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Hungarian nobleman who foolishly remarked that hie had, in
lus own country, shot no hess than five foxes in one day.
He wvas cut by his friends, scorned by the woman hie loved,
summarily excluded f rom the privileges of a club, and hahed
before a police magistrate and condemned to pay a fine of
fifty pounids before lie learned that in England to shoot a
fox or to kili it in any other way, except with a pack of
hounds, etc., is, in the eves of Englishmen, a far baser crime
titan to steal a put-se.

Anotiter collection of short stonies is by W.il
Carleton, so well known by his Il Fanm Ballads,"
ICity Ballads," and other similar volumes in verse.

The fit-st of the stot-jes and the one fno)m which the
volume takes, in part, its namne is one full of humour and
practical good sense. It is not so long ago that grown-up
inen and woînen could be found in the winter months in
many of our Canadian schools, not, indeed, learning the
alphabet, but eanestly striving to overtake some of the
ground circuinstances had compehled thent to lose ini earliet
years ; but we venture to say that no Canadian school-
master or school-mnistress ever had the experience of the
Ilyoung lady witli classical face and large brown eyes, who
conducted the elementarv university " in5 ISl o Dsrc
No. 5, TPown of Dover, County of Livingston: " a winter ap-
parition of "la strange, rough-looking old man of sixty, whose
hair and beard were drifts in thieinselves," who missed his
chance in earhy life, "lneyer even went at-ten the alferbet
and didn't hîev it brought " to him, Ilworkin' along torge the
endl o' life an' liable to, go into the nex' worhd at any timie
without any book larnin' to recommend " him, and who
wanted the sensation of ";settin' in the school-house hour
arter hour, an' day ai-ter day, and lookin' at the other boys
an' gais, and seein' on 'ern read an' write an' speil, an' wish-
in' Saturday would come, an' cuttin' up with 'em, and hein'
told to 'tend to my lessons, an' goin' out to, recess, and play-
in' with the rest of the scholars, an' then ' Corne, come away,
the school-belh now is ringin',' an' a domr' gineralhy jest what
1 wish I couhd ha' done when 1 was a boy. I don't expect,
sehool-mom, that I'le larn so awful very much, but I'd hike
to knuw how to string hetters togethen etîough to hold a
newspaper right side up an' gît a-hold of what lies it's
a-tellin' of. An' I'd be glad to find out, school.mom, how to
write my naine. But the biggest thing is, 1 want to be a
school boy-jest once in my life." The story is full of
humour and is told wîth an art of narrative altogethen cofli-
mendable. The other stonies in the volume are almost
equally entertaining; but we should like to ask Mr. Carle-
ton, if, while the "school-mom " with Ilclassical face " .speaks
unimpeachable Englisli the smahll boys and girls of School
District No. 5, Town of Doyen, and elsewhere, hahitually
speak the dialect of the white-haired seeken after knowledge
who wanted to learn the Ilalferbet " and be a school-boy
"jest once " in his life.

IlFhotsam " tells the story of llarry Wylam, a young fel-
low of good parts, but with some weaknesses, who was born
and orphaned in India, broughit up and educated in England;
who fought bravely only to win disgrace in the Indian Mutiny,
and who died miserably in South Africa, alone and unf riend -
ed, except by an impossible colonial bishop who is introduced
at the eleventlu hour. We at-e not goiag to tell the story ; it
is enough to say that it is a sad, disappointing, depnessing,
hopehess one. If it is "la study of a life," we cannot say
that it is welh done. The Ilconsequendes " seem to us incon-
sequential. Nearly everyone seetns to go to the devil witlt
out any particular reason for it ; and even Captain. MAar-
queray, the silent slave of Duty, does flot get the îewands
and destinction hie had fairhy earned. Mn. Merniman writes
like a journalist, but with a carehessriess that we trust is not
charactetistic of the conscientious journalist _Marquen-ay,
on Il Old Marks," as Harry Wylani inî-even-ently called tutu,
is one of the principal characters in the book, but cOntradic-
tory portraits are drawn of him when we know that rteituen
time non service has ahtered bis appearance, and that lie is
is flot masquerading in disguise. At page 99, lie is "la Man of
twent.y-eighit, who looked older;" at page 130, be:is Ilthe qluiet,
grev.haired muari" wlio spoilt a fniendly family panty by an
untimely visit, and a few days later bis Il smooth, black
bain " catches the eye of a native prince in the smoking.
room of the Calcutta Field Club. It seems to us that Mn.
Merniman did not exautly know what sont of a looking nian
IlOld Marks " was ; or, perhaps, an Iledition intended for
circulation onlv iin India and in the British Colonies " was
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flot subjected to very scrupulous revision. Ai together the
book is likely to prove but "lpoor fiotsam " on the tide Of
current fiction.

