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A SONG OF PAIN.

On these eyes that burn and tremble,
Sweet, if you your lips should lay,

'Twere a charm to cool this fever ;
As old books of leech-craft say.

Overbold my thought is, Sweetheart,
Overgreat this thought of mine ;

'Tis not meet that €'en in blessing,
All too lowly you decline.

"Twould suffice if just the fingers,
Of one apple-blossom hand,

Swept these aching lids as lightly,
As the seed-stars brush the land.

No! Love,—I could not but take it
To my lips ; draw down that hand,

Leave within the palm’s soft hollow,
Hot and quick, my kisses’ brand.

Still T crave too rich a favour,
Still too much would you bestow ;
Let me see you as I saw you
First, so many years ago.
Snow of face and wrist and finger,
Snowy gown so simple-neat,
Dark green branches waving o'er you,
Sun-lit grasses at your feet.
Halo-circled, softly radiant,
'Still you stand there, Little One,
Like a moon in mild September,
When the Summer’s heat is done ;

In your grave eyes rest and comfort,
And a graciousness divine.

Ah! ’twere healing for all anguish,
Just to see you, Sweetheart mine.

BOHIEMIEN,

IN MEMORIAM,

Inee :

bel‘eave 0:; lajSt 1ssue University College has suffered a signal
g Cay], T[E In the loss of her first President, the Rev. Dr.
i:“‘ilema :d low was not an unexpected one,for the deceased
fr§ toq Mmalaq for a long time been in declining health, ow-
%m the fielg y whlch some years ago compelled him to retire
e, ; of active duty. Yet, when the announcement
. 1eavily on the hearts of older University men
tegies 2 with, Dtario. Tor, what quarter of this wide Pro-
endmng with wl?‘t a witness to the excellence of the intellectual
ing Oweq the ich this preSId}ng genius of University life had
feltue"°e is fel?omh and growing manhood of Canada? His
m&bi‘“ cheerfui?-day In every seat of learning in Qntario—
Ung € vanta ¥ acknowledged by all who had the inesti-
€T hig gpi + 8¢ Of pursuing their studies in humane letters

QBXV hen i‘%)‘ildance and direction.
e i'c trcCS:UI came to this country nearly fifty years
aining and classical culture were but little ap-

preciated, for in the then sparse settlements of Canada, and
in view of the difficulties which beset the early settlers, the field
of educational operations was necessarily very restricted. Bat
when, after two score years of unremitting toil, Dr. MecCaul
relinquished the chair of classical literature in University
Collegn, what a transformation had his life-work effected ! The
motto which his refined taste selected for the University crest :
* Crescit velut arboy wvo,” aptly expresses the growth and de-
velopment a8 weil of his work, as of his own reputation. The
sapling which he planted and has so diligently tended, has al-
ready grown into a mighty tree, so that a nation may be said
to repose under its branches. The lamp which his genius
lighted—parun:  claris lucem dare—in Western Canadian
wilds, like the courier-fire from Mt. Ida, has transmitted the
torch of learning from University city to growing town,
and from growing town to thriving hamlet, until every corner
of the Province has been penetrated by the benign rays of the
central beacon-fire. Velut arbor crescat ; velut lampas luceat !
Men who have illustrated every walk of professional life, men
whohave adorned the benchand presided in the nation’s council-
chambers, and especially those men who have devoted their
talents to the service of the country in the noble profession of
teaching, have not been slow to ascribe their success in life to
the habits of exact study and the thorough intellectual train-
ing which they received in the institutions over which Dr.
McCsul so ably presided.

To the College man, those memories of the worthy old
Doctor, which most nearly concern and affect him, are natu-
rally those connected with the College life spent (Consule
Planco) during his Consulship. And it is the best tribute to
the worth of the deceased gentleman that these are so largely
interwoven and over-wrought with many kind words and acts,
with much friendly advice and affectionate counsel, His
urbanity, his genuine good humour, his undisguised interest in
the well-being of his pupils, his real concern for their advance-
ment in life, and his anxiety that they should give a good
account of the time spent in the College and reflect credit on
its instruction, were patent to everybody. He almost invari-
ably excited in the minds of his students feelings of affectionate
regard and esteem ; and this, too, notwithstanding that some
of his amiable foibles—for, like most great mer, he ‘was not
without his trivial weaknesses—were a constant source of mer-
riment to them. He had a singular faculty of unbending
before his pupils, of laughing and chaffing with them, of ex-
ploiting freshmen and enjoying their discomfiture, of detailing
his own experiences with Ciceronian self-complacency, of
felicitating himself on the excellence of his own jokes, but he
could well say with Hcrace, Dulce est miki desipere in loco. He
always observed the limits of becoming mirth., He would re-
cover his self-possession instantaneously, and proceed with his
lecture after he had got his audience in good humour. This,
it will be admitted, was a rare and even dangerous faculty.
But no one ever took advantage of it or trespassed on the pro-
prieties. No one ever ventured to question his authority. On
the contrary, he was generally regarded with unbounded
veneration. Of the excellence of his lectures themselves it is
impossible to speak too highly. ~ After his 'kindly greeting to
the class, one readily recalls the quiet dignity with which he
entered upon the lesson. Having got the attention ot every-
hody, he would produce his silver snuff-box as an indispensable
preliminary to a right understandlqg of the author,and the les-
son began. His lecture was a series of suggestions, of hints,
of explaining difficulties, of pointing out beauties, of portentous
references to the knotty character of some passage when first
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seen in brand-new print in an examination-hall—references gen-
erally emphasized with an ominous pinch of snuff ! It must be
admitted, however, that the prodigious amount of Maccaboy
wasted was in the inverse ratio of the amount consumed. Thus
his lectures were chiefly incentives to study elsewhere, to make
good use of the library and the authors he referred to, and to
especially note the difficulties he pointed out. He knew where
the difficulties were, and, unlike some authors who are very
diffuse when no difficulties present themselves, but oppres-
sively silent in the presence of really abstruse passages, Dr.
McCaul was at home with the difficulties, and delighted in
pointing them out and elucidating them. He never lectured
from a marked copy of any classical author. He disdained
all that. His remarkable memory would enable him to point
out in a half-hour lecture all the difficult passages in an or-
dinary Greek play. He had a singular aptitude for ¢ sizing
up,” as the vulgar phrase is, his pupils. He could by a few
leading questions accurately determine their standing and ac-
quirements. The students instinctively felt this and knew he
could not be imposed upon. Peace to his ashes! We shall
never look upon his like again. The stately figure that used
to be so familiar on all public occasions, and the eloquent
tongue which sounded the praises of the students, and of the
character of the training which his loved university had be-
stowed upon them, have been committed to the quiet tomb.
For the University there remains the pleasing duty of provid-
ing some suitable memorial to commemorate his name in the
College over which he presided so long and so well. For our-
selves, manibus da lilia plenis. The VarsiTy brings a loving
chaplet and reverently lays it on the grave of the illustrious

scholar, her distinguished preceptor.
W. H. C. K.

MAY.

Love in her eyes, sweet promise on her lips,
Blossomed abundance in her tender arms,
Bird music heralding her sun-lit steps,
Winds hushed and mute in reverence of her charms.
Maid veiled in tresses flecked with gems of dew,
White lily crowned and clad in ’broidered green,
Smiling till hoar and old their youth renew,
And vest themselves in robes of verdant sheen.
Where fall her dainty feet meek daisies blow,
Lifting their fire-touched lips to court a kiss ;
Heart beats to heart and soft cheeks warmly glow
With budding hopes of love and joy and bliss,
Fern banners wave and harebells welcome ring,
As trips across the meads the Bride of Spring,

Berlin. JoHN King.

BOOK-GUIDES,

Itisavery commonthing—and a most acceptable gratification
‘of one's literary vanity—to be asked to recommend a course of
reading in general literature; a thing, too, the promise of
which is as difflcult to resist as its carrying-out is to accomplish
Most people who are known to be at all extensive readers o.f
books are frequently asked for advice in this direction, freel
promise it, and sadly regret the rashness of the pr’omisey
Many, too, whoare not extensive readers of books, makethis pro:
mise,—and they makeit, of course, with greater rashness, and infi-
nitely greater confidence,—and find themselves in a serious
difficulty. The writer went out the other day to search for
some books for a young lady who had innocently trusted to his
judgment ; and, after turning over about two thousand volumes
carried away half-a-dozen, which he only selected because he
was of the impression that for the time being he could find
nothing better.

So many people have of lawe taken upon themselves to
recommend to the world a course of reading as an infallible
guide to a genuine culture, that it might naturally be supposed
that when one finds himself in a hopeless and clueless entangle-

ment among millions of books,—old and new,—good and bad,
all he would have to do would be to rush off to Sir John Lu>
bock, or John Ruskin, or Frederick Harrison, or the editor @
the Pall Mall Gazette, and have himself immediately let into
the straight and narrow way that leadeth to the literary heave?
The interview 1s not likely to be a satisfactory one. When Sole
mon,—who, in practical affairs, was very far from being 2 fooh
—concluded that in the multitude of counsellors there is MU¢
safety, he either did not foresee the now-existing differenc®
as to the relative values of the literary productions of !
world—or even of one language—or he was guilty of a delight
ful proleptic sarcasm. These differences do undoubtedly affor
certain amount of amusement, but not very valuable instru
tion, nor quite harmless. To lose one’s intellectual way 15
setious affair. “ There's a choice in books as in friends, 37
the mind sinks or rises to the level of its habitual sociey
says J. R. Lowell ; “ Un bon livre est un ami; n'en ayons .
d'excellents,” says a French motto ; and a mind whose society !
found mainly in books is certain to be subdued to what
wpr}(s in, and moulded by its companionship. Unless one ¥
yv:ll{ng:_then, to be guided solely by his own light or his 0¥
inclinations, a good guide is invaluable, if he can be founc

Let one go to professional guides (if we may so call the“‘;)
}

and see how he will fare. Let him take up the much-lat

much-abused list of Sir John Lubbock, and he will find enouf t
to satlsfy_hlm, at any rate so far as quantity is concernéc: u;
if he ‘desues to know how authorities agree as to the valué o-
that list, he is liable to confusion. He will find Sir John rect
mending Gibbon, Voltaire and John Stuart Mili, and Johc-
Ruskin " ¢“ blottesquely * eliminating these with the Charat

teristic and unambiguous remarks that ¢ Gibbon’s is the W:n "
math

English that was ever written by an educated English i

that, having no imagination and little logic, he i alike
capable either of picturesqueness or of wit: his epithet? ar0
malicious without point, sonorous without weight, and hav® r:)f
office but to make a flat sentence turgid ;” that * every ™ nnd
sense knows more of the world than Voltaire can tell hird ; ith-
what he wishes to express of such knowledge he will $3Y W]hat
out a snarl ;" and that Sir John ought to have kno¥? tac'
John Stuart Mill’s day was over. If he is still unwilling 10 eat
cept the “‘ blottesque * amendment, and knows that th° rnd
art-critic is often inspired with that literary hatred, malice and
uncharitableness which results in a prejudiced, jaundic® aest
sarcastic boorishness, he may be induced to retain his ! teraf'
in ““The Decline and Fall,” by hearing from Frederic® . pout
rison that not a sentence can be erased from Gibbon s bis
marring the symmetry of his work as a whole. If he fecl® has
literary nerves jarred by Mark Twain telling him that SO s
kept c1v1}1zation back half a century by grafting the prmclP th
and sentiments of a decayed chivalry on the practica g 1ting
of the present age, he may be somewhat soothed by org? hat
&IS prejudice against Ruskin, and accepting his judgmen or DY
every word ” of Scott, as of Plato, should be read ; pea¥’
accepting Harrison’s opinion, clothed in one of St€€'®” Ligu-
.tlful phrases, that Scott is an education in himself. If Corlll-like
ing to follow Harrison, who so agrees with him,—¥¢ : he
our instructors to coincide with our raw views of thing® ™" dis
shocked to find Lamb somewhat roughly handled, ane ca?
missed as a trifler in letters scarce worthy of attentioh i ob”
find consolation in the eulogiums of the clever author & pe ¢4
ter Dicta,” or in the friendly essays ot Leigh Hunt; % o a0
for himself test Lamb by the essays on “Roast P ]gAnd h
‘Poor Relations,” and be independently satisfied: g, be
still clinging to his pre-established confidence in Lub O]itefat J
searches for Lamb among the food offered upon P nce in
ta:ble, and find him not, he may, if retaining any ConﬁdeJa e
his own poor opinion, feel a certain sympathy wld:; it oo
Payn, when he says, with regard to Sir Johun’s lists tha for®
tains “the most admirable and varied materials for t "o 9
tion of aprig.” And soit does. So do all such ]'sw'uld ﬁqd
of which will ever agree, and in all of which a prig ¥o 'y v
enough to read, and fortunately might be kept busy lfﬂe toba
attempt to read them all. It is, perhaps, safe to aS'Sl:S Wblob
out of every thousand of those who have studied the 3 ni“ety;
have been recommended, at least nine hundred a7 teitbe
nine have done so, not to seek suggestions of valué, bue’estab‘
for purposes of criticism, or to find sympathy with %ided
lished prejudices. For each individual is mainly 8
his own tastes, so far at any rate as that reading 15

3




e

June 10, 1885.

