
THE VARSITY.
of death !Stilt on the dusky Lena arose in rny ears the
voice of Carril. He sang of the friends of our youtb, the
days of former years, when we met on the banks of Lego,
when we sent round the joy of the sheil. Cromia answered
to bis voice. The ghosts of those lie sung came in their
rustiing winds. They viere seeni to beud with joy towards
the sound of their praise!

Il3e thy soul blest, 0 Carril ! in the midst of tZiy
eddying winds. O that thou would'st corne to rny ball,
wben 1 amn alone by night !And thon dost corne, my
friend. I bear often thy light hand on my barp ; wlien it
hangs on the distant wall, and the feeble sound touches
my ear. Why dost thoun iot speak to mie in rny grief, and
tell when 1 shall behold my friends ? But thou passest
away in thy rnurmuring blast ; the wind whistles tbrough
the grey hair of Ossian 1

These are fair saruples, taken a]most at raridom, of
what Ossian is like in McPherson's translation. It is tiot
the poetry of the schools, but of Nature-and of Nature
as she presents berseif in the Highlands and Western Isies
of Scotland.

Lewes in bis IlLife of Goethe," quotes Gervinus as
saying that Goethe bad Ilturned from truth to poetry, and
in poetry, frorn the clear world of Horner to the forniless
world of Ossian." IlVery characteristie of the epoch,"
continues Mr. Lewes, Il is the boundless enthusiasrn
inspired by Ossian, whose rbetorical trash the Germans
bailed as the finest expression of Nature's poetry. Old
Samuel johnson's stern, clear sense saw into the very
heart of ibis subject wben lie said, ' Sir, a mnan migbit write
such stuif forever, il lie wouid but abandon bis mmnd to
it.' " But poetry tliat lias lield its place in the bearts of
ail classes for so long a time, cannot be killed by the nîeer
abuse of hostile crities. Granted that Homer's wvorld is
Iclear," and Ossiains, in a sense, Il formless," does that

flot prove the truthfulness of the poetry of eacb ? Homer
gave expression to tlîe mind of a peoffle living under a
clear, warrn skv, in a pleasaiît fruîtful land, free froni great
disturbances of Nature. Ossian, on tbe otbier lîand, voiced
the thougbt of another people, living iii a land of rnists
and shadows, and rain- of rugged mountains and barren
heaths-of bleak winds and wild storms And it is one of
the peculiar cbarrns of Oissian, witlî lus keen Celtic sus-
ceptibility to the influences of Nature, that his poems
reflect so perfectly bis country aiîd bis age.

Thuis exquisite sensibility of the Gaei, so noticeabie
in Ossian, lias been remarked by sonie as tbe basis of
Celtic character. Nature in bier varions moods lias great
power over bim. Ossian, in bis poetry, sees bier on lier
bright side, in tlîe Il faint beani of the morning," in Il tlîe
streams from the mnountain,' in the II briglît sunsbîne after
the ramn." But Nature to the Gael lîad usnally, in tbose
days, a maiign aspect, and tlîis darker side is still more
freqnently tonclied in bis song lir e sees it in tlîe raging
of the stormy sea, in tlîe moaning of the wind, in the pine
tops, ini Il the blast of winter on the sides of the snowv-
beaded Gormal." Perbaps the biglîi-water mark of tlîis
old Gaelic poetry is reachied in Ossian's Hynin to the Suni
-a poern of undoubted antiquity-said by one c-itic to be
only sligbtly below the description of the sun in the nine-
teentbi Psalmn. Dr. Clerk's literai translation is as fol-
lows :

0O tbou tbat traveilest on bigh,
Round as tbe warrior's bard fulil sbield,
Wlîence tby brigbtness witbout glooni,
Thy ligbt that is lasting, O Sun
Tbou comest fortb strong ini tby beauty,
And tbe stars conceal their path ;
Tbe mon, ail pale, forsakes the sky,
To hide herseif in tbe western wave
Thon in tby journey, art alone;
Who will dare draw nigh to tbee ?
The oak fails from the lofty crag;

