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- Thig commonplace must be reiterated time

?;M:galn, for it is ever in danger of being
A ed by a wultitude prone to mistake
op!:’"*\DCe for reality. For the excellence
io ig"’em. or of any work of art, does not
COmmSUbject but in treatment. The most
naturonplace and lowly things in life and
in ©are as much the materials of art as
men%ﬂ conventionally sublime. The treat-
shouly 88 I have said, is everything, and we
cam ?a vainly attempt to extract sun-
roms rom turnips as a great work of art
ter w!l:n essentially prosaic mind. The lat-
itself el‘l 1t turns to art generally shelters
. In ‘the ideal’ and * the grand.” But, a8
tionptower of execution is in exact propor-
ecﬂs: the power of intellect, the treatment
ng arily fails, and the work fails with it.
at aw°'d- the painter who paints nothing
N eraphs, or mountains, may be a daub;
mayp;:mter of guttersnipes and dunghills
3 rap Ave genius and paint them divinely.
“&tione lndeed_ is the poetic faculty that all
given 8, éven in their primitive state, bave
Rorce 1t the place of honour ; and, in the
and &ttc9nﬁle of present-day civilization
pon Ainmeat it is more and more looked
man,s‘“}& Pervasive spirit which blequ with
beayt, lnner consciousness, and, l}ke the
imﬂeyl,SOf external nature, weans him from
&t G, It is not surprising, therefore,
Worth anada should yearn for a literature
K&n(;ey of the name, and should cast eager
it pos:_bl]lpon the nascent generation to scan,
S0t 1ole, a ¢ riging star,’ or to recognize
worly Coming geer, or high priest in the
of art or letters. And now, being

say :?i,h and in our own country, I may
Much le outset tha't the word * poet’ is
nitedmslsused both in Canada and the
solely ¢ tates, The title is not reserved
b Y lor the possessor of the poetic faculty,
pEOpl;s fconfar.red igdiscriminately upon
Criticg Ol poetic feeling; upon cock-sure
- male and female, who make
onal excursions into the domain of

Po .
o;;;y! and despite the creaking of their

it

high) and pullies deceive themselves ; upon
theirYﬁleltwated men and women, who, by
Rarkg ']"311 and finesse, and by their re-
m&teria]e cleyerness in handling poetic
Which g deceive others. The produttions
th ru_OW from such source are lauded as
S0verg flts of culture, which, it is assumed,
uch y aculty ; and, no doubt, they betoken
d“etta::(yhng and honest labour, just as the
adjectiy €8 strained and startling use of
ic:B 18 evidence of a severe study of

o ioonary, In this way the poat’s

th sm legion, and one ceases to wonder
ar ei"eral magazines on this continent
Spite of Otied entirely to ¢poetry.’ Butin
i Sprea§~l this, and although poetic feeling
thegy ) Ing with the spread of education
8 g rgar"“t the land, yet the poetic faculty
Poargy, © as ever, and is indeed to all ap-
g iy © threatened with extinction. Bear-
by then;md' then, that it is not the feeling
o pogt dculty which is the formative spirit
ratioq T¥, it becomes a question for consid-
Whether any Canadian author pos-

thepg o“’ or has ever possessed it, and,
i;e' whether there is such a thing as
Anq Etil? literature at all. We have had,
Gan. a have, many excellent people. in
to Who have given a portion of their
ﬁhem lterature ; people of taste and re-
Bntt 2 and of affectionate disposition.
o, T Susceptibilities, a gentle spirit,
Yapaer 08 With nature, a love of flowers,
t°_Ping Y with the lower animals, with suf-
““'!ltg %ad with gorrow, though they con-
ne nature, do not constitute a
Omething more is required ;
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that mysterious something which distin-
guishes him from his affectionate versifying
kind, which difforentiates him from the
cultivated and literary herd. Poe possessed
it, an1 is immortal. Longfellow and Whit-
tier, though the beatitudes were theirs, in
spite of their corks and canvas, will sink
into the waters of oblivion. Viewed from
this standpoint, if asked whether there is
such a thing as Canadian poetry, but for a
few exceptions, in all honesty, I should b2
forced to say no! But it does not follow
that there has not been written a great
deal of admirable verse in Canada,
verse which has done its duty, which has
cheered many a heart, quickened many
a pulse, and roused generous emo-
tions. Metrical prose it may be—some-
times musical, sometimes sonorous, and
always the echo of some stronger voice—
yet it is well put together, and it serves.
To single out individaals from the groups
of such Canadian writers, past and present,
would tend to no good purpose, since, with
few exceptions, a high standard of excel-
lence has been attained, and a style so free
from individuality that one author might
gign the productions of another’s without
fear of detection. Work of this kind has
its billet in human hearts else it would not
be bought and read. But it is not poetry,
no matter how artistic its form or how
musical its utterance. Indeed form and
word-music are the hall- marks of such com-
positions, the brands by which they are
known at their best.

