to Mr. Mair’s ““Tecum-

Duvar's work is the more sprightly l.nd
sparkling, but of a less thorough finish than
Mr. Mair's. Both dramas should be in the
hands ot all Canadians who love good lit-
erature and love their country.

The story of De Roberval, as historians
give it, is faithfully adhered to in its essen-
tials ; but the details Mr. Duvar has added
to and emphasized to give the story life-
like completeness. The interwoven love-
tale of Ohnawa is, so far as we know, ficti-
tious. It gives occasion for some of the
choicest poetry in the drama. Mr. Duvar's
characterizations are vivid, his speech
quaint, but terse and direct. Every page
breathes a wholesome manly spirit, and a
Shakspearian geniality of mood. Mr. Du-
var never takes the part of one character
against another. He loves saint and sinner,
rogue and prude alike. He savors of the
Elizabethans and the Provencals, and like
the Elizabethans he can turn a song with
exquisite ease. But, like some of the Eliza-
bethans, he sometimes takes sad liberties
with the blank verse line. A spleadid
swing there is to the drinking song which
opens Scene VI of Act II. By a stroke of
génius the drama is brought to an end with
a bit of lawless lyric, constituting a whole
scene by itself, and conveying with a most
imaginative indirectness the fate of De
Roberval’s fleet. A less subtle poet would
have drawn for us the bald horrors of that
fate,—but this is how Mr. Duvar man-
ages it :

ACT V, SCENE III.
Of the coast of Newfoundland. . Long seas rolling in
after a siorm. Mermaidens singing.
A gallant fleet sailed out to sea
With the ‘pennons streaming werrily.

On the hulls the tempest lit,
And the great ships split
In the gale,

And the foaming fierce sea-horses
Hurled the fragments in their forces

To the ocean deeps,

‘Where the kraken sleeps,

And the whale.

The nien are in the ledges’ clefts,
Dead, but with motion of living guise
Their bodies are rocking there,
Monstrous sea-fish and efts
Stare at them with glassy eyes
As their limbs are stirred and their hair.

Moan, O sea!

© death at once and the grave,

-And sorrow in passing, O cruel wave!
Let the resonant sea-caves ring,
And the sorrowful surges sing,

For the dead men rest but restlessly.

We do keep account of them,
And sing an ocean requiem
For the brave.

The other poems contained in this
volume are “The KEmigration of the
Fairies”—an exquisite bit of sustained jeu
desprit, in a style of which this generation
hnu well nigh lost the secret—and ‘‘The

H

- | possesses. The lync called ““My Treas-

sign of juvenility.

hnhemmﬁuedmﬁefnllheofﬁn
author's imagination. - They ‘are masly
and stirring, and should be popular; but
to some extent they lack the indefinable
something which ‘‘Dauntless,” for exsmple,

m"'-onemwlmipm-munlludyﬂ-
filled. " It is original, dramatic, excellently
wrought and deeply suggestive. The note
of buman experience is init. Mr. Weir
has few specimens of sonnet music, but he
does effective work in this most gemlike of
metrical forms. The sonnet called *‘Re-
membrance” is wholly admirable; and the
sonnet sequence on “‘The Maiden, the
Wife, the Mother,” certainly shows small
What simple beauty of
scene, what fervent and natural human
feeling, one finds in this sonmet called
“The Wite” :—

‘There stands a cottage by a river side,

With rustic branches sloping eaves beneath,
Amid a scene of mountain, stream and heath.

A dainty garden, watered by the tide,

On whose calm breast the queenly lilies ride,

Is bright with many a purple pansy wreath,
While here and there forbidden lion’s teeth
Uprear their golden crowns with stubborn pride.

See! There she leans upon the little gate,

Unchanged, save that her curls, once flowing free,,
Are closely curled upon the shapely head,

And that her eyes look forth more thoughtfully.

Hark to her sigh! “Why tarries he so late?™

But mark her smile! She hears his well-known
tread.

Mr. Weir needs what riper years will,
doubtless, bnng hlm—nﬁluence of emotion
and i i Y, passi He
also needs to purge his diction: of inappro-
priate words.

