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ondon'a fine pictune of the last full-blooded indian of Lor'ette, constructed
a legend which few cari read unmoved.

Judce Routhier lias printed but one slender volume of verse, entitled
"Les Échos," but it is good enougb to have a more ambitîous namne. One

half of the collection is cornprised of purely domestic pieces, occasional
verses and uomplimentmry fragments, ecdin its way tenider and sweet and
graceful, accordingt to the pocî's mood and the cliaracter of his subject.
Patriotie songs and neligious hymus, or pcrhaps evangelical poemis wonld
be the better terni to apply to themn, compose the othen haîf. The bock
la prefaced by a scholarly introduction lu prose, wbicli is written in the
pictunesque style cf the Judge's Il Causeries du Dimanche." 0f the verses
a good deal înay be said in the way cf praise ; the veri 'imilitude is correct,
and the sentiment, lu aIl cases, is wholesomne, briglit and sympatbetic.
There are poemns, here ard. there, cf the beart, but tbey are more tender
and gentle than warmi or sensuons, Judge iRouthier bcing nowise Swin-
burnian in lis conceptions. 0f course, a sensitive, Christian glow, fuît cf
life and delicacy and hope is everywlierc tlirougbout this bock, and this
fervent, picus grace illumines the evangelical pieces througliout. The
sweetest poem in the series la, beyond doubt, the pathetic and beautif ai
IlDeatb cf Christ," whicli la modelled on a plane of true art. Tlie story
cf the crucifixion is devoutly told, and like the companion piece, "ILe Christ
Vivant," is high iii motive and lof ty lu strain and mannen. The patniotic
poema possess strength and a ringing measure. "lNos Martyrs" deals
with incidents in the livcs cf those early Clinistians who made suci lierole
sacrifices for their country, and cîjurcli, lu planting the seeds cf thein mis-
sions on uncongenial soil mocre than two centuries mgo. TIZose who have
read the tbree large volumes cf the Il Relations des Jesuites," will remem-
ber the fate cf De Breboe-uf and Lallemant. Judge Routhier's facts come
f rom that source, but the rich presentation cf feeling, deep sympathy witb
the spirit cf cmr early anmaIs, and impassioned energy cf description, are
distinctively outpourings froin bis cwn breast. 0f tic "Échos Domestiques"
the best are "lNos Petits Cercueils," the legend cf "Stella Maris," Il Une
Fleur du Ciel," "lLa Nuit," Il L'Academie des Femmes," and "lLe Panitheoni,"
the latter written lu Roine in 1875. Il Deux Vertus de la Femme " exhibits
maich delicacy of tretment, and is la a pleasant vein.

1 have lef t mnyself little space in whicli te, spcak cf the last peet on my
liat cf representative singers of Frenchi Canada. Benjamn SuIte is butter
knowu to tic English reader by bis prose writings than by bis poetry.
Early lu bis careen lie wrotc înany songs and lyrics, but cf late bis copions
studies and investigrations into the history of New France, have compelled
bimi tc negleet the muse for a tinie. is songs are strongly imbued with
the impulse cf patrictismn. The commlon people are bis berces, and, like
Berangen, hoelbas sought to give colour nnd bcauty, and sometimes romance,
to the eveny.day lives cf bis fellow-mnen. Excellent and antistic work may
be found ilu "Les Laurentiennes," "lLes Foudateues " ani "lLa Cloche,"

these being the best examples cf bis nuanner and motive.

II.

There are few good novels written by Canadians cf eithen Frenchi or
Erigliali origin. The Frenchi are, perbmps, more successful, but even their
work la stilted and often commouplace. 1 know cf but four novelists who
have produced anythin g like fair average work. They are P. J. 0. Cbau-
veau, Joseph Marmotte, Napoîccu Bourassa, and Pamphile Le May. The
firat cf these publisbed bis only novel, "lCharles Guérin," some thirty-two
years mgo, lu Montreal. It is a tale cf habitant life, lias the air cf being
fouuded ou fact, and the character-drawing and incident are extrcmely
clever. The plot la not intnicate, and tlîe bits cf description are tolerably
well managed, but the conversations drag and the story lacks "lgo." In
ita day it held a place lu Frencli-Canadian literature whidb is difficult to
accord to it now, but as a picture cf country life it wiil longY netain an
asaured nank. Josephi Marmette lias wnitten about balf-a-dozen novels, al
ln the histonical velu, the incidents connected witbl tbe life cf the heroine
of Verdhères, Count Frontenac's exploits while Goveruon cf New Frauce,
and the tnying tines under Intendant Bigot, affording him themes exciting'
and drainatic enougli. Marmotte is a good histonical painter. Hie uses
pienty of colour and covers bis canvass witli considerable art, but lie
manages lis plots rather carelessly muid lis people have little vivmcity. His
womeu are worse tban bis men lu that respect. "lL' Intendant Bigot"~ us
the best atory that lie lias given us. It possesses a good deal of fire and
character, and the vanlous episodes described have the menit cf trutti-
fuluesa. Those who love the story cf Frontenac's administration will like
to read the romantic incidents lu lis career as tliey will find tliem depicted
in Marmette's IlFrancois de Bienville." Iu this romance the love stony is
very pnettily told, and the glimpses cf social life lu the aeventeentb century
are cleverly revealed. Iu power, however, it la not so strong a book as
tlie "lBigot." In ail cf Marnette's novels tiiere is roîn for nevision, and

