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erate, ne literary quality or dramatic git t can make aither wholesorue or

attract~ive.
floere, and in tbe present instance, this justice, however, must be doue

M. Zela. Wbatever the motive, bie bas uow given the world a dlean and

baaltby boek. Hie new novel, ' Tbe Dreani," would seem. te be an effort

put forth te propitiate au offended public, and, in a iiterary as well as in

a moral sense, te rehabilitate bis own character. Or the design may be te

show us that it is the world that is amiss, and net the evil mind et the

auther. Wbatever the motive, this at least is clear, that bath morality

aud literary art are the gainers by the new production. The bass te Real-

ismn bas been the gain to Romance. Iu the iiterary landscape we have

parted witb the muddy torrent te keep the crystal stream.

In the field ef fiction, this new departure et M. Zala opens a regien et

discussion wider tban we can bore enter. It suggests a beet et topica

which bave beau more or leas thresbed eut lu the long coutreversy over

Realism aud Romance. But the question now le, net se mucb eue betweeu

Realiim and Romance, as betweeu a romance that is pure and elevating

and eue that le net. The public, admittedly, is served with wbat it calis

for, Iu fiction, as iu other commodities, the demand regulates the supply.

" Net for nothiug," remanks that deligbttul essayist, Andrew Lang, Ildid

Nature leave us ail savages under our white skin;" and eue evideuce et the

savage sediment yet remaining in men's composition is bis pronenese te revel

lu the unclean. -Hence tbe success et such writers as Zola, and the dispre-

portionate amount et unipieasant realismn and et unnalenting social portraiture

which beretofora bas conte tram. bis peu. The eager cousumptien et this

sort et fictiou is eue et the 'nelancboly tacts et the age; it betrays the bar-

harian still lurking under our clothes. A London publishen et French

neveis in Engiisb dreas bas recently toid the worid that bis flrmn reckons

it a bad week when the sale et its Zola translations fails below a tbousand

volumes ! The moraliet may boid up bis bande at this, but bow is the

penverted taste te ha coracted î It cani be corrected ouly by endeavourng

te wean neaders back te a purer clasa et fiction, and by making the Romance

as attractive as anytbing lu Realism. Tbis sbould net ha a difficuit task,

considering the abounding elements ot the romance in the composition et

buman lite and tbe prasant wîdespread taste for a purer literary style. Iu

its preterence ton romance, perbapa the wonld is nearer te a neturu te its

firat love than critice are aware et. Sureiy readere are now wearied et the

novels wbicb are ciaimad te be taithtul transcripte et pnesent-day society,

-pages tomn eut et the book et modern manners and lite. Soe day

shaîl we net get back, witb a simpier and more heaitby mode et living, te

the oldtasbioned romance î It would ba cunieus if the way back te it

were led by M. Zola and bis echool, themeelves sick alike et Panîsian sewers

aud the demonstrator's dissecting-table.

IlThe Dream " (La Rêve) le nut oniy a pertectly dlean, it is aise au

eminently pure, stony. It is quite idyllie in'plot, and even lu the transla-

tien it bas aIl the literary grace charactenistie et the best French prose.

