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F 3 ORIEGN literature, and palrtieulily the foreiguno ioe,is receiving a ýgreat deal of attenition frorin Eilglislî,I
readers. Deservedly, too,' for' wlïen we think of the' wi'iteis
who have irnipresse<l and are impressing tiien)iselves upon theage, we think not 8o inuch of Englisli authors as of Tol',toi,of Ibsen, of Zola. Now that Maurus 10okaiîs woi'ks are be-iiig done into Englisdi by I'Ii'. K1 Niýshet BJaîn wc Will Sooln]lave to add biýs niaine to those perianenitly influericir- ourliterature. His Il Eyes Like the Sca " was a somnewbat dis-appointing book, as it lacked balance, wvas too subjective,anid dealt witb life wbich it is biard for us to understand andwith whicb we cannot syipathize. l'ut " 'Midst the WildCarpatbians " is a romnance tlîat wvi1l coipel every reader tofinish it. There is nlot a dry cbaptei' in it. It is flot an easyinatter to write interesting bistoi'ical nloxels. but Jokai ha'ssucceeded. The scene of the stoi'y is laid iii the iiountainsof seventeeîrtb century Transylvania. The time and the en-viroilment givc Jokai an opportunity of introducing inanydiverse characteis ; and bis pages are crowded with Ilsupei'b

Turk.s," nobles, and peasants, aid ail are draw;n with won-oýerful trutb and interest. It bias been said that Iltbe wholehistory of Transylvania rends like a chapter from the Ara-bian Nigbits." This book would certainly lead us to think
tbat tlîis was truc. No great miodemn novelist bas succeeded iiigiving us so niuch of tbat romantic coloring that is the cbarinof the ArabiaxiNighits as bas Jokzai. Adv enture is piled on adven-tume, incident upon inicident, glowiiîg description upon glow-inig'description, until we forget ail about the fact that we arereading an hîstorical romance and tlîink ourselves in di'eamn-
land. But lie deals witb the facts of the histomy of Tr'însyl-vania, and the naines of (eîineny, of Àpafi, of Teleki are
at any rate bistorical names. Wbile these cbaracters arewvell drawn tbey are only olle of the interests of tbebook. The marveilous drawing of Azrael's abode in theDevil's Garden, the entrancing description of Corsar's iBe,'.s
gorgeous palace are donc witb a powemful pen. Pemhaps
the stmongest chapters in the book are the first and second.
The first gives a description of a bunt tbmough the primnevalforest, of adventures with stags, and boars; the second is ahome scene, wbere a noble womaiî, D)ame Apafi, is s]aving toransoin bier iinipîisoned liusbanid. Anna is the noblcst char-acter in the book, and the wisest. ht would bie impossible tosay anytbing better of lier tban tbat suie is Il]ike mie ofSlîakespeare's womieuî." Amnong Jokai's most stmiking traits
is bis bumor. He bubbles over witb a fine miirtb. It firstappears wben Kucsuk Pasba, a character not unlike, and as
noble as Scott's Saladin in the Tatlismian -raises Micbael
Apafi, a good-natured, kindly, stupid country squire to thetbrone of Transylvania, and it bursts out at intervals ail
tbrougb the book.

The novel bas many blemishes. It is lacking in storyinterest, althougb the striking incidents and situations makeus forget tbat. It is bard to understand wbat part tbe firstchapter plays in the book. It would alhnost seem that Jokail
bad written tbe description of a biuiît in whicb lîistorical
characters took part, and thouglît it so good that bie tagged
it on to bis bistorical romance. Althougli ail lus cbaracters are
drawn witb wondcrful distincetness too many are created
onhy to vanis>, and tbe reader is heft dissatisfied. But wemust expeet inconsistencies, crowding, defects, from a inan
wbose imagination iS s0 teeming tbat bie badl crcated no lcss
than a bundred and fifty novels.

