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" LITERATURE
I'HE BOOK OF THE WEEK

g William Barry,
Dgﬂmmaduﬁd Hnddanr! & Staughton.
e the Methodist Bock Dupot, Ade

" The eollection of esmays to which Dr.
Barry bas given the title “Heralds of Re-
volt” attracted so much attention on their

7

“Quarterly Review.” As readers of hie
ptories are well aware, Dr. Barry 1= Dot
only & man of highly refined and emiti-
vatsd taste but he has mads a very closr
study of modern literature and dogma,
with which, as stated in the subtitle, |
bis volume desls. Easays on the genius

of George Eliot and the author of “John
Inglemut” are followed by studies of
Carlyle 8nd Heine. The modern Fremch
novel is then examined, and a later chap
ter is taken wp with suggestive remarks on
"French reslism and decadence, “Neo
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rep ; 5. | |always excepting Cariyle, in modern li
What in the jargon of the day, was his | |$,7 07 Her bumor, like the melancholy
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to be away from the | | humor every apecies of originality, ear-
Ii:i;in:' -.gnthlnhe ries with it a peril for the owner, and is

fipal
eles
he
&iﬂlﬂﬁqﬂndlnﬁﬁﬂmtﬂchui he is =md at & wedding breakfast, and
ﬁuum Tin&rgu:ud noble | |liable to explode wpon him as well as his

?“lmu the Ideal, a8 i | |makes & pun at a funeral. And therefore

know this way | |friends, But George Eliot, being many

ﬂ‘mﬂ the standard .nfhtrul.h and | |things besides a humorist, has mot driven
hl the of his fellows. He sank | [in her mﬂf for t:mngrtulmmo-g;r the
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= S groontercod of r‘!:r Drnk, en Herbert Speneer bids her

'&t “l.ﬁdt rectituds and ouim. E::QH]E :E:pdﬂ the w nl.;hae Fit-
i t 'l ws back asks
o el Bl i v what is to he the [ate of all lovable

additica tha rememhbers down 0 Loamahire,
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what is to bhe the [ate of all the lovable
oddities she remembers down in Loamshi

re,
and ltillhm in her heart. It does mnot
soothe

er to be told that unleas they
perish the world cannot be perfect. Bhe
ohjects to perfection at such a price.
Georg Eliot was, of courss, an sgnostme
and had no belief in a hereafter. There
were wrongs whose only solution would be
the grave. The wicked might fourish like
a green bay-tree, but in time, like the bay-
tree, they would wither and be cut down.
As for their victims, the grave would end
their snfferings. Yet in the future of the
race George Fliot hed an ardent belief, and
if we cannot be bappy ourselves we can
premote the happigess of our descendantis
by legislative and nther changes that will
better their environment. And while re-
jecting the dogmas of Christianity, George
Eiot was a firm believer in its moral

ordle— ; helphul gt
langg i
of rilﬂlnit!m us! |

How unaffected,
be did the spirit 8- |
How foolish and unhappy we shall remain
until we Jearn those principles of true
knowledge, or science, which make it elear
that, however the Christian legends may
be exploded as mythical, the sayings of
Christ, the
humanity of Christ, the compassion of
B T e e
t relifion t & fo L
futl'l'r!!! Tt in a religion that many other
leading spirite profess to hold; but nome
bave on to ils aspirations in
shapes 80 clear and beantiful When we
bave looked voomn Dhnah Morris, Adam
Rede, '.'llnT?-l Tulliver, Dorethea Brocke,
and Daniel Deromde. through the eves of
the great woman who has drawn soch signi-
firant pfmmnﬁ: !":rrtn“&i“ ehall H‘;;"
guined an ireight | s mew religion
that has mo remarkable & literature and
‘tmf pime vt the scenire of ancia] sove-
reimnty. Ti it survives K will be in the
form that George Flint has given it.

Very differemt was the philosophy of
Heinrich Heine, if hiswttitude towards life
oan be ealled o philosophy at all. Rebel-
ling agninst the “dog wirtue of hum'lity”
with which he identified the Christian
ereed, and which abandoned the world to
Ceesar, and reserved all ils good things for
the privilered few, Heine oreached the gos-
pel of eelf-indulgence. Let everyone get as
muth pleasure as he could, and emalt the
flrsh with its vires and concupiscences, It
mns{ he remembered, however, that Heine
lived in p day when the laws of political
ecomomy were very mmperfectly understood,
snd  when inequalities of worldly fortuns
were regarded am an inevitable law of the
universe o more possible to combat than
the law which deerees that water shall not

run uphill Consequently Heine had nui {against all that Christians hold sercd can-

