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Beligious,

Christian Growth.

BY REV., M. MACGREGOR.

HERE is practically ro middle ground between de-
velopment and decay in Christian life and charac-
ter. The only safeguard against error, the only preventive
of declension, is continualZadvancement from one degree of
g¢race and knowledge, holiness and strength, to another. The
very attempt to become stationary is, as in the case of a
boatman resting on his oars in the current which he is
stemining, really to go backward. Accordingly, we fre-
yuently find in Seripture warnings against spiritual declen-
sion, and exhortations to spiritual growth in juxtaposition.
Growth is the Christian’s normal condition, and the very
design of his circumstances; and on it his interests and use-
fulness, his dignity and happiness, depend.

Christian growth necessarily pre-requires the existence of
spiritual life. Nothing that is destitute of life can properly
be said to grow. In the natural world, stones or other
inurganic substances, having no capacity for life, and plants
or animals which have been deprived of life, are incapable of
growth. The Scriptures declare emphatically that all man-
kind, in their natural condition, are abiding in spiritual
death ; that they are “alienated from the life of God,” and
“dead in trespasses and sins.” The corruption of the de-
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praved nature, the pollution of the sinful life, the insensibility
of soul to spiritual things and eternal realiues, the moralk
inability to perceive, appreciate or practice true holiness,
demonstrate the dread accuracy of the description. But the

_fundamental and distinguishing characteristic of the Chris-
tian js spiritual life. Life is what was lost in Adam; life is
what is regained in Christ. Jesus, not only by imputation
of His finished righteousness to the believer’s person, delivers
him from that death which is the penalty of the law, but
also, by the impartation of vital holiness to the believer's
soul, through His quickening spirit, delivers him from that
death which constitutes the virulent and essential principle
of sin, the transgression of the law. This heavenly principle
may well be called life; it is life indeed, and life eternal
There is nothing in all the natural world but the highest
and most mysterious principle of the vegetable and animal
kingdoms, natural life, that is worthy to be its symbol. TIts
functions are all essentially and supremely vital. It hasits
nutritive functions, by which it feeds upon and refreshes
itself with Christ, whose flesh is meat indeed and whose
blood is drink indeed, and who is constituted, to the Chris-
tian, the bread and water of life eternal. It has its senses of
discernment, by which, when exercised, it “discerns both
good and evil,” and by which alone it perceives the things of
the Spirit. It hasits sensitive properties, by which it experi-
ences the joys and sorrows peculiar to the Christian. It has
its vital emergy, by which it is enabled to do and to dare
whatever the divine will may require. It has its reproduc-
tive power, by which, through the Word of God and prayer,
it multiplies its existence and perpetuates its kind. With-
out possession, therefore, of this life, divine and spiritual,
derived from Christ, its fountain, no one, whatever his
natural qualities or cultivated attainments, can possibly be
2 Christian, or be the subject of Christian growth.
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Christian growth essentially consists in the development
of spiritual life. Whatever is endowed with a vital princi-
ple is adapted and tends to self-development. The acorn of
a summer’s growth and of a pebble’s size, develops into the
oak of centuries, with giant root and trunk, spreading branch
and towering top. The infant of a day and of a span de-
velops into the man of nol’e stature, herculean strength,
and regal intellect. In social organizations—which are but
higher unities—whether civil or religious, the same principle
obtains. In every instance, also, growth is the development
of life, after its kind.

Christianity, in each true believer, in each genuine, local
Christian church, and in the one true catholic church of
Christ, whose names are written in heaven, has a vital prin-
ciple and a vital developraent. The church universal, which
is Christ’s body, has had its infancy, has now its youth, and
has in certain prospect the colossal proportions of maturer
years,—“ the measure of the stature of the fulness of Christ.”
Every genuine, local Christian church, is ecmposed of living
members, and has a vital organism peculiar to the earthly
state, and subservient to the interests of the believer and of
the church universal, by which it exercises its powers and
absorbs and assimilates smrroundingmaterial. But the basis of
alllife and growth in churches local, or in the church univer-
sal, is the personal and spiritual vitality and vital dcvelopment
of believers,individually. Life flows from Christ directly, and
not mediately, to each member of His mystical body. That
life He imparts to them at first, by uniting them to Himself;
and, by their abiding union with Him, He subsequently
strengthens and develops it through all succeeding time. He
came into the world, in human nature and under Divine law,
that His people might have life, and that they might have
it more abundantly. The life imparted to the soul in regen-
eration is life in embryo ; but it has vigour and growth for
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evermore; and (to vary the figure) the deepest root and
highest fruit of spiritual life are but its natural development.
Upon the branch that is grafted into Christ, the various
Christian graces cluster and ripen, like grapes upon the
vines of Eshcol. The Christian, without growth, could no
more subserve the end of his being, than would life in the
vegetable or animal kingdom, were it to remain for ever in
its incipient state. The design of the vivification of the
Christian’s soul, is its development into fruitfulness of Christ-
ian character. Strength and holiness, generousness and zeal,
humility and love, are principal parts and germinal forces of
Christian character, and from these are evolved innumerable
varieties of grace, in fragrant bloom and savoury fruit.

Herein we see a fundamental distinction Letween saint
and sinner. The excellences of the Christian are evolved
spontaneously, and by cultivation, from the spiritual life
derived from Christ. The excellences of the worldling are
enlarged and multiplied by accretion, as a stone, and not by
growth, as a tree; and if there be a species of vitality in his
character, it springs from his own corrupt and carnal nature,
and not from Christ, the fountain of all spiritual life, From
confounding these things, which difler widely, avises the
prevalent error of mistaking mere external reformation and
extraneous acquisitions for vital godliness and Christian
growth.

It is to be borne in mind, that, while Christian growth ix
in some respects spontaneous, in other respects it is volun-
tary; that while primarily & results from Divine energv
alone, proximately it - -ults, in part, from human agency.
Hence the force of Scripture injunctions to Christian growth.
Natural life, though ultimately dependent upon Divine
power, is nevertheless sustained and developed by means of
food, air, light, cleanliness, exercise, rest and slecp. By suit-
able culture, men may have the bodies of athletes or the
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intellects of philosophers. Spiritual life, also, has its ap-
peinted and appropriate means of sustenance and develop-
ment. The Christian must be nourished with Gospel food—
the corn and wine of heaven; he must breathe the pure and
bracing atmosphere of prayer; he must live in the sunlight
of the Divine favour; he wust frequently repair to the
“fountain opened in the house of David, for sin and for
uncleanness; ” he must practice perseverance in appointed
toil, and endurance of allotted suffering, for the Saviow’s
sake ; and he must experience the recuperative influence of
religious meditations and of secret fellowship with God, if
he is to develop into fulness and ripeness of Christian
character.

Thus Christian growth is, to the Christian, a matter of
duty and <f privilege; and thus, also, the Christian should
neither be satisfied with the extent of his attainments, nor
discouraged at their insignificance.

“What am 19"

(“ HARITY, it is said, begins at home, and knowledge in
,__ this respect very much resembles it. Yet, “ Man
know thyself,” is an exhortation which needs frequent repe-
tition. And, indeed, this knowledge is a kind not easily
attained by reason of the peculiar difliculties connected with
its acquisition. There is a wilful want of clear-sightedness
when the mind is turned to view itself. Instead of simple
perception there is a creative reproduction, so that a true
conception of self is seldom if ever realized.

It is a very difticult matter to have a full conception of
any subject or object. The various relations which we sus-
tain to the okjects of our research, and the ditferent positions
tfrom which we view them, influence our perceptions and
materially affect the impressions we receive. Hence the
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many conflicting opinions with regard to the same object.
Thus it is with respect to self-knowledge. Our impressions
are as varied as the stand-points from which we view our-
selves, and here lies another difficulty in the way of intro-
spection. The many different and even contradictory con-
clusions at which we arrive, might easily be reconciled, were
we capable of viewing the whole subject at one comprehen-
sive glance. I look upon the flower blooming in its sweet
innocency, shedding its rich fragrance on the balmy air, and
am delighted with the view; but soon a blast of wind
destroys it—its beauty is departed. I look upon the man
vigorous, in the prime of life, virtuous, and full of lofty
aspirations; he fills a sphere of usefulness, and has every
prospect of proving a blessing to his race ; but the cold blast
of death comes upon him, and he too fades away. Wherein
is the difference ? As the one fades, so fades the other. The
similarity holds good in respect to this life, but when we
consider our 12lation to the future, when, in contrast to our
weakness here, we think of our life in the world to come, tis
then we grow big with immortality, and far surpass the
tlower. Some plants require two summers for growth : they
make their root in the first, their blossom in the second.
Man is a creature that grows by leaf and root in this life,
but he is a creature of two worlds—in this one at his least
estate, in the one to come he stands developed in the garden
of life amongst the noblest objects. Then what am I? 1
am earthly aud heavenly, mortal and immortal, living,
dying. Iam a centre from which emanate aspirations link-
ing me to that toward which I tend. If my progress is
downward, the links become the stronger in that direction ;
if upward, soon T see myself transformed, and realize that I
am a seed whose germ is capable of a glorious development.

R. McKiLLop.
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AN EVEN-SONG.

An Even-song.

HEN the evening fires were slowly dying
Down to embers in the western skies,
Sat a maiden at a window sighing;
Shades, that were not twilight's in her eyes.

And, near by, a mellow-throated singer,
At the organ, watched her pensive face ;
Singing, if perchance his song would bring her
Soothing thought to banish sorrow’s trace.

Quaint and strange the music of its numbers,
Somewhat rude the cadence and the rhyme,

Dear to many a heart that lowly slumbers,
Sung by many a lip of olden time.

Not a song of courtly knight or maiden,
Not of deeds of antique chivalry,
But of One with bitter sorrows laden—
One who lived on earth that He might die.

Yet at first the maiden scarcely heeded,
And her eyes, grown used to look in vain

For the comfort that she sorely needed,
Sought the distance still in patient pain.

But the music striving with her sorrow,
Soon she listened with attentive air,
Till it seemed her soul began to borrow
Balm for grief, and sweet surcease from care.

Sitill the strain swept on and grew more ‘glorious,
Still he sang of Him who lived to die,

Till the song rose up, like one victorious,
With a jubilant, rejoicing cry :

With a cry of great enraptured wonder,
As he sang of Him who rose again,
And forever broke the bars asunder *
That had closed the home of God from men.

Then, like stars of long-time veiléd splendor,
Shining out at last with heaven behind,

Shone the maiden’s eyes serene and tender,
From the new-found peace that filled her mind.

241
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So the singer rested from his singing,

And the organ sang no more that day ;
But angelic echoes faintly ringing,

Gathered up each sound that passed away.

Miss M. McGinN.

In Memoriam.

SArRA L. FANCHER.
Obiit March 16, 1874,

HE long days of summer, with their golden harvests,
bright flowers, and sunny skies, had passed, and
September, with its rich fruits, rainbow-tinted forests and
glowing sunsets, saw us gather in these halls. With us
came a stranger, young, gifted and fair.

Shorter grew the days; the breast of Nature was covered
by a rich pall of radiant-hued leaves, stripped from their
parent stems by November’s frosty blasts,and with the pass-
ing time and changing scenes, we moved on, changing as we
moved. The stranger was no longer a stranger to us then;
but 2s the flowers and verdure of Nature passed away,
friendship’s rarer flower struck root in our hearts, expanded
its leaves, laid hold of our affections, and put forth 'its
blossoms, until she who had “ stranger” been, by the influ-
ence and exercise of gifts that charmed and ways we learned
to love, was held as friend. Time’s trials hurt not our fair
flower, and the future promised only to develop further the
growth so well begun.

But mortal ken knew mnot the spoiler nigh. We searce
had time to mark the shock that spoke the ruin of our
hopes. We but feared, trembled, then mourned as gone.
Where yesterday we looked ou the blcoming flower, to-day
was a withered thing. September gave her; March took
her. While we mourn, what comfort to know that the
Master’s garden is richer now by one pure, fair flower, that
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shall bloom eternaliy, and brighter, stronger grow in the
light of His presence. The flower is crushed, but its fra~
grance lingers. May it ever remind us of the frailty of life,
and cause us so to live that we may leave behind « hallowed
and hallowing influence when our place is vacant forever. -
While we revere the memory of Sara L. Fancher, let us have
a care that the memory of our lives and actions be a power
to raise others up through the mists and clouds of earth, to-
wards the bright presence of Heaven’s Eternal King.
AMT.
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Fterury,

John Bright.

