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certainly news for us to learn that the lion. Geo. Foster,
Minister of Finance, Ilis a bachelor and a sort of social
l)iogenes." We imagined that he was married, Upon
what grounds does bhe writer further assert that Sir
Adolphe Caron-one of the most brilliant Frcnchmen in
the Dominion and a capital entertainer, fond of musical
parties, dinner parties and ail kinds of parties -is "lout of
the social world" ? Another fact is the soniewlîat remark-
able one that Ildespite the severe Puritanism of the social
atmosphere in Canada," small and select tobogganing
parties have been given ati Government House on "lSuuday
afternoons.' An analysis of Lord Stanley of Preston
begins by stating that he is a Ilwholesome British aristo-
crat-indeed he was generally known in transatlantic
society as the ' fi rst gentleman in England."'" \e are told
that ho is by no* means Il brilliant, " that Il there is nothing
of the patrician about his appearance," but that he is still
&ta perfect gentleman in the large sense of the word as it
is accepted in democratic America." Lady Stanley, is too,
ta woman particularly adapted to supplement ber

husband's intellcectual and moral being, and a product of
the British civilization and social system.- There can be
little doubt that this paper will throw light upon various
interesting aspects of society at the Capital, the"exuberant"
hospitality of which long-suffering town the writer bas
partaken of-some time ago. Am~ong the reinaining papers
is one on the Il Grand Prix," profusely illustrated by
pictures taken from French periodicals. An equestrian
figure of Gen. Boulanger shows him to be a short, well-
knit dapper little Frenchman. The stables of the Duke
de la Rochefoucauld are described as possessing marble
walls, boxes and mangers, in old oake, set off witb silver.
Articles on rural life in Norway and provincial France are
beautifully illustrated, andl the magazine is quite as enter-
taining as ever.

LI'TERARY ANYD PER>SONAL GOSSIP.

LADY COLIN CAMPBELL is writing a novel, which is to
appear shortly, entitled " DarelI Blake."

TiuE taste for novel-writing has infected the Duke of
Argyle. Hie is prcparing a three-volume novel.

THIE publishers of the "lEncyclopiedia Britannica," A.
and C. Black, of Edinbiirgh, are about to transfer their
business to London.

A PRETTY conceit in literature will be "lThe Book of
Wedding Days," to be illustrated by Walter Crane and
dedicated to the Priricess of Wales.

THE English Socîalist magazine, To.day, bas changed
its title with the J uly number to the Tternational Reviewv.
[t will be edited by Mr. H.. M. Hyndman, and be issued
at sixpence.

MACMILLAN IL Co. Will publish in Septeinher a revised
edition of Bryce's 61American C-imnionwealth." It is said
that 10,000 copies of this work have been sold in the
United States.

FREDERICK içTENNÏsoN's poemns are shortly to be re-
printed in London. They originally appeared in 1854.
Charles, Alfred and Prederick were the three most higbly
gifted of a clever family of twelve.

A SISTER Of tlîe late Maria Mitchell wilI prepare for
the press the I ife and Letters " of the distinguished
teacher. lier correspondence is said to be very ricb in
letters froni Herschel, Hlumboldt, and others.

THE London ..4ten>,n says that serious fears are
entertained for the safety of Mr. Malcolm Mac1-illan, son
of Mr. Alexander Maomillan, the well-known publisher.
Mr. Macmillan, who bas been travelling in the East,
undertook the ascent of Mount Olympus, and bas been
lost on the mountain.

THEF D. Lotbrop Coinpany's books have found many
admirers at the Paris Exhibition. The bound volumes of

WVide t wakoe, and the rendering by wood-engraving of
monotone drawings by Chase, Sandhamn, Churcli and
others, have awakened much genuine admiration among
visitors, who perhaps more particularly admire the photo-
gravure édition de luxe folios of Tennyson.

HENRY GRÉVILLE'S latest novel, entjtled "iNikanor,"
bas a remarkably fresh plot, turning upon the peculiarities
of the Ruissian marriage laws among priests. A Russian
Priest iS compelled, it seems, to marry before he can take
charge of a parisb, but if lie bas the misfartune to lase biswife, he may not marry again. The tragic tale, founded
on this curious legal quip, appears to be one of the well-
known author's best efforts.

