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it was now, in fact, only anothor name for emptiness—
whether of his own purse, or of joy for the world, is not
stated, It was therefore clear to him that uuder the reign
of democracy the only true and living art mus’ be realistio,
or, as he has presented it to us, the prosaic details of
commonplace life, with every vedtige of poetry carefully
climinated. To this thoory and practice ho has steadily
adhered, and has become 8o completely its alave that each
successive book he produces is more paltry and insignifi-
cant in its incidents, more tedious aud trivial in its talk,
and more dull and disagreeablo in its charaocters, till in his
last novel, ¢ Annie Kilburn,” he seems to have sunk to
the lowest level of all that is mean and uninteresting. An
admirer, in reviewing this book, assumes that his aim is to
make his readers * explorers in the desert of the common-
place for groen oases;” but our accusation against Mr.
flowells is that he gives us no yreen oases, but keeps us
always in the sandy desert, Annie Kilburn, at any rate,
found none in Hatboro’, and neither will the readers of her
doleful: story. And the people of Hatboro’ are only a
little more vuigar and disagreeable than those with whom
we are condemned to associate in the wholo series of Mr.
Howaells' so-called realistic novels. They all dwell together
on the broad plane of the dullest wmediocrity. Not one
among them could excite admiration or sympathy from the
most catholic lover of his kind, only at the best a compas-
sionate tolerance or a pity more akin to disgust than to
love. Worlds away as Mr. Howells' representation of life
is fiom M, Zola's theory of realistic art, or Count Tolstoi's
tragic stories of oppression and cruelty, it appears to mo
as thoroughly pessimistic in its tendency. His novels, it
accepted as true pictures of the best that life can give,
could acarcely fail to check all aspirations after the higher

ibilities of existence, without which life would cer
tainly not be worth living. *“Those who live with mean
people think the world mean,” Emerson says  Mean
books are as lowering as mean society, and all books are

mean that do not make us think nobly of human natare.

and the heights to which it may attain,

Wo are told by the admirers of democracy that now, at
last, the people hold their proper place in literature.  Aris-
tocracy i8 crushed, and art is made suhservient to the
#enthusissm of humanity.”” But when we consider the
bumarity represented in realistic novels, and the human
specimens there pourtrayed, it seems as if the people might
well rise up in just indignation, and claim damages for a
series of the grossest libels. If we go back to the old days
before democracy in literature was heard of, we shall find
them treated very differently. The masters of fiction now
looked upon s benighted aristocrats depicted the working
classes with a just and generous appreciation that gained
for them the respect and sympathy of every reader. Sir
Walter Scott drew his burghers, shepherds, fishermen,
farmers and ploughboys from the life. He bad gene fami-
liarly among them from childhood, knew their homes and

¥ their ways, and, sturdy old aristocrat as he was, all his life
spoke to every man he met as to his brother. He under-
stood them thoroughly, and while discerning with keen and
penetrating insight their inevitable defects and prejudices,
delighted in doing justice to their many fine traits of char-
acter, He briugs before us Dandie Dinmont's manliness,
honesty and good feeling, and his simple, kindly household,
with all the power of truth and nature. His genial and
kindly humour revelled in the pourtrayal of such characters
13 Baillie Nicol Jarvie, Cuddie Headrigg, Andrew Fair-
service and Edie Ochiltree, with all their amusing oddities,
sbeurdities and selfish shrewdness. He has given us a
host of such characters, depicted with that kindly indulg-
ence and humorous sympathy which only the truest insight
teaches, making them all excellent company in their way.
So truly does he diccern the soul of goodness in all things
that even in his rogues and vagabonds he finds some re-
deeming touch of better things. And in his pathos or his
nirth, ho never forgets to render high honour to those
simple heroic souls that
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Old Janet’s protecting care for the Baron in his Pat-
wos; Evan Dbu's Jdevotion to the chief who had brought
bim to the scaffold ; Dominie Sampson's faithfalness to his
ruined waster’s children ; the wild love of Meg Merrilies
for Bertram came straight from Scott’s heart.
His deepeat power of pathosis drawn forth in the scene
vhere the Antiguary comes on Baunders Mucklebackit
trying to patch up the boat in which his fine young son
Stecnie was drowned. The heroine above all others whom
ho scem: to have painted con amore was Jeanie Dosns, &
bare-footed Scotch lassie drawn from resl life. Inall his
pictures of humble life, true as they are to uature, and
various aw their circomstances are, thereis nothing to revolt
or disgust, or lower our estimate of human nature. He
mekes his readors as much interested iy ‘hem, as he him-
»lf was in his work-people end poor uneighbours, and
speaking oat of the depths of his own kuowledgo and
experience, he uncorsciously gives lessons to us all on the
great traths ‘which he so unaffectedly and thoroughly

