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A BALLADE OF CALYPSO.

The loud black flight of the storm diverges
Over a spot in the loud-mouthed main,
Wkhere, crowned with summer and sun, emerges
An isle unbeaten of wind or rain.
Here, of its sweet queen grown full fain,—
By whose kisses the whole broad earth seems poor,—
Tarries the wave-worn prince, Troy's bane,
In the green Ogygian Isle secure.

To her voice our sweetest songs are dirges.

She gives him all things, counting it gain.
Ringed with the rocks and ancient surges,

How could Fate dissever these twain ?
But him no loves or delights retain,

New knowledge, new lands, new loves allure ;
Forgotten the perils and toils and pain,

In the green Ogygian Isle secure.

So he spurns her kisses and gifts, and urges
His weak skiff over the wind-vext plain,
Till the grey of the sky in the grey sea merges,
And nights reel round, and waver and wane.
He sits once more in his own domain ;
No more the remote sea-walls immure ;—
But ah ! for the love he shall clasp not again
In the green Ogygian Isle secure.
L' Envoi,
Princes, and ye whose delights remain,
To the one good gift of the gods hold sure,
Lest ye too mourn in vain, in vain,
_ Your green Ogygian Isle secure !
W'“dSOr, N.S, CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

THE UNDERGRADUATE GOWN.

tivzvlthout entering at all into the deep philosophy of distinc-
incostumes in the case of the animal implume, the featherless
fagt t’hman-’ I am desirops of putting on record, as a matter qf
vers’it € origin of the existing undergraduate gown of the Uni-
mentytOf T01'0n_to. It was intended, in its form and adorp-
ev,e 0 be a tribute to the memory of one whose name will
in the T Interwoven with the early history of higher edqcatlon
Drinciselparts. the Rev. Dr. Joseph Hemington Harris, first
lnembpa of Upper Canada College. Dr. Harris had been a
ot ¥ Of Clare Hall, in the University of Cambridge, and
erely a member, but a fellow of his College, a position
quickly attained by a fifth Wrangler, as the doctor was, in
it waq hen King’s College, Toronto, was being organized,
Hayg suggested by some one among the large group of Dr.
Unde,, anadian ¢leves, that the gown worn by him when an
UniVegrr?'dUate should be the one adopted in the new Canadian
to Passsny' The idea was entertained ; and hence it has come
Colp that the distinctive undergraduate habit of University
day tlglsi oronto, successor to King’s College, Toronto, is to-
niVETsitOf an ancient and distinguished foundation in the
- &ng di Y Of Cambridge—ancient, as dating from A.D. 1326,
Stinguished, as being the

“grete college
Men clepe the Soler Hall at Cantabrege,”

spoken of by Chaucer in the Reve's Tale, and the College of
Geoffrey Chaucer himself. At least, so the tradition runs,

The undergraduate gown of Clare Hall is the same in form
as that of the Bachelor of Arts of the University, except that
perhaps it is somewhat less ample, and the sleeve, instead of
being open from the shoulder, is closed down to the inner
angle of the elbow, and just over this inner angle three
chevrons of black velvet are to be seen, a device doubtless bor-
rowed from the College shield of arms, on a part of which three
chevrons appear.

While at the present time the undergraduate gown of all the
seventeen separate Colleges in the University of Cambridge is
alike in shape, it is differenced for each particular college by a
special mark, so that to the experienced eye, a man’s college
is known at a glance. Clare Hall, for example, or Clare Col-
lege, as in later years it has been authoritatively designated,
has these three chevrons; St. John's College has in the same
position three horizontal bars ; other colleges employ a system
of narrow plaits, transverse or vertical, on the facings of the
gown, and other slight minutize of ornament, while the Trinity
undergraduate has a special distinction of which heis very
proud ; his gown, while not varying in shape from the standard
pattern, is wholly violet-coloured or blue. The T'rinity under-
graduate thus sometimes exchanges his undergraduate garb
with regret, for the sombre habiliments of the graduate, by
means of which he is merged in the general crowd more than
he had been before, the B.A. ribbons to the contrary notwith-
standing, which, though intended to be tied across the breast
to secure the gown on the shoulders, are usually allowed to
float to the right and left on the breeze, dignitatis causa.

Still, after all, it is to be observed that the present under-
graduate gown of Cambridge is not an ancient institution. I
am in a position to say that, for I happened to be a denizen of
the place when a wonderful change was effected in its under-
graduate habiliments in the year 1836. I feel pretty sure that
is the date, when an order came from the Caput or Executive
of the university that henceforth the primjtive, immemorial
undergraduate costume was to be abandoned and the habit
already above described assumed in its stead ; the queestionists,
f. e., the fourth year men of the .year, being at the same time
considerately excused the necessity of providing themselves
with new gowns. :

Now, it must be confessed that the old undergraduate habit
had at the time become a most disreputable-looking affair
throughout the whole university. Originally it was a longish
vestment descending to about the middle of the calf of the leg,
and made of strong, lustrous Russell cord, quite handsome to
behold when new, so far as its material was concerned.
Moreover, it was rather richly adorned with silk velvet down
its sides, and had a broad, rectangular flap of the same material
falling over the shculders, after the manner of the collar of a
man-of-war’s man’s blue shirt. But the garment was entirely
destitute of sleeves, and when on it had the exact appearance
of a child’s pinafore put on the wrong way. With every one
who was at all sensitive on the point of exterior effect, the
habiliment was most unpopular. It became a practice, even
with the newly-arrived in the university, to prefer second-hand
specimens, which were not difficult to procure, rusty in hue,
frayed in outline. And then, as to be clothed with the article
to the smallest extent possible was an object, it was from time
to time curtailed more and more, the skirts of the ordinary
roat becoming more and more grotesquely conspicuous below



it as the academic terms rolled on. The ignominious title of
“curtain ” universally bestowed upon it was an insinuation that
its sole function was to be a kind of veil suspended over the
less comely portion of the human frame. These studied
exaggerations of the deformity of the old undergraduate vest-
ment, having become habitual and inveterate throughout the
university, induced, as much as anything else, the authorities
at last to decree its abolition.

Such a striking revolution as that which followed in the
costume of the university could not pass over without giving
rise to a number of the customary squibs and epigrams. [
shall quote a few lines from a contemporary production of this
sort, which I have chanced to preserve. That they may be
properly understood, it will be necessary to observe that be-
tween the two all but contiguous colleges of Trinity and St.
John’s there is supposed to subsist a kind of continual latent
rivalry, both in respect of places gained in the class lists and
in respect of general college equipment, splendour of architec-
ture, spaciousness of grounds, courts, gardens and so forth, It
is also to be recalled that the undergraduate of Trinity had by
some good luck been already for many years exempted from
the use of the objectionable vestment, and allowed to envelope
himself in the imperial colour, by virtue, it is probable, of his
being 2 member of a royal foundation. Some caustic doggrel
had come forth, as it would seem, on the Trinity side of the
wall, cynically chaffing the Johnians on the figure they cut in
their new undergraduate attire. The rejoinder is in this
form :—

“ Be it known that offended and curtainless men
Have petitioned their Laureate to take up his pen,
And with one single flourish, whose force is infinity,
Put down the vile scandalous scribbler of Trinity.”

The said laureate then proceedsto indulge ina good deal or
opprobrious talk and perpetrate some atrocious puns. The
following specimen will suffice :

“ It is very well known that our robes long and new
Have made all the Trinity gownsmen look blue,
And since we've brought down our gowns to their levels,
Our Trinity neighbour’s been filled with blue e
Qur, three stripes of velvet so plain to all eyes,
Which we wear on our arms in the new-fashioned guise,
Show we're Sergeants at least, while it equally true’s
Each Trinity man’s but a grivate 2 10’ Blues.”

An audacious reading of a line from the De 4rse Poetic
heads the whole piece—* Quatuor aut plures ax/za premuntur
in énches "—with ¢ Free Translation ” added—* The curtains
are lengthened three or four inches.”

It will now be seen that the existing undergraduate gown of
the University of Toronto, adapted, as it has been narrated,
from Clare Hall, in Cambridge, in honour of Principal Harris,
turns out after all not to be the vestment in which that educa-
tional benefactor of Canada trod the courts of Clare Hall. In
his day the undergraduate vestment worn there was the tra-
ditional one of Chaucer’s era, under which the modern youth
of Cambridge chafed so long.

The initiation of distinctive academic costumes in a new
college in a new country led, when King's College was being
put in operation, to some consideration of the question whether
the habiliments proposed, if adopted at all, might not in some
points be so modified as to be rendered occasionally of some
practical use, as articles of dress, instead of being, -as in Uni-
versities generally they have become, mere conventiona! orna-
ments? Is it not well known that most of the vestments now
regarded as official costume were originally ordinary matter-of-
fact articles of dress? Was not the academic square cap, now
so paste-boardy and stiff, as it comes from the hands of the
maker, once a skull-cap or coif, fastened sometimes under the
chin with strings, with a comfortable bonnet of felt or wool put
on over it? Was not the hood, with its liripipe depending,
the common covering of men's heads before the introduction
of the beaver ; and the tippet attached thereto a realistic thing
for the protection of the neck and chest? Were not scarves
and stoles simply mufflers, sometimes as old pictures show, ac-
tually fur boas,—thrown back over the shoulders when not jn
use? And was not the M.A. gown properly a loose sack with
capacious sleeves provided with armholes in front, back through
which the arms could be withdrawn at pleasure, and the hands
thrust down into a pair of roomy mitts, the survival of which isto
be seen in the horse-shoe cut of the M.A, sleeve, sometimes con-
sidered so mysterious? I do not know that any results, very
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enduring, came of these suggestions. But I certainly remember
seeing the President himself—if not several of the professors—
wearing, as December drew on, an academic cap, covered, as
to the spherical part of it, with handsome black Astrachan dog
skin fur, over which the usual quadrangular trencher and tassel
did not look amiss. The professor of Divinity, it may be added,
invented a shovelesque winter fur cap for the use of D.D.’s and
other dignitaries, provided with a broad projecting peak, and a
turn-up or turn-down, as circumstances might require, fitting
close to the head behind, but coming round slantingly on both
sides to the broad peak in front in such a way that the whole
could converiently be worn, it necessary, under the capote of a
Canadian habitan’s or Hudson’s Bay coat; on the motsf of
which also the professor designed a useful every day cassock,
which was adopted by some, and possibly continues in use.

HEeNrY ScaDpDING.

——

FAME,

In days gone by of worldly fame I dreamed,
What time I lay upon the tented field
And sleep, by weary marching gained, had sealed
Mine outward eyes ; and in my dream I seemed
To stand on high, where silk and Jjewels gleamed,
And hear the hum of praise while joy-bells pealed—
Yet in my heart there lay a woe concealed,
For never eyes on mine with true love beamed.

But now I envy not a warrior's fame
Tho' he be victor in a thousand fields ;
For, once o’erthrown, the world forgets his name
And Beauty her sweet smile no longer yields—
For in thine eyes I see eternal love,
And I am famed all earthly fames above.

W, P. McKENzZIE, *

TWO MODERN ENGLISH WRITERS.

It is one of the melancholy things to reflect that however
crowded the age may be with more or less clever and industri-
ous writers, few of them win contemporary fame, and fewer
still, when they have gone hence, find an abiding-place in the
literary annals of their time. With whatever skill and toil their
books may be brought forth, how soon does the wind wail
heedlessly over their once living pages, as it will one day wail
heedlessly over the narrow tenement that encloses their for-
gotten dust! In the midst of this entombing process, which
is ever repeating itself, it is with no little pleasure that we now
and then note the good fortune of some writer who bids fair to
defy oblivion, or who has lengthened his hold on the public
attention by the possession of gifts which the world was slow
to recognize and a miser to reward. In the former category
we may place the comparatively little known philosophic nov-
elist, George Meredith, True, his novels are caviare to the
multitude ; but for over a quarter of a century he has plied his
skilful, though often cynical, pen, and striven hard to merit the
fame which seems now about to be meted out to him,

To those who are wearied with the inanities of most writers
of modern fiction, and who care to give the thought necessary
to the intellectual enjoyment of a clever writer, who is at once
a shrewd discerner and an able delineator of human character,
the novels of George Meredith will be found well worthy of at-
tention and will amply repay the labour which their careful
perusal demands. Of the novelists of the time there are few,
in our judgment, who possess greater intellectual power, of
whose writings present a more unique individuality, Like the
works of George FEliot—with whom our author may well be
classed—the writings of George Meredith manifest remarkable
insight, subtle and profound thought, and a quaintness ©
humour, which is heightened by an almost unexampled power
of epigrammatic phrasing, No less remarkable is his skill in
dissecting character, in analysing motives, and in laying bare
the roots of human action. In dealing with present-day prob-
lems, in politics and sociology, he has the grasp and insight
necessary for their elucidation, and which assure one that,
however appalling these problems may at times appear, there1$
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a least ohe mind capable of throwing light upon them and of
Materially aiding in their solution. As few of his writings
Seem to be known to Canadian lovers of fiction, and but one
OF two are to be met with in the cheap libraries, we may indi-
Cate such of his novels as are most deserving, not of popularity
rfor they are not simple enough to win that—but of the in-
rest and attention of the thoughtful reader. These are:
“The Ordeal of Richard Feverel,” ¢ Emilia in England,”
l}oda Fleming,” ¢ Vittoria,” ¢ Beauchamp’s Career,” The
Zgoist,” “ Evan Harrington,” and “ Diana of the Crossways.”
he first and last two of these we would especially recommend.
e range of interest and diversity of theme in these stories
Will surprise and delight the reader ; while he will find in the
uthor’s poems and comedies, if he cares to seek them out,
much vigorous, though sometimes too recondite thought, which
cﬁ ong to great creative intellects, with a delicacy of touch
Aracteristic of the true poet.
Into neither the plot nor the incidents of Mr. Meredith’s
Novels have we space here to enter, nor can we indicate further
€ treat in store for the studious reader of them who makes
€Ir acquaintance for the first time. Again we say that these
Novels require thought on the part of the reader ; but if he can
tget over their sometimes tedious prologues and become accus-
Omed to their author’s portentous mannerisms, he will be
aundantly rewarded. As a writer of English, if in nothing
else, George Meredith is well worthy of study. His style,
10ugh terse and compact, is bright and luminous ; his imagina-
'on is rich and vivid ; and his sympathies are broad and
igenemu_s- Besides these attractions, Mr. Meredith is a most
Dstructive and suggestive writer, one that has, in a marked
€gree, what so many novelists of the day lack—genius.
Nother comparatively little known author who is ra.pldly
makmg a place for herself in the literature of the time is the
rady who writes under the pseudonym of Vernon Lee. Her
€al name, we believe, is Violet Paget. She is of English birth,
Ofollgh she was educated in Italy, and has long been a resident
o that country. Her style, like George Meredith’s, is her
tw“§ but, unlike that novelist’s, it is florid and discursive ;
ti Ough her work is equally charged with thought, and is at
Imes overburdened with ethical purpose. Vernon Lee, though
le has very marked natural gifts, is the blossom—we had
Amost said, the full-blown flower—of the higher education of
iWOmen. This she herself almost admits in a passage occurring
" a collection of Essays on the Renaissance in Italy, which,
While it bears the marks of youthful enthusiasm is at the same
'me rich ip thought and richer still in suggestion. Spealfmg
ese essays, our author says that * they are mere Impressions
i: veIORed by study ; not merely currents of th.ought' and feel-
Rg’ “,’thh I have singled out from the multifold llfe of the
enaissance, but currents of thought and feeling in myself
lch. have found and swept along with them certain items of
Chaissance lore.” Art is chiefly her theme—in the twin-
ka“dmaids of Music and Painting—and Italy, which she
NOWs as the lover knows the face of his mistress, IS the
g‘a‘n field of her work. But, as a clever and culﬁured
VOman, instinct with imagination, and brimful of ideas,
raimofl Lee seems capable of writing on any subject, as the
i hge and variety of her Essays indeed bear witness. Her pub-
Shed work, so far, includes art, biography, religious philosophy,
8enera] literature, and fiction. In all of these departments she
as Challenged criticism, and in one at least her clever work
33 all but disarmed it. In 1880 appeared “ Euphorion”—
ﬁ:es‘lmably named after the wondrous child of Faust and He-
chna, whom Carlyle speaks of as  the offspring of Northern
aracter wedded to Grecian culture "—a volume of stories of
foﬁ antique and the medieval in the Renaissance. This was
Owed by ¢ Belcaro,” a collection of Essays on Aisthetical
Uestions, of an intensely subjective character. Her first work
eiealt with the great Italian musicians and composers of the
ghteenth century ; the latter with the painters and sculptors.
1ese volumes are loving studies of the art-world of Italy, apd
1Splay a wonderful discernment of its beauties, with a lavish
E‘a!se of its creators. These again were followed by a novelette,
Dtitled « Ottilia,” and by a biography in the “ Eminent Wo-
en Series,” of the Countess of Albany, who was married in
;" youth to the ill-fated Charles Stuart, the Pretender, and af-
ce Wards became the mistress of the Italian poet Alfierl. Re,-’
a Atly we have also from her pen a novel,“ A Phantom ]",ovqr,
“hd.a volume of speculative essays, entitled, Baldwin,” being
lalogues on Views and Aspirations.” This, her-latest work,