The dram,îati8 per8enoe, in the main, are liuiited te tour people, and the

scene et the stony is conflued te a quiet, oldtasbioned catbedràl city iu

France-Beaumont, ou tbe plains et Lower Picardy. The stony opens on

Christmas nigbt, lu the year 1860, the snow talliug in beavy and damp

flakes ou the sbiverng forai et a youing girl toundling, wbo baving reacbed

bier ninth year and beau ail ber briet lite the victim, et bareh treatmeut,

had run away tram. ber inhuman guardians and was now huddled close te

the statue et Ste. Agues, the martyr , , y the columued sncb et the Cathedral

Cbuncb et Beaumont. Thora the littie wait bad epent the bieak nigbt,

sud when day broke she was discovered aud rescued by the childiess wita

et a cbasubie.UiSken named flubert, who lived opposite the cathedral, and

whosa busband, with a long linaet oflubants betore hlm, had time eut et

xnInd beau ambroiderens ot high repute te the great diguitanies et the

Churcb. The littia one's nama wae Angelique-this is ail that the record

et han admittance te the Hospice of Abandoned Cbildren disclesed ; sud

tbose te whemi she had beau apprentided, and tro>n wboin she bad fled,

kuaw ne moe o et hbistory. She wae evidentiy welI-boru, for ebe was s

bigb-spirited sud handsoe cbild, with a disposition te develop a character

reveaiing flue instincts sud bigh breediug, coupled bowever with a saintlike

isubmissivenems te ber nowF humble lot, tbeugb indulging lu day-dreams tar

aboya it. fier rescuers, the ljubei'ts, seught sud obtained frein the autheni-

ties permission te educate banr, te teacb haer the trade et au ecciesiastical

embroiderer, sud flually te rear sud adopt bar. She became an apt sud

Bkiltul pupil et the flubants, sud in their home, undor tbe sbadow et tha

Church, grew qp into a tain end liovely womauhood, kinowing little, how-

aven, et the wonld, sava wbat sha eaw under the cioistered walls et Beau-

mont-l'Egiise sud wltbiu the gardeons, balow ber balcony window, et tbe

Bisbop's palace adjoiniug.
Brought up undar the religieus influence et the neigbbouring Cathedral,

Angelique ted bier faucy on the innumenabla 'legenda wbicb the Chunch

prasenves tha rnamory et lu ber ecclesiastical calendar; sud as; the years

weiut by she becama as eue et the saints hersait, se pure sud sweat was ber

disposition sud charactar. The daily werk that amployed ber doit

flugerB wae the embroidening et chasubles, stoes, copes, dalmatice, mitres,

banners, menogrames, aud otber acciasiastical devices sud vastmente,

togather witb pictunes et the heads et Saints, designs for the Aununcia-

tien, tha Last Suppar, or the Crucifixion. Ail this had a tendency te purity

aud elevate bar lita, tbough it filled ber bead at times witb visions sud

dreae, n whcb ha ersat ws acentrai figure, as the bride te ha et soe

prince et the Cburch, or pei'cbanca soe noble dame, wbosa bigh nank sud

sud fortune would enable ber te play the part et Lady Bountiful. Tbese

dreama nover iutantered witb the industrieus performance et bar dauly

task ; tbough, wben tbay were artlessly re-told te the flubants, these good

people used' te wonder wbat sert et visitant bad entered sud bnigbtened

their home sud become their docile child. Like Mary et aid they znarveiled

and treasured the stonies in their hearts. That they at last camne true, the
reader, at any rate, will nlot wonder, for they seern the natural dénouemuent

of the tale and the fit destiny of the simple little maiden wbo is its charrn-

ing heroine. How this carne about it would take too longo to relate; while

in relating the story we sbould rob the reader of the novel ef hait bis

pleasure and interest in the book. Let us content ourselves therefore with

the briefe:it outine~ of wbat remains te be told.
The Bishop of the neigbbouring Cathedral (Monseigneur llautecoeur)

