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much rclinnce.  That there would bo dificultics
to encounter in navigating tho Gulf and River in
winter, as wcll as in creating o shipping port
that would bo useful for commercial purposcs,
wo aro willing to admit. But money, science,
and resolution can overcomo obstacles which
often at first are supposed to be unsurmountable,
TWith respect to the cffects of cold on tho wheels
and machinery of o steamer, that has been fully
tested at Caughnawagn, and tho temperature of
salt water i3 known to bo higher than that of
fresh water.  Nor do we Ueliove that the floating
ico in the river below Bic or Green Island could
injuro iron propellors; aud gencrally the water
thero is open and clear as far as tho sight can
reach. As for the battures and formations of
ico along the shore, good engincers with plenty
of money would think little of them, and would
find or mako & way to get rid of them or to
wield them to their purpo 2. In view thereforo
of the vast benefits that a sea port within our
own territory would confer on the country, we
canunot but be of opinion, that tho matter ought
to bo put to tho test. One of tho iron propellors
at the disposal of the British Admiral on the
North American Station might be despatched
into tho Gulf next February for the attempt.
The admiral, we arc certain, would not refuse
to do 50; and tho officers and men who brave
tho jcebergs of the Arctic seas, would find no
terror in the dangers of the St. Lawrence.

LITERATURE AND LITERARY
GOSSIP.

E literature of our day is a great debtor to

good book-making. To excellent typo-
grapby, toned paper, and artistic biading, it owes
much. We will not say that tho acceptability,
with readers, of all books, is due to their clegant
mechanism and dress, rather than to the merit of
their subject matter; but it is only just to the
intcllect and taste of our people to presume that
much that now-a-days is written finds ready salo
from the attractive and captivating esterior and
interior it presents. And no doubt, thisis the rea-
son why somuch is published which is mere book-
making. So much in tho way of ¢ Sclectivns,”
« Beauties,” ¢ Elegant Extracts,” &c.

The truth is, there isso much of this collccting
and editing in our time, and so much produce
depending for a sale on mechanical effect merely,
that we fear for the future estimate of the litera-
ture of the present ceatury. Especially is this
book-making indulged in, in the department of
poetry, that wo frequently ask ourselves the
question, Where are our poets? Is there no-
thing original published? We have * Golden
Leaves fiom tho Pocts,” Casquets of Gems,”
% Translations” and Iyrics innumerable; but
where are the great poems of our day—the pro-
ductions that are to go down to ages with those
of Scott, Wordsworth, Keats, and Byron of the
last century?  But we bave our poets, it will be
said ; and those, too, whose names witl be en-
shrined on the bright scroll of posthumous fame.
Wo have Tennyson, Longfcllow, Browning, and
a host of lesser names, Massey, Alex. Smith, Jean
Ingelow, and Robert Buchanan, but what Lave
they written that may justly be termed ¢ a great
poem?’ Our serial literature is much to be
blamed for the absence of these great efforts. Our
literary possessionsare indeed poor. The demands
of the ago are material, and only for the passing
hour. The tasto of the day requires nothing
more laboured than short lyrics and Magazine
idyls; and much that is written, even by our
first poets, is but produced to accompany some
clever pencil sketeh, much in the way of the old
annual contributions. We hope that the literary
censors and critics will see that our writers
make amends for this,. Wo can have but desul-
toryreading when we have but desultory writing.
Leaving this matterat present, we proceed to our
ususl summary of tho books of the day, which,
from waat of space, we must confino to ono de-
partment—Tilustrated Works. Tho publishers,
wo are gladto find, aro now entering tho field
with tho literary commissariat for Christmas
and the holidays. Choice and raro promiscs to

