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scientific theories, we can find themn in the writirlgs
of the young Canadian author, Professor, Robert
Kennedy Duncan. In poetry, when you have sup-
plied yourself with the old and tried masters, you
may yet well afford space for tbe music of Lamp-
man's verse, -the melody of Canipbell's "Lake
Lyrics" or the mystic songs of Carmnan and Stringer.

May we not be too busy, in the midst of our great
material development, while real estate, railways

and grain elevators are discussed from Sydney to
Victoria, to refleet upon the needs of the book-
sheif and to take thought for what volumes shall
be placed there.

,Out of pages of the best books the boy may
unconsciously absorb the inspiration for a notable
deed or work and rnay look back, after a lifetime
of endeavour and achievement, to the bookshelf in
ÉFe i orne of his youth as the source of many an

be placed there. Out of their pages, the boy may
clefence against weariness or lonely hours, since-

"Books are yours,
Within whose silent chambers treasure lies
Preserved from age to age; more prcîous far
Than that accumulated store of gold
And orient gems, which for a day of need,
The Sultan bides deep in ancestral tombs."

Books, Canadian Authôérs Might Write
A Number of Inleresting Topics That Ai»ait Treatment

O Fthe varions authors who at one time or
another have aroused my envy, two im-
pressed me most by their amazing industry,
though as to one of the two I could tell

a story, that is vouched for in Wine Office Court,
Fleet Street, of "ghosts" behind the pen. The two
men, Andrew Lang and William Le Queux, were
somewbat differently moulded and actuated,. The
one was and the other still is a maker of books to
the making of whicb there seems no end. Either

Rey. H. A. Cody tu one of thie Numeronu Tralitier CiorgMuln
Who Have Written Books About the Wilde of Oan.ada.

HMo Latest Work la -Tho. Long Patrol," a Tale
et the mouated Police.

of them could have come to Canada and found
abundant new matenial to practise upon,ý tbough
neither, so far as 1 remember, ever "discovered"
Canada for himself. Whic!h, anyway, is no Iloss
as it happens, for Canada will be in better handsi
when she is really discovered by the people in
Canada.

It seems to me there are so many Canadian books
waiting to be written that, along witb whatever of
optimism nature put in nme.' 1 could wish had been

LT castel Ilopkiif ja lLtov l al 0Wo Canada for pis lu-
pertulit Proclivities, hi. Numrous 2iogr*,-I0al Worku,

and lis Canadian Anueul RIeYiSw Of Public â&Zit$,
Prirat PubliSIiad la 1»<1.

By LINTON ECCLES

added the "how" of bandling the art, or shaîl we
say the macbinery, of book-making, not that that
would bave been the rigbt or propef spirit to work
in. For one needs to rid oneself of materialism,
s0 far as that is possible, in the business of writing.
Such a heap of stuif about Canada bas been written
to selI or to seil something, that it is quite a re-
freshing change to come across a thing that bas
been produced in print for the love of it.

Maybe, the fault that there bas not been mnore
of this labour of love lies at the door of Canada
andl ber people. We are s0 confoundedly prosperous
-that is, rnost of us-so busy ýthinking and talkîng
of and turning over money, that it would seemn so
mueli wasted time to drudge hours on hours with
the pen without making our fellow Canadians pay
for it in hard cash. Perhaps when saine of us have
"made enough" in the day's grind in the market-
place, we shaîl have leisure to think of the barren
booksbelves, though, indeed, that would be knocking
on the head the idea that the best literature is born
in the garret.

But those unwritten masterpieces, those books
that Canadian authors might have written, may be
writing at thsis momÔnent, perhiaps 'will write in the
next few years. What are they

I Fever the vanîty possesse4 me of wanting to e
J. y inyiame Staring out from the title-page of a

real bound volume, 1 f arrcy' I wolild like tao make
thîe contents deal, with the history of the la.nd, wben
it was Ifirst conquered-I mean before Montcalm andl
Wolfe, in the interests of their.kings, disputed over
its, poss .ession. I would like to follow in the foot-
steps firmly 'planted of Champlain and Jacques Car-
tier and La ,Salle ançl--wbo was that: hig-bearted,
vçnturesome Recollet priest from, Old France who
sailed, up the St. Lawrence, celebrating, mass here
anid.there, at Kingston'for one place, to the faithful
few wbo bad been landed by Champlain to become
Canada's first rural settîcru? Taking a big jump
down the ages, I would love to write up the border
campaign of 1812, and -paticul -aly Laura Secord.
Ye slothful brothers of the pell, what a real, red-
blooded, ready-made- beroine we are neglecting in
ber! Then I would wish to air my reading of
Canadian political history ini a full-blown Confedera-
tion novel. Sir John A., Macdonald, whom but to
mention on a Tory platform is to ensure a round
,of cbeening, bas already appeared in the pages of
fiction, but why not again and againr? Couldn't one
of us dig up the records and reminiscences of those
stirring times and reproduce with descriptive fire
some of those bard-bitting bouts between "John A."
and George Brown? And it is surely time Sir Wil-
frid of the White Plume was made on paper the
liero of romance be already is in the heartsof bis
French-speaking compatriots. William Lyon Mac-
kenzie, too, is an historic figure we bave too long
left out in tbe cold.