Laee af ame femee it e e aetebimn ! | a i meed webhant sn onsary Teeling that

pelf sacrifice of Christ, the |
white. For the abuse of his transcendent

' denoe—

run wphill. Consequently Heine had nui
hope of any improvement inm the existing
schema of the distribution of wealth, If
the poor were doomed to be unhappy let
them mot add to their uﬁuﬂ by ths
voluntary deprivations inculested by the
Christian creed, was his injunction:—

r For eight vears Heine lay dving. Did he
change hia Ehmnﬂr of thought lind hu{;:me'
a @ipoers ristian in those da
was often rumored? ‘it in 'lm:'d to h};.
The creed of welf-indulgence bad broken
down; he openly coniessed it, but it does
not follow that he put any better in ita

l . [ I i !
llnnlarﬂthz:nma 'h.-ﬂﬂnk:ﬁ
came to the ; and he .
ghook his cap and be_ifmm ight of eternity,
with a lock hali-frightened as a

the stage who feslw that hLe 18
his ., Here waa
ich in itter times or in
obedience ty the faith it
filled its pgemerstion with
kindled hopes, bghtened a
and drawn Lo itself un-
and wvenerstiom. Bat,
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a
no washing seven Hmes repeated will make
iits he must er at a higher judlg-
tht luutll’tl'bl.u l'..u“l::'l Henrihilq- when
we reflect Th:h mﬂ:lm of T. bring-
i on t small tyrannies
anier ‘which be hved in his native land,
on ths Paris of Loms Philippe to which
he was benished, on the sheence of a

Christian whether of individual
Al My shall
o & century wn

i he did nnt.fﬁi by his own

hand.

(me thing he has proved to evi-

genius without prineiple acts
only as a chaotic foree. And a second
Lhna ng mers i will save the
wWor d-__

Nietzache, o whom a chapter is given,
wn# in many respects a dieciple of Heme.
He certainly shored the aversion to Chris-
tianity as & “elave morality” which the
German poet profrssed during the greater
part of his life. But he was not without
hope of & great future for the race, though
the hope was buil: on & gueen foundation.
1t was that everyone would treat his neigh-
hor as his enemy and dedieate his energies
to the advancement of Number 1. Let
everyone get rid of that ‘‘slave morality”
that sympathy for others on which modern
demoeracy is founded, and so shall the
“overman™ be crested whose pmdu_ctiuu is
not & moral duty, but a physiological one

for mankind:— )
Nietzache's tremendons mvectives




{against all that Christians hold sercd can-
not be read without an uneagy feeling that
they do haps give form and impeto-
to what pman E:l'd]' deacribes an “th
iines of tacit opiniom,” u whic ]
shape their livem tho
few would defend them, even w the
doors wers shut, Morality is law, and
law is g jimit; how mignt mankind fufil
its destiny, wers limits abolished!]
Nietzache's gospel makes strength and
eunning the test of human advancement.
Only those are fitted to wsurvive who
|ean prove their worth by their ability to
trampie on, or overreach, their felowe
|This, as Dr. Barry observes, has not been
tha standard of human progress, even
among the Darwinians, for science teaches
the need of self-restraint in the individua
if the race is to advance. It repudiates,
as Huxley bas said. the “Gladiatorial theory
of exiatence.” But our mode of triatmen!
of the sick and weak, in Nietzsche's view
turns civilisation into s lamar-house
It is contrary to the method of Nature
who out of her garden the feebl.
kills the nnhealthy, cherishes the strong:—

These are new copceptions though
flung out ﬂtn ion of hatred which
even among anti-Christinns, is almost witn-
out parnllel, Nietzscoe gives in abitrac
form—he wns hardly capable of breatain.
into th: hollow phantom the breath o
life—precisely the samas view of religion
which Heine tricked out in the panthe
istie splendors of his book, ""Webe
Dvutschland ”  Spirit s a oegation, ar
rording to hoth these evinge i:ts, of "sens
and seeming”—the immirial soul, th
world to coms, a transcendent Deity, sin.
judgment, and conscicnce, are terms in A
fanciful Hﬂnrine,i Illitn t;l:hah:r &r star
gRrIing. was fu ime that the gu-s
tion ahould be “hdy of evolution whither
is it moving, and what is the law of ity
apeomt? [s the Christian crecd essemtia'
to it or can we so read the writing 0
man's fAesh and spirit as (o conclude tha
“seeming” is the only world. adiptation
t3 it the oniy wisdom? Is evolution
merely th: working out of a phy
sinlogienl  peoklem, or i it somethin-
in the end quite different?® Shall we bold
that phenomena are the sum of reality, and
take 2@ & principle that nothing is true,
evervthing is lawful? To bave stated n
question accurately, the wise tell us, is half-
wav to the answer, And in his headlong
iridescent etyle, the madman and gemus,
Friedrich Nietzsche, has siated the gques
tion of sclence,

How sharp is ths contrast between
Nictesebe and Pierre Loti, to whom a bril-
linnt esmay is devoted! Thooeh a wonder
ful story writer, Loti, eschews the world
of ordinary French movelists, and, indeed,
is hardly ocomscious of “society” and its
' ways. Him stories, exquisile in sEmplicity
a8 in wsiyle, depend for their strength and

I tiimis am #hn mmewam af inbrasnedd iam and

|as in wiyle, depend for their strength and
interest on the power of introspection and
their appeal to the instincts of love and
pity. Introspection, the effort to recall
past semsations. to stereotype a multitude
of ephemeral impressions—these toings
eometimes tend towards the morbid:—

