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which nbout 30,000 words are colleated a. 1!
arrunged.  Last session the Domtinion Pae’.n:’
ent recegnized his services by giving a grant,
to enable him to publish this great work. The|
Hureau of PFthrology of the Smithsonian,
{n-titute is now publishing a ** Bibliography of ,
Indian Literature,”” ten pages of which a.rei
nccupied with the simple enumeration of bis,
writings, In acking you to confer on Mr..
Rand the degree of Doctor of Laws, the Serate|
desires to mark iu vhe most emphatic munner
its appreciation of Christian living, vigorous
thinking and varied #cholarship attained under
great difficulties.

The Chancellor ordered Dr. Rand’s name to
ne added to the register.

The Rev Mr Watsoun was presented by the
Vice- Principal as follows 1—

Mg, CuaNCELLOR,— I now present to you the
Rev. David Watson, of Thorah, Master of arts,
whom the senate hes udjudged worthy to receive
the honorary degree of Doctor of Divinity.

In 1847 Mr. Watson came to Queen’s, where
he was a distinguished student in the different
departments of his course in arts and theology.
In 1853 he was settled in the charge where he
has faithfully labored for the last thirty-three
years. Few in any church or country have
heen the means of gathering around them so
iarge a ccngregation, and ministering to them
s0 long with unabated energy and success. Yet
wmid his pastoral duties he has continued, with
ull the zeal of youth, to be an earnest student
in the different branches of literatare and
science, and especially to make himself convers
sant with, and keep abreast of the literature of
theology, doctrinal, praetical and controversial,
down to the present day. Thesenate, therefore,
has conferred on him the honor of the degree
of Doctor of Divinity as & just and fitting
recognition of his merits.

We heartily congratulate the Rev. Dr. Wat-
sou on his well-deserved distinction, although
it cau add nothing to his true honor. ‘

SIGNS OF THE TIMES,

S

RE British Parliament is not likely to
accept Gladstone's Bill for lrish Home
Rule. Whigs and Radicals unite to
denounce it as fatal to British unity.
Ulster is arming for selfsdefence and
resolutely refusing to come under the
Home Rule of Dublin as Empooed. The Scotch
Liberals sympathize with these Ulster Loyal:
. lsts, and wisely demand legislation that will
spply to all the British Isles, and put no pre-
wium upon disloysl agitation. Just as we go to
press, & cablegramn anneunces its defeat by a
msjority of 80.

GREECE has been blockaded by Europe's
fleets, for refusing to disarm at the request of
the Great Powers | and is reluctantly yielding
up its rage for war with Turkey and Bulgaria,

THE Great Exhibitien of the Eritish Colonies
wes opened at London on Ma; 4th by Queen
Victoria persopelly. The wusic was grand.
Among the numbers was *“Houe, Sweet Home.”
This was sung by Mwe, Albani, a Freuch.
Canadian, and thrilled the vast concoure be-
yond expression. The immense choir of care-
fully drilled voices, accompanied Ly the great
organ and orchestra, rendered the ¢ Hallelujah
Chorus” with powertul effect. The chief feature
of the openiug ceremonies, however, was the
singing «f the new British ode, composed by
Baron Tennyson, and set to rausic by Sir Ar.
thur Sullivan for the occasion. The choir,
accompanied by the orchestra and organ, ren-
dered the ode with perfect expression, and the
effect was tremendous. All the parts were
sung in English but the second. This had
beeu translated into Sunscrit by Prof. Max
Muller us a mark of courtesy to the large nuw-
ber of Orientals attending the exhibition. The
Queen was much affected by the singing of the
ode. Bhe smiled and nodded approval over
each patrivtic gentiment rendered, and was
fuirly radinnt with pleasure when the vast au-
dience caught up the poet’s spirit, aud vented
their joy in deafening thunders of applause.

The text of the ode is as follows :—

L.
Welcome! welcome! with one voice
in your welfare we rejoice.
Sons and brothers, that have sent,
¥From isle and cape and continent,
Produce of your neld and flood,
Mount and mine and primal wood ;
Works of subtle bruin and hand,
And splendours of the morning land --
Gifts from every British zone ;(—
Britons! hold your ¢wn!
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May we find, as ages run
The mother featured in (izc #on,
And may yours forever be
‘That old strength and constancy
‘Which has made your fathers great
1n our ancient island state ;
And where'er her flag may fly
Glorying between sea and sky,
Make the might of Britain known §
Britons! hold your own!
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Britain fought her sons of yore {
Britain failed ; and never more,
Cargless of our growing kin,
Shall we sin our father’s ain—
Men that in & narrower day—
Unprophetic rulers they—

Drove from out the mother’s nest
That young eagle of the west,

To forage for herself! alone 3
Britone} Lold yout own!



