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Man must work and man must play ; lie that gains mnust spend ; and there

are both method and advantage in the separation of the contrasted func- fei

tiens. Washington is not ready to lie a Pompeii of the twentieth century, PI

but she does not shrink froin a fate that would make lier a Reine and so

Pompeii in one. 
B. wl

M

WAITING. 
or
m

Warte nur, balde 
A

Ruh.ât du a'uch. -Goethe. r

GERMÂNIÂN seer, thou spakest wel, w

E'en as thy length of days had taugit; w

And sage experience bade thee tellg

The load wherewith our lives are frauglit.k

What can life give ? I liear thee cry, d

Wliat its hoarse song ecd 'wakening morn, b

Save that 'twill every wish deny, t

Each upward aspiration scorn 1

Our early fancy plumed lier wings

For fliglit te which there seemed no bound,C

Vanislied lier fair imaginings,r
How poor at last her littie round 1I

Thou biddest me in patience wait

The one blest certainty, and gaze

Calm, as the evening hour grows late,

Upon lis kind and awful face.

South Kensington. 
T. 0.

1SÂ UTERING.

TaoRE is nobody at ail like Miss Elizabeth Stuart Phelpe in American

literature. It is impossible that there should be in the literature of any

other country. As Miss Phelps is a distinct type among tlie very rnany

and varjous literary individualities of her native land, se she may be dis-

cerned, witli equal distinctness, to lbe tie product of the peculiar conditions

it imposes upon literary developmeflt. Her work 18 f ull of the daring

skimmiflg of ail matters in the heavens above, or the earth bencati, or the

waters under the earth, tiat may be said to be directly encouraged by the

scope whicli feminine brain-grewth finds in America, the matter upon

which it is commoflly nourished, and the ready applause which greets its

ieast effort along an unaccustomed line. One wouid suppose of Miss

Phelps that sic knows soniewiat of mnatters that range ail tlie way from

the profoundcst mystery of the creed of the Thcosophists to the veritaLle

germ of practicable reason in tic theories of Henry George. And while

one would not jump at a possibly unwarrantable conclusion tliat sic is

mistress of ail the facts, and abls to seal tie deati-warrant of a false

deduction from tiem, it is very evident that sie feels first and understands

afterward tic general trend of things, that sic lias absorbed tic vital

spirit of tic Present in ail its most important manifestations. This

impression is communicated to u»i by a certain largeniess of view in Miss

Phelps's books, a notable seif-poise as well, and a subtie, elcctric tirili of

tene and feeling that we surely know te be drawn fromn tlie overciarged

atmosphere the world moves in.

That tlie quaint humour of this author is also the gif t of lier native

soil, few will gainsay. Calm self-ridicule, or ridicule of one's sex, which

amounts te the saiue tiing, is a quality of mind that semis to lie foreign to

otlier than to Amuerican women. Lady writcrs, as a mile, take tlieir haîf

of humanity au sérieux. But in literary women of Miss Pliclps's ceuntry

lier point of view is not rare. It is part of the national self -consciousness,

pcriaps, that the lady littérateurs of tic republie should lie se iappily

aware of the follies of their sex, and ticir value as targets for sucli arrows

as Miss Phelps's, tiat scintillate as thcy fiy.

And Miss Phclps's conscience, lier ever-present, all.pervading, beautiful

conscience, surely the most delicate1y-wrought'and liighly sensitive ethical

organ ever evolved out of the old Puritan faith and Unitarianism and

Transcendental thouglit and east winds and more modemn influences-

That is, in vcry truth, a New England pmoduct. And the best part of

Mise Pheips's work is lier conscience, transcribed with a noble art, and

illuminated with imagination, that it~ is not extravagance to cail prismatic.

No, you will not find ail this in "lThe Madonna of the Tlubs, " but a

great deal of it is tliere, and a great deal other than I have even hintcd at.

*Boston:- Houghton, Mifflin, and Company. Toronto ;Williamnf and Company.

0F Frank Stockton's IlCasting Away of Mrs. Lecks and Mrs. Ale-

shine " * there is littie to say tiat lias not been said alrcady. The place

Miss Plielps holds among American book-makems is not more individual,

not more solitary, than Mr. Stockton's. So many, indeed, are these cases

of dcvclopment of special literary virtue amiong the fraternity of the pen

across the line as to warrant us in believing tliat tlie jostling sort of

education the great mepublie gives its ciildrcn is the best for developing

original wit after ail. From the vcry beginning, Mr. Stockton lias been

recognised as sui generis-from the beginning, tliat is, of lis acquaintance

with tlie publie. His infancy, unfertunately, was not watched for memamk-

able traits by an unsuspecting father and inother, and se lias passed into

semi-obscurity., Those wlio know hlm best, ho wever, seem to flnd a diffi-

culty in dating the eamliest appeamance in hlm of an unusual personahity,

s0 we may rest upon tlie conviction that lie took even lis colic with philo.

sophy, and propounded insoluble questions whilc lie sucked his juvenile

tiumb.