ANOTHER illustrated weekly niakes its appearance,
thîs tme in New York, devated to literature, the arts and
sciences, politics and 'general topie.s. It is called La
Nouveau Monde, and'addresses Frencli-Americans and
speakers of Frenchi in Canada, Mexico and tho United
States. In this connection the steaè.y progress of our own
French journal, Le Canada Françai8, should be mentionted,
cOntaining as it does articles and /euilleton8 of varied
interest and motly good execution.

T}rE Boston Literary Wrld, in reviewing a recent
volume of verse by Mrs. Emuly Pfeiffer, makes the mis-
take of alluding to lier as 3(i88 Pfeiffer. The authoress in
question is well known in London circles, ber best work
being a long pooni, interspersed with narrative, entitled
IlThe Rime of the Lady of the Rock." Mrs. Pfeiffer may
be said to divide with Augusta Webster and Grahami
Tonison (also a lady) the honours of English verse at
present among wamen.

TrrE author of IlMicah ClarL-e," the higtorical novel
recently published by Longmans, Green & Co., is an
English physician who is only thirty years old, and who
bas been a writer of magazine stories for ten years past.
Dr. A. C. Doyle is a taîl, athletic young man, who not
only attends to a good practice and writes novels, but is a
farnous cricketer. Hie bas, moreover, seen service on the
West Africau coast and bas roughed it in a whaler. Hie
is a nephew of Richard Doyle, the Punch artist and illus-
trator of IlThe Newcomes."

A TIElai series of Il Tales froin Blackwood " bas been
begun in the issue of a handy volume in paper, containing
a haîf dozan of the best short stories wbicb have appeared
un Blackwood's Magazine. A companion volume begins a
series of travel, adventure and sport, containing Captain
Speke's "lDiscovery of the Victoria Nyanza," Lawrence
Olipbant's IlMy Home in Palestine,"» A Sketch in the
Tropics," and Sir Stafford Northcote's " low 1 Caught
My First Salmon." The volumes are just rigbt for thý
band and pocket, are beautifully printed and contain fine
specimens of writing. Tlîey are publislied by White and
Allen, New York, at 40 cents each. Such a publication
will give tbe critical public a chance of comparing English
and American short stories. The older IlTales f rom
Blackwood " were certainly equal in power and fresbness
to much that we get in these latter days in the pages of
American periodicals.

UTNiDEi the head of IlDiscrimination in Criticism
might come the following notices. The tirst is from Pablic
Opinion-the American journal of that name; the second
from The American, publisbed at Philadelphia. --The
Story of Helen Davenant," by Violet Fane, appears in
Appleton's IlTown and Country Library." (1) " It is an
exceedingly well-told and effective account by Helen
Davenant of the misunderstandings and alienations which
g'rew up around ber, and whicb bore their usual fruit of
sarraw and unfulfilled hopes. We are getting in this
library a quantity of writing for sumnuer use of a com-
paratively high order. One can bardly miss an interest-
ing bour in any one of the volumes." (12) "' 1The Story
of Helen Davenant,' by Violet Fane, is a reprint from a
low and objectionable class of English fiction, which we
are surprised that a bouse like that of Messrs. Appleton
shauld ,ountenance. It is probaly the fact, however,
that the demands of these nîany short interval ' Libraries'
are s0 insatiate that to provide theni with matter really
worth reprinting is an impossibility. But that being the
case, does it not seem in point to suggest that the
periodical fiction business is badly overdone, and that a
haIt may be properly called in what is really a demoraliz.
ing proceeding? 'The Story of flelen Davenant' is a
fiashy, silly (or worse than silly> story, in the muanner of
Rhoda Brougliton, but without any of that writer's ability.
We dare ta say that Messrs, Appleton would neyer have
accepted it upon menit."