bo tho approaching art-vintage season, Abun-
dant and exccllent will bo thio literary harvest
pen. Pencil and tool have this year shown moro
than their usual cunning and industry, Wo
mcet with, first ¢ A Round of Days described in
original pocmns, by some of our most celebrated
poets, and in pictures by cminent artists,” This
superb guinea volumo containg somo forty ori-
ginal poems aund seventy pictures, illustrating
subjeets of every day lifo of the must varied:
character. ¢ Pictures of Society, Gravg and Gay,”
is a collectiva of vue huwdred engravings on
wood, many of which embellished the pages of
“ London Socicty,” and aro from the drawings
of most skillful artists, and from the pens of popu-
lar authors, # Thoe Scrwon on the Mount” is a
most claborate volume, chrumo-lithograplied from
illuminations by two arclitects. Tho designs aro
gorgeously exccuted, represeuting overy period of
art and every age of paleeography. ¢ The Poetry
of tho Year” is a volumo of tho finest pastorals in
our language, illustrativo of the scasons of the
sear. It is charmingly illustrated by drawings
from Birket, Foster, arrison, Weir, and others,
beautifully exccuted in chromo-lithography. A
small volumo with photographic illustrations of
tho paintings of Rubens, Rembrandt, Leo da
Vinci,and others, will find many adinicers. Tho
photographs illustrate o serics of bricf meditations
on the Life of Christ, under the title of ¢ Salvator
Mundi? The aunouncement i3 made, as being
nearly ready, of ¢ La Saiute Bible, d'aprés Ia
Vulg.i.e, avec des dessins par Gustave Doré.”
This sumptuous cdition of the Scriptures will
contain 230 illustrations, from the drawings of
this wild and fanciful genius, at s cost of fifty
dollars. It is to bo reproduced, we understand,
in English by the Messrs. Cosscll, who have just
produced the sameillustrators cdition of “ Dante’s
Inferno,” a subject that was well suited to Doré’s
weird imagery. ¢ DalzielP’s Illustrated Arabian
Nights Entertainments,” wo find bas just been
completed. The work is cnriched with 200 pic-
tures drawn by Millais, Tenniel, Watson, and
Houghton. Thefictionofartisidealizedina work
entitled ¢ The World before the Deluge,” by Luuis
Figuicrwith251andseapes of theancient world, de-
signed by Rion, and 208 figures of animals, plants,
and other fossil remains.  No doubt, the cosmeo-
graphers, ethnologists, and geologists will be curi-
ous to sce this rather startling work. Illustrated
editions of ¢ Traill’s Joscphus,” # The Recreativns
of a Country Parson,” ®*The Rdyal Heraldic
Album,” and a host of annuals, ahnanacs, &e.,
complete the announcements of the press for the
approaching holiday scason, whick bave thus fur
been made.

Weo will supply our resumé of the new publi-
cations in tho other departments of literature in
our next number, G. ML AL

THE SONNETS OF SHAKSPEARE.
\VILLIAM SHARSPEARE is the great central

san of tho modern iutellectual ficmament,
round which, since his own time, the whole
glittering system of English Literature Las re-
volved. Lo that other sun of the celestial
economy, there are spots upun his surfuce, but
they dctiact nothing from Lis splendoeur, nor
docs the lapse of years diminish his brightness.
He who built tho great Pyramid is unknown;
and, in & certain sense, the same remack nught
apply to him who has raised such a superstrac-
ture of thouglht that the Monuments of genias
erected in other lands, and upon other languages,
scem, in comparison, as ant-hills beside the
towering majesty of the Alps. A mystery over-
shadows him like that which broods over the cs-
istence of Homer.

It is the general impression that we know no-
thing definitcabout Shakspeare.  This is partially
true. Iis daily Life, lus haunts, his companions,
are mero matters of surmise.  But if we desire to
glance at what may bo called his inner life, if
wo wish to sce the great magician within his
cell; if we would behold him revealing himself
to himself; and hear the musical moanings of lus
vexed spirit—then wo must lay his dramas aside,
and tura to his sonnets,

