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secondary importance. The author intended themn te lie mere
pictures of certain phases of hie. We can recegnize in these
the object aimned at, and value the workmanship accerdingly.
"lLes Employés," for example, is littie else than a representa-
tien ef executive intrigue and idleness, in wbicb tbe fortunes
of M. Lupeauîx are not meant te do more than give point te
the realistic conversations et the clerks in tbe office. These
dialogues, given in dramatic form, in bulk are fully hall the
story, and are constructed eut of the mest commen-place
material, just the ordinary gessip et the office, stupid jokes,
vulgar chaif, banalités. Sucli work is nevertheless artistic, and
Bixiou deserves a place in nevel-literature ne less than Tback-
eray's Jeames de la Pluche. Observation and representation
of lew lite is net derogatery te a novelist's dignity. But what
are we te say for Balzac's higli lite ? In treating et tbis section
of society Balzac shows bimself detestably vulgar. He bas the
snobbisb desire te mingle with the aristecracy, and conse-
quently bis books are crowded with Viscounts, Barons,
Marquises, Duchesses and Princesses. Titled folk abound,
but there is net one real gentleman or lady among tbem. They
are ahl nouveaux richles ; estentatieus of their wealth and tities.
And this is net because Balzac wisbes te represent only the
vulgar aristocracy created hy Louis Philippe. On the con-
trary, mest et bis titled gentlemen hoast of their ancient linage
and adberence te tbe legitimist party. Tbey are, it is te lie
feared, the offiipring ef Balzac's imagination, and their char-
acteristics are inherited. This is a very unfortunate teature in
a novelist. Those ef us who are net naturally reflned like te
read about people that are, and those ef us that are naturalîy
refined dislike reading about people who are net. In Balzac's
boeks we can find many wertby people, bonest bourgeois, vit-
tueus and amiable country folk, devoted servants and beroic
peasants ; but ladies and gentlemen, neyer !

A grave fauît in Balzac, closely akin te, the last, ia bis want
of delicacy. He is perpetually striking a false nete. That
lie should be tbeatrically sentimental is natural, in view ef bis
nationality. But there are degrees ef evil in this as in other
vices, and it miglit lie expected that Balzac would, in this re-
spect, net sink mucli lower than the Victor Hugo grade, for
instance. As a matter ef tact, lie net infrequently touches
the zero et Eugéne Sue. The Ilgusli" of the third-rate English
lady-nevelist is an amiable weakness un cemparisen with the
monstrous bad faste Balzac semetimes displays.

Mr. Henry James bas remarked upon the utter absence et
the moral sense in Balzac. He appears te perceive l10 radical
difference between riglit and wreng. Remorse in bis view
would lie unintelligible, except as a mental disease,; and, as
fat as my reading bas extended, there is ne attempt te deîpict
it. Another peculiarity whicb may tell against bim withl somje
readers, is bis tondneas for unbappy conclusions. Looking at
the subject-mattet et the great mass of bis novels, we must
pronounce Ba'z ac te lie right in this res pect on artistic pi-m
ciples But in seme instances our sense of peetic justice cries
eut againsý tbe inbumanity et sucli dénoûments. Wben 1 re-
cal the dreary progreas of that miserable story, Il ugé nie
Grandet," and remember bow I was buoyed up te striuggle on
ithe hope ef a bappy teimination, 1 cannot but regret that

Balzac's artistic instinct would net permit him te wind up in
the old fasbiened way with a marriage, instead et bringing tbe
melancboly tale te a consistent and dismal conclusion. There
is enly one other novel in my experience that can rival Eu-
génie Grandet for uniferm depression and gloon-. The name
ef tbis competiter is Il Washington Square," and its auther is
Mr. Henry James.

On Ieoking back upon wbat I bave already given as my im-
pression et Balzac, there appears te lie a strong case made eut
against him. Dullness, dreariness, vulgarity and bad taste are
net commendable qualities. The fact cannet lie disguised,
that Balzac is uncommonly bard reading. But we are alse
bound te admit tbat be possesses a charm greater than mnany
authors more agreeable te eut taste. Balzac is like a bad
habit, sucli as smoking or epium-eating. The first taste is
anytbing but pleasant, and many people have centented them.
selves witb a first taste. But sbould curiesity or the example
et others induce a more extensive trial, the speli begins te
work and the habit is formed. Smoking may lie given up,
epium-eatiflg may lie cured, but Balzac-reading is incurable and
will neyer willingly lie renounced. The fascination whicb
lie exercises is due te a certain extent, ne doulit, te bis just

delineation of character, and even to his very accuracy O
detail. There is in human nature a thirst fer truth that Will
bear wïth many obstacles. Even the details that seem unWotthy
of a noble theme are flot altogether unnecessary. It is the
small matters of life that test the character. The patience Of'
Père Geriot under the sneers of his fellow-boarders is more
unselfisb than bis impoverisbment for the sake of bIS
daughter's garnbling lover.

