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India Rubber Goods
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

- Rubber Boots, Shoes and Clothing.
‘Ladies’ Gossamer Circulars,
Rubber  Gloves, Rubber Nursery

Sheeting, Rubber Horse Covers, Rub-

ber Belting, Packing and Hose.

THE LARGEST AND ONLY COMPLETE
STOCK IN THE DOMINION.

The Gutta Percha and Rubber
Manufacturing Co,,

'T. McILROY, Jr.,

The Great Rubber Warehouse, 10 &
12 King Street East, Toronto.

: Factory from 135 to 155 West Lodge Av.

-t

We will have in Stock for the Spring Trade the
very best qualities of

FELT - AND - SILK - HATS,

Comprising the following Celebrated Eng-
lish Hat Manufacturers:
Cooksey & Co.
CHuristy & Co.
Wooprow & SONs.
Wt Josnson & Co.
CARRINGTON& SoNs

Also full lines of AMERICAN SOIT
FELT HATS.

DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS.

W. & D. DINEEN.

HATTERS AND FURRIERS,

Cor. King & Yonge Sts., TORONTO.

C. & J. ALLEN,
20 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO

TIE LARGEBST JBWELRY HOUSE IN THE DOMINION
REW GOODS CONSTANTLY ARRIVING IN
WATCHES, Fixe Goup JEWELRY,
DIAMONDS, ELECTRO-PLATE,
CHINATEA, DINNER anp
BREAKFAST SETS
FULL LINES QF
CRICKETING & LAWN TENNIS GOODS.

Qrders promptly attended to.  Visitors cordi-
ally invited to inspect our Stuck.

REPAIRING DONE ON THE PREMISES.

ESTABLISHED 1842.

-(Geo. Harcourt & Son

MERCHANT

"TAILORS &
ROBE-MAKERS

- 43 King Street East,

TORONTO.

The Bishop Strackan School
WYKEHAM HALL,
COLLEGE AVENUE,
TORONTO,

For the higher cducation of young
ladics. Application for prospectus

or for admission may be made to
Miss GRIER, Lady Principal.

The accommodation for boarders is
comfortable and hcalthful.

HARRY WEBB,

447 YONGE STREET, .
TORONTO.

WEDDING CAKES AND
WEDDING CAKE GOODS .
And catering for
WEDDINGS, EVENING PARTIES,
RECEPTIONS, BANQUETS, Etc
W.th the usc of
FINE CHINA, GLASS, LINEN,
SILVER WARE. CENTRE PIECES,
EPERGNES, SILVER FRUIT DISHES,
CAKE LACES, BONBONIERS,
MIGNONETTES. MOTTOES, Etc.
-~ IMPORTED FRENCH CHOCOLATES,
FRUIT GLACES,

AND
AMERICAN CONFECTIONERY.
FANXNCY FINE CARES.

'FRASER & SONS,

Late Notman & Fraser.

REDUCED RATES TO
TRINITY STUDENTS.

. The Best Finished Photos,
The Most Stylish Posing,
The Best Satisfaction,

241’: King Street East,

TORONTO.

1 J. COOPER.

ORDER THE

IMPERIAL SHIRT

PERFECT FIT.

Gloves, Scarfs, Collars, Fine Under-
wear, Boating, Football, Lacrosse,
Bicycle Jerscys and Hosc, Latest
Styles,

Cash discount to Students.

109 YONGE ST., TORONTO.

CLAXTON'S
MUSIC STORE.

A splendid chance for those wishing to pur-
chase Musical Instruments. 1 have decided to
give the music.-loving citizess an opportunity to
parchase Instruments on

EASY TERMS OF PAYMENT.
Oune-half cash, and balance in weekly instal-
ments of 1. Do not lose this excellent oppor-

tunity, bot call at once and sec my large as-
sortment of Musicat Instruments and Music,

T. CLAXTON,
197 Yonge St., Toronto.
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ONES BROTHERS & MACKENZIE,
BARrRISTBRS, ATIORNEYS & SOLICITORS.

Nos. § and 6 Canada Persanent Buildings.

CLARKSON JONES, BEVERLRBY JONES'
GZ20. A. NACKEN2IE,

Fnglish Agent, Jonas ap Jones,
o9 Canon Street.

Loxpox.

B. DOUGLAS ARMOUR. Wi. SETON GORDON.

ARMOUR & GORDON,

EARRISTERS AND SOLICITORS,
11 BuiLDING AND LoaN CHAMBERS,
TORONTO.

ISamueL B. WiNDRUM,
{Late of London and Paris House),
AGENT AND DEALER.IN ALL KINDS OF

CRICKET MATERIAL,
FOOT BALLS AND
BOXING GLO\(‘F.S.

-STOCK:NEW -
Room 4, 31 King St. East.

(Over Potter's.)

"BOOKS.

Chambers's B 3820prdia, Yatest edition, 1833, 10
volg. &25, 08ered for, $:0 00
Macaclay’s History of Eoglaad, s vols. 85, for. . 4 00
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Rowsell & Huichison,

78 King Street East, Toronto.

Caldwell & Hodgins,

Cor. JOHN & QUEEN STs,

IMPORTERS OF
WINES, SPIRITS,

e AND  cm—

CHOICE GROCERIES

ALL THE LEADING BI'i\NDS OF
ALES AND PORTERS.

CAMPING SUPPLIES A SPECIALTY

Harry A. Collins,
¢o YONGE STREET.

SPECIAL PRICES
FOR STUDENTS

IN STUDENTS' LAMPS. CUTLERY AND
GENERAL ROOM FURNISHINGS.

90 YONGE STREET.

Jewelry&Silverware|

Gentlemen, Remember !

Get your Spring and Summer Suits

CLEANED OR DYED.

——

KID GLOVES CLEANED
Without leaving a bad odour.

Smith’s Toronto Dye Works,
75% King Street West.

C.J. SWENSON,
PHOTOGRAPHER,
11 KING STREET WEST,

Has a magnificent collectic of gen-
cral views of Toronto, comprising

TRINITY AND UNIVERSITY
COLLEGES,
And all Public Buildings.

Orders for Landscapes or Views of
Private Residences promptly attended
to at reasonable prices.

PREJUDICE IS A THIEF,
AND WILL ROB YOU OF MANY
GOOD THINGS.

Our cigarcttes are as fine as can be
produced. They have lately been im-
proved, are not hard- nor dry—will
always smoke -free-and moist—will
not crumble in the pocket nor “catch
you in the throat.” '

If you arc not opposed to a change
and cannot obtain them of your dealer
send to themanufacturers forasample;

WM. S. KIMBAI‘;(I:.“-& CO:

E NY.
Eatloso Threo Rod Staanpa, STER, Nx
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A NIGHT AMONG NEWFOUNDLAND
WRECKERS.

t

When the moon was full, on a cloudless night, Edgar
Band I were invited on board Jim’s skiff. A light breeze,
Jaden with the scent of wild clover from the windy up-
§1ands, blew off shore, and we flitted along the dim:lit
: coast, like some weird. bird with tawny wings.

“Do you see that point yonder?” Jim cnquired,
b Well, just round that is Mermaid’s Grot” And then
we learnt that before a storm, fishermen sailing by the
‘Grot could hear the sobbing of numbers of mermaids,
!who forcknew the doom in store for the ships ; but that
when the nights were calm theyr sang low, sweet, plain-
“tive songs, as they sat-about the rocks, combing their
‘long, black hair. We were filled with a sort of super-
-stitious fascination at hearing-the fisherman’s story, half
-rejecting, yet -half believing it.  “ Shall we hear them
sing to-night #” I asked.

“ Mebbe, and mebbe not ; but you'il sron know,” and
the skiff luffed in under the shoulder of the large promon-
tory that lowered down upon us from the height of ths
clouds. * Sce that light ?”

“Yes.”

“Beyant the. bottom of it, where all those shadows
are on the wather, is Mermaid's Grot.  We'll hug the
shore and T'll-take down the sails, if you loike ; an' we'll
row past.” But I thought that the plashing of the oars
would break part of the spell, everything tvas so still, so
peaceful here. We had now reached within a hundred
yards of the.approach to the Grot, when suddenly
th¢ water all about us burst into a weird yellow
¥ flame. The foam at our bow was a blaze of soft,
clfin light ; our wake was a trail of glory. The faces of
my compamons .took a ghastly pallor as the glow was
shed over our skiff, and not having scen the phenomenon
before, and’ not undcrstandmg its cause, I thought that
verily we were in the home of the mermaids ;- that these
£ ycllow~wlute flashes were their light, and that yonder on
* the rocks we must soon sce themselves. Edgar was as
much amazed as mysclf; and I could obscerve from the
low pitch of the.fishermen’s voices, the manner in which
they stopped in the midst of their uttcrances and looked
over their shouldcrs towards. the rocks,loommg gloomily
B above txde—mark that they, too; felt their share of - super-
¥ stitious dréad,. 1 enquired-if they knew the cause of this

the tail; and had for her little pearly fect.

weird, white light, and was told that it was “ herrin’ bait
driven to the surface by herrin.’” We took a bucketful
of the glowing water, and I afterwards discovered that
“ the bait” consisted of minute valvular jelly fishes, be-
longing to the medusa: family.