THE VARSITY

201

;S:Ch 1S made valuablg,x by appreciative interest ; and those

partes themselves grow with reading. Guided by taste,we keep as

. of ourselves what is good in what we read ; the bad we

on st tl’}’.to avoid, or, not avoiding, forget: Itis _thus we rise

ot Stepping-stones of our dead selves to higher things,—in ap-
€Ciation and knowledge of books and authors.

ofg:d May it not be that the very fact that the vast majority
thig are governed, in the choice of books, almost entirely by
0 aunCerta\n and strictly-individual standayd _of taste, accounts
of st:sw great extent for the lack of appreciation of the courses
Stang y which have been recommended to us? And it is a
0 er:au'd which is probably, after all, as safe a guide as any
tasge . 2osuming, to begin with, a certain development of
Such I aright direction. And is it not necessary to make
of a? assumption, in order to imagine a judicious use of any
e"ldii' €arned lists which have been built up with so much

id 'on and perseverance ? Indeed, this is practically the

© which Shakespeare himself—who must have been a great

€ of books—lays down in the sage advice :

“No profit grows where is no pleasure ta'en ;
In brief, sir, study what you most affect.”

4 .

M?ge,;{;l °f,1, a summer afte'rnoon, one most, aﬁ'eqts “ Les
€ Derg € " or “The Sentimental Journey,” he is not to
Prog, - uaded, by a thousand lists, that he could derive more
Or pleasure from *The Ramayana” or * The Mahab-
1 &ven as “epitomized by Wheeler.”

faey, <:r are the other applied or suggested tests eptirel)f satis-
test, V:h\ Or even quite intelligible—apart from this universa
May pe ich, reliable or otherwise, we all have in ourselves. It
takey ¢ Dt€Testing to know what books a literary felon has
B pre O brison with him, or what choice Stanley would make
bOoksparat‘On for a year’s burial in Central Africa, or what
fro ArCh'deaCOn Farrar has decided that he would snatch
if he}a, 'e in which all the books of the world were in a blaze,
By ad ©nly time to rescue a dozen of his favourite victims.
Or tg ére are many of us who, if we were on our way to prison,
Dosit entl’a! Africa, or should find ourselves in the desperate
Whiy, . Which the venerable Archdeacon pictures—all of
allgy, ,cONtingencies let us continue to hope against—would
loyiy ho Other person to dictate to us in our most careful and
w0111g :hoxce, Those of us who are of a religious tendency
e i hxpect to find the Archdeacon prescribing a list by which
Of re. cgu-t safely be guided ; but if we were given the privilege
Us V»voullnga dozen books from eternal destruction, many of
the'L d be likely to kick aside Wordsworth, and the whole of
camero e.,school together, in a frantic search for *The De-
Woy] %7 or “Tom Jones,” or ¢ Henry Esmond ;”' and
Coglq :cln all Probability, forget Thucydides and Tacitus, if we
EIiOt oa cha glimpse of Horace or Scott, of Cervantes, George

Af;e Omas Carlyle.

choicer all, the differences of opinion, and the difficulties of
thay WECOme back to this fundamental and indisputable fact,
the samat Dr.O.W. Holmes calls “the saturation point,” is
th_at €10 no two minds under the sun. Just as true as it is
Wil twg tw9 Individuals are exactly alike, so true is it that never
the insnmlpds agree, either in their interest in any book, or in
i uction derived from its perusal. The differences may
Coleri Cgree. They may not all be so great as that between
is ?‘pl’,reCiation of Shakespeare and a child’s, or be-
Irling’s knowledge of the Secret of Hegel and—
Ut there the differences are, and, existing, they
Cognized and taken into account. And so long as
—-and exist they ever will—no two minds will desire
ez(t)d: or, receiving the same food, find in it ejual

harata

Fith cill']:uw variable is each individual taste in itself-—changing
ywhat itr?sta"CeS, with seasons, and in its own natural growth
at;e@’s on! Ona summer holiday, however spent—
Cmepg » ' In the quiet country, or simply in the “ blessed
of a bachelor’s den—who would think of taking

' 35 a companion in solitude, a volume of the ** Novum
Sidealth of N:tr' the “Xiitik der Reinen Vernunft,” or “The
b €, not o ons? ™ At such a time, one is inclined to con-
aum’ as ip w},much what has been formally recommended to
lhOr, at he can bury himself, shake hands with the
ave pleasure in a genuine companionship. ~ Lor

true readers are an author’s intimates, and books have been
beautifully spoken of as authors’ letters to their unknown
friends.

But all this discussion about books and authors may indeed
indicate an actual increase of interest in both. If so, what
good may not be done! And what genuine pleasure added to
the average life! In the love of books, there is that touch of
nature which makes the whole world kin ; and few writers of
books, in any age, have been able to resist the temptation of
telling their readers of the books which they themselves have
read. Lamb reachesthe depth of abstraction in his books when
he finds that he is so buried in them that they think for him,
and so save him the trouble of thinking for himself.

Leigh Hunt worshipped his books. On a winter evening,
sitting in his easy-chair before a brightly-burning grate, his lamp
over his left shoulder, and a book in his hand, he would watch
the blue smoke curl upwards from his *“ pipe divine,” and pic-
ture to himself a heaven the very conception of which must
have been a spur to his religious aspirations. Surely there is
something true in the pictures of his reverie. Let us hope so.
‘Would we, too, not like to look forward to a heaven in which
the elect would have Shakespeare writing plays and Scott writ-
ing novels through all eternity ; with Homer, too, and Horace,
—if any of the heathen are among the elect,—and Spenser, and
Ben Jonson, and Fielding, and Goldsmith, and Burns ; with the
Garrick Club again re-organized, and Samuel Johnson's sonor-
ous criticisms re-echoing through the lofty club-room ; with
Dr. Holmes totalk to usat breakfast, and Coleridge and Southey
to talk to us at dinner, if only Lamb were in their company
again to act as an antidote, and to persuade them not to write,
but only talk ; with Hume and Gibbon to write histories for us,
—it is sad to think that there are some who do not expect to
see those worthies there ; and with hosts of others who would
write books for us, and read them to us,~—or who would talk
to us as we imagine they must have talked in the flesh, but
eternally. And when many, many books had been written, can
we not fancy that we see some latter-day essayist,~~later by a
few millions of years after the end of time and the beginning
of eternity,—recommending, in cherubic tones, to listening
choirs, a list of the hundred best books? And see the shade
of Carlyle fall across the scene, and hear the old voice growling
forth such words as these,—if the shade of Teufelsdroch con-
tinues to speak in language similar to that of his former
state :—*‘ Fool ! fool of fools! Do you wish to be of use to
your equals and inferiors, the ignorant, the crowd? Then
make a list of books #of worth reading at all—mind-poisoning,
moral-destroying, time-wasting, Devil-inspired trash and filth ;
you will thus at any rate do no harm, even if you do no good,
as you will not, because your list will be so unweildly as to be
of no practical value whatever to any person.”

WiLLian CREELMAN.

TRIUMPH OF

THL FAITILL
Thou sayest that Faith now dies ; that Science, proud
By strong exploit, has proved the right to sway.
Her arms, upheld by Fact and Law, to-day
Leaguer the camp of Faith with clamour loud.
Thou sayest that Faith is dying ; that her shroud,
Bleached by Despair's white tears, and one last ray
Of wintef™s palling sun, awaits—the way
Is strewn with dying leaves that sigh aloud.
Thinkest thou Faith is in extremity ?
The flower forever lost its early bloom ?
Thou knowest not with how great a constancy
Faith's champion cheers her, and dispels the gloom,
Immortal Love shall banish cecity.
And by his aid Iaith conquer even the tomb,

J. O

MILLER,
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THE HIGHER EDUCATION.

(Natural gifts ave to be found in both scxes alike.
Praro.)

In the afternoon of one of those lovely days in May,
when the world outdoorsis a dream of freshness and greenness,
when the sun strikes slantingly through screens of branches
and tender early leaves, and flitting lights and shadows fall upon
the lawns and grassy slopes that lie around the old-world mag-
nificence of the edifice we are all so proud of, the hour, the
season and the scene according perfectly, as in some delicate
etching,—a little after four in the afternoon of sucha day, while
robins are running about the broad University lawn, and pens
in Convocation Hall are still racing over page after page, few
having yet reached the last page of all, two visions of loveliness
enter the ladies’ room, and find themselves alox}e'. It is to be
regretted, indeed, that we are quite unable to divine the divers
turns their sprightly discourse has taken since they left the Hall
two minutes ago ; as the door opens, the theme would seem to
be tennis.

Miss Smite (a charming girl, her low forehead shaded by
thick, blonde hair, and with dark lashes to the sweetest blue
eyes in the world,—she wears a locket, and a sleeye slightly
open at the wrist),—* I couldn’t return at all, but it was just
perfectly lovely, and when we were tired playing we walked
under the trees, and Harry quoted—I think it was Tennyson.
Wasn't it ridiculous ?”

Miss TURNER (a pretty, vivacious brunette, possessed evi-
dently of perfect taste, and a love for a graceful outline in dress,
—with a gleam of rose-color at her throat).—¢ Oh, you dear,”
—indifferently—*how I envy you!”

Miss SmitH (giggling).—¢ Don’t you think him awfully sar-
castic ?”

Miss TurNER (fervently).—“ He’s just lovely ”

Miss Smrru.—*“1 was Jooking languid and interesting, half.
dead almost, and—"

Miss Turner.—* Yes, Kate, I know. ‘It’s very taking dur-
ing the Exams,—that’s it one is judicious, of course !”

Miss SayrH.—* I was telling Harry that I just felt like sleep-
ing a week after it’s all over, without wanting to wake once, and
be said "—imitating young Mr. Stevenson’s drawl—* ¢ Gawd, J
tell Mamma, Miss Smith, that it will take at least six weeks at
Iake George to revive me!’”

Miss TURNER (musing).—¢ I think he has such a nice voice,
when he speaks low and then his manner !”

Miss Smrre (slowly).—*“"M—yes ?” A pause. “ And in
the evening Mrs. Roberts was there ""-~vivaciously— - with her
dear Bella.”

Miss TurNER.— Spiteful, giggling thing ! "'

Miss Smiri.—* The dear gawk sang, and used her eyes,
and made frantic attempts to attract Harry,—and Mrs. Roberts
was crushingly sweet to me.”