"6Be that as it may," as the romancers say, Mr. Stockton's contempo-

raries, quite timed of tlie convulsive caciinnatory metlieds in vogue with

some of his fellow-countmy humorists, are more than deliglited tliat lis new

and cngaging proccss shows no sign of failing him,-that Mrs. Lecks and

Mrs. Aleshine are quite as amusing as any of their predecessors.

When you have added to a tiorougli understanding of the homelier

phases of human nature, a keen appreciatian of ludîcrous situations, vast

ingenuity, and a close and accurate knowledge of tic "lcumieus" faculty of the

human mi, you have summoncd up the chief elements of Mr. Stockton's

immense populamlty. From these elements we cannot tell wliat a day or

an hour may bring forth; we know only one thing-that it will wear a

countenance cxclusively funny in the gravest of masks, and that we shaîl

not lie forced. to penetrate it, but will do se unawares. After one's first

slow smile, whicli seldomi breaks into noisy mirtli, the disguise is of none

effect, and we are certain Mr. Stockton's own face is bmoadly illuminated.

Yet, and perhaps this is another proof of lis genius, there are many

estimable people for whom. lis solemn manner is but the foolish cloak of

incomprehensible twaddle, and the mirth it occasions but as the crackling

of thorns under a pot. Indeed, I know sucli an one, who loved Punch

alone, and his own vain cenceits, and was a person wliom in is insular

training had despoiled of lis sense of the truly ridiculous.
SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

New York: Charles Seribner's Sons. Toronto: Standard Publishing Company.

Tie Madonna of the Tubs," as you will periaps remember, was tic strong

ature of Harper's Christmas number last year-anotier sketch of Miss

helps's beloved Fairiarbor, wheme the sea-waves have beaten out for us

many a gay, irmespoiisil)le conceit, se many a tiought, ieavy and troubled

[th the shadows beyond the dark hune of tic horizon. It is the stery of

1188 Helen Ritter, of 'IlBeacon Street, Boston, twenty-eiglit years old, an

pian, a Bralimin (idi, if one stopped te think of that>, and a beauty,

ember of Tinity Churcli and tic Brain Club, suliscriber te the Provident

.ssociation, and stock-iolder in the Aticnoeum, fond of lier maid, lier

~latives, lier bric-à-brac, and lier way." A summer visiter at Faimharbor,

here the "lMadonna of the Tubs" is a permanent resident and lier

asherwoman. Miss Ritter lias had a love affair and a quarrel, and is

iven te moods. The "lMadonna " is tic loving wife of a fishemman, with

bohe sic also quarrels, as loving wives sometimaes will, on tic eve of his

epartume for tic IlBanks." Ticy have a lame boy, Rafé, ameng their

rood of six, and is is possibly tic most exquisitely-drawn ciaracter in

lic book.

Henry SaIt is lest (accomding te tic Boston A4dvertiser) off the Banks

n a fog, and Helen Ritter comes from, Boston te comfort his widow on

bhristmas Eve. 11cr gentie ministry is interrupted by tic arrivai of tic

aeurned-f or fisherman, and tic jey of tiat recouciliatior' prepares lier

omewhat for her ewn, which occurs by a happy chance almost simul-

,aneously. A simple littIe stery, and bare enougi even in its details, but

iolding and showlng, beside ail its merely tecinical skill, a passionate com-

rcicnsion of and sympatiy for tic ills that human hearts endure-even

hei hcarts that beat in se insigniticant a species as Fairiarbor fisier-folk.

Wc de net believe muci in Miss Ritter, sic 18 ratier an artificial yeung

weman, and we are disposed te distrust tic Ilkind of splendeur-distant,

Lincompreiending, accidentai "-witi wiich tuis Boston maidcn filled Mrs.

Salt's small kitchen as sic stood by tic steve te dry tic skirt of lier white

flannel dress. But it is long since our ieart-stmings have answered te se

thrilling a touci as tuis of Miss Plîelps's, wicn sic tells us ef tic tender

womanly seul that bore tic wifeiood, mothcmheed, and widowiood of "lTic

Madonna of tic Tubs."