“ Now, you can hear thim singin’, ” Jim said, his head
thrust forward peering through the narrows that led to
the Grot. We listened. From the inside, and appar-
ently from all quarters of it, came a lew, sweet, com-
plaining sound, half like a wail, and somewhat resem-
bling a cry. I had often heard the sound produced by
the surf along the shore after a storm, but in it there
was always a harsh, grating note, caused by the out-
dragging of sand and stones, as the wave receded from
the beach. Inside of the narrows it was calm, and our
sails flapped now to one side, now to another. Every-
thing was still, save for this sweet, crying music, which
was everywhere; on the face of the sea,along the
shore, in the air, and in all the cliffs.

“It must be the washing of the surf upon the shore ;
and the sound is caught and flung about in echoes by
those clif-walls, till all the place is filled,” I said.

“No ; the wather doesn't wash hard enough agin the
shore to make that sound. Mebée its the current which
they say runs through a long passage-way undher the
cape an’ 6ut at t'other side that causcs it ; but I doubt
it” TPerhaps this was not the cause, though a rushing
occan-river, like that which he described, might produce
this mellifluous crying. Perhaps it was not due at all to
natural causes, and that the fishermen’s theory, that it
was the mermaid’s singing, was the right one. I don't
know. Nobody dozs know. Whatever was the cause,
unspeakably fascinating, most strangely doleful, swaet
was the sound. T hear it now ; and it is like the singing
of a wind that comes to you from over some illimitable
plain. The phosphoric glow at our prow, when our skiff
moved, was not so great here as outside ; yet it was suf-
ficient to throw a gloomy light upon the rocks.

“Yonderis the Mermaid's Chair,” Jim said in a low
voice ; and turning I saw about six feet above high-tide-
mark a hollow in the cliff’s base, walled on cither side
by aledge resembling the arm of a chair.  Under the
hollow was one terrace, above it was another.  As these
fishermen believed not that the mermaid had sea green
hair, but black, so too did they disregard the story of
The
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queen of the mermaids here they affirmed had often been
seen sitting in this chair through hours of a sum-
mer night. But the chair was empty now and so were
all the rocks ; and the maids must have been off bathing
in the phosphorescent sea.

Splash !

A dark object plunged into the water from onc of the
flat sca-rocks and sent a thousand pale yellow sparks
about. At the moment we all thought it was a mermaid,
and the fishermen were not able aftarwards to make up
their minds thoroughly about it, but I am convinced
now that it was a seal. Then we turned our prow
toward the narrows, and took a last look at the fan-
tastic pinnacles around the Grot, at the mysterious
chair, then listened once again, till our cars had drunk
their fill, to the sweet mystic music; and sailed away.

Two hours sail brought us to the offing of the spot
where the fated ship had gone down. The night being
cloudless any object afloat could be discerned for a con-
siderable distance, and Jim requested all to keep a sharp
look out. Presently from out the shadow of the cliff a
boat shot across our bows.
this was the Underwriters’ skiff, for besides the crew
there were two policemen on board.

“Wherebound”? asked the largest policeman in gruff
toncs.

“ Well I suppose that's oxr business” answered Jim,
“] think we have the roight to sail these sais if we
want to.”

“If you don’t know how to be civil, I think I can
teach yoix,” and the policaman made an ominous move-
ment with his rifle.

“ Well, thin, faith as to tachin’ me to be civil, I don't
think its any usc in your thryin’, if I'm not incloined
that way. You made somec motion with that gun o'
yours, just now. Now, let me ask if I'm to look on you
as a common murtherer that makes movements as if he's
goin’ to shoot if he can't get pcople to be polite, or as
an interferin’ boaster as tries to skeer people that can’t
be skeered. Now, look, misther policeman, I don't
belave you could strike the wather there wid your zun
this minute. Upon me sowl], I'll sit here for ye to blaze
at me for an hour.” The policeman, at this unexpected
turn of affairs, looked very much like a dumbfounded
sheep that had lately been playirg the lion. He did, at
last, try to cover his discomfiture by putting on an
official air and saying :

“I'll keep my cye on you. I think a winter in jail
on bread and water may help to mend your manners, as
well as your morals.”

“ Divil resaive ye; here, but take the shet at me,
wont ye " Jim retorted, holding up his arms in mock
defiance.  “ Now, misther boasther, wid the bras: but-
tons an’ the pot hat, if I was a barn, and the bamn was
alive, T wouldn't be afraid of you wid a gun.”

* Pull away from this ruffian," the official said, sitting
up very stiffly.

At oncc wa perceived that.

*Go long you boasthin’, intherferin’ loafer, an’ mind
your own business; and next time let people sail where
tney plaise without meddlin’.” I put my thumb upon
my nosc and extended my little finger in the direction
of the parting officer ; Edgar did the same, so did the
rest; when we all said “ Ba-a:a,” and sailed away under
the gloom of the clifft. We had not procceded far when
we observed thet the police-boat was after us.

“ He's bent on shpoilin’ our cruise,” Jim said, as he
peered out under the mainsail at the following skiff ;
“but I don’t think he'll shpoil it much after all. There'’s
pienty of win’ comin’ an’ I don't give a thrawnyecen for
the dirthy peeler” The sails were hauled in tight, and
the skiff was brought close to the wind. Then she
plunged onward like a spirited horse under tight reins.

“ It's Paddy Doolin’s dirttv ould tub after Jim Foley's
clain, fast shkiff;” shouted Jim, as our pursuers fell be-
hind and to leeward. “Slack away ; there, now, keep
quict. Do you sce that ?” and Jim pointed to leeward to
a small dark object. In a few seconds we were beside
it, and it proved to be a bale about four feet long and
two and a-half feet thick. It was heavy and ungainly,
and we found that we would have much difficulty in
getting it into the boat. But the police skiff was nearly
half a mile a stern,and we had plenty of time. Jim
his man and Edgar struggled to the full of their bent
with the box, while I kept the little craft up in the wind
At last it was got in over the side, and we all gavea
hurrah. Then Jim grabbed the tiller, the sheets were
puiled in, and the skiff went along almost in the wind's
eye.
“ Me respects to ye, Misther Pecler,” Jim shouted
“Thry to ketch us wid Paddy Doolin's dirty tub wont
ye. Ye're nice fellows to come down to this coast and.
chase naite, clain shkiffs, ain'tyez? Good night, Misther
Constable.”

Crack! Then there was a flash, and a bullet said
“ pat” upon the water, about twenty paces to the right
of us. ’

“We're safe enough,” Jim said. *He doesn’t want
to shtrike us ; an’ he couldn't if he thried. Divil resaive
me, though, it is whin he doesn't want to hit us that he
is the most dangerous.” Another shot was fired, and
another, but we heard no more bullets. Notwithstand-
ing Jim’s lack of respect for- the constable’s markman-
ship, I lay down in the bottom of the boat. Edgar did
‘the same, so did the man ; but Jim sat bolt upright in
the stern in a state of comic unconcern.

In half an hour the pursuer had faded in the dim hor-
izon of the moon-lit sea; and we reached the cove with-
out any further adventure. The bale contained, I think
a gross of cashmere shawls which the wreckers, after
putting into fresh water, to take the salt out of them,
promptly sccreted.  On the forenoon following a police-
man, the same whom we had the passages with in the
night, walked up from the dock to Jim's cottage. Jim

- was called for by the said officer and promptly appcared.
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© «Well raily Misther Peeler,” Jim said, “but I think
you've chosen a mane sort of a life. Why don’t you throw
off that big ugly coat and work ? Peclerin’, I think, is not
dacent business at ai.”

“ You are not afraid that I shall be obliged to arrest
you if you go on obstructing me in doing my duty?”

« Railly, sir, I'm not afeerd until I begin fo obstruct
as you call it.”

« What rid you pick up last night ?”

« Now did'nt I say peclerir.’ was a mane business?
It's me own affairs what I picked up last night.” .

«1 shall oblige you to show me what it was that you
did pick up?”

« Well, thin, if a peeler is mor'en any other man, an
if he is'nt, he’s a big good-for-nothing boaster, you'll
marve me show wint I did pick up. I'm ready ; now
make me show you.”

“ Then I shall arrest you on suspicion.”

« O thin since you arc going about it right and sin-
sibly I'll aise your suspicion. Come wid me sir.” The
policeman followed him into the little back yard.

“Do you secc that ould box ? Well that's what I
picked up. An’ do you sce thim ould clothes hangin’ up ?
Well thim’s what I got in it. But you sec Mr. Peeler if
1 didn’tlike I needn’t have tould you the truth: [ could
have palmed almost anything about the place off on you
for racked goods, if I had a mind to.”

The policeman was non-plussed : There were the old
clothes sodden with sait water, there was the box; :o
there was nothing to do but accept the story that had

been told to him.
EnMUuND COLLINS.

THE HEPALICA.
What faint, sweet sung out of the turning years
Is thice amid the myriad songs of carth ?
Frail singer, born of laughter and of tears,
Betwixt the tim:es of sorrow and of mirth ;
Mute maker of a soft, pale petalled rhyme,
Whom sharp death slays so long befure the prime.

*Twas but a little time ago we heard
The slim pines, staading sandalled with waste snow,
Aund dreary cedar-copses parced ana stirred

With hollow winds, that spake no word but woe.
There was no voice in all the bleak world's breath,
But one wide moan, one bollow song of death.

And yet a little while, and we shall hear
The maenad earth, grown drunken with rich hours,
Bright-bosomer, sprung from her sad couch of fear,
Enwound with all her bridal gift of flowers,
Unceasingly, while the fair days abide,
Red sunset, buraing noon, and morning-tide.

Lift up ber mad song to the shiclding sun,
Remembering naught of alt the iils that were,
To Him, the '.ord, whose shining strength doth run
Like wine, in all the throbbing veins of her;
But ye! thou hast a sweeter song than she,
Too full of hope and burdered memory.