Miss TurNErR.—* Oh, I can imagine ! ”

Miss Smrra.—¢ ‘ Dear Bella is so young and inexperienced.’
she said, ‘and knows so little of the world! I'm afraid she js
too refined and delicate to attend the University,—but I'm so
glad to see how intimate she is with you, dear! She is so artis-
tic, so gifted—'"

Miss TurNer.—*‘ How ridiculous !—as if no one ever tried
to paint on plush before I”

~ Miss SmriH—“‘Bella is so sweet and beautiful, Mrs,
Roberts,” 1 fibbed, ‘that you ought to be content now to
shine by your daughter's reflected light!’” A ripple "ot
laughter.

Miss TURNER (recovering).—*‘Oh, how cou/d you be sq
.cruel ? The poor woman might as well sit in theouter darkness
at once !”

Miss SmiTH.~~‘ ‘She will go to Italy in a year or two, Mrs
Roberts said, ‘to finish her studies in music,—although Mr.
Protundo and Professor McThorax have told me that she needs:
very little further training, and—'"”

Miss TUrRNER.—* It’s not likely dear Bella will
nearer Italy than Hamilton.”

Miss SmirH.—* No, indeed. Have you ever noticed the
amount ot gold in Mrs. Roberts’ mouth? 'T'he woman'’s teeth
are actually more gold than anything else ! ”

Miss TurNER.—* She must be a brilliant conversationalist

get any

B e

when she opens her mouth wide. But Bella's strivings to be3
canlatrice are a great deal more hopeless than the strivings 0
that mauve china monkey "' —vivaciously—* to climb up to th€
chandelier by the crimson silk cord.” ,
Miss Swtu (giggling).—*“ Ob, infinitely !—you mean 18
that hideous room where she spends so much time at the pian®
making herself sallower every day.”
~ Miss TURNER.—* Yes, and narrow-chested. . . . + @
Oh, Kate,” turning from the mirror quickly, with one hand
brushing back from her forehead a truant wisp of hair, * When
we were at the Commencement at Atonement College, Friday
night, you remember, George Munro told me, while the Bishop
of Kamschatka was delivering his address on Foreign Mission®
that he would take the services at the Church of the Innov#
tion on Sunday, and--"
. Miss Smirn (who has at last succeeded in arranging to her
liking that delicate straw fabric, her hat, with its mass of silkyr
fluffy I know not what, and its knot of pale-blue flowers,— ¢
proachfully).—¢* And you never told me, Sadie ! ” oot
Miss TurNER.—*T am so0 sorry!. .. ... But it was J%
beautiful, Kate, at the church,”—enthusiastically __uGeqrEf
preached exquisitely, and I wore "—the beauty of the wlle_
which is described must have impressed even ecclesiastical suSs
ceptibilities. ¢ And”—the fair speaker is ecstatically at 2 os,
for a moment or two—* Oh, yes! and he came into my Suﬂu
day-school class in the afternoon, and was so nice—ob, yo
can’t think {—and ” |
Miss Smitn (rapturously).—« Oh, it must be just to0 1Pv<3'}f
for anything to really Zelong to the Church of the Innovatiof,
Miss TUuRNER (with more composure)—*“Oh yes, indee®
She goes to a window which looks out upon the lawn. {
Miss Smrra.—“Are there many out from the Hall Y/
Sadie?” K
§ Miss TurNER.—* There are quite a few, There’s J&
Edwards,—and Frank Brown is with him.” ck
Miss SMITH.—¢ Oh, I thought I should die that day ]am'
and Ed. Draper came into McConkey's,—don’t you r.emehat
ber?” She goes to the window. ¢ Oh, Sadie, who 15 -t/
tunny little fellow talking to them ?—with the check SUi*
there positively isn’t half a yard left of his gown !” First
Miss TURNER.— That’s Harry French,—he’s in the hei
House. _ They use their gowns in Residence to clean :
lamp-chimneys, you know. Tsn't it shocking 2" by
Miss Smira.—Just think of it!1” Appalled, perhaP®
this glimpse ot Bohemia, Miss Smith is silent for 2 time,
two, In the meanwhile making preparations for departmg'ﬁall
Miss TurNrr.— Did you notice Grace Dixon in the
this afternoon ? a
Miss SmiTH.—* You mean the way she came in 12t& ’
went up to the table simpering, so that everybody — a0
Miss TUuRNER.—% Oh, ‘she’s always doing that! I
when she was goingout for the oral. She thinks ”—with # %
flash of ill-nature —¢ that she’s a very giddy young Personiilac
Miss SMirH,—* Oh, yes. Isr’t she a fright in that
and navy blue ?” 1ha
_ Miss TURNER.— “T often think it must be her €¥¢*
give her such an unpleasant appearance.”’ ion)”
“ MISS SMITH  (giving the matter her considera!
They are rather starey. And then her mouth — ot of
_ Miss Dixon, a slight, graceful girl, wearing a breast-k"
violets, comes into the room.
Miss Smirn (effusively)—+* Oh, how well you are loo
d M x"ss TURNER (sweetly).—* What a pretty dresS |
ear ! kfu
Miss Dixon (without embarrassment).—* I'm $0 tha?lﬂ'?l
that one more paper is passed. 1 haven't another no“} fem"
Friday.” She bears up under the pretty, graceful ways ¢
nine affection lavished on her,
Miss Smrri.— Oh, Sadie and I have two to-mO"
haven’t we, Sadie ? ladie5
As Miss Turner and Miss Smith leave, several of the

"

ing*
ka o ce

oWa/

anV
are coming in, and the room presents a notable SCEN¢ ‘y)nﬂ'ely
mation and vivacity. The two friends, however, pass apour o
along the corridor, by no meane unfrcquented at this dies on®
the afternoon. At a yard’s distance from the younsé la

would hardly perceive that they are speaking together: 7"

Miss Smirn.— o Jack and Frank write to'morlrson“',t tha"
. 1"

I Miss Tuknik—¢Tn the afiernoon. . . - b 4
«essing you have there ?  Why are you carrying Su¢
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] Mx;s SmiTH.—*“ Don't you see, Sadie, how nicely it harmon-
%8s with my nun’s veiling ? "

* * * * *

When at nine o'clock in the evening a deep-toned bell tolls
Once somewhere in the night, and the sound—set like a great
found period at the foot of the page of a day's life—sinks into
the stillness, the fragrance-laden night breezes steal through a
garden, and past a trellised, modern casement into a pretty,
<08y room, wheie a small clock is tinkling the hour silverly. A

Andsome girl, with thick blonde hair, and a vivacious bru-

uette stare at each other breathlessly until the little clock is
Slient again,

MISS_ SMITH (from a sofa,—with wide-eyed eamestness):—
et |r acious, Sadie, there it’s nine, and we haven’t done athing

Miss Turner (from her low chair,—careless and good-hu-
oured),—«¢ T guess we shall have to try to keep quiet, and if
€ agony becomes really t00 intense-—" .
th 1SS SmirH (severely).—* Oh, Sadie, we must read this

Tough to-night !
. nd as the pretty little French clock tells out the dulcet
tﬁc"nd% the munching of caramels goes on over the study of
¢ modern languages.
w. J. H.

IN SUMMER DAYS.
How sweet in dreamy afternoon,
When heaven and earth have hushed their tune,
To lie beneath some forest shade
In the low pause the day has made ;
Down where the genie of the leaves
His web of light and shadow weaves,
And builds his lattice-work of green
Where airs and sunbeams steal between.

Down underneath my cool green tent
Wood violets in wonderment

Peer shyly at their patch of sky,

Blue and soft as a maiden’s eye,
Which gave them their own gentle hue
In sunbeams, wind and pearly dew.

My couch is of the softest moss :

No damask has so fair a gloss,

No ceiling tracery receives

Like my green canopy of leaves,

No roof has such a tint of blue

As where the holy sky looks through.

From lichened rocks a fountain near
Distils its waters sweet and clear,

And in its bosom like golden lances

The shining sunbeams hold their dances.
High on a shady bough above

A robin tunes his pipe to love,

And near-by through the whispering woods
His shy mate on her blue eggs broods.

Outside, amid the sunny farms,

The river spreads his great blue arms,
And drinks into his swollen veins
The waters of a thousand rains,

And locks within his turbid breast
All streams that run to him for rest.

Between the orchard’s snowy bloom
The farm-house roofs and gables loom,
And in and out on wings of snow
Soft cooing pigeons come and go;

he farm hand in the half-cut clover
Sleeps, and dreams the day is over,
Oblivious of the drowsy team
Dozing the hlossomed swarths between.

Blown over fields the humble bee
Comes up the farm-lands from the sea,
And on the lips of some sweet flower
Hangs honey-laden a music’d hour,
And then is gone in the low song

And murmur of the day’s dream throng,

Here in these realms of sun and air

Comes not the weary wail of care,

Blown from the din of half-mad mirth

In the Red Market-place of earth ;

Where God and Heaven are sold for power,
And virtue panders to the hour ;

Where hatred, misery, and strife

Beat round the shores of human life,

Here a far sweeter, lower tune
Murmurs the soft-tongued afternoon,
Where nature, like a flute half-blown,
Reverberates an undertone.

In sleepy fields, the tired airs,

Like mortals that forget their cares,
Drugged by the clover’s sun-brewed wine,
For other regions cease to pine ;
Forgetful of the breath of flowers,

In the hushed slumber of these hours.

The pigeons hang on snowy wings,
The river drifts and dreams and sings
And runs off shimmering to the sea,
Winged by his own melody,

Kissing the blossomed banks below,
That fold in white-arms all his flow.

Here all is peace and holy rest;

The soft wind walks a silent guest,
Among these lofty forest halls,

With high-arched roofs and leafy walls,
Like one who in his spirit hears

A tune not heard by mortal ears.

And here in dreams I love to lie,
Where the low wind goes stealing by,
And in the hush of sky and sod,

The silence seems the voice of God.

WiLLiaM WILFRED CAMPRELL,

West Claremont, N. H.

THE ALL-MOTHER,.

I.
ONE DAY.

What can be more prosaic than the aspect of a railway track?
Two metal lines drawn hard and fast across half a country,
rough wood, hard steel, loose gravel, bare earth and all
bounded by dull rows of ugly fencing. And yet the Dreamer,
faint after a night of passion and parting in the morning, leant
his head against the open sash of the railway carriage and,
looking out upon these common things, saw that they were not
common. The train rolled slowly up a steep incline, beside
the water and across the bridge. The summer mist, just
brightening to sun-rise, was carried on the breeze like a cooling
balm to the feverish eyes and throbbing temples. With his
eyes so anointed the Dreamer saw more clearly. The huge
raw gashes of the cuttings had been healed by the tender far-
spreading grass : green bushes and shrubs, tangled with wild
vines, crowned their summits and ran.along the fences, shroud-
ing them, like cloth of gold upon a.cnpple’s twisted limbs. On
the slopes, row over row, were armies of clovers ; now a blurr
of pink, now a flash of white as the train sped past, and when
speed slackened you could see each soldier as he stood in the
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ranks, legion upon legion, dashed and dazzling with the heavy
dew. The bright green leaves they stood so deep in seemed
the glittering livery of a white or rosy .le(;‘e, Now apd then at
the edge of little bridges the sweet-brier’s trailing sprays hung
over the chasm, like a fair girl's loosened hair when she throws
back her head and her laughing face is turned upwards for a
kiss. The pale pink flowers glowed like stars against the ku%
green of the small sharp-scented leaves. The sweet-brier v;rlas
queen ; but there were hosts of others, common flowers t atf
people call weeds. -Many would grudge ‘them the nar(;ue 0
flower, but they had fulfilled their Sovereign's behest to redeem
a part of her realm from hatefulness and bear her morning pro-
clamation of refreshing and sweet rest to at least one weary
soul.

I1.

