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other atist, sliould be true te nature. But what artist

could we tolerate, if ho wero always stting befome us tIe

most repulsive scenes in history 1
We had thouglit tliat it was the function of the artist

te show the ideal in the rosI ; se that wilst nature was

placed before us, we slîould, as it wore, sec something

igler sud nobler shining throuizb the reality. And we

maintain that this is the truth of nature sud experience.

You caunot pliotognapli the wliole of asy scone. Every

event bas its interior as well as its exterior. Every act

represcuts nincl more thas it expresses. Even failures

may snggost the possibitity of succesa.

But our Zolaists revel in thie disgrace of humauity.

jThey rejoice te show our coarsoness, our baseness, our

selfishuess, eur asimality. Has humnanity uothing, but

these qualities ?Isl it net striving towamds somnething

better 'b Has it net in some measture attaiued '

Vie are net pleading s0 mucli for wbat lias been called

moral purpose. Sud sa purpese may ho tee conspicueus

sud defeat its ewn end. Most pensons are agreed that the

admirabto literary work of the late Mr. Cliarles Reade was

distinctty marcd by the pamphleteering spirit by which it

was pervaded. A writer wlio is true te hnmanity will teach

abundant moral bassons by simply sliowing us liow mon

really live sud act. But we hlieve that the true atiat,

as Ciceno said of the truc orater, must be a good man, a

man witb bigli sud noble aspirations sud philanthropic

purposes, sud sncb s man's writiug will aise the readen

sud net depress or degrade him.
Writers like Mr. Howells, whe fancy that tliey have

discovered the secret of writing novels witliout a plot, or

witbent a plot which is of the least importance, may be

fashionable with a certain clasa of persons for a certain

period of time. But, after ahl, people wlio read toies

want stotries, Tbey want net merely descriptions, more or

less vivid, of scenery, sud dialogue, sometimes doyven,

somnetimes insspid, sud of ton vcry wearisome, they want

incident; sud ltimately tliey will goî te those wlio pro-

vide it ; and wc believe they will ho riglit. Even merbid

analysis of the contenta of thie bunan conscieusuesa will

only go a little way te satisfy ordinary luman beinga.

Hero sud there it may add a flaveur te the report ; but it

must net make the whole of it.

While we write there lies hefore ns a contribution by
Mr. Oscar Wilde te the Jnly nuinher of Lippincott. We
suppose that Mr. Wilde would le descrihed as as esthete,
sud perlaps a styliat, sud pembapsa sremanticist. No

doulit, Mr. Wilde is a vory doen mn asd we believe lie

is mucli admircd. Doubtless, tee, there are pensons

wbe will rave over sncb writing as this sud go te sleep

over thc pages of Walter Scott. By a chance there lies

nean thc magazine a novel of Walter Scott's. It las net

becs reckoncd eue of lis groatcst: it is IlPeveril of the

Peak." And yet as we pasa oven a paagrapî on two in

the magazine, sud thon turu te the pages of the great

wizand, we seem te lie tunning fom a diaplay of second-

rate fie-works te gaze upon the calm, stsmny hbavons.

We want ne eue te imitate Scott on Thackemay or

Dickens ; but we waut our writcrs te be simple sud satural

in the true sense, we will say, in the accepted sesse. Vie

had more te say ou Frenchi nevels, sud s good deal ou

Russian noela; but, for thc present, we must held our

banda.

LONDON LETTE R.

"T the Artiats' Benevleut Fuud Dinner tIc otleýr dayA (writes Mr. Frith te me this mrnng) whereMils
was in the chair, h odus of something that a
liappened te him whu nlie was a boy, which 1 do't tiink
lias ever becs in pint. Se it may hcoef lise te yen.

11Whcn iMlillais was painting the 1'Ferdinand and Ariel,'
a dealer wlo saw it said if, when it waa finished, le liked
it as mucli as ho did thon, lie would buy it for a liundred
pounda. Millais was jubilant. Ho was living witb bis
father sud niother, and as they were badly off, the money
which they made up their misds was quite secure they
anticipatod sud tic gneaton part was spent.

