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HUMANITY,

Our lives are far apart ; silent, alone,
From morn till eve we live our earthly day,
Soul shut from soul, unknowing and unknown,
Pilgrims. yet strangers, on the self-same way ;
Like streams whose lonely waters seaward flow,
While dreary wastes of land stretch far be:ween,
And dark dividing hills their shadows throw, -
Beyond, the waters pass unheard, unseen;
But to themselves confined, they ever moan,
And fret along their shores unto the sea,
With low unceasing wail, * Alone ! alone ! *
With longing murmuring cry for sympathy !
Uniil on ocean’s breast they meet and mingle free,
No more estranged,—to all cternity.

H, L. Dunn,

A MERRY CHRISTMAS.

Wigf thisjoyous season, united Christendom prepares to celebrat'e
1all the traditional ceremonial, the day, which of all others, is
Signated in the Universal Calendar of National Observance, as
red to “ Good Will and Good Fellowship.”
his is the season, also, of “ Peace towards Men.” Let this not
Orgotten by those whose devotion to Race, Religion, or Party
Made them regard as enemies those whom they should look
0n.a5 brothers.
re 18 is, also, a time for Retrospection and Introspection. We
in :bOUt to bid good-bye to the old year, and are soon to welcome
Peo ;’ Ne’w. The past year has brought momentous changesto many
8002e 3 1t has wrought havoc amongst nations. Let us, as we bid
"bye to the old year, bid good-bye to the bitternesses
Strifes, which its days have brought about. We
ot carry over to the new year any of the animosities
ave embittered the past. Why should the young
€ar be cursed with the sins of its predecessors? Letit have
“reditary taint. Let us begin 1886 unhampered by the past,
ablyw{th a determination, as much as liet'h in us, to "‘ live peace-
viq ith all men” This doctrine applies just as forcibly to indi-
o a.s 38 to nations. It is a lesson for each one of us. Let us

R
it 0:?“: as individuals, or as a nation, to appreciate it, and carry

!

s

fm_lSte" to Tennyson’s noble words. May they be our watchword
the futyre ;

« Ring out false pride in place and blood,
The civic slander and the spite ;
Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.

Ring in the valiant man and free,
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ;
Ring out the darkness of the land,
Ring in the Christ that is to be.”

At many a bright fireside this happy Christmas season, friends
will gather to greet one another, and to exchange those kindly sen-
timents and wishes which do so much to soften the asperities and
abate the conventionalities of our modern artificial society.

Christmas and New Years’ cards, those appropriate and beauti-
ful messengers of affection and regard, will bring into many a home
words of greeting and remembrance that will long remain to delight
and charm.

To many the joys and pleasures of this season must be, of ne-
cessity, but a tender. reminiscence, and a sorrowful remembrance, -
Time alone can give to such hearts a merciful ministration, and
banish the sorrow, leaving nothing but the sweetest recollections of
by-gone pleasures.

In many new homes, in which the Crane has been hung but a
short while, little golden-haired beings take the vacant chairs at the
fireside, and fill the voids in many hearts,

This is the season for feasting and rejoicing, for enjoying life
during the few short days that we in this busy work-a-day world
can spare for relaxation.

In our rejoicings we should not forget the children of poverty
and ill-paid toil, into whose lives few rays of gladness enter. Is it

- through any desert of ours that happiness comes to us and sorrow

to them? Nor can we fulfil our duty to them by charity concerts
and mere material gifts. Their souls hunger for human sympathy
more than for bread. It should be our mission, more fortunate
than they, now .and always to grant them in some measure, this
divine gift. But we must do this personally and as individuals.
Societies and charity organizations often pauperize rather than
benefit : they may distribute hampers, but they cannot dispense
human sympathy.

It is our business now to be happy, and to make others happy.
If we are not happy, it is imperative that we seem to others to be”
so. We must not at this season intrude our Sorrows upon others,

The editors of THE VaRsity, desirous of living up to the senti-
ments which have just been expressed, have gathered around their
sanctum fireside a merry and whole-hearted group. Asthe firelight
sheds its hospitable light upon them, song and story succeed one
another, and laughter and tears chase one another across the coun-
tenances of the listeners.

Whilst the merrymaking is just beginning, the Editor would in-
vite the reader to mingle with the throng, and to take a seat by his
fireside, and participate in the general rejoicing, and listen to the
wit and wisdom of his guests ; whilst he himself would gladly make
his bow, and leave the reader in the undisturbed possession of all
the good things provided for his entertainment.

To all his readers he wishes most cordially “ A Merry Christmnas
and a Happy New Year.”
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A PLEA FOR THE CHILDREN'S FAIRY LORE.

Why are the children glad with glowing faces
To gather round us in the Christmas night,
And talk with gleesome hearts of verdant places,

Or dreamy reveries in the summer light ?

Ah ! they remember yet old tales we told them
In flowery meads, of fairies long ago,

Of fays and tiny elfin barks to hold them
Quick dancing, seaward, on the brooklet’s flow.

Anew the young andfresh imagination
Finds trace of elfish presence everywhere,
And peoples with a sweet and bright creation
The clear blue chambers of the sunny air,

Anew the gate of many a fairy palace
Opes to the ringing bugle of the bee,
And every flower-cup is a golden chalice,

Wine-filled, in some grand elfin revelry,

Quaint little eyes from grassy nooks are peering ;
Each dewy leaf is rich in magic lore ;

The foam bells, down the merry streamlet steering,
Are fairy-freighted to some happier shore,

Stern theorists, with wisdom overreaching
The aim of wisdom, in your precepts cold,

And with a painful stress of callous teaching,
That withers the young heart into the old,

What is the gain if all their flowers were perished,
Their vision-fields forever shorn and bare,

The mirror shattered that their young faith cherished,
Showing the face of things so very fair ?

Time hath enough of ills to undeceive them,
And cares will crowd where dreams have dwelt before ;'
Oh, therefore, while the heart is trusting, leave them
Their happy childhood and their fairy lore !

Berlin, J- K.

A LITTLE DOMESTIC DIFFICULTY.

Theodora Clyde was in serious trouble, and, as is sometimes the
case with women’s troubles, a man was at the bottom of it. She
was deeply in love—upon this fact hinged all her mental disturb-
ance. But the object of this affection was her own husband, which,
of course, as a wholly unromantic condition of affairs, makes a very
poor beginning of a love story.

Less than two years ago, before she became Mrs. Clyde, she had
been accounted one of the least attractive of young girls in Mon-
treal. Pale, pedantic, puritanic, she had few admirers and no
lovers. It is difficult to love a piece of ice, no matter how trans-
parent in coloring, nor how exquisitely shaped. There 1s a manner
which says as plainly as words, “ Approach me at your peril 1 ” and
Theodora Lent possessed this manner in perfection. How she ever
came to marry Jack Clyde was a mystery none of her friends at-
tempted to unravel. Perhaps, as Mrs. Lyle, Jack’s sister, rather
hyperbolically observed, “ the ice melted so fast under the warmth
of his affection that it made a perfect flood, and swept her clean off
her intellectual feet.” Jack was as common as daylight, and just
as welcome. He radiated a perpetual atmosphere of gladness and
goodwill. He was a little rough and very slangy, but, with all his
ease and freedom, he cherished a secret and lofty ideal of woman-
hood. The first time he met Miss Lent she wore a handful of
violets on her proud little shoulder. Bending to inhale their odor
with the graceful familiarity that made him so popular with othe;
ladies, he was surprised to see her withdraw herself very entirely,

not with any airs of affronted majesty, but with decided aversion:

Jack was secretly chagrined at the open repulse. In his reiterate
attempts to win some signs of approval, he fell deeply in love Vf’“
her, and it is to be supposed that he won her upon the princlple
that constant dripping wears away the stone.

“ But mark my words,” said Mrs. Lyle to her brother, shortly b?'
fore the wedding, ““ Theo does not love you. What she loves 18
the sensation of being loved, and she knows she isn't likely to ¢
ceive that from any other man.”

Jack was annoyed, but he would not gratify his sister by an ,
hibition of this feeling. “ Flora, my child,” he said, “I wouldn't
advise you to go in quite so heavily for these metaphysical an.d
abstract speculations. They are unsuited to a person of yout dell;,
cate mental calibre. Now Theo is better qualified to tackle them;

“Youll find that Theo will not be apt to tackle things. SP€»
object to this, and won'’t like that, and will be down on the othe®s
either because it is sinful and vulgar, or else because it is vulgar
and sinful.”

“In that case,” said Jack, “your conversation will have 1o
charms for her.”

* My object,” replied the lady calmly, “is not so much to
as to instruct.”

For answer she received an inarticulate growl, in which an un
complimentary reference to herself was alone distinguishable, ands
of course, the result of this discussion was to make Jack more that
ever determined to marry the subject of it.

So they were married in haste, and now they had leisure enough
and perhaps reason enough for repentance. It is possible ! at
neither Mr. nor Mrs. Clyde was a very easy person to “get along
with.” Jack was fond of a good dinner, and good company, an
plenty of both. Theo was more interested in ideas than in peop'®
and took rather an egotistic pleasure in the society of her 0%"
thoughts. On some occasions, as the evening on which this story
opens, their house was filled with invited guests, but the youtb!?
hostess viewed the prospect with feelings which partook more ?
the nature of resignation than of delight. It was all for ]ackf
sake. But at the last moment, Jack ran across an old literary ac
quaintance whom he did not specially care for, but whom
invited for Theo’s sake. This was Philip Ellery, a man with tire
eyes and very agreeable manners, who devoted himself almost €9°
tirely to his pretty hostess. He discovered that she was a deV?“
lover of poetry, and he listened gravely when she fell to perating
the stolidity of the Canadian imagination, and questioned if tl_‘ere
were such a being as a Canadian poet. For answer he qUOted'

y ex-

pleasé

‘“ Blow, summer breeze, wild fragrance bearing,
Take with thee every sweetest thought to her to night :
Blow softly, wake her not, her face is wearing

. : ight.”"
A smile whose presence makes her chamber seem more brigh

Lo (Y
Theo’s fair eye’s were luminous with pleasure. *Exquisité
she exclaimed. * Please prove me in the wrong again.”

** And youth forgot its passions,
And age forgot its woe,

And life forgot that there was death
Before such music’s flow.”

“ Now where is your stolid Canadian imagination!”

1 have nothing more to say,” replied Theo.

“What a calamity ! Then I am sorry I quoted anything-”

“1 am glad. There is so little poetry in our lives., Don’t you'!
that we—all of us—have rather a stupid time of it on this eart
Slow and sordid and half blind we grope about in the darkness
every day life, until, like a flash of lightning, a poem, or Picwt:e’.ne
strain of music suddenly illuminates the sky, and, for oné d'vll 9
moment, we vividly realize that the world is beautiful, the 5O%
immortal, and that heaven broods over us perpetually-” e

Across the room, from a group of young people in the cord a
came Jack’s loud, cheerful voice : “ Well, you just bet 1 ha

hink
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Sweet time of it. 'Three fat women and a cart load of infants to be
shipped out of those picnic grounds before night, fifteen miles to
89, muddy roads, not a star, and rain pouring cats and dogs. My
little team has lots of ginger, and so we pulled through, but ‘twas
dispiriting. "Tisn’t going to a picnic so much as having to be man
Ofall work when you get there that grinds me.”

“Y should think,” said Mr. Ellery to Theo, as they stood a little
apart, that you would find few to sympathize with your peculiar
ideas”  As an afterthought he added : “ But then you have your
husband_n

1 he had struck the pale proud face before him it could not more
suddenly have turned to burning red. She laid a detaining hand
on the arm of a lady who was passing, and, after presenting Philip
%0 her, she crossed the room, and sat down beside Jack. At this
Moment Miss Arden, a very pretty girl, but absolutely devoid of
Weas, was relating an incident of her life, of which she had been
Teminded by Jack’s picnic reminiscence. “ Il never forget,” she
Concluded, “how those two dudes tried to flirt with me.”

“Mrs, Clyde,” said another, “it is your turn now. This is story-
tellerg corner, and each one is expected to contribute something.’

“On, no,” said Mrs. Clyde, *I could never consent to dim the
bl‘illiance of Miss Arden’s anecdote by any poor recital of my own/’

,NO sooner had the words escaped her lips than she was stricken
Mith remorse and self-contempt. Not content with the sin of en-
10ying the conversation of a man whom Jack did not care for, she

ad resort to the vulgarity of making an unkind remark. She
Ooked contritely at the injured girl, but Miss Fanny had not the
remf’teSt idea that she had been insulted. Her lovely lips unclosed
agf““, and she lisped out : ‘

. Well, a5 commycul, the way those two dudes tried to flirt
With e » )

.A&Er it was all over Theo still continued to hate herself. Other-
W}se she could scarcely have listened in meek silence, while Jack

“ated upon the charms of Fanny Arden. At last, while she strove
o‘rePreSS a yawn, he said :

"But you don’t seem particularly enthusiastic over the subject.

