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bent on showing its possibilities of beauty as ta dream -ta grow wise in.thèse dainty alcoves and miniature gal eh struggles of bran through ust su in andAMONG,.O.UR BOOKS leries? in the chairs and desks, with their heart that ou have beén brought into beiny gýblotters and pads and half-open volumes, Every book among -your thousandý rewooing one ta literary 'delights ; in the fine sents human exýerience gained by work,artistic bindings of soft fawn and crimson, passion, or fierce fight-', Every page ha&E who love books aire permitted with relief touches of greens and blues; in been marked by a 1 ife 'béat in some stronthe indulgence of enthusi' 9asm when the glint of gilt Jetterings. Itis such an swift pulse.,W fhat love is stirred. And ju.st now harmanious blending, such a cheery, home- And the story is never altogether told.-'it is kindled within me into à gen- like, glowing place,, that our msthetic seriseuine eniotion bý this most beautiful place of is ýlulled irito a great peace as we, gaËe.books, which belongs not ta any private in- 
Concerning "Tarot," someofte very un-dividual, but ta ail Canada. Yet this is not ail ;-the charin lies deeper kindly at the titie might be abbre-''Boston bas her magnificent new Ji grace brary, than coloring, f carving, or 9'lint of viated by the dropping of the firibtiiro Jetters,eïch in marbles and frescos ; New York, gold. and gain in expressivenessthereby, We..con-Philàdelphia,-a score of big Arnerican cities Ji is the voices of the bocks that appeal t gmtulafe our Bohemian coterihave theïr great -archives *-but none have us; in th' splendid attempt ta be décadent, miasniatic0 e stillness and the glow 'they arethe 2ý sthlètic charm, the.grace and dainty speakirig. These browns and crimsons are and " soui toütured. "' We realize the',facilovableness of thýsý the parliàmentary library more than mere côlor-,theý are emblematic that it is difficuit ta inhale Old world Ëessi.of Our own bominion. of thèý brains and hearts that beat out thought misin under New Wor)d skies, to beC leverer pens than miné have written and spirit into the pages between. perly appreciative of Yellow Book-ism and-,happily of its delights in the past, and will Quietnegs, did I s w are grýatefut-oay?-Nay as I stand e r we hope ta be, wlienwrite again many times in the future for !Ïs here, beside 'this ta]] 'bite si'atue of Our -ta -that s th ty u a Cen ercharni is perennial and'none not for the dieven those Queen, the air is fýi1 of, voices that call ta issemination of, lti ëfary hystencsWho live outside ýhe dear world, of books, wisdom and calm. should bé establishedin Ourcan resist its fascinations. The Canadian "'Listen " they.say ",we arethe product No wç ghâ11 know ý what it is that we,ail literature is as a, d 'an d P have unc£)ýscious1y hunglered for ; 'we shallumb thing f brains aises and nerves, once affYéý.ý'biings.his visiting friends 

disr--ôver our yearnings Weiâto, 11his the crowni'ne beauty
to''t'ileof the graceful Govertimental' 

and, thé vague; we: ýÉàil be fedpile, s9yine proudly'. 
on, a ' sy.,mphony 'of faint liliés..,,our parliamentary library. :.and fierce furies; » we shali

have ide4ls, breathé freely and-ýWords arev weak iËekpres 
deèplý, and. live intimpotent. Hoý'1 we 1 Who in Il CanadianNoýV 1 ýdeed, shafling , thern ýetuJant.Jy 
literaýttït-e.ieap tc"farèrb 0.5 t place,One by one fhey 

Art-spéDed withproVe fheinse1v.essO incapable. 
s eePit5geniusbrÜýhof P(ýtttaYine the thkýught_ýthe 

àtréss the e werld's èàn vas...truthwe Would oààke îreàJý
BrÙshes and palet'te gré. bette r 

Now wè- .11 reElýluze : the-yét eyen these fail Of thé at- 
artistic, beauties of, k 1A emosphere, iave when heldin 
and cross b6nes, ýand,.airmaster- hands. 
il drnèd. lieàdiý hwit incongrul-:Ta so'clothe our, sùbiectýthat 

