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THE WORLD OF BOOKS. 

I. 

Fancy yourself to have been the deposi- 

tory of an original manuscript—Keats' 

Lamia, ne less, or the Hyperion ; or thin
k 

youtself the clear and simple soul to whom 

was entrusted the precious primal chiro- 

graphical treasure of the Paradise Lost, 

and who sauntered home with it across th
e 

fields of Giles Chalfont on that, his fortu- 

nate, day; or deem yourself one of that 

cherished number of the poet's friends to 

whom his “Elegy” was handed, while as 

yet it knew not types. Indeed, we know 

not what strange windfall the season may 

bring us. Here we have a poem no print- 

ing office has yet seen, from one who with 

me has been a celebrity ever since Mari- 

time Monthly days, and one whom you, 

reader, will recognize as justly such, when 

I tell you that his name is John Hunter 

Duvar. ‘Common Objeets,” “Habet,” 

«The Baptism of the Bell” and other poem
s 

of like kind and quality have long been 

among the bright furniture of my memo
ry, 

that tarnishes nor dims, among the multi- 

tude of things that grow old. Whether the 

«Judgment of Osiris” is destined to such 

fame as befell the masterpieces of M
ilton, 

Keats or Gray I have no means of predic
t- 

ing ; but can assert my impression of its 

worthiness long to endure and widely to be
 

known. The poet, indeed, may deprecate. 

as he does, what he sees to be its short- 

comings, as being below his ideal, and un- 

subject to future polishment; but to the 

genuine singer ever [fis this so, for that 

which in the air was the swift trailing 

meteor, upon the ground is but the fire- 

seamed stone. Yet the trace of its celestial 

origin is there. Wejtrust the author will 

not hesitate to give this, one of his finest 

poems, to that public that 1s learning to 

delight in his rare, peculiar verse. And 

when he does this, the reader will observe 

the realistic style, the quaint, circumstan- 

sial manner, with other of this authors 

characteristics, in this antique-seeming fig- 

ment of gloomy yet splendid imagination ; 

how in the first part the court and throne 

of Osiris evolve out of dense midnight and 

chaos, at first so indefinite, and then so 

distinct : and then the appearance on the 

ccene of the Deity himself—but mark the 

magic stroke with which the poet has 

done it: 
Inserutably, an august shape 

That had not entere d, grew upo
n the eye 

As grows the outline of a giant cape 

From out the sea-mists, so when seen anigh 

Amid these fearsome courtiers standing by— 

A presence vast, majestic, magian, lone, 

[he great Osiris seated on his throne. 

In the second **fytte” he will observe 

how Egypt's famed and beautiful Queen 

stands before this throne for trial and sen- 

tence, and hear her as from her point of 

view she rehearses the principal features 

of her life and reign, and mark how with 

fateful certainty and celerity justice de- 

aides against her and she is condemned ; 

ard in the third brief portion, how, at the 

sentence of Osiris, she sinks into a lamian 

asp, while the courtly pageant fades away. 

Long centuries have trailed since these accor
ds, 

And Egypt's fate has veered for good and ill; 

The Roman, Moslem, French and British
 hordes 

Have made her weakness subject to their w
ill; 

But the sad, sentenced Cleopatra still 

Doth undulate athwart the lilied meads, 

Or by the Nile’s brink hiss among the reeds. 

IT. 

But there is also the printed page before 

us; for, however curious the manuscript 

of a powerful novel may be, practically the 

clear type is best. This gift,* this boon, to 

our literature, which must be accorded a 

foremost place among native books, I have 

most thoroughly enjoyed. I place it on 

the shelf with Mair’s ZTecumseh—not allow- 

ing either to gather dust—and account it 

as among the ripest fruits of its author’s 

genius. It is a historical, dramatic poem, 

dealing with an early and romantic period 

of our country’s history, and developing 

the various characters, and particularly the 

central one, after the manner of a master. 

There are several deseriptive portions of 

such brilliancy that the temptation is on 

us to quote them all. The description, 

which we will quote, of Niagara embosomed 

in primeval forest, is unsurpassed by any 

bit of literary painting from the pen of a 

(Canadian author: 

How august are Thy works, O God of 

Might. 