% jealous, eh ?”
€ remark was.uttered purely in joke, but every one of Theo’s

li : .
lttfle ars of superiority, which Jack detested, came rallying to her
Clence,

'“ “Jealous | » she exclaimed in pure incredulous astonishment.
fher 1 and she said nothing more. )
€ young husband was justly incensed. He himself had once
ed a few sighs at Fanny’s shrine, and might have increased
® Number had he not met with his wife. “ I'll tell you what it is,
Selfo’n-he said, deliberately and exasperatingly, “you think your
a little better, and a little brainier, and a little more refined
an anybody else.”
«p €0 never got angry ; she would as soon think of getting drunk.
ma:;rhaps you are right,” she said, indifferently ; and this time she
« € ho effort to conceal the yawn that overtook her.
Well, 1 suppose you know the Bible says that pride goeth be-

fore 5 gy »
({3

Wast,

98s it? [ thought it said pride goeth before destruction, and

imggps . .
Magined it meant the destruction of the person who opposed the
'Oud one,”

She

gave him one of her arch looks, at which he was forced to
at his;fl little.  So then she flew to him, and took her favorite stool
«r. €€l with her cheek resting on his knee.
ar Jack,” she said, “I don’t care what falls, so long as it is
« Jour love for me. I don't care if the heavens fall !”
¢ the price of potatoes,” tenderly murmured Jack, as he

p";(:hed her ear,
You: they “ made up and were friends.” But a few days later the

wif, € Man was more indignant than ever—this time because his

e : .
“ declined to be vaccinated.
hat 1 » she exclaimed, “ give oneself 4 small disease in order

to avoid having a large one! You might as well kill a baby in
order to avoid killing a man. It’s a detestable idea.”

“I wish,” said poor Jack, “that you had tewer ideas and a little
more common sense. [ think I ought to compel you to be vac-
cinated.”

“Compel me?” she repeated, with exquisite gentleness of tone
and look. “I think you do not mean that.”

There is nothing so immovable as the determination of an even-
tempered person. Jack went out to soothe his ruffled feelings by a
call on Fanny Arden. There was not the slightest doubt that ske
was vaccinated, for, as he inadvertently touched her arm, she drew
back with an affected shudder.

“Poor little arm,” he said, by way of apology.

‘“Tisn’t so very little, either,” she replied, tossing her head, and
delighted at the prospect of making her own physical perfections
the subject of conversation; “I despise little arms and little
shoulders.” .

Jack was reminded of a saying of Theo’s, “ The mind’s the stan.
dard of the woman.” But he cherished a secret sort of bitterness
against his wife. It was no pleasure to him to remember that she
had a mind of her own.

“ Now, do come in any time,” said Fanny’s mother, when they
separated. ‘ Because Mrs. Clyde don’t care for company is no
reason why you should stay cooped up.”

So Jack went again and again, and, as fate would have it, the
otherwise lonely evenings of his wife were relieved by the frequent
presence of Mr. Philip Ellery. This young man had many at-
tractions for Theo, how many she never realized until the evening
on which he came in with his hands full of fresh proofs of the novel
he was writing. She could not help being interested in his work,
nor could he help being pleased by herinterest. But she criticized
his book without mercy, told him that his heroine was a simpleton
and his hero a prig. To make amends for her bluntness she
praised his style, which was indeed his strong point. Then they
sat for hours discussing the incidents, scenes and sentiments, and
trying between them to invent an original sort of a villain. The
clock struck eleven. Theo rose at once, pale, grave, conscience-
stricken. :

*“ Well, then,” said Philip, rising alsn, “ we will decide upon his
death to-morrow night. I can’t let him drown. That’s too common
a way to dispose of superfluous personages.”

“And besides, drowning is too good for him,” declared Theo.
“ But, if it suits you as well, I should preter you to come only on
Friday evenings, Jack is always at home on Fridays.”

“But Jack could never enjoy this.” and he held up the long,
narrow sheets.

“Then I can never enjoy it,” said Jack’s wife, softly but inex-
orably.

The young man bent a disappointed face over the proofs, which
he was folding. There was a long pause. I wish you success,”
she said, stiffly.

“It has seemed to me to-night,” he said, with an appgaling
weariness in eyes and voice, “ that there is one thing in the world
better than success, and that is sympathy.”

I am the most unsympathetic soul alive,” said Theo icily.

“ Yes, to those who do not understand you.”

“Then I must beg, as a special favor, that you will #o# under-
stand me.”

‘It is not difficult to respect your wish. You are totally beyond
my comprehension.” Then, as he saw she was on the brink of
tears, he murmured, with real regret, “ Ah, I am distressing you.
I am very sorry,” and so was gone.

And the young wife was left in unloved loneliness. She bore it
bravely for a few weeks, at the ¢nd of which time Mrs. Lyle, hav-
ing heard various rumors of what she cailed her brother’s “ goings
on,” called in to see her sister-in-law about it.

“You are an awful little gaose, Theo,” she said, commiseratingly,
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“awful! Instead of letting Mr. Ellery slip through your fingers,
you should have kept him every night until 12 o’clock, or 2 o’clock,
or whatever time it was that Jack came home. Then, when he ap-
peased you should have said with affected surprise, * Home al-
ready ?’ and, after glancing at the clock, ¢ Why, I never dreamed
it was so late. Philip and I have had such a delightful time to-
gether. Must you go, Philip? Well, be sure you come to-mor-
row night’ This course of treatment would have a prodigious
effect. Oh, you don't half know how to manage a man !»

Theo’s light eyes were clear and transparent as dew, “1 don’t
know what you mean,” she said : “I never manage others—I never
permit others to manage me. Can’t you understand, Flora?” she
pleaded with quivering lips, “7 Jove Jack! 1 love him with all my
sick, sorrowful heart. Other wives may retain -their husbands by
other methods—I have nothing but love. It will not last long,”
she added, showing her bare arms, white as milk but nearly flesh-
less. With her fair head bowed upon them, she looked like a
wreath of snow in the moonlight.

“Well,” said Mrs. Lyle, “I suppose you are an angel, Theo, but
I warn you that it doesn’t pay to introduce angelic manners and
customs into this ‘airthly spear,’ and Jack is the last person in the
world to appreciate them.”

Not long afterwards Jack Clyde stood at the gate of Fanny
Arden’s home, bidding good-night to that young lady. It was by
no means a brief process. She was certainly an exceedingly
pretty girl, and her prettiness turned his head a little. For the
first time he bent down and ardently kissed the perfect crimson
mouth. In return’ for this outbreak of brute passion he expected
indignation, scorn, tears of mortification and disgust, or the white,
unspeaking wrath of hopelessly offended womanhood. But there
was nothing of the sort. He left her with a horrible sense of moral
nausea. All his swiftly kindled passion had turned to bitter ashes
upon his lips. She had made the fatal mistake of accepting an in-
sult as a compliment, and now he was learning how loathsome may
De the beauty that conceals a vulgar soul. Fanny’s light had gone
out like a smoky lamp, and all the atmosphere about her was
poisoned by the vile odor.

Then, like a star rising out of the thick darkness, came the
thought of Theo, pure and constant and infinitely far away. He
yearned to reach her, and plead for her forgiveness. He walked
swiftly homewards, never so swiftly before; but the door was
closed against him. Theo was down with smallpox,

In the first outburst of his grief at this intelligence he thought,
not of her obstinate stand against vaccination, but of his own neg-
lect, which had probably weakened her system, and rendered her
more liable to the attack. His poor little love ! He might have
known that, apart from him, she would die, just as surely as a lily
dies when uprooted from the coarse soil on which it feeds,

This view of the case was supported by his sister, in whose house
he was for the present domiciled, and in whose tough little heart
there really did exist a few grains of affection for the neglected
wife. “Oh, there’s no doubt that she loves you,” declared this
young woman with conviction. “She stuck to you as faithfully as
a tombstone sticks to a grave, and, like the stone, she retained
scarcely anything but coldness and whiteness, and an indelible im-
pression of your unapproachable virtues. I don’t understand it at
all. I suppose that women who don’t care for men in general are
apt to get infatuated over some one particular man, but—"

“In the name of pity, stop !” implored her brother,
his hat, and strode out into the street.

When Theo was beginning to recover she asked for a hand mir-
ror, and after one glance into it she turned away, and lay for a long
time upon her face, without speaking a word or shedding a tear.
There was a light tap at the door. “Come in, Jack, she said, in a
voice as sad as death, I have lost the little beauty I had, and I have
lost you, and it is all the fault of my wicked obstinacy and pride,

as he seized

Oh, my darling !” for his face was full of inexpressible love and tep-
derness and contrition.

He came and kuelt at her bedside, * I am not worthy to be
you,” he said.

“But my disfigured face,” she murmured,
“Tt is not so bad as my disfigured soul.
ways bes beautiful to me. But, Oh, Theo, you can never forg
me. [ have been a frightful fool.” gest
“Never mind, Jack,” she whispered soothingly, with the fain
gleam of a smile, “1 am frightful too.” -

Of this he was never convinced, but they did not argue the pont
She lifted his wet face,and drew it down upon her shoulder, a“x:
if Jack Clyde lives to be a thousand years old, he will never eo
perience anything quite so heavenly as the forgiving pressuré
those tender arms.

near

Sweetest, you will _al-
ive

AGNES E. WETHERALD:

SLEEP.

This night, as so oft before,
We shall lie in the arms of death,
As the welcome lethé gathers o'er
The day’s faint labouring breath.
The sleep of the cradled child,
And the toiler's welcome rest ;
Oblivion of distractions wild
That wear in the anxious breast ;
The cares, and troubles, anc strife,
Forebodings that rise above
The turmoil of the battle of life ;
The burdens of duty and love :
All buried in the grave
Night fashions for each day’s death,
Whence we rise renewed, and strong, and brave
For what warfare the morrow hath ;
Nerved for the meanest defection,
For misprizion, distrust, and sorrow,
With the sense of a new resurrection
In ths life of the dead day's morrow,
If then this nightly death,
This mystery of repose,
Where oblivion daily fashioneth
Life’s renewal with each day's closs :—
If we must daily die
Through all life’s little span
From the cradle of our infancy
To the three-score-ten of man ;
Shall not life’s light return
When the shadows flee away
In the dawn of the resurrection morn
And the light of the endless day?
Daxiel. WILSON.

DIALECT-STUDY.

IT may be safely said that no two persons speak the sa:,:
language, even in these days of schools and books. One' “}aa
vocabulary is not coextensive with—nor if less extensive, i 1
far as it goes, coincident with-—that of any other man.

There is something distinctive and significant in every mab
tonation ; and certainly there is much in every man’s fav® orS)
phrase-forms, which, to those who choose to observe such mat:;ere
separate him from all his fellow-countrymen. It may be thatt
isnot one word of my vocabulary, nor a single phrase'form p
mine, which is not used by somebody else ; but nobody else uses
the words and phrase-forms which I habitually use.

So each family has its language differentiated in many
from the language of other families of the same community- D
entiations, again, are intensified a thousand fold in the languag®
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d.’ﬁ'erent communities, until finally we are obliged to draw definite
lines and cart the language of certain communities dialects, or, if
sufficiently marked, languages.

From the time when the child begins to acquire a language, each
w_°"d and each phrase appropriated receives the mark of his indi-
Vlduality ; and to that extent a new language is created. Our lan-
8¥age is mainly the language of our fathers, because we have re-
Ceived it from our fathers, but at the same time it is not the lan-
8uage of our fathers, because our own individuality has stamped it
anew, What is ours exclusively will probably perish with us ; but
Much of the new that is common to us and others of the generation
' which we belong, will go down to the generations which follow
Y. Thus a language is changed or colored in some manner by
every generation which has it in keeping.

