)ﬂ‘g \10, Ihgs .

 Mhe Vardity.

k

Yet it is ot
ofa try Iymstualto-‘c":etbET a bad sign. 1o know something, however little,
Velation an%enor intellect, may we not call it, in some sort, a divinere-
Prayer thoy % to wish to know something of him, if it be a sincere
Ut how feyy tme one would “show us his glory,” is it not praiseworthy ?
0 explain o o whom this gift is given. It is only a great man that
. the formey great man---indeed, John Foster has somewhere said that
ter whoyy ust be the greater of the two; and, if we would have the
de can‘enc{():xplamed, this is true, and less than true. No lesser cir-
dBe centre 3} another, and since no two human ciscles possess the
o 1t see mse fi"nClOSmg circle must have a far-reaching radius in-
€ arcs oyt off’lg en, we must be satisfied with segments only—with
Ny arcs ag Oy Superm}posed circles. let us, therefore, have as
Carlyle giVenpuosﬂblemprovxded they be true arcs. What an arc has
nson, of %an(;rorglgell, hOf 'Frederick, of Shakespeare, of Diderot,
. e mention of Gy o Oet. [
Rim ave oethe brings to my remembrance the fact that of
Mple ay whatmany strange and incoincident segments. Look, for ex-
S same we have been told in regard to his Wilkelm Meister. 'To
«

N Carlyle this Whilhelm Meister is

Nost esti .

:0 high estimable work. There is, in truth, a singular gracefulness in
Stro

Sugh it
thi

)

it H
et
n

thr g and deep, for the purest spirit of all art rests over it and breathes
It hangs before us as a fairy region, hiding its borders
My  sunny clouds, fading away on that into the infinite
Er:tlc Mspiration - is drawn from the inward depths, the purest spirit of
tim, US; the gay ¢l ever, as we read it, the images of old Italian Art flit be-
5avet ¢ cleas bytmts of Titian, the quaint grace of Domenichino ; some-

ekm')wn andu unfathomable depth of Rataelle ; and whatever else we

dreamed of in that rich old genial world.”

Ompay ; . ]
Yalugq boe with this Frederich Schlegel’s opinions on this variously-

S side in light,

ok - -
}it""e all, Dke)Qiind I‘{OVM‘SS; and Jefirey’s; and Pustkucher’s ; and
. € read ncey’s. Do you know DeQuincey's essay on this?

to you a passage :
mable, ‘as th .
ant, ¢ e
Ry Mong
he 8 to why,

thy 1 urts?

muster-roll will show ; the reader will b d ki

er ; e so good as to kee
hisbtr;)other,’ proceeds the frank-hearted Philina, ghas a dancing
m he i;)r{), with wh?m he stands on pretty terms’ (one) ; ‘an act-
(women etgoth.ed (two) ; ‘in the town some other women whom
\ five) 5 ¢ ’ observe, accusative plural; that must at least make
thou shalt hx't°0, am on his list’ (six). ‘The more fool he! Of
it Wintep's ear to-morrow.’ Verily, this Mr. Serlo has laid in a
love . Vith informi provision for his ‘passions’ The loving speaker con-
,ntthth himself .lrl;g Wilhelm that she, Philina, has for her part fallen in
w2t Caga ‘the cix egs him, however, to fall in love with Aurelia, because
Peai, ®f faithlegs ase would be worth beholding. She (that is, Aurelia) pur-
it by s esign fo swain, thou her, I thee, her brother me.’ Certainly an in-
e) thep ; o r a reel of eight even in merry England ; but what would
fony Pursye oy thmany, where each man might (as we know by Wilhelm,
g :{thOu ght £ te four women at once, and be pursued by as many of the
a aPl_cyc]es the” Our English brains whirl at the thought of the cycles
}‘&ratcucal CO’mnS vortices, the osculating curves, they would describe; what
i) 3 lesson to t‘i:“ltau'y on the doctrine of combinations and permutations !
%]e bobyg> and inglish bell-ringers on the art of ringing changes ! What
fron, &.0 Y deitie bob majors’ would result | What a kaleidoscope to look
fﬁ:‘%lee sieg s, that preside over men’s sides, protect all Christian ones

f

d
€ of inextinguishable 1 i :
) of guishable laughter which threatens them at this
'Tr?i.break'?l”ght heavy high-German lovers engaged in this amorous
Qu‘ y we .
‘“ieiy himsr::]?y invoke these same deities to preserve us from De
How sehg lighted upon D ; . .
o p eVere he g ; pon De Quincey, let us dwell on him awhile.
«.Ope. SN his criticism of great men ! T.isten to his remarks

a, Dely
'let'n{’}) er‘i.:’l(tiaht? ?,d ; “Pope . - never
¥q I;‘arl:"pe’s Skelts ﬁlfe”ha:‘i a vestige of patriotism.” “The deep-seated

v~ ches. Pope deliberately assumes the license

unprincipled outrage of Pope.”

