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Blossom the fruit the selfsame branches bear,
Thereafter lowers in many an ordered plot,
And fragrant herbs; narcissus, lily, rose,
(irey lavender, and sweet amaracus;
And through the grass a welling fountain goces
That all the ycar they bloom and wither not—
This is the garden of Alcinous.
Odysseus.

He stood upon the threshold, with his how
Strung in his hand, his arrows on the flooy :
But i their craven hearts fear wrestled SOTe
With anger, and one said, “Lnough of woe,
Odysseus, we have sinned, yet let us 2o,
And choose the plenteous treasure from our store,
Or surely we will thrust thee from the door,
And cry to rescue in the town below,”
Then spake Odysseus, and his bitter words

» Stung them like arrows: “None of you this day
His guilty life shall ransom, though he spend
His substance all; yea, though ye seck your swords,
Not so shall ye prevail; I will not stay
Mine hands till 1 have killed and made an end.”

~—The Oxford )\ agazine,

We do not know the nature of the commencement day celebrationg at Mt
.'}UIS()IL hut hope l.t 15. not \vhdt"thls opening sentence of “Allisonia's” Post-
Commencement editorial would imply :—

“The last landmark has come and gone.”

The Niagara Index CIUSCS quite a lengthy review of the JourNaL's Convo-
cation number as follows: “Altogether, the last number of the JournAL is one
of the best of all the college magazines we have received this year."

We desire to extend our sincere sympathy to the feline whe wandered
even to the Fellows' table on Commons, last Monday, in a vain search for miss-
ing relatives.—T. C. D.

We e.xpect in college mugz%zmcs a certain immaturity and the tendency to
exaggeration which goes with it.  But even this canmot account for “The Re-
cluse’s Story in the Noxthr L'amlma University Jlaga,:‘uw, published, by the
way, by the Dialectic and Philanthropie Societies of the University. This is
quite the worst thing we have seen published in the name of college journal-
ism. liven “Nick Carter” would find it diffcult to surpass the scene in which
the Recluse at last acconplishes his r-r-r-revenge.  We reprint it with shame.

“But I cannot write the happenings of the next half hour; (would that he
had not) how at the point of the pistol, | made Keison nick his wife's ears and
cut long strips down her checks, leaving her horribly disfigured for life : how
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