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The Ocean.

BY MISS M. E. WILSON.

^HE ocean wiilTb^fore me lay,

liU at la«t I knew its wayward uraceAs a lover knows his lady's faceWhen darkening clouds o'eiluuig the skvSullen, grey, with many a sigh,
^•

The waters moane,l and restless criedL.ke^ a^creature in pain, whose hope has
But when the Storm Xing held his sw« vAnd peace, and order Hed aw y

^^ '

The darkness fell o'er the soul^of the seaAnd the voices died that whispered to me •And ni their place, fierce demons came '

^^^r.l^l'"'^^ ^^^^'-'^^^^^^^^
The billows tossed, the waters rose

Th
.^'°"»:fiends shrieked at unseen foes

iid th^ ''•M
* '^'^^'^ *•'« Ocean's face '

place
^''''''' ^^^' *'»^"' ai'Poi"ted

|^^9^t£tS:^-|^-S^'

raged
''' ^°' ^'^^^'''^ ^^i^'"" hi>»

When tie mT "^^"^ °"* ^'*'' '^ «tf"l '"oan,

^Ve^t/ri^-'^-^-'^--^^^
And the ocean now, did softly moveAnd^showed ,„ its depths, "^he Spirit of

Then silent it lay, like the quiet landCalmed by the touch of its Maker'" hand-And peace did rest, like a broo ling oveOn he waters that mirrored the bl e^ ove-'

As ti.P t MI"'
''•"",'• "°^t '^'"l Jo

w

'

T^fi^t^ttKi^sis--^^:-'

The sunlight lay, a glorious wav,

the'*;iv:^''^'" °' ''"'«* H''"-'f' o"

Lik^hrb:H''''\"''V"'''^'''«^«''' to leave,J^iKe tlie ladder Jacob saw in his dr^unMetbought how, like the restless sea

The'stf 'f'r'

""«''"^'' -'«•>' ""free':iiie soui of man must ever be

And ho ^in .'"'?''':ttl>e Heaven above.Ana holds in its depths, the Spirit of Love.

The StudenTs Dilemma

BV BESSIE H. NICHOLS.

Father (who has been helpinrr h,-,son ,nh,s school woik)~Whar didthe teacher remark whenvou .showedhim the translation ? Jolin-He said
1 was gettmg more stupid every day

!_
I IE studentJike most other people

i know, IS between the horns ofa d.lemma. The lives of the who^ehuman race always have been, st Hare, and ever will be the products ofa perpetual balancing of motives asthe universe is the result of a perpetualbaUncmg of forces. Inthe^jffie

man, but man is the field wherein

against hate, wherein the noblewres es to overthrow the ignoble

on tb '^'i

'""""'''"' '^y^ violent^Eandson thedomam of the ideal.

"a're^wJ rV"*^ ''"disdainful tones,

a(?a,n? Th'''u"
^'^" ^''^ treadmilagain? The Practical versus the

estssS ' '^^ thought thd?restless ghosts were securely laid bvour lectures a month ago!" Well \
si.ppo.se they were, in a theoret ca^^ay. yet every single student o?has to make a definite, particular

,7,;?^?,"^
°f'-^'-0'-hirnseIf,knd solved

All of us, as students, have takenas a recent writer on Oxford puts i^'a dose of Idealism which will las? usall through life." For those of uswho have lived four years in a Uni

rtt-dle^d
^"••^"!'"''-' by " a world ofstudied simplicity and beauty, a handmade univer.se" breathing i'n'alUhatuas be.st and highest in the thoughtof past ages, the dose has been some

."•hat larger. But our time for-Xr
HH,; the .sweets of knowledge is now
l^l\ '''^,.^''^^^^ the threshold of theactual VVe are henceforth to spenda great portion of our days in tleroutine work of the schoolroom npractica bread and butter gaTn^ngdownright hard work.

^'

tasS'fn/"'"qr'?-'''
'"°^^^'>' ""^ ^'S"Usteful. Shut in. as we have been

s?";S?,f7"'-d stress of the ou":

vv ^b . ; ^T-"
^'''-' " ^^tual strugglewith actual things which so tempersand toughens, and strengthens^the


