
102 QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY JOURNAL.

We now corne to Loch Lomond, Ilthe Queon of
Scuttish Lakes," uipon whoso shores heroes fought,
hy whoes honnie hanks lovers wooed and of whose
beanty and charin puets delight tu sing. A victury
was gaiued uver the Colquhouns of Luss in this
viciuity by Rob Roy MacGregor, the gallaut "Iielan"
outlaw. On the oast sido of the Loch mnay 1)0 seen
the mnighty Beu Loniond, by whose sides the clouds
of the mnoruing have lingered to obscure our vision
and bide its stately head. Ou that sicie also is the
unassuming littie waterfall the' scemme of Words-
worth's Il Highland Girl:"

And these gray rocks this hotisehuld lawn,
These trees a vei 1 j ust haif withdrawn
This fali of water that doth make
A murmur near the silent lake
This little hay, a quiet road
That hulds ini shelter thy ahulie-
lu truth together do yo seemn
Like something fashioned in a dream.

About forty miles north of Craigendoran we couse
tu what mnay ho termed the watershed ut Scotland.
It is uver a thousand teet in heigbt and the stroanis
make their way either for the Atlantic or Geriuan
Ocean. No one who travelled this road can forget
the horse-shue loup at Auch. A fast mun down a
moderato incline hy the mountain side hrings Lis
over the first part of the loup, the train takes a
sudden swing tu the left aud as we reumark uipon the
pleasantness of the sensation and adjust ourseives
in tise seat, she thunders over an elevated viaduct
and hefure we have tîme to take a righit look at the
heautiful valley beneath she again swings to the left
guing n0w in tho opposite direction of the minute
hefore, but a graceful. sweep arotmnd the foot of Ben
Doran brings us into the proper course again! lieu
Doran is a stately peak about which Ossian wrote
more than une ode,aud Duncan Han MacIutyre aiso
sang of its charmns in nu inharmronions notes.

The scenery now takos a sudden and decidod
change. Instead of winding over curves, running
thro' gleus ur hy the hill sides wo launch out upon
Rannuch Mour, the great table land of Scotland.
Seventy miles long by twenty broad is the extent of
this muor. Befure the whistle of the stearm engine
awoke the surrounding hilîs, its solitude was broken
unly by the screami of the eagle and the whirr of the
hlack-cock. Scolloped hbis, rising in the distant
horizon, cunstitute the back grouind to this dark and
dreary waste, while rocks, bogs and heather
figure in the foreground, with mnoorfowls antI
gnarfed representatives of tise aucient Caledonian
Forest as the only relief to the muunotouy,ur tIse unly
variety added tu the suhlime simplicity of a lonely
moor.

There is no need of stations in this part so the
train goes at a very fast rate, rocking its way over
the moor, for it is impossible to get very firmi
foundation for a road. But notwithstanding its
solitude, a inoor bas a peculiar fascination, and
before we are aware of it, the barren rnoorland is
exchianged for a country of rugged grandeur. As
wie approachi the end of Loch Ossian, we obtain a
glorious sight of those rununtains withi whose
cuphoneous naines we liad hecu famdiiarized thro'
the stories and songs of our gaelic fathers. lieu
llreach is to the west, lieu Nevis with the poaks of
L-ochabor ini front and to the south are Aonadh
Boag, Aonadh Mor, Benneiîî Mor, Beîmnein lieig and
Sgoro Bhan !Heu Nevis(4 ,406) is the highiest moun-
tain iu the British Isles and on its suflinlit is a per-
manent 0l)servatury, coînploted eight yoars ago aud
equipped withi varions self recording instruments.
Observations are made overy hour as to baromnetic
pressure, teiuperature, humidity andi rainfail, andi
are imnediately reported in London and other
places. As Fort William, tho' a beautifnlly sitnated
littie tuwu on Loch Linnho, the anciont seat of the
Camerons, is not so much the attraction in this part
as Heu Nevis to which tourists ixniediately proceed
by coacli this article inay flot bo iuaptly euded
by qnotiug Keats, meditative and noble sonnet
on that monutain :

Read me a lesson, muse and speak it loud
Upon the top of Nevis biind in mist 1
I look into a chasm and a shroud
Vapurous doth hide them-jOst su much 1 wlst
Mankind doth know of hell ;I look o'erhead
And there is sollen mist, even su much
Mankind can tell of Heaven; mist is spread
Before the earth, beueath mne,--even such
[-ven so vague is man's sight of himself!
Here are the craggy stones beneath my feet, -
Thus much I kuow that, a poor witless elf,
I tread ou themn,-that ail my eye doth meet
Is, mist and crag, nut only on this height,
But in the world of thought and mental might!

M. A. MAcKINNON.

THE COLONIAL AT OXFORD.
1 have in former nuinbors Of the JOURNAL

endeavoured to depict, however iînperfectly, certain
aspects ut Oxford life, but lotters whiclî I have re-
ceived and questions which have been put to me
have led me to think that a more genoral article
might not 1)0 whully uniuterosting to auy who may
thiuk of visiting either of the great English univer-
sities. I shaîl therefore try to give iii outîjue a short
accouint of the courses of study whicb niay be pur-
sued at Oxford, of the expensos which life there
entails, and of the type of character which the uni-
versity tends to stamp upon its students.
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