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THE HUMOR OF BURNS.
(By . J. McCabe.)

* The poet in a golden clime was born,
With golden stars above,
Dower’d with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn,
The love of love.”
iTH such was ever mortal man more generously endowed
than the poet Burns? In order to thoroughly appreciate
the genius of the Scottish Bard we must study his
environment. Born in the crisp aitmosphere of a rigid Calvinism,
handicapped by the depressing grind of poverty, his poetic
genius left to expand on a cold and wind-swept moor, far from
the stimulating influences of scholastic life and kindred souls, we
wonder why he was not one of those in whom,

<« Chill penury repressed their noble rage
And froze the genial current of the soul,”

To the true poet all climes are golden ; his soul is sensitive
to every touch of nature, and the beauty of the world fills his
conscious being with a thrill of delight.

Burns was a child of nature and ever sensitive to her impres-
sions of beauty. Along the river-side, in the gloaming of a
summer's cve, he loved to wander alone, listening to the music of
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the ripple, and the sweet burst of bird-song. When the scene
changed, and the wintry winds howled and moaned through wood
and glen, the poet’s soul responded to the weird music of wind and
storm. Every shade of feeling, wrought by the chill of a lonely
moorland night, or the merry laughter of the cottar’s bairps,
stirred within him the sensations of the true artist ; impelling him
to breathe in song or paint in words those charming gems that
have become the property of the wide wide world.

We cannot say that Burns was pre-eminently a humorist,
but it would be strange indeed if, with all his sensitiveness,. alert-
ness and keen intelligence he should lack a strong sense of humor
and the genius of irony.

That he was a keen and biting satirist everyone knows, and
many of his choicest shafts were poison-tipped indeed. Living in
constant contact with a spirituality that was cold and sulphuric,

" he was easily roused to deep resentment.

A brilliant example of humorous sarcasm, aimed with intent
to wound and maim, isfound in ‘“Holy Willie’s Prayer.” We -
smile as we follow the poet’s picture of a thorough-paced Pharisee
solemnly addressing his Maker in this fashion :

t-1 am here, afore thy sight,
For gifts and grace,

Aburnin’ and a shinin’ light
To a’' this place.

I'm here & pillar in thy temple,
Strong as & rock,

A guide and buckler, an example,
To a’ thy flock.”

The great ‘“ 1,” always prominent in the foreground, expands
with brazen effrontery as he recounts his sins in detail and coolly
informs the Lord that his lapses from the path of virtue were
caused by his accidentally getting fou. Next comes the modest
request that high heaven should blast his enemies in generaﬂ, and
some particular individuals in an especial manner—

*¢ Curse thou his basket and his store,
kel and potatoes.”

There is something very humorous in picturing a man in the
act of invoking the Almighty to invade his neighbor’s potato-bin
and kail-yard. But itis in the winding up of the prayer that we
find a delicious touth of humorous sarcasm ;
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¢ But, Lord, remember me and mine,
Wi’ mercies temp’ral and divine,

That I for gear and grace may shine
Excel’d by nane ”

Note that the temporal precedes the divine, and the gear
armcxpates the' grace.

For rolhckmg humor, coupled with a finely executed attempt
to flay his victim, ‘* Deathand Dr. Hornbook ” is among Burns’
cleverest'satires. The poet represents himself as being in a mild
state ‘of felicity, induced by liberal potations of village ale, and,
while wandaring along in this happy state, he sees the rising
rnoon—tries to count her horns, butis unable to make out whether
she has three or four. Never was there a better description of a
tipsy man—it is intensely humorous. Moving on his way he
suddenly meets'an awesome figure, armed with scythe and fish-
spea¥r. * The description is very graphic.

<« An, awfw’ scythe, out-owre a shouther
Clear dangling, hang;

A three-taped liester on the ither,
Lay large and lang.

Its statore seem’d lang Scotch ells twa,
The queerest shape that e’er I saw,

For fient-a wame it had ava;
And then its shanks,

They were as thm, as sharp and sma’
As cheeks o’ branks.”

v

The iipsy bard accosts the grim reaper ‘in jocular fashion,
and death, evidently in bad temper, unfolds his grievance. He
reviews his long career of butchery and destruction, and tells of
how, through all the ages of human existence, he has held the field
of slaughter without a rival, until suddenly there uprose this
great Dr. Hornbook, with his new system of killing by drap and
pzll ‘and the old scythe and dart are thrown aside as the crude
impléments of a bygone age.

¢ Whare LLill'd ane g fair strae death,
By loss o’ blood or. want o’ breath,
This night I'm free tq tak my aith,
That Hornbook’s skill
Has clad,aseeore 1 their last claith,
By drap and pill.”
i1+ The Holj' Fdir is an able and telling satxre, and is full of a
mild and sippling lumor. To Burns’ poetic soul the

« Vast-uanbottoin’d, boundless pit
TiiY’d fv’ o’ lowin brimstane,”’
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was nota means of heavenly grace. And he does not appear to
have had a great deal of respect for either the preachers or the
preaching. Nothing escapes his attention. The gay holiday for
the lads and lassies, the hospitality of old neighbors, the delicious
gossip, the drap of whiskey, the wildly fierce declamation of the
preachers—he paints them all with an artist’s touch. We smile
at the picture, but afterwards reflect that Burns was long years in
advance of his time, and that most of the actors in the scene he so
well describes, never dreamed that a century later we should read
The Holy Fair as a piece of history rather than as a caricature of
a religious rite. ) t

Among the humorous poems of Burus, poems, we¢ mean,
that were not intended to scorch an elder, flay a schoolmaster, or
reform the Church, his ¢« Address to the Deil ” is worthy of study.

The audacity of the situation is delicious. Remember that
the Devil of'those days was not what he is to-day. In the time of
Burns, the old Scotch Lucifer was a person of some consequence,
and if not entitled to respect, was greatly to be feared. The Devil
was no creature of a disordered brain, he was as real as John
Knox, as full of tricks as a bad Scotchmean, and the last individual
in the universe with whom it was safe to be on terms of intimacy.

The familiar way in which Burns, after the manner Jf a lion-
tamer, goes up and lays his hand on the beast must have been
very startling to the people of that day. The first stanza of the
address suggests a most ludicrous picture: -

“Wha in yon cavern grim and sootie,
Closed under batches, :

Spairges about the bromstane cootie
To scaud poor wretches.”’

Let us take in all that the poet produces here. A cavern—
away down hidden from the sunlight and the winds of heaven—
grim and sootie.—What more repulsive than soot? Closed
under hatches.—No peep of daylight, no ray of hope from the
upper world. Such is the ghastly cavern, where, standing by
a great caldron of boiling brunstane, old Nick, armed with a golf
stick skelps the liquid fire in hot showers over the huddﬁng
wretches, who with their arms about their faces are trying to
escape the scalding cootie. Proceeding, the bard advises the
Deil to stay his hand and listen to him. He coolly suggests
that it is 2 mean business *“ e’en fora deil ”* to be tormentincrbpoor
wretches and hear them squeal. ’ . °
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Next he compliments his Satanic Majesty on his power and
fame and recounts his varied meddlings in human affairs. Here
the poet humorously weaves in all the current superstition of
“the time. Flying on the midmght tempest, unrooﬁnq thc kirks
and filling the timid with ghastlv fears. -

What a charming touch of humor there is in the followmtr

lines :
* I've heard my reverend Grannie say.
In lanely glens ye like to stray,
Or where auld ruined castles grey
Nod to the moon,
Ye fright the nightly wanderer’s way
Wi’ eldrich croon.

The poet’s imagination runs riot. Bewitched churns and
“belatea travellers, lostin bogand flood, lightly give place to the
" scene in the garden of Eden and the appearance of his Majesty
among the sons of God, when the man of Uz was handed over to
I tender mercies.

The scriptural narrative suggests a humorous situatiun where
Satan is mterrogated as to whence he came that way. His reply
was non-cornmiital enough to hint that he was something of a
Scotchman, ¢ From going to and fro in the earth and from walk-
ing up and down in it” always suggests the canny Scot. Burns
adds a neen glint of humor when he suggests tha. the heaviest
affliction laid upon poor Job was not the loss of his 1 ast flocks and
herds, not the sudden and awful destructiun of his children, not
the loathsome boils, but that ** worst of 2’ a scoiding wife."

The reference to himself isa fine touch :

« And now old cloots, I ken ye’re thinkin’

A certamn Bardie’s rantin’ drinkin’ N
Some luckless hour will send him linkin’

To your black pit,

But faith he’ll turn a corner jinkin’
And cheat yon yet.”

The Bardie was evidently highly satisfied with his idea for
it occurs in several other of his poems.
In the last stanza the Bard bids \'lr,k a kindly farewell and
suggests that he should reform—
¢0h wad ye take a vhought an wiend,
Ye aiblins might.”

Among all the Scottish reformers, probably Burns was the
first who. suggested reforming the Devil. :
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Tam O’Shanter has.long been accepted :by the popular mind
as the most humorous. production: of the poet. The construction -
of this-poem. shows much artistic skill. First we have pictured
Tam and his cronies, fast by an ingle, enjoying their glass, and
lingering late in forgetfulness of the-long ride home and the warm
reception awaiting poor Tam. Outside the storm is raging :

¢ The wind blew as 'twas b'awn its last;
The rattling showers rose on the blast;
The speedy gleams the darkness swallowed ;
Loud, desp, and lang, the thunder bellowed;
That night, a child might understand
The deil had business on his hand.”

Tam rides through the darkness and storm-in the -midst
of the eerie and the ghastly. The haunted Kirk appears ablaze-
with light. The barley<corn-inspired Tam looks in at the window -
and is surprised to see a dance of witches. His oid acquairitance:
the Devil is making the pipes scream, and the'-dance goes-'on
amid the strange decorations of bones, coffins, bloody tomahawks
and.the rest of the blood-curdling -gear. Tam, enraptured with:
the wild performance, roars out at one of-the dancing lassie$ and+
then out go the lights. “In an instant-a’ was dark.” Then
comes.a wild chase and Tam escapes'by nick of-chance'and: the:
loss of his mare’s tail.

Among the epigrams and epitaphs:of the poet may' be found-
many. sparkling bits of humor: These, however, are mere frag--
ments and his work would have been-complete and his fame'en-+
during had they never been written.

Finding, in a magaificent library, a beautifully bound copy
of Shakespeare, sadly worm eaten-and with leaves uncut, he wrote

the following:
“Through.and through the.inspired:leaves,
Ye maggots make your windings;
But oh! respect his Liordship’s taste;
And spatre:the golden bindings.?’. .

Looking backward .frem the height of our twentieth-century
standpoint over the fields which bounded the poet’s life ‘and
fiterary labors, can we not truthfully say his work was that ofa -
great teacher? .

He found the glens, the kirkyards, every deserted dwelling
and- ruined--castle ;peopied - with witchés,)warlacks«and iwitlrered
hags, all marshalled and:disciplinedipy a potent:demenc:-wheode-
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power for evil was ever checkmating the divine benefi. “nce—
Burans rounded up this motley crew and, like King Arthur,
_“Rode on and pitched
His tent beside the forest. Then he drave
The heathen; after, slew the beast and fell'd

The forest, letting in the sun, and made
Broad pabhways for the hunter anrt the knight.”

The awful Deil he took in hand, and placed him on his-easel
.in every style of outrageous caricature till at length the Prince cf
the air was ridicnzied into a circus clown.

The dreaded witches were clothed in appropriate costumes
.and.made to dance to the music of auld Nick’s screechy  pipes.

All. the uncanny tenantry of haunted kirk, of ruined castle,
.grey and ionely wood-path were made to join the procession and
pass.out into the light of day,  wherc they faded away like mists
-before the morning sun.

The destroyer of ghosts meets a quack doctor who soon
suffers the fate .of the witches. The thin fabric of sham is
pierced by the pike-thrust of ridicule, and suffers ignominious
collapse. The religious Pharisee is-also impaled on the spear
point anl held up to the guys and jeers of the populace.

We may say that in every merry measure of the poet there
-was a purpase strong. His wit and humor were the keen-edged
weapons..with which he served his country and served it well.
To-day, we go to his armoury and find no clumsy suit of mail and
rusty battie-axe, but the Jight and shinipg blades, as bright and
keen as when he.laid them down long years ago.

It is not pur duty to offer an apology for such of Burns’
humor as sounds a little coarse to cultured ears. Wisdom is often
linked with folly. Solomon, with his towering reputation would
not be a suitable model for the emulation of European Princes or
Repubhcan Presidents.

« Dark-brow’d sophist, come not; anear;
All the place is holy greund;

Hollcw7 smile and frozen sneer
Come not here,”
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LOVE’S NIGHTMARE.
( I/Vfil{ﬁl originally for ‘The Owl.” )

84 OLSTON ball! Colston ball!” cry the voices of a
dozen men in blue and white, as the leather sphere
lifted by the beautiful drop-stick of a Brunonian

quarter-back passes into touch within twenty-five yards of

Colston’s goal-iine.  ** Line up, rushers!” and beth sides range

out into the eld while Colston's captain with the ball under his

arm stands outside the touch-line.

While the players are taking their positions to receive the
throw-out, we have a good opportumtv of observing them.,  And
first it muei he mentioned that this is the great annual football
match b>uween the two finest clubs in Gxoucestershlre St Bruno's
and Colston Hall. ~ All the spectators, and there were thousands
of them, wear the colors of one or other of the teams; but the red .
and black predominate, for we are in Gloucester, whose pecnle
were proud of their college and its students.

No mean foemen are the lads of Colston Hall. Their capten,
Townsend, who plays at quarter-back, is the best dodger in
England, and their scrimmage line contains Huggins, \lelel,
qubv and Marvin, glants all. St Bruno’s, on the contrarv, has
no big men, but the activity of the lads in red and black ccmpen-
sates for their want of strength. The somewhat clumsy Miller is
no match for the wiry and w1ly Clark, so swift of foot and cool of
brain; nor can the fiery, passionate Marvin successfully cope with
the canny and shrewd (.;ampbel] The Brunonian quarter-backs,
Dufresne and Moriarty, never hold the ball for a minute at a
tin:2, a rare and invaluable quality.  But on the whole the teams
are very evenly matched, and Carbery, St. Bruno’ s captain, while
calling out in quick, sharp tones, ‘“Cover your men ! Now, then,
Townsend ! why don’t you throw that ball?”” knows thatthe fight
will be a hot one, and that the smile of confidence with which he
inspirits his friends is merely assumed.

