
THE APOLOGY 0F A PROFESSOR

bis mule of Pudua in competition with an automobile,
least help to soothe the others who have failed in the

e.
tre on1e, as the wildest of fancies, suggest how different
might be if learning counted, or if we could set it on
again, if students wanted to learn, and if prof essors

ything to teach, if a university lived for itself and not
3,ce of qualification for the junior employees of the rich;
e were only li this perplexcing age some way of living
ý and retaining the respect of one's fellows; if a man
few hunderd dollars a year could cast out the money

ýn and the house, question, and the whole business of
itive appearances and live for the things of the mind!

.en, after all, if the mind as a speculative instrument
ie bankrupt, if learning, instead of meaning a mind full
ight, means only a bellyful of fact, one is brought to, a
ip, standing among the littered debris of an ideal that
ssed away.
any case the question, if it is one, is going to settle
The professor is passing away. The cost of living

d its hold upon him, and grips him in its coils; within
r generation he will be starved out, frozen out, " evol-
out by that glorious process of natural selection and
,tion, the rigour of which is the only God left in our
~ed Pantheon. The male' school-teacher is gone, the
lerk is going, and already on the horizon of the academic
Srises the Woman with the Spectacles, the rude sur-

t who, in the coming generation, will dispense the
ts of learning cut to order, without an after thouglit
,t it once has meant.
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