
THE VARSITY.
and then out across Christ Church rneadows, anti down
the great long avenues of the trce-lincd I road Vl,
with its elms and limies yellowmgiÏ in the late aiutumii air,
and its level floor carpeted with a tlhiclç golden covering,
of fallen ]eaves, you wvill find tlîat you have corne to the
southern edge of the town. Across tbe Iow mcadows to
the south yen get a glirnpse of Ifiley village, with its beau-
tiful old Norman church, and the tnmbitle-down iii, witbi
its water-wheel beside Iffley Loch. 13ieyond the riv'er, aîid
grey iii the distance, yon see Bagley Woeods andi the purpie.
tinted Oxfordsbire His. As yen look bach towards the
norlh yon wvill sec the scarlet creepers and the gloomily
green ivy covering the softer colored grey walls cf Corpus
Christi and Merton and the Catliedral. In the old -lays,
along this wide avenue, don and undergraduate used to
promenade in ail their academnic spiendor on the afternoon
of the Sunday before Commencement, wbich was fittingly
called IlShow Sundav." If von continue westward along
Broad Walk, you will probably meet the rowing-men
coming up from their college barges, which line that side
of the Isis bordering on Christ Church mealows, and tail,
sturdy, ruddy-chieekýed speciniens cf collegians, these saine
bare.le-ged rowing men will seern to yen, as tbey go flock-
ing college-ward arm-in arrn, Oxford-fashion, or boiter
along the way, with their gaudily-colored blazers and tlîeir
attenuated costumes giving an element of unique pictur-
esqueness to the scene. Then, as you wander about the
narrow streets of the old town, yoti will licar the bugle
notes frorn sorne rnerry coach-load of football players
corning borne froin a match. And you will notice the more
sedate atlîletes straggling in towvn-ward from the golf linîks
bcyond Cowley, and bicycle ridcrs flocking- back frein the
outlying, his by way of Iffley Road, Headington Hill,
Banbury Road, Cumnor Hill, and rnany devious and un-
traceable by-paths and lanes.

\Vbile yoti have been loolçing about you, it lias grown
quite dark. The lighits in the colleges corne out one by
one, and twinkle cheerfully and bome-like tbirougb, the
dusk; and there before you knoxv it, walls and ivy and
spire and street have faded away in the deepening
twiligbit, and the short November aftcrrioon is gone. So
you join the>passing streamis of students, who scei to do
anytbiug but study, and turn horneward witbi soine nerry
little group of men you may knoxv, and cross the silent
ecboing quad, and be once more iii your own comfortable
old college rooins. But before you close ont the quiet
twilight and the fog that steals down that whole lowland
valley of the Thaînes, there will creep into your beart, 1
doubt not, a sense of the tranquil repose, a touchi of the
fugitive, inpalpable enchantment brooding over this
ancient university town, and uncousciously transforîning
you into a sort of intellectual lotos-eater. Even the rest-
less life and motion of three tbousand men in the pride
and the prime of thieir youth cannot startlc tlîe old place
ont of its Circean lethargy. There is an occasional ont-
burst, I)ut it is only the solitâry stray note that niakes the
long silence seemn the deeper. For, indeed, hiere life, like
the grey walls therniselves, seemns slumberous and dispas-
sioniate and creeper-covered ;and the band of time seeis
to faîl sc, teuderly and softly ou the old towers and the
ivy-shrouded walls, tlîat the very pulse of the great world
itself grows slow and quiet to hii wlio loiters and dreamns
in their shadows; and in the cool and quiet of that strange
Lethean atraospliere of scholasticism, lie soon forges the
fever and the fret whicb rages nlot so many miles away,
wbiere his own Oxford Isis widens and deepens and
darkens to the London Tharnes.

Iu one happy sentence, Mattbew Arnold bias given
utterance to this indefinable spirit of modern Oxford
better, it seems te me, than any writer lias yet ex-
pressed it : IlBeautiful city ! so venerable, se lovely,
s0 unravaged by the flerce, intellectual life of our
Century, s0 serene ! And i/et, steeped in sentiment as

ncwý),? lies, spreadinq lier Y/tede»ý o te u ong or'

Jfiltlle Ayt, qev « d(leny tlai Qr.ford, 1),v hl',ieisb /n ,
ee1ver (o/lu/g ?t ea Io th, tee goal e/ a/i q/ a eo t/te

(oea te 2)ei,fion -dl)Il t)6 ru , in a qod, )hi(eIb is eufij trth,
secil flent anc/be-r side ?

