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by the Russian. But with wbat a noble caln hie
bears the sbock. "And hiniseif," be says, Ithat
excellent Slav, who obliged hiîn to assume so, cor-
dial a manner witb mie ? 1 can see himi in mny bouse,
at mny table, gentie, affeaionate, kissing îny children.
1 have in my possession many cxquisite warmn-
hearted letters from him. And this was what lay
concealed bebind that kindly smnile !Good heavens,
how strange life is, and how true that charming word
of the Greek language, Eironeia !

IRobert Helmont, the Diary of a Recluse," is a
leaf out of Daudet's own life, written while in forced
retirement (be bad broken bis leg) in tbe country in
' 70 and '71, when tbe Prussians were tbundering at
the gates of Paris. It is a book of contrasts. He
is in tbe country, rural sigbts aud sounids are ab)out
him, but the incessant booming of canion rolîs
tbrough the 'air; and wbile lie remnains inactive,
Paris, his loved Paris, is being storîned by tbe
Prussiau vaîidals. A sensitive poot witb a nature
as refined as a woinan's, he is in constant expecta-
tion of beirig ruthlessly mordered, and he cao
scarcely step across bis door witlîout seeing destruc-
tion or deatb. To intensify the situation he is com-
pelled to accept the companionship of a balf-crazed
murderer, Goudeloup. It is not often that a diary
is readable, but tbe Il Diary of Robert Helmont " is
flot only entertaining but also gives a full and ex-
cellent picture of tbe borrors of war. And witb
wbat exquisite finish the book ends !"lProin the
distant quiet plains rises a mnisty vapouir like tbe
smoke of an inhabited village ; and if anything can
inlpart consolation after a cruel war, it is this repose
of aIl nature and mnankind, tbis universal calmr wbicb
rests upon a sbiattered couintry-a country recruiting
itself bv sleep, forgetful of the lost barvest iii prepar-
iog for tbat of the future."

Turning to Balzac,-- whiat a difference !Here
there is no calm, no repose. Sainte-Beuve in one
of bis inevitable critical strokes, bits off Balzac's
genins perfeétly. Il Balzac," be says, Ildesired tbe
artist to precipitate biînself lîeadlong ino his work,
like Curtins into the guif. A genius of that sort
affords ruuch animation and passion, but also dan-
ger and a great deal of smoke." But despite this
defeét of bis quality, Balzac is the first French
novelist, and almost the ftrst novelist. He bas as
inany cbaracters on bis stage as Dickens, as fine an
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eye for tbe faniiliar life of France, and as intimate
an acquaintance with the lives be depiéts, as Scott
bas for tbe Scotch peasants. No phase of life is
uoknown to bimi; he enters every rank of society,
and if at times he exaggerates, and if at tinies be is
weak and unsteady, tbcre are purple patcbes ini
every book by bimi tbat place bim head and shoul-
ders over everx' other Frencb prose writer ; and as
we read bitti carefully and thougbtfully we are coin-
pelled te, compare bimi witb but one genins, our nwn
Shakespeare. He bas Sbakespeare's breadtl, of
sympathy, Shakespeare's wouderful intuitive eye
that makes bim see at a glance ail round and
tbrougb the subjeét be is treating, lie bas Shakes-
peare's force and extravagance of language, and be
bas, to an almost equal extent, Shakespeare's power
of at tinies packing bis sentences witb living, humn-
ing tbouglbt.

I-is IlThe Country Parson " is a inost tineven
book, but siîcb charaders as Farrabescbe, Veronique,
Abbe Bonnet, and Sauviat are drawn in bis best
mnanner. However, to get Balzac at bis best it is
needful to study a boo0k like "lEugenie Grandet."
The biard, sordid peasant, greedy of mney, unlov-
ing, titterlv selflsh, oftern appears on pages dealing
witb French life, but no fluer stîîdy of tbe kind was
ever done tban Grandet. B3ut it is a book of ex-
cellent charadlers. Madame Grandet, mneek, sub-
inissive, serves as a cuntrast ta lier self-willed,
tyt-annical busband ; Nanion, witb dog-like faithful-
ness watching over her îîîaster's interests, gains our
synîpatby as do but few inenials in literature. Poor
Nanomi! Wlîat penetration Balzac bad wben bis
peu framed you, wlîen bis imagination sent the
blond cnursing tbrougb your veins 1 But Etigenie
stands pre-eminient amnong Balzac's womnen. Not
tbat sbie is tbe most striking. tbe loftiest, or tbe
tenderest ; but tbat sbe is the inost perfeatly doue,
tbe mnost true to life. At forty Ilsbe bas simple
nianuers, ail the digîîity of one wbn bas passed
tbrougli great sorrows, and tbe saintliness of a soul
unspotted by tbe world ; and, no less, the rigidness
of an nid itiaid, the littie peinirins ways and narrnw
ideas of a dull country towu." Sbe is ot idealized;
there is no lîigb coloring ; she is simiplv a womran,
and as we read ber words and ber deeds we forget
ber creator, and bis art, and tbink nnly of ber-
self.

Herein lies tbe différence between tbe art of
Daudet and the art of B3alzac ; fromn Daudet tbe
inan we neyer free nurselves, and lie is a deligbtful
persnnality te, be witb; friaim Balzac we are always
freed, we live witlî bis cIîara6&ers and tbey witb us,
wbile their vreator stands apart witb bis inagic
waud enoying Our enthi-alient.
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