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admire. 0f tiiose of Anierica the opposite nearly is true. They leild yen
along their great rivers, across the prairies, and hy the sidles of vast lakes.
They delighit te relate liow the sun shines over a bond in thc hludson, or te
give yeu back the note of the whip-poor-Will. Witli skill anjd feeling they
reproduce the varicd sights of cagflnature. 0f themn -al, Washinigto-ii
Irving is the mnest of a cit. The more recent ones glory iii condueting you
into the recesses of the his and wveodlands. They know that 'lie sun looks
splendidly doiwn upen thb.ir lakes and forcsts, that there are lx. iteous sweeps
and indentations alongg their shores, that ' the fall,' as they terni it, paints their
trees with variagated tints. They know that their cascades are imposing, that
their cold steady ivinter, iii respect of bothi earth and sky, brîngs in a peculiar
and beautiful style of landscapcs. When they confine theinscives te such
tepies, they are fresli and vigorous andi Ipituresqlue. IVe cannet say as inucll
for them wvhen they attempt to paint city manners. Even Edinburgh was not
found large and refined enoug1 to enable iNcMeezie and other polite scliclars
to produc a sufliciently diversificd wvork, when they published the Mirror and
Lounger. More rccently, Iletcr's letters by Lockhart and Wilson, were

acodng to us a heavy affair. It requires a wide sphere for a work exclu-
sively un inauners. Ilitherto London and Paris have ben the only sphercs
that have been very successful in the way of sending forth sueli works. Ilc

*that lias read the talcs of I)'Isracli, J3ulwer, Theodere I-Ieok, iMrs. Gor, and
Thackeray, will net relish the lîigh life of New York as sketchced by Anierican
writers, in whom the effort to be genteel is too apparent. Willis is oneC of the
most gentlenianly and easy of the ivriters of his eountry. Eus style is singu-
larly liglit and pleasing. In his nunierous productions we have sketches of

*Itaily and of England, but the najerity of his picces belong to his native
land. lc dees net produce a regular romance witli its nany persenages, its
alternatcd sentiments, its complicated, story. Rapid tales that openl up the
cellege life as it is in some quaint seber town iu New England ; inci-
dents supposed to, have happened to the author in seme romiantie scene cm-
besoined in the fragrant foliage of the sweet south; out of such circunistances
are his tales constructed. Wýle do net know any writer who can franie an
agreeable story froni less niaterial. We have reaa eue or two of the tales of
Ha0whorne, an~d were f'aseinated, by the art with whuieh lie renders siue slight
feature of New England. life highly intercsting. The skill with whieh he
does this, reminds us oftein of the mnanner iii which Limbe brings very eharui-
ing cifeets, out of cîreunîstances apparentlv very trivial. An elderly brother

and sister dwellina lng i a ruinous wooden lbeuse ' with seven gables,'

of lier fathcr's house by a stop mnther-a Young daguerreotype artist; here is
thte chief part ef the iiaterial eut cf which lie las drawn a delightful story.

In the regien of criticismn, as iiiighit have been aiiticipa-.ed, the Americans


