
1S9~] Caniattian -Pocttry anad Poets.

In ours, haif of hi,, original euergy, necessary self-coinfidence
and divine inspiration, is used up iii the struggle to make lirin-
self hieard. A singer nieeds an appreciative audience. Canada
lias not been aplpreciative. A Canadian poet depends for success
in the sale of his book, niainly, outside of his, own country. 0f
course, the public is not entirely at fault. A good deal of care-
less work lias been given out. Muchi lias been put in circulation
that is poor ili ideas, faukty in versification and rougli in finish.
And, unless our writers are conscientious, they cannot ex,,peet to
obtain an attentive public.

The greatesb barrier in thîe way of, first, general literary, and
then poetic, advaiicrnent, is, thiat apparently the one amni of our
Canadian people is to get rich, anid to get ricli fast. Everything
must be fast. The thief Iiterary aliment of miost of our people
is the daily newspaper. It consists of froin fouir to twelve
pages of new iatter, gotteri out every day. Under sucli pres-
sure, it î.s surprising thjat, the papers possess the literary excel-
lence tliey dIo. Everything, also, mnust bear directly on îîîaterial
advancemient.

In 1855-S thýý lâte Sir D)aniel Wilsonî, writin in the old Cana-
dian' Journal of Industrv, Science ancl Art," referred to the be-
nunîibingreflèct of this înat.terialistic predomninance. He treats the

matter so sqnar-ely anîd grenially, that 1 quote from Minu at sorne
leugrth.

',We caiilot yet respoîîd, amnid the charred stunips and
straggiiug snake fences of our roughl clearings,to ia th'

appeal to thiose s-

NWho love the hatints of nature,
Love the sunsliiine of the nieado'vs,
Love the shadow of the forest,
Love the wînd aniong the branches,
Antl the rain-shower, andi the snow-storni,
And the rushings of great rivers
Tbrough their palis-ades of piuie trees'

Vie Nvant our pine trees for lumber, and so long as tlîey
spare us a surplus for kindling wood we ask no kindling in-
spiration froin tlîexn. The ruishingrs of our grreat rivers we esti-
mate rcjoiciingly for their water privileges. The poetry of the
snow-storrn is full of the inusic of sleighrl-bells. As to our love
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