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and philosophical study. Liza, or A Nest of Noles, and FtIr nINn
which appeared in 1860, came next in point of order, and during thes
years Turgenef applied himself to the analysis of the great intellectual an
social movement of the day-the rise of Socialism, or Nihilism, and th
spread of reactionary and revolutionary principles throughiout the whol
Of Russia and part of Europe. His Annals oj a, Sporisnian, 8inok', an
Virgin Soil were bis three best-sustained works, and are to-day the mos
widely.read, and it is only necessary to say that hie has for some year
been accepted as a representative Russian author, who has had the abilit
and good fortune to create for Western readers that strange and patheti
Country-modern Russia. But bis types are always and only local. The.,
are not people we have ever met, either in our imaginations or in our dailj
life. They do not enter into our existence, beconie fainiliar to us, livEJ forever in our brain. They are described for us, and we read about themn
and whule we read they perhaps live, but when the book is shut they van
ish, tbough there lingers in their stead what is quite as important, a cleaý
Understanding of the social and doinestic condition of Russia. There ib
Perhaps in Turgcnef's works more of literary style than caîï be found evei
after the most careful analysis in Gogol. ihough M. de Vogiîé declarei
that it is impossible to make any quotations from these wonderfuùl novels, s(
full of detailed description and minute amplification, probably no0 mone
Significant cxtracts can be made thait these two. Wheni lic desires t(
satirize the national peculiarity, or miania for declaring everything perfeci
that springys from Russian soil lie speaks of Ilthe literature that is bounc
in Russia leather," and again lie says, Iliii my counîtry -two anI two niak(
four, but with more certainty than elsewhiere."

In the spring of 1883, M. D)e VogüéS for the last tinie gazedi upon Ivar
Sergilvitchdjfurgeiief, who was then suffering terribly froni a terrible diseasi
-cancer in the spinal marrow. His last tale was titly uamed Despair, anc

a few days bofore bis death hie wrote a touching letter to Leo Tolstoi, tc
whom lie commended the cause of Russian literature in euî,lidential andi
affectionate terms.

0f the four Ieading realiats treated of by the Freneli critic, the mnosi
Iiterestiug is undoubtedly the one least known to us by naine, Feodor
Mikhailovitcb Dostoievsky. A Moscow pea8ant, born in a charity liospital,
exiled to Siberia, a philosopher, a lunatie, a mad journalist, attacked at
irntervals by fits of an epîleptie character, a monster, a phenoînenon, a
psychologise, a dreamer, an idealist, an apostle, a veritable puzzle and con-
tradiction to those who knew huîui best, flostoievsky presents iii a singular
combination of all these different qualities the niost unique exterior kuowu
araong Russiau writers. is experiences are bis books, and his books are
bis experiences. Mucli of the nomadie spirit of Rousseau was in him,' and
ranch too of the mysticism of Poe. Ilis Recollections o/ a -Dead-JIouse
clepicts the friglitful grievances of that system of expatriation which is
iustautly suggested to, the mind by the inere mention of the word Siberia;
and bis Crime and Punislîment deals in similar mauner with similar abuses.
Reformer as lie was, like Gogol and Turgenef, bis reforms are seemingly
linintentional, suggested rather than insisted upon. FIe writes of the most
horrible and revoltiug crimes, aud of the mnost hardened and perverted
criminals in an easy, natural, innocent, flowiug strain, whîch is ten times
raore effective than if lie were posing throughout t.he work as an inspired
Prophet and seer, the Messiali or àMahomet of bis era. The literary value
of bis works is clearly unequal and inferior to that of Turgenef, but their
cOncentrative and persistent strength is more prouounced. Oîîe of Dos-
toievsy's favourite phrases, which lie neyer tired of reiterating, was
"Russia is a freak of nature." Iu after years hie became quite comf'ortable
in circumstances, aud bad the unspeakable satisfaction-at least to sucb a
flhiud as bis own-of conducting entirely by himself a paper in St. Peters-
burg, called Carnet d'un Ecri vain (Note Book of an Author), andI which
appeared whenever lie chose-very bappily and bumorously compared by
the critic to, the Delphic oracle. H1e died ou February 10, 1881, and two
days after, bis funeral was celebrated in a most signiticant and imposing
nianner, the corpse being followed by more than tweuty tliousand people,
'nany of whom were Nihilists, tbe women conspicuous from their spectacles
and short bair, the men from weariug a plaid over the shoulder.

Wben we come to Leo Tolstoi, the solitary sud ascetie noblenian, who,
having lived tbrough a storm and stress period of unhelief and discontent,
bas retired to bis estates, sud spends bis time in makiug shoes for the
neighbouriug peasants, the portrait is one comparatively famniliar. Tl-
Bstoi is better known to us personally than the former writers, and bis
Works, dealiug as tbey do witb certain aspects of cultivated and fashionable
life, are more suited tc, the taste of tbe average resding public. First of
ail a Pantheist, then a Nihilist, a pessimist, and a mystic, Tolstoi has given
iii Anna J<areninx one of the most complete analyses of a human sont yet
attempted in literature. is books are widely read, and it seems a pity
that bis abnegation of self sud bis purely moral impulses should combine
t0 reuder him self-deceived, in so far that lie thinks it nccessary to retire
from the wortd, and continue bis meditations apart.