A SECOND DAY,

The express-train is crowded and whirling along throu,gh the
blazinngt[;rnoon. It is the same scene that the I)reamelr s eyes
look out upon ; but with a difference. ~ That was co%hmor'?(i
ing; this is the hottest time of the mldsummer dz;.ly. “e wi
roses, the troops of the clover, the dand.ellons ax{eha vém-
ished, but the new change is into something even hr1c sr' t ;n
they. The flowers in our city gardens have wit lelre ()m the
heat ; but here, even in this wildest domain of the Lue':Ic‘alr;-
mother, her children and subjects are strong and llim)g 4 e
bushes stand higher, richer in.colour,and more rank. tretches
of low plants with brown polished leaves ever succe}s'd pactc es
of buttercups holding lightly up on slender bra}?c l;ng stems
their myriad basins of thin smooth gold. ~Butthe ut;lqrcups
could not catch as much of the largesse of August §uhns ine as
the unordered fleeing crowds of golden-rod. They press
everywhere ; along the levels, and up the slope of the ban{;s ;
they reach the top only to hurry down the opposite mc}llne
and, in their pride of life and strength, jostle one alnot er
close to the whirling deathful wheels. But how royally you
live! with both hands you ﬂmg' your golden bounty on the
air, wherever you come the land is ablaze with your glowing
faces and shining hair.  This heat that makes the weak hang
their heads only gives you a sturdier grace and an intenser
bloom. And Someone know; the proper homg of_ ylour kin-
dred ; where they flaunt and riot all over a granite island, one
of a t’housand . and across the waveless river in the dazzling
sun-light a skiff is gliding to the shore.

IIL
THE RED BRIDGE.

he centre one of those three memorable days after
theItc:)v::s:: Sf.the year was chapged. 'Sprmg had come at la'st.
The river had risen suddenly in the night, and cgrneq the ice
in huge masses over the dam ; then, after .grmdmg it against
the stone piers of the bfridges, had borne it all down to the
river was free.

}?é(:'as ;Il‘llzeriver after the long cold, the killing frost that went
into the blood, and into the brain, and into the heart‘; stiffened
the joints and chilled the marrow in the bones. Iree! from
the bondage of four hateful walls, the rows of books, the same
pictures in the same places, and the sickly lam_p‘llg.ht over it
all. Free! free ! after the long compelled Puritanism- of the
winter ; free to bathe in the soft voluptuous light ard warmth,
standing on the old red bridge by the hour, and watching the
brown water as it swirls round the mighty stone abutments.
Free ! to rejoice in the infinite changes of toppling clo.ud, drift-
ing across the friendly blue. And the warm south wind from
over the leafless hills caresses like a girl’s soft hand upon .the
cheek. No wonder the sailor lad loved you so, South Wingd,
But even the glories of the sky cannot hold the eye long away
from the rushing water. Carelessly the moments slip by and
the Dreamer’s gaze is never lifted from the moving flood, and
his ears hear nothing but its rejoicing volume of heavy sound.
People pass and re-pass behind him, but with arms folded on
the parapet he sees and hears nothing _but the-nverv rushing
down. And the spell grows upon him till the blunt pier under
his feet seems the stem of some stout vessel ploughmg her
steady way against a mid-stream current. But t.he river did
more. The brown water rose ?.nd laved every joint and limb,
washed through every vein within, and searched its way to

Ah! the delight of being free; -
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every crevice of brain and heart. Then it sank again and
flowed calmly away in its rejoicing progress to the distant
lake. It was like a bath of roses or anointing with a gratefu
oil.  Then the dreamer turned lightly homewards. Something
had slipt from him in that strange bath in the fAowing of the
river which was borne down to the lake, and which the lake
delivered to the sea.

1v,
OVER-AGAINST,

The sand is warm on the top of this high bank that slopes
steeply down to the narrow beach. The waters of Ontari0
are glistening in the sun-light, blue, calm, limitless : no ocean
can be more beautiful.  Not a sail is in sight, not a cloud
not a wave: only at intervals a drowsy plashing on the peb”
bles on the shore rises from below. From this solitary pedes*
tal there is nothing to be seen but the two ever-welcome ?Om;
rades, water and the sky: this ledge of cliff projects its€}
between them merely as a resting-place for the Dreamer.
earth has melted away except this piece of land floating
with its human burden between that double mirror of the eter
nal, heaven and the sea. But close beside his head, introdu¢
ing themselves across the blue field of the vision, are haulm$
of grass, slender stalks, fine and feathery, jointed and tuftqd'
and swaying slowly in the pleasant breeze. And what a mité
the Dreamer seems among them : they tower above his hea
into curious tropic trees of unimagined height, How man!
they are and how diverse ! What tangled thickets and 1eagues
of jungle! And yet it is only the grass waving its green sped”
and tassels idly through the afternoon, over-against the gred
calm depths of sky. Tears rise unbidden : in the field to-d4
to-niorrow it is cut down and withereth.

BoHEMIEN:

BY PROXY.

While you are in Ireland,
Sweet Kitty, my dear,
Amid all the disturbance,
You've nothing to fear ;
For the sight of your pretty
Biue eyes, [ declare,
Would make the Moonlighters”
Your slaves while you're there.

"Tis what you have long
Made of me, [ know well,
Though Ive not had the courage
My secret to tell ;
For I haven’t a tongue
That smooth speeches can say,
And whenever I try
Something comes in the way.

Kiss the stone on the Castle

Of Blarney, my sweet,
And-—am I too bold ?

Give me—one—when we meet !
For the Spirit that dwells

In the Castle, I swear,
Will give double measure

When he sees who is there.

"The touch of your lips,
By that sweet spell enchanted,
Will give me the thing
Which so long 1 have wanted :
The power to plead my own
Cause without fear,
In wor‘ds that will move you,
Sweet Kitty, my dear.




June 10, 1887,

A WAGNER OPERA,

I will confess to a good deal of surprise at finding that the
ISt lmpression of an opera of Wagner's was of simplicity rather
thaﬁ“ of complexity and incomprehensibility.  The method by
Which certain effects were produced seemed to me (who am no
mus‘c‘an) to be infinitely complicated and involved, but the
®ffects themselves to be incapable of being misunderstood.

agner treats music as the native language of the emotions,
30d the mind has not to translate in order that the emotional
Side of the nature may be able to comprehend. The com-
?I?ts?; s idea is conveyed directly and unmistakeably, and the
c Cllect finds itself only apprized secondarily of the sigaili-
ance of the impressions received.
u The ordinary listener is helpless when he endeavours to
Nderstand or explain the reason why he is affected thusand
na‘:s» but none the less does he feel that the chords of his
Senltl're are roused one by one to vibrate in unison with the
'ment of the music. The gamut of the emotions is run
théough, and love, despair, awe, anger a‘nd fear in turn reign in
ludisoul when the composer wills it. Kven the sense of the
Crous is at times irresistibly present—as in Die Meistersinger,
€Te a smile is seen on every face in the audience at one or
0 comical passages, although but very few understand the
®fman words that are being sung.
31t the case that there is a natural correspondence between
and(:lhfferent emotions and certain definite musical intervalg,
seem at Wagngr has understood this better than others? This,
Sionss to be_ an inevitable conclusion, unless indeed the impres-
feelin()f which I write are merely fancied, and the appropriate
8S are read into the music by some dexterous and evasive
nat?]rall brocess. The human voice in emphatic conversation
inve ally regulates itself to certain intervals which have been
Stigated and found to be approximately invariable, and one
able treQ‘{Ently tell, even when at such a distance as to be un-
is N d‘SCQm words, what emotion is animating a speake.r.
ti()nsnot unlikely, then, that arrangement of notes and transi-
teso ChOrds may more or less nearly represent emotional
adjyp, and this apart from time and zimbre, WhIC'h‘ a_re.obylgusly
cOnc1§t§ of music in the expression of feelings. This individual
i S1on is infinitely strengthened when one finds the same

YVisrtand Impressions excited in an entire audience apparently
fang, e of the music alone, and it seems incredible that some
SUC universal self-deception should be at the base of it.
hyp, “i'OuFd therefore put it (still from the standpoint of a
Mg l‘Stffner) that Wagner has found in a singular way the
(so to of making music the vehicle of t'h‘e emotions, ar_ld ha}s
Tespectspeak) made it more of an intelligible language in this
Wy, Beethoven rises to greater intellectual heights, but
it w%)‘:ﬁr plays more directly and variously on the feelings;
g o then. seem that the latter can be cox_nprehendcd
f(’"nermy':d with much less of a musical education than the

W. H. B.

BALZAC,

F
tiongr “Wdents of French at the University pleasant recollec-
by 5 38 Of a great and fascinating romance-writer, will hardly
’epresz €0ed by the name of Balzac. Until recently, he was
Work Bted on the course of French prescribed for Honour
elahOrYta volume of selections, consisting mainly of long ard
" llg(? € deseriptions, singularly repellent in character.
Whic nlle G{andet,” the work now on the curriculum, is a novel
l’eaders Critics agree in calling perfect, and which most
W gee nd Unutterably depressing. The volume opens with
a tof an old and dilapidated house, which fills pages
2n extrages’ and reads like the architect’s specifications. In
% from another novel, which was inserted in the
8 selections previously named, it is a battered coat-
,}‘Clentiﬁc at takes the author’s fancy. He treats it in similar
Py under;;shlon, scattering his heraldic terms without stint.
£ an o 8m :-nd. and appreciate, a smattering, or perhaps_ more
Ormey Gasa tering, of heraldry is indispensable, just as in the
Tencl, ¢ the {eader must be first archite®, and then student
a Jeet ¢, 18 18 Balzac’s mode of procedure, whatever be

technic I at he undertakes to describe ; every third word is
trm. I have somewhere scen that u certain
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I'rench arocat placed “ César Birotteau” among his professional
text-books, ag an authoritv upon the law of bankruptey.

But Balzac’s great reputation as & writer is based upon more
than professional lore and ‘scientific accuracy. Mr. Leslie
Stephen is not an avocas nor an architect, but he, too, acknow-
ledges Balzae a8 a writer of text-books, text-books upon human
nature, and on his shelf of such text-books finds him a place
beside Shakespeare. The volume of extracts formerly used at
the University was not caleulated to impress the reader with
this view of Balzac’s achievement. Wealth of words, not
portrayal of character, seemed to have been the principle of se-
lection adopted by Mr. Van Lann. And, indeed, no selection
ot fragments, nothing but a complete novel could completely
express Dalzac’s supreme literary virtue, development of cha-
racter. And no single novel could give an adequate idea of
his other distinctive excellence, variety of type. Only those
devoted students who have laboured through the fifty-five
volumes, which constitute Balzac’s title-deeds to fame, know
how much he has observed, and how well.

The example of some eminent authorities would lead me to
mention Balzac’s exactness and truth of detail as his most
important quality. But the instinct of truth refuses to sanc-
tion such a statement. There is no question about his exact-
ness. ‘The most casual reader will acknowledge that char-
acteristic of Balzac’s mind.  But we are not all heralds,
architects, «vocats. ‘To the unprofessional reader such exact-
ness is always fatiguing. It is often more than fatiguing, it is
dull; and duliness is emphatically not a virtue for a story-
teller. We should not forget that Balzac’s claim to rank as an
artistic writer depends solely upon stories, and from the days
of Demodocus to this present age—the age of Mr. Robert
Louis Stevenson—it has been held by the majority that a story
cannot be a good story unless it be an interesting one. Un-
fortunately for Balzac, he constantly forgot to be nteresting.
There is not one of his longer stories that does not drag at
some stage in the action, owing to his fatal propensity for in-
terminable description or display of learning. ¢ Le Pire
Goriot,” an acknowledged masterpiece, contains a famous
account of a cheap boarding-house, the scene of Pere Goriot’s
sufferings. Considered simply as a picture, the description is
perfect. T'he elaboration of every detail produces a wonder-
ful impression of reality. You see the hideous furniture and
decorations, you feel the horrible presence of the mistress of
the house and of her no less horrible cat. But the process
proves an exhausting one for the reader. The mind demands
rest and relaxation before proceeding further and entering
upon what is really the main business of the book, the people
and their sayings and doings. Then, when the conclusion is
reached, on a mental review of the story, the vision that comes
up unbidden before the mind’s eye is probably this very scene
of Madame Marncffe, her cat, her dining room and her dinners.
Surely this excess of local colour is a blemish on Balzac’s work.
Local colour ought to be a mere accessory, a background to the
characters, and a true artist would keep it properly subordinate,
A good example of artistic treatment of the mise-en-scine is
found in Prosper Merimdée’s novelette “Carmen.” At every
stage in the action the surroundings are altered, not capriciously,
but with evident intention to make the locality suggest the
event, thus fulfiliing the true function of local colour. Now
imagine what Balzac would have made of this exquisite story.
He would bave overloaded it with minute description, until the
tragic significance of the plot was lost in the multiplicity of
landscape.

