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but he perilously near places hirnself
on the positive aide by citing as an
exaruple of dignified current poetry,
and iu connection with citations trom
Swinburne and Milton, a poemn
eutitled "At Midnight," by Virus
Sheard. which appeared first lu The
Canadian Magazine. VWe should flot
overlook the fact that Mr. Haultain
,ornes from a very severe and exact-

ing sehool. We know of noue severer
or more exacting. Re is also, a very
keen critie. Long ago he reached the
stage of keenness lu criticism of hie
own work, and but for that he might
uow be regarded as a profific writer.
Unfortunately bis is the practice of
but few.

The, opinion thait we have no litera-
ture at al] is scarcely worth consider-
ing; it le not even intelligent. For
we have a literature, a very creditable
aud improving literature; but when
it cornes to its standing as a national
endowmnent we must reiterate our in-
ability to judge. We do not even
possess the right or privilege of judg-
iug. We may feel sure that oue or
another poem or story or essay le as
good as anything of the kind being
produced in the English languege, but
just whether or n<>t it wiIl live sud
attalu national importauce aud sigul-
ficauce w. cannot say. We may think
that it will, but what seems great te
us inay b. merely local or transieut.
Manuy persons who ara falsely patri-
otie lu their feelings towards Can-
adian literatura rasent this attitude,
aud they sesm to thlnk that The
Cênadian Magazine is the. last place
in which a confession of thia kind
should b. made. But, lu all good
faith, we thik that it is the very
first place inwhichit siold be made.
To assume that we havea& national
literature, sud te hold fast to that
assumption, may givan suimpression
of patriotisin, but it ie faise patriot-
isrn, au evii that should neyer be
condoned. Good lîteratura caunot b.
national simply becas.ue of its good-
nasa. -Uncle Tom's Cabin" rnsy not
offly b. fais, as te faet but it may b.

badl writiug. Neverthelees, whel
we like it or not, it le a contribu
to the national literature of the Un
States, simply because it has 1:
cherished sud perpetuated by
people. Milton's "Paradise Lc
was by no means as great in literai
in its author's day as it le now,
cause then thc great moas of the
ple were unable to mail it. Nor'
it lived througli centuries aud gai
in comparison with most of what
been written before or bas been v
ten since. Que miglit as well
that stock lu sorne manufactory
worth just as much a year ago at
dollars a share as it is to-day at
dollars. Iu inverse ratio, Marcc
invention is a great boon to huma
now, but ten years hence it mai
diacarded to give place for somnet'
s yet beyond our comprehieusion.
reaper was a long step lu advano
the cradie sud thc scythe, but i
now a national implement? Ani
we muet regard literature: as s<
thlug whose greatuess lu either a
ing or national way ouly tixue
posterlty eau establiel.

But te give assurance that real
rent literature, is maldug in Can
we ueed not be confiued to one p
or oe author, sud penhaps it wil
be regarded as egotietical of ul
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THE VISION

By Virus Slieard.

long had she knelt at thie Madoi
alirine,

Within the. empty chapaI, cold
gray;

Telling lier b--ads, while grief with
ring line

And bitter tear stole ail bar -ý
away.

OUI on

Bai

was she fromn what
or,
ied f roin joy that
ight win;
mt the dark beyonè
,thfear,
se branded by the.


