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valry al]ows the sea-rovers to pass the ford at ebb tide
unmolested. The battie cgoes against hirn, howevcr. The
Danes are too strong for them. The brave aid man is cut
down fighting galtantly, many have alrcady fallen, and
the cowards turn and fly. But the house-carles, lis
hearth-companions, among whom Ilit liked bim best to
be," close round lis body and are slain to a man, defend-
ing it. It is only evincing once more what the English have
shown on many a battle-field from Hastings to Isaîidola,
that when ail is lest they know how to die.

The greatest treasure of our old literature is the long
epic poemn of Beowulf, rnentioncd above. It is the legend
of the Dragon-Slayer, which we find in so many mytho-
logies, and consists of two episodes-the freeing of Hart-
hall fromi the man-destroying, monster Grendel by the
hero Beowulf; and secondly, a battie with a ficry dragon
or Worm, in which Beowulf, now grown old, is siain in
the moment of victory. The lay begins in true saga style
with an account of the hero's ancestry. Scyld Scefing had
corne as a cbild over the seas in a mysterieus ship. At
his death, the old monarcb is borne, according te his last
directions, to his ring.prowed ship, sbining and ready in
the haven. Ris faithful thanes lay the body by thc mast,
heap war-wceds and armour round him, pile fair jcwels
from far lands on his breast, hoist his golden standard
over his head, loose the sait against the wind, and "llet the
waves bear their gift to the sea." There is somthing in
this sea-burial that appeals as strongly to the imagination
as that other phantom ship whicb sailed before thc visionary
eye of Coleridge. 1 must pass by the varicus incidents,
the midnigbt wrestle with the monster Grendel in the
desolate hall, when hie, wlio had the strength of thirty men,
tore out the fiend's right aria; the swimming of Beowulf,
and the struggle in the cavern under the mysterious pool,
and dwcll for a moment on the opening episode of the
second part.

In it we sec depth opening upon depth, and in that
distant turne men's minds turned upan a time still more
distant. A characteristic tone of melanchaly pervades it.
Th1le situation is one which must have had its parallel in
those early days of strife and bloodshed. A whole tribe
las been blottcd out in serne great battle: the few survivers
buitd the burial mound for their dead friends: then one
by one they die or wander off titI one atone is left:- his last
duty is to consign the national hoard to the earth. Again

.must resort to a roughi prose paraphrase, as 1 cannot
hope ta reproduce the irregular music of the verse, which
is like the break and fall and rush of billow after billow on
the beach. It would make a poemn by itsclf with the title,
lThe Last Man."

There were many sudh ancient jewels in that burrow,
as a certain man bad hid thein there wîth thoughtful mind,
the hoard cf a noble race, the preciaus treasures. But
death swept themn away in by-gone turnes : and only one
mian of the nation's war-band who, longest lived, mourned
the loss of friend, and wished to tarry, that hie might for a
littie whule enJoy the long-lasting treasures. The mound,
ail rcady, stood on the plain, near the sea wavcs, new by
the niess, tiri, inaccessible. There in the warden of rings
bore a portion lard to carry of the treasure of carIs, of
beaten gold. Few words spake hie.

IlEartl ! now hold thou, since heroes may not, the
treasure of caris. Lo! in thcc, aforetime good men gt
it. Battlc-death has swept away, the fearsome life-bale,
each onc of thc men of my people who gave up this lifo.
They saw jayance in hall. No one have 1 to bear sword
or fetcb the cup of beaten geld, the preciaus drinking
vessel. Otherwhere is the war-band gene. Thc hardened
helmet inlaid with gold shall let the jewets drap from their
settings: they who burnished arc fallen aslecp, those who
should brighten the battle-mask: and likewi8e the war-
sark which bidcd at battie over the clash of the shields,
the bite of thc swords, it moulders ta dust after the flghter
wlo wcrc it. Nor may the ringed corsiet go far and wide
af ter the war-chicf as an aid to the haro. There is no more
delighit of barp nor play of the glce-wood ; nor swingeth
goodly hawk through hall, nor does swift steed trample the
castlc-yard. Mighty death hath sent many of the race cf
men far away. Sa sad in mind, le mourned in his grief,
the anc alone aftcr them all, in sarrow lamanted by day
and niglt until the wavc of death touched him at the
heart."