A long and tedious scrimmage follows the throw-out, but at
length Townsend gets possession of the ball and passes to Digby,
who on the point of being surrounded throws it back to his cap-
tain. Now Townsend has a clear run. Past centre-field he goes,
dodging Campbell and Dufresne, overthrowing Daly, the full-
back and St. Bruno's last hope. A touch-down! No! Five
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vards from the goal Townsend stumblis, and before he can rise
Clarke is on his neck.  ““Held! ke had better say i, for he can
never free himsclf from that iron grasp. But - thereare only five
yards to gain, and surelv the big four can push it through. They
seent determined to do so, and arc doing it, too, when --* naif
tin.2!" shouts the referee, and + Hurrah! St. Bruno's ! we didn’t
let them score !"

To the dressing room go the p]d\ ers at a trot. 1 meet
Carbery and say to him Lxulu.lly “ Charley, old man, you've
got to do better than this next half.”

*“ Keep cool, Dave,” he answers, with a laugh. ¢ We're all
solid now. These chaps,” with a JEll\ of his thumb to the giants
of Colston ilall, *“ are pretty well broken up, and our men will be
as fresh as ever in five minutes.”

He runs lightly up the steps of the grand-stand. receiving
many smiling nods from the owners of fashionable vonnets, for
Charlev Cdrber\' is a prime favorite with the ladies of Gloucester.
I follow him with my eves, for I am never tired of watching my
dear old chum, and see him stop, where 1 expected, beside \'Iagdle
Merivale, the prettiest girl there. A blush and eagerly out-
stretched hand show that he is welcome, and 1 turn away and
shake my head. not that I am jealous, not 1. but - -

‘“ Here the, come again ! Charley lifts his cap to his fair
friend, and I notice he wears a bit of ribbon which he didn’t have
when he went up. Now this thing is going to—

«“By George! but chat was a splendld kirk-off ! Well
followed up, St. Bruno s ! That's the play ! Rattle them from
the word go !”

“ Oh, well tackled, Colston Hall I for the lengthy Moriarty
has been sent sprawling. Townsend has it again. Can no one
stop that fellow? }a! he has to kick, and the ball comes flying
into touch near St. Bruno’s twenty-five yard line. 7Thg heavy
weights of Colston Hall are not entirely blown yet, and they push
the leather well down the field. Steadily, inch by inch, it
approaches the goal line. Not te., yardsremaia. Dufresne gets
the ball and attempts to pass it -back. Too late! He is tackled
and carried across the !ine, but he holds the ball like a mastiff and
it is his hands that touch it down. ¢* A safety-touch, two points !
Hurrah for Colston Hall !

Carbery brings the ball out and kicks, but Huggies’ broad
back rises up and the leather rebounds. Sp]endldly stopped,
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Huggins ! That's play sir V" Another scrimmage during
which St. Bruno's captain whispers hurriedly with the quarter-
back, Arther Dufresne. The latter watches closely the
moving legs which surround the ball. "¢* Well pushed Bruno-
nians !”  Now Dufresne has the leather. He passes to Clark
witha hasty instruction which the latter at once understands.
Now then, you sprinters of Colston, catch him if you can! He
has passed all the forwards, Marvin, Miller, Digby, Huggins,
puffing like porpoises in his wake. But Townsend is before him,
he cannot go further. Turning like lightening he throws to
Dufresne, who is but a step behind. ¢Kick, Arthur!” But he
stops and calls ‘“ Carbery ! Carbery ! What in the name of all
that's good is he dcing at the other side of the field thirty yards
away from his proper position? To stand idle at a moment like
this? Is the fellow mad? Ha! what'sthat? Dufresne has run
back a little distance, he throws back the arms which holds the
ball as though to pass it behind him. Indpossible! he can never
do that! ¢ Oh, well done, Dufresne!” He has hurled it the
whole breadth of the field straight into Carbery’s hands. ¢ He’s
all alone ! he’s all alone ! hooray-y-y ! Go it, Townsend ! but
you’ll never catch him ! He’s across the line and Townsend is
on him, but— ‘*a touch-down ! a touch-down ! hooray-y-y I

St. Bruno’s partisans have scarcely time to clear their throats
before the ball is brought out and sent gracefully flying between
the posts by Moriarty. The referee’s whistle is heard, ¢ Time’s
up !’ ““Say, boys do you know what that means? It means that
St. Bruno has won by six points to two ! Isn't it grand? Now
then, all the breath we have left ! We-are-the-S-B-C—S-B-C
rah ! rah ! rah! Hurrah 17

““Let’s chair Carbery I and I head the mob which bursts
upen the field and raises on its shoulders the man who has won
the match by the finest piece of strategy ever seen on a foot-ball
field. -

The Colston men take their defeat vervy good naturedly.
Compliments are exchanged as they climb into their van, Carbery
says to Townsend, ‘I can’t go with you just now but I will see
vou before the train leaves.” Townsend smilingly deprecates
this half apology and raises his cap, tor Charley has Maggie
Merivale on his arm. I come up to grip his hand, lift my hat,
and pass on. I don’t feel half as ioyous as I ought to on 'this
occasion. Why?
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Pll tell you why. Because I don't like to see Charley Carbery
so much with that girl. I kpow she’s pretty, and nice, and all
that ; but Charley has a lot to do before the end of the year, and
she takes too much of his time. And— ‘* what else ?”" -——well he
knows well enough himself he has no business flirting.

And so I walk home, grumbling to myself all the way. I
join the fellows in the gymnasium for an hour after.suppe. and
forget everything else while going over the details of the glorious
victory, Then T go up to my room (Carbery’s and mme), and I
take up my pipe and a velume of literature, but I do not study
to-night.

1 go to bed early but cannot sleep. Ten, eleven, twelve,
strike, and I am still tossing about. What can keep Carbery ?
1 suppose he’s enjoying himself with those Colston fellows, he
must have left Merivale's long before now, At last! I hear his
step—no, it can’t be—he doesn’t walk with a shuffle. Nearer
come the footsteps, they reach my door, and Charley enters
—staggering !

He fumbles the gas Jet in turnmv on the light, and then
glances toward my bed. 1am looking straxght at hlm, and sure-
ly he is not too drunk to see the sorrow in my eves. He stumbles
forward, leans against the wall, and begins to talk.

o '\Vhashamatter old feil’? not waitin’ me, ’hope. Had to
go wishose chaps, ¥’ know. Good fells’, sphlendid. Made me
drmk couple glash beer, thash all s’help me Christopher. Shay,
washn't that stavin’ fine run 1 made t'day? Townshen’s dandy,
though, boss fell’. Shay, don’t looksho cross. 1've got secresh
tell y’. Whash y’ think? He! he! he! I'm ’ngaged, 'Shtrue,
s’ help me Christopher! Magg’ Mer’ vle. Nicesh girl, ain’t
she? Tell y’ wha’, I was never 'sho happy in m’ life.”

He reels over to a chair and putting his head on the table
bursts into tears.

*“ Why, Charley !” I cried. Leaping out of bed ‘“whatever
on earth’s the matter with vou ?”

He doesn’t speak, but-continues to sob forat least ten minutes.
The violent emotion seems to sober him, for when he speaks
again, his voice, though unsteady, is no longer thick. But his
tone is hard and bitter.

“Don’t people weep for joy sometimes?"” but seeing my
amazed look he goes on hurriedly. ““But no, no, that's not it.
I was a fool to get drunk to-night, and I'm ashamed of myself,
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Good night Dave, say a praver for me and go to sleep. I'm going
to have a walk in the air, for my head is bp]llllnﬂ. !

He goes noiselessly out, and for an hour longer that I remain
awake, I hear his footsteps on the verandah below.

Next morning there were dark circles under Charley’s eyes,
sufficient evidence that he had been indulging in unusual dissipa-
tion. A nervous restlessness which made him disinclined to
study was another unpleasant result.

““Charlev,” 1 said, when evening came and ke had at length
<zttled down to smoke and read, ** vou were telling me a queer
story last night. I hope it’s not true.”

¢ 1 suppose vou mean the story of my engagement to Miss
Merivale,” he answered with a strange smile. *‘Yes it's true.
Won't you \v1sh me joy "

“ Lharle} ;1 said solemualy, ‘¢ whatever vour faults may be,
and they are many, ficklemindedness is not one of them. Now,’
I went on angrily, *“ vou know what you have been telling me
for the last two vears.” What explanation’can vou give of vour
present conduct?"

“You're very hard on nn.. old fellow,” he xighed, ‘*but
surely vou wouldn't have me to go on if I found outthat 1 had
made a mistake.”

“ Certainly not, but I believe vou're maore likely to make a
mistake to-da\'. thaa vou were two yvears ago.’

He threw down his book, and waiked about the room, with a
cloud on his brow.

““It’s another dayv-dream broken, Dave, that's all A man
mustn’t allow himself to be knocked over by a shadow.’

And now with a sudden burst of gavety he cried, ** Oh,.
Dave! if you only knew the dear girl! She’s the best creature in
the world, and 1 am desperately in love with her. Tom Moore
knew the human heart, my boy, when he sang

* Oh, there’s nothing hall'so sweet in life
As love’s voung dream.” ™
- Cad

He trolled out the verse in his rich baritone, but the j jovful
notes could not picrce the glcom which shadowed my spirits. [
leaned forward towards Lharlw, my elbows on the arms of mv
chair.

‘“Take care, old chum, that your dream of love doesn't prove
a nightmare.”
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He shivered and laughed uneasily.

“ Why. Dave, vou're beginning to croak worse than Pee's
raven ! Let's drop the subject and go have a game of hand-bail.
I can’t study to-night.”

Poor Charley ! Even now it gave me a pang to remember
how rapidly Le changed in the course of a few weeks. e was in
love. [ couldn’t doubt it; and he seemed honestly to fecl that he
nad come ncar muking a grand mistake. Thep what was the
matter with him? Love never affected anybody in this way.
Could it be debt or a passing fit of despondency, or some nervous
derangzment? It was vears before I could learn.

Iie who had been so studious cared no lon! r for study.
When I remonstrated with him, the answer I received was not
very satisfactory.

«« The fact of the matter is, Dave, I'm sick of grinding ai
stupid old Philosophy, I'm going to let it slide fora while.™

Only occasionaliy did he attend at football practice, and so
irregular had he now become that he quarrelled . with every man
on the team, and at last threw up the captainey, saving, ““ You
may go to -~ and find another Captain.” To which George
Campbell replied that i{ thev were to take the journev aforesaid,
thev might find the onc they had lost.

Worst ot all, Carbery now neglected his religious duties to
which formerly he had been very attentive. He drank heavily at
times, and began to spend many cvenings out of College, at
imminent risk of being discovered when expulsion would surely
follow.

To say that I was an idle spectator of his evil course would
be to do myself an injustice. 1 scolded and advised him con-
tinually in myv elder-brother fashion, and his affection for me was
sufficiently strong to prevent his evergetting angrv.  But I could
not fatter m\'sdf that myv interference did him any good.

A couple of afternoons a week he spent at Merivale's, enjoy-
ing himself immensely he said.  He must have talked of me as
1 received several invitations to visit the familv.  Only once did 1
acecept, and then it was merely through curiosity and in order to
observe Charleyv’s demeanor. ~ I was at once surprised and satis-
fied. It was the »old Charley I saw there with his jolly laugh,
his ringing song and amusing story.

** She'll make him a good wife.” I said to myself. For it
was evident that she leved him dearly
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Henry Merivale, Maggie’s brother, and I became excellent
friends, but 1 noticed that there was a constrained courtesy
between him and Charley, from which I judged that he did not
approve of the match. His name was frequently on my lips, and
I observed that Charley seemed displeased thereat. One night
when somewhat under the influence of liquor, his temper boiled
over completely and he cried,

““ Why are you everlastingly dunning my ears with that
fellow’s name ? D—— him! 1 feel like shooting him, and I
will if you don’t drop him !”

Then seeing my horrified look he suddenly got quieter and
said

“1 beg your pardon, Dave, but I’m infernally cranky to- -
night, I drank too much of that confounded ale, and it has
unsettled myv nerves. Of course I didn't mean what I said
just now.” '

He lit his*pipe and picking up a vellowqcovered volume began
toread. The title page caught my eye; it was one of Ouida’s.
Another straw to show the direction of the wind ! Carbery used
to abhor this sort of literature.

I went over to him and laid my hand on his arm.

< 01d fellow,” I said, ‘“do you think your nerves will be
soothed by reading that book 2

¢“ Why what do you know about it?” he inquired, with l1e
first sneer 1 have ever seen on his face.

¢ I happen to have read it,”" I answered ‘“and I know it is
one of the kind that leaves a bad taste in the mouth. Pitch it
away.”

He laughed cynically. < Why it’s only real life, what you
meet every day in the world.”

T looked him squarely in the face. ‘< Are you trying tobe a
feeble imitation of Chandos vourself, Charley *”

My hand was resting on his shoulder, and 1 felt him tremble
beneath it. He threw the novel aside without a word, pulled
down a volume of Macaulay’s Essays and buried himself in it for
the rest of the evening.

About a week after this, he marked as we sat together after
supper.

I thiak I'll go to the play to-night. Maggie wants to go.”

“What’s on ?” 1 enquired.

““Mrss. Langtry. Do vou know, Dave, I dgn’t believe that
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poor woman is half so bad as some people say. You see--" and
he started on a long defence of the character of the notorious
Jersey Lily.

I was carelessly looking over the cevening paper at the time
and turning to the amusement columns, I said, icily.

““I suppose you know it’'s ‘As in a Looking-Glass’ she plays
to-night ?

““Yes, I believe it's some name like that,” he answered in
evident confusion.

“ And do you know that it's nota decent play?”

““ You're a regular prude, Dave ; you don’t suppose I would
take Maggie to anything of that kind, do you?” -

““Well, I may be a prude, but I think you'll admit that the
reporters of the Bristol papers are not.”

I drew from my desk a bundle of clippings and handed them
to him. It used to be a little hobby of mine, to keep myse f
posted on theatrical news, and to do this I used to collect a1l the
press notes of successful plays.

He g anced at them and returned them, saying.

““Oh, those fellows were paid by other managers to write her
down, or they weren't paid to write her up, or something like
that. I dont take any stock in what they say.”