Change is a most natural and necessary law of language ; and

?“" Writers on philology often seem to go to unnecessary lengths
0 their attempts to prove what should be almost self-evident, and
the more wonderful phenomenon of language—the persistence of
s forms—is not duly emphasized. If infinite variation of indivi-
dua] forms is inevitable in language, fixedness of type is certainly
Dot less s,
. There is nothing more truly wondertul in nature than the manner
™ which languages are perpetuated. Subtile, intangible—almost
sPll'\tual~they float down from generation to generation for thou-
Sands of years, gaining in life and power, and this without the aid
of Writing,

Each individual of a nation may draw from the common fund
10 What extent he chooses, but not even a Shakespeare can make

€ whole language of his generation his own. As a whole, the

ANguage is the property of the nation alone, and any portion of

€ nation can possess it only in part. An influential man or set of
€N may commit to writing that part of the national language with
Which they are acquainted, and this literary portion of the language
:lay Commend itself to the refined tastes of the more enlightened
olf’lms of the nation, and they may reject the language-peculiarities
g :111 other sets as unclean ; but until every ipdividual speakin.g
afte anguage belongs to the literary class, the literary lan.guage. is

ECt: ;" but a part of the national language, and the' unwritten dia-
as g 'ave as much right to be called part of the national language

€Ir more fortunate sister—the literary dialect.
"’-‘adriom chilc‘ihood up we are taught to df:spise dialects ; and, in
°Urset1!g the'hterary w.orks of bygf)ne: centuries, we usually content
with t}‘:es .w1th observing the comc@ences of the olé‘lerv language

o e lzterar}./ language of our time, and the variations the:re

ught about in the intervening years. But when once we realize
o az the liter.ary dialect is but one of many still ﬂourishin.g,r in the
woulrdcf’UntrleS, and to a certain extent 'in th'e newer countries also,
c°incidlt not seem thc? most .natural th‘mg in t%le world to observe
With thences a.n('i variations in the non-literary dialects, as corr?pared
tive -e older llt.erary form ?' Language cannot stand S.t]“ 'and
of thei’ and the dialects in their progress ne‘cessarlly' move in lines
cha rO\_IVn. What changes or perishes in one will remain un-
0ged in another.

1 ii:hen’ it 'is a pro'ﬁtable and intere§ting exer'cise to compare the
& a Crary dialect w1th' the mc?dern literary dialect, should 1‘t not
wi tllln'l?'ﬁtable and as 1'nterestm.g to compare the same old dialect
More trel mod.ern non-hterar}f dlalects: which are in many cases
it i uly national than .the literary dialect, but whose misfortune
S0cia] 2§;§3y are not written, and have consequently not so good a

ing ?

nt,u :fter max:king t!’xe absolute forms of a text of seven or eight
prOCee‘;S ago in 'the lxght ot our prt'eset?t litera.ry language, we then
n°“ncedto examl.ne this absolute lls.t in the llghF of the more pro-
i ced of our dialects, we cannot faxl' to be surprised at the result :

rds ) after such_ an experiment one is almo:r,t tempted to say that
Smay) dciam'mt perish, but with the nations using them ; for if a few

Stricts can furnish so many forms which we supposed were
» but which are, on the contrary, vigorous and plastic as they

were a thousand years ago, is it not possible—even probable—
that if we could only carefully examine a// the dialects, not a single
form on our obsolete list would be found wanting ?

Nothing will rid a student of his old and unjust prejudices on the
subject of language so soon or so effectnally, or so speedily inspire
him with a just conception of the real nature of language and its
phenomena, as the careful study of the non-literary dialect.

But the study must be direct and not at second-hand. It is
doing work, and thus arriving at results, and not learning the re-
sults of work, that is interesting and profitable to any student.
One may feel a certain languid interest in an Anglo-Saxon or
Gothic word when it is stated in a foot note that the same word is
still in common use in Yorkshire or Ayrshire ; but can that feeling
be for 2 moment compared with the thrill of satisfaction a student
feels when to-day he finds in Ulfila’s or Alfred’s prose, a word
which but yesterday he heard from the lips of an Ayrshire or York-
shire laborer.

That the dialects become intensely interesting when regarded in
the light of the older literary language is unquestionable ; but an-
other source of interest is frequently overlooked entirely ; the old
texts themselves when read in the light of these non-literary dia-
lects, are inspired anew with life, and instead of being books of
ages past, they become in a great measure books of our own time,

J. McW.

A CHRISTMAS IN TRINIDAD.

Last Christmas morning I was awakened by a sharp tap
ping on my window, and, turning in bed, saw through half-opened-
eyes and a mist of mosquito curtains an apparition. A good-
humored black face, with ivory teeth and eyes sparkling with fun
and rum, greeted me with, “ Me frighten you, Mass Charl’; Merr’
Christmas.”

Christmas ! with odors of orange blossoms floating in at the open
windows, with chattering of birds and hum of insects. Christmas !
without frost or snow or ice, with everything green and glowing in
the morning sun. Was I dreaming still, and would it all roll up
and disappear if only I pinched hard enough ?

No, I was awake, and, jumping out of bed, [ wished Domingo a
hearty “ Good morning and a merry Christmas.” While I am
dressing let me describe the view from my window,

The house is situated on a slight eminence above a smooth
broad road that winds among the groves of cocoa toward the vil-
lage above. Between a clump of orange trees and a great mango
the eye wanders up a mountain valley covered with cocoa planta-
tions, over which blaze like a sheet of fire the scarlet blossoms of
the “Bois Immortelles.” Beyond these, on a geutly rising hill,
gleams forth the quaint white-washed tower of the village church,
embowered in fruit trees, from which the bells are sending forth
their merry Christmas greeting. Still beyond rises green hill above
green hill, each showing the gardens of the villagers like a patch-
work quilt in the distance. Yet beyond again rise the purple sum-
mits of the northern mountains, now shining in the first rays of the
morning sun.

After a cup of strong coffee and a crust of bread, we shouldered
guns and buckled on our cutlasses, and set off for a ten-mile tramp
up the northern mountains to visit a certain cascade that Pierre
was always talking about.

Our way lay through the village, past crowded shops filled with
votaries of Bacchus, who were beginning thus early to celebrate
their Christmas, past pretty painted houses with cool, low veran-
dahs and jalousied windows, half hidden behind flowering hedges
and fruit-laden trees, and past the village church into which crowds,
dressed in all their holiday best, were pouring to bow at the little
cradle and pay sixpence to kiss the waxen image of the infant
Saviour. People of all colors and of many nationalities elbowed
each other good-humoredly in the crowd. Pretty Creole girls
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-dressed in snowy muslin, swarthy Spaniards and Portuguese, brown
and yellow mulattoes, and negroes of every shade of blackness and
brownness, coolies and Chinese from the other hemisphere, and
not a few whose wide-apart eyes and high cheekbones proclaimed
‘their fierce Carrib blood. All seemed in the best of humor, and
many a graceful “Salaam, Sahib,” and “ Bon jour, mon cher,”
greeted us as we threaded our way through the throng.

‘We turned, after passing the village, up a green lane which was
carpeted with pretty sensitive mimosas that shrank from our foot-
steps as we passed over them. I never get tired of teasing the
sensitive plants. A stamp of the foot, and the plants for a yard
around fold up their pinnac and then let fall their petioles in a
manner very curious to notice. The under surface of the leaves
thus exposed is a bluish green, altogether different to the bright
greén of the upper surface, so that in a savanna carpeted with these
plants I have often traced a line of blue to be seen tor a few min-
utes by drawing my cane through the plants.

The lane was bordered with a hedge of scarlet hibiscus and
purple dracarna, over which let us look in fancy for a few moments
at a negro garden. The houseis a heterogeneous mixture of
boards and mud and branches thatched with palm-leaves and ele-
vated on stilts that the wind and poultry may pass freely under.
The garden in front of the house is laid out in flower-beds, edged
with black bottles stuck neck downward into the ground. These
beds blaze with colsi and crotons and showy flowers, for the negro
is®as fond of flowers as any white man, albeit he does not show
much taste in their arrangement.

While we stand admiring, the black owner comes out, barefooted,

clad in shirt and pants and an old straw hat, and with delicate
courtesy gathers his finest roses and forget-me-nots, with fragrant
carnations and mignonette, and hands them over the hedge with a
kindly smile as he remarks in broken English, ¢ Me tink you like
Eenglese flowers.”

Next he runs back to an orange tree laden with fruit, shouting
something in Creole to some one behind the hut. A little boy, clad
in a hat, comes forward, dragging a bamboo, which the old man
seizes and belabors the tree with until half a peck of oranges dot
the ground. He makes us load ourselves with the fragrant fruit,
asks us to comie again when oranges are wanted, and then leaves
us.

Thisis but an instance of the kindness a stranger meets with from
the colored people all over the south if he has but sense enough
to treat the negro as he deserves.

And now for the garden. Over the hedge scrambles a beautiful
convolvulus, its snow-white flowers—delicate children of the moon-
light, as broad as one’s hand—just shrivelling up under the hot
morning sun. Over the ground a tangle of yams, sweet potatoes,
janices, schoos, pine apples, pigeon peas, and a host of other
vegetables struggle for breathing room. Over these rise the lush
fat green stems of bananas and plantains, carrying a huge crown of
giant leaves fifteen or tweaty feet long and bunches of purple
flowers and green fruit. Over a rade trellis of bamboos at the side
of the hut climbs a delicate granadilla, with pale green cordate
leaves and purple passion flowers. Over these rise the dark, mas-
sive crown of mangoes. Awkward-boughed breadfruits from the far
off South Seas, pretty poplar-like Malacca apples from the Malay
peninsula, native star apples and sapotas and sapodillas, oranges,
limes and lemons crowd together and grow in wild luxuriance,
untouched by the hand of the pruner, yet each bearing its fruit in
its season as abundantly as if tended with every care,

Our way beyond this lay up a steep mountain ravine, strewn with
gravel and boulders of talcose rock, on each side of which steep
hillsides rose, planted with cocoa. The cocoa tree is an awkward-
looking, ugly aff.ir, growing about the size of our apple trees, and
bearing, at the extremities only of the branches, bunches of droop-
ing, oval-pointed leaves. The fruit, curiously enough, is not borne,
as is the case with our Canadian fruits, in the axils of legves along

the finer twigs, but springs from forgotten, buried, adventitious

buds all up the trunk and larger branches. The flowers are mif-
ute, white, and fragrant with the characteristic odor of chocolate:
The fruit when ripe is a red or yellow pod, looking not unlike 8
strongly ribbed cucumber, and is about the same size as that fruit.
When split open by a blow with a cutlass, rows of seeds areé seen
imbedded in a white, acid, mucilaginous pulp. These are taken
-out, sweated for a few days, dried in the sun, and when ground an
mixed with from 30 to 70 per cent. of atrowroot or other farinace~
ous materials, and flavoured with vanilla, etc., find their way oft 0
the breakfast table as fragrant “ Menier ” or “ cocoa.”

The cocoa is a delicate plant and requires shade, so that about
every twenty or thirty yards is met a giant shade tree called by thi
Creoles “ Bois Immortelle,” by the Spaniards “ Madre del caca%
which at this season is leafless, but is covered with scarlet blossoms
and blazes, a tree of coral, against the deep blue sky. These trees
are subject to the attacks of parasites, and are furred from toP to
bottom with a parasite growth of orchids, philodendrous ferns, &e.
Hair-like tillsandias wave like green mermaid tresses from the
limbs, and wild pines and matapalos wage a continuous warfare
against each other for every inch of the upper surface.

About three o'clock Pierre shouted “the chorro!” and as %
turned an angle of the ravine the cascade burst upon our Vie"" a
hundred feet above us and a hundred yards beyond the ridge
dividing the ravine, up which we ascended from the deep channé
worn by the waterfall. A little river had worn a deep trough in the
soft mica schist, and down this channel it rushed with the spe¢ o
a mill stream towards a perpendicular cliff, over which it plung®
with a flying leap a hundred and fifty feet down into a deep blue
basin below. f

The cliff was matted with grey sprawling cacti and a network ©
lianas and vines that left not an inch of the rock visible through 1ts
mantle of green. The channel of the river was arched over by 2
green lacework of tree ferns and feathery bamboos. All around
the steep mountain walls rose, feathered with richest tropic vegetd”
tion, a thousand feet into the sky, starred with palms and gay wit
flowering trees.

We sat down to lunch under the arched bamboos, and a8 ',”e
drank the cool mountain water and peeled fragrant oranges wit
our cutlasses, we pitied the poor denizens of cold Canad3, whose
only prospect on looking out of doors was snow and ice and baré
leafless trees sticking up like bath brooms into the frozen air.
such oranges as we had never reach “infel heim.” Fancy, }!uge
green globes nearly as large as a child’s head, with fragrant rml
in which the essential oil is so strong that they must be careful)’s
peeled off and not bitten or sucked as may be the sapid, tasteles
things they call oranges at the north.

