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H AD the authovess of Robert Elsmere laid aside her
I pen at the conclusion of chapter eighteen, book
l(;’uz" ihwl Sl.lﬂ written a single book mote by way of epi-

: n which the reader might eatch a glimpse of a
Uhion near or far of Thought and Arb in the persons of
03¢ and Luangham, she might have done so with the
Dlea,s.ing consciousness of having written one of the most
openttly harming novels of thoug T, T U0
Elsmere N ne for the wot ‘m 11. z;

would have been ‘¢ Catherine,” but

‘¢
A roge by any other name would smell as sweet,”

?’::;::lter all what the world wants in thusua.times is the
al‘tisticlw' Up to_ this point th'e work i3 clc::u'-cut,
meay l, n.nd. as delightful as the Westmoreland hills and
n which her heroine rejoices.
b 5

There are scenes in the fi 'Nt two books which for grace

&.nd finish will | il w e o thing § bd )
iteratupe, | \ hold their own ngainst anything inmodern
eloguent, .(1 Ve do. not pretend thfmt there are not more
eclamations on the subject of Love than are
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found here, or that it will compare in the analysis of
character and motive with the writings of (ieorge Eliot ;
but we have yet to find in the works of the ]atte'ra,
passage that will suvpass in grace of touch or finish the
scene between Catherine and Klsmere, in which she first
becomes aware of his devotion, or the scene between Rose
a.ml Langlam, which closes chapter sixteen. We con-
sider the manner in which the last-mentioned scene is
written to be simply perfect. )
*

.In(lee(l throughout the whole work there are indj-
vidual passages, sketches of scenery and character
touches 'of thought und emotion, which are admimhle’
But, taking the work as a whole, it begins to be a fajl >
from this time forth. From the debut of Squire V\"eml‘()\/m-L
however interesting the work may be as a study of seli
development or as a polemic upon theology, it cease 0:
have any interest asa work of art—a novil., The( ;ws ;
of spirit, which at first quickens our pulses in sym‘ c-,x(t)ily
with the hero, begets in us at length a rude butp;x >
the less natural, desire to yawn, when the’tortl On‘e
spun out through hundreds of pages, e

There ave other difficnlties which present tﬁems Ives
in painting the hero’s spiritual d evelopment 4in ) \elb
detail which would, we fancy, deter most authors fS }1c :
such an experiment, and in many cases, if not in thajt;on;
Mus. Ward, prove fatal to the success of such an attem (t)-,
\We think it has proven so with her also. Take F '
example, the case of Langham. This character up t(; thl
close of the second book, is, so far as we m"e abl ;e
judge, a perfectly natural, aund it is certainly a ‘ 0:-[ ]0
one. That a tutor in a university such as O‘Ffo :‘ ™
given such a disposition as his,—-would undey I.ik *“ ,h
enmstances withdraw himself waore aud more—— o

« From the din of a world he despised,”
until finally although ““in the world” pe Wa:s liter,
< not of it,” is, for a time at least, certainly possill)lzl iy

But that, after the soul within him had heer
aroused, as was Langham’s by contact with R: e
should turn him back with satisfaction to the o}d lisfe, ]'le
we believe, impossible.  We think our own young e,z .
thousand-fold nearer the truth when he sings g pocta

And I—I who have sometime stepped
Upon the paths of Paradise,

Where odorous, opeuing roses crept
Up palms whose tops weve in the skies,