. This masterpiece of Thine Almighty hand 

O soul of Transcends the range of words. 

man, 

What canst thou do but wonder and adore! 

An ocean poured into a giant chasm 

With one majestic sweep of quiet force, 

Embodiment of power ineffable, 

Resistless beyond utmost stretch of thought, 

Too grand to have its features analysed, 

Too vast to pick and speculate on parts, 

Bat in its whole so dread it mumbs the wind, 

And merges all sensations into awe. 

Visible image of immensity, 

This wall of falling waters 
to the eye 

Itself a miracle, but when conj
oined 

With that incessant slumberous 
monotone 

That causes heart and ear alike 
to throb, 

Addressibg eve and ear alike, it reads 

The oceult riddle, how in former 
times, 

The very God came down and ta
lked with men. 

What can the hearer do, but 
reverent say 

"This is the voice ofGod. The resonant rocks 

And caverns echo it. Above the flume 

And all along the stately rocking s
hore 

The aged forests that, like sentinels, 

With their gaunt shadows dim and 
tenebrous, 

Shut in the world’s wonder, echo it, 

While leagues away, through all the syl
van shades, 

Outborne by the vibrating carth and air, 

The cause unseen, the deep-tone murm
ur sounds 

Like rolling of the Almighty’s chariot wh
eels. 

Nature's grand pean to that Nature's 
God, 

Throughout the ages an unresting hy
mn. 

* De Roberval, a Drama; also, The Emigration 

of the Fairies and The Triumph of Constancy, @ 

Romaunt. By John Hunter Duvar. St. John: J. 

& A. McMillan, 1888. 

No fitful leaping, no impetuous rush, 

But stern and slow in solemn majesty, 

With the dread calm of the inevitable] 

And cold serenity of shunless fate; 

That ever-falling wall could, effortless, 

Submerge a capital, sweep nations’ fleets 

In splinters to unfathomable depths, 

Or whirl whole armies of the empires light 

Upon igs face as floating thistle-down. 

The beauty and the terror of it! The sprays 

In spiral smoke-wreaths, rise in shifting forms, 

More than the incense of a thousand fanes, 

Until they mingle viewless with the clouds, 

While, as reminder, of the promise m
ade— 

Water should not again destroy the world, 

Rainbow tiaras span the dreadful fall, 

And through them flash the flung-up wat
er-drops, 

Making a rain of rainbows. Mystery 

That the Creator should this marvel make
, 

And shut it in with dreadest solitude. 

How few the eyes that e’er have looked
 on this, 

How far transcendant beyond painter’s dr
eam, 

Or the most vivid fancy ever poet, 

Wrapt in the world of faerie, ever had; 

More wondrous even than'the visions so
on 

By the Beloyed in the apocalypse, 

This wonder of the world—Niagara! 

That these words are put into the mouth 

of De Roberval, as he stands in the midst 

of the unbroken woods—before the era of 

eloquence and poetry on the subject—adds 

to their impressiveness. Equally happy, in 

their way, are the little lyrical catches in- 

spersed here and there, such as ‘Ram of 

Roses,” or this: 

The mountain peaks put on their hoods, 

Good-night! 

And the long shadows of the woods 

Would fain the landscape cover quite— 

The timid pigeons homeward fly, 

Scared by the whoop owl’s eerie cry, 

Woo-00p! whoo-o0p! 

As like a fiend he flitteth by; 

The ox to stall, the fowl to coop, 

Young men and maids to slumber light— 

Sweet Mary, keep our souls from harm! 

Good-night! good-night! 

May he ever sing so sweetly. We would 

gladly say much of this cheerful and robust 

writer, who, from his Hernewood Nook on 

the Island of St. John, has reached out to 

us that magic wand by which we become 

heritors of his mental kingdom ; but leisure 

and space are not here. We trust it will 

not be long until is added to the list of the | 

poems we already possess the “Judgment | 

of Osiris,” which is not inferior to any, and | 

will eventually be classed among the power- | 

pieces of our literature. 

