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THE LITERARY LIGHT 1

DEDICATÊD To TItIP MENIDItIS 0F THE VARIOUS LITERARY ANI
DEBATING SOCIETIES 0F TIIS UITY AND OTSIERS.

IF you're anxious for to shine in the literary Uine
As a mian of culture rare,

Vou must start with ancient writers,
Say the prehistoric fighters

Whose remains arc everywhere;
You must certainly decipher what was cut by some oId knife or

Flint axe upon the surface of a Stone ;
And be able to translate, et first sight nt any rate,

Rudiimcntary cartoons upon a bone ;
And everyone will say when they hear you spout elvcy,

Well, if thet (ellow lcnows all he says he knows, which is ail
double flutch to me.

Oh ! what a most parhîcularly clever young man this literary
light msust be!

Voit must freely chat of Chaucer
As Vou handie cup andI saucer

At afternoon high tea;
And proclaim that MNau<leville,
As a wielder of the quili,

WVas a greet celetrity.
Vou must also mention Gower
As e sweet poetic flower

In e period most desolate of verse :
And talk of Wycklifle's p rose,
And the rugged w1Sy it flows

As a style that was rnost forcible end terse
And your heerers %vil] remarlt,
As they walk honte etter dark,

Well, if that party knos all about those men, which to nme is
mystery,

Oh ! what a most astonishingly clever young man this literary
light nmust be !

Vou must cite the Eari of Surrey,
Lelend, Cavendish and M1urray,

Roger Aschem, George Buchanan and bis Psasins;
And the IlFainie Queene " of Spenser,
Than which nothing is intenser,

Or more graceful in its very tender charma;
You must launch out mighty hard
On the great immortel bard,

William Shsakespeare, poet king of every age,
And his bumnan panoramas,
Thes grecs legacy of drames

Requeatbed in trust unto the British stage;,
And everyone will say,
If you cnly talk this way:

NVell ! if that fellow's read aIl the thing-s he's said as easily as
A B C,

Oht ! what a very wonderfully literary light this literary light
must 1,e. ET. CET.

AN At.GONQUIN MAIDEN.-

OUR national intellect is expanding, Canadien literature
is coming ta the front, and at last we welconte a genuine
Canadjan novel, ernbodying same lively episodes af

Canadian bistory, and illuminated by life likre pen-and-
ink sketches af Canadian individuality. In "An Algon-
quin Maiden," the authors; bave made a happy bit-the

*An Algonsquini Mniden. By Etîielwyne Welerald and G. blercer Adamn.

scene being laid at a tirne still green in the mnemory af
several of the Iloldest inhabitants," and the narnes even
of same families referred ta being pleasantly familiar ta us,
who lord it here on tie old site of IlMuddy Little York."
Our interest is awakened in the very first chapter, and is
pleasantly excited ail the way through ta the beautifual,
and aln-ost Tennysonian description of the passing of
Wanda. Notbing can be finer than Miss Wetherald's
realization of the untamable spirit of the wvoods, in the
bosorn af the gentie WVanda, in campaTison with the
perfect self-control ai the white maiden, the flower and
crown of civilization, horn and bred ini the atmosphere
of a decaying aristocracy,whîcb surrounds ber dimly as the
late half of Indian sumnmer. Miss Wetheraid's analytica!
style of dealing with feelings and motives ai action,
denotes an abiiity which ought ta make for lier a place in
the front rank of Canadian writers.

We ail know that Mvr. Mercer Adam is a living
encyclopedia af history, Cenadian and Foreign,-but he
deserves congratulation for the way lie has gathered up the
loase ends af the love story, and woven them inta the
historic chapters. GRIP bespeaks for this book an
encouraging success,-but nmust say, he thinks sncb a
picture as IlAn Algonquir Maiden)," deserves a better
frame than that furnished by the publishers.

A vouNc. fellow,-his namc it was MÀr.
Bankh B/Iaik, was with somebody's sr.

In a neat-lookinigsleigh,
And 'îwas wonderi the wvay

He managed the rein% and ail that sort
0f thing with one hand as he kr.

THE À£STHETIC PREMIER.

HIE APrOINTED TISE TWENTY-SEcOND AS EI.ECTION DAY
1%ECAUSE TIIAT DATE IS 2-21I

PILKINS.
1 NEVER finished telling you how 1 got ridof Filkins,

did I? Weil, you remember, the unspeakable nuisance
hcd just snctched mny telephone, when I broke off my
narrative. There be stood with the affair ta bis ear and
a look ai supreme idiocy an his face.

IlWby," he yelled at length, Il hey're going like blazes
Corne and listen. I fancy something is going ta burs
up." I inwardly prayed it might be Filkins, as I re-


