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work, too, we miss that firm grasp of the material and skill in develop-

ment of the plot, which is Sa necessary to the success of a story. The

story seems long drawn out at the begîining. Then there is quite a

decided tendency at Ilfine writing," a fault that seals the fate of

many books. The opening paragraph is a very good example of this,

and many other instances are found in the different chapters.

T1urning from fiction, what do we flnd in poetry ? In bis work,

Essays for the Times (Briggs), D)r. 1)ewart bas collected the few

paems wbicb be bas published at différent times silice 1869. When

D)r. l)ewart writes anything lie bas something ta say, and we are glad

ta have these pîeces preserved for us. It seems ta me a pity tbat be

does not do more in this direct.on, but under-production is far better

than over-production.

Cub'a, and Other Ve>,se (Briggs), by Robert Manners, cantains

same very good work, but is unecven. The humorous poemn on "The

Early Worm of Unhappy Memiory 'lis (luite a success, and Sa is "His

Reply to 'lier l,etter.' - Night " contains some fine descriptive

stanzas :

Above yon looming cliff, whosc sombre beigbt,

lilack 'gainst the sky, o'erbooks the slumbering sea,

Thou (the nmoon) ',oar'st aloft, (lissolvîng int ligbt

'l'le water s, craled to tranquility.

Motintîng on high', soon doth thy radiance fi11

'l'le eartli andi sea-tiost welcome on the deep

\Vhere thy bright 1beains with hope all wanderers thrill

Who in the night across the ocean sweep.

Unfortunately other stanzas are weak, and the transition bad. TLhe

wbole work is only fair.

-hayendalegea, an Hlistorico-military ]9ra nta, by J. B. Mackenzie,

is a work of duty ta appease the shade of tbe neglected chief,

J osepb Brant. 'Lhe autbor is nat a dramatist, and that makes anc

sorry for the poo)r sbade. TIhe dedication ta Prof. Clark is the Most

surprising of aIl, incamprebensible. Th'e book bas nat a single menit,

unless it bc the bistarical notes.

The Vision of the &easons, and Other Verses, by IDorothy W.

Knigbt (l)rysdale), is a very plain case of the need of every paet being

armed with a good-sized prunîng-knife. Miss Knigbt rusbed into

print at eleven years of age. 1 arn not acquainted witb ber previous

boaklets, but a good deal of the presenit anc sbould neyer bave seen