N no other public man in England, probably, is there
manifested a greater interest than in John Brighs.
He is one of the few men concerning whom public opinion
has changed. Statesmen and politicians, who thirty years
ago reviled him as a violent demagogue, now find no terms
of praise too great for him, and listen with almost breathless
attention to his speeches on public questions. And Mr.
Bright has gained this power, not so much by a superiority
of intellect as by his strict integrity and adherence to prin-
ciple. It has been frequently asserted that Bright was a
factionist, an extremist, and nearly always in the minority.
The latter part of this charge is true, the fisst is not. It can
be easily explained why hehas been so often in the minority.
Ever since he entered public Jife, he has been from fve to
‘en years in advance of even the Liberals of the English
Parliament ard people. After becoming convinced of the
utility and ju iice of a measure, he is usually engaged in
pleading and fighting for it several years before he can con-
vince the people of the truth of his views; and when he has
succeeded in regard to thal measure, he finds himself still as
far a< vanced on some other question of public moment.
But those who have opposed him have always found,
that in some way, alone or assisted, he has eventually
succeeded in his advocacy. As nearly all are acquainted
with his general career, we will merely refer to a few *hings
in regard to which his position is not so well known and
nnderstood.
First, we mention the stand he took against the Russian
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war. It is well known how vigorously he opposed this war,
both in and out of Parlia'nent. And it is equally weil known
how few were his supporters, because at that time England
was wild with enthusiasm’ for the war. Let us look ata few
of the facts before forming our opinion upon his course.
After Russia had made the demand upon Turkey, in 1853,
in favour of the Greek Church,an International congress sat
at Vienna, the result of which was the preparation of the
* Vienna note,” which contained almost the very terms to
which the Turkish Government had privately assured the
Enpglish ambassador they would agree. But, unfortunately,
this note was first sent to St. Petersburg, and although the
Russian Government accepted it without dissent, yet, when
it was sent to Constantinople, the Porte would not accept it,
perhaps because it came from Russia, perhaps because
Turkey had secret assurance of assistance from France.
Russia waited several weeks, proposed several methods of
settling the difficulties, and, when all were refused, occupied
the Principalities. Then the smouldering fires of war burst
into a flame among the Western Powers. In England,
Cabinet, Parliament and people were for war, John Bright
and a few others against it. Hostilities commenced, and in
the first campaign those three great victories were gained
which shed such lustre upon the British and French arms.
But another fact remains to be noticed. Before Scbasto-
pol was invested, another Cengress of the Great Powers was
held at Vienna. After much discussion, the Allies and
Russia agreed on all points but one, “ the occupation of the
Black Sea The Allies wished to restrict Russia to eight
ships of war on that cea, Turkey to eight, France and Eng-
land cach to four. Prince Gortschakoft refused. His words
were, “1 cannot go to St. Petersburg with that clause ir
the Treaty. Do you think Russiz will consent to have but
eight ships of war on her own sea, while the Allies have six-
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teen ; and will she give herself up, disarmed at the pleasure
of the Napoleons and Falmerstons who can have an unlimit-
ed force on the Mediterranean?” The war went on.  Selas-
topol was taken and its fortifications destroyed. Russia was
humbled, and in March, 1856, by the Treaty of Paris, agreed
to the Black Sea terms, humiliating as they were. In the
general rejuicing few thought of John Bright and the honest
Friends who had opposed the war. Many had, during it~
progress, styled him coward. But was he a coward? Is
that man, can that man be a coward who rises in the British
House of Commons to advocate what he believes is right,
when almost the whgle 658 members are hotly opposed to
him 2 Did it not show a high type of bravery, that neither
the opposition of his brother members nor the fear of giving
oftence to his constituents (who did afterwards reject him,
could deter him from holding fast his principles 2

But what came of it? Fourteen years rolled Ly, and in
Novembrr, 1870, the British Government was notified from
St. Petarshurg that “Russia ro longer consented to the
Black Sca clause in the Treaty of Paris” The press and
statesmen of Britain discussed the matter, and decided that
Russia was right, and that there was no necussity of protect-
ing Turkey in the manner proposed; the very thing which
Bright had pleaded in 1854 Russia was released. and
to-day she is almost literally crowding the Black Sea prrts
with her iron-clads. This is the resuit of a struggle in
which so much life and time and treasure were expended,
and which few English statesmen of any note now attemyt
to justifv. What a glorious rebuke can Mr. Bright give
those who at that tine sc bitterly assailed him!

Just so in the American war. Had Lord Palmenston’s
Government shown that spirit of generous sympathy which
Bright pointed out was just, these unpleasant feelings be-
tween the two great pecples, which it has cost so much to
allay, would never have arisen.
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Mr. Bright is certain to urge further reforms. e has
already pronounced decidedly in favour of a non-sectarian
school system, and strongly condemns the one introduced by
Gladstone’s Government. Is it not a little strange that, in
this the intelligent nineteenth century, the best School Bill
vet introduced into the English Parliament, tends to favour
one religious denomination above others ?

Let us glance briefly at the political condition of England
in 1843, when Bright entered public life. At that time
Manchester, with a population of nearly 300,000, sent two
members to Westminster, while 54 boroughs, with the same
total population, sent 89 ; Liverpool, with 320,000, sent two;
Honiton, with 3,150, sent two. There were nearly six mil-
lion men in the kingdom, and but one million had a vote.
As Mr. Bright himself said, “ An Englishman, if he goes to
the Cape, to Australia, or to the Canadian Confederation,
can give his free and independent vote ; but only in his own
county, on his own soil where he was born, on the soil he
has enriched with his labour and the sweat of his brow, is
he denied the right, which in every other community of
Englishmen in the world, would be freely accorded to him.”
The navigation laws were then in force, and the East India
Company in. existence ; the Jews were debarred from their
rights, and in Ireland, five out of every six paid for the sup-
port of a church whose doors they never entered and whose
ministrations they never enjoyed.

It is claimed by many that, as a speaker, Bright is the
only one at present worthy to have a place beside those old
orators—Pitt, Burke, Plunkett, Fox and Sheridan. The
present Premier is more witty, probably a better debater;
Mr. Gladstone can certainly compose a more elaborate speech,
but neither are equal to him in some of the elements neces-
sary to a great orator.

When Mr. Bright took office in 1868, it was wondered
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how he could take the customary oath or kneel during the
ceremony. His religious seruples would prevent him, and
some, consequently, feared a difficulty. But our noble
Queen soon solved it. She said that the uay had long gone
past when Royalty, nobility or Farliament could bind men’s
consciences, and that she would vot reviveit. He, therefore,
werely made an affirmation, and that without kneeling.

Are we not safe in judging from his conduct in the past,
that Bright will, in the future, remain true to his principles?
He has, during thirty years, never placed j.arty or self before
his country, never placed power or profit before principle,
never shirked expressing his views when they were unpopu-
lar, and has always stood on the side of liberty and equality.
Can we doubt that when the acts and lives of the men of
our day shall have becom: history for the future, high
among the names of those men, whose memory Englard will
delight to honour for their noble adherence to principle and
equity, will be found that of John Bright ?

1. Ca31PBELL.

Phases of Life.

HE same object often presents very different appear-
ances when viewed from different positions. A city

or a wwn, entered from one direction, may givc to the
traveller a very different jinpression from that which he
would receive by entering it from another direction. So
also, the feelings with which we view an object seem to give
it a colouring, and to impress upon it somewhat of their own
character. Qur views of life, its pursuits and its objects, are
modified by both these circumstences. With regard to it,
we are constantly changing our position. We look at it
every day from a somewhat different stand-point. Our
feelings, too, are constantly undergoing change, and thus, the
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medium through which we view life being different, life
itself seems to have undergone some strange transformation.
The aspect which things present to us at different periods of
life is so completely changed, that we could almost fancy
ourselves renioved to a new sphere. To the child whose
mind is just opening upon the novel scemes which this
world presents, everything is interesting in the highest
degree, and nothing would be received with greater satisfac-
tion than the assurance that he might live for ever in the
midst of such interesting objects as press upon his attention
from every side. Novelty, which is at all times an elem:2nt
of interest, then clothes every object with peculiar attrac-
tions. The childish scenes in which he is then permitted to
engage seem delightful, but .ill more so do these appear
which are yet in the future, clothed with the enchantment
which distance yields. In youth we are full of life and
energy and happiness. Everything seems made to be en-
joyed, and we the creatures for whom all things are intended.
Then we are not ouly hopeful, but confident, with regard to
the future of li{e. We are fully persuaded that there is
greater happiness to be found in it than any have yet been
fortunate enough to discover, and we are determined to find
it and to enjoy it. To those who are just beginning life,
who have mnever felt “the ills that flesh is heir to,” this
world seems almost a paradise. It appears to be a place
where everything that is good is certain to succeed by the
use of proper means, where the right is sure to be rewarded
in every instance, and the wrong to meet with its due. The
world seems to be a theatre just suited to the exercise of
their faculties, and to the accomplishment of noble purposes.
They look anxiously forward to the time when they will
participate in the brilliant scenes to be there enacted, andin
which they expect to win at once honour and pleasure from
the exciting competition. They are conscious of strength,
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and can be ratisfied ouly when exercising it. They are
conscious of the capzeiby for enjoyment, and are contented
only when contributing to meet the demands which this
capacity makes upon them. They are conscious of desires
after honour and the approbation of their fellow-creatures.
These appear to be within their reach, and they enjoy the
excitement of the competition necessary to their attainment.

But as we advance in life, and begin to realize that our
powers are limited, and that circumstances frequently refuse
to be controlled, life begins to wear a more sombre aspect.
The bright colours begin to fade, and instead of the fairy-
land which this world seemed, it becomes a very hard
matter-of-fact kind of place. Now we can very easily be
persuaded that “ life is real, life is earnest,” and we are forced
to admit that things are not what they appeared to be a
short time ago. Though there is some happiness, some
pleasure, to be found in the world, there is also unhappiness
and much that is far from pleasant. Gradually our expec-
tations are modified. The present becomes more important
in our estimation, and we look forward to the future with
less confidence. We have met with disappointments, and
though partial success may have attended our efforts, it has
not been so complete or satisfactory as we had anticipated.
We begin to doubt the correctness of many of our first im-
pressions, and to modify opinions that we had leng cherished.
Faith grows weaker, and reason stronger. The airy castles
of youth are swept away by the breezes of circumstance, and
now we try to build a more enduring structure on a firmer
foundation.

But as life passes the noon, and begins to decline, yet
another phase is presented to our view. The changeable,
uncertain character of everything pertaining to this life,
begins to impress itself upon the mind. A kind of dissatis-
faction with the best that earth affords threatens to take
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possession of us, We seem to have reached that point from
which we are able to take in at one view all that the world
is able to do for us, and it seems very meagre indeed. Now
the brightness seems all to have faded from the picture, and
dissatisfied with the future, the mind, doubling upon itself,
turns again to the past in seaxch of that satisfaction which
seems to have eluded its pursuit. In the morning of life the
mind pursues a shadow which lures it towards the glowing
west; in the evening we find it reversed, and again it is
pursued until lost in the thickening shades of night.

R. CLARE.

“Tis Pleasant to be Missed.”

LWAYS and ever in our lonely home
We'll miss you darling,” and the gentle voice.—
A mother's—tremulous grew, and low and sad,
And the mute lips touched with a tender kiss
The snowy brow of her beloved child.

