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JJielding's contemporary, and great rival in the art of fiction, drew
Picture of perfect manly virtue in Sir Charles Grandison. On thi
09refully-designed portrait, executed as a ]abour of love, Richardson exertel
bis utmost power. Hie depicts Sir Charles as a young man of strong an<
Oevated character; brave, spiribed, and impassioned, but pasaing througi
111l the temptations with which rank, wealth, and remarkable persona
a-ttractions surrounded him witli unsullied virtue, and making himself«
centre of good to ail who camne within has influence. Ail rea.ders o
IlClarissa " had recognised Ricbardson's mastery over the human* heart
and lis power of penetrating its deepest secrets. Fielding's genius lay il
Clever and humorous, but coarse and superficial, delineations of life anc
manners. Dr. Johnson declared there was more knowledge of the humai
heart in one of Richardson's letters than in ail Fielding's "lTom Jones.'
11a Our own days certain critica have told us tliat Sir Charles Grandisor
il an unnatural and impossible piece of perfection, while Tom Jones, whos&
career of vulgar vice, as related by his historian, needed, Horace WalpolE
laid, "an ounce of civet to sweeten the imagination " nfter readingy it, haw
been pronounced absolute truth and nature. Happily there is anothei
8ide of truth and nature, or the world would long, ago have been sunk in
hopeless corruption; and two great dramnatic novelists, whose personifi.
cations of liuman characters have become real existences to ail lovera of
nngiish literature, have given us that aide in Sir Charles Grandison and
Daniel Deronda. LoU« SA MURRAY.

BEOEIVT MLISCELLAN Y.

?PRANIC BÂRRETT lias taken quite a different uine in Il Hia [Ielprnate, from
that with wbicb "lThe Great Hesper " made us familiar. The most extra-
Ordinary person in the atory is only a fat brewer with a moral culpability
w"bicb Mr. Barrett rnasks very cleverly indeed until the very end. The
au1thor's ingenuity busies itseif with the brewer's financial complications,
Wbich involve an artist and his family, including the artiat's pretty
daugliter, one or two supernumeraries, the lover of the pretty daugliter,
9,nd the writer. It is neediess to say that they are weli worked out.;
Barrett's genius for complications neyer fails him. As usual his characters
are poor creatures from a Iiterary point of view, although there is more
0rlspness about Madge and lier father than one would expect in a book of
B-arretts, good story-teller though lie il. Il Ris llelpîiiite " is published in
paPer.covers by the Appletons, 'with illustrations above the average.

"MISS BAYLE's ROMANCE " is one of the few mistakes Hlenry Hlt andOOUpany have marred tlieir list with. Miss Bayle is a coarse piece of
!Ctfininlity liling from Cincinnati or some such place, who goes to England,
IPitchforked into aristocratic society, and makes a capture. She is not

.YPlcal of any clasa ; lier vnlgarity inight occur anywhere, and would be of
'llterest nowbere. And ber adventures, with the well-'worn intrtduction
01 IRia Royal flighness who begina to, produce a yawn with has every appear-
ance8 in the literature of fiction, is a very old story indeed. We confess
that a book of this sort is a surprise from the HoIts, whose record for good

e0inis higli.

"TUE ROMANCE OF THE CANONES" commands one'a attention at onceaa translation ofaybook by Paul Heyse naturally would. Lt is per-
htPS the higlicato praise primarily of the novel, secondarily of the trinýla-
t1oIi, that aitbough the inevitable German tedium of detail arid general
e'leitlessness cliaracterises the atory, one ils wliolly obiivioua of it to the

5XdF0 bumaii il its tragedy, so pure and higli the note the autthor strikes
1, the Coflacionsness of hbis reader. Lt is pleasant in these days whenl so
lnleh that is cruel and repulsive and debasing, is constantIy obtruded upon
'l nthe naile of art, to be thus up-borne a'mong the nobier verities of

