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belieled that hie would flnd for the world apples of gold.
But t;ley did not know with liow feeble a liand lie was
to hold the rudder of if e. Entranced and absorbed with
any airy speculation or dreainy fancy, as forgetful Ai
hiinself as of other people, and as unconseious as the
figurebead on the prow, lie heedeci neither anchor nor
compass, and drifted wherever there was wmnd and water.

is sailing at is best wa~s littie cise than daring tub
practice in dangerous waters, tlioug.h lie bore one of the
world's most prieeless cargees. Carlyle, in his Sterling,
has told the bitter end of this gif ted if e, if too pain-
fully only because tee truly, when Coleridge shuffled
inI anld out of the Highgate garden, a puffed victim, sorc
given to opium.

Yet when this "rapt one of the god-hike forehead
began to sing, the silence of an English century was
pleased. No notes ever were more welcome, or more dis-
tinctly beralded a new day for art anld literature. No
one knew this better than Wordsworth, when, reealling
the summer when they were together "upon smooth
Quantock 's airy ridge," lie said:

"Tliou in bewitching words, witli happy heart,
Didst chaunt the vision of that ancient man,
-The bright-eyed mariner, and rueful woes
Didst utter of the Lady Christabel."

Far more than Wordsworth himself, se eonsecrated and
patient in bis ministry as a poet, Coleridge awoke a for-
getful age to the spiritual harmony of things, and ini a
few brief years gave the Eng]ish tongue a contribution
of as precious poctical treasure as it lias ever had to
carry.

One of the greatest who ever met Robert Burns said
of him that it was a mere accident which made him
known only as a poet, as lie was in other directions quite
as well equipped and capable. The same is truc of CJole-
ridge. lIn speculatien and metaphysies, in ethics and
religion, bis gifts and reseurce were as conspienous and
rare as in the fild of poetical creation. Tlie contribu-
tions lie gave to these subjeets were very fltful and frag-
mentary, but tliey were most influential and fruitfui.
Few men who said so little on phulosophy and religion
bave bad that little so entirely absorbed into the theuglit
of tbeir generation, so as sometimes to determine its
course and oftener to enrich it witb new fragrance
and flavor. This man 's words were eminently a foun-
tain-liead, the flowing of wbich was only intermittent
and often troubled, but is influence bas been beneficent
and singular]y far-reacbing.

Th is paper woiild suggest to any student of litera-
turc or pliilosophy tliat, if lie bave come to the not un-
usual experience of baving reached arid weariness in
lis reading, and if bis jaded mind refuses tlie lead of
bis immediate teacliers, botli relief and freali impulse
miglit come from an excursion into the intellectual.
regions wliere Coleridge lias sway, and whence he set so
much fresb tliouglit stirring more than a century age.
As simple ballads revive poetry wlien it is overstrained,
and as a cottage tale refreshes wlien riclier literature
has wearied; se, fresb pastureland, witli a spirit of sur-
prise and unconsciousness and spiritual rapture pre-
vailing there-as in that regien wbere Coleridge is the
presiding genius, might allevýiate and renew a tired and
unwilling mind. To be witb him, bowever, is far more
an experience of atmospbere, and therefere of inspira-
tion, than a discipline of intellectual pabulum and exer-
duse. it ahouIi4 aloo, in justice be added that some pretty

severe moral training may be found by entering witli,
Coleridge inte both his utterances and hiis eilort, whcen
hie realized liow lie liad laid waste bis powers and in
sore repenting souglit to retrieve and atone, lit wvas of
these later years of contrition and endeavor aliter new
obedience that Lamb spoke wlicn lic said tliat lie found
iii bis friend ''a hunger for eternity.'' It was a wvon-
derful group that gathered round Coleridge, even in bis
shatters age, for liglit and leadîng-poets, painters,
critics, preacliers and men of letters-the nien whio iii-
tellectually beaded the if e of the nineteentli century.
Frem tbe tbougbt of that group. the suggestion iiiay
comne to some of us that something essential mnay stili
be heard by any wlio go on intellectual pil-riiage Lü
cbantment in lis imagery, and even tbe wreck of bis lifc
biath dust of gold.

''Six years froin sixty saved! Yet kindling skies
Own tliem, a beacon to our centuries."

A. B. Liddell.

WOMEN IN JOURNALJSM.
Wlien women flrst entered journa]ismn tbey occupied

a peculiar place. Tliey were, in reality, ''freakýs,'' and
they usually obtained their positions, and theit cbances
te work for prestige, by sonie out-of-tbe-way exploit.
Gradually, liowever, the opinions beld by the na.jority
of tlie editors cbanged. Woincn bcgan to be regarded as
very convenient additions to newspaper staffs, lIt was
discovered tliat there was some reporting whicli men
always did very badly.

There are still, of course, cit.y editors whio send mnen
to millinery opening and W. C. T. U. meetings, but per-
haps it is not too mucli to say tliat the.y are not the inost
advanced of tlieir kind.

Last week, in a~ fashionable milliner's, a nice-looking
cliap interviewed a pretty milliner 's assistant as to the
comparative number of dead birds used in this ycar*s
millinery. The Humane Society's meeting was just ovcr,
and some of tlie trutlis uttercd tliere bad stirred up a
ripple in somne newspaper men's mninds. Tbe girl toid
him ail about tlie birds, wliat sort were fasliionable, bow
tbey were put on bats, and tbat larger numbers were
iised. Hie said: ''Yes! Yes!" and ''Indeed;" and
Iooked straiglit into lier pretty brown, eyes. I 'm sure
lie didn't know a guil from a blaekbird even wlien hic
went out, but lie ceuld bave drawn lier face and told you
wbat celer lier stock-cehlar was, and, more than that,
bier brown eyes danccd between bim and the pavement ail
the way to Yonge street, I know tbey did.

A man desnises a cooking sebool. lie gees because lic
is sent to report seme closing or particular demonstra-
tien, but lie gees witb the same spirit that a boy gees te
play with bis little sisters, wlien tliey insist upon dress-
ing dolle.

Women readers, however, waut, te know ail about
éloeking scheels, and, witb ail due deference to the vari-
able ferma genius takes in tlie mmnd of the maie reporter,
it must bie said that bis report is usually more enter-
taining than it is meant te be, and less truthful and
instructive than lie and the wise city editor blandly be-
lieve. lIt is the same witb fabries and costumes and tlie
mns and euts ef feminine social and pliulanthiropic if e.
A mian cannet do these tbfngs. Hie liasn 't the vecabu-
lary. Hie hasn 't the abi]ity te write from that fuit
knowledge ef bis subjeet which invests even a condensed
reDert with a magie you cannot expiain and whicb malies
ail the difference between goed and bad reperting.


