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that section of country more or less available-has indi-
vidual cbaracteristics of its own as to size and shape of
fisb, some apparently yielding none but the smali fry, but
aIl of tliem containing in their biddon depths mnch larger
flsh, to be got only with sinker and worms.

The third day, at noon, sees us packed up ready to
start on our bomeward drive, and wc bid good-byc to the
scene of many pleasant hours, our "lrecord " consisting of
tbe sport we bad, the ish we bad eaton and enjoyed, and
a sufficioncy to alhow of a weicomne treat being othered ta aur
friends in their seapide quarters. The long drive soonis, as
it aiways does, shorter on going over it the second turne
in point of fact, bcing mnostly down bll, it takos us an
bour and a baif less ta do the return journcy. We bring
np our craft in fulll eau with flying colours, somewhat
hattered but stili in the swim ; tho crew are paid off, with
an added bonus in the shape of some sparo outit, wbicb is
greatly appreciated, and the voyage is ovr.-Samuel M.
Baylia in June Outing.

CHARACTERISTICS OF RULS81AN
LITERA TUREK

F ROM the boginning of this century dates the sudden dawn
and marveilous expansion of the singular literature

wb ich exerts over some mainds se powerfui a fascination.
t requires very little insighit to foresee that it is certain te

exorcise a stili greater influence wlien ail the significance
of this manifestation of Russian thouglit is more generaiiy
feit and apprcciated. To-day the Russians are our masters
in a new school-wo can sit at their feet and leara.

To many the name of Russia is associated only with
crudo ideas of Nihilism, of attempts ta assassinate the Czar,
of a people haîf-barbarous and plunged in utter ignorance,
but of this Eastern giant slowly awakening to a conscions-
ness of power, and destined perhiaps to regenerate our oid
Europe by the divine gif t of new ideas and a now religion,
tbey know nothing. They may even peruse fromn curiosity
moine chance samples of thim strange literature witbout
seizing upon the sense of the mental and moral upheavai
wbich either we ourselves or our children mnust witness.
As yet, it is too earhy ta propbesy events, we can only
conider tendencies, and stndy ta ome extent tho men
wbo, as depositaries of the sacr-d ire, bave been preparing
the way for mighty reforms. Amonigst these 1 shall refer
oniy ta the great naines wbich stand ont as types, and
resume in themeelves the developinent of Russia, during
the ast half.century. In thein we shall ind concentrated
and sublimed the tears and aspirations and patient yearn-
ingi of a wbole people. If their joys are bitterly ignored
and remain nnnoted, it is because in truth tbey cannot lie
said ta exist.

Thle Russian noveI containis within itsehf examples of
potry, history, and psycboiogical studios sncb as the 'world
bas nover seen equalied for muinuteness, accuracy and
power. Mystical reveries, of ininite beauty and delicacy,
satires so deadly true in their aiin, so bitter in their hidden
wrath, that the publication of anc sufliced ta overthrow
the hideous anachronisin of serfdom, an under-current of
despair se subtie and profound that it manages ta penetrate
even our materialistic onvelope, a probing into the mystery
of existence witb a persistency and intensity which are
simpiy appalling in audacions conception; inally, the rest-
less searching for an explanation ta the cruel problem of
life, the cry of the soul for a religion, for guidance, for
ýpace. Nothing is sacred ta these investigators, ta these
untiring searchers of the human beart, or rather ahi is

sacred, but not beyond discussion ; and these original
minds, truc products of a "lvirgin soul," bave invested witb
new mcaning ail the aid probleuis of existence.

