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cThou drawest ail tliings, sniali or great,
'T' tliee, besido tlie Western Gate."1

flis Doliciazn sketches translated, hlm fromn the case te
the desk-, and now bis wvay to lame ivas clear, and briglit
indeed were bis dawning eflorts, many of bis articles during
this tinie rankiug witb hiis finest, aithougli lie lias ixot deemed
it fit to preserve thein in his complote edition.

[t ivas not until 1863 tîiat bis first sketches appeared
in flhe East ; and throughi the iniltience of Jessie Benton,
Freinont, the Allantic publislied "iMonte Diabalo."1 Since
tliat tine bis busy life lias been one succession of brilliant
etlorts, each pregnant witli tue tire of genius, ami ail replete
with lîumor.

As a lecturer lie visited Britain in 1878, and a perfect
ovation awvaited hii. 1 waa in London nt flie tinie; lie %vas
the lion of the day, and princes and peasants listened speil-
bonind to bis witty illustrations.

Hisnovels bold a prominent place in the literature of the
101hi century. Always fresîx on accout of depicting scenes
and characters in a hitherto unexploreci region. 1lis heoes
are well supplied with flie mulk ozf hîîinn id tein-
îiered by a atrong arin, a quick eve, anI a ready revolver.
'l'le tîirilling nature of thicir advcuturcs, whetlier froin
famine, flood and huames, or froin tlie rude hand of the lyncli-
ers, hisse(l on by somne fiend, incarnate, too cowardly to face
flic object of his liate, ypt possessing mens of atirring up the
fierce spirits of flie gold hiunters. Tbe miraculous nature of
flic escapes in whicbi earthiquakes or tic revolver lielps hlmi
ont of a knotty scenie, ontrances tic reader, ani read one
inust, even if flie story at tintes becoines disjointcd or hazy,
uînd in any other part of flie worid improbable. Ilis poonis,
written in a style jieculiarly his own, and distiuctly Ameni-
can, arc distiîîguishied by a witliering sarcasui linirled nt the

ostentations showv of the successful uxiners ; in the uiong:

ccAIl tliat is false in this worid below,
Betrays itscîf in a love of show

Indignant nature bides lier lash
Iii the purpie-black 0f tue dyed moustache."

togetuier witlî a sincere love for the land and people of
lus adoption.

Wlictlier lie writcs in tlie broacl vernacular of tue ining
camip, or iii Englisli pure and uindcfiîed, lus originality slunes
fortli at evcry pîage, and as the cliarauters wliich lie sketches
aiid tlie scenes lie portrays are indigenous, lie mnust ever
reinain tic Chaucer of tue Pacifie Coast.

Charles Eeade's Ejpitome on Woman.
In reply to a friend .viio spoke [o li concerniug a

receuit criticisîn of bis portraiture of woman, Charles Roade
Says:

It said [lînt 1 muade lier painfully realistic te any o'ne 'w'lo
looked at lier as 1 did-cross-eycd. -Not so. àly friend, she
is just like a man, like ourselves, but with certain teudeiieies
'we cail wormanly. Like oîîrselves, she ardently deaires love.
Sue knios it is the best, absolutely the bcst tlîing thc worid
lias te give; tliat, we are ail born for love, man and wom:in
alike; [iait to lack [lus consummate and supremne blessing
ia to loac the beat part of life.

"She desires above ail tliings te be woocd, and is for-
biddcn to woo on lier own 'account. Shie conceals lier own
thiolights, yet fromn lier experlence in lîidiag alie 18 quiek at
readiug the tiiouglits of otiiers. Suie is satisicd with notliing
less tlînn she herself gives, whîicb is ail herseif. 11cr reserve
Ieada lier, in the lower natures, to deceit aud falseliood. Nocr
devotion, whici isl part of lier nature, leads lier also lu tlie
lowcr natures te, suspicion and jealousy. She is always ln
Ilie bocuse, [hîcrefore lier nuind is apt to i-un in narrow
grooves. The prodigality and wasteftilness of nien are
things bcyond lier uuderstandhing or patience. She is un-
verscd ln affaira, and therefore xînderstands nothing of coin-
promise.