Tike a frail lily which the rude winds bend,

The gentle gixl bowed under this first grief

That touched her life. Then with a quiet smile—
Sweet as a sunbeam after rain, she said,

# ¢'Tis pleasant to be missed.” In my new home,
Amidst the wealth of happiness and love,
‘Which the sweet song of Hope foretells me
Shall be mine, I'll think of thee, my mother,
And the remembrance, sweetly sad, shall thy il
Through all my being—‘ there they miss me still’
And if my fond anticipations prove

But the day dreamings of an idle heart,

If Sorrow comes in any guise, to cloud

The mellow sunlight ¢f my coming life,

And, saddest thou<vhb of all, should those I love
Grow cr uel, and forvet me till my heart

Ts wild with agony, “and life becomes

A weary burden, then a thrilling voice

From the dear Inallowed past, shall softly steal
Through memory’s halls, and whisper lovingly,—

¢ We miss you darling,’ and my troubled heart
Shall find it baln and peace to think of this.”
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Time sped, and Sorrow’s cruel fect were stayed
Beyond the threshold of that fair abode

For many many joy-crowned yeaxs. At longth
There came a day when a grim shadow foll
Athwart the doorway, when the glorious light

Of joy died out, and gloom o'ershadowed all.
Death, with dire meaning in his glance, looked in,
And blanched the rcse-lip and the blooming cheek
Of her whose presence had been light and joy
‘Within the precincts of that happy home,

And he who kept so long and well his vow

To cherish her through life, stood pale and still,
‘Waiting the end, yet not with meck submission,
But in the greatness of a noble heart

Hiding each sign of agony, that so

He might not pain her, yet she know it all,

And, with the old-time smile of sweetneds, said—
¢ <'Ts pleasant to be missed;’ I scarce could die
Knowing that none would mourn for mo,

No tear fall on the sod above my grave.

Now I can say adieu with gladness, knowing
That this poor life has not been all in vain.

To some one, better for my brief existence,

My memory shall be sacred, and the joy

Of meeting on the shore beyond death's river
Shall be, even here, a gleam of future glory,
‘Which shall bless and brighten all his life.”

Miss M. SINCLAIR.

Poets of ¥ngland.

T is difficult to determine just what poetry is. Various
I definitions have been given, none of which, however,
are satisfactory. The popular idea that males it consist in
rhyme, is quite erroneous. Poetry is so far from consisting
in mere rhyme and gingles of words, in which young writers
so frequently indulge, that such writings are often destitute
of its first elements. On the other hand, much of our prose
is poetry. Much of Old Testament scripture is poetry in its
sublimest form. Whatever we may define poetry to be, it
is certainly indebted to imagination for its distinguishing
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characteristics. On this principle alone can ‘we explain the
otherwise inexplicable .phenomenon, that the ideas of all
nations in the earlier stages of their existence naturally
assurae a poetical form. The fierce and savage tribes of
Indians, who once roamed through our North American
forests, gave expression to their joy in songs of mirth, and in
the wild strains of fierce woe thev pucred forth their grief.
The barbarous Picts and Scots who wandered over the Cale-
donian hills were true poets—poets of nature. Perbaps it
is for this reason, that the Gaelic language is so well adapted
to poetry and oratory. It is not a phiiosophical language,
but it is certainly a poetical one. In poetry the early
Greeks and Romans excelled. To the poetry of Homer the
Greek language is indebted for much of its beauty. The
Roman, Spanish, French, and Italian langaages all owe their
distinctive characteristics to their respective poets. Chaucer,
Spenser, and Shalkspeare, in Eaglish, have done more for our
language than all other influences combined.

The first English poet of note that appears upon the stage
i Chaucer. He established a fame that forced its <vay
through the difficulties of his age, and increased with the
lapse of time, so that in the libraries of all liberally educated
men, the poems of Chaucer are found. He was born in the
year 1328, died 1400, so that it is only about five hundred
years since the rise of true English Poetry; and Geoffrey
Chaucer may well be regarded as the “Father of English
verse.” This was in the reign of Edward III. One hundred
and fifty-three years passed away after the death of Chaucer
before the next great poet arose; this was Spenser, the
bright and morning star of English literature, born in 1533,
in the most memorable period of English history—the reign
of Elizabeth.

The next poet of note who appears upon the scene is the
great Shakspeare. With reverence would we approach his
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memory. Praise from us ceems folly. As well might we
attempt to trace the forked lightning in its course, or still
the deep murmuring thunder, as to undertake to follow the
lofty soarings of this man of genius. Step by step, from a
poor buy, whose first verses were written on a gate post as
a “take off” on a country magistrate, he rose to the loftiest
eminen ¢ to which any uninspired man has ever attained.
Highest on the pillar of literary fame stands the name of
William Shakspeare. He seems to have read r-ankind-—all
their emotions of love and hate—with the eye of inspiration.
His knowledge of law is such, that we would be ready to
say he must have been a lawyer; of medicine he knows so
much, that we would call him a doctor; and heis so familiar
with the Scriptures, that we would say he must have been o
clergyman. Never in one man were $0 many and such
greatly diversified talents combined. Tun the lofty soarings
of his poetic flight, he reaches the very clouds, and in the
search after truth he probes man’s deepest heart. The
energies of the world seem to have been exhausted in pro-
ducing a Shakspeare. His name stands alone—stands peer-
less among the centuries.

The next great namwe is that of John Milton, the scholar,
vae reformer, and the notle Christian poet of the seventeenth
century. He was the most learned of all the poets. After
years of intense study and unwearied application he became
totally blind ; but while his buodily eyes were blind to all
carthly things, the eyes of the soul saw sights never before
revealed to mortal ken. He seems to have looked right into
spirit world, and to have discerned things almost too holy
for the gaze of mortals. In his “ Paradise Lost” he presents
hosts of angels in battle array. He makes the good and bad
fight in dire conflict, puts words into the mouth of God him-
self, makes angels speak, represents Satan urging the angels
to rebel, shews him in the conflict, shews him overthrown
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and fallen to the lowest pit, shews him seated on his great
irom throne, and tossing on the wild waves of the lake of
fire, still defiant, siill determined to have revenge. He
shews him coming to Eden to tempt the innocent and happy
Eve. He then, in “Paradise. Regained,” represents Christ
as victorious over all his foes, Satan and his host vanquished,
and Christ and his people trimwphant. For seven years
Milton laboured at the composition of his greatest work.
As one author has said, “ Awful though its tone is when the
glare of the fiery gulf falls upon its stream, or the noise of
battling angels shakes its shores, it breathes the sweetest
pastoral melody as it glides on through the green and
flowery borders of sinless Eden.” There is something grand
in contemplating the bLlind old man sitting, looking through
his sightless eyes upon beauties, which, when portrayed, have
delighted all mankind. He sat and dictated those glowing
and lofty strains, while his two daughters committed the
immortal words to paper. The great Milton died unap-
preciated ; but while his body sleeps in the tomb, his name
is embalmed and held sacred in thousands of hearts; and
until language shall be forgotten—until all taste for the
good and beautiful shall perish—until wrong shall be more
loved than right—will the name of John Milton be held
sacred.

Time would fail us to mention all the great English poets
—-poets of undying fame. The stern, almost cruel, Dean
Swift ; Pope, that “ Prince of the artificial school of English
poetry,” whose cutling satire is so well displayed in the
“Dunciad ;> Addison, who, by his blameless life in the midst
of an idle court, by his influence in refining che taste
of the times, and in encouraging by his genial criticism
the study of the master works of the past, did so much
good. We can only glance at Thomson, whose “Seasons”
every one has read, and whose “ Castle of Indolence” is
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“amiliar to many. The subject of the former comes home
to every heart, and in it is “ the first sign of that rool which
has in our age blossomed into such flower and fruitage of
delight in nature.” With brief words we must let him pass,
and pause a moment to notice the talented, though weak
Goldsmith, whose “ Deserted Village ” and “ Vicar of Wake-
field ” are known and read by everybody: True, the memory
of his reckless life casts a dark shadow on his name ; yet, as
Collier says, “no bad man could write a book so full of the
soft sunshine and tender beauty of domestic life, so sweetly
wrought out of the gentle recollections of the old home of
his childhood” The gay, fierce Lord Byron, Southey,
Shelley, Wordsworth, Moore, Hood, Miss Covk and Mrs.
Hemans, are all familiar as household words. To all of them
we are indebted for much pleasure and profit—to all of them
we would render our poor meed of praise. All honour to the
old poets of England; but in the midst of this brilliant
galaxy of poets, the hills of old Scotia claim a part. Dear
to every Scottish heart is the name of Robert Burns. Be-
neath the rough exterior of that Ayrshire ploughman there
beat a heart as true, and shone a poetic fire as bright, as the
world has ever seen. Burns was a true poet of nature; his
songs go home to every heart. What a charming picture of
everyday life is his “ Cottar’s Saturday Night;” and in his
“ Lines to & Mountain Daisy,” what tender lament and ex-
quisite cemparisons are presented.  Sad that one so gifted
should have iallen so low. Sir Walter Scott, also, we would
not forget thee. Thy “ Lady of the Lake” we love, and at
“ Marmion’s” feet we would cast the laurel wreath. The
Isle here claims a place, and no word of ours shall ever deny
that place. Proud are we to have descended from a nation
s0 rich in illustrious names.

It is said, however, that the day of great poets is past.
This is an error. While we have our own good “Poet-
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Laureate,” and our Awerican poet Longfellow, we dare not
say that the day of great poets is past. Alfred Tennyson
is, beyond all question, the first poet of the present century.

Long may the honours won by poets and sages adorn the
brow of the nation on whose throne sils the good Queer

Victoria.
Miss J. J. MCARTEUR.

How I pity every one on a hot day, more especially
myself (charity, you know, begins at homs).

HAD passed the day partly in the ice-house, partly in

the cellar ; had read Cap.ain Hall’s “ Explorations at -

the North Pole,” and had felt as if T could be very patient in

bearing the freezing vicissitndes of life in those icy regions.

But now the excessive heat over, the sun smilingly bade us

good evening, and I did not urge him to stay a little longer,
as I sometimes did a certain other “son.”

The shutters had been closed all day, probably to prevent
our enthralled spirits flying from their melting earthly
tabernacles ; but now as said tabernacles were much more
comfortable, the immediate danger was over, and back flew
the venetians, and in flew the cool breeze from the river.
Deliciously it stole around me. How every little curl on
my head vibrated with pleasure, and danced up and down
in ecstacy at its approach! Ah!sly breeze, you have a way
of making all yield to you. The honeysuckle against the
window gives up to you its sweetest perfume,and away you
bear it on your balmy wings. Ah! roguish breeze, and am
I to yield to your psrsuasion too? I see you are coaxing
me to come out to you. Who could resist your sweet, low
whisperings; and your sc = cool kisses? Where’s my hat ?
Ah! here it is—been made bend to circumstances, like
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the rest of us in this world. Wouldn’t mind people making
a fan of you, if’ they would’nt pull the strings off But now
Tm off too, away down the lawn to the river. Was there
ever such a night since the eve of the “ Feast of Roses?’’
How balmy, cool the air! How sweet the perfume of the
flowers! How musical the murmur of the water! The
moon outdoes even a Yankee jeweller in making the very
commonest rubbish lovk like silver. I know it is a sad
delusion: I know as wel' as Mx. Longfellow that,

¢ Things are not what they seem ;"

*. but Tknow, also, that nothing is more delightful than moon=
shine while it lasts, therefore I intend to enjoy it. Here is
at least one thing that is what it seems—a comfortable seat:
Just room enough for two (there’s only one i2-night though).
I have a beautiful sight of the river; the branches of the
maple bend over my patriotic head, and the blossoms of the
wild rose kiss the roses on my cheeks. Don’t think that T
am the originator of that little piece of flattery. I hadn’t
the slightest idew I had roses, until Charl—, there, I
won't tell you who told me so ; but I always believe every«
thing he says. I sit dreawing; my bodily eyes are turned
admiringly towards the vine-clad trees on Grape Island,
while my mind’s eye is turned very admiringly in a certain
other direction. I softly hum ths song,

¢ 0 come with me in my littie canoe,

Where the sea is calm, and the sky is blue.”
Suddenly I am awakened from my reverie, by the sound of
oars. Ilisten, as the plash of water grows louder and nearer,
and wonder whe the moonlight visitors can be. I begin to
feel quite like a heroine. I draw the vires closer round me,
aud sit quite still awaiting an adventure. There, the beat
shoots round the curve of the river; but instead of the
ferocious robbers or gipsies imagination had placed therein,
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I recognize in it two young gentlemen, whom I know to be
neither. One of them had indeed stolen a certain article of
mine, but I had entirely forgiven him, and had even made
him a present of the treasure in question. His eyes are
turned in the direction of our house, and though I know he
prides himself on being a first-class arsman, “a girl ” might
guide a boat better than he is doing now. Poor fellow, he
is a mathematician. Probably he is mentally solving a
question in “Compound Partnership,” or perhaps meditating
on that inexplicable “ Matrimonial Theorem.” (Pardon my
inaccuracy in algebraical expressions.) His companion, how-
ever, not possessing the same high tastes, seems decidedly
averse to having water thrown on wha% he does possess.
Struggling hard to satisfy the demands of gravitation, and
still to keep on the right side of the boat (the inside), he
exclaims, “ Charlie, my dear tellow, you are steering just a
little too far Helen-ward” Ah! Mx. Fred. Bumns, how I
wish I could make you smaxt for taking such punning
liberty with my name.