After lunch w:took a bath in the cool basin at the foot of the faui
and, refreshed and strengthened, determined to climb to the Sumﬂ
mit of the mountain. We started up the steep incline, and after ;e
hour and a half of hard climbing, arrived at a flat table-land 07 t .
top, which afforded the most extensive view [ had ever seen: ed
wards the east the Northern fountains stretched, a series of jags
peaks and peaklets, till lost in the purple distance. Northwar;’
between the mountains, gleamed the dark, foam-flecked waters ‘e
the Carribean, with Tobago, like a blue cloud, topped with fvhlo
cumuli, just visible on the horizon. Westward, another seri¢®
mountains stretched till lost in the last spurs of the Venezulan 0 e
dilleras. Southward, swimming in a soft purple mist, stretche
flat lowlands, sheeted with cane fields that surged up into the da
green mountain glens at our feet in bays of lightest green

.. . . : 1te
shining rivertraversed these, emptyingintothe blue gulf which mebor,
into mist at the horizon. Vessels passed in and out of the har e

distant®

which, though 20 miles away, seemed hardly half that
seen through the hot moisture-laden air. We satin silence Y° <
the shade of a group of noble palms, gazing at the map-likee"l’a‘tl :
until aroused from our reveries by Pierre, wha reminded u$ that

s
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W.as time to return. Then we remembered that we were in the tro-
PIcs, where there is no twilight, and where

¢ The sun’s rim dips, the stars rush ont
At one stride comes on the dark.”

We hurried down the mountain and took a last look at the cas-
Cade. But before we were half way down the ravine by which we
ascended, the sun weat down and left us suddenly in the dark. I

egan 1o be frightened at the idea of descending a thousand feet
of Steep mountain in total darkness. But Pierre was equal to the
2Ccasion. Without a word he felt his way towards a dry log of

Poni” that he had noted on the way up. In a few moments he

a'd a handful of splinters which, when bound together and lighted
V'?lth 2 match, burned like a torch, and furnished a most brilliant
hght: by the aid of which we continued to descend the ravine. A
e.W Minutes more and we were opposite the house of our dusky
Tiend of the oranges and flowers. It seemed he was likely to have
ajfew more empty bottles for flower borders by the sounds of mer-
fiment that issued from the hut. As we passed through the village
we_ Doticed a jolly crowd footing it right merrily to the sound of the
8uitar up ip 5 palm leaf “ajoupa” at the top of a rather steep hill
ah“ndred feet above the road. We stopped to watch them, and
Saw the Jast drink and the breaking up. The hill was steep and
;nte d°nkey road led up to the hut in a zig-zag fashion, 'worn as well
o 0a d'eep rut by travel and rain. The people held lights at the
tup to light their visitors down, but the way those people rolled and
¢ mbled down that donkey path with their heads and feet full of
angle-leg rum, will be a Christmas memory for me for many years to
Come, Our kind guides bid us good night at our own door a few
:;‘Ziments later. Just as the moon rose over the eastern mountain,
ang ﬂ_°°ded the valley with silvery light, we ate a hearty supper,

tired with our mountain climb, went to bed satisfied with our

l:y’s, work, and feeling that we had indeed spent a “ Merry Christ-
as,”

C. BRENT.

THE DEWDROP.

O loveliest daughter of the dark-robed night !
The rosy-fingered dawn, uprising slow,
Adorns thee with her own ethereal glow,

And paints thee dancing, shimmering with delight,

Yet thy brief life, so dazzling with unrest,

. A touch of lightest hand, or faintest breeze
Of air that murmurs low dissolves ; decrees,

Thy fall upon thy mother’s fruitful breast.

Not dead ! for thy refreshing fragrance there
Shall clothe her form with flow.rs of brightest hue,
And shed new life on valley, plain and hill,

Or, borne upon the viewless wings of air,

Thou shalt mount up unto the azure blue,
And there await to work His perfect will.

O“awa, Dec. 1885, S. Woons.

ON A NEW VOLUME OF THACKERAY.
What am

o . . ) .
Mate of unt of attention ought to be given to an author’s esti

auth h,is own work ?  Should we pay any attention whaj.te’ver3 to
of hig 0r's estimate of any part of h.lS work,'or tc{ an art.lsts view

l_()cie",ct'.l_res, or to a statesman’s view of h}s'pollcy, or indeed to
Coat s lfiea of his sugar, or a tailor’s opinion of his make of
will o . It is far too serious a question to decide off-hand ; for, you
€rve, if we once admit that any of these persons has a right

di .
ICtate finally what shall be the verdict of posterity, or of con-

temporary society, on his own special article of merchandise, we
shall be in for quite an interesting series of comic conclusions ; and
Mr. Filley will be entitled to proclaim that %és coats have soul, and
Mr. Sandman that /4¢s sugar is pure, and Mr. Wordy that /s
speeches deserve to be remembered, and Mr. Everfull that certain
of his works are to be taken as works of genius, while others may
go to the grocer for useful trade purposes.

Nevertheless, literary men have tried, at various times and in
various ways, to fix a certain value on their works great and small ;
to say to the public, ™ You shall not read such and such of my
writings ; they are not up to my usual standard ; you must read
only my greater works ;” or to warn the public that they were in
danger of overlooking genius. Lord Bacon was sure of his fame
and confidently left his fame to foreigners and the next generation.
Shakespeare was certain of his immortality, and declared that his
lore should in his verse live ever young. Milton heard the applause.
of the ages, and proclaimed that he had written things that posterity-
would not willingly let die. The world has, so far, accepted these:
views, and has consented to take these great geniuses at their own:
valuation ; though the number of people who actually study Bacon,
Shakespeare and Milton are so few that a convention of them
would not tax the seating capacity of any place of public entertain-
ment.

But the world has not consented to accept the views of many
others who made an effort to be heard in favour of their own im-
mortality. Nothing is more amusing, more interesting, more piti-
able at times than the refusal, by posterity, of contemporary critic-
ism. Landor and Southey, for instance, praised each other and
foretold each other’s immortality ; but the reading world reads no-
thing of Southey now, except his Life of Nelson ; and Landor has
as small a coterie of admirers as any man who ever wrote English
with such skill and strength and dignity. Macaulay thought
nothing of his essays and had no intention of publishing them till:
an American publisher had put forth an edition of them which was.
finding its way into England. Now, there are a hundred readers.
of the Essays for one reader of the History. Mr. Dickens insisted,
in the preface to one ot his books, that every literary man was, and
ought to be taken as, an artist in his own vocation. His view was
not accepted nor acceptable ; to accept it would be to do away with
all critical literature—no doubt much of it might be spared. Baron
Tennyson has tried in vain to keep out of print certain of his poems,
which nevertheless the public insist on having and reading. Mr.
Disraeli tried, when he had risen to the height of fame, to suppress
the Runnymede Letters, but here they are on the table beside me,
printed in full, annotated in full, and destined to immortality,
although they are tawdry in their rhetoric and tiresome in their
sameness of style. And here I have at hand a new volume of
essays and sketches by Mr. Thackeray which he did not care to
publish, and which have been hidden among the dusty fles of the
old Fraser's Magazine for forty years or more. So as a matter of
fact public judgment is against allowing any author to tell us which
of his writings we shall 7#0¢ read, as it is slow, in general, against
allowing him to tell us which of his writings we ska// read.

Mr. Thackeray’s, or rather Mr. Thackeray’s publisher’s new vol-
ume is not all new. It opens with a bit from “ Yellowplush * en--
titled “ Fashanable Fax and Polite Annygoats,” which was publish-.
ed, I think, in an American Edition of his miscellaneous works
some years ago. It consists of literary criticism from the point of
view of the celebrated J eames, that butler of genius. This article
and the two which follow (““ Jerome Paturot ” and “ Grant in Paris ")
are specimens of a species of criticism which has almost disap-
peared—whether for good or evil I shall not say. Itis rude; itis
personal ; it is unfeeling at times ; at times it is coarse and unfair ;
it is certainly also very witty, very effective, very readable, and per-
haps does no ultimate injustice to the trash which is subjected to
the flail. In Jeames’s review of Mr. Skelton’s book, the unfortunate
author is spitted as “ Mr, Skeleton ” and laughed at most scandal-
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ously. In the review of “ Grant in Paris” the foolish author is
called “Jim ” all through the paper ; and he is mercilessly treated
to sneers and scolding and laughter. In the old Blackwood days
Nelson and his comrades set a terribly bad example. And in the
old Fraser days the example was bad too. Lockhart and Maginn
and Mahoney and Thackeray have a good deal to answer for in re-
gard to those boisterous belabourings of booby authors, who were
nevertheless fellow christians. It is the custom among stupid peo-
ple to tell us that the press of to-day is very personal and often very
coarse. Any man who knows anything of the history of literature
will contemptuously refuse to accept the slander as true. From the
days of Swift's pamphleteering to the days of Fraser there had
been a change for the better, in point of decency and moderation ;
yet the improved period was pretty bad still. In the last forty
years there has been an immense improvement in the tone of the
critical and political literature of the time ; and for much of the
work of Swift, of Scott, of Nelson, of Maginn, of “ Prout,” of Thack-
eray, it would be difficult to find admission into the monthly mag-
azines of to-day. It may be doubted if the change is much of an
‘improvement. After all, personalities are only materials for good
biography.

We get next a paper which was also published in an American
edition I am sure—for I read it at the time,—and which is to be
coupled with one on Laman Blanchard, as a pleasant pair of speci-
mens of Thackeray in his kindly mood, the mood in which he
dealt with Leech and Cruikshank, and in which he always deals
with literary men who are worthy, in life and work, of a good man’s
praise. In “A Box of Novels” (the paper I refer to), Mr. Thack-
eray gave us the most pleasing and touching account of the effect
that Dickens’ “ Christmas Carol” had on him, as it has had on so
many thousands, perhaps millions of sensitive human beings. 1
am prevented from quoting by lack of space. In the essay on
“ Laman Blanchard,” written from Paris, Thackeray puts forth the
truth he was always insisting on : that the literary calling is to be
followed like other callings, with industry, with honestry, sobriety,
perseverance ; that genius, or cleverness, has no right to expect im-
munity from the penalties attaching to broken laws of health, of so-
ciety, of economy, and that a literary man has no more right to
expect a fortune or fame than any other worker—unless he has the
genius and the luck and the qualities that secure fame and fortune.
He knew that the literary calling was a hard one ; and he insisted
that men should not consider it trivial and frivolous. We have
also here the lecture on “ Charity and Humour,” which was deliv-
ered in New York, after the delivery of the lectures on the “ Humor-
ists.” It is a perfect specimen of a purely literary discourse of the
popular kind. It is, in a measure, a summary of the lectures on
the Humourists ; and he touches with tactful hand on the great and
famous names in English literature which heloved so well. Let me
make one quotation from this lecture which is so perfect, and let
me commend it as inculcating thoughts which at this season are so
humanizing and so softening :

“Wherever it is spoken, there is no man that does not feel, and under-
stand and use the noble English word gentleman.’ And there is no
man that teaches us to be gentlemen better than Joseph Addison,
Gentle in our bearing through lite ; gentle and courteous to our neigh.
bour ; gentle in dealing with his follies and weaknesses ; gentle in
treating his opposition ; deferential to the old; kindly to the poor and
those below us in degree ; for people above us and below us we must
find in whatever hemisphere we dwell, whether Kings or Presidents
govern us; and in no Republic or Monarchy that I know of is a citizen
exempt from the tax of befriending poverty and weakness, of respecting
age, and of honouring his father and mother.”

Such a lecture at this season is woith reading. And about the
man who wrote it my paper has been worth writing too. There are
many readers who know Thackeray better than I do; to these I
apologise for my hasty and imperfect treatment of his memory.

MARTIN ]J. GRIFFIN,

THE DISESTEEM OF CANADIAN LITERATURE.

THERE is no need to quarrel with the pessimism which affirms
that Canada has no literature. In a sense, the statement is tru€;}
for, of a distinctively native literature, on its English side, it has as
yet little. 'We do not say this as a concession to pOP“_lar
ignorance or prejudice, but as a fact, the frank admission OfV‘{h’C
may be helpful to native letters. Yet the number of books written
onandin Canada islarge ; how large it would surprise many Peo-
ple to know. The writer has had frequent occasion to ComP’]e_a
list of Canadian publications and works relating to Canada, and i
his time has made many more or less ambitious collections. The
extent of the list has always been a marvel to us, and we may | €
permitted to say that no Canadian at least should be unfamilia®
with much that it comprises. There is scarcely a departm":nt f)
thought in it that is not represented, though it is specially rich 18
the materials for history ; and the current additions to the list aré
by no means meagre. While this is the case, we constantly hear
the statement that English Canada has no literature ; and be:fo're
going further it might be well to see just what it has, Whatis b
then, we classify in our libraries under native authors, and why give
it so much space if it does not rank as literature? We shall best
answer the question by taking a look at our book-shelves. Her€
is one devoted to Canadian history and travels. True, the Fren¢
portion overshadows the English ; but it is no less national or 1‘{Ck'
ing in the literary quality. But if objection is taken to its citatio®
we shall pass by our Champlain, Charlevoix, Lescarbot, Sagar
Lahontan, Hennepin, and Le Clerq, with their modern congeners
Garneau, Ferland, Tasse, Turcotte, LeMoine, Chauveau, Sulte
Verreau, Casgrain, Tanguay, and St. Maurice—names that Co_nfe:
distinction upon Canada, and whose authors have earned the 11§
of admission into the temple of literary fame. But before leaving
this section let us note what a field there is here for the translﬁtor’
and how much profitable work might be done in rendering m.tO
English those interesting records of early French travel and dis”
covery which, so far, have not been translated—despite the plum®
Parkman has abstracted for his brilliant historical narratives-
is not creditable to Canadian literary industry that, as yet, W€ have
no English translation of the Relations des Jesuites, of Sagard. of
Lescarbot’s works on Nowvelle France, or of many other instructive
histories and monographs ot the French period.

