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Thackeray,

poeople s our dear Becky Sharp, and
Lord Bteyns, should ever be mentioned,
Lady Southdown appearod respoctable,
mimitably ridiculous, and, on the whole,
oood : those onjoyed the fun of Tady
Southdown who lizd never spoken to a
Countess in their lives. Sowe might
fancy that one-haelf of the awusement
one gets out of her proceeds from her
pompeus “ fagone de parler;” but it is
not 20, People recognised Lady South-
down, whe couldw’t in the least appre-
ciate such sentences as * Jane, I forbid
you to put pem to paper;” “T will
have my horses fo-morrow morning ;™
they delighted in Lady Soulhdown on
her own merits cotirely, Ofler men
might have known the labity of thoe
British aristovracy as woell as Thackeray,
who was brooght up wnong thew, g
it is Thackerzy vnly wha hus taken one
of the most peenlindy miistoeratic of
them—one of thew Whose every word
and every thouglt was exclusive—and
made her a charagter lo e umlerstood
by every class and for all time.

And, besides tho originality of thesn
thres great characters, any one of which
would form tho nuelous of & sucvessful
novel, Uliers was another fact about this
most wonderful etory, which no men of
bumour can ever furget—we mesn the
names wlich the author gives his eha-
metere.  There wow an inliuite field of
fun and suggestive Lomour opened fo
us by those wounderful names. Lach
name in Vanity Fair sugrests a history.

Marquis of Stoyne, for instance, Not
Barl of Steyne—that would e too Saxon;
not Duke—that would be oo personal,
for, although there are more Dukes than
Marqguiscs, yet they are better known.
Marquis, & tille like Viscount, with a

glight French smack shout it, corre-
g ing to his smateur rose-water
whi ; and then Steyno, & name

which ringa on tho ear us frue as Bock-
ingham or Bedford, and yet one which
instantly suggests to one Brighton, the
Pavilion, George the Fourth and aoll his
set. Then Lord Southdown, gentlest of
beings, brought into the world to be
ghorn ; eecond title Lord Welsey ; family
name Sheepshanks ; seats, Southdown,
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and Trottermore.  Apain, that gaunt
and dreadful person, Lody Grizals Mae-
beth, deughter of Lord Grey of Glowry;
and the wonderful German dancer whom
Becky dances off his legs, the Count
Springbok ven Havhen-laufen,  If one
began to point out the fun of the names
in “Vanity Fair,” ono conld write a
Look as big as “Vanity Fair® itself
Taks the names of the exceedingly
doubtful ladics, with whom Becky has
to make it up in her fall, after having
cut them in her prosperity, when ehe
was pitempiing the to her impossible
task of being good without three thou-
sand a year., Here they are—the Mar-
guise de la Croche-cassée, Lady {racken-
bury, and Mrm. Washington Wkhite.
Were there ever three such names for
slightly unfortunate ladies |

To follow lum through the wild jun-
gle of fim into which he gots when he
taltes ws te the German Court of Pam-
pernisizel, with all the infinitaly smgges-
tve ahsardity of the names which it
pleases him to uze, wonld be impossihle.
The erowning point of this unequalled
nonsensical wisdom, is the triumph of
British diplomaey, in arranging the
warrisge Letween the Prince of Pumper-
nickel with the FPrincess Amelia vem
Humburg  Schlippon-Sehloppen — the
French candidote Princess Potziansend
Donuerwetter huving been pitched tri-
umphantly overboard, to the confusion
of M, de Macabau the Fronch minister.
Schlippen-Schloppen must have been
sigtor, ono would think, to cur own poor
dirty, down-at-heels, Queen Caroline ;
and Prineess Potrtausend Donnerwetter
(Duviltakeyon Thunder-and-lightning, it
might ba very locssly rendered) what
sort of o lady was ehe @

Another point about this wonderful
book—a point which we conmot paes
over—ia the way inwhich the suthor has
illustrated it. For the first time we
found & novelist illustrating his own
books well. At times, nay very often,
wo could seo that the great brain which

ided the hand, in its esgerness to fix

s images on the paper, mede that
hand uusteady ; that, in eecking after
the end alsp, there had been some impa-