“Very well,” T replied coldly. “*I'm tired trying o turn you
from the road to perdition. But,” 1 was getting warm in spite of
myse f, “‘if you will ruin your own life, for heaven's sake dont
make a wreck of that poor girl’s!’

I didn’t wait to note the effect of my words, and saw Charley
no more until next morning

The change in his manner surprised me.

T told Maggie I wouldn't go last night, and 1 am afraid I
shall be in her black books for a week at least. But you were
right, o'd man, as you always are.”

Perhaps 1 wasn’t overjoved that he had at last made a stand
in the downward path. And he did more than stand. From
that day he vegan to climb the hill again. The end of the year
was but a month distant, but didn’t Balmesand Liberatore, Ganot
and Todhunter catch it during that time?

We worked together, Charley and I, as we had done from
the day we entered College till the day the shadow fe ] upon him.
It was our Jast month at St Bruno’s, and 1 do be ieve it was the
happiest one we ever spent there. All too short it was, and sorry



178 EXCELSIOR

we were when the last day arrived. But evervthing else was in
such spirits that we couldn’t be very g'oomy.

Twenty-five of us, envied of our follow-studen:s, had suc-
ceeded in passing the London University examination. Surely
it was the biggest and best class St. Bruno’s had cver sent out.
and surely the va edictory address delivered by Carbery was the
best ever heard.

Not a care in the world had we, as we extended our hand to
be shaken by our hosts of friends.  In the mids. of the confusion
I saw an usher hand a note to Charlev. He changed colour and
went hastily awav.

It was some time before I could get out of the crush, and
when ! reached my room I found half a dozen fellows gathered
for a final chat. It was midnight when we broke up and Charley
had not returned.

I must have slept about three hours when I was awakened
by the tramp of feet. At first 1 thought it must be the porters
moving trunks, but it was too early for that. The door was
shoved open and something fell heavily to the floor. Retreating
footsteps were heard. 1 jumped up and struck a light-—to find
Charley lving there, insensible from drink, and with his face
bruised and cut! | dragged him to his bed and walked the floor
till daylight, when, exhausted, 1 threw mysclf on my bed and
slept.

It was almost noon before 1 awoke. I looked about me-—-
Charley was gone; his hooks, clothes, evervthing had been taken
away, and not even a note left for me.

It was with a sad heart that 1 quitted the walls of St. Bruno's
College never to return.

II.

Ten years later, strange to say, ! was amember of the Scoret
Service Police of Canada. 1 had been practicing law for about
three years but these three years had been spent almost exclusive-
ly in dealing with the criminal classes. Some influential friends
suggested that I should apply {or the position I have mentioned,
4nd through their influence again, my application was accepted.
I may say “that the w ork is thorouo'hlv to my taste, and that I
would not now exchange it for any other.

At the time [ speak of intelligence had been received of the
presence of a gang of coiners in tho village of Port Arthur, at the
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head of Lake Superior; and 1 was detailed t~ capture them.
Accordingly I went there, mingled with the coiners in disguise for
some time and then, with the assistance of the local authorxtxes,
bagged them all with the exception of the one whom they called
¢ the boss™ and whom I had never seen.

I was returning to Ottawa with my prisoners under guard,
when as we neared Toronto, a well dressed man boarded the car
as it was moving away from the station, 1 had just got a glimpse
of his face, when he turned and leaped off, although the train was
then running at full speed. I saw ore of the prisoners start, and
heard him whisper to another whose hands were locked with his
own, ‘“It’s the boss!”

At my request the conductor backed down to the spot where
the coiner had taken his mad leap, but if I had expected to find
his mangled remains, 1 was disappointed. There was not so
much as a trace of blood upon the ground.

Swearing in one of the brakemen as a special constable, 1
allowed my prisoners to remain on the train in his charge, but
stayed behind myself. Information received at the nearest village
set me upon ‘‘the boss’s” track and I traced him to Toronto
where he crossed the lake, thence to Rochester and Albany,
where I heard that a man answering in some degree at least to
the vague description [ was able to give had taken passage on a
canal-boat to Moutreal. 1 at once proceeded to that city and
spent a week in diligent but fruitless search. At length I was
rewarded. My fugitive had played his game boldly, and had
taken passage on one of the Richelieu and Ontario Company’s
boats fo.r Ottawa, the last place I should have thought of looking
for him, and at the same time determined tc retiarn to the Capital
by the water route myself, with the ided tix if my man had
changed his mind and got off at some intermediate point I might
get some news of him.

Walking down Commissioners’ street to the R. & O. Co’s
wharf in order to make some inquiries I was almost thrown into
the gutter by a body which came flying out of a low doorway. 1
ran toward the prostrate man, but he hastily picked himself up
and, muttering something, probably a curse, in a tongue unknown
to me, was soon out of sight.

I was about to pass on, when the voice of men standing
around the doorway from which the man had been hur]ed arrested
my attention.
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¢ There’s not another bloomin’ bloke in Montreal but Bunco
Charley could a’ thrun a man like that,” growled a rough looking
sailor.

¢ Shure but Carbery’s as strong a wan o’ thim bears he
keeps in beyand there " laughed an expressman as he jumped up-
on his waggon.

¢ Charley *—‘“Carbery "—*‘surely that name is familiar.
Cood Heavens'! can it be possible ?”

I elbowed my way through the crowd about the door, receiv-
ing many a benediction far my incivility, and at last stood in a
low-ceilinged drinking saloon. Behind the bar, his chin resting
on his massive hand which was supported by a corresponding
massive arm, stood a figure which, notwithstanding its corpul-
ence and the bloated visage which surmounted it, I could not
but recognise.

An emotion of pity was strongest in my heart and I stepped
forward and said in the affectionate tone I always used to him,

« Charley, old max, don’t yor know me ?”

He leaned forward and gazed in my:iface, then fell back as
though half-stunned. Covering his face with one hand and
stretching out the other, he cried,

*¢I know you, Dave, but for God’s sake go away ! I don’t
want to see you !”

¢ Come, come, old man,” 1 whispered, ¢‘don’t give way like
that, and,” I called aloud, for the loungers were coming in, *‘ Int’s
have a bottle of ale. Isn't there any place where I can sit to
drink it ?"”

He called a boy to take his place behind the bar and led me
further back into the building. We passed into a hall-way
where I was surprise'd to see two large cages each containing a
young bear, thence into a room lookmg out upon a little court-
yard.

I seated myself besnde him, took his hand and held it, and he
began to sob like a child

He grew calmer after a time, and then I learned the story of
his life since leaving St. Bruno’s and also the cause of his strange
conduct during his last six menths in Cellege.

““Do you remember, Dave,” he began in broken accents,
‘¢ the football match between St. Bruno’s and Colston Hall, when
I was captain of our club?”

A vision passed before me of a green field dotted with



EXCELSIOR 181

players in blue and white, and red and black suits, tail trees sur-
rounding the lawn, whose lcaves sung musically, in the breeze ;
the hundreds of glad-hearted boys scattered about, of whoin I
myself was one ; the cheers that rent the air as wc bore from the
field cur handsome, strong, young captain, his blue eyes full of
laughter and his face glowing with manly health! And was this
he who sat beside me now, t"is man with the swollen, inflameu
countenance, and bleared bloadshot eyes?

Yes, Idid remember that footbali match, but was surprised
. that it should be now in Carbery’s thoughts.

‘I remember it,” he continued vehemently, ‘“aye too well !
It was an eventful day for me. I swear to you, Dave, that up to
the evening of that day I wdas a happy and innocent boy. I
intended to be a priest; I told my mother so when she was dying,
and it made her happy. Poor mother! Thank heaven she did
not live to see me come to this. Oh. my God!—"

He rested his kead on the table, which fairly shook with the
convulsive movements of his great frame. 1 patted his hand as |
would a child’s and waited in silence until he should go on.

““ That night I went home with Maggie Merivale—poor
Maggie! You remember her? She died threeyearsago. Poor
childj Whatahideous nightmare her love-dream was. When
I went to the devil she stayed by me, but the nuns, God bless
them, had her for a year before she died—

““As I am a man, Dave, I meant only an innocent flirtation,
and [ thought she knew it, but— well T went home with her atter
that football match, her brother Henry, called me aside and told
me that he had discovered that his sister loved me, that if I was
an honorable man I should marry her, if not, I mvst answer to
him.

] wasn’t afraid of him, Dave, but I knew I Lad done wrong
and I determined to make the only amend possible, though it
should lose me my soul, as I believed it would, and it has. I
asked Maggie to marry me and was accepted. I left the house,
went straight to the hotel where the Colston Hall fellows were
staying. and drank myself into the state of intoxication in which
you saw me.”

He arose, and paced the little room with his hands pressed
against his brow.

¢« I got drunk then for the first time. And now,” he cried,
¢« I have not been sober ten nights in ten years!”
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“ You know what a change came over me after that night- "

“ But,” T interrupted, ‘¢ the last month’—

He waved his hand—-

¢ One night I would not take her to the theatre because you
told me the play was not a fit one for her to see. We quarrelled
and she released me from my engagement. I was free ! Heavens
how happy I was !—till the last night—

‘“ The poor girl was really fond of me, and almost broke her
heart over the way she had treated me. Would that she had.
rather than the task should have been left for me! Ourlast night
in college she sent me a note asking me to come to see her.
I went—my pity overcame me and the engagement was renewed.
Just as I had done before, I attempted to drown with liquor the
remorse I felt for the broken premise to God and my dying
mother. While drunk I met Harry Meriyale and attacked him.
He defended himself well, as my face could show at the time, and
at last I was carried away by some one or other and brought to
my room in the College. When I awoke next morning you were
still asleep and not daring to face you I stole away.

“ Six months afterwards, Maggie and I were married. I
had no profession, no inclination to prepare for one. I started to
keep a hotel in Bristol, but soon drank away all my own and my
wife’s money. I became a bankrupt—then I began to live by my
wits. I was a gambler and worse-—a card sharper. It was not
safe for me to remain long in one place. England got too hot for
me, so I crossed the ocean and drifted about till 1 found myselr
here where I am known as “* Bunco Charley.””

““ My wife’s loving heart bore up bravely for a time, but it
broke at last—her affection was gone and during the last year of
her life she lived with the Grey Nuns. As I told you she died
three years ago.”

« After her death I fell even lower if that were possible.
This den,” he cried with a fierce look of disgust, ‘‘is one of the
worst in the city, and the bears out there are almost as human as
the men who frequent the house--as myself !” and he fell intc his
chair with a groan.

It was some moments before I could steady my voice suffi-
ciently to speak. Surely this man could not be all bad; if he were
thoroughly hardened he would not speak as he had just done.

“ Your life has indeed been wrecked,” I said sadly, ‘“butmy
dear Charley, all is not lost. The spirit of faith cannot be
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altogether dead within you, you are tull of remorse, of contrition,
and you know that is all God requires for pardon.™

« Dave it’s impossible,” he cried in a despairing tone, which
smote my ears more heavily than anything I had yet heard, I
have made my bed and I must lie in it. But, my God, the
thought of dying in this way—!" He shuddered as he spoke.

* A hundred times,” he went on, ‘“have I been tempted to
plunge this into my heart,” and he drew from his breast a beauti-
ful Spanish stiletto, ‘* but there’s something here that I believe
would turn the point of the blade.” He threw open his shirt and
disclosed a brown scapular hanging on his breast. I can’t
kill myself while I have this on me, and I can’t bring myself to
take it of(.”

1 saw that there was sti'l hope for him, and continued to urge
him to rake an effort to give up the life he was leading.

‘“ For the sake of your mother’s memory, and for the sake of
him whose image is here,” draning from a leather case a small
but exquisitely carved crucifix, which I always carry with me,
* Give up this life. You can’t despair while you look on this.”

He gazed at it steadfastly a moment, took it in his hand,
reverently touched it with his lips, and then exclaimed, ¢¢ Pardon,
Lord, pardon,” and dropping on his knees. repeated the Act of
Contrition.

Rising, he clasped my hand *‘ Dear old friend you have
been my good angel—and with the help of Gou [ will change my
life. I will go to confession to-night, and to-mox raw ”

‘¢ To-morrow, old man, you’ll come to Ottawa with me, and
I’ll ind you something to.do. Good-bye, for a few hours. 1
know I can trust you to yourself until to-morrow."’

He followed me to the street, still holding my hand, for his
fingers seemed loth to leave mine, when we reached the door he
said : ‘* Good-bye until to-morow, Dave! God bless you, dear
old friend! To-morrow Montreal shall see the last of Bunco
Charley !”

At seven o’clock the next morning 1 was breakfasting leisure-
ly at the St. Lawrence Hall. I had just received a despatch from
the Superintendent telling me that * the boss” coiner had been
arrested as he stepped from the boat, so that I was in the best of
humor.

Glancing over the Gazeffe which lay beside my plate, my
eye suddenly met a paragraph that almost petrified me,
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“Suicipe.---Charles  Carbery, better kpnown as Bunco
Charley, the keeper of a low saloon on:'Commissioners’ street,
committed suicide at an zarly hour this morning. He was found
by his assistunt-bar-keeper sitting at a table in a back room, his
hand resting on the handle of a handsome dagger, the blade of
which had entered his heart. The coroner’s inquest will be held
at ten o'clock.”

Though naturally strong-nerved, I had to grasp the table
firmly to keéep my seat. Charley Carbery commit suicide after
his promise to me last night! What were those last words he
spoke? I thought they sounded strangely at the time. ¢ To-
morrow shall see the last of Bunco Charley!” Did all our
conversation only nerve him to the deed he had not courage for
before? No! it was the half-dead embers of his faith that kept
him from it then, and that faith was burrding brightly when we
parted. DBut perhaps despair came back to him. No! Despair
and perfect contrition cannot live together—and if Charley Car-
bery did not make an act of perfect contrition yesterday afternoon,
then I don’t know what contrition means. That act of contrition
was never sharanmed. And after that--No ! he never killed him-
self. There must be murder here.

By a great effort 1 had forced myself to think the matter
over calmly. Of course he was murdered, but by whom? The
rowdies who frequent such places very seldom use a knife, even
in a fight, and it was evident that this murder had been premedi-
tated.

I have it! That ill-looking foreigner he threw into the
street yesterday afternoon. T hose fellows .are hot-blooded and
use the knife as readily as an Englishman uses his fists.

