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ingenuous air with bis public, which goes far to, beighten the impression

that bis very clever art is very original as well. It is not, however; but is

deepiy tinged with the very obvious tendency amoflg American nove1

Witers Of to-day-and yesterday, and probably to-morrow-to write as

meere cynical spectators of huge social ironies. This attitude is growing

lrendmore popular, especially with the younger novelists, and is better

Perhaps, than the tiresome self-«consciousriess we are apt to find among

thein.- Cynîcisin may, of course, be the most offensive kind of self-cons-

0CiOUsniess, but thus far~ we have not seen it in this character among the

bilatyoung feilows who have used it as a fiavour to the various phases
of American social life tbey have portrayed.

IlRlLAUIs BEwER'S WiFFE," is a translation froin thek German of Paul
Lindau, by Clara S. Fleishinan. [New York: Hlenry Hoit and Company.]

It is an exceedingly flat story of a young Gerinan, who marries an opera-

eancer because she is pretty, and shortly repents because she is not wise.

We 1shouîd sympathise withi Herr Bewer somewhere toward the end of the

boo0k, but we find it impossible, with an instinctive feeling that hie is mucb

too stolid to appreciate any sucli mental demonstration on our part. We

ahauid bp righiteously indignant with bis foolish, cominon little wife, but
We are consciauls only of a strong disgust for hier, and resentment at being

Ohliged tO accept hier as the chief personage of a story, for the existence of

Whicl1, apart froni its descriptions of the seamy side of German theatrical

lifs, it is dimeiuit to find an excuse.

"IN THL CL 0 UD$."#

T,,,, camnpîction of "Charles Egbert Craddock's i atest stary in the pages of

th" Atla)ttic Monthlly, and its republicatian in book fomni, affords us oppor-

t0riitY ta again speak of Miss Murfree's remarkabie literary work-work

which is, in aur opinion, witbout doubt the best of its kind that lias been

praduced of late.

'I n the Clouds", is the most important book Miss Murfree hias yet

""itton. it is dccidedly a fiight above the level reached 1>y the " Prophet of

the Great Smoky Mountains ;" it takes a larger range than that story; and

if wO 'nistake not, it gîves fair promise of higher altitudes in literature yet

ta be reached by its gifted author.

Ia it Miss Murfree's genius stili plays about the Tennessee Mountains,

and We mfeet again in the chief characters some with whom we are already

flniir;but we do tbe like in the novels of Thackeray, who only re-intro-
du0ed the saie personages continually, instead of re-chrîstening theni ; and

Wîth respect ta the objection of repetition, or paralîelisin, heme and there,

Urgedi against our author, we may observe, that in aIl lier books, 8o far,

NMiss Murfree bias been treating înainiy of one phase of life and one aspect

of iature-tbe life of inounitaineer folk in Tennessee ; a type and scene

Which, i>ecause she is in such appreciative sympathy with bath, bave

attr'ded sucb free scopa ta lier splendid literary faculty that one cannot

wan'der that slîe continues to linger about wbat must, in the nature of
thiiigsý, a a dear ta bier as it i famniliar.

ýVe have no misgi ving as ta Miss Murfree's future on this accaunt. Sce-

llig t1e character of ber work in the field she bas traversed, wa confidently

e x pet no inferior in any otber she may try :if sbe should transfer ber

observation, for instance, ta a great city, and tbe buman lives led tbere,

bier g nius would illumine the subject as it does Tennessee mountain life-

flot sink into the vulgar commanplaces of sanie noted American navelist8,

W0 onte other band, transferred ta the Tennessee Mountains, wouild

Probabîy be camnîonpîace still, if tbcy could find anytbing whatever ta
Write about in the absence of the fashianable millinery and wnman's gear

that Constitutes their chief inspiration.

thTurning 110w ta tbe boak under notice, we remark in the first place on

he extraardinary vividness of the impression the author manages ta convey

by the use of apt terins-the best word put in the best place. 11cr lîterary

style is sa good that tbe scene she designs ta picture is outlined clearly as

we go) on and then filled in couiplete at the praper moment with anc deft

to"cb. Her pactic imagery, tao, is of the best.

Pensive intimations there were in its reduced splendours; in the deep

Purpie Of Cbilhowce, in the brown tints of the nearer ranlges. Sometbing
'Was gane froin the eartb-a lay-and tbe eartb was sad, tbaugh it had

flown sa many. And tbe night impended, and the unimagined morrow.

And tlus the averted future turns by slow degrees the face that ail fiesh
tlreads ta sce. The vaice of lowing cattie came up frain the cave. The
fires in the solitudes burned apace. Z

Armi, again, of the massive peak of Thunderbead:

Kýindred thunderheads of the air lift aboya tbe horizon, lure, boiter,

I'n the Clouds " by Charleq Egbert Craddock -. Boston :Houghton, Mifflin, and
rIliY. Toronto :'Williaînson and Company.

bean an its shaulder with similitudes and contrasts. Then with ail the
buoyant liberties of cloudage they rise-risel1

Alas! the earth clasps its knees; the mountains twine their arma
about it; baarded ares of speciaus values weigb it dawn. It cannat soar !
Only the cumbrous image of an ethereal thing! Only the ineffective wish
vainly fasbioned like the winged aspiration. . . . Sometimes it was

purple against the azure beavens; or gray and sharp of outline on faint
green spaces of the sky; or misty, immateriai, beset with clou(15, as if the

clans had gathered ta dlaim the cbangeling.

