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-t i 1y clap their hands
her tum-ti-ti-tum ; the surrounding group commenced to slo‘\fly (lhli) t cir hancs
with the accompaniment of a chant, the words of which sounded very h

like sa-ma-ou-na-ou, which sentence was chanted over and over again. ml* ‘u‘)m |
between the trees on the right advanced, in fours, a group of warnors ‘v'l !
d their loins, and profuscly anointed with

imed hair and coloured cloths roun prof with
Ecr)réf)i-glltroﬁ),degglioheld one, and some two war-clubs 1’1.1‘5 hands, m:;]”m!\jé
forward in a kind of prancing dance ; from the left a S!mllilrh‘b:r,ol.lﬂ. a:d\‘;’):;%k-
likewise prancing. When these groups had met fa;‘c to fnca) t ql re n'v'cn” ack
wards and then again advanced, this time passing each other .m‘]]( «,‘]\m'd" Sheir
clubs. Forming in single line the two podles again appvro.a(. 1?.(, :me e
passing each other, exchanged clubs; this performance ‘\s.'ms twice r’ll‘hé oki
and the whole of the time the prancing kind of dance .\':'as’ kept utI}: e
lady here began to quicken speed and the dancers to give \Ient todv aenced o E’a
in shouts. Forming in one line about eight feet dge]{, tlely;a vanced e
threatening manner toward Uus, shouting and flourishing EK:'rldT' DS s
nearly on the top of us they suddenly dropped their we.ap(‘)n:, wl d) - rleating [
them and back again, at the same time recovering thelrf clu )'i zm)m ctre ting ;
by this time, what between their overc]mrgegi feelings of excl ehl:;:, L an o
tions they were breathless and streaming with persglranon, (‘th e e had
whom, from his ridiculous likeness to the great German Cha \
named Bismarck, was nearly mad with excitement.

The orchestra quickened
more and more, the dancing became still more frantic, and the yells sull more,
if possible, ear piercing, untl

i i inboli d supreme
| Bismarck with a final di 1bolical yell an
j lo- was followed by that of
<hausted, and the collapse of the Chance ed |
Jh‘i;n t;t))lfl.te)lév:rs ::lnsid the plaudits of the audience and a final tum-ti-ti-tum from
the o’lI‘dhLaslv);r-clubs used by these people arehof alp‘eculi;:ir sl\‘?i};ecill})‘;):; 301:; fg;::
ed like a hocky stick at the € ub end, ) |
1)0;1 %osl?gid?sl,r ‘;rofusely carved, mostly In (:;. gilar?orllglk ;:]:thrg% Zn(li)i;%\;?;g \z:g
i lubs have their heads carved mn the A enes 2l ple ar
:;Ee.nagégera?tgr sths.t fruit. The handles are beautlfully‘k“ orl&ed)lﬁ;\:r t;a:':ilé
sinnet made from the cocoa-nut fibre, and colourec_l red,'bllzu_ : a~n C)c'; mmédntéd
colours are obtained from clay. After the Mgkl-mekl ! \\ﬁ :3.0t i
with a shake-down in the Chief's hut for the night. T shou (]'r:hxed ve men,
tioned this fact, except from the circumstanceltl)tf tllluwre}:“itl}ﬁnge (,lI% ted 411)‘; ttered
. ! e of the day was spoilt, there 2 1 nas '
?Izli's{‘;l’t’"lfd;t/erl;r z}a.lvev;;r?ra;)rrlg all traces of civilization and in the very marrow of
)

i ; i was blurred by a miserable little
savage life when the whole fancy and picture by B o of

Cockney-looking, tin coal oil lamp, procured from a store in e
Levutia, the capital of the Fijian group.

MODERN LITERATURE.

ot be a cynic to observe that our literature 1s slpw]y b]u} -sur.uly
There was a time when somebody found leisure to

S well versed in such matters, that '(')f
{)erglii{;kfi?lrg ttlljuir:f\ntf :100211:;?()8?1'(:32\' both the observer and the iulﬁ:rv;l;g(él;
w%uld be supertluous—every body knows what ;;c ‘YO::(}]:;:]ZV‘:))}.’ an](f ?:Ir gdv 2
is engaged in extending the happy practice it (,::)n ; t| c‘ould of ireads
Byron’s time (and even much earlier, for that matte