I proceeded in haste to the place, which I found already in
charge of the police, A whisper to the sergeant at once gained
me admission and I looked on the face of Charley Carbery for the
last time. Strangely enough it was more like “the old “Charley
than the face I had seen yesterday afternoon. But I hope
never to feel again the heart-wrench I felt when taking that
last look.

As this is not a detective story I shall not tell in detail how I
investigated the cause of Charley’s death—how 1 hunted the
villain down, arrested him for petty theft and then brought him to
confess the murder.
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My dear old friend’s name was c'eared of the charge of suicide
and I had reason to hope that his soul was saved, for a good
priest of Notre Dame wrote me a note to say that the poor fellow

had made his confession with the best dlsposmons, a few hours
before his death.

—— - W — e

THE CONSOLATIONS OF A TEACHER.

* Light lie the turf above our father's head,
Who even to the Teacher piid all honour due.——Juvenal,

Delightful task\ to rear the tender thought,
To teach the young idea how te shoot,
To pour the fresh instruction o'er the mind,
To breathe the enliv'ning spirit, and to fix
The generous purpose in the glowing breast. - -
Thompson's Seasons,

Much has been said of the disadvantages of the teacher's life.
We hear little of the advantages to be gained from following this
noble, if self-sacrificing profession. Let us then, fellow-teachers,
briefly enquire as to these advantages.

I preface my remarks by statmor that if you have the pror
ambition which makes you sigh for ephemeial distinction, or for
filthy Jucre, go ; there is no place for you within the SLhOO”)OlISL
walls. But if you have something of that lofty spirit of devotion
to duty, which Ted the poet Wolfe, with talents which could excite
the envy of Byron, to bury himself in a remote and unknown
parish, then dare to live for others and for your own best good.
Be ambitious of the power of being useful. Where will you have
so much, or of so high a kind, as here? Where else can you do
so much? The school is a great reforming—a great regenerating
instrument.

How many of the hopes of the 1mprovement of the race
cluster aboutit! You are surrounded by innocent childhood and
generous youth-~the hope of your native country-—full of gentle-
ness, docility, (perhaps) intelligence, uncorrupted by the world,
open to all good thoughts and noble sentiments, full of warm
affections, eager for improvement, burning with desires for excel-
lence. To-day they are children, to-morrow they will be men and
women, the fathers and mothers of the land. They crowd arcund

you, waiting to receive the impress which your character shall
give them.
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The fair-haired girl before you may be the mother of a Howe.
By inspiring her heart with the highest principles, you will do
something to advance humanity by formmg a noble specimen of
a patriot. There is an old Gaelic proverb which says with truth—

*As the mother is, so will the son be.”

The boys are soon to fill the pulpit, the halls of legislation,
the ranks of literature, the workshops, the fields, the marts of
trade, the desk of the ed1t0r——mayhap the chair of the teacher.
What an opportunity is yours to imbue them with a deep re-
verence for goodness, for the moral laws! If you sewize the
opportunity, you raise the tone of society, and do something to
purify the fountains of instruction. Give them a knowledge of
the laws of physical nature, and you do much to improve agricul-
ture (that subject almost totally ignored in our schools of to-day)
and the useful arts. There is not a calling, fellow-teachers, how-
ever high and glorious, which some one of your pupils may not
fill. if you have genius enough to enkindle his; if you have
knowledge enoughto give a rmht direction to his thoughts ; if you
have nObllltV enounh to give a higher aim to his young aspira-
tions for e\ce]]ence, you will have no mean agency in ele\atmfr
the character of your country and of mankind. Is not this ambi-
tion a praiseworthy one ?

The career of the teacher—at least in Nova Scotia—-does not,
it is true, lead to distinction or to wealth. It is not brilliant ; but
it leads to something better than distinction-——to the heartfelt
honour and affectionate respect of those who feel that they have
been made wiser and better by its influence. Few men in their
old age are looked upon with such reverential regard as the
taithful teacher.

The life of the teacher has the advantage of perfect regular-
ity. He has what most men in other occupatuons often smrh for
—the entire disposal of his leisure hours. These leisure “hours
put many pleasures within his reach. If he be in the country he
may enjoy his recreation by tilling the soil, in a small way---by
acquiring information for ]essons on Horticulture and Aorncul—
ture. If his tastes run to Botany he may transplant from the
neighbouring fields and woods the plants in which he feels an
interest, and enjoy the great satisfaction of studying their habits
while he trains them with his own hand. In his rambles, too, he
may combine with the exercise he needs, interesting inquiries in
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Geology and Mineralogy ; or form an acquaintance with the in-
sects, the shells, the fishes or the birds: charming pursuits
enough, to make the path of life pleasant and smooth, even if it
were roughened by many more asperitics than are found on the
road of the generous and faithful teacher.

If he has no taste for any of these pursuits, he may still, if
he has a love for reading, command resources which leave him
little to desire, nothing certainly to envy, in the lot of any other
man. Books are to-day so cheap that he must be very poor in-
deed who is not able to surround himself with enough to occupy
hisleisure. And in so doing, he exercises a power to which the
fabled virtue of Aladdin’s lamp makes but a faint and distant
approach. At his wil. he summons about him the spirits of the
wise and of the eloquent among the living and the dead. Burns,
Byron, Scott, Goldsmith and Moore will be with him at the fire-
side ; so too will all the great historians, naturaiists and philoso-
phers. Across the dark and wide ocean of Time wili come the
sage, the gifted seer, the inspired prophet, to unfold the picture
of times and men long past, and thoughts that can never pass
away ; the poet of the human heart, from the banks of the Avon;
the poet of Paradise, from his small gurden in Westminister ;
Burns from his cottage on the Ayr: and the blind old man of
Scio---blind but eloquent—will sit down with him, and as he sang
almost thirty centuries ago among the isles of Hellas, sing the
war of Troy or the wanderings of Ulysses.

May not a man be contented with his lot, to whom it is given
after a few busy hours of useful labour to spend his evenings in
company and occupations such as these?

Still another faverable circumstance in the life ofa teacher is
that he is not subject to anxieties about the fluctuations of trade,
like the merchant ; the variations of the foreign market. like the
manufacturer; the home market, like the mechanic; the vicissitudes
of storms, like the mariner ; or the weather and the seasons, like
the farmer. He will sympathize with his neighbours in the
sufferings produced by these causes, but will not feel that personal
solicitude which he has, who realizes that eventsare likely to
happen which his sagacity ought to have foreseen, and his foresight
provided for, and which, if not foreseen and provided for, may
brmcr upon him inevitab'e ruin.

Sud) are some of the advantages which helong to the posi-
tion of a tecacher. \What though yours be an humbie lot :
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*The smoke ascends
To Heaven as lightly from the Cottage hearth
As from the haughtiest palace.  He, whose soul
Ponders this true equality, may walk
The fields of earth with gratitude and hop .

What though the pcwmar\ reward be far from commen-
surate with your labours! That teaching is not rewarded in this
life is a humole encouragement to hope ‘that it will be rewarded
in the next.  Yourconsolation must be within vourselves. There
ts no fortune to be made. there is no bright honour to be plucked
in the painful obligations which yvou fulfil. Too frequently vou
will experience the ingratitude which springs from ignorance.
But you wil ever be buoved up bv the consciousness of having
served vour fellow-creatures faithfu lv and well--the conscious-
ness that through vour agency the character of some portion at
least, of mankind has been elevated.

Dax McEwax

THE CLASS OF 1902—(Continued.)

V REAT difference of opinion exists, and always has existed,
G as to the proper method of treating such subjects as
constitute this important department of ExceLsior. While
the most generous treatment is accorded our graduates in the
majority of ‘cases, vet, it occasionally hdppuns, that some less
fortunate individual, handed over to the  tender mercies™ of a
rival, is criticized with undue severity. **Paint me aslam,”
Cromwell gruffly commanded, when -the obsequious artist
attempted to improve on the natural ruggedness of his counten-
ance ; and we doubt not but similar circumstances would elicit a
similar reply from the frank, impetuous character who forms the
subject of this theme. Yet, it is with considerable diffidence,
indced, that T approach my present task, for the character here
depicted is none other than the old familiar D. C. B-t-n. Dan
was, in many respects, an extraordinary personage. He presented
so many ditferent moods, and the traunsition from one phase to
another took place with such kaleidoscopic rapidity, that the
casual observer would scldom or never penetrate to the real nature
beneath.
His entrance to the halls of St. F.o N. was quiet and unevent-
ful.  Althongh in point of physical prowess he could boast of a
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degree of development scarcely surpassed by any of his fellow-
students, yet he invariably abstained from participating in the
various lines of sports which are to-day acknowledged as practically
essential in the life of every student.  This lack of enthusiasm on
the College ‘‘campus™ must not be asciibed to any natural
timidity or want of self-confidence in our hero; for whenever
occasion demanded it- and the studems of St. F. X. still recall
many of those stirring scenes- when the kindling eve and swarthy
cheek bespoke the presence of awakened passion, the veritable
D never failed to display the courage ascribad to his race.
The true explanation lies in the fact that Dan’s ambition was
always held subservient to a wise and cautious judgment. He
entered college with a firm determination to add his name to the
illustrious list of graduates; and throughout his whole career
I'e pursued his studies with an inflexible tenacity that laughed
defeat to scorn.

Perhaps in no other capacity did he exhibit the full bent of
his mind to greater advantage than in our college debates. He
could speak with ease and Rucencey on all live questions of the day,
and his singularly subtile solutions of complicated problems, both
of national and inter-national interesi, often called forth repeated
rounds of long-continued applause. And vet, when all is
diligently wemhed —and we are considering the facts of this case
with the most ser upulous punctiliousness (’) -it must be admitted
that D’s real strength lay along the shady paths of philosophy.
When all that was odd, whimsical and perverse in the class of "oz
joined in one mighty labour to origisate a sy-tem’ which would
surpass all others in suhlime absurdities, he was chosen by com-
mon consent, to act as chief spokesman to the society.  That he
perfermed the duties of this office faithfully and well, the testi-
mony of those fortunate enough to secure enrollment within the
honored pale, bears ample proof.

Quring the last vear of his course he proved himself a tireless
student, and spared no pains in equipping himself with the
knowledge necessary for a successful assault on the grim batteries
of tha terminal exams. Ye: his peculiar humour, the sly wrinkle
of the eve, the fits of hearty laughter—-all remained w ith him to
the end. Hec is now preparing hnmc]t for the noble profession
of the priesthood, and that his efforts may be crowned with wonted
success is the ardent wish of EXCELSIOR.
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The subject of this short sketch entered college in September,
'96. He was then but a mere boy, and bemcr of a somewhat
modest and gentle disposition, did not attract any special notice.

Dulmd the first two years of his course he won little dis-
tinction in any particular line, but Jack was destined to become
ere long one of the most popular students of the college. Before
proceeding any further, I may note that in common with other
biographers, I believe that students would wish to be pictured in
their true colors, and hence [ shall relate with perfect accuracy
what is to be said of our genial friend Jack.

J. McN. was generally known to be a good student, though
he never won the reputation of being a p]ucwer He was always
fond of outdoor amusements, but was alw ays careful never to
indulge in them to excess. He was a splendid athlete, and held
a foremost place in all the coilege games, especially hockey, foot-
ball, handball and baseball.  In all he was an expert plaver, and
his strong phyvsique and great power of endurance, coupled with
his wonderful skill, often won for him rerited applause. In
football he was noted noc less for his great strength than for the
manner in which he tricked his opponents. In hockey he was a
skillful stick handler and a swift skater, and the taciics of the gamé
were as well known to him as the wer'rarses of his opponents.
During the last two years of his college career he was captain of
the football teams, whose splendid success, both at home and
abroad, testifies in most eloquent terms to his ability as a leader.
He possessed no small amount of that personal magnetism so
necessary in a captain, and the exceilent manner in which he dis-
ciplined his men while undergoing a course of training is no mean
tribute to his genius as a leader. Ie always evinced a lively
interest in all college matters in which students participate, yet he
never stood out boldly save in matters relating to the athletic
association. He took but little interest in the debating club. Last
year he was Business Manager of our college Joumal a position
which he filled with great credit. He has not yet entered any
profession, butin whatever sphere of life he may choose to settle,
Excrrsior wishes him unbounded success.
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THE RIEL REBELLION OF 1870,

HE territory now forming the Province of Manitoba was the
scene of two rebelhons, one in 1870, the other in 1883.
Both were so serious as to demand the closest attention of
the government, and to necessitate the sending of troops to the
scene. The former, though not so serious =< the latter, neverthe-
less saw some bloodshed and thrilled the Canadian people with
feelings of strongest indignation.

In this article I shall endeavor to briefly review the causes,
events and settlement of this deplorable aftair, which is known as
““The Riel Rebellion of 1870.™

The causes that led up to this insurrection may be briefly
summed up. In 1867 the Dominion of Canada was formed by the
union of Quebec, Ontario, New Brunswick and Nova Scotia, and
the government at once proceeded to extend its bounds westward.
Negotiations were entered into with the Hudson Bay Company
and an agreement was reached whereby the company was to give
over its rights to all land held by them for the sum of £ 300,000,
reserving certain rights of trade.  This transfer was to take place
on Dec. 1, 1869. The government at once sent surveyvors to lay
out townships, lots and roads, which work was begun before the
actual transfer had t=ken place. The inhabitants of this territory
at that time were chiefly halt-breeds who were very suspicious of
the new-comers. Their lands were not held by any legal title and
consequently they feared expulsion. Such was the state of mind
when there appeared on the scene a man destined to fan the
spark of discontent into a flame. This man was Louis Riel,

Louis Riel was theson of a white father and a half-breed
mother. He had received a fair education at Montreal, and trom
his Indian and French blood he derived a curious mixture of
qualities. Conceiving the idea of forming a new republic in
America, he was encouraged in his design by some American re-
sidents at Fort Garry. Thus when dissatisfaction arose among
the half-breeds over the arrival of the surveyors, Riel saw an
opportunity of carrying into execution his cherished scheme. He
was successful in obtammg a following and there began the
rebellion.

‘So matters went on from bad to worse while William Mec-
Dougall, appointed Provincial governor, was making his way to
the territory. Arriving at Pembina in the State of Dakota, he
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was waited on by a half-breed who ordered him not to proceed.
He attempted to do so but was forced to return.  He then issued
a proclamation purporting to be from the government setting
forth the rights of Canada to the territory. As the transfer
had not actually taken place, this unfortunate act made Mr.
McDougall’s position untenable and he was obliged to return
home.

