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was not a great man, but in his day he had been
of immense service to his native country. Ho
had in him that spirit of conservatism which is
opposcd to wild, rash and often disruptive inno-
vation, and was heart and soul a supporter of
the Queen's Government. A good soldier, he had
deawn bis sword for his king in tho second
American war,—was present before Plattsburg
with Sir George Prevost. A sagacious legislator,
ho had carly been entrusted with the seals of
office, and successively filled nearly ev vy station
in the administration, and had been twico Prime
Minister. 1lis funcral was one of thelargest and
most interesting that has ever taken placo in
Canada. The presence of the leading men of
tha Province, with tho representatives of the
learncd professions, Colleges and Societics, com-
bined with tho attendance of tho Regular and

oluntocr forces, which marched in the proces-
gion to tho mournful strains of the military band,
the scene in the church with the coffin, (on which
weroplaced thosword and hatof thedeceased—a
colonel in tho British army) surrounded with in-
numerable lighted candles, tho chaunting of the
funeral songs, and the parting volleys over the
grave in thevillago chun b-yard,had asad impres-
siveness on the assembled throng not soon to bo
forgot. .

Proceeding with our melancholy history we
find the names of Hox. G. S. DsBrawvsey, M.L.C,,
among thodead for thismonth; also of Gexgran
Apaxson, of Norval, C. W,, an old and well-
tried soldicr, as well as member of the Legistature
before the Union; Mr. E. F. Rysrson, County
Crown Attorney for Perth; Mr., Gostave JoLy,
a Huguenot gentleman, aud father of the member
for Lotbinidro; Mr. W. V. Bacoy, solicitor,
Toronto; aund in September, thoso of Mr. S. W.
Mosk, Joiot Prothonotary of Montreal,and Hox.
Janes Morms, M.L.C., an old member of the
Reform party, who, as Postmaster General in
tho Hincks' Government, introduced the present
uniform rate of 5 cents letter postage.

Bat, perhaps, the greatestloss Canada suflered
daring the year is that of the Ex-Chicf Justice of
Upper Canada, the Hox. ArcmizaLp McLeax, who
died at Toronto, on the 24th October, aftera long,
active, memorable and usefullife, He, too, par-
ticipated in the stirring cvents of the years 1812,
'13, and '14; was wounded atQuccaston, taken
prisoner at Lundy’s Lane, and only rcleased at
the expiration of tho war. The year 1837 saw
the martial and loyal spirit of his nature as fully
alive to the dangers which threatened the Pro-
vinee, as they had been in his more youthful
days, and be commanded a division to repe!l tho
rebels at Montgomery’s tuvern, Mr. McLean
bad beon & member of the Assembly of Upper
Canada for many years, and was twico elected
speaker of that body. He had been raised to the
Bench as eatly as the year of the rebellion. His
integrity as a Judge was never questioned.
Truly was it said of him that he shed houour on
the various positions which he so ably filled.

In this same month we recall a plentiful crop
garncred to tho chilly granary of death. Da.
SzwxrL, of Qttawa, ono of the most learned of
the medical profession; Mr, Desrivrses, of Mal-
maison; CoLoxEL DUDERGER, of Muray Bay;
Rev. R. A. FLANDERS, of Stanstead ; Dr. BoCRLEY,
of St. Byacinthe, who had scen service in the
British army during tho Crimean campaign; Mr.
Josspn Carr, late Deputy Inspector General;
Mr. Rowraxp Burr, who took sodcep aninterest
in the Georgian Bay Caual projevt; Rov. Jauss
Skixxer, of London; and Mr. E. Axsnose, of the
Gore Bank, Woodstock. Finally, to close the
list, cre we roll up tho fatal scroll, we find in
the two last months of tho year, the following
recorded as having goune to that bourou whence
no traveller returns: Rsv Fatmer Lxoyaro, of
Montreal; Mr. D. CarTisr, brother of tho
Attorncy General ; Major RrcxMay, of Hamilton;
Mr. P. LEToURNRATY, of Montreal ; Mr. T. Evaxns
of the same place; Mr. M. Tessixg, for a long
period an Officer in tho Commisvariat Service,
Coloncl McEay of Toroato, and Mr. J. Mxr,
of Montreal.