IlAt ast 'Ferdinand' was finislid-do yeun ecollect it?
It was paiuted wlîen Millais was twenty, in '49, in lis
Pno-Raphaelite days, sud wss exhibited with a lot of bis
othera some yearm ago in Bond Street-and the dealer was
asked te cerne. But it was ne goed. 1'I pnomised when 1l
was liene before te lave the picture if I liked it,' le said.
'But I don't like it, sud 1 won't buy it,' sud off lie
went.

IlWIen the auxieus ld people wene teld in the other
rom you cas imagine thein distreas. There wss nothiuî
te lie dose but te netrencli. Se IlFunnished Apartmets'"
was witteu ont ou s card sud wafened te the front paleni
window, sud the family sat down te wait for a lodgen wI<
was te moud their broken fortunes by hleping witli the
retit.

"lA week or two after this, another dealer dropped into
the painting-room just to look round, bringing with himn
an old gentleman in a blue coat and brass buttons.
Millais ahowed them what lie was doing, and the strange
old gentleman listened wth sympathy to the story of the
disappointment, looked attentiveiy at tht, 'Ferdinand' on
the easel, and seomed to, know a good deal about pictures
and to care for thei. To Millais he gave srnne kindly
advice, and finishod by pulling a book ont of his pocket, a
book ho particularly recommended to, young artists. 'l'il
give you this copy,' hie said, ' if you will promise to, read
it. And if you will fetch nue pen and ink l'Il write your
namne in it.'

"So the old gentleman in the blue coac and brass
buttons took the volume te a side-table in the painting-
room, wrote in it, and brougylit it back to Millais. 'Mind
vou read it now : mind you read it; it will do you good,'
lie kept on repeating.

"As Millais was letting them out of the front door the
dealer contrived to whisper that his companion was Mr.
Ellison-the Mr. jEllison by the way who afterwards left
picturos to the Fitzwilliain Museum in Camubridge. So
Millais on roturning to bis work opened the book whicb
had been se highly recommended hy this judge of art,
whose nime of course ho knew, and as he opencd the
covers there foul out a cheque for a huudre<l and fifty
guineas, sigued by Ellison, for the ' Ferdinand.' There's
a delightful surprising way of selling a picture. Do you
know wbat Millais declares was the first thing, lie did af ter
tolling bis people?' Fromi the window he unwafered that
1'Furnished Apartments' card and tore it up ; and since
that day lie says hoe lias nover had occasion to cal! in the
lielp of lodgers..

"lAt thie Academy last niglit 1 heard that one of the
miniatures lied been stoten fromn the case at three o'clock
one afternoou last week. At five o'clock, it was found et

pawnbroker's. At half-past five it was lianging again
in its place in the Academy. Quick work, that!

"i amn dlighted with Miss Duuca's'1 Social Departure.'
It's the cleverest book of the kind V've read. Lid
you hear Justin McCarthy wrote a leader on it in the
Daily News, an honour which in nîy humble opinion it
f ully deserves 1"I

A4propos of the last paragrapli in Mr. Frith's letter, .1
recollect the pleasure with whichi one used to cut the Lady's
Pictorial evory week, ail ageg for that new chapter on
"Ortliodocia and Orthodocia's advcntures," hidden away

among, the fashion-plates and aiong the bits of intelligence
about the noblity and gentry. (Qute diable allait-'d faire
dans cette galér-ý ?,) I recolloct, too, sayîng sornething in
TuE WieiE, while the story was runniug, expressive of
my admiration for the work of this charmiug Canadian
writer, from wboin lier sister-journalists in England have
everything to learn. Lt is good to find one did iot praiso
too, soon, neither heodlessly or foolîshty. To the ast. word
of the last chapter the "lSocial Departuro"I kept up its
cliaracter of uncommon excellence. And now that the
"lAdventurcs"I are republished and everyone is reading them
-it is only your lazy-minded dilettante who lias inclina-
tion for a serial-on ail sides you hear but one opinion.
That clear little clarion of T/he World, to which ail wise mon
listen, first 1 think drew attention to the quality of the
book. Thon, with many an elegant flourish of trumpets,
other papers followed suit.