Meanwhile Riel had talken possession of the Company’s stores
and called a council which assumed the duties of a provisional
government with Kiel as president, W. B. O’Donahue as
secretary-treasurer, and Ambrose Lepine as adjutant-general. It
was proposed to call another convention to arrange the matter.
About this time, there arrived Mr. Donald Smith (now ILord
Strathcona and Mount Royal) with several other gentlemen whose
mission was (o secure a peaceful settlement of the difficulties. He
persuaded Riel to call the convention and a ** bill of rights > was
formulated. Delegates were appointed to accompany Mr. Smith
to Ottawa to lay the ¢ bill of rights ™ before the Canadian gov-
ernment. Matters were thus nearing a settlement when the
Scott case arose, which rendered the mission of the peace-
delegates fruitless.

Thomas Scott was one of the most prominent men who
opposed Riel’s course. He was returning home from a loyal-
ist demonstration when he was arrested and placed in close
confinement. He was tried, condemned to death and ruthlessly
executed. This high-handed act tended to increase the ili-teeling
between the two parties and completely broke up the peace
negotiations.

When the rebellion broke out, Archbisnop Tache of St
Boniface was in Rome attending the Vatican council. He was
-requested to hasten home, that he might use his great influence
with the half-breeds in bringing about a settlement. He arrived
at Ottawa before the Scott case occurred. The government
assured him that the delegates presenting the ‘¢ bill of rights ™
would be tavourably received and that a general amnesty would
be granted to Riel and his {ollowers. Notwithstanding the death
of Scott, Archbishop Tache. proclaimed ythis assurance on his
arrival and the rebcllion was brought to an end. The prisoners
that Riel held were released, and the delegates started for Ottawa
to lay their grievances before the government.

Although peace was restored at Fort Garry, troops arrived
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in the fall of 1870 under Colonel Wolseley. No amnesty had been
proclaimed and it was feared Riel would attack again. The
troops, however, must have appeared too formidable ; for on their
arrival Riel, Lepine and O’Donohue crossed the border and the
newly-formed Province of Manitoba was left undisturbed for at

least a short period. A. Mck, 'od.
SOCIAL ASPECTS OF COLLEGE LIFE.
11

HERE are many good people in the world who unfortunately
have one point in common with lago - -thev are nothing if
not critical.  Here, be it understood, reference is not made

to the necessary act of inquiring into the merits and demerits of
a case in order to arrive at a just estimate, but rather to that
over-inilulgence of the captious spirit to which human nature is
so prone.

It has been said that the right to grumble and find fault
belongs to a British subject. We were inclined to think it one of
- those touches that make the whole world kin.  DBetter, perhaps,
for our own peace of mind and for the general good would it be
were we to follow the rule laid down in Bishop Spalding's
Opportunity: “ Busy not thyself with what should be corrected or
abolished, but give thyself wholly to learning, loving and
diffusing what is good and true. The spirit ¢f the creator is far
more joyful and potent than that of the critic or reformer.”

From the self-constituted critic, one has at least the right to
except a statement of fact and opinion free from misrepresentation
or prejudice.  And yet, although we have a right to expect it,
this impartial spirit does not always inferin the aaprehension of
those who are ever the readiest to piss judgment. Take for
instance that much talked of matter —college athletics. How
small the number that follow a via media both in theorv and in
practice. Still as applied to this and 1o other disputed points,
there is more than a modicum of wisdom in Sir Roger de Cover-
ley’s cautious verdict, *¢ Much can be said on either side.”
Balmes in his admirable treatise, Catholic and Piotestani Civil-
ization Compared, expresses in this way a iruism: “ There is
nothing in the world which cannot be undervalued by showing
only one side of it; for thus considered, all things are false, or
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rather are not themselves. All bodies have three dimensions ;
only to look at onc is not to form an idea of the body itself, but
of a quantlty very different from it. Take any msututlon, the
most justand useful that can be imagined, then all the incon-
veniences and evils which it has caused, taking care to bring
together intoa fewpages what in reality was spread over a great
many ages, then vour history will be disgusting, hideous and
worthy of ¢xecration.  Let a partisan of democracy describe to
you in a narrow compass and by means of historical facts, all the
inconveniences and evils of monarchy, the vices and the crimes of
kings; how will monarchy then appear to you? But leta partisan
of monarchv paint to you in his turn, by the same method of
historical facts, democracy and demagogues; and what will you
then think of democracy?”

From a correct point of view, let us now try to read the
¢« plain unvarnished tale ” of Athletics, as practiced in our
Catholic colleges.  ay we not reasonably suppose that here at
least can be found the ability to dissociate use, from abuse? When
students are in residence and subject to rules that determine how
long they shall sleep, how long they shall play, how long they-
shall study, how long they shall pray; in a word, where the
various exercitations follow each other with clock-like reﬁulanty,
is it not at least highly probable that any one half of the phrase
« Mens sana in corpore san’ should receive as much attention as
the other?

Recreation is re-creation and no mental effort can be carried
on efficiently and permanently without its recuperative agency.
Sports, as a rule, have the great advantage of being carried on in
the open air and weall know that health—mvmo oxygen not only
developes the body but invigorates the mind. The chief recom-
mendation, however, of competitive games, lies in the fact that
thev are less mechanical than other means of exercise. Being
voluntarily taken up by the student, they are sustained by the
influence of the excitement which is implied in striving with a
purpose. Carried to the point of exhaustion, physical exercises
may, and unquestionably do, lead to lassitude or phisical weari-
ness. But kept within proper bounds, there is no better way of
resting the tired brain, excepting, of course that provided by
‘“‘pature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep.”

But athletic games are not less valuab'e in promating a good
state of feeling throughout the College. Active, manly sport puts
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a boy in good humor with himself and everybody else.  Leoft to
their own devices during the hoursof recreation, and he'd together
by no common hond of interest which leve's petty social distinctions
and ends all chance of snobbery, college students are apt to split
up int parties having no good will towards each other and with
no better pastime than that of carping at rules and discipline. We
shall not attempt to score a point in favor of athletics by emphas-
izing their ethical value in affording constant opportunity for act-
ing out the virtues of truthfulness, self-control, justice, honesty and
the like. Such may have been called into play by the pagan
Greeks in their Olympics ; we Catholics know that unless inspired
by christian principles of morality, their possession does not neces-
sarily imply real ethical strength.

The inost serious charge against athletics is that absorption
in tport swallows up higher interests.  We all.remember how
London newspapers, in view of the incompetency of British Generals
during the late Boer War, declaréd that the army was going to
ruin becansg its officers were spoiled at College by the ** pld\ ing
" field fallacy,” and that nothing could be improv ed so long as thc
English parent put skill in games far above general inteiligence
and cultuare as a qualificativn for a commission.  On this side of the
water, in modern Athens, a conference was recently held by the
leading teachers to discuss the rapidly growing lack of the power of
concentration and of intellectual vigor.  As a result they formu-
lated their belief that the difficulty was, in a large measure, owing
to athletics.  The strongest article we have seen in support of thls
contention, was written Tor The Forum by Prof. Arlo Bates of the
Massachusetts Institute of Technologyv. To gquote his words-
“How general is the sentiment, I do not know, but I do know that
it is the general experience at the Institute of Technology with
which I have the honor to be connected, that a boy’s work suffers
if he goes deeply into athletics. The practical, technical work of
such an institution demands the first place in the interest of the
student, and is not to be glossed over by cramming or forced
effort.  Such work is in a manner a {air, if a severe, test of the
possitality of combining really sciious meatal discipline with any
unusual degree of special phyvsical training.  Whatever may be
true of an academic cducation -although I am not able 1o see why
there should be anv dlfference in the principle a student in a
technical school of hmh grade, in order to attain to success, must
not only dttend to his studies, but give to them the very first place
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in his interest. It is my belief, and my experience as far as this
goes, that the work do..e by students cleep in athletics, while it
may be consuentmus, is seldom of the best or the most lasting
quality.” Further on, he tells us, ** The natural tendency of the
young towards physical enjoyment needs no spur, it shouid
rather be tempered by the broader and deeper perception of those
old enough to realize that whide sport must have a puart in every
well balanced education, it very easily slips into excess and conse-
quently into evil. The attention given to-day by adults = sports
has thrown things out of proportion. . . . The true henefactor of
the universities to-day, and through them of the community at
large, must be he who would use his influence to arouse and to
foster intellectual ideas, who would set himself deliberately and
effectively against the over-valuation of the phyvsical, and do his
part to recall the universities to their great office of correcting the
materialistic tendencies of the age.”

The question now presents itself, does distortion of values
obtain in our Catholic colleges? Is there a, menace to the inner
life, to intellectual and spmtual ideals, in tﬁlen attitude towards
athletics ? We have already stated a negative answer to this
query, but let us substantiate our opinion by citing that of a re-
putable authority. In a number of Donahoe’s \Iaoa/me there
appeared some years ago an article over the signature M. F.
Fallon, Ottawa Universityv. Referring to athletic sports the
writer tells us, ‘“ The good influence of those games on student-
life and student-success can scarcely be over-estimated, and it has
often been remarked that the leaders in athletics were also the
finest examples of everything that was gentlemanly, noble and
high-minded in the college. But what has been the effect on their
,studles"’ It is a question of some moment, and will afford an
answer to the very common objection that athletics interfere with
study, and mar the prospects of a student both in college and in
after life. Whatever is the result elsewhere, there is nothing more
certain than that those who gave generously of their time and
talents to the furtherance of athletics in Ottawa have been most
remarkably successful both in their college work and in their pro-
fessional studies. Of the six presidents that have ruled the Athletic
Association since its inception, and have passed from the college
halls, four are now either priests or ecclesiastics, and two are
successful lawyers; of the football captains and managers, five are
priests and four laymen. The rank and file of the plavers in foot-
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ball, baseball an- lacrosse, has contributed largely to the ecclesi-
astical, legal and medical professions, while many are to ne
found among the successful business men of Canada and the
United States. . . . They (athletic cortests) contribute more
than anyone, save him who has had experience in the matter
can well imagine, to the health, welfare, and contentment of college
students.” MS.

EMPLOYER AND EMPLOYEE.

HE ability to govern, or to direct, is no ordinary qualifica-
tion. It is, in my estimation, the greatest, or, at least, one
of the greatest of all endowments. It is, indeed, deplor-

able to see incompetent men in responsible positions, and such
instances are, unfortunately, not uncommon. But, while these
instances are forever occurring, examples there are where cavil-
ing and carping criticisms are unjustly directed against those in
authority, who, too, possess to an eminent degree, the aptitude
to govern.

In all pursuits of life success depends largely upon the tact
of the ruling power, and the confidence and respect this power
can recommend. In what measure of respect, then, is an
employer held, who, at the least provocation, uses his rarling lash
upon his emplovees? It is certain he has no admirers among
respectable workmen. Least of all is there any respect for the
employer who descends to profanity and obscenity to urge his
workmen to renewed and greater efforts. The honest and upright
labourer will seek employment elsewhere rather than be the object
of such barbarous invective. The more callous in this respect—-
worshipping the Almighty dollar will remain ; but even they
cannot, or will not, under the circumstances, perform the work
with the same hearty good-will and efficiency which would
characterize them under dJifferent eonditions. :

Take the case of the commercial man who begins the day
with a cheerful *“Good Morning™ and ends it with a kindly
“ Good Night” 'to his employees. Not only will he secure a
much better return for his money than the man who ncver has a
smile or a kind word for any of his subordinates, but he will
command their respect as well. The ‘“ boss™ who never exhibits
any kindness—never dreams of uttering a word of praise or
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commendation to his clerks  is positively detested.  The clerk,
too, of such an emplover will not display the same carefulness
and interest in the business as would one who is treated with re-
spect and kindness. It will be found that he makes glaring
blunders and commits errors which frequently entail severe
losses. Confidence begets confidence  a truism weil expressed by
the poet :

Claster, goon. and 1 will follew thee

To the last gasp, with trath and loyalty.”

A serious mistake that some emplovers make is the grasping
penurious spirit they exhibit with regard to the hours of labour.
Not satisfied with the usual day’s work, they seck to out-
Shylock Shylock in their insatiable greed for gain, forgetting that
the poor boy emplovee (to take a solitary instance) has to be home
at some fixed hour so that his youthful brothers and sisters, who
are attending school, mayv not- be forced to cat a cold meal. It
frequentlv happens that numerous things, which could easily have
been attended to during the day, are crowlled into the Jast half
hour ; and, consequently, the clerk seldom, it ever, rcaches home
on time. He is late for his meals ; has no energy left and loses
his much-necded recreation.

One could easily cite many other instances which, perhaps,
may appear trivial to the employer but which are otherwise re-
garded by the over-worked clerk. A little thought given to these
things Dby business men would tend to make the life of the
‘“menial ” a good deal happier than it often is.

M. H. Me. C. 703,

—— e ———

SOMETHING MORE ABOUT NICK CARTER,

CHAPTER IL

t must have been noticed by the observant reader that the case
in which Mr. Nichelas Carter was about to engage at the
opening of this exciting story was rudely disturbed—dashed

as ‘twere from the verv hands of the detective—-by the abrupt
entrance of Patsie and his startling announcement that the Count-
rss was dead. Due heed must likewise have been given the
intimation which we strove to be convey, that the case was very,
very perplexing. Did not the detective. in sooth, solemniy
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declare that his previous work was mere ** child’s play " by com-
parison. Let the reader, then, pause for a moment while he has
vet time to think, and before he has vet plunged into the vortex
of excitement which a pursuit of the detective's doings will require
of him, let him pausc and endeavor to form some notion, an
imperfect notion, indeed, as it is doomed to be, of the magnitude
of the enterprise now afoot, nor must he be misled by the detec-
tive's modest way of designating his former work, but remember
that what is easy to one may be difficult to another; ‘¢ child’s
play ¥ may be that to thee and this to Nick Carter.  For, (and
may not the question be boldly put?) who, in history or fiction
beside our hero himself can point with the finger of just pride to
so many and such thrillingly varicd L.\pa.m.meb? Can villany
show a more hated enemy ?  Can virtue and innocence and justice
extol a doughtier champion and defender?  Can Horror, grim
and gory-locked, and swelling with the insolence of dominion,
exult in Ay tribute of homage?  Or, 10 view the obverse side of
picture, who, save he alone can show an unbroken sconce after
batterings compared to which the Punch and Judy encounters
appear mean and ridiculous?

