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MATINS,

As tho gleam of
o _» yellow arrests the
%7 mind's oye, so such
e volume as * Mat.
til- ins,” by I'rances
B Sherman, arrests
the attention of the
literary world ; fo
the glint of pure
gold shines in n
majority of the fifty
little poems given
by this young poet
as his first work to
the public.

The attitude of
tho writer towards
nature and human-
ity, tho casy sweep
of mensure, the
simple yet picture-
gque style, the free,
descriptive  touch
and fine choico of
phrase, and higher
still, that nameless
something which all
truo poets must
have—the high in-
ner vision that con-
taing, oven while it transcends, human passion ;
these are tho presences in * Matins” which give
us pause, and mako us recognize that Canada has
indeed another young poet of large possibilities.

We have neither room nor inclination for
extended criticism, but quote & few of the choice
bits that have given us pleasure.

Here are lines culled from one of the longer
poems, a lovely little thing, entitled ** The Rair,”
descriptive of the effect of spring rain upon the
frozen river:

See where the shores even now were firmly bound
The slowly widening water showeth black,

As {rom the fields and mendows all around

Come rushing over the dark and snowless ground
The foaming streams !

Beneath the ice tho shoulders of the tide

Lift, and from shore to shore, a thin bluec erack
Starts, and the dark, long-hidden water glean:+,
Glad to be free.

And now the uneven rift is growing wide;

The breaking ice is fast becoming gray.

And this of rain in autumn:

Have ye not lain awake the long night through
And listenced to tho falling of the ramn

On fallen leaves, wighered and brown and dead ?
Have none of you,

Hearing its ceascless sound, been comforted
And made fo-getful of the day’s live pain {

Here are stavzasin * Tho Builder ™ wortby of

Browning:

Here, morcover, thou shalt find

Straunge, delightful, far-brought things .

Dulamers, whose tightened strings,

Once, dead women loved to touch ;

(Deering they could mimicinuch

Of the music of the wind 1)

Heavy candlesticks of brass ;
Chiess.men carved of ivory ;
Muss-books written perfectly

By aome patient monk of old ;
Flagons wrought of thick, red gold,
Seot with gems and colored glass,

Wo must content ourselves with one other,
“The Foreigner,” which we givo in full :
He walked by mo with open oycs,
And wondered that I loved it o3
Above us strotched tho gray, gray skies :
Behind us, foot-prints on the snow.
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The branches of each smilont tree

Beat downward for tho snow’s hard weight
Was prossing on thom heavily ;

Thoy had not known the sun of late.

(Excu[.)t whoen it was afternoon,
And thon a sickly sun peered in
A littlo whilo ; it vanished soon
And then they were as they had been.)
There was no sound (I thought I heard
T'ho nxo of somo man far away)
There was no sound of bee, or bird,
Or chntternng syunirrel at its play.
And s0 he wondered I was glad.
—Thore was one thinz he could not svo ;
Boneath the look these dead things had
I saw Spring oyes agazo at me.

WOMEN WHO WIN.

Our woman's book of the month is entitled
“Women who Win,” a comparion volume to
“Mon who Win,” and by the ssme author,
William M. Thayer.

“Women who Win* is a group of readable
and chatty sketchos of the early lives of fifteen
well-known and representative women, among
whom are our own Queen Victoria, Harriet
Beecher Stowe, Louisa Aleott, Margarvet TFaller,
Florenco Nightingale, Frances Power Crabbe,Clara
Barton, Iulizabeth Fry and I'rances Willard.

Tho sketches are written with the view of
shcwing the formative influences upon each life,
the inherited traits, early environments and
experiences which combined to make these women
winners in their chosen vocations. Without any
especial Dretension to literary style, the author
bas made each sketch interesting by his judicious
selection of material, and although 1be life
histories of many of these women are as familiar
tales in the literary world, yot we find ourselves
turning the pages and reading them with renewed
interest.

One thing worthy of note is the number whose
early yeers were passed in sirgitened circum-
stances. Over and over again do these sketches
prove that hardship and self-denial are the great
soul-developing factors, and that the inheritance of
poveét,y is better than riches to the iatellectually
gifted.

Mrs. Stowe wrote to add to her husband’s
extremely limited income; Dorothea Dix, the
piulantbropist, taught to assist her brothers and
sisters; Louisa Alcott’s heroic struggles with
privation are sadly fresh in our memories; Jenny
Lind's mother was unable to educate ber child ;
Lucy Stone picked berries and chestnuts and sold
them to lay up money for an educat’on ; Miss
Villard taught and became self supporting at an
early age ; thus the list continues. *

There are a few exceptions—notably Britain’s
Sovereign—women who bave won, not weslth,
sinco tiat was theirs at first, but blessing and
honor, through exalted character and work. But
chiefly, these successful women’s lives have begun
in the self-denial, if not the privation, engen-
dered by poverty.

