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I Roally ail that Iu* nthl'il bP«ge' need worry over to-
* ** day is to-day. 0f

course, to-day for me
May be what it le, in

dlfiuty sund danger, because Of My peint. But thatdoes not affect.tie truth Of the a*IWeMent that my
obligation to-day la* lmited totoAay . Bo Many Of
un md4_ie ourmofrns wlth too big a casai-a loai whieh
alIR036, te ;re Makes us etagger and stumble.

ery Owa the adeges about "borrowing
trouble" and about "jumpiug dites" su ad ,crossing
bridges." The c6ntraay attit3x.de ain ehrlned in the
wlme Word, "Sufficieut unto thp day ia the ovil thore-
*f.», Lot vus fi"theii burdeu of our reaponsibility to
the. presont. Mate to-day rlght. To-morrow will b.
a bew to-day, whea, once again, you can apply the
sm rinr1caçl. A âmel of right to-day'. solvea the
problem eof e.

Avoid Exceptions
0f eourse it doeasno, only lu no far as the series is

u~anteruped.The great trouble lies in the. breaks
aMUet lapses. A mau forme a certain sciieme of
lite. Thas virtuallyý amounts to hie conception of an
ldoil life. Weil, e loses prestige in hie own eyes
avryt ie hopovos recreant fo that conception.

Adh.oiMay prove recreant to, It no often asefinally
wholly te undermine hie self-confidence. There in a
Mmrentur n l failure as 'well ms iii succese. We eay
eommoly: "Notiiing aucceeds like succose." Simi-

lml, Nting fails like fallure." There in a habit
of faiUre, as tiiere may b. a habit of succees. We
May et up in our 1f. whichever of the two tradi-
tions we pleas.

Thm Marrilole mory
iVhat a marvellous thing memory is! Jut ase I

write I mae la my minda'. ye a certain hill, valley,
river, liif. I seo the exact spot where I wae when
for the. firat time they lay boneath my oye. That
was thirty-fve yearu mgo if it'. a day. Fourteen
y ars ago the feilowlng incident happeued to me:
1 was ou the weiteru coast -of Brittany, that rocky
shore-line, whicii, because it bears the full weight of
the Atlantic, the puaaaWts eaU l «a cote sauvage"-the
wlld coast. Coking up over the brow of a hili I
lookeai down into a narrow cove. The wavee werc
breaklng lu foam on the. beach. Ail alone there, was
au olai, olai man. Re wae dragging seaweed out of
the water andi flinging it, with atrange, unnatural
qulcknees up on the strand. As a wave receded hoe
would follow it until hie was waiet-deep in water.
Thoin lho launched hie fork-its prongseat right angles
to the handle-into the. wavos. Thon, with an ad-
vancing wave hoe would rush up on the bank, drag-
ging hie catch with hlm. We did flot exchange a
word, but 1 watched bis fervous mnovoments for
rather a long while. Thon I turned away. But I suppose,
until the. day of rny death, 1 shall be able to conjure
up that eceno lu virtually al its details.

The, Palmpseat of thue Brain
De Quincey bas a brilliant and haunting essaj

the. subject I bave juet been referring to.
Re calle It Tii. Palimpsest of the. Brain.
Firet, he describes tiie palimpsest, a
psrciimeut or some otiier material used
for writing purposes before the invention
of paper. Tii. material ivas, naturally,
cotly; sud wiien the writiug iiad ceased
te have value, the. desirability was felt
of ueingtii. parchmeut again, if only
the original witiug could bc effaced.
The ciiemistry of the. tame met the
dejnand. That is, men becamie abl. te
obliterate the markings, stiflriiently at
any rate, te permit a new iscription.
Apparently effaceed, tiieugii, the writing
was net wholly deleteai. Andi I eQuiiîey
-nakes tihe point that modern qIeniti-y
has enabled them te call back iîto di-
tinctiveneqsansd logibility tIie various
manuecripte entrueted te some of t hese
parchments. A lewd song mightiilpon
eccasion have beon superimposed upon
a bit ef the Gospel. Well, te make a
long story short, tiie opium-ester sys to
his reader, te you sud Me: "Sucii a pali
impsest is your brain." Notiig im-
printed upon it in evcr really -effaced.
Tuer. it lies, waitiug if eveil te the crack
of dcom, ready te, spring into clearuesà
when it is reahly needeai or called for.
So ho accounts for the panoramas that
iufolai themeelves witii ligiituing swift-
neas before the eyen of the drowniug --

Mau]. Following 1 the same train of
tlt)ughlt. if thus is true, Our memory

our minai l itelf capable of being our ultimate pun-
ishment or reward. Mil ton's Satan is made to
eay: "Where I amn la Hell, ani wiiere Hel le there
must I ever be."