The samoe adverse fate whi,,h, brooding over thîs un-
fortunate country, condemnied it after a long and painful
travail ta give forth only the echoos of the anguish whicb
tortures it, bas, in like manner, inexorably maimed and
sbortened the lîves of iLs .nost brilliant chihdren. In no
country conld sucb a liat of fatalities bo enuinerated, as
overtaking contemporary talent ahmost as soon as their
namos began ta ho known, and ta be carried from moutb
te mauth. To mention only saine of the8e. Rykeicf was
lianged as a conspirator in 1825;- Pouscbkine, Russia's
grcatest poot, was killed, at tbirty-eiglit ycars of age, in a
duel ; Griboiedof was assassiniated at Teheran ; Lermon-
toif, a wel-known and mast promising writ('r, was kiiled
in a duel in the Caucasus at the agc of thirty ; Vénéviti-
nof dîcd broken-hearted at twenty-two, bis cnd hastened
by the insuits and outrages ta wicbholi was subjected;
Koltzoff, at twcnty-tliree, dicd of grief, caused hum by bis
family ; Belinsky fel % victim, at the age of thirty-flvc, ta
niisery and hunger ; Dosto*ievsiky, after sentence of deatb,
was sent, at the age of twcnty-two, for a slight offence, to
the mines of Siberia forever ; and, lastly, Gogo!, wbo
committed bicide when only forty-tbree. If, as is said,
there cames " Misfortnne to those who stane thoir
prophets," thon we can nnderstand in some measure wby
be nisfortunes of Russia are darker and deeper than
those of any other land,

The Russians inangnrated the modern realistic or
naturalistic forai of nove!, arannd wbich so many storms
have raged, and it is they who, backward in ail else, and
indebted ta the West for every intelectual stimulus, bave
produced and fashioned this marvellous instrument of
culture and progress. lot it mnust ho noted, nover bave
the Russians sullied their pages witb the inartistic
enormities wbich we,owe ta the pen of the French father
of naturalism. Nothing in eitlier French, German or

English literature can equal this particular product of the
Russian soil. The novel with us Westerns bas net bad
the saine function to fulil, and did not need to be at once
an instrument of enligbtenment, comfort, counsel and
reform. Simple amusement is not even taken into con-
aideration. As a resuit, an immense country bas been
gradually revolutionized, educated, uplifted to such an
extent, and in so short a space of time, that it is impossible
to forecast the splendid future of a race which can give
birth to sucb sons and daugbters under such conditions.
In fact, in the enthusiastîc opinion of some admirers, the
intellectual, if not material, empire of the world will some
day be divided between the Anglo-Saxon and the Sclavonic
races, two peoples as diverse in their aims and natures as
it is possible to conceive. The Russian, dreamy, poetical,
subtle, wonderfully receptive, and naturally devoid of
prejudice, absorbing ail learnîng witb ease, possessing
talents of a highly artîstic order, ardent, tbough indolent,
profoundly melancholy and religious. The Anglo-Saxon,
straightforward, practical, energetic, prejudiced ; not given
to dreains, much more materialistic than mystical, with a
passion rather for justice than for ideal goodness ; a domi-
nating, aggressive race, with talents nlot running in the
artistic direction, taking a joyous if somewhat limited
view of existence, and littie tcrmented by conceptions of
the Infinite.

To Gogol belongs the honour of having the firat
gatbered together and ensbrined, as only genius can, the
most beautiful of the innumerable legends, tales and folk-
lore in which Russia abounds. Hie it was who first trans-
lated the vague complaint of tbe crushed millions, their
patbetic poetry, their measureless patience, their dim long-
ings. The whole extent of their wrongs he perceived
btter than they themselves could, and, by sucb works as
the IlRevisor," a marvel of masterly sarcasm and irony, and
IlDead Souls," he succeeded in overturning a system.
Many abuses are stili lef t, but some at least are dead or
slowly dying. t is impossible for me, however tempted,
in a short sketch like this, to enter into the method of
treatment empioyed by the author in these two famous
works. 1 must refer the student to the original. But, as
evidence of bis wonderfui precision of detail, power of
delineation, and ironical sailies, it suffices only to observe
that in Russia scores and scores of passages bave become
proverbial-as, for instance, the reproof administered by a
corrupt officiai to an underling, IlYou rob too mucb for
your grade," which excites roars of isigniicant laughter in
Russia, where the allusion -owing to the widespread red-
tapeisin and corruption-is fuli of savour. Here, of course,
where jobbery, bribes and misappropriation of public money
are unknown, such a taunt would be pointless.