For all thy soul is sad with sharp things fled,
1Vith sights that fade not, thotgb the hours be slown,

¢ ad sounds that die not, though the days be dead,

‘White wastes that glimmer, houseless winds that moan;
Brown woods that wail, nor any comfort gain,
Fill thy grey-memoried treasury of pain.

\’::t is thy thought not all of pain; we know,
That strong the sun shine; in thy face, and wide
The wild and fruitful hours, before thee grow,

In gathering beauty to the perfect tide;

The full, soft dreams and countless songs that cling
About the face of sun-beholden spring.

These things thou speakest with thy sad, small voice,
And all fair mot rniag forest things that grow,
Bleak trees, pale grasses, withered plants rejoice,
And gather up their heart of pride to know,
The end at last of all their drcarihead,
That lovely summer is not always dead.

Pale singer, friend of them that joy and weep,
The glad time dawning shall brhold the durmnb,
Laid songless then, wrapped round with painless sleep,
Too heavy-weighed to see the wild hours come ;
Too weary-worn with thought of hard things slain,
And wildering hope, that yet was almost pain.

“Then flourish fairly, flower and glossy leaf,
Let no hand stoop to do thee any wrong ;
Godwot, thy pale mid time is very brief,
So gather in the sunlight and the song ;
Mute singer of swect a pale-petalled thyme,
Whom sharp death slays so long before the prime.
A, Laspenay.

CHARLES READE.

“.: z1e never has been a writer of fiction who has cx-
erted a greater influence or dvawn around him a wider
circle of admirers than Mr. Charle. Reade. His pas-
sion: -+ love of truth and justice, his intense hatred ot
everything ignoble and base, and his wonderful power of
swaying his reader with cvery gust of his own passion,
has invested him with peculiar interest to all the lovers
of what is great and good in literature.

Like Dickens, and unlike Antony Trollope, he wrote
with a purpose. Not a mere mercenary and mechanical
scribbler, who writes a certain number of books a year
for the sake of gain ; not a panderer to a morbid sensa-
tionalism, but one who taking his place among the noble
army of the world’s reformers, devoted his genius to the
purging away of evils which an apathetic public could
not or would notsce. So intense was his nature, so pas-
sionate his sympathy, that it was morally impossible for
him to stand by and witness the joy and anguish, suffer-
ing and trial of his fellow-creatures, with the calm and sel-
fish indifference of the common-place spectator, but, like
a truc knight of the pen, rushed to the rescuc, and all
aflame with his genius, pleaded for the right and de-
nounced the wrong.

The high and bencficent purpose which runs through
all of Reade's books is their first, most striking charac-
teristic. The sccond is their intznsel- uramatic charac-
ter. All his works avc lighted up to a greater or less
degree with the glow of brilliant and startling dramatic
situations. It is this fusion of thc powers of the drama-
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tist with that of the novelist that gives to his creations
stich thrilling interest and wonderful charm. Nothing
lends such virile force and fascination to a narrative as
the skillful and artistic employment of dramatic incident.
No one knew this better than the author of Grifith
Gaunt. No one has made use of it with a more dex-
terous hand.  With the skill of a cunning craftsman, he
seized cvery opportunity of touching the springs of the
heart's emotions by the exercise of his art.  The spirit of
the playwright was ctrong within him. It was as a dram-
atist he wished most to excel. It was as a dramatist he
wished his name to be carried dowa to posterity. One
of his last requests was that Charles Reade, dramatist,
instead of Charles Reade, novelist, should be placed on
his tomb.

The first book which made Reade's genius widely
known was [t is Never too Late to Mend. Here we
have an exposure of horrible crucltics practised on pri-
soners by brutal gaolers, and an cloquent appeal for
prison reform.  Unfortunately, however, in this book, he
lets the headlong impulsiveness of the enthusiast and
reformer get the better of the delicate perceptions of the
artist. Ina work of art, it is absolutely necessary that
the minutest details have the most perfect finish and
claboration. If this be not so we say of the artist, no
matter how noble and inspiring the rest of his work may
be, that he has to a great extent failed in hisart, Soa
novelist, if he wishes his book to be artistically perfect,
must give as much care and claboration to his compara-
tively unimportant characters as to the hero or heroine.
Reade, it must be admitted, sins in this respect, in the
portraya! of cne or two of the supordinate characters in
this book. Carricd away by the rush of an impulsive
nature, he forgets for the taoment the artist and sets be-
fore us figures which have nothing in them of life-like
reality, but arc mere automata. Certainly, /2 is Never
too Late to Meud will never commend itself to any one
who looks for an artistically perfect book. Notwith-
standing this, however, it is a charming and interesting
story. In nonc of its author’s later works are their more
powerful descriptive passages than in the Australian por-
tion of it. The scene in which is described the emotions
that thrill the hearts of the hardened and crime-stained
gold diggers on first hearing the notes of an English
nightingale, is, I think, onc of thc most perfect picces of
descriptive prose in the English language.

A still greater and more villainous public evil . dealt
with in Hard Cask, in which there isa complete expo-
sure of the atrocious state of some of the private English
lunatic asylums, and an imparsicned plea for their reform.
If any one wishes to read something of what many peo-
ple have endured in that abode of misery called a private
lunatic asylum, depicted in the burning language of onc
who fecls for the sufferings of the unfortunate alimost as
much as if he were the sufferer himself, let him read
Hard Cash.

The Simpleton has to do with a very different
question, and onc which affects women alone. Itisa
crusade against tight-lacing. The author shows very
powerfully and with copious quotations from medical
authoritics, how this habit gradually takes the light from
& woman’s eye and the bloom from her cheek, and
cventually leaves her a physical wreck. It is a brilliant
story, and not the least interesting of its author's efforts.

Perhaps, however, a still more interesting book than
this to the female portion of his readers, and especially
those who are aspirants for professional honors, will be
found in Z7e Woman Hater. In this work the diffi-
cultics thrown in the wzy of women practicing medicine
in England, by a conservative and prejudiced British
public, are powerfully put forth. Mr. Reade, in his por-
trayal of Miss Gale, shows an utter contempt far those
who would confine woman to what members of her own
sex would call the narrow- limits of their own domestic
sphere, and demonstrates that they are not only capable
of coping with men in the highest and noblest of his pro-
fessions, but that it is right and fitting they should do so.

In no other book has Reade given us more charming
and iascinating characters than in Love Afe Little Love
Me Long. Alwieys at his best when he depicts the
first young love of carly manhood, he has never, I
think, set before us a more delightful picture than
David Dodd’s Courtship, in which the hopes and fears,
agonics and doubts of the love-enthralled young sea-
man are told with unsurpassing freshness and vigor,
David Dodd devotes himself to the service of his
mistress with all the passionate fervor of a knight of
old. And thisis a characteristic of all Reade's heroes.
They love with the whole intensity of their being, and
yet are totally free from the morbid sentimentalism of
the creations of some novelists and the high flown
pomposity of others. For instance, how different is the
manly eloquence and honest enthusiasm of a character
like David Dodd from the verbose rhapsodics of a phan-
tasmal.creation like Evoene Aram, who pours forth his
passion with all the stiff unreality of a puppit.

Antony Trollope, after telling us, with amusing
dogmatism, that not a character of Charles Reade's will
remain, accuses him of most scrious literary theft, assert-
ing that almost the whole of Wiite Lics is pilfered
from the French. Literary piracy is a most grave

.charge, and I do not think the author of “White Lies”

is by any mcans as guilty of it as Trollope asserts.
There is no doubt that its plot is not original, but that,
and that only, is borrowed. The whole superstructure
has been built by the writer and by him alone. Reade,
in his tremendous philippic against the critics of this
book certainly did not get the best of it. It was onc of
his weaknesses that he never could listen to adverse
criticism calmly and passively. A dignilied silence, to
an impulsive nature like his, was irmpossible, but with
ungovernable impatience of contradiction, he launchsd
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forth into an unrcasoning abuse of anyone who was so
unfortunate as to criticise his work. His friends cannot
but regret the undignified and often ridiculous position
into which he put himsclf by this habit.

In the story of Griffith Gaunt many people find
the highest cflort of Reade'’s genius. The power and
effect of jealousy isits them , and no one since the time
Shakespeare drew his “ Iago” has depicted with more
skill the heizht and depth of 'that greatest of all human’
passions. With superb skill and triumphant concealment
of highest art concealing art, the reader is carried along
with the rush of an irresistible force, as he follows, step
by step, the story of Griffith Gaunt’s jealous madness.
Mr. Swinbourne thinks the forty-third chapter is one of
the most beautiful things i the English language, and
no one who has read it attentively will think he is saying
too much.

Notwithstanding, however, the great success of
Griffitle Gaunt it is not by any means Reade’s master-
picce. His genius takes wing and flies to a higher, and
I think its highest, flight in Z%e Cloister and t/h
Hearth, and gives us one of the finest stories that any
novelist ever produced. There is in this great master-
picce of fiction such a wealth of creative genius, such a
completeness of detail, such a mastery of the minntia
of medimxval customs and manners, such a tender sim-
plicity and sweet pathos, relieved by the brightest touches
of humor, such an ever varying and thrilling varicty of
incident; such a noble purity and almost idyllic simplicity
of language, that the reader, however dull he be, cannot
but feel that it is the work of genius of the highest
ordsr.

