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LRITERARY.

In the “IFortnightly” for July there
is a review of some receny novels by
My,
sIn the domain of whaut is loosely call-

Franeis Adams, who comences,
cd Literature, cacel decade has its spe-
ciml samples of a noisy popular suc-
cess, or of a half success only less noisy.
They come and go—these plagues of
tine, as hlissfully unwware of thelr pre-
decessors as of their followers, large
and small, poorly clad and richly clad,
of wvery size and description, crowd-
ing to their doom.” When we read
this it appearcua to us that the critic
was assuming a far higher place *in
the domain of Literature™ for novels
than ever was claimed by their authors.,
I.et us ask why arc novels written,
and what shoutd they give to the read-
er?  They are written primarily, and
apart from any sentimental gloss, for
money, and they are intended to por-
certain phases of life, maurners,
customs, and characters, at the per-
fod at which the tale is supposcd to
take place.  If a novel uaccomplishes
both these ends, it may fairly be sghl
to be a success, and that such success
is ouly {emporary, in no way deiracts
from the merits of the author, any
more than the dish which the cook
serves up and which is caten with a
relish, i8 forgotten a week hence, Beth
aims have been gained, and if the taste
elther ©f the mind, ov of the palate,
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change, the author or the couk should
not be blumed sinee it was only for
the thne that cach endeavored to tick-
le the faney. Novels do not pretend
to be history exeept in a very pertial
manner, and - hen Mr, Adams talks of
1 decade of suceess, as though In sar-
cusm, it seems to us he is simply con-
demning all novels, for even Fielding
and Smollett, Dickens, Bulwer, and
‘Thackeray, huve had their duy, and we
muy add served their turn,

The Reviewer is astonished at  the
suceess, which greeted two such, fe-
male prigs in Llack coicts and brecches,
us Danje) Deronda® and *‘Robert Els-
mere,” snd yet with regard to the lat-
ter imncdintely gives the explunation
Ly suying it is the religious liberailsm
of the hour, amended up to date. In
other words the author, Mrs. Ward,
seized her opportunity and was cqual
to the oceasion!  He could scaicely,
though unintentionaly, have given the
novellist higher praise.  What though
thie hour passes, and having cnjuoyed uie
succulent joint, you now crave for some
sweets, or cheese, the joint was none
We
confess that for our part, the fauit we
found with Robert Elsmere was that
the dish was a tritle heavy, and there
wus too much of it, but when Mr,
Adams states that in Mrs, Ward lay
“the gift of clever, partial and spiteful

the less a suceess, while it Jasted !

observation, 'which is the heritage of
the simple daughter of Ive,” we think
the author might justly retort -lu
quoque ok sou of Adam.”

Another book that Mr. Adams re-
views s **The Deemster, Dby Hall
*Cuine, wh ¢h he condemns “with faint
praise,” by saying that it * broke up
one ‘of the most persistent attacks of
insomania’ > had ever expericuced while
wandering aoout to escape England’s
pessimistical winter. We cannot say
the cffect, was the same with ourselves,
for the improbability of the tale cuus-
ed an irritation which completely ban-
ished tie drowsy god until we flung
the book aside.

“WVe are also unable Quite to agree
with Mr., Adams in his opinion of “*The
Little Minister,” by Mrc. Buarrie, for
while the “Egyptian woman” is certain.
1y an impossible character, yet therc
are touching paésagus in the bouk,

3

which not oniy redeem It from failure,
but show that the author is capable
of writing a pleasing story if he would
not give too much rope to his imagina-
tion,

To conclude, in refecence to the novels
of the present aany, they appear to us
us a rule, to mwake the story, too much
dependent upun incident and situation,
s0 to speak, cach character being

* but a walking shadow—a poor

player

That struts and frets his hour upon

the stage,

And then is heard no more.”

Writers of fiction in portraying their
various figures, sketch the same with
a very light pencil, in place of the
finished portraits, given us by the au-
thors of former days, but that style of
drawing, being suited to the taste of
the “decade” as that most “‘pessiinisti-
cal” of critics, Mr. Adams, terms it, the
taste, not the novelist, should be blam-
ed, for as it would be manifestly absurd
for a theatrical manager, to coutinue
a play of Shakspeare to empty benches
when he eould fill the house by a bur-
lesque, ko a novelist has to cater to
When the
public demand more of real Literaturc
in novels. depend upon it writers will
rise up who will uspply the demand,
meanwhile (so long as they ofiend not
against good taste or morals) authors
are quite as sensible, as other merchatts

in oHering goods that are salcable.
Rolert Elsemere may be o brig, but
ot least he is not a murderer with o

the whime of his readers,

nero’s cloak thrown over him lke Eu-
gene Aram and dulness is healthier than
sophistry. It is only a very few nov-
cls, that can be put in the catagory
of high-class literature, and when we
are tired of gazing upwards at the
giants of Brobdingnag, we may be a-
mused with the anties of the Lillipu-
tians,
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From ‘ Pieck-me~up.”

Al THE WEDDING BREAKFAST.

Timid Groomsman (vainly endeavor-
ing to make himscll audible amid the
hum of conversation).—I now wish to
proposc—to proposc—

Elderly Bridesmaid (seizing the op-
portunity(.—Oh1 dear r. Smalleyes,
how sudden ! but I knew it would come
—my heart has long been yours.



