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Among the Millet. 

Through the magazines the name of 

Mr. Lampman has been for several 

years before us. To a few friends 

among Canadian men-of-letters his work 

has been more thoroughly known in 

manuscript; and now, when his long- 

expected volume* appears, he finds himself 

with an audience awaiting him—an audi- 

ence to whom his name is already deeply 

significant. 

To one who is watching with fervent 

solicitude the awakening of intellectual life 

in Canada, the past year has been one 

for profound congratulation. There have 

been manifestations, unmistakable enough 

to the heedful observer, of an approaching 

harvest for these acres which so long we 

have been tilling almost in vain. The in- 

dications here in Canada are, it seems to 

me, far more favorable than those to the 

south of us. The note among our rising 

writers is one of more passion, more pur- 

pose, more seriousness and import than 

that sounded by the younger Americans. 

It is a note akin rather to that which our 

neighbors heard when the voices of Bryant 
and Poe, of Longfellow, Holmes and 

Emerson captured their ears. With us in 

Canada, though we may appear to trifle a 

little with ballades and villanelles and 

triolets, there is a strenuous undercurrent 

almost always to be detected. The appar- 

ent trifling is but the striving after an un- 

impeachable technique; the underlying 
motive is one of deep seriousness and 

impassioned expectancy. 

The verse of Mr. Lampman is strongly 

individual and distinctive. It is the work, 

unquestionably, of an original singer, one 

possessing the but Protean, 

quality which we indicate by the term 

genius. It is, nevertheless, not difficult to 

detect certain affinities. 

to an understanding of a poet's subtler 
utterances if we find out the masters who 

have moulded It to me 
that Keats, that shaper of poets, has 

taught Mr. Lampman much: that Emer- 

son, the consummate flower of the genius 

essential, 

him. seems 

of New England, has effectively marked | 

his thought; and that the matchless 
¢ a . | 

rhythms of Mr. Swinburne have at times | 

Surely this is a promis- 

It shows a right 

Each one of these 

ensnared his feet. 

ing choice of masters, 

appreciation of values. 
masters supplies some splendid excellence 

which the others partly lack. Hence the 

admirable completeness which we find in 

Mr. Lampman’s work is the less surprising | 

to us. There for a volume of first 

fruits, comparatively few defects, and these 

are, 

unimportant. There is now and again a 

touch too much of what I may call, for lack | 

of better phrase, naivete. Two or three 

of these poems do not (quite escape the 

charge of diffuseness, or at least of over- | 

There are one or two places | elaboration. 

in which I cannot but feel 

sense of humor might have led Mr. Lamp- 

that a keener 

man to express himself differently, as 

where he says: 

On a sudden seven ducks 

With a splashy rustle rise, 

Stretching out their seven necks 

One before and two behind, 

And the others all arow, 

This may show its ludicrous side to no one 
but myself; but surely few will disagree 

with me ‘when I take exception to the | 

phrase “‘goatish smell,” which defaces the 

otherwise fine sonnet on *“‘The Poets.” 

There is no other slip so serious in the | 

volume. 

Mr. Lampman’s work is such as the 

lover of nature will His every 

description is transfused with human feel- 

revel in. 

mg and flooded with 
The light that never was on sea or land, 

yet minute in its fidelity and accurate in its 

interpretations. Mr. Lampman seems to 

drench himself in his landscapes, so that 

the very essence of them is reproduced in 

his verse. He has also a fervent humanity, 
pathos, a rich creative imagination, the 

romance flavor, and the true singing-voice. 

He can invent, moreover, strange and de- 

Lightful rhythms, such as those in ‘One Day,” 
from which I take the following extract: 

The trees rustle ; the wind blows 

Merrily out of the town; 

The shadows creep, the sun goes 

Steadily over and down. 

In a brown gloom the moats gleam; 

Slender the sweet wife stands; 

Her lips are red, her eyes dream; 

Kisses are warm on her hands. 

A strange and weird piece of fantasy is 

*The Weaver"—a poem which I cannot 
praise fitly without appearing extravagant : 

THE WEAVER. 

