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Tiiz UNxvmmsTy MAGAZINE extends its most cordial congratulations to,

Beatrice Redpath (Mrs. W. Redpath) on the appearance of thi8 volume

of exquisite verse. Mrs. Redpath has been for some time a contributor te

this and other magazines, but the preseut volume is the first publication of
her work in book form. The titie selected, Drawn Shuttes, admirably

conveys the tone and feeling of the work. The poems represent precisely

that mood of quiet reflection which comnes when the house is darkened and

the shutters drawn against the afternoon sun, and when the noises of thqe

street outside fali subdued and broken on the ear. One turne f rom thE

glare and noise of the world without to, muse upon the thought within.
The poemas in the volume are of various lengths, but of an equal excel.

lence. Some of them are exqui8ite little gems, embodied in a few lines

and yet presenting pictures o! a singular and striking beauty. Thus-

DAISIES.

Wlite daisies which are swept
By winds that softly blow,

They are the tears by little childreu wept
And 110w in pastures grow.

TUE SEA.

The sea is kind-it giveth rest
To those who wearied are,

Canopied by the criînaon west,
And eandled by a star;

The sea is kind-it giveth rest
To those who wearied are.

Others o! the poeins are longer and convey witli excellent condensatioi
a whole story, not related in straight narrative, but by an indirect sug

gestion which heightens the artistic power and effect. Mrs. Redpa.tl
seems to possess mnstinctively the art of telling a story by implication
The effect as seeu in the poignant tragedy o! the poemn called The Mother
or the intense feeling i that entitled In Rebellion, is singularly strikinj
and powerful.

A large part o! Mrs. Redpath's work is instinct with a tender and wistfu

melancholy wbich will be te many readers its chie! charm,. Many o! th,

poems seema to be written, as it were, in the very hush o! the presence o

death. To One Ltjing Dead, restrained and artistic as it is, haunts thi

imagination. The Little Stone House--it is the home of the dead tha.t i

meant-has i its very hush and stillness the shuddering awesomeness ù

death itsel!. But the melancholy of the poems never passes into morbidit.
or sensationalism, and offers always, even st its saddest, a wouderfu
charm of beauty.

We are assured that Mrs. Redpath's work is calculated te make
profound impression. Lt is without doubt equal te the best that lias ye


