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AFTER the mass meeting last night, as the students were proceeding

"p Yonge Street, hymning Litoria, a squad of police, under the direction
of a Sergeant, interfered with their prozress, and insisted on stopping
the Singing,  Why an orderly body of stadents has not as much right
9 march along singing as a detachment of Young Britons has to parade
the streetg to the strains of a fife and dram band, we have said before,
We cannot understand. That the attack upon the students by the police
as premeditated is evidenced by their readiness to act immediately the
former left the hall. S0 unnecessary did Alderman Love, a Justice of
1€ Peace, think the interference of the police, that he tried to dissnade
. ®m from it, hut the retort was that t.hey had instmctions‘ to «lis:perse
'€ crowd, The procession wended its way up Yonge Strect in an
:;:gtl); manner, though. often molested hy the police. The action of the
tle‘ents was very credxtable{ while that of the police was pr(‘)vokmg in
of & Xtreme, and must have impressed the casual spectator with an idea
to ﬁ’lt;mny. It was decided to go to Yor!(vdle, and, past the city limit,
N ulge in songs and speeches. While these were in progress, the
ig:(’t"to p?licg, on the request of the county constable, crossed the border
0 assist in dispersing the crowd. A move was then made for Hog’s
Ve(r)ﬁ:,:v’ 80 as to again outmarch authority, and on the Wway many ineon-
€es were experienced at the hands of the Toronto police, some of
cozdnames of the students being dcmarfded of them. This tyrannical
et on the part of authority shouid meet with the rvesentment of
St’l%“r? concerned, T\Yo questions vaturally arise, which might form very
. 28 ground for action against the police. First: Were they, as paid

Officialy oy Protecting the peace of the city, justified in leaving the city,

{:;&i?u]f}l‘ly when they had heen specially detailed to preserve order
M 1ts limits?  Second : Would not their capacity be that of pui-

Vate ¢ . . . f . :
© Citizens, once. outside their official sphere; and in this capacity,

;‘Oil‘(llt}tlhe‘.y be ljustiﬁed In extorting information, on tl}e avowed pretext

Adviee O_Iilty, from a man, that mlght: be used‘z_a.gamst; him ! Legal

l'rOCeed“VI 1 be‘asked upon t'hescj two points, and if thgy are actionable,

orce w”}gs will be at once instituted Against tha portion of the police

Was gq, ’;0111 participated in this affair, The number of every official

Make t]e ully secured, though a decided disinelination was evineed to
tem known.

PHILMONA—A P"RAGMENT.

It wag a pale sweet August night ; we met
own hy yon grove, whose silv'ry foliage gleams
And rustles as fair snowflakes ‘neath the moon.
encath those fond old shades, where oft of old
Both she and I had dreamed in love's sweet world,
stole, and waited with pulsating breast
er coming,

Why did the waves beat sobbingly that night ?
Why did they break so sadly on the beach ;
8 if they brought the burden of some tale
Too tull of woe to tell, too dark to hear;
As if they boded, in their weary swell,
e strange ache of a life I knew not then ?

Who loves to hear the waves beat on a beach
hose gleaming breast dips ’neath a pallid moon,
And watch the white surf struggling with the shore
§ some lives do with their own feverish rusg
Who loves to dream beneath some calm sweet shade
Vhere only ghosts of shiv’ring leaflets cross
e fair white that the misty moon hath made
N the sweet earth, and know that all his life
7126 is worth living for is wandered past;
To know that all that he hath wept and prayed
OF 18 but nanght;
© know that all the fairest suns that rose
U his life’s day have set in endless night—
hat all the sweetest flowers that hedged in
18 little life, and with their glad perfume
‘ade his days sweet, hath wilted dead—
0 know this, and yet not to die;
ut still 4o linger on as, dried in rot,
Angs the marsh apple on the faded stem.
9 not to die, for that were far too good ;
ut still to linger round the edge of some past life
And dream it back.
* » * * * » »
And then ghe came and laid her golden head
1 my hot breast, and for a moment all
UT passionate souls met in one trembling kiss ;
ut then, recalling all, she shivering drew
0l'om my embrace, as draws the quivering foam
Ut from the shore, and shuddering, stood
N tween me and my life.
* » * » * *
And then she spoke :
?h! hever, never did I think you false !
, * * * * » *
Then Seasons came when seas were very rough,
1d ships were drave on every angry coast ;