My work of reviewing these four volumes
of recent Canadian poetry 13 well rewarded
by the sense of encouragement it has
brought me. It is impossible to overlook
the vast advance which has been made,
within the last balf dozen years, by Cana-
dian thought. In all Canadian literary
effort there is manifest a gain in culture, in
breadth, in insight, in facility. In other
words, we are ripening. At the same time,
with the escape from provincialism of dic-
tion, form and method, there is an increased
feeling for local coloring and for native
themes. = We are getting more self-reliant.
We are beginning to work more in our
own way, and at the same time to apply to
our work the tests of cosmopolitan stand-
ards. ‘Even a beginning of this sort is of
deep significance. Such a beginning is
rarely made till a people begins also to
realize itself a nation.

The poems of Miss Mary Morgan have
less of that most desirable Canadian flavor,
are less native, in a word—than the work
of Mr. Duvar or Mr. Weir. But they are
remarkable for breadth of spirit, for the cul-
ture and cosmopolitanism they evince. This
poet’s is an intellect that draws its suste-
nance from all sources. Miss Morgan has
enriched her thought and trained herself in
the technics of her art by the admirable ex-
ercise’ of translation,—and many of her
translations possess a ' permanent value.
But her original work has more signiﬁmce

for us. It is lyrical in form, and lyrical i m
mood.  Its def are
defects of i of in-

sufficient inspiration. There is sometimes
a lapse into the commonplace ; there is too
often a lack of firmness, compactness, con-
densation in the line. But on the other

ph of y, 8 t.” This
is & gorgeous-colored, passionately roman-
tic story of chivalry, white magic, and fair
women, it is told in antique fashion of
speech, and is no less interesting than

poetic.

Fleurs de Lys is a volume of first-fruits, |

and derives its chief” importance trom the
‘richness of its promise. In it the poet
learns well the technicalities of his art; and
he displays a dency to the objecti
tr of his th —a (endency which
augurs well for his poetic future.

In a
second volume I should expect to find much
more work of the quality of such a line as

Stil culls the ses along the duikening shore.
There are bits, here and there through the
volume, of this rare and fine poetic quality ;
but one feels, for the most part, that the
singer is as yet feeling for his true voice.
That the voice is that of a genuine singer
is made plain by a few poems and a host of
detached passages in this volume. In-
stance this, of a sea-shell :

* In wlady’s hdnd it will snugly lie,
*Tis as thin as & red rose-leaf,
Yet it holds the seq-guils sorrowing cry,
And the roar of the tide-lashed reef.

The lines I have italicized are imagina-
tive in the highest sense. And the follow-
ing have that nice aptness which make say-

ngs memorable :
(}Ivhwy period of my early youth!

‘When Love was master, Keason but a slave,
When friends seemed heroes, woman crystal truth,

Success the certain portion of the brave.

But the same poem from which I take
these lines contains an instance of what is a
common fault with Mr. Weir—an indul-
gence in words which are out of tune with
their sur For inst “ngun
the changeless stlrs began to peep,” which
seems to me a procedure quite unworthy
of the changeless stars. Mr. Weir tells a
story with power and pathos. *‘The Spirit
Wife” is a simple, delicate, and touching

bit of narrative verse, and ‘‘Dauntless” Of liberty,
has & noble sincerity and directness. ‘The Fraternity,

ballads on subjects from Canadian history,
swhich make up ‘the " department called
“Fleurs de Lys,” are vivid and simple, but
they are too much what the author calls
theri in the notes, resumes of what the his-

hand one finds often a satisfying simplicity
and pl a sw of cad
such as are contained in these lines on see-

ing a child fall asleep :

“The heavy cyelids slowly droop,
The eyes grow less and less,

The last of languid glances flown
Has left but peacefulness.

*Twas like the twilight’s mellow shades,
That, quivering o'er the snow,

Seemed lingering glimpses from the sun,
And almost loath to go.

Ere long shalt thou refreshed awake,
Nor ever know surprise

That weariness from thee took flight
In such a strange, sweet guise.

As suddenly the Spring anew
Starts from beneath the ground,

Once more with fresh life to pursue
Ite never-ending round.”