ILI. 

With respect to Mr. Crofton’s writing, 

we have to do pretty much after the plan 

of him who averred that his wife was so 

good he was prepared to accept her, and 

one row a week; indeed, he could have 

her on no better terms. However we 

might be disposed to dissent from opinions 

expressed in some of his clearest and most 

graceful sentences, we really would not | 

now willingly do without him. But, per- 

haps, with the exception of “The Taboo | 

of Strong Drink,” and the like, once a 

week is quite too often; for in this long- 

looked-for, comprehensive and cleverly- 

written monographt we have little to dis- 

sent from, except its brevity, it being one 

of the things which, both from the subject 

and its author, we could have wished 

longer. He brings before us our sharply- 

genial judge, who, if shy of acquaintance, 

was admirable company when his good- 

will was captured, and who made us laugh 

as roundly as did ever Dickens, Lover, or 

any of the host of wits and humorists ; and 

who left his reader a more astute, if nota | 

centler, citizen than he found him. The 

famous creation, Sam Slick, no less a per- 

petual denizen of the world than Sam 

Weller, is among the most delightful tradi- 

tions of our childhood, we having known 

him and his stories and sayings from the 

lips of our mother, before we had ever 

seen the book at all. Mr. Crofton has 

accepted his willing task from the Hali- 

burton society, which properly has its 

centre at King's college, Windsor, N. S., 

and of which Prof. Charles G. D. Roberts 

is president ; and his work is the first of a 

series of annual publications that the 

society designs to issue. Our author com- 

mences by a disentanglement of the bio- 

graphical skein, which had here and there 

become somewhat involved in the hands of 

even the highest authorities ; a work which 

discovers the acumen he so largely pos- 

sesses, and his patient, extensive examina- 

tion of the minute details of his subject. 

The service for which he will deserve the 

thanks of the reading public is his clear 

evolution of the man Haliburton from his 

writings ; for there the true personality of 

a writer may usually be found in its high- 

est measure. Ie shows us the “Epicurean 

philosopher, modified a little, for the better 

by Christianity, and the worse by practical 

politics”; loving ‘fun and creature com- 

forts”; an opinionist, uttering himself 

through the lips of his favorite character, 

the typical Yankee; the describer and 

lavish prhiser of his country, and the keen 

critic—almost merciless—of his country- 

men, through the same; the teller of in- 

numerable stories, and the runner of the 

cycle of jokes ; the spurner of cant, enthusi- 

asm, hypocrisy, or what seemed to him 

such; *“in religion a churchman, and in 

polities a Conservative”; an apostle of 

enterprise, a preacher of the go pel of in- 

dustry, a detector of abuses, a contemner. 

of little policies and j vate meannesses; 

an advertiser and popularizer of Acadia, 

second only to Longfellow among writers ; 

a painter of rural, urban, and social man- 

ina style as flowing and pleasant as a 

brook, and getting as sweetly to the close 

as it does over its sands and pebbles. 

Of course he quotes largely and fre- 

quently from Haliburton, and so makes 

him disclose himself and teil his 

own story, with a few connective or inter- 

pretive words of the biographer's own 

thrown in. ‘He touches the great wise 

man’s frailties and errors with a firm yet 

gentle hand. His criticism is candid, yet 

friendly. He is inclined to find the reason 

for Haliburton's failure to take ‘‘rank 

among the greatest literary names of the 

century” in the fact that he was surrounded 

by provincial, non-critical circles. We 

think that failure is to be charged as cer- 

tainly to his inevitable limitations of mind 

and character. He lacked depth and in- 

sight, and was only at home in the practical, 

using that word in its common colloquial 

acceptation. It seems that he did not en- 

joy poetry ; that is he found not its meaning, 

and so looked distrustingly upon it. I 

marvel what his influence might be witha 

greater variety, with more-frequent breaks 

in his witty, sententious monotone, with 

some gentle beatings of the heart of pathos, 

meltings into genuine humor, droppings of 

| the gold nuggets of poetry, amid all this 

| cold, perpetual sword-flashings of wit, and 

saws of practical wisdom. A deeper 

spiritual nature would have made him a far 

greater, if not more popular, man and 

writer ; but we take him for what he was, 

and that was much, and in its kind genuine. 