In Loti, however, we find mony touches

that are ﬁ““{u!.nd delightful, pot at all
| morbid—the ¢hild-like fetshism of early
|things, from the #sunstained gar
de—wﬂ]. and the dark green Bea,
which, when he ®emw it f{or the
first time, seemad to rise wp om all

sides, “moving everywhere with a threaten
ing motion,” to the exotic savor of the|
house next door, which is redolent of
epicea and ecents from the Antilles. It e
an awakening world, the nssomations of
which were by-and-by to determine his
vocation, ?’h: sols , Wha worshipa
his mother with & French devotion, and |
hates sehool, and gets Aumt Claire to do
his lessope for him, ond “does oot want to
mlup," and makes friends of birda and

, and hunis after butterflies, who
eannot write a theme or a description—
much less a story—but keeps in secret the
diary of his own thonghts, and is looked |
upon by the other fellows in his class as |
“odd and ur{p'uh," while he torments him. |
well with relig

igious seruples, and thinks he
should like to be the pasteur of s lonely
parish, where he might renew the saintly
marvels of Jes cevennes, had already in his
composition everythi to which Pierre
Loti i indebted for his success in litera:
ture, He had but to print himeelf at
length in a volume, expressing with the
utmoet foree and distinetion his individusi
traita, ond fame was sure to follow,
Pierre Laoti is the nom de plume of M.
Viaud, the eaptain of a French frigate. In
1867, at the age of 17, he became & maval
cadet. ond later was able to renlise s
childhood's dream of & world-wide tour, in
which he would hold converse with the in-
habitants of many lands. A vizit to Tahiti
gave him a taste for tropical nature, and it
was after the exotic plants he loved so wed
that bhe was pamed by his fellow-officers
Loti.  His cosmopolitan tastss constitute
one of his principal charma. He hurnes us
from omc end of the world to the other,
now to unfold for v the drama of unhuppy
love played out on the waste shores and
bleak rocks of the northern seas, then to
show us lovers meeting and sighing by the
shores of the Bosphorus, or under the hril
lant heaven of Japan, or in some "Summer
isle of Eden in dark purple wastes ol sea.”
Like Kipling, he has discovered the rich
| store of literary romance which lies had
| under the problems of ethnography and
geography.  Hiz constont theme is the
relation of Western c¢ivilisation with a
primitive or an Oriental people. In
l”hluﬂam: Chrysantheme” we are m




pomremamn e wa—em e e e e e e o -
" i . ‘rame to hinself an ideal from the Bible
Madame Chrysantheme wWe @ m ks Book o e S S
= e vgn_trhi_:t we ‘hdm‘é.im I:h.e tender and EI'-I
Japan, that piquant land of mirth snd fen- piagLe PRCtures. he DRx heen BNOWIAR Us;

: i - i " e finest things in his voluomes sre but re. |
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betwern Burning san

|hornmg soil of Afriom: in “A=isade™ we

a simple story, bot told with such art, so
exquisite @ sense of pathos and such pro- |
found and artistie fesling for Nature as
will hardly be found in another living|
writer. To meditate on sanrises and sun- |
sets and wandey abont all eeas, escaping
from the petty miserics of ordinary exiat
ence inio an aerin] world of skies
waters—euch is Pierre Loti's delight. Un-
fortunately while rebeling against the cus
tﬂm mdut:h of life, mdl dtfnéhmmz
the es of a -secking wor e puts
no large philosophy in ‘their place:—
The human will, 8o powerful in fact, so
splendid a resource “p;: ought to be in
literatare, 18 with him of mmall secount.
Like oil floating on water, which slife over
it bot does not mingle with it, the human
ego. in these great circles ol aky and sea,
emerges, foats for a little, ia dissipated one
knowns not how, and Nature alone remains,
a triumph and a, mystery. Passive enjoy-
ment, passive m\umphtim, yielding sor-
row—these e the [Enstern temper,
which is that of M. 1oti. Compare with
it the Greek artist’s principle of energy,
resistant of creative, and let us see what
that has done in the world. With the cu-
uvation of inward moods there s no slignt
tendency IR pity to become self-pity, and
the natural impulses may be trained as on
the stage to piay & part mn which the act-
ing is everything. Nor do we believe that
M. Loti's pessimism will ;uin-.mee hm
against consequences. lis arrogance
may be &8 protest on behali of man Fthlt
there is in him a spirit, & chameter, which

g

does not deserve to be mocked by the
world of blind forces mow too stromg 1o
nim, But the Eﬂsim: 18 oot A mocker;
and “Bael" and Shiva, whom M. Loti—as
we lemrn from the quaint little story o
“Buleima''—is inclined to worship, are falss

The terror of the unknoxu is ome
thing; guite another is the m=ancholy of
the Unknowable., [t is astomishiog that
M. Loti ehould not perceive either in!
sFience or in jaith a hiting over his head |
of the epiritual heavens with their infinite
arure, when he has always the eyes, ani
very oiten the heart, of & ehild. Like;
Amiel, disgusted with the real, he cannot
‘rame to hunself an ideal Hpm the Bible
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