Another poem I must quote as showing
the intellectual quality which pervades Miss
Morgan's work. Like most Canadian
singers of this day, her face is set hope-
fully toward the future. Few equal ber in
the confident strength of her hold upon
that healthy optimism which is sanguine | esf
without being credulous. The following
lines seem to me lofty and resonant :
“0 Reason, Wonder, Doubt.m
Great warriors three!
A trinity
No true soul lives without!
Reviled, ye still endure
In every land—
A stalwart band
To keep the conscience pure.
To-day the tyrant king
8hall crouch before
Your temple-door;
He knows the spell you bring.
Immortal spirits all!
Iniquity
And calumuy,
Though others they appal,

Your might cannot subdne,
‘Who only rise

With clearer eyes
To wage the fight anew—

The battle for the sway

And light of the new day!"”

—_— e
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of his brother, Mr. C.'J.

Canadian audience. Now the dead poet's
position in our literature is .secure. Fame
‘may come but slowly to his name, but he |
will be recognized as one of the most spon-
taneous and genuinely lyrieal of our sing--
ers.. Cut off snddenly, and in the midst of’
hduelopent.lnhlld.ofm
quantities of crude, youthful, or. half-
finished work ; but every here and there is |
a line, smm.nwlnolepoe- be‘rmg

of Mr. Cameron’s genius, otherwise I
should not permit myself to touch his work

he owes his effectual introduction to a |

the scencs be so _happily. l-
iy S S

atall in such a hasty and inadeq note

as this. His intellectnal drift, the sources
of his inspiration, his lyric all

these must go unestimated here, and his
faults must for the present rest unnoted. I
prefer to use my scant remaining space in
giving examples of his power, his swinging,
free music, his earnestness. As his work is
done, there is no immediate need of point-
ing out his defects ; but it is good for us to
knowmtbnhuledehyupolnblewhb-

HOTEL MEN ARE VEXED.

They Complain that the St. John Post
Office is Somewhat Behind the Times.

Tuesday was a warm day, for the season.
Several of the hotel proprietors waxed as
warm as the day while they talked with

Take this, for grave majesty of thought
and diction :—
* *

“[ have a faith—that life and death are one,

That each depends upon the self-same thread,
And that the seen and unseen rivers run

To one calm sea, from one clear fountain-head.
1 bave a faith—that man’s most potent mind

May cross the willow-shaded stream nor sink ;
1 have a faith—when he has left behind

His earthly vesture on the river’s brink,
When all his little fears are torn away,

His soul may beat a pathway through the tide,
And, disencumbered of its coward clay,

Emerge immortal on the sunnier side.”
- L] L]

As an instance of Cameron’s rich metrical
music, I will quote the lines entitled ** The
Way of the World.” Forming my judg-
ment by universal standards, and banishing’
scrupulously my Canadian prejudices, and
bearing in mind the need of avoiding ex-
travagant eulogy, and keepmg my eyes
wide open to the comp

of the final stanza, I do not hesitate to
claim that in this lyric our literature has a
priceless and imperishable possession :—

THE WAY OF THE WORLD.

We sneer and we laugh with the lips—the most of
us do it,

‘Whenever a brother goes clown like » weed with the
tide;

‘We point with the finger and say—Oh, we knew it!
We knew it!

But see! we are better than he was, and we will
abide.

He walked in the way of his will—the way of desire,
In the Appian way of his will without ever a bend;
He walked in it long, but it led him at last to the

mire—-

But we who are stronger will stand and endure to
the end.

His th hts were all visi ~all fabuk visions
of flowers,

Of bird and of song, and of soul which is only a

song;
His eyes looked all at the stars in the firmament,
ours
Were fixed on the earth at our feet, so we stand and
are strong-.

He hated the sight and the sound and the sob of the.
city;

He sought for his peace in the wood and the musical
wave;

He fell, and we pity him never, and why should we
pity—

Yea, why should we mourn for him, we who still
stand, who are brave?

Thus speak we and think not, we censure unheeding,
unknowing—

Unkindly and blindly we utter the words of the
brain;

We see not the goul of our brother, we see but his

going,
And sneer at his full if he fall, and laugh at his pain.

Ah, me! the sight of the sod on the coftin-lid,

And the sound, and the sob, and the sigh of it as it
falls!

Ah, me! the beautiful face forever hid

By four wild walls!

