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of bis time. It led to his being severely snubbed and censured by William
Lyon Mackenzie, by Mr. George Brown and by Mr. Blake.

For lis advocacy of Metealfe, "lby the Divine blessing" Ryerson got his
reward. lie was appointed Chief Superintendent of Education with carte
blanche to muie, legîsiate, and expend the publie money. It inust be owned
that lie proved himself a most beneficent despot, and tbat in no other way,
and Perbaps liy no other man then in Canada could the great edifice of our
Publie School System have been so successfully upreared. Neyer was
Publie servant so munificently paid. Trip after trip to Europe was taken
by this indefatigable holiday-maker at the public expense.

Dr. Ryerson deserves tbe gratitude of our Province for the eclectic
SYStera of the publie scbool education which lus cornmon sense enabled himi
to institute, and bis vigorous administrative power carried out against ail op-
Position. When tbat opposition becamie undnly strong, lie bad always an
un1failing resource, -a threat of resigniationi. The Ministry of the day feared
his return to politics, and perhaps over-estirnated bis power for mnischief as
a Pamplileteer.

Dr. iRyerson it mnust be adîuitted made nistakes;- the Book Depository
'Vas one of them. Another wvas his cboice of Works of Art for the M.NIuseum.
Dr. liodgins tells us of "Itbe admirable collection of copies of paîntings by
tbe old mnasters (!).,, Witb titis estimate 1 cannot agree, for among art-
i8ts there is only one opinion as to the"I works of art>' at the Normal Sehool
Museum. They are not only useless, but they are positively injurions: they
Cûn1vey ail ntteriy wvrong impression of great'paintings, and it is mucli to be
laftnented tbat sncbi daulis should be placed before the eyes of our art
8tudents. That tbey should be destroyed would be a ineasure of Justice to
our art scbool, and of reparation to tbe meinory of Dr. ltyerson, wbose utter
ignlOrance of art is one of tbe minor blemuishes on a usef ul auîd, in, some
respects, a great career.

CHARLEs PELHAR MULVANY.

CORRE SPONDENCE.

JOAQUIN MILLER'S LETTER.
1ýNEW YORK, Jan. 4. Neyer was there nearly sucb a linilliant New

fula in tbis great city as tbis of 1884. And that is because this Wonder-
ity 4was neyer s0 full of people, neyer so powerful, ricb, populous as

110W, This giant seenms to have only tbis year corne of age. For five suc-
ceasile seasons 1 have now taken part in tbe festivities attending the birth
Of th' flew year in this miglïty commercial capital of tlie eartb, and eacb
successiv ber as been more brilliant titan the preceding one, until this

Yea t, limx eensto have been rcached. The whole continent seemns
ýhave eMptied its wealth, wit, beauty into the lap of tbe great stone and11r01 City by the soit.

The New Ycar's Day passed witlu even more tban the ordinary excbange
of calis1 and courtesies. Each year before the day cores around I ber thatthi8 Old and bonoured Knickerbocker custoui is dyiing out. But I find, as
wite he dispay on the streets, that ecad scceedin'g New Year's Day is

'e given, to tbe maintenance of th(- custonm tban tbe preceding one. And
eh Year I note a greneral improvernent in tone and address of thc merry

ýallers. Tbis year I think there was lcss drinking, notwithstanding tbe
dmceae fumber of callers, tban ever before. I noted but one really
drunkcen man. And lie, a slim, pale and dainty youth, mnost «fasiionalily

C'ad) had the good taste to Le very sorry and try bard to conceal bis mis-
.ortun 0 lie bad lost track of bis carniage and bis friends and was stand-

Ota side Street ail alloue braced up against thé ii'on raiIingý As 1 came
by he Btood 'over the iktbendhm
fo a18 lef t arm, and then felt around feebly with bis bcad as if hunting
tleda Place to bang tbat also. But not finding any place to put it hlied-ddat me repeatedly with bis limber neck, and tried to wink and smile fa-'Xiliarly as I passed.

IHAT MUiLDEiI AT THIE WINDSOR JIOTEL.
att8om jutlyindignant and enieyresponsible parties have called my
"tienl to andJ asked for sorne publie expression toucbing the cold-blooded

sque~ 0e of tbis murder. 1 call it a miunder simply because it was a mur-
Perti 'nd I turn back and invite attention to this sad affair, liecanse tbe
b100 d e0w conumitted that oturder are trying to "lvelvet " over tbe wholedY business by abusing the hclpless dead. It will not do. One lady
.eith erie that she could not sit even in an omnibus witb this gambler or

ti rof tbe women wbo appeared at the inqucst to traduce the dead. And
t thnk, is tbe universal feeling.

Shet Us lo0k at this case liifly, bluntly. A gambler-making great
thu k>vngi great splendour, professîng to Lec one of the great people of

itg cife ty udenr mhrei a been doing, something whicb inakes
or . im to kecp the marriage secret. A detective is emiployed. Thee0aùge 18revealed. Anud the wrongcd, nuinedgilwohsbete

ataimon of tbis man's mother goes to bis room, shoots berseif and dies
aake k etof this man and the woman (1) he bas married. Il For God's

dy ep tbis quiet." Tbat is what thec man said as lie lient over the
bgo h-m~ le did not tbink of saving ber life. lHe thouglit only of sav-

bî"d"self. lIe did not say, Il For God's sake help ber." Tbe cold-
truded, delbrtenuree who bad brouglit tbis girl to ber pitiful death,

118tncs wh0 ha eeis utter absence of bonour, thouglit only of hiniself
Who had bee is motber's companion lay there in ber blood.