The mauntain diaiect, tao, tbough, or perhaps because, it bias a melan-

cbaiy saund, is instinct also witb pathos' tyin sister, hutnour-croppin 'aout

in terse wittîcisms that serve adrnirably ta s,,t off tbese raugh sans of Adamn

and daugbters of Eve against the gloom and soleînnity of their mountain

solitudes. The authar's humour, indeed, is of a fine sart, as witness

this:

i head was frankly red. His freckles stood out plainly for ail they

were warth ; and, regarded as freckles, tbey were of striking value....
A half-grown Sbangbai pullet was peckiîîg abjout tîje big, fiat stones of the
hearth in a premature and unprescient praximiity ta the pat.

Miss Murfree bias a very effective yat pleasant metbad of moralising

tbrough tbe mautbs of bier characters-a habit whicb, in other hands,

might easily become tiresama, but whicb is used by ber so skilfully that

witbaut the moral or retiectian the passage wouid aften be feit ta ho

incompiete, or the picture at ail avents nat s0 vivid.

If the authar oxceis in anything, wbere ail is excellant, it la in the

description of naturai scenory, especially of the niauntains. Thus, in the

opening chapter:

The nearest [mounitains] were ail tinged witb a diisky purple, except

for tbe -ccsina bare, garnet-cloure~d stretches of the "lfire-scalds," relics

of tbe desolatian when tbe woods were burned; the varying tinta were

sublimated ta a bine in the distance ; then tbrough avery cbarmed grada-

tion of ethereal azure the ranges faded inta the invisible spaces that we

wot nat of. There was soinetlîing strangeiy overwbelmning in tho stu-

pendous expanso of the iandscape. It al)asbed tha wildest liberties of

fancy. Soînebow it disconcerted ail past experiance, ail previaus praju-

dice, ail cradence in other conditions af lifa. The fact was visibly pre-
sentcd ta the eye tîmat the warld is made of mountains. . . . Ho

glaîîced over bier shouldier at tbe rugged horizontal lina of Cbillhawee,
risiîig high above the intervening tîountains, and slîarply imnposed upan
the iinosaie of delicate tints known as tbe Valley of the Tonnessee....
Once a sudden elusive silver glinting, imperceptible ta eyas less trained to

the minutime of these long distances, toid him tho secret saurce of saine
streain, unexplored ta its hiead waters, in a dark and braky ralvine. Saine-

turne ho distinguished a stump, wbich be had neyer sean befare, or a cal-

lection of ilea' trevs, girdled long aga, and standing among tha coma upan

so bigb and step a siope tbat the slant j ustified tbe descriptive jiba of the

regian, "lfields hung up ta dry."

In ber determinatian ta fit the word ta tbe tbought, Miss Murfree bias

sometimes the appearanca of being a littia padantic; but this, we tbink,

may be excused, for we would not bave such thaughts diluted in canmion-

places. Slie bias a wondrou8ly beautifi, strang, and noble vacabiîlary:

a IlCraddock Anthology," solected froîîî tliis volumeo alona, would ho of no

mean dimensions.

IlThis apostate clud " litho inauntain before referred ta], "a hardy
fiower will turn a smnilinig face responsive ta the mneasmîred patroniage of
the cbilly sunshiae ini this rare ajîr," "'a f reshened realisation of despaîr,"
"ia slatternly ill adjusted look," " lier sedulaus conscience," "the anxiety of
forccast biunting the actu:il pain of experience," Illie rubbed bis corrugated
brow as vigorously as if hae could thus smnooth out the pucer in lus8 brain."

l these solanin spaces Silence berseif walked unshod," IlAletlea, whose
vaice was the slogan of duty," "a fox, a swift-scudding tawny straak, sped
acrass it as she lookeil."

These are culled froin the first three chiapters only ; evary page

throughaut the thirty the book contains is gemîîîed with felicitous phrases

and expressions, the scenes are paintad witb epithecta. Aad wliat coul(l

be richer ia fancy than this:

Fine spart they [the winds] had often bad, tiiose riatous inauntaiu
spirits, shrieking down the chinîney ta affright the lonelinesa; thon falling
ta sobs and aiglis ta mnock the voices of those who had known sorrow bere,
and perhaps shed tears ; soînetimes wrapping theievs iii snow as in a
garment, and reeling la fantabtic wbirls tbrougli tha forlorn and enmpty
place, sometimies twitting the quaint timubers wîth their infirimities, and one
wild nigbt wrencbing off haîf a dozea claphoards froin the roof and scatter-
ing thein about the door. Thus the moon might look in, seaing no mare
those wbose eyas bad once met baer beain, and aven tue sunlight had melan-
cboly intimations wben it shone on the dcserted bearth-stone.

The story ends tragically, but agreeably ta the rules of art. It is the

stomy of a noble waman and a warthlasa feather-headed man, wha simply

had not capacity of soul enough ta reciprocate the love lavisbed an hlm.

This unrequited lova of Alethea's is very beautiful : one cannot beip wish-

îng it had falleik Qtherwise a.ndl been, more. fruifq of iwbIeness la the

object. But-