Let us now turn to the English division of the same departf“e“t'
And here every section of the country, and almost every peri© o’
its life, are dealt with. A mere string of names will convey little ;
but those familiar with the work which the following list of author®
represents will admit that it counts for much in the sum o‘out
Anglo-Canadian literature :—Auchinleck, Bouchette, Bourin®?
Bryce, Canniff, Christie, Coffin, Collins, Dawson, Davin, Dent
Fleming, Galt, Gourlay, Gray, Grant, Haliburton, Heriot, Hafgr?ve’
Head, Hincks, Howison, Hind, Hodgins, Howe, Kirby, Legg®
Lesperance, Lindsey, McGee, Martin, Morris, Morgan, Murrayy
Macoun, Mackenzie, McGregor, MacMullen, Machar, RattraYs
Ryerson, Reade, Sandham, Scadding, Smith, Stewart, Talboh
Taylor, Thompson, Todd, Watson, Withrow, Wilson, and Young:

In this obviously incomplete list, we make no mention of al-ltho.rs

n
- outside history and kindred topics, who have published works 1

. . . tri-
other departments, or graced Canadian literature by minor con

butions from their pen. Nor have we cited authors in the pro es‘
sions—of education, journalism, law, medicine, science, and theo .
ogy—who have issued text-hooks, treatises, manuals works of Rra?_
tice, etc., or made important contributions to the journals, peri® e
cals and transactions of their respective professions, Nor havé v
referred to our poets and writers of fiction, or to the mass of P_"mtes
matter, in pamphlet and brochures, which claims recognitio? ,i‘
“ Canadiana,” and a respectable amount of which, as fact of C";:. 2
ism, we hold, belongs, if not to literature, to something closely # ‘;a
toit. Yet with all this material. it is slightingly said that Can?
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.The happenings, and as our title shows the calamities, of the
eight intervening days, form the subject of the following sketch :

COnceived, I remember, in the south reading-room, for we were
all of ug college men at the time, our plan had been to utilize the
tWo weeks or so, which having passed, would bring upon us the
first of October with its attendant college opening, in making a
short yatching cruise. A suggestion that we should run down the
south shore from Hamilton eastward, and inspect the peach orch-
ards of that district, met with such general approval as to be at
Once adopted.

Our party consisted of the captain—the virtual owner of the yacht,
a large roomy centre board sloop, B——, S—, and myself.

With innumerable commissions in the fruit line, with a well-
Stocked larder, and an unlimited supply of smoker’s sundries, and
With a devil-may-care feeling possessing us, akin to that which I
fa.ncy pervaded the buccaneers of olden time, our start was made.

_The first night and day out proved little interesting. Yachting
With the prevalence of a constant calm scarcely ever brings with it
anything worthy of record. It is a period when the indolence of
the wind inspires a similar indolence in those who await its return
to full life, Itisa period during which a lover of the ‘weed’ in-
dulges himself to the full, and tobacco smoke covers everything ;
When stories pointless and endless seem to find their way to the
Surface ; when six meals a day take the place of three. A contrast,
assuredly, to the time, when with your vessel's head a few points
Off from 2 rattling breeze, with a motion like that of a spirited
}_‘°"Se with the bit firmly fixed between its teeth, she buries her nose
1o the hissing water and dashes on.

Every possible source of amusement we investigated and quickly
turned from one to another. Frequent trips ashore were made,
angd every now and then, the dingy would be swung loose and,
aden with a commission of enquiry, head off to inspect some likely-
l°°king orchard, and be back again with a full report before the
Yacht had crawled past it. :

Our tortoise-like pace brought us late in the afternoon of the first
day out, abreast of Burlington pier. Whether to run across to

amilton, or continue our course down the southern shore, was a
Question on which the crew divided evenly. Had the former been
acted on the reader would have been spared this story, but, alas for
us, a breeze, which seemed to spring up ard freshen as we argued,
decided for the latter.

That decision settled our fate. Towards the close of the night,
the dusk of which was just coming over us, our little craft was driven
Sshore some eight or nine miles east of Burlington prer.

4An hour's run and darkness came. It had turned moderately
“lm and the wind had given way to a pelting rainstorm. Running
'ln t‘? within some hundred yards of shore, we dropped anchor, and,

ving made everything snug above, went below. The close at-
Mosphere of the cabin, in addition to our having spent the previous
Night with open eyes, soon reduced us all to a state of drowsiness,
and it was not long before I myself was away off into dreamland.
othing troubled the even tenor of my way until a hand roughly
9°k me, and the words : “ For God’s sake get up, the yacht is
Boing ashore,” rang in my ears. 1 looked round, the cabin was
:tmpty. In aninstant 1 was on deck. The picture that presen'ted
Self [ shall never forget. Inky darkness was over everything.
® wind, blowing a small tornado, was driving before it the scat-
:ifed sections of the night’s rainstorm. Close behind us was the
iff, Thickly covered with enormous trees it appeared to tower a
Undred feet above us, a huge black wall. Seaward the prospec-
;Vas‘ little better. Breaking over our bow, kept low by the anchor
ain, the whole lake seemed to be pouring itself in on us. People
of the “roll of Atlantic’s blue ocean,” but old Lake Ontario,

en it feels inclined, can do quite sufficient rolling for me. Such

. " Inclination actuated it on this occasion.

It diq not take long to convince me that our chances of saving
® yacht were small. A few yards more and we would have been

11

dashed against the cliff. Perhaps we should have kept cool. We
did not. We became at once four of the most excited men this
little world at that moment contained. Our first action was to spoil
even our slim chances of escape, by doing, as people generally do
in such cases, exactly what we ought not to have done. We had
our anchor up before our sail. We hoisted our foresail instead of
our mainsail. In about half a minute we had pretty decidedly set-
tled that yacht's fate. Even yet there scemed a loophole of escape.
The sail filled and we moved. Itwas of no use. Our dingy, swamped
and full behind us, was holding us like an anchor. We quickly cut
her loose, but it was too late. Our last chance disappeared
while we did it. We bounded madly on some rods farther and then
a grating noise sounded for me the Undines deathknell. Some
distance off the dingy, hammering away against the cliff, claimed
my attention, Climbing along the edge of the cliff, 1 soon had
the culprit back and safely deposited on deck. Meanwhile the
yacht had firmly settled in the sand with her side against the bhank,
with its whole force the water was breaking over her.

We had now for the first time an opportunity of surveying our po-
sition. Soaked from head to foot we stood there. Nota word
escaped us. Silence only was of sufficient power to express our
feelings. The tops of our masts we could see just met the over
reaching top of the clifft Clambering up by this means, we soon
were on Zerra firma. A half hour spent in doleful silence, and day
broke on our calamities.

In a short time after daybreak we had nearly everything landed
and the yacht made fast to the cliff to prevent her dashing herself
to pieces against it. The drizzling rain soon cleared away and the
sun came out. With it our spirits rose. A broad grin by turn over-
spread each countenance. One man uttered a word or two and
the others soon followed. A philosophic resignation came over us.
The milk had been spilt, why bemoan its loss ? This spirit soon
prevailed and no jollier ship-wrecked crew ever was than ours.

Our landing place proved to be a thick grove. Here with our
sail cloth we erected a palatial residence, and here with every species
of devilment and merriment, that human invention could devise,
we passed the next four days.

Our first day on shore was passed in impatiently watching the
falling of the sea, which had all day beat mercilessly on the little
craft at the foot of the cliff, and maturing our plans for her rescue,
Towards nightfall, the wind having moderated a little, we obtained
the assistance of some friendly farmers, transported the best part
of a rail fence to the scene of action, and commenced operations.
A half-hour’s hard work floated her, sail was hoisted, with the idea
of running down the shore to an opening in the bank into
which we purposed hauling her. But in this, to put it mildly, we
were disappointed. A hundred yards from shore she filled and
capsized. The captain, who declared that his swim ashore in
heavy rubber boots had come close to providing him with a watery
grave, now gave forth his dictum: the yacht was doomed. This
second misfortune was in many ways more disastrous than the
first. Many things which had been left on board were lost in the
capsize. Our anchor we found had gone by the board, as well as
our foresail, which had lain loose on deck. On the second day,
aided by our farmer friends with their horses, another and more
successful attempt was made, which ended in the depositing of the
battered hull in a neighbouring gully. A Hamilton boat-builder’s
opinion was next evoked. It coincided with our own; the yacht
was done for. We stripped her of everything of value, which we
expressed to Toronto, and, tired in body and mind, betook our-
selves to the solace of onr camp.

Over the rest of our life ashore—with its nights of song and revel
round a glorious campfire, with our various commercial dealings
with our neighbours, among which the disposing of our yacht's
ballast to an old skinflint of an ironmonger, stands out in my memory
as I think of them, and with its midnight marauding expeditions to
surrounding peach plantations, want of space compels me to pass,
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‘Towards evening, on one of the closing days of the week, with a
sad and sorrowful parting look at the demasted and battered hull
of the Undine, and with another of regret around our camping
place, we loaded our dingy and commenced our homeward journey,

A sharp look-out along the shore for the several articles that had
parted company with us in the yacht’s second catastrophe, was
soon rewarded by our seeing, half buried in the sand, our yacht’s
ensign. A vigorous system of excavation revealed the fact that it
still maintained its connection with the sail, sunk a foot below the
surface. Observations taken as we dug decided us on camping for
the night on our landing-place. While the others of us, with the
assistance of a snake fence that stood near, arranged the rescued
canvass, with the double purpose of drying it and affording our-
selves a prospective shelter from the shower which the sky seemed
to threaten, S— set out to inspect our surroundings, In a short
time he returned. In his hand was a well filled milk-pail, on his
face a smile expressive of more than usual satisfaction. The former,
a farm house not far off, and our acquaintance with S—s seductive
charms explained. An explanation of the latter our enquiries soon
elicited.

“Ivs no farmhouse at all,” said he, “but some swell’s country
residence. I saw him myself. Had quite a talk. ['ve got an in-
vitation to go up and spend the evening there, and permission for
you fellows to domicile yourselves in the old vacant homestead on
the corner.”

Thankful for small mercies, we quickly transported ourselves
and our baggage thither. Our shelter was a roomy log-house, the
remains, we afterwards learned, of U. E. Loyalist times. Supper,
served on the floor of the largest room, was followed by a jubilee
celebration in the shape ot a rollicking dance, which to the long
departed inhabitants, had they been gazing on us through the
clouds of dust that came from ceiling, walls, and floor, would have
seemed a base desecration.

Our superfluous-energy worked off, all our thoughts were con-
centrated on S-s visit. Naturally we might have been expected
to be somewhat jealous of the honor done him. But it was
not so. For to us he was our representative, our deputy. It was
not S—, but the compounded essence of the four of us that was to
make the visit. To attire him in a way that would reflect the
greatest amount of credit on our combined individuality was our
supreme effort. The nether garments which he himself wore were,
after careful investigation, declared the best the combination could
produce. A coat and vest belonging to myself were selected as the
most suitable in point of color and preservation. In these our
deputy was accordingly attired. A further conning over of our
goods and chattels produced a satisfactory tie and other ef ceteras,
Fully equipped, our representative was ordered to parade for in-
spection. General approval of his * get up ” having been expressed,
and B~'s chronometer, in my vest pocket, on S—, declaring it to
be eight o’clock, we despatched him on his way, with a shower of
parting sallies.

We had lit our pipes and, seated in the form of a triangular
figure on the least dusty part of the floor, were Preparing to enjoy
a quiet evening and await S—’s return, when he burst in upon us,

“I've been sent back to fetch up the whole ¢’ ye,” was his saly-
tation.

Here indeed was a fix. An invitation, and positively ¢ nothing
to wear” S—— stoutly protested that he would carry back no
message of refusal. 1 immediately put in a claim for a portion at
least of the company’s finery. But not an article would our repre-
sentative give up. During our altercation the other two had quiet-
ly possessed themselves of the respectable portion of the remain-
der ot our wardrobe. It was now three to one against me. Vig-
orously protesting against the injustice of such a division I was
quickly shut up, covered up, and dragged along,

Lest 1 should become too personal, I will draw 2 ‘veil over the
rest of the evening. Suffice it to say that our host's sex did not

prevail in the household, and that perhaps the best remembered
night of our entire outing was that which we spent there.

