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iinadiculterateci foim. He is not a
hiedge-schiool miaster, usingr his story
as a peg, whereon to hiang pcdantic,

* tiresonie dissertations, which to
often constitute about ninety-1inle
one hundreths of the averag-e vol)umie.
He is a steady, pains-takingr writer;
wve xvould flot cali ini a mlan of
transcendent crenius. I-Iis characters

* are sufficiently watural to please and
bear their part weIl] the principles
contained in Qzio J 'aidis, are so goy(oci
an-d their toue of feeling so excellent,
that it is impossible to read them
without pleasure; bis scenes strik-e
the imagination and we recur to themi
agraîn andi agrain.

Beneath his chai-acter painting,
jthere stands forth a back-gYround of

rehgîrous feeling, that grives a tone tor the whole picture; lie doos not, how-
ever, miake his bei-os and heroines
play the part of freaks, too cgoocly-
g1oody " for this world. No! He i-e-
presents human nature as it really is
-a composite of soul with flesh and
blood. Too many writers of purely
religyious stories, enitirely lose sight
of Ivother Earth, forget the sad coni-
seqences of th trick Grandmother
Eve play-ec on bier childi-en and coni-
pose a burlesque on mnen and womien.
*Yhey are too, glood to be miortal and
iot good enough to bc angels. Pro-

bably the niost'appropriate place for
a man to, lea-,rii an object lesson on
life, is by the side of a noble river.
The waiters, stirred only by the soft-
est gen itlest breeze, roll on 1laxily at
Our feet, twist ai-ound the crowdecl
bustling city on thecir way to the vast
oceani beyond. Seatt.d on the shady
b-ank wherc the streami glides noise-
lessly along, we forýget that timie flics,
until thec gl<ry of the settinglI sun
burets upon us in oui- vast armiy of
s])rites that dance upon the waters,
bgguiling as i fait-y land. If we ai-e
in a ruti!ctive -wood, wc wishi that oui-

life was as l)caceful, quiet and un-
broken as the v'ast expanse of wate-
spreacl before us. Alas! In oui- day-
dreamis, we have for(gotten that these,
self-saniie waters came tumiblitLlg

h;~cllngin one mai-,d fui-y ovCi- the
faîls above us andi will boil inii age
tbrou.gh the rapids beneath. 'Ibose
noble vessels that we sec steal so
quietly over the river's breast were
forceci to take the canal arounci tic
falIs and wvil1 hiave tc ride furiously
tbrougbl the rapicls, unde- the firmn
hand and eagle eye of the pilot who,
knows hiow to steer clear of the
mnurderous crag,(,s and raveningy
rocks. The streami of life i-uns a
similar course ; at timies it frets
andi fumés and rushes peil-nieîl over
the fails of troubles, trials and tribu-
lations; theni it winds its pea-,ceful
way througli moments of quiet i-est,
to, be broken once moi-e into spray
as it surges over the rapids of
temiptation on its way to the ocean
of eternity. Sienkiewicz strikes the
I)ropei key in life's nîelody; beneath
his finlishied touch, roîls sweet, honlie-
like music that thi-ilîs the humian
hea-t, with indlescribable peace andi
caînii ; the'n bis nmusic tak-es a sterner,
wilder strain, for the key-board of
the heart is often swept by the ruder
hanci of teiinptation. M7e imagine
that such is the christian life-a life
of sti-ife for -justice sak.e-thie stony
path that leads up to heaven, cgives
the tLoilingr chiristian inany a bruise
and fail. XVblen wvater runs up hili

w hntluncler precedes lightning;
-%vhen snîoke curis heavenwarcl witli-
out a fire, then and then only, inay
we expect to find a christian wlio
lias noit his mioments of wild and
furious struggle.

Sienkiewicz displays consunmnate
skill in the mîanagement of his
tiienie, N'hiclî purports to picture, the
respective influence of Paimaîîd
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