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The Editorial Table'
Sprightly 014 LadiesDID you ever notice how mnany sprightly ol

ladies manage to turn the century markiIreland? The papers 'have just informnedu
of the death of a MUrs. Elizabeth McWjl

liamis, at Colehill, in Jreland, at about one-hundred
anti-fourteen years of age. County Antrim boast
miany cheerful and girlish centenarians who kee
a lively interest in dornestic and social lif~e and wh
arce ven said to indulge in a dance on festiv

Cânadian Barda and Irish Reviewera
DR. J. D. LOGANhbas aroused wide discussion

byhsarticles onmodern Canadian poetry in
the Ca-tadian Magazine. They have been both

d schoiarly and discriminating and have had a stimu-
n lating effeet on Canadian reviewers. Dr. Logan is

s fot one of those who lift supercillous eyebrows atthe mention of Canadian literature; nor is he of
the unthinking band who consider it patriotic to

$praise everything produced in the Dominion,
p, whether it be cheese or -sonnets. He has.the courage

0 to ýprotest against the over-praise bestowed upon
e the verse of Mr. Rc-bert Service-which he describes

as "the vaudeville school of Canadian poetry." The
e vogue of the Service songs and bailads is easily

- UNCONQUE.RED-THOUGH IN CHAINS"

the' University Magazine (Montreal) wiIl publish
the first book of her poems in the coming summer
under the titie, "Drif t of O.pinions."~

Hardly a H.eroine

T HERE, used to be albums of an interrogatorySnature in which you were asked to register
your preferences in if e and literature. One of
these questions was, o-f course: "Who is your
favourite heroine ?" It was rather anlusing to sec
what a variety of heroines would be gathered be-
tween the biue-and-gold covers of one littie album.
Do we keepour heroines as we travel along the
every-day paths, or do we change our minds and
hearts regarding the charms of these f air ladies of
fiction? In our 'teens, we ail loved Jo of "Little
Women" and were disgusted when she did ýnot
marry Laurie; but have we not f orgotten Jo for
lat'er loves ?

In "The Judgment House," Sir Gilbert Parker's
Iatest novel, we arc given a heroine who is de-
cidedly unlovely, save in features, and who is so
uitterly selfish and unfaithful that one is rather
sceptical of her ultimate rising to higher things.
"ýJasmnine" îs no fragrant blossomi of womnanhoud,
althougli she mnay be fairly typical of the ultra-
smiart set of London to which she belongs. The
other womnan, AI'mab, is not mnuch better-an animai,
with the voice of a primna donna. One turns from,
sucli specîmens hf femnininity to the memnory of
another of Sir GÇ1jbert's heroines of very different
race-Guida Landresse, thec exquisite girl who lived
on that lonely isiand of the Fnglish Channel and
who was so proud and loyal through days of stress,
yet so capable of womnanly resentment when her
trust was betrayed. Guida was worth a wilderness
of Jasmines.
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