“T have spoken of exceptions, and it is
well for Canadian literature that there are
exceptions. There are differences in degree,
of course, in the poetic faculty, but there
can be no gainsaying the assertion that
Canaia has been, and is to-day, the home of
more than one man of genins. Who can
dispute its possession, not to speak of others,
by Heavysegs amongst the dead, or by
Roberts amongst the living? Differences
may war the work of the first—crudity,
harshness, lack of form, lack of learning—
but the indefinable something is there, and
it would be satrange indeed if hizs name
should perish. With regard to the other
poet, it is diffizult to speak of a living man
as one would wish. To Mr. Roberts the
first place in lyrical poetry must, I think,
be unhesitatingly assigned. It is not by
his classical imitations that he has put him-
gelf forward as a candidate for the fore-
most place, but rather by his later work,
and particularly by his magnificent Canad-
ian lyrics, which communicate the flims of
his genius to our own imagination, and yet
bear evidence of that severe restraint which
is one of the truest tests of poetic power.
In the best of his Canadian pieces, Mr.
Roberts’ meaning has, I think, been curi-
ously misapprehended by divers journalists
who make frequent reference to the poem
when treating editorially of our Canadian
future. The independence which Mr. Rob-
erts advocates is not, I have reason to think,
a severance of the tie which binds us, how-
ever lightly, to Great Britain, and the con-
sequent establishing of a Canadian Repub-
lic, but that independence of thought and
feeling which becomes a nation-—that eman-
cipation from dwarfing conceptions which
have been our stumbling-blocks, and which
have blinded us to our true destiny asa
potent and co-ordinate factor in a great
Ewmpire. His idea is in fact the idea of the
‘Canada First’ party as propounded near-
ly thirty years ago by Foster and his fol-
lowers in their notable revolt from an arid
and barren provincialism. With the dig-
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nity of nationhood opening beforo them,
the thoughtful Canadians of that day could
no longer endure the *bated breath and
whispering humbleness’ of a moribund
regime. They had too much spring, too
much energy to tolerate its narrow bounds,
and, quickened by a noble imagination,
Mr. Roberts gives inspired expression to
ideas which have not yet triumphed, but
which are slowly lifting up the public mind
to a point of view at once Imperial, gener-
ous and lofty., This is a. very different
thing from the reckless humor of the Separ-
atist who, in quoting Mr. Roberts, adheres
to the letter, and ignores the spirit of his
verse. This provincialism has indeed
weighed with heavy hand upon the literary
life of Canada, and weighs upon it still,
though with a more and more relaxing

grasp. The Canadian administrator, in di-

rect antagonism to the traditions and cus-
tom of every other civilized nation, still
looks askance at men of letters ag danger-
ous candidates for civil bffice ; and, so long
a3 provincialism is the popular ideal in Can-
adian politics, so long will such inferior
men bear sway, and reserve exclusively for
their own kind those public places a due
ghare of whichis the right of men and
women who deserve well of their country
either by reason of their literary promise,
or as the reward of indisputable and merit-
orious service. There are marked evidences
that a new cra is dawning upon our beloved
Canada, an era in which the impulses be-
got of the richly endowed imagination of
our orators and poets will be transferred to
public conduct ; an era in which the bats
and vampires of provincialism shall have
become things of the past, or be remember-
ed only with astonishment and shame.”
C. MAIR.
Kelowna, B.C.

I have been asked to ¢ say something on
Freanch poetry and prose in Canada.”

How could I treat in a short letter-of a
subject which of late has attained to con-

giderable dimensions-—a subject of aspects:

varied and, I venture to say, extremely in-
teresting ! Should you desire my opinion
as to those among my literary compatriots
who hold the highest place, by the atticism
of their style and loftiness of their senti-
ments, Francois Xavier Garneau (1809-66)
the historian; in my opinion, is facile
princeps and Etienne Parent, the essayist,
comes next. I have profound admiration
for that pundit, Abbé Faillon, who recent-
ly expired in France after a long residence
in Montrea! ; his history of the French
colony is a grand monument of scientific re-
search ; unfortunately, out of the ten quarto
volumes three only have yet been issued.
Sulte, Casgrain,Bitaud Ferland rank highas
historians, This subject I treated, in 1882,
in presence of our Royal Society at Ottawa.
French Canada claims some distinguished
scientists : Abbes Bogin, Hamel, Laflamme,
Chevalier Baillarge. La Nouvelle France,
is rich in poets, novelists, chroniqueurs.

Cromazie and Frechette are stars of the

first magnitude on our Parnassus. Chau-
veau, LoMay, Lenoir, Chapman, Sulte, Le
Gendre radiate as a brilliant consteliation,
under the divine affl \tus of Paabus Apollo.

Space precludes my entering into the
gpecific merits of our successfnl novelists :
Marmetts, Faucher de Saint Maurice, Lis-
perance. For pleasant glimpses of the bud-
ding career of some of our litterateurs 1
may refer you to a chapter in point, pp.
49.66 of Picturesque Quebec, on the occa-
sion of a public banquet given to our laur-
eate, L. H. Frechette.




