
TIRE WEER. rJua~ Tht, 1888.

OUR LIBRARY TABLE.

A MARTYR; oit, A VICTIM 0P THE DIVORCE LAw. A novel. By Adolphe
d'Ennery. Froîn the French by Aristide Filiatreault. Toronto:
Rose Publishing Company.

Not the Ieast amusing writing between the paper covers of this publi-
cation may bu found in the ingenuous preface of the transiator. And flot
the least amusing statement in that truly nifi production is an explanation
of his motive for presenting us with the fiction of Mons. Adolphe d'Ennery's
especial excellence. "lHeretofore," says the writer, "lwith few exceptions,
the transiators of French novels tjeem, to have chosexi only the works of
such authors as Zola and bis disciples." While nobody doubts that IlZola
and his disciples " enjoy rather a reprehiensiblu popularity on this sidu of
the Atlantic, a number of mute Gallic literary ghosts wiIl arise before
most people in astonished reproach and pained contradiction of this start-
ling assertion of Mons. Filiatreault.

The transiator grows eloquent in praiseý of this "lchefd'Seuvre " he lias
sulected for its corrective effect upon our morals. "And throughout the
entire work not one word-not one thouglit-but is calculated to depict
the nobler feelings of buman naturb, written in elevated and tlowery
languagu." Perusal of the volumne will lead the readur to unhesitatingly
corroborate the last half of the translator's opinion, and to wonder under
what hallucination lie ventured the first. Truly, thure is none of the
loatheomne realism of Zola and his imitators, but-there is a distinct moral
limitation in the "lbut" with which most people will qualify Mons.
Filiatreault's selection. The story 'is the work of a playwrigbt, not a
novelist. It bas an extrumely improbable plot, but abounds in dramatic
situations. The cliaracters stand out in the vivid pronhinencu of the foot-
liglits, and thure is a brilliant climax. Theru are about three people in the
book whoin it is edifying to know. The rest one would rather not be
introduced to. But if onu is not too fastidious about his literary acquaint-
ances, "A Martyr" will be found to possess quite a thrilling interest for a
July afternoon. The translation is admirably done.

THE 'MAYOR 0F CAST'RRuIuDGE. By Thomas Hardy. New York : Henry
Hoît and Company. Toronto : Williamnson and Company.

Mr. Flardy's last novel, while unambitioti in scope, wiIl assurudly bu
found to show more powe rful handling of buinanity than anytbing lie bas
before undertakenl. "The Mayor of Casterbridge " is a study of no ordi-

nary penetration, of the character and devclopinent of ai hay-trusser. The
story is interwoven witb the pro.4perous and adverse conditions that work it

out. Oddly enough, it dispenses with a ieroine, for of the tbree specimuens
of femininity that play more or less important parts in the narrative, it
would be bard to pronounce upon the chief. Indeed among the three it

would bu no easy task to tind the qualitioation of a properly equipped
heroine, even of the modern realistic order that demands îio extraordinary
endownient. Two of tlien, mother amd llaughtor, are good and com mon-
place. The third is bad and conimonplace. The fumale excellence por-
trayed is excessively stupid, and the qualities wbich offset it are weakly
unworthy, not absolutely vicious. The virtue of the story lies wbolly

in the inasterly delineation of the "lMayor." This single all-absorbing

feature of the book cannot bu too highly commendud. The material witb

which Mr. Hardy works is of the coarsest fibre, thougli not wbolly base.
It is wonderfully flexible iii bis hands, and, tbough bue leaves it but a sorry

figure, the art with whicli the whole conception is wrought bias added

deflnitely to the small ainount of genuine humnant nature embodied in

current fiction. The social horizon of "lThe Mayor of (Jasterbridge " is

contractud. The life it dupiets is irredeemnably dull, and the dialogue

abounds in inconsistuncies. Nevertheless tlie book liolds the inalienable

cbarmi of trutb, and will score a success of a new order for thu novelist

whose name it beurs.____

A STUDY op "lTHE PRINCESS."' By S. E. Dawson. Montreal : Dawson
Brothers.

However opinions may ditl'er as to the value of I he Princess," eitber

as a contribution to poetry, or social philosopliy, or botb, Mr. Dawson's

discussion of it can hardly fail to bu recognised as a careful, scbolarly,
appreciative piece of work. It is donc in a spirit of wholu-souled admira-

tion and enthusiastie defence, a spirit of reverunt curtainty that its sub-
ject is a work of the most unimpeacliable inspiration. Tbis deprives it
somewhat of critical value, but the rôle o! a Tennysonian critic is apt to
be rather an iconoclasti.- one, and perhaps we have enough of idol-
smasbing nowadays. A littlu downrigbt, earnest, Sentimental idolatry
will comue like a hualing balm, upon the 41blows of sound " the jarring

fragments of our divinities have inflicted upon our devotional conscious-
nese lately. Tbis is the second edition of Mr. Dawson's book, and it con-