You hold it & matter for self-gratulation und praise
To have thrust to the dust, to have trod on a heart
that was true—

To have ruined it there in the beauty aud bloom of
its days?

Very well! There is somewhere a Nemesis waiting
for you.

Cuarres G. D. Rosegrs.

The Magasined,
In Lmd a Hand f(ln-
special articles

Tnylor, Hon. Seth Low,

rm mmb

’f’ﬂbe Wood-
row and William Selmyldt.
ments a:e as readable 5 Pnoonul
heartily commends !he ne to people
who demm to learn the to hel,
their neighbors and the pii bli
at Boston. Price $2 a yeif 20 cents a
number.

That clever little publlcldon. tlm Writer,
of B num-

ber scme articles of vllue 4nd interest to
those who live by theit pési. Eugene L.’
Didler discusses whethiet literature pays.
Kate B. Sherwood writes about *‘Ni
per Social Personals.” ‘‘New York"News-
papers,” ““The Story of a Rej Manu-
scnpt" and ““Two Common " are all
worth reading and full of suggestion.

Notes and Announcements.
The clamor of the nations in their daslre

unceasing. Ben- Hur has been
into German and Italian, and a

and Polish.
Mrs. Stowe’s death vnll pro
to a climax the unseemly feud

ewspa~ yﬂllﬂll"
Gcrnun

to read Ben-Hur each in its own tongue is
translued

has been made for translation into Spanish

'L‘bﬂnx

thered about her, in view of her failing

That George Frederick Cameron was 8
lyric poet of fervor, force, and sincerity,
Canadians have begun to realize only since

torians have said. They do not'seem to

his death. This is owing probably to the

g:nlth as to which of two Indies will write
her biography, and of which - allusions ‘pro
and con have from time to time gained ac- |’
cess to the newspapers.

was the St. John post office.
*“The absolute closing of the office on

ever of mnoble achi

among us. It helps d the blish Pnounm:;..
ment of our national self-confidence. It is The subj
an important part of our education.

the travelling public,” said the clerk at one
of the leading hostelries. *The mails ar-
rive here. on Sunday morning, and it is
often a matter of great importance for
strangers to get their letters on that day.
They sometimes suffer a loss of both time
and money, because they either have to
go without them or are detained another
day.”
“Butuenotmch instances exeephonal m
“By no means. They are much more
t than people in g | would sup-
pose Not onl) are we unable to get
letters before the Sunday evening train
Jeaves, but we cannot get them before the
Flying Yankee leaves on Monday morning.
Indeed, there are times when we cannot
get them even in time for the Intercolonial
train. S it ‘has happened that
the mails due on Saturday night have been
too late to be assorted before the office
closed. In one instance of this kind, a
man who was on_his way to New York,
and whose journey depended on the receipt
or non-receipt of a certain letter, was put
to a great deal of trouble. A day, or half.
a day, meant a great deal to him, but
there was no help for it. * A request to be
allowed in the lobby one moment, to see if

r3

Sunday is a very great inconvenience to | |

The American Steam Laundry,

LOCATED AT
Nos 52 and 54 Canterbury Street,

Latodlnpmd Machinery, the Most conpofont Holp.th Mosi
Eficient Supervision, and, therefore, Everybody says,

DOES THE BEST WORK. |

Fredericton Agency: C. L. RICHARDS, Queen Street.
= GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. &3

GODSOE BROS. - - Proprietors.
The Best Single Set of Books in the English Language.

= EHem=

A Library in Itself.—The Thoughts BIMHMMNMMNBIIM
and other Comntries Crystaiized, Boiled Down,

g THE LATEST, THE CHEAPEST, AND THF BEST. &3

Itis com‘tlm in tvent{huven Ia: oﬁ-vo volumes with Index,
wi

that letter was in the box,was p ptorily
fused by the p ter.”
““It's an outnge,“ said one of the pro-
prietors of another leading hotel. ‘I dom’t
.know of any other city in America, unless
it may be Toronto, where such a state of
things . exists. The public_pays for the
postal service, and it has a right to get its
letters when they arrive.”
“I know of many instances of loss and

each volume containing over 800 pages,
several tl ‘Wood Engravings, and with n_-?'
maps, the whole mﬂng the p before the began, a sum

Exceeding Five Hundred Thousand Dollars.

