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liarly sigynificant, as Nwas explained
by one of the speakers, I-lerr
Schrnidt, a mernber of the Reich-
stag. H-e said : ' Nuremiberg
shiowed saine cenituries ago ioîv
vengeance is taken 111)01 robber
barons. In thiat grood fighit it wvas
flot the peasanit but the lord whio
wvas cruslied to powder. In the
city hall-wlhere latelv banqueted
a company of princes-one reads
the inscription-" Supremia lex
sains populi." Let us adopt tlîis
motto, for the Couincil of Nurein-
bcrg, wh ichi placed it thiere, wvas
itself also an autlîority by Divine
rigclit.,'Il

iPaisley, Ont.

A. NFw Kni,;i oF oîa~-Teeatr
of Prince Henry of Prussia fronil Kiel as
conInl.liane oif a warship) for the Cinese
expedition ivas nlla(lc the occasion of t1vo
extraor<hnary speechies b3 ' the Eînperor
William and his brother. The

1
< Eniperor,

of course, mîagîîilied his offhce as War

Loi-d, but Prince I-enry's speech ivas one
<if fiulsomle aidulationi more likie that, adl-
dressed to the Byzantine eIllier5r by the
sycophants of thepir court than like the
speechi of onc brother to another.

Prince 1lenry said '"Most sereitu
Ei Per><, niost powerftul Kin-, and Lord,
illustrions brother......o your Ma.
*îesty the bnlperial crowni camne with
thorns.. .. ... arn onily ainmiitedl 1>
O>11 (lesire, to proclaiin and pi cdi aho<ol
to ail Wvho ýVill llear, as w~el1 as to those
whio wvilI not hcar, the gospel of youir
'Majesty's consecrated person .. .. .. Let
the cry resouw.1 far~ out inito the ivorld
'Oîur nîserene, nîiglhty, beloved Eu>
perOr, Kim., and mlaster forever anîd
evel..'

Londou Truth says, ', Cervantes never
penned anytbing So ridlictulous as the
speehes of thiýei-erînan herocs at Kiel.
Sanclîo Pauzaiyý and Don Quixote never
weî'c so absnirdly sîlly."'

he IndpL'fdC nt compares this to the'
syc<>fihants of Ilerod cryinig, '' It is the
voice of a god and nlot of a inin.

Yct Prince Ilenry had fo get coal for.
blis slîip at hialf-a-dozenl British coalimg
stations on his way toCin.-Eî

NIGHTFALL ON PU(,IETrl SOUND.

ni. EZRA 1[uRL.BURT STAFFORD.

There is a xnist and nuirinur on the coast,
And o'cî thc isiands on thc oceaa's brin,
'l'lie slowv stin, wheeling to the uttcrînost,
Sinks undcrncath the -%vatcr's goldlen nu

And licrc, cncircle(l by thc his aromnd,
Forevcr roll the wavcs of Puiget Souind.

'ficere is a shouting of Grcck fislherîncn,
A distant crcaking of the tighitcnc( sail,
As ail Mie fishing craft cimre homec again,
Clcaving bchlind a, phospholescenit trail;

\Vhule to the sca.drenchced guinvales, licaping hiighi,
The suicit and ci-al) and silvcr sahnon lic.

The .%inidiing foi-cst shores grow dark and still,
Btit miere sonme city, with its cvening liglits,
Shines in ncw spiendour froin al slîcltered lîill
And hiere in noiselcss, solitary flighits,

The gulls above the slow-barcd tîde-Ilats wliel,
And on Scies carrion, find an cvcning incal.

Faint spcks front point to point the cye pursucs,
Thcýy talce along tlie loncly shore tlicir trzack;
it is a, fleet of lIndiai Canmes,
W'ithi totcens pinltcd upont prows of black

And tihere are îvhaling ships as -iveli as these,
rFroin thc Yukon and thc Alask-an seas.
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