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compatriots, 'to smile akind o' sickly smile and
cuti up on the floor.' But no! The' subse-
quent proceedings 1 interest him and us ex-
tremely, especially wvhen we find the Boston
Traveller coming up to tirne bravely, and
proving itself at home among the classics by
declaring 'Deirdrè' te contain 'the grandeur
and magnificence of the Grock of the lliad and
*Odyssey, the beauty, the grace, the rich ima-
.gery of the .Aneid, and the rythmic flowv of
Dantes writings.' The critic here has 1 gone
one better' (as poker players have it) than
Dryden, wlien lie compared Milton to a
twin-lîke conglomeration of Horner and Virgil,
and -%ve should have thought that li ad left no
opening for improvement. But we know bet-
ter new, and îvhenever -we are at a loss in fu-
ture, we shall erder up a file of our contempo-
rary, T'he Sbringjield Re15ubiican. That peri-
eodical, in face of this praise of vols. i and 2,

-is- more than equal te the task of lauding vol.
-3, and there is a master>' of self and a sense of

deep irnnate powver visible in the way it accom-
p ishes its mission, without derogating from
-preceding numbers. Vol. 3 is 'bettersustaied.'

)h!I ye printers' devils and ambitious Maga-
zine contributors, has it corne to this? Cari
a novel be 'botter sustained' than a workz
which unites the varied magnificences of
Homer, Virgil, and Dante? If tliis be possible,
-what can be said of ' Kismet,' which is, we
suppose, the fourth volume, anid -must be
.tal-"'i to have got several literar>' hemispheres
ah. 1 of the blind old poet, who is, in sporting
parlance, £ not ini the hunt wvith it.' lt was
wiith sucli depressed feelings that ive attacked
'Kismet.'

1 'Kismet'1 is a novel of American life, %with
Egypt for the scene of action. Mr. Hamlyti,
a shoddy parvenu, wvith a taste for Byron, and a
glassy brown -ey e, .chrtered a dahabeah
.up to the catants. His part>' consists of his
daugl,,ter Bel], the heroine, and lier stop-
niother, wvhom she invariably calîs 'Flossy.'
As soon as wve are admittcd inte Miss Ham-
lyres confidence and sc hier reading hier
absent lover's lcMler, we know b>' that fatal
prescience bestowcd on inveterate novel-read-
ers, that another lover is nlot far .off, that she
ivili treat nuniber one ver>' bad>', andwiill get
retributive justice deait out te lier in the end.
J.nd when she compares a hateful stranger at
a Cairene hotel te a car-afe fuil. of artificially
frozen water (an original simile that, by the
wvay), we know that &r anid ne other is te bc
the favoured-iiidividual. Before long, the Ham-

-lyns' dahabeah, or Nile-boat, overtakes ýanother
bo6at, and the fuiure lover is introduced.; while
speedily after, both boats catch up wvith a
third, wliose occupants are English by wvay of
-variet>'. The fun then thickens. We have a
visit te a ruin cirer>' other day, and whenevcr
the rnoon is favorable me are trotted -off îvith
our lovers te somne huge temple, whose pillars

cast great black bands of shadow . . arid
se on. In fact, whenever in doubt or difficult>',
the author dishes up a new temple, in the
same iva> that a whist player wvith a streng
hand of trumps is apt to return persistently to
that fascinating lead. But for one %vho has
studied bis guide-book se carefully, we must
say that there are some bad ruistakes in this
book. Egyptian builders were innocent of
arches, so the termi used on P. 71 is niislead-
ing. Ail the temples in that country were
built on the vertical pressure principle, ivith
large horizontal lintels stretching froni pillar
te pillar. While alluding te architecture, %ve
wvould draNv attention to an odd expression
used in relation to some carved ernaments:-
'strange geometrical looking forms. Hoiv a
forni could be geometrical looking without
being gcometric, is nlot ensil>' understood.
The following sentence, too, is most curiously
involved and incomprehiensible : ' A thifig
that does not include one's self is ahîvays differ-
ent and generally objectionable.'

t At one pcriod 'n the book ire thought that
Miss Gerty Campbell, an English friend of the
heroines, wvas about to complicate matters by a
littie intriguing, but after one or twvo well.
nieant but feeble attempts to make Livingston
think that Bell is in love with Captain
Blake, and to make Bell think that Livingston
is in love with herseîf, Gerty, the author ap-
pears to have dropped that motive. At last
they reacli the cataracts, turn round, and corne
back, and ive have the temples, the palms, the
moons, and the sunsets, da capo. Hoîr Bell
' drees hier iveird' between hier two loyers, and
with îvhat resuit, ire rnust not divulge. Sonie
of the descriptions in the book are pretty, but
the charactors and situations are common-
place, and rendercd more glaring>' so by
their setting. Why cannot such people carry
on their petty flirtings up and doîvn the Hud-
son instead of the Nule? one is tempted te
ask; and echo answers, why?

In short, if wc were driven to adopt the envied
style of the Bostoit Trave i/or, we should say
that this book unites the propriety of Ouida's
femnale characters, and that peculiar grace and
charni only te bo found in Snobkins's 1 Pcep at
the: Pyraniids,' with the rythmic melody of
Murray's Handbook.

A MODERN MEPHISTOPHELES. No Naine
Series. Toronto: Hart &Rawlinson. 1877.

One thing nia> be said of this series with-
-out risk of contradiction, that is, that it is as
wcell and tastefully got-up in aIl the miner but
important points 'of type, binding, and letter-
ingas necd be %vished. If wc might hazal-d a
suggestion, it would be to the effect 'that flic
gilt namne on the back would look better in
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