Ere many days, arother year will dawn upon
us. How many of thoso who will extend &
welcome to the new comer will survive to tell
his history? Who will write the Oanadian

Obituary of 18667 Should we not ask with the
anonymous poet ¢
“ But, watcliman, what of tho night,
When tho arrow of death s sped,
And tho grave, which no glimmering star can light
Shall be my elceping ﬁedr

That night is near, and tha cheerless tomb,
Shall keep thy body in storo,
Till the morn of cternity rise on tho gloom,
And night shall bo no more."”

OUR COMING LITERATURE.

E close of the seventeenth and that of the

nineteenth century were marked by the
declino of Enghsh hterature, At tho former
period the great wniters of the Ehzabethan ago
and their immediate successors gave placo to the
wits and withngs of tho tuno of Charlen the
Second, whose productions are a disgrace to aur
langunge. Frivolity, indecency, immorality,ana
profanity, ran riot. Thero wero exceptions, it is
true ; but even Dryden and Butler, for instance,
withall their gemus presentin their wnitingsmany
of tho worst faults of their wholly worthless con-
temporarics. It wasthe fashion to befilthy ; and
they must wzeds defile themselves, by “mmgling
with the puppiesin the mud.” They had to grutify
the public taste of their day, and that taste was
vitiated to an extent which wo trust will never
again be witnessed in aoy nation or commumty
speaking the English tongue.  Itis as painfulas
wonderful to refiect that be who paiated Zimri
and Achitophel, who wrote ¢ Alexander’s Feast”
and tho Odeto St. Cecilia, should also have writ-
ten somo of the plays wiuch bear hisname, though
now bappily all but forgotten. The light that
led him astray in these last works was certainly
not light from heaven, whencesoever it may have
procecded. The literature of the close of the
cighteenth century was chiefly characterized by
feebleness, with again a fow cminent esceptions.
It strikes us that we are once more sinking into
some similar slough of Gespond. ‘The men who
bave cast a balo of glory on our literature for
the last fifty or sisty years have passed or arc
fast passing away, and we cannot seo those of
the present generation who are fit to succ:ed
them. We fear the age of giants is to be ful-
lowed by the age of dwarfs. Nor do we say this as
laudatores temporis acti, admirers of by-gone
days. Who among our more youthful writers
are to be regarded as worthy successors of Scott,
of Byron, of Wordsworth, Coleridge, Macaulay,
Thackeray, Dickens, Tennyson, Irving, Prescott,
and many more, someliving and some dead, whom
wemight name ? Ifthey are to be found, they are
Josephs whom we know not.  Qur old men
prophesied, but our young men only dreamn
dreams, and their visions arc of lean kine, fore-
teling & famine in the republic of letters, We
have small litcrary men and women in abun-
dance, of the new race ; but this i3 not a case in
which quantity makes up for quality. In fact,
whenever great writers are scarce, the mediocri-
ties take possession of the stage, and we accept
them in the absence of their betters. Of our
crowd of popular writers whose books now find
delighted readers, how few will bo remembered
or read a score of years hence? Their clders
and their equals or, perbaps, their superiors,
have been forgotten, and so will they. Wko
now reads Monk Lewis, Mra. Radcliffe, Miss Por-
ter, and o long array of such writers whom oar
fathers and mothers, our grandfuthersand grand-
mothers used to hold in such huge admiration?
The jaws of darkuess have devoured them up.

Tho anthorsare dust,
Their books aro rust,
Thelr souls ave with tho saints, wo trast,

Well, they did the work allotted to them in
their day and generation; and they and their
tomes repose, side by side, sleeping thesleep that
knows not waking. Yetnowriter of tho present
time, 1865-6, is so great a favourite as Mrs, Rad-
cliffe onco was. The scnsation her tales created
scems absolutely incredible to us, and would be
quite 50, were not the fact so well attested,
Monk Lewis was read everywhere—¥ npstairs,
dowanstairs, and my lady’s chawber,"~whilo the

Migses Porter’s # Scottish Chiefs,” and “Thadceus

of Warsaw” were pronounced miracles of human
talent. Docs not tho knowledge of what theso
ouco faraous personnges were and are teach a
lesson that onght not to be lost on us?