Wo must reraember that the age in which he

Jived was as prolific in vices as it was in great

men.  Nor did ho escaps untainted ; and the last
twenty-five sonnets, with some others, telt ug of
hig intimacy with a mistress who was “ twico
forsworn.” But whilo his gifted compeers, Green,
Pecle, ang Marlow sank beneath the defiled and
turbid strcam, this strong swimmer, born to a
liigher destiny, and to the inheritanco of o wider
fame, batded with the surge bravely and success-
fully, and at length reached the shore. As he
Limself says, ® the best men aro moulded out of
faults,” and he is an example of tho truth of his
own observation. Hoe had been drawn into that
terrible vortex, from whoso wreck-strewn surfico
aud scpulchral roar, memory flies affrighted, And
well do theso sonnets tell us of the pangs ke
cndured ; welldo they picture that remorsowhich
13 sumetimed worse than derth,  Hear how lio
bowails the past i the 110th sonnet

‘¢ Alas! ’tis truo, I have gono here and there,

Aud maco myself s motley to tho view,

Gored nuno own thoughts, sold cheap \chat is most

ear,
Mado old offences of affections new.

Most truo s it, that I havo lyoked on truth
Askance aud strangely.”

Hero is a great soul standing fuco to face with
conscienco and covering its¢lf with sackcloth
and ashes; it is only such spirits that can repent
and have the bolduessto acknowledge before the
world that they bave siuned and suffered. The
littlo mind lets nothing agitate it. A passing
regret will be sufficient atoncment for most of-
feuces ; but it i3 not to be expected that o tem-
pest will stir from its depths o shallow pool as it
would the waters of the ocean. In tho 74th
sonnet wo s¢o that so fur had the clouds of re-.
morso overshadowed hisspirit, thateven thoughbts
of suicido came up like dark and t:mpting
spectres before his imagination. And then wo
bave the 146th sonuct, where contrition, deep
repentance, finds cxpression in the following ex-
quisitely pathetic lines:

“ Poor soul, the centre of my sinful carth,

Fool'd by thoso rebel powers thiat thee array,

Why dost thou pino within, and suffer dearth,

Pamting thy outward wallsso costly gay?

Why o Jaige cost, having so shorta ﬁraso.

Dost thou upon thy fading mauston spend?

Shull wocms, Inheritor of this excess,

Eatup thy charge? 1sthis thy body's end?

Tuen soul live thou upon thy servant's loss,

Aund let that pine to ngﬁmvato thy store;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;

Within be fed, without bo 1ich no more.

So shalt thou feed on deatl, that feeds on men,

And, deatbouce dead, there’snomoredying then.”
. We will at present say no more on this sub-
Jject, but may revert toit at & future time. There
are some who can sce no blemishes in the life of
& favourite author, but they who closo their
cyes to his faults show that they are unacquaiat-
cd with lfe, and at the same timo possess no
rational appreciation of his character; for if ho
fell, is it not a matter of deep regret? and if he
roso again, wingg s way up through the
storms and mists of temptation, as an eagloe
cleaves its course through the clouds, in order
that it may gaze upun the sun, is it not a matter
for admiration? A great soul cmerges from
temptation strengthened and punfied. We bavo
luft ourselves little space to speak of the beauties
of tho sonacts, and they are as numerous as
moruing dew drops in a garden of roses. Baut
Lere is a specimen :—it i3 sonnet 104 :

* To e, fair friend, you never can grow old,
Yoras you were, wlien first ?'our cyelcy'd,
Such <cems your beauty syll,  Threo winters’ cold
Have frum tho forest shook three summers? prido :
‘Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turned ;
In process ot theseasons have I seen
Three April perfumes fn threo hotJunes burn'd.
Since first X vaw you fresh which yet art green;
Al ! yet doth beauty, li%e a dial-hand,
Steal from his tigure, and no gnco perceived ;
So your sweet huowhich mcthinks still doth stand,
Hath motion, and mine cyo may bo doceived,
Tor lear of which, hicar this, thie ago unbred,
Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead.

Throughout the sonnets runs a silvery rivulot
of thought ard poesy, a shining tributary ofthat
majestic river on which his dramas have floated
down to immortality., And we have only space
cnough left to say that, while in his dramas
William Shakspeare depicts humanity, in his
sonnets hgtvourtmys himself. S.J.W.
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