In ¢ César Birotteau ” that same bankruptcy episode is in-
sufferably wearisome from the very exactness of the professional
details. The marvel is, how Balzac himself ever struggled
through his self imposed task of writing down such dry techni-
calities. The explanation, no doubt, is to be found in Balzac’s
systcmatic economy of everything hut money. Early in life
he had been engaged in a business speculation, which failed
and left him a bankrupt. It is likely that he himself at this
time went through all. the annoying experiences which he
assigns to the poor merchant, César Birotteau. In this way
he had heen supplied with the necessary information, and
rather than let it go to utter waste ’he inserted it in this novel.
Such a thrifty proceeding is a credit to Balzac, the man of busi-
ness, (with whom, however, we have no concern) but scarcely
a merit in Balzac the creative artist,

In many of the shorter Scizes the story is ohviously of
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secondary importance. The author intended them to be mere
pictures of certain phases of life. We can recognize in these
the object aimed at, and value the workmanship accordingly.
“Les Employés,” for example, is little else than a representa-
tion of executive intrigue and idleness, in which the fortunes
of M. Lupeaulx are not meant to do more than give point to
the realistic conversations of the clerks in the office. These
dialogues, given in dramatic form, in bulk are fully half the
story, and are constructed out of the most common-place
material, just the ordinary gossip of the office, stupid jokes,
vulgar chaff, danalités. Such work is nevertheless artistic, and
Bixiou deserves a place in novel-literature no less than Thack-
eray’s Jeames de la Pluche. Observation and representation
of low life is not derogatory to a novelist’s dignity. But what
are we to say for Balzac's high life? In treating of this section
of society Balzac shows himself detestably vulgar. He has the
snobbish desire to mingle with the aristocracy, and conse-
quently his books are crowded with Viscounts, Barons,
Marquises, Duchesses and Princesses. Titled folk abound,
but there is not one real gentleman or lady among them. They
are all nowveaua riches ; ostentatious of their wealth and titles,
And this is not because Balzac wishes to represent only the
vulgar aristocracy created by Louis Philippe_. On the con-
trary, most of his titled gentlemen boast of their ancient linage
and adherence to the legitimist party. They are, it is to be
feared, the offspring of Balzac’s imagination, and their char-
acteristics are inherited. This is a very unfortunate feature in
a novelist. Those of us who are not naturally refined like to
read about people that are, and those of us that are naturally
refined dislike reading about people who are not. In Balzac’s
books we can find many worthy people, honest bourgeois, vir-
tuous and amiable country folk, devoted servants and heroic
peasants ; but ladies and gentlemen, never !

A grave fault in Balzac, closely akin to the last, is his want
of delicacy. He is perpetually striking a false note. That
he should be theatrically sentimental is natural, in view of his
nationality. But there are degrees of evil in this as in other
vices, and it might be expected that Balzac would, in this re-
spect, not sink much lower than the Victor Hugo grade, for
instance. As a matter of fact, he not infrequently touches
the zero of Fugéne Sue. The * gush” of the third-rate English
lady-novelist is an amiable weakness in comparigon with the
monstrous bad taste Balzac sometimes displays.

Mr. Henry James has remarked upon the utter absence of
the moral sense in Balzac. He appears to perceive no radical
difference between right and wrong. Remorse in his view
would be unintelligible, except as a mental disease ; and, as
far as my reading has extended, there is no attempt to depict
it. Another peculiarity which may tell against him with some
readers, is his fondness for unhappy conclusions. Looking at
the subject-matter of the great mass of his novels, we must
pronounce Balzac to be right in this respect on artistic prin-
ciples. But in some instances our sense of poetic justice cries
out against the inhumanity of such dénotiments. When I re-
call the dreary progress of that miserable story, « Eugénie
Grandet,” and remember how I was buoyed up to struggle on
in the hope of a bappy termination, I cannot but regret that
Balzac’s artistic instinct would not permit him to wind up in
the old fashioned way with a marriage, instead of bringing the
melancholy tale to a consistent and dismal conclusion. There
is only one other novel in my experience that can rival Fu-
génie Grandet for uniform depression and gloom. The narlne
of this competitor is * Washington Square,” and its author i
Mr. Henry James.

On looking back upon what I have already given as my im-
pression of Balzac, there appears to be a strong case made out
against him. Dullness, dreariness, vulgarity and bad taste are
not commendable qualities. The fact cannot be disguised
that Balzac is uncommonly hard reading. But we are also
bound to admit that he possesses a charm greater than man
authors more agreeable to our taste. Balzac is like 5 bac)i
habit, such as smoking or opium-eating. The first taste g
anything but pleasant, and many people have contented them.
selves with a first taste. But should curiosity or the exam le
of others induce a more extensive trial, the spell beginspto
work and the habit is formed. Smoking may be given y
opium-eating may be cured, but Balzac-reading is incurable anlii
will never willingly be renounced. The fascination which
he exercises is due to a certain extent, no doubt, to his just

delineation of character, and even to his very accuracy of
detail. There is in human nature a thirst for truth that will
bear with many obstacles. Even the details that seem unworthy
of a noble theme are not altogether unnecessary. It is the
small matters of life that test the character, The patience of
Pere Goriot under the sneers of his fellow-boarders is moré
unselfish than his impoverishment for the sake of i
daughter’s gambling lover.

But Balzac’s great power of fixing onc’s interest does not
depend solely upon his accuracy and truth. For on this sup”
position, how explain the effect of such a fantastical study 88
“‘Louis Lambert ?” There his subject is mysticism and his fact®
are as extravagant as his fancies. Balzac has a childish lo¥é
of the marvellous for its own sake, which refuses to be ti
down to possibilities. And yet whatever irrational nonsensé
he writes, the fascination is the same. The key to his power
seems to be his intensity of meaning. What he thinks 0f
Imagines, he feels strongly ; and what he feels he is determin€
to make others feel also. A strong personality outweighs 2
multitude of literary sins, and none who read Balzac can 3
to recognize the strength that lies behind his works.
published letters confirm this instinct of a powerful natur®
working out its own purposes with the merciless egotism
genius, This is the chain that binds together all the par™
even of a dull novel, and makes it interesting. ~Read 2%
portion of it apart from the rest and you will find it tedio®
and inconclusive. Read the whole story and the effect is €
citement. You are subjugated, not by the story, not by the
characters, by nothing in the work itself, but by the mind 1€’
vealed through the work, by the personality of Balzac.H

H.

AT THE CHAPEAU ROUGE,

It was in the quieter time that came with the restored Bour
bon House. _ France had not as yet recovered its old-time
gaiety.  Nations, like men, become thoughtful after seein®
death face to face. A wintry rain stayed some few travellef;
at the Chapeau Rouge in the goodly town of Dijon. ;e
much as servant as humble companion did Icilius sharé , 3
for.tunes pf M. Charles, at present on his way to visit 2
neighboring chateau. Moved thereto by the prevailing ©
ness of strect and market-place, Icilius had made the aC‘luamt
ance of the plump host. But him he had dismissed With Scal:o
courtesy for a tiresome chatterer when he would descrit®
his unwilling guest the marvels of the Cathedral of St- Benig! ;
whose great spire loomed gray through the cloud mantlé
lay heavily on Dijon. So now, Icilius sat in the old taver® ¥
his own well-worn thoughts for company.

It occurred to Icilius quite naturally, in the course O
that there were better ways of spending the long morninf*. nn
shout_ed to the landlord, whose burly voice he hear wltse}
scolding the maids, to bring some drink. But to little purp? on
muttering at the fat rogue as dense of hearing, he poun®?” 4.
the wainscoating, and called, “ House ! house!” Thlslofd
tempt was more successful ; for the jolly figure of the landll ]
In answer filled the low doorway to be saluted by * er ,‘
suppose one might get a fairly good cup of wine here? 4 bis

Something in the question excited great merriment, an’he
loud lagghter subsided to a faint chuckle only on Obsen.’ln
deep displeasure of Icilius, My friend, you must; ! d
be a stranger to the red wines of Burgundy to ask such anSee'
tion in Dijon! Come here,” leading him to the windo% "5k
where yonder the mist seems to hang in thicker dl‘apenes/
what the wines of the Cite-d’Or are like? ha ! ha!”

imes
f tim®

£ 1] a 1 PP
3 i?v that’s the C’ote;d’Or ? not much to look at.” ¢ ths
ay, you wouldn't say that if you were to statd ' ifat
casement some drowsy summer day. Me it makes ee 50'l

mass to followf the track of the plow as it heaves the deep}rlz d*‘rk
1rl1 ndges', until the eye is led to the hill-slopes where t \lfplc
clusters in the vineyards borrow a richer bloom from ¢ ep

haze. 1It’s a lovely si " ”
o y sight from Dijon. . . .
:‘ P’ﬂ-’. What about the wine ?” e whole,
Were it clear your eye might sweep with ease the ise!

%ope that grows theright Chambertin and that needs B9 1, nd
ut the hammer men of Nétre Dame are chiming 79

both ) ’
bustling.» . cast begin now to feel appetite:
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Leilius watches with grave interest the landlord empty into
a tall silyer pitcher the contents of a dusty flask ; and then
€ approaches Icilius and exclaims with pride, “ There’s a per-
Wme for you !” Icilius extends his hand. *“ But that wine.is
for our betters ; we'll have something together by and by.” Icil-
1Us grasps the flagon. ¢ Stop, you madman! what are you
doing »" for Icilius drinks the wine with every gesture of appro-
val, “ You will ruin me (" ’
“Peace, rascal! and learn that a veteran of the Republic
35 no betters.” The landlord recoiled with a * Lord ! how
aery he is,” and then addressed Icilius in a courteous manner,
I:‘ardOn ! Monsieur has then served ?”
.. As you say.”
‘Ah! we, too, in Dijon saw the Republicans. They danced
the Carmagnole in the churches and threw down the a]ta}rs.
nd, what do you think ? The mayor drove out the Cistercian
Tothers, glad enough were they to escape with their lives, and
si”é‘;]et E,heir church for a fish-market. Somehow it doesn’t seem
“Pooh ! what if the lazy monks were made to shift for
themselveg 9
“Tam a plain man and don’t meddle in politics ; the
gleasure of my guest is concern enough for me. YetI can't
€lp thinking that no good will come of troubling the holy
fathers »
s ) What ill effects have you noticed ?” inquired Icilius with
OMething approaching a sneer.
f I don’t know if I can explain myself. Men now wear sad
iaCes and seem always thoughtful. It is lonely at times now
" the Chapeau Rouge. They who used to revel of old were
ugtEd out. There is now no danger, but men are still sad.’
ondsmen turned on their oppressors ; slaves on their
masters'n
:: But Monsieur himself follows M. Charles ?”
. That is different.”
sai Ah I the landlord’s ejaculation expressed himself as fully
atisfieq,
] . .
Cor‘ Listen,” for Icilius wished to convince him, “I was
fe“p}?ral under his father ; we served together, and when he
aq € spoke to me of his youthful son. I was not worse than
‘?g. Since then I have never left him.” o
Monsieur isa man of heart | He is right ; it is different.
if i/[Lllf_:tte has taken some refreshment to Ithe ggntlemen, and
wel] Onsieur will do me the honour of dining with me—very
5 this way. But no more lessons, if you please.” (Fuweunt.)

