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Gilded by the moon's pale lighit,
Stretchiing to the northward white-
llests the iBay of Sturgeons.

iHuddled round it, sleeping soft,
Looinig their great forins aloft
As the gables of a croft
InI the mnoonliglit
] 3earded gray, the grent rocks stand,
Silent, hushed on eithicr hand,
As if seine dusky warrior bandi,
To-niglît, lîush cd froin the spirit land,
\Corne back once more.

Gliding bere on cither shore,
Lingering near the haunts of yore,
But to hear the wavcs once more,
As in niglits long, long before,
Whisper ' Medwayosh.'

Towering stern each blanket round
Rave the silent ages wound,
As they watchcd above ecd moiind
O'er the grave or battle ground,
Where each warrior sleeps.

Year by year their watch they keep
Above the dead, who softly sloop
Beneath their forest-battled steep;
Wliere far below the waters weep,
And whisper 'Medwayosh.'

Once by these shores these warriors played,
Hlere lover bronzed and inaiden strayed,
And as they parted coyly stayed
To plight their troth.

And oft when summer moons were Young,
Wh01 1 swaying branches murmuring hung,
Whispered their loves in unknown tongue.

Oft in the autumn harvest feast
Tbrough purpie mists from ont the east,
Tltey xvatchied old Ghissis golden-fleeccd,
'lise or the forest.

Ilere many a warrior slcops below,
Rlis Place of rest fulil well they know,
lVlarked where tlte midday's glorious glow
Turns to the west.

The world of mon may hurm and burn,
1L'ut in these dreamy walls of fern,
8SWathed in deep rcst, they nover turn.

Ttrougli tho dim ages soft they sleep,
Wrapt in calm slulciber, long and dcep
Wliile Neponthean dews theii eyelids stceel.

A Wild, strange banquet long ago,
Whose lamps, in midst of festive glow
And nlirthful souiids, burut sudden low.

oeSunsots ol(], long wandcred down
0, anejien Indian shore and town,
"ine'5 strange dark roll bath wrapt around

'£by dreamless sleop,

O0 'addest Picture of a race-
A Wiîd and passionat, brokn race-

Thlat m1elting nighiward leave no trace,
XI camp fire on the swe et , loved face

The 'Varsity.

0f their own land,
As shades that wander to their rest,
Towards thosc din reogions of the west
And sctting sun.

No wondev that in sterncst close,
The last wild war cry weirdly rose,
To break the settler's short repose
1Indnidght 11our.

Sloep, sloop, by dreamy bank and streami
Sleep throughi the dini year's afternoon;
Let no strange babblers break thy drearn,
No softer, weaker voices wean
Thee from thy rest.

Sleep, sleep by dreamy shore and glen;
Sleep on through nîurk, and mist, and moon,
Through the miad years of modern men,
While only drcarns of cave and fen
iFilI each wild breast.

But stili these watchers ever kneel
ihroughi hunian woe and huinan weal;
And as the ages onward steal,
The soft waves o'er thoir stayed feet feel
And whisper ' Medwayosh.'

HURON.

OBSERVATIONS BY THE PATRIARCII STUDENT.

SPOT says it'S no joke to be overcharged. by one's shoemaker,
even if plunder is booty.

A MAN hoo beleves in reformed spelling thinks that anuther man
hoo rites ' dilema' with wun m, and yct puts fore s's into asesment, ot
to reserv wun of the s's iii order to rite himself doun an as.

Two policeman hiad an idea that at an unlicensed refreshimcnt
place wines were being sold, and they laid thenselves out to get a con-
viction. They went in and ordered soine coffee. ' Let's htave a bottie
of champagne,' said one of the peeleîs. The drink was brouglit, aîîd
well they cnjoyed the unaccustomedl tipple. To their indignation,
however,' they found after the summons had been called on that the
wary refreshment house keeper had supplied themn with teetotal
zoodone!

THiEREF is a Fenian waiter at one of tîte imagnificent Toronto
restaurants. Ro asked me,, 'Would yoit like soute celemy, soit ï''
would,' 1 answered. ' So would 1, sor,' said lie, ' but tliere's none.,

TuE other day ain Irish agent, having heen instructcd to raise
the rents on bis enilloyer's estate, called a meeting of tenants toap
prise them of the intention. ' You eau afford it,' sbid lie ; ' see ltow
prices bave risen.' Silence was broken in by an old farmer ob-
scrving, , Yes, tlhcre's no denyin' tîtat. It used. to cost a ponnd to get
an agent shot, and now, 'bc jabers. it can't ho donc under two.' lThe
agent advised that the rents shiU( not be raiscd.

THE last invention of which. we hear is a steanm bicycle. This will
supply a long-felt want. There is always a chance of a steaut bicycle
exploding sud killing its rider.

MR. TuîoMmpsoN presents bis comp)liments to Mr. Sinmpson, and
begs to requcst that lie will kep his piggs frOrn trespassiug on luis

gronds' 'Mr. Sinpson presents bis comapl imnts to IMr. Thonipson,
and begs te suggcst that ini the future lie *will not speîl piigs with two
goos.' ' Mr. Thompson's respects to Mr. Simpson, and will feel obliged
if ho will add the letter e to the last word in the note just received,
sO as to roprosent Mr. Simpson and lady.' ' Mr. Simupson returlns Mr.
Thoinpsou's lettor unopened, the impertinence it contains being only
cquallcd by its vulgarity.' M aqyjlower.

OuRt office is not gorgeouslY fitted up except in one particular-
the window. We have, or rather had, a beautiful window ; it was 9,
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