î 1 n ature by a pen that finda art's secret truth upon every plane of
Inljg. Af ter a brief introduction, the story o? the canonesa is told by the

PrîehtlY Young German who entera lier family as tutor. Lt is a sad story,
what there is o? it, and ends where it begins, in a coffin. But there ia a
A 9and beautiful analysis in it, and a noble descriptive power, and that

111agic touch that opens wide interior lives to us with just a few ttalismanic

ýlo8 The canoneas lierseif is a conception of great dignity and sweet-
'*ill ;the reader lingera over lier words, and the face lie imagines as bers
cc tywt immn as Very elevatinl, and inspi'ring, is the
thoor'allce of the Canonessa" ; everybody wbo lias not read it before

'd read it now. (New York : D. Appleton and Co.)

P fIlw ew books by Julian Sturgis are two pltimp mushrooms in the olla
"lltof light literature that the excellent public appetite of a wbole
h f~as Ilot yet exliausted. Slight, flippant, and aimless as Mr. Sturgis

eintI Proven, his novels have yet the charm of wit, fresbacas, and
%Il ant p and the, welcome with whicb. they are received is always wide

a.811ere. "In l'hraIdom libas the aomewliat contracted scope its title
1the acne being laid and kept in a 8ingle English, county. Tlie

>-0of the story saeuls to, be the developinent of the liero's character, to
Itilpr Most ahl the rest are subordinated, yat so tkilfully as to leave the
ýhe 88î01 thut very fair treatinent lias bce n betxelupon ail concerned.
bitYollng, fellow in whomn the story initvrests uis itiost is not in tliraldomn

y0tIAgWee Indian yonng- gelltleman, il, love whti the most important
11 fi0kd,. e lias an unneceasary Wbw !z :,ur.se who is always looming

YO disth poison under lier fitger 1ail t, no particular purpose
t itatthe reader from thîe reai issue of the plot. The Ilthral-

a dom " is mesmerisin o? course; the meanmeriat is the East Inclian'a mother,
,who is aiso the youn g iady's duenna. Slie miesmerises lier charge also into

willingnoss to marry hier son, during, which process occur a number o?
liighly intoresting situations. Finaliy the spel1 is broken, the luceo and:1 heroine united, auJ moismerist and mesmerised alike go over to the churcli.

1 he story is told witlh a dramatic power which is sonîewhat lackîng in
1"I Dick's Wanderings," whiclh ils, ncvertheless, a pîuch more finished and
1attractive novel thian its prodecessor. Il Dick " is also a young Englisb-

inman, and Mr. Sturgis wislies us to be so weli acquainted withi him tbat lie
bringa him up before our oyes, frorn the immature age at which lie was

ysent to bed early after dinner. Notwitlistanding this, for we cannot tbink
1it cither neceasary or advisable that an unsynipatlictic public, already on

teÉrins of intimacy wîtli too nîany small boys, should have to begin itsheroes in
petticoats and pantalettes, we are unusually interested in Dick llartland
and bis career. Ho is a good fellow to hegin with, and hoe becomes a better
fellow with the progress of the story until we become quite entbusiastically
anxious for the matrimonial consumtmation that puts an end to, hia Il wan-
deringas." Dick wanders both literaily and figuratively, literally somo-
wliat too often and. too far for the unity o? the story. Iu E-ypt he meets
the Amnerican girl whoin every properly regulated, Young Englishman in
novels is compeiled to meet nowadays, and strays into love. Before that
lie lad made excursions into various philosophies of living,' socialism, and
other probiem4 of the, age witliout any very delinîte resuit. XVe are led to

*suppose, liowever, blhat lie founid such permanence and satisfaction in bis
last vagary that hoe was content to becomne an orthodox English squire, fromn
which we infer that the art cf making everything coule out righit iii the

*end is flot wholly bast to, litorature.
EvERvnOnv knows the IlPauay " books, and everybody will ho glad to,

hcar of another. Il Eighty-Seven" is its titb, andi Mirs. Alden bas written
it for the Chautauqua ciass of this year, she toilas us. More than the Cliau-
tauquans will read it, however, and already the defbt of gratitude owed by
people to IlPansy " is so great that we fear to contemnplate the addition
this will make to it. There is very littie story, only a simple circumastan-
tial account of the workuing ont of the Christian principie iii the lives of a
few young people, donc in "lPanisys" pleasant way, which. seema to bace
none of its freshnesa and vigour with the large amount of literary work
elle lias donc. Rîgh t o? publication lias boon securcd in Canada by Wm.
Briggs and Company.