BRIEFER NOTICES.

The' Ch rua ns, by 1-1. de Balzac, translated by EllenMr
riage ;La Grande II,-ù che and other stories, by a. de Bl
zac, translated by Clara Bell ; ak'(',,1tby ~-
Balzac, translated by Ellen M~arriage ; 7'at-ciî n A the '
bv Alphonse Daudet, translated by Hlenry F rîth. maefflil
lan's Colonial Library. London : M,ýacmillan & Cn.,Clark
New York : Macmillan & Co. Toronto : The Copp, Ca
Co., Ltd.-These specimens of Macmillan's Colonial Libry
are particuhnrly interesting. Everybody knows of Ecele
Grandet," but everybody does flot know "lLes Cho',,"s,
while to most readers IlLa Grande Breté%,he " is an unklowf
chapte- of Balzac. Nowadavs, when analysis i8 a t least ag
conspicuous for effrontery as for peetato; nowadayg Vheil
the desire to wash one's hands (cornmended by Saint B8UV)
after the perusal of the real is unknown, it is, perhap5% Wei

to turn to the pages of the great realist upon whose works
stigma, even of Saint Beuve, can leave no stain. The tlv

lations are in dlear, forcible English, and to eaclh volleTh
George Saintsburv has added a suggestive preface. ti
inimitable "lTartarin" of M. Daudet is also included in
series, whichi contains many other volumes of this diStlla«
guished French author, including "'Tarescon sur les Alpes
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A REMNATIKABLE feature of the Canadian lites-
L.of to-day is the strength of its women wniters. soffl

pecially is this notable within the domain of poet'y. d~
of the sweetest and truest notes hieard in the adefd sP

groves of Canadian song come from our full-throa tec
pranos. Non does the general literature of Our counltry~i
enrichrnent from the female pen. listory, biograP 'oe

tion, science, and art-all these testify to the gif t and graof
of Canadian women wrîters, and the widening possibiIit ad5 e
literary culture in the hearts and homes of teCl

pepEngland ha grown, perhaps, but one the Canad0

novelist, and it need, therefore, be no great disapPOlîflbeo

or wonder that none of hier colonies have as yet fur .bb

the naine of any woman eminent in fiction. The trUth 1- r,
literary expression of Canada to-day is poetic, and the lit

aygenius of lien sons and daughters for the present O fvr
ing verseward. Cainada lias produced more genUirle Po 0
during, the past decade of years than any othe i oultr

the saine population in the world, What othen > eîah
writers whose work in poetny will rank in qnality a" ed
nique with that of Roberts, Lampman, Scott, OlPMrsl
Miss Machar, Miss Wetherald, Miss Johnsoni, a' dnger
Harrison ? It is enoughi to say that these gitted a"
have wvon an audience on both s ides of the Atla.ntic* 0 th

iThe Bourbon liles hiad scarcely been snlatcied frff
brow of Newv France when the hand and hieart Of eobore
were at work in Caniadian litenatune. Twenty yeltrIl 0 08l
Maria Edgeworth an(l Jane Austen hiad wnritten 4r60
llackrent " and Il Pride and Prejudice," Mrs. dot,
Brooke, wife of the chaplain of the gar'ti-isori at Qu'nhbdi
ing the vice regal régime ofSi u" Canleton, puabli boOkl
London, England, the first Canadian novel. fl~rtt'
which xvas dedicated to the govennor of Canada, W'5

sued from the press in 1784. iled
lThe ibeginnings of Canadian hîterature were, 5 tive

rnodest but sincere. While the country was it nr ye
condition, and the horizon of a comfortable cîiil'zatollye
afar off, neititer the men nor womien of Canada had0il
tinte to build sonnets, plan novels, or chronidle the .8 îoy'
(Ieeds of each patriot pioneer. lThe epic man fou"'d Iflet
ing the foi-est giants low, the d rama iii the Passionate of her
of his fainily, and the lyric in the siies and tea rs
who rocked and watched far into the nighit the ten der
fragile fio'ver that blossomed fromn thein Union and lo0?ese306

But eveni the twiliglit days of civihizatioi an' boer,
ment in our great Northîland were niot withoLtt the cc 0

promise of a literature indigenous and strong, in Whî A


