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NOTICE.

Aru the back numbers of the ReavEr are now
in print, and we shall be happy to forward them
to any subscribers who may need them to mako
up their sets.

Axy person getting up a Club of five will be
entitled to a freo copy of the Reanrr, during the
existenco of the Club; andif wyearly Clubof ten,
to a free copy of the paper, and & handsomely
bound copy (two volumes) of Garneaw's History
of Canada, which i3 published at $300 by R.
Worthington, Publisher and DBookseller, next
door to Post Office, Montreal.

THE DOCTOR AND HIS FOOLO-
- METER.

OME innocent reader will ask « what is a

foolometer?”  According to Sydney Smith,
who was the first to classifly the species, a foolo-
meter is a man,—or woman,—who ¢mbodics and
represents the general opinions of the multitude.
Moliere's foolometer was his house-keeper, and
Dr. McKay, poct, politician, and correspondeut
of the London Times, has found a foolometer in
the person of a writer in one of our city jour-
nals. This contribntor to the Herald accuscs us
of unacquaintanco with the learned Doctor’s
poetical works, which he poctically deseribes as
“ passports to immortality.” Ve plead guilty to
the indictment. YW¢ once attempted to read some
of them, but found the task teo diffieult for
achicvement, An ardent admirer of the poct
lent them to us, and assured us that they con~
tained “ ncctar fit for the gods;” we imagined
that they smacked of treacle, a liquid we abhor,
even a8 Falstaff abliorred death by water, Itis
certain that the spee.mens produced by the cor-
respondent of the Jlerald have not led fo a
change of our opinion in that respect; and if
theso bricks be a fair samplo of the building, wo
suspect that the Doctor’s passports wiil not bo
vise'd by posterity on his road to immortality.
Ris friend advises him to eschew politics and tho
Times, and o return to his first love, tho Muse.
Wo doubt the wisdom of this suggestion; the

Times pays its laborers handsomely, and the
prizes in the poetical lottery are few, meagre, and
far between. There is the Jaurcateship, it is true;
but though the Doctor might claim to be a
worthy successor to Cibber and Pye, he can
scarcely hope for an offico which has more
recently been filled by Southey and Tennyson,
and which was offered to Scott and Wordsworth.
We do not wish it to bo supposed that we are
indalging in mero meaningless detraction, or
that we cannot support by evidence the views we
express.  We believe we can so support these
views. For instance, we find in the Herald somo
seleetions from Dr. McKay's poems, and to which
our admiration is challenged. THere is the first of
these literary tit-bits:

‘“ And brre.—Oh! shameto Freedor, that boastswith
tor--ec and pen,

Wotook - board a cargo of miserablo men;

A freight ot human creatures, bartered, bought aud
sold,

Like hogs orsheep, or poultry—the living blood for
gold;

Ang then T groaned remorseful, and thought. in pity
strong,

A curse might fall upon us for suffering the wrong,—

A curse upon the cargo, o curso upon the ship,

FPanting, moaning, groaning, down the Mississip.”

This is ¢ the regular butter-woman's trot to
market;” and by way of test we would recom-
mend the lines to be read as if they were prose,
forgetting the jingle of the rhyme for the
moment. )

We contend that they are not poctry at ali,
or if they be, that it i3 of very poor quality. Afost
young men of a literary turn write stuff of the
same sort, while in their teens; but fow of themw,
if not very silly indeed, continuo the practice
after they arrive at years of diserction. In our
green days of spooreyhood, # when we used to
come a courting to Jane Smile,” wo ourselves
could spin such cffusions by the ell, good
Flemish measure ; and we did it too, heaven for-
give usl—a sin over which we bave since
mouraed in confusion of face, and sackcloth and
ashes. In the lauded specimens of Dr. McKay's
poesy there are, undoubtedly, thyme, rhythm,
and sentiment, cach good cnough of its kind;
but these do rot constitute poctry, although
necessary or useful adjuncts to it. Tayley was
in Lig day the smoothest and most musical of
poetasters; that brilliant butterfly, poor Letitia
Landon, has poured forth more sentiment in her
pocms than can be fraced in those of all the
great English masters, from Cbaucer to Byron.
Shakespeare’s finest passages often exhibit wis-
dom aund scotiment of the highest order, but the
spirit of poetry breathes over all; Tupper is wise
and McRayigsentimental, but the poetical clement
is wanting, or is supplicd in such minute par-
ticle, that the prosaic Icaven remains intact.
Enough, however, of the Doctor’s poelry, with
which we have less to do than with his politics;
and yet the injurics he scems desirous to inflict
on ug might lose some of theirforee from a more
just appreciation of the intellectnal calibre of

our cnemy; for as our cnemy wo Canadians

| must regard him, whatever ho may regard

himself.

But however deeply we may vesent tho inis-
chievious courso pursued by Dr. Mc¢Kay in his
interference with the affuirs of this country, wo
should regret that he deserved the charncter
given of him by bis advocate in the Montreal
Herald., Wo only insist that he is 2 bad poet
and 2 bad politician; thie advocate more than
intimates that be is still more worthless as a
man. o tells us that the Doctor hag gold bim.
self to his present employers,and now repudiates
in tho prose of his communications to the Times
the principles which he sang in the poetry of his
former years. The charge is a grave one, coming
from such a source, and we give bis accuser’s
own words: “I deeply regret” ho says, ¢‘that
ho should havo fullen into bad company, not
alone on this side of the water, but also with his
present cmployers in Printing Iouse Square;”
again, ho is declared to bo “in a false posi-
tion by getting into bad society ;" and still again,
that «3r. McKay's connection with the Z'imes
led him to excuse slavery, if not indeed to arguo
in favour of it.” These arc deep offences, truly.
‘ Gall you that backing your friend,” most sage
Foolometer? #a plaguc on such backing® A
strange accusation this, to bring against * the
genial Charles McKay,” as his libeller elsewhere
styles him, and which, we trust, nay, we believo
to bo as unfounded as it is disgraccful.

Dut it may be said that we write more harshly
on this subject than is our wont. Well, it may
be €o; for we thinh that Dr. McKay has been
guilty of gross injustice to the people of Canadn
and British North America. Almost a stranger
amongst us, ke has presumed to sit in judgment
on us, and denounce us to the British nation and
the world as a mean, false, selfish race, who belie
in our acts the sentiments we profess, aud who
only cling to England for the benefits, pecuniary
and otherwise, we derive and hope to derive from
the connection. A leading correspondent of
tho London Times isalmosta power in the state,
and his utternuees carry with them an influence
often out-weighing their intrinsic value. When
his predecessor, Dr. Russel, was in the Grimea and
the United States, his florid and somcetimes vulgar
but vigoroussketches of passing eventa command-
ed publicattention tosuchan extent that the ablest
generals of England, France, Russia, and Amer-
ica scarcely loomed larger in men's eyes. It is
Dr. McRay the correspondent whom wo blame,
and not the man. The last task we leave to his
admiring fricnds.

BrineeT was hired in a femaloboarding-school,
and was told to rirg the first bell at ix in the
worning. At half past six o'clock the pupils were
required to attend prayers; bat forseveral morn-
ings after Bridget commenced her Jabours, many
were unsually tandy, giving as an excuse, that
they did not hear the rising bell. #Sare, marm,”
sho'replied, I never rings it very hari, for fear
I mirht wako the young ladiest”