W. H. H.

PEACE AND LIBERTY.

X T -

:\SSt after work ; refreshing sleep and rest ! Sing, poet, sing !
thesot.of feats of arms ““ by flood and field.” Sing not of
hot OPOlls of war ; nor of renowned victories of peace. Sing
harq |2ture in her season of unfolding. That is a time of
Strg, | Pfeeling labour ; a time of sorrow too ; for only the
fal] 5.5Urvive the gray bleakness of the tardy spring, the weak
a s(')n sabled, to die. Sing me not a song of work—not even
Past § to cheer the daily round of toil. Ior, lo, the winter 1s
hy [;and toil is over. Let me, then, resting, hear a snmplx
Ang, 500g from thy “ place of nestling green for poets made.
town’ 0 enjoy thee as I ought, let me away from the begrimed
by t;) ‘Ind me a spot where I may lie and dream, or sleep
Wroge . - "ake at thy behest. A spot like that of which a poet

(13
Tl}:e air was cooling, and so very still, .
puﬁt the sweet birds which with'a modest pride
The‘dmopmgly, in slanting curve aside,
Hadlr Scanty leaved and finely tapering stems,
a Not yet lost those starry diadems
ught from the early sobbing of the morn.

To pict. ' '
()(t3 Picture out the quaint and curious bending

Or ifresh woodland alley, never ending,
ues the bowery clefts and leafy shelves,
gazs Wherq the jaunty streams refresh themselves.
ed awhile, and felt as light and free
a Olugh the fanning wings of Mercury
Ang Played upon my heels ; I was light-hearted,
Many pleasures to my vision started.”

267
Sing, poet, sing! My brothers hear the song! And be its
burden peace and liberty.
“ 'The time of the singing of birds is come.” Happy is the

man who has music in himself to attune his ear to these gentle
notes ; thrice happy he who can lift up his voice in true accord
with nature’s sweet singing. Who would not glory in his voice
who could sing :

“ The busy lark, the messenger of day,
Saluteth with his song the morning gray ;
And fiery Phaebus riseth up so bright
That all the Orient laugheth at the sight.”

Alas ! that here we have no lark ; and alas ! that if we had,
there are but few to rise to greet the herald of the
morn.

Who does not envy the voice that sang :

‘ But, first and chiefest, with thee bring
IHim that soars on golden wing,
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne,

The Cherub Contemplation ;

And the mute Silence hist along,

'Less Philomel will deign a song,

In her sweetest, saddest plight,
Smoothing the rugged brow of night ;
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke.
Gently o’er the accustomed oak.

Sweet bird, that shun’st the noise of folly,
Most musical, most melancholy !

Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among
I woo, to hear thy evening song.”

Such gift of song is to a few rare spirits. Be thankful if
thou hast the gift of enjoyment. That thou mayest possess ot
thine own will. And now that thy liberty is restored to thee,
take the pleasures of it in full meed. Enjoy thyself. Now
that the winter of thy discontent has sped away like the mist
of the morning, let the glorious summer make thy life-blood
bound impatient, and bring love to thine heart. ILay thy head
upon great Nature’s breast, and let its pulsings teach thee what
love is.

Cast away thy books, and court the Cherub Contemplation.
Long have thy ' due feet walked the studious cloister’s pale ;"
let them now seek the scented lanes and verdant fields. When
the gentle gloam has bathed the heated brow of the sum-
mer’s day, then mayest thou follow the example of the patri-
arch of old, who walked in the ficlds at even to commune
with his own spirit. Yet beware lest thou follow him still
further, and lift thine eyes upon Rebecca ; and, above all, be-
ware lest Rebecca lift her eyes upon thee.

J. 0. M.

LAURA SECORD AND OTHER POEMS.

We have reccived the advance sheets of a forthcoming
Canadian book of poems by Mrs. Sarah Anne Curzon. The
volume bears the title: “ Laura Secord, the Heroine of 1812 ;
and Other Poems.” The drama from which the book takes
its name is in blank verse, with twenty-four characters in the
cast, and hosts of supernumeraries. Thte extract given is too
short, and the incident chosen is not of an exciting or emo-
tional character, to allow us to judge fairly of the merits of the
drama. ‘There is a very broad farce called *‘ The Sweet
Girl Graduate,” dignified by the title of comedy, which appear-
ed in Grip’s Almanac in 1882, and which is entirely out of
place in a collection of this kind. Besides these dramas there
are some two dozen poems, including some translations from
the French. The specimens given are too meagre to justify a
criticism of Mrs. Curzon’s ability as a poet. The book is to

be published by subscription.

TO SUBSCRIBERS.

Subscribers in arrcars are requested to send in their

subseriptions at once o
J. A. GARVIN,
UnivirsiTy COLLEGE.
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RESULTS OF EXAMINATIONS IN ARTS AND
LAW—1887.

M.A. DEGREES.

H S Brennan, W A Fiost, L Kinnear, | H McGeary, T McKen-
zie, F J Roche, J Simpson, R W Smith.

B.A. DEGREES.

A Abbott, H A Aikins, A J Armstrong, E Bayly, H Bonis, H B
Bruce, | C Burrows, A Burwash, Alex Campbell, H Carpenter, R
J Chrystal, John Crawford, ] T Crawford, A Crozier, Jas D) Dick-
son, Jas Drummond, John A Duff, L P Duff, Joseph Elliott, T 1
Ellott, Miss Carrie Fair, ] A Iergu-on, Ulysses Iiack, Colin
Fraser, ] A Freeman, ] A Guvin, A H Gibbard, ] R Hamilton, R
M Hauulton, C J Hardie, E J Harris, J | Iughes, L S Hughson, ]
G Hume, W H Hunter, J T Jackson, R L. Johnston, A ] Keeler, M
V Kelly, Thomas Logie, R A McArthur, R B Mackay, John S Mac
Lean, Wm McBrady, | B McEvoy, EE B McGhee, ] N McKendrick,
P W H McKeown, ] N McLaren, P McLaren, ] A McMillan, W
L Miller, A E Mitchell, Thos Nattress, W B Nesbitt, W H Nes-
bitt, ] H Philp, ' A C Redden, H E A Reid, W I' Robinson, T H
Rogers, T R Rosebrugh, R Ross, N H Russell, I’ Sanderson, |
McP Scott, E O Sliter, A (; Smith, Miss Nellie Spence, John Staf-
ford, H X Stone, A W Stratton, J C Stuart, T M Talbot, John A
Taylor, I' G Wait, W V Wright, A H Young.

CANDIDATES FOR B.A.—HONORS.

(Note—Candidates in Honors in the Fourth Y.ar are arranged
alphabetically in thetr clusses.)

Classics—Cl. L., Sliter, Stratton.
I11., Bonis, Harris, McBrady, Ross.

Physics CL Il,, Dickson, Duff, Rosebrugh, Cl. ITl.,, McKen-
drick, Stafford.

Mathematics—CL I, Stuart. CL 1l., Crawford, Flack, Keeler,
Cl 11, Campbell, Philp, Sanderson, -

English—Cl. I, Logie. CL 11, Hardie. CLIIL, Elliott, Ferguson,
Gibbard, Young. ) .

Fthnology—CL 1., Ferguson, Gibbard, Hardie, Logie,
Eiliott, Young.

French—Cl. 1., Logie, Young.
Ferguson, Hardie.

Germ n—Cl. L., Logie. CL 11, Gibbard, Young. CL IIL, Elliott,
Hardie, Fergusoun,

Italian—Cl. I, Logie.
Ferguson.

Spanish—CL 1., Hardie, Young.

Natural Science —Division I., CL. I, Miller. Cl 11, Wait. CL
111, McKeown, Neshitt, Division LI, CL 11, McArthur, CLIII,
Chiystal, Hamilton, Talbo . .

Mental and Moral Philosophy—Cl. 1., Hunter, Reid. CL 1L,
Hume, Kelly, Russell, Spence. CL I11., Ahbott, A ki, Armstrong,
Bayly, Burwash, Crawford, Crozier, Drummand, Elliott, Hardie,
Johnston, MacKav, MacLean, McEvoy, Mc(Ghee, McMillan, Mit-
chell, Natuess, Nesbt, Redden, Rogers, Scott, Smith, Taylor,
Wright.

Logic—CL I, Abbot, Aikins, Hume, Johnston, Mackay, Reid,
Spence, Wright. CL LIL, Armstrong, Bayly. Crawfoid, Eltiout,
Hardie, HHunter, Kelly, MacLean, Mclivoy, Mctihee, McMillan,
Mitchell, Nattress, Nesbitt, Redden, Rogers, Scott, Smith, Taylor,
Wright.

Ci%il Polity—Cl. I,, Aikins, Armstrong, Crawford,Hume,!Lunter,
Reid, Spence.  CL 11, Abbott, Bayly, Elliott, Hardie, Joknston,
Kelly, Mackay, McMillan, Nattress, Redden, Russell, Wright, Cl,
1. Burwash, Carpenter, Crczier, Drummond,MacLean, ML voy,
McGhee, Mitchell, Nesbitt, Roger:, S:ott, Smith, Taylor,

PASSED—THIRD YEAR.

B M Aikins, T Beath, R R Bensley, k£ I Blake, H C Boulthee,
G Bovd, J R = Bovd, W A Bradley, N P Buckingham, W E By. .
rit, Miss H Charles, H | €rawford, G Cross, | N Dalee, |
Downs, Miss J G Eastwood, ] W Edgar, S | Farmer, | S Galy, T.
A. Gibson, ] A G ffin, E A Hurdy, ] G Harkne:s, T M Harrison,
W | Healy, T M Higgios, £ H Hull, W H Hodges, I B Hodgins,
E S Hogarth, J PP Hubbard, W ¥ Hull, ] H Hunter, E C Jeffrey,
J Jefferie-, Miss A Jones, ] E Jones, H R H Kenner, N Ken', C'S
Kerr, S King, A A Knox, W A Lumpor’, Miss M Lennox, W A
Leys, E Lyon, A | L Mackerzie, H MacLaren, ] W MacMillen, H
A McCellough, W | McD .naid, | McGowan, R McKay, F McUeay,
W H Meizler, A W Miden, J] O Miller, S A MoYgan, W Morin,
W B Nicol, E A Pearson, R BB Potts, W Prendergast, S J Radcliffe,
G H Reed, C E Saunders, S [ Sannders, I £ Skey, T C Some,-
ville, ] A Sparling, F | Seer, I' H Suffel, M P Talling, G Waldron,
J Waugh, G Wilkie, ] G Witton, W M M« Kay, P McEachern,

To take subjects of third year nver : Physics—E A Pearsop,
Heat—W G Miller. English—E I° Dlake. Civil Polity—1T A
Gibson,

CL 11, Freeman, Hughson. Cl,

CL 1L,
CL I, Gibbard. CL IIL, Elliott,

CL 1I., Gibbard, Hardie. CLIIL, Elliott,

THIRD YEAR HONORS.
Classics—Crawford, Nicol, Gibson, Milden, Waugh.
Healy, Kerr, Kenner, Suffe], Farmer, Morgan. )
Physics—Cl. I, McCGowan, Witton, CL 11, MacMillan, Saunders,
Metzler, Sparling, Doulibee, ’rendergast, Steen.

cL 11,
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English—Cl. 1., Charles, Jefferies, Dales, Hardy, Steen, Rad-
ciffe, lastwood, Duckingham. CL 11., Jones, Jeffrey, Diradley
Gale; Hogarthy Jones, King, L=ys, Somervilie, Waldron, Hubbard,
Mcliachern, Hunter, Lennox, Kent below line.

