November, 1807,

‘* See how tho great old forest vios

With all the glory of tho skies,
In streaks without a name ;

And leagues on loagues of scarlot spires,

And temples lit with crimson fires,
And palaces of tlame.

And dome on dome that gleam afar

Through many a gold and crimson bar,
With azure vverhead ;

\While forts with towers on towers arise,

As if they meaut toscale the skies,
With banner bloody red 1"

* * *

And now we come to the name whicli is best
known in Canadian literary circles, that of
Charles G. D. Roberts, poet, canocist, and
Professor of Literature, who was born in Janu-
ary, 1860. His father was the Rev. G. G.
Roberts, rector of the Cathedral, Fredericton.
He, duated with honor at the University of

Wintaan Kikny,

New Brunswick, 1879, and in 1880 married
Mary Isabel Fenety, daughter of the ex-Mayor
of Fredericton. In 1880, also, he published his
first volume of verse, Orion, and Other Poems,
which, at the age of twenty-one, won for him
the recognition of the literary world. In 1883
he was called to the prefessorship of Modern
Literature in King's College, Windsor, N.S.,
which position he at present retains. In 1887
he published a small voiume, In Divers
Tones, which although not so perfect in finish
is, in point of freedom and variety, superior to
his first collection. In his poem, Canada,
which first appeared in the Century Magazine,
he struck the highest note of patriotism, and
in many others of his pocms he shows a fire
ans “igor, a keen sense of rhyme and meter,
which sccures for him a high placein the ranks
of the devotees of poesy, while in Orion,
Actacon, or The Pipes of Pan he exhibits
a marked g.r2dilection for the forms of classical

Grecek verse.
* * »

In 1884 a small, blue covered volume of two
hundred and twenty-four pages, catitied Old
Spooks's Pass, appeared. Scarcely any one
in Canada uoticed it, and in little more than
two vears from that time the authoress, Miss

Isabel Valancey Crawford, died without giving ¢

us any further work. , After her death
people began to realize that they had overlooked
a work of merit, and her poems became very
popular. They are imbued with all the splendor
of Canadian coloring. Malzolm’s Katie, in
particular, is a wonderful idyl of rural life.
Every word is instinct with sympathy for Uje
glowinyg life of our Cunadian forests, and the
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lines have an almost Tennysonian sweetness
and melody, Compare the following passage
with any similar description of landscape to be
found in the Laureate's works—

¢ The land had put his ruddy gauntlet on
Of harvest gold, to dash in Famine's face,
Aund, like & vintage wain deep-dyed with juice,
Tho great moon faltered up the ripe blue sky,
Drawn by tho silver stars, like oxen white,
And horned with rays of light.”

Her dialect verses, though somewhat stift
and artificial, have given us some capital
pictures of rustic life, and the lyric with which
she ends her poem, Malcom’s Katie, is one of
the most beautiful in the English language. It
runs :

0, Love builds on tho azure sea,

And Love buildson the golden sand,
And Love builds on the rose-wing'd cloud,

And sometimes, Love builds on tho land.
O« if Love builds on sparhling sea.

And if Love builds on golden strand,
And if Love builds on rosy cloud,—

Lo Love, these are the solid lnnd.
0, Love will build his lily walls,

And Love his pearly roof will rear,
On cloud or Jand, on 1mist or sea,—

Love's solid land is everywhere !

* * *

Among our poets of the present day one ot
the best is Miss Lilian Claxton, of ‘Toronto,
although she is but little known in Canada, her
ndme appearing chiefly in Engiish and Ameri-
can magazines. She has not as yet published
her poems in book form, but many of them are
Canadian in the best sense of the word, and
give pictures of our life and scenery which are
vaequalled.  The Little Leybridge Line, which
we quote below, refers to the railroad which
runs by Kingston, where until lately she has
lived, but the description holds good of many

. another Canadian railway.

The shuntiug and the shaking! the cara were always
late,

And all changed at the Junction, and had an hour to
wait ;

The train for which we waited, invariably was slow ;

They mostly had a breakdown, as the line was blocked
with snow.

Tt stretches through the distance, aye, through the
buried years!

1 run my oyo along it, the old time renppears.

Here hands have met and parted, herc eyes have over-
fiowed,

And passed away fore~cr, down this curve of iron road.

In such poems as The Old Town Hall, Alter
Ego, or The Land Where Shadows are Not,
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she has o haunting melodivusiess ot thvme,
and an originality of meter wlich s very strik-
ing.  \lter Ego, especially, is avery beautitul
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poem, the sweetness of its cadences lingering
in the memory for many a day atter its perusal.

“* Woe have often watched cach other
In the mirre = youand I,
Looking straig) * .t one another
In the years tu. * have gone by,
Baby eyes with wointering glances,
Childish oyes where suulight dances,
Girlish eyes replote with faucies.

And to-night we wait the morrow,

A now dawn of hopes and fears,
Looking with a tearless sorrow

O'er the wreckagu vt the years
Q'er the deops our youny feot waded,
(Y'er the joys that Timo has shaded,
O'er the Lopes thoe years have faded.

Wao await another morning
Which shall make all maysteries plain ;
When the Day-star shall come dawning |
O'er a troubled world again ;
When tho hopes that here wero slighted,
With fruition be requited,
When tho old wrongs hall be righted

Many of her poems, such as the Lines to
my Typewriter, The Unexpected Dime, or My
EFditor, show a strong sense of humor and a
felicitousness in hitting the right epithet which
has rarely been found in the work of our
women writers, and The Commonplace Set,
and her appeal for Sunday Street Cars, show i
deep sympatly with and full appreciation of
the difficuldties which abound in the lives of our
laboring classes.  She has written many novels
and short sketches of Canadian  life, and is
undoubtedly one  of our most  promising
authors.

* »* *

Another Jittle volume, by J. DL Edgar, M.P.,
entitled This Canada of OQurs, and Other
Poems, contains some very beauntiful verses,
nearly abl of them Canadian in tong, stud many
of them sweet with the breath of lake and
river, taking the reader whirling down cool
rapids, or into the depths of forests, dark and
still, with, perhiaps, amostrealistic taste of life
in a1 summer camp.

¢ A white teut pitched by a glassy Iake,
Well under a sliady tree,
Oc by rippling riils from tho grand old hills,
11 tho summer homo for me.

I foar no blaze of the noentide rays,
For tho woeodland glades aro mine,
Tho fragrant air, and that perfume rare,
Tho edor of forest pine.”
(Continued on pago 1o




