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The isias, charming flowers for bouse culture, should be
planted this month. They require the same treatnent recom-
mended for other bulbs in pots.

Slips mnay bu started now of the following plants, wlich will
flower in the nontlhs indievated: Ivy: botuvardia, geranimi,
February: dew plant; Germnan ivy, linaria, lobelia <slip or
divided roots., verbena, Mar h. al um, Anir,

Verbenas are particularly recommnended for pot culture in the
house. Few people understanld the ea'eî with whiclh this plant
Cau bc grown. Give it a sunny winduw in a coul rooi and a
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From Roberts Brothers, Boston.
Ilite-re the tanidieM Xu ts the Latl, by Caldwell Lipsett.

.eWts fr th WIF, by una Tay lor.
Last f the Lrirds and 'T/e Prcust, by John Galt.
Caldweli Liptt's naine is not yet well known, but it

will not be forgotten by any une wio reads these stories of
tierce nature anl stran.ge beings. It is a group of tales in onu
volume for us to read through tears and laughter-mnostly tuai s.
These are stories of the coast near Dohiegal, that niost unfriendly
spot of whiclh few can think witlhout pity for men and wonen
born to die there in tuil uni sorrov. The tiles augst an e.\-
perienced peu. Tiey have subtlety and sympathy, fresiness
and insight into iinds blindled and hardened by superstition
and mi ser, and also swift recognitions that startle us by their
beautv, tenderness and self-abnegation. W e.re the Atlantici Meets
the Landel i' as distiictly original as ani thing pertaining to
lîmnanity can bu, since there is "nutlhing new under the sun."
The soci customs, personal labits and beliefs current amung
these cuast folki are ould u tlite.-very old -but tiey are new tu
nost of us and tihis writer lias made then terribly real.

Lyrics without rhythl, dreams that are w eird, and travestied
men and wonien are b3 the autlio. of -ita fvr t/he Wind intended
as serious desuriptions or nattural le>bons. Degraded humant
souls and aimus are set before us by Unit, Ta3 lor as if they w cru
enchanting pictures instead of luathsomîie impossibilites. lap-
pily, for the nost part thieir significance is su involved li the
methods of lier narration that mnnny youthful renders will escape
it. This is especially truc of the first of these eleven stories,
- The Rose of Paradise," whicli is sweet and clean. So also
is " The Knight of the Blessed 1ary," except-and this is truc
of all these tales -- that the lo'e dupicted is not an cnnobled sen-
tinient but a I)issioliate ecstacy of joy and pain. Tliere is no
spiritual beauty in the book's muany loves.

Julh Galt ma have dreaned of perpetuity, of a second
existence, as it vere, but in bis day tpun earth be could not
have imacgined lthe lineness of the garb in whiich be was to return
tu a reading wurld to receive a welcoume tlait ik likely to bu far
warier and wider than he lad wien ius romîances wecre firt
publisled. Certainly lie cutild itot liase loped for a re-intruttic-
tion tu an adniring public by su elever and atlppreciitive a man
.is the tien .unborn S. R. Crocuket-uf wioni many will say,

The Usher is greatur than the King." This quotation, bou-
cer, cannot inean that the king i îlot grecat, Lecause lie is, and
Galt will live Ilng after nost modern novels are forgotten.
These two vultumes, The Prvt and T/he Liait <f the Lairls,
carry us away from the present by a charm of tleir own.
They bring us a happy convictiun, whlien tlinking of our
ancestors, that the pu.t, in its sueliul and pulitical life, was as
attractive in nany Na3s to themi as ours is tu us. Certainly the
sîiieerity and diructnuss of its writers vas quite beyund mîust
that we know to-day.

From Macmillan and uo., New York;
A Summer in Arcady, by Janies Lane Allen.
Every father and motier of immature or matuîring childreu

ciould rend James Lane Allen's Sumier ii .dready. But first
they should' give seriouîs cuisideratio to the author's preface.
The story is told in the riotous voices of Nature. They are un-
trained, insistent, carry ing vuices that allure to destruction w lien
tleir nieaings aire nut understoud. The epic by which Allen
makcs lis ineanings clear, rings out with no uncertain notes.
t rings or moans of humaun destiny and points out tu parents a

c tuic. of goud or ill for tîieir children, makes them respunsible

profusion of blossoms ail Winter inay be hiad. Th flowers
range froin deep red and white tu a blue alnost black. Water
spariigly.