All day, all day, round the clacking net 

The weaver's fingers fly: 

Grpy dreams like frozen mists are sect 
In the hush of the weavers eye; 

A voice from the dusk is calling yet, 

“0h, come away, or we die!” 

Without is a horror of hosts that fight, 

That rest not and cease not to kill, 

The thunder of feet and the ery of flight, 

A slaughter weird and shrill; 

Grey dreams are set in the weaver's sight, 
The weaver is weaving still. 

“Come away, dear soul, come away, or we die; 

Hear’st thou the moan and the rush! Come away; 

The people are slain at the gates, and they fly; 
The kind God hath left them this day; 

The battle-axe cleaves, and the foemen cry, 
And the red swords swing and slay.” 

. * * * * v 

Aad the weaver wove, and the good wife fled, 

“And the city was made a tomb; 

And a flame that shook from the rocks overhead 

Shone into that silent room, 

And touched like a wide red kiss on the dead 

Brown weaver slain at his logm. 
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It helps us much | 

For masterly rendering ot elusive effects 
I will quote—being debarred from the 
longer poems—the strong and simple 
quatrains called 

MIDNIGHT. 

From where I sit, I see the stars, 

And down the chilly floor 
The moon between the frozen bars 

Is glimmering dim and hoar. 

Without in many a peaked mound 

The glinting moondrifts lie; 

There is no voice or living sound ; 

The embers slowly die. i 

Yet some wild thing is in mine ear; 
I hold my breath and hark; 

Out of the depth I seem to hear 

A crying in the dark: 

No sound of man or wife or child, 

No sound of beast that groans, 

Or of the wind that whistles wild, 

Or of the tree that moans © 

I know not what it is I hear; 

I bend my head and hark : 

I cannot drive it from mine ear, 

That crying in the dark. 

I would like to quote, had I space, the 

intricate and exquisite melodies of the 

“Song of the Stream-Drops™: the stately 

and luminous lyrics of *“April,” “Winter,” 
| “Storm” and “Among the Timothy”; the 

| fine Italian story of “The Monk,” with its 

| reminiscences of “The Eve of St. Agnes” 

| and “Isabella”; the faithful home pictures, 
moving, strong, tender, and Canadian, of 

“Between the Rapids”; and very many 
more of hardly inferior excellence. But I 

must quote a sonnet or two, for in this de- 

partment is some of Mr. Lampman’s most 
characteristic work. This section of the 

some 29 sonnets, the ma- volume contains 

| jority of which are altogether admirable. 

| Here is some of the most lucid and sugges- 
| 

tive sonnet-work yet donein the New 

| World. Take, for instance, this, entitled 

OUTLOOK. 

| Not to be conquered by these headlong days, 

But to stand fiee : to keep the mind at brood 

On life’s deep meaning, nature's altitude 

| Of loveliness and time's mysterious ways; 

At every thought and deed to clear the haze 

Ont of our eyes, considering only this, 

What man, what life, what love, what beauty is, 

This is to live, and win the final praise. 

Though strife, ill fortune and harsh human need 

| Beat down the soul, at moments blind and dumb 

With agony; yet, patience—there shall come 

Many great voices from life's outer sea, 

| Hours of strange triumph, and, when few men heed, 

Murmurs and glimpses of eternity. 

And even finer, perhaps, is ‘“‘Know- 

led ge,” or this, called 

THE TRUTH : 

| Friend, though thy soul should burn thee, yet be 

still. 

Thoughts were not meant for 

for swords. 

He that sees clear is gentlest of his words, 

strife, nor tongues 

And that’s not truth that hath the heart to kill. 

The whole world’s thought shall not one truth fulfil. 

Dull in our age, and passionate in youth, 

No mind of man hath found the perfect truth, 

Nor shalt thou find it; therefore, triend, be still. 

| Watch and be still, nor hearken to the fool, 

The babbler of consistency and rule : 

Wigrest is he, who, never quite secure, 

Changes his thought for better day by day: 

Tomorrow some new light will shine, be sure, 

| And thou shalt see thy thought another way. 