Of Reade's other books, Puz Yonrself in His Place
is the most important. ‘shis interesting and clever story
has for its object the exposurc of the cvils of Trades’
Unions ; one of the most striking things in the book is
the description of the flood, which shows to magnificent
advantage, its author's unrivaled powers of description.

Foul Play and A Terrible Temptation have
both much merit, but cannot be considered among
his highest creations.  Christie ,“lnstone would be
a charming book but for the superlative silliness of
some of its incidents, which mar fatally its artistic
beauty.

Much discussion has of coursc arisen as to what
place Reade should take in the literary world. A few
have denied him the right altogether to rank among the
great novelists. Others have given-him a second-rate
place. But the carnest and unprejudicéd students of his
works haves never hesitated a moment, and have pro-
nounced him equal to, and in some respects greater
than the most skillful of his brother craftsmen. Itisa
more difficult and delicate question, however, to decide
his position in rclation to any particular novelist. Such
comparisons should be dealt with in a very careful and

guarded manner, and in some cases cannot be made at
all.  For instance, the favorite comparison between
George Eliot and Reade is absurd in that the genius of
the two novelists lics in totally opposite directions.
Reade could never have analysed human motive and dis-
sected spiritual and moral decay like the female novelist.
A magnificent psychological study like “ Tito” was an
iinpossibility to him. But on the other hand, he had
brilliant counter balancing talents, which Eliot was
totally devoid of.  His relation to the other great
English novelists might, I think, be safely defined as
being below Thackeray and Scott and above Dickens,
Bulwer and Trollope.

The question has often been raised as to the enduring
qualities of Rcade’s works. One writer, as [ said before,
asserted that not one of his characters will ever remain.
Whether this will be the case or not, however, proves
nothing in regard to his genins. Many of the noblest
works of English Literature iic forgotten and unread in
the accumuiated dust of centurics. No one can dog-
matically assert whether Reade’s works will share this
fate or not. If they do, and the caprice of new genera-
tions passes them by, it is not a matter of the highest
importance. An cmpty posthumous fame was a
thing he himself least desired. His noble genius was
devotea to the reformation of the evils of his own day,
and, that accomplished, he was content. What greater
eulogy «f any man can be said than this?

BALLADE OF A MAIDE OF TWENTIE.
She hath much tumblaed and tawny hair,
With soft gray eyes and a look demure,
But uader their lashes sitken hair
Lies hidden a shaft for you, beware,—
Vainlie you fancie your heart secure,—
For should one fail, she hath more in plentic.
Less favored maidens can scarce endure
The wiles of this fair maide of twentie.

But I trow for them she hath little care,
Seeing her swains no whit the {ewer;
Knowing none other hath form more fair,
She sweetlicr smiles at a spite so poor,
And casts her about for some quarric newer ;—
Who scorzeth the glances she hath sent, ae
Hath found to his cost the way to lure
The wiles of this fair maide of twentie.

From out the depths of a lounging chair—
That cannot herlithe light form immure,—
She weaveth her spells . who would rashlic dare

By this lovelie witch for a space to moor,
And bask in the light of her eyes so pure,
May yet have cause enough to repx at; 1
Fear me that time alone will cure
The wiles of this fair maide of twentic.

BNVOL

So bachelors, ye who decm secure
Your freedom's dolee far riiente
Beware! lest it may not endure
The wiles of this fair maide of twentie,
J. ALxox Rircus,
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LEAVES FROM A PROPHET'S NOTE-BOOK. At last the truc blue arrives, wit].\__a most carnal- -
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Few cmotions of the human mind are more envi-
able than those which attend the young prophet sitting
down to write iiis first prophecy.  If the school of the
prophets which bore him has systematically ignored the
subject of composition and tenderly kept its disciples in
the dark as to what possibilities hercin lay before them,
ther the condition of his mind borders simply upon
ccstacy. Let us takea case from  perience: On a
certain day of the week, if not of the month, after a
substantial breakfast—calculated to for'ify him in his
onslaught on Tartarus—he brings to the conflict all
things that he deems ncedful, which are as follows :—
Several dozen of well-sclected pens, hard and soft,
broad and fine ; inks of all colors of the rainbow and
several intermediate shades, reinforced by the pint bottle
of black in the cupbourd ; blotting paper sufficient to
counteract a deluge; cotton spools and a packet of
ncedles, by which to conncct his thoughts when reg-
istered, and a goodly store of vhite foolscap, with reserve
forces in stacks on the floor, in sight and ready for in-
stant use. His table is broad and flat, like that which
was conducive to the inspiration of Dickens {and which,
probably, the great man used to expand his feet upon),
his paper of the finest and most enticing quality—like
that of Dumas, when tempting himself to write : while
by his side liesa packet of chocolate cremes—as used
by some other warricr of the quill to repel physical ex-
haustion. Having thus marshalled his forces, and now
being at liberty to consider the situation, our hero, with
a silent invocation to the ghosts of all great preachers—
lights his pipe.

A good beginning, certainly ; favorable to the develop-
ment of the imagination and reasoning powers, if not
pre-supposing them both!  Then he pranounces that
all is ready.

* L 3 * * »

Presently the solemn reverie dissolves.  He returns
to “ the natural world,” and ponders for a subject upon
which to relieve himself of the bursting pressure of
brilliant ideas that by this time threatens to overwhelm
his soul. A thousand present thumselves—at lcast by
name—cach clamoring for treatment ; but so tempting
are they all that he cannot decide upon any, until sud-
denly he recollects, “ Ass that I am !—a blue pencil !
For notes, ideas and rough copy, how could I expect to
do anything without a blue pencil ?  Accordingly
having despatched one of his six-footed (pardon, sir-foor)
young stalwarts (for we presume he has, ages ago, found
it is not good to be loncly) to purchase, at any cost, a
true blue lead pencil, from the most reliable house in
town, he re-fills his pipe, dispels frivolous thoughts and
returns once morce to “ the spiritual world.” He is wait-
ing for his nccessary “cnvironment” to become com-
plete.

looking small bill attached for costs,and once more, like
the historic British tar, he declares that he is *“ready,
aye ready.” ‘

Reader, at such a moment the inexpressible virtues
of tobacco appear. Picture the scene: The self-con-
trol that is necessary to keep such forces back, to hold
them in check! Those itching fingers! That rcsolute
grasp upon the literary poniard! That heaving bosom
and surging brain! 7That burning pen, - mightier than
the sword,” leveled to attack the extended reams! The
manicolored ink—the broad table—the chocolate !
Wherefore this delay ? There is “ silence deep as death.”
Then, metaphorically, the trumpet sounds. Hme dlli
Jumi,—that is the meaning of these fumes, dear friend.

By the way, speaking of tobacco as an article of war-
fare—* It will prove, I fear, another instance of disre-
garded warning,” says the Commissariat-General to the
British forces in his late report, “ but nearly a month
ago, in view of the impending hostilities with Russia, I
prayed the Government to take the precaution of ship-
ping to the seat of war se c.al millicn of military pipes
(clay, of course, though corn-cobs for the officers), for use
in the hour of battle—in fact on the occasion of a possitie
sccond Balaklava. I urged it to impress, by procla-
mation, upon the non-smokers the inconsistency o’ their
considering the welfare of their own stomachs ratker
than that of their country, and even went so far as to
urge the authorities to enforce coiapliance, at least upon
the ficld, on pain of death. My letter, however, brought
ne reply.” It must have miscarried.

But 1o return toour hero  What is his position now
that scveral hours have elapsed since last we met him?
He ts ready to commence. The more we observe his
bearing the more convinced of this do we become—from
the came sourc. of observation it is difacult to believe
more. The fc2s still confront one another. From differ-
ent standpoints he viewed his spiritual enemy—e. g. from
the sofa, from the arm-chair, from the table, whence he
finally manceuvred to the floor. He has done more:
He has tried the effect of three different brards of nar-
cotic ammunition upon .he spiritual constitution ; and
three chapters of a novel have been expended with no
more effect than so much blank cartridge. He feels
dispirited. What is to be done ?

. Let us not despair, however, for see, like the great
sca-serpent, he moves! He is NOT an island. And see
now how, grimly rising, ccrulean-hued pencil in hand,
despite all obstacles in his path, he numbers s first
page! (A wail comes up from the foc). :

Bravo, brother ; this is a real step forward? Stay, it
is not all! By a supernatural cffort and a masterly
stroke of intuition (for he has not yet the faintest notion
what the subject will be), /e names lis sermon; (A second
wail) in bold and flowing hand, and lo, procuméit kumis,
he falls from the chair exhausted.  Verily, * the pen is
mightier than the sword.”
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Mecanwhile—O mores, mores /—while he lies there,
pronc but recovering, let us obscrve the excellence of his
intentions at Jeast, as indicated by the pictures, &c.,upon
his walls. Upon his right, along with “ Scratch My
Back ” and “ Home, Sweet Home ” in wool, hangs, like
the st tue of Regulus hiding its weeping cyes, © Labor
Cmnia Vineit” In another place a reward is facetiously
offered for the recove , of certain moments of lost time
which disappeared one day and had notsince been re”
covered. And ook here! Almost as if the owner
wished co inspire himself with like valor of boldncss, he
has suspended here a copy of Ruben’s famous picture,
*Cwmsar Crossing the Rubicon.” The work needs no
descripticn, being familiar to your readers. The great
congucror, astride the back of a captive Gaul (one of
thosc doubtless taken in the seventh chapter), though
possibly a Briton, whose leg he is boring apparently with
a gimlet, on account of the unfortunate man's having
splashed his rider with water during the passage.
Although the artist has written no such words as pro-
ceeding from the lips of his subject, yet his brush speaks
amply ; the expression in the face of Casar velkens is
most unmistakeably that of “Go Steady!” But the
crown of the room is “Newton” Between a file of
ROUGE €T WOIR un tLe one side and a stuffed owl (the
symbol of wisdom), on a brass clock, on the other, the
indcfatigable Newton observing with his telescope the
far-off descent of the famous apple in his neighbor’s
orchard, ard scnding his little peppercorn boy to pick it
up. The paticnce upon the fa.¢ is sublime and it was,
not unlikely, to encourage the owner in the pursuit of
that virtue during his various studies, that this faithful
engraving ‘yas' placed where it is.