Tumning from. Jokai's powerful romances and opening
George Meredith's "lThe Adventures of Harry Ricbmond,"
now publisbed in tbe cbeap and convenient Colonial Library,we are confrontcd witb very different matter set down in avery different manner. George Meredith will ever be a poserfor the critic. lis language is at times so sartlingly stî'ange-espcîally in bis "lLord Ormiont and is Aminta "-that
we are compelled to wondcr wbether bie sbould be entitled
to a place among the writers of pure Englisb; but bis expres-
,sions, alhougb oftcn unique, original, ý5and startling, bave
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glreat force, and in a single word bie succecds ini giVinlg 1U
wbat would caîl forth a sentence fromt a less higblY gLifted
writer. Hs ideas, too, seem to crowd eacb otheu', S0 ic
s0 that the i'eader xvili soinetines plonge ajlng for pllge?
vaguely wonidering wvbat it is aIl about. "Aiîil yet be f' ci-
niates, and it is impossible to throw aside tbe nove1 wvithout
secing the end of the a(ix cutures. At thesan ie"tl
adventures" ar ostartîingîy iiuteiestinrg the situations arenot extraoi'dinary power.ful--unle.ss the extraordinarily
probable be deemned the extraordinarily powcrful. If this"
truc, if it is likewise true that the language anld stYle are
soinewluat wearing, wherein docs the charnm of th, book lieI
It lies in tbe autbors power of inakingy bis characters une.
The titular beoisHrry ltichiinond, ,but the real herO'i
such hie can be called-is bis fatber "l plain AullatUs
George Rioy Ricbinoiid." The reader is (lisappOinted il'
Harrv :ble does not uuake proper use of blis oppo.tuite
soiiîetiiiîg is constantly expected froun bimi, ]lit nohigfol-s not higlowvs. But the fatber xvith bis buoyant bopefulne8s, hl'
inarvellous power of gulling people, luis plausible toligue, al
persuasive mlanners 18 a cluaracter not to be soon foigOttfll
and at the close of tile novel the reader finds limsel Îf 6îed
xvitlu soinetbing like admiration foi' tbis adventurolis ne'e
do weel. Other cbaracters, altbougb not s0 stikilng- arc
equally well donce. Mrs. Waddy and tbe Squire are like bits
out of Dickens. The princes, the lords, tbe farmers, the
gipsies-foi' ail appear on tbis unultitudinous page-l ., tbeflý
selves on the inmd, and George Mereditb leaves the inPre'
s~in tluat bie ifl an intellectual force with a kiloNvIedge 0~huuanity that well fits him foi' a hadingt place arnofgth
novelists of this prolifie age. T. G. 1ýIAIiQVî'
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Xlotley :Vers,, Grave and Gray. By J. W' B3eagougîi.
Iilustrated. (Toronto: William Briggs. Price $1.*00.185
So far as the critics of THiE WEEK are concei'ned, tiiere w' as i
reason forany attempt todisarm thein by the conciliat0î'Y dei
cation which Mr. Bengough prefixes to huis very'pi'etty and e5e'
ceptable volume: "lTo the Critics, with aîssurances Of the pro,
founidest respect and admiration." The authoî' is knowfl t (
Canadians as a patriotic mnan, who loves bis fellowý mca leiserves them "lif not wiscly " always, yct veî'y wela thlle
cd huniourist, and as a caricaturist of a very biglb ordel'. bvesscousist of tbî'ee division,, iin the table of coîltents,(Wbuniorous, the serious and pathetie, and tlle elcgilac
direct the printcr's attention to the iast word in blis tle tYbut in the book tiiese thrce classes of poems are Jilin, îethe
gether, not quite advaatagcously in the judgincîtof .hprescrnt wî'itcî'. It is ratbeî' a sluock to pass from broadl f r9e
to elegy and back again. Tbis, however,' is a uniere dt
and we have rcad the collection with much interest, latr
and sympatby. Some of the verses in memory of deP r 11
citizens of Tor'onto are sincere, deep, and touching, ,,nd
be valued not only by the friends and relatives of the c

memorated, but by many of their fcllow citizens. Mr ebgough is Catholic in bis sympathies, comniemoratiflg Are
bishop Lynch, Dr. Stafford, Sir John M.vacdonald, Mm. G e
Brownî, and Sir John Thompson alike. Tise clenaiac P0 h
are gencrally accounpanied by excellent miniature pboto«. the
It is difficult to quote; but we wilh give tela.st poemn Ir'volume:

EI'ILO(4UE.

Motley Verses Grave and Gray,"
Fnsput the book away.

Nothinçe iearned, uuotbing deep,
Perhaps you say;

True-but you've not been asleep
Anyway!

8ombre lines and trifles, too;
Verse8 light and verse blue,

Very true;
Andl since you have red tbem through--
Verses of a motley hue-

Now, can yon
Snug ensconced ini easy chair,
Quote uis as your judgmnent faim,

In this regard
From Avon's bard

Motley is the only wear ?"

[MAY 17th, 1895*