The old man to his nightcap warm, | He is, with all his short-comings—* ‘his self- 

complacency, his  discursiveness, his 

repetitions; the inconsistencies in his char- 

acters, the lack of thoroughness in his 

historical researches. his occasional stoop- 

ing to indelicacy,” as our author tells us, 

the greatest ‘and most celebrated of 

(Canadian writers. Mr. Crofton, who has 

done mo small service to his memory, is 

himself a master of easy style and genial 

humor. His Major's Big Talk Stories are 

fitted to capture the boys, young and old; 

and we know one at least, who likes them. 

The Major is a veritable modern Mun- | 

chausen. But this aside from our subject. 

The book before us, to refer to its typo- 

| graphical appearance, as well as the one of 

which we shall proceed to speak, is a 

specimen of the attractive work that will 

not fail to be done so long as Mr. Anslow 

presides over the press at Windsor. 

IV. 

Whether Miss Almon has been 

Branded with the Promethean flame 

That none but poets know, 

| we have yet no means of ascertainind ; as 

certainly the little volume before usi does 

not speak of lightning-smitten souls, or 

volcanic minds, or scars of the heart, yet 

burning. But surely a beam of sunny 

light, rayed over the Muses mount, does 

rest upon her page. It 1s yet morning, 

before the sultry explosive time; and the 

storms, if storms must be, are yet to come. 

Since seeing in the Dominion Illustrated 

that tender, tristful, home-loving ballad, 

«Tout Pour L'Amour,” it has seemed 

evident that near our home was another 

singer of such songs as we delight in: — 

This is my resting place 

Holy and dear, 

Where pain’s dejected face 

May not appear; 

This is the world to me, 

Earth's woes I will not see, 

But rest contentedly 

Since I am here. 

Is't your voice chiding, Love, 

My mild career, 

My meek abiding, Love, 

Daily so near?— 

“Danger and loss,” to me? 

Ah, Sweet, I fear to see 

No loss but loss of thee, 

And I am here. 

So sweet is this singing. The little book 

embraces half a dozen sonnets, as many 

rondeaux, and nine lyrical and descriptive 

pieces, wherein local landscape bits of fine 

coloring are inwoven with sentiment grace- 

fully, delicately conveyed in terms the 

most harmonious. Among the sonnets, 

while there are quatrains in others which 

take our fancy, such as— 

They stream across the fading western sky 

A'sable cloud, far o’er the lonely leas; 

Now parting into scattered companies, 

Now closing up the broken ranks, still high 

And higher yet they mount, while, carelessly, 

Trail slow behind athwart the moving trees 

A lingering few, ‘round whom the evening breeze 

Plays with sad, whispered murmurs as they fly ;— 

from that entitled Crows”; yet, on the 

whole, we think the one entitled ‘There is 

No God" is best: 

There is no God? If one should stand at noon 

Where the glow rests, and the warm sunlight 

lays, 
Withee earth is gladdened by the cordial rays 

And blossoms answering, where the calm lagoon 

Gives baek the brightness of the heart of June, 

And he should say : “There is no sun”—the 
day’s 

Fair show still round him—should we lose the 

blaze 
And warmth, and weep that day has gone 

so soon? 

Nav, there would be one word, one only th
ought, 

«The man is blind!” and throbs of pityin
g scorn 

yamid rouse the heart, and stir the wondering 

mind. 

Va and see, and therefore now, the morn 

ith blush of youth ne'er left us till it brought 
Promise of full-grownday. *The man is b ind!”

 

Of the rondeaux we scarcely know which 

to choose, could we quote at all, they are 

so evenly fine ; and it 1s only from want 

space that we may not oe entire the 

beautiful lyrics entitled “Noon,” ¢‘Eury- 

dice” and *‘Slack Tide,” which are amon
g 

t. inly, excellent things may be 

I sted of Miss Almon’s muse ;—but lo! 

rom the m ic authority, she is Miss 
Almon no longer, but Murs. Hensley : she 

hath worn the eran; ssom, the ring, 
‘the costume of the bri We send our 

stranger greeting from afar; may the 

Angel of Joy come, and be followed by the 

siastic lover of 

t Haliburton? 