But now my curiosity is awakened. I watch the boat
as 1% makes its way to Grape Island. I see both figures
spring ashore. I see them lift out of the boat a heavy box,
and stoop down to examine its contents. At this point, my
curiosity darts from my eyes, and rons off at the tips of my
fngers, like electricity from a generating battery. One of
the figures on the isiand begins cutting stout branches from
the trees, and the other seems to be digging a pit. O, if
moonshine ever was desirable, it is so now; but, like many
other friends, her lunar majesty hides her face in the time
of greatest meed. Something exceedingly mysterious is
going on in the island; and, alas! I can only sce “men as
trees walking” Thé ceremony is finished at last, to the
satisfaction of the actors (aot to the satisfaction of the ob-
server, by any means). The boat is unmoored, and basking
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in the smiles of the now unveiled moon, it sails gently down
stream, glides round the curve of the river, and is lost to
sight.

I turn my eyes towards the scene of the late mysterious
proceedings. There lies the miniature isle, seemingly all un-
conscious of the mighty secret it holds. The last faint sound
of oars dies away in the distance. Deep silence has fallen
on the place. And now my woman’s curiosity becomes all
too much for me. As Virgil has it, “Tum vero ardemus
scitari el querere causas” My little boat, the faithful
Water-Witch, lies moored in the tiny bay below. In a
moment my resolve is taken; in another, the Water-Witch
is skimming over her native element in the direction of
Grape Island. .

That heavy box—what did it contain? What meant -
that gleaming spade 2 Thrilling stories of hidden treasures
whirl through my brain, though what Charles Halston could
possibly have to do with them somewhat puzzled me. He,
poor fellow, had told me again and again, that he had but
one treasure on earth, and I had reason to know that one
was not just at present on Grape Island, much less was it
buried.

The islanu is reached. I look cautiously around, and step
on shore; but as I noiselessly glide vowards the place where
tne violets grow, in order to get the spade kept there, I
become entangled in a perfect network of vopes and cords.
Ah! this is some of to-night’s strange doings; but my pen-
knife soon sets me at liberty, and I pause to look around. I
find a row of stakes, to which the ropes are attached. I pull
up several of them, then get the spade and begin aperations
on the ground, which has been recently disturbed. (Digging,
1 contend, is not an unladylike cccupation. Don’t you sup-
pose Eve helped Adam to dig the garden of Eden? And
wasn’t she the first Jady of her own day, and indeed of any
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other?) But I don’t believe the soil of Eden could have
been so hard as this particular part of Grape Island (if it
was, I pity Eve). On the surface it was loosened just a
little, but below this, “ferra firma,” still remained terribly
firm. I will examine those cords; perhaps they, like the
silken thread in the laoyrinth, will lead me out of this mys-
tery. They are fa-tened securely to stakes, then caught up
in the trees above, but further than this I cannot trace
them. I seize one of the strongest, and cautiously draw it
towards me. Quickly I see it rise from the water, and, lo!
at its extremity is » baited fish-hook !'—The cord falls from
my hand. I re-enter the boat. I am tived of mysteries: I
never did like them. I feel also a new sympathy for all
poor victims of the finny tribe. I seewn to reulize, as I never
did before, hew very disagreeable it is to be deceived by
baits and hooks. Oppressed by such moral reflections as
these, I had no desire to relate my adventure; and ere long
I sougnt the silence of my chamber, where “ thoughts might
come o’er me as they would.”

T am busily engaged in arranging the drawing-roomn
—even  drawing-rooms need arranging sometimes, and
what is more, they need some one to arrange them. (O,
that all old bachelors would take this thought home. It
might lead to their taking something else home some ‘lay.)
I have thrown open the window to admit the morning, breeze,
and in it comes, bedewed with the seng of birds, the perfume
of flowers, and the hum of bees. (I wonder if a bev was
ever a busybody thankless? I wonder if I ever was?) But
see, up the lawn, lum the river come two figures, discoursing
elegantly—rather emphatically, I should say. I wouldn’t
listen ; Oh, no, (listeners never hear any good of themselves)
but I can’t Lielp hearing. Nature has, unfortunately, pro-
vided me with facilities for doing so.

“ Children, you should never let yourangry passions rise.”
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Judging by Charlie’s voice, I should say his had risern con-
siderably above zero. “I say it was a downright shabby
trick. If I had the fellow that did it, T'd 7 Jush “vait
a moment, Mr. Charlie; perhaps you will have the “fellow”
that did it some day, so you'd better make no rash promises
of what you’ll do when that time comes.

I turn from the window, striving to put my mind in a
frame fit for sympathizing with the griefs of suffering
humanity. Oh, for a face as long as the moral law, that I
may succeed in this particular 1stance. Is there any harm
in sympathizing with the fish also ?

Miss E. CRAWFORD.

Does Poetry necessarily Decline with the advance
of Civilization ?

N Lord Macaulay’s essay on Milton, we find the position
I taken, that, “As civilization advances, poetry almost
necessarily declines;” and that superior mental culture, so
far from bieing an advantage to the poet, is one of his greatest
hindrances. We know that he is not exceptional in the
position he has taken; for other writers of distinction, axong
whom is Lord Jefirey, have maintained the same: yet we
cannot but feel doubtful with regard to its correctness.
Lord Macaulay admits that his statement is rather paradox-
ical; Lut he advances argument to prove that it is neverthe-
less true. He notices the facts that the poctical element of
a nation’s literature is the first to develope itself; that it
attains to a cobsiderable degree of perfection while yet
science is comparatively unknown; and that science and
philcsophy are only developed in an enlightened age. While
the truth of these statements is evident to every reader of
history, yet we fail to see that they afford any basis for the
conclusion, that with the advancement of philosophy there
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will necessarily be a decline in poetry ; that “in an enlight-
ened age there will be much science and philosophy, but
little poetry,” that “ in proportion as men know more and
think more, they will make better theories, but worse
poems.” That philosophy does advance with civilization,
1o one need doubt; but does its advancement involve the
decline of poetry? We fail to see how the culture and
refinement which promote the .one prove injurious, rather
than beneficial, to the other. While we think that no one
who lacks the patural qualifications can become a true poet
by culture, we are not at all prepared to admit that a
thorough education and a high state of social refinement
prove detrimental to the poetic art. On the contrary, we
think that the culture which is necessary to the full appre-
ciation of true poetry, is also necessary to its production.
Every other occupation advances with the civilization and
higher education of the people. Every other sphere of literary
effort is enriched by mental discipline. It is but natural to
expect tnat the growing efficiency of the power exercised
should ve followed by improvement in the work perform-
ed; and we fail to see what there is in poetry which
causes it so to clash with Nature's universal law. If that ex-
cellency of thought, purity of taste, and power of expression,
all of which are essential to true poetry, are to be found in
their highest perfection in the ages of ignorance and barbarity,
and decline as civilization advances, what is mental culture ?
what is social refinement ? and what arve their benefits? Yet
the statement that * the carliest poets are generally the best,”
Lord Macaulay calls, “ the most orthodox article of literary
faith.” One of the arguments which the author uses in
support of his position is, the effect which the poetry of the
early ages produced on the minds of the people. It is true
that the wild effusions of a fiery brain in an age when
superstition held the throme of reason, would rouse more
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terrib’- the minds of the people, than would any poem in an
enlightened age. But are we to ascribe this to the perfec-
tion of the poetic art, or to the uncultivated taste of a people
who knew no criterion of excellence but the wild agitation
of feelings harrowed by scenes of hoxror ¢ The anthor might
argue in the same manner, that because any commonplace
distribution of glaring colours on canvas would produce
livelier sensations in many an untrained mind, than would
an exquisite picture in that of a skilled artist, therefore the
ruder painting displays a higher perfection of the art. In
the early stages of literature, the most extravagant outburst
of an untrained imagination would, in all probability, be
preferred to the well-wrought imagery and chaste expression
of later times. So also would the common commingling of
sounds in music be more appreciated by the untrained ear,
than would the grander symphonies of Beethoven; yeta
true judge of music would decide very differently with
regard to their merit. In the same manner, though an un-
cultivated people might prefer the meaningless verses of a
ballad-monger to the choicest stanzas of Tennyson, yet no
person of good taste would come to the same conclusion ;
and we cannot think that Lord Macaunlay himself, though
he places the golden age of poetry in the past, would ex-~
change the choice thoughts and pleasing expression of the
poets of the last centuries, for the vague productions of
earlier times. ) .

The author advances another argument and says, that
“Janguage, the machine of the poet, is best fitted for his
purpose in its rudest state.” If the rudeness of language
only meant that rugged style which makes up in strength
what it lacks in beauty, the argumeni would be one of
force; but when we take into consideration that baldness
and vulgarity, so characteristic of language in its earliest
forms, and remember that on account of its poverty, the
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nicest shades of thought could never be expressed, we fail to
see how he, whose themes are the most ssthetic, can find
it the best adapted to his purposes.

The author again argues, that the progress of philosophy
involves the decline of poetry, because the mode of thought
necessary to the one is injurious to the other. This would
probably be true in the case of a single individual, as no
one can be truly successful in any one occupation who distri-
butes his power among many ; but when it is applied to a
nation’s progress, we think it proves faulty. It might as
well be argued, that because agriculture is now carried on
more ~fficiently and extensively than it was in the early
ages, therefore there necessarily is a decline in the mercan-
tile business, while, in reality, the one is the assistant of the
other.

He also speaks of the very thorough education that Milton
received—and it certainly was one of the first order—and
then, from the position that literary proficiency is a hindrance
to the highest attainments in poetry, he argues, that no poet
has ever triumphed over greater difficulties than did Milton.
If intellectual culture be detrimental to the poetic art, then
almost all poets of distinction have had to contend with the
same difficulty. How is it, then, that they so strangely
burst the bonds of their fate and soared to eminence, while
those who never had such difficulties to hinder their progress
scarcely ever rose above the common level ? Arguing frca
the same standpoint, we would legitimately conclude, that
the first attempts of a poet at metrical composition would be
his most successful ; yet this would not agrec with common
experience and observation. Is it ot more likely that the
training which enables us to perceive the beauty of thought,
would also cultivate the power of its conception and expres-
sion? We fail to see how that discipline which quickens
mental activity, gives breadth and energy of thought, grace
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and beauty of expression, can be a hindrance to him whose
themes are the most sesthetic, and who therefore requires
the rarest capabilities. We believe that there is much truth
in the adage, “ Poeta muscitur non fit," yet we as fully
believe that England’s poetry would never have sparkled so
brightly on her literary page, had her poetic talent been un-
aided by thorough discipline. And we venture to say that,
if it were not for that thorough culture, which Lord Mac-
aulay calls a poet’s hindrance, Milton's sublimest epics would
lack that highest ),..fection which their able critic so much
admires. We believe thata thorough education would prove
a benefit to poetry, by ridding the world of ruch contempt-
ible rhyme; and while it might lessen, to a certain extent,
the quantity of lyric poetry, yet, as a general rule, its quality
would be improved. We think that both poetry and phi-
losophy will be found in their highest degree of perfection in
an enlightened age; and that the thorough control over the
intellectual faculties, which severe discipline alone can secure,

cannot fail to have a beneficial influenco on poetic produe-
tions.