But enough, for he is recovering.  As soon as he is
sufficiently restored to comprehend English, you beg
him to spare himself more for the future. “Really,” you
say, “don’t do any more to-day. After all that you had
better vake a watk.” He takes you at your word, reluct-
antly closing his volume at au exciting place, remarking,
“Perhaps I had better.” Yes, he takes his hat and goes
out for oxygen, though not without a murderous glance
at the various pages of white foolscap yet unscored—
that happy, innocent young prophet !

But now, disturb him not. He is dreaming of his
possible niche hereafter in Westminster Abbey, if notin
.t' ie hearts of “a grateful people (his parishioners).” He
is unconscious. ke is happy.

. . 0.

BIRD-VOICES.

The robin and sparrow a-wing, 1a silver-throated accord ;

The low soft breath of a flate and the deep short pick of a chord,
A golden chord and a flute, where the throat of the oriole swells
Fieldward, and out of the blus the passing of bobolink bells.

A. Lanenay, in the Contury.

e el

CONSTANCY OF PURPOSE.

Human life consists of a succession ¢f small events,
ummportant perhaps in themselves, and yet every man's
success or fzilure depends upon the decision or indecision
he manifests in making them individually conduce to
bring about the end he has in view. How beautifully
George Lliot expresses this in that sentence in “Romolo’
in which she speaks of “that inexcrable law of human
souls that we prepare ourselves for sudden deeds by the
reiterated chuice for good or evil, which gradually deter-
mines character.” Who has not expericaced the secret
discomfort, often disgrace, of not being able to answer
with any degree of certainty such questions as “ What
will you be?” “ What wiil you do ?”

A slight knowledge of mankind will furnish many
illustrations of purpose constantly changing, and a few
of decision of character. It is not necessary to seck this
knowled 7¢ outside of College life. Indeed, within the
narrow confines of a University building are to be found
the best illustrations of character. A Freshman, for
instance, clated possibly by his success at the matricula-
tion examination, resolves to work diligently throughout
the term. T. assist him he arranges an claborate pro-
giamme or time-table, to take cffect on the following
Monday. Monday arrives, he attends all lectures, takes
a constitutional in the afternoon, and commences his
evening’s reading punctually. Shortly wfter nine o'clock
a friend invites him to supper. Would it b. a good
thing to go? He thinks it would. He looks at his
time-table and finds that he is duc to leave Homer at
10.15 pm.  He must follow the programme, and again
applics himself to work. The noise in the corridor, as of
some one jingling bottles, attracts his attention ; and
forgetting the fact that “ Hebe poured out nectar amidst
the venerable gods,” he wonders if ectar is anything
like lager. He thinks it must have been. At all events
it is the very thing to set him up. He can finish the
Homer in the morning, and the next minute finds him
in the room where supper has been prepared. In the
morning he has 2 slight headache ; shall he prepare the
Homer or not ?  Thus he lingers, uncertain, till the bell
for lecture determines the question for him, by the cer-
tainty that it is now too late for preparation. This sort
of thing occurs frequently during the weck, at the end of
which something is discovered to be wrong with the pro-
gramme, which is then destroyed. A new one is made
for the following weck, only to share the same fate.
This is by no means an illustration of an isolated case.
Many are the instances of men hesitating a leng time
between different or opposite determinations, though
impaticnt of the pain of such a state, and ashamc{i of the
debility. What mind, while thus held in a trembling
balance, has not been vexed that it has not more resolu-
tion, morc of anything that would save it from envying
even the decisive instinct of brutes! The chicf disad-
vantage arising from such a nature is that a man can
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never be said to belong to himself. Hec is known
amongst his friends as the man who cannot say “ No.”
He belongs to whatever can capture him. He is carried
about by every puny force, and one thing after another
claims him by arresting his attention, while he is trying
to go on ; as twigs and leaves floating near the edge of
a stream are intercepted by every weced, and whirled in
every little eddy.

The examples of men of decisive character are com-
paratively few. The Freshman who decides on a certain
course of study, and immediately carries his resolution
into systematic practice, and allows nothing to interrupt
him, is invariably the man who does well in his examin-
ations. Not only so, he lays a sure foundation for the
success that will attend him in whatever profession he
may afterwards sclect. His mind is thus systematically
trained to deliberate quickly, even in insignificant mat-
ters, and to decide, once for all, on a certain line of
action. The advantages of such a mind are signal. The
passions are not consumed among dubious musings, and
abortive resolutions, but are thrown with all their ani-
mating force into definite operation, Such a character
is exempt from much interference and annoyance, which
irresolute men have to encounter.

One of the fundamental requisites to constancy of
purpose is an harmonious nature, i.c, the agreement of
the mind with itself, and with the conscience ; the con-
senting co-operation of the passions, disposition, ctc
Lady Macbeth, though devoid of conscience, was in other
respects of harmonious nature. She willed the murder
of the king, and did not shrink from forming plans for
its accomplishment. Her ambition, passion, courage all
aided her. Macbeth also willed the death of the king,
but through qualms of conscience his resolution began
to stagger. She then threw contempt on his change of
purpose, and accused him of fickleness and cowardice,
and thus shamed and hardened him to the deed. Here
conscience was warped and deadened by passion.  Con-
science is “the great troubler of the human breast,” and
when it loudly declares against a man’s project, it will
be a fatal enemy to decision, till it either reclaims the
passions, or be warped by them, as in Macbeth’s casc.

It follows, therefore, that a true Christian can only
possess this constancy of purpose when his decision is
given for what is right and good, otherwise conscience
would be constantly opposing him, and would make him
undecided. Of course conscience may entirely lose its
power. The Crustacea of the Mammoth Cave of Ken-
tucky quoted by Mr. Drummond, have chosen to abide
in darkness. “ Therefore they have become fitted for it.”
So thé moral perception of man may become so blind to
the working of conscience, that finally it waives the right
to see. This blindness, complete or partial, contributes
to constancy of purpose; but with a bad tendency. Re-
venge for instance has been known to bring about total
blindness to the workings of conscience. The Arch-

encmy in “ The Paradise Lost” boasts of-—
** The unconquerable will,
And study of »ezenge ; immortal hate,
And courage never to submit or yield,
And what is else, not to be overcome.”

Here persisting constancy of soul gives dignity even toa
character, which every moral principle forbids us to
admire.

Partial blindness is, to a certain extent, illustrated in
all obstinate persons. On certain matters they fail to
see the warnings that conscicnce places before them,
and here they will be found to exhibit a stubborness of
temper, which can assign no reason but mere will. It is
a lamentable fact that a man of such a character invari-
ably boasts of his firmness and decision.

It is commonplace to remark that the will and char-
acter depend  largely on the constitution of the body.
[t is for physiologists to explain the reason for this, but
the truth is apparent from the fact that, as a rule, the
decisive character possesses great physical firmness.
This may account for the fact that women in general
possess less decision than men. It is somewhat amus-
ing to notice the natural indecision of the average wo-
man, when she seats herself at the counter of an uphol-
sterer’s shop, and prices a curtain silk. She feels it to
verify the value of its texture, objects to its colour, asks
to be shown something else—something of the same
kind only different; a little more so in fact, or perhaps

. not quite so much, and finally concludes that she is not

quite sure which of the samples she will take, but will
decide on the following day.

Whilst constancy of will depends to no small extent
on the physical nature, there are many circumstances
which are adapted to encourage and confirm decision,
so that no onc, through physical weakness, need dispair
of being able to overcome his fickleness, lassitude, or in-
decision.  In constantly overcoming opposition, one be-
comes stronger after each victory and more resolute.
Is it then only through the wictory that opposition con-
duces to constancy of purpose? Clearly not. Itisa
matter of cvery day experience that when one is op-
posed throughout the prosecution of one’s designs, that
very opposition becomes an ally by strengthening the
resisting and deciding power of the mind. The poet’s
delineation of Richard III. illustrates this. He looked
upon every opposition as an inducement to persevere,
and accordingly advanced with ever increasing con-
stancy, fulfilling his vow to “ cut his way through with a
bloody axe.” Even when opposition was strongest, he
declared “ A thousand hearts were great within his
bosom,” and his determination and perseverance to over-
come his last great opponent, “to seek Richmond even
in the throat of death,” are powerfully illustrated in the
oft-quoted cry, in which he offers to exchange his “ king-
dom for a horse.”

The spirit of independence contributes to the deci-
sion of character, and if kept within bounds is most bene-
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ficial. The young should, of course, consult those who
are over them, and those who have experience.  Ancient
adventurers went to Delphi to cousult, not to reside.
Therc is a necessary caution, therefore, to be given those
whose dependence on another's experience might result,
as far as their minds are concerned, in a somewhat para-
sitic existence.

