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TIIREE SONNETS.

1.-THE MAIDEN.

THE melody of birds is in ber voice,
The lake is not more crystal than bier eyes,
In whostj browii depths her soui stili sleeping lies.
With lier sof t curis the passionate zephyr toys
And vhispers in lier ears of coming joys.
Upon hier breast red rosebuds fail and rise,
Kissing bier snowy throat, and lover-wise
Breathing, forth sweetness tili tbe fragrance cloys.

Sometimes she thinks of love ; but, oftener yet,
Wooing but wearies lier, and love's bot pbrase
iRepels and friglitens bier. Then, like the sun
At misty dawn, amid the fear and fret,
There rises in bier lieart, at last, some one,
And ail but love is banisbpd by bis rays.

1.-THIE WIFE.
There stands a cottage by a river side,
Witli rustic benches, sloping eaves beneath,
Amid a scene of mountain, streain, and heath.
A dainty garden, watered by the tide
On wbose calui breast the queenly liles ride,
15 briglit with rnany a purpie pansy wreath,
Wbile bere ami there forbidder. lion's teetli
Uprear their golden crowns witb stubborn pride.

See ! there sbe leans upon the littie gate,
Uncban ged, save that lier curis, oncebfiowing free,
Are closely coiled upon lier shapely head,
And tbat hier eyes look f ortb more tbougbtfully.
Hark ta lier sigb !"I Why tarries hie s0 late 1 '
But mark bier smile! She hears bis well-known tread.

III.-THE MOTHER.
Beneatli the caves there is another chair,
And a bruîsed Lily lies upon the walk,
Witb the bright draps still clinging to its stalk.
Wbose careless band lias dropped its treasure there ?
And whose small forai does that frail settee bear 1
Whose is that wooden shepherdess and flock,
That noble coacli wich steeds that neyer balk i
And why the gate that tops tbe cottage stair ?

Ab!1 lie lias now a rival for lier love,
A chubby.cheeked, soft-fisted Don Juan,
Who rules witb iron baud in velvet glove
Mother and sire us only baby can.
See ! there thev romp, the mother and ber boy,
lHe on bier shoulders pcrclied and wild witb joy.

Montreal. ARTHUR WHIR.

SA UNTERINS.

THE Publication of a Canadian work of poetry or fiction, or any of the
ligliter arts of literature, by a Canadian firm, amoug Canadians, is apt ta
ha receivad witb peculiar demonstrations. Their facial forma is that of an
elan1gatian of the cauntenance, a pursing of the lips, a lifting of the eye.
braws. This, is usually accompanied by 'the little significant movement of
tha shauldars whicb we have borrowed from aur Freucb-Canadiau relations-
in.law expressly for use in this regard. We pick Up the unfortunate
VOlume fram the baokseller's counter ta wbicb its too trustful author lias
Canlfidad iL, and we turu its leaves in a manner we raserve for Canadian
publications-a Inanner that expresses curiosity rather than a desire ta
know, and yet ana that is someliow indicative of a foregone conclusion.
0ur other affairs are of s0 overwbelmingly important a cliaracter tbat our
daily jaurnals have no space for book reviews except at 50 Ulucli per agate
"'le; and have toa mucli ta do ini Ilencouraging" Lite industries ta pay
rauch attention ta the arts. Commercial, agricuittural, and sporting editors

aaubut tia literary aditor is an unknowni quantity, ta be representad
by atWho might multiply bimself by bimself even more frequeutly tha.n
that, as a genaral tbing, witliout praducing any appraciable resuit. Con-
varsatiaually we carefully follow the exampla set us by the newspapars, and
ignore the native-born persan who has had the audacity ta maka a votive

oQ'rin1g ta Lhe hiterary divinities, and the temerity ta print it. If by any
ehance wa refer ta him or ta bis production it is in ternis that suggest the

dreariuess of tha void lie lias attampted ta fill, and the futility of lis

*tteuIlp at fllhing iL. As a general thing, however, we relegate tliem ta
the list Of illustrations which. will go ta support aur position at the next

IIeet'lg of the Debating Club wlien Canadian letters form Lie subject of

11:1

discussion. There are a great many debating clubs in Canada. It seems
the favourite forma of our mental activity. Tbey are usually establisbed to
promote the liumauities amoug, us; and the growtb of Canadian literature
is a subject mucb preferred by tbe members, on account of its pathetic and
facetions opportunities, these making an oratorical combination wbicli is
known to be irresistible. The conclusion is usually, I believe, that, owing
to the obscure operation of some natural law, it is not indigenous ta our
country-tliat Canada, like the Congo State and other districts known to
us chiefly tbrougb the peu of the explorer, must contribute to literature
objectively.