What strikes one most in the generality of woman's
work is the absence of humour. (When they are witty
tliey are cruel, says Mr. Lang. Is lie thinking of the
tories of Miss Rhoda Brougliton, 1 wonder?> 'lbey are

seldom quite natural wlion tliey have a peu in their bands,
and if ono is not at ono's case, one caunot be amusing.
Now Miss Duncan is cmphatically at lier esse at aIl times.
Nover forcod, nover insi.sted upon, lier delicious and rare
feeling for the humorous side of things-fun which, pace
Mr. Lang, 1 find taiuted not at ail with cruelty-is haîf
auspected, like the onion in Sydney Smith's salad, and
animates the whole.

But perhaps it is not the humour of the "lSocial Depar-
ture"I that one cares for best. I n the naine of tlie
Bodleian," says a famous critic, Ilwliat have the general
public to do with literature ?"IlAnd the general public,
skimmîng the pages and making ont most of the story
from tlio clever little pictures with which they are orna-
mented, would not stop to consider whether the book is
wortliy of the namne of literature or not. (Ludeed, it is a
commodity of which tliey ca't judge, as the absurd mis-
takes that are contiuually made, tostify. 1 auj thinking
for instance of " Little Lord Fauntleroy," that success of
maukish sentiment ; of I hree Mon iu a Boat," that suce-
cess cf iftli-ratc Yankee jokos.) The general public,
attracted solely by Miss Duncan's fu, will judge ber by
lier fun. But to a small section, and it is a shamefully
smaîl section, wlio don't skipand really caro for readiug,
there is "lsomething beyond, boyouîd.'>

1 remexuber IlMes. (irowtlien's"I crowded little
8 drawing-roem in Assiniboia, where the gilt top of the
8 looking glass is cnt to fit the wall, and tlie kitchen wiudow,
1 from which she could soc the baby's grave under the trees
*in the ton-acre wlieat-flold. 1 remember a pale, weird
e weman, wliose draperies the girl-travellers came near, up

amongst the hlIs by the tonb of lyeasu, and Ilwlio made
r strange passes with a bell and a fan-rattle, strango postur

ings, strange measurod steps in a somi-circle, within the
ceîl-like little temple wliere she sat ail day to do lier reli-

r gion this service." lu the Cinnamon Gardens at Colombo,
0 was not Arabi Pasha wenderiug that day we drove up
e the white road bordered by low glossy bushies, and Ilthe

spicy breezes blew sof t 'er Ceylon's isle Î1" 1 have been

in Warren Hastings' old liome outsîde CJalcutta, in Alipore,
wliere, to keep secure certain paper.4 hidden in tho wall,
comes in the dusk of the evening the poor ghest in bis
plum-coloured coat sud lace cravat, the gbost of hiro who
lived through the long, long seven years of îisery in West-
minster Hall. And the Towers of Silence 1 remnein ber, and
the bui-ning of Chuittersingli, who lay witlt a îoop of yellow
nîarigolds across bis foot as the pnie.st set tire t the
funeral pile. Thon. beî3t of ail, I have lijard in the Tay
Gardons thc Bulbul singing te the Rose," a low, swoet,
dropping melody that fou sand ceased, aud tlîrobiugly feil
again,>' as the shadows of Ortbodocinanad the Presenco
sauntered acrosa the doorway of the Indian toîtil, and the
Chronicler, in the cool starlight, 5iat lookiug on at the old,
old Romance.

And recollecting liow these things and maî>y more are
told, it is hard to kecp myscîf fromt quotation. But if 1
speak of the gentie womanly touches, the genial frieridline-,,s
of the writer, wlio is sure lier readers will like and under-
stand lier gay desultory talk, the many delightful pages
through whidli, with somethuîîg of a phiouographic effect,
ono hears tlie laugliter sud jkso hs oigcîpîoî
less creaturos, it is because 1 caunot help recording bere
the pleasure this book bas givon to us iin England. 1 de
not want te criticise. One can bo content with the chiaril-
iug form and colour of a flower witliout caring to pull to
pieces and classify tlie delicate fragile thing.