has all the finer feminine (ualities, of lofty aspiration and high
ethical purpose, which mark Vernon Lee’s writings, with the
strength of the acute but, unfortunately, sceptical thinker.
¢ Baldwin,” who has been called * an atheistic sort of Socrates,”
discusses with a number of other interlocutors such subjects as
the responsibilities of belief, the morality of vivisection, the
value of the ideal in fiction, and the beneficent agencies of lit-
erature and art. On all these subjects Vernon Lee has some-
thing fresh to say, though the manner of saying it is not always
happy. Still less happy are the views she puts into the mouth
of the chief interlocutor. With his aspirations we cannot fail
to have much sympathy, but we should like to have seen them
the blossom of the soul rather than of the intellect. The moral
effect of the Dialogues is almost entirely lost by the anti-Chris-
tian attitude of the characters introduced, and by the failure to
see that morality does not arise from any *rule of the road,”
devised by the self-preserving instincts of human society, but
from moral intuitions which have their ground-work in a Revela-
tion which the interlocutors deride, and in a Being whose ex-
istence they contemptuously ignore. On purely intellectual
subjects, our author, however, has the faculty of interesting the
reader, and of occasionally inpressing him with a sense of the
nobility of her aims and the genuineness of her claim to be
heard as a thinker and a teacher. With the defect we have
pointed out, thoughtful readers may take up her books with
profit, and find in them the earnest reflections of a clever
woman and an able writer.
G. MERCER ADAM.

MY CUPID.
"Ipws ppévas dpgpexddufer,
Iliad II1., 442.

The fickle pleasure-loving race
Who peopled erstwhile storied Greece,
Whose genius, strong, refined and chaste,
Is still the model for our taste,
Were shrewd and skilled enough, I grant,
In things whereof the mere pedant
May prate, or modern aesthete rave,
The sun-light glinting on the wave,
The rustling bay or olive leaf,
The scented gold of harvest’s sheaf,
The god-like grace of human form,
The darkling glory of the storm,
As whistling from the north it lowered
O’er straining forest-tops, and poured
Its gushing, gusty squadrons down
On waving fields and fallows brown,
Or swept where white-waved billows roar
In long succession to the shore. «
Fancy’s swift shuttle, with bright threads like these,
‘Filled warp and woof of life for them with colors sure to please,

And when their grave philosophers first strove
To enter Mind’s dark kingdom, and unlock
Its stores of mystery, the treasure trove,
The spoils of intellect, won by the shock
Of labored onset on the forest grim
Of Ignorance rude and cruel, furnish him
With clew who fain would tread again the way
They trod before him centuries ago.
Or when the Muse inspired the Poet’s heart
With lofty passion’s generous ebb and flow,
How sweet the numbers rose at his behest,
Whether to melting love he tuned his lyre,
Or swept its ringing, echoing chords with patriotic fire.

But though in pride of intellect, in patriot zeal,

The sons of Hellas stand aloof, alone,

A long-robed shadowy throng, not stern, but drawing close
Ahout their faces ghostly cerements

Of greatness long-departed but unequalled still ;

Though poets never sang like theirs, nor grew
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Under the sculptor’s chisel rare such forms

Of breathing, speaking beauty as their gods,

Their Zeus and Artemis from Pheidias’ cunning hand,
How strangely they mistook in bodying forth

Their God of Love, their Eros, as a petulant boy,
Blind, winged, with how and stinging arrows armed,

A peevish, vengefu) child, not brooking cheek nor cross,
But wild, imperious, coquettish, coy.

Type truer far in you, dear girl, I find
Than quick Hellenic fancy could divine
For Love, the master-passion of our kind,
That moving melting force, that in such wise
Does one day enter into change the mould
Our very souls were cast in, and to fill
With Heaven’s own glow the loveless heart and cold,
Till love's new cadences on my heart-strings thrill,

Far be the spoilt blind boy from me, dear heart,
When you are in my thoughts ; your sparkling eye
Is lighted not at Anger’s torch ; no part
Nor lot has Jurid peevish jealousy
In your dear breast ; motive unkind or low
Can find no harbour there ; the kindling blush
That rises mantling over cheek and brow
Is sweet as dew-dipped rose, no forced affected flush.

How sweeter far to me your matron’s grace,
The arch coquetry of your clear dark eyes,
Than the winged boy’s bright dimpled changeless face
Where the true melting love-light never lies.
Mere beauty I could never love ; beneath
The fairest face there lurks the grinning skull;
The tender heart and kindly soul that breathe
In face and feature make your love so masterful.
J. T. FOTHERINGI1AN,

AN AFFECTATION OF THE POETS.

Chief among ths affectations of the poets is that tendency
to gloom observable in so many writers of verse of the present
day. Sadness, world-weariness, hopelessness, is literally the
burden ‘of their strain—a burden that they bear all too
willingly. It seems like a hard and cruel thing to say of
suffering, it is an affectation, and of grief, it is unreal, but
the practical mind is frequently moved to the reflection that
the amount of effort now expended in clanking chaing would
be sufficient, if rightly expended, to break them.

“I sometimes deem it half a sin
To put in words the grief I feel,”

says Tennyson, and having encouraged us by this bit of con.
fidence, we feel like going a step farther, even to the verge of
intimating that to our unpoetic gense it would be better to
substitute “ often” and ¢ wholly ” for “gsometimes ” and
“half,” respectively. We are told too frequently that this ig
& weary world of woe. The statement is smooth and allitera-
tive, and one is tempted to give mournfu] cadence to it when
one remembers old age, with its infirmities, middle age, with
its blighted hopes and ruined prospects, youth’s broken
hearts, and childhood’s cut fingers and shattered toys. Very
sad are these, and very real to those who suffer from them,
But it is only children and poets who make a wanton display
of their griefs. They sigh and sob and will not be comforted,
They are certain that because the day is cloudy and their
pleasure is postponed, that therefore all the days of their
lives will be dark, and that for them pleasure, except ag g
name, has ceased to exist. If it ig g sign of immaturity, of
what one may call amateurishness in life to weep and bewail,
‘ to curse the heavens and die,” why not in literature ?

In a world of unrealities there is nothing quite so fantastic-
ally unreal as poetic woes. The poet_deplores his loss—ag
though anything could ever belong to us ; he broods over his
affliction—as though to keep open an old woung were the
best thing for it, or for him, or for the unwilling spectator
and continyally reminds us that “ earth ig g place of graves,”
What hm we fo do W;tl; graves? They concern ys nof,

R A R I R e i S S i

Dec. 25, 1886.

They are of the earth, earthy. The materialists are welcome
to them. May they take possession of them soon !

However real sorrow may seem to the rest of us, one mus
always think it an affectation in the poet. In his heart he
dimly feels it to he such. What fellowship have the lofty
virtues of courage, hope, faith and Patience with the weak
souls that rail at fate? Happiness, like heat, ig invisible and
intangible, and yet it is the life of the world. 1t 18 positive,
indestructible, immortal, It is the broad and strong founda-
tion of our being, but in our gross materialism, accustomed to
distrust what we cannot see, we build too slightly upon it,
and then complain because around the frail structure that we
have hesitatingly reared, the storms of life beat heavily, and
its windowless interior is chill and dark.

“Build thee more stately mansions, oh, my soul !
As the swift seasons roll,
Leave thy low-vaulted past !

This is the adjuration of the strong-souled poet.

After all, what is this sorrow of which so much is sung and
said ? ¢ She is no transient guest,”” proeclaims one of the sad-
oyed singers. But it is equally certain that she will not out-
stay her welcome. No need to be harsh in her dismissal.
The worthy Quaker, who was sorely plagued by a stranger,
who lingered an interminable time within his gates, finally
freed himself by introducing this striking clause into hig
morning petitions : “ And oh, Lord, we entreat thy special
blessing upon our dear friend, Samuel B., who is to depart
from us this day.” Is it too much to say that no grief is
blest until it departs from us? So long as it sat at our table
and slept beneath our roof it was a continual source of irrita-
tion and depression. But now the clouds lift, the sun shines
forth, frolic breezes disport with the manuscript of dismal
ditties, or bear them out of sight forever : .

“And so.the shadows fall apart,
And so the west winds play,
And all the windows of my heart
I open to the day.” .

It is & common superstition that joy 18 light, effervescent,
lacking in experience and wisdom, suited for children, or for
the ignorant and thoughtless. The same may be said of
health, which is the normal condition of everyone. Sadness
is soul-sickness. Disease, whether of soul or body, has many
beautiful outward appearances, but its substance is unsound-
ness, its atmosphere is poisonous, its end is death.

It would be folly to contradict the oft-repeated statement
that the poets learn in suffering what they teach in song. But
what is it they teach in song? Would they have us believe
that despair 18 the natural lot of man, and that hope and joy
are made of such stuff asdreams? Then indeed they have
not learned the alphabet of suffering. What grief greater
than bereavement—a continual realization of the fact that we
have lost a life dearer to usthan our own life—and yet, note
the lesson learned in this bitterest form of suffering .

“1 hold it truth whate’er befall
I feel it when I sorrow most,
"Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all,”

There is a deeper lesson still, which lies at the very heart of
suffering. It is seldom expressed in words, but we sometimeos
read it in glorified characters on the faces of those who have
endured pain and privation, disappointment and hardship all
their lives long. Briefly expressed, it is the knowledge that
only through wilfulness of our own are we ever shut out of
God’s presence, and in His presence is fallness of joy.

To those blest singers who have escaped from the prison-
house of gloom, within whose unbolted doors 80 many feeble
souls have chosen to remain, we say not, ‘“ What of the
night ? ” but evermore our cry goes forth, “ What of the day?”
In the shining distances which are yours by heritage, do you
not

“Have glimpses that will make us less forlorn ?*
Do you never catch sight of

“The sun which bares its bosom to the morn,”

And
*“The white arms in the breakers tirelessly tossing.”

Say naught to ug of darkness and decay, but tell us about
that blithesome time of year

“When the lily-footed spring glides out at summer's gates,”
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And whey _
“Whether we look or whether we listen,
We hear life murmur or see it glisten.”
For it ig life,
“ Oh, life, not death for which we pant,
More life and fuller that we want.”

Poetic retrospection—introspection—vivisection ! Enough,
Snough !

“ What though the heart’s roses be ashes and dust,
What though the heart’s music be dead ?
Still shine the grand heavens o’erhead ! ”

A. Etnerwyn WETHERALD.

“LOVE'S WANING.”

A RONDEAU.

O waning Love ! it surely cannot be,

That this poor shrunken thing indeed is she,
Who lured me on with sweet beguiling grace,
And lingered lonely, in my warm embrace,

As coral isle lies bosomed in the sea !

Reckless of riven vows, fair, false and free ;
Could my fond eyes fatality foresee,
Bathed in the light of Beauty’s smiling face,
O waning Love ?

And yet, could Fate once vary her decree,
And traitorous Time unroll the past for me,
I would not from the scroll one line efface,
But with affection fond would note each place
Where thou wert dear, yea ! all in all to me,

O waning Love!

Torontg, F. M. FIELD.

SIX WEEKS AT THE SOUTH.
)'eaAr SoJourn for about six weeks at New Orleans, early last
anq ’stgave me an opportunity of observing many things new
Street fange to a Canadian. For instance, in that city all the
orm drains, or sewers, are above ground. A main drain
S @ sluggish canal in the middle of one of the wide streets

or
senaven“es; and yet the effect is not so unpleasant to the

Shows as might be supposed. After a heavy shower—and
greer:tare unusually heavy in New Orleans—a steam-pump

gtoungq Power was put in motion to clear the Exhibition
"ds of the accumulation of water collected there.
in ,.ece“: all burials are above ground. The bodies are placed
SOmeeptacles called “ovens,” fwhich are hermetically closed.
are laro these are neat little brick or stone structures ; others
ten o 8¢, and capable of containing in tiers, one above another,
that yar cty Coffins.  The reason for this kind of sepulture is,
face ater is everywhere found about two feet below the sur-
b“Tial . the ground, The Jews, who object to this kind of
feet o, Inter their dead under mounds raised about two or three
Ove the ground level.
istoricaliench and Spanish creole quarters of New Orleans are
Can harq] y of H}uch Interest to strangers. A person when there
Miniq ¥ Imagine that he is in America, much less under the
at N of the stars and stripes. ‘ _
ntan:thnal pecullarlt{es are long-lived and die hard, even
bnst(; With an aggressive cosmopolitanism, is abundantly'
ag Sketchated in New Orleans. The “old _creole days,
f thejy ed by George W. Cable, do not now exist, but enough
especiauspmt still lingers to show how averse the F 'rencl?, and
A’néﬁ‘.ai}; :.:le Spanish, Creole of to-day is to fraternize with /es

in

n . .
540 € of the most amusing incidents of a visit to New Orleans

turba‘:: tch the groups of negroes—chiefly women with bright
olg Fre;:}}:at congregate near the Cathedral and about the

market, and listen to their incessant jabber in a
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Irench patois peculiar to themselves, grotesquely marked as
it is by the peculiarities of manner and the characteristic
shrug of that vivacious nation.