1 would like ta dwc]l on the pathos and Harniet-like
gravity cf this ecene, but time witl net permit. A word in
closing. 1 have tried ta show that the vcry beginning cf
that literature cf wbich wc arc 50 justly proud is worthy
cf what las folawed , that it is novta b le separated from
thc rest, and that tîcre is foad there for the laver cf pure
poetry, as wcll as material for the antiquarian and the
student cf gramniar. In regard ta this literature, carly
and late, as a College and as Canadians aur attitude shoutd
bie this. As a band cf students we have a plain duty :
To cultivate it aurselves and encourage the study of it in
others. As a people, as an English colony, we are the
undisputed heirs toalal that is bast in the civilizatian cf
the homc-land. it is car duty, as well as aur right, ta

band on the bast cf that civilizatian ta ccming generations.
The grand possibilities cf this young land cannot be
measured. Scholars hcld that thc poems cf Ramer were
firat sung in Aia Miner befare tley crossed the Egean ta
became the lory of the land cf Greece : and if we but
reverence andâ study aur lauguage semnewhat as the Greeks
studied and rcvcrenced tîcirs, the time may came when
the fame of English letters shahl leave the aid continent ta
be indissolubly linked witl the name cf a greater England
on this sida cf the sea. ARcHlIBALD MÂCMaZOEÂN, B.A.

THE DA Y-DJEAM SIIIP.

SWIFT the sails are spread and sulent,
And the harbour lights burn low,
When the Drcam-sbip goes a-saiting
To the Land cf Long Age.

Would you know of that fair countryi
Love lived there anc summer day.
With bis foolish tears and kisses,
But the Dream-stiip may net stay.

On she glides-the stream is narrow;
Trauble-trees arcb cverhead,
Drepping sbadows 'er the mist-land,
Whcre anc Hope has hid its dead.

On ! the rivcr's pulse grews faster
IRapids ! yct the bauks arc fair ;
liera are rocks, and wrccks, and crying;
Oh, drcam pilot, care ! beware!

Toronto. ALME,

LONDON LETTER.

NOTES nv THE WAv:'.UNDER TIIE OREENWOOD TREE.

A LL day long we had beau wandering fnor neu small
villagc te aniother, lesing oursel vas continiually aîneng

the dewns and woeds se much alike. Sometimes a cart
lilad ligI with brown bracken carne by with a jingle of
harness. Thea wa tiade a peint of asking aur way. but
migbt as wcll bave anquircd of the squirrels among tIc
tracs or cf the maths flitting ahead cf us aloug tIc patîs,
for it is impossible te maka scusa cf the Ham pshire dialect.
Or wa weuld intanrogate tbe salitary stranger tramnping
alcua who would with ail possible care sketch cut thc
route, most cf which information was forgatten bafore we
had gene fiva paces. Every new and tIen tIc sbrill tact-
ing cf a boru ceuld ba beard, proclaiming the passage cn
thc highway cf a waggoette crewded with sightscers haut
an visiting the principal places cf interest (which include,
sa the way-bitl prints in large capitals, The Extarier cf
Miss Bnaddon's Country Residance) in this wcndarful
New Forest cf ours. And wa daclarcd aur pity for thasa
pon detudad folk yander, driven in bards along thc straiglit
Raonan roads ta their destination with no knewlcdgc af
the thousand attractiens te bc found amaug the winding
paths that lead fan away frein the noise and the dust and
the mlancholy mitastones. Tume was banislicd camplctely
froul our racollaction. Unden the tracs nething ramindad
us of tlîat suaent figure, fan bis foetsteps were inaudible ou
tIc grass and mass, and among tIe frnus. Sa coutinuaîty
we turned asida fer a nething. Thc cali cf a wood-pigeu
was enough, an tIc desira cf a liandfnl cf blue gentian-
and in cansequenca it was tata befare wa stnuck tIe igît
way and kapt it, latar still befare wc beard tIc saund of
Lyudburst halls.