Seed1s of the following inanied plants may be sown in the
open ground in the Autuni: Dithus barbatus (coimiionly
known as sweet williai, candytift, liollyhoek. larkspur, igelr,
pereiiiail peca, almsumi, aquikgia ucolunbine), ca1mpaiula ýcup
nuid sauere. dcianthus, digitaelis e fcwlove. hoest, eictstemon

(lcwortuand wallllower-ill well known and fully described in
the seedsmnei's catalogues.
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-or, at least, as nearly responsible as they can be vith an
aiaestrV that ml:ay have eiduwed themt with aptitudes and ten-
dencies .that are storiniguc if not tlcwartiig Lt all ideal intentions.
Parents with lofty standards for posterity will find nucli that is
lielpfil and lopeful in this book, the mîîost nobly puiposive of
all the author's beauitiul creations.

From D. Appleton and Company, New York
Tce Madenna, ofea DJag, by J. Dougall.
Sir Mark, by Anna Robeson Brown.
Mayggie, by Stephen Crane.
Green Gates, amn Anctalyis f Foolisiiess, by Katharine Mary

Cleever Meredith.
Tce Folq of Eustace. by Robert S. Iliteliens.
Tce Riddle Ring, by Justin M3C'arthy.
MVy Literary, Zoo, by Kate Sianborii.
Tce Iebicita of ce Day is by no ments a rare type of woman,

but he has îlot been made a definite ligîure in fiction-at
leaIst tct su deflinite as tu imike lier womînen reiders ask them.
sehe'v, if they are not îîkin to lier, reniote or nîear. It is an
inuinencely fcinsiiiating story, set in an area of life that we all
kiow about in vague ways. 'ie sincerity and directness of
J. Dougaîll clainis une's respect imniediately, and lier purpose is
cnot uIicertain. IIer missionary is a man, a real. nianly mnir,
and lier villains are not withiout aî divine spark, thougli it does
lot reilain aglow very lug. This mitotto upun the title page is
buth an allureient and anî explanation of this realistic story:

A water pure and saltless, lias nceither tate nor bue;
A beauty that is faultless, is chiracterless, too.

Blest are the discontecited.

At a time w lien Lhcre is so iucli that interests the descendants
of figliting patriots of al hundred years ago, Sr Mark, by Anna
Robeson Brown, wvill bu thrilling and also nourishing to the
iUst of our national entiusiasis. Wliereas, most of otur own
recent historie novels have been thin and without mucli keen
flavor, this une is strong and full of national and international
vitality. It proves-at least while its romance und reality is
freci in one's initid-that eivironiments cainiot shape beyond
re-miulding 1te character of healthy youth; also, that hot
tempers need b3 no neans be as inuchi dreaded as cold, sulky
unes. Anotlier lessonl of the story is that examples of sin-
plicity of life, of directniess of purpose and of purity of con-
du:t forefather more virtues in y3oung, plastic natures thtan
all the sermons that were ever preached. Sir Mark is comn-
mended to evcrybody, and especially to bons and Daughters of
the-Revolution.

Maggic is not worthy of the author of Tce Red Badge of
Cvrage, nor of any other novelist. Its quality is disappontîg.
Which story was % ritten first dues not in the least inatter. Une
furiches us with the supposed emotions and experiences of a
youth entering, fighting and coning out of fierce battles, while
the present tale is an author's iinaginings of life in the very
lowest city streets. It is full of the stencli of vileness, cruelty,
drunkenness, blaspheimy, ruined children and hopeless ignor-
ance. No neigliborhood ever was quite so bad; no houîse ever
could have bail ail its furniture and dishes broken semi-veekly
and ) et remain occupied. Maggie is made of sorry stuff that
n) (lean mind wants tu fullon. Since iers cannot be a truc
stury, it therefore leads to nuthing in theury or practice. Many
will rend Maggie and exclaim, "How artistie and liow real-
istic " but those whuo are truc friends of the poor will discover
very little rualism in the stury. It is nu palliation of tus literary
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