
QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY JOURNAL.

It is difficuit ini these days of international exposi-
tions, and with our easy famniliarity with the produdis
of remotest shores, to re-create the simple credulity
with wbich stories of new worlds and new human
being-s would be accepted by Englishmen in Eliza-
beth's day, and the avidity with which they wonld
be devoured. Every day brought news of some
Eldorado, discovered in a wondrous island or in the
hold of a Spanisb galleon. Picturesque records of
this naive curiosity are preserved in some of Shake-
speare's dramas, Il Love's Labour's Lost " for ex-
ampl'c in Trinculo's surmnisings and moralizings
over the prostrate Caliban in the IlTempest," also,
there is a most amusîng suggestion as to the way
in which the London public flocked to see the latest
monster, dead or alive, brougbit from sonie distant

shore.
In addition to the spirit of adventure, there is

imiplied in the engraving a resolute encounter by
navigators of the mysterious and unknown. The
columrns in the pi6tnre are the Pillars of Hercules,
the utmost limit of seafaring arnongst the ancients.

But now the vessels before us are heading away

froin the Mediterranean. We, the speétators, look

baclc over the familiar stretch of waters; bnt forward
we cannot look. What is beyond tbec pillars, the
ultiniate destruction and fate of the daring seamnen,

is left to our imagination. Just as in Il Othello " we

bave a storv of travel through "lantres vast and

desarts idie "-the very words suggesting something
singular, fascinating and mnysterions in the objeéts
tbemselves-so the boundless and unknown spread
of the northern and soutbern oceans exercised a

potent charin, and even inspired awe.
Perhaps more interesting tban eitber the art of

the picture, or its suggested dream of an expanding

empire, is its symbolisin in regard to Bacon's own

thougbt. A good many years before the IlNovumn

Organuin " was composed, Bacon bad, in a work

entfled IlAdvancement of Learning," and dedicated

to the pedantic King james I., confessed the hope

that the king would be the pilot of an enterprise

undertaken for the purpose of discovering new conti-

nents of truth. Il Why," he asks, Ilshould a few

received authors stand up like Hercules' columns,

beyond which there should be no sailing or dis-

covery, since we have so bright and benign a star as

Your Ma.iesty to conduct and prosper us ?" Vears

rolled on, however, and, tbougb Bacon did flot cease

to turn bis sbafts of criticism against those authors

who barred the way to new discoveries, tbougb

Aristotie himrself were amon*g the number, the bright

and beîflgn star sbowed unmistakable signs of aber-

ration, and was suspeéted of being somnething of a

will-o'-the-wisp. So Bacon, lifting upon bis own

shoulders the burden of dispersing the ignorance of

the age, takes the rudder into bis own bauds.

Pathos is in bis quiet admission that the king is not
the leader of tbought, j ust as tragedy lay in Shake-
speare's conception that the king migbt not be a
truly noble man, Yet, if the king prove un-
wortby, tbe work wi11 not cease; someone will
arise to carry it on. Not with trepidation, but witb
dauintless courage and self-confidence Bacon bimself
undertakes tbe task, and tbongb conscions that as
yet "lhe stands alone in the experiment, be bas a
faitb that many vessels will soon be following in the
wake of bis own." Perhaps not as be expeéted, but
noue tbe less truly hav e bis bopes heen realized.

COPfTRIBUTED.

LET'S TALK 0F GRAVES, 0F WORMS, AND
E PITA PHS.

N acountry so young as Canada, wbere the
ft settlemrents were necessarily of a rude and

temnpoîary charaëter. and where the successive
stages of improvemient bave swept away almost ail
vestiges of the old order of tbings, it is very rarely
that one comes across anything that would be of
interest to an anticluarian. However, this process
of denudation bas not as yet obliterated ail evi-
dences of the past, for here and there, at long
intervals, -av still be seen relics wbicil remind us of
men who liv.ed in tbe previous century.

The onward march of improvement, and the great
plea of Utility, have as yet been unable to niake any
impression on a certain "4corner lot " in the heart of
the City of Halifax, wbich was used formerly as a
burying ground, and wbîcb looks at the present
timne, except for tbe cruînbling and înoulding of the
beadstones, very mnuch as it did baîf a century ago.
Many of the old stones bave so decayed tbat the
inscriptions are quite illeg-ible, but frorn the dates
found on sOme that Il were mnade of sterner stuff"
it would appear tbat the place was first Lised as a
burying-hground about the year 1750, wbile the most
recent inscriptions bear dates no later than 1845,
since *wbicb timne the spot seemrîs to bave been
allowed to remain undistnrbed by spade or pick.
Once within the great iron gates, the rush and
bustle of modemn city life fades into an indistinct
hum, and in imagination one is permitted to enjoy
an hour or two of eighteentb century quiet.

One of the inscriptions called up vivid recollec-
tions of a famliliar Il esson " in the old Public
School Third Reader wbicb bas been read and re-
read with never.failing interest by many generatiofis
of Canadian schoolboys. On the first glance at the
stone I was somnewhat startled, for thougb the event
referred to was an undoubted faét in history, yet it
bad been to s0 great an extent associated with
boyish fiétion that the effée on iny mind was some-