s« Rhy B JJank maintain an equal race 5
‘I:(l).llz:e‘les ':Jl::]s«l’nlmels crowd, and ode on ::dc H
‘And tales of terror jostle on the road : .
that this condition of :}ﬂ'u'irs will be lﬁ?unld 1{?)3”1‘:2,
a ated seventy years later. And what will it be m in;)l er hundred  yed
ol;gsr(l)lg Who knows where it all will cndf—-_a.nd who cares 7 e human race will
? ‘5 the near future the (:.mhzed portion ot R ! race wh
'Doubtless. mn but poets and prose-Ists, and then—to stoop to & nm ' :]
consist of nothmf’: d help the savages ! an, for want of an amhem._c.‘, tirec
rl}gged phrase— 70 tinually what non¢ of his Drethren can afford to hhfcn KZ
himself of reading “Coﬂ » themselves), will rush to foreigh shorcs' and force the
(being 1r 2 i ;( .reof to lend their ears, like Marc Antony’s countrymen.
wretched nba e e td]e btless have their share of this Reign of Learning, bu}
Other countres 'Ou'd ;)f the Atlantic it has had 1ts surest and greatest
in England and on this S1d€ he myriads of newspapers, magazines,

but conjure up t ews TS I incs,
development. Wedneelince over the monthly, weekly-—even da:ly })OI?L(:-]AS‘;
and penodlcals, o f % yrogress that letters have n_mde among us. “,“(, )

to become aware o' ¢ 7 I i jon and exclaim: Was

‘g i S ti. rﬂ it
Ied ]]Ot enthlls'as‘t mi llt rub hlS hands n sa stac ] .
t‘l:rie‘as thi%? SUC ll an mliH’:l Snll Sp ead Of C“hght(‘.nln n -—-hllch an
ever Such atl b T > ent

m iconi »  Athens and Rome, the centres of
- . Heliconian fire ? ; the Centres ¢
uleerialc' b'iiilz);t;tsion Oagmd refinement, never dreamt of anything like it in their
ancient civi

palmiest days. . 1+ literature, beginning with Caedmon the
If we survey the history of English 1 o§n its source, which widens

i i Mississippi-fr
Anglo-Saxon, it is just like tracing the Mississipp! om its S0t e Ocea

i il it reaches the nd finally
gradually and grows ";, :g;?fé llill?;l'xleld :o the Gulf of Mexico 1n this respect,—

i i he ocean. .
succeeding generations 10 1] reason that the art of writing has
It cannot be said with show of e %of the poetry

i i me more volatile. B .
deteriorated, although = ha becoto us from the first eras of our literature

and prose that have come down Ublic of to-day. Some portions
would find n% mea%i?;dthebtﬁagi?yO;o‘rheit.s quaint rudeness, W}:ille the rest
of it would 3 ?:lownrigixt stupjd and fit only for the hardened arlllthu]ary.
would be Voft there are great and shining lights scattere faS alol:ig
It is true th2 n as far up as Chaucer, Wycliffe, and James of cotland,
the streagn_——-e\isas in its infancy: there have b_een periods in ltsd C_Olélise
when wgtlf:%ith the compact brilliancy of which the presentd A:;':]n_. es
o mificance—that of Shakespeare and Milton, of Pope a“h 1son,
into mmgn,lh and_Johnson, for instances : but never before to-day have minor
of Goldsmit A orous ’.nd maintained 50 high a standard of excellence.
writers been to have concentrated all their energies in producing 2
The past ages SECT. °9 with America as well as Great Britain at

One need n .
approaching the chaotic.

we may rest assured

— 1A

! Pucks and beauwtiful dwarfs.  Their number is their bane, so far as remembrance

is concerned.  Many of them, doulbtless, would rank as Titans, standing alone,
as in the olden time. and not made too common by so many brethren.

There was a time when the student could casily keep up with the acceumu-
fated literature of his day, and when old authors were not so generally
neglected by the public.  But to-day, who can pay the nccessary attention to
the past, and still continue abreast of the times?  Only the most skilled of
book-worms.  No author, unless he be of the first water, or the happy inven-
tor of a * Pilgrim’s Progress.” a * Don Quixote,” or a * Robinson Crusoe,” can
count upon a permanent place in the popular affection.

More than half of the poets and writers already live only in the archives of
the past, in history and the encyclopedia, and now many tyros and novices in
the chase for fame have fallen short of even this distinction !

