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THE WEEK.

THE PERIODICALS.

it t;:fHE MA}NHA’FTAN’ for February is an excellent number. Pleasant is
o read in this month of frosts, Mr. Taylor’s summery reminiscences
®mping on Cayuga Lake. This paper is liberally and fitly illustrated.
18 feature of the number perhaps is the first part of a new story by
's. Harriet Prescott Spofford, entitled ¢Transformation.” Mr. Frank
on :d contributes a racily written, and still more racily-illustrated article
aricature ;” and Mr. J. H. Browne adds a well-considered, though

l{inrllto means final word to the controversy over Shakspeare’s sonnets. We
s Ml‘- Dowden has spoken hest on this much-vexed question.
lnklmg Cymbals ” is more than maintaining itself in interest; it ap-
Btorrs Igore con_lp.a.(?t, and direct in evolution, than Mr. Fawcett’s previous
loﬂ(’y’. An Ambltlous_VVoman.” A long poem, yet by no means over-
g 18 MT-. T. 8. Collier’s ““ The Queen.’s Revenge.” ¢« The Old Elm,” by
coulﬁeme?’ on the other hand, has quite too many verses ; we think we
¢ satisfied with just one stanza of it, or perhaps a single line. One

« 5 € most interesting sketches of travel we have seen in a long time is
. Cross the Caucasus,” by Mr. S. G. W. Benjamin, American consul at
N iél‘a’n, It covers comparatively fresh ground. We quote from Mr.
Orig i‘::"s Cayuga paper a paragraph which assigns to the mosquito its true

i
'lllito(?she Indians have a very satisfactory account of the origin of the Montezima mus
I‘Nher' The legend runs thas: There were in times of old, many moons ago, two huge
bankg efd monsters permitted by the Manitou to descend from the sky and alight on the
% lar of tho Seneca River. Their form was exactly that of the musquito. They were
ing Ongae thaft they darkened the sun like a cloud as they flew toward the earth. Stand-
taRoes Ofn either b.a,nk they guarded the river, and stretching their long necks into the
p, ns(t); the Indlqns, a8 they attempted to paddle along the stream, gobbled them
w"! " he stork king in the table gobbled up the frogs. The destruction of life
as lgl‘eat that not an Indian eould pass withont being devoured in the attempt-
bined ong befqre the monsters could be exterminated, and then only by the com-
efforts of all the warriors of the Cayuga and Onondaga nations. The battle
lain ‘;"lble, but the warriors finally triumphed, and the mammoth mosquitoes were
61 ‘!lld left unburied. For this neglect the Indians had to pay dearly. The car-
Titogy écomposed, and the particles, vivified by the sun, flew off in clouds of mus-

, , Which have filled the counfry ever since,”

)KeeIN the 'Atlc'mtic for February, Dr. Mitchell’s story, “In War Time,”
morisfuP-lts .mterest and freshness. "‘ A Roman Singer” becomes even
it i tZSClna.tmg than before ; suvely this is the best of current serials, as
: con le very best of Mr. .Crs_a.wford"s work. Mr. Lathrop’s « Newport ”
if o cluded, ra,ther. disappointingly, in this number. The one shori story
Hem-gOOd one, entitled “In Madeira Place,” by Mr. C. H. White. Mr.
ous " James continues his charmingly-written but almost too volumin-
Work n Province.” Mr. James is doing an infinite deal of magazine
inter, t?erhaps too much ; he is learning, almost, to be tedious. Very
La ss Ing are the papers on “ The Confederate Cruisers,” ¢ Mr, Trollope’s

e Charact.;er,” and “ The Vagabonds and Criminals of India.” An im-
Bern:t essay is “ Voices of Power,” by Mr. O. B. Frothingham. Mvr. H.
ut, *d Carpenter contributes a long poem, * A Trio for Twelfth Night,”
Gy, Perhaps the best verse of the number is “To-Day,” by Miss Helen
Parg; one.  “The Contributor’s Club,” as usual, is excellent reading —
Oularly the section which discourses of a visit to Worth’s.

theéNlece Continent for Feb. 13th, Mr. R. H. Newel}’s story “ Once
“Ppoint?‘s a Man” comes to a conclusnpn. The story is somewhat dis-
“Op, g in several respects. There is not as much humour in it as
littlepd(?us C. Kerr” should have given, and the plot and movement ave a
’”Ory 1sorderly. .It i.s on the whole, hovyever, a fresh and interesting
numb‘e‘“{d the ending is good and characteristic. The initial article of this
The shr 15 by Mr. Edwards Roberts, on the * Mountain Parks of Colorado.”
by Mrort story, a well-drawn character sketch, is ** Miss Martha’s Turkeys,”
Ueatior » Fowler. The most important paper is that on “ National
In the 1}‘)’“» frorp the always effective pen of the editor, Judge Tourgce.
Yevie . 00k-notices appears what ‘is perhaps one 9f the very best short
awcett’ever devoted to an _Amerlcan novel, lt. is called forth by Mr.
i 5 story “ An Ambitions Woman ;” and, it is hardly necessary to
Warmly appreciative.
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Harpy Istes, ANp Omuer Poews. By S. H. M. Byers. Boston :
O“pples, Upham & Co.