History—CL 1., Nichol, Charles, Death, Kadcliffe, Hubbard, CL
11, King, Jeffrey, Hogarth, Buckingham, Bradley, Steen, Hardy,
Jeffcies; Waldron, Blake, 1)ales, Hodges, Lennox, Jones, Somet-
ville; Gale, Harkness, Hunter, liastwood, Mcliachern, Kent. W A
Leys below line.

French—Cl. 1, Charles, Jeffrey, Jones, Waldron. Cl. 11, jeﬁ'
ries, Leys, Steen; Buckingham, Hardy, Jones, Radcliffe, Fastwood
Hubbard, King, Lennox, Hogarth, Dales, Gale, Kent, Somervilles
Hunter:

German—CL I, Charles, Jeffrey, Steen, Hardy, Waldron, Kings
Jeffiey. CL IL; ]ones, l{ubbard, Buckingham, Dales, Kent, last-
wood, Lennox, Radclifte; [logarth, Leys, Jones, (jale, Hunter, Som-
erville,

Italian—CL 1., Jeffrey, Eastwood, Steen, Hardy, King Jeffries
J E Jones, Waldron, Hubbard, Charles, Buckingham, A Joness
Dales, Kent. CL 11, Lennox, Leys, Gale, Hunter, Hogarth, Som-
erville, Radchffe.

Spanish—Cl. L., Charles; Jeffrey, Ilastwood, Jeffries, King, Rad-
cliffe, Jones, Steen, Leys, Hubbard., Cl. 1I., Lennox, Waldron
Dales, Gale, Kent, Hardy.

Constitutional 1listory—Cl. I., Nicol, Jeffrey, G Harkness. Cl.
I1., Blake.

Chemistry—CL. 1., Bensley, Potts, Knox, Boyd, Saunders. CL 1T+
Giffin, Wilkie, Edgar. Rill below line.

Biology—Cl. 1., Jeffrey, Bensley, Potts, Boyd, Knox. CL 1L,
Wikie, Saunders, Edgar, Hill, Giffin.

Mineralogy and Geology—Cl. ., Knox, Bensley, Potts, Boyds
Saunders, Hill, Edgar. Cl. 11, Wilkie, Giffin.

Mental and Moral Philosophy—CL. [., Cross, McCullough, Mac*
kerzie, McKay, Blake, 1 ggins, Sparling, Harrison. CL L, Hull,
Hodgins, Talling, Harkness, McKay, Skey, Waldron.

Civil Polity— Jeffrey, McKay, Sparling, Cross, Nichol, Harknes®
Iliggins, Blake, Charles, Talling. CI. [L., Harrison, McCulloughs
Hull, Hodgins, Mackenzie, Skey, McKay.

PASSED—SECOND YEAR,

W M Allen, J K Arnot!, G C Biggar, J R Blake, D M Buchat;
nan, C B Carveth, K B Castle, Miss A Clayton, H ] Cody, F
Cuoke, ] S Copeland, F Corbit, W W Crow, | A Crowe, W Cros%
Miss E M Cuizor, T C DesBarres, W J Fentor, W C Ferguso®
C Forfar, P Fotin, W G W Fortune, G'A H Fraser, H B Fraseh
F W French, H F Gadsby, W Gould, R J Gibson, J Gill, W M
Grant, W H Harvey, J N Harvie, ] W Henderson, D Hill, #
Hunter, A T Hunter, j Hutchinson, J S Johnstor, R H ]Ohnswn’
B Kl'lbourne, G E Mabee, A W Mainland, j May, F Messmorfé /
E Mill, W G Miller, H R Moore, ] H Moss, Miss M Mott, J Mu?
roe, J A Mustard, | McCallum, W McCann, F W McConnell,
McCoy, T R E Mclnnes, W W B Mclnnes, D McKay, O ]
McMichael, ] McNair, ] McNichol, Miss N Naismith, M/
O’Connor, W Pakenham, T J Parr, N N Patterson, H S Rober!
son, Miss M R Robert-on, Miss | R Robson, ] H Redd, E A
Rykert, ¥ W Scotr, Miss I T Scott, H W C Shore, ] R Sinclai’ ™
Sinith, FC Saider, | D M Sperc:, W H Spotton, 1. B Stephen.
son, H Siev.uson, Miss K M Stewar', W I Taylor, \ P ThomP
son, I Tracy,

'I:o take subjects of second exam. aver :

Greek—W G W Fortune, R J Gibson, R 11 Johnston, T J P
A Smith. i-
Latin—T Corbett, B Kilbourne, W W B McInnes, O McM
chael, W P Thompson. A
_Fiench—] A Crowe, | W Edgar, J A Gifiln, | T johnstoh 2
Knex, WA Lamport, I Lyon, A | 'L Mackenzie, G Wilkié,

ll;,(y‘rllson, Whj Qlardonald, J Munro. [
rerman—KE M Cuizon, £ L 11ll, § 1] McCoy, | O Miller

Mineralogy and Geolo;ry_,,J K Av\;cnott, GC Bl)«t,;gjar, FWE re"d;;
HLF Gadsby, ] A Mastard, W McCano, T R'E Mclone’
Skey. M R Rovertsor, E G Rykert, E M Stewart, W J Mac
ald, W 1 Grant. ’

Mental Science—J McNichol, M J O’Conno~, 1l W C Shor®

Logic— ] G, D Hul',

Hebrew— > M Fouin.

arly

SECOND YEAR HONOURS.

Classics—CL I, Cody, Fraser, McKay, Stephenscn, Mal 1
Rykert, Allen. CL 1j, Fren(’:h, Mes);,more? Hunter, Gads®?
Mustard, Grant, I'enton, Sinclair, Scott.

Mathematics—CL I, Moore, Hull.
Hunter, McCallum, Ferg¥

English—Cody, Pakenham, Snider, Robertson, Taylor bsoP
son, McNichol, Scott.  Cl. 11, Naismith, Harvey, Moss, \?chael’
Clayton, Forfar, Mott, Sinclair, Tracy, Henderson, cMi
Hunter, Hutchison, Rodd, Stewart, Spence. Forfal
) History—Cl. I, Pakenham, Taylor, Cody, I C Snidef - "1l
Rodd, Ferguson, W Cross, Hutchison, Hunter, Stewart: smi‘b’
C B Carveth) N N Patterson, Claytor, Tracy, Spencts N1 M
Harvey, Robsor, Mor, A Stevenson, Robertson, McNicbo fhaeys"
Buchanar, Henderson, Scott, Mos , M ] O’Connor, of St. Mic
gets CL 11 in history. ’

'nland’

on
CL I, Gill, Roberts?”
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French—C(l, I, Cody, Robson, Snider, Ferguson, Moss, Spence.

L 11, Mott, Forfar, Taylor, Rodd, Stewart, Scott, Robertson,
Hupter, Harvey, Mill, Pakenham, Clayton, Tracey, McNichol,

aismith,

German—Cl. I, Cody, Pakenham, Rodd, Moss, Scott, Snider,
RobSOD, Stewart, Clayton] Hunter, Mott, Spence. Cl. II, Taylor,

‘:‘guson, McMichael, Naismith, McNichol, Robertson, Forfar,

rvey.

Italian—CI. 1, Cody, Snider, Robson, Pakenham, Mott, Moss,

aismith, Scotr, Ferguson, Taylor. Cl. I, Forfar, Rodd, Harvey,

ayton, Robertson, Stewart, Spence.

Chemistry—Cl. I, Munro, Kilbourn,

liler, Curzon. .

Biology—Cl. I, Copland. Cl. II, Munro, Curzon, McCoy, Kil-

ourn, Miller.

M ineralogy and Geology—Cl. 1, Kilbourn, Copland, Curzonm,
¢Coy, Munro. Cl. 11, Miller.
T ental Philosophy—Cl. [, Buchanan, DesBarres, Johnston,
tl‘acy, Gould, Cody, McCann, May, Cl I, Snider, Cross, For-
S“ne, Moss, Rodd, Hunter, McNair, Croll, Craw, Arnott, Steven-
P?“,, Fraser, Johnston, Mabee, Cooke, Gibson, Hutchison. Parr,
Orin, Smith, Biggar.
ogic—Cl. I, Tracy, Hunter, Moss, Snider, Cross, Buchanan,
~esBarres, Johnston., CL 11, McNair, Rodd, Cody, Harvie, Cooke,
Toll, May, Robson, Gould, Hutchison, Arnott, Craw, Parr, Biggar,
Ohnsmn, Mabee, R J Gibson, Henderson, Fortune, Robertson,
Taylor, P Forin, Smith, Fraser, McCann, Stevenson.
ebrew—Cl. I, McNair.
PASSED—FIRST YEAR.
MW Black, D A Burgess, ] S Davidson, H S Dougall, | Douglas,
unning, G R Faskin, A Ferguson, W T Harte, Il R Horne,
noKeyes, J'W Mallon, G L McDonald, T H Mitchell, E J O'Con-
‘an:f A P Saunders, | L Scully ] 13 Senior, | Stafford. ) D Alex-
W er, F C Armstrong, W F Bold, G A Ball, Miss A W Ballard,
W I§egg, J M Bell, ] E Bird, R ] Bonner, A E Boultbee, L. Boyd,
H ¢ P Bremner, W Lrydon, A W Campbell, ] G Campbell, L
D'(-ampbell, W C Campbell, ] R Carling, ] G Caven, C A Chant,
A Clarke, | C Clarke, T Coleman, | Collin, J E Deacon, A E
SO':]L“"Y, H A Dwyer, W C Ewing, R A Farquharson, J ] Fergu-
nayJ H Glen, WH Graham, R C Griffith, W C Hall, A £ Han-
sun, R S Hamilton, ] C Handy, I ] Harte, R E Heggie, | A
beendErson, Miss C L Helliard, Miss A R Hitchon, ] O Hons-

'8er, R M Huston, R E Jameson, ] P Kennedy, ] H Kerr, W
Avoswell, F W Lamg, I’ Langan, Miss ; Lawlor, G Logie, A

i acdonald, N MacMurchy, G B McLean, T McCrae, A L Mec-
C ﬁnmf’n} J M McEvoy, K C Mcllwraith, ] A McKay, ] McKellar,
Mog (CK€own, L McKinnon, D H McLean, A McNabb, A K
My ichie, ] D McSweeny, W A Meikley, W C Mutchell, W J
Pt N Morrison, A H Nicol, D P O’Connell, ] O'Hara, J. l’;

ee’ W Purcey, & F Peterson, R | Read, Miss A L Reazin, | B

‘)én(’lds, W R Rutherford, Miss L L Ryckman, F L Sawyer, A
‘ir‘nca“l?ﬂ, A L Segsworth, W L Senkler, E C Sherman, R A
Thos’ J E Skeele, C S Smith, J Stringer, A I’ Thompson, H \4
D uBbson, R M Thompson, H £ Warren, W G Watson, Miss M

aterworth, ] R Wells, T H Whitelaw, W B Wilkinson, Ey{hs
Bro'llson, W' E Woodraff, G S Yong, W O McTaggert, T A
gh, W M Weir,

C;’ata}(e subjects of first examinations over : i
W o ies—] 'C Handy, T McCrae, ] McKellar, C R Mckeown,

LaicTaggart, A H Nicol, W I Senkler, R A Sims.

'n—A E Haneson, ] M McEvoy.
athematics—A Boulivee, | R Carling, I A Dwyer, £ J Harte,
son, w08 W J Mall, D P O’Connor, ] E Skeele, A T Thomp-

E’n A Walsen,

Frolsh—G A Ball, A McNabb, T H Whitelaw.

eYnCh‘W ) Fenton, R C Griffith, .