Early the next morning we launched the dingy and crossed 0
Port Nelson, a few miles east of the Beach. From her: B—— and
S—— took the train to Toronto, and the captain and myse(f.COH'
tinued on by water, arriving home in the desolate manner described.
Many an interesting incident of the latter part of our trip is freS,h
in my memory, but already 1 fear I have consumed the reader’s
patience, if indeed he has followed me thus far.

We have grown wiser since. We never anchor now on a le€
shore with a thirty foot cliff behind us. No longer does the charm
of plundering a peach orchard prompt us to bid defiance to the
gales of September. But though our experience cost us dearly, wé
none of us regret, as we talk over its pleasures and excitements,
the autumn week long since past and gone, which chronicles the
wreck of the Undine. '

A word more and my yarn is done. One afternoon in the fOl‘f
lowing summer S and myself were sailing again on this part 0
the lake. With a natural desire to gaze once again on the well-
remembered spot, we drew in close to land as we passed. The
place where we had first gone ashore we picked out with llftle
difficulty. The dents in the overhanging cliff, made by the beating
of the masts against it, were still there. Further on we passed ouf
farmer friends gazing with their arms resting on their rakes
Farther still the gully where we had left the remains of the wreck.
But not a splinter of it was to be seen. Landing further down,'we
met with an old gentleman, whose afterncon siesta our afrfva
kad disturbed. The conversation turning on sailing, he invited
us to look at his yawl in the boathouse close by. Forward in her
bottom lay the Undine's anchor and chain. Not a word did we
say. He told us how it had been found in the lake by some farmers
and how he had bought it. He told us, too, of our shipwreck. I,"
stolid silence we stood there, and with faces as solemn as a sexton’s
listened to a distorted though in many ways a correct account of aB
event with which we were ourselves tolerably familiar. But a Sl'y
wink passed between us when the old gentleman wound up h'xs
description with a remark, uttered with a knowing twinkle in his
eye, which implied a doubt, more than shadowy, in the perfect s0°
briety of the stranded quartette,

W. H. IRVING.

THE ABBEY LIGHT.

The abbey stood on a beetling cliff,

A cliff wWhose feet were washed by the sea ;
The stars shone down on the abbey roof,

And the light of the abbey sang quietly
From its golden cup in the darkling sea

Where the light and the stars reflected lay ;

The light of the abbey sang quietly ;

““T come from the house of the men of God,
Down to the depths of this restless sea.”
** We come from the house of the God of men,”
The stars sang in sweet harmony
From their golden cups in the darkling sea
Where the stars and the light reflected lay ;
The stars sang in sweet harmony.

From the golden lips of the golden cups,—
In the sea where they all danced merrily—

Of the heavenly stars, and the abbey light,
A sailor song rose rev'rently,

And the golden cups in the darkling sea,
Where the lightfand the stars reflected lay,
All sang to their God in sweet harmony.

Winnipeg, Dec, 188, ¥, C, WADEs
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FAIR VISION AND BRUTAL FACT.

Floating idly in a skiff one evening, I locked out westward over
the level floor of water to where it met a wall of blue with saffron
base. And it seemed, as fancy touched my sight, that there, for
(%le sun, stood an opened door into a paradise of light—light celes-
tial, pure and holy—home of happy spirits cleansed of all gross-
hess, and living in barmony and love. 'Twas a blessed, blessed
Vision of the world that might be. And oh, the heart warmth in
those rays streaming through the heavenly portal! Oh, the rush
of freedom and strength that came with that glimpse of a larger
and purer life ! brief spasm, it seemed, of slumbering energy divine.

But a cry broke harshly in—a laugh wild and wierd—and the
V.iSion and its glory had vanished. And in its stead this was the
Sight : On the shore near by stood an asylum for insane, and
thrOugh one of the grated windows of the vast prison a poor mad-
Mman was stretching out his arms and shouting in his strange
frenzy, From other windows peeped a few faces of that sad gather-
Ing of shattered reasons. But it seemed as if the one maniac
shouted for them all, and in his cry mingled a mockery and despair
that chilled to the marrow. Have you ever known the blank
bewilderment of a mind lost in black despair 7 Were you ever as
One whose one friendly light bad gone out at night on the moor ?

Further along to the right stood a penitentiary. How ever forget
that sullen procession that passed me one evening to enter the
great iron gates !—that negro giant who glared upon me with the
Unreasonable rage of a beast till I sickened at the horrible perfect-
Ness of his ruin? Those massive, cold stone walls forever building,
f("rfrver reaching outward like the murderous arms of a devil-fish to
kill our social virtue.
_ Still further along to the right stood a factory—saddest of all in
1S savage unreason—a factory where little children worked, stifled,
and were soul-starved. One child I often saw looking wistfully
Out from amidst the noisy whirl of spindles, wheels and shafting.

he delicately oval face, the dark eyes and dark luxuriance of hair
Were maddening to see in that setting of dreary toil. I remember
Ooking in anger and desperation up to the serene sky and tranquil
Clouds, over the rippling lake and pleasant islands and all the
Peaceful glory of an autumn landscape, to find somewhere the rea-
Son and explanation of it all.

From my skiff I could see that the asylum, the penitentiary and
the factory stood out upon a dull background, which to describe
“_’Ollld entail the long, weary catalogue of commonplace sorrow and
SIn—small loves, shall hates, small ambitions, selfishness of the
Avoured few, hopeless drudgery of the masses, darkness of night
lit only here and there by fitful gleams of noble purpose, flashes of
3 longing and a striving for better things.

Which, then, is true—the fair vision or the brutal fact? Upon
Which are we to fix our faith? In the strange double reality of
the fact jtself I've found the answer. Those fitful gleams and
those flashes are real, and the light they shed is the same that
Streamed through the heavenly portal. And now when I dream
of 3 happier world, where men shall work together like brothers,
and love shall girdle the earth with generous deeds, though blind
Prophets of despair see naught but the darkness of night and wail
their lamentations, still in the flickering light of love’s deeds
around me, I know the night to be a lie and slander and the

Team to be supremely true.

Kingston. R. BALMER.

AUTUMN’S LAMENT.

Of the cold earth,
All the scented
Sweetness sleepeth :
Autumn need

No more Jament.

Summer’s dead and
Autumn weepeth
From her limbs
Her garb is rent ;
In the bosom

For the spring,

The thousand-throated,
Soon will sing

‘With merriment ;
And the olden
Spirit-fragrance
That, in air, so
Softly floated,

‘Will arise from
Earth's warm bosom,
Be with bird-song
Sweetly blent.

Sleeping in the
Summer sun ;

And the shouting
And the prattle

Of the happy
Children homing ;
And the tired,
Contented workman,
After his day's

Work is done :

Cease thy weeping,
Summer cometh
Alter chur.ish

And the meek and Winter's goue,

Mild-eyed cattle, J. H. BurNHAM.

A TRIP TO THE NORTH SHORE.

IT chanced that a friend and myself spent part of our summer
vacation in the islands along the north shore of Lake Huron. We
had talked a good deal of an expedition to the La Cloche Mount-
ains, which were a perpetual presence on the northern horizon, and
now we were going there.

This resolution was arrived at in the little village of Shaftesbury,
on Manitoulin. A party of five was organized, and the yacht
Manitou, frmous in all those waters, was chartered for the trip.
The youthful postmaster of the village was in command of the
yacht and the expedition, and was forthwith designated “ Captain.”
Years before, he and I had gone to school together, and in our little
trips in an old boat on the village pond he had doubtless acquired
considerable skill in nautical affairs. The young man from Knox
College, who was in charge of the Presbyterian mission station at
this port, went with us. The Missionary was characterized bya
far-away look in his mild brown cyes and a most unclerical straw
hat. A solemn-looking Pedagogue and two worthy mechanics,
friends of the captain, made up the party.

So, being fitted out with tent and stores, we made an early start
one morning, and in a strong fair wind the Manifon went flving
through the islands and across the channel. By this time the wind
had increased to a gale, blowing directly upon an open and rocky
shore, and we had much ado to keep our boat from drifting upon it.
There are people who would have laughed to see the soulful-eyed
Missionary and the dignified Pedagogue vigorously poking away at
the rocks with their long oars to prevent the Manifou from break -
ing to pieces upon them. After beating about for a time, vainly
trying to effect a landing, the Captain discovered a quiet and cosy
little bay further down the coast, and soon we were safely anchored
in it. .
After lunch we started up the mountains which here come down
to the shore. In this locality they do not present the aspect of
utter desolation which characterizes the range farther east—at
least as seen from the deck of the steamer upon which we
came up the lake. Near the base there are in many places con-
siderable tracts of scrubby forest, and here and there far up the
sides the eye is relieved by little patches of greenery. The least
trace of soil seems to be sufficient to nourish the huckleberry
bushes, which grow here in great abundance. It may be
stated that the bruised and broken fruit which city grocers
call huckleberries, is but a sorrowful pretence to those who have seen
them in their native mountains. A cluster of these berries on the
bush, with all the wild beauty of their bloom still on them, set

.against the dark green background of the leaves, makes a picture

which an artist would love to dwell on.

It was in something after this fashion that the Pedagogue used to
hold forth to us frequently while we wereclimbing the mountains.
But we observed that he invariably concluded his ssthetic haran.
gue by eating the cluster he had been admiring,
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After much exertion, for the rocks were steep and slippery, we
reached the point which from the shore we had supposed to be the
top of the mountain. But there before us was a narrow plateau, and
beyond, a perpendicular wall of rock rose to the height of several
hundred feet.

Before beginning the ascent, we undertook the search of a sus-
picious looking cavern at the foot of the cliff, for a bear thatwe
were exceedingly anxious not to find. Scarcely had we entered its
sombre depths when somebody said he heard a.rustling beyond
us. We decided just then that a party of tourists had no use for
a bear anyway, and this conclusion was acted on with considerable
rapidity.

At last we discovered a place where the cliff was not quite perpen-
dicular, and after an hour’s hard climbing we stood on the summit.

To the southward there was spread out before us a vast pano-
rama. The blue waters of the channel stretched away to the east-
ward and westward for forty or fifty miles. In either direction
they faded away in a hazy suggestion of beauty still farther and
far.her beyond. Innumerable islands, green, brown, and grey, lay
beneath us. Away to the southward the sky rested on the dim
blue mountain ridge of Manitoulin. Nearer, the little village
which we had left in the morning, scarcely visible, nestled in a little
hollow by the shore. That speck of white yonder in the southern
channel, from which a breath of smoke is rising, is, so the Captain
tells us, the regular mail boat, the Atlantic, just leaving Shaftesbury
on her upward trip.

From this scene of beauty and grandeur we at length turned to
cxplore the wild'region behind us. Dreary indeed was the pros-
pect. Great stretches of bare rock lay near us ; beyond, to the north
and east and west, many small peaks rose grey and grim against
the blue sky. There are few signs of soil anywhere, and all nature
seems dead or dying. The stark and bare trunk of a solitary
stunted pine, standing out here and there on a rocky ledge, tells
only of a life that has been.

Little wonder it is that these mountains look hoary and desolate.
They are the oldest in the earth. A thousand centuries have gone
since these venerable peaks first emerged from the ocean, then
truly all-embracing. It was the summer suns and the winter
storms of the ages since that left this Laurentian range so bleak
and bald.

Hidden among these dreary peaks, like a happy memory in a
troubled life, we discovered a little mountain lake that charmed
us beyond expression with its lonely beauty. There, too, in a
tiny rocky bay into which a few inches of vegetable mould had
drifted froin somewhere, we found water lilies of the most exquisite
grace and loveliness. The petals were far more delicate in form
and colour than the flowers that feed on the grosser soil of our
ponds and lagoons.

Evening was coming on as we descended to the shore. The great
solemn mountains became grayer and grayer in the twilight. Slowly
and silently the night sank down until primeval darkness resumed
its ancient reign over the mountains and the islands beneath them.

We soon had a huge fire of driftwood blazing on the shore, and
while the Captain and the crew got ready the supper, the Mission-
ary and the Pedagogue gathered moss for us all to sleep on. We
sat down to a royal repast of fish, roast partridge, and a certain
ambrosial food provided by the genii of these regions, Then,
having replenished the fire, we lay down on our mossy beds, silent-
ly watching the great sparks flying like fairy spirits up, up, and out
into the darkness. The Pedagogue, moved by some strange influ-
ence, burst forth into song, figuratively speaking, and the Mission-
ary joining in with his inimitable tenor, the mountains and the
shore re-echoed the strains of “ Litoria” and “John Brown.”
Presently the singing ceased, and each man wrapping himself in
his blanket, we were lulled to sleep by the drowsy murmur of the
fire and the soft lapping of the water upon the rocky shore.