Had I space I should like to say a few words about a most
interesting visit which I made to Shell Beach, on an arm of
the Gulf of Mexico, and also to the famous ** jetties 7 at the
main embrochure of the Mississippi into the Gulf of Mexico.
Shell Beach is remarkable as exhibiting a practical example
of the slow process by which the chalk cliffs of Dover were
formed. On this beach there are billions of small shells which
have been dashed up by the sea waves. They form hard and
compact banks, and appear to be slowly becoming converted
into a limestone formation,

The *“jetties ” are renowned as an example of the wonderful
scientific skill and foresight displayed by Captain Eads, who
constructed them, He successfully solved the difficult prob-
lem of keeping open an unobstructed channel to the Gulf
of Mexico, through what had been the sluggish and choked-
up arms or passages of the river to the Gulf. This channel was
opened up through the delta which had been formed by the
mud and debris carried down tor long years from the far west
and north by the great “ Father of Waters."

My visit to New Orleans was, however, for a far different
purpose. It had to do wlth the educational features of the
great ‘“ International Exposition” held there last year. The
Fducational Exhibit at that Exposition was very complete and
extensive—especially from France, Japan, Jamaica, and the
several States of the Union. The exhibits from France and
Japan were remarkable for their fullness and variety, while from
the United States Bureau of Education at Washington and
from nearly every one of the States in the Union there was no
lack of pupils’ work and school material displayed. A separate
gallery was also set apart for an exhibition from the coloured
schools. -This exhibit formed a most instructive and suggestive
study. It was unique in its combination, and, in many respects,
was characteristic of the peculiarities of the coloured race. The
mental and manual labour of the pupils in the schools was dis-
played in about equal proportions. The handicraft was some-
what rude, it is true, but still specimens of map-drawing, of
writing, of arithmetic and of composition, as well as of cabinet
work, carpentering, broom making, sewing, and quilt making,
were quite creditable. The wsthetic taste of the negro was
displayed in striking specimens of water colour drawings, vivid
in style, and in oil paintings, not certainly copied from the “old
masters.” Nor was the embroidery equal to the exquisite spaci-
mens from Japan.

As one of the International Jurors selected to examine and
make awards on the vast array of educational work displayed,
I had an ample opportunity of noting the condition, progress
and prospects of education throughout the Union and else-
where. The study was a most instructive and practical one.
It was in some respects a revelation. I felt that Ontario must
look well to her laurels, or she will be lett behind in the race
of practical and industrial education,

Industrial education is now the question*of the day, and we
have barely looked at it; while I'rance, England, and many
States of the Union have, within the last few years, made it an
essential feature of their educational operations.

Hitherto we have regarded the New England States as being
in advance of the other States in the completeness and tho.
roughness of their system of education. And yet the jurors
were unanimous in placing Minnesota in the highest rank of
educating States. To her was awarded a grand diploma of
honour, while to three of the New England States they were
only enabled to award a third grade in rank. Massachusetts
and Rhode Island had, in their judgment, to take second rank.
As a rule, the jurors found the Western States of Indiana,
Illinois, Towa and Ohio quite in advance, both in the superior
character of the pupils’ work exhibited, and in the evident
practical character of the teaching in the schools,

The prospects of education in the South are very cheering.
The Freedman’s Aid Society of the Methodist Episcopal Church,
the Congregational and Baptist Missionary Societies, are doing
good work. Many of the Southern States too, as the weight
of the enormous war debt of $400,000,000 is being lightened,
are putting forth renewed effort to afford the colored population
the means of acquiring a good practical education.

And yet there still lingers in many parts of the South, great
hostility to the education of the quondam slaves., The infly.
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ence of the Northern residents in the South is all in favour of
uplifting the colored race, but they meet with much sullen, and
often open opposition. It is even carried so far as to socially
ostracise the educational agents and teachers from the North,
especially those who seek to establish colleges and higher in-
stitutions of learning for the negroes.

Want of space forbids more than a reference to the success-
ful solution of the problem of Indian education. The policy
of the Indian Department of the United States has of late years
been vigorously and judiciously directed to this end. Bands
of Indian youth of both sexes have been brought from the In-
dian reserves and placed in such industrial schools as that at
Carlisle, in Pennsylvania. There they are skilfully trained in
regular habits of industry and thrift. The convenience and
comforts of home-life, as enjoyed in dwelling-houses, are de-
monstrated to their senses and judgment, so that when they re-
turn to the reserves they carry with them the feeling that such
things have become a necessity to them.

A most interesting feature of the jurors’ work was to examine
and make awards in several departments of women’s work. A
diploma of honor was awarded in the Literary division for a
« collective exhibit, embracing nearly 1,400 volumes of pub-
lished works in the English language by women.” 1In the Sci-
entific division a similar diploma was awarded for another
« collective exhibit, including about fifty illustrated examples
of the scientific work done by women, in astronomy, botany,
chemistry, mineralogy, zoology, entomology, architecture and
ethnology.”

Want of time forbade a visit to the Teche country, the home
of the expatriated Acadians and of Longfellow’s Evangeline.

J. GeorcE HODGINS,

Toronto, December, 1886.

USRI

THE SONG IN “CYMBELINE.

¢ Fear no more the heat o’ the sun.”

Saeviat acris hyems, urat sol fervidus agros;

Nil tibi quod noceat bruma vel wstus habet.
Exactus tibi jam labor est numerataque merces ;
Claudit opus vesper,”tempus abire domum.

Aurea sic pueri, sic aurea turba puellx,
Servorum ut proles sordida pulvis erunt.

Torva supercilia et gladios contemne potentum ;
Imperia in manes nulla tyrannus habet.

Omnia mors ®quat ; nec major arundine quercus
Nec tibi vestis erit cura nec ulla cibi.

Regum non aliter sceptra atque Machaonis artes
Pallados et doctac munera pulvis erunt.

Ira Jovis celo tonet et micet ignibus wther,
Non rumpent somnos fulmina dira tuos.

Irrita nec metues mendacis verbera linguie;
Ultimus hic luctus lwtiticeque dies.

Tota cohors Veneris, toto quod in orbe juventx est
Lege tua, exiguo tempore, pulvis erunt.

GOLDWIN SMITH,

THE STORY OF A CHANCE ACQUAINTANCE.

“ Ah, there ! " he said, waving his arm with easy grace as he
stepped out on the pavement, cigar in hand, to meet the horse-
car; and the electric light seemed to etch his form for a mo-
ment on the vague background of shadow and stir and shift-
ing half-lights on King street before us,—for it was after eleven
o'clock of a night in August, and I was standing alone with the
driver on the platform of the last McCaul street car. A mo-
ment after his exclamation he was with us on the platform.

My conversation with the driver had been disjointed, owing
to a habitual preoccupation of mind on his part, suggestive
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of frequent dexterous clutches at the brake-handle, by which
all was brought to a standstill as his eye caught the  signs
people make before boarding a horse-car ; but between the nev
comer and myself the stream of talk flowed more freely.
we moved along we spoke of one thing and another, 1 forg®t
what, until our talk came to be of Poughkeepsie on the Hud
son, which I knew from of old. ~“Ididnt tell you he is ™Y
uncle,” he said, when I asked him if Dr. Mayne lived still 1
Poughkeepsie. ‘¢ His son, my cousin Jack, and myself enter
Bellevue Medical School together a year ago. One of Jac
Mayne’s chums at the school was Gus Dekker,—you must hav
known Cus, too. Wasn’t he sort of grad of your university

« Well,” T admitted, ““ he matriculated, I believe. He W”f
around here two years in a desultory way. Wiley, a friend ¢
mine who was here then, used to say that Dekker was mof
different kinds of fool than any—" .

«“Yes, that's Gus Dekker ! ~He's something like those little
prize arrangements, you know, they have at church fairs. .
costs you a dime ante,—only in his case you squander it 12
sample room ; and then you can draw him out as easy as P
thing, and you find there’s nothing particular in him. Anb
besides, you knew that beforehand in both cases, and—" ¢

I remember that as the car swept round the curve at b
head of York street he was telling the following story.

« After the examinations last April, when we were all at the
end of our first year, Dekker expressed a wish to get some¢ “,'5
sight into a physician’s ordinary practice ; and as- Dr. Mayné
assistant—for he did his own dispensing—intended to be 3Wat
from Poughkeepsie for a few months, it was arranged ﬂ&i
Dekker should pass the summer with my uncle. He was
lighted with the plan, and two jolly fellows they were, J&:
and he, as I saw them off up the river early in June, prom®
ing to follow them before the end of the month. It

“T had a postcard from Dekker before I left New York: °
announced that ¢ except a few cases of ague there was noth!”
doing as yet,—the people round there were too condem? 1
healthy for a man of ideas, who knew a thing or tWo about *
the latest methods of treatment.” He kept his hand in, h?nﬂ
ever, by spending a great deal of his time fishing and sho urs
with Jack. The two seemed to be having a pleasant su
mer. . N
« Tt happened that I did not reach Poughkeepsie until v
on in July. It was seven o’clock in the evening when a{rrbe
ed,—and I was evidently not expected until the next day- .4
doctor was not at-home. Jack and Dekker, 1 was tolds %o
left that afternoon for Catskill. This is a place four of Tqt
miles down the river where the doctor had built a cottage'hiu,
is as beautiful a nook as any on the Hudson, with woofie ¢
on either side, and in the blue distance the Catskill rad
where Rip Van Winkle slept his famous sleep so many y (ers
ago. In this pleasant retreat of deep woods and quiet w
there are only five or six summer residences yet. One of
has a telephone connection with Poughkeepsie. geds

«Well, Doctor Mayne drove up not long after I had artt ',
and greeting me hastily, he passed into the dispensing ’ ad }
He came out soon with several phials and instrument’ "oy
without speaking to anyone drove away again ; and t er
cousin Nellie gave me a letter that had been left for mgbc;or
was in Dekker’s hand, and began by telling me how the £ atch
had given him charge of old Mrs. Hasbruck’s case, and Sro nd
ing out the treatment by which she was to be brought 2 fpill’
nicely. 1 have just made up, he wrote, ‘2 second lot 00 e
for the old lady, which I'll leave with her on my way, paStio
river. He then made some able remarks on the epis % 80
treatment and that sort of thing, and said : ¢ If you U=,
this note let us know to-morrow when we come back Catﬂk‘u
if you have yet arrived, and to bring you down t0
with us.’ 1109

«T was standing on the stoop as I read this, and when e path
ed up, it was to see a carter, whip in hand, coming up e
towards the house. His team was standing at the g%~
gave me a note scrawled hurriedly with a lead-pencil, anfeuo'
me that as he was coming along the road two young ~"yid

had hailed him from a small boat on the river and gwg;‘ -

W
as fr‘iol

the note to carry to Doctor Mayne’s, there to be €2 W
ever was at home, as it was important. I read it. It cond
Dekker, too. He had made a mistake about that s€




of pills for Mrs. Hasbruck. Before leaving he had changed
his coat and forgotten the npills, which would be found, he
wrote, in the pocket of his coat hanging in the dispensing
room. He wanted them sent to Mrs. Hasbruck at once, as
she had taken the last of the first lot that afternoon.

“T went into the dispensing room and searched all the pock-
ets of the coats I found hanging there, but I didn’t come upon
any pills. The room was now growing darker, and as 1 stood
puzzled and uncertain what to do, I was suddenly startled by
the ringing of the telephone bell. 1 did not know at the time
that there was telephone connection with Catskill ; but my
surprise was no greater than Dekker’s when we found ourselves
Speaking to each other.

“ After learning that the doctor was not at home and that
the carter had given me his note, Dekker informed me that
fufﬂler down the river, while fixing some cartridges—they had
a rifie in the boat—he had let fall into the water all the shot
they had with them. ‘I then made a thorough search,’ he
said, *for anything available, and to my great astonishment 1
found Mrs. Hasbruck’s pills in one of my pockets. Well, we
Were coming near a great place for duck, so I just loaded up
With the pills and got myself in readiness, with Jack at the oars.

e're having two of the three duck I brought down for supper
—the third must have been meant for you.’ Dekker likes to
Put things strongly.

“ After I had promised to go out to Catskill next day, Dek-

er asked me to make up the pills for Mrs. Hasbruck and gave
me the formula over the wires. ¢ They are to be exactly the
same as those she has been taking,’ he said ; and his prescrip-
tion was mainly podophyllin, or anthemis, I think,~—anyway,
there were minute doses of strychnia to counteract the tendency
to paralysis. And while I was measuring out the strychnia,
graduator in hand, my uncle came into the dispensing room
with a disturbed expression on his countenance.

“ He told me, as he walked over to the telephone, that Mrs.
Hasbruck had just died in convulsions. He called up Dekker
and asked what were the doses of strychnia she had been tak-
ing. Dekker said one-twentieth of a grain. The doctor pro-
nounced Mrs. Hasbruck’s death to be an evident case of
Strychnia poisoning, and went on speaking about twitching of

€ muscles, tetanic spasms, dyspneea preceding death, and
the_ administration of chloral or belladonna, I don’t remember
which. Dekker was now thoroughly frightened, and seemed
10 be saying—as far as I could make out from the doctor’s end
of the conversation—that one-twelfth of a grain of strychnia
Was not an uncommon dose. Something was said of the mor-
tar he had used which had not yet been cleaned ; its contents
could be subjeeted to analysis. The doctor told Dekker angrily
to come home in the morning. I went out of the room but I

could still hear his loud tones as he spoke through the tele-

Phone. I did not see my uncle again that evening.
“In the night I awoke aftera short sleep and tossed on my
ed, unable to close my eyes again. I hearda clock strike
one ; but all drowsiness was far from me, andas I lay there,
multitudinous thoughts poured into what I understood to be
My mind, jostling and rolling over one another, and leaving
me in hopeless misery. I must have fallen into a doze, how-
ever ; for at the clock striking two I awoke with a start that left

e hopelessly sleepless. And then the telephone bell rang |

out. T hastened down at once.

“Jack Mayne was speaking with incoherent exciternent.