TuE paper-covered summer novel seems to have been made a specialty
by the Appletons this season. One o? the latest is "lThe Autobiograpliy
o? a Slander," by Edua Lyaii. The tubl toills so nmucl o? the story that it
is only necessary to indicate the nature of the siander, which. is te, the
effect that a certain harmless but patriotic Polo resident iii an Englieli
couutry town is a Nihiiist. The unfortunate complications that grow ont
of the alander, and terminate in Sigisnmund Galuski's death in prison, of
course involve a Young lady and lier affections, and constituto tbe motive
o? the book.

LADIES wiil find two very useful little hand-books in IlKensington
Embroidery " and IlKensington Lustre and Hand Painting," issued by J.
F. Ingalls, o? Lynu, Massachusetts. Tîje directions in both of theoe little
volumes are as complote as possible, and do away vory materiaiiy with the
neod for expensive lessons iii acquiring tue art. The designa are in great
taste and variety, each department being undertaken by a specialiat,
doubtless of local faine. The price puits the books within the reacli o?
anybody, and tliey wili reaily be important acquisitions to every lady
interested in alinoat any brandi o? fancy work.

A vFRY deiightfui littie book for a stray hlf-hour lias been made by
the Macmillans out of Mr. Johin Moriey's lecture recently delivered to the
London Society for the Extension o? Uiversity Teaching, on the IlStudy
o? Literature." Mir. Morley's simple, sincore, auJ trenchant style would
mako wbat lie lad to say initeresting if it concerned the least instead o?
the moat attractive o? currejît themes, and upon anything even remotely
smackingý of literature this politician-author is especiaily at home. In
adliton to Mir. Morley's treatmnent o? tie snb *ject itseif, we get also a very
instructive gliipse at Élie aimas and nxoethods of the society lie addresses,flot the leat philanthropic of England's many philanthropies.

TaE many who deligbt in the subtie though-lt and pure Engliali of
William Eilery Channing wili bo glad to sec the addition to bia works
givon us by bis grauddaughter, Grace Eiiery Channing, in "lDr. Channing's
Notc Book." (Boston: Iloughtonl, Mifflin, and Co.; Toronto: Willîamson>)
Missi Channing lias compiled this book front the unpubiished mnanuscript8
o? the dead divine, and it consista o? disconinected passages, ecd containinga thought Dr a thouglit fragment, beautiful in its cntirety or suggestive inita incompletenlesa. Many o? these will be o? intorest chiefly for the liglit
they throw upon thoir author's individuaiity and habits o? refiection, but
many more wvill ho eagerly read for thoir intrinsic value. Truth crystailises
often in the progreas of hli a century ; and some o? Dr. Cbanning's ideas,briiiiantly original as they doubtiesa were wben lie penned tliem, have loat
the lustre they might have shone with thon. This is especiaily the case
withblis reflections on slavery. Ail through the book, bowever, the genius
o? Channing speaka o? eternai matters in words that nover grow old.
The last passage runs thus:

IlNothing wbichb las entered into our experience is eaver bast.
"The mind lias intinite stores beneath its present consciousness.
"1There is a far deeper life and motion -ffithin us than we can distinctîy

compreblend. The past is living in us whon wo think it dead.
Ina the future life, the mighty volume is to be opened, and we shahl

derive evor-growing wisdom fromn the dim, faded experience o? the passingday."P
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