If eue lingers haîf-lovingly over tliese already vieil-
known hunes, it is net oîîîy because they bave a teîîderness
and a beaiity cf their ovin, one înay plead, i)nt cqually
because their ovin author xvas a scliolar and a poet ou
\vhoin, above ail otl)erq;, tbis sweet city, xvitli lier drcami-
î .ng spires, had fastened lier ineradicable stamp. No reader
of IlThyrsis " eau fail te remeniber Arnold's wistful regýret
as lie lochs I)ack longingiy te the days wlîen lie anti is
fellovi-peet Cloîîgb, as undergradinates togetlier, wandered
tlîroiigl t bose well-reieînbered Oxfords'uire ineadois i
the feotsteps cf the Scholar Gipsy, and ever the surreunci-
ing bilîs, wbence the eye can travel loxvn to Oxford towvers,
and vibere the Isis win 'ds devin, like a silver ribbcn, te-
wards the quaint little villages cf Nuneliam and Sandford,
or wvhere tbe shadv Chervicîl flovis sitnmberously devin
frorn l3anbury, by the %villow-Jined walhs of i\'esopetaniia,
past the grey, overhanging walls of MadlnCollege and
eut through the vide, green meadews cf Christ Church.

Yet, while Arnold drew in tlîis sensuously intoxicat-
ing almospliere cf the inaterial Oxfordl, lie ceuld îîot escape
absorbing its less tangible, yet ne less irresistible, intellec-
tuai spirit. We miglit cail irn Oxford incarnate, se
steeped is lie in Oxford sentiment, with aIl] is Greek love
cf self-culture and repose, bis classic calm anti seif-restrainit,
toge ther witb that gentle, regretful melancholy, and saîl-
dening pessimism, vihicli, if Teuitonic, is doubly Oxonian.
It is something akin to that 1-anîilet-likçe sorrovi, wbicbi
cornes te ail theni vio tlîink teo inucli o' the event. 1Per-
haps, tee, tbe feeling cemnes because ene inay biere stili sec
soniething like a lingering twilight of an age whiclî our
enter woend, with its change antI its restless novemnent,
seeis te have foretten. 1-ere the niysterious, liaunting
shadovis cf centuries seîni te lurk about the old walls, and
the cîfi ways, and in seine strari'ge mnanner te darken the
hieart Iiy a vague suggestion tliat, after ail, our own littie
lives and our ôwn fleeting generatiens are lihe the leaves
that cerne anti go on tbe clins and lunes cf B3roadl Valk,
and the evening beils still ring eut fronî the saine olfi im-
passive Oxford towers, anîl the ivy nîerely grovis a little
denser, century by century, on the fainiliar old wails, wbile
year after year the rocks ceine antd builti their nests in the
elrns of New College garîlens, Anti se the great, irrevoc-
able whuîels of life grind on, and se we feel they shaill still
go wlien we are long forgotten. Wc e iarn at last wvlîat is
meant by tue melancholy ef tue Greek.

Apart from these subtier influences, tbe lauguid low-
land air cf the city itself is flot without its physicallv de-
pressing effects. Ne matter hovi pure and attic the aca-
dernic atinosplîere mav prove, that more rmundane air
vbîch haugs over tue valley of the Thames and the Cher-
xvell is certainly heavy andt Beictian ; yet wbicbi contnibutes
the miore towards making Oxford a city of dreanis, as it
lias been called, 1 shahl not venture te say.

StilI, te tue stranger within bier gates, it often seemis
pdlzzling wby Oxford bas called forth sncbi expressions of
passienate love fron se mny sclbolars wbo have bad tbe
happy fortune te spend tbeir early years in one cf
ber many colleges. Addison and Macaulay, in their
own way, vere bctb devoted levers cf biers. Even
the uinfortunate cbild, Shelley, could not resist the
charni of bis stern foster-motiier. Symouds fell a
victini te bier, Wialter Pater, Ruskin, Arnold, Newman,
Fronde, Clougb-liow tbe list nîiglit be carried ou and euh
-ahl came under ber subtile influence, and were held by ber
delicate cbarm. Yet every May and june an overwuîelm-
ing arnîy cf visiters cemes swarming up to the old tovin,
aud friglîtens it out cf its very austerity. Oxford be-