AR I

al] .
k‘have:»nopbook whatsoever.” Grotius he calls an “inconsider-
- o any creaélﬂ.endorf’ he asserts, had “as poor an understand-

‘n}‘“kg tfle abject ure that ever lived.” Of Barclay he wishes us to

-4 2oy, ‘the ; understanding of the animal.” And for all these he
‘—%‘r}{’"‘ori ar rllly appropriate style of reasoning is by kicking them.
-.?rd egisl;lfznts are alone intelligible to their perverse senses.”
o Pisoneq <inder. Herder, you know, was the man who longed
»Qto him . in order that he might pursue his labours undisturbed.
t
oy
a~' 300%

hd gy
, “One w
i?é‘ at q)) ith others :—Kant, he holds, “ never read a book .

—

‘ I:;;:’s cIi envy the man who is thrown into a dungeon, provided he
?ﬁ,::‘vice co le‘ilce, and knows how to employ his time. To me no
g wit pg be rendered, than exacily to shut me up for some years
Ry, Want hl‘r'mssmn to pursue my labours, and to procure the books
Het Ty of DUsina. never was poor soul more wearied out than I am with
tder iness amongst crowds.”

ie . .
d{ De Quincey tells us, “in effect shouting with agonizing

is\c
fea” amT'”“, I say I—more time !’ "
- THl Wearying you, my guest. We will stop and take our ease.

mel M . . . .
» Melodious wisdom ; so light is it, yet so earnest, so calm, so gay, |

but Mr. Serlo, the gentleman in question, is really unrea- ‘

, But what a holiday it is, is it not? Nothing to do ; nothing to think
about ; only how best we may do nothing.
But the thought strikes me : for what pu

| all this Zzme? Was it not to—t0 produce “copy ?" Oh! hateful, por-
tentous, ominous word.

Pardon me one moment ; there is a knock at the door.
) «Well Thompson, what do you want 8
«<Copy, please sit.”— ;-

rpose did this Herder want

ARNOLD HAULTAIN

THROUGH THE LEAVES.

: HERE the water-lilies rise
I Lithe-stemmed from the silver sand,
White-robed birches bend to see

Mermaids sporting by the strand.

Careless breezes walft their songs,
Mingled with the wild-flowers scent,
Through the solemn aisles of pine
And the cedars gnarled and bent.

i Laughter ripples on the air,

1 (Merry maidens at their play),
Answering wavelets on the lake

Kiss the shore and haste away.

‘ On a bluest summer day,
Such a picture I have seen

; (While the maids unconscious played)
Through a frame of quivering green.

W. H.B.
COLLEGE DAYS.
HAT a world all by itselt the College world is. Here the

ws, and though, as in all little
] laws ot the outer and larger
beings live as best pleaseth

citizens make their own la
worlds, they areruled by the genera
one, yet for the most part these happy

them.

They have their cliques and their sets, their clubs and their in-
stitutions, and into one or more of'these each newly-born youth is
led either by his inclinations or his friends. This community has
like all others its natural born leaders and those born to be led,
the haughty patrician and the vulgar pleb; and indiscriminately
mingled are the worn-out book-worm and the well-preserved pass
man, the dude and the clown, the unblushing youth and the blush-
ing maiden. In this world about the same number of days are al-
lotted to each citizen, neither does he want less nor desire more.
What a world it is! Ah! happy boys! Ah happy days! Days
free and careless, yet bequeathing memories sacredly cherished
never to be forgotten. They pass before us bringing with them
many of the friends so dear to us, some we have almost forgotten,
some we will never forget, while some have stepped out into the

' impenetrable darkuess and left us.

A youth determines to become a collegian
for the necessary examination. He sees
grand old building and the now quiet green: they tell him nothing
He modestly enquires theaway to the hall ; once there he thinks it
' necessary to keep up appearances and to talk as loudly as the

other trembling applicants. He hears tor the first time the awful
' he starts, and stands greatly over-

, he preseats himself
for the first time the

. words * Gentlemen, stand up,’
! awed by the sight of the stately procession clothed in their em-
| blems of office and headed by the mace. How important he feels

he is no boy now,and already
ect of astonishing his un-
his return to his hamlet

on being addressed as a gentleman;
he is delightfully wallowing in the prosp
initiated and innocent school-fellows on

home.
He is now a University man. At the time appointed he
ring from a series of attacks

leaves his friends, not without suffe

of that disease of which he is heattily ashamed and which he says
he caught from his sister. He reaches the city, and is ready for, he
knows not what., Trembling lest he may commit some unpardon-
able offence, again he carefully reads the rules found in his an-
nouncement and there he sees, * Students are compelled to wear
gowns,” consequently arrayed in his academics he may be seen
making his way to the scene of many ot his future
joys and disappointments. How envious, he thinks to him-
self, all these poor people are, even the high-collared
dandy and the belle in the carriage with coachman and
footman he pityingly grieves for—little thinking that such as
he are no new sight, and little knowing that in him is seen nothing.
but an unoffending and home-sick school-boy. At first he behaves




