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the entertainment which. the American press affords its readers, it would
ho equally absurd to deny the existence of mucli more that we can regard
with nothing short of envy. N otwithstanding the fabulous wealth and
reputed book-buying liberàlity of the great Republic, few American mon

of lettere are pecuniarily above gaining an honest penny by contributing

to the daily newspapers. The IlSyndicate " syetem, by which a number

of papers wliose circulation doos not confiict, buy and publish the samne

article upon the samne date, gives the lionest penny obviously respectable

proportions, in many cases indeed rendering the newspaper markets more
profitable than that of the magazines. The resuit is that much excellent

work notably in essays and short stonies is scattered broadcast throughout
the country with no small appreciable effect upon popular culture. This

syetem, with its obvious advantagcs, does not obtain in Canada. We have

nobody to write the essays and the stories, to begin with; and if we had,

the great inequalities that exist in Canadian journalism would effectively

prevent this disposition of them. Neither the Globe nor the Mail, for

instance, would deign to print anything, that appeared elscwhere in the

Dominion ; and a community of interest between these two journals is the

one millennial resuit which the Canadian imagination wholly faile to grasp.

ON~ the "lother aide," however, the syndicate system is growing im-

mensely and deservedly popular. It embraces nlot only novelettes by Mrs.

Frances Hodgson Burnctt and social studies by Elizabeth Stuart Phelps,

but sermons by Beecher and Talmage; articles on houeehold management

by Marion Harland, papers on political economy by Henry George, and last

and latest, even book-reviews by distinguislied critics. Julian Hawthorne

.îs one of the first in this field of litcrary uscfulness. Its advantages and

disadvantages are manifest. On the one hand, many readers get a clover

man's opinion of a book whicli is enjoyable reading; on the other band, if

the clever man sliould be cleverly unjust, many readere receive a wrong

impression and a great literary wrong is done to somcbody who wrote the

book, and everybody who refrains from roading it-a wrong which is of

course the more remediless the larger the number of people it affects and the

more dietinguislied the name of the perpetrator. Julian Hawthorne, in his

review of Mr. Adam Badeau's IlAristocracy in England " lias donce nobody

a wrong, unless indeed, it be himself. Mr. Adam Badeau lias won the
regard of the American nation by giving it a Boswell-like book about

General Grant-upon whose staff lie served in the late Rebellion. Last

year hoe imposed upon this regard a novel about officiai life in Washington

and Cuba, in which a number of well-known people were soundly abused

under a very thin disguise, and Mn. Adam Badcau, who was at one time

U. S. Consul at Cuba, greatly glorified under a somewhat thinner one.

And quite recently, Mr. Badeau approached the American public again,
quite eafely this time, with the reeult of bis industrious annotations in

England, wliere hie had aiso the honour of serving hie country for a

number of yeans. To any one acquainted with Mr. Badeau'e previous

work, the contents of IlArietocracy in England " would be a foregone

conclusion ; and to those who have not hiait this privilege, Mr. Hawtliorne's

review conveys the samie conclusion with an art that is very admirable

indeed. Seldom has faint praise been dealt forth more damningly than

this of Mr. Hawthorne's, or,-one instinctivcly feels, more justly.

'* * I may say at once that lie lias done lis work very cleverly.
That bis book should have any literary value was not, of course, to ho
expected. The style, in epite of a certain pretension, lacks dignity and
clearnese, and the author occasionally betrays ignorance of the truc mean-
ing of Englieli words and forms of speech. AUl this, however, je nothing
to hie discredit!1 He lias evidently taken pains to do hie best, and it is not
every man in the world wlio can afford the luxury of a liberal education.
. As a servant of tlie Amenican Goverament lie lias enjoyed a long
residence in England, and lias succeeded in finding hie way into exalted
circles there. But the grandeur of hie surroundings did not make him
forgetful of the Republic; lie took notes of ail that lie saw, beard, or could
discover, and now presents us with the resulte of bis industry....
There are many facte whicli Mr. Badeau, knowing wliat lie lias liere set
down, muet aiso have known; facte as interesting as, or more so than, any
which lie lias recorded, and one cannot helpi wondering wliy lie las lef t
tliem out. It can hardly be from any tendernese for Britishi feelings, for
hie tone tliroughout the book is ' almost gratuitouely democratic-so much
se as at times to perplex the reader, wlio etrugglcs to understand liow
a gentleman of viows so radical ehould have been the valucd friond of the
people whom lie so cleverly and even eliarply criticises. One would have
supposed that the Englieli aristocracy would have been more reserved.
No doulit, however, thie eupposed characteristic of theirs lias been greatly
exaggerated by report. Again, if servants will tattie, the sterneet virtue
can ecarcely avoid lietening. - It is fuli .of curious and even useful
information, and if it omits any profound othical or philosophical deduc-
tiens from the matter in hand, no person of philosophical or ethical acquire-
mente (to say nothing of others) will ho apt to regret the omission!I
# . The ari8tocracy of England is certainly a etimulating theme,