as they are immieasurably superior to miost of the stories we have, the aitthor

ought to recast and improve them. Napoleon Bourassa is an artist, but

twenty years ago lie published a novel entitled Il Jacques et Marie,"

whichi enjoyed considerable popularity in the country. It is good read-

ing to-day, the style cf the author being, quaint but amusing. The scelle

of the story is laid ini Acadia, and it treats of the expulsion of the A.cadiafls

in a touching and synmpathetie way. The book hias power, but the arrallP

ment of details is bad, andl the workmansbip is too hurried to be good.

The book lias its readers, hcwever, the subjeet being dear to CanaclianS,

and the love story is, on the whole, not badly done.
Le May lias been spoken of ia this paper as a poet. Hie is also a

nove]ist of fair abilities. Pcrhaps his best book is his last, Il L'AffairO

Sougraine," founded on fact, and published only a few nionths since. It

treats of a dramnatic tragedy whichi occurred in Qucbec a year or two ago.

An Indian's wife was discovered dead by the roadside. Slie had beeni

last seen alive in conmpany with lier husband, with whom she was not on

friendly terms. It was found that she had met lier death by violence, and

suspicion was at once fastened on Sougraine, wlio was arrested and tried

for the murder of lis wife. While the case was pending lu court Le MaY3

printed bis novel, and the first edition was barely disposed of before the

prisoner was acquitted by the jury and discliarged. The story lias Col'-

sîderable merit, and some humour and satire, the latter being ievelled

with keen spirit agyainst an objectionable member of a former local1

Government.
The outlook in fiction literature iu Frenchi Canada is not higblY

encouraging. Poetry lias a better chance to succecd, but the novelist lB

yet to corne. GEORGE STEWART, JR.

NATIONAL LITERA TURJi

AN article in a recent number of TuE WEEK, entitled, "lA Field for

Canadian Achievemonts," contains a phrase that recaîls to my mmid a
papel' 1 read before tlie ,<V',XoÇ club in Montreal, seven or eight years

a:go. The words that turned my memory back were "la distinctive national
literature," and as well as 1 remnember, the title of my paper wag the

question, IlCn we bave a distinctive Canadian Literature? '" 1 shail iOt'

forget the storin of indignant denials that arose as 1 aniswored that questiol0

lu the negyative, and rnany were the patriotic sentiments uttered durtflg

the discussion that took place. Though somewhat roughly handled by 111Y
crities, 1 still hld nîy answer to bu just; and looking back to-day upori
the position I then heold, I sec but littie cause to change my ground.

The writer of the article in question says, "la large and appreciative
audience is ready-mnade in Canada, waiting to welcome, to honour anid
imnmortalize, the right man in the walks of literature." 1 cannot say if thliO
be truc or otlierwise ; but I do know Canadian works have been issued

froni Canadian publishing houses, soin( wrought by the liand of genmiO
some polished by the toucb of the scholar, that have not paid tlie cost O
publication, while inferior compilations and unreadable literary Il bosb'"

have, I min informed, put satisfactory shekels lu the pockets of the cofla
pilers or authors. True it is, that uewspaper punf and never-betir6d
book hawkers are to a great extent responsible for the latter ; but, I ask,

would the London drawing-rooms, that recognize and applaud genius, be

influenced by the most persistent book-agents or the most fulsome ineWO»
paper, puifs. Surely Macaulay demît a death-blow to the latter syste""'
If Canada is ready to welcome, honour and immortalize the right manril'
the walks of literature, whici I1 take to mean a really transcendent geui"5s

among men, wliy does slie not grant a just meed of praise and profit tO
lier present best workers? Inl how many Canadian homes will one filnd
the current literature of the day, of England and the United Statest
where even the namnes of Canadian au thons of menit are unknown 1

Though part of my life associating witb literany men, I cannot dlaiml
to be one to any greater extent than Mr. Silas Wegg, lu that I have
occasionally Ildropped into verse," so I cannot speak with th «e knowledg6

and autliority of one, yet the opinions of a very iuterosted spectatore

whose friends are in the thick of the tiglit, may be of -sufficient concerul tO

dlaim the attention of your readers.

Froni my unscholarly point of view let'me tryt nwrfiquso,
"Cari we have a distinctive Canadian literature y to anse thet qutobalY

we cari, and will, when ail the unknoýyn and undreamnt changes an~d 1nV

fluences of centuries have wncught their impness on the people; wlief
revolutions have marked eras lu our history, and history, itself growu old,

is phosphorescent witli the halo of romance ; when to oun descendants

eigb ity-ton guns anid turret vessels arc as javelinis and Athenian galleys to

us ; when otun railways are as Roman noa(1s, and our present mnnens anld
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