Sudh a bright littla place, baîf mimaIltotwn and haif
village, is tIc capital cf Hampshire. Its fine moern
dhurcI is built ou a bill, se that its spire înay ha seau and
its halls beard as fan as possible. The inn ia tIc long
street was at first cnewded about with carniages cf ahl
sarts, and sizes, cmpty of thain teurist occupants wha wara
wandaning listlassly aucugh among tIc graves in tIechcurch-
yard, or starng at Lcighton's fresco at tIc hack cf thc
altar. Why is sight-saeing se depressing au occupation te
tIe majaity cf peop le? tI pnctast I leard these gced
people sigb as tley lcitered in the aisies, and vainly tnicd
te taka au iutcrast in thc Presidcnt's rathen cammouplaca
naenriug cf the Parable of the Wise and Foelisb Virgins.
Thay enly dhenad up as they climbed te their places in
the waggOuattos, and thme poor weary hanses turned their
patient heads towards laona. Then tlcy taok a parting
glance at us and aur dusty boots, wendaring (I think) Iaow
wa lad raached Lyudhunst, and wby wa wcra staying
behind ; and sa, round thc turu. Wc lest sigît oua af ter
anethar cf tIc crowdad, dingy carniages, and seon the fcrast-
tewn was left to itsclf and te us.

It was tIen that rcsting ue-%r te tIc gay tittie village,
witl the sprcading tracs ail round, and tbe raoks clanicur.
ing above Ou heads, we sat ou a gate-lîko thec haractars
ir that deliglvful article in this month's Oornhill-and read
with reat pleasura and arnusemeut the new number of
Miss Duucau'ls weakly accaunt in tIc Ladies' Pictorial of
han tour round tIc wonld. It clanced te be the description

ofa visit paid to the lama cf tIc Mikado. Did we raad
it 1t I canna t tell, for I scarnad te bold in my hand net a
cumbarseme dauble-columned paper, whana bctwecu tIe
pages lurkcd goî-gaaus f ashian-plates or littia paragraphs of
social uews, but a quaint looking-glass in whicî real figures
f rom tIe far.away speke and laugbad and movad among
real scanas. TIare gtood tIc Palace withl its brcwu shin-
ing meat aud curvad-titcd roof, and sentry-guardcd au-
trauca, thrangî whicî wa cauld sec thc saloons hîung witî
silk and tpsty Thc travellar took us witl Ian into tIc
innarmaost recqssas cf the qucer canvad building, far by the
magie of han art wc couid stap igît inte tIc mirrer, as in
the fairy tale (dû yen remembar 't) oua could jump across
the geid franme inta tIc picture ; and wa liugarcd by 1er
sida as sIc bade us look at tIc littia Japanasa lady totter-
iug ahead, at the officiais in tîcir carpet slippcrs, at tIe
marvellous dacoratien af the many-cclcured raems. It
was samaething of a slock te leave this Aladdin's palace
for the Prcsaic H-ampslire meadow with tIe cattla halls
jingling acrose thc fields, and it was a jauruay wa put off
as long as we ceuid. It i8 net afteu eue is alla wed to

visît far@ign places in this happy fashien, untroublcd by
statistics, heigîts of mountains, depths cf rivers, told
exactly what we wanted te know, shewn thc vcry sigîts
we wished te sec; and we appreciated aur good fortune
ta the full. With cvery literary quality-with imagina-
tion, gaiety, the art of telling a stery, observation, thougît
-it is easy te prcdict for the writer yen have sent us froîin
Canada a successful future. If it is an astonishment te
came upon the adventures cf 0,-thodocia and ber f iiend
(advcnturcs that surely will again bc told in book-ferm)
among fashian and furuiture and cookery articles, none cf
xhicl require a great ameount of skill te concoct, or a great
strain an the intellect Co read, it is aIse an immense
pleasure. Miss Duncan bas mucb te answer for, for we
speut a whole golden hour this Octaber afterueon discuss-
ing, an the gate, thc merits of lber Social Departure, when
we cught ta bave been tramping on the rcad te the Ruf us
Stone : and I tbink if she bad chanced te pass by this
quiet country place as wc were rnaking the welkin ring with
aur recollections of the interviewer, the conmpany at the
garden party, the dishes at the dinner, she weuld net bave
found lerseif de trop.