Dekker is dying,’ he said ; ‘ we're both poisoned. It's the
ducks—ijust like old Mrs. Hasbruck. It’s the pills. What'll
Wwe do? He was almost crying. But in the torrent, terpest,
and as Hamlet says, the very whirlwind of his passionate
Vehemence, the telephone ceased suddenly and was silent as a
thing of stone.

“My uncle had come down by this, and we stared at each
Other helplessly. After an anxious deliberation we thought it

est to go to them. We dressed hastily, hitched up, and drove
out for Catskill.
th The grey of an early summer dawn was beginning to streak

& eastern sky in the old, reliable way ; but between the
Wooded hill-tops all was yet in shadow. On our right, as we

Tove along the road, the great river was motionless siiver.

cross the river, the dark pines, I remember, were not unlike a
Procession of monks from the monastery of night—each friar
8loomily alone—breasting the hillsides with a surly greeting for

€ coming day. Well, we came in sight of Catskill at last,
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and when I saw a light in the cottage beneath the trees, I
could hear my heart beating in my ears, for a fact. I can’t re-
member how it was that we reached the cottage ; all I know is
that when we broke in we found Jack and Dekker—playing
cards, and smoking, and talking together, and seeming very
comfortable. They explained that Dekker had had a night-
mare and that they had both been badly scared for a few
minutes.”

He looked up at Wycliffe College as he ended, for we were
now at the head of McCaul street, and Miller’s oriel window
was shining out into the night. His cigar had long been ex-
tinct.

« But old Mrs. Hasbruck ?” I asked, as he lighted a new
one.

«Well,” he replied, puffing quickly a second or two, ““ around
towns like Poughkeepsie there are generally quite a number of
old women who make up cures and remedies of their own from
all manner of * yarbs —compounding simples, and that sort of
thing. And it came out later that Mrs. Hasbruck had private-
ly taken a large dose of one of these wonderful remedies which
arrest every disease at the fountain, by setting to work at once
upon the blood. You remember Mr. Powderell and Mrs.
Gamsby in Middlemarch? Of course this co-operative meas-
ure wasn’t to be mentioned to the doctor. I don’t think, now,”
he mused, * that the old women can have any very certain re-
liance on these things.”

« It s strange,” I said, *that their attitude of mind with
regard to their drugs should differ so little from that of the
licensed practitioners.”

«Oh, the old woman in this case,” he answered cheerfully,
¢ probably tempered the general uncertainty of things with a
devout hope that the use of her drugs might be attended with
a blessing.”

We were now at St. George street, where we both alighted.
And as we stood talking for a time before parting, we watched
idly the red light of the horse-car jingling along westward into
the darkness.

W. J. HEALY,

THE PRAYER OF THE FISHERS.

Jt was at one time the custom, and may be yet, for the French
Jishermen on the coast of Briltany, before going oul on a cruise, lo
stand in their boats, as they were ready to leave the harbour, and
offer a prayer for Divine protection. The burden of the prayer was :
) Lord. protect ns! Thy sea is mighty and our boals are small.

Lord of the sea, the sunshine and the gale !

God of the brooding ocean and the storm !
Father of those who brave the treacherous main !
Thy sea is mighty and our boats are small,

Calm is the sea to-day, the stnlight free ;

Fair is the lapping wind that fills the sail ;
Lord, ere we go we trust our all to Thee—
Thy sea is mighty and our boats are small.

When the safe stillness creeps upon the wave ;
When the white moonlight cheers the silent night ;
Guard us lest danger lurk beneath the calm—
Thy sea is mighty and our boats are small.

When the wild hurricane uplifts its voice,
And cold embracing billows threaten us ;

1f Thou should’st slumber we are powerless ;
Thy sea is mighty and our boats are small.

Bread-winner of the crying fatherless !

Husband of widowed women left to mourn !

Our all—we leave them ; Oh ! protect them, Lord !
Thy sea is mighty and our boats are small.

J. O. MILLER,
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VITA BREVIS.

€ O crudelis adhuc et Veneris muneribus polens
Insperata tuae cum veniet pluma superbiae,~—’

—Horatii Carm., IT., ro.

Meadows in gloominess silently lying,

Voices of spirits in dreary winds sighing,
Earth-strewing carpets of autumn leaves dying,
No longer green.

Rain-swollen brooks with their deep murmurs lading,
Silence of nature her losses upbraiding,

Sadly regretting her gaiety fading.

Such was the scene.

Chloe was sadly and tearfully viewing
Wrinkles reflected, so swiftly pursuing
Beauty with passion her lovers imbuing ;
Formerly deaf to the words of their suing,
No longer green.
T. A. GIESON.

LADY MACBETH.

A STUDY,

Let me try to paint for you the character of this woman.
At the very outset there meets me the plain unvarnished fact
that in her case experience can lend me no aid. The type
which she represents is as extinet as the mammoth or the
cave bear. Why, then, did Shakspere sketch such a woman ?
Why did the Almighty allow a Ciwesar Borgia, an Alva, or a
Countess of Brinvilliers to strut their brief space and then
pass away, leaving a halo of infamy alone to mark their
gtranger than meteoric flight ? Shakspers is the poat of the
centuries, and whatever epoch he touched, he has left for us
a picture drawn from it which we must endeavor to read
a.ri&;ﬁt. i

ere are many things we must try to forget in i
Lady Macbeth. We are now living inyan a,geg of regtlue(zgﬁ
and cultured ease, of manners moulded by Christianity, b
fashion, or often by caprice. We are now a law unto c;ur)-,
selves. We regard human life as sacred. We measure our
actions by their probable consequences under striet moral reg-
ulations, and above all, we do right, because it is right to do
g0. 1}?‘%, nlx(/)[nebOft ﬁhesg 1qon.sidlemtions can avail us in exam-
ining Lady Macbeth. Iliminating all
ourselves in her glace, and in her %ime. such, the, let us put

Her time is fixed for us. Siward of Northu
Sweno .of Norway, and King Duncan all lived a orn:ﬁ:)ﬂt? I1:;11(11(;
beginning of the eleventh century. A time of upheaval, of
war and carnage, personal valor, and preternatural ha’te ;
when treaties had no power, when law was in abeyance when’
human life was cheap, and when neither man nor ;Jvoma,n
looked too closely to the means, provided the end was attained
In such an age, given a woman of Lady Macbeth’s character.
and her course will appear true both to history and nature ’

Then, again, her husband is the king’s cousin, both bein
sons of Siward’s daughters, Daoda and Beatric;. The ong
is Scotland’s king with two sons not yet grown to man’s es.
tate, the other is the thegn of Fife, successor to the crown if
Duncan dies before the sons are old enough to govern. The
crown in those days went not to the king’s son unlt;ss the
kingly sceptre could be wielded by him in such a way as to
make it_respeoted. The king is amiable, mild, fond of home
and all its pleasures. The thegn is & victorious general, the
darling of thearmy, and his ambitious thoughts are sti,rred
within him by a mysterious meeting with the weird sisters
on the heath. Then in reward for his great vietory over
Norway’s hosts, he is saluted ‘‘ Thegn of Cawdor,” w}l,zile at
the same time his nephew is designated prince (;f Cumber-
land, and his inherent right to the royal inheritance thug
boldly declared “a step,” says Macbeth, ‘“on which I mugt
fall down, or else o’erleap, for in my way it lies;” and to
crown all, his wife is—Lady Macbeth. ’
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I am now face to face with her, and how, I may well ask,
is she to be described ? Perhaps I can do it best by nega-
fives. She has none of the gualities which we associate with
women. She never shows one particle of love, woman’s
crowning glory. She knows no fear of consequences, no re-
gard for anything, beyond the mere temporal advantage of
her husband. And yet the picture of her stands out bold,
clear, undimmed. We can see every act of her life ; assigna
reason for every step she takes. She is a wild untutored
animal, & very tigress tamed only by her regard for her lord.
She marks his hesitancy. She glories in his deed of midnight
assagsination. She ever after supports him even when * his
coward lips from their courage fly.”

] But is not such a character impossible ?  Certainly, in our
time, but not in the eleventh century. In no other country
have feuds and rivalries been so rife as In Scotland ; and in
none other have the women been found the foremost in fan-
ning the flames of war. Mary Queen of Scots was a civilized
ngdy Macbeth, and acted her part, as wild, weird, and
frightful, as her prototypes.

Not one of Shakspere’s heroines has a ruling passion ; and
yet in all of them there is one central motive power, and in
Lady Macbeth this is améition. She wades in blood to the
throne ; she upholds her husband in every one of his sub-
sequent murders. The thought of failure alone appals her-
She bends every energy to shield and protect him; she 18
ﬁendx_sh' in her desire to shed blood, not because she hates
her victims, but because they stand between her husband
and the throne. In the magnificent banquet scene, neither
she nor any one else suspects the horrid sight which unnerves
her husband. She knows not of Banquo’s murder ; she may
strongly suspect it ; shc is ready with excuses for her hus-
band’s strange conduct, yet her vehement aside :  This is the
very air drawn dagger which, you said, led you to Duncan,
shows that she at least had no fear for things which might
“ well become & woman’s story on & winter’s night.” Her
strong desire to shield him, to ward off even the appearance
of suspicion, to make light of his disconnected maundering®

is but part of that ambition which has decreed that, come

what may, there shall be no failure in her. In the pursuib ©
her purposes she has kind words for neither friend nor foé-
But does she not love her husband ? Yes, but not with the
love of woman. 8he loves him as the bloodhound loves hi1f
master, as the lioness loves her mate. Anything that rousé8
danger to him calls forth every instinet of her nature an

makes her watchful, fierce, unpitying. Then, no danger®
frighten, no fear of consequences causes hesitation, and blo®

alone can satisfy the restless cravings ot her heart.

It might be thought that Shakspere has here painted ®
fiend in human form, and yet she is consistent with hersell:
We are fascinated with her. We hesitate to give her eve®
our small meed of praise, and yet somehow she compels u8
respect her awful career. Yet she is not altogether ba%:
Listen! ¢ Had he not resembled my father as he SlOPt’I
had done ’t.” The words are few, but they are Sha.kspere’s.
honour them, however, as showing me a glimpse of hes¥®
in a character else so unlovely. Amid all her cool, caloulat:
ing fury, her more than devilish yearning for the murder °
the king and his chamberlains, the image of the sleePln-t
victim goes right home to her heart. This may be & I
common to her and also to the animal instinct in every hva_
thing ; but all the same, I cannot help assigning it n0
worthy place in a being from whom all good had else de
parted. The gleam of a better nature is transitory, qui©
the lightning flash, and yet, like the lightning, it help®
illumine the all-surrounding darkness. ad

Her husband loved her. Small blame to him. He b P
climbed high; and unaided, except by her, had held h%
place.  On the last day of his life, just before the battle, Tz
mind is distracted by thoughts of her, and directions 0 b
army, and now, when everything is slipping away from bt

he longs for that active brain of hers, which never failed hime' )

which often infused her spirit into his, and whose worb o

new knows by what is lacking in himself. The love O gu

& man is not worth much, but such as it was she bad it
Was she satisfied ? If she had been, Shakspere Wogu

have failed for once in his analysis of the human mind.

her plans had succeeded; all her ambitious longing

s b
been satisfied, and yet they did not give her a mind at ons%
for I read:—
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“ Naught’s had, all’s spent,
Where our desire is got without content ;
'Tis safer to be that which we destroy,
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.”

These lines show the deep-seated remorse, biting like the
Serpent’s tooth. The rank she gained is worthless to her ;
She even envies her victime, “sent to their account with all

elr imperfections on their heads,” and writhes beneath her
ever-present inward monitor, conscience. And yet, in the
very mnext line, on her husband's entrance, she throws
all aside, assumes a manner she cannot feel, and sharply
f"emlnds him of the uselessness of unavailing regrets, for

What's done is done” ; and in the immediately subsequent

8nquet scene, not once does she falter, although the agony
%fremorse was undermining her reason.

And 5o the night-walking scene is but the fitting prelude to

eend. ¢« Qut, damned spot! out, I say! one, two; why,

en, ‘tis time to do 't. Hell is murky! Fie, my lord, a
Soldier and afeard! What need we fear who know it when
one can call our power to account? Yet who would have

ought the old man to have had so much blood in him!
36 Thegn of Fife had a wife, where is she now? What,
Will thege hands ne’er be clean? No more o’ that, my lord,
:0 ore o’ that; you mar all by this starting. Here's the
BIIIell of blood still! All the perfumes of Araby will not
Weeten this little hand. Oh! oh! oh! wash your hands—
8 .on your night-gown, look not so pale. I tell you yet
Tg&m’ Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out of his grave!

© bed, to bed, there’s knocking at the gate; come, come,
u°me; come, give me your hand-—what's done cannot be
done ; to bed, to bed, to bed !”
in Lsanity is in every word. And yet see how her mutter-
b 88 sweap every scene in her murder-laden life! The hands
%8meared with the old king’s blood run through it all, and
OfTor ever brings her back to them. DBut the distraught
homd again hears the bell, and one! two! recalls the fatal
a.sl:r' Then the thought of hell, dismissed instantaneously,
he faint-hearted husband looms up before her, and anon
ee Iglood. Then the banquet scene is re-enacted, and Mac-
h 8 nervous excitement angrily reproved, and amid all—
® blood on that little hand ! Finally, tired nature relaxes ;
the nocking is again recalled; the hurried dressing; and
® to bed, to bed !
hall T tell you how that scene affected one of the greatest
lfl*"rﬂona,toms of it, Mrs. Scott-Siddons ? ¢ It was my cus-
Wag :0 study my characters at night. On the night before I
ang b° appear in this part for the first time, I shut myself up
ler v8an g careful study of Lady Macbeth. I went on in
thsfble composure, in the silence of the night, till I came
°°uld_18 Scene, when the horrors of it so rose before me I
from, do no more. I snatched up my candle, and hurried
silk the room in a paroxysm of terror. My dress was of
r ox’nand the rustling of it as I ascended the stairs to my
Ag la‘;tﬂeemed like the movement of a spectre pursuing me.
o I'reached my chamber, clapped my candlestick on the
ta);.’ 80d then threw myself on the bed without the power of
f‘?ég off my clothes.”
the tle else need be said. * More needs she the divine than
o Y8lcian,” and soon after the wailing ery of her women
hig ,00¢es that all is over. The king dismisses her from

Mind with a grand commentary on the briefness and
ncerta‘inty of life k(:g— ye

. “ Out, out brief candle !
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,

hat struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more.”

°hg.’;it1: having conoisely sketched the salient points in her
to Poin:r’ would gladly dismiss her were it not that I want
g the moral T see in her : That power gained by unjust
not satisfy. The retrospect of it was ever pre-
Sorq th her,_ wrecked her mind, and finally snapped the
Way insi; bound her to life, but not before she had drifted
i O hopeless insanity. “The golden round” for
p’oug @ nad sinned ¢ 'gainst fate and metaphysical aid ”
i, ang tlfo beace, but rather a curse. She knew it, she felt
E’Eyw&rd *Lthmlght of it dethroned her reason, and the wild,
lowﬂ u eart and life went away, as when a gust of wind
Ott&wa'a light at the casement,

Samver Woobs.

