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The introduction of music and singing between the pieces was sornetirnes
resorted to, and most enjoyable eveningg resulted from the combination of
intellect and accomplishinent; but, alas, the question of supper in quantity
and quality arose and divided that club, and, moreover, it became unwieldy
in number and critical in composition, so its downfall ; we regret to say,
came about two years ago ; nor lias it since arisen, Phoenix-like, froin its
ashes. It seems to us a pity, considering the greater liglits that illuminate
Toronto in the persons of Mr. Goldwin Smnith and Professors Wilson and
Clark, net to mention other lesser bodies who shall be nameless, that a
Reading Club sbould not be re-org-anized for the next winter, composed of a
smaîl and select circle of literary people, flot te exceeti twenty or twenty-
five, wbo will reati good selections andi discuss them, andi improve the indi-
vidual mind regardless of supper, andi heetiful of punct.uality. We can
imagine such a circle on a frosty winter's night in a cosy drawing-room
with bright ligbts anti a glowing fire, passing a nmost delectable evening,
a veritable Ilfeast of reason anti flow of seul. " Criticisin anti comment
sbould be largely encouragcd, anti the meeting regardeti as a friendly gathe-
ring, not a social entertainunent to amuse an unappreciative audience.

The (lerman Club follows the Reading Club by right of seniority, andi
bas also existed for sorne years ; indeed we hear it was most successfully
carried on botb afternoon and evening tiuring- las t winter. Few people
realise the strong Teutonic elenwnt which obtains in Toronto, or are aware
that the city boasts a German church where service is conducteti every
Sunday in the mother tongue, anti wh ere a large congregation assemble.
The daugbters of sevoral of our prominent citizenq, too, have comipleteti
their education at German schools, and a few of their sons at Gerinan uni-
versities. Wbatevor the reason may be, the fact is incontroverbible that
Germany is inucb more strongly represvinteu iii Ontario than France, anti
the formation of a German Club lias proveti most beneticial in stimulating
and fostering the knowledge acquircd abroad, anti also in developing an
acquaintance withi German literature. It was customuary, we believe, nt these
meetings of a dozen or more young pueople of both sexes (the fuir however
pretiinating) to take up somte play of Schiller, Goethe, Lessing, or other
modern author, and reati it alouti by turns, each individual being assigned
bis part. After an hour or more devoteti to clocution, German conversa.
tion followed, and occupied the rernainder of the cvening, which closeti about
half-past ten. As Heveral mombers of the club spoke the language fiuently
and the majority were more tban novices, this initerchange of ideas was not
so formidable as it somnids, especially as there was always a bigher court to
appeal to when any point or exrsinwas called in question, or the
correct rendering of a sentence was desireti.

Last, anti decidedly least, comnes the French Club, whicb led a struggling
existence tbroughi part of on(- winter andi autumnn, andi was conducted on1 the
saine principle as tic Gerirati. i ts career, however, was shortened owing to
the little connection and apparent syrnpathy between O)ntario anti France
few educateti people in Toronto are at ail converiant with that language of
the Court andi the State, of diplonnacy andi etiquette, that versatile, witty
tongue whicli can be epigrarninatic to a fault, anti ean express itself in termis
for wbich our English vocabulary offlers imo substitutes.

No person of intelligence and culture, wbo bias any knowledge of
Frencb, eau fail to appreciatc its bright sparkling qualities or to enjoy its
play of wyords ; at the sanie turne it does not surprise us that our sober
citizens shoulti prefer that their chiltiren sbould absorb) the bealthy, sounid,
moral atiinosphere of (Iermany. In the realin of literaturo alone what a
contrast the two languages offer, especially in reference to miotiern authors!
France may possess a witier reputation, and bias achieved greater successes
in the drama of the presenit day, than bier enetuy. Uler language is
admirably suited to brilliant repartee anti stage effect, andi, besities, there is
inborn theatrical instinct in the French character :it is a nation of actors
and actresses from the cratile to the grave. Several of the best plays pro-
duced upon the Englisb stage, such as IlDiplomacy," "lA Scrap of Paper,"
IlThe Ironinaster," andi others whose naines escape us, bave been atiapted
andi found their way acro4s the Cliannel witb bighly rernunerative resuits
to professional managers. Victor Sardou and D)umas fils are prolific and
brilliant playwrigbits, and tlie divine Sara lias also familiarised even us with
her mother tongue. What shaîl we say, bowever, of the ligbt literature
of France, wbich our ebjîdren, if they acquired the language, would
naturally wish to read, mark, learii, and inwartily digest, after a course of
school classies, if they are not to sink into the slougb of oblivion. ilere we
are brougbt face to face with tbe melancboly fact of the utter deterioration
of the modern French novel. The realistie scbool inaugurated by Zola lias
given a deatb-blow to tbe olti historical romances to whicb Dumnas treated
Us. One wrîter now appears to vie with another in producing the most
truthful and inaterial photographs of poor, weak human nature. French
novels bave always hati a bati reputation, andi a naugbty, wicked flavour