Of course there are some supposed detectives who, in their
envious endeavours to rival our hero, have become so infatuated
as to allow themselves to fall into the hands of their enemies with
a foolhardiness quite incredible.  Will vou believe, for instance,
that the celebrated Joe Brown, detective, could pursue his
ardourous vocation after being villainously beaten over the pate
into insensibility and in that helpless condition hurled headlong
into a disused well some twenty teet deep, after which undeniably
harsh treatment, attentions are heaped upon till the well is filled
with boulders? We should surely here imagine villainy trium-
phant. The participants in the affair mdulge in the like fond
belief. Yet, within a month, a little month, and Joe Brown,
detective, sits, forsooth, in his private office placidly smoking a
cigarette with never a scratch to indicate the desperate crisis
throuO’h which he had so latelv passed. Truth, in the bottom of
a we]l, indeed ! Let others believe and read. This, I confess, is
““coming it too strong for me. But let us return to our
detective

With two cases, (let there be no misunderstanding about the
term) with two cases, then, on his hands, what was he to do?
Nick Carter was not, as we have seen, 2 man to hesitate. Com-
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mitting the first which he accompanied with an elaborate svstem
of procedure to the discretion of his able lieutenant, he now bowed
Chick forth upon his mission and ringing for his servant fell
calmly to paring his finger-nails while awaiting the appearance
of that functionary.

He had not long to wait. In a very few minutes, Patsie,

rauch improved in appearance through a hurried application of
soap and water, evidences of which still cluno to his elfish locks,
flung spiritedly into the room.

“ Well, Patsie,” said the detective, assuming the free-and-
easy air, * how goes it?”

The boy grinned. ¢ Muchly,” he answered, in his usual
terse off-hand way.

““ Well, give usan account of the late tragic event which has
so untimely bereft society of one of its brightest ornaments.”

Patsie looked puzzled. ¢ The Countess,” he guessed. The
detective nodded.

I give your note to Lord Ketchem in the parlor. He read
it, turned pale and looked mighty cut up. He seemed to want
more room, and stepping backward fell heavily over a chair, and
in between some furniture and the wall. Then he began to kick
out with all his might, and cuss his luck and make a terrible fuss.
We offered to help him to rise but he made a swipe at me and
swore he’'d be the death of me, he would. So I thought ittime to
git. The last words I heard him say as he tussled with a cushion
were ¢ Nick Carter, ouch! the in interime is mine.”’

Thus, or very nearly thus, Patsie, and to him Nick :

* Did vou see the corpse ?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Anything remarkable about it ?"

«“ No Sir. She lay in the bed with a calm sweet smile on
her face, such, her friends said, as they had never seen there
before. Her hands— —"

Here the detective interrupted sternly: ¢ I don’t want poetry,”
he said. Then in a sudden access of wrath, ‘* You young rascal,
you have been reading The Death of Little Nell and are now trying
to palm it off as your own. Attend strictly to facts, and let me
remind you that this is neither the time nor the place for silly
gush !”

« Were there any others in the room?” he continued.

““ Yes, sir, there was a couple of women.”
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“ What were they doing there "

‘I think thev was weepin’ sir.”

*“ Did you see their faces ?"

‘“No sir.”

““Then I fancy vou could not teil their ages with any
degree of accuracy ?”

“ No sir,” sulked Patsie. A well-timed bit of pleasantry like
this was wont to set him in a roar. But he was now thinking of
the *“ poetrv.” The poor boys feelings were hurt, his tender
sensibilities outraged.

““ How long did you remain in the room ?”

““ "Bout five minutes.”

““ Was there any sign of blood ahout 2"

*“ No, sir.”

‘¢ She is supposed to have come by her death through suffo-
cation, yvou sav ?”

* Yes sir, she died for want of breath, sir.”

The detective glowered. He, very properly, despised time-
dishonored torms of speech.

““ You say there were no others in the room *”

“ Yes sir.”

[We bave here purposely omitted twelve pages of uninterrupred interro-
gations. wh ¢h do not appear to be of sufficient interest to the veasder to warrant
insertion. Moreover, space is valuable and as the continnity of this story is not
brokei or its integrity seriously impaired by such omission. we have had abh-ol-
utely no seruples in exercising an undoubted editorial right.—Ed. )

*“ That is all you know about the matter, Patsie? Very well,
vour information is very valuable, although I must say it does not
affect in the least the course 1 was about to adopt. Here's a
““fiver”, you may need it and -- please to bring in my coat, I
must be off immediately.™

The boy hurried away 6n his errand and not finding the
abject of his search where he had supposed it to be, it was a min-
ute or two before he found himself returning. As he passcd
through the hall-way he chanced to look toward the front door
where some object did certain!v present itself, and at the same
instant a whining voice broke on his car. The boy stopped
short and gazed at the intruder.

A wretched, ragged man he was, knock-kneed and hleargyved
and bent with the burden of vears. IHis unkempt hair straggled
in lawless disarray about his ears and down over his coat-collar.
A thin sickly beard of a soiled saffron hue hung from his wizened

-

-
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throat -half concealing, half revealing a battered and much
begrimed shirt-front. A coat long since reduced in fortunes, and,
like its wearer, showing only too plainly the stress of time and
the seasons, fell loosely down to his knees.  He held one hand
behind his back while the other. gnarled and long and brown,
grasped a stout stick.  Patsie, quick-witted and impatieni as he
was at the interruption, noted these pecnliaritics in - well—in
much less time than it takes to write this.

“ What d” ver want?" the boy demandud.

The odd-looking stranger ignored the question.  He was
Taoking steadily at the floor and mouthmg moodily,

“ T want to see Nick Carter.” he finally said.

The tones were unmistakeably querulous and sepulchral.

“You can't see him.” returned Patsie. hali-frightened, spite
of him. '

1 must,” said the other brandishimg his stick truc Jdently.

Here wasa fine pass. .\ stranger with not even the excuse
of a decent apprarance forces his wayv into a private residence in
broad noon and demands at the point of a cudgel to see the master
of the house. This was certainly something novel, at least in the
bov’s experience.

What would the boss do in a case like this, he thought.

The reflection comforted him.  What would \Niek Certer do?
What would he not? . . . ¢ See here, old Swipes,”™ he said,
give ver five seconds to male up yer mintd, and en make _\cr
will. © Oh, ver needn’t pretend to be deaf,” raising his voice
*vou're not half as deal and dumb and blind as vou'll he in ]ess.
than no time, if vou don't git out, quick.”

The old man sighed and shuffled forward a fow steps. Was
he crazy or was this a challenge ?

The intrepid vouth moved towards a chair, threw down the
coat and valorously determined to ¢ject the enemy or die prema-
turelv.  Having gone so {ar he would never, never rerreat.

e was now rolling up his sleeves and measuring his man.
Must the awful combat ensuc? This is che quesiion the boy
anxiously asked himself.  After all he disliked blood-shed on a
large scale.

Spitting on his hands as 2 sort of Anal acte of warning and
lowering his head the better to divect itagainst the most vulnerable
part of the enemy, he was about charging when on his fevered
senses a welcome sound broke. 1t was the voice of the detective.
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It came from the parlor. It said ““ Come here Patsie. quick, and
leave the old man alone.™

In the excitement of the moment the boy forgot the old man
and the coat. He hurried in with apologies for delay ready on
his lips, but Nick Carter was not in the room. Patsie looked
around in dismay. ¢ Help, help,” came the detective's voice from
the adinining room.

Half distracted he rushed thither, but saw no one. He
searched behind tables, chairs and picture-frames; the search was
fruitless. The sweat now stood in large beads on his face.

He waited and listened.

Heavens! what sounds were these? IHis ~trained car could
just catch them. Groans and sobbing was it? Again he listened.
He could now hear the sounds more distinct'v. Theyv come from
above. Was his dear master being murdered? Upstairs he
rushed, madly overturning the old man in his frantic haste ““The
old fool,” was all he thought, ** T'll get square with him.”

From one room to another raced the now tired vouth, every-
where it was the same. The sobs and groans had died away.
The rooms were all silent and emptv. Perhaps, after all, the
noise had come from below.

He hurried down and on his way pat the parlor door
glanced hopelessly in.

The sight that met his eves overwhelmed him. The muti-
lated corpse of the detective lving across a chair with three or four
villarns glaring at him from different points in the room and
covering him with as many guns? No, no. Such things, it
must be granted happen very often in fiction, but this is not what
Patsie saw, althcugh he would not be a bit surprised if he did
see it.

Before him, reclining easily in an arm-chair was NVick Carter
the detecirve, reading the morning paper. He appeared as if he
had been in just that position for ever so long—for the last five
hundred vears at east, vne would say, were that not impossible—
so composed and collected w s he.

Hearing Patsie’s smothered exclamation of astonishment, he
turned his head and smilingly bade him enter, enquiring at the
same time the cause of his only too manifest bewilderment.

Patsie was slowly recovering his speech. .

¢ Well, what do you think of me as an old man? Sharp as
vou are I can fool vou vet.”
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“ But didn’t you call me from the parlor?" queries the
incredulous youth.

Patsie and the no less puzzled reader must be enlightened.
It was all very simple—to the detective : Nick Carler was an
accomplished ventriloquist

But, vou will asl, why all this foolish masquerading and so
much urgent work to do? Now, even if the question does
implicitly impugn the detectives method, it shall be answered.
Nick Carter practised assiduously the art of disguise, as it may
very properly be called. and the personating of as many types of
humanity as possible, which to him, of course, meant all possible
types. To derive the largest possible advantage from this really
marvellous undertaking it was neccessary to emplov tle greatest
expedient in details. The readers of Nick Carter’s achievements
need scarcely be reminded how on one occasion while in hot
pursuit of his man around a block he had completely changed his
outward appearance no less than thirteen distinct times. Such
prodigious Jdespatch could only be acquired through practice.
The detective had just practised a new role and as was usual on
suclr occasions, Patsie, the outwitted, Patsie, the eagle-eved, has
been thc unconscious judge of its complete success.

And vow while the Jetective breakfasts,——or dines, is it ?—
let us have a glance at the other EXCELSIOR articles.

( 7o be continued )

NoTte.—There wiil be plenty of action, vea blood too, before
page 999, Vol. II is reached.

R

MILTON.—(Continued.)

UT perhaps it was a righteous hatred of the foul fiend that
forced Milton to tumble him down ‘¢ vast vacuities,” blow
him up again with explosives, and sink his gigantic and

uncouth form in a quagmire. No! for even the unfallen angels
fare just as badly at his hands. In Book IV. we are told that, as
the first shades of evening begin to fall on Paradise, Gabriel is
sitting at the gates, looking on at the other angels who are play-
ing sheroic games,” like earthly college students on their
campus. These ‘“ heroic games ™ would no doubt include racing,
wrestling, and —the poet does not mention it, or any other dis-
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tinctly—boxing. The fiends in Book II. amused themselves, as
we have seen, after they becanie accustomed to the ** fiery wave,”
much in the same manner. We can wonder at nothing they can do,
or try to do, to escape their misery, though foot or chariot races of
any sort do seem to me a little contrary to the Christian notiohs
of hell. But that heavenly spirits, while not appearing to men,
should put on needless bodies, and have at hand still more need-
less armour, ‘‘shields, helmets and spears,” that these agile spirits,
whase speed is but faintly imaged by the lightning’s flash, should
in those bodies be vving with each other in the slowness of an
earthly footrace ; and that spirits of power and knowledge bevond
thought, shou d bespending their time in improving their muscles
or studving the art of self defence, is not a picture worthy of the
high and noble fancy of a first-class Christian poet. 1lowever,
such is the sublime picture given us by Milton—a picture in which
he paints one of Heaven’s highest archangels standing umpire at
athletic sports.

In the midst of the *“ fun ™ arrives Uriel, another of

*“ Those seven spirits that stand
In sight of God's high throne, gloriously Lright.”

Uriel held his station, an Angel hermit, in the sun, and he,
too, even there, has clothed himself in human form, with this
difference that he had ‘“a golden tiar around his head of beaming
sunny rays.” Having put on human form, he must bear its
wealiness, and so does not hear the approach of Satan who on his
way earthward, has been hurled up to the sun. As Satan ap-
proached, it chanced that Uriel had his back turned, and was
caught napping, or to use the poet’s loftier language, ‘¢ fixed in
cogitation deep.” So Satan has time before the angel turns to

** Change his proper shape
Which else might work him langer or delay.”
What the ‘“ proper shape” of a spirit is we are not told; seem-
ingly those many roods of matter in which the poet first presents
Satan—a cumberous, travelling dress which has already caused
‘“danger and delay,” as his tumble down vacuities has proved.
Satan now shows himself as a stripling cherub—*‘not of the
prime.” Now that angels appearing to men should show them-
selves as of any age that is proper to human nature, from
babyhood onwards, is, indeed, conceivable, for only thus can
they fit themselves for the companionship of men; but thata
" spirit should show himself to spirit—and that before yet a human

Y
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child was born, and when as yet one of the two did not know what
manner of being man was—as a mere boy, with the down scarce
yet upon his cheek, is another picture which we cannot honour as
the creation of a first-class fancy. It is simply a low conception
of one who cannot grasp, with anything like the power with which
it has been grasped by others, the idea of ange’.
The simple minded Uriel, cau ght napping at first, is now
once more deceived. Certainly Satan made himself attractive.
‘- Sach asin his face
Youth smiled celestial, and to every limb
Suitable grace diffused, so well he feign +d;
Under & coronet his ﬂowmg hair
In curls on either cheek played, wings he wore
Of many a colored plume sprinkled with gold,
His habit fit for speed suceinet, and held
Before his decent steps a silver wand.”

And poor Uriel, no ways surprised at the cherub’s incom-
plete growth, and quite content with his account that he had come
out from Heaven on an excursion, withqut any leave given
or mission entrusted, but simply out of pious curiosity, or
‘“unspeakable desire ” to see the ‘‘new cieation,” is positively
tricked into becoming, in union with that bit of wretched
dynamite, the bringerof ** death into the world, and all our woe.”
So off springs Satan, laughing in his sleeve, and showing his
triumphant joy in ““ many an airy wheel.”

Strip off the stately language, the many-rooded language,
if I may so call it, and sure]v the whole conception is grotesque
and absurd, unworthy even of the nature of a fallen angel, much
less of unfallen nature full of grace, of angels face to face w1th God.