Yy motit, becomes a livingpieure to the 
the.éý*istence of',iadýr, ta give the; very spiýjt 
witb wondrous, harme fnies, CI".ofa place, ; to-choosewordsýaüd 
gentle doves ý alight' on grihýjàg-phrases fit and «rang a il 4 

'Italics, too 1arge.caps",graphic,-this is ihe:pepfecti,,pn ande*cJamation p ts , 'd 3 ý_oin , âshes'of u writér's art. 
devils and 4oubts;- hYet, poor words We Mis- 
Co t àe areÔtTAWA- LI;IkAkY. rnPOnent parfs-of,."e-and abuse them- 

Great is ýrý.rOýexaggerations, our extravagonces and rew aîwqùiverý but lën ince stilled>; men burntd ndancies, isÀ .1nuch we e Our pagend r that théy havç: theit -passion out upon e ned And if these con r f 1 .,tag a u ations Éàjý con-,rown imp~ tto convey the mess! r philosophies, indited' their e4eriencesi' gratul'ate, let Ta rôt co -thé
age 

in art itself wit'h.give -them ?-dead husks, dried,,- jùfèý1ew garriered théir wisdom. Thèy passed, but, thdught that they are proffeïred by one Who >
mýj from which ail life has fled. inor We. rein Ye too shalt go as they have liké itself, ', is critical but from the stand'

f goneýý Is tht passion and. the péitiness and point, of the neglected.4d, so to-dayý writing fra m this lofflyi 'ý'rthé Atriving woÉýh whileliterary Arcaeè, 1 throw the words i mpàtjýt>ý 111Yêt, ye àrÏ human -Land, by, these hu-ly ererc me in. vaW tndeavor ta find those we are ma e,-bý ôurrecc,ýds each writês her,inanities Mts.. Mary AndersOn-Nay-arrothat. will etty describe 'àll the mellow grace generation shall profit, u til y shail rise ta ces of Loiigféllô*, for the: Land beautyýof t ,hýugë " -b.oý'ks. IY Home"Journal. She describë9 .her last visitbig rëun'd .,of 9reateý levels'tha-n.now are dreamed of.That it 13ý%dome-shaped,, with roof--scrown prta the poet. ', 91Jntil the S'ring then he,reaching far uP into an elv-er-fréýhenineiii; Across the corridors is. a Chamber where *0 we shaff ever- 1that it is Weil lightèd with Nlif 'ihat draps ev,, as I write men are itruggling for pa r meet ageih,,! -.1 ameasi ly dowii i n gentl e s 1î4ldiiî9ý fo r ti èed eyes ; rty old and nôt vèry -wellý'I' 14victories; appealing 'ta préjudice, arousi q aPologized for.ne not seeing. us ta the. carr« hi'
et it is of just Ëuch .and suche £me*sidns passion, fighting, as gladiators will, not for _ý,ý4qrQ4 aà. was îs.1iltains in volumes one hxîaàre4 wonti but stood at thé, wtruth nor wisdom, but for précedence andor two; whàt nýaýters it',P N'eiiber, Po with $nôw.leave. its saslÏ was covlereg,wer, until ail the air is turbid with miasma, fls face looked, like Lcare-vile whit. It is..thé,'O ý"H'àt and none can see the right. a PIcture sët narsot the forra. rig frame, for the ýsunýMù the bea'uty of this, most béautiful libîràry44, tbý spirit,-how shall l dàich anà out -i theïr and hies h ir and bearda were nea'r1y as ýwhite,books gleaiii crimson and as the snow itý'elf. 1 ca'-

ýit in wïords ; even thoue.4 1-pUsh aside n a seé hi
fic philôg h in Ilb4iwiîý- tion and op Ye Oetry,-andacil eift into the sa,4nàýý fflecl 9tandi there,''De s.te waving his lastogy and stâe ff the soun farewelýbè pfttty Ssthetic gceiie,:,and look IX7aàýof.,strifè achlthétn Èom tJýgt Chain-bcýr,** ýg!ve no sign..

ed brewà and criffi y thjae eath of wafts through, ý#1. 7m4r»or4i4 24lib.
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