"9Suie le generally ill.cdueated, and therefore is incapable
of formiug a judgment., hence she le carried away by aev
word of doctrine; as, for instance, in matters ceciesiastical.
Knoçving nothing of tlic early clinrel or its bistory, she
believes [lie poor littie ritualistic curate, viho knows, indeed,

no more tian hierself; or in art, where for want of a stan-
dlard slip is led astray by every lad and fashion of tlic day and
worships sadfaced flatnesses with rapture; or ini dress, wliere
lier taste bcing uncuitivated, she puts on whatcver is most
ideoxîs and unbecoîning, provided it is worn by everyhody

cfi.
iî '['is is the woman 1 present to my readors. She is not,

at ail events, insipid-no real women are. She is an artifi-
cial, the real woman shows froma înderneath. Whiat 1 love
miost la the woman wlîom faslîion lias flot spoiled; tlic truc
féminine woman, with lier natural passion, bier jealousy, lier
devof ion, lier love of admiration, lier fîdeiityv, hier rigliteous
wrath, lier maternai ferocity, lier narrow fiuith, lier sh)rcwd-
ness-eveh her audacity of faIsehood, win thant can serve~
lier purpose, and fiually, lier perfect self-abnegation. 'I'ls
tlie won-that's the womun I believ'e in. That is the
creature tlint i.; buman. Suie is natural."

(1J'ritten for the FainZy Circle.>

A Forest Drean..
Dîy J. R. 1I.,;JSON.

Bare and gaunt te, istately forest
JIcachies upward wide and high

As if mnutely suplicating
Mercy of an angry sky;

Ami wild, wcird and hollow voices
Issue fromn its solema aisles,

As if ionely forest phantoms
Mourru the loss of Summer*k 5miics.

I hiave souglit tue dimi oi& forest,
And its still familiarivays-

Frozen streams, dark, glens and bowers,
Dear to me in ehuldhood's days.

Mil is sulent and forsaken,
Leaf ami flower lie cold and dead;

Mute, appealing to tue nîemory,
Telling of a day tlîats fled.

1 have known, wlien Summers nîantle,
Fair and swcet as poet's dream;

Covered in a wiid profusion
Ail these haunts with rustling green.

Then the furcst aisles wvere merry,
With the music song.birds mnade;

And its gerîtie echocs followed,
Every streami and every gIado.

Tlien I sang witii boyliood's rapture,
Lcapt, and sliouted in the dcii j

Till thie golden bushi of sunset,
With its silent shadows, feul

O'er flie buis, that, wrapt in drcaming,
Watched the moonrise on the sca,

Where the wavelets danc'd and zaurmnur'd
Low-voied and mysteriously.

Life was one long dreain of gladness,
AIl unkuown the future lay;

Ahi 1 tlie yenrs have broughtdeep sadness-
Summer's ierged in Winter's gray.

And I wnnder, lone and weary,
Grieviug d'er flic faded past;

As the snoivtlakes flit around me
t% Borne rîpon the %vintry blast.

A Talmudic Legend.
A prince once said to, Rabbi Gamaliel, 99Your God is a

tlîief , lie once surprised Adam in a sloop and stole a rib from
im," The Rabbi's daugliter overbeard the speech, and

wvhispercd a word or two ;q lier father's car, aaking permission
to answer this singuhîr opinion bei-self. He gave lus con-
sent The girl stepped forwrard and fcigniug terror and dis-
may, tlirew lier ai-ms aloft in supplication, and cried out.,
ciMy liege 1 my liege 1 Justice I Revenge1l WVlat lias bnp-
pencd ?" ilsktd thc prince. ccA wicked tbeft lias taken
place," she replicd. ilA roblier bas crept socretly into our
bouse, carricd away a silver goblet, and loft a gold one lu its
steiad.Y ilWhat an upriglit thcft 1"I exclaimed tlic prince.
aWould that sucli robberies were of more frequent occurrence!"
ccBeliold thon, sire, the kind of thief our Creator was, bce stole
a dib froux Adam.. and gave hlm a benutiful 'wife instcad."l
il Ieli said 1 I avowcd the prince.


