LITERARY NOTICES.

Tows 10 Lamssit,—The Copp, Clarh Company,
Lo od have just published i book form the letters waitten from
s Mo by the Late Mo G WL Steevens o the London Dardy
Mae trom Ot ro, the day he landed i Cape Town, on the sery
eve et the war, to Dee 6, when within i tew das s of s fatad dloess
he wiete the wonderful wordepactuee, ** In a Conning Fowes,” where

[N

be sews us the Naval Bogade mantully play g thar pait an the
detorce of Ladysmithe The volume wall be treasured by all who
read st asaomemondl of @ man who had won, 0 a buef career, a
weli desenved enunence amonyg s comrades ot the press,  His

triend. M. Vernon Blackburn, has added a Last Chapter, " telling

uv soemethimyg about Steevens lamselt,  Unbike many who have
Wt red tame at an early iagre, he was unspoilt by his success, He
had o smgulaly winmayg chatacter. One cannot pay a better

tubete to s memory than to say, s can be said with truth, that i
Jus fen vedrs of strenuouns, active Jife he had made @ host of foeands
and not one enemy. In this, bis List work, as in his other wiiting,
the twao most prominent features are the wondertul vividness of the
descnptions and the simple directness of the natratinve.

wal teunnng at Oxford left him the pregnant phrease and the forcetul

s class:

eprgran ever at hand, while s experience as a0 journalist had
He had, too,
Look at his

taught i the folly ot lonyg and tedious descriptions,
agreat taculty for entering into the spirst of the thing,
first unpression of Cape Town,

“Atter the surprise of being ashore ag.iin, the first thing to notice
wasthe wire [twas as clear—but there is nothing else in existence
You felt that ali your life
hutherto, vou had been breathing mud and looking out on the world
thiough oz The town itself **seemed half Western American
with . fant smell of India— Denver with a dash of Delhi. . . . Cape
Town atself=rou saw it in a moment-—docs not hustle.  The
macmeny is the West's, the spint s the East < or the South's.”

Ihe following estiact from Mr. Steervens description of the battle
of L landsLeagte calls for no comment . —

ewr enough with which to compare it

A the men moved forwand before the enemy the heavens were
\\p«'m'd. With
the fitst stabbing deops horses turned their heads away trembhing,

From the eastern sky swept a sheer sheet of ran
and no whip nor spur could bring them up to . It drove through
The aw wis filled
with Inssing ¢ under foot you could see sohid carth melting mto mud,
and waad flowing avway i water.

Mackmtashes as af they were blotung paper.

It biotted out nll, dale and enemy
mone grey cutam of swooping water. You would have sind that
the heavens had opened o drown the weath of man.  And through
the gans stll thundered and the khehs column pushed doggedty one

Lhe mtanty came amouys the boalders and began to open out.,
The sepports and reserves followed up, and then w a twinkling, on
the <o patted hill face, burst loose that other storm

lead, of blood, of death.

the storm of
In o twinkling the first hine was dowa
hetand vochs firings fast, and the bullets came fhicking around them.
Men stapped and statted, stagrpered and dropped limpiv as of the
s Lowere cut that held them upright. The lme pushied ong the
spport and tesery es followed ap. \coloneltell, shot in the iam; the
regoont pushed one They came 1o 10ocky ridge about twenty feet
hig! They clung to cover, fitmg, then rose, and were amony the
shi o s ageain, A najor was lett at the bottom ot that aidge
with s pe i his mouth and @ Mauser bullet through his leg, his
o,y pushed on. Down agam, fice again, up again and on?
Ao ndge won and passed -and only a more helhsh hal of

bl Sevondin Mote men dowa, more men pushed into the fising
e ore death pipingg bullets than ever. The i was a sieve of
the ey beat on the boalders ke a million hammers ; they tore
the  Lhe a harrow.,

Y other adge crowned, another welcoming, whistling gust of
e more men dowan, more pushed o the finng hine. 1alt
tha i~ were down g the men pufted and stumbled on. Another

tallc tend !

