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She dicd — as dies the glory
Of nsic’s sweetest swell ;

8he dicd aa dics the story
When the best is still 1o tell

She died—ns dies moon-beaming
When seonls the rayless wave ;

Rhe did—like rweeteat dreannng,
That hastens to its grave,

She divd—and died the early: .
Heaven wearied for itz own ;—

As the dipping sun, my Mary,
Thy worning ruy went down

This reminds vne of the maznincent imagery of Ossian. But I must
now take leave, aithouch celuctantly, of Mr. MeCall,

I come now to tell you sometlun e nbout a gentleman of quite a
different cast of mind—of an author who s not only o Poet but a
prose writer whose style is remarkably peculing and orizinat, 1 am
far from saving that I codorse all his ideas and opinions. Nor do 1
admit that sative is faudable or of any use at all, except when em-
ployed to lash the vices and 1ollics of mankind, Even when so
employed, it i< seldvin profituble.  If vou really wish to correct aug
evi‘, you must sct about daine o in 4 serivus, sober, carnest and
kindly spirit. Mun. Janes Mot wrrots, of whom it behuoves me now
to speak, is perhaps mure 4 wit and humourist, than & writer of satire.
He 13 unquestionably a man of many accomnlishments. He excels
in music. can write beautiful verses, and discourses fluently. I am
perhaps too fastidious tu call him an orator, althoush he ims deliv-
ered with applause in many places, a Lecture called, ¢ The House
that Juck Built.””  Aun orator at ull worthy of the title would tisdain
to repeat the self:same oration in all the cities of any country. He
would fear lest by so doingz, he should be likened to certain ¢ metre-
ballad mongers ™" (Shakspedarc) of certain times, who not unlike the
strolling play-actors of a mure vecent date, set up to suction, their
literary merchandise, in every availab'ec market jlace. I do not by
auy means wish to insinuate that Mr. McCarroll is a literary pedlar.
Sodar from my thoughts is wny such intention, that { rather consider
this witty and versatile writer as onc who has done essential serviee
to the cause of literature here in Canada. In this new country where
things material so completely enzross the minds of vur people, it is
of very little use to write Lookh, and compose learned lectures and
elegant orations. Such things must be brousht to the doors of all
who have any claim to be inteiligent.  Without some such yrocess,

the greatest thoushts, will piss unheeded, and the most erudite and
most pleasing authors will only have dissappointnent for their pains.

Mr. McCarroll is deserving of all pruise 83 a valiant pioneer i the
cause of our nascent literature.  Ilis success, there is but too much
reason to fear, has not been commensurate with his zeal and powerful
efforts, fur he has left Canada (temporarily, may we _ope?) and
taken up his ahode in the neighboring Republic. We must never-
theless, lay clai to him as a British American Poet.  Since 1531
when he came with his family to Canada, he has heen resident until

uite recently, in this country. Although he was liberally aud clas-
sically educated at Laneshorouah, the place of his birth, in Ireland,
it muy be said that his taste for literary pursuits was acquired in
Canada. Here, at auy rate, he wrote all his woiks, and here it in
not unreasonable to suppusc, he will publish the volume of poems
which his Biographers tell us that we may suon expect. Some of his
poctical pieces bave eclicited much praise, his ¢ Madelioe " among
the rest. His ude in honor of the * Royal Progress™ by the Prince
of Wales in Canuda, was hishly complimented by the able men who
surronnded, on that occasion, t’  heir apparent ta the British throne.
To give you an idea of his style, allow me to quote that amusing
little piece,

Tas Grey Lixser.

There's a little grey friar in yonder green bush,
Clotbed in gack cloth—a little grey friar

Like & druid of old in his temple—but, hush
He's at vesperi ; you must not go nigher.

Yet, the rogue! can those strains be addressed to the skies,
And around us so wantonly float,

Till the glowing refrain like & shining thread flies

From the siivery reel of his throat ?

When be roves, though be stains not his path through the air
With the splendor of tropical wings,

All the lustre denied to bis russet plumes there,

Flashes forth through his lay when he siogs.

For the little grey friar's so wondrous wise,

Though in such & pinin garb he appears,

That on finding he can’t reach your soul through your eyes,
He steals in through the gates of your eara.

But the cheat! tis not heaven he's warbling about-—
Other passions, less holy, betide—

For, behold ! there's a little grey nun peeping out
From a bunch of green leaves at his side.