The book with its readable brief biographies
of famouns women—some of whom are living
presences, while others have passed so recently
that we hear still the sweep of their garments—
is stimulative for womeu and girls.

Yet as we close the volume and glance ag-in at
the title, a vision arises of the thoussuds and
tens of thousands of * women who have won,”
whose epitaph, as pronounced by the world, has
been ** Failure.”

Lot us not mistake. These women whose
names have become as household words are not;
the only Women who Win. It hes been possible
to 111;easure something of their achievement, that
is all.

The women who bave won in the past, the
women who are winning to-duy, may be found in
obscure bomes and far away rluces, Their names
may never be known outsids the home walls ; they
may be all unlettered, even unloved ; their lives
may appear a pitiful waste, yel by heroic self-
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denial, by holy sacrifics, by patient endurance
and steadfast hope and love, theso women also aro
conquorcrs ; these are, in the grandest sonse,
women who win.

PHI080. )

A warp of romanco wovon with the sunshiny
threads of the ridioulous, ** Phroso " is as bone-
ficial medicinally as a sea voysge or a ridoe over
prairie stretohes. Thoere is spring, vigor, valor,
sparkle, tho activity of & healthy manliness on
every pege. . .

Tie author does not want to describe things;
he takes the surroundinge, the mental condi-
tions, the whereases and whorofores, for grauted,
and drops into action with the first page. Hoe
doos no character sketching cithor—in doliber-
ato words. Yel the charactors are qhqrply de-.
fined; thoy remain with us as distinct and
gmt;{sing personalities after we lay down the

ook,

Then there is tho orisp dialogue, the resourco
and the play of graceful humor; but it were
late now to begin to analyze Anthony Hope.

Phroso opens with an amusing situation, one
worthy of Hope—or Stockton and Haggard
combined. .

Lord Wheatley, a typical and enjoyable young
Englishman, gratifios a long cherished whim, and
buys an island from an impoverished Lord. The
island is under control of the Turkish Govern-
ment, and is situated in the Mediterranean.

*In fact, my dear Lord Wheatley,’ saidold Mason to
me when I called on him in Lincoln's Inn Ficlds,
*tha who'e affairis settled. I congmtulato' you on
having got just what was your whim. You are
over a hundred miles from the nearcst land—Rhodes,
yuu see,’ (he lmd a map before moe) ' you are off the
steamship track . . You will have to fotch
your letters.’ .

‘I shouldn’t think of doing such a thing,’ I ans-
wered indignantly.

“Then you'll unly got them ouce in three months.
Neopalia is extremcly rugged and picturesque. It is
mne mles long and five broad; 1t grows cotton,
wime, oil, and a little corn. The people are quite
unsophisticated but very good hearted.’

* And,” said I, * there aro only three hundred and
sevonty of them, all told. I really think I shall do
very well thero.’

A day or two later Lord Wheatley meets the
Turkish ambassador, in a London drawing room.

“You aro the purchaser of Neopalia, aren't you 7'
he asked. ¢Tho mattor came before e oflicially.

. . Well, I'm sure I hope you'll settle in it com-
fortably.’

¢ Oh, I shall be all right, I know the Greeks very
well, you seo—becen there alot, and of course I talk
theo tonguo beeauso I apent two years hunting anti-
quities in the Morea and some of the islands.”

The Pasha stroked his beard, as he observed in a
calm tone,

*The last time a Stefanopoulos (old lords of the
island) tried to sell Neopalia, the people killed him,
and turned tlio Furchaser adrift in an open boat, with
nothing on but his shirt.’

‘Good heavens! Was that recently ¥

*No! Two hundred years ago. Butit's a consor-
vativo part of the world, you know.’ and Fis Excel-
lency smiled.

A senseof absaraily that gives humorous edge
to the complicated situatiovs, arises from the con-
trast between these two wp-to-date yomng Lng-
lishmen with the Liondon sooicty atmosphere still
lingering about them, and the two-hundred-years-
ago mode of existence into which they are sud-
denly set down.

Yet another appesling touch is the note of
patrivtism woven incidentslly into the thread of
the tale. It is Englishman against Greek ;
British valor against Tarkish craft, aud British
fair play throughout, until that last stirring,
merry sceno of the boat race, which it is difficult
to read without throwing up our oaps in a hearty
harrah. The Lady Phroso was worthy of the
race, and of her dear lord, which is perbaps the
higlhiest compliment to bhe paid her. Anthony

Hope's heroines are charming.
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