The get-up of the volume is character- 

“ized by dignity and quiet good taste. The 

| publishers are to be congratulated. Books 

' made in Canada are all seldom free 

| from gaudiness on the one hand, or com’ 

too 

| monness on the other. 

CHarres G. D. RoBerTs. 

| Notes and Announcements, 

The Apostate, by Daudet, is to be pub- 

| lished by the Appletons. 

Alfred Wallace's new book on Darwin- 

ism will be published by Macmillan & Co. 

| Mrs. Oliphant’s new novel is called My 

It be pub- Neighbor on the (ireen. will 

lished by Macmllans. 

In the American Magazine for January is 

a short story, “The Valley of the Saint 
| Eustache,” by Mrs. S. F. Harrison, of 

Toronto, who is easily first of Canadians in 

the department of fiction. Mrs. Harrison 

1s better known as *‘Seranus.” 

Canon Farrar has prepared some Further 

Talks on Eternal Punishment. It will be 

remembered how quickly his first published 

views on this subject, a few years ago, after 

the first shock, brought about a readjust- 

ment and amelioration of opinions held 

both in England and in this country. 

In the January Century we find a re- 

' markably strong and fresh piece of descrip- 
{ tive verse, (which is reprinted elsewhere 

| in this number of ProGress) entitled “The 
Winter Lakes,” by Rev. W. W. Campbell, 

| of St. Stephen. In his winter poems Mr. 
' Campbell is working a distinctive €’anadian 
field. 

Miss Marietta Holley (‘*Josiah Allens 

| Wife) is fitting up a new house for her- 

| self in Adams, N. Y., in which provision 
is made for the accommodation of ten or 

twelve guests, selected from the sewing 
girls of New York city during the summer 

months. She expects to entertain four or 
five sets of them in succession. 
A good story regarding the late Bayard 

Taylor which has never appeared in print 
is told at Cornell university as one ot the 
choice bits of college lore, In the early 

large dinner party given by President 

Andrew D. White. In the post-prandial 
conversation something was said regarding 
restaurants. “‘By the way,” said one, 

“What does the word restaurant signify ?” 
Quick as a flash Bayard Taylor said: ‘It 
comes “from res, a thing, and fawrus, a 

' bull, therefore a bully thing.” 
| The appearance of the latest English 
dictionary, absolutely unabridged and 
bound in cloth, at the low price of $1.75 a 
copy, lets a flood of light on modern pub- 
lishing methods. It would seem impossible 

| 

| 

| for comic songs. 

to get out the book so cheaply, with its 
vast contents, its Greek and Latin roots, 

and all its complicated arrangements of 
type. Butit was not set up atall. It 
was simply photo-lithographed. Photo- 
graphs were taken of the separate pages, 
and these next were made into electrotype 
plates to be printed on cheap paper and 
bound together. Of course the original 
cost was the mere trouble of printing the 
book. In this way the standard works of 
science and fiction are now turned oui at a 

cost that makes a good library within every 
one's reach. 

MUSIC, AT HOME AND ABROAD. 

At the recital that will be given, at an 
carly date, in St. Stephen's church, the 

Oratorio society will probably assist Mr. 

Morley by giving Mendelssohn's ‘Hear 

My Prayer,” which will be a great treat, 

this beautiful work being certainly one of 

the gems of oratorio music. 
As 

The City Cornet band’s concert drew a 

very full house; in fact, the tickets were 
sold for every seat in the lower portion of 
the house. The selection the band played 
best was the one from the Bohemian (irl, 

and when the members get a little more 

used to their new instruments they will un- 

doubtedly keep up their position as the 
leading band of the city. The instruments 

certainly seem a very fine set, and are well 

worth the money paid for them. Naturally, 
the band, as a whole, will sound best in the 

open air, there being a large majority of 
brass over reed instruments. Of the vocal 

portion of the programme, the successes of 
the evening were made by Mrs. Perley, 

who was in capital voice, and gained a 
hearty encore for her singing of the “Irish 

Emigrant,” and responded with the **Pride 
of Kildare”; Miss Quinton, who sang, 
“Surely,” so much to the taste of her audi- 

tors, that she had to respond with a second | 
‘song, which she gave with much archness ; | 
Mr. A. T. Moore—who has a voice with 
the true tenor ring in it, but which lacks 
training—who was recalled for his singing 
of “Marguerite”; and Mr. H. G. Mills, 
who has apparently given up ballad singing 