Let it not be supposed, however, that wo ob-
jcet to tho perusal of works of fiction. Farfrom
it; thero aro novels that are worth their weight
in gold. Thero is Don Quixote. \What modern
history, in &3 many volumes as the reader pleases,
is it that tho world would not rather seo porish
than this immortal production? Thero are many
others, both in onr own and other languages,
which aro scarcely less valuable. No, wedo not
objcct to novel-reading. and we aronot ashamed
tosay it. Nay, for thatmatter, numberless famous
men,—authory, stateswmen, and warriors,—have
been of the same opinivn.  We could name them
by the duzen , but it will besuflicientif we mention
Dr. Jobuson, Charles James Fox, the poot Gray,
George Canning, and Lord Jefleey. But wo
. confess that we dislike bad novels as much or
moro than wo disllke bad writings of any sort.
We think wo can safely refer to our awa pages
in proof of our views on that point. Wo bavo
avoided the publication of any tulo or articlo in
tho least liable to reproach on tho score of
morality, scntiment or even style, for a vicious
style is one of tuo many evils the reading public
has to complnin of. What, for example, can be
more absurd than that specics of composition of
which the wisdom and wit chiefly consist of
stale aphorisms and staler conceits embodied in
bad spelling aud bad gramnmar, and with which
the literary market is inundated of late ? If any
oue doubls the influence of tho teachings of tho
press in this respect, let him look to the history
of France, past and present, Tho encyclopedists
had theirday, and we all know theresult; and we
verily belicve that tho existing condition of that
ndtion, social and politicnd, is im a great
measuro attributable to the evil influonco of the
French writers of fiction. The United States is
also suffering from the same cause. Not to
speak of political journals, a species of literature
has spruug up in tho country almost as preju-
dicial to public morals as that which prevailed
in Englaud in the reiga of Charles the Second.
The differenco between them is, that the one
assumes a fulse sentimentality, the other prided
itself in its uudisguised proflizacy and wicked-
ness. Which of tho two methods is the worst
and mostdangerous we will not pretend to assert,
but both aro decidedly bad. We, at least, have
pursucd and will follow = different course, and,
wo trust, not altogether in vaia,

But it is not the mero lack of first rate talent
in our come or coming writers that we have
most to dread. The tono assuwed, and tho taste
evinced by many of them is still more to be
feared. We have the spasmodic schaodl, the
cceentric school, the false sentiment school, the
scngatiopal school, the ungrammatical school,
aud a school combining all those faults, We
repeat our conviction therefore, that we are in
imminent danger of a disastrous revolution ix
onr literature. ’

As o frontispicco to Mr. Gerald Massey's edi-
tion of Shakespeare’s Sonnets, thero will be given
a new portrait, or, as the editor styles it, a “re-
covered likeness of tho man Shakespeare,” The
circular says :—* It is claimed for this new read-
ing of ¢ Shakespearc’s Sonnets’ that it fathows
and unfolds o secrct history which bas heen
sealed for two centurics and a half, and solves ono
of the most piquant and important of literary pro-
blems. ltshows how thothings here written were
once lived by Shakespeare and his friends; how
tho poct was still tho player, and woro the dram-
atic mask in his ¢jdlo hours;’ how the ¢sweet
Swan of Avon; like Wordsworth's swan, upon

St. Mary's Lake.
¢ Flosts double, swan snd shadow.’

It corrects the grave errors mado by super-
ficial rescacch, and clears up the mystery of
Thorpe’s (tho printer's) inscription” We must
not forget, however, that similar promlses of
clearing up tho mystery hanging around theso
poems have beforo now been made by other

editors,



