;)fl?ljsaifl! \a.‘-]f{ h(f scems to thrive in Canada.  Indecd, many
VQ!’S‘O h))(illsfh him, and when he produces a little volume of
PrO(‘éui t0 “\vor(‘if th‘at rl\ymc2 and \\'()}'(l& that do not, we
encl;xicg (; puff™ him; and, in so doing, are we not the
Yor altlo our country aud the destroyers of its literature ?
ill%ir‘rl)i[‘ {?Ugh one of his kind may appear }):11‘;1_}1Fzss and

Seticant, many of his kind must necessarily titiate the
Public tagte, [t is our evident duty to slay him wherever
Zvuer;lglay meet ]1i111,l(§‘\'cn if it be in a friend, even if it be in
slow“gO.S' The difficulty of Ehal last encounter is the
untif | ss of our recognition.  Few men can sce themscelves

tlong after they begin to wear spectacles.
‘VCICEmIIS certain that all who are siil_ccrc and—brave will
whon) 1e and not decry criticism, let it be directed against
It may.

“NAI)rS)'I)OS of poctasters, does anyone recall Goldsmith's
SOmeeW bl.m.llc, in t'hc Mannerof Swift " ? e is enumerating
SCribllrsl%“kmg poy{nts of rgscmblancc between the ““modern
ool ng kind ' and God Mercurius as pictured ¢ In
t0< the sccoud, page the tenth ™ of « Tooke's Pantheon.”
thi er dcscrlbing the appearance of the god he continues in
18 cheerful vein :—
His wand’s a modern author’s pen ;
The serpents ronnd about it twin'd,
Denote him of the reptile kind ;
Denote the rage with which he writes,
His frothy slaver, venom'd bites ;
An equal semblance still to keep,
Alike, too, both conduce to sleep.
This difference only, as the god
Drove souls to Tart'rus with his rod,
With his goose-quill, the seribbling clf,
Instead of others, damns himself,

permalls hardly probal.)l'y_that’fmy real genius was ever
the Sulm:m]y hurt by criticism. There are many instances of

]O;W>S}1(lcnce of writers of lesser merit. Most notable
are SI? (tilem, pcrhaps, in the history of English llter;{turc,
wel] da well and Montgomery. Dryden first pulled Shad-
for , own fro'm a reputable position and then set him up
o time, in a kind of a literary pillory. Had it not
"ga?r this unenviable distinction he would have sunken
terr, )lééo into obscurity. Of Montgomery was made another
‘1061)1 ’t‘Xamplc, and, as a matter of {act, he‘ suffered

is sy;;'dImOSt needlessly, under Lord Macaulay’s hands.
Ess 1d that he implored him not to republish the fatal

¥> but 10 no avail.

think;]e begins to feel more human and more tender in
Zone 8 of the refined torture such men must have under-

ne, . A ! ]
the f, and wonder if it might not be possible to be crucl to
ault yet merciful to the man.
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)Igl}:t here is something that we have just declared ﬂl)g)\'f.:
Sayg. “}1:‘}1)’ probablc: .S_lu':llcy, in ]_ns'p’rcf:u_:'c to « Adon_als,w
Which 1C savage criticism on his (’l\cqts) “ Endymion,
Mgt '.al)l)eilrcgi in thq Quarterly Review, P\roducgd the
Violent cffect on his susceptible mind.  The agitation
the lzl‘:gmatcd ended in the rupture of a blood vessel in
Ing ac]\'&[]ho, 11 rapid consumption ensued, and the succeed-
STeaty g Wledgements from more candid critics of the true
th W 8s of his powers were incffectual to heal the wound
T liihtoxlly inflicted.”
dollbt hals a very sad and deplorable thing, and it has no
In asl}ﬁpened more than once. »
fajr n Ing for a critic, we must also demand that Le be
S the mJ\USl’, and generous—as quick to discern the good
. avin a surgeon, careful, skillful and well equipped.
or € given you so many poor verses, let us repeat
Some that are wonderfully, gloriously beautiful.

> 2]
IZaCe, peace ! he is not dead, he doth not sleep !
"Tis ath awakened from the dream of life.
mee who, lost in stormy visions, keep

! phantoms an unprofitable strife,

I mad trance strike with our spirit’s knife
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Invulnerable nothings.  We decay

Like corpses in a charnel ; fear and grief

Convulse us and consume us day by day,

And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay.

He has outsoared the shadow of our night,

Invy and calumny and hate and pain,

And that unrest which men miscall delight,

Can touch him not and torture not again,

From the contagion of the world's slow stain

Ite 15 secure ; and now can never monrn

A heart grown cold, a head grown gray in vain-—--
Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn,
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn.

He lives, he wakes—'tis Death is dead, not he ;
Mourn not for Adonais.  Thoun young Dawn

Turn all thy dew to splendor, for from thee

The spirit thou lamentest is not gone !

Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan !

Cease, ye faint flowers and fountains ! and, thou air
Which like a mourning-veil thy scarf hadst thrown
O’er the abandoned earth, now leave it bare

Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair !

He is made one with nature.  There is heard

His voice in ali her music, from the moan

Of thunder to the song of night's sweet bird.

He is a presence to be felt and known

In darkness and in light, from herb and stone—

Spreading itself where'er that power may move

Which has withdrawn his being to its own,

Which wields the world with never wearied love,

Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above.
—=Shelley.

EXCHANGES.

Among the pleasures which a position on the staff of a
college paper affords, that of reading the work of our news-
paper brethren all over the continent is the greatest.
Journalism has reached its highest development in America,
as we learn from an article in a recent Lippincott’s.  Col-
lege journalism is no unworthy child of such a parent, and
it is the aim of this column to give our readers, in as small
a space as possible, some idea of what is going on in the
world of collegiate journalism.

The brightest star in the college firmament is the FHay-
vard Monthly, a purely literary magazine of high class.
In a number issued during vacation there is a very timely
article on “ Certain Tendencies in Literary Studies.”
After tracing the growth of literary studies for the past
five hundred years, during which time the tendency has
been towards study for study’s sake alone, the argu-
ment concludes :  IFurthermore, the whole Renaissance
classical theory of literary studies is bgginning to be sus-
pected. It is asked whether over-minute investigation of
masterpicces leaves the student more inclined himself to
creation, freer, less oppressed by his own incapacitics,—
whether, in brief, it gives him sclf-confidence and self-
mastery.  Are the periods of admiration for and painful
study of unapproachably excellent works on the whole
largely productive 2 Our main aftair is production, crea-
tion ; that is life; and it is better to create a small and
poor thing than mercly to admire the greatest and finest
worle of another.  There is a suspicion that those most
versed in the beauties of the more splendid works of the
human spirit cannot themselves produce. It is as if they
had forgotten their true function in the world, and sup-
posed that creation can be done by proxy; can be done
m other words, by one age for another, provided only the
one have the sceret of certain qualities not understood by
the other.” . )

The Red and DBlue from University of Pennsylvania
announces in its first number the construction of a number
of new buildings. They have under way at present a
Biological Institute, a Central Heat and ngh-t SFah_on,
both of which we possess, but also another institution
which we, in the midst of our Park Hospital complication,
have never thought of, viz., a Day Hospital in connection

with the veterinary college.