was a prelate of noble birth, wbo had rnarried before hoe becanie a priest

and had a son born to him, but wbo, losing his wife by death, could flot

bear to see the child afterwards, and had had him edacated at a distance by

relative. When the child had grown to be a young inan, the bishop, bis

father, designed him for tbe Cburch, but baving weaith at bis comimand

and feeling no inclination te take Orders, the youth declined to accede te

bis father's wishes, and for a tume he was recalled to Beaumont. The young

man, Felicien Hautecoeur, wbo was beautiful as well as rich, had a taste for

painting on glass, and when lie took up bis abode at the palace adjoining

the (Jathedral be rnanifested great intereat in its architecture, and, in the

,guise ef a workman, employed bimself at times in its decoration and

artistic embellisbment. Strolling in the evening in the gardens of the

palace, Felicien noticed the fair and saintlike figure of Angélique at ber

balcony windows, and, coucealing himself tramn vie w, gave huiseîf up te

tbe nursing of une grande pam~ion. Angélique, on the otber band, ber

bead filied witb the visions and dreams of yeung maidenbood, used te stand

for bours in wrapt expectancy at bier window, confident in bier beliet that

some day a suitor who possessed ail the qualities, as well as tbe wealth

with whicb ber tancy bad endowed bum, would appear at bier teet and

dlaimi ber band iu niarriage. Botb, fromn the tirst moment, knew tbe fate,

tbougb, alas 1 not tbe unbappiness, tbat lay betore tbem. Each yielded

to the love wbicb the sigbt of tbe otber called forth ; thougb Angélique

was wooed and won before sbte knew tbat bier lover was otber than a simple

artist worker like berseît. Wben Felicien disclosed bimself, tbe maiden

marvelled net, for ber "ldreams " bad told bier tbat sbe would wed Borne

one bigb.born and of great weaitb, tbeugb sbe sbuddered at tbe tbouglit et

bow imposs~ible seemed tbe bope of ber marrying tbe object of bier choice witb

the consent of ber lover's proud fatber, Monseigneur, the bisbop. Just

bere the poison et despair entons the chalice of Angélique's joy ; and very

beautiful is the story of ber resignation te the troubles that now betail bier,
and tbe self-abnegation te wiîich sbe trains berself te resort in subduing

tbe feelings et ber beart. Felicien still and botly presses bis suit ; but

witbout tbe consent of bis tather, wbo remains obdunate and bas otben

views for bis son, she refuses te wed and resignedly parts frein ber lover.

Then corntes a peried of sadness and dejection te botb, brigbtened by

occasiona] gleams ef hope that tbe bisbop will at length yield and give bis

consent te the marriage. fie continues obdurate, bowever, and the maiden

siuks and draws nigb uinte deatb, wbile the distracted lover finds ne joy on

eartb save te share tbe saine grave wbicb tbreatens te open ton botb. How

the story ends, we cannot disclose :thie the reader nmust find eut for him-

self, ln tbe narrative of tbis part of tbe steny, tbe autbor's art rises te

the culminating point : and ne ene can read, tbe closing pages at least,
witbout paying tnibute te the novelist's tender grace and consummate
literary skill.

In "The Dreani," M. Zola, we migbt almiost say, atones for ail the

literary garbage ho bas swept up frein the gutters of a foul and prurient

imagination, and bas given us a btery wbolly pure and sweet. Sucb, we

venture te tbink, wiii at least be the verdict et eveny reader et tbis

romantic and idyllic taie. Could we reacb tbe author's ear, wo sbould like

te assure him tbat if lhe seeks literary immortality for any preduct ef his

pen, be will flnd it, net in the filtb and pollution ot "lNana" and its kind,
but in the grade, punity, and infinite pathos of such a stery as "The Dreani."

G. METICER ADAM.

As expected, the Chicago wheat speculation bas blockaded the expert

trade, aud net a bushel et the grain was sbipped frein Atlantic ports dur-

ing last week. The Pacific cost took àdvantage et the blockade and

sbipped beavily, se that the average expert wili be tully kept up, the oniy

dill'erence bein- tbat the Atlantic coast will miss its shara et tbe business.
Meantime, the stress et the Chicago corner is being relaxed.

As te the statement tbat "lignorance et the standards and modes of

thougbt accapted in tbe learned wonld " bas " made wemeu diffident "-

wbat man bas net been botb amused and astounded at bearing opinions

boldly ventured by would-be advanced women on subjects witb regard te

wbicb the more scientiflo the culture et a man tbe more diflident would
certainly be tbe expression et bis opinion î Mrs. M'Laren speaks et "lthe

unwortby jealousy witb wbich tbey [mnen 1 bave tee otten greeted feminine

achievements." But it is, 1 think, on the contrary, the pretension te talent

or genius s0 otten met wit.h nowadays that cultivated men naturally raent.

And, se far as my expenience gees, and tbat, I believe, et most literary
women, men net only aid women in eveny sort et way, without a particle
ot unwortby jealousy, but, as is instanced by Abelard and Héloïse iu past,
and by John Stuart Mill and bis wite in our tumes, meu are only tee

generously appraciative in tbeir esteemn of weman's work. For bow otten
are we calied upon te read, in magazines and newspapers, anticles-poor in

substance and waak in construction-which, did tbey bear a man's instaad

et a woman's name, would undoubtediy have been Ilreturned with thanks »

or consigned te the waste-paper basket! I"It is acknowledged," says Mrs.
M'Lanen, IIthat women eau, in modern literature, cempete ou equsi termB
witb men." But be does net tell us by wbom tbis is acknowledged, uer

bow it could ha acknowledged, seeing tbat in ne branch et miodern literature,
sove novel-writinig, could a single woman be instanccd as standing iu the
firat rank.- Wornan'8 World.