But Uriel is not so very blunt: he finds Satan out. The
latter’s union with the stripling form which he has taken is
so real that when alone on earth, and, as . he thinks with a
touch of Uriel’s simplicity, “all unobserved, unseen,” he shows
upon his beardless face the evil passions roused within him at
sight of the new world’s glory. Finding himself tricked, Uriel
desires to warn Gabriel. But how to get down all the way from
sun to earth? True, indeed, he had as we have been told,
«“ shoulders fledge with wings,” like Satan, and one dces not ex-
actly see why he could not have at once taken to ‘¢ alry—wheels,
and flown to Paradise. For some unknown reason he prefers to
rtide, and waiting till the slowly descending sun is slanting 'his
rays towards the gates of Paradise, and then going astra dle of a
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sunbeam, he slides down like a boy on a bannister. Having
delivered his message, he is compelled to hurry back, for the sun
is sinking below the horizon. BSo taking the ** sunbeam express”
once more, he returns as he had come:
¢« Uriel to his charge

Returned on that bright beam, whose point now raised,

Rore him slope downward to the sun now fallen

Beneath the Azores.”™

Never before in the history of locomotion have we heard of a
journey so terrible; twice ninety-five millions of miles on a sun-
beam ! Surely sitting so long on so very sharp-backed a steed
and travelling ‘“ swift as a shooting star,” or as one of Marconi’s
wireless messages from Table Head to Cornwall, Uriel, even if he
had been clothed with so many roods as Satan, would have
arrived on earth a perfectly bisected angel.

I am afraid that 1 am driving Milton’s sublime over the
verge of the ridiculous. But Vijton has put the angels before us
in forms of matter, like the forms of men. In these forms he has
made them subject to the limits of earthly flesh. It is impossible
that he can make them sometimes subject and sometimes not.  If
an angel must in earthly form ride upon a sunbeam, we cannot
free him, in the name of all that is consistent, from the incon-
veniences that would inevitably result to flesh, bone and muscle,
from one hundred and ninetv-five million miies of such awful
speed. and perilous journey.

How thoroughly earthy is Milton's idea of spirit becomes clear
by his picture of the war in Heaven. Why Heaven itself is but
another earth still incomplete and full of earthly powers of evil.
All the angels are gathered for battle, and all in human form, and
all in human baitle array, and guarded with hum n armour. Their
battle is to be waged as among men, by injury done by human
means to human forms. It is true that to make them somewhat
angelic they need not to tread upon the ground:- -

“ High above the ground

Their mareh was, and the passive air upbove

Their nimble tread.”
But this only makes us wonder the more why they should burden
themselves with matter at all. The two hosts meet, and the
leaders on each side speechify with boasting words, strangely
after the fashion of earthly braggarts. Eurly in the fight trouble
comes to Satan, for he receives a ‘“ a noble stroke " on his ‘“im-
pious crest ” from Abdiel, and
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** Ten paces huge
He baclked recoiled; the tenth on bended knee
His massy spear unstayed ”
After Satan’s tumble comes a horrid shock,—
“Anus and avmour clashing Lrayed
Horrible discord, and the maddening wheels
Of brazen ehaviots raged.”
All this in Heaven, in the precincts of the stronghold of the
Omnipotent !
But Satan, recovering once again, meets Michael, the leader
of the Angelic host, and after the boasting on each side,
*They ended parle, and both prepared for ficht
Unspeakable.”
with the result that Michael’s sword, being from the armoury of
God, cuts Satan’s sword in two,—
“Nor stayed
v But with swift whecl reverse, d- ep entering bared
All his right side. Then Satan first knew pain.”
The wound makes him writhe terribly. !

** But the ethereal snbstance closed
Not long divisible, and from the pash
A stveam of nectarous humour flowed .
. Banguire, such as celestial spirits (?) may b eed,
And all his avmour stained erewnile so bright.”
Satan is carried to the rear, and the batt’e rages on exactly as
battles on earth, till it is stopped, for
* Night her course began, and gver Heaven
Inducing darkness graceful Time imposed,
And silence o’er the odivus din of war.’

Spirits seem then to need, in Milton’s idea, both earthly
Jight to see with, and earthly sleep to refresh them. But lest the
reader think my paper is to be as many-rooded as Satan, let him
and me rest awhile upon the ¢ foughten-field,” amid the reposing
angels, wondering only how it comes that high poetic fancy can
give us n . grander conception of war in heaven than the din and
clash of arms upon earth.
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A ST. F. X. STUDENT’S DESCRIPTION OF A TRIP TO ROME.

CT P o H
T is a tash beyond my power of doing justice to that I attempt
at present.  Yet to give some idea of the manifold and inter-
esting things to be encountered by those who have not had
the great pleasure of taking this journey, I shall give this short
but imperfect description. . :

On my journey from Antigonish to New York I nced not
dwell We had a fine passage from New York It blew quite
strongly for four days and the ship rolled considerabiy, but there
was nothing like a storm. The ship was large and well furnished,
everything in first class style. We passed the Azores on'the way
and went between two of the principal islands. There are six in
all and they are very high and rocky. They ate well cultivated
however, and I was told the people niake a large amount of wine.

On the eighth day from New York we came to the port of
Gibralter. The day was very fine and everything showed to the
best advantage  We had a good look at the famous rock and |
could not hclp thinking that it may well be called “*the key to the
Mediterranean.’ lhc. reck rises out of the water quite abruptly
and towers to a height of some six hundred feet. It is abouta
mile in length and has a breadth of nearly the same. [t is fortified
on all sides and from base to summit terraces ate hewn in the
solid rock where are p'aced those batteries that have given the
place historic fame. Wherever you castyvour eve the grim mouth
of a cannon is pointing towards you. On one side and facing the
harbor is a neat little town. Some parts of it are very old but the
British Government is making great improvements there. The
park and .gardens are really magnificent. There is a very fine
harbor here znd itis always filled with crafts ofail kinds. The

visitor to Europe should cutamlv not fail to see Gibralt~r. T am
not surprised that Spain should have been so0 anxious o recover
it atter its capture by the English.

On the followmo dayv after leaving Gibralter, we arrived at
Algiers, on the African coast. Here the boat stopped for some
three hours. Many of the passengers went ashore and 1 had an
opportunity of seeing the town. The town has a fine situation,
being built on the side of a hill, overlooking a very pretty
harbor. The fuct that they have tram cars here will serve to show
that the place is not belind time. The strects are all paved, but
are generally narrow, and. moreover, the traveller does not relish
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the idea of having to do so much climbing to sce the place.
What struck me stlox‘wlv was the odd manner in which the
people dress. .\rabs and Turks comprise the greater portion of
the population and one may see-them going about wrapped up in
blankets and all wearing turbans. The Arabian women dress in
white and have the face covered below the eves. There are many
beggars, and on the whole, the people are very uncouth and
wretched.

Naples our next and last port of call is a large and beautiful
city. There are many interesting things to be seen here—
splendid churches, hotels, parks, statues, etc. The buried city
of Pompeii is about a mile distant, and as I only spent a day in
the place I had no opportunity of visiting the historic ruins.

The day following my arrival at Naples I took a fast train
for the Eternal City, and arrived there about 12.30 on the same
day. The visitor will find all his expectations realized here in
the shape of painting, sculpture, and architecture. ‘¢ Rome,
indeed, was not built in a day,” nor is it pyssible to realize the
immaense wealth and labor it has taken to build it. Here, you
will find some two hundred and fifty churches, all vying with
one another in magnificence and richness. On all sides there is
nothing to be seen but marble and stone of various kinds wrought
into every form that human ingenuity could design. I have
visited many churches and they exhibit such richness and
grandeur as would be unbecoming only in the house of God.
The guilded walls, exquisite mosaic paintings, the statues and
altars are beyond my powers of description; and for that reason I
shall not try to draw a picture of St. Peter’'s which I had the
pleasure of visiting the day I arrived in Rome.

The Coliseum is also a very interesting thing to see. It is
now in a state of ruin but efforts are bemnr “made to preserve it.
There are still to be seen those cells, walled off by heavy stone,
where the wild beasts and early Christians were detained before
being brought forth into the arena. The terraces where the
Romans used to sit and enjoy those barbarous and cruel exhibi-
tions are still to be seen as well as the particular place where
Nero sat exulting while those early martyrs of the church
poured forth their blood for their faith--torn bv wild heasis and
““ butchered to make a Roman holiday.”

A visit to the Catacombs next took up my attention. There
are many of these in Rome and I have heard it said that if all
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these underground chambers were set in line they would extend
over three hundred miles. Those | had the pieasure of visiting
are reckoned to be the oldest known burving grounds. It is
only a couple of vears since these were discovered, & somewhat
ctrange fact. The work of excavation is carried on still and new
chambers (or better, old ones) are being continually laid open.
The tombs of hundreds of early Christians are to be seen, hewn in
the solid rock and sealed with brick and mortar.  Many of those
have been opened and the human remains exposed.  Some of the
bones are wonderfully well preserved. Altars have also been
found, where religious services were wont to be celebrated.

Although St. Peter’s is the eentral attraction among the
churches of Rome, yvet there are many others which will amply
repay one’s visit to them. One of these, St. Stephen’s, is a most
interesting building, as its walls are completely covered with
paintings representing the suflerings of the carly Christians.
These scenes are indeed enough to make oune’s blood run cold.
In one, vou behold a large crowd of these martvrs, standing
together, their hands (.I(L:,ped in praver, while fire is l)ld/m«‘r
around and among them. Another scene is that of a * Ro-
man holiday,” when thousands of Christians are e.\:posul in the
amphitheatre to the fury of all kinds of wild animals.  All the
principal victims are reserved for special and if possible more
cruel tortures.  Of these, some are represented as being plunged
into caldrons of boiling water, some thrown from the tops of high
towers, others torn with racks or laid on iron stretehers and left to
perish from fire kindled underncath. The various scenes piciure
so vividly the inexpressible sufferings of those early martyrs, that
they cannot fail to affect the hardest heart.  This church is open
but once a year and that on the feast of ~t. Stephen.

Another place of note 1 visited is the Sistine chapel in the
Vatican. The walls and ceilings of this church are also decorat-
ed with fine pdlnl‘l(“fb. Amono these, the judgment scene by
Mlichael Angelo is most magnificent. This famous artist has left
another memorial of his genius in a beautiful statue of Moses,
which I saw in the church of ““St. Peter in Chains.” This work is
one of the wonders of Rome. The old patriarch is represented in
a sitting posture, holding under his right arm the tablets of the
Law. This statue is somewhat larger than life-size. The
muscles of the arms and legs arc represented perfectly and not
even a bloadvesscl that would be visible in life is absent.
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Here |should concivde, not owing o scareity of matter, but
because it would be a useicss task for me to attempt a desceription
in detail of the many beauties of Rome. ¢ Seeing s hcllc\m‘\', ’
they sav, and it is onl\ through that faculty we can obtaina just
idea of the grandeur of the Eiernal Citv. The most vivid
descriptions fall short of the reality,

J. E. MeN.

-

AGE AND INTELLECT.

T is generally believed that there comes a time in the life of 2
maun when he should throw off his voke of mental toil, and
place it upon younger and firmer sheulders. That this idea

is universal is evidenced by the fact that in all countries men in
some branches of the public service are allowed, when they attain
to a certain age, (o retire upon pension

Why this attitude of states towards theis public men?  Is it
through regard for thewr good work deae, or Trom the hd\ul‘ that -
they have arrived at that age which marks the cid of their useful
activity ? Most people, without reflection, imptte the latteras the
cause. It is not unusual to hear people, on the “cath of an aged
statesman, or writer, marvel at the persistence of his intellectual
powers at such an age.  They appear 1o think that nature has
placed an age limit upon great intellectual power.

We have but to view the lives of some of our Canadian states-
men, that is, the lives of those whe have attained to ripe old age,
to note the fallacy of this conclusion.  Instead of becoming less
proficient in intellectual matters, they show themselves to grow
with their vears. If we look to England we shali find the principal
political leaders which this generation has known are Earl
Russell, Lord Palmerston, Lord Beaconfield and Mr. Gladstone,
and each one was at seveaty in {ull vigor, while Mr. Gladsione
was at eightyv-three coercing an unwilling party into the adoption
ofa pulu,v which England resolutely opposed.  The great states-
man of the continent, Bismarck, was at seventv-eight a force
which was a very bulwark to his government. Qur Sovereign
Pontiff Leo XII1. may also be cited as another example of one
whose intellect keeps pace with his vears.  Although upwards of
ninety he still directs his millions of subjects with that steadfast
and unswerving hand which has marked the whole course of his
po?tiﬁcate.



EXCELSIOR 213

In all the higher and greater lines of intellectual eflort, these
results which hold the most prominent positions are productions,
Lo a great extent, of men who had passed the mark designated by
many to be the limit of human activitv.  Milton, whose ** Para-
dise Lost " is a production unequalted in its way, did not begin
writing it until he had reachied the imaginary stage of mental im-
potency.  Michael Angelo was made painter and architect of St.
Peter’s m the age of seventyv-one, and held that positicn until his
death, nineteen vears later.  History records the names of
numerous others who, although upwards ot fourscore vears, re-
tained unimpaired their wonderful mental gifts.

[t may be urged that these are oniy exerptions, and that they
do not represent the average of mankind.,  T'rue enough ; but the
possibilities of intellectual power are not reckoned by the average,
but by the most advasced specimens.

R. K. Ml 'og.

e v o — e

DAUNTLESS DAVE.
o Short Storv for Bovs by« Freshman.

L[ T the school which I attended before coming to College was
a number of small bovs who, as the saving goes, thought
they were smart.  They were in the habit of spending a
part of the day in idleness, lounging on the banks of a river not
far from the school.  Between the river and the school house
stood a grove of pine irees, which serecaed the bovs hiding
place from the view of our teacher, Mr. Ready. The voung boys
of whom 1 write called their rendezvous, -* Lazyv Knoll.™  There
they passed the greater part of the day, smoking cigarettes,
“eadmo novels, spinning varns, talking nght and other donsense.
Mr. Ruld\ often mmpl‘unud to the parents of their bovs' absence
from school, but very little satisfaction he got from those sage
sires, who like manv parents, thought e children were all right
anvhow.

