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fluences that no two minds are precisely alike ; and
yet, they often approach each other sa clasely as ta
be indistinguishable by aur rude methods of mental
analysis. WVith George Macdonald and Wilkie Cal-
lins we encaunter no such difficultv. The cantrast
is sa plainiy markcd that their inavels scarcely pre-
sent a single feature of similarity. The authars differ
toto coelo ; their minds have nathing whatever in cam-
mon; they mave in parallel graoves, and, therefore,
present no paint af caincidence. In their vieivs
af the warld, af human nature, af moral and religious
duty, and even af the aim and manipulatian af the
art tliey both emplay, they are liapelessly apart.
Bath deliglit in mystery, it is true; but even liere
the resemblance, which is anly apparent, serves ta
measure the gulf fixed between themn. The ane
puzzles his readers and perliaps himself with spiritual
fancies ; the other keeps us in suspense, and heightens
the interest by a series af difficuit situations. The
one lias ail the haziness af the mystic; the athcr
claims only ta be a skilful wveaver af plats.

Dr. Macdanald is, in many respects, an attractiive
writer. lie passesses a subtie and delicate fancy,
high and pure aims, sensitiveness of the mast ethe-
real order, and a graceful and nervous style. His
warks, althaugh strangly impregnated Nith the reli-
giaus spirit are nat af the species knawn as "gaady. 1
Rie can be dagmatic enaugh at times, but his thealagy
seenis ta sit laasely upan him. An author, -%ho ap-
pears ta believe, witli Schîcieranacher, in a Christian
cansciausness revealing al! truth ta its passessar,
cannat hld ta a very strict theary af biblical inspira-
tion. Sane keen scenter after heteradaxy is even
said ta have discavered in 1Yilfn Cicmberrntde the
gerrns af Universalism. It is hardly fair ta t- au-
thar ta bring hini ta lagica tests. Hie appea.s ta
1001, upan fiction as the play-graund « »of ematian
wliere that peculiar descriptian af fancy, which he
would prabably eall "spiritual insight," may have
full and free exercise. WVe doubt nat that, if ex-
amined, -%e shail nat say before the Judicial Com-
mittee af the Privy Council because that body is na-
tariausly latitudinarian, but say before the Cansistory
Court, oraone aithe General Assemblies at Edin1burgh,
he would acquit huiscîf ta the satisfaction ai thc in-
dubitably orthadox. As a novelist, bawever, the
author af WVlfr-id Ciunbrnde h.1s a theary, in which
ve presunie, le believes mare or less, and ta which
the exigencies ai art require that hc sliould lie faith-
fui.

Hie approadlies humanity from the emotional side.
Intellect bas nathing ta do with the immortal des-
tiny af aur race. flelief is the condition precedent
of knavI-edge ; knawledge is the fruit of beliei. As
St. Anseini tells u.-, -%ve ouglit not ta seek, knowledge
as the basiýs of beliei, but rather ta believe ini arder

that we may knaw*. The author's views, even of
externai nature are rigidly subjective. He gives us
fresh and vigaraus descriptions ai scenery, *but they
are anly introduced upon the canvass as the back-
ground ta psycholagical effects. His dramaits p5r-
sonS have no vitality ; they lack the first essential of
humaxiity-as we alone knaw it-crporeal existence.
Tley resembie rather thase beings encountered by
ÎE neas on the banks of the Styx-thin, air-y sprites,
wvithaut body, flitting ta and ira under the hollowv
semblanceaof a human farm. Take Wilfrid Cumber-
mede hiniseli, Charley Osborne, Geoffrey Brothcrton,
Mary and Clara and throw aid " grannie " and the
rest in as additianal raw niaterial, and yau will nat
find the rnakings af anc salid, flcsh-and-blaad mnan
or waman in thec mass. The accaunt ai Wilfrid
Cùmbernzede's childhood and yauth is interesting
enaugli, but sa utterly unreal as ta bc valueless for
psychalagical purpases. The apening chapters ai
David Copj5ayieldgive some rerniniscences af infancy
whvich, thaugli fanciful in appearance. bhave an air of
verisimilitude about theci; but what shall we say ai
a liera whose earhiest wvisli, as a child, was
that "lieb had watched while God was making lia,
sa that he miglit have remembered hov lie did it ?"
And sa Wilfrid goes an, in maundcring and maping
introspection, as if lufe were indeed a feverish slcep,
whosc highest enjayment is ta be found in tlie misty
spiendaur ai spiritual dreams.

Let us give anc instance ai tlie manner in which
Dr. Macdonald deals wvith a question ai taste.
Many reasans cauld undaubtedly be given for break-
ing thraugh tlie traditianal practice afi winding up a
stary ta the music ai Nvedding belis. Our author's
reasan <given in Robert Falconer) is that "nat
woman but God is the centre af the universe " which,
thougli an undoubted truth, lias nat thc sliglitest
bearing upon tlie question. The peculiarly spiritual
air in which the authar 5eeks ta involve lis subject,
permeates the wvhale boak. We are canstantly trcated
ta sucli sententiaus remarks as this -"Death neyer
cames near us; it lies behind the bacl, ai God,"
wvhich may be a praiound trutli, for auglit we know;
if it is, it might bic e.xpressed ini a clearer and, per-
haps, in a mare reverent manner. Sa again-
" Wen it camnes, deatli will be as natural as birti. "
If Dr. Macdonald mercly means tInt bath are in the

1ordinary course of nature, lie is putting hrniseli ta
unnecessary trouble in stating a truism ; if more
than t7nat, 'ne is transcending the limits, ai hum=a
knowlcdgc, since regarding birth and death alike
ive are completely in tIe dark-"our little lice is
rounded bynasleep." We have tîauglitLnccessary
ta abject ta the semi-inspired toue in which Wilfrid

"Ncque c-nim qumro lntelligero ut credani, scd credo ut

478