When Gogol read bis manuscript of the "lRevisor " to
Pouschkine this latter remarked-so great was the sense
of desolation which overcame im-'l God 1 wbat a sad
country our Russia is 1'" Tbat was fifty years ago-it is
stili a sad country, as witness one of the last productions
of Tolstoï's, Il What is te be donc1 " One arises fromn its
perusai no longer Engiish or Russian, but a buman being
only, profouncily troubled, conscience- stricken, asking, IlIs
it possible such misery exiats 1 " When we thonght we
kuew the deptbs we fiud there are still greater deptbs.
Yes, wbat is to be done 1 Who will answer, who wili shed
a ray of light on this gloomy picture ? To Tolstoï there is
but ono answer-sympatby, belp, but intelligent sympathy,
intelligent belp. 1 amn sure any one wbo takes up tbis
chapter of the Gospel of Despair and reads it, text by text,
as 1 read it witb the wind moaning among the irs on the
mountain-tops and the rami looding the mountain streama,
auîid the iutense melancboly of Nature's most melancboly
moods in the dark brooding of the sulent night, will receive
the saine impression as I did, will absorb ail the bitterness
and yearning of Tolstoi's soul, and wili relinquish that
littie volume no longer astonished that he sbould exclaim,
"lWhat is to bedone 1" For the moment one feels inclined
to welcome rather a thousand revolutions, witb blood run-
ing in streams, and a thousand crimes of reprisai against
oppressors, sinning doubtless unknowingiy in their crass
obtuseness, than a continuance of such unmerited poverty
and suflering. This is the attitude of mind which conducts
us to what is vnlgarly called active Nîbilism, that is to say,
to the stake or to Sîberia. Tolstoï bimself it bas led to a
voluntary renunciation of ricbes, but is bis answer to the
enigma the wboie answer 1 n lu What is to be done 1
the authot' starta with bags of money to relieve the
wretcbedness with wbich be is being continually baunted
in Moscow. t is net difficuit te guess tbe result-decep-
tion-the misery not toucbed, nay, it is even intensified by
bis gifts. Then cornes the barrowing pictures he knows se
well how to draw-no mere artistic touches these, but
true, profound, buman, eternai. It is our brothers and
sisters we see there before ns, our own flesb and blood,
palpitating, quivering, and, most pitiful of ahl, uncomplain-
ing. Unknown heroisins, unwept, obscure martyrdoms.
What wonder if Russian ears catch only the burden of
heavy days t How can itbe otberwise? Wbetber Toîstoï
bas or bas net discovered the true remedy for tbis terrible
state of tbings is open te conjecture. Enough that he is
satisfied, tbat bis soul bas found peace tbrougb universal
cbarity and brotberbood in Christ. He bas borne bis part
nobly, and bas sown seed whicb will bear fruit.

1 bave passed, net witbout reason, from Gogol to
Tolstoï, to instance the similarity of spirit but dissimilarity
of metbod which unite these two natures s0 opposite in
other respects. Botb are distinguisbed by an intense love
of country and a keen appreciation of tbe causes whicb
undermine and impair that country's greatness. I will
bere refrain from quoting tbose thzilling descriptions of

Gogo! illustrative of tbe iimitless, vast plains of iRussia,
and of their beauty, so real, so perceptible to the Muscovite
soul. Amongst s0 many gemns, each one more wonderful
tban the other, bow is one to choose ? I"Nigbt in lJkraine,"
"lInvocation to tbe Steppes," l 1o Russia," and many
more!1 Love of country bas perbaps beyond and above al
else excited man's best endeavours and calied forth bis
bîgbest achievements. There is one theme only which iif ts
us biglier, and that is the love of humanity, comprising, as
it does, the spiritual and material, a conception of
whicb is impossible witbout intense devotion to man and
to what some of us cali God, others, high ideais.