Macbeth ou Memory,,
Macbeth makes two poignant deliverances on the

moral aspects of memory. Truating my memnory,
which I know tricks me a little, so that the. linos are
net perfect, I think they run about as follows:

Canet tiiou, not minister to a mind diseased,
Pluck f rom the. memory a rooted sorrow,
'R.ase out the. hiddeu trouble of the. brain
Andi witii some sweet, oblivious antidote
Cleanse the stuffed boeom of wiiat weigbs upon it

witiial?
I know the.Iset lin. is quit. faulty. 1 have no

doubt that if I worked it over and over again, I
could get it correctly. This Iset summer 1 was in
Nova Scotia. 1 found that the. beautiful landscape
of that province, aud of New Brunswick, kept
prompting recollection of ail the. poetry I ever knew.
The. point I wish to make is that again and again, a
passage that 1 coulai not reproduco at first righted
iteelf perfectly in my minai, as a result 'of tiiking
hard over it. AIl of wbicb tbrows strango ligiit, of
course, on thie nature sud functions of ùmemory. Tii.
other passage f rom "Macbeth" runs thus.

Methought I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more
Macbeth doth furtiier sleep. The innocent seeop!
Sleep that kuits up the. ravelled sleeve of care,
Tii. deatii of each day's if e, sors labor's bath,
Balm to burt minais, great Nature's second course,
Chief nourisiier in life's feast.

Recolctions f rom Ciildhood
AIl the. j>etry 1 know "by heart" 1 learneai before

I was sixteen. Strange the. way those olai things-
linger. Take Scott's description, in the "Lay of the.
Last 1Minstrel," of Moîrose Abbey by rnoonlight:

If tiiou woulds't view fair Melrose aright,
Go, visit it by the. pale moonlight.
For the. gay beame of ligiitsoine day
Gild but to flout the. ruins grey.
Wben the. broken arches are black in night
And each shafted oriel glîm mors white;
Wheu buttresesud buttress, alternately,
Seem frameai of ebon and ivory,
And silver edges the. imagery,
And the. scrols that teacb tboc to live and die;
Wiieuthe, distant Tweed is heard to rave,
And tiie owlet to boot o'er tiie doad nman's grave;
Thon go, but go alone the while,
Thon view St. David's ruined pile;
And borne returning, soothly swear,
Was nover scone so sad and fair.

With regard to this treasure of niv childlioo, I
inay make three rernarks. Thce first is that 1 do not
thiink I could nieimorize thiat to-day if mv 11if. ere
at stake. I cati get plirases, bais of strikiing ex-
pression, individuial sentences-, bt I1ertainly
shiould,'t like to address myseif to a pr)looiged pass-
age. Tlhe second is, tiat it liooks to nj(ýIl ow as if

.111nitoia l.egisattire con a v i

ehjîdren muet learn the like of thie as wholes, not
by conecious acquisition of dotaila. Thus tiiere are
points of syntax aud meauiug lu that extract that 1
have nover realizeai uutil to-day wiien, for the first
tirne, I write it dowu. lu fact, to fell tho truth, 1
shouldn't wonder if tho chiai learns this sort of
thing largely as a matter of verbiage, rather thait by
any considerable appropriation of the meaning. i
do not believe that, when I learned this passage, I
realized even that it was a picture of the old abbey
at night and by moonlight, as contrasted with the
saine thing by day; aud yet that 18 the whole point
as it stares out on me to-day. The. isat comment 1
wisii to make le that 1 remember about twenty years
ago iioaring a student bore in Winnipeg qiuote the
last two linos as folloiva:

And homo returning, smootiily swear,
WVas neyer scene 50 Bad sud fair.

Great Literature in the Sehools
The vein I have been following here prompte mee

to rornark upon the importance of having our sehool
readors packed with great literature. Go into the
dining halls of the Oxford colleges. You find that the
walls of tiiose rooms are iiung witb the pictures of
alumni of the college who have gone out to do great
things. In othor words, the students -have daily
before their eyeétexemplars of notable achievoment.
This is an integral part of the justly famions 1at-
mosphere" of Oxford. This summer at St. John,
New Brunswick, I met Mr. Powell, a member of the
International Waterways Commission. He bas a
library of 6,000 volumes in bis bouse. For almost a
wvhole evening hoe regaled me with great passages h.
hiad learut by beart from the echool readers of bis
boyhood. 1 myself bave nover forgotten certain
passages in the speeches of Burke and Chiathiam that
1 learued to recite at echool closings wben I was
six, seven aud eight years old. "If I were an Ameri-
cau as I arn an Englishman, wbule a foreigu enomy
was embarked upon my shores, I nover would lay
down m y arms, pever, nover, nover!" A great
phrase like Burke's "the dissidence of'dissent, and
the protestantism of the Protestant religion," lyiug
in one's sub-consciousness througbout the years, may
eonceivably mean much for one's owu powers of ex.
pression. More words often bave a strange power.
Tennyson relates that wben a boy hoe often rau
tlirough thie woods or over the moor crying aloud:

"I1 bear a voice tiiat's thundering on the wind!"
This shows that bis expressional sense was already

feeling its infant way. Penbaps if hoe had not done
that sort of thing as a boy tii. time would nover
have corne wben hoe could achieve a noble initiative
pàssage like this froin the beginning of the. Morte
d'Arthur:-

So ail day long the noise of 4pttle rolled
Arnong the mountains by the. winter ses.

Rernember Wordswortbh% words:

Thee cild is father to the man,
And 1 could wisb rny days to be
Bouîîd eachi to eachi in filial piety.
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