tains a dozun pages o! uxcuptional inturest in thu lutter which a presenta-
tion copy of the flrst elicited fromt Lord Tennyson. Tbis comments freelY
and approves widely, as well it might. It would bu difficult to imagine
more thoroughly and intelligently appreciativu truatmunt than Mr.
Dawson lias bestowed upon IlThe Princess.' Onu could wisb lie bad
given less space to theu narrative of tlie poum-witb whicli everybody may
bu supposed to bu faniiliar wlio is disposed to ruad a discussion o! it-and
more to tlie exposition of its beauties. And we could afford to dispense
witli the somuwliat irrelevant citation of the writur's own admirable
orthodox viuws upon the Ilwoman question," in favour of the saine. Tlie
IlStudy " is liappily writtun in the saine vuin as tbe poum, surious, sublime,
and jocular by turns. A copious appundix of notes gives the book a possi-
bility of scliool-roomt usufulness.

In advancing a bit of poetic pliilosopby, Mr. Dawson makes such an,
apparently unconscious comment on the pout of lis choice tliat we caflhot
forbear quoting it :

"IbTis idea "-of Tennyson as an interprtr-" lias beun pushud toO
far by others, wlio wish to discover in bis poums incessant allusions to
currunt uvents. A poet wbo suffers lis thouglits to drift into the eddying
currunts of passing uvents, will soon losu bis grasp upon the innur and
real relations of things."

Tliis is most forcibly and unduniably true, but what an excellent illus-
tration of it Mr. Dawson miglit bave found in thu Ilyou-you! " rhyming
perpetration for wbich "lthe uddying currunts o! passing uvents " weru
plainly responsiblu to the Tunnysonian genius!

CHILDREN 0F THE EARTH. By A. R. Macfarlane. New York : Henry
Hoît and Company. Toronto: Williainson and Company.

The author o!I "Cbildrun of tlîe Eartb " bas attemptud rathur more
than site bas accomplisbed. The grand purposu of tbe book is uvidently
to show the action of certain forces upon the moral nature of the heroinu.
Wbile tbis is but indifferently donc, the effort bias resulted in a vury clever
story in which the abstraction refurred to plays no unimportant part.
Miss Macfarlanu's laudable ambition to write front the inside bas proved
mainly that she can write most entertainingly front the outsidu. The
scenu of the story is laid in Nova Scotia and shifts to New York. The
local colouring is faim ail tbmougb, and Miss Macfarlanu indulges in no
littlu samcasmt of a gentle feminine order, at the expunsu of social Gotbam.
Vivien Langstreth, the lieroine, is rather a stmainud conception in lier
extremu youtb, but after she abandons metaphysica and takes to sboes and
stockings shte becomues quitu a piquant and cbarming young purson. Rer
soldier lover seems to be drawn front life, and lias soute excellent "lpoints,"
but the author bas made only an outline sketch o! bim. Decidedly the
bit of the book is Vivien's IlGrandam," a duliciously worldly old woman
witb a serene capacity for anytlîing. The ideal man, who is jilted, as tbe
ideal man always is, is passively acceptable but not especially impressive.
Tbe cliarmi of the story is in the briglit, breezy telling of it, its constant
piquancy, its occasional pathos. It is tbe very book for a summur aftem-
noon. And under alI its ligbiter features one can sue that its informing
spirit is a a serious onu. The art of fiction lias evidently a devotee in Miss
Macfarlanu. It is to bu hoped that this is the tirst of many novuls front
ber pen, and that ber future books inay fulfil tbe promise of this onu.

SAINT GREGORY'S OUESTr, AND RECENT POEMtS. By John Gruenleaf Wbittiur.
Boston and New York: Houglitoni, Mifflin, and Companly.
Toronto : Williamsoni and Comnpany.

Daintily bound in white and gilt contes this latust, probably this last,
message to the womld fmont tbe Quaker pout. And the world, deaf and
graceless tlîough it lie, does not fail at this timie, as it lias neyer failed
at any tinte, to listun to and ruvere the quiet voice that speaks to it out
of the calmn solitudes o! a spirituality of wondurful buauty 'and sweet-
nuss. "lA little belatud collection," Mr. Whittim calîs it in bis IlPrufatory
Note." IlI am wull aware," lie says pluasantly, Ilthat for the publication
o! a nuw volume o! verse whun onu is on thu verge of fouracore, nO
aduquatu excuse can bu offered. 1 frankly own that I know of no call for
sucli an act o! temurity." A most effuctual spiking of the enemy's gunS,
supposing the existence o! an enemy, whicb is a difficult feat o! the imiagi
nation. Even the critic wlio makus a sporadic appuarancu in the magazines
with the dumand that the muses enter suit for divorce front every pout 0 ver
sixty, would lack the bardibood to declare in face of this, that this vunerable
lyre bas ruached that unresponsive timu buforu its strings shaîl bu brokefi
forevur. Yet few will ruad thu little book without the feeling that it
holds an a! tersong. The grand harmonies bave rolled tbrough the po6t-
life, this is a refrain that bas lingerud about the empty spacus, a refrain 50
gentle, so swuut, s0 celestially pure that it miglit bu uchoud in Paradise-
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