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tion, or several of them, in Quebec; and certainly if tbey spend one
they would wish to spend mure. It is not opportunity that is wanting,
but the truc spirit of language study. C. W.

IN MEMIORLXMI.

WILLIAM J01INSTON, VLA., (obiit jan. 7th, 1885).

"Thy leaf bas perished ln the green." -Tennlysol.

And su thy work, but scarce hegun,
Great sou], jutent with earnest eyes
On deeds of worth and higli emprise,

Ere noon bias struck, is passed and doue
Is done and passed !Still it shah live.

E'en as the tree sends shoots again,
So shahl thy deeds in struggling men

Stir up new life, and courage give.

To home a blessing, friends a gain,
To Canada a wortbiy son.
'Ihy spirit's with us tho' thoui'rt gone,

'lho' passedi, thy work shaîl still remain

Toronto, Feb. ist, 1885.
1). H. 1 l.

OUR PARIS LETTER.

W ''il your Christînas number lying beforc me, I did not expect to
VYhave any embiarrassment in wrtiug to you. What, feel confused and

awkward ln talkiug to, my dear old 'V'ARSI'ivY! You corne to me indeed
lu aIl the spkiîdor of your holidlay dress ; but that dues not make me
forget that you are my old familiar friend come to sec me. I simply
feel proud of youir enhauced beauty. Whien, too, ail those nom ide-
plumes and dîlaint little disguises are kindly made transparent, and I
sec the Ilold boys " (of hoth sexes) joining their thoughits together into
such a delightful symposium, the whole 3,000 miles become as nothing,
and I sec them ail again iu the 'Varsity halls. I know I don't pîlace
them right. Moving about the corridors and chatting on the benches,
I sec figures who, "Y good sense tells me, are out lu the world now,
scattered throtugb various callings aud rnost widely different surrouucl-
ings. It is very deli 'ghtful to read on and enjoy these revived college
miemorles. 'Fle enjoyment is ail the keener that there is a pulling at
the heart-strings, "painfully sweet.'' Wbere, then, lies the euîharrass-
nient ? \Vhy not loosen the tougue and talk and talk lu garruilouls
friendship ? Well, jost as I xvas looking about to explain this emibar I
rassment, 1 thought of a picture 1 once iînagined a mad photographer
made for himself. He kept one plate upon wvhicbi he successively
stamped the faces of bis custofiiers, and, as timie went on, lie camne to
have the strangest pieture. \Vou could neyer decide w-bat its real ex-
pression was. At first it seemed aut old serious mari witb thoughtful
1)ruw and eyes and long white hair, firmr mild mnouth, and fine sensitive
nuse , a moment later a différent fiace peeps tbrougb. 'lhle hit is still
long, but it is rippling into cutIs,. and the culot is no longer the samie.
The eyes are blue and briglit and the brow is not su heavy and uver-
hanging. A straight little nose, daintv parted lips, dimples, blushes,-
I declarc, a madien is smiling at you. But what a fright now i Don't
look away, pray. lPhotographer, could ever any suchi self condemned
villain bave voluntarily sat before your camera ? But let us stop here;
for as we look on, the curions photograpb opens up into a long picture-
gallery, where the eye aches and the head whirls uncler the endless fluc-
tuation and succession of faces. And so, in glancing at your face, dear
'VARSîTv, to seek inspiration, I experience the strangest bewilderment.
First one and then another and then arlother and another, and a giddy
succession ut famniliar and friendly faces pop up, stay a moment and
then away. I sought inspiration, and verily the spirits have come and
lu numbers to astonish a practised medium. Sucb a hobbing succession
of faces I I can nu longer distinguish your head-piece or the table Of
contents ; those faces are Ilkeeping the pot a-boiling " with such mad
persistefice. Now, 1 say, bow is any regular thinking tu bie doue lu this
tupsy-turvy of imîages ? If this same embarrassment weighs upon yuur
other correspondents, I admire the skill, the genlus with which they cut
themnselves free.-Oh, the flash of an inspiration ! I bethink me of a
littie metaphysical trick. Those haunting faces are tied by a bundred
invisible curds tu your cuver, dear 'VARSn-v. Let me bide you away
for awhile ln my inside ccat-1 )ocket.-What a relief! W'hat a fleeing
away ut cloud tipon cloud of visions and the dissolving away of unreal
shaduw scenery. Like uut of a d.reani 1 hatve fallen, fallen, dowri and

down-into my seat bere.

