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two sections, one of whichi will be comnprised

of University Clubs alone, and let these

sections have distinct sets of ties, the final

winner in each ta play for the champîonslîip.

Then the ties for the University section can

be delayed without effecting the interest of

the other clubs. The only objection wlîich

can be raised to this scherne is not a very

important one. It will cause a certain

amount of incanvenience in bringing ta-

gether tbe carnpeting clubs, and consequent-

ly more travelling expenses, but this is a very

small matter compared with the benefits ta

be gained.

If something of the kind is not done short-

ly, the inevitable consequence inust be a

secession of the University Clubs froms the

main body of the Association. This we

would be sorry ta see, though xve must admit

that it Nwould be preferable ta the present

state of affairs. We trust aur representa-

tives will bring the matter before the notice

of the Association at its annual meeting,
whichtakes place before long.

mEiTniAlrioN OF A "INDU scEP»TIC.

All the world over, I swonder, in lands that I neyer have
trod,

Are the people eternally seeking for the signs and steps
of a God ?

Westward across the ocean, and northward ayout the
500w,

Do0 they stand gazing, as ever, and what do the wisest
know ?

H-ere, in this mystical India, the deities huver snd swsrm
Like the wild bees heard in the tree tops, or the gust S of

a gathering storm;
Iu the air men hear their voices, their feet on the rocks

are seen,
Yet we ait say, ' Whence is the message, ani what ma

the wouders mean ?

A million shrines stand open aud over the censer swings,
As they to a mystic symbo], or the figures of ancient

kings;
And the incense tises ever, and tises the eudless cry
0f those who are heavy laden, snd of cowards luth te die.

For the Destiny drives us together, like deer in a pass of
the his,

Above is the sky, and around us the sound snd the shot
that kills;

Pushed by a Power we see not, and struck by a hand
unke own,

\Vc pray to the trees for sheltet, and press ont lips to
a stone.

The trees wave a shadowy auswer, an(l the rock ftowns
hollw aud gtim,

And the fotm ani the n od of the demon are caught in the
twîlighit dim

And we look to tiue sunlight falling afar on the mounitain
ctest,

Is there never a path tons upward to a refuge thete and a
test?

The path, ah 'who bas shown if, and which is the fait hful
guide>

Trhe haven, ah !who bas known it ? for steep is the moun-
tain side,

For ever the shot sttikes sutely, and over the wasted
breath

0f the praying multitude tises, whose auswer is oniy deafh.

Hete are the tombs of my kinsfolk, the fitst of an ancient
n ame,

Chiefs Nvho were slain on the wat field, and %vomen who
died in flame;

They are gods, these kings of the foretime, they are
spirits w ho guartl oui- race-

Evet I watch and worship ; they sit sviih s marbie face.

And the myriad idols around me, aud the legion of mut-
tetiug priests,

The revels and rites unholv, the dark unspeakable fessts!
What have they wrung from the silence? hath even a

whisper corme
0f the secret-Whence and whither ? Alas! for the gods

are dumb.

Shall I list te the word of the English, who come from
the uttermost sea ?

-The secret haih been told to Von sud what is your
message le me ?

It is nought 1)ut the wide-wotld sfory how the earth aud
the heavens began,

H-ow the gods are glad sud augty, and a Deity once w'as
man.

1 had thoughIt, "Perchance lu the cities whete the tulers
of India d\vell,

Whose ordets flash ftom the fat land, who girdle the
earth with a speil,

Thev have fathomed the depths we float on, or measured
the uukuowu main-"

Sadly tutu from the venture, and fiud that the quest
is vainl.

Is life, then, a dream and delusion, sud when shall the
dreamer aNwake ?

Is the \votld secu like shadows on water, sud what if the
mîior) break?

Shall it pass, as a camp that is struck. as a lent that is
gathered aud gone

iFrom the sands that were lamp.lit at eve, sud at morning
are level sud loue ?

Is there nouglit iu the heaven above, wheuce the bail aud
the levin are hutled,

But the wind that is sxu pt ar< ur.d os by the rush of the
rolling woild ?

The xvind'that shaîl scatter my ashes, sud bear me te
silence and sleep

With the dirge, sud the sounds of lameutiug, sud voices
of women who weep.


