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l'iue Lfes Refusqe. A .Sicilian RHomnce.
By HENiy B. FULLER. Boston and
New York : Hesiglton, Mifflin & Co.;
Toronto: Williaîin Briggs. Pp. '284.
Price, $1.50.
Mr. Fuller knows his Italy weil-from

.IEtna's fires to Alpine snows. He seenus
more fainiiliar with tîsat " lanid ofalsiiinen's
past " than even Dante's or Petrsrcli's
self couid be. He is ieurned ini its lore,
is saturated witli its spirit, and is in
synipatliy with its aspirations. Far be.
yond'the interest of the soiewliat tenuouis
thread of tihe story are the graphie
studios of Route, Naples, Paierno-their
nueeinories and associations.

Qusisa uté. By ANTONy HOiE. Toronto:
BricgS. Pp. 376. Price,

In lus latesit book Mnr. Hawkins leaves
,lis field of înedizeval roinance and contes
<iown to thse present tinte. His story lias
its scene ini Great Britaini during a con-
tested eleetion sncli as that wviicîs the
distinguislied autlior bas liinself jusit
beeni pas.ýsing tlirougli. Fortuniateiy for
the rea ding public ho ivas unsuccessful.
It is easy tu find a Meînber of Parliainesît,
but a genius of Antony Hope's character
is nîucls moure rare. Ho 'discusses in-
cidentally tise Labour Question, tIse High
Ciîurciî Moveniient, Woinan's Suffrage,
Fenianissu, and otîsen live questions. A
vein of romsance, of course, runs tisreuglî
tihe Stoxy.

.Philip WVicodi. By ROuiEnT NEnLsos
STEî'iiEN5ç. Toronto : William Briggs.
Pp. 412. Price, 75 cents.

This is sinother of tIhe historicai taies
,.bicli hsave of late I)roved su successful.
It is a story of tihe Revolutionary WVar, and
describes9 suisse of tise complications wlsicb
arose fronts a division in fainilies caused
by the confliet of Ioyalty to tise king and
synipatliy withi the revolutiunists. It
describes the Britishî occupation of New
York, and tise scene afterwards sbiftai to
London, wlsere, after long estrangenient,
busband and wife are recunciied aîsid
ressnited.

Old Oeean's Ferrij.. Coisspiled hy JOHN
CoLGATE HOYT. New York: Bonnel,
Silver & o. Toronto: Wiiiian Bniggs.
Pp. 266. Price, 50 cents.
This is just the book for tîsose "tat go

down, to thse sea ini slips, and tîsis ahssiost
oqverybody nowadays does. It gives just
the information whichi people wisli to,
possess, describes sea life, explaîns naut-
seat terînis, gives ship faets, sen supersti-
tions, novelties and inventions, tolls how
to avoid sea-siekness, quotes sailors'
yarns and sailors' songs, itind the lik e.

Tihe Makinfi of a. CIsrislian. jSted-ics in thse
Art of Hfoly Living. By JoHN MAc-
LEAN. Toronto : Williuss Briggs.
Montroal: C. W. Coates. Halifax:
S. F. Huestîs. Pl). 125. Pnie, 75
cents.

Dr. Maîclean bias written mucli and wel
on snany subjeets, but lie lias not written

-ntin g tat, ini our judnnt is Su,
l)Iacticaslly tiseful in the buldn up of
character, and inspiring noble ideals as
this lîttie book. We cosnsniend it to ail
wlsu wisli-as wh'1o does iiot ?-to inake
their lives Isarinonize witli the nsind and
wîll of God.

PAIN- Asn) Soîrnuow.
The followîng exquis!tc verses are froni

a now poin entitled " Ad Astra " whichi
inay ho parapbrased as " Heavenward, "
by Charles WVhitwortli Wynne, pubiislied
by Grant Richards, London, price five
Shillings. Froin the speciniens .we bave
seen wve judge tîsîs to be one of thse inost
notable poeins of recent years.

What nman is there tisat hath a sickly chilù,
That dotîs net love it more tîsaný ail the

rest?
Titus is unir grief for sorrowv reconcilcd,

And larger love êixaits the pairent's breast,
Tise littie sufferer 18 of ail most blest,

For love and sysnpatlsy are dearer far
Titan ail the joys tisat, otiser chldren share.*

So cvcry sorrov bsides a central joy
Andi witli ail 8uffcring andi pain'd under.

Song
There is a Ieavenig mixture of ailoy,

Tîsat more than conupensatzs thse secming
wroigi

For to ail sucb far other joys beiong-
A keener scnisibility to bliss,
A finer insiglit into ail that is.

-Su Pain and Sorrowi also have their part
In tihe great scîscnie of siniversal good,

Withotit then iiow refine the human heart,
Too soonà eiated uinlesa tbssse witbstood ?
So iiglstiy do we flit froînt nmod to moud,

We seldoim sec thse sorrow of tise thing,
Until the Angel Pity droops hier wing.
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