WÂIL'n,.s 1>0YELL.

biCIU HARPS8

In youth the sou! is fuît of golden dreaums,
Euclianting visions chais lier woud'ring eyes;
Serone are ail lier days, lier life but seemis
Made for sweot rmusings iu leve's paradise.
She lies be'ieatli the laugbiu g laves of Jue,
Joy in lier heart and song withis lier seul:
October cones aud ail these leaves are strewn,
No beauty tcf t on barren brandi sud bole.
lier fendies fade beneath life's suinmer sunl,
As flowers whose graves are ini the long J une grass;
Hon dear dreams wane in (Iarkness, oee îy one,
1-er bepes ail hurn te ashes as they pas.
Tread liglitly ou the leavos of yester ye.al's
fleaped in the hollows of tite humtait heart;
For tliey are echo-harps ou whichi the toars,
Ro-slied by us for nîany a mcmoried smart,
Recaîl the threne of our dead liopes aud fears.

Brantford, Ont. KUYER S. SIIEli1AIN.

PARIS LETTER.

, T last the Cliatber of Deputies lias approaclîod the
I.Labour question. The subject could nie longer ho

postpoued. Thc proposod Bitl, wliose clauses have been in
eperation in Euglasd for mauy years, undertakes te deal
witli the employmout of dbldron, girls sud women, in
factories, mines, and worksliops. M. _Dumay, a teading
Socialiat, proposed te apply this check os overwork te
aliopsansd offices, whicli woutd bo an addition ef lbaîf a
million more establishiments for the (levernuînut te control.
The Australian law, fixing ciglit houms daily as tbe normal
work tinte, miglit anticipato a crowd of difilculties. Deputy
Aynard enquired liow the Governmeut iutended to apply
the law if voted in those cases, now se conmitn i Paris
and Lyons, where a father is himself a little manufacturer,
subacribes te a condcnaed ait, ateam, hydmaulic, or electnic
factory, for the motive powcr te drive bis machines at bis
ewn resideuce, sud where aIl the nmembers ef the family
work in comuion without coutiig the heurs. Thie Chaîtîber
lias decided te rauk sucli a homie as an erdinary factery,
sud the inspectons will have te miake domiciliary visits.
Except in very exceptions! cases, woiun will net ho
allowed te wonk atnight. The (Iiamber declined te sanction
Sunday as the weekly day for rest. Shortcning the heurs of
work meaus curtailing tic family earnings. TIhe fainily
counts upon the employer or the State te recoup their
bass. Breakers aliead !

M. Drumnont, the leader of the anti-leraelite Crusade
in Fiasco, declines te attend the anti-Seiitic- Cougress at
Berlin; net tlîat lie detests the J ews boss, but tlîathli dis-
likes tie Prussians more. lHe wishes al the saine the
work of persecutien good luck. M. D)rumont watits two
impossible thing-in France at least ;tlîst tie wealthy

F saelites ho bled pecuniarily, as white as the meat tbcy
eat, or reduced te the level of oîd cIe' meii ; and tlîat al
J ows lie compeld te wear a kind of badge te onable Ilshent
per sliont " geutiles, atheists, sud inat(rialists frein rubbiug
against them in thonouglifar-es. Sullirance is stili te be
the badge of ail the tnibes -save the lest iees. Lt is
singular that sucli /in de siècle views should ho oves cun-
reut. Respectiug the badge, it was France or rather Paris
that firet decreed that outward sud visibîle igu for the
Jews in tIe tbirteenth century.

The Jewesses, tic prettieat Jessicas net excepted, bad
te wear an oval voil, on which was stitcbed a pieco of
circulan yellow stufl, a few inches in diameter, with a wholo
iu the centre. Shlocks liad te display asîsmilar badge,
either on the breast of their blouse, waistband, or in the

e bat. And this mark ef infasîy was te bc worn as ealy as
seven yeans fer boys, sud thurteen for girls. The penalty
for appearing in public wîthout the yellow sign was ive
sens per day St. Louis increased it te ton, sud Charles V.

e te tweuty. If the law ceuld be applied now, a liandBome

Ilwiudfall cenld ho secuned for the Treasury. iPhilippe le
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