He is equally good in 

both, to my mind, and certainly itis a 

great relief to one to have a good comic 
song of the unobjectionable kind intro- 
duced into such a programme as the one 
at this concert. Clearly his auditors were 

delighted, as they were not content with 

his giving “I took it,” as an encore to 
' “‘Ballyhooly,” but insisted on his appear- 

"ing again, when he told how the French- 

' man taught French at **Killaloo.” Of the 

| rest of the performers it is only necessary 

days of the university, Taylor was at a | 

| to say that their efforts met with more or 
less appreciation from the listeners. 

* x 
* 

The Boston Leader of this month de- 

votes two and a half columns to Signor G. 
B. Ronconi and his new discovery as to the 
comparative pitch of the bass, tenor, alto 

and soprano voices. Much of the corre- 
spondence that appeared in The American 
Musician since Oct. 6 (when this notable 

fact was first made known to the public) is 

reproduced, and apparently the signor has 

only attained one object, viz., the gaming 

of free advertising by making himself su- 

premely ridiculous. The Leader makes a 

point as to why the signor should have 
gone to a New York publication to give 

him rather hard when it suggests that he is 

probably better known in New York than 

in Boston! 
* Xk 
= 

I hear that Mr. Hill's three months’ en- 

be renewed, and that the powers that be 

are in treaty with an organist from Eng- 

land, who has been very highly recom- 

mended to them. 
* * : 

The recitals at the Mission church are 

drawing good attendances of the best 
musical people in St. John. On the night 
of the 18th, the selections from the Messiah 

went off very well, the chorus, ‘And the 
Glory,” going without a fault. Mrs. 

Perley sang, ‘‘Rejoice Greatly,” with much 
more effect than at the recent Stone church 
service. There were very few in the audi- 

ence who were not delighted that Mr. 

Morley could not find his copy of Spohr’s 
“As Pants the Hart” (much as they like 

that splendid composition), when he sub- 

stituted a splendid impovisation, which not 
only showed his own thorough mastery of 

musieal eomposition, but brought into play 
the best points of the new organ. The 
only fawlt in his part of the evening's per- 

formance (if it was a faslt) was that, in 

my opinion, the solo stop used for the *‘Lost 
Chord” was hardly powerful enough—the 

air af the song being occasionally lost in 
the accompaniment. 

* k 
ix 

Wanted, badly, by the 62nd Fusiliers, a 

bandmaster. This is a free ad. ; for if the 

officers of the band committee wish their 

band to hold any rank as a musical body 
in St. John they will have to bestir them- 

selves very quicklv. A competent head- 
ship applies to a band as well as to any 

other organization, as also does a willing 

and ready obedience on the part of the 
subordinates to such headship. 

* kx 
x 

I think the Minstrels might take a hint 

from the fact that at any concert given in 
this city (I dont care whether by pro- 
fessionals or amateurs) the old and favorite 

“applause. 

this piece of news to the world, and hits | 
| tell yer. 

| are unknown. 

gagement at Trinity church is not likely to | 

1 
IN THE PROVINCES. 

"ENLARGED. 
HAVE recently added to my already spacious showrooms a large new building in rear, for the accommodation of my 

naw departments, composed as follows, making the most complete CARPET AND FURNISHING WAREHOUSE 

DEPARTMENTS. 

FURNITURE. CARPETS. 

Wilton and Brussels, 

Tapestry and Wools, 

Union and Hemps, 

Mattings and Mats, 

Squares and Rugs, 

T.inoleums, 

Oilcloths, 

Curtains, Portieres, 

Cornice Poles. 

Bedroom and Parlor, 

Dining Room, 

Library and Sitting Room, 

Rattan Furniture, 

Reed and Rattan Baby 

Carriages, 

Mantel Mirrors, 

Hall Stands, 

Fancy Tables. 