It was semetirne after we left Lyndhîîrst that we came
cf a suddcn ta a clearing at the foot cf a bill, and were
told we lad at last reached the heart cf the forest, and
were standing an thc lawn at wbicb tbe charcoal-burners'
rude cart was laden with the body of Ituf us the King.
Abave thc slapc wcre seecmpty carniages, and toiling up
tawards them as wc wcre gaing dawn was a belated string
cf tourists, two or three of whoin ware holding cocoanuýs
won at the spot where Tyrrall's arrow glanced against the
tree. And cacoanuts pervaded the place. The eak itself
having dicd (an inscription on an iran pillar says it was
alive in 1810) soea ther interest was pnomptly prcvidad,
taking the ferrn cf a neat gypsy-faced womnan willing ta
sell phatographs of the surrounding sccnery, and a pictu-
nesque Mactisa-like man in a brown fustian and a re(1
waistcoat who presidad aver the bowing-aIleý,, and gave
eut the indigestible prizos. Nearly everyono bad a shot.
Thay walkcd straigît te the bowls, played, and then
lcaked an a little, afterwards returning up thec but, Weil
content with their expeditien. No oue cared for the tracs
or far tbe photegraphs of the tracs. No an(- weuld bave
staycd a moment at a place t.hcy had driven, uiles to sec if
it hadn't been for the cocoanuts. " Is this al.' " their
faces said plainly as they came tawards the cleaaring, but
as san as tbey caught sigbit cf thea maîi in î-own fustian
their expressions changad ; and bis littla antartainnient
was thc anc touch of nature in this sylvan scene that
made us aIl kmn.

My companien lad troubled me more or lcss att day
by supplying liar tourist information about al] the New
Forast, but here in the sunset-light, with lier eyes ixed on1
thc cacoanuts sIc forgot her ciice of cicerone andl left mie
ta wander as 1 plcascd amang thc thickets and lonely
wecd-paths that surrounded the Rufus Stone. Lt is difficuIt
te ramemaber alI thc inspîring conversation anc Ijears, but
1 knew tlat at Ringwood we had caine acness the poor
craven shade of King Monmouth Who, aften the Sedge-
moor defeat wrote piteous letters frein tîmat dulI tittle
ceuntrytown to the brctherly powor an the throno. We
had sean thc hause (noar a fana) frein which Dame Alica
Liste lad beau dragged ta bc burnt, and theo churchyard at
'lEflingham wbere her body is at rest; 1 lad had tha field
paintcd out, called Mom-lnoutb',s close te this day, wlcre
at last thcy capturcd thceiniserable soldier-bare, disguised
as a slaplard, with thc royal George in bis pockct. But
eut cf carshat cf rny campanion 1 threw history te the
winds and lent A wilting attention te the deligbtf ul talk cf a
lad 1 clanced ta meet an the lock-out for- snakes, and
whose aarthly lapes 1 discovared were bounded for the pros-.
cnt by thc wisled-for possession of a rec(l-warbter's xiest.
Here, whena Sir Walter Scott bas often strolled with Mr,
Rase cf Gundamare, lare wbcraeue stili seeiaed to catch
soea che cf the dalicate tories cf Caroline Bowles as she
answers Southcy's strings of questions, I was told of qojjjj
of the lasser marvals cf a werld with wlich rny siralt friend
is se familiar, a world unseen by me. Hielad read littie
besides natural history booksanad cared evidontty for neth-
ing aIse, and ha told me witl ayes wide open, and as if they
wcre matters cf tha higliest importance (like the production
cf a naw book or a new play) that the short eared cwts
come froui Norway thc first fuît moan in October te spond
thc wimtar, and that this ycar hineant te watcli for thaîn;
that once ha lad seau a pure white wagtail ; that sand
,grouse, which have paddad feet like caaInes, lave beau shet
by Muddeford and a bea-cater, ail beautiful colours, lad
beau caugît at Mford. "I1 want te go ta thc Mediterran.
ean anc day, and sec the cranes fly acress frein Afnica with
the sinail birds an their backs. I know a man who las
beau and wle says thc little cnes sing the whele tume-
tlat's how thcy pay thair car-rier. 1 shaîl traval wlan i
graw up " le said, valiantly. "I1 shah sac avcrythiug in
thc warld, att the new birds and ail the naw flowars."

Whau I strclled hack I faund the tourists gene, and
the cocoanuts packcd up for thie ni gbt, and in thc haîf
ligît tIare was my campanian 9sicwly wandening up the
hilo er anhamaward way. Wban I repcatad scmething
cf what my friand in the woeds had tcld me, and haw la
inteuded ta go tIc world aver whan ha grew up,--" Those
wbo waut ta traval neyer do " I was answerad irritably;
ceI would give anything te sac Japan ; it's tIc onc place
want ta sec, and I kncw I shail dia without goiug tIare."

"Tout 1# monde a sa carcassonne," 1 answcred, whicl
speech gave ta my discanteutcd friand that precise amaunt
cf comfort, and no more, wlicb oua gencrally derives frcm
quotations. WALTER POWELL,
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