whetlier treated from the point of view of a vulgar tattler or a wise
sociologist.

It is difficuit by extracte to give any idea of the veiled irony of tlie whole
rcview, the finished art which lias doubtless ene this convcyed to Mn.
Badcau and haif of The World's readens the impression of Mr. Hawthornc's
genia] admiration, and to the other haîf tlie impression of hie supreme con-
tempt. It is almost dishoneet, so double is ite suggestiveness, and yet
we cannot witlihold our approbation, so fitting je the treatment to its
subject.

It is a pity that Mr. Hawthorne, after so subtly and eevercly condemn-
ing the vice of Il vulgar tattling " in Mr. Badcau, should proceed to supply
the deficiencies of hie book in that line, by a littie essay of bis own upon
the Englieli aristocracy which leaves nothing to lie desired upon the score
of evil suggcstivonese. Any departune from the dignity of letters in a
litorary nobody like Badoan, je thrice to lie condemned in this littérateur,
who lias fairly won the riglit to wear hie father's epure. That the depart-
ment of literary criticism should lie invaded by the catoring spirit that
possesses American journalism, je a thing to lie deprecated. That one who
bears the most honourod name in Amenican fiction sliould condescend to
use it for this purpose, je positively saddening.

SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

THE C'ONTRI4ST.

1.

THE mendiant tires of town and trade,
And hates the pavement's rumbling sound;

H1e longs to movo in stepe fnot made
By one most duli, mechanie round.

In spite of hie possessions vast,
And coffers higli heaped up with gold,

Towards Nature's realm hie mind is cast
Witli wislics strong and manifold.

The habite of hie life have wovc
Hie soul and body in a net,-

He cannot freely think or move,
Or hie close prison-house fonget.

"If I could see the fields and trocs,
Or wander whenc some brooklet straye,"

Hie says, I should have joy and peace,
And round my life with hiappy daye."

II.

The poet stands bcneatli the eky,
And ail tlie wealth of Nature sees;

The rivulet running gently by,
The woods, the fields, the birds, the trees.

But in hie lieart is hunger soro;
Wislies that clamour uncontrolled

Accuse lis want of wealtli and store,-
Hie coffers nover filled with gold.

Ho tires of hopes which take their shape
To fit the heant-beats of a king ;

And through the grief hie verses drape,
With mocking rhythm lie tries to sing.

JOEL BENTON.

THE ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS.

THOSE wlio remember having visited the "lToronto Zoo" when it wae finit
opened, six or seven years ago, would no doubt lie eurprised at the marked
progrese that lias been made since then, wene they to inspect the present
institution, located in Exhibition.Park. 0f course, even now, those familiar
with the wonders of the London (Eng.) Zoological Gardons and of Central
Park may feel inclined to laugli at the Toronto Zoo in its presont stage of
infancy; but, as "great oaks from little acorne grow," so al thinge muet
have a beginning, and a good beginning is ueually prophetic of a good end.
The genoral appearance of the "lZoo Gardons," with its tnim fiower.beds
and grass-plots, is noat and pleaeing, and the littie pathe nunning bore,
there and everywliere, are not only convenient but picturesque. Visitons
to the Exhibition this yean have found it quite a relief to leave the cnowded
grounds for a while to spend a quiet hour in the study of Natural Histony,
and the unbounded deliglit of the juvenile portion of the community alone
amply repaye any panent who may have cntertained misgivinge about the
wisdom of entening the precincte of the wild animais. If the man eliouting
outeide the Gardons is to lie believed, the Zoo muet lic a wonderful place
indeed, for hie voice is hoarse witli emotion as lie invites the public to
"ewalk in, and see the representation of cvery animal under the sun, for
the emaîl sum of one dime and a haîf. " Hie assertion is doubtlese accepted
witli a grain of sait, but tbe invitation is not refueed, and the people fiock
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