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We"', 'ne have the numiber before us, and it has not entireiy fuhfilled
aur expectations, While the issue cantains many articles of real excel-
lence, yet there are a numben quite mediacre in character, and sonne ofthern look very like twaddie. We propose ta notice hniefly niereiy the
iWore important contributions. Canada may be proud af such a grauc-
fi andI Pleasing writer as Mr. Charles G. D. Roberts, who cantributes asketch entithed "Echoes froin, Old Acadia." Mn. Roberts is perhaps
better knawn as ea poet than as a prose writer. Yet lie excels no less in
thf blatter respect, having in the former capacity gained the distinction

oa eîng calhed "gthe American Keats." As an illustration of the force
anidn tlegance of Mr. Roberts' prnose style, we quate the following extra t

foi e article j ust mentioned. He is speaking of the first settiement
Of the island at the mouth of the St. Croix river by De Monts in the
YCar 1o

"On the mnainland near they built a mil], and sowed their rye andbarîey; and they laid out garden plats in îoving likeness ta the thymly
closes and beds of marjoram which sweetened the air about their Nor-
iTian homes. . , . With digging and with building the summier
Pased nierrily along. But by-and-bye the summer went out in a sudden
blaze Of scarlet and gold, and a dispiriting gnayness stole across the
iafldscape. When late October winds began ta pipe aven the shelterless

1Cia afd bedn he sere long grasses ail one way, and ridden by such aP9ools crisped leaves that eveny broak was choked, and ail the stiil
P08hidden fram sight, their hearts tunned homeward veny langingiy."'In siniple and stniking picturesqueness we doubt whethen this passage
La e xcelled. Among English writers it reminds us of R. D. Black-

libre, but even the authon of " Lamna Doone " is nat often s0 happy in
"xPressio

Mn.cl W. 1hip Robinson, the editor of the Week, cantributes an able
a rtile' "The Promise in Canadian Litenature." We question, how-

eVer, his abilit t
tGo 0 f Yt maintain the assertion which bas heen made rather
,ai1 Iten of late, that " Canadian poets and novelists have hitherto beenc4O nrevariably French." The distinction whicb the French Academy
Conerd recently on M. Frechette, appears ta have dazzled the eyes ofOuer flglishCafladja cnitics s0 mnuch that they can see menit only in"ich-Canadia literatune.

y An Unappreciated Wank " is the titie of a well-wnitten cnitical article
Wh a mes M. O xley, on Dickens' "Tale of Two Cities." In the line of
l"1hl night be cailed light wniting, Mn. W. E. Maclellan contnibutesbu- ne Decadence of the Red River Cart,-a clever sketch with delicateUIor and felicitous turns of expression.

An' the Paetical contributions by Canadian wniters the palm
tak ltClearly b wreto" Prometheus," by Mn. A. Werner'.

aetllierty of repnoducing this poem, being, as it is, in spite of oc-
theona b gheses of expression, a poem of bigh menit, and altogether
tere est in this alleged microcosm of Canadian litenature. Indeed, in

tLreand graphie vigor Mr. Wernen's poem is nat often equalled.

l~ar andPROMETHEUS.breand ciff sani ghastîy frowns the great Caucusian mountain,-
No~ and alff arng up, snow-capped and steep, into the sky,-

Ciweet Sang Ofsunimer bird or murmur low of fountain,
Setchd Piiess shine the heavens on bis agony.

Achi. edout 01, thle rock-face, nough and bard and bare,-
t-hr un.shieîded fnom the southern noon-day glane

Oh e urning bneath down-beating of the stifiing funnace-air.
Sui heaful stillness of the steeps I
aet gh glarng lea the stony sweeps-
aO inea'gl f or chirp of bird in tree-N aSeabýu1 futtening o'er the distant sea,Oa 1.ae on Mfouse, or wild thing-or the glance

t a~' wIng upan its amry dance,-
lxp4sn chaud ta corne in pitv and ini lave

ec±iir Iu'adthe cruel bnightness of the great blue sky aboveu t9ni aind tsive the strain of racking nerve and dizzy brain,-
With high. heant stili unbnoken, constant in bis pain.

Starli %
paa gli 1 teCaucasusi S+eep for man,-but none for him
Me nY acos the Euxine, cottage fires are burning dim-

bt aed esting fronIT their labours, knowing not that hie lies there,
AIled bar'ndtehaînied, and nacked in anguish, on the rock-face bleak and
Seeia the n d none ta than< bim-none ta pity on ta hless,

Xt efyn , ' j rougl the Ages, ta bis panand laneliness, -,il th, Y'19 n temighty stnengtb of bis despai,-

Alb t agf hi, truth and deatb-denying love-
Thsee. 5oiTlet byus, Avengen, tbundering above! -A. WERNER.oferl na J. Almon Ritehie, entitîed "Love's Wane," is also
icati is.I sqiequl if not supenion, ta the ordinary

, Magazin paetry. ' hspoten appears in another cohumn oftule»ý 4piTy. 0f lesser ment, but still cominendable, are "Saine-
P-iz S t wd cale," the former bly John W. Dafoe, the latter by T. AlProZart iO will be remnembered by aur neaders as the writen of theaor i ur own university hast year. IlTwilight Fields " and

"Lines ta Death " are decidedly common-place, and "A Young Lover's
Love " is at least bucolic in style and versification if it is flot so in mat-
ter. We shouid judge the persan referred ta was a very young lover
indeed.