D. A. McGrecoxn.

A Canadian Autumn and Winter.

UIETLY, with stately step and solemn mien, she
Q came upon us. Her countenance was comcly, and
~a subdued gladness beamed from her lustrous eyes.
Amidst the rich profusion of her auburn tresses, a garland
of rare flowers, golden grain and mellow fruits, entwined
jtself, and fell upon the rich folds of her flowing drapery.
In one hand she held a goblet of sparkling wine ; in the
other her magic brush and pencil—for our Canadian Autumn
is an artist in her way, «nd loves to sketch wondrous pic-
tures and paint them in colours of exquisite hue. Green
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fields and sombre woods turn to living pictures beneath the
fairy touches of her mystic brush. Lavish of bright colours
and glowing contrasts, she never errs in her selections, but
out of infinite variety creates a picture of perfect harmony
and finish, The maple, the glory of our woods and the
emblera of our country, is an especial favourite of kLers.
Here does she bestow the choicest colouring, green and gold,
crimson and scarlet and brown, till each seems a gigantic
flower-stalk crowned with a myriad bloscoms.

But she does not linger long with ux. Touching earth
into a paradise almost too lovely for the abode of sordid,
unappreciative mortals, she departs, silently as she came.
Sadly nature mourns for her lost darling.

“Sounds are in the earth and ether,
Sobs and murmurs half divine.”
But she hears or heeds not—she comes not back.

But who is this blustering giant, with icy breath and a
mantle of pure and lovely texture? Ah! old Winter, thou
thought'st to steal unawares into Autumn’s forsaken do-
main, but we were to0 vigilant not to hear the hoarse mur-
mur of thy voice and the weird creaking of thy footsteps in
the ice-bound north.

Yet, with all his gruff ways, his stinging sarcasm and piti-
less outbursts of wrath, he also is a lover of the beauiiful.
His apparel is spotless as angel’s drapery, more delicately
and artistically wrought than Eastern monarch’s. Fringed
with pendants of purity, sparkling with gems, and draped -
with fantastic lace-work, it is in truth “a thing of beauty.”

Over the land he sweeps, scattering with bounteous hand
his priceless ornaments, covering unsightly objects from his
impatient gaze, spreading over earth a carpet woven in
theunknowncloud-land,decking whole forests with brilliants,
till tae enraptured heart breaks forth into songs ab the sight.

Cold he seems and cruel, yet there are warm nooks hidden.
c
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away in his wonderful heart. There are pleasant cusy fire-
sides and happy faces clustering around them, and the fire-
light’s glow in the shadowy room seems but a reflection from
their joyous spirits.

List ! Is that the silvery tinkling of merry sleigh-bells in
the distance ? How swiftly they speed over the new-fallen
snow in the light of the imperial moon, while a million of
“ sentinel stars” beam downward, as if angel eyes watched
lovingly through the open gates of the Heavenly city.

But time wears on, and Winter’s life is ebbing slowly
away. The tempests of his earlier days are hushed ; smiles
and sunshine beam over his wan countenance, and we find
ourselves wondering if he is in reelity the stern monarch we
once thought him. May his end be peace, and long may the
pleasant memories of his life linger in Canadian homes.

Miss M. SINCLAIR.

Wild Flcwers.

*WEET little gems that deck earth’s rugged brow,
When first to gentle spring bleak winter yields ;
No kindly hand your tender beauty shields,
And yet ere verdure clothes the cultured fields,
Ye bloom on mountain cold, and valley low.

How strange, the woodland chill should be your home!
That ye should blossom in & lonely wild !

That craggy rocks in wild confusion piled,

Should be a home for Nuture’s tenderest child—

Ye forest beanties on your mountain throne !

I've seen you when mid storm and tempest wild
Ye bowed and fell, with leaves all rent and torn,
And thought how I adversity bad borne :

My heart drank in the blackness of the storm :
Ye, crushed to earth, looked up again and smiled.

Your little lives so pure are not in vain,
Your tender forms in stainless beauty drest,
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Your calm repose, amid the world’s unrest,
Are words by which God hath Himself express'd,
And lead the seeking mind to Him again.

Fair family of God, your lovely forms

Make deserts like to Eden’s blissful bowers ;

In deep ravines and over mould’ring towers

Your beauty shines, like sunbeams, ‘'mid the showers,
Like wreaths of rainbow, ’mid the frown of storms.

Choice leaves in nature’s volume, in the hours
Of converse with you, the wrapt soul ascending,
‘With thoughts of you and the hereafter blending,
Looks up to yon bright world of bliss unending,
With the sweet prospect of unwithering flowers,

NEmo.

The Tyro is still improving. The leading article in the last
number, a commentary on the Lord’s Prayer, has many beautiful
passages. We are glad to record the success of our Canadian
brothers, and wish them still greater prosperity.— Western Collegian.

At a recent examination at a college not a thousand miles from
New York, the question, “Did Martin Luther die a natural
death " was cleverly answered, “No ; he was excommunicated by
a bull!"—Ex.

The Magenta publishes the following letter from President
‘White, of Cornell University, which corrects some erroneous ideas
concerning the lady students of that institution, as well as some
concerning co-educaticn in genersl:

New Yorg, Feb. 2, 1874.

Dear Sir,—I have heard of but a single instance, among the
young women of our University, of inability to keep up with the
cluss. As a rule, the young women average about ten per cent.
better on the examination papers than do the young men.

The one young woman who took a degree at the last commence-
ment stood easily among the first fifteen in a class of 2 hundred.

But the young women have done better than that; they have
raised the average of conscience and manliness and decency more
than ten per cent.

As to health, they seem quite as well as the young men ; cer-
tainly they present a smaller number of excuses.

I remain, very truly yours,
Axp, D. WaiTe,
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Selerted.

Giants.

IR,—In Public Opinion of the 24th ult, you gave
your readers a few very interesting particulars on the
subject of giauts, and if you think the following, on

the same subject, may also interest your readers, you are
quite welcome to insert the same in your next number.

But, let me state beforehand, that my giants are not his-
torical but traditional; and therefore neither you nor your
readers must be surprised to find your giants by the side of
mine as mere grasshoppers. However, since tradition, espe-

- clally Jewish tradition—the Talmud—is held by some %o

be more credible than both sacred and profane history,
the record of some traditional giants in your columns may
instruct some andvamuse all of your numerous readers.

In the Babylonian Taliud, tract Chaggiga, p. 12, col. 1,
we find the following account in which Adam was created.
Rabbi Eliezer says that the first man reached from earth to
the Srmament of heaven; but that, after he had sinned, God
laid his hands on him, and reduced him {o a less size, as we
read (Ps. exxxix. 5): “ And hast laid thine hand upon me.”
Rabbi Jehuda assarts that Raf had said the first man
reached from one end of the world to the other, for we read
(Devt. iv. 32): “Since the day that God created man upon
the earth, from the one side of heaven unto the other.” But
after he had sinned God laid his hands on him, and reduced
him to a small size, for we read (Ps. exxxix. 5): “ And hast
laid thine hand upon me.” On the words, “from the one
end of the world to the other,” Rabbi Salomon writes thus .
—*When he laid down, his head was in the east, and his
feet in the west.” .

The whole history of Adam according to the Talmud is
most rownantic; but now is not the time and here is not the
place for particulars except mentioning his size.

Next to our first parent we beg to introduce the giant Og,
the King of Bashan, mentioned in Numbers xxi. 33, &c. He
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is said to have descended from those angels who were cast
down from heaven, and who subsequently “saw the daugh-
ters of men that they were fair; and they took them wives
of all which they chose” (Gen. vi. 2). Hence he was one of
the giants called in the Bible Nephilim, from the Hebrew
word Naphal, which signifies to fall He survived the
Deluge. See Babylonian Talmud, tract Niddah, p. 61, col.
1. How and in what manner he was preserved during the
deluge, see Babyl. Talm., tract Sevachim, p. 113, col. 1. His
food, which Noah must have handed out to him from within
the ark, consisted of one thousand oxen, the same number of
every kind of game, and his drink was one thousand meas-
ures. See tract Sophrim, chapter 21, where it is further
stated that “Og hid Abraham in the hollow of his hand.
Upon a time Abraham scolded him, and fur fright a tooth
shook out of Og’s head. Abraham took the tooth and made
for himself a bedstead of the same. Some say he made of
the tooth an easy-chair for himself, on which he sat all the
days of his life.”

The following is also a literal translation of the Talmud-
ical account of the death of this monstrous giant, taken from
Bab. Talm.,, tract Birachoth, p. 54, col. 2 :—

“Concerning the stone (or rock) which Og, King of Bashan,
intended to cast upon the Israelites, I have learned from
tradition that he asked, ‘Of what extent is the ‘camp of
Israel 2’ ‘Three miles’ ‘I will go and pluck up a rock of
three miles in extent and cast the same upon them, and
destroy them.” So he went forth, and plucked up a rock
three miles in extent, and put the same on his bead. But
God caused ants to come upon it, and they made a hole in it,
so that it fell about his neck (for the hole was directly over
his head, and it would not otherwise fall than about his
neck), and when he was about to remove it, his teeth on
each side grew into it, and he could nov disengage his neck.
And this 1s what is written (Ps. iii. 7) < Thou breakest the
teeth of the wicked” But according to Rabbi Simeon, the
son of Lakish, it (this passage) is to be otherwise understood;
for Rabbi Simeon, the son of Lakish, hath said, *What is
that which is written: Thou breakest the teeth of the
wicked 2’ Read not Shibnrta, thou breakest, but Sherivafta,
i. e, thou causest to grow. What was the height of Moses ?
Ten ells. He (Moses) took an ox which was ten ells long,
and jumped up ten ells high, and struck him (Og) on his
ankle, and destroyed him.”
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In Talmud Babylon, tract Nidda, ;5. 24, col. ii., we read,
“that Ablx Saul, or, if thou wilt have it, Rabbi Yochanan,
hath said, ‘I have been a grave-diggsr, and did once run
after a deer which happenzd to run into the shin-bone of a
dead man. I ran three miles after the deer, but could not
come up with it, neither could I see the end of the bone.
On returning I was irformed that it was the shin-bone cof
Og, King of Bashan.’” :

Huving above aiinded to Ablraham, let us now give a
glanes at his size, for, vccording to the Talmud, he also was
a giant. In “Tract Sophrim,” chap. 21, on the words: “ A
great man anrong the Anakim™ (Josh. xiv. 15), we read the
following :—* That great man was Abraham our father, who
was teller than all the giants. By him who was among the
Anakim, or giunts, is meant Abraham, who was as large as
seventy-four men. And he did eat and drink as much as
seventy-four men, and was as strong as that number.”

Now, Sir, I have a few other giants in store for you, and
may introduce them to the public on some future occesion :
for the present I hope these three great men will sufficiently
show us by their size how little we are. I enclose my card,
and remain, Sir,

Yours,
—DPubliz Opinion. A. SRORT.

Mz. R. A. PROCTOR, one of the most charming of writers on
Science, and alse a most eminent scientific observer, in a
recent lecture on the sun, makes use of a sinile which brings
forcibly before us the great distance between ourselves and
the central body of our system, and also admirably illustrates
the great omparative slewness with which impressions
travel along the nerves, as compared with the rate of trans-
mission of light and electricity. “Let us suppose,” he remarks,
*an infant with anarm of the inconvenient length of ninety-
one millions of miles, who should streteh forth his hand and
touch the sun. His finger, of course, would be burnt; but,
so slow is the sate at which sensitive impressions are con-
vexed along the nerves to the brain, namely, about one hun-
dred feet i a second, that he would be about one hundred
and forty years old before he could be conscious of the fact.
If he trusied, cn the other hand, to the sense of vision, he
might discover the condition of his digit in the short space
of cight winutes, so mwuch more rapidly does light travel
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than nervous impressions. In any case, however, the mand-
ates of the will are transmitted along the motor nerves
more slowly than impressions by the sensitive nerves;
and hence it would be about one bundred and fifty years
more before he could withdraw his finger, aftcr he had dis-
covered its condition.”—Z&w.

