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the shiade of Byron, that fiction is stranger than
truth, and that truth is inferior to fiction. Tiey
give us a ph'utifnl supply of Lord Snoodyis, of
Sir Benjamin Blockhieads, and of Lady Emnpty-
pates. An amazing inuumber of extraordinary
incidents happen tO these intellectual personages,
niot of which seem very improbable to our
sipflle imaginations, but all of which we arc
enjoined to consider as both probable and natural.
Two or thrce love couples, half a dozen disap-
poiiitmuents, and a couple of broken hearts; a few
duels, a decription of two or three balls, and of
ain innuitable nunber of diner and pic-nic
parties; the ,uperciliouis pride of the aristocrat,
ni the ostentation of the parvenu; aged dowagers
trving to sell their portionless daughters to wealthy
bankers, and bankers trying to unite their sons

h.Il the daughters of some poverty-stricken peer;
eh, with a due proportion of minor fasiionable

>nce, form the substance of what is called
th, M1îdiern Fashionable Novel. No moral can
le dimtwn fron thein, save that of pity that so
iucih tine should be thus, wasted; nor no benefit,
:îve that of warning against wasting so much

tiiiie iii their perusal. They do not produce such
directily injurious consequences as those which ve
iall advert to before concluding, but assuredly

they can do but litle good, directly or indirectly;
Itgli tiey may not inake men worse tian tieîy are,

We are pretty ture they do not make them better,
anl we are moraily sure that they do not nako
thei Wser. It is not unfrequent, that we ncet in
aciety, with thosewiose pretensions to historical

kiowledge are based upon their gleanings from
so-caledI historical novels, and whose ideas of
hisatory, consequently, carry a greater share of
ltCtii tiain of fact. Wo heard, not long since, an
tidderly lady declare,--wio is a great reader of
thr works,-that Charles the II. was a model
fr inan, and that Queen Bess was the beau ideal
tf every female virtue 1 And the fashionable
O'ntimiental novels are no less injurious in their

yY upon the ignorant and inexperienced. They
nbtil false notions into the minds of ihe young, and
rreate aspirations which can never be realized
""ey sonietimes place humanity in a higher po-

'nill than it really occupies; and at other times,
they represent the nature of man to be far

rt than it really is. It is by reading such
orks, that many render theniselves unfit to per-
nu their duties to society, and unablo to bear
il anîd the realitie oif lice.

e hero prpe to inake a few observations
tle writings of Bulwer and of James.. 0f the

tVt,{ Wrefer the former, but still we cannot join
e praises which are usually bestowed upon

his productions. lis language, thougi polihtied
and attractive, if not unf-eqnently obscure. Ie
has an extensivo acquaintance with the facts, more
than, perlhatps, with the philosophy of hiistory.
Ie is a good ciassical sciolar, he scernes to be
intimately acquainted witi fashionable life, and
lie displays muci artistic skill in the construction
of bis works; but notwitlhstanding all this, we
cannot help feeling, while reading his novels, a
kind of je ne sais quoi, that an indescribable sAtwie-
thinq is wanting; and however anxiously wo may
await the dénouement, yet we can rarely expe-
rience any great sympathy vitli his dramatis
persone: they move past us without arousing a
fellow feeling, they seemu to bc persons of a di'f-
feront mould than those we have met with in
every day life. Bulwer cannot draw those strokes
of nature, which "make the whole world kin."
His personages may be aristocratie and fashion-
able, his delineations of aristocratic life may be
correct, but the few natural features in his por-
traits, are frequently so much marked by cold
and artificial coloring, that they rarely awaken
aught beyond that degree of interest, which usually
accorppanies the porusal of a brilliant but super-
ficial novel.* W e like bis historical novels better.
TIe most of thein have a little more historic accu-
racy t-han bave tlie generality of this class; and
we must also admit that they arc very skilfully
drawn.

Mr. James is the most voluminous, and if the
quality were proportional to the quantity, lie would
also be tlic greatestofnoielists. But unfortunatcly,
he seens to prefer quantity to quality-the skill
of Lope de Vega to that of Shakspeare. We can-
not say h las written anything immoral, his
reflections are always filled witl benevolent and
christian-like doctrines;† but ve do say he has

*We muit be permitted to moka one exception. His
last production-" The Caxtons,"-is whoUy untainted
wvith these imperfections, and thus presents a striking
contrast to al tis former efforts. It ia, perhapa, tlie best
family picture in the English language,-not even ex.
cepting the Vicar of Wakefield,-and filled with passages
which could only have come from the heart. We hope
soon to ses from him another similar effort.

†We regret that we are .çmpelled to make one excep.
tion of thi novel, entitled ISir Theodore Brouglhton."
The hero is the once celebrated highwayman, Colonel
Lutwitch. The heroine is called Kate Malcolm. She ta
described in one place as au affectionate dauglter, and
represented ai doating upon'her dying fatlier. In asub.
seiquent page, tlis affectionate and prudential young lady
accepta the gontlemanly lliglwaymaO as a suitor for her
baud, after three or four days acquaintaicehiîp only, and
within tIeo days tftr the death of her fthker This i
cortainly a strange proof of her affectiun. Mr. Jamea
also calta ber ruligious, yet s la not reprmsented to
express any dislike when informed of ber lovers crimes,
nor dom it appear tha s thought one whit the lests of