TPhe early days of sucb cities as Kingston, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, and, with a flying leap
across the prairies, Macleod, Alberta, and Victoria,
ought to produce a round dozen of romances.
Quebec city bas flot been neglected sa badly, but
a patriotic public could do with more of its, history
and romance attractively served up. The story of
,the Selkirk Settlers, and the more recent adventures
of the Barr Colonists, would make excellent telling;
and, in f act, tbough the prairies look uninspiring
enough fromn the railway car, especially now that
the grain is all cut, tbey hide many and many a
human story of struggle for gain and of tbe play
of the primal passions in the process. The lumber
camps have been done.and donce well, but not 'over-
donc; and the sugar camps, a curiogîty to us of this
new generation, bave been passed over. Then, wbat
a chance for a good grain novel, written by a mýan
or a woman Who, could see poetry in the growing,

the garnering. and the giving of it to feed the old
world's bunger?

We have had the Mounted Police once or twice,
and-now Raîpli Connor bas "done" the famous force
in bis "Corporal Cameron," but there is matter for
a score of items in future autumn lists yet waîting
to be dragged f rom those mostly silent sentinels of
the still pathless Territories. And the romance of
railroad construction. Frank Packard bas shown
us the way, and others may well follow bis lead,
and even get down from the foot-plate wbich he
loves to, the picturesque if somewbat disorderly
gangs who are paid, to them, fabulous wages for
laying the iron roads.

And, somnew1here near the end of my imagination
and at a point where 1 should bave to leave the
story-telling to my Canadîan-born brother, I would
like to see some good Eastern country-life stories-
romances, love on the farm with rivaIs and other
developments, but not forgetting the picturing of the
scenery. We are still waiting for a Canadian city-
if e novel and for one based on countryside politics

in Ontario. Camping and bunting in Algonquin
wait to be discovered and described, and the Porcu-
pine and Cobalt mining fields have bardly been
turned over, eyen in "news correspondence" to the
city newspapers.

Y ES, my brother and sister pusher of the pen
and tapper of the typewriter, there is much

good work in f ront of us to do. And, since most
of us still have to look to the material end, one
could wish that the home literary market showed
a more buoyant and promising tone. We are likely
for saine years yet to go on asking and trying to
answer the question, "Has Canada a literature of
her own?" And some f ew who care keep alive
the hope that before many more publishing seasons
have waxed and waned they may be able -to refer
seriously and with pride to the trade of making
books about Canada in Canada by Canadians. A
trade, be it borne in mind, that wîll consist of the
.writing and the commissîoning of books, the *print-
ing, the publishing, and the copyrighting of them,
the illustrating, the engraving, tihe binding, the dis-
tributing, the selling, and the reading of them, al
by Canadian people in Canada, and without having
,to go to New York or Chicago, Philadelphia or
London for advice.

A few weeks ago that: good ýCanadian bookman,
Mr. Melville Hammond, voiced a regret in bis book
page in the Toronto Globe that, "Purely Canadian
books do not loom, very large in the autumn an-
nouncements of Canadian publishers." It is a regret
that most of us will §hare, particularly so as British
and American writers helped again to fill the void.
To say that Canada has no authors and artists to
make and illustrate books would be unýtrue. I know
they are flot many, but they are certainly good in
quality, and, given the encouragement in their own
land which tbey ought to get, they woukt grow mn
grace and in number.

The journalistic profession is naturally and inevit-
ably the training ground of the writer of books, and
here I think: the Canadian papers show a distinct
weakness. Pick up your newspaper, daily or
weekly, and separa-te the "special" matter f romn the
stuif that is co mmon to the make-up of any journal
with any pretensions at al], and you will see what
a poor showing it makes. The average Canadian
reporter, even the practised hand at the game, is
so tied to the Wrheel of routine assignments-ýniost
of which could be pooled by tbe agency metho&..
that he gets next to no chance of writing anytbing
out of the ordinary. It is a misfortune that this
should be so, even on newspapers that could well
afford to be more liberal-minded, because it cramps
whatever tendenicy to originality a man on the edi.
tonial staff may have, and keeps 'him down to the
dead level of the routine reporter. Also, it is
starving the breed of future authors right from
the cradie.