We made another ascent of the mountains the next day in a

different direction, with varied but equally interesting experiences:
Returning early in the afternoon, we struck camp, shipped our
empty baskets, and were soon far out in the channel on our wa¥
back to Manitoulin. .
But our eyes still linger on the mountains. Their spell ¥
upon us, and willingly we yield ourselves to it. Distance bas
softened their rugged outlines, and the impression of drearin€ss
and desolation has vanished. There they lie behind us, mysterious
in their massive grandeur and sublime in their infinite repos®:
Forever the same, they, at least, shall endure, though men 27
nations and all things else change and pass away. And so wé be
gin in some measure to understand the indefinable reverence an
strong affection with which mountains are regarded by people who
live near them. .
But now the captain rises from the helm, the crew let slip
the lines and down come the sails on the run. We have reached
the little Shaftesbury pier, and our trip to the North Shore has
become a pleasant memory.
A. STEVENSON:

GOOD-NIGHT.
How calmly, love, the day hath fled !
How soon the sun sinks down to rest;
See how yon quivering orb doth shed
His myriad gems about the west,
And gold and rainbow-tinted shells
That fade so sweetly and are gone ;
Amid the music of far bells,
The starry night steals softly on.

The full red moon hangs o'er the piné,
The fields are veiled in misty shrouds,
The first pale star begins to shine
In beauty o'er the sapphirc clouds.
Fair night, how thou dost soothe the heart
With sleep and dreams and pure delight
Give me thine hand ere I dupart,
~Give me thine hand, my love, good-night.

What happy hours I've spent with thee !
Too soon hath vanished this brief day,

Still do I wait and lingeringly
Like unto it must pass away.

Soon youth must die that bloometh fair,
And sadder light into thine eye

Must steal, and gray into thine hair,
And to thine heart the troubled sigh,

Thy lovely face is pure and glad,
And tender dreams thine heart-strings thrill ;
No bitter grief hath made thee sad,
Nor yearning wish thy soul doth fill
That only life and love were sure
As death and souls could never part.
From sin and shame and thought impure
God ever keep thee as thou art.

Sweeter than setting sun and bars
Of golden cloud and mellow moon
And silvery sheen of twinkling stars,
Sweeter than thoughts of faded June,
Knowing that thou art in the fold
Of innocence, and wolfish blight
Is far removed from thee, to hold
Thy lily hand and say good-night.

PHiILLIPS STEWART
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MAMMOTH BOOK EMPORIUM:

e CHEAPEST
NEW AND SECOND-HAND BOOKS

IN CANADA.

A FEV SAMPLES.

Svols.,clo. couie e $2 oo
published at $5 oo.

Dickens' Complete Works, 15 vols.

L 12 00
5 7published at $18.75.
Seott’s Waverley Novels, 12 vols. 10 oo

N 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 10 A, Piddingion,)

LEX. BROWN.
Late of University Library.

R
J&t’ YoNGE $1, [2nd door north of Carlton St.]
. scﬂgz‘“ stock a large assortment of Note books,
suppli lers Pens, Ink, Pencils, and all other Students
GOO%IEB' College Text Books, Stationery and Fancy
:souc-s' Special inducements to Students. A Call
Solicited.” Branch Office—Gt. N. W. Telegraph Co.

ELLIS & MOORE,

Printefé -
and
e Publishers

89: & .41 . MELINDA : STREET

TORONTO.

ScHooL or ELOCUTION
vor AND DRAMATIC ART

ThaCE CULTURE, ELOCUTION and GESTURE

re&d‘i:uﬁhly taught and gentlemen prepared for public
8 and speaking in any department, by

MISS ¥. H. CHURCHILL,
m ArcapE, - Yonge Street

Chureh Notices

REV. br. wiLD

BOND STREET CHURCH

—

,UNITARIAN CHURCH,
Jarvis Street.
REV. HiLarY BYGRAVE, Pastor.

1%2‘“'5 of service—11 a.m. and 7 p.m.

METHODIST CHURCH

ENTRAL
C Bloor Street.

REv, ManLy BENsON, Pastor.

Hack and Fun,

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

There was a hitle Tutor,
And he had a little pug
That never did belong to him, him, him,
But he lost the Iittle pug
With the very ugly mug,
And he wept till his eyes were dim, dim, dim,

He advertised his loss
In the Kvening Twaddlegram,
But he handed in the wrong address, -dress,
-dress ;
And he told another fib,
Gaid Ais name was on its bib,
So, the owner of the dog who could guess,
guess, guess?

The pug was taken in
By a philanthropic man,
And it curled itself up neatly on the rug, rug,
rug.
And when ¢ lifted ”* from the mat ,—
« What in thunder are you at ? ’—
Remarked this lah-de-dah little pug, pug, pug.

When the dog was taken back
By this pbilanthropic man, «
The owner used some language that was strong,
strong, strong ; “
And he said @ *¢ I'll prosecute
You, you blundering galoot,
For keeping of my little pug so long, long, long.”

MORAL,

Whene'er you lose a dog
This advice should followed be :
Be sure and write your advertisement plain,
plain, plain ;
When by others it is spurned,
And by some kind friend returned,
Never epeak to him in language that's profane,
-fane, -fane, :

To Wrox 1t Concrrys.~Will ths writer of
the beautiful verses, ‘Blue Eyes,” which have
been sent to us anonymously, kindly favour the
edtors of the VarsiTy with his name and
address.

The first collega paper ever published in
America was the Dartmouth Gazef/e, printed in
the early days of this century. Daniel Web-
ster’s first literary efforts were contributions to
thls paper.

President Porter, of Yale, is engaged in su.
pervising a revision of Webster's Dictionary,
Several months will be required for the com-
pletion of the work, and there will be many
more additions than in the Jast revision.

= Professor John Watson, at Queen’s, has been
offered and has refused the chair of Mental
and Moral Philosophy in Cornell University,

There are now four daily college papers in
the United States—at Cornell, Harvard, Prince-
ton and Yale.

General Butler bas intimated that be will be-
queath his fine library to Colby University.

Among the eminent men who object to the
prominence given to the study of Ancient Lan.
guages is Canon Farrar, who declares his views
on the subject in a lecture lately delivered at
John Hopkins University.

A College is to be built in Russia for the
purpose of teaching all the languages of the
different pations under the Russian rule, to-
gether with all the modern languages of any

mportance,

DIRECT IMPORTERS

FROM THE BEST

English and American Makers
or

SILK AND FELT HATS.
WRIGHT & CO.,

Late Coleman & Co.,
55 King St. East.

L. & J. SIEVERT
TOBACCONISTS,
Mail Building, 54 King Street West

TORONTO.

Fine Imported and Domestic Cigars.

Civility,
Celerity
GUARANTEED TO ALL PATRON;

OF THE NEW

Canadian Pacihc Ry.
- op— A,
TRY IT '

For Rates, Maps, Time Cards, &c., call at
110 King street west, 56 Yonge street, 2
York street, or write

W. R. CALLAWAY, =
District Passenger Agent,

110 King St. West, Toronto.

W. C. VANHORNE, D. McNicoLi,
Vice-President, Gen. Pass. Agent.
Montreal.

JAMES ALISON,
MERCHANT TAILOR

AND IMPORTER oF WOOLLENS, &C.,,

264 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

(A liberal discount to students.}
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Professional Cards.

Legal

LAKE, LASH, CASSELS & HOLMAN, Barris-
D ters, &c., Dominion Chwumbers, over Dominion
Bank, cor. Kivg and Yonge Streets, Toronto.

S. H. Blake, Q.C.

Edward Blake, Q.C.,
Walter Casseld, Q.C.,

7. A.Lash, Q.C.,

C. J. Holmun, H. Cussels, .
R, 8. Cas<els, Alex. mackenzie,
H. W. Mickle. ) .

¥ INGSFORD & WICKHAM, Burristers, Solici-

tors, &ec. Office—Friehold Buildings, cor,

Chureh and Court Streets, Torente. Kntrance on
Court street,

H.J. Wickhmvuj )

B. E Kix)_gsrgfg, - g

088, FALCONBRIDGE & BARWICK, Barrig-
D] ters, &e. MOSS, HOYLES & AYLKESWORTH, -

Barristers, &e. North of Scotland Chawbers, 18 and
20 Kiug Street west, Toronte.
W. G, Falconbridge, Q C.
Walter Barwick,
W. J, Franks,
Douglas Armour. o

OWAT, MAULEKNNAN, DOWNEY & BIGGAR.
i MOWA'T, MACLENNA Y, DOWNEY & LANG-
TON, Barrvisters. Solicitors, &c., York Chambeors
Toronto Street, Toronto. .

Charles Moss, Q.C.
N. W. Hoyles
A. B, Aylesworth

Oliver Mowat, Q.C.,
John Downey,
Thomasjl.angton, 1 -
CCARTHY, OSLER, HOSKIN & CREELMAN,
M Barristers, Solicitors, &c., Teimple Chambers,
Toronto Street, Torouto.

James Mac'ennan, Q.C.,
. . W, Biggar,
C. W. Thompson.

B. B. Osler, Q.C.,
Adam R.Creelman,
W, H. P. Clem nt,
Wallace Nesbitt.
ULOCK, TILT, MILLER & CROWTHER, Bar-
risters, Solicitors in Chancery, Proctors in
ihe Maritime Court, Conveyancers, &c Office—
South-west corner ot King und Churech Streets, To-
ronto, Ontario.

W. Mulock,

Dalton McCarthy, Q.C.,
John Hoskin, Q.C.,
'W. Harcourt,

J. Tilt, Q.C,, . N. Miller, Q.C.
) J. Crowther. Jr

YOYNE & MANN, Barristers, Solicitors, &ec.
(/ Office, Talbot Street, lisdon Block, opposite
the Market, St. Thomas, Ont,

Jehiel Mann, James H. Coyne.

ELAMF E, BLACK, REESOR & ENGLISH,
D Barristers, Solicitors, etc. Oilices, No. 17 Tor-
onte Street, Consumer's Gas Company’'s Buildings,

H A. Reesor.

Davidson Biack.
~ E.Taylour English.

W. WILSON, LL.B,, BARRISTEK, Solicitor,
. Conveyalvces, &c.

T. D. Delamcro.

MeCallum s Block—King 8treet, Cobourg.

|
|
i
L
i
i
i
i
i
|
I
|

Money to Loan.

~tpirds of a Christian enny how.

e

If a man haint got a well-balanced head 1

- - | like tew see him part his hair in the middlel

Flattery is like colone water, tew be smelt
ov, not swallered.

Piety is like beans ; it seems to do best on
poorsile,

Tew remove grease from a man’s character, :

let him strike sum sudden ile.

There iz only one good substitute for the
endearments of a sister, and that iz the en-
dearments ov sum other phellow’s sister.

I had rather undertaik to be 2 good doves

han one decent sarpent.

A lie is like a kat—it \
. ; —it never comes tew yeu
In a strate line. ye

[ —

Don’t mistake habits for character. The
men ov the most character hav the fewest
habits,

The fan who iz thoroughly polite iz 2

Mi dear boy, there are but few who kan

commence at the middle ov the ladder and !

reach the top.

One ov the biggest mistakes made yet iz
made by the man who thinks he iz temper-

ate just becauz he puts more water in his -

whiskey than his neighbor does.
—Selected from Josh Billings' 7 hilosophy.

_ Extra copies of this number on applica-
tion to the manager of Varsrry, Uni-
versity College.

The Editor would like the name of |

writer under pseudonym Adanae.

EAVE your measure and secure a sample

—~ of Treble's perfect fitting French yoke
shxrts at Treble’s Great Shirt House, 53 King
Street West, corner of Bay. Card for measure-
ment {ree.

Foot-tall Jerseys, Caps and Hose. Warm
I.‘Indenyegr. all sizes and qualities, at Treble's
Great S{nrt House, 53 King Street West, corner
of Bay Street. Gents” Kid Gloves, all sizes,

Professional Cards.
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S

Medical

)= BurNs,
| 7 COLLEGE AVENUE, TORONTO.

. Office Hours—9 to 10.30 a.m.; 1.30 to 3 and 6.3
8 pm.

Y 0

DR. MACDONALD

|
i
I
)

[

hasg removed to

200 SIMCOE ST.

" OFFICE HoURS—9 t0 10 a.m., 2 o’clock, and 7 t0 8 p»
g

M.D., C.M., M.R.C.8, Eng-

| W. NATTRESS,

COR. YONGE AND McGILL STREETS.

| DR. PETER H. BRYCE, M.A,,
|
: (I.R.C.P. & 8., K.din,, &c., &e.)