ised, the cowmon -brothethood of ali mankind.
) tt painted his princes with the same, powerful pen.
that pourtrayed his peasants. No one except Shakespeare
bas given us such graphic .portraits. of kings and queens,
knights and'nobles and ladies of high'd Bat won-
Yerful aa his historical porteaits are, they ave atill obly
studies from history, vivified by his imagination, while his
peasants were drawn from true life, and not only. life-like,
but actually liviug on the pages He.could' paint both
bigh and low, the Xing aud cadger, the queen and the
Baher-wife, with trath and vigour. Dickens coald only
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- goniug except his marvellous gift of humour.
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paint the people, for whom he used to say ho held a brief,
We know that the whimsical faucies, the quaint garb in
which he s0 often draped his favourite charaoters, have
made some modern critica accuso him of melodrama and
false sentiment, and even deny that he had any title to

there are still many who can appreciate his power over all
the emotiona that move tho heart, and can feel how ably
he employed it in his client’s cause. If he had done
nothing more than create the Peggotty group—-Clara Peg-
gotty, old Daniel and young Hans—he would have deserved
a high place among the greatones who teach us to * think
nobly of the soul;"” for in those three characters he has
shown with unerring touch, the height and grandeur of
virtue to which simple human nature may attain.

(leorge Eliot, another great novelist who wrote before
democracy in literature became a cult, took her tinest char-
acters from the working classes, and described the pious,
dutifu), elevated lives she had known in their howes with
a truth und beauty all England acknowledged.

The writings of those great spirits and fine artists
strongly impress us with the truth that beauty and virtue
are more real and permanent parts of nature and life than
vice and ugliness, and for this reason they will always
have the finest uses for huwmanity, being good for hope,
for healing, for the strengthening, and ennobling of men
and women.

In a later article than the one quoted above, Mkr.
Howells tells us with authority—* The truth is—and from
time to timo the scribbling race had better face it—there is
no very deep, no very wide interest in even the greatest of
authors There are moments,” he says, * when
Shakespeare seems essential to the young life, but he isnot
really so ; and if the elder life will be honest, it will own
that he is not atall important to it.” He generously assures
us that, in saying so, he has no wish to * abolish or super-
seda Shakspeare {tho italics are the present writer's],
he only desires to make literary men recogniss the fact that
nothing, except, perhaps, the deceitfuluess of riches, is so
illusive as the supposition of interest in literature on the
part of other men. They are not altogether
to blame for this,” be says : “they are very little to blame,
in fact, for it is only in the rarest instances that literature
has come home to their business and bosoms. .
It appeals to the taste, the ssthetic pride, the intel.
lectuality of the reader ; these are not his real life, and so
it presently perishes out of him aguin to be utterly
forgotten.”