“Not as I will.”

LINDFOLDED and alone I stand
With unknown thresholds on each hand ;
The darkness deepens as I grope,
Afraid to fear, afraid to hope:
Yet this one thing 1 learn to know
Each day more surely as I go,
That doors are opened, ways are made,
. Burdens are lifted orare laid,
By some great law unseen and still,
Unfathomed purpose to fulfil,
“Not as I will.”

Blindiolded and alone I wait ;

Loss seems too bitter, gain too late ;

Too heavy burdens in the lead

Aund too few belpers on the road ;

And joy is weak and grief is strong,

And years and days so long, so long :

Yet this one thing I learn to know

Each day more surely as I go,

That I am glad the good and ill

By changeless law are ordered still,
“ Not as I will.”

“Notas T will : the sound grows sweey
Each time my lips the words repeat.
“Not as I will:” the darkness feels
More safe than leht whea this thought steals
Like whispered voice to calin and bless
All unrest and all loneliness.
“ Not as I will,” because the One
‘Who loved us first and best has gone
Before us on the road, and still
For us must all His love fulfil,§

“Not as we will.”

' —Canadian Monthly.
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Eortortal,

LITERARY EDITORS:
R. CLARK. D. A. McGREGOR.

BUSINESS EDITOR:
S. S. BATES.

HE matter of the present number of THE TYRO has
been arranged and prepared for the press under
rather unfavourable circumstances. The literary editors
elected at the beginning of the term resigned, for reasons
best known to themselves, just when the work ought to
have been done. Most of the matter should have been in
the printer’s hands hefore the present editors were chosen to
take their place. However, we have done what we could in
the short time at our disposal, to make the present number
compare favourably with its predecessors. In it will be
wund 2 Jarger number of original articles by the students
than in any previous number; and though some of them
may not exhibit that classieal finish which is to be expected
from more mature minds and move profound scholars, yet,
we think, the fact that they are the students’ own produc-
tions will compensate, in the estimation of the majority of
our readers, for any lack in this respect.

With thic number the first volumne of THE TYRO is com-
pleted. We have therefore added an index for the benefit
of those who have preserved their nambers, and may wish
to have them bound. By all friends of tre Institute, and
especially by the students who have boen counected with
the school since THE TyRo has been published, such a
volume will be highly prized. 'When many years will have
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passed away, and the meimnories of early days are beginning
to fade, student life may be lived over again while perusing
its pages. Students especially should subscribe for and
presertve THE TYRo, and thus lay up for themselves a store
of pleasant memories.

Editoz_'ial Notes.

SiNcE our last issue, there have been stirring times throughout
the Dominion. We have passed through the excitement of a
general election, involving issues of the greatest importance to the
welfare of the Canadian people. 'Whatever party may hold the reins
of government, it has been clezrlyshewn that Canadians will expect
an honest administration of the affairs of the country. Usually the
questions which occupy the attention of the outside world, make but
a slight impression upon us, closed about as we are by college walls;
but, during the late political contest, our Reading Room was patron-
ized as it never was before.  The contents of the papers were eagerly
devoured day after day, and the progress of affairs watched with
intense interest. The effect npon ourselves has been a tendency
towards the discussion of political questions, and a greater intorest
in the affairs of the Nation.

THERE was more than usual interest tzken this term, in the
election of officers for the Adelphian Literary Society. Three
candidates for the office of President were in the field. The
supporters of each were very enthusiastic, and appeared to be
nearly equal in numbers. For three or four days before the
election, excitement ran high. Each candidate for office, was
favoured with three or four active canvassers who were thoroughly
in earnest, each being fully convinced that his man was the one
who ought to be elected. TFora time we breathed an atmcsphere
similar to that produced by a close political contest, end when
the votes were taken, we waited with breathless interest the
announcement of the results. The election over, and somé other
business being disposed of, the Members of the Scciety repaired
to the Dining Room to discuss an oyster supper. The President
elect presided very efficiently on the occasion, and numerous
toasts were yroposed and responded to very enthusiastically.
The speaking was of a high order, and a very pleasant time was
enjoyed.

EARLY in the term, we were visited by the measles. The first to
takeo them was onc of the young ladies, »nd soon & number of fair
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faces blushed in sympathy. In a short time the male department
was visited in & similar manner, and ten or twelve were compelled
to suspend study for a time. Three or four went home in con-
sequence, but we believe all are quite recovered.

Twice during the term our buildings have been in danger from
fire, both times from some defect in the arrangement of the hot
air flues. The first fire occurred in the main building. The floor
caught from the hot air register in one of the class-rooms, but as
there was a class reciting in the room at the time, it was immediately
discovered, and a few pails of water soon extinguished it. The
flues were thon examined, and the floors bricked round the registers
and we began to feel quite safe. But a week or two later, the
ladies’ building, which had been thought perfectly safe, as it was
built with the intention of heating with hot air, took fire from a
similar cause. But for the appliances at hand, provided for such
an emergency, the results might have been serious. The whole
heating apparatus has been thoroughly examined, the wood work
removed wherever there seemed to be danger, the floors bricked
around all the registers, and each building furnished with ex-
tinguishers in addition to the tanks previously on hand, so that
now we are about as safe from fire as human precaution can make
us.

Konoxa Disaster.—Our readcrs are all, no doubt, acquainted
with the particulars of the sad accident which occurred on the
Great Western Railroad, between London and XKomoka, on Satur-
day evening, February 28. On Sabbath morning we heard of the
accident, but could get no particulars; and knowing that our
fellow-student, Mr. E. Hooper, was on the train, we were in a state
of most painful suspense with regard to his fate, until Monday
morning, when we were greatly relieved by the news that, though
slightly hurt by throwing himself from the burning car, he escaped
without fatal injuries. Though after the excitement of the attend-
ing circumstances had passed away, it was found that his injuries
were more severe than they were thought to be at the time, we
are happy to be able to say that he is in a fayr way of recovering.

MR. A Sixcrair, M.A., resigned his position as teacler at the
end of last term, and Mr. G. C. Clift has taken his place as teacher
of French, German, &c. Already Mr. Clift seems to have won
the respect of the students, both as & man and « teacher.

Qur csteemed Principal, Dr. Fyfe, we understand, intends
spending a part of the summer in Europe. Through multiplicity
of labours he has been failing in health for some time past. We
trust the relaxation and change of scene may prove beneficial, and
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that he may return reinvigorated in body and mind, We shall
be quite willing to part with our Principal for a short time if he
may be benefited thereby. Few colleges are favoured with a
President who takes so great an intere<t L the individual welfare of
the students, and watches so solicitously over the interests of the
school.

In the early part of the term, the Judson Missionary Society
was favoured with an interesting address by Rev. W. H. Porter,
of Brantford. His subject was, «Missionary Life in Jamaica.”
He gave us a very pleasing deseription of the island from personal
observetion, having laboured there himself for a short time.

OV=R thirty of our theological students intend spending the fige
summer months on mission fields, anc. supplying vacant churches.

Rev. C. Goopspeep, of Newton Theological Seminary, Mass.,
U.S., has accepted a call from tte Baptist Church here, to become
its pastor. He expects to enter upon his labours about the first
of August. We hope his coming to Woodstock may prove a hless-
ing to the pastor, the church, and the town.

It is our painful duty to chronicle, in this number of the T%ro,
the first death that has taken place within our college walls, that
of our beloved teacher, Miss Sara L. Fancher. Her illness was
very brief, lasting only three days. We tender our Loart-felt sym-
pathy to the sorrowing parents, who within a few days have been
called upon to suffer a double bereavement—23liss Fancher’s only
sister having died a few days previously.

Communication.

We now present to our readers the letter from Dr. O. C.
Edwards, to which attention was called in our last issue,
and we feel assured that they will gladly avail themselves cf
his offered “services” while he conducts them “to some of
the places of interest in that tuoerosity of modern civiliza-
tion” He thus writes:—

. London, England,
EniTor oF TaE TvyrO. Jan. 2nd, 1574

My Dear Sir,—I am in receipt of the December number of gour
journal, and were I to comply with the request therein expressed,
your next ~dition would contain very little besides ¢ that letter”
which you promised your readers should contain & “fall accovut
of all the wonders” T have seen. Iam lodging at present in the
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vicinity of Bethlehem Hospital, or Bedlam, as it is commonly
called ; and I am certain that I should become an inmate of that
extensive institution which King Henry the Eighth founded, if I
attempted to give a jull description of all I have seen since I set
foot in England last May. T cannot possibly do it ; but if your
readers will accept my services as guide, I should be very pleased
to conduct them to some places of interest in London, this ¢ tuber-
osity of modern civilization,” as Carlyle calls it. Axnd now I am
puzzled to know where to begin, there is so very much here to
interest ; but I must begin somewhere, so I propose that we go to
Westminster Bridge, and T will point out the things of note to be
seen from it. Some one says, Why not go to London Bridge, we
have heard more of it? Yes; it had its existence before its
brothers higher up the river, but we will visit it another day.
Here we are on Westminster, and it is indeed an elegant structoxe.
It was completed in '62, and cost £216,000. It is notable fiom
the fact that its roadway is the widest of any bridge in the world.
[ts predecessor was the second stone bridge over the Thames, and
was completed in 1750. Looking up the river, we have, on the
right, the finest view of that magnificent pile, the Houses of Par-
liament ; while across the river, immediately opposite, stands St.
Thomas’ Hospital. As I am enrolled in its list of students, let me
give you a few facts connected with it. It is builé on a plan that
must commend itself to everyone’s common sense—that is, the
the pavilion style, which I mnoviced is being adopted in the new
Hospital at Edichurgh. It consists of seven detached blocks of
building, four stories high, and 125 feet apart, with a corridor
running the whole length of the building. ¥You have thus, as it
were, seven separate hospitals. Disease can thus be isolated, and
ventilation is far better than in the old style of building in a
solid block. It covers 8% acres of ground, cost £500,000, and can
accommodate over 600 patients. It was opened in 71, by the
Queen in person. I think I am correct in puiting it down as
being the finest hospitel in England, certainly it is the finest in
London. The father of the present St. Thomsas had its origin in
1701, in High Street, Southwark ; while its venerable grandfather
extended its arms to London’s suffering sons, away back in the
year 1213.

The pect Wordsworth was charmed with the view from Shis
bridge at sunrise ; and in his sonnet commemorating that event,
expresses his conviction of its beauty thus:—

9 ¢¢ Barth hath not anything to show meve fair.”

T cannot vouch for the truth of the statement. I -vasnever present
on the occasion of Sol forsaking his couch; but £ have seen him
from the bridge show his face for the first time, about noon, and
nresent an appearance very similar to that of certain individuals
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who come out at that time of the day. In those days of dense fog
which we have, the king of day always appears as if' he had bLeen
entertained by Bacchus the night before. As he treads his way
he has a smudgy, dried-up appearance, and on every feature of his
face seems to say, “ Brandy and soda—quick !”

And now I want to show you the two embankments that have
been lately built, and which have added greatly to'the beauty of
the city. That one on the left, extending uy. as far as Vauxhall
Bridge, is known as the “ Albert ;” while, it you will look down
the river you will see one, on your left, similar to the first, which
is called the ¢« Vietoria.” This last extends as far as Blackfriars
Bridge and the Temple, but a curve in the viver prevents you see-
ing the other end of it. The ““Victoria ” consists of a solid granit~
wall, 8 feet thick, 40 feet high, and 7000 feet long, and the space
gained from the river varies from 200 to 450 feet in width, and
amounts to about 30 acres. There is thus afforded a splendid
drive and promenade. It is decorated at regular intervals with
trees, and gas lamps supported by posts of a very pretty design.
1t is enchanting to look from this bridge at night, and see how
exceedingly beautiful these embankments are Iit up—a mighty
illumination. These embankments, like the royal personages after
whom they are named, are separated only by a river, and the river
is bridged.