Celebrated speakers and writers assert that = con-
clusive manner of thinking is the foundation on which
purpose becomes firm. The fact that excrcise of thought
often increases difficulty of decision is a proof of this
assertion, though at first it scems to witness the other
way. There are few, if any cases, in which reason will
be equal and oppcsite, and the nearer the pros and cons
approach cquality, the more discriminating will the mind
require to be in ordcr to observe the incquality. It did
not take Ca:sar long to cross the Rubicon, having once
decided to do sc ; but he must have spent many anxious

-hours of dcliberation before the die was cast.  Although
careful dcliberation tends greatly to constancy of pur-
pose, yet it is well to avoid the “ pale cast of thought,”
for ** Eanterprises of great pith and moment,

With this regard. their currents tura awry,

Aund lose the name of action.”
These arca few of the conditions under which a mind
naturally weak may grow decizive. Mr. Foster, in his
cclebrated essays, mentions many others. It is but re-
quisite for onc“to be in these conditions,” to make
growth in constancy and firmness a necessary result.

There is a certain constancy of purpose, not yet re-
ferred to, that is beautiful to contemplate, and which
ought not to bc passed unnoticed. It is suggested by
Milton’s description of the scragh Abdiel—

** Among innumerable false, unmoved,

Uashaken, unsedu.2d, unterrified,

His loyalty he kept, his love, his zcal;

Nor number, nor cxample with him wrought

To swerve fro.n truth, or change his coastant mind

Though sicgle.
A noble illustration of constancy, which is based on a
rightcous decision, of a courage that riscs invincible above
all derision, and of a conscicnce which has the intellect
and passions in harmony with it. A constancy which
will not end with time, but will be carricd on to its
fullest completion hercafter.  How dilferent from, how
infinitely supcrior to, the awful constancy of purpose
shown in the lives of despots, bigots, unjust conspirators
and villains of cvery class who glory in “ the unconquer-
able will” Theirs is a resolution that may not be over-
come in this lifc; that may cven darc to brave ~ the
adamantinc chains and penal fire ;” but which will even-
tually be brought before a Supreme Tribunal, where
such ill-adviscd constancy must tremble and melt away.

C. ScauvpinG.

We tender conf;mtul:ltions to Mr. J. M. Snowdon on
his rccently acquired affix B. A,—=x donation from
Qucen's College.

VISIONS.
Ah me! it is a dismal thing when that bright angel, Sleep,
That pours a balmy anodyne on souls that watch to weep,
Offended stoops not to caress some wretch's tossing head,
And flitting fiends Tartarean fumes breathe over him instcad—
Rank fumes, that reason only numb to rack the seething train,
And mock the victim with increased intensity of pain.
A thousand horrid, horrid, things in such dark hours I've seen,
That leagth of time will ne‘er eace from memory, 1 ween.
The dead, to show their grisly shapes, have torn, or cast away,
Their winding sheets, as palpable as in the light of day.
On coffins some did sit and gibe , some coffins had for shoes :
Som:e sat and rowed themselves with bones in coffins for canocs.
They've danced in weird phosphoric light, like clves beneath the moon,
To draughts that, whistling through their bones, kept up a sort of tune.
I've scen foul hags, with snakey locks, claw-fingers, wolfish eyes,
Parched skins, shrunk lips, protruding fangs of more than human size.
They sucked the blood of stolen babes, the teader flesh they tore,
And crunched the bones—1 hear them now~—and glared around for more.
I've nrchins seea with monstrous heads, but stunted frames und spare,
\With crooked backs, distorted limbs, and idiotic stare.
I've seen the murderer, with all his conscience in his face,
Look wildly up, as one who sued, aad suad in vain, for grace.
And gory heads, and severed limbs, have seemed before me flung.
The raviog maniac, broken loose, upon my bed has sprung.
Prodigious brutes and reptile swarms have girt me in a ring,
‘That ramped and roared, that coiled and crawled, or flew on hideous
wing. .
Veiled forms, and formless fantasies, bave petrified my sight.
Words fail to paint the fearful things 1've scen in dreams by night.
But O ! more loathsome to my ¢ye thaa all the phantom brood,
I meet by day upon our strects—the unmitigated dude.

Rouge ¢t Floir,
Published by the Students of TRINITY COLLEGE. Contributions

and literary matter of all kinds solicited from the Alumni and
fricnds of the Universaty.

All matter intended for publication to be addressed to the Editors,
Trinity College.

No notice can be takea of anonymous contributions. All matter to
be signed by the author, not necessarily, &c.

Advertisements, subscriptions, and L c
be directed to Hexry K. MersirT, Masaging Editor.

Terms, post paid—Annuval subscription, 31.00.
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TRINITY COLLEGE, TORONTO.
*EASTER TERM. 18S5.

IN the Autumn of the ycar 1884, the movement for
raising a Supplemental Endowment Fund for Trinity,
was started with the hearty assent of the corporation.
An centhusiastic and ¢rowded mecting held in the Con-
vocation Hall carly in the year 13882, was soon followed
by the announccment of & gencrous benefaction of o,
000 by the Henderson family, towards the crection of a
Collcge Chapel, the sanctuary of which shouil bea
memonal to their late sister, Miss Millicent Henderson.
This liberal donution was most gratcfully accepted by
the Corporation, and the work on the new chapel was
begun in the Summer of 1852, As soon as it became
certain that this long-fclt want was now about to be sup-
plicd, a largely attended mecting of resident members of
the College was called to consider the possibility of mak-
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ing on the part of the graduates and undeigraduates, some
distinct offering for the chapel. After full discussion it
was decided that a new organ was the best form which
the contributions of the students could take. Promiscs
of subscriptions (to be forthcoming, whether by collection
or otherwise, within five ycars), were then given in,
amounting to several hundred dotlars.
further increased at meetings in the vears 1883 and 1884,
so that a total sum of $1,135 was in this way promiscd.
At a meeting held in Lent Term, 1884, it was resolved
that the new organ should be built by Messrs. Lye &
Sons, Toronto, at a cost of $1,000, to be paid in instal-
ments, the first $500 upon complction of the instrument,
and the second with interest at 6°f, twelve months after-
wards. The organ, which is the gift of the students of
the College, has given unqualified satisfaction, and its
great use®.Iness is apparent toall. The first instalment
of $500 which fell due last October was at once paid,
and it is expected that all members of the College will
exert themselves to acct the forthcoming instalment due
next October.  In addition to this liability, certain im-
provements to the instrument are much needed, especially
the addition of a water moter and the insertion of some
new stops, room for which has heen left in the organ, but
which could not for lack of funds, be inserted in the
original cstimate. It is belicved that new members of
the College will not be behind those who have preceded
them in lending a willing hand to bring to a successful
completion a movement so well begun. Mr. Scadding
and M~. Church' have kindly promised to reccive sub-
scriptions for this purpose.

A MEETING of the corporation of the University of
Trinity College was held on Wednesday afternoon. Dr.
Harris of Brantford was chosen as the representative of
the University jn the council of the College of Physicians
and Surgcons of Ontario. The resignation by Rev. G.
A. 8. Schncider of the assistant Professorship of Divinity
was reccived and accepted.  The resigpation will take
cffect at the close of the present term, when Mr, Schnci-
der returns to England. A committce was appointed to
take steps towards filling the office and to report at a
future mecting.  The meeting then adjourned.

THE above recalls to our mind the French saying
“ Bien perdu, bien connu™ (a good when lost is valued
most). Professor Schncider is & profound scholar, an ac-
complished theologian, a thorough gentleman.  His de-
parture will weaken our Professoriate considerabiy, but
what is our loss is another’s gain, and this thought alonc
reconciles us to the separation.  \We owe Mr. Schneider
a deep Gebt of gratitude for crossing the Atlantic and
labouring with us thus long, and we desire to assurc him
that he has our hearty wishes for his prosperity in any
future ficld of labor.

This sum was -

Frox the door quickly closed to allow the entrance
of a late member of the Council to deliberate with that
august body, the echo of a new move on the part of our
governors has reverberated throughout ourhalls,and there
is now a cheerful expression on men's faces. If the truth
must be told there is a rumour afloat that a new course,
in additinn to thosc already cstablished, has been mooted
in our midst. It has been found by cxperience that we -
lack onc essential part of cducation—agriculture, and it
is reported that we are to vie with the Ontario Agricul.
tural College in the study of that branch of knowledge,
which may fit the young parson who lacks reasoning
powers, to properly choose the best kind of stick, with.
which to deal with refractory parishioners. The College
would reap untold advantages from this new departure.
The fiest year work could be eminently practical and the
benefit which the Cricket Club, for instance, would re-
ceive would more than compensate for the outlay neces-
sary to the successful establishnient of the department .
We would suggest that the men taking this course be not
wholly confined to out-door work, as there is much
within our walls that could furnish practical illustrations
of a young farmer’s lifc. We might occasionally have
the dust of ages removed from our rooms and a proper
inspection made of the garments lying bencath, while
out of doors, a new fence, such as a farmer is often rc-
quired to put up, might replace the acsthetic onc now
standing ; the hay-crop on the front “lawn”™ might be
cared for ; the cows at evening-fall driven away ; and the
thousand little odds and ends attended to, besides turn-
ing the gymnasium into a proper hennery and the
atmometer to a crow’s nest.  We highly approve of the
rumour concerning this new departure and only await
the official voice from the proper source.

DE L/ETO VICTORI/E NUNTI10.

Oppressa lucta corda levans gravi
Longe remolis fama volat locis,
Stravisse nostros barbarorum
Terribili exitio catervas,

Nuper relictis quas domibas visi
Insanientis consilium impalit
Vastare campos, »t colonos
Immeritos violare ferre.