There are many kinds of murderers. A mnan wbo gets bis wife to hold
a girl by the bair of tbe bcad while he lilows ber brains ont is one kind.
The man wbo drives a girl to sucb desperation that sie, crazed and wild
witb ber accui-nlated wrongs, conmes pleading to him, is scorned, and so
falîs dead is quite another kind of murderer. And of the two, the first is
comparatively a gentleman. For lie, at least, bas tie courage to risk bis
neck for bis crime.

As for tbe women (1) wbo went on the stand before the coroner's jury
to blacken the cbaracter of the dead and defenceless girl, wbat shaîl be
said I Wbat can possibly be said I The girl xvas dead. She could not
barm tbem. But they feit guilty, and so tbey swore to too mucli entirely.
May lie they felt it a duty to sbield this loafer now that this poor girl had
corne to them in the great fashionalile hotel and shot berseif dead at their
feet. But wvas it their duty to traduce that dead girlI to insult ber corpse
wîth low insinuations tili one of the jurors rose up in bis just indignation
and bad tbat testirnony stricken out?1 No, indeed, it was not. But let us
turn from titis dark dced of man to the wbito face of nature.

THE SNOW.

"Hast thon entered into the treasuries of the snowl' or hast thon Seen
the treasunies of the bail ? "

Late it came in New York this year; but calmly, certaînly, tranquil-
ly it bas at last taken possession and spread its wbite dominion over the
universal North. H-ow noble in its unobtrusive dignity ; its descent from
the vast somewbiere above to tho undisputed possession of tbe sulissive
eartb. This pure white baby in wbicb the new year is born to us forever
15 suggestive. This bnidal veil on the face of nature signifies days and
niglits of festîvities, forgetfuiness of toil to tue Christian world, and I tbink
cbildren are bappier at siglit of the tirst snowfall of winter than they are
even at the sweet scent of the first flowers of spning.

Watcbi tbe snowflakes faîl. Each particle is said to Lie a fairy's palace.
Sorne of the imaginative and wonderfully learned Germait sciolars tell us
that every snowflake is inhblited liy happy littie lieings wbo are boru, hold
their revels and live their long lives of bappiness and (leliglit, die and are
liunied, ahl dnring the descent of the snowflake fromn tue world of clouds to
the solid land. I do not know wbetlucr to believe these schoiars or not.
Tbey are of that Samne sebool wbich tells you that every square foot of air
possesses some twclve or fifteen million of, more or iess, perfect littie lieings
and that at every ordinary breath we destroy a million, more or less, of
tiese happy lives. Tbe sigli of a bealtby lover is supposed to swvallow up
about tifteen millions. ibey insist tîtat tbe dust xvbiclî will, as ail know,
accumulate in the most secune and secret places, is nuereiy the romiains of
millions mnd billions of those iittle lieings wbo have died of old age.

FLOWER FROM A BATT"LEFIELD.

The cannon shot plougbed tbese fields of ours long ago deep and wide.
Some flowers bave grown up in the fnrrows. And wbile 1 would celebrate
no battie iii song om dignify any war or professionai warrior with even me-
spectful mention, stili I find somne pitiful littie incidents gyrowing out of
our late dreadful war, wbicb, go stmaigbt to the beart. They can begin to
Le heard above the loud taik of lioastful brigadiers now. And these little
deeds of simple and unnamed soldiers will survive the brigadiers ail, libre
is a littie incident sent me from Indiana, whiclî I bave put in verse. 1
bad long ago heard of the old Wabash scboolmnastcr wbo nailed Up bis cabin
scboolhouse and marched away with bis scholars to the war ; but the beart
of tic story is new.

" ONG UP HEAD; AN OLD SOLDIEiB'S STORY.

The low school.house stood .in a green Wabash Wood,
Lookin' ont on long levels of corn like a sea-
A little log bouse, hard benches and we,

Big barefooted boys, and rough 'uns, we stood
In line witb the gaia and tried to get 'head
At spellia' eacb day when the lassons was said.

But one, Bally Dean, talI, bony and green
As green corn in the milk, stood fast at the foot-
Stocd day af ter day, as if he'd been put

A soldier on guard there, did poor Bally Dean,-
And stupid 1 God made him se stupid 1 doult-
But I guess God wbo made ns knows what He's about.

He'd a long way to watk. But ho wonldn't once talk
Of that, nor the ohores for bis mother who lay
A ahakin' at home. Still, day after day

He stood at the foot till the class 'gan to mock 1
Thon to master he plead, -Ioh, Idc like to go beoad,"
Now it wasu't se much, but the way it waa said.

Thon the war struck the land 1 Wby that barefooted baud
It j nst nailed up that door; and the very next day,
With master for Cap'en, went marchiug away;

And Bally the buit of the whole Wabash baud I
But ho bore with it ail, yet once firmly said,
'When I get back home, I'm agoin' Up head i

Oh, that School house tbat stood in the wild Wabash wood 1
The rank weeda woe growin' whjte gbosts tbrough the floor.
The squirrela hulled nuts on the sill of the door,

And the gala stood in groups sorapin' lmnt wbere they stood.
And we boys I How we sigbed; bow we sickened and died
For tbe days tbat had been, for a Place at their aide.

Then one fever-crazed and bis better sense dazed,
And dnhled withbheart sickness ail duty forgot,
Deserted, was taken, condemned to be sbot 1

Aud Bally Dean guardin' bis comrade half.erazed,
Slow paced mmp and down wbile ho slept where hoe Iay
In the tout waitiu' death at the first flush of day.

JÂ"Uàuy loti, 1884.