Some men write for a name, some for the mere pleasure of writing and
some for money ; others still, and by far the most numerous class, for all these
combined, or as much of them as they find healthful. Many, even some of the
most deserving, have recognized how small is the chance of perpetuating their
memory beyond their own day ; of melancholy interest to these are the following
words which Barry Cornwall at 76 wrote to a friend :

«1 see a great deal—all hehind me : but the prospect before me is not cheerful,  Some-
times 1 wish I had tried harder for what is called Fame, but gencrally (as now) I care very
little about it. After all, unless one could be Shakspeare- -which (clearly) is no easy matter
—of what value is a little puff of smoke from a review? If we could settle permanently
who is to be the Homer or Shakespeare of our time, it might be worth something ; but we
cannot.  Is it Jones, or Smith, or 2 Alas! I grow short-sighted on this subject, and
cannot penetrate the impenetrable dark.” ’

Melancholy indecd then is the outlook for us! ery the youthful Knights
of the Quill, resting dismaved upon their lances. Mclancholy indeed, unless
you prove yourselves Amadis de Gauls and Rinaldos in the lists ; or, to speak
modernly, Napoleons and Wellingtons among the foot soldiery. 'The vast, vast
majority can hope only for a butterfly existence at hest.  But even that is
generally deemed worth trying for; and fight as hard as you can, and trust to
the caprice of time to make you remembered, must be the motto of all.

A time must come when our Westminster Abbeys will not suffice to hold
the illustrious dead, nor all the bookshelves in creation their productions.  Per-
haps this catastrophe to human greatness will be avoided by a mysterious survival
of the fittest only among the great, as in the affairs of nature, and the preser-
vation of only the créme de la créme of their works. Perhaps the present
volcano will exhaust itself before bringing on the threatened event; or the
Fates, to parody Gray slightly, may

s Shut the gates of Learning on mankingd,”

for a season; or mankind itself may. in sheer desperation, throw off its self-
imposed yoke and sit down calmly 1o survey the past and regain its breath,

Another guesser might suggest the wreck and loss of our language as the
ulimate remedy for all our literary ills.  Then a new tongue might arise out
of its ashes and give a fresh race of poets a chance.

But, whatever the future may bring, let us glory in the present, even to-day
when savages may become the only listeners left.  As 1 said when starting out,
a man need not be a cynic to make the above somewhat sombre reflections.
We can make use of no Malthusian doctrine to regulate the children of the
muses ; law cannot prohibit them, and should not in a free country. It is
pleasant to think that cven now there is a poet, or writer, for every few hundred
of his countrymen, and that no one need die for want of literary nourishment.
As some of the latter-day humorists would say, the next thing we know litera-
ture will be as plentiful and necessary as whiskey, and even the poorest will be
able to obtain their glass. Well, so let it be. Sound, healthy literature, even
from a mere sensual point of view, is a good thing, and as long as the masscs
are the better for it, let all enjoy the blessing. Perhaps through the gigantic
rivalry among_the caterers to the public taste they will be sure to get plenty,
and the best, if they are critical enough to pick it out.

' WinLiam MiL1, BUTLER.

CORRESPONDENCE.

1t is distinctly to be borne in mind that we do not-by inserting letters convey any opinion
favourable to their contents,  'We open our columns to all without leaning to any ; and thus
supply a channel for the publication of opinions of all shades, to be found in no other jtmnml
in Canada,

No notice whatever will be taken of anonymous letters, nor can we undertake to return
those that are rejected.

Letters should be brief, and written on one side of the paper only. Those intended for
insertion should be addressed to the Editor, 162 St. James $treet, Montreal ; those on matters
of Dbusiness to the Manager, at the same address.

7o the Editor of the CANADIAN SPECTATORY:

Sir,—The Post of gth inst. tells us that the Irishmen of Hamilton have
set “a splendid example” in the formation of an Irish society embracing all
creeds. This is a very gratifying piece of intelligence. _Success to the society,
raay its members be many, and I suggest that copies of Father Graham’s  great
lecture " on the Irish Famine, published in the same paper, be forthwith for-
warded to the society for general circulation. The tone and obvious intent of
that remarkable performance are altogether so conciliatory, so characteristic of
a man whose mission is to preach peace and goodwill among men-—even
among Irishmen—that, in connection with the “ splendid example " set by the
Irishmen of Montreal respecting the formation of that other Irish society on the
r2th July last, it could not fail largely to influence such timid Hibernians of
the Protestant persuasion as may hesitate about entering the new organization,
Perusing Pere Graham they would find their faith designated fan alien and
upstart heresy ;" their Church in Ireland an “ English garrison, and“lts clergy
« clerical scoundrels.” The speakers in Exeter Hall elegantly termed  fanatics,
blasphemers, and liars.” These extracts, from _what the Post describes as “a
faint echo of the living word that fell from the lips of one of the ablest Catholic

limited number Titans ; 2160 da)<lis’countless legions of six-footers, delightful

orators in America,” and which the Post tells us received “ enthusiastic applause
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