Ebhea! periclum non metoentibos
Venit citato pesmicies grada:
Uxore cum fida maritum
Mors rapuit tenerosque natos.

Ergo juveatus pectore fervido
Ardens nefanda sumere debditas
Pro cacde pocnas arma primum
Ad sonitum ecce! capit tobarem,

“Tardaat rueatcs nulla negotia;
Summum patatar segoitics nefas:
Celare matronas dolentes
Ima pudorque docet dolorem.
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Atqui timendum est ne nimius furor,
Instar tumentis fluminis imbribus,
Exundet, insigaemque laurum
Saevitia maculet cruenta.

Clemens ab ipsis saepius hostibus
Parto triumpho victor amabitur,
Non ulla clemeniis valebit
Invidia attenuare laudes.

Non arma semper, non valius> manus,
Pectusque duro robure fortius
Vicere: nonnunquam poteates
Contudit ipse Deus cohortes.

Vires ministrans inferioribus.
Atmanda destra est, sed pietas magis

Armisque bellantes tuetur

Consilioque ducis periti.

COMMUNICATIONS.

Lditor of ROUGE ET NOIR:

Sir,—History repeats itself. The past abounds in
these repetitions, the present is furnishing others. Before
the time of the Wesleys, it was said, a bishop regarded
any spot on the surfaccof the carthas a welcome retreat,
save the diocese over which he was called to preside.
To-day, while this condition of matters does not literally
exist, there is a repetition of the same spirit. ' We have
sct apart a reading room, we have appointed a curator
for the same, the curate and his “ curacy ” are both the
creation of the same literary socicty, but, strange fact,
they will not “ chcmically combine” The curator, who
is, in a sense, an Lpisfapos, who is known to have lean-
ings to theology, in whose cye there is even a distant
vision of a mitrc,a pastoral staff and puffed sleeves, (and
herein lies the historical repetition) findsdelight in cvery
habitable spot—in the pure air of Springficld, or amidst
the crowded benches of the Grand, in philosophic dis-
cussions throughout College, or in silent meditation in
No. 34, at the convivial supper or even the more solemn
precincts of the chapel, in any of these rather than in his
own peculiar realm, the reading room. There is certainly
much to be said in favor of this course. First, it must
not be lost sight of that a man has the privilege of
choice, and that if he chooses to gratuitously relegate
work to others he is merely exercising this royal privilege
and sctting a nobic example of large-hearted self sacrifice.
Next, it may be argucd that the reading room litcrature
is not for ornament but for use, and that it was never
intended to be subjected to a stiff and uninteresting ar-
rangement, but that, when left to itself to glory in any
position or appcarance whatever, it stands out in all the
ravishing resplendence of natural simplicity. It is even
held that age improves the tone of a paper, and accord-
ingly we find, uppermost in our newspaper supply, the
New Jerusalem MMessenger, of some issuc long past, and

. Shaftesbury Bulletin of last year. But as a physician
is expected, rightly or wrongly, to prescribc medicine for
a patient who employs him, though there may be no
conceivable malady, we hold that the present curator is
bound, by virtuc of his appointment, to take charge of
the reading room and to rcgulate it regularly, though
our own private opinion is that no such attention is
necessary and that the reading room is a perfect paragon
of matchless varicty.  Under the regime of the last
curator, any onc could with his cycs shut determine with

undeviating accuracy the exact latitude and longitude
of any periodical. But no such ignominious charge can
be made now. The Century and the Guelph Herald co-
habit, the Guardian and the Ewvangelical Clurchman
embrace in close and unreserved friendship, the Globe and
the Aai/, once cnemics, now intermingle on the com-
munistic plan, neither making any pretensions to claim
a position as its own, but content to know that it has a
place somewhere within the four walls of the reading
room., The credit of introducing the present system,
with all its manifold advantages, belongs to the curator,
and the credit of pointing out its historical significance
is the boast of HisToRICUS.

[The Curator has anticipated the above panegyric and
with characteristic modesty has proceedes! t render him-
sclf unworthy of it. Several alterations have been made
of which we instance a few. The table, the prop of many
an aged magazine has taken the floor into partnership
with it and a branch office has been orened, notably the
porter’s lodge. The Alessenger and the Bulletin no longer
have the pre-eminence, as every paper in the pile has en-
joyed this distinction instantancously, extemporancously
and simultancously. Verily the Curator is no respecter
of newspapers—EDITOR.]

Editor of ROUGE ET NOIR.

DEAR SIR :—Usually about this time of the year
we arc trcated to a Report from the officers of the
Literary Socicty, of the successful debaters and essayists,
during the past Academic year. Secing that no action has
yet been taken in this matter, we respectfully invite at-
tention to the preparation and submission of a Report as
soon as the necessary judgments have been passed.

Yours,
STUDENT.

(Our correspondent is somewhat in error, as the
Council has decided the awards, which have been made
to Mr. T. G. A. Wright for the best essay and Mr. G.
H. Broughall for debating. EDITOR.]

LITERARY NOTES.

IN THE TENNESSEE MOUNTAINS, &y Clarles Egbert
Craddock, Boston : Houghton, Miffin & Co., 1885,
Toronto, Williamson & Co. Price $1.25.

A surprisc equal with the disclosure of the person-
ality of George Eliot, has been the revelation that Chailes
Egbert Craddock was none other than a bright Western
girl of St. Louis, Miss. Mary N. Murfree, who has passed
much of her life amid the untrammelled hills of the coun-
try so picturesqucly sct forth in her contributions to the
literature of the day. In these short storics, embodying
the vernacular of the Tennessce mountaincer, so much
knowledge of the-character and insight of men and ways
is shown, and the frcedom and vigor in which they are
desceribed, leads oncalmost intuitively to name the author
aszman. The style, with its marked chamcteristics,
shiows a master hand in the art of description, in subtle-
ncss of humor, in that touch of nature which instinctivély
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strikes a responsive chord in the breast, and we find our-
selves in the simplicity in which the tales are told, a
dweller amid the loncliness of the artless, uncultivated
inhabitants of the wood-covered mountains of this South-
cra state.  The idiosyncrasies of the mountain character
have been as deftly marked as the Creole of Geo. WV,
Cabie, the Southern negro accent of Jocl Chandler Harris,
or the language of the Californian argonauts of Bret
Harte. ¢ Drifting Down Lost Creek,” “ A Playin’ of Old
Sledge at the Settlement "and “ The ¢ Harnt’ that walks
Chilhowee " are deeper and the work of a more exper-
ienced hand than we are accustomed to find among short
story-tellers, and the descriptions throughout the whole

are perfect.  We quote a simple one :

*Lost Creek, sounded some broken minor chords, as it dashed
against the rocks on its headlong way The wild grapes were bloom.
ing; their {ragrance so delicate, yet so pervasive, suggested some ex-
quisite unseen presence—the dryads were surely abroad! The birch
trees stretched down their silver branches and green shadows. Through
rifts in the foliage shimmered glimpses of a vast array of sunny paral-
iel mountains, converging and converging till they seemed to meet far
away in one long, level line, so ideally blue that it looked less like earth
than heaven, The pine knots flamed and glistened under the great
wash-kettle, A tree-toad was persistently calling for rain, in the dry
distance."

Throughout, the book runs an unaffected vein of
humor, combining with it touches of description, which
often transfer themselves to glimpses of natural scenes
and pathetic incidents, but the beauty of the whole
fies in the fact that the men and women are real, and
appeal (to our feclings.” The book is somcthing new
in the style of American litcrature, and a valuable ad-

dition to it.

“THE LOXNG VAC.™

Visions of the long vacation! Ah! the feeling of elation,
As you bowl down to the staticn and take tickets for the four
\Vinds of Heaven, as the phrase is, when you mean a fellow pays his
Fare to where the mtstive blaze is wont less fiercely down to pour.

‘Thisis all of course provided you of reading not fight shy did,
And are not 2 poor, misguided, plucked man, coming up again
In October, rencrare the dolorem and must chary
Be of time, as with a wary coach in boadage you remain,

Sumimer Vac! Ah!drcam seductive, swearing that you'd have beea
plucked if
You'd not by a strole of luck divine for syme Ling hit the date;
Now to bid a hurried se/c unto polygon and Paley
Spectres that have kept you daily apprehensive for your fate.

Sweet 10 lic in bed till past ten, 0o more thinking of some last ten
Chapcls you'd to makea vast endeavor to put in before
You could et your term allowet you, no more wondering if they've
ploughed you
In that ;Eschylus you vowed you thought would certainly you floor

Sweet the visions of lawn.tenais, or of hammocks with Pendennis,
Or of floating & & Venice in a punt on shady stream,

\Vhea at ninety p'raps the glass is, moored among the river grasses,
You pronounce that ke an ass is, who would of exertion dream.

Lifz szom Lolie far nicrte ; visions of iced cup in plenty,

As thraoghout the four-and-twenty bours you nothing do but laze,
Qr upon 2 c0o! verandah, think of course of some Amanda,

And imagine you could stand 2 century of aimless days.

Then from this opinion parting, on the usnal picnic starting,
With the visions of sweet-hearting which that sort of thing implies,

Wheu, where summer woods environ, with some deftly-booted syren
“fou screnely talk of Byron, scenery or hazel cyes.

Then, sinceyou are not yet cighty, otiums cum dignitate
May grow, p'raps a trifle weighty as the scason lengthens out,
So you dream of potting plover, being of sport in dreams a lover,
And no end of ground p'raps cover, fishing for delusive trout.