BALLAD OF LAKE HURON,
Miles and miles of lake and forest,
Miles and miles of sky and mist,
Marsh and shoreland where the rushes
Rustle, wind and water kissed ;

Where the lake's great face is driving,
Driving, drifting into mist.

Miles and miles of crimson glories,
Autumn’s wondrous fires ablaze,

Miles of shoreland red and golden,
Drifting into dream and haze,
Dreaming where the woods and vapors
Melt in myriad misty ways.

“ Mary ! Mary !” calling “ Mary,”
Crooked, aged, shruank is she,
Crooked, eyrie-shrunk and shrivelled,
Bent like some bleak withered tree,
“Mary! Mary! Where is Mary?”
Croaks the burden of her tune.

Like some winter brook that shrunken
Low, can only croon and croon,
Parched and frozen, chill and chattering,
Under clouds and waning moon.
“Mary ! Mary !’ calling “ Mary,”
Through the long still afternoon.

“ Curses | Curses! Allis evil,
Curse my pipe, 'tis getting low,
Curses! Ay, the lad was handsome,
In his eye the devil’s glow ;

Dad was drunken, Bill was brutal,
God’s sake what’s it keeps her so ?”

Miles and miles of lake and vapor,
Out beyond the cabin door,

Out beyond the cabin, built of
Wreck and driftwood from the shore ;
Built of driftwood in the forest,

By the lakeside bleak and wild.
Where about it crawl and clamber,
All the woodvines flaming wild.
Clinging, clasping all its walls tight,
As a mother clasps her child.

Near it in the rude dug garden,
Golden pumpkins glow the ground,
Sunlit, flaming gold and ruddy,
Flinging tendrils far around :

While beside her, blind and haggard,
Whines in sleep a toothless hound.,
Up the old crone starts and totters,
Hands on eyes to peer before,

Miles and miles of lake and vapor,
Miles of woodland, mist and shore.

Miles and miles of lake and forest,
Miles and miles of sky and mist,
Wild birds calling where the rushes
Rustle, wind and water kissed,
Where the lake’s great face is driving,
Driving, drifting into mist.

“ Get up, Cherry ! Get up, Dandy 1”
Homeward in the evening air,

By the lakeside, by the woodside,
Where the marsh is bleak and bare,
Where the briers and bushes tangle,
Darkling in the evening air,

“ Get up, Cherry! Get up, Dandy 1"
She was trustful, sweet and true.

Ay, was trustful, over-trustful,

For an evil heart to woo.

With the birds and flowers she grew up,
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Only their wild love she knew ;
Voices of the sky and forest,

Loves that never were untrue.

“Get up, Bossies 1’ She is dreaming
Of the promise that he gave,

Of the love he lightly cared for,
Fickle, false, as wind and wave ;
Love that she will keep and cherish,
Hold and cherish to the grave.

“ Get up, Bossies !” She is dreaming,
Woman-like, of love and home,

Lit with gentle words and actions,
Where no ev.ls ever come,

Rudest, poorest, by the lakeside ;
Love and love would make it home.

She is dreaming, hearth and firelight
Flaming ruddy into glow,

Table set with cups and saucers,
White and shining all a row,

And a well-loved one that enters,
Making gladder gleam and glow.

She is dreaming, let her dream on ;
She will never dream them more.

“ Get up, Bossies,” miles of woodland,
Miles of vapor, mist and shore.

Miles and miles of lake and vapor,
Miles and miles of gust and gloom,
Where the winds are shrieking, raging,
Under clouds that scud and loom,
And the great lake in its anger,
Shoreward rolls with sullen boom,
"Twas a storm of demon madness,

Men neer knew its like before,

Many a vessel wrecked and driven,
Sank that night on wintry shore ;
Blew the lake winds with a madness,
As they never blew before.

In the bitter night stood Mary,

By the lakeside wild and bleak ;

From the northwest came a wind that
Took the life-blood from the cheek,
Loomed the night and roared the gale so,
One could scarcely see or speak,

“ Imust go,” she cried, “ come with me !
He is out there in the storm,

Through the gale I hear him calling,
Through the gust I see his form.
Could you leave a fellow-creature

Out to die there in the storm,

All alone out in the night there

In the bleak lake and the storm ? " «
Then there spoke an aged fisher,

“I have sailed these lakes for years,
Come next summer, it is thirty ;
Grown too old for landly fears,—

3ut to venture it were madness ?
Such a surf to landward steers,

Hear it booming, hear it calling,
Hear the wrack and treacherous tow ;
Where the lake is straining, pulling,
Like a creature in its woe ;

Pulling, straining in its madness,

It were surest death to go.”

“ 1 must go alone,” she ctied then.
‘ He is out there on the wide
Waste of seething wind and water,
Where the breakers shoreward ride,
Out alone there, and to-morrow

He had sworn I'd be his bride,”

R s —

Ere a man could speak or stop her
She had siezed the nearest boat,

With a strength far more than human,
Sent herself and it afloat,

Where about it dipped and tossed her,
Like a lily on 4 moat.

Then they cursed her ard besought her,

But her ears were deaf to all,

Save the beating of the surf outside,

Against its landward wall,

That beat and moaned throughout the night,
With bleak and lonely call.

Ay, they called and called her vainly,
Had their narrow hearts but known
That the lake’s wild calling outside
Seemed her lover’s drowning moan ;
And the grief and madness in her,
Turned all else in her to stone.

Ay, she went into the darkness,
With a prayer upon her lips,
Toward the raging waters outside,
Fast her boat careens and dips ;
Out into the lake and midnight,
With a prayer upon her lips,

She was just as pure a spirit,
Ever earthly precincts trod,
Whiter than those starry tapers
Round the altar-throne of God,
Flaming all the floor of heaven
As the daisies flame the sod.

Men and women, hearts that pity,
Wives and husbands, priests and kings,
Have the poor no heart-felt sorrows ?
Are they but unholy things?
She was trustful, she was human,
Had her hopes and failings too,
Had her dole of dreams and heart-break,
Living, dying, sweet and true,
Sweet and trustful, where the rushes
Rustle, wind and water kissed ;
She is driving with the lake’s face,
Driving, drifting into mist,

WILLIAM WILFRED CAMPREL™

West Claremont, N.H.

MY FRIEND JULIUS SCHMIDT.

My friend Julius Schmidt is a very odd sort of fellow- (i -
is, as might be inferred from his name, a German. ham,
he was born some eight-and-thirty years ago in a little e
village in the Rhine country, and lived there long er.lOug eths
make him a little shaky in his pronunciation of shibb? e
such as the English #2. Still he speaks our language with pif
derful fluency and correctness, and has become a Canadi? ich
at least one respect, for he is thoroughly cosmopolitan, ‘:en;i'
is another way of saying that he has rid himself of all %
ment akin to patriotism. He presents, too, the curious 2
tacle of a German who uses neither beer, tobacco, not 0
kraut, for he thinks they are vile articles, and clog and P4 g
the soul of man. Another odd thing about him % lf
although during the last few years he has been wor ioﬂ‘e’
successful in his affairs, and has more than trebled his " ',
he prefers to live still in the same humble quarters, # cop!
the same plain people, in the same plebeian street he oc end’
years ago when it was hardly possible for him to m”‘kes ﬁnd
meet. In this of course he differs from both Germ“‘;ﬁmt‘
Canadians. His friends, for he has a few, often femodgiﬂgs'
with him and try to shame him out of his humble lo s be
but he sticks there still like a burr in a fleece. He ®
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can’t see why he should be ashamed to live where he has lived
50 long, because he happens to be alittle better off now than he
was formerly.

“Am I not happy ?” he asks. “ Are the people not kind
tome? Would it not be casting a slur on my past life to be
ashamed of the old twelve-by-fourteen room which has so long
held me and all my belongings 7 Which is of greater import-
ance, what I have or what I am? If my past life has been
clean and good why should I seek to break loose from it ? Is
tthe unbroken continuity of my own existence of no importance

(4] me P))

But the most curious thing about Julius is something I dis-
covered the other evening when I ran in to see him. I was
urging him to get into more elegant quarters, and he in addi-
tion to all his old arguments was urging in reply, that it would
be impossible to find an excuse that he could use either to his
1ilndlady or to himself.

“If that is your difficulty,” said I, “I can show you a way out
of it, Get married, Schmidt, and you'// be pleased, and the
landlady—well, there never was a woman who was not pleased
to know that somebody was getting married, even though it
might be her best boarder.”

Schmidt replied solemnly, ““I'll never get married.”

“Why?” said I

“ Because,” replied he, ¢ T'll never be able to choose. I
1(;):6 too many women to be able to give all my affection to

e."

This was news to me. I never heard that he had a single
Yyoung lady acquaintance in the city. Nobody had ever seen

Im even cast a glance in the direction of the fair sex. I was
Speechless with astonishment.

““You look surprised,” said he, “ but I'm telling you the truth,
and if you want to have evidence, come out with me for a
walk, and I'll call on a few of them.”

I accepted his offer with great readiness, and we set off.

e soon turned down a very poor street, in which were a large
Number of second-hand shops. On arriving opposite one of
these, which was crammed full of old stoves, old chairs and
lables, and old boots, besides a large assortment of apples,
Cabbages and turnips, Schmidt stopped short, and taking me

Y the arm, told me to look in. I did, and saw seated in the
Midst of all thesé wares a decidedly corpulent mulatto woman
of about fifty years of age, whose eyes were very full and lus-
trous, but who might have had more regular features twenty-
Ve or thirty years ago.

“That is one of them,” said Schmidt. *T think that is a
Very sweet face,” continued he, “and I often come down this
‘tNay to have a look at it, but I never go in, I have never spoken

O her, nor do I want to. I am perfectly satisfied with the
SWeetness of her countenance, and I do not want to have the
Charm destroyed.” : )
sh e passed on and soon stood in front of a candy and fruit
S Op. Schmidt stopped again and asked me to look. 1 did
e(i)’ and saw a very pretty dark-haired, red-cheeked girl of about
o fghteen. I asked Schmidt if he would not like to buy some

those fine Northern Spies I saw in the window, but he said
ae would not go into that shop for a thousand dollars. It was

Shrine whose sacred precinct he dared not enter.
san C Moved on ; we passed a little stationer’s shop where we

AW g little old maid with the kindest of faces, before whom
chmidt paused a few moments in a sort of silent adoration.
asked him if he bought his evening paper there, and he said
€ would consider any such thing a profanation.

m hen he turned towards home, no doubt thinking he had

sa?ge calls enough for one evening. As we walked along, he

“I have others besides these in various parts of the city,
sile Pay my addresses to them, as you have just seen me do,
r,sntly an’d unseen. I feel none of what the world calls ‘lov-
ace Pangs’ T am never in doubt as to whether my suit will be
Canepted. I know that they are all mine. Their fidelity to me
o never change. For me they are the sweetest and purest of
Ngs, and they never can be anything else, for I shall never

y Proach them close enough to know whether they are as earth-
yas I have found the majority of mortals to be. When I sit
the My fire, dozing and musing, after my day’s work is over,
OZ,) often drop in to keep me company. If I am in a serious
et ’n:“Y sweetheart with the deep, deep eyes comes to see me.
dow alk together about those matters which are only found far
1 in the soberest hearts, or I take down some gentle book
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and read to her, while she draws closer to me and lays her hand
in mine and I am comforted. Sometimes it is the gay little
chit with the merry eyes and the golden locks, who pokes fun
at me because I am a bachelor, or because my hair is turning
gray, or because I am an oddity, and I have to laugh at myself
so heartily that the tears often come to my eyes. No, No, my
friend,” said Julius, *T shall never marry.”

And I don’t think he ever will.
Joun FairmAN.

UNIVERSITIES.

The difficulty of determining the work to be done by the
Universities of the present and the future is very much greater
than it appears to the casual onlooker. The great thing, we
are apt to be told, is that our schools and universities should
meet the practical needs of our people ; and in a large sense
of these words tew will object to the requirement which they
formulate. But the moment we begin to discuss the nature of
these practical needs, we find that we have been using language
which has many meanings in the mouths of many speakers.
There is a kind of utilitarianism which does not result in that
which is, on the whole, most useful. There is a kind of prac-
tical philosophy so short-sighted that it undermines its own
foundation and falls into the pit which it had digged with quite
another purpose.

One of the most remarkable symptoms of the difficulty of
these questions is found in the continual changes in the curric-
ulum of almost every university, European or American. The
two great English Universities, formerly reported the most con-
servative of-educational institutions, are so changed in their
course of instruction that their old a/umni would hardly under-
stand them. No doubt there is a traditional tone and spirit, a
consecutive historical #6os, by which each of these Universities
is distinguished from the other. Oxford may be very different
from the Oxford of a century back ; but still it is Oxford and
nothing else. Cambridge has changed nearly as much as Ox-
ford, and yet it is still Cambridge ; and men with delicate per-
ceptions declare that they can tell the member of the one Uui-
versity from that of the other.

It seems clear that we have in the circumstance just noted a
hint of the way in which these institutions should be developed
and adapted to their work. As arule this cannot be success-
fully done by revolution, or in any way which does not respect
the past history of the University. Of course, there may be
Schools so bad that there is nothing for them but revolution,
Many persons think the state of France was so bad at the time
of the revolution that there was no remedy for it, but in what
Taine calls dissolution. It may be so; but at least the recon-
struction has been arduous work, it can hardly now be said to
be satisfactory, and its future is most uncertain.

These remarks, it may be said, have very slight application
to the educational institutions of a new country ; and, to acer-
tain extent, this is true. But they are not without application
even among ourselves. Our school and college system has its
origin in those of England, Scotland, and Ireland, just as our
people have their origin in the inhabitants of those lands. And,
just as the Canadian has a certain stamp, by which he is par-
tially identified with the parent races and partly distinguished
from them, so Canadian education has its own stamp, and,
moreover, it has become a consolidated system bound up with
the associations, the habits, even the affections of Canadian
men ; and as such has the same kind of claim to respect, the
same right to protection from revolution which belongs to the
older types.

We are not forgetting that there exist among us various
types of Universities, some conformed, in greater or less de-
gree, to the Scottish archetype, some to the English. And
this is exactly what we should expect, and indeed what we ought
to desire. The English and Scottish Universities were genuine
products of the intellectual life of the countries to which they
belonged. Each originated in the Middle Ages, each from
the beginning reflected the characters of the two peoples, both
were influenced by the Reformation, and diversely, according
to the form of the Reformation in either country. The Scottish
University educatioq was to a large extent popular, the English
might perhaps be said to be aristocratic ; there, too, may be



seen the influence of the peculiar manner in which the Refor-
mation was brought about in the two countries. In Scotland
the professorial system was dominant, large classes being lec-

* tured to by professors. In England the University professors

very nearly had sinecures, the work being largely done hy
college tutors, and to a considerable extent also by private
tutors, irreverently termed coaches.

