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reconiinended to ail matrimonial comnbatants, andi also to their single guests
that tbey rnay retire front faxniIy irrumients, or decîde upon the nature of the
Case, by noticing in whîclî clause of tixe opcning sentence mcurs the ominous
'My Dear!'

And these 'Initial Ohapters '-iwhat grains of gold lie in every lino ! more
wortli the seekingt than the glittcrincg dust in Australian gold fields : words of
experieuece,-jewels fromn the depthi of' thought,-lessons of' genuine wisdoni to
guard f'rom error and overconie evil,-disserta.tions on the subtlest topies
written ivith master power, and yet though learned open to the simplest
comprehension. In '.My Novel ' wc bave the rare combination of Iearning
without pedantry, sentiment without egotisin, humour without coarseness ; n
book filled with tixe knowledge of huinan passions, yet free from repul siveness
or extenuation of them ; a book whichi w'ill corne home to and intercest the most
experienced ian of' the world, and yct eharmi and benefit the niost guileless.

Gan we say morc-and yet we feel as if hait' were not said in honour of' this
wonderful work of' genius. l>raise is superfluous : it dou'es it. It takes hold
of the imagination, the feelings, the intellect-and we lay it down, certainly
wiser, wishing to ho botter. Wo believe it is Bulwer who says at the
conclusion of one of his early works, that ho lingers fondly upon the last pages
of his story, ioth to break the link that lias bound hiini for so long to bis
readers. .And such is the feelin g of those wlio have dwelt entranced upou
the developenent of ' My Novel.' They linger stili over the pages of a
work which has afforded thein so mucli food for the intellect, such great play
for the fancy. With reluctant hand the book at last is closcd, and we almost
sorro%- -.nat we have scen al], gone step by stop tili ail is ours through this
-world of beauty and deliglit. Thougli ail looked forward with eagerness to the
developement of the story, we believe there were few who elosed it without a
sigh. And wlien ]3lackwood came again unbrightened by the spirit, whoso
revealings we were wont to yearn for, ail feit as though some household friend.
was silent-that a bright companion hiad paid its fareweil visit!

But 'M iNlyLovel' is yet ours in perfect form, and will be recurred to again
and again in the hours of solitude, or when in friendly interchange with our
fellow men, we wish to enforce some truth, some sublime conception which. our
own words nxay fail to elucidate. Thon the maxixns of the poot, the sage, and
the statesman ail speaking, from the voice of Bulwer, will bo read agai'i, and
heart and intellect will once more relearn the lesson.

While the English language lasts, surely the work under review will romain
and be read. as a proof of the power and beauty of' that language; as a monu-
ment to him who was tue master of its flexibility, its humour, its pathos, its
sublimit*y! We have often marvelled what wanner of mon were our ancestors,
when we read books handed down to us by them, so admired in their day,
but which seein now to us as the incarnation of coarseness or stupidity; and