Would the cursed il never end 2 It was sown with

dinyg and death behind, 1t was edyged waith sungiog fite
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God! Wouldat never end 2

And now it was surely the end.

before,

On, and get to the end ofit!
The meery bugles rang out hke
The pipes shiicked of blood and the
Fixbayvonets ! Staffofticers rushied shoating
from the r1ear, implonmg, cagoling, cursingg, slamming every man
Line--but at was a line no longer. It
Devons and Gordons, Manchester and

cock-crow on a fine mormme,
lust of glonious death

who could move mto hae.
Was o surimng W e ol men
Laight Hlorse all mined eatiicably ;o subalterns commandimyg regi-
wents soldiers vetbinge adaace, ofivess tinng carbines, stumbling,
teapinag, Rillingg, tallng, all diunk with battle, shoving thiough hell
And there beneath our teet was the
Boer camp and the last Boers galloping out of it There also-—
thank Heaven, thank Heaven !—were squadions of Lancers and

to the thioat of the enemy

Diagoon Guards  storoming m among them, shouting,  speating,
stamping theinto the ground, Cease fiee !V
twelve hours of march, of reconnoisance, of wait-

But halt an hour

CIewas over
g, of prepination, and halt an hom of attack.
crammed with the Tite of half a hifestime.”

The pages of the book brostle with such stetingy passages,  In
desenbung the home-comuing of the Dundee columa to Lady smith, be
wiotes, -

“Rents in ther Rhake showed white sk from their grimed
tands and heads vou nught judge them half red man, half soot-black.
Exvehds hong tat and beavy over hollow checks and pointed cheek.
bones.  Only the eve remamed  the sky-blue, steel-keen, hard,
clear, unconquerible English eye—to tell that thirty-two miles
without rest, four days without a square meal, six nights - tor many
—without a streteh of sleep, still found them soldiers at the end.”

Of the dreariness of the siege Mr. Steevens gives a most interest-
ing picture, relieving it by glimpses of the humorous side of things.
His chapter on the sailors in full of merry conceits.  Here is the
commanding ofticer’s opinion of a pertinaciously annoyving Boer
artillerist : —

s« That guaner,” sind the Captain, waving his stick at Surprise
Hill, tis i German,  Nobody but i German atheist would have fired
on as at breakfast, lunch and dimner, the same Sunday
hot for us when be put one ten yvards from the cook.

It got too
Anyvbaody else
we could spare. Then we had to go.” ™

But here also there comes o touch of longing homesse? ness:—

S lven as the constant blue jacket says, * Ryght Gan il ap,
s, there floats from below, ting uny, ting Five
bells! The sock-rending double bang loats oves you uniweard, the
hot sron hills swimaway,

iy - ingy
Fuvebells and youaue on dedk, swishing
through cool blue water amonyg white-clad Ladies i longg chairs,
gomy home.'

Fhic moment s dream of the homeward journes onthe linee s dedk
was not to begealized. N\ tew weeks  ore and there was the nud-
myht tunceal i Ladyvsmith cemetery, under the falling aan, wath the
Boetr searchlight from Bulwan lashing through the daikness, He
had yone home.

Re pyarD Kipnise's new amnal story, *the Elephant’s Chald,”
s a feature of the Aprl Ladies Jome Journal,  [Us the fust ofa
sesies of U ust Soo stones, and desaabesg waith Kiplingg s snimtable
drollery, how the elephant got Tus trunk,
Riady begiis an mterestingg seties of articles on his expesences as
A Missionary o the Great West, ” and Juhan Ralph wiites of
*The Chorr Boss of England.
ies of the Century,” wineh held the centre of the wotld's stage
their day, are graphically recalled, and “Singing *The Meswah® on
the Plains” gives a close view of the hite of « music-loving Swedish
Edward Bok, m deceying * The Ease With
supgests some restricting, umform lepislation,

Rev. Cyrus Townsend

The now almost forgotten ** Myster.

communny in the West,
Which We Marry,”
and speaks plamly on divorce. Lan Maclaren piys fns respects to
* The Genteel Tramps i Qur Churches,” “\n American
Mother 7 writes of * The American Woman in the Market-Plice.”
*Through Prctaresque dmenica’ s began in the Aprd Journal, two

and

pages bemy desoted toviews of the natural beauties of ous country,
A Successful Countiy House i New England - and ¢ Wellesley
Girls mr the Play * are amonyy the other notable pictornial features.