‘TrxNs oF THOUSANDS of sets of this GREAT WORK are in dail m throughout Canada and the United
. Its sale was never larger than now. Endorsed by the lars everywhere. No private or
public library complete wm:out it. The terms are ‘within the reu?h of all.
Specimen will be forwarded on application.
Persons wishing to subscribe can receive the whole set at one time, on the installment plan, without
reased cost, free of carriage.
For terms, or other information, address

D. APPLETON & CO., Pubnshers,
" 1, 3 and 5 Bond Street, New York

nel

T. D. SOUTHWORTH, Gen. Agent.

to travellers by this sy i
said the proprietor of another le-dmg hotel.
It is especially a loss to ial men,
who have either to lose a day needlessly or
take the risk of going on a route when
there are letters in the office which would
wholly change their plans. If the mails
were sorted when they arrive and the office
were open to box-holders for half an hour
on Sunday morning, ng possible harm could
be'done to anybody, and a great deal of
troublé would be sa\

Further inquiry disclosed the fact that
the office was formetly open to boxholders
at certain hours on Sunday, but was closed
by order of the depdttment. This order
was due to a petition signed by several
citizens of St. John.

How » New Opeiril 16 Rohoarsed.

The new Gilbertatid Sullivan opera which
is to be pmdnced at thé Casino shortly, 18
now bei lt the Sowxe'l‘heum.
London. n, of the Casino,
says that Sir Ardmr Su livan nlunlly com-
poses first the differenit choruses, ly
the finale to the fitét sct. The quartets and
trios come next in dider and the songs and
duets last.

At the reheardals the ladies and qentle-

JAMES ROBERTSON,

Maritime Saw, Lead and Varnish Works, and Iron, Steel and
Metal Warehouse. .

Manufacturer of LEAD PIPE, LEAD SHOT, WHITE LEAD, PUTTY, COLORED

PAINTS LIQUID COLORS, VARNISHES and JAPANS, and SAWS of every

ncn tion. JUBILEE CHISEL TOOTH, MILL, GANG, CIRCULAR,
GLE, MULAY, CROSS CUT and BILLET WEBS.

All my Goods guaranteed equal to any made in the World.
" Facrory—CORNER OF SHEFFIELD AND CHARLOTTE STREETS.
Offtce and .r.Z..... ROBERTSON’S New Building, Corner Union and Ml Streeta,

WILLIAM GREIG, Manager.

Eeccentric

8t. John, N. B.

Eccentric - HATS

We have the Original and only

ECCENTRIC HATS,
IN A VARIETY OF QUALITIES AND COLORS.
8@ A SOFF HAT that keeps its shape almost as well as a Stiff Hat, and far more comfortable
D. MAGEE'S SONS, 7 and 9 Market Square,
ST. JOHN, N. B. .

men of the ¢ j 418 seated in &
ontho:uge.ﬁ' tiiidst of which is a cot-
tage piano, Gilbert attends all the
musical mhutdgA notes of thestyle
of composition, Hitie nnd rbydm and then
invents his

Mr. Gilbett- ﬁ u knovn. s very
:h";a 2 d the rdl

s an '. WOl

and n ur“‘dhd overnm over until
| they a¥e delivered as he desires. Al the

are designed by him.— New Yorﬁm

: A New Species.
English-American (in dime museum, a
foW yedrs hence 'ye know, I cahn’t see
any curiosit ut that man. It's w'at
e Ny
—Dot show vas no

fench-American. — Zat ces not von
bearded lady ; eet ees not von living skele-
ton; eet ees not von vild man of Borneo.

V.I'inl: u;l Manager.—Fak: P
e Museum —Fake, is it
Sure thot mon's, the foinest curiosity in
siven countries; an' a har-r-rud toime we
had foindin’ him. He's an American-
Amierican, begobbs.—Puck.

Done Smoking.
Mrs. Flysparrow (to new. acquaintance)
—+You seem to be an_inveterate lover of
woed, Mr. Nicotine, May I ask if your
smokes?”
M. Nicotine—**I trust not, madam. He

has been dead some time."—New York

The seventh volume of Lecky's History | Sun
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