Why these last three potins and the greater number of the remainin2g
prose articles are assigned a place in a " micrOcosm of Canadian litera-
ture," we shall probably neyer be abie to iearn. We might venture the
supposition that these articles were introduced into the collection on
the famous lucus a non lilcendo principle. At ail events, they are lack'
ing in this sornewhat important qualification for a place in such a col-
lection : they are flot literary in any degree ta speak of.

In fine, while there is sa mueh ta admire in this number of the
Currn4 and while we thank the editors for bringing out several wrîter4
of menit who were hitherto unknown, we yet abject most emphatically
ta the statement that this is ta be considered a fair representatian of
what Canadian writers are able to do in the field of magazine and te-
view literatune. We shouid hiave thought that in such a " microcosm"'e
as the Gurrent professes ta Iay before us we might have met at least
some of the names of our aid acquaintances in the various delpartmelits
of Canadian literature, as Mr. G. Mercer Adam, Mr. Kirby, Miss Machar,
M. Frechette, Mr. Hunter Duvar, Dr. Mulvany, Mr. John A. Fraser, jr.,.
and Mrs. Kate Seymoun Maclean. e3ut the Gurrent knows them, fot,
and whiie saine of her cantnibutors are quite equal ta these and entireiy
wonthy of the place assigned them, yet she bas Ltought in various other
strange divinities, deciaring that these be thy gods, O Canada 1 I
those who wish accept the dictum of the Current ; we declinie ta do so...

OLD CABOOSE'S BALL.

Oid Caboose sat with his feet on the stove in his bar-roomn among a
motiey crowd of buil-whackers, cow-boys, minens and roustabouts,
lamenting the good aid days " befone the police came into the country,"
when whiskey and rum were as pientiful as water, when the buffalo
naamed the prairie in countiess myniads, when the sinaliest coin known:
was a fifty cent piece, when justice was administered by himself and hig
Spitzee cavalry, and execution carried out by mieans of a laniat hung;
from the neanest tree, and othen grand advantages of western life, ail of
which have graduaily disappeaned since the always-to-be-regretted ad-
vent of the police, and the establishment of Canadian contrai. in the
country. These were the good old days when any feliow with'sand
enough couid get an outfit fromi one of the big trading posts at Fort,
Benton on the Missouri, consisting of a dozen bulis and a couple of
large waggons laden with whiskey and alcahaol. No cash down. Al
he had ta do was to frei ght it up ta Whaap-up or ta Old Man River,'
buiid a log cabin and a staut canrail, and trade it off ta the Indians for
furs and robes. In the fali -always provided he had flot been shot or'
hanged in the summner-he returned ta Benton, handed aven his robes,
and cleaned enough ta buy a complete outfit ta repeat the expeilment
next year on his awn behaîf.

Oid Caboose wvas a great favorite aînong the rounders and roustaboute.
who coiiected every evening round bais bar-room stove, and used ta de-,
light in getting the aid man ta repeat lis experiences, or ta start him on
his favourite subject : The unfain treatmenit that he, aid Caboose, in
particular, had received from the Dominion Government, and especial,,
ly from Sir John Macdonald, who undoubtedly is ta this day in. coin-
plete ignorance of his enimninal harshness, or indeed of the
existence of such a personage as old Caboose. The ali
man's life, like that of mast "aid timers" in the west, has
been an eventful one. An Englishman by birth, he had jre-
ceived a good educition, and was for a time a preacher in the Societyý
of 1'riends. Finding this life a monatonous one, he emigrated ta Cali-
fornia in the stirring times Of '49. Hene he made a big " pile," but iost
it ail gamhiing. Then he wandered about ta different mining camps,
naw in,Nevada, now in Britis.h Columbia, no*' in Montana. Finally he-
joined same loase campanians and adopted the dangerous, but lucrativiN,
profession of a whiskey trader in the Canadian North-West. On the,
banks of the Spitzee (naow High River) o>ne of the mast beautiful.spotýk
in the North-West, about fifty miles fram the Rocky Mountains, theçy
established a IIRepublic," of which aid Caboose was President. - e.
was also Generaiissimo of the Forces-the celebnated "lSpitzee Cavsilry."
This, however, like many othen repubies, has long since passed away-'
republics, as weil as kingdorns, in the words of the hymn, Ilwax and,
wane," and the fiag of the Spitzee Cavairy has long céased ta strike,
tenror into the heant of the rival trader, who dared ta infrinùge theîf'
monopoiy of trading whiskey, fire-arms and ammunitian ta. the Black->
feet and Crees. Old Caboose for the iast ten years bas been the soief
proprietor of that ceiebrated bouse in Fart B, whose sign is a full,-'
cocked revolver with the miotta: IlNo jaw-bqne liere 1"

Well, we didn't seemn ta be getting any nearer the " Bal]," , ix-eýyed,
J ohnston was thle first ta niioat the question3 and hie intrQdUtced. thq sub-

Y C' Vày4ty.