Tnu- following IlFairy Tale" froîn the 8aturday Review
bas been suggested by the Howella onslauglit on Sir
Walter Scott: " It can scarcely be denied that, considering
bis heavy-pated generation, Scott created more characters
wbom we remember, who are familiar friends of haîf the
world, t an any other author, save Shakespeare and
Molière. That counts for something, in spite of bis
unîvorsally confessed blemishes of careless and clumsy
style. Nor is he really sa dangerous, we hope, as Mn.
Hawells thinks to American youth. A fairy tale of the
aId sort miglit be witten to this effect: Once there was
a Rich American Merchant who had Three Daugbters.
AUl were beautiful;- but the youngest, the Bud, was bis
favaurite. On bis death-bed he called theni tagether and
said: 'My dear daugbters, I am busted up on Chicago
Preferreds. -1 have nothing left for you but these three
books. To you, Morlina, 1 give Monsieur Flaubert's
"Madame Bovary." "i t us one umpassioned cny of the

austerest morality," Mn. Howells says: and,1 my dean girl,
you need it alI To yau, }elicîa, I present "lThe Quick or
the Dead," by Miss Amýlie Rives. She'is "lour American
female Shakespeare ;" 1 read that in the papers. Fallow
ber maid, called Barbara-vous irez loin. And for yau,
Emmie, 1 have kept a bad old book; but you will not be
harmed by it,' he said, addressing tbhe Bud. 'Lt is "gThe
Heart of Midlotbian,"I by a man who had a wicked feudal
title, Sir Walter Scott. 1 sbould be very culpable if I did
not wann you that the authar was a blind Jacobite, and
intensely devoted to the institutions of bis Country and
bis tîme. But you are warned.' Here the Merchant
expired, and the Fairy Tale wauld trace bis daugbters'
adventures. Whîch young lady would you prefer ta
follow thnough life "

READINGS FLOM CURRENT LITE1L4TU1iE.

NI(GUT SINGERS.

ALMOST any bird beard singing at niglit is popularly
set down as a nightingale. This shows a deplorable want
of knowledgle of British birds, for amang theni are quite anumben of ni glt singers. Besides these, there are others
whucb are active and assertive tbrough the hours of dark-
ness, and wbich makre the woods resound with their crying
and calling. Standing in one of the rides of a waodland
glade just as day is, departing, one is pierced and tbrilled
by a perfect storm of sang. This laud-swelling volume of
sound softens as the darkness deepens, and then anly the 1
polyglot woadthrush la heard. The stemi of tbe silver bircli
lias ceased ta vibrate ta the blackbird's whistle, and as
darkness cames a new set af Saunds takre possession of the
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night. Crake answers4 crake fnomn the long grass, wood-
owls hoot, and hierons scream. One of the greatest nigbt-
helps ta the gamekeeper in stayîng the depredations of
poachens is the lapwing. It is the lightest sleeper of the
fields, starting up from tlie fallows and screaming upon
the slightest alarm. Poachers dread the detection of this
bird, and the keeper closely follows itsi cry. A hare rush-
ing wildly past will put the ployer away from its roost;
and when hares act thus in the darkness, thene is generally
sanie gaod cause for it. Many tumes have we lîcard the
round, full, lute-like plaintiveness of the niglitingale--
sounds which seem ta seize and ingrain themseîves in the
very saul, that "nuake the wild blood start in its mystic
springs." To us, the deliciaus triumph of the bird's sang
is in its utter abandon. The lute-like sweetness, the
silvery liquidness, the bubbling and running aver, andthte
wild, gurgling 11jug, jug, jug !" la say this, and more -
that the niglitingale is a miad, sweet polyglot, that it is the
sweetest of English warblers, the essenice and quintessence
of sang. that it is the whole wild bird achievemient in one.
-- hese are feeble, feeble ! This "'light-winged dryad of

the trees " is still " in some uelodious spot of beeclien
green and shadows numberless, singing of summen in full-
throated case "-and there she will remain. Unlike the
sangs of sanie af aur warblers, lîer's can neyer be reproduced.
Attempt ta translate il and it eludes yau,-only its meagre
skeleton reniains. Isaak Walton, in bis quaint eloquence,
tries ta say what be feit:-" The nightingale, another of
my airy creatunes, breathes sucli sweet, loud music aut of
ber littie instrumental throat, that it might make mankind
ta think miracles are not ceased. Hie that at midnight..
. . . sbould hear, as 1 have very often, the clear airs, the
sweet decants, the natural ising and falling, the doubliuîg
and rcdaubling of lber voice, miglit well be lifted above
earth, and say,-' Lard, what music hast Thou provided
for the saints in ileaven, wben Thou affordest bad men
sucli music an earth!I"'"-The Spectator.