Ves, there is no dlouhlt about it, it was a dream, and here 1 ael'
still sitting in niy chair here at the J3ibliothcque Nationale. "A pretty
considerable siLed little room," as a Californian friend at my elboW rT-
marks. He has just walked across the floor, and tells me that it cotes
to exactly 4 2steI)s. Add two yards aIll round for a passage notIn
chided ; corisider the roomi a rough square and mày friend short, anua
the al-ea figurer out tolerably easily. T1he cciling is high cnoughtO
kcep the atmosphere in a fair state of purity. Eight. gracefvd pillars rise
uI) anci brancb away into domecs, and it is throughi the glass of the'e
domnes that our Iight cornes-neyer inconvcniently dazzling at any t'ie'
The walls are lined dense and high with books, scrudging shouldet tO
shoulder. Tfhe serried battalions would strike terror into the boldest
by their numbers, aud they may casily fling out the defiance of the Per'
sians that were they simiply to stand unarmed and uuresisting their d
versaries would lose the battie and die frorn. the fatigue of the slaughter.
This feeling of helplessness before this array of books is exaggerated t'
a feeling of apprehension by a contrivaance of ingenious atrocitY.
said the light came in front the top. Very good. But if you turu yOUt
eyes to, the wall ahove the books, away up under the dome-like roof,
you fall under a delightful illusion. Luxuriant tree-tops fling doWfl
refreshing green to your eyes, and they nod coquettishly into the roOffit
and they give you gIimp)ses of a 1)lue sky and bevies of snow white lu'
and birds sailing in sulent enjoymieut of their liberty, swingiflg dOwýf
head-long and cddyiug away hcavenward again, a blissful scene. AM0

wc think how perfect it would be to be able to study out in the ()Pl"
air, in a royal garden, with founitains, lawns, arbors, couchies, and'l
manner of recreations--not a relaxing pleasure-paradise, but stuch es
those gardens in Gîeece and Italy, where ancient Philosophy was tr
tured. As we strolled up and dlown in these gardens, our learniflg w'l -

bie a real growth and rounded development. But alas ! I was a-dreanl
ing. It is only a deceiving piece of tapestry we see np there. Te
walls close in upon us like the walls of a well, and the dormes
heavier clown frcîm the top. Oh, the crÜshing weigbt of those wvalls Of
books !Tbey lean forward ail together, andchang toppling and raJ
to rush clown and annihilate. One dreads lest, some day, sorte gil
folio up there may give the charge, II Up, boys, and at tbemt!

Meanwhile, here we sit-two hundred (the books are two million!
pecking away at littie crumbs or grains of knowledge, gratified Over
our littue sud-cesses, our microscopic '4bonanzas "-a V'Cry mnise 13 îe
laughiable sight. And yet, no ; it will flot do to look at the thiug that WaY'
Properly regarded, everytbing has dignity about it, nothing is contc'f
tible. Consider, then, this place as the hugest sample-depository O

human thought upon the globe. The world is tbinkiug away l1oWý î
in somte forai or other the record of its thought is being jncreasilng
mnade hiere. The past of our modern nations is irrevocahly fixed e;
and nations long deadi have registered their names and their occtlpatOn
here. And so, both for comprehiending the sumn and direction Of the
world's activity now and for noting ail their fluctuations in the pa5t, fo
reading the past under the fullest ligbt of the presenit and for looking Ou
into the future with better knowledge of the past, perhaps there is "

LanaI grudbetat offered by this saine Bibliothèque Nainae
And so I say again that it is a place flot to be laugbed at nor ob
a matter of jesting. io

And now, my dear 'VAIRSITSv, after this sermonizing whicb was et
intended for you, peep out of my pocket and follow ny end1uiiriîug 0e,
arounri. What a lot of long tables, are there not ? il courit sixteen nu
eacli side of thc hroad aisle. l)on't you think these arm -chairs are g
and back-easing ? Perhaps you don't observe thc hot-air pipeC thet
offer at once support and warmth to the feet. Fromi ten t o four Var
nicely cared for. How~ did I get this pile of books ? Oh,I 1S"T'Opl
wrote the naines upon a slip of paper together with the numibel Of iln-
seat (144), and the boo0ks were brought to me. It may seemi ta YOO h
credible that, thoughi three back-breaking volumes were anf)iVný tth
numnber, the iman, who was an old hand, did flot swcar at mie. 1 conlest
I was prepared for it. It is true ail these men wvear uniforlis, and s
miay bie argued that the uniforrnîs have a subduing, civil iing effecC0 ç
don't argue that point. What polite mien are the chiefs om-n director
of this room. Several times search has been made during a whle ilto
noon for a volume, the exact indications for which I xvas lOt abl
give ; and they put themrselves to the trouble to cornte and exrhi
regret that it could flot bc found that day, but that to-morrow th ec
would be renewed and the hook found if it took ail winter. TheY tae

a just pride in their library, those gentlemen, and are nîuch disgutte
whien they have flot any book asked for. thesc

But it is time now to take a look at the persons for whoni ' tbeffi
l)reparations are made. In the first place, they are haîf Of tted
foreigners. One of the genial librarians assured mie of this a~s 1 cl"T
with hlmi one afternoon. Rather than National, the librar should D
called International, and the name would be nobler as ryl a truer, n

Again, thtse ?00 Persqns arc aîrrgnged in~ no order wliatsoevrt

Yi, '-\7-àÉ$ity..Qe