By F. Blake Crofton, B. A., Provincial Librarian 

Nova Scotia, ete. Printed for the Haliburton Socie- 

ty by J. J. Anslow, Windsor, N.S. 

, | eventide. 

Angel of Content, to that; and all the little 

domestic deities cluster at the hearthstone. 
‘0 the dwellers the dew at morn, the 

shelter at noon, the sunset sky clear at 

ARTHUR JOHN LOCKHART. 

bd Poems, by Sophie M. Almon. (For private cir- 

culation.) Printed for the author by J.J. Anslow, 

Windsor, N. S., April, 1859. 
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ssorting 
| Season ! 

STOCK 
now well assorted in all 

Departments. 

| 
| 

Repeat Orders Amiving Daily. 

STOCK CONSTANTLY REPLENISHED with 

New and Attractive Goods. 

SMITH BROS. 
Wholesale Dry Goods and Millinery, 

Granville and Duke Streets, 

HALIFAX. 

OSTRICH FEATHERS! 
MRS. J. K. SWINNOCK 

Thanks the ladies of St. John for their lib- 

eral patronage bestowed on her in the 
past, and wishes to inform them 

that she is now prepared to 

DYE ALL THE NEW COLORS AND SHADES 

for the coming season, at her residence, 

30 GARDEN ST., Jeffrey’s Hill, 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

Aa All orders sent by Mail or Express will 
receive prompt attention. . 

EASTER. 
y la SUBSCRIBER begs to announce that he has 

received a very Large Assortment of 

Easter Cards 
we AND = 

Easter Booklets! 
Comprising all the NEWEST DESIGNS published 

this year. 

B&~An inspection is respectfully solicited. 

ALFRED MORRISEY, 

PLAY BALL! 
EFORE this command goes forth you should 

become the possessor of a copy of 

« BASKE-BAILI: or, How to Become a 

Player, with the Origin and Explanation 

of the Game.” 

By JOHN M. WARD cocvrreneannses JLLUSTRATE
D. 

Also—That Funny Little Book, 

“THE BASE-BALL KRANK: 

His Language and What it Means.” 

By Taos. W. LAwsoN. 

You can get them at 

J. & A. McMILLAN’S. 

DAVID CONNELL, 

Livery and Boarding Stables, Sydney St 
Horses Boarded on reasonable terms. 

#8 Horses and Carriages on hire. Fine Fit-outs 

at short notice. 

ADVERTISE IN PROGRESS. 

~ HAROLD 

HAROLD GILBERT, 

|Z Gorbell Art Stor 

Wilton Carpets, 

Brussels Carpets, 

Tapestry Carpets, all qualities. 

GILBERT, 
Carpet 2 Furniture Warerooms. 

New SPRING STOCK 
: NOW ON EXHIBITION. 

Wool Carpetings, 

Union Carpetings, 

Oilcloths and Linoleums. 

CORNICE POLES. 

Lace Curtains comprising many 
Novelties, 

RUGS, MATS AND MATTINGS, 
AND A FULL ASSORTMENT OF 

Household Furniture, 

ALL AT BOTTOM PRIiCES. 

- - = 54 King Street. 

e, 207 Union Street, 
FOR 

Mantel Mirrors. 
t# PICTURE FRAMING A SPECIA

LTY. 

NOW OPEN WITH A NEW STOCK OF 

Wall Paper, Window Shades, Lite. 

F. EE. HorLMAN, 48 King Street. 

SYDNEY WARD. 
Saint Joux, N. B., Feb. 12, 1889. 

y E, the undersigned Residents and Vote
rs of 

Sydney Ward, in the City of St. John, N. B., 

would nominate WM. LEWIS, Esq., of said W
ard, 

to represent us in the Common Council as Ald
erman, 

and pledge ourselves to do all in our power to se
cure 

his election. 
Signed by 85 electors. 