Yonder are the Houses of Parliament. They are open every
Saturday to visitors. I have not space to enter into e minute
description, but will give you a few facts about the House
of Commons. I think our chamber for the Commons, at Ot~
tawa, much better, certainly it is more commodious, and the
members have better desks, than those nature has given them,
to write upon. The room here is much too small, both for
members and spectators ; aud on any night of importance there
is always a crush for seats. I was present on one occasion
during last session, and witnessed the pelitical pugilists in this,
the world’s great arena. I heard Gladstone make a short speech,
but the leader of the Oppositior was absent that evening. The
members always sit with their hats oo, and simply remove them
when they rise to speak. (It must come very natural to John
Bright.) The seats provided are not separate chairs, but benches,
and they have to squeeze out or in. I was struck with the
thorough gentlemanly demeanour that pervaded all their delibera-
tions, but a number of the speakers have a tiresome singy way of
speaking. I suppose they were high-church men, and could not
be blamed. By an announcement, as sudden as an earthquake,
we were informed last Saturday morning, that the present Paxlia-
ment was dissolved, and so, like you in Canada, we are about to
pass through a general election. I hope to see the results, and
bear what the results have to say, when the next session opens.
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But, to go back to the house, ladies are not admitted, They have
been excluded since 1738, but there is a small gallery above the
reporters for them. It is, however, sopavated from the main room
by lattice work ; and so, during the debate, you see bonnets bob-
bing about, and eyes peering through ; and I expect many a feeling
of disapproval is expressed inregard to the havsh rules thiat exclude
them ; for, perched where they are, they can certainly hear very
little that is said.

In leaving the House, you pass through Westminster Hall.
The Law Courts are on the western side. This hall has witnessed
many a scene of interest. Here Cromwell was installed Protector,
and some years later it saw the brave old puritan's head decorating
a pole. Here Charles the First was tried by his own subjects
and condemned ; here took place the rial and acquittal of the seven
Bishops ; while in later days it witnessed, among other things, the
famous trial of Warren Hastings ; and since last April it has been
visited by hundreds from all parts of the world, anxious to gain
admission to the court-room, where the would-be Sir Roger C. D.
Tichborne is being tried, or at least to get a sight of the world-
renowned man. Ere this reaches you, the jury will have served
their time, and the verdict will be given.

And now I will just call your attention to one other point of
interest to be seen from the bridge. Up there on the left, above
the Hospital, you see an old red brick tower, certainly not attrac-
tive for its architecture ; butit will become attractive to you when
I tell you, that in it the Lollards were confined. Adjoining it is
a very old chapel, built by Archbishop Bonifuce in 1244 ; and in
that chapel is an oaken screen, placed there at the direction, and
bearing the arms, of that Right Reverend old villain, .Lrchbishop
Laud. The tower and chapel are part of Lambeth Palace, the
residence of the Archbishop of Canterbury since the 13th century.
But there, I see you are delighted with the sound of that bell, and
that beautiful clock-tower, connected with the Parliament Houses,
has elicited your admiration; so I musteay a little about it and then
close. We are told (and I find a sweet relief in believing cvery-
thing I'm told in visiting places of interest), that the present clock-
tower stands on almost the same site as the clock-tower built in
the reign of King Edward the First. ¢‘The expense of the original
tower was defrayed from a fine imposed on Ralph de Hingham, a
Chief-Justice of England. Its intent was, by the clock striking
continually, to remind the Judges in the neighbouriug courts to
administer true justice, they recalling thercby the occasion and
means of its building.” The dial in the now standing tower is 30
feet in diameter, and is the largest in the world, and—no, I have
said enough.

T trust you have enjoyed our first excursion, and I shall be very
pleased to conduct you somewhere else somne other time.

Yours Institutely, 0. C.E.
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Among our Exchanges.

Before the days of railways and telegraph lines, people lived
and died and scarcely knew there was a world beyond che hills
that encircled their native glen.. So before the days of college
papers and magazines, students toiled on almost oblivious of the
fact that, beyond the walls of their own Alma Mater, other col-
leges existed and other students toiled ap the hill. Now, how
different ! We snatch a moment from our toil, and, taking up an
exchan 2, perhaps from a sister Province, perhaps from a Southern
State or the Pacific slope, and—lo! those far-distant speak to us.
‘We learn that others too ave by-times stambling over Greek roots,
and that others too, in spite of brave struggling, are sometimes
painfully reminded of Sisyphus and his stone.

Theé man who neglects to iningle with his fellow men becomes
parrow-minded and crotclety; so the students who publish no
paper, and hold no intercsurse with fellow-students, will become
narrow in their views and dogmetical. Hence we perceive one of
the many advantages of a colivge paper.

We-—if we credit the kind notices we have seen from time to
time in our exchanges—think Tke Zyro has improved since its
inception, two years ago. And, rising from the perusal of these
exchauges, we think progress is certainly necessary if we would
keep pace with the growth of college journelism. In those two
years there has been a rapid improvement in such publications,
both in tone and in matter. Many that once were filled with
articles of only local importance, and wit that had not spice enough
to live beyond the school where it originated, are now entering
upon a wider field, and discussing more general and important
questions—questions that are intimately cornected with the well-
being of society ; and they are making themselves felt, and that
for good. Time was, when, if these publications encouraged stu-
dents to write, that they might improve themselves, their friends
were satisfied ; but now that the college press has shown itself
possessed of power, they are not satisfied unless it is exercised for
the good of society.

First, a word about our Canadian College exchanges. When
The Tyro was first published, there was—so far as we »re aware—
only one Canadian College paper in existence, viz., T%he Dalkousie
Gazette.  Now there are several.

The University Gazeite, published by the students of the McGill
Colleges, Montreal, ranks high ; is sound and good.

The Aurora, Albert College, Belleville, Ont., No. 1, in making
its bow, says, ¢ It is gratifying to know that there is a growing
desire for a purer literature.” This may be literally true; but
when we consider that the increase in a class of literature that The
Aurora would not call pure is much wore rapid than any other,
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and that there must be a demand, produced by & desire, to occasion
this increase,—we may well question the above quotation. We
make the remark because we must not lose sight of evils if we
wish to combat them. However, 7%e Aurora upon the whole is
good, and a credit to Albert College. .

Queen's College Jowrnal, of Kingston, is hardly up to the stand-
ard, especially in appearance.

Only the first number of the Galt Collegiate Times has reached
our sanctum.

In this connection we may notice the Ontario Teacker. It is
ably edited, and, especially to teachers, very interesting and profit-
able. It supplies a want long felt by teachers, and one that never
has, and, under existing ci~cumstances, never can be supplied by
the Journal of Education. Its criticisms upon some of the text-
books of our public schools, especially “ Christian Morals,” ““Agri-
cultural Chemistry,” and “Davidson’s Animal Kingdom,” we
hesrtily endorse. The public voice should not cease to be heard
until all such works are banished from our schools.

Turning to our exchanges from over the lines, we find that the
discussion of the co-education question has in many instances given
place to experiment. We are gratified to learn that, wherever
women have been admitted upon equal terms, they have taken a
standing if anything above the average, have not gratified manv who
opposed this innovation, by breaking down in health, and havo =
all cases raised the tone of the institutions. This is as we expected.

The principle theme of discussion at present is Inter-collegiate
Contests. The thoroughly independent character of the Colleges
in the States—they having no fixed standard, and hence no pos-
sible means of estimating the comparative value of a title from
any one of them—has long been felt to be a disadvantage. The
desire to remedy this has given rise to two movements : « conven-
tion, if such it may be called, of professors from several Colleges,
and the attempt by the students o establish what they term Inter-
collegiate Contests. From the first we believe but little good has
been derived. While some are discussing the pros and cens of the
second, others are preparing to practically test its utility. In the
East, arrangements have been made for “a contest in Oratory,” to
take place in New York, January, 1875. The West will also held
one at Galesbury, Ill. According to the programmes, there will
be valuable prizes offered to competitors from the different Col-
leges, not only in oratory, but in essay writing. Though no
arrangements have thus far been made, yet we understand that
they will in time establish 2 competition in the many branches of
a liberal education. If it extend thus far, it may in future become
a great central standard to mark degrees of excellency in scholar-
ship. Then its awards would become valuable indeed, and the
titles it confers would supersede those of many Colleges whose
standards are now dubious.
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Then they would have a system corresponding to ours, or to
what ours was designed to be. When Toronto University was
established, the intention was to have there not a college where
instruction would be given, but only an examining board, to which
students from all colleges could come to be examined, to compete
for prizes, and receive degrees; a board that would be a well
known and respected standard for the whole country. But now
the members of that board have become teachers in University
College, and students from other colleges justly complain, for every
one knows, that those who have been taught by the examiners them-
selves, have the advantage. This grievence, however, is being
removed, and we hope it will soon disappear entirely.

Since our last issue we have received several mew exchanges,
conspicuous among which is the Chi-Phi Quarierly, published at
Carlisle, Pa., in the interest of a secret society called the Chi-Phi
Society. The magazine is good in its matter, but in our humble
opinion it advocates a system that is productive of more evil than
good. We strongly condemn secret societies in Colleges. Their
friends say they are to do good. Is there likely to be any move-
ment for good in which the faculty will not be interested? Can
we find a school, whose teachers are not its best and raost zealous
friends? Why then must plans for the good of those schools and
their students be kept secret from the teachers? We cannot
answer.

The Dartmouth, from Hanover N. H., is to hand. “Webster
at Home,” is good, and gives us a view of a particularly interesting
phase of that great man’s life. But “That Fiddle” in Jan. No.!
‘We beg tocriticise that article. In the first place, “That Fiddle” does
not belong to Dartmouth. We have heard it too often in our own
school to be mistaken. The writer has described one of our
fiddles, and personated one of our fiddlers, and has not told the
truth either, for the fiddle has not been sold, but still keeps on the
even tenor of its way. It lives, oh how long! We hope the
writer will repent.

The College Olio and Acfa Columbiana are new faces, anc good-
looking ones too.

The Seminary Budget comes from the young ladies of Sacramen-
to, Cal. It is neat, tasty, readable, good, and now that we arve on
speaking terms with these young ladies, we hope they will speak
often.

We also acknowledge tbe receipt of the following :—Z%e
Bates Student, College Herald, Tripod, Vassar Miscellany, Targum,
Dalhousie Gazette, Kansas Bvangel, Virginia University Magazine,
The Owl, Niagarensis, Madisonensis, Cornell Era, Annalist, The
Packer Quarterly, College Express, College Journal, Central
Collegian, The Hesperian Student, dmerican Journal of Insanity,
Miami Student, College Argus, Trinity Tablet, Denisorn Collegian,

D
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University Record, Western Collegiun, Stephen’s College Chaplet,
Dickinsonian, Faposite. Woodstock Sentinel, Review, The Alumni
Journal, Delaware College Advance, The Lehigh Journal.

Personals.

Rev, Alex. McDonald, our Maunitoba missionar Y, has returned
to this part of the Dominion for a short time, and is now engaged
in presenting to the denomination the claims of that 1nte1esmw
field. 'We are pleased to learn that he is meeting with success.

Rev. J. J. White, of Avoca, has accepted a call to Friendship,
Allegany Co., N.Y.

Mr. D. W. Tr oy is teaching in the High School, Welland, Ont.

Mr. C. Eede is secretary of the Y. M. C. A, Woodstock, Ont.

Messrs. G. B. Davis, J. E. Frith, J. B. McEwen, and A. Best,
are teaching school.

The competitors for the prizes in clocution at the close of the
present term are W. Tapscots, J. M. White, S. S. Bates, E.
Hooper, G. Mason, H. Speller ari J. Trotter.

Marriages.

By the Rev. C. Y. Snell, Mr. Warren Schell to Miss Catherine
Mabee, both of West Oxford, Ont.

By the Rev. Mr. Philott, Mr. V. 0. Weed to Miss B. Brush,
both of Austin, Texas.

By the Rev. 1. L. Davidson, D.D., Mr. John Miner, of New
York, to Miss Ada F. Raymond, of Guelph, Ont.

Obituary.