HAROLD GILLBERT, 

54 King Street,- - = St. John, NN. B. 
“‘chestnutty” songs always fetch the 

Don’t worry yourselves trying 

to find out all the latest novelties, but give 

the public some of the old time favorites 

and I guarantee that they will draw larger 

applause than any of the new songs that 
You must remember you 

have a good strong chorus, far ahead of the 

majority of professional troupes,—at all 

events those that visit St. John—and the 

old choruses will sound like something new 

rendered by such a full body of voices. 

And hurry up with your work. Time is 

getting on and the public are anxious to 

hear and see you again. 
* k 

Ea 

I wonder who will stage manage and 

cast the characters tor JIolanthe, which I 

hear our musical amateur actors are think- 

ing of producing? There will be a rather 

original rendering of some of the characters, 

I imagine, as not many of our St. John 

folks have seen the opera and it is pretty 

difficult to do the necessary ‘‘business” 

without some previous acquaintance with it. 

* ok 
= 

Two old British sailors were talking over 
their short experience. One had been to a 
cathedral and had heard some very fine 
music, and was descanting particularly 
upon an anthem which gave him much plea- 
sure. His shipmate listened for a while 
and then said: “I say, Bill, what's a han- 
them?” “What!” replied Bill, “do you 
mean to sav you don’t know what a han- 
them is?” “Not me.” “Well, then, I'll 

If I was to tell yer, * ‘ere, Bill, 
give me that ’andspike I" that wouldn't be a 
hanthem : but was I to say, ‘Bill, Bill, 

| giv, giv, give me, give me, that, Bill, give 
me, give me that hand, handspike, hand, 
handspike, spike, spike, spike, ah-men, 
ahmen. Bill givemethathandspike, spike, 
ahmen! Why, that would be a hanthem.” 
— Musical World. 

* ck 
Ed 

He was fond ot singing revival hymns, 
and his wife named the baby “Fort,” so 
that he would want to hold it.— Boston 
Times. ; Frrix. 

The Honored Name of Armstrong. 

For nearly half a century past, conspicu- 

ous upon the roll of faithful and earnest 
evangelical churchmen of New Brunswick 
has been the honored name of the Arm- 
strongs. Who that knew him does mot 
cherish delightful memories of that most 
devoted and consistent Christian, the ven- 

erable John Armstrong, rector of St. Jude's, 

Carleton? He wasa man of rare simplicity 
and spirituality of mind. His was a win- 
some and gracious Christianity, which made 
him a living epistle. In him there was con- 
joined a rare strength of decision and loy- 
alty to truth with gentleness and genial 
kindliness which made him universally be- 
loved. Two like-minded sons carried on 
his work, and re-asserted his testimony to 

the great principles of evangelical truth. 
One of these, the Rev. William Armstrong, 

for many years rector of St. James’ church, 
St. John, has now entered into his rest. 

He was of a kindly, gracious, loving nat- 
ure ; strong in his attachments, and greatly 
beloved by all who knew him. He was 
emphatically a pastor. In his parochial 
work he was pre-eminently successful. In 
the homes of his people he was welcomed 
and beloved as a friend and father. His warm 
sympathies, overflowing kindliness, and ripe 
Christian experience enriched his ministra- 
tions among the sick and sorrowful, and 

left endearing memorials in the spiritual 

life, and grateful remembrances of those 

among whom he labored with Christ-like 

devotion.— Evangelical Churchman, For- 

onto. 

Advertise in ‘Progress’. It pays. 

Three Big Twos. 

SEE as fine a variety of patterns 
in Hamburgs as could be desired, 
go to the ‘‘London House Retail,” 
and your desire can be gratified, as 
our Hamburgs are the best that we 
have ever placed before the public. 

BUY Table Damasks, Napkins and 
d’Oyleys in all the best makes, go 
to the “London House Retail,” 
where you can get the newest de- 
signs, and save much trouble and 
expense by having them Hemmed 
Free of Charge. 

SEE the leading patterns in Ging- 
hams and Seersuckers of this sea- 
son’s manufacture, and to get them 
at the right prices, come to the 
“London House Retail,” where 
you will find that we consider it no 
trouble to show our goods, or give 
any information about them that 
may be required. The store, 
where all these things are to be 
found, is on the corner of 

Charlotte and Union Streets. 