Office and residence, N. W. Corner College and
Spadina Avenue,

B sty

Dental

|

8. CAESAR,
DENTAL SURGEON.

?G.

" Office—34 Grosvenor Street, Toronto.
15" Telephone commu

nicatio
/

: C P. LENNOX,
. .
DENTAL 8URGLON,

Areade Buildings, Yonge Street, Toronto:
_/

RANKLIN J. ANDREWS,
SURGEON DENTTST,

31 King Street East, between Murray’s and Walket
formerly 2 Kng St. West, Toronto.

_———/

1
1
i
|
|

| R G. TROTTER,
i Y e
DENTAL SURGEON,

| Offico—North-east corner King and Bay Stré
over Molsons’ Bank.

ebér

“HAMBERS' ENCYCLOPEDIA—A Dictionary of Universal Knowledge—last

Wood Engravings—39 Maps—1o0 vols. Royal 8vo., Cloh, $zo.

RUSKIN'S COMPLETE WORKS—30 vols. in 12—uwith all the Wood Fngravings and Text—$r2.

the Coloured Iilustrations, $18.

i Entrance on King Street. e
Revised Edition—27,900 Articles—348

Also an cdition with al

PARKMAN'S COMPLETE WORKS—Popular edition—10 vols, r2mo., cloth, in a box, $1s.
IMPERIAL DICTIONARY OF ENGLISH LANGUAGE—4 vols. large 8vo. cloth, $20 ; Calf bound, $25.

Stock in all Departments well assérted

_ WILLIAMSON & CO., Publishers, Booksellers and Stationers, 191}91:130/

Visiting
Cards

Illuminated Addresse®

Wedding Statione¥

Copper Plate T ‘
Ve RO TH
Engravers |} S .I:BH, Sm H&Q‘Z
' ERS, X 5 T4 B g i = =
N 00D ENGRAV S W s@\w(e&ss&s Dl !—NKE_Bq E‘N\&O
LITHOGRAPHIC a«\c“é@*‘“@«&‘“_,, = ——
W $, T~
PRINTERS.

Ball Programinéeg:
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LLEN & GINTER, RICHMOND
of o Va., manufacturers of the finer grades

Clgarettes and smoking tobaccos. Our
Popular brand of

" Richmond Straignt Cut No. 1 Gigarettes

:‘l'le ]!fflade from a rare and costly tobacco, the
1ality of which is not equalled by any other

ci L equa
Barette, Beware of imitations.
—_

——

STUDENLS, ATTENTION!

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

Importers of Books and Stationery,

/

I

{!

{

[

vz/_.\ J.L.JONESY)

Mechanical & Generals
WOOD ENGRAYING

_7 DWIN POTTS

402 Yonge St. Toronto
——: Prcruke Frayar;
Holiday Presents, Christmas Cards, etc., the

choicest assortmerntof Fancy Articles in
the city. Dou’c fail to give us a call

J BRUCE,

_—

118 King 8t. West
ART PHOTOGRAPHER

Gruarantees the finest and most artistic work
that can te produced, and allows a liberal dis-
count to Professors anod Students connected
with Toronto University and other Colleges.

[ ARRY WEBB,
447 Yonge Street,
Opposite the College Avenue, TORONTO.

Caterer and Confectioner—,The Onta-
rio Wedding Calke Manufactory.

Jellies, Creams, Ices.

ROWSEILL & HUTCHISON

Publishers, Printers, and Bookbinders

*¥I0KING STEAST, TORONTO. §

_Dinners, Weddings, Fvening Parties |

3 ENTLEMEN, appreciating perfection in
i Fashion Fit and Finish

i Should patronise the Students’ FFavorite Tailoring.

Establishment

- Tull stock of first-class goods at Lowest Prices
i cep sistent with unexcelled workmanship

J. Hunter Brown, 283 Yonge St.,

Cor. Wiltonn Avenue, (Mathson’s old stand

"N\ A CAINSH & ELLIS,
i Successors to .8, Robartson & Bros.

Booksellers, Stationers & Newsdealers
| Cor. Tovonto and Adelgide Sts.,
| Opposite Post Oflice. TORONTO

| iy N
[ I ‘HE FINEST IN THE LAND

! THE
' Arcape Poor & Birriakp Hirn
Yonge St. Opp. Temperance.

14 Pool and Billicrd Tables with all
the latest improvements.
Tur HanDpsoMEST PARLORS IN CANADSX

Choice lines in Temperance drinks.
Johnston’s Fluid Beef on draught.

TURNBULL SMITH, Proprietor.

rlave constantly in Stock the Books required for the Universities, Public and Private Schools.

CATALOGUES SENT FREE TO ANY ADDRESS.
\\>— e e P

ODD WESTCOTT,
489 Yonge St., opp. Fire Hall
The Leading Barber of Yonge St.

'LDRIDGE STANTON.
134 Yonge Street,
PHOTOGRAPHER

Sunbeams, $1.00 per doz.  Cabinets $3 |

O o per dozen.
d p ctures Copied, Enlarged and finished in
“olors, Ink or Crayon Orders filled from

any Negatives made by the firm of Stanton &
V; icars,

BREAST OF THE TIMES !
G Co-education Barber Shop
;_“:Illzmens Hair-cutting and Shaving De!
nt. Ladies’ Hair-dressing department-
ROBERT P. WATKINS,
492 Yonge St., just above Grosvenor.

'GREAT OVERCOAT DAY

76

EO. HARCOURT & SON,
Established 1842.

Merchant Tailors and Robe
Makers

48 Kixe StrET Easr, - ToronTO

0O0TS, 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 Auenu-.

CHOICE WINES, LIQUORS & CIGARS

CAER HOWELL HOTEL,
College Avenue, Toronto.

HENRY ANETT LAYTON, ProprirTor,

KING STREET EAST, TORONTO

OHN MACDONALD & CO,
Importers,

21, 23,25 27 Front, 28, 30 32, 34 Wellington Sts
TORONTO.
And 21 Major Street, Manchester, Eng.

JAFFRAY & RYAN,
244 Yonge Strect,.
ImMrorTERS oF GROCERIES, WINES AND-
Liquors,

. Labatt's and  other Ales. :
0ld Rye, 5 & 7 years, Port & Sherry Wines, 30yrs. o T

* UNS, RIFILES AND REVOLVERS

ALL LATEST MODELS.

Full rtock ¢ f Bullard, Col and Winchester Ritlos.
gt R. ¢k Bottom Cash Price'. KEnglish Breech-load-
_ing Double Guus for $13. Sole Canadian agent for -

test gun mukers in England.

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

Large il ustrated catalogue fuil of information 13

e . . S . . !
have made some Big Reductions for to-day's Trade in our Overcoat Department.  Jnst come and

see the the Uvercoat we will give you for $5, $6, $7, $8, $9 and $10,

Great bargains in

Cardigan Jackets and Woollen Underclothing. All-Wool Shirts and

OAK HALL,

Drawers for $1 a suit.

15 TO 121 KING STREET EAST,

TORONTO.
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'R()GERS’ \
GIENTS FURNISHING STORE
AND

GENTS LAUNDRY,

€% Gentlemen’s Shirts, Collars and Cuffs
done up equal to new.

Discount off all purchases to Students.

346 YONGE STREET (corner Elm)

J. COOPER.

SHIRTS, UNDERWEAR,
COLLARS AND CUFFS, GLOVES,
SCARFS & TIES, HALF HOSE.

Special Makes.  All Sizes.  Latest Styles.

F‘ootball, Bicycle, Tennis, Lacrosse,
Boating & Camping Jersey & Hose.

Special College Discounts.

109 Yonge St. .+ Toronto.

VENUE HOUSE.
Billiard Parlour in Connection.
TORONTO

448 YONGE STREIT, -

WM. ]J. HOWELL, Proprietor.
MADILL & HOAR,

(Successors to G. B. Smith & Co.)
Dispensing CHEMISTS, 350 YONGE ST,
Have a large assorument of Hair Brushes,

Combs, Sponges, Iancy Soaps, &c.

#7 A special Discount to Students.
OBERT M. WILLIAMS,
Law Stationer,
. Engrosser, Lithographer, and {lluminator,

Designer of Addresses, Resolutions
of Condolence, &c.

3 Toronto-street, Toronto.

THE DOMINION BOOK STOLRE.

SUTHERLAND’S,
286 & 288 Yonge Street, Toronto.

'Ts the place to buy, sell, or exchange your books
fsthep of all kinds,

The Great Second Hand Book Store.

Students’ Books a Specialty.

OLLEGE BOOKS, COLLE()E]

BOOKS. ‘
The well known College Book Store, established
by Mr. James Vannevar, in 1866, Especial at- ’
tention given to
Toronto University Books,
Toronto School of Science B

ooks, i

I Toronto School ot Medicine Books. }
I

Books both new and second hand. Students will
tmgke o preat mistake who fuil to give us u call.

VANNEVAR & CO., Booksellers and Stationers,
440 Yonge St., opp Carlton St.. a few doors below
College Avenue, Toronto

WM. WEST & CO.,
206 Yonaa S,

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

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

S B. WINDRUM,

THrE JEWELLER.

FALL STCCK. .
Watches, Jewelry, Diamonds, Elec
tro-Plated Ware, Cutlery,
Marble Clocks,

And large assortment of other Goods, pur-
chased for Cash and sold for
Wholesale Prices.

Rodgers’ Table Cutlery, A 1 Spoons and

Forks, New Stock Footballs and
Boxing Gloves, Tennis Goods.
Repairing Watches and Jewelry, and Manu-
facturing leading lines.

The Public are Invited

inspect - my - New - Show - Room
UPSTAIRS.

No. 31 KING STREET EAST,

ToroxTO.

To -

DOES YOUR WATCH STOP?

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

(correr Breadalbane street.)

% Repairing a Specialty.

Call Telephone No. 3091.
FISHER‘S EXPRESS LINE,
539 Yonge Street,
Baggage Collected and Delivered
At Ruilway Stations and in ali parts of the City.

Checks given for baggage tu stations, Telephone
commnnication with all parts of ¢it

RDER YOU&

BOOKS,

new or
‘second-haud, fromy—
DAVID BOYLE,
353 Yonge Street, - Toronto.

SIGN of the BIG BOOT.
J()HN MELLON, )
Ten per Cent Discount to Students i
BOOTS AND SHOES;
Gents' Boots made in latest styles and @
lowest prices.
35 Repairing neatly and promptly done

JOHN MELLON - 308 SPADINY AVENUE

Corner of Clyde Streck.

Only ten minutes’ walk from University-

HAHRY A. COLLINS,
I'mporter and Dealer in
General House Furnishings

Pocket and Table Cutlery:
Electro-Plated Ware,
Students’ Lamps,

Pen,

&c.

5% YONGE STREET.

W HEATON & CO,,

17 King St. cor. ]Ordan
STEAM LAUNDRY

All Work done by Stean. The only
Complete Steam Laundry 1B
the city. .
Qur Wagons call for and deliver work promphy

Torms Cash. Leave your orders & stere: .
MACDONALD,

.. 355 Yonge St.,

Is showing one of the finest selected stoc
city of Worsted Coatings. and Beaver

Coatings, in all shades.

Scotch, English, Irish & Canadian

. the latest patterns. toed.
Punt.’j :Eil’v‘ngirulty. Satisfaction Gun.'rgg/

opp- Elm'
pD: e
Qver-

Tweeds, n

! MERCHAN'I_‘ TAILORING.

R. J. HUNTER,

Is now showing some magniticent S
Trouserings, Black and Fancy Coalings
in NEW WINTER GOODS. o qents 5

Tte attention of Ministers and Stuc Pkes of
particularly called to our Standard Man
Black Goods—the most reliable that C[g
procured. R.J. HUNTE s

101 King St. East, corr er King and Chureh

TORONTO. d
Ten per Cent. Discount to Ministers and St
The Students’ Corner.
NDREW JEFFREY, ot
Dispensing Chemist
Corner Yonge and Carlton Stre€ts. .o

A full assortment of Toilet Requisites, UbC “per-

Soaps Combs, Hair, Tooth and Nail Brudleés

fumory, ete. ) S.
74~ A Liberal Discount to ?ludem/

e

LUB HOTEL, St
C 416 Yonge

V. T. BERO, ProprIETOR. .
Choice Brands Wines, Liquors and Cigar®

8
Latest Improved Billiard & Pool Table

witing?®
etCa

enté:

JOHN BRIMER,

MERCHANT TATITOFR

201 YONGE STRERT, -

i’rrirrrxterd byr FILxs & ‘SIBOM:, 39 and 41 Melinda St,, 'I‘-orgnto,ﬁ;:a"
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