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CIIRONICLES OF CARLINGFOftD: SALLNt CILAPEL; by M1rs. Oliphant. New
York: H-arper. Toronto : W. C. (Jhewett & Co.

"Lot nie write the ballads of a nation,"t said a clever man, soine tinte ago,
Ciand 1 don't care who, iakes tlie laws." Ballads, bowever, are out of
fashion now, but their place is fillcd by worliE,, of fiction, which in these days
are ge nerally written with what is ealled a Ilpurpose.> Sometihnes it is te,
expose the iniquitous working of a poor-]aw, sometimes to drag te liglit the
atrocities of Yorkshire boarding sehools; now it is te exiol the virtues of
Christmas, and ag,,ain f0 expose cant in -encra], and the catit of society in
particular. We may be sure tîxat tlhis ncw use of works of fiction would net

be ,s ih'- of by leaders o? religious parties, and accordingly, during, the
last twcnty ycars, there have been plenty of novels whose particular 1 pur-pose'
was te exait some theological or eclesiastical notion. The bulk of these have
been cither I-igh Churcliand iractarian, or Roman Catholie; and. we reinember
reading one many years ago, wlich left a strong impression on the mmnd, that
the niarriage of the clergywas a terrible iiindrance te, usefulness, and that the
Church of England was a very humidram affair, compared with lier grand and

hwyparent, the ' old original' Catholie Church.
"Salemi Cliapel" first appeared in Blaclýweod's Magazine, which, as cvery-

body kiiews, is iligl Cliurch and High 'Tory te the backbone. Its conductors
have always hiad the character of hein'- uncomînonly wise in their generation,
and the appearance of this tale is a notable instance of their sagacity. Last
year was the bicentenary of British NonconforLnity, and our churches celc-
brafcd the event with vast eclat. Now te, give Dissent a stab under the fifth
rib in the very heur of ifs triumph, and cover it with ridicule while singing
poeans of self-glorification, would be a feat wortlîy of the redoubtable
Christopher North himiself. The thought was too good te, be les£; the tlîing
should be donc ; and, casting about for an instrument te effeet, their purpose,
the conductors of Blackwood liglited on that versatile and clever writcr, Mrs.
Oliphant. This lady was thon contributing a story called IlChronicles of
Carlingford," and as she had been famniliar in early life with dissenting circles,
nothingr could ho casier than te turu a rambling tale lik-e the IlChironicles»
into the roquircd channel. The resuit was elSalem Chapel," whichi, as a
means of effeeting,, the desired object, must be pronounced a splendid success.

Its purpose is lite inake Dissent, antd particularly )Independency, appear in
se odious and contemptible a Iighit, tiot ne mani of sense or spirit W-ill tlinkl,
of associating hiniscif with it. Nebody ean deny that it is a Very clever tale;
and cvcry one that undcrstands the workings of the voluntary principle in
cosnmunities liko that of Carlin-F'ord, inust in spite of hituseif, admire the
wonderful skill, with vich the li!'lit-feathiered shafts o? ridicule are directcd
te the loose joints of env barness. '\Iot more surely were thc arrows of
Lockzslcy directed te tlie unguardcd windows of Front de Beauf's castle (our
readers wilI excuse the referec, as we are reviewing a novel), tlian are -Mrs.
Oliphant/s inuendoes and delincations àgainst what are, or are supposcd to be,
these paris o? flic worhking of our systein which are open te, criticisci.