No two masters can be more opposite in tbeié styles
and manner of proceeding than Tourgenief and Dostoïev8ky,
wbose names bave been made familiar to ail of us by
means of French and English translations, more or iess
true to tbe original. And yet common to both is the saine
ardent desire to regenerate Russia and the same bopeless
and helpless undercurrent of negation (of the utter vanity
and nothingness of everytbing) which distinguishes ail this
group of writers. Nothing can be more suave, more
poeticai, more perfect than Tourgenief's descriptions of
scenery. We have bere neither the rugged strength of
Tolstoï, nor the brilliant and bitter sarcasins of 'Gogol, nor
the t ormented i f inspired ravings of Dostoievsky. Tour-
genief bas caugbt sometbing of the Western spirit of
harmony and proportion. Ris work is, as we say, more
artistic. None the less is there a deep purpose underlying
it? H e was the first to foresee, to define and describe
lRussia's modern malady, Nihilisin or Anarchism. H1e
paints with rare skill the interesting physiognomies of bis
countrywomen. Gogol was perfectly incapable of pour-
traying a woman. His women are mere shadows, none
bave the breatb of life. But with what characters bas not
Tourgenief presented us 'i Indeel ahl critics concur in
finding Tourgenief's beroines far superior to bis maie
creations. They possess the courage, the determînation,
the fire, the practicai ability wanting in these latter. Tbey
initiate and carry ont the boidest designs witbout faltering,
without repenting, witbout repining. And we shouid
remember that these are not the mare creations of a poet's
fancy-they are real, living portraits. These women, or
others like them, lived, suff'ered, braved everything for the
cause they held sacred. The names of the martyrs of
"lthe coming IRussia " are honsebold words; we are proud
to dlaim thein as of our sex, to class thein with the Madame
Rolands, the Charlotte Cordays, and ail those generous,
noble spirits wbo have belped to keep aligbt the ardent
flame which serves to feed ever and anon our cooiing
enthusiasin for humanity.

Every question is discussed in ail its aspects by these
so-called Nihilists. Nothing is considered too sacred. Old
prejudices are swept aside as cobwebs. We bave only,
over bere, advanced timidly to the point of enquiring
wbetber marriage, as an institution, may not ho a failure.
These audacious iconoclasts domand boidiy (in Ton rgenief's
"lFathers and Sons ") whetber Il Marriage is a foliy or a
crime? " Now, whether we like thein or not, sncb mental
sbocks are beneficial, and dispose us to ask whether-
aitbougb, of course, the English are the most moral and
advanced people in the world-we may not bave sometbing
to learn even of our savage neighbonrs, the Russiana. And
I warn those who may feel tempted, fromi curiosity, and
for no deeper motive, to study this people and their litera-
ture, that unless tbey really desiro ta understand and to
learn and to admire candidiy, they will be continnally ont
of harmony with their novel mode of thinking and of dcal-
ing witb the eternal probleins of existence.

Dostoievsky introduces us to yet another world, wberc
ahi our preconceivcd notions of rigbt and wrong become
confused and disorganized, and wbere ail social conventions
are set at nought. The most prominent figures in "Crime
and Punisbment " are a murderer and a prostitute; in the
IIIdiot," ail the intercst of the story centres round an
epiicptic, and always the poor and the humble and the
diseased and the simple and the crintinal are exalted, pitied,
and uncondemncd. And do not think for a moment that
the murderer is not an ordinary murderer, or the prostituto
any exception to ber class. By no means. But by the
simple and sublime power of genins, the workings of these
minds are laid bare before us, and, coniprehending at last
these abnormalities, we do for a moment what is not done
in reai lifo, we forgive. We are led to see how any one of
us, if unprepared by previons training, if placcd in certain
circumstances may be led to commit certain actions which
we terin immoral, just as we tbjnk every day certain
tbonghts whicb are immoral, but whicb, by force of will,
habit or fear, do not develop into actions. Whoe-?er denies
this neither nnderstands human nature nor the laws which
govern it. Thore is no abrupt line of domaroation bctwccn
beaith and disease, between physioiogy and patbology, be-
twecn right and wrong. Indeed, is it not certain that
what is right in one instance may be wrong in another 1
This is the vast field of analysis of motive and action lying
before the modern romancer. There is a physiognomy of
the mind as of the countenance. When Raskolnikoff, the
murderer, throws himself at the feet of the unfortunate
wbo feeds ber parents with the price paid for lier degrada-
tion-she who bas led Raskoinikcoff to expiation and reba-.
bilitation-be cries out wlien she wishes to raise him :"il t
is.not before tliee that I prostrate myseif, but iiefore al
the sufl'ering of bumanity; " and these beautif ul and touch-
ing words are the keynote to the wliole of Dostoïevsky's
teacbings: Dostoïcvsky, whose nerves bad been sbattered
during those terrible moments when a yontb of twenty-two,
witli breast bared and eyos bound, lie stood awaiting the
fatal bullet which was to end bis existence. The death-
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