
A CONTINENT 0F COPYISTS1TDO not know wbether you are interested in
where New York dines or not; but 1 was in-
terested the other day to noticing a baîf-page
of "Where to Dine" advertisements ini the New

York Eveninig Telegramn, than whicb there is no
more "New Yorky" paper publisbed. Right across
the top of the page were the following big thre
restaurants-"Pari sien," "Hofbrau Haus,' and
"Colaizzi's." That is, you could dine in French
fashion or in German fashion or in Italian fashion.
But the poor American cook didn't seemn to get even
"honourable mention." Then, as you ran your eye
over the page, you found sncb names as these:
"Have Dinner at Maximi's," "Faust," "Cafe Revue,"'"Navarre Grill," "Marsullo," "Florence," "Baroni,"
"Abbey Inn," "Moretti,7 "Luechows," "Far East
Tea Garden," "Ye Olde Englisb Coffee H-ouse,"
etc. and so forth. One American idea did sem to)
promise to emerge in the black-type pbrase-"Genu-
mne Old Fashioned Beefsteak Dinner, .$1.25"; but
you found by reading the advertisement that you
had to eat it at "Reisenweber's." Then there was
a restaurant called "Old Maria's," wbich had an
American ring to it; but it hiad a lunch for 40 cents"with wine," and its specialty was "spaghetti with
garlic." Foiled again I Then there was a place
called " College Inn," witb a "Cabaret Entertain-
ment." Latin quarter-not America.

w JHRRE, oh!I where I dots the good Amnerican go
Sto get bis Lyriddle cakes and hi,; i pfl~ 11 iiQ

and "Rathkellers" and "Abbey Inns" in the world.
But why don't tbe American purveyors of food ad-
vertise in New York?

IGO down to the Maine Coast some times for a
littie holiday; and one of the best parts of it

is the New £ngland food. I think it is the break-
fasts 1 like best, because of their marked contrast
to that dismal function in most other corners of
the world. You know the Continental breakfast, of
course-coffee, a baîf-moon of pastry and some
tasty butter. You can get a roll or two if you in-
sist, but tbey regard you as a vulgar glutton when
you do. It is very nice-wbat there is of it. And
y ou get accustomed to it, and it becomes enough.
Then the other mneals more than make up for tbe
meagreness of the first. When it cornes to, a French«ýdejeuner,"1 you have the American or Canadian
luncheon-a rehiash of last night's dinher-badly
beaten, while the Continental dinner is a thing apart.
We ought to, translate "dinner" ipto banquet in our
language. But still you mourn for your pie, and
you long for just one disb of "bash-brown potatoes."

B UTther issomething funny about tbis trans-
planatio of uropan nmesto this continent.

Bmphiasis should be put on the naines; for little
pains is taken to give the namnes even plausibility.
A man will open a driniking-place in a cellar which
otherwise be would use as a store-room. and ciii h
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THIS is, perhaps, a more serious question at bTtom than selecting fancy namnes for alleg
restaurants where f ew go to eat but many to imagi
that they are having a bold, bad, dizzy time. -
Continent cannot respect too greatly or study I
deeply the culture of the most cultured of the Cc
tinents; but, when that bas been conscientiou
done, it must at last express itself in its own ter:
if it is to play any permanent part in the wor
For too long, American literature was no W(
than a pale reflection of English writing, H4a
thorne, Longfellow-in spite of Hiawatha and
Puritan point of view-Holmes, even Poe, w(
English authors living in exile. Even Lowell uW
"AmËerican" like a dialect. But men like Howe
Aldrich, Hamlin, Garland, Mark Twain, Bret Har
Will Carleton, James Whitcomb, Riley and oth<4
of that school, established a worthy Amnerican sty
The "best sellers" to-day, however, are seldom A
ercan; that is, modern American. The uncultur
reader of fiction, who is naturally in an immer
majority, prefers his romance rose-tinted and
adventures in a world where there is no bothersol
limit of the probable.

IFRANKLY confess that I read too small a p
Sporti 'on of the enormous output of the regime

of new authors, whom American publishers are p
senting to an astonished world, to be able
generalize about them; but I can say that I have r
nothing in this armny comparable with such men
H. G. Wells, William de Morgan, or even W.
Locke who are comrparatively recent productions
trngland. As for Ca 'nada, there seems to be
impression here that literary photography is
It is no more art than "kodaking" is; and yet, if
will strip recent Canadian literature, so-called,
its preaching and its photography, you will hý
precious little left. Yet we h ave had some prorr
ing failures. Norman Duncan promised to be
artist until he went to the Labrador and becaxrnt
missionary. Arthur Stringer stili is an artist wl
hie chooses to be one. The late Dr. Drummond '
always an artist; and bis French-Canadian tyl
will neyer dlie. However, this is an unprofita
subject. We are still awaiting the writer who st
reveal Canada; and, when be cornes, he will
more for this country than aIl the imm igratý
agents and all the "made books" on our resour
and bistory that have ever existed.
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