ST. JOHN ACADEMY OF ART. 
STUDIO BUILDING, 74 GERMAIN ST., 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

THE SCHOOL-ROOMS are now open to Pupils 
from 10 until 5 every day in the week, except Satur- 
day afternoon. 
The aim of the School is to give Pupils a good 

training in 

DRAWING AND PAINTING. 

The course taught consists in— 

Drawing from Models and objects; 
* the Antique; 
“ Life; 
o Still Life. 

Painting from Life. 

Lectures on PERSPECTIVE, including Parallel, 
Angular and Oblique Perspective; casting Shadows 
by gas light and sun light; Reflections in the mirror 
and water. 
A specialty is made of Portraiture in this School. 

Pupils are taught to draw them ir Charcoal and 
Crayon, and to Paint them in Pastel aad Oil. 

Principal—JOHN C. MILES, A.R.C. A. 
Assistant—FRED H. C. MILES 

BF SEND FOR CIRCULAR. 

Wizard Oil | 
THIS DAY RECEIVED A 

SUPPLY OF 

WIZARD OIL. 
The properties of the above famous prepar- 

ation nced no comment. 

R. D. McARTHUR, 
MEDICAL IIALL, 

No. 59 Charlotte street, opp. King Square. 

"ELEGANT and ATTRACTIVE G00DS 
FOR PRESENTS. 

I HAVE 

ERFUMES is ge variety ; 
TOITET BO ES, ODOR CASES; 

CELLULOID HAIR BRUSHES; 
MIRRORS, ete., with and without cases; 
MANICURE S¥TS; 
Plain and Mounted WALKING STICKS; 

VINAIGRETTES ; 
SMELLING BOTTLES; 
SHAVING Muas and FrrriNGs. 

With other Articles Suitable for CHRISTMAS SEASON, 

all of which are offered at moderate prices. 

C. P. CLARKE, 
160 KING STREET. 

"QUEEN HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS - Proprietor. 

FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTEON. 
Also, a First Class Livery Stable. 
Coaches at trains and boats. 

ELLIOTT’S HOTEL, 
28 to 32 Germain Street, St. John, N. B. 

MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 

Terms - - $1.00 Per Day. 
Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 Cents, 

E. W. ELLIOTT . . . Proprietor. 

Hotel Dufferin, 

St. John, NN. B. 

FRED. A. JONES. Proprietor 
Best $1 House in the Maritime Provinces. 

Hawarden Hotel, 
Cor. Prince Wm, and Duke Sts, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

WDM. CONWAY . . Proprietor 

Terms, $1.00 per Day; Weekly Board $4.00. 

"BELMONT HOTEL, 
ST. JOIIN, N. B. 

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op 
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free 
charge. 
Terms—g1 to $2.50 per day. 

J. SIME, Proprietor 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 
(FORMERLY WAVERLY), 

81 to 87 King Street 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK - - - Propet 
ROYAL HOTEL, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

T. F. RAYMOND, Proprietor. 

Another Supply of the 

HANDY REFERENCE ATLAS 
OF THE WORLD, 

By Jonx Barrnoromew, F. R. G. 

With Complete Index and Geographical 
Statistics. 

In the present work, the special aim has been hy 
provide the public with an Atlas which for all (i 
eral purposes is practically complete and reliab® 
while at the same time in such a convenient al 
handy form, that it may be kept on a writing ta 

or desk for ready consultation. 

For sale by J. & A. McMILLAN, 

St. John, N. B. 

At the Washerwomen's 
held in St 

1 upabr 
1 their 

NNUAL CONVENTION lately 

John, it was moved, seconded an 
mously carried that they buy from and get 2 
Wringers repaired at 

BEVERLYS 
on Germain street. The man who sells 0 
instalment plan. Har 

MISS B. E. BOWMAN 
of Boston, 

Teacher in Oils, Water Colors on ef 
Kind of Material. 

ALso—CHINA, LUSTRA an
d PLASTIC WG» 

Address: 4 WELLINGTON: ROW, ST.
 JOHN, N.B 