¢ Now, do try to shorten your notices.””  Crrtainly. The sittings

of this Institute are never tong,  Awd besides, I am already quite
tired talking in French all this while.  Brevity will be a new soul to
me ay it is said to he the soul of wit. Mauy thanks for your timely
hint, If 1 should so far torget myself as to require anather, do not
fail to give me, and vourselves more particularly, the benefit of it.
Meanwhile, many distinguished Poets must be sacrificd to your con-
venience and mine.
* Only & passing notice can he now hestowed ou that very able and
learned writer, orator, and Poet, the late very Rev. WiLLian Mo-
Doxgtt.  Although be was born in Scotland, Canadian literature is
entitled to lay claim to him. He spent the greater gnrt of his life and
wrote bis elegant and classic poems ia Cannda.  His great abilities,
more perhaps than his sacred office guve him a high social status.
He enjoyed the consideration and friendship of the Royal family. But
here it hehooves me to speak of him only as a Poet, and I will say
that it is very much to be regretted that his very benutiful and highly
finished poetical compositions have not vet been collected 80 as to be
made to appear in a permanent form. He exorcised the office of the
Christian Priesthood for & length of time at Ottawa, and departed
this life at Hamiltog in the Province of Ontario.

Mr. Jonx F. Mc?)oxnu. is emiuently Canadian, havirg been born
at Quebec. (1) Critics speak of his versification as correct and musical.
Why should be confine himself to the prosaic labour of editing a
newspaper? It is a great thiug, no doubt, in this country, to be editor
of such a newspaper as the * Quebec Morning Chronicle.” §, withm
old country notivns, would rather see such abilitics as Mr. McD. is
known to possess, employed in a wider and wore cougenial field.

Mg. Cnanres Mair is a native Canadian Poct and prose writer.
As a Poet only, can be be noticed here.  He has written sgome very
fine descriptive pieces. Mr. Mair is & vers youn man as yet, and [
have no donbt that by the next time 1 give a lecture on Canadian
Poets, I shall have to expatiate on the beautics of many more poetical
compositions from his pen. (2)

Tue Rev. J. Reape of the Church of England, a native of Cacada,
writes elegantly both Latin and Euglish veise. He possesses the
, poetic mind. We can only wish that he may coutinue to cultivate
! the muses.

Miss Pausria 8. Vixisc to whose genius Canada has an undoubted
; claim, has enriched numerous periodicals of both Canada aud the
United States with her exquisite poetical compositions. The Rev.
Mr. Dewart who has shewn himself nn admirable judge of poetry,
assigns to her a place in the highest ranks of the favored few who
cultivate the divineart. Many, of her pieces, (roay it not be said sll ?)
breathe the true spirit of poetry. Her versification is correct and
perfectly musical. Mr. Newart is in raptures as he extols her ¢ beau-
tiful imagery,”” her ¢ sound and elevated philosophy of suffering,”
her ¢ great depth and tenderness of feeling,’”’ the ‘ rich exquisite
rythmic music,”’ of her poetry that lingers in *‘ the chambers of the
, brain,"’ like ¢ the memury of & speechless joy.”” Her poem, ¢ Under
the Snow,” is eminently illustrative of all this : and 1 woald now read
it to you, if I did not dread so completely engrossing your sttention
as to render you incapable of listening sny more to my prosaic lec-
tare. It is a work for private peruml, and will amply repay the

(1) Mr. McDonnell died at the same nlace on the 30th April, 1868.

{2) Since this nolice was written, Mr Mair's promised volume bas
appeared. It has not dissapointed the admirers of his Muse. The press
especially bas given it a warm reception. The Outawa Citizen having
beatowed the highest praise on soms of bis finer compoeitions,conclades with
the following words : #“ The poems of Charles Mair are indeed a gift,
and a right Royal one, to the New Dominion. As regards correct, flow-
ing, elegan. melodious versification : true, chastened, original, elevated
thought ; the most ¢xquisite pathos, and philosophy, at the same time, of
s high standard ;—nothiug superior, if indeed, anything eqaal to the com-
positions of our Bard, has as yet appeared in Cagada.  Well might this
votary of the Muses say with Rome's immortal Poet :

Faveto linguis ; carmios non prias
Audita, Musarum Secerdos,
Virginibus puerisque canto.”