AN AUGUST DAY.

TFIROUCU grcen-wi nged baughs, which bend before the.breezoe,
1 sec a distant farmhouse glimmer white,
As thaugh a snawy cloud grown tired froni tlight

llad settled down among tliose shady trees;
Near by me hum the haney-laden bees,

And, where the new rail fence draws d'er yon heiglit
A long and jagged line of dazzling light,

The clavered bis lif t high like foanuy seas.
But, ah! now strikes the fiery noontide heat

On burning field, whule aven ail the land
A sudden silence falîs. Withjoy 1 gaze

Across the winding strip of ipened wbeat
That seenis a broad and glaring, golden band,
To streanis beyond and pleasant woodland wayiï.

Hlerbert Basiord in the Cosimopolitan.

A DAY'S SIIOOTING WITH 'THE SHIAI.

WiiEN the day's sbooting bias been decided upon, Lhe
Shah leaves bis lodge on honseback early in the nioriiing,
accompanied by a small retinue, among whom the niost
noticeable figure is the Mirakbar, ar Lord of the Manger
(practically the Master of the Buckluouuds of Persia).
This most interesting dignitany lias charge of aIl the Royal
stud. Hie looks after the greyhounids and the hawks, and
on these special unting occasions is the persan of conse-
quence. He is certainly a wonderful ald nan--J was told
lie was seventy-five, and yet lie ie stili as active and as keen
as a boy. Percbed bigh l"Pou bis Persiauî saddle, anîd
riding a hanse af admirable stamp anti quaîity, with iniost
extraordinany walking and cantering pawers, lie seems able
ta go for ever. Hie wears a quaint bunting costume, ne
minding one of the pictures af aid Frenchi sportsmien, a
langish Persian frack coat, bigli boots aven the knees, and
a regular hunting cap with a peak that can lie pulled round
or off if required, witb a telescope slung acros8 bis shoulders.
Away go the hum ing party, the Mirakhor leading. After
an liour's iding an sa up wind, iu wbatever district may
have been selected for the day's sport, a haIt isî made, the
oid man is off bis horse in a nminute, lhie glaussout of its
case, and lie is spying the gnound like an ondinary Scotch
staîken. At last lie stops, halds up bis hand, and tieu ane
of the attendants takes the Shah'& horse, and the rifle la
pnoduced froni its case. A few step8 forward, and the
Mirakbor crouches down and slawly moveR ta the venge
ane quick glance reassures bim, and beckoning ta bis flin'
penial master lie places the loaded weapon in bis baud.
The Shah is naw in bis eleinent; a splendid sportsman, big-
game shooting is bis one great passion, and every Engalish-
man muet readily feel witli and for au Eastern potentate
who, unlike sa many of bis brother Savereigns, despising
the effeminacy and the misenable dolce /ar itiente of Eastern
life, takes bis pastime like a mian, loving hanse, hound,
and rifle as well as any Biton of us al,.lie crawls with
tbe utmost care ta the edge of the ravine, and there, 150
yards below, lies the aid ibex that bas lately been seen sa
often by the watchers and proclaimed as baving an unpan-
alleled bead. Lt is a moment of intense excitement. The,
ihex lies balf asleep in the sun, on a ledge of rock, unsus-
pîciaus and confident un hus safety, surrounded as lie is by
bis wives, and safe, as lie thinks, like a gaod Persian. The
Shah takes aum and tires. The ibex springs higli in tbe
air, and falîs ffadlong fron iei percli. fis Maesty gallops
repidly ta the spot, and in a fcw minutes the long, yeîlowisb
fanm of a Persian leapard creepa froni amang the grass, and
canters up the bill. Like lightning the Shah is off bis
hanse, bis rifle in hand; the distance is great, but a well-
calculated sigbting shot gives hi the range, and the lef t