Shun satiety's sad beaches, one proterdially preaches,
So, accepting what he teaches, further yet afield you roam,

Or forgetting land and Tuppers, now you dream of yachting suppers
Aud of hearing through the scuppers, dashing go the yellow foam.

And throughout that summer Vac. oh! what fair visions of tobacco,
Yet the scason doesn't lack occasional decided bores :

Sleeping in wet boating flanaels, craft becalmed in stifling char—els;
Breaking down of picnic van-ills one in visions quua ignores.

But when the vacation's over, back you come, O festive rover,
And in Academic grove or terrace run to earth again,
Grown perhaps a shade sedater, you'll admit, sooner or later,
To return to Alma AMater, you a month before were fain
W. R.

ABOUT COLLEGE.

—

Rev. F. W. Squire, now in Toronto, as curate of St.
Mathias’ Church, is doing good service for his Alma
MMater by preparing several candidates for matriculation.

Mr. Jas. H. Cooper, '$6, having decided to intersperse
hisarts programme with appropriate legal selections, has
postponed his graduation indcfinitely, and has as a con-
scquence ruthlessly torn himsclf from among us. We
lose in him a valuable curator, an enterprising, student
and not less an agrecable companion.

UNIVERSITY CONFEDERATION.

Much in the papers has been said,
Some now declare a farce it is,

That all the ink that has becn shed

Should briog no neater toa head

The much veaed question of Conlfed-
cration of the 'Varsitics.

. Religion, Arts and Sciencr wed

To follow the ** three R's.” It cas-
ily might seem that one place fed
By Artsmao, Tug and Student Med-
ical, should flourish by Coafed-
eration of the ‘Varsities.

*Twould seem the proper path to tread,
But then of course there are Cities
Who've been by Jocal interest I=d
To take another view instead,
And put 2 veto on Confed-
eration of the “Varsities.

The scheme's no doubt sfile zed
difficile. Yetmar's it case,

To hear abuses daily shed

By * Onlooker,” or “ X, Y. Z.”

Across the subject of Confed-
cration of the ‘Varsities.

A knotty phrase, with pitfalls spread,
1f there's atnan can parseit, bhe's

Worthy a Minister of Ed-

ucation’s thaoks, and merited

\Vould be his honoors for Canfed-

eration of the *Varsitics,



e

ROUGE ET NOIR.

el

®

‘WHAT ARTISTS SAY

OF THE

l, Desocombe

¥ 6.
0 ‘%amo/{;rfes
DEIS

-i;rumv.—::oAmmf or g the %en manufactured.”
ARTENS = the ve r3t mernit™

Paxkex, — ** The ﬂm::ymde in Canada.™ .
Bepix. — '] can in all respects recnmmiend them.”

FOR SALE BY A RCESPONSIBLE DIALEA IN
KACH PAINCIPAL CITY OF CANADA

Catalogues, Prices and Terms on spplicstion.

Octavius Newcombe & Go., Toronto

FRANK H. SEFTON, L.D.S.

DENTIST.

COR. QUEEN & YONGE STS,
Over Rose’s Drug Store,

TORONTO.

J. P. Kearsey,

556 QUEEN ST. W,, TORONTO.
Dealer in all kinds of
Foreign & Domestic Fruits,
CONFECTIONERY,

Aad Imported Fine Canned, Bottled and
Preserved Goods.

Bulk and Can OYSTERS fresh every day
when in Seacon.

The oldest Fruit and Oyster Depot in the West
End. EsTABLISHED 1§73.

BILTON'S
THE LEADING HOUSE FOR
TIIE BENT AND RPRENIIENT
FRUITS IV SEASOWN,
—ALSO—
NEW YORK COUNT OYSTERS.

Received fresh every day through the summer
months; and the first

SEA SALMOI.
BILTON’S 188 YONGE ST,

GENTLEMEN
In want of good fitting and;
weli made clothing should leave
their orders at PETLEY’S.
Centlemen?’s all wool tweed
suits, very anobby styles, only
$10at PETLEY'S,

Large Stock boys’ sprin
suits, very nobby, Gt PETLEY’S,
PETLEY & PETLEY,

128 to 132 King St. East.

TORONTO.

R. G. McLEAN,

General Job Printer,
13 ADELAIDE ST. E,
TORCONTO.

Telephone No. 637.

MY ILLUSTRATED AND
DESCRIPTIVE

O
, - (’,p Q,e“'b
J, B, SIMMERS e

THE LADIES OF THE

Church Embroidery Guild

Are prepared to receive orders for all kinds
of Church Embroidery, Altar Linzn, Colored
Stoles, Linen Vestments, Alms Bags, Altar
Frontals, Desk and Dossel Hangings, Etc.

Apply to the President,
173 Gerrard Street East.

J. H. CHEESEWORTH,

106 King Street West,
- TORONTO. -

ve  ERCHANT TAILORING

=" Special Discount to Students.

PROFESSOR
FOWLER'S GREAT BOOK.

Manhood, Womanhood, and their Mutual
Interrolations.

Love, its Laws, Power, etc. Selection or
Mutaal Adaption, Courtship, Married Life.

AS TAUGUT BY PURENOLOGY AND PHVSIOLOGY,
By PROF. O. S, FOWLER,
{Nlustratod.)

Price, $5.00 Mailod Xrreo.

CLOUGHER BRO. ERS, Booksellers.
27 King St. Wi :t Toronto.

OLD JUDGE CIGARETTES, unequaled
for Qaality, Purity and Workmanship.

Old Judge Cigarettes are manufactured from
the finest sun-cured Virginia ieaf, specially se-
lected for its smoking qualities; they are not
bleached by artificial process in order to give
them 2 bright appearance, but preserve all the
attributes of the pure natural leaf, hence the
e«quisite delicacy of flavor and amma they
possess, 2 deyree of excelleace no other Cigar-
cite has ever yet obtained.

They are endorsed as being, absolutely pure,
free from drugs, or any added flavoring what.
ever, by written centificate from U. S. Depart-
ment of Agriculture, Washington, D. C., and
the best analytical chemists of the leading cities
thfoughout the country generally, and are un-
oqualled in every respect.  GOODWIN & CO.,
New York, U.S.A.

NOW READY.

STORMONTH'S ENGLISH DICTIONARY
(TUE LIURART EDITION.)

* Dictionary of the Englisk Language, Pro-
no. ncing, Etymological and  Explanatory.
Embracing Scientificand other terms, numerous
familiar terms, and a copious sclection of old
English words, by the Rev. James Stormonth.
The pronunciation carefully revised by the Rev.
P. H, Phelp, M.A, 1,233 Pp., 4 0.

Cloth, $7.50: Half Morocco, $9.50; Half
Morocco, £xtra, $10.60.

WirLiamson & Co'y.

{Late Willing & Wiliiamson). TORONTO.

J. F. PETERKIN,
WOOD CARVER axp DESIGNER.

I MANUFACTURER OF ¢
MOULDING, CORNICES, WALL
POCKETS axp BRACKETS.

PICFURE FRAMER —
— AND GILDER.

71 Queen St. W.. Toronto.

Merchant Tailoring.

R. ). HUXNTER is now showing some mag-
nificent Suitings, Trouscrings, Black and Faacy
Coatings, Ete., in New Spring Goods.

Theattention of Clergymnen and Students is

rticularly called o our standard makes of

lack Goods.

THE MOST RELIABLE THAT CAN
BE PROCURED.

R. J. HUNTER,

COR, KING & CHURCH STS., TORONTO.

JOLLIFFE & CO,

Manufacturers and Importers of

- FUOURNITUORE-
LOUNGES, PARLOUR SUITES, _
FOLDING CHAIRS, SOFA BEDS,
MATTRESSES, BED LOUNGES,
CUSHIONS, HASSOCKS, UPHOLSTERY.

JOLLIFFE & CO.,
467, 469, 471 QUEEN ST. WEST
‘TORONTO.
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UNIVERSITY OF TRINITY COLLEGE. -

The Matriculation Examination will begin on June 20th, 1883, when the following scholarships for general ~pr;)ﬁé§-'

ency will be offered for competition

THE BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOLARSHIP OF $200. T
THE FIRST DICKSON SCHOLARSHIP OF $140.
THE SECOND DICKSON SCHOLARSHIP OF $ico0.

There will be a Supplementary Examination for Matriculation in October.

By a recent change in the Statutes, Candidates are required to pass in Classics and Mathematics and in one of

the following departments :—Divinity, English and French. -
The cxamination.s for the degree of M. D., C. M.. will begin on March 23rd, and for the degree of B.C. L. on
June 18th, s ’
Applications should be made to the Registrar for the requisite forms for giving netice. i .

TRINTTY MEDICAT. SCHOOL.

INCORPORATED BY ACT OF PARLIAMENT.

.

IN AFFILIATION WITH THE UNIVERSITY OF TRINITY COLLEGE, THE UNIVERSITY OF
TORONTO, AND THE UNIVERSITY OF HALIFAX. )

The Summer Session begins April 21st, ends June 30th. The Winter Session ﬁegiﬁ&: on October zst of. each
year, and lasts Six Months. In both the Summerand Winter Sessions the entire-Faculty takes part.

For Summer or Winter: Sessions announcements and all other information in regard ‘to LECTURES; SCHOLAR-

v

si1Ps, MEDALS, &C., apply to W, B. GEIKIE, Dean of the Medical Faculty, 324 Jarvis Street, Toronto.