But Balzac's great power of fixing onc's interest dees not
depend solelIy upon his accuracy an-d truth. For on this sUP'
position, how explain the effect of sucli a fantastical studY eo
"Louis Lambert ?" There his subject is mysticism and bis fact'
are as extravagant as his fancies. Balzac bas a cbildish love
of the marvellous for its own sake, which refuses te be tied
down to possibilities. And yet whatever irrational nonSel~se
hewrites, the fascination is the same. The key to bis power
seems to be bis intensity of meaning. What hie thinks et
imagines, lie feels strongly ; and what lie feels he is deterflined
to make others feel also. A strong personality ontweighs a
multitude of literary sins, and none who read Balzac can fail
to recognize the strength that lies behind bis works. 11
publisbed letters conflrmn this instinct of a powerful nature'
working out its own purposes with the merciless egotisin a'
genius. This is the chain that binds together ail the Pro
even of a duil novel, and makes it interesting. Read a.i2Y
portion of it apart frein tbe rest and you will find it teclîeus
and inconclusive. Read the whole stery and the effect js eV
çitement. You are subjugated, not by tbe stery, not by the
characters, by nething in the work itself, but by the niind re'
vealed through the work, by the personality of Balzac.

AT THE CHAPEAU ROUGE.

It was in the quieter tirne that came witb the restored 130ut
bon House. France had net as yet recovered its Old'ttre
gaiety. Nations, like men, become thougbtful aftet eiI
death face te face. A wintry rain stayed some few tt-avelIet
at the Chapeau Rouge in the goodly tewn of D)ijon. Netfhe
mucb as servant as humble cempanion did Icilius share
fortunes of M. Charles, at present on his way te vu5s' ,I
neighboring cbateau. Moved thereto by the prev ain-t~

ness of stret and market-place, Icilius bad made the a*c( sall
ance of the plump bost. But bim lie bad dismissed wit 5cI tcoreyfor a tiresome chatterer when lie would describ ugne
bis unwilling guest the marvels of the Cathedral of St. J3eni bat
wbose great spire loomed gray tbrough tbe cloud MaIntle th
lay heavily on Dijon. Se new, Icîlius sat in theeld taveru 1t
bis own well-worn thoughts for company.

It occurred te Iciîius quite naturally, in the cour se Of turle'
that there were better ways of spending the long metrnîn. bill
sbeuted te the landlord, whose burly voice he heard I"e'scolding the maids, te bring some drink. But te littlepurPd e"
muttering at the fat rogue as dense of hearing, lie poun , gt,
the wainscoating, and called, iHouse ! bouse !" This dotempt was more successful ; for the jeîly figure of the îan'd~
in answer filled the low doorway te be saluted by " Wel,
suppose one migbt get a fairly good cup of wne hete ? d hi5Semetbing in the question excited great merriment, en the
leud laugliter subsided te a faint chuckle only on obser"ed,
deep displeasure of Iciîîus. Il My friend, yeu mnusti a ques'
lie a stranger te the ted wines of Burgundy te ask sulh 5c e
tien in Dijon ! Cerne here," leading him te the windewo aok
wbere yonder the mist seems te bang in thicker draperes'
wbat the wines of the Côte-d'Or are like ? ha 1 ha!

"Se, that's the C'ôted'Or 1 net mucli te look at.") t ti
"Nay, you wouldn't say that if you were te stand a if t

casernent somredrewsy summer day. Me it makes feelliI
mass te fellow the track of the plow as it beaves the deePle da
in ridges, until the eye is led te the bill-slopes wbete t utrp1 e
clusters in the vîneyards borrow a richer bloomn frOt' the P
baze. It's a levely sight from Dijon. .

])>if ! Wbat about the wine ?" the le
"Xere it clear your eye miglit sweep with ease tetaiseslope that grows tb.right Chiambertin and that needs "0 P.so

But the hammier men ef Ndire Dante are çbiniing nOt ' b
botb man and beast begin new te feel appetite. 1'"
bustling."
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