Swogt es Verse in this volume is not strikingly original, but much of it is
ay int’iuensuous and liquid. The best shows plainly the influence of Keats,
Netie eence which never makes itself visible, save in those who have a real
Dogy, &dOWment. Even to truly enjoy Keats, one must be at least half a
thyy, he ; T. Byers is not an imitator, however ; he simply lets it be seen
1‘180 ca S sitting at, the feet of the Master Singer of modern days. We
‘lxuriou traces of Shelley, and something of the music of * Spencer’s line
p § and unique.” 1In proof that Mr. Byers has command of rich
%1\111,5‘?1‘1110% two stanzas from the poem which gives its name to the

I saw the gardens of the happy Blest,—
The lotus-blooms and golden asphodel,

And flowering shrubs angelic hands had dressed,
Red-berried ash and the sweet mountain bell,
And thornless rose that doth forever smell,

And lilies fair, and waters all in tune
With odorous winds that come like fairy spell

Out of the night to cool the parchéd noon,

And make the year a never-ending June.

“ I saw the fields that are forover green,
And purple hills that melt into the sea,

The thousand brooks that sing their way between,
One and a part of His great minstrelsy.
Not far away that happy sea may be,

Not far those sails by rapturous breezes bent.
With mortal eyes, at times, we almost see,

So near they are to our own firmament—

The Blessed Isles, where all men are content.”

“The Baliad of Quintin Massy ” is a spirited piece of verse, and The
Marriage of the Flowers” is very pleasant in its free quick lilt and its
naivelt. Many of the other lyrics are merely pretty ; in no way distinc-
tive. But we cannot forbear quoting the manly, laughing, vigorous song
called “ If you want a kiss, why, take it.”

¢ There’s a jolly Saxon proverb
That is pretty much like thig-—
A man is half in heaven
‘When he has a woman’s kiss,
But there's danger in delaying,
And the sweetness may forsake it ;
SoI tell you, baghful lover,
If you want a kiss, why, take it.

Never let another fellow

Steal a march on you in this.
Never let a laughing maiden

See you spoiling for a kiss :
There’s a royal way to kissing,

And the jolly ones who make it
Have a motto that is winning—

If you want a kiss, why, take it.

‘“ Any fool may face a cannon,

Any booby wear a crown,
But & man must win a woman

If he’d have her for his own,
Would you have the golden apple,

You must find the tree and shake it;
If the thing is worth the having,

And you want a kiss, why, take it.”

“THE GRANDISSIMES,” “OLD CREOLE Davs,” 2 vols.
Cable. New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons.
Briggs.

By George W.
Toronto : William

In the Century Magazine, then Scribner’s, the world was made
acquainted with Mr. Cable’s genius. “The Grandissimes” appeared in
that magazine, and several of the sketches which are collectively entitled
Old Creole Days.” All these display, in greater or less degree, Mr.
Cable’s special characteristics of delicacy, tender humour, and keen obser-
vation, his complete mastery of the Creole dialects of French and English,
and his sympathetic insight into woman’s character. On this latter point
we would say that, in our opinion, no other living novelist can write quite
so well of women as does Mr. Cable, His women, be they irreproachable
or otherwise, are always women, throbbing with life, capricious, with the
charm of their sex appearing in every word and movement. And Mr.
Cable’s women are almost always loveable, Where, in modern fiction, shall
we find women swecter than Aurore and Clotilde, Madame Délicieuse,
'Tite Poulette, Olive, or Mary Richling? And none of these women are
so perfect as to be unfitted * for human nature’s daily food, praise, blame,
love, kisses, tears and smiles.” Nor is Mr. Cable’s sympathetic observa-
tion reserved for women young and beautiful. It is a loving hand, rever-
ent always, that has drawn Madame Delphine and Madame John. In lay-
ing such stress upon Mr. Cable’s intuitive perception of female character,
we would not be understood to find fault with his studies of men. But
excellence in this field is less rare. Many a novelist whose men are vitalized
creations, offer us women about as living and appealing as so many ginger-
bread dolls. It has been Mr. Cable’s good fortune to discover and work a
new field—one of remarkable richness, The Creole life is one of pictur-
esque extremes, full of colour, romance and distinctiveness. It presentsall
the possibilities which arise from the contact of diflerent races and differ-
ent civilizations. The point of contact for conflicting currents, it seethes,
and shifts, and throws up a thousand strange surface manifestations. Only
in such a life as this becomes possible such an episode as that of Brag
Coup¢ in ‘“ The Grandissimes,” one of the strongest things in modern fic-
tion, Only in such a life as this are the circumstances possible which make
the story of the ¢ Café des Exilis,” and permit the career of Monsieur
Vignevielle in “ Madame Delphine.” M. Cable’s genius is ripening, as we
see by his later work ; he is gaining in insight and in evenness of execu-
tion. But we doubt if he can hope to do anything more new and striking
than “ Posson Jone,” more wierdly impressive than ‘“ Jean-ah Poquelin.’

Lorp Lorng will shortly publish a volume containing his recent
speeches in England and Scotland, with other matter. It will be illus-
trated and sold at a shilling, in order to invite a large circulation. Lon-
don 7'ruth says it is rumoured that Lord Lorne will be ecalled up to the
House of Lords at an early date, and that the Court is intriguing for his
appointment to the Vice-Royalty of India or the Lord-Lieutenancy of Ire-
land.

New ExeLaxp will have none of Matthew Arnold. His lecture on
Emerson has utterly destroyed him in the sight of the good people of that
quarter of the globe. They absolutely refuse to buy his works, notwith-
standing the new and cheap form in which they have appeared. For-
tunately, the rest of the country does not take the Emerson lecture so to
heart, and the new edition of Mr. Arnold’s prose and poetry has been
nearly all disposed of —in the Middle and Western States.