since the days of Paul de Kock and Eugene Sue; bute eoreptSand,I3alzac, Victor Hlugo, and Alfred de Vigny, ail, with the xcpino
sorne few works, wrote books which our daughters could read withouta blush. As mucli cannot be said for the productions of our contem-
poraries ; in fact, after a perusal of a number of novels that have
lately been issued, we are forced to the conclusion that they are utterlyunfitted for the eyes of our maidens to rest upon, and cannot be edifyingto any age or sex. Zola is universally adrnitted to be without the pale ofcivilization. h e writes for the masses, and bis materialistic tendencies are
really appalling: with bim ail things are lawful and ail things are alsoexpedient. Doubtless hie is a great descriptive word-painter, af ter Hogarth,
but like the latter bis pictures, though effective, are coarse and repulsive

hntn;le neither paints a moral nor adorns a tale. Aiphonso Daudet bas,we suppose, the next widest reputation. Some few years ago Blackwoods
Magazine devoted a long article to a most favourable criticism of lis early
work, Il Le Nabal," "Numa Roumestan, " and "lJack"I receiving specialmention. The two first are extremely powerful studies of the two menwho give their titles to the books, "lLe Nabal"I being drawn froin life anda well-known figure in Parisian society. Since writing themn he has givento the world "Froment Jeune et Rislir Aine" ; in this work, however,lie strays away from the right path, and falls into crooked ways withvicious plots of adultery. Alas for the future of French literature 1 Therealistie school lias been made so popular by the force of bad example thatevery writer now dips in lis thumb to pull out some pluin more rotten
than bis neighbour bias secured, and the restiît is a flood of unprofitable
books. Jules Claretie, Henri Greville, and Dumas fils, ail contributetheir quota of corrupt material to oppose the tide of mental progress and
elevation.

The Revue des Deux Mfondes even, which a few years since was regarded
as quite a bigh-class periodical, is 110w no better than the rest ; its tbreeand four part stories are mere tissues of vice and imrnorality. In fact, ofahl the French authors we have read during the past six months GeorgeOhunet is the oiily one we can confidently recomnmend to the rising genera-tion. is IlMaître de Forge," adapted and played upon the English stageas IlThe Ironmaster," is a most powerful and pathetic story of provinciallife. Hie bias just published another novel. "lLes Darnes de Croix Mort,"which will, we trust, conduce to a literary renaissance. Where does thepride and glory of the French 'Academy, so much vaunted by Matthew
Arnold, corne in ? Has this noble body of eminent men no voice in matters
of taste and rnorality 1 If not, its sphere of usefulness is sadly limited.

In refreshing contrast to France is the lighit literature of Gerrnany-we
use the adjective Il Iight "l advisedly ; it is scarcely applicable to those
authors who err in their novels on the side of a heavy, pedantic style,
often making their characters mere instruments to develop their philo-sophical theories and ideas, to carry on long inetaphysical discussions,-
this fault bein- particularly remarkable in the works of Freytag and
Auerbach, IlSoil und Haben," I)as Landhaus arn Rhein," etc. Hack-leander, on the contrary, is a very humrnus, fascinating writer. lis"(Neue Don Quixotte"I and "lEuropaen Schlavens-ieben"I are excellentsocial studies. Friedrich Spieîhagen is a writer of romances alsowith social tendencies. To Paul Heyse and George Ebers, we areindebted for truly intellectual treats. The "Weltkindern" and "gInParadise " of the formner, and the IlEgyptian Princess " of the latter havecaused their faine to be spread. abroad in many lands. Arnong femaleauthors we have Clara Mundt, whose nom de pilume was Louise Muhbach,and who wrote a long series of historical romances, where fiction wassuperior to facts; also Engenie Johns, known in literature as E. Msrlitt;ber best novels are "Countess Gisela" and "QGold Else." Iu every branchof literature-in the drama, with Goethe, Schiller, Lessing, Werner, VonKotzebue, and Koerner; in poetry, witb the two first named, Heine,Weiland, Ritur, Uhland, and a score of lesser ligbts; in prose, with thenovelists above inentioned,-we bave legitirnate material to place in1 thebands of our young people, which will both elevate and improve their mindsand develop their brain.power. For German is a language always open tostudy-indeed its intricate construction and involved sentences seein to courtit; wbile, without being puritanical or illiberal, we maust condemn nmodernFrench literature as of the eartb, earthy, in the lowest sense, and own witba sigh that the mighty are indeed fallen since the days of Fenelon,Bossuet, La Fontaine, Boileau, Racine, Le -Rochefoucauld, Madame deSevigné, and Saint-Simon and a host of others, Who shed their light uponthe age of Louis Quatorze in the seventeenth century. L. C.

DR. ADAN CLARK, Who bad a strong avtersion to pork, was called uponto say grace at a dinner wbere the principal dish was a roast pig. lie wasreported to bave said: IlO Lord, if Thou canst bless under the gospel whatThou dîdst curse under the law, bless this pig."I
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