Biolma"“R E Jameson.

en Y] R Blake.
rew—1H B Fraser.

C]as . FIRST YEAR HONORS. .
Ryck Sics—Cl. 1., Colling, Macdonald, Rutherford, Mcllwraith,
Sop, Ena.n’ Langnn. Cl. 11., Bonner, McKay, Bald, Loge, Wilkin-

Mauv:mg’ Fergoson, Peterson, Huston, Mitchell, O'Hara, Skeele.
Ten, Hee‘n.a“CS-l)eLury, Sawyer, Reynolds, Chant, Percy, War-

mpbegugle’ Lawler. Cl 1., Kennedy, Whitelaw, Burgess, Wells,

€l, McKeliar, McTaggart, Thompson.
» Ho Cl. 1., Ryckman, Armstrong, Dwyer, Macdonald, L.aw-
Dop 1 nsberger, Chant, Burgess, Graham. Cl. 1L, Faskin, Mc-
‘wing ’I\,Iwattel‘WOrth, Ballard, Hall, Mcl.ean, Iiliyard, Bald,

Bo ner FCKmnon, Peel, Black, Dougall, I'arquharson, Alexander,
Belgy, h’nee'g“SOn, Campbell, McKay, McEvoy, Bird and Willson
T .
Balla?éc}(l):\g‘ L, Armstrong, Rutherford, Lawler, Macdonald,
Alexap ) L0““‘01”, Honsberger. Cl. 11., 11 P Saunders, Ryckman,
t‘”vvorther{)v. C P Bremner, Graham, Hiliyard, McDonald, Wat-
Leap, 'y, Willson, Bird, Ewing, Dwyer, Hitchon, Henderson, Mc-
I Germ, C Hall below Line.
gallar 0—CL L, Honsberger, Macdonald, Ryckman, Armstrong,
H"'ahan; Eon.“el‘; Liremner, Lawler, Willson, McDonald, Hillyard,

all, ) =Wing, Watterworih, McLean.  CL 11, Alexander. Bird,

wyer below line.

ClL 11, Copland, McCoy,
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UNivErsITY MEDALS, SCHOLARSHIPS AND D’RIZES.
PRIZES.
German Prose—T Logie.
Hebrew—2nd Year, T McNair.
SCHOLARSHIPS.
(Only given in 1st Year.)
Classics—r1, J Colling. 2, A A Macdonald.
Mathematics—1, A T Delury. 2, A W Sawyer.
Modern Langnages—F C Armstrong.
General Proficiency—1, A A Macdonald.
man. 3, Miss G Lawler.
MEDALS (3RD YEAR).
Lansdowne Gold Medal—] A Sparling, who got first class in
Mental Philosophy, &c.; second in Mathematics,
Lansdowne Silver Medal (2nd Year)—H F Cody, who got first
class in Classics, Moderns, and Mental Science, and second class

in Logic.
Blake Scholarship (3rd Year)—W B Nicol,

2, MissL L Ryck-

CoLLEGE MEDALS AND Prizrs, 1887,

1V. YEAR,
Classics—E O Sliter.
Mathematics—] C Stuart,
Modern Languages—Not awarded.
Natural Sciences—W L Miller.
Mental and Moral Science—H E A Reid.
IIl. YEAR.
Classics—] T Crawford, W B Nicol.
Mathematics—] McGowan, | G Witton.
Modern Languages—Miss H Charles.
Natural Sciences—R R Bensley.
Mental and Moral Science—G Cross.
1. YEAR.
Classics—H J Cody, G A H Fraser, D McKay.
Mathematics—H R Moore, 1D Hall.
Modern Languages—H J. Cody, F C Snider.
Natural Sciences—] S Copland.
Mental Science—F Tracy
Oriental Literature—] McNair
General Proficiency—H ] Cody.
The Wyld Prize—F I3 Hodgins.

Facurry oF Law.

SECOND YEAR.—CL I, L P Duff, ] H Bowes, G W Holmes,
M H Ludwig. CL II, R McKay, C J McCabe, C DD Scon,
G A H Scott, A L. Baud. CL 111, C Elliott, G W Lutlejohn,
E Bell, S Livingston, W A Smith, F W Carey, W A Lamport,
N Kent, C R Fitch,

THIRD YEAR—CIL. L., S A Henderson, H Harney. ClL IL,
J 1 Kitkland, A Collins. CL IIL, ] AV Preston, E | Beaumont,
G I Cochran, R A Bayly, T A McGillivray, A K Goodman, W J
Millican, A Macnish.

CANDIDATES EOR LL.B.—CL I, R U McPherson (Toronto),
J M Palmer (Toronto). Cl I, A A Adair (Stratford), T C Ro-
binette (Torouto). CL IIl., W H Deacon, G Paterson (Toronto).

SPECIAL EXAMINATIONS FOR LL.B.—A G Campbell.

MEDALS.—Gold, R U McPherson. Silver, ] M Palmer,

SCHOLARSHIPS.—Second Year, L I Duffi Third Yeur, S A
Henderson,

The following statistics may be of interest in connection with
the above list :—

The number of candidates who underwent examination in Arts
(including those for M.A.) was 432.

The number who failed was 57, or a little over 8 per cent.

The degrees in Arts were granted to 86 candidates, 78 for D.A.
and 8 for M.A.

Taking the lists by years, the results may be classified as fol-
lows :—

YEAR. PASSED. REJECTED.
IVe e 78 5
5 S 79 e 8
[ P 84 30
Lo e 1260 .o 14
307 57
The number of “ stars ” granted was 77, as follows :—
Il YEAR ... 4 | 1. YEAR ... 45 | . YEAR ... 28
The “stars” may be classified as follows :—
Classics .. 20| Mathematics and German e 5
French .. 14| Physics .. .. 12| English .. 4
Sciences 14 | Metaphysics, Logic Hebrew e 2

and Cwil Polity 6



THE VARSITY.

Owing to the persistent attempt ot numerous
cigarette manufacturers to cope in part the
Brand Name of the ¢ Richmond Straight
Cut.” Now in the eleventh year of their popu-
arity, we think it alike due to the protection
of the consumer and ourselves, to warn the
public against base imitations and call their
attention to the fact that the original Sraight
Cut Brand is the Richmond Straight Cut No.
1, introduced by us in 1875, and to caution the
students to observe that our signature appears
on every package of the Genuine Straight Cut

Cigarettes,
ALLEN & GINTER,
Richmond, Va.

ELLIS & MOORE,

Printers

Publishers

89 : & : 41 : MELINDA :

(Office of the EVANGELICAL CHURCHMAN)

[P

STREET

TORONTO,

All kinds of Printing executed with taste
and promptness, and at moderate prices.

SEND FOR ESTIMATES.

For a suitable sUIT that will give you wear,
That will suit sunshine or rain,

You'll be suited well at the noted store
Of BERKINSHAW & (GAIN.

If you pant for pANTS that fit tightly, yot
he occupant feels no pain,
Haste to gain a bargain at the noted store
Of BERKINSHAW & GAIN,

If you long for DRESS COAT that will last long,
ow’)l not have to long in vain ;
But go, leave your order at the noted storo
Of BERKINSHAW & (GAIN.

THE STYLISH CLOTHIERS, Cor. Yone & Elm Sts.

The Varsity Book.

PROSE AND POETRY.

Copies of this book-—containing the choic-
est selections from the columns of THE
VARSITY since its first year—can be obtained
upon application at this office. Price, 50
cents. As but few copies are left, those

raduates and students who have not yet
subscribed for THE VARSITY Book should
do so at once, as the edition will soon be

exhausted.

DI-VARSITIES.

SOME ENGLISH EPITAPHS.

This epitaph is to be seen in Farnham
Churchyard : —

Who lies here 7 Who, do you think ?

Little Johnny Newman. Give him to
drink.

What, drink for a dead man? Ay, says I,

For when he was a live man he was always
a-dry.

Here is another :—

Hio jacet Plus ;
Plus non est hic ;
Plus et non plus ;
Quomodo sic?

To which a translation is appended :

Here lies More ;
More is not here ;
More, yet no More ;
Is not that queer ?

It is. So is the following :—
Here lies poor Roger Norton, -
Whose death untimely thus was brought on ;
Taking his scythe his corn to mow off,
The scythe it slipped and cut his toe off ;
The toe, or rather what it grew to,
An inflammation quickly flew to ;
The part then took to mortifying,
And this was the cause of Roger's dying,

And this is from a stone in the churchyard
at Virginia Water :—

At the close of day when the shades of night
had gathered round,
[ left my wife and children dear on duty
bound,
Suddenly the pains of death I felt, and
joined the heavenly hosts.
Do not, my beloved Friends, of to-morrow
boast.
“Is that your dog !” the new customer
asked of the Beekman street barber.
“ Yes, sir.”
“ He seems quite fond of watching you
cut hair.”
“ Oh, it's not that, sir. Only sometimes
the scissors slips, sir, and takes a little bit
off a gent’s ear.”

*“ Aw, Ethel” remarked Charley to his
pretty cousin, “ I believe—aw—1I'll have the
bahbah—aw—twim my whiskers this morn-
ing—aw.”

*“Do, Charley,” said his pretty cousin.

“ And—aw—Lthel, how would you sug-
gest that I have them twimmed ? »

“ Well,” replied Ethel, after sufficient con-
sideration, “ I think they would look very
sweet trimmed with pink ribbon.”— Harper's
Bazar,

GOOD LUCK.

“ What luck did you have, Silas, in your
fishing match with Dr. Robbins ?”

“* Well, fair, pretty fair luck, considering,”
replied Silas. ’

* Did you catch any fish

“Well, I can’t actually say that I caught
any fish,” said Silas, cutting off a new quid.

*Did you have any bites ?”

“ Well, I lost three or four hooks ; but |
think they were mostly seaweed bites.”

“What do you mean, then, by saying
that you had good luck
. “Why,” said Silas, his face brightening
into a triumphant smile. ‘“Dr, Robbins
didn’t catch any fish either ; and he caught
his hook in his left hand and had to have it
cut out. So you see that I am still ahead.”

Such are the gentle rivalries that fishing
encourages. )

June 10, 1887.

el

MAMMOTH BOOK EMPORIUM

CHEAPEST )
NEW AND SECOND-HAND BOOKS
IN CANADA,

A FEW SAMPLES.

Macaulay’s Higtory of England,

svols,, clo............. 00
. published at $5.00
Dickens’ Complete Works, 13 vols.
clo 12 00

published at $18.73.
Scott’s Waverley Novels, 12 vols. 10 00
published at $18.75.
New and Second-hand College Books, Art
Books, Ancient and Rare Works, etc.

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

L. & J. SIEVERT
TOBACCONISTS
Mll Buiding, 54 King Strest Wes

TORONTO.

Fine Imported and Domestic Cigar®

e

LEX BROWN,
Dealer in
BOOKS AND STATIONERY. iIs
Students’ Supplies, Note Books, Penc'®
Rubbers, Drawing Paper, Arkansas .
Stones, India Ink, Nests of Saucers, &C»
445 YONGE STREET. 445

CHOOL OF ELOCUTION RT
AND DRAMATIC 4

VOICE BUILDING, ELOCUTION and GESTbec
Thoroughly taught and gentlemen prepared for P
reading and speaking in any department,

MISS F. H. CHURCHILL,
87 Gould Street, - - Toront?

COX & CO-.

Steck Brokers,

Members of Toronto Stock Iixchang®

26 TORONTO ST-

’
. . New
Continuous market quotations fiom

York, Chicago and by private wir¢:
-

JAMES ALISON ]
MERCHANT TAILO

e &G
AND IMPORTER oFf WOOLLENS, &C1

\ 70
264 YONGE STRERT, TORON

(A liberal discount to students.)