We may reasonably suppose that by “literature which
comes, homs to wen’s business and bosoms,” Mr. Howells
means fiction employed on the average lives of average
men and women, their business affairs, their domestic con-
cerns the familiar matters of dailylife. Yet the best
evidence of the ephemeral interests, and little real value of
such literature is to be found in the fact that time so
speedily consigns it to oblivion; except in one or two
instances of unique geniua. It is the literature that brings
before us with truth and power men in those aspects of
greatness which raise them above the crowd, and show us
the height to which human nature may attein, thatis
immortal ; not that which describes their successes or
failures in business, their flirtations with vulgar women,
their marital quarrels, or their social dificultiea. The
books which live for ever are those which we follow with
breathless interest—t1e fortunes of such heroic hearts as
Robinson Crusoe making for himself a littlo kingdom and
obedient subjects of his desortisland and its wild creatures;
Monte Christo escaping from his prison; Amyas Leigk
throwing his sword into the sea ; Skimmer of the seas giv-
ing that last “ ahoy” to his matchless Water Witch, and the
sails, like sentivnt beings, fiuttering at the sound ; or the
great tragedies of love and anguish, like the Bride of Lam-
mermoor, The Scarlet Letter, or that wonderful book in
which the bewitching picture of the gipsy Esmeralda
and her little white goat dancing to the sound of the tam-
bourineis so quickly followed by her terrible death on
the scaffold, the victim of others’ crimesand cruelties, and
as innocent and helples- amidst them all as the moth that
perishes in the flame of the candle. The genius that cre-
ates such scenes and characters can ounly die when time is
no more,

Novels that confine us to the trivial round of common-
place lives soon pass away, though a fetish, or a fashion,
way give them a brief popularity, but novels chat lift us
into a higher atmosphere of thought and action, rank,
though in & lower degree, with the plays of Shakspeare,.
and other dramatists, and no criticism can. stale or wither
their perennial power and beauty. Mr. Howells, indeed,
informs us that Shakespeare is of no importance in the

lives of men. This dictum, in effect, includes the whole
of that imaginative literature in which the try that
preserves tho divinity in wan from decay is rined. It

is difficalt to believe that he is sincere in making such an
sssertion. Let us imagine if we can, & state of things in
which Homer, Hschylus, Dante, Shakespearo and Goethe,
were suddenly abolished, and their works forgotten asif
thoy had never been. Who could estimate the impoverish-
ment, tho great rift and chasm in the sphere of ideas and
emotions—hat is in the soul of man—that would follow?
Then let us suppose that great literature of the past super-
seded by the ‘realistic or communal literature of whose
approaching reign Mr Howells hsa sounded ‘thenote!
Such a revolation in literature and all that it implies, can
only be compared to the destruction of Imperial Rome
aud its civilization by the. Barberians! ‘However, there

‘will be-one comipensation. It will abolish -Mr. Donneily

and the Baconites.—Zouisa Murray, in The Wesk.
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British and FForeign.

THE Rev. Robert Hill, M.A., of St. Luke’s, Glasgow, has
declined the call to Lovedale.

PROF. CALDERWOOD and Dr. W. G. Blaikieare appointed
on the Scottish Universities Commission.

DR. GOULBURN, the ex Dean of Norwich, has undertaken
to write a memoir of the late Dean Burgon.

THE Rev. Wm. Warson, of Dumbarton, has received a
unanimous call to Newingtpn Church, Edmburgh.
. DR. VERNER WHITE, the oldest ordained active min-
ister in the English Presbyterian Synad, is about to retire.

MRr FLEMING, assistant in St. Bernard's, Edinburgh,
hi':xs been elected to St Mungo’s Parish Church, Dumfries-
shire,

MRS, EDE, of Formosa, has reluctantly come home on
urgent medical advice; she would gladly have stayed if health
had permitted.

Mrs OLIPHANT is said to be engaged on a topographical
work relating to Edinburgh, with some reference to its social
and literary history.

DRr. THAIN Davinson preached on a recent Sunday
evening the last of his eleventh annual series of monthly ser-
mons to young men.

. THE Marquis of Danegal, formerly Dean of Raphoe, wha
died at St. Leonurds in January, aged ninety years, has left
personalty sworn at $20,505. )

_In Belgium funds are being collected for a Damien in-
stitute, the object of which will be to ensure a continuation of
Father Damien’s work at Molokai.

DRr. MATTHEWS, Secretary of the Presbytenan Alhance,
was warmly welcomed by London North Presbytery on his first
appearance as 2 member of the court.

DR. MUNRO GIBSON, who has been nine years in Eng-
land, has obtained three months’ leave of absence from his
Presbytery to visit his friends in America.

