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breaking over the dlftant
« * "* "8""»8 their eager faces, and to them shall bo givento occupy and possese the Land!

-^i'®/®..*^ ? **"" ^ '*^*<'^ **»« ''««n perception, deep Insightand Judicial penetration of the trained Intelligences of thii
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Universities." who were Boon'sK
??*^^^®u ^ devoted. Fearless of the capped and gowned and
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who would bar their path; heedleTs of trdltlo"

JSrlTi of f .. f-l>5"^
with dust, handed down with all theauthority of a ' faith once delivered to the saints"; strong In

tS-™o!^row°f i\\* **^* ^*"»y °' yesterday will be the crZ ofto-morrow, and that upon the men of to-day lies the duty ofbringing It about; let them follow with Hamlet on his tSoSsquest for Txuth, tracking it through fen and thicket and d^^k
SpTofVl?^Tif I' ?*^ ^*^« ^^^^^' ^ »««« S« even tothe bottom of that stately tomb shrined In England's heart!

Indifferent to contempt, scornful of obloquy, let them still
press on and their slogan ever be: "Play up, and play the

?f"l.',T""°* *^« ^^^^ °°ly as the soldier of old. carrying
his shield, or borne upon it! And if It be that some shall fall
ere yet the victory be won, It shall be Joy to those yet In the

hivf\l°t''fK**''*°.?ut.****
*^««« "'^a^® 'o"8ht a good light andhave kept the faith "; and perhaps there may yet ariee a pane-

hTI K
,y,»»o, ''"I worthily tell of their exploit, as one poetasterhas haltingly endeavored acrostically to acclaim the first to fall,

as truly a martyr as any who were flung to the lions on the redsands of the Arena—" butchered to make a Roman holiday"!

RENUNCIATION.

(Read Initial letters upward.)

Not as the Maid defied the banner'd power
Of furious England ravishing her France
Comes she. with bravery of sword and lance.

All-weakly armed, fond Idol-cult's high tower
Breasting, she fronts Opionlatry's fell shower.
And cruel stab of lip-curled arrogance.
In fearless quest. Ah! Daughter of Mischance.

Lost, all!—Friends. Reputation. Life's full flower!
E'en as the Maid, by ruthless bigot Time
Despltely used, enshrined in after days,

So, owning Poesy's golden lamp deflled.
Song's laurels shameleaa worn bv buskln'd mime.
Imperial leaflet shorn from mummer's bays
May " Shake-Speare's " England yield New England's

child!

Samuel M. Batlis.
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