The "Varsity. 97

And then at nights T lay till pallid dawn

Stole in the blinds,

List’ning to the weary, weary sea,

That brake and moaned upon the lonely beach,
And every gust went to my very heart,

1 thought of you in all this weary time,

And wrecks at sea, of lonely tossing crafts
Drowned in the storm, and every booming gun
‘That woke the awful night made my heart sick,
Oh! Walter! Walter! I was never false.

It was the years, the awful carking years

That wore away my hope, that stole my life,

I loved you, Walter, loved you all the time ;
But, Walter, time, which is a blast,

Drops our fair life to earth and rots its green.
They told me first that you had proved untrue ;
They told of darker faces in the South,

As vicher flowers in a fair tropic clime

Beside whose grander beauty my poor self
Would be forgot. But still'] laughed, and lived,
And dreamed of you, and wept within the haunts
Where our old life had dreamed itself away.
Then pallid hope grew sick, and, wasting, died
Of long disease, aud my heart broke at last,

And then in time they told me you were dead,
And then Ae came; and, Walter, he was kind
And gentle in those years of woe, and it

Was long, yes, very long, before he dared

To ask to take your place. Thus so it came,
Ol'! Walter, this is all, the little all,

Which blacked our lives. 0, could you but forgive,
And feel that I have suffered Jjust as you.

O let me live but one sweet little day,

Be it but last a moment, ou yonr lips,

And look into your eyes, and know you mine,
And that you love me still ; and it would make
A life on which to live in that bare time

Which men call olden age, when trees are dead,
And fields are weary wastes that once were green,
And hearts are cold that once fed love’s hot fires
With feverish hopes.

And then she stopped ; and all the sweeter sound
And holier music of the night wag dead,

And e’en the very trembling stir of leaves
Seemed harsh, and grated on my Ionging sense,
As comes the coarser sound of some dull tune
In the sweet pauses of an enchanter’s lute.

And then in her white clastity she drew

Back down beyond the foliage so dark

In a fair heap, far whiter than the sea

That leap’d in snowy surge against the land,
And moaned its sorrow to the list’ning night,

I could not curse her then. How could I blight
The only Hlower that gladdened my dark life;
The only vine that crept around my soul

With its soft tendrils, making all there pure,
And fair, and sweet? How could T curse this
Creature, passing fair? How could T crush

So sweet and strong a life as she gave me,

And which T felt was mine, yet dared not take ¥

Then my heart died, and ran into the night,
And found the shadow of a darker black

Than midnight gave. But then I knew [ loved.
When her dark woe ran down her lily face

And melted in my soul, like sweeter Jjuice

That, mingling in a drink, makes it more sweet
And mellow to the taste, till, as g stream
Swells from its depths, my spirits’ avalanche
Broke out, and in a wail which seemed to end
My life : .

Philmona, if one moment with you were

Not worth a life to ponder its sweet charm,

It would be better that the day we met

Had been in nature’s course ne’er issned forth
From womb of time.

And I do love too well to tempt you now.

Your duty is to him to whom you swore

To love through all the gentle holy hours

That a sweet mate makes to her husband due;
I blame you not for that which you have done,
It is no sorrow to us both to know

That we have loved and have heen loved not vaing
For were it but the thought that we have kissed ~
And let our hearts beat for each othey once,

It were all worth a life to but remember this,

When I go forth from you this dreary night

And drift once more into the marts of men,

And settling down into the seamy years,

Melt from your thoughts as doth the Snow in spring,.
I would you to forget that all hath been;

That we did ever love; that thy sweet soul

Hath seared’into my life so deep a mark,

That all the eons from the edge of time

Could not efface.

And then she fell to trembling on my lips
In that sweet space when lives would reach to Years;