THE Hon. F. Carr Glynn, vicar of Kensington, has es-
tablished a Sunday school for the childrer of the upper classes,
+-hich is very popular and does good work.

DR. SOMERVILLE gave an interesting and profoundly
touching address on the claims of the Bible in Argyll Square
Church, Oban, on a recent Sabbath evening.

. MR. SPURGEON attracted great crowds during his visit to
Guernsey lately. Admission to the services was by ticket, and
no fewer than 9,000 applications were made.

AT the graduation ceremony in Glasgow University on
25th_ult, Herr Joachim received the degree of LL.D.
He is the first musician on whom this honour has been
bestowed.

. THE Rev. D. M. Ross, of St. john's, Dundee, preached
his farewell sermon previous to leaving for his twelvemonths’
stay in Melbourne as occupant of the pulpit in the Cairns’
Memorial Church.

MR. SANG ONG SIANG, a Chinese student at the Middle
Temple, who is a member of the Clapham Road Presbyterian
Church, has gained the first prize, 100 guineas, for international
and constitutional law.

MR. HASTIE has abandoned his action against the Church
of Scotland General Assembly. A memorial is being s:gned
by munisters and laymen praying the Government to appoint
him to one of the vacant theological chairs.

THE Rev. James Scott, of Leith, preaching at Langholm,
said there were plenty of preachers of apostolic zeal; the
failure was in the pews. Men and women went to church
f]or respectability’s sake who had got as much religion astheir

ogs.

MR. JouN HUTCHISON, R.S.A,, has given the final touches
to the recumbent sculptured cross he has executed to the order
of the Queen, and which is to be placed in Paisley Abbey, as
a memorial of the royal Stuarts who are buried in the Abbey
grounds.

MR. BARNETT, of Kilchoalan, conducted the services at
the re-opening after extensive repairs of Kildalton Church,
Islay. The old entrance atthe east end has been replaced
by a stained glass window, presented by Mr. J. C. Graham,
Lagavullin. .

THE Rev. W. M. Thompson, of Woolwich, who has spent
nearly his whole ministerial life 1n London Presbytery, will
soon reach his jubilee, and a committee has been appointed to
arrange for its celebration. Licensed in 1834 he was at the
outset of his ministry assistant at Duns.

THE Aberdeen Free Press points out the anomaly that the
most eminent Hebraist in Scotland holds a chair, not in any
of the universities where he ought of right to be, but in one of
the Free Church colleges, while the man who stands second
tﬁ ‘lll.im is Hebrew Professor in the United Presbyterian
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TRINITY CHURCH, Irvine, of which the late Rev. W. B,
Rabertson, D.I., was pastor, is now entirely free of debt. Ata
recent sale of work last week, Dr. W. M. Taylor, of New
York, gave an address. After paying cff the debt there will
be a balance of $400, which is intended as a nucleus for a
church hall.

THE new church at Dunipace will be opened in October
by Drs. Somerville, of Glasgow, and Alexander Whyte, of
Edinburgb. Its site is near the entrance to the policies of
Herbertshire Castle. The church, which is in the Scotch
Gothic style with a square tower, is to be seated for 450 and
will cost 10,000. :

Miss HELEN ToD, second daughter of the late Rev. Mr.
Tod, for forty years parish minister of Mauchline, on leaving
the place of her birth to reside with her sister, Mrs. Reid, in
Wicklow, was presented with an_address and two pantings,
one of a view of the maase in which she was born, and the
other a view of the castle where her grandfather, Gavin Ham-
il.tog, dwelt, and where his friend, the poet Bumns was wmar-
rie

AT Arbirlot, near Arbroath, the parish charch built during
thepastorate of Thomas Guthrie, is about to undergo a thorough
‘ s of the work
Mr. Vérnon, ot the Free Church, made an-cffer of his church
in the ifternoons. Mr. Scotland, the parish minister, suggested’
to his-elders that they should worship along with the Free
Church congtep\ion. and 2 plebiscite shows an overwhelming -

avour of the proposal.
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