England and Scotland have greatly assimilated in character
during the present century. A Scotch clergyman informed
the writer some years ago that the local dialects which were
spoken in his youth were rapidly becoming extinct. Some of
the most distinguished Scottish professors at the present mo-
ment are graduates of Oxford and Cambridge. The Univer-
sity systems of the two countries have been affected by these
changes : the professorial system has been quickened into life
at Oxford and Cambridge, and something of the tutorial has
been attempted in the Northern Universities. In other respects
there are evidences of assimilation, In the old & cotch Univer-
sities men received an education perhaps as useful as any that
could be given for the ordinary work of the world. The Fng-
lish Universities, however, imparted a higher culture. As a
rule their students are more wealthy and of a higher class, and
their system corresponded with the material on which they
had to work.

The Scotch graduate was, as a rule, a more thoughtful man
than the English, but he was not so good a scholar. It is
generally agreed that the English public schools produce a
type of scholar that is not found elsewhere. The Scotchman
was seldom a good Greek scholar, nor did he excel in Latin
verse composition ; but he knew Latin very nearly as he knew
his own language, and his Latin prose would have passed
muster in the best days of Classic Rome. He was often a
mathematician, and generally something of a metaphysician,
The Englishman, as a rule, took little interest in abstract
thought ; but Cambrnidge produced great mathematicians, and
great scholars, like Bentley and Porson, while Oxford turned
out the most cultivated men that the world perhaps has ever
seen. It may be useful here to note a difference between
these two Universities, which is sometimes overlooked. It is
common to say that Cambridge is the mathematical University
and Oxford the classical. In a certain sense this is true ; but
it was more true in former days than it is now. Formerly a
man could not take Classical honours at Cambridge unless he
had first taken Mathematical honours, and the consequence
was that several of her best classics have taken no honours at
all.  Besides this, Cambridge has been distinguished by the
attention given to the language rather than to the contents of
the books, whilst Oxford has aimed at learning quite as much
as at scholarship; if not more. This may partly account for
the fact that Cambridge has certainly turned out the finest
scholars, whilst Oxford is thought to have produced the more
cultivated men, As the Saturday Review said of Mr. Matthew
Arnold’s opinion of culture, which is sweetness and light : “ Ox-
ford men are sweeter and lighter than other men.” It seems
that Cambridge is now adopting something of the Oxford
method in the study of the classics. This is, no doubt, desir-
able, if only the fine Cambridge scholarship is not to suffer.

Before leaving this subject of the mutual influence of the
Umversnies, we should mention that the Scotch Universities
have received a new impulse in regard to the study of Greck,
When we remember that the Professor of Greek at Glasgow is
Mr. Jebb, reported to be one of the first, if not the very first,
of Greek scholars, and that the new Professor at Edinburgh is
hardly behind him, we may hope for great results in the Scot-
tish study of Greek ; nor must we forget what has been done
by Professor Geddes, of Aberdeen, a scholar of native growth,
who has shown by published examples that he can raise Greek
students who can write verse in that language of which the
University of Porsen would not be ashamed.

One powerful influence in the modification of our University
systems deserves more attention than can be given to it at the
end of a paper already sufficiently long, and this is the study of
the physical and natural sciences. How far these can take the
place of classics as a means of education is a very interesting
and a Vvery serious question. How far, again, our Canadian
Universities may properly be affected by those of England and
of Scotland, is a subject which requires to be considered. For
the present both of these questions must be deferred.

Trinity College. WiLtiam CLARK.
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IN CHRISTUM NATUM.

MEvLos: ¢ Brightest and best.”

Lux jucundissima,” Phosphaore belle,
Nos tua, quwsumus, fanste juvet !
O horizontis Eoi ocelle,
Duc, ubi infans Redemptor latet.

Gelidi rores resplendent cubili,
Astant armenta et pecudum grex ;

Angeli laudant, qui dormit bubili
Munndi Creator, Salvator et Rex.

Dic, si Heddamus divinos honores,
Anne hwxc placeant dona illi:

Siliice myrrhie, Sabai odores,
Terre thesauri, dos Oceani?

Frustra ; nil valent hacc munera pia,
Non hisce artibus salvus eris ;

Blandior multum est vera latria,
Carius Deo est cor pauperis,

O jucundissime Luciferorum,
Lux tua nos viatores juvet !
Stella Orientis, des lumen decorum,
Duc, ubi infans Redemptor jacet.
W. H. C. KERR.

— e

DREAMS.

In considering this subject a distinction has necessarily t0
be made at the outset between dreams, as generally under
stood, and visions, in which some revelation of future and im
pending events may be made. Visions, at least for the pur
poses of this writing, may be considered as being produced if
some way by the mmfluence of some mind outside the one rée
ceiving the impression. This and a closely allied subject havé
been discussed by Messrs. Gurney and Myers in a series ©
admirable articles which appeared in the Nineteenth Centzfﬁ'
for the current year, under the title of “ Apparitions,” to which
the reader is referred.

Before proceeding to the consideration of dreams, it would
seem necessary to offer some explanation, partial and imper
fect though it be, of the way in which any sensation reach€®
the brain. For example: take the effect produced upon #
person by viewing a tree which stands alone on a level lawi*
The rays of light from the sun fall upon the tree and are 1€
flected from trunk, branches and leaves. A converging pend
of rays falls upon the retina of the eye of the observer. In th¢
eye the vibrations of ether are transmuted into a form (i)s
energy, which we will have to call “nerve energy.” TP
nerve energy is transmitted along the optic nerve to the bralﬂr;
Some of the particles of brain matter are consequently thro¥
into a state of vibration, and these vibrating particles in comi?
to a state of rest arrange themselves in a different way fro "
that in which the entering impulse found them. This, W.het
cognized by the brain, produces the conception of the objec"
viz., the tree. ) by

If the word “Tree” be pronounced at the same time "
some one standing near, another effect will be produced. * g
sound impulse reaching the ear of the observer, and belnd
transmuted in that organ into nerve energy, is propag?t®

along the auditory nerve. On reaching the brain certain ot &

particles of brain matter vibrate, which, in coming to a stat€ i
rest, assume an appropriate arrangement different from thathe
which the inward auditory nerve impulse found them. T o
co-relation of these two distiuct sensations in the brain pl'Od“Cs
the recognition of the object looked at, as a tree. SupPoof
these processes simultaneously repeated a great numbe?

: . P . A . Vi
times. The process of teaching is in reality being carried ;’ .
In course of time it happens that if only one of these tWO ely

pressions be produced on the brain of our observer ; so clof \
have the two at first distinct sensations now become _rel"te g
that the other is also simultaneously produced, though in 2
degree of intensity than formerly. .
It appears, then, possible for an impulse from wit
travelling along the auditory nerve, to stimulate into appr

hout
op™"’
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at? action particles of brain matter, at other times directly
shm}ﬂatad by impulses travelling along the optic nerve. The
Auditory impulse produces a similar effect, though of course
¥ery much weaker, to that directly produced by the optic im-
g‘.’lse. This is also the case with particles of brain matter
"g“ll"}ted by the gustatory, by the olfactory, and by the nerves
eling,
ticlEaCh inw:ard travelling wave of nerve energy leaves the par-
o & of brain matter more sensitive and more ready to respond
the following similar wave. Each separate sensation leaves
€ particles of the brain predisposed, so to speak, to receive
s:“nl]ar recurring sensation. ~Professor Huxley says, in his
onay on “ Animal automatism”: “The condition of the brain
peatWhlch memory depends, is largely determined by the re-
Tis ed Occurrence of that condition of its molecules which gives
€ to the thing remembered. Every boy who learns his lesson
nﬂ;ggeatin.g it, exemplifies the fact.” In sleep the door of the
Yo IS as it were left open, and the entrance of any impulse
Stim Without through any of the senses may, by reflex action,
Tulate one or more of the other senses into activity.
in aﬁ‘l)ressions produced during the day, being the latest, will
.- Probability be more vivid and more easy of reproduc-
0, In the brain, than those of the previous day, that is, unless
prgl,g Incident of peculiar importance has happened on the
Callel;us day, The events of the day being more easily re-
Star a comparatively mmgmﬁgant cause will be sufficient to
qlliesa tl‘alr_x of sensations. During sleep, when the brain is
tiny, cent, if a person be aroused by the noise made by con-
o tﬁd hammermg, carried on, say in an adjoining room, it may
i 2t at the first blow of the hammer, a vague and indefinite
ag "ession may be produced in the mind of the sleeper ; but
,eCen‘;W succeeds blow, the repetition _starts one of the
the éy made, and comparatively vivid impressions of
to g, 3y. The blows of the hammer, perhaps, suggest
thy, we mind of the slumberer, splashes made by the stick
Wasin Into the water for a dog to swim after ; which sport
reconndu.]ged in during the walk home from the office. The
of ¢ ction of the water, thus called up, produces the memory
its g, reflection made by the rays from the setting sun across
it to Ooth surface. The recalled “orb of day” brings with
thay 6 € mind of the sleeper the bright sunset colors observed
ayy, Vemng. The sunset colors, in their turn, remind of the
Th Mnal tints of the woods seen at that season of the year.
Prope Ought of the woods carries with it, the sights and sounds
by zer to the woods in reality. The sighing of the autumn
lmagi and the notes of the birds, and the rapid tapping of an
the bined Wood-pecker brings vividly before the mind, not only
ffom tr}? making this repeated striking noise, but his height
Whit, <© 8round as he works away, far up the trunk of some
f!om thead tree. The white tree and the woodpecker’s height
lig do € ground cause the sleeper in fancy to endeavour to
Whigy, 1 the heavy book from the top of the office shelves,
Q“Eros €1n reality had done that afterooon. But the wood-pecker
¥ooq. > the dreamer’s attention, and he endeavours to lift the
bog gecker, down, but seems to overbalance the bird ; and
of 4, 24 bird hoth fall down together, striking every branch
Yeny %€ and making successive sounds in their zig-zag de-
‘ery fo and with 5 start,complete wakefulness is produced. Yet
ey lows of the hammer may have been struck, and only
;’Qre recm;lents required to wake the slumberer. If the dream
h“DpOSe; led and recounted it might be in these words, our
Q%e To dreamer speaking :—*“I thought that I was returning
“‘;‘he Upom Iy office, and upon reaching the turn of the road,
'I‘[? watern the lake, whereupon I picked up and threw into
s Oxer 3 number of sticks for my dog ¢ Nero ’ to swim after.
"l rap ;oS¢ caused me to run, and I followed him eagerly,
.y IRht s‘;r?.to the water after him. As soon as I got below the
‘ %ppingl ace, I seemed to be in a forest, and above my head,
qnéolld anlédl)’, Was an old wood-pecker. The noise he was
Uy ligy i SO irritating that I put up my hand to reach him
had“ge bocr;]‘( down, In catching hold of him I over-balanced
hot bef. exactly like one of those in my office, which I
gee» anq ;, Or€ noticed, and which was in the branches of the
’mak'and the wood-pecker came tumbling down to-
di‘tgnt o Ing ag they struck each branch, a loud noise. Both
Voo o¥ereq %ﬁound with a loud bang, and on looking down I
D flog at there were only two large books lying on the
ke ﬂndr' Upon which I found myself standing when,—
in g, found it was only the workmen, tacking down the
€ next room, who wete making all the noise,”
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The hypothetical dream and the hypothetical dreamer make
between them altogether a very connected narrative. It will,
however, when considered in detail, serve to show how some
one impression, conveyed from the outer world to the brain,
may arouse sensations more or less vivid, and which Impression,
entering through one particular sense channel, may produce
upon the mind effects usually produced by impressions di-
rectly conveyed to the brain through some other sense-channel.
Iiach separate sensation is the faithful reproduction of some
actual occurrences of daily life, though strung together and
following each other in strange and grotesque sequence. For
instance, in dreams a poker would seldom be imagined as being
used or held by the foot; yet to poke the fire with an ink.
bottle would not appear, at the time, at all incongruous. ‘The
idea of poking the fire would be natural; and the idea of the
ink-bottle would also be natural ; but the use made of the one
with reference to the other would excite no surprise in a dream,
for in daily experience in real life they have no such relation in
the mind, the one to tke other.

The sequence of events, however unnatural, excites in the
mind of the dreamer no surprise, and the absence of the per-
ception of the absurd or the impossible in events following
each other in dreams, is perhaps due to the fact that little or
no feeling of surprise is experienced at the sequence of events
in daily life. Nothing unusual would be noticed in dreamland
ifa friend stepped out of a railway train which had travelled over
the ocean, rocking on the crest of every wave, and which drew
up at a whart instead of a platform. We do not usually feel
surprised when a vessel reaches a wharf, or when a railway
train runs into a station and draws up at a platform ;s01in a
dream no surprise will be felt at the landing at a wharf or the
reaching of a platform of something which could not possi-
bly land at a wharf, or could not possibly reach a platform,.

It may, however, be urged that dreams are often brought
about by no such violent means as hammering tacks into a
carpet, and that they are more often produced without any ap-
parent cause. This is true, but it must be remembered that
most subtle causes will often operate in producing a train of
ideas in the mind which follow one another into various
channels, ‘“ as water spilled on the table flows more freely in
the lines already made by water previously spilled.” It mast
also be remembered that the ordinary sleeper is at the mercy
of many and various influences, each competent to arouse cer-
tain brain activities which connect themselves more or less
directly with the more or less vivid impressions of the preced-
ing day, of the preceding week, or of the preceding year, or it
may be years. The sudden opening of a door, a constrained
position i sleep, and the effort to become more comfortable,
a slight draught, a pain, an attack of indigestion, the buzzing of
a fly, a mouse running under the bed, the flickering of a lamp,
the sound of wind or rain, or any of the thousand sounds only
heard at night in a still house, or the thousands of incongruous
sounds of the street or country may all collectively or individu-
ally produce, or tend to produce, that state of €onsciousness
which we know as “ Dreaming.”

The writer has for years been able to trace the sensations
experienced in dreams to the occurrences of the day, or week,
or perhaps of the month preceding, the merest suggestion of
an 1dea being sufficient to make an important dream event.
Often an occurrence of the day passed over, almost unnoticed
and forgotten, stands out in the mind in a dream, clothed with
a grotesque and fictitious importance, giving birth to new and
more startling fancies. Careful watchfulness, so that no de-
tail escapes, and faithful memory, and perhaps a little practice,
will convince any unprejudiced person that the dream of the
night is but the transposition of the actions and feelings of the
day, * the mind being driven hither and thither, like a rudder-
less ship, by every wave and wind and passing gust.”

