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with Machiavellian inaxims ever ou his lips, and the deepest feelings of' bone-
volence and honour iu his hecart; wronged basely and bitterly by tlic world,
and striving to despise and wrong that Nvorld iu rcturii, the humanity and the
principle, of' a better nature triunmpled ov'er ail ; the gentie love and charities
eof home and voinau lcd the deep wouuds a coutiter influence liad wrought,
and the sage came forth perfcted as the Christian, I-lis is a character not se
rare arnong us, as casual readers miight imagine ; iu our owu sinall world we
have those who seern as though distrustingc all, yet incline te ilaith iu thec
least worthy as iRiccabocca ii IRandal Leslie. 0f the latter we trust lie is but
the rare type of' a limiitcd elass ; lie is almiost the only ebaracter in the book
with whose fate we feel no interest. We recoil froni the serpent's wisdonî;
dark, seheming, and Ileartless, humianity is pained te know that it ean be
disgracod by sueli a being. Nor do we like the destiny wbich, Bulwer bias
awarded him. as hoe closes bis career. Bandai Leslie, wily and unprincipled,
should neyer have beon placeci as the teacher of youth ; never put iu cennection
with young inipressiblo minds-to darken and destroy thein by the corrupting
influence eof imrnorality and unbelief. Wide asunder as the poies are the
cliaracters which incot together in this volume; the dove for a time is lured
by the fascination of' the serpent, bat virtue triumphs and the pure moral of
the tale shines forth rosplendent.

We have not space to review ail Llic types of our race tbat flulwer bias heme
prosentod te, us. Boautifully and well bias lie depicted the poet's struggles;
the combat of' genins with the legion of' poverty, shaîne, and negilct. Leonard
Fairfield is a model which the young would do wvell to study. May we not in
the yoarnings of' the Peet's mmnd trace the inner workings of the niighty
mastor's own; shewing us how stop by stop iBulwer lias risen froni the
visionary dreamer, te the large-hecarted rnan aud prot'ound philosopher that ho
now is; shewing us how lie, too, learued in the sehool of' difficulty and
disappointment that'1 Knowlodge is Power;' but only power when directedl te
the highost aims, auJ used for the benefit and elevation of our fellows. Ho
lias shewn us goulus exalted and genins debased, and how the one warned by
the other escapod the snares set lu a hundred paths. What a touching portrait
is that eof John J3urley, with bis giant intellect, keen wit, aud lofty thougli
fallon nature; how evon amidst the darkest degradation shine out flashes of
that brighter soul, which botter training bad, ivith himself, regenerated an
extended circle. Dim grow the shadows around the picture ; tho sonsual
eclipsing the spiritual; the bopo of' securing the Perch gone forevor; and yet
with the dying eut of hope for this world cornes the fulness of oxpectation for
the next. With ineffable yearnings for ' Liglit,' the ]ight cornes.

'Varieties in Life'1 this work gives us, indeed : from, the accomplished kuave
i the Count Peschiera, te the holy virtues eof Parsen IDale; from the village

agitator, Tinker Sprott, to the astuto statesman Audley Egerton; froni tho


