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adjusted his harp. "My fingers are stiff niow," le said,

"andi my voice is feeble; but I will do my best, for my

king still loves to listen to the voice of Eric." So saying,

lie struck his harp, and thus raised his sonig

''Rest in peace aînong your motunîtains ye sons of the

stormay Morven ; pursue the boar of the desert ye dwellers

of the mist. The youth of Pictavia are valiant, and

muany are our chiefs of fame. Brudus lifts the spear, and

the inigltiy are no more. The aria of Varno is terrible ;

his battle-axe is the thuiderbolt of heaven ; a thousand

ghosts shriek at the lightning of his steel. Rest amiong

your mountains children of the mist, pursue the deer of

Ardven, and listen to the songs of Selia. Why will ye

come ruthless roamers of the desert? Our liatchet hangs

high in our hall ; our warriors pursue the fleet-bounding

roe ; our youth sit beneath the tree and whisper the tale

of love ; peace is in our fields and softly falls the dew of

night. Do you cone to the feast of joy, chiefs of the

inountain land ? They come, they come, but not ta our

halls of nirth. Gory are their swords, but not with the

life-blood of the brave. Like wolves howling for their

prey they rush upon the feeble in arias. Oltd men,

groaning with years, sink beneath their steel. Fait,
fair is the flower of the vale, but the blood of the

virgin bas dimed its beauty. The inother shrieks for the

child of heu love ; ber home is desolate, and fire lias laid

waste the stately towers of lier sires. The proud Scot

triumphs over the feeble. Arise ye valiant ; let the

sons of Pictavia seize the spear. Brudus arose and called

his chiefs ta the combat. Forward spruug the bounding

steed of Varno ; loud rung his sounding mail. His

terrible spear is in his hand, flaming like a mueteor of

night. Garnard is there, grey in his locks of age ; but

the aria of the brave is not weak ; his father's sword is in

his hand, the sword of the mtighty Deril. Cuthel, and

Combust, and Kennil, fierce in the strife of death, where

are the weapons of your strength ? Pursue ye the deer

in the glens of Sidlaw, or hut the doe in the woods of

Morden ? Are the maids of your love dearer than the

shaout of battle, or fairer thanî the sparkling of spears ?

But la 1 they come, and terrible are the looks of the

chiefs. Their bosoins are burning for war ; forward
they rush to the clashing of swords. No need ta tell how

the mighty fought ; how Brudus and Varno fought ; high

shone the spear of Combust, the arrows of Cuthel flew

thick. Awful was the sword of Garnard, and many were

the deeds of Kennil. The Scot lias fled to his hills of

snow, ta his home by the lonely lake. Rejoice, O Pic.

tavia, in the might of thy sans."

The song having ceased, Brudus arose, and said

"Noble warriors, bravely have you fought and gai-

lantly vindicated our ancient renown ; and princely

would be your guerdon could Brudus reward your imerits!

Varno, what shall be thy meed ? All that Brudus may

give should be thine, for ta you he owes life, crown and

kingdom ; choose ye now, chief of Castle Clatchart."
"I have bad princely reward already," replied Varno;

"peace is again on Our fields ; my king commends my

deeds ; old warriors have said 'Well done ;' and the poor

have blessed me. What more needs Varno ?"

"Nay, but tore must be thine," said Brudus. "When

gifts are given to the great in armns take thy lot ; or who

will accept should Varno refuse ?"

"I have linds enough already and to spare," answered

Varno. "The halls of Coltrach and its fair fields I give to

Appin, my youngest liero; for many were his deeds of

blood, and twice did the sword of the boy save the life of

Varno. He that gives of his fulness without hurt needs

noL.the gift of the generous. '

"Nay, by my sword," cried the king, "such things

must iot he. Shall Varnlo fight for nought, and at the

sanie time reward those who fight? If you receive not

Our gift, keep unimpaired your own broad fields, and be

Appin's the meed of Varno. Where is the youth, and

who are his sires ?"
"The boy is a stranger," replied Varno. "He says his

sire is worthy, and wlits his sword on the helinets of

Saxons. Though unable to hurl the spear, lis bow is

good ; and, were his sire a villain, the youth did noble

deeds. The brave always are noble. Appini keeps ward

in Castle Clatchart."
Within an hour the budding hero stood in the royal

presence. As lie entered the hall every eye was fixed upon

him. His stature, step and air were not those of the

soldier. The young chiefs smiled, and the grey-haired

looked more and more grave as the stripling, trenbling,
and with his chin resting on his breast, muoved hesitating-
ly forward to the royal seat.

"Appin, umy boy !" cried Varno, and lastily meeting

himîî, caught his hand; 'Appin, be bold, as if friends were

foes; hold up your head and bend the knee to Brudus."

Involuntary the youth obeyed the coimand of his

chief. Brudus started. Appin sank upon the floor.

Varno raised hini in his arias. His helmet was quickly

unfastened, and glossy ringlets, darker than the raven's

wing, fell thick clustering o'er a brow smooth and white

as nioutain snow. Brudus gazed earnestly upon the

face. It seced not unknown ta him ; then, pressing himi

to his bosoi, gazed again, and exclaimed

'Spoldanka ! imy child, mîy laughter, 'tis she !"

(To be conitinuedl.)

THF- JOURNAL.
HAT is an Old distinction-universal, particular.
But it is nat the less valnable for that. And especi-

ally is it of importance for College men. Here indeed it

becomes more than a mere intellectual distinctioi. lere

it becomes, or should become a rule of life. That univer-

sity gives the best education whiclh suceeds in leading its

students ta love and obey what is universal.
In no department of universiby life shaould this dis-

tinction e observed more closely and followed more faith-

fully than in the conduct of the COLLEttE JOURNAL.
Above all things the JOURNAL must never degenerate into


