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ring description of the boyhood of Friedrichi Staps will serve
the somewhat complicated style of the author (his sentences

xerman in their convolutions), as well as his desire not to omit
)re lie hma acquired.

antie and wild scenery of hie early home, steeped in the legends of the
iiinnesinger and crusader, and during hie holidays long visite to hie
.red at Detmold near the Teutoberg and the field of the Hermans-
a of the heroism of Arminius and the destruction of Varus and hie legions,
Sernotions of anger, resolution and despondency which alternately con-

)r indulges again and again in the enurneration of long liste of
h mean absolutely nothlng to the average reader. In the
nsage Amalie von Esterthal la indulging in reminiscence while
r Napoleon to appear:-

saw him au in the enthusiasmo of her girlhood she had seen hirn enter
tmletlike countenance very pale, rnounted on a black charger. She
n with Austrian generale or witb Austrian statesmen, whose character
iosyncrasie were known to her from goseip or observation-OCobenzl,

dion, Metternich, Wittgenstein, Ziethen, huiler, Bellegarde, even
and tle Archduke. (p. 52.)

ýes of the story la impeded, by the fact that every time a new
importance is introduced, the author lias thouglit it necessary
biographical sketch of some length. Besides Napoleon, hie

.d generals, many figures of Viennese society appear in the
ro most promninent of which are Amalie von Esterthal and lier
cet Rentzdorf. The emotions of this pair are described iu
dols, we confess, does not convey a very clear impression to
Bticated mind.

ig elemental yet eternal, absorbîng the heart, making the sensem a
-rly, yet in this entrancement binding the soul, the senses' ancient
Linet, yet 80 transfigured by the Boul in its long voyagings that it was
n hope of a God, aud of the sme God the supreme eînotion; adding their

sauvtitudes, unavailable oblivious eostasy was absolutely redeerning
desecration of praise, for in this oblivious ecetasy was at once art'a
d its hallowing force, Such wau the passion of Reutzdorf and Amnalie.

a of a historical novel la to ceate the atmosphere of a past
miot lie sald that Mr. Cranib lias succeeded. When reading
unpet-Major, one breathes the very air Of England mn Napo-
and lu Eraçmann-Chatrian's Madame Thérèse One la carried
revolutionary fervour o>f 1793, yet in neither of these books is

~ed by an ocean of encyclopaedic facto and ineoherent, inter-


