A Novel Use for an Opera Glass.

spicuous : Venus, Jupiter, Saturn and
Mars, say twenty constellations casily
described and recognized ; would 1t
be too difficult a task to“learn the
pames of these? Spots in the sky
which seem to contain no stars, will
be found to sparklg with beautiful
clusters, sometimes arranged with geo-
metrical regularity. Jupater, that im-
mense orb, sometimes displays his
four moons; Io, Kuropa, Ganymede,
and Callista in a row; again, only
one of two can be secen. Many stars
which appear very faint, are found to
be double, and show different colours,
as red, blue, green, orange, etc. Since
[ have taken an interest in the subject
the sky has been a fascinating page
in the great book of Nature, the use
of the opera glass to enlarge the field
of vision has given redoubled and
intensified pleasure in increasing my
knowledge of the stars.

Why should we ever cease to be
students? What a grand peroration
is that of Longfellow in his Morituri
Salutamis, commencing *¢ Cato learn-
ed Greek at eighty.”

* It is too late, ah ! nothing is too late,
Till the tired heart shall cease to palpitate,
Shall we then sit idly down and say,
The night hath come, it is no longer day ?
Thenight hath not yet come, we are not quite
Cut off from labou by the failing light,
Something remains for us to do or dare,
Even the oldest tree some fruit may bear,
For age is opportunity, no less
Thar youth itsclf, though in another dress,
And as the evening twilight fades away
The sky is filled with stass invisible by day.”

The force of the beautiful thought
conveyed in the last lines can only be
appreciated by those whu have long
since left youth behind. In an ad-
dress lately given by Principal Grant,
of Queen's University, on his return
fom a trip round the world, these
words occur, * Every day I feel more
eager to learn. The education should
be such that the student all his iife
would eche the language of the wis:
lwgiver, « The older ! grow .. > mo
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I would become a learner.’ [t has
been said that ¢ the greater aptness of
age over youth for learning is one of
the thousand pledges and f{oretastes
of immortality.” When the love of
learning ceases to well up in my own
heart, count me among the dead.”

Why should we be so ignorant of
our every day surroundings, in earth,
and air aod sky? Many young girls
will describe with wonderful minutiee
an article of dress worn by another.
A young lad will recount every move
of a baseball match, but how many
know even the names of the common
weeds or wild flowers springing under
our feet, of the forest trees, or even
the shade trees on our streets?  How
many know the names of our wild
birds? Ah ! well, in that the average
boy is not deficient. [ confess the
shame [ felt when a visitor from
England, one lovely morning in sum-
mei, when all the air was vocal with
melody, asked me, “What bird is
that?” then as another, perchance
sweeter or more piercing sound was

! heard, ““and that?” and I had to con-

fess my ignorance. And then all the
varied forms of insect life. Must we
then study all these sciences—As-
tronomy, Botany, Ornithology, Ento-
mology? And why not? We know
very well many other things far less
important. The more we increase
our store of knowledge, the more
humble we become, for the more we
see how stupendous is our own igno-
rance ; “the great ocean of truth lies
beyond, and we have only gathered
a few pebbles on the shore” How
well we remember any independent
effort at observation. I have a vivid
recollection «f the pleasure derived
from my first wttempt at classifying
and identifying a wild flower, and
never shali T see a specimen of that
flower without a return of the pleas-
ant feeling, when I found that the
beautiful white flower tinged with
purple and having violet bearded