A dream is a state of mental activity, but often too feeble to
be recalled definitely to the mind with morning light, as each
sensation not directly produced from the outside world is
weaker than that which is so produced. This may perhaps
explain why, in waking moments only, the indistinct, unde-
fined, vague and formless memory of a dream remains, or
perhaps only the feeling that we have dreamed and have
wandered for a few short moments in the moon-lit world of
dreamland,—where we cannot tell, and have returned to the
light with only the soulless ghost of a dream fading from our
sight,

Yale, B.C. A, O. BROOKSIDE,
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ROUND THE TABLE.

Christmas-tide brings with it the usual round of seasonable ut-
terances, also occasional lament over the loss of the splendour and
gaiety that lent grace to the festival in olden days. For—

“ England was merry England, when

Old Christmas brought his sports again,
"Twas Christmas broached the mightiest ale,
"Twas Christmas told the merriest tale,

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer

The poor man through half the year.”

The fancy can not but dwell fondly on the old Yule-tide customs
and observances, the stately pageantries and rude boisterousness
of games entered into with equal zest by old and young, noble and
burgess, glowing feasts adorned with peacock’s train and boar’s
head with gleaming tusk, ferocious even in death. Very pleasing,
too, is it to picture the kindness and overflowing generosity that
filled men’s hearts at that season. Who can read Bracebridge Hall
or Pickwick Papers without feeling a sympathetic interest in the
simple hearty fun of an old English family when the Yule log is

crackling and blazing on the wide hearth and the lamb's-wool is
circling ?

In ourown Canada,when we consider the present in the light of the
traditions of the past, we might naturally feel that the glory of
Christmas has departed. What can now compare with the wild
revelry and feudal state kept up by the great fur-trading nabobs—
the partners in the North-West Company who resided at Montreal
and Quebec? Have we not, too, some glimpses of a little muddy
spot, destined to blossom out into a queenly city—Toronto, which
in those olden days reeled wiih the reckless festivities of a garri-
son town ?

One whose mind is thus embued with the spirit of the past
points out with regret that the fine old race of cultured professional
men is dying out ; that the stern realities of life require a constant
devotion to one pursuit to at all ensure success. The lawyer, he will
say, knows nothing but law ; the physician, nothing but medicine.
So strong the competition that we must sacrifice the graces of living
to such an absorbing devotion to our life’s work. Social life is in-
compatible with this hard commercial age and its ceaseless quest
for wealth. The jolly confraternity of the Monks of the Screw

would be as much an anomaly to-day as the airy costume of a Greek
warrior in a modern sham battle,

That this picture is over-charged we have but to turn to such
brilliant exceptions asthe poet-broker of New York and the scientist-
hanker of London. Even he who takes so gloomy a view of the

age must perforce smile when asked, Has then amusement lost all
charm for our generation ?

Far other seems to be the true reason underlying this decadence
of old roistering customs and amusements. With advancing culture
higher intellectual pleasures are sought.

What is a man,
If his chief good and market of his time
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more.
Sure, he that made us with such large discourse.
Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and godlike reason
To tust in us unus'd.

This is pre-eminently the age of intellectual amusement to satisfy
the cravings of our higher nature. Men still mingle the pleasant
?md the grave as our fathers did. The change may be clearly seen
in the status of the theatre. In Shakespeare’s day, the hey-day of
tlge drama, patrons of the stage were found almost exclusively in the
highest and lowest ranks of London population. Noble and gen-
tleman, apprentice and vagabond, graced the performance of Ham-
let and Lear, the great middle class was alien. Indeed, a respect-
able burgess would have forfeited the esteem and confidence of all
sober-minded men if he were seen in the pit at the G/ode.

* * *

Beautifully is it said that at the Christmas feast the old tale told

of the spiritual Swedenborgians is made true, and a plate is set for

the invisible guest. Our merry-making is not without the presence
of those who are gone from amongst us for years ; they come with
the kindly cheerfulness we knew of old, “ gentle and just,” casting
no shade of sadness on our mirth,

It is now a quarter of a century since Thackeray’s wearied brain
paused, and his great, outworn heart had rest forever. But he is
with us to-night—he who knew so well how to crush down the
secret sorrow in his heart and make an evening such as this pleas-

ant, and memorable to his friends. He will sing for us his Christ-
mas hymn to the Mahogany Tree :

% Christmas is here ;
Winds whistle shrill,
{cy and chill,

Little care we :
Little we fear
Weather without,
Sheltered about

The Mahogany Tree.

% Once on the boughs
Birds of rare plume
Sang, in its bloom ;
Night-birds are we :
Here we carouse,
Singing like them,
Perched round the stem
Of the jolly old tree.

“ Here let us sport,
Boys, as we sit,
Laughter and wit
Flashing out free.
Life is but short—
When we are gone,
Let them sing on,
Round the old tree.”

For “the sense of tears in mortal things” will haunt us in moments,
be we never so merry ; and a minor creeps into the brave voice ©
the tender, true-hearted singer :

“ Evenings we knew
Happy as this ;
Faces we miss
Pleasant to see.
Kind hearts and true,
Gentle and just,
Peace to your dust
‘We sing round the tree.”

But on this night of high-blazing fires and generous good-will, the
one night of all the year, we will draw closer together, and be
merry in despite of fate.

“ Care, like a dun,
Lurks at the gate—
Let the dog wait ;
Happy we’ll be !
Drink every one ;
Pile up the coals,
Fill the red bowls,
Round the old tree!

“ Drain we the cup—
Friend, art afraid?
Spirits are laid
In the Red Sea.
Mantle it up ;
Empty it yet;

Let us forget,
Round the old tree.

“ Sorrow, begone !
Life and its ills,
Duns and their bills,
Bid we to flee.

Come with the dawn,
Blue-devil sprite,
Leave us to-night,
Round the old tree.”

* * *

(]

Thackeray was a man of world-worn wisdom, who saw thro:fr
life with that terrible lonely power of his ; who lived his lifé bftlcs5
ly, with maimed happiness, with the frequent fallings, the bcoword
strivings and endeavours of us all ; who said many a bitfer '
in his wayward fits of moodiness and grim solitude ; but who 2%
grieved with harshness those he loved—whose heart was evef #s
child’s, yearning for love, and brimming with love for me%y pe
brothers. Let the memory of such a life be with us to-night’ he
sweet presence of a good diffused.” For his was the Ch‘!ds eté
within the man’s ; his the noble, pure s .l
were no Christmas, the feast dear to children, dear to us all be tool.‘
of our chlldhopd, and consecrated to the divine Child wh?
on our humanity to teach us the lesson of love,

irit without which >l
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DI-VARSITIES.

CHARACTERISTIC BONGS.

THE OLD MAID SINGS:

“ My heart beats warm with a love untold,
And memory ne'er will fail,

As 1 sit and sing of the days of old,
To whisper the half-told tale ;

And Isighas I think, how short he stopped—
My own and only beau,

Just as I thought he ought to have popped,
The question long ago !”

THE OLD BACHELOR SINGS ;

“When moon-beams silver the sylvan scenes,
As sinks the evening star,

I leave my room with its ‘might have beens,’
And puff my dime cigar ;

But a phantom face in the smoke I see,—
And strange it should be so,

'Tis the only face that was dear to me,
In the days of long ago!”

F.M. F,

A DESPERATE PLUNGE.

He stood upon a fallen tree,

Whose branches in the river lay,

And in his mind full pensively

Wild thoughts chased wilder thoughts away.

“1 cannot leap,” he slowly said,

“ Yet that's the reason why I came

In the dark river’s watery bed

To rest my strong but shrinking frame.

# Oh, what would my dear mother say,
My loving sister Maggie, too,

If they should know what I to-day,
Had here intended now to do?

“ But such weak thoughts I'll harbour not,
I will not play the coward’s part ;

So fields and woods and every spot

I love, farewell. Be still, sad heart.”

He leaped, and now the dark, swift stream
Had quickly hid his form from view ;
Aloft was heard the eagle’s scream,
Shocked at what man had dared to do.

Silence upon the river came,
The circling eddies swiftly fled,
But look—once more the youth’s stout frame

Arises, for he is not dead.

Like sheep by ruthless butcher’s hand,
Unto the cruel slaughter led,

The youth his dark eyes turned to land,
And most excitedly he said,

“ Billy, old fellow, jump right in,
The water's beautiful ;
Don’t stand like I did, shivering,
For fear it might be cool.
J.L.G.

QUERY,

Whether the Tower of Pisa, he,
If other towers should meet his sight,
Would deem his leaning selt to be
The only tower that stood upright ?
W.J.H

MAMMOTH BOOK EMPORIUM

CHEAPEST
NEW AND SECOND-HAND BOOKS
IN CANADA.

—_—

A FEW SAMPLES.

Macaulay’s History of England,

svols.,clo............o0 vees
_ published at $5.00 #2 o0
Dickens’ Complete Works, 15 vols.
L 12 00

published at $18.75.
Scott’s Waverley Novels, 12 vols, 10 oo
published at $18.75.
New and Second-hand College Books, Art
Books, Ancient and Rare Works, etc.

R. W. DOUGLAS & CO.
250 YONGE STREET,
(Successors to A, Piddington.)

TOBACCONISTS
Mail Building, 54 King Street West

TORONTO.

Fine Imported and Domestic Cigars

TUDENTS* NOTE BOOKS AND
other requisites.
Stationery and Fancy Goods at
ALEX. BROWN’S, 445 Yonge street, 2nd door
. north of Carlton street.
Discount to students. Branch office of G.
N. W. Telegraph Co.

CHOOL OF ELOCUTION
AND DRAMATIC ART

VOICE BUILDING, ELOCUTION and GESTURE
Thoroughly taught and gentlemen prepared for publ ¢
reading and speaking in any department,

MISS F. H. CHURCHILL,

87 Gould Street, - - - - Toronto

COX & CO.

Stock Brokers,

Members of Toronto Stock Exchange.

26 TORONTO ST.

Continuous market quotations from New
York, Chicago and by private wire.

JAMES ALISON
MERCHANT TAILOR

AﬁD IMPORTER or WOOLLENS, &c.,
264 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

(A liberal discount to students.)
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Owing to the persistent attempt of numerous
cigarette manufacturers to cope in part the
Brand Name of the ‘ Richmond Straight
Cut.” Now in theeleventh year of their popu-
arity, we think it alike due to the protection
of the consumer and ourselves, to warn the

public against base imitations and call their !

attention to the fact that the original Sraight
Cut Brand is the Richmond Straight Cut No.
x, introduced by us in 1875, and to caution the
students to observe that our signature appears

on every package of the Genuine Straight Cut

Cigarettes,
ALLEN & GINTER,
Richmond, Va.

TUDENTS, ATTENTION!

Shaving and Hair-Cutting  Parlours
353 SPADINA AVENUE,
(just below College).
RANNEY BROS.

LDRIDGE STANTON.

134 Yonge Street,
PHOTOGRAPHER

Sunbeams, $1.00 per doz.

per dozen.

Old Pictures Copied, Enlarged and finished in

colors, Ink or Crayon.” Orders Jilled from

any Negatives made by the firm of Stanton &
Vicars,

Cabinets $3

BREAST OF THE TIMES !
Co-education Barber Shop
Gentlemen’s Hair-cutting and Shaving De-
partment. Ladies’ Hair-dressing department,
ROBERT P. WATKINS,
492 Yonge St., just above Grosvenor

BOOTS, BOOTS, BOOTS.

R. KINCADE,

Manufacturer of and Dealer in Fine Boots and
Shoes, All orders promptly attended to,
Please remember the number,
444 Yonge Street,

3rd door south of College Avenue,

A DARWINIAN FABLE.

(From the French of . P. Le May )

It was in Afric soporific
That, canopied by plantains stubby
Dangling with bananas chubby
The apes held congress scientific.
Wished they our human clothes to don
And after man to do the flunkey ?
Ah! No. They only wished to con
The origin of monkey.

Savants, sceptic philosophers,
Poets, critics, politicians,
Smug-moraled hagiographers,
Horse-reporters and logicians
Came flocking, gravely, to depose
Accounts that savored of the wondrous.
But a horrid scandal sudden mid the throng
arose
When sev’ral sages,
Declared off-hand,
With bold defiance
In the name of science,
The ape so grand
His descent began
Straight from an animal called man.
A. T. NINER,

in accents thundrous,

LEAVE your measure and secure a sample

of Treble’s perfect fitting French yoke
shirts at Treble’s Great Shirt House, 53 King
Street West, corner of Bay, Card for measure.
ment free. .

Foot-ball Jerseys, Caps and Hose. Warm
Underwear, all sizes and qualitics, at Treble's
Great Shirt House, 53 King Street West, corner
of Bay Street. Gents" Kid Gloves, all sizes,

THE NORTHERN FINE ART GAL.-
LERY.

EDWIN POTTS, 402 Yonge Street.

Ornamental Frames, Oil Paintings, Engravings
Mouldings, Chromos, Mirrors, Aibums, Plush Goodg
Christmas, Birthday and New Year's Cards, Artistg
Materials, All kinds of Faney Glass and China Waro

ACDONALD & CO.,
Importers,

21,23,25 27 Front, 2_8,-30 32. 34 Wellington St,
TORONTO.
And 21 Major Street, Manchester, Eng.

JAFFRAY & RYAN,
244 Yonge Street,

!

|
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ENTLEMEN appreciating perfection in
Fashion, Fit and Finish.

Skould patronise the Students’ Favorite Tailor-
ing Establishment,

Full stock of first-class goods at Lowest Prices
consistent with unexcelled workmanship,

J. Hunter Brown, 283 Yonge St.,
Cor. Wilton Avenue, (Mathson's old stand
N EWSPAPERS,
MAGAZINES anDp PERIODICALS

Sent to any address in Canada at Pub-
liskars’ closest rates.

McAINSH & ELLIS,
Opposite Post Office. TORONTO

— s S —

GENTLEMEN,—

Your attention is invited to my mag-
nificent stock of WOOLLENS AND FURNISHING
G0oDS.

Clergymen and Students will find my
stock of Standard Black and Dark Cloths
the most select and reliable in the trade.

R. J. HUNTER
MERCHANT TAILOR,
CORNER KING AND CHURCH STREETS

BRUCE,
. 118 King St. West,

ART PHOTOGRAPHER.

Guarantees the finest and mogt artistic work
that can be produced, and allows a liberal di%*
count to Professors and Students connecte
with Toronto University and other colleges.

e e

UNS RIFLES AND

ALL LATEST MODELS,

REVOLVERS:

Full stock of Bullard, Colt and Winchester Rifle8
at Rock Bottom Cash Pricer, Knglish Breech-108d"
ing Double Guns for $13. Sole Canadian agent f0F
best gun makers in England.