One fine Octoher afternoon, as the truants, as usual, were in
the ** Knoll,” Fred Elden said, ¢ .3av, bovs 5 this is too slow tor
anything ; come Dave spin us a varn.”

Now « Dave” Batson was an omnivorous reader.  Foralad
of twelve he had read a great deal. It was not deep, and certain-
ly not various; he for one did not drink of all the streams that
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flow from Parnassus. History he left to others, except as he
might find it written in scenes where some stalwart warrior, clad
in coal-black armour, cleaves his wayv through countless
thousands, leaving a clear path marksd on each side by corpses
thickly strewn. Neither did Dave care for the lives of great men,
unless it was of a few chosen heroes that had done wonders in
the ** wild and woolly West.”

No; the simple tastes of Dave were for the Blood and
Thunder novel. It took him out of the common ‘world ; it bore
him away from the tame evervday schoeol life ; it lung him on the
snowy mountains, amidst wild Indians, in the lairs of savage
beasts, with crue! and relentless foes around him, conquering with
his own unaided twelve-vear old arm enemies cruel and cunning
bevond all thought. That was the style of book he liked ; and
these books he simply devoured. He poured them forth to his
admiring parents at home, and to his eager chumsof the ¢* Knoll,”
who preferred them to their lessons.

His poor parents scemed to be proud of him, and even
helped him to purchase quite a librury of such, nefarious trash.

© Well, what will you have, bovs?’ said Dave, as he lit a
fresh cigaretze, ** There's a fine one called ¢ Deadshot Dick, the
Terror of Teaas,” and again, there is * Thunderbolt Bob, the
Horror of Kansas.” This last one is a corker.™

* Thunderbolt Bob ' sounds fine; but we are rather sick of
them Western ones,” said Tommy Watson, his best chum.

«“« Well, lads, I don’t know as 1 can manage to remember
them two as well as one I read last night. Itisa Jimmy Dandy!
it is called <« Wild Pete of Creekville Lychool.™

Grand ! let's have it,” and Dave went on to tell the tragedy of
which he had been reading, <* Wild Pete,” you see, was a lad of
spirit.  He was born to command, not to obey ; and school was a
lite e did not mean to live. It was nothing but *do as you're
told " all day long. Of course while he was a youngster he had
to go to school because his mother took him ; but when he grew
up. about iwelve. you know, he resolved likea brave boy, that he
was, to have his own fling.  So when school time came he would
sneak round the corner out of his mother’s sight, and be off. He
had a grand time all dav with a number of boys as brave and as
manly as himself.  With money carned by driving horses, and
running errands, he managed to keep himself and his brave little
band, of which he was leader, in cigarettes and reading matter.
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So you see he was by nature formed to be a hero. Of course he
sometimes got found out, and his old man, a hard and cruel cus-
tomer, gave it to him then ; but Fete could stand itall. He was
& kind-hearted boy, and after being found out, he would ease the
‘old people’s’ minds by going regular to school for z day or
two.”

*« Well, there was one of the teachers in Creekville school,
who was awful strict.”

‘ Worse than old Ready here ?”” asked Joe Rice, a blue-eyed
little fellow of ten.

‘“ Ready ! he’s nothing. I should say he was. He was new
at it, you know, and new hands are awfu! strict for the first month
or two, ‘till the boys teach them it's no good. This new teacher
was mad to catch Wild Pete, and cure him. So he watches him
one day, and just as---—- ”

“Look out! Cheese it!” whispered Elden, ‘‘there’s old
Ready behind that tree listening.”

““Let him listen!—just as Wild Pete was looking in the
window of a boo]\store, wondering which one he should buy with
a quarter his mother gave him on the promise he'd go 5tramlu to
school, up comes the new teacher quietly, and takes him bv the
ear, ‘“ Why, Peter, said he—--"

““ You called him Pete just now,” said Billv Hamilton, ‘‘vou
bloke, don’t vou know Pete’s shou for Peter—a short way of
abbreviating the word, vou know,” said Dave, with the air of a
man of superior l\now]euge. ¢ Peter, said he, you should be in
school, my boyv, giving his ear a twist at the same time. Then
Wild Pete turned upon him, and soon showed all concerned what
he was made of, ¢ Unhand me, villian ! he cried ; - lay a finger on
me, if vou dare? ‘“ Oh! I've got you now, my brave lad, and
you'll just come along with me to the school, where we shail
settle matters,” said the enraged teacher, * Never ! tyrant, never!
burst from the brave :ad's lips. Limb and life you may take but
liberty—never I’ Then seizing a base-ball from the hands of a
little urchin who ran up to witness the fun, the brave Pete hurled
it with unerring aim at the forehead of his foe. With a crv of
despair, the tyrantfell. Wild Pete, slipping down an alley way
close by, ran across the next street, and was soon lost to view.’

*¢ David Batson,” broke in at this moment Mr. Readv ““you
are a bad weed ! I have caught you at last ; come here.” As he
spoke, he approached the spot where the bovs sat.

197
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The thought,flashed through the mind of David Batson that
his chums would expect him to behave like Wild Pete, that is,
like a lad of spirit.  So with a somewhat tremulous voice, but
with uplifted face and defiant air, he exclaimed, ¢ Never ! tyrant,
never!”’ ’

Mr. Ready laughed.

** Laugh, vou monster ?” shouted Dave, ** this is no laugh-
ing matter,” and seizing a stone from the ground he hurled it, as
he thought, with unerring aim at the forehead of his foe. But
things do not happen in reallile as they do in novels. The
erring missile passed Mr. Ready, and struck little Jimmie Mec-
(_d.l‘th\', who setup at once a cry of anguish.

As it was recess time when Mr. l\eadv went on his scouting
expedition, all the school children were cut on the piay gruund.
Hearing the shrieks of poor Jimmie, who by the wayv was a good
little boy. and did not belong to the gang, they ali hastened
towards the spot. Gerald McCarthy, Jimmie's eldest brother,
learning what the matier was, though somewhat smaller than
“ Dauntless Dave,” sprang upon the defiant warrior, =nd in a
moment had him on the ground, and was ‘bestriding and be-
labouring him.

Dave set up an awiul howl. He writhed with pain and
shame. IDlespite the bold front he put on a mement ago, he now
showed that he was only a cringing coward.

Freeing himself from his new foe, he made a boid dash to
escape, but in his eagerness and excitement, going to near the
brink, he fell into the river. His chums stood by looking on in
fear and trembling and made no attempt to save him.  Poor Dave
would have been carried away by the swift current and probably
drowned, had not Gerald McCarthy bravely jumped inand helped
him to regain the shore. Poor Dave was a sorry sight, as he was
led back to the school by Mr. Ready, followed bv the suppressed
laughter of the rest of the school children, in which even Tommy
Watson joined.

On a green spot beside the shool house, Mr. Ready called
all the school children around him. He did not intend by any
means to let the opportunity pass without teaching them a salutary
lesson on the evil effecis of reading pernicions books. He gave
them a good, sound tatking on the vast amount of evil done to
young bO\'b, and to young girls alse, by reading foolish noveis
Besides losing valuable time, the time that should be given to
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study, there was a danger of filling their minds with crazy and
useless ideas.  His task was beneficial of good resuits. The
truants promiscd to desert *‘Jazy knoll.™ Thcy. maoreaver, prom-
ised that they would not read any more {oolish stories, but learn
their lessons instead.  This promise they kept, even in Dave Bat-
son there was a great change. Ile plainly saw that what was
wriiten in the stories he read was all lies and the feats performed
by persons pictured in these stories were impossible in real life.
He had learned a lesson that day he would not soon forget. He
studied hard all winter and at the end of the vear he was the win-
ner of a handsome prize given by Mr. Ready for dppthllon in
studies. That prize was ** Father Finn's Stories for Bovs™ and
Dave told me last September before 1 came here, what a great
difference he found in IFather Finn's stories, and the **terrible ones”
he used to read. He told me, moreover, that when he began to
go to school again he would lay aside all story beoks and pay
strict attention to his studies, ¢ for vou sce,” he said < one thing
ata time.”’

1f all young people who are addicied tw novel-reading were
tavght the lesson Dave was taught, there would be bhetter young
bovs and girs in our schools and more serious and more educated
men and women in the world.

—— i 1 = e

THE BOOKMAN.
Tais esiti s kenew what's what when he write
<O Pevtry ! Thy name is ofton dndegpesiiond

This is the way 77 Zuftler of Linxlon pats its < The dmerie n piees and
the Serican w-nnlc- havean m.~:m.nbh hankeving after sersat on.  They satter
trom w kind of natienal hysteris similar in character t4 1thar which ofli s =0
many ])lum-h-ukz:x" old maids, who faney all the men are desperately in love
with them.” Y ery strong language, to our mind suflicienily strong for a casws
Lelli. ot ont 1he part of the Aweriean press or people, wpn ean console them-
selves thar even if the ebarge be trne * therve are others,™ of wha it is egually
trae, bot on the part of the maiden ladies, ere neonsly Cesignated by e Tatlier
old majes fhx'h* is Lo sueh elass, Mr. Tastler, and if vou donbt our words
just ask 01.v of the cimiable ereatures o designat C--bur Inok cat for ¥our ¢ycs.

»* *

o Qum Paal has written a book—er has el on- written for him, which
amounts to the smne thine,  Failing to oxtevinirate the hated English with his
mouth, he Las reseated to the pen, fi firmly canineed of the truth of Dulwer
Lynow'<lnrs:

* Beneath the vale of men entirely geeat,
The pen is wightior than the sword, ™
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The by ok is Adeseribal by its publishers as ** kis apologia pro vita sua>—Mhis
defence of his reputation. (2o they mean this as irony ?)

Poor ol Oom, we had thonght better of him. We cherished the fond hope
that, ia his devorion to the people over whom he at one time raled, e counld not
find time to chink of himse'f-—at least to the extent of five-huudred pages. Vain
hope ! We thonght him too modest to seek notoriety ; too disinterested to think
of money.  Alas, tor the t mes and the manners!

L 2 * -

A namber of worthy and industrious people, with the crvitical instinet, have
set themselves ro destray the belief that William Shakespearce wrote the plays
attributed to him  This alarming campaign grows maore virulent with time.
It is o arvming hecanse ) few of those who shine iu literature can hope to leave
mueh bahind thew bat their immortal works. Deprive them of the hoped-for
favor of postevity, and what hecomes of the zest of present existence ?

We are tolid by these crities that it is doubtful if Shakespeare comld write.
Th's test alone, one teels, raises doubts.  Accepting the supposed signatures as
gennine, how conld a man who appears to have penned his  ame with the blung
cud of a mate v have comps o these magnificene plays »  Every printer knows
the fandrless chiv wraphy of literary men.  Shakespearvian scholars shonld meet
this cbjecnon. It isindeed o foreible one.

Few, if avy, trained and well-balanced critics doubt that the plays of
Shalze-pearc were the products of just such a man as we have reason to believe
Shakespeare was- 2 wman of infinite fancy, of capacious iatellecr, of remarkoble
energy, with tlo limitations of a defective education, hat inspired by the most
wonderful age in English development who illamineq for all time the literature
of the world by the splendour of his genius.

» ® %

The Public Ledger tell this story of the lateFiank R. Stockton, the anthor.
When he was a newspaper man he tried his hand at a vit of fiction and submitted
it to the edror.  The editor vevised it and after reading it aloud as corrected he
said to Stockton:—

< It's not bal, Stor-kton, bot you are given too much to cant-terms. Here,
for instance. you speak of a woman waiting with ¢ bared breath’ ! Now what
is * bnited breath " anyway?

Stockton was prom- in veplying to the effect that thern was such a thing,
surely—that not long before he was walking out in the Darby distriet] and,
wishing to locate a certain farmhouse, asked a hoy who 1was fishing, for direc-
tions. The boy mumbled a reply that Stockton cculd not understand. He
asked again, and agaiu received & mumbled answer.

t« Why don’t you speak plainly ¥ he demanded to know. ** What have you
in your mouth:"

* Wu-ms !—wu'ms for fish!”’ replied the boy.

« Aund that,” said Stockton to his Editor, *-is what I call warrant for the
expresston ¢ haited breath.””

. 4 &

Cne, J. S. Parsons has an avticle 1 Zk¢ Ownflovk in which he enlagizes the
daily press, ¢ the friend of humanits .’ as he callsit.  We greatly fvar, however,
that Mr, Parsons hias allowed bis enthuasiasm for the press to play football with
is coaumon s=nse.  The phrase © liberty of the pre<s ™ has a pleasing soun d *tis
true, bat 'tis equ iy true that his liberts is fast degeuerating into license, if
notindeed, intolizoatiousaws.  Here and there we mav still bow wirli respect
hefora a newspaper over wiich the responsible editor has kept his sovereigney.
Bui in m0sF instauces he has been deposed, and the irresponsitle reporter reiens
in his place—master of the mighty power of the press—cinef educator of his
generation-—pervading genins of the civilization of his time. Trained to Jook
at all m heaven above, or in tae carth beneath, with an eye single to the glory
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of big type, he sees them in one common aspeet. The great and the little, the
good and the bad, the swoet and the foul, the momentauous and the trivial, the
tragic and the comic. the public and the sacredly private, nre of one stuff in his
eyes—mere colorings of a coarse fabric in the loom of life which time weaves for
him to slit and to slash with bis mer-iless shears.

It is this power behind the editorial chair that makes the literature on
whaich the masses feed.  And sach hterature ! It'sone note is flippancy ; the
filppant headline. the flippant paragraph, the flippant narrative, the flippant
comment It jests at public calamity, amd is impertinent and unkind with
private misfortune.

“The press is the protection of the people ™ may have been true in the days
of O'Connell, but nufortunately it is not so to-dav.  And to what causes are to
be attributed this perversion of the press 7 We answer—greed for gain, and
(Godless education. -

Three books that shouid be read by all Catholic students are Dr. Parson’s
‘ Some Lies and Errors of History ™' : Zahu's * What Catholics have done for
Science ™ ; and Fr. Youns's * Cutholic and Protestant Countries Compared.™
The first mentioned two have been extensively reviewed, but the latex may not
be so0 familiarly known. .

Fi. Young takes his readers to Catholic Spain, France, Italy, Mexico and
other Catholic Countries, and compares the civilization there obtaining with that
of Profestant Countrics. From the standpoints of Liberty, Equality, Illiteracy,
Teenorance, Popular Happiness, Education, Poverty and Pauperism, