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3’;{2 S?yin’ sugary little things to the matron same as females
)

shouldn’t wonder if T made that work’ug 'um.”
a We hope Mr. Nevinson will follow this book up with
nother on the same lines.

s veMrs.' Alexander’s latest book, “ A Ward in Chancery,”
stor "sthght and not particularly interesting. It tells the
o dg’ g a very ordinary girl who has been left a fortune.
T se » all the characters are commonplace, except, per-
an’ lthe kindly bgt imperious old aristocrat, Lady Sarah
one Ple. The hero is an estimable widowqr with a‘chilgi, and
a‘m]‘ircannot, therefore, get up any great interest in his }ove
~misu:;1 These. run smoothly enough, except for one slight
ol ‘ersmn'dmg.. The heroine thinks he is 1in lov? with
'Slightosom fnend' instead of herself, though anyone with the
EVenteSfi perception should have seen tha,'t he wasn’t. She
oty eu:jl ly loses her money, but gains her widower, and “ they
' own in a modest, but infinitely happy home, where
€ busy days of work and play knew no weary hours.”

ed fr?r;e;)ook up “'Under the Rose,” by Mr. Anstey, re'priut-
avo an unch, with the assurance that we were going to
ad sorn elni]oya,ble hour, and were not disappointed. We
old fn dr'al hearty laugh.? befqre we finished it. The story is
readsu] 1a (‘)gl}e and d1v1_d<?d into scenes. It deals with 't;he
2] txl‘e.sulcs of the mixing up of a respecmb‘lq evangelical
don II}I’L K}Bl Tooveys. of Clapham, Wlt&:h thg affairs of a Lon-
s, T(:IC a;ll.. It is full of ub.'%u'rd situations, the result o_f
'dently cg"ey.s Jealousy a'nd suspicion.  Mr. Toovey has acci-
all andl~nle into possession of shares in ?h_e Eldorado Ml_lsw
ion q’ con dlthough they pay a handsome d1v1deu(%ha,s conscien-
86 the up ;s about retaining them. He determines to go and
imagine p‘;;’ ormances hlmself:, to see if they are as bad as he
is im,;s em, He starts, giving his vylfe a false excuse for
e Oés nee, but at ‘the ‘last moment his heart fails }_nm fxnd
Wife %‘h ‘not go.  Muvs. Toovey does. ’ Being a conscientious
Whilst; h(’ Boes tl_n‘ough her husband. s pockets every 11.1ght
. Peso(f 1s‘sleepmg‘and has found evxdfance ('>f his mten'mons.
Jox at;lt} ves to f()llovy and confront him. I‘hc? scene in her
Vor colle n.1u810 h;Lll}s one of the funniest things that we
into m():;e }across.‘ bhe‘, is shocked and horrlfied, and gets
e hu&;i)- &l)surd situations, but, of course, fails to unmask
riog t(; and as she had expected. On her return home she
ta‘“"led conceal what she has been dom:gr zm('l soon gets en-
combplica;nd a network of deceit. The s1tunt1oq is further
Aughts "el by the fact that the f:wqured suitor for her
‘DUS?Q hlls wand turns out to be the chief performer :}t t!le
a all. At a moment when exposure seems to be inevit-

€, he .y . o il . -
fOI‘tz;,bly saves her, and then everything is settled com-

s, WS 'i())lil' the Province Publishing Co. we have received what
Cy Umbie leve, the ﬁrsﬁ work of fiction published in British
“Kim Ba‘“l i Et is entitled «Three Letters of Credit,” by
Newpa uir.”  The stories are reprinted from The Province
o Wrﬂer’ and are well pI.‘IIlted, with a neat paper cover.
“Kim Bf’fll", :vho confzee}ls hlS' name under the nom de plume
hook plell Ir,” has a distinet gift of humour, and we found the
anq tenn:sant and amusing reading. It is a bank clerk’s story,
i of an ingenious .and suceessful attempt to rob the
the sity tﬂ_«n oricntal city, in which he is engaged. Some of
y()ung m*l 1ons which arise frmp the self-sufficiency of the
Worth than are exceedingly comical, apd the book is certainly
are o ¢ modest “quarter” at which it is priced. There
Orien ) or two othpr stories which are with one exception
u“‘n&nn'e lThat entlt.led “prs That,” calls attention to an
ere &ndry expression which we have often noticed out
should be glad to see abandoned.