To the Electors of Sydney Ward. 
NENTLEMEN: In euiplanss with your requisi-

 

tion, asking me to allow myself to be put in 

nomination as a candidate for ALDERMAN at th
e 

approaching election, I Leg to say that, although th
e 

matter is not of my seeking, I am entirely in y
our 

hands, and will accept with pleasure your flatteri
ng 

nomination. A glance at the names on your requisi
- 

tion convinces me that you intend to carry the elec
- 

tion, and I am content to leave the result in y
our 

hands, assuring you that if elected my best efforts in
 

the future, as in the past, wil. always be put forward 

in the interest of this city, and Sydney Ward in 

particular. I have the honor to be, 
Yours, ec, 

WILLIAM LEWIS. 

To the Electors of Wellington Ward, 
IIE PROVINCIAL LEGISLATURE having 

postponed the holding of the c.vie elections for 

the present year until after the consummation of 

the finion of the cities of Saint John and Portland, 

we desire to sincerely thank those of the Electorate 

who have expressed their confidence in us and so 

geuerously goaded us their support. 

At the election of representatives to the Civic 

Board of the new city we will be candidates for 

the office of 

ALDERMEN, 

and solicit your suffrages at such election. 

We are, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, 

Respectfully yours, 
WILLIAM SHAW, 
THOMAS W. PETERS. 

St. John, N. B., 20th March, 1889. 

The St Jom Business College 
we AND = 

SHORTHAND INSTITUTE. 

3 BUSINESS, 
S. H. and Typewriting, 

DEPARTMENTS. TELEGRAPHY. 

A5-Students can enter at any time, and can t
ake 

any specialty or combination of studies requir
ed. 

gz-Circulars sent to any address. 

S. KERR, Principal. 
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MR. FRANK DINSMORE 

will give instruction on the Banjo, at 

No. 40 SIMONDS STREET, PORTLAND, 
OR AT PUPILS’ RESIDENCES. 

er I IS ecessessssscsanne #S per Quarter
. 

Inquire at C. FLOOD & SONS. 

&&The very best references given. 

MOORE'S 
Almond and Cucumber Cream, 
SOFTENING AND BEAUTIFYING THE SKIN. 

Tt will cure Chapped Hands, Face and Lips. 

1t cools the skin when hot, dry or painful 
from 

exposure to sun or wind, or heated by exercise. 

t removes Tan, Pimplest Scaly |Eruptions and 
Blackheads, and keeps the complexion clear ant 

brilliant. 
An excellent application after shaving. 

PRICE 25 CENTS A BOTTLE. 

Sample bottles, 10 cents. 

Prepared by G. A. MOORE, 
DRUGGIST, 

ALWAYS ON HAND | 

Fresh Roll Butter, Cream, Eggs, 
MILK AND BUTTERMILK, 

vee AT THE —— 

OAK FARM DAIRY BUTTER STORE, 
12 CHARLOTTE STREET. 

ADIES and GENTLEMEN desirous of obtain- 

ing a thorough knowledge of Shorthand and 

pe-writing and an acquaintance with the duties 

of a business amanuensis, should enter for our e
ven- 

ing courses—in session every evening (Saturdays 

excepted), 7t0 9. APP 0, PRY PEPPER . ’ 

, Conductor of Shorthand Department, 

St. John Busincss College and Shorthand Instit
ute 

EVERYBODY SHOULD HAVE IT 

Tug Brunswick Patent Flush Valve 
has now been over 18 months in

 use in a 

number of the best dwellings throughou
t 

the city, and in ever instance gives 

very best of satisfaction. It is the only 

water closet valve that thoroughly washe
s 

out the closet and leaves the trap full of 
clean water, thereby preventing bad sme, 

in the house. Parties about making sani 

tary alterations would do well to see th
is 

valve before oi their work done. AP- 

ply to THOS. CAMPBELL, 

; Plumber and Gasfitter, 

79 GERMAIN STREET: 

EMPLOYMENT AGENCY, 
115 Sydney Street

, opp: Victoria School: 

MRS. H. M. DIXON, 
to order 

Stamping, Pinking and Fan
cy Work done 
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