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mnen to take more interest in the "iLit." than they dc
How often are we warned in the valedictories to speal
every chance we get. We ail admire a man who can gelup and speak, and the onily way to become able to do so i,to practice, and there is no better place to practice than inthe "lLit." meetings. Tiap REviEw wishies success to the
"Lit." Council of '98-'99.

After the elections the out-going members read theivaiedictories,' of whicli Mr. Bushell's might be specially
men tioned.

THE GOOD-NIGHT PIPE.
How gratifying to Julia Arthur must have been thehomage of hier own countrymen, of realizing that even inlier own ]and she was "Il ot witbout bionour."
There is littie lef t to be said of bier triumph, of hierwinning personality and clever acting'L. We are justly

proud of bier as an actress and as a woman. Such as sheraise the tone of the stage, and it neyer needed elevating
more than at the present time, when theatrical combines
are forcing men and woznen of genius to sink their owntalents and individuality in catering to the demands of apublic too ready to be iinposed upon. Many conidemn a"lLady of Quality," but even though it 'is pronounced
faulty in so many respects, Julia Artbur's interpretation
of it, hier clever portrayal of a inost difficuit part, have
saved the play from being a dismal failure. You live hiercharacter with bier; you suifer with bier, sympathize with
and condone lier.

Our hearts go out to the bonny Canadienne in biersuccese, and our wishes for a complete future in the un-
certain realms of stageland.

"The oak bas an eccentric fashion of growing-knotty
boughs, sombre foliage, rougli and coarse bark ; but bie isthe oak, and it is because of ail this he is the oak."-
VICTOR HUGO.

0f late there seems to have been a growing demand andlove for negro songe, for plantation melodies, and thequaint sentiment, 80 crudely, yet beautifully expreeeed ofour dark-skinned brethren. Negro luilabies, negro love-eongs and negro folk-lore form the theme of many of ourpopular songs. Tbey are so different to ail others, 8odistinctive in tbeir setving and wording. The simple
pathos of plantation life, the queer superstitions of a racemisjudged and misuriderstood, the tragic hopeiessness ofnature crusbed and subdued, ail find expression.

W'e see the darky labourers, the white fields of downy
cotton, the small cloeely clustered buts) the ubiquitous
dark-eyed pickaninny-millIons of them-and the swarthywhite-turbaned lemammny," that ilarriet Beecher Stowe
bas immortalized.

Or we can turn to tbe deligbts of the IlUncle Remus"
stories, the adventures of Brer Fox, I3rer Ralibit, and the
other creations of Joci Chandler Harris' pen, so full of
humour, so ricb in imagination and so quaint in legendary
seriousness.

It is a rich treasure bouse of enjoyment and profit-one
that must and should flnd recognition in the present and
in coming years4.

ciPray to Him !-Tbinking'e praying very often, and s0is being sorry and asbamed when one's done a mean tbing
and being glad when one's reeisted a temptation, and
grateful wben it's a fine day. Wbat is it but praying
when vou try to bear up af ter losing ail you cared to live

.for! There cala be prayers witbout words as well as songe,
I suppoge."

IIMrs. Martin's Company," by Jane Barlow, is a delight-k fui littie volume of short stories, replete with Jrisbi wit,ýt humour and gladnees. Those wbo bave read IlIrishi8 Idylle," by the samne authorese, know liow interesting arebi er sketches ; tbey are so truly national and characteristic
9 in style that one graspe at any insight into these "lshortand simple annals of the poor," living ini the little

island Ilbeyant the wather."
r Some of the stories ini this volume are, IlMrs. Martin'eCompany," "lA Loet Recruit,"' IlAfter Seven Years," ACase of Conscience," witb otbers equally good.

1I must be up and doing-ay, each minute;
The grave gives time for rest wben we are in it."

"VOX ET PRi.ETEREA NIHIL."
Witt/ apologies to A lfred Austin.

Wbat is the voice we bear
Singing across the sea ?
The song that it singe ià hardly clear,
And is wanting in meiody.
'Tis the proud, free laureate cailing,
Calling loud to the proud and free Yankee.

And it saye to him " Kineman, bail !
I bave lived in the ehade too long!
Put away from you now as a worn out tale
The Kipperling's Jubilee Song;
But read A. A. wbile hie rhymee do last,
And you can't go very far wrong."

_________Tis.

NOAH OUTDONE! AIND COLUMBUS LEET IN
THE SHADE !

THE CRUISE 0F I"THE UNDERTAKER'S JOY."

Wherein the adrýentures andl ha rdships of tu'o of the l" aildedYoitth " of C'anada are trWdy reported and other in-
teresting cire umslances observed.

(Continued from lest issue.)

V.
LT is always the unexpected that happens, and, incredi-

ble as it may seem, gray dawn at last broke in the east ;then, of course, both the Baron and the Boy Trapper feul
into profound slumber. Ilow long they might have
remained in this state of unconscious bliss wbo can tell ?But suddeniy they were startled into a state of eemi-wake-
fuinese by the arrivai of a peramhulating milk-facvory-
just in timae to add bier contribution to the breakfast table.
How the farmer's heart muet bave beaten witb ecstatic
joy that morning as -the old lady banded over to bini onesolitary quart of milk 1 It must bave shaken bis faith in
cow-nature!

Thougbts of breakfast now rise uppermost in their
breasts. They lave theinselves in the lake and then theBoy Trapper announces that the porridge is ready. "iJuet
a trifle thin," be adds apologetically. "IOh, don't bother
about a littie thing like "that," replies the Baron,
generously.

Tbey seated tbemselves and glanced fondiy at tbesteaming pail. Someone bas said that baîf the pleasure is
in the anticipation-the Baron and the Boy Trapper will
back tbat statement. The cover was removed. Botli
sbuddered as they Iooked at the juicy compound. As the
Boy Trapper buried it ini the next fleld, lie wrote the
foliowing epitaph upon ite tombstone-

"Dread mixture of oatmeal and water!
No digestion could stand the etrain

It resembled porridge only
As the miet resembleis the rain."