1With regard to, these four men, it seems, that, being intellectual meni
and living in Russa, they were bonnd to be Nihilistq, yet they bave also
Succeeded iii beiug (ilristians. Literary in , in oijr sense, they were aIl
Very far from being; and althougli they did not actually write for love of
faine iior of money, they did write bt-cause they were anxious to be huard.
Il \Vhat then is to be clonet" is a title whichi bas been used ovur and over
again in Ru.oia. It is a significant one. These men wcre but little in-
dubted to the imia-ination. Wbat they saw immedistely about theni, what
they suffered, and thouglit, and feît, was put jnst as it 'vas into their books,
and therefore, while these books are f rue from mannrismn or affectation,
they are alsc characturized by what an English novetist would probably
deflue as want of sutficient care. No types are re-created, no effort is made
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to invest ordinary things and people with that flctitious titerary interest
%vhicli alonu can create thero for us-inheritors of the finest school of fiction
in the world, that of modern England, whicli daims such artists of the pen
as Blackmore, Hardy, William Black, and Me-redith for second-clss
writers only. It is when we regard these suff-,ring Russians as souls, par-
takers of a wide enthusissm for sufferiug liumauity with the most ardent
reformers that ever lived, to waste away in prison or burn to aslies at the
stake, that we do tbum the greatest justice and bear fullest testimony to
the worth of their labours. SFRANUS.
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THEv tell us that wbcn weary travellers devi
They view througli quivering heat across the sand
Great rocks for shadow in a we:u-y land,

And clustering palms, and, fairer yut, the gleai
XVlere siities iu tiglit to lauzhlin sound the stream,

Tbis is no work of some enclianter's wand,
But that rcflectcd liere true visions stand

0f far off things that close beside thomn scem.

So worn witb life's bot mardi, whien near at biand
A happier woî'ld we sec upon us beam,
Where deatli a[d psrting need not be our theme,

Noue there by toil forefoughlt, by grief unm.ann,-d,
Prophets of Science, bush your stern conirand,

Oh! bid us not to hold it ail a dreamn.
--Londoub Spectator.
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LITTLE FLOWERS 0F SAINT FRANC[S 0F Assisi. Translated fromn -the
Italian. By Abby Laugdon Alger. Boston: Roberts Brothers;
Toronto: Willismson and Company.

Saint Francis, the founder of the Order of Friars Minor, Gray Friars,
or Franciscan Mouks, was born nearly seven hundred years ago. The
Little Flower8, a series of legends about the Saint and bis disciples, were
preserved orally for about two huudred years aftur bis duath, wben they
were first collected and published. Long a favourite classie in Italy aud
France, these legends are now for tlie tirst timo presented in Engliali.
The book is a beautiful one, printed iu antique type, on strong, white
paper, and well bound.

TuE PoEMns 0F WILLIAMN XVv SMIvT.L Toronto: Dudley and Burns.
Mr. Smith, who is not au unknown contributor to the poetical litera-

ture of Canada and the UnitedI States, lias colccted in this volume ail his
efforts in verse, we presume, that lie thinks worthy of preserviug in a per-
manent forra. Possibly the volume would not have lost in value if it liad
been somewhat less in bulk. The poems are systemnatically arrauged, only
comparatively few of them being distinctively Gsuadian. Whule the poems
do not pussess, and we fancy the author would nlot dlaim for them, the
higlier cbaracteristics of poetry, tliey nearly ail dispiay a stroug sense of
muelody, a marked facility in ctothiug even prossie thouglits iu poetic forma.
We admire a certain sturdy courage in the author. Hie veutures to treat
snbjects that have been successfully treated before, as if lie did flot in the
least fear comparison. On the whole we are inclined to tlîiuk tbat Mr.
Smith bas reached bis highest plane in the Scottish poems. Iu them lie
appears to tind a readier scope for bis lyricat impulses; sud almost every-
thing in the book seems to have becs writtcu with the adaptability of it
to some tune or other in vîew.

CRICKET Acnoss THE SPA: Or the Wanderiugs sud Match es of the Gen-
tlemen of Canada, 1887. By Two of the Vagrants.

The authors of this book do not dlaim consideration for it as a
"literary production," but even as a literary production it is not without

menit. It is just what it purports to be ; sud the story is told in an easy,
naturat style, that would bu creditable to more experienced wrîters. Our
IlVagrants " saw everythiug, and seemed to have eujoyed almost every-
thing they saw; sud wbile they kept an accurate record of the matches
and scores, tbey did flot fait to observe sud note- dlownî pieces of laudscape,
street scenes, and incidents of travel. The feeling of tliorougb en.joyment
of everythiug-of mists sud ramn andtiiiisadventure-wbich seems to have
neyer parted compauy witb the Eleven, is trausmitted to the reader,
althouglie may have neyer knowu, or bas ccased to, care for, the Ilstern
doliglits " of tbe cricket field. XVe are quite sure the book fully accom-
pliabes the object for wbicb it was wrîtteu. Those for whom it is cbiefly
iuteuded-the friends of Ilthe Gentlemen of Canada," sud those who
take an interest in the game of cricket, sud desire to see it oucouraged in
Canada-ouglit to be welt pleased witb this record of the matches played
sud the lessons learned last year by Canada's Eleven. We sbouîd add
that the volume lias for frontispiece a photograpli of the "lEleven' and
that typographically sud in other respects it is very creditably got up.
We have not looked for orrors or defects, but we notice an obvions omission
or addition at the foot of page 209.

:ANu"y1 19th, 1888,1


