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Bt.a,rte(.i off early the next morning. *‘If I could only get myself turned in the proper
ue,;‘[“tlon,”. said he, ** I believe we should soon reach my house.”
WOrkhde _Prmce,'his courtiers, the boys and girls, the course-marker, and the map-maker
gron ed industriously for several days at the foundations of their city. They dug the
then;] f' they carried stones, they cut down trees. This work was very hard f.or all of
man | for they were nob used to it. After a few days’ labour, the Prince said to the
. lthh the red beard, who was reading his book: “I think we have now formed a
¢leus, . Any one can see that this is intended to be a city.” .
s tmfIO, said the thpughtful man, shading his brow with a green umbrella, ** nothipg
Leo t'y anucleus until something is gathered around it. Proceed with your work, while
,;“ lnue my studies upon civil government,”
and b‘?ﬁa;‘gs the close of that day the red-bearded man raised his eyes from his book
are ol eld the Jol‘ly-cnm—pop and his party approaching. ¢ Hurrah!” he cried, *‘we
agead}’ attracting settlers!” And he went forth to meet them.
m‘Ound? next morning the Prince said to the red-bearded man : ¢ Others have gathered
W us. We have formed a nuclens, and thus have done all that we promised to do.
© shall now depart, ”
“Wlh::;?an objected strongly to this, but the Prince paid no attention to his words.
of our el Iicflubles me most,” he said to the Jolly-cum-pop, *¢is the disgraceful condition
o 0 es. They have been so torn and soiled during our unaceustomed work that
S‘"*X‘e not fit to be seen.”
can sl 3 :or that,” su@d the Jolly.cum-pop, I have sixteen suits with me, in which you
“r is"iﬂ, if you l}ke. Th.ey are of unusual patterns, but they are new and clean.”
€33 than t elt)ter, said the Prmce! ¢ for persons in my station to appear inordinately
hereuo © 8een 1n rags and dirt, We will accept your clothes.”
and yel], pon the Prince and each of the others put on a prison dress of bright green
“5’3 oW, with large red spots,
8 We do not know in which way we should go,” said the Prince, ‘‘ one way will

be g .
ing 5 800d as another, and if we can find a road let us take it ; it will be easier walk-

In an hour or two they found a road and they took it.

part of the day After journeying the greater

be ,?hey.reaehed the top of a low hill, over which the road ran, and saw
f?r%:lil:'?ha g_httenng sen aqd the spires and houses of a city.
“Thgt § °t°“y of Yan,” said the course-marker,

o astoi'rﬁe’ said the Prince ; *“and as we go so near, we may as well go there.”
and Jellgw wl'Sthment of the people of Yan, when this party, dressed in bright green
tum.pop rc’mré d red spots, passed through their streets, was so great that the Jolly-
and the soung V;’lth laughter, This set the boys and girls and all the people laughing,
the King cam: ol merriment became so uproarious that when they reached the palace
nephew in hig f°“t to see what was the matter. What he thonght when he saw his
cannot now by ﬁantastxc guige, accompz.mied by what seemed to be sixteen other lungmcs,
apartment, anq :l};)wn; but, after _henrmg the Prince’s story, he took him into an inner
Visit, ] beg, that us addressed him: * My dear Hassak: The next time you pay mea
have sufficientle for your sake and my own, you will come in the ordinary way. You
Decesary fq ¥ shown to the world that, when a Prince desires to travel, it is often’
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‘ My de;:ﬁm to go out of his way on account of obstacles,”
After g Plel:;:,le’ replied Hassak, *“ your words shall not be forgotten.”

nt visit of a few weeks, the Prince and his party (in new clothes)
8 found the m') to Itoby, whence the Jolly-cum-pop soon repaired to his home. There
trated half v ners and rock-splitters still at work at the tunnel, which had now pene-

8aid, ¢ fop th:y through the hill on which stood his house. * You may go home,” he
Will make 4 8ple; fince has changed his plans. I will put a door to thig tunnel, and it

did cellar in which to keep my wines and provisions.”

n?gi;}:i:(’.me to our tab.le The American Queen, which under its new
resh of the Sls 'mak.lng rapid strides. It is one of the most re'adable and
mogt SucCeszOTEty J0}1rnals, fashioned to some extent on the lines of Fhe
Paragraphs ofu English papers of its class. It makesa featu?e .of crisp
Series of gogj COmlnent' upon current events. ButA most notable is it for 1.ts
erayon oy c}:ety portraits, from the pencil of Mr. Frank Fowler, drawn in
the March; arcoal. Among the portraits already presentefi are.those.of
Chamberlaizness Of, La'n?downe, and the beautiful American girl, Miss
Boston Wi]l].O It is said the leading society women of New.York al}d

e journg) ‘E)Pml"ayed, which will certainly create abun(‘lant interest in
Concerneq 1:,}, ne feels curious to know just what the ladies most deeply

emselves think of the scheme.
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By Edgar Fawcett.

