THE OWL,

smith. We must be conscious of it
in the “Vicar of Wakefield.” The
people in the volume do not conduct
themselves like the people out of it
They do not speak like country people.
‘They all speak in the same fashion. In
fact, the author lends them all his own
perfect pointed style. “This mistake is fele
most strongly when Doctor Primrose nar-
rates his own simpticity with Goldsmith’s
admirable humor, as if he were conscious
of its ludicrousness.  The good Dactor is,
in truth, made to laugh at himself, in
a manner not becoming to the wise man.
The faults I have mentioned as those
1o which lrish oratory is liable may be ob-
served in most of the Irish orators.  We
know that Burke often spoke not so much
for his audicnce as himself; his spirit
roaming over the subject in all its ength
and breadth, and taking in kindred sub-
jects in his view for the sake of the lofty
pleasure of such a comprehensive survey.
His method was that of the digressive
poct Ariostc.  But is it not that also of
Edward Blake? And as Burke at his best
was inimitable and even unapproachable,
so also is "Blake. In both cascs, when
cither orator spoke, all the trensures of his
knowledge were opened, and the pictures
of his imagination displayed, for the pure
delight of thus soaring in spirit, while his
audicuce was unmoved, often listless,
sometimes weary.  The glorious flights of
John Philpot Curran, too, were ofien pri-
vaic excursions of his own spirit for its own
saisfaction, sometimes not very intimately
connected with the subject, not always well
fitedto persuade hishearers.  Heresome-
what abruptly, it is truc, those speculations
must be brought to a close.
... If T have succceded in showing a cor-
respondence between the character of a
nation’s mind and the iiterature which it
produces, perhaps 1 may be aliowed to
add wwo observations before closing.  The
conclusions of scicnece, when iransiated
into the language of practice, become the
rles of art.  “Therefore any glimpise which
we may catch of the genesis of literature
mus: furnish hints as to the way in which
its development may bLe promoted. Na-
liwnal litcratures must grow in conformity
to national minds.  Irish literature must
grew in conformity to the lrish mind.
tut national types of mind undergo change
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brought about by circumstance and edu-
cation. ‘I'he English mind has experi-
enced a great evolution within a few hun-
hred years. Now, unless I am altogether
mistaken, the Irish mind is in a state of
transition. It is passing from the realm
of turmoil to a state of quiet and of con-
templation. \What the Irish should aim at
attatning is independence  of thought
which would produce originality in letters.
Without the former the latter cannot be.
Never was there need for originality as
now. The preponderating character of
LEnglish literature is now essentially Ing-
lish, and English genius of the very oppo-
site of Irish genius.  Conseequently. if the
irish slavishly follow English models, and
ury to adopt LEaglish modes of thought
and fecling, they can never attain to real
axcellence.  But, sccondly, cvery day
brings the Irish into closer contact with
the English people, and subjects them
ore o English influeace; and the Irish
need to have the independence of their
thought maintained by a countervailing
Irish influence. “T'his can be obtained
only by the spread of thorough intellectual
cducation and cultivaiion tnrougiout the
entire Irish people at home and abroad,
which shall qualify them to appreciate and
henaor Irish genius as well as to recognise
all that is honorableinmorematerialistic re-
sults of theoutlay of Irish brain and muscle.
‘Throughout this whole discussion 1 have
striven 10 bear in mind a pregnant fact too
often forgatien by Celt and Saxon alike.
We are all children of the same God.
The essential man is cver fundamently a
man, be his blood English, Irish or Scotch,
or the coior of his skin white, or black, or
brown. As wehave been for sometime dis-
cussing the Trish phase of the subject, let
me now clase this paper with a pertinent
and powerful quotation from onc of the
most philosophic of Irish poets:

0, blond of the peoplc ! changcless tide, through
century, creed and race !

Sttl one as the swoeet salt xca is one, thesgh em-
pered by sun and place;

The same in the oocan curreats, and the same in
the shehered scas

Forever the foumain of common hapes and kindly
sympatliies :

Tndian and Nogrw, Sason and Celt, Tewtan and
Latin amt Ganl—

Mcre surface shadow and sanshine ; while the
sounding uaifics ali ¢
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