W.M.COOPER, 69 Bay St., Toronto:

Large ill 3 inf tion-
go illustrated catalogue full of mturmb

EO. HARCOURT & SON,
Established 1842

Merchant Tailors and Robe
Makers

48 Kine Strer Easr, -

'I‘ORONTU
—_— - —

CHOICE WINES, LIQUORS & CIGARS

IuporrERS OF GROCERIES, WiNgs anxp CAER HOWELL HOTEL,

Liquors,
2 Labatl's and  other Ales. -

College Avenue, Toronto

Old Rye, 5& 7 years, Port & Sherry Wines, 30yrs. old HE NRY UNETT LAYTON, PBOPRIETOR'

ROWSELL & H UTCHISON
Publishers, Printers, and Bookbinders

versities, Public and Private Schools.

76 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO

Importers of Books and Stationery,

Have constantly in Stock the Books required for the Uni
CATALOGUES SENT FREE TO ANY ADDRESS.

-—/

=l

GOETHE.—SeleCt poems, with notes by Sonnenschein,

/

KILLICK (Rev. A. H.) —Students’ Handbook to Mill's LOg

75c. LOUNSBURG
GOETHE.—Faust. Translated in the original metres, By Bay-
ard Taylor. With explanatory notes. 7oc. $1.25.
BERKELEY (GEO.)—Principles of Human Knowledge. $3.50
SMITH (ADAM).—Wealth of Nations. $1.25, SIDGWICKS (H.)—

GRAY (A )—New Manual of Botany. §$a.

50.

(T. R)—History of the Engligh Language. $%%
WHITE (R. G.)-Words and their Uses,

$I.25. iCo

SULLY (J.)—Outlines of Psychology.  §$3.25.
History
Full Supplies of University College Text Books.

WILLIAMSON & CO,, 5 King St, West (Next Dominion Bank, TORONTO:

of Ethics. $1.75.
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ACID PHOSPH ATH.

For Dyspepsia, Mental and Physical Exhaustion, Nervousness, Diminished Vitality, etc.

Prepared according to the directicns of Prof. E. N. Horsford, of Cambridge.

A
System.

Universally recommended and prescribed by the physicians of all schools.
ts action will harmonize with such stimulants as are necessary to take,
It is the best tonic known, furnishing sustenance to both brain and body.

It makes a delicious drink with water and sugar ¢nly.

in g Ok E. W. ROBERTSON, Cleveland, 0., savs :
12 nervoys debility, nervous dyspepsia, etc., etc.”

Dx,

As a Brain and Nerve Tonie.

For Wakefulness.

WILLIAM P. CLOTHIER, Buffalo, N.Y., says: ‘| prescribed it for a Catholic priest, who was a hard student,

- 4 L
€Xtreme nervousness, etc., and he reports it has been of great benefit to him.’

Dr, EDWIN F, VOSE, Portland, Me., says:

Tailed 15 g, good.”
Dr.

In Nervous Debility.

For the XIl Effects of Tobacco.

C. A. FERNALD, Boston, says: ' I have used it in cases ol impaired nerve lunction, with beneficial results,

Where the system is affected by the tonic action of tobacco'”

Invigorating, - Strengtheﬂing, - Healthful, - Refreshing.

Prices reasonable. Pamphlet giving further particulars mailed free.

Manutactured by the RUMFORD CHEMICAL WORKS, Providence, R.I.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.

Freparation of the phosphates of lime, magnesia, potash and iron with phosphoric acid, in such form as'to be readily assimilated by the

* From my experience, can cordially recommend it as a brain and nerve tonic, especially

for wakefulness,

«1 have prescribed it for many of the various forms of nervous debility and it has never

especially in caseg

(L.R.C.P. & 8., Edin,, &o., &¢.)

%‘E —
Professional Cards.
————
isters, Bolicitors, & . ER H.
—_— Legal °3££, Talbes ivect, Risdon Block, opposite {DB PETER H. BRYCE, M.A

LAKE, LASH, CASSELS & HOLMAN, Barrie-
Bagy 'er8, &c., Dominion Chambers, over Dominion
81k, cor. King and Yonge Streets, Toronto.

Edwara Blake, Q. 8, H. Blake, Q.C.
Z, A, Lash,aQ 5’. Q€. ‘Walter Cassels, Q.C.,
C 3 Holhan H. Cassels,
g- 8. Cassels, Alex. Mackenrie,
+ Mickle, W. H. Blake

INGSFORD, BROOKE & GREEN, Barristers,
Ont, Bolicitors, &c. Toronto and Sutton West,
8ty %rio. No. 10 Manning Arcade, Toronto. Main
€et, Button West.

& .- Kingsford, G.H. C. Brooke. George Green

08, FALCONBRIDGE & BARWICE, Barrls-
618, &e. MOSS, HOYLES & AYLESWORTH,

7z

Eing Btreet west, Toronto.
gf‘gles Mogs, Q.0, W. G. Falconbridge, Q.C.
4 g Hoyles Walter Barwick,
- Aylesworth W. J. Franks,

S -——____ _Douglas Armour.

OWAT. MACLENNAN, DOWNEY & BIGGAR,
l%() MOWAT. MACLENNAN, DOWNEY & LANG-
Toro; Barrigters, Solicitors, &e., York Chambers,
Bto Btreet, Toronto.

Oliver
owsat, Q.C. ames Maclennan, Q.C.
fokn Do » Q0. R. W. Biggar, ’

Th°m“hnzéon. C.'W. Thompson.
°CARTHY, OSLER, HOSKIN & CREELMAN

T Barristery Solici ., Temple Chambers
9Fonto Btreet, ’ro‘icfﬁiff"’ &e- P

B, B. Osler, Q.C,,
Adam R.Creelman,
W. H. P Clement.
Wallace Nesbitt.

ULOCK, TL,7, MILLER & CROWTHER, Bar.
the Mu.‘t“ﬂ. Bolicitors in Chancery, Proctors in
sOuth_w‘time Court, Conveyancers, &c. Office—
tontp, ogzgrggmer of King and Church Streets, To-

* Mulogy, QC. J. Ti,Q.C, W.N.Miller, Q.C.
J. Crowther. Jr

8 E%‘é:g“""lf?g REESOR & ENGLISH, Barris.
troet, g o, Solicitors, ete, Offices, No. 17 Toronto
RSumer'y Gag Company’s Buildings,

ore. H.A. Reesor. E.Taylour English,

Dllto
Johp jy deCarthy, Q.C.,
 Haroougy: $Cn

-D. Delay,

Bters, &c. North of Scotland Chambers, 18 and .

the Market, St. Thomas, Ont.

Jaimes H. OQoyne. Jehiel Mann.
ALL, DEWART & CO.,

BARRISTERS, ATTORNEYS, BOLICITORS, NOTABIES, BTC

Firat door east of * Globe " 6fﬁoe, Toronto, Ont.
Offrces—3 and 32 King Ft, east, up-stairs.

R. w.

MeCallun’s Block-—Ring Street, Cobourg.
Money to Loan.

WILSON, LL.B., BARRISTER, Solicitor
Conveyanocers, &c.

ILLIAM F. W. CREELMAN,
BARRISTRD, BOLICITOR, NOTARY PUBLIC, ETC.
17 York Chambers, Toronto street, Toronto.

[Late Mr. B. Sandfield Macdonald.]

MACDONALD & MACINTOSBH,
BARRISTERS,
CORNWALL.

G’ G. §. LINDSEY,
®  BARRISTER, BOLICITOR, ETC.

28 YORK CHAMBERS, TORONTO STREET,
Toronto.

Medical.

Office and residence, N. W. Corner College and
Spld{na Avenue.

R.D.J. GIBB WISHART, B.A.

(L.R.C.P. London, Eng., Etc.. Ftc.)

CORNER YONGE AND ANNES STREETS,
Office hours—9 to 11 a.m.,1 o 2 pm., 5§ to 8p.m,
Telephone No, 1454.

Dental

R HASBLITT,
[ ]
DENTIST

Honor Graduate of the R.C.D.8., Ont.
No. 51 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO, ONT,

T HENDERSON, L.D.8.
]

SURGEON DENTIST,
DG:ld Medallist and Graduate with Honorg in R.C;

Office—761 Yonge Btr
Toronto, 8 eet (over Central Bank )

G 8. CAESAR,
(] —
DENTAL SURGEON.,

Office~84 Grosvenor 8treet, Toronto.
K& Telephone communication

-
R G. TROTTER,
L ]

DENTAL SURGEON.

Office—North-eaat corner of Ki;
over Molsons' Ba!xlxi .Md Boy Stroets
Entrance on King Street,

R. MACDONALD
has removed to

180 SIMCOE STREET

Office Hours—9 to 10 a.m., 2 o'clock, and 7 to 9.

W NATTRESS, M.D., C.M,, M.R.C.8., king.
-

COR. YONGE AND CARLTON STREETS.

C P. LENNOX,
° ——
DENTAL S8URGLON,

Arcade Buildings, Yonge Street, Toronto.

FRANKLIN J. ANDREWS,
DENTAL BURGEON,

1King Btreet Eust, between Murra
forwrerly 2 King St, West,

'8 and Walker*
oronto
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TUDENTS OLLEGE BOOKS, COLLEGE The Students’ Corner.
S C BOOKS.

will derive satisfaction by purchasing at

ROGERS’
GENTS FURNISHING STORE

Shirts Made to Order.
Students Special Discounts.

346 YONGE STREET (corner Elm)
TORONTO.

Students’ Furnishings.

soarrs, SHIRTS  COLLARS,

Gloves, Underwear, Jerseys, &c., for
all college games.
Srecial Discounts.

1.]. COOPER, 109 Yonge St.
VENUE HOUSE.

Billiard Parlour in Connection
4438 YONGE STREET - TORONTO

WM. . HOWELL, Proprietor.

MADILL & HOAR,
(Successors to G. B Smith & Co.)
DispensiNG CHEMISTS, 356 YonGE ST.

Have a large assortment of Hair Brushes,

Combs, Sponges, Fancy Soaps, &c.
£ A special Discount to Students.

OBERT M. WILLIAMS,
Law Stationer,

Lithographer, and Illuminator
Engrosserﬁesigngx o}; Ad,dresses, Resolutions
of Condolence, &c.

—

6 Leader Building, Toronto.
HE DOMINION BOOK STORE.

SUTHERLAND'S,
286 & 288 Yonge Street, Toronto,

"1s the place to buy, sell, or exchange your books
of all kinds.

- The Great Second Hand Book Store.

Students’ Books a Specialty,

1D OOKS — NEW AND SECOND
Hand—bought, sold and exchanged at

'YE OLDE BOOKE SHOPPE

853 YONGE STREET,
TORONTO.

Thke well known College Book Store, established
by Mr. James Vannevar, in 1866, Especial at-
tention given to

Toronto University Books,
Toronto School of Science Books,
Toronto School of Medicine Books.

Books both new and second hand. Btudents will
make a great mistake who fail to give us a call.

VANNEVAR & CO., Booksellers and Stationers,
440 Yonge St., olil). Carlton Bt., a few doors below
College Avenne, Toronto.

M. WEST & CO.,
246 Yonge Street,

9 doors above Queen, and 246 Yonge St.
Sign of Golden Boot.
A large stock of Boots and Shoes always on

hand. Splendid Lace Boots, our own make,
good and cheap.

S B. WINDRUM,
. Tue JEWELLER.

31 KING STREET EAST, UpsTalrs.

In addition to his Large Stock of Gold
and Silver Watches, both American and
Swiss, is showing a full assortment of the
latest styles of English, Gold and Silver
Jewellery.

His assortment of Diamond and other Gem
Rings is most complete, and with his lines of
American Jewcllery and rolled plate Chains,
together with a full line of finest Silverware,
Spoons, Forks, Cutlery and Gold and Silver
headed Canes, constitute one of the best as.
sorted stocks ever offered to the public,

Cricketing, Tennis, and Football and Boxing
Gloves at special prices.

Repairing and manufacturing leading line.

S. B. WINDRUM,
31 KING ST. EAST (UPSTAIRS.)

DOES YOUR WATCH STOP?

Take it to T. H. ROBINSON,
510 Yonge Street,

(corner Breadalbane-street.)

E=Z" Repairing a Specialty.

Cull Telephone N, 3091.

‘ISHER'S EXPRESS LINE,

539 Yonge Street,
Baggage Collected and Delivered

At Railway Stations and in all parts of the City.
Checks given for baggage to stations. Telephone
commnunication with all parts of city.

A NDREW JEFFREY,
Dispensing Chemist,
Corner Yonge and Carlton Streets.
A full assortment of Toilet Requisites, Sponges

Soaps, Combs, Hair, Tooth and Nail Brudhes, Per
fumery, ete.

28~ A Liberal Discount to Students.

SIGN of THE BIG BOOT.
OHN MELLON,

Ten per Cent Discount to Studemts in

BOOTS AND SHOES.
Gents' Boots made in latest styles and at
lowest prices.
74~ Repairing neatly and promptly done

JOHN MELLON - 308 SPADINA AVENUE

Corner of Clyde Street. .
Only ten minutes’ walk from University.

HARRY A. COLLINS,

Importer and Dealer in

General House Furnishings,

Pen, Pocket and Table Cutlery,
Electro-Plated Ware,
Students' Lamps, &c.

90 YONGE STREET.

E.&H.T.ANTHONY & CC.
A 691 Broadway N.Y.

g, Manufacturers and Im-
: porters of

PHOTOGRAPHIC

INSTRUMENTS,
Apparatus and Supplies

of every deacription.
Sole proprietors of the Patent
Detective, Fairy, Novel, an
Bicycle Cameras, and the Ce-
g lebrated Btauley Dry Plates.
Amateur Outfita in gred
variety from $9.00 upwards.
Send for catalogue or call an
examine.
o 154" More than 40 years estab
* 2~ lished in this line of business.
- ——

A. THOMPSON,
. (Successor to Alex. Linn-)

— TOBACCO, : CIGA’RS, : PIPES, —

SMOKERS' SUNDRIES,
396 YONGE STREET, TORONTO:

——

LLUB HOTEL,
416 Yonge St
V. T. BERO, PROPRIETOR.
Choice Brands Wines, Liquors and Cigars.

Latest Improved Billiard & Pool Table8
root A%

THE COSIEST BARBER SHOP
ON YONGE STREET.
489 Yonge Street, Opposite Fire Hall
H, BELL, late foreman of the Rossin HOUS®

Barber Shop. 8pecial attention to Students.
___/

JOHN BRIMER,

MERCEANT TATLOR

210 YONGE STREET,

TORONTO

Published in the University of Toronto by THE VArsiTY PusLIsHING Co.

Printed by ELLIS & MOoRE, 39 and 41 Melinda St,, Toronto.

Secretary, J. S. MacCLEAN,




