
THE CANADA SCHOOL JOURNAL.

the caretaker, and one large rooni for meetings, examinations, &c.
The estimated expenditure in connection with the Protestant

public schools of the city of Winnipeg for the current year is
010,000.

• It is likely that a Provincial Teachers' Association will be formed
during the coming sumner.

Mr. A. C. Killam, gold medallist of Toronto University, has been
placed on the Board of Examiners, and Mr J. Robertson and the
Superintendent have been re-elect*t Chairman and Secretary.

The following are the officers of the Historical and Scientific
Society :-President, Chief Justice Wood ; 1st Vice-president, Dr.
Cowan ; 2nd Vice-president, Ald. McArthur ; Corresponding Sec-
retary, Prof. Bryce; Recording Secretary, Alex. Begg; Treasurer,
S. R. Parsons ; Executive Council, Rev. Canon Grisdale, D. Codd,
A. H. Whitcher, J. H. Rowan, E. W. Jarvis, J. F. Bain, James
Stewart, Hon. John Norquay, and Hon. Joseph Royal. At the
first public meeting of the society held on 13th March, Captain
William Kennedy, an active explorer, read a most interesting paper
on the North-west Passage.

e1nbingsanb_ ietitations.

"BAY BILLY."

'Twas the last fight at Fredericksburg-
Perhaps the day you reck,

Our boys, the Twenty-Second Maine,
Kept Early's men in check.

Just where Wade Hampton boomed away
The fight went neck and neck.

All day we held the weaker wing,
And held it with a will;

Five several stubborn times we charged
The battery on the hill,

And five times beaten back, re.formed,
And kept our columns still.

At last from out the centre fight
Spurred up a General's Aid.

"That battery nust silenced be!"
He cried, as past he sped

Our Colonel simply t ,uched his cap,
And theui, with measured tread,

To lead the crouching line once more
The grand old fellow came;

No wounded man but raised his head
And strove to gasp his naine,

And those who could not speak nor stir,
" God blessed him " just the same-

For he was all the world to us,
That hero gray and grim ;

Right well he knew that fearful slope
We'd climb with none but him,

Though while bis white head led the way
We'd charge hell's portals in.

This time we were not half way up,
When, midst the storm of shell,

Our leader, with lis sword upraised,
Beneath our bay'nets fell.

And as we bore him back, the fe
Set up a joyous yell.

Our hearts went with him. Back we swept,
And when the bugle said

"Up, charge again ! " no man was there
But hung hie dogged head.

"We've no one left to lead us now,"
The sullen soldiers said.

Just then, before the laggard line
The Colonel's horse we spied-

Bay Billy with his trappings on,
His nostril swelling wide,

As though still on his gallant back
The master sat astride.

Right royally he took the place
That was of old his wont,.

And with a neigh, he seemed to say
Above the battle's bront,

" Bow can the Twenty-Second charge
If I am not in front ? "

Like statues we stood rooted there,
And gazed a little space;

Above that floating mane we missed
The dear familiar face ;

But we saw Bay Billy's eye of fire,
And it gave is heart of grace.

No bugle call could rouse us all
As that brave sight had done;

Down all the battered line we felt
A lightning impulse run ;

Up, up the hill we followed Bill,
And captured every gun !

And when upon the conquered height
Died out the battle's hum,

Vainly 'mid living and the dead
We sought our leader dumb;

It seemed as if, a spectre steed
To win that day had come.

At last the morning broke. The lark
Sang in the merry skies

As if to e'en the sleepers there
It said awake, arise!

Though naught but that last trump of all
Could ope their heavy eyes.

And then once more. with banners gay,
Stretched out the long brigade;

Trimly upon the furrowed field
The troops stood on parade.

And bravely 'mid the ranks were closed
The gaps the fight had made.

Not half tke Twenty-Second's men
Were in their place that morn,

And Corp'ral Dick, who yester-noon
Stood six brave fellows on,

Now touched my elbow in the ranks,
For all between were gone.

Ah ! who forgets that dreary hour
When, as with misty eyes,

To call the old familiar roll
The solemn Sergeant tries-

One feels that thumping of the heart
As no prompt voice replies.

And as in falt'ring toue and slow
The last few names were said,

Across the field some missing horse
Toiled up with weary tread.

It caught the Sergeant's eye, and quick
Bay Billy's name was read.

Yes ! there the old bay hero stood,
All safe from battle's harms,

And ere an order could be heard,
Or the bugle's quick alarms,

Down all the front, from end to end,
The troops presented arms !

Not all the shoulder-straps on earth
Could still our mnighty che3r.

And ever from that famous day,
When rang the roll-call clear,

Bay Billy's name was read, and then
The whole hne answered "Here ! "

-Frank H. Gassaway.

THE OLD MAN GOES TO SCHOOL.

I know I'm too old to learn, wife; My lessons and tasks are done,
The dews of life's evening glisten in the light of life's setting sua.
To the grave by the side of my fathers they'll carry me soon away•
But I wanted to see how the world has grown, so I hobbled te school

to-day.


