts to couvince
wviii prove abortive ;men ilh iusist upon bury-
ing and being buried, and the ouly question is
whether the present systern of burial may not
be so far improved upon, as to combine some
regard foi- sauitary iaws with a reasouable re-
spect for prevailing opinions on the subject.

Mr. Seymnour Haden, lu this br-ochurie, îvhicb
is a reprint of three letters addressed to the
Times, is opposed to cremation aï costly. trou-
blesorne. and unacceptable. Thewvriter remarks
that there are 3,000 peopie dying lu London
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