The rock fails in crunibling decav;
Ebbs and flows the ccean;
The moon is lost aloft in tbe heaven
Thiou alone dost trinnîpfi everniore,
In gladness of liglit ail thine own
Wiîen tempest biaekens round tîe* wvorld,
In fierce thunder and oreadful lightning,
Thou, ini thy iieauty, lookest fortb on the stornu,
Laugliing înid the uproar of the skies
To ine thy hîglît is vain,
Neyer miore shahl 1 see thîy face,
Spreading thy waving goldeîî-yellow liair,
In tue east on tue face of the clouds,
Nor wlien thon tremblest in thîe wvest,
At tby dusky doors on tlîe ocean.
And percluance tbou art even as J,
At seasons strong, at seasons witbout strength,
Our years. descending fromn the sky,
Together lîasting to their c]ose.
Joy be upon tliee thlen, 0 Sun!1
Since, in tbey youtb, tbou art strong, O Cliief!

Many niore quotations nîi gbt be given froni tlhese
poemns, slîowing the Gaeiic love of home and kindrcd, tbe
veneration for tiîeir iîeroes, tlîe clark presentimient ever
before them, that tlîeir race wouid be scattered over tbe
eartb-a propbecy tbat bias been iargely fulfllled even in
our own times-and the burmiing desire to have their deeds
immortalised by song.

ISncb were the words of the liards, ini the days of
song ; wlîen the king lîeard the music of hiarps, the tales
of otlier tumes ! Thîe cliiefs gatiîered froni ail their lîilis
and lîeard the lovely sound. Tliey îîraised the voice of
Coua ! the first aniong a ilionsand biards ! But age is now
on nîy tongue ;my soul lias faiicd ! I hecar at timies the
giosts of bards, and learn tbieir îîieasant son,-. But
meniory fails on rny niind. 1 liear tbe cail of vears ! Tbiey
say, a tiîey pass along, wliv clocs Ossian sin- ? Soon
shah lie lie iii the narrow hiotise, an] no liard siîail raise
bis fame! Roll on ye dark brown years ; ve bring no joy
on your course ! Let the tomb open ho Ossian, for lus
strengtb bias failed. The sons of sono, are gone to resi.
My voice renuains, like a biast tbat roars, ioneiy, on a sea-
surrounded rock, after tue winds are laid 'lhle clark mioss
wlîistles tiiere ; tbe distant marinier sees the xvaving trees !

Some there nîay lie trained in the conventional
schoois, to wlîon this poetry will neyer yieid any pleasuire.
But to tiiose wbosc hearts are open to the sinmple strairîs
of human joy and sorrow, to tîmose wlîo are wearied by
tbe beated turnioil of nmodern life and deliight soinetimies
to refresh theinseives in tbis cool morning air of the world,
Ossian can neyer grow oid.*

JO01N NI. GUNN.

POLITICAL SCIENCE CLI3Jb.

Tbe second me;2ting of the Chlb was hield on Thnrsday
afternoon iii University Coilege and was largeiy attcndud.
Tue varions subjeets of the Politicai Science Course were
up for criticisin and definition. Short papers were read
by tbe foilowing :A. H. Birminghanm, '9 G F'. Poole,
97 Don. Ross, '98; A. M Fultoîn, '9 ; M N Clarke,
'97 ;H. Bouhtbee, '97; F. C. Harper, '98, andi G. W. Good-
win, *97.

Yesterday the Club met again, and beard interesting
and instructive papers read liv W. H. Moore, B. A., on
IlThe Wooiien Industry of Canada," and by MI. G. V.
Gouid, on IlThe Inflaence of Organized Laiîor on Wages
in Canada," both of wliicli papers we hope xviii flnd a place
in the University Quarter/y.

The next meeting is for Hishoricai Study and wili lie
beld on January i 4 th, 1897.


