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of all the rest, and it aggeavates the positive injustice
which is often done to the hest men, as the result of
the fallacious test of ordinary examinations,

Our students wish to be gererous and helpful to
each other ; they desire to puisue truth, singl o,
for the truth’s sake alone, and they would preserve

their manhood and independence in its fullest measnre.,
They simply ask, then, that the College Council will

not expose them to a temptation which would tend to
prevent them from making a fair approximation to this
Ifeal. Tt is to be hoped that a request so reasonahle
will no longer be refused.

————

Poetry.

AFTER THE BATTLE.*

Onee on a time—it matters little when—
On English ground—it matters little where
A fight was fought upon a summer day

When skies were blne, and waving gruss wis eroon.
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The timid creatures of the field and grove,
“The simple blossoms of the garden-plot
Grew up and perished in their (le)ll{llml terms—
And all amid the blood-steeped battle-ground
Where thousands upon thousands had been slain,
But, there were deep green patehes in the corn,
That peasants gazed upon, at first, with awe,
Year after year those patohes reappenred,
And children knew that men and horses lay
ouldering heaps beneath ench fertile spot.

Tho village hind, who ploughed that tectnine coil,
Shrank from the large worms that abounded there ;
The bounteous sheaves it never failed to yield
Were called the Battle Sheaves, and set apart,
And no one knew a Battle Sheaf to be
Borne in the Inst lond at o Harvest Home,
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* These lines are printed as a * Curiosity of Literatu The
reader who refers to the first chapter of ** The Battle of Life" b
Charles Dickens will find that, by the mere addition or omission of &
few words, the novelist’s graphic description of the scene where once
2 kreat battle had been fought is here turned into unrhymed metre,
The late R. H. Horne pointed outin** A New Spirit of the Age,” that
the account of the funeral of ** Little Nell,” falls, with slight altera-
tion, into blank verse of irregular 'ﬁ"‘"‘- such us Southey, Shelley,
aud other poets have occasionally adopted.
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Contributions.

TIT FOR TAT,
(Translated from the German by Gowax Lex.)

“You are surely not going out again to-night,
Henry 1"

“1am, my dear

“And where ! if I may be allowed to ask.”

“Oh, to sup with some friends. I am taking the
pras-key with me, so there is no need for you to sit
up.”

Mrs, Schmelzer sighed,

“This it the fifth evening of this week that you
have left me alone. T really begin to wonder why
you married | It is hard—yes, it is hard, Henry.”

“ But, Emma, you astonish me,” said Henry, with
aflected dignity,

“It would be better if you could be astonished at
yourself. How can such thoughtless conduct appear
to yourself

“Were / a married woman,” answered Schmelzer,
“I should find it quite natural that my husband
should go out whenever he pleased and wherever he
pleased, and should do always just what he liked ;
and if it happened now and ‘then that I did not feel
entirely satistied, I should speak in a very different
tone from that in which you have spoken. Yours is
not the way to attach a man to his house "

“0), is there a way 1"

“Why, certainly thereis. Make your house at-
tractive.  Moreover, have | ever hindered you from
going ont when and where you chose 1"

“1 never stay out till three o'clock in the morn-
ing."”

“If you hud good reasons for being away 1 should
not objeet. I might go out at the same time.”

“ But I have nowhere to go, Henry. Ah, if you
could know how dreary it is always to be left to sit
alone 1"

“ Why not subscribe to a lending library? That
would provide diversion and amusement for you.
You might also mend my eclothes; it would help to
pass the time. My mother used to be always sewing
for my father. But I must away, child. Farewell ;
don’t be angy.”

“Good-night,” said Muys, Schmelzer, proudly, “]
shall remember this; the day of reckoning shall
come.”

After that evening Henry heard no more re-
proaches. He went and came as usual, leaving his
wife ‘o her sulitary meditations. One day he sprained
his foct, and was brought home in a carriage. At
least fo rteen days was he a prisoner to the house.




