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mute, are indeed mnarked, they leave the language Iess harshi
than Germnan, though infini tely more intractable than the triune
datighters of Latin, the Frenchi, Spanish, and Italiaij.

Perhaps, as an aid towards the attainment of the si!pernal
finish xvhich more than aught else lends to literary composition the
lasting charmn and value that make literary masterpieces rank
amnong the eternàiI monuments which are carved iii stone that can-
neyer crunible, and wvhich is gyenerally produced, not by intuition-
althoughi there are, I willingly grant you, rare cases of «" inspira-
tion,", of Ildivine afflatus "-but rather by patient work with the
file and the pumnice-stone, the scoring-pencil and the rubber eraser,.
it is just as well that the raN material out of wvhiclh our poets are
cornpelled to chisel rather than to mould ilieir creations should- be
iii part refractory. The- very intractableness.of the raw material
conipels the artist iii words, by filîng- him -withi doubts (if his hiead
be not swelled by conceit) and by spurring him to put forth his most
strenuous efforts, to work slowly, carefully and thoughtfully.

To paraphrase a famous saying of Shelley to the effect that
no-man can say, I will compose poetry, it may be affirmed wvith at
least equal correctiiess that no poet using, the English language
can say, I will compose çoetry without exertion. Great art is the
production of great ]aboi and mental sufferingy. Nothing that is
really excellent is easy to do or to find. Th le " divine aifiatus," as
dispiayed in the vérse -of an overwhelining majority of verbifiers
everywvhere throughi the Englishi-speaking wvorld in our time,
app ears to be the direct opposite to the divine.

Real poetry is nobility of intellect. A language may have
versiflers, with smiooth numbers and easy rhymes, and yet have
littie or none of that dignity of thoughit wvhichi always goes to the
making of poetry wvorthy of the name ; as witness the Troubadour
lays of Provence, the volatile chansons of Spain, and the mass of
the amatory verse of Italy, especially the article produced in
modemn times. To think deeply is to toil liard', and* wearing toil
groes against hunian nature. Very fewv would reueto join the
numnerous and noble Order of Sons of Rest wvere there no such
things as dinners to be earned. lu the case of the Latin langu ages,
their flexibility 'greatly relieves tHe poet fromi the arduous toil of
profoundly thinking, and ail too frequently allows hini to followv


