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the publications of the amateur writers of stories in the daily
papers. At intervals of a fcw months some novel is acelaimed
as immortal, by enthusiasts that could nut tell the name of it a
year later.

The eloquence of' the statesman has degenerated into the rant
of the demogogue. Chrysostomn and Savanai'ola, Bossuet and
Massillon, Stillingfleet and Wesley and WVhittield, sleep in their
ballowed tombs, and have left no successors. It would ho a
pleasant thing for us to have at the bar such men as Erskinc and
Curran and Webster and iPinkncy;- but tho :Ige deecs net, preduce
thcm, and wo get along thie best we ean without t[iem. Lt was
said loDng before, Napeleon that there is but ofle ste1) from the
sublime to the ridiculous; but in an nge in which we have becorne
painfully conscicus of the limitations cf our powvers, the ridiculous
has gradually encroached on the sublime until thoe is only a
fùàding lino between them;- and in deadly and constant fear of
crossing it, we timidly take refuge in the commonplace. Music
itsolf, heavenly maid, of' ail the fine arts the oldest, tbe most
faithful and the tenidorest frieiid of inain, she wlio bas soothed
and comforted bis sad heart in every time of' sorrow ever since
the morning stars sang tegother, is said by somo to be under-
going a like eclipse.

This also was in our destiny. Wonderful as are the advan-
tages ibat wo bave derived firom the seheme of' Bacon ftr the
imprevement of* mankind, yet it cannet bo denicd that ini sorte
respects our adoption of it bas beon likýe the tsecond eating of the
forbidden. fruit. This was the inevitable consequenceo f' bis
tecings, the sumr and substance of' which was that wo should

put lead on our wings; that we sbouild no miore bu led by senti-
nient, nor seek the inaccessible, nor dally with the vague and the
undefinoed. And we have kept the faith;- and aire keeping it moru
and more strictly as tho years go by, with more and mnore
empbatic resuits. It is only the othor day that Proflessor Gold-
win Smith declared that if he livos a few years longer hoeoxpeots,
to sec the last poet, the last horse, ýand the last woman; three

things that will certainly ho missed. A littie refiection wvould

bave convinced him that the last poot bas alrecady passed by.

These are things that we cannot help. Thougb we may some-

times look regretf'ully to the past, as Schiller leokod back to tho
Gods of Greece, or as Mary of Scotland gazed on the reccding
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