In Sheltered Ways.*

THItS book lb a little volume of verse containing some
%lleetiwenty -six poems of which the first gives its name to the
f!lined :n. Th?:y are all short, the longest one, which we are in-
1y ehtit]ode‘)HSlder the best also, occupies but 13 pages, and
t‘"'hed ed the ¢ Rescue of the Princess.” Itis a fairy tale
Which, Into an allegory with the magic and enchantment

) We gone . I .

\‘Ig erally associate with such StOI‘If% ruthlessly ex-
MDlllt(mn Sheltered Ways.” By D.J. Donahoe. Charles Wells
COpiey, uffalo, TFirst vol, of Lotus Series. Limited edition of 600
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cised. A cruel King has captured the princess of Light
and Beauty, has shut her up in the castle of gloom and holds
her there as a hostage to exact the tribute of her subjects
who are passionately attached to her. At length one of these
subjects, oppressed with the grief of the people, rouses them
to revolt, and when they attack the castle the obstacles
vanish before them as soon as they are faced. The King is
slain, the Princess rescued, and freedom once more enjoyed.
The most telling passage, perhaps, is the attempt of the King
to stay the onset of the people by fair words and specious
promises—a people mad with rage and already tearing down
his walls. The rest of the poems are chiefly sonnets, and, of
their quality, the following verse from ¢ Hopes and Fears”
is a fair specimen :
““The glory that comes with the light of the morning
Repays for the shadows that livedin the night ;
The bright sparkling drops the green mcadows adorning

Were born of the mists that enshrouded the light—

How sweetly the mists have been turned into light 17
The book is well printed, tastefully bound, and reflects great

credit on the publisher.
*
® *

Poems of Henry Abbey.*

XVE are glad to welcome another edition, enlarged, of Mr.
Abbey’s volume of poetry. This book has already
been favourably reviewed in our columns and many of our
readers must be more or less acquainted with his work.
Some of us find it a great relief to turn from the sentimental
or psychological poetry, so-called, which is much in vogue at
the present, to narrative poems, verses with a meaning so
clear that he who runs may read, and into which we have
not to dig deep to find out the author’s conception, all the
while very doubtful if the meaning be worth the digging.
The poems, however, are of unequal value, some of them are
rather jarring, but many of them contain very pretty pas-
sages with very true and well-put lessons. Among these are
such as “The Statue,” which points out by a concrete example
from the work of Phidias that great actions need distance
to bring out their true grandeur, or “ The Bedouin’s Rebuke”
which reminds us of what Tolstoi considers the essence of
the ethics of the Gospel, or ¢ In Hanging Gardens” in which
Mr. Abbey uses the picture of a lovely and wealthy lady,
showered with presents, valueless to her, by a low-born lover,
as a material image of the soul wooed unsuccessfully by the
world. “Karagwe” is the name of one of the longer
poems in the book. It is a slave story, of the time of };he
Civil War, akin in many of its ideas to Uncle Tow’s Cabin.”
It contains a number of fine passages, while the simple plot
and rapid movement easily carry one along. We take the
liberty of making a quotation from it though not specially
connected with the plot: ‘

““ And whoso dreams may never learn to act,
The dreamer and the thinker are not akin.
Sweet revery is like a little boat
That idly drifts along a listless stream—
A painted boat, afloat without an oar.”

The melodious poem entitled “Liberty” is a prettily told tale
of the hopeless love of a Dakotah princess for & European,
and her early death bringing about peace between her tribe
and the invading settlers. Among many others which we
have enjoyed is one entitled ¢ Science and the Soul” from
which we quote in conclusion a couple of stanzas, the first of
which is Science’s description of the Soul, and the second the
Soul’s view of itself:

¢ Alone in her grey-celled abode, she dwells,
Of fateful circumstance the fettered thrall,
The psychic sum of forces of her cells,
Molecular and manifold in all ;
But wons passed ere Nature could express
This carbon-roofed flower of consciousness.”

¢¢T shall have triumph over time and space,
For I am infinite and more than they.
In vain has Science searched my dwelling-place;
For, delve in Nature’s secret’s as she may
For deeper knowledge, she can never know
Of what I am, nor whither I shall go.”

#<«The Poems of Henry Abbey.” Third edition, enlarged
Kingston, New York. Author’s edition.
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