On the afternoon of Monday, 16th March, for the first time in |
the history of the Institute, the sombre hearse drove slowly from
the premises, followed by a long and sorrow-stvicken train of
teachers and students,  Its meluncholy office on this occasion was
to bear to the Railway Station the mortal remains of Miss Sara
L. FancHER, who had, since the comimencement of tie school
year, been connectcd \\’lt]l the Institute, as teacher of drawing and
painting and assistant in music.

Miss Fancher was the youngest daughter of Rev. Bela and Mrs.
Fancher, of Homer, Michigan. Her father has long been a
highly respected minister of the Presbyterian Church, and for
many years has held the responsible positivn of State Superinten-
dent of Education. An uncle of Miss TFuncher’s, by her mother’s
side, is & missionary of many years’ standing in Persia, and another
relatlve, a great-uncle, if we mistake not, now venerable through
age and toil, bas for thirty or forty years been labouring for the
Muster in the Sandwich Islands.




7 i & &

1874.] OBITUARY. 285

Miss Fancher’s parents had spared no pains or expense in the
education of their danghter. From her carliest years she had heen
placed under the instruction of the best masters within reac ., in
music, and only a year or two previous to her coming to Woud-
stock, she had finished the prescribed course at the Kalamazoo
Young Ladies’ Seminary. There was, we believe, no other neces-
sity for her engaging in t2aching than that imposed by that desire
for active lubour and usefulness, honourably characteristic of so
many American ladies. She had been recommended for the
position in the Institute by Miss Dorr, the governess, her former
teacher at Kalamazoo, and a warmly attached and devoted /riend,
upon whom the sudden bereavement has fallen with crushing
weight.

The train of family sorrews which has now culminated in the
death of Miss Fancher, has been of & peculiarly sad and touching
character. The only son of the fumily died a few years ago,
after an illness brief as that whizh has just had so melancholy
a termination, while serving in the army. Mrs. Fancher
had recently been summoned to the death-bed of the elder daugh-
ter, at Jacksonville, Florida. It was while on her sorrowful
homeward journey, accompanying the remains of this daughter te
St. Poul for burial, that she received the telegram announcing the
sudden and unexpected death of the only surviving daughter.
The afilicted father, hastily called by telegraph on Sabbath, had
reached Woodstock on Monday morning, a few moments after his
daughter had breathed her last. and had been obliged to telegraph
the sad news, thus compelling the heart-broken mother to leave
her other daughter to be buried by her husband in St. Paul, while
she hurried back to ber home in Michigan to meet the procession
which brought the melancholy proof that she was now trebly
bereaved and childless.

Miss Fancher had heard the news of her sister’s death about the
time she was seized with the sudden chill, which was the premoni-
tion of her fatal illness. Whether from the effecis of this deep
sutrow, or froia some other cause, her physical powers, though she
was usually active and energetic, seem never to have rallied in any
vigorous effort to throw off the disease. She sank steadily and
rapidiv from the first, and at no time, after becoming seriously ill,
wes she able to converse, or to summon mental activity sufficient
i+ .ore than a mere monosyllabic answer to a question.

Her death is deeply lamented by a large circle of loving friends
in her native town and its vicinity, and though her residence
amongst us has been brief, her amiable and obliging disposition,
her unaffected sincerity, her native kindness of heart, and the
piety and worth of her character as a Christian, had endeared her
to the hearts of those with whom she was associated. The sym-
pathy of teachers and students with the afdicted and sorrowing
parents is deep and sincere, and many a fervent prayer has, we
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doubt not, been offered in their behalf, that the vich consolations
of the gospel—the only but the allsufficient consoler in these
deepest depths of human sorrow - may be abundantly theirs.

Muyrcany.—Died, Nov,, 1873, Rev. M. Muleahy, late pastor of
the First Buptist Church, San Francisco. The deceased was
formerly a student of the Canadian Literary Institute, and will be
reniembered by many who were acquainted with him during col-
lege days.

Jauesox.—Died, while absent from the Institute during last
Christmas holidays, M. Jameson, of Onondaga, Ont. By his
genial disposition, Mr. Jameson made many fiiends in the short
time he was with us, and it is with feelings of sadness that we
record his death.

Avin.—Died on Jan. 29th, 1874, AMiss Marian Auld, of
Delaware, Ont., formerly a student of the Institute, Itis with
sorrow that we hear of the removal by death of on2 after another
of our college acquaintances. Here we shall meet no more, but
we hope to meet in the heavenly home, where death makes no
breaches, and partings are unknown,

N R A
Alumni Meeting.

The Triennial Meeting of the Alumni Society is to be held on
Tuesday, the Tth inst. A Dinner is to be served in the Institute
Dining Hall, at Three o'clock in the afternoon ; and in the even-
ing a Literary Entertainment is to be given, consisting of Orations,
Essay, Scientific Paper, &¢. We undastand a Jarge number of
the Alumni intend to be present, and a very interesting time is
expected.

Commencement Ezxercises.

At the close of the present term three students, Messis. John

MacLagan, Georze F. :icbertsen, and T. Williamson, graduate

from the Theolomeal department.  After spending 2 number of
vears with us in preparing for Jife's work, they now enter more
folly upen 3*.  We hope that abundant success may crown their
Iubours. The subjects of their graduating addresses are s follow :
—Mr. MacLagan, “ The Elements of the Power of the Pulpic ;*
Mr. Willizonson, = Christianiwy, the Great Teacher : 7 Mi. Robert-
son, * The Bible the Friend of Liberty.”

The following is the Valedictory Hymu. composed by Miss M.
Sinclair :—

Sadly hingering on thy threshold, And our hearts furget their manhood,
Cherished home of happy years, + Beating with a hitter pain

Sacred memorics throng around us, - For the years of joy that vanish,
Till cur eyes are dim with tears, Never to return again
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From afar a troubled moaning, ; Farewell! scenes of past endearment ;

2.3 of tempests, passeth by, Farewell! dreams of rtst and peace ;.

And we tremble lest the storm-cloud| Gladly gird we on our armour

Sweep across our summer sky ; "Lill the reigm of sin shall cease:

While the thoughts of peace and glad-| ‘Till our flay shall wave victorious
ness, Qver every land and <ea,

That have ballowed other times, ““ Victory for King Immanuel !

Lure us back within these portals, 1Shall our thrilling watchword be.
‘With their mournful music-chimes.
Lot a crown of life awaits us,

Hark! the sound of martial conflict, | Golden harp and victor's palm—

*Tis Immanuel’s conquering band In our home in the Eternal ;
‘Warring with the hosts of Satan, And the voice of solemn psalm,
Sweeping error from the land. Rolling o’er the plains of glory,
Here and there a falling soldier Shall ﬁ)c wondrous story tell,

Shows the struggle fierce and long; ' How Jehovah's armies triumphed,
Yet we linger ! Haste, O brothers! : How the hosts of Satan fell !
Fill the ranks, ye brave aud strong.

The Standings—Fall Term, 1873.

The names given in the following stwndings do not embrace all
the members of the classes, but only those in A" that is, those
who have averaged, in all the examinations of the term, between 66
and 100 per cent.

SECOND YEAR.

ARITHMETIC.—H. H. Beam, A. 0. McKee, J. E. Frith.

AvLceBrA.—H. H. Beam, A. 0. McKee, Miss Macklem, . W.
McKee.

BriTrsn History.—S. S. Bates, Miss McArthur, J. M. White,
J. H. Best. 4. Best, J. Zeran, T. Luckens, W. J. Wallace, A. N.
Gray, J. J. Baker. Miss Barker, J. E. Fritk,—Carey, J. Trotter,
Miss Fisher.

Excuisn L1TERATUCRE~—W. Wallace,—Hillis, T. Urquhart.

Roymax History.—T. Trotter, A. H. Rodwell, G. F. Baldwin.

OuTriNES OF History.—A. Best, D. S. Sager, J. E. Frith.

Acric Lruoral CaeMistrY.—H. H. Beam, J. E. Frith, L. Sove-
reign, G. Carxington, Miss E. Brown, D. M. Culver.

Latiy, Cesarn—IL Campbell, J. J. Baker, G. Wittet. A. Q.
McKee, G. W. McKee, S. C. Keeteh, J. Zeran, Miss F. Crawford,
‘W. O. Franklin.

Latix Graoniar.—A. O. McKee, J. Zermn, J. J. Baker, G. W,
McEKee, Miss F. Crawford, G. L. Wittet, D. A. Nelles, S. C
Kceeteh.

Fmst Greex.—J. M. White. 1. P. McPherson, J. J. Baker,
TW. Nesbitt, J. Zeran, S. C. Keeteh, G. L. Wittet, E. Hooper, C.
Y. Snell; T. Howland. -

Excrisu CoxrosiTioN.—(Ladies), Miss E. Pavey, Miss H. Carroll
Aliss K. Meriman, Miss E. Little, Miss J. Fitch, Miss E. Fitch,
Miss Beemer.
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Excrisu Cosrosttiox.—(Gentlemen), G. A, Brush, W. MNesbitt,
J. Zeran, J. Caweron, A. U. MeKee, G, W. McKee, P. McKillop.

THIRD YEAR.

ALceEsra. —G. F. Baldwin, E. Cameron, S. S. Bates.

Geoyerry.—D. A. Nelles, E. Cameron, H. Beam, W. Clingy
R. McKillop, T. Trotter, J. M. W’hite, Miss E. Crawford, H. M.
Bauslaugh, T. Lockhart, D. A. 3icGregor, W. Nesbitt.

Cummmr —T Lock.x.nrt Miss M. E. Smyth, W. McGregor,

D. A. Nelles, W. Hillis, J. D. Owen.

Haxivrons History.-- 1. C.unpln 11, A. H. Bodwell,

Grectax History.—8. S, Bates, E. Cameron, RR. McFillop, W.
McGregor.

Latixy VirerL—W. 3cGregor, T. Trotter, D. A McGregor,
E. Cameron. R. MeKillop, G Oliver.

Lamiy Prosg Cox:ositiox.— W. McGregor, 4. H. Bolwell, E.
Cameren,

Houexr's 1L1ap, Book 1.—W. McGregor. G. . Baldwin, E.
Cameron, T. Trotter, C. C. MeLaunn.

Gresr Gradxmar.—W, McGregar, rotter.

Finst Frexca: —Miss MeArthur, I Campbell, Miss H. Bowlby,
B. Binghaw. Mirs Sovereign, A. H. Bo tweli, Miss Merrill, G. W.
Cameron, R. McK lop, T. Trotter, W. Nesoitt, G. F. Baldwin.

Mextal Puainosoriv.—D. A. McGregor, Miss E. Crawford, R.
McKillop, 8. C. Keetch.

Excrisn Cowrositiox.—(Ladies; Miss MeArtbur, Miss E.
Crawford.

ExcLisu Compositiox. —{Gaatlemen) G. Oliver, (J. E. Frith,
A, H. Bodwell), (Lockhart, J. Trotter), C. C. McLawrin, {A. Best,
. Hillis). (—Luckens, . Ctumeren), W. McGregor, G. Evercon,
J. H. B &, L. Sovereign.

-y

FOURTH YEAR.

ALGEBRA.— D. Reddick.

TRIGONOMETRY. —N. Wolverton.

NaTURrAL PHiLosorEY.—J. E. Frith, H. Beam, ¢ J. Jamieson,
Miss Sovereign, W. O. quklm, Miss H. Bowlhy.

Laty, Livy, Boox V.—i. Grant, N. Wolverton.

LATIN, Vmcn. Book VI.—I. Campbell.

GREBK, Xexorios Book V.—X. Wolverton.

GerMAN.—)iss E. Crawford, Miss K. Merriman.

GEroLoGy.—G. L. Oliver, C. Y. Suell, C. & McLaurin.

Meraruysics.—F. Dann, C. C. McLaurin.

FowLER'S ExGLISH Lancuace.- G. L. Wittet, N. Wolverton,
D. Reddick, G. F. Baldwin, D. P. McPharson, D. A. McGregor,
C. Y. Snell, A. H. Bodwell, E. Hooper.

Excrist Comrosition.—N. Walverton, T. Howland, S. O.
Wood, G. Mason, C. Y. Swell, I. Camplell, G. L. Wittet 3. C.
Keetch. G. F. Baldwin. S. S. Bates, E. Honper.




