
Spisli sovereigns, alied lu character,
policy, and< mnarriago, to reformi abuses
in i e Church ; and gis-es a vivici por-
traiture of the depoputation, of England
ini the fifteenthi century, fromn war îrnd
pestilence. The next article (on Can-

ig gives a succinct view of Britisli
politica unider that brilliant but iîot
vçery thorough statesman. Then fol-
lows one ia svhich the svriter ses wvon-
drous beautica La sonie verses Nvrittcn
in an uneouth dialeet, but whilh beau-
tics ive cannot for the life- of us dis-
cover. Noxt cornes a fine article on
novel svriting, in whichi the writer be-
nicans bimscif that fiction is hecomning
a bore, and novels belie tlîeir naine, by
offring.us nothing novel. There la
truth i the complaint. The mcn who
have piped s0 sweetly to this genera-
tion, are gone. The poor old opium-
rater, -who solaced us -vith bis Klos-
terheim, and mcado us at borne ivith
Wordsworth, Southey, and Coleridge,
ia their lake retreat, La gene. Learncd
Hallam is dead. Genial Leigh Hunt
la also departed. Macaulay, whose
bistory is as cbarming as tisa romance
of any one cîse, and wbose essaya are
botter poetry than tise verses of many
respectable bards, has left us toe--his
great work unfinislied-La title, earn-
cd so 'well, expiring witb hlm. Ame-
rien, too, has had bier bereavementst.
The meurning of England for Dc-
Quincey, ase answers with ber stail for
Prcscott; and the requiem of Irving
cchoes tIse dirge for Macaulay! Nor
have they been atone thLa past year,
8o fraught )'itb bereavement. Ger-
nssny bas lost Heine and Humnboldt,
snd France De Tocqueville. Surely
Deatli bas been busy among thse
litcrati! Signs of decadence appear
tee amongtbe living. Diokensisaspaled
of late bis Nvontcd *fire; a-'d Thack-
eray, once so spicy, waxeth prosy.
Lever bas evidently long passed bis
ineridian. Longfellow la writing twad-
dle, and bas forgotten bis osta motte, of
Excclsior. 'Tis true, Buliver main-
tains bis ground, and even advances;
Tennyson la svaking up, and Eliot
Proves good metal; yct tise want of
seund literature of tise day la sadly
felt. The senteaclous Tupper attempts
te rnend matters, by writing a Middle
Age nos-el, and succeeda appareatly
about as weli as an elepisant would a
a borapipe.

Frorn a work by a brother of Charles
Kingsley, the rcviewer cula soiue
flowers, one of whicl, is so good that
we inust copy froin his copy. la Lt
K<ingsley thus desCribcs his dog, witb
a true liunter's love-

Il itIi broi, intelligent forchead,
'with large loving hazel cyes, witli a
fr111 like Queni Elizabeth, wvitl, a bruish
like a fox ; deep in the hrlsket, per-
fect in mariigs of' black, white, and
tan; Lai Engacity a Pitt, in courage an
.Anglesey, Rover stands first on rny
list, and claimis to be king of Colley-
dogs. In politica I ahonld say Con-
servative of the bigli protectionist
sort. Let us have no strange dogs
about the place to grub up sacred
boues, or we will shake out their frills
and tnrnble them in the duist. Pomes-
tic cats rnay xnioul in the gardon at
niglit to a certain extent, but a line
mnust be drawn; after that they must
be chased up trees and barlced at, if
necemsry, ail night. Opossumns and
native cats are unfit to cumiber the
earth, and must be hunted into holes,
wherever possible. Cows and other
horned animnais must flot corne into the
yard, or even look over the gar-
dca fonce, under penalties. B3lack
fellows mnust be barked at, and
their dogs cbased to the uttermost
limita of the habitable globe. Sucb
were the principal points of the
crecd subscribed to by Sam's dog
Rover."

TIse articles on old Scotch Univer-
sity life, on Japan, and on Libraries,
are good; that on Humane Inventions
ia excellent. In another article, the
iWiter very properly lauglis at the
cormentary-mania prevailing wîtla re-
gard to Shalcapeare, among sorne wsould-
be critics.

Mfetsic.-Arniong tise songs ste have
heard of late, two have especially
pleased us, and wo. wosild advise ccir
lady-fliends to try themn. The first is
a. little xnelody, beginninig, IlRiver,
river, geatie river!t" Thse other la
both written and coxnposed by Charles
Maekay, and the sentiment is so good,
that we are temnptcd to insert it. If
every lady in the land could sing sucb
sentiments Lito the hicart of brother,
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