ﬁ ;1:2; I;:"el_dl‘ew near its completion in the New York Zribune there
American life l‘ml1§es as to whether it were going to prove the novel of
find, T, us thw lich every one professes to be looking for, yet una.l.)le to
to ‘Xpect that ehs_ea"‘f}{ seem.s an idle one. Who is so amiably sanguine as
Whoge Superiori 18 Vision V‘Vlll ever be blessed with the sight of a novel
indisputable o Ytover all its predecessors will be so distinctly fnarked, s'o
%0 crjtjeg ’of 2 O.n(;e tO.Compel the united homage of the myrla(i Amer’l-
novel may Witlinf- riad r.mndf; It does seem to us that Mr. Fawcett's
Nove] of N’ew Y e l_‘lsk of senious dispute, be designated as the ‘best
cha‘raCtGristic Ofot:‘}l:' Soctety. The tone, colour, atmosphere, surroundings,
EVery stroke s 00 ‘1§ Society are rendered with such unhesitating acouracy ;
%0 Well wroughy . dt}f quate, needing no blundering repetition ; the story 18
and Sustainea- ,th e actors so skilfully deployed; the interest so strong
u.s the mogt s:xcc at; we feel no hesitation in saying that we have before
singylay Selicity O‘ESS ul work yet done in this field. Mr. Fawcett hsits a
New ang unexpect, C}‘)hms‘e and epithet, and a piquant way of saying things
Sentencq, Hig Wii "(Whlch combine to keep one on the alert through every
Somewhat, shy, som ldhkeen, and in its utterance terse. His humour is
hever calling %ornh ewhat fastidious, making its appearance but seldonr.l and

.+ Toore than an exceedingly well-pleased smile. His de-
" 18 great; by a few effective touches, subtle and poetic in

wer,
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their sympathy, he paints a scene 50 potently real and vivid as to suggest
spontaneously all the details not in actual word recorded. After reading
this story, the poor, crude, cheap, cold brick cottage in the suburbs, the
bleak winds off the ice-burdened flood of East River, the vulgar, chiding
wife, the lumpy oppressive heat and knife-like chill in the meagre room,
the quarrel, the ill-cooked meal left standing untouched—these become a
past bitter experience of one’s own, lightened only by the deep love be-
tween the child and the brave but unfortunate father. Then the sordid
life amid the dirty sidewalks, foul gutters, battered beer-shops, and irre-
deemable ugliness of Green Point, and the pitiful end, followed by the
solitary, desperate flight of Claire, all cut themselves ineffaceably in the
memory. The later scenes, in sharpest of contrast with these, -are almost
equally vivid. Perhaps the only fault one can find with the construction
of the story is a too rapid shifting of the scenes, which rather causes the
reader to look in upon the results of progressive change in Claire’s mental
and moral attitude, as she pursues her ambition, than suffers him to watch
the actual development. This may not be a fault at all, however. It cer-
tainly conduces to the swift movement of the plot. The character of Claire
is a strange and unique creation. Her bloodlessness and hardness in or-
dinary life bring the ardent devotion she inspires in clear-headed friends
just to the verge, perhaps, of the incomprehensible. On second thought,
though, the remembrance of her fascinating beauty demolishes this eriti-
cism. Yet it seems almost unnatural that the heartless mother should have
dropped so completely out of the daughter’s mind in the days of the lat-
ter’s prosperity, We can sympathize with Claire in that she was unable
to forgive her mother; we can hardly pardon her ability to forget her.
Mrs. Twining, small as is the part she fills in the story, is one of the most
powerfully conceived and perfectly drawn of all Mr. Fawcett’s characters.
She is one of the finest achievements among the minor characters of modern
fiction. Mrs. Rideway Lee is a daring and original creation ; and Mrs.
Diggs, with her mental alertness on every subject under the sun with the
exception of ¢ poor Manhattan’s” weakness, is inimitable. Mr. Fawcett’s
genius is however nowhere more manifest than in the unexpected denoiement,
taking place within some nine or ten pages of the end, whereby Claire’s
heart is awakened, and her character redeemed, by sudden realization of her
husband’s strength and nobility, and by the deep love for him which leaps
into being out of the ruins of her selfish ambition and arrogant self-conceit.

By the Right Hon. the Marquis of
Montreal : Dawson Bros.

MEeMORIES OF CANADA AND SCOTLAND.
Lorne.

‘When one so prominent by position as Lord Lorne becomes a candidate
for literary honours, he need hardly expect to hear many impartial Cana-
dian judgments passed upon his work. What Mr. Arnold calls the per-
sonal estimate is apt to persuade the critic in one direction or the other.
If the critic have a slight tendresse for imported Governors-General, if the
glitter of rank and title be somewhat dazzling to his vision—nay, if his
natural love and enthusiasm for the Mother Country be combined with
nothing more objectionable than an honest satisfaction with our present
colonial standing, he will be ready to see a good deal more virtue in this
volume than can be extracted from it. If, on the other hand, to his sensi-
tive democratic nostrils, whatever proceeds from an aristocracy be offensive,
—if he cannot, Without compromising his dignity, discover any good in an
Earl, then the Marquis’s work runs risk of gaining an equally erroneous
verdict. Unmitigated abuse and unstinted gush are alike uncalled for by
this modest volume, It consists of speeches made by his Lordship dur-
ing his administration, a number of original poems upon Canadian and
Scotch subjects, and some metrical translations from the Gaelic. The
speeches bave some merit, chiefly negative. They answered effectually the
purposes for which they were intended, and no one would have called atten-
tion to their deficiencies had not they received a fictitious importance by being
collected and preserved. They are not provocative of discussion, or apt
to challenge criticism, or even, as a rule, very readable in their lightness.
They lack originality, freshness, pith, fibre, but they are natural and unaffec-
ted. They breathe their author’s sincere and cordial enthusiasm for Canada.
And when they rather hopelessly fail to catch the real spirit of the Canadian
people, it must be remembered that his Lordship’s facilities for observing this
were not great. One marked excellence they display whenever its presence is
permissible—a manly, wholesome, and sunny humour characteristic of
their author. Upon the poetical portion of the volume we are disposed to
set a somewhat higher value than upon the speeches. Without containing
anything that could justify a claim to genius on the part of Lord Lorne,
these poems frequently possess a quiet dignity and sweetness of diction
such as are seen in the stanzas on Quebec. They evidence health of mind
and body, sincere delight in out-door freedom and beauty of Nature, and
for the most part careful workmanship. There are occasional lines and
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