It will not be the business of this paper to discover tbe reason of these
extraordinary manifestations, and to set it up for tbe edification of ail
present and future debating societies. We will take it for granted that
there must be a reason, tbat sucli a very distinct and widespread animus
against Canadian literary efforts could hardly liave taken possession of the
compatriot breast witbout more or less adequate cause. The instinct tliat s0
readily guidas aur liands and eyes to the literary products of tlie country
to the south of us must bave sprung frorn conditions wliicb it is possible to
understand. But in view of the fact that suai an instinct does contrai our
book-buying operations and our literary appreciation to so great a degree,
it is a little surprising that the authors of IlAn Algonquin Maiden " did not
adopt tbe ruse of introducing it ta their feilow-countrymen under the disguise
of the imprint of Boston or New York. Great caution would doubtless bave
been necessary to preveut tlie fact of its borne manufacture froin prematurely
leaking, out, a difliculty whicb. would bave been culianced by tbe reputation
in letters whicb one of the volume's sponsors already passasses. Stili, one
is conviuced tbat it migbt bave beau done; and whule it is quite impossible
to predict the precise effect of sucob a course upon tbe success of the novel,
thare are few wlio will deny that iLs circulation would have been Ilboomed",
to an extent tliat would have more than couuteracted the import Lax. It
is saddening to tbink that sucli an admirable opportunity for duping our
liard-headed, palitical, prohibitionistic, excellent public juta commanda-
tion of a book of iLs own lias been lost, to say nothing of tbe tremandous
joke of exploding the Lbiug afterwards. Unless IlAn Algonquin Maiden "
changes the situation very materially, liowavar, the opportunity will still
exist; and for tlie benetit of any future Canadian noveiist wlio may uaL
wisb bis work condemned on that accaunt, 1 may add that tbis suggestion
is not copyrigbted. ___

How futile is the attempt to make broad bighways in auy departruent
of literature, and say dictatorially ta them that travel in that direction
IlWalk therein " 1 True, a general literary movameut uufailingly contrais
the miasses, who trot aftar establislied leadership with the docility and
unanimity of certain quadrupada ; yet the beatan track is as canspicuous
for the paths tliat lead deviously away from it, as for anytbing else. This
is especially true of fiction, the art of which, having for iLs sbifting and
variable basis, humanity, is bound ta preseut itself in more diverse forais
than any otlier-coustantly to find new ones, constantly ta recur ta old
ones. Yet in fiction, rather more than anywliera aise, are autocrats to be
found, wlio annaunce ta thair scribbling emulators the only proper and
acceptable form of the modern novai, announce it impariously, and note
dapartures from iL with wratb. Hardly more months than ana could reckon
on oua's flugers, and hardly years anough ta rackou at alI, have gone by
sinca we became familiar witli the principles and practice of the realistio
school, for instance. We know the trua definition of realism ta be tlie
everlasting glorification of the commouplace. If the commonplace and the
remarkable could, by some revarsion of natural laws, change places, we
sliould immediately, we are told, become euamoured of tbe latter and in-
different ta tbe former ta sucb an extant that sociaties would bave ta ha
formed with the abject of bringing tha averyday extraordinary undar public
notice, and exciting public interest in familiar plianomana. Life undar
these conditions would be one long deification of the commouplace. Iu the
meantime iL springs ail about us, vital and fragrant, and flaweriug as some
weeds, but neglected-except by the realists-bacause it is a weed. Gentle-
men of the realistic sehool, ane is disposad ta considar you vary riglit in 80
far as you go, but ta beliave you mistaken in your idea that you go the
whole distance and eau persuade the wbolo uovel-writing fraternity ta taka
the saine patli througli tlie burdacks and the briars. Failing tliis, you
evidently believe that you eau put ta the edge of tha sword every wretched
romancist who presumes ta admire the exotie of the ideal, and ta publisli
bis admiration. This also is a mistake, for bath of the authors of "Au

Algonquin Maiden" are alive, and, I believe, in reasonable bealtli; and" An
Algonquin Maiden" is a romance, a romance of the most uncompramisiug
description, a romance that miglit have been written if the realistic school
had neyer beau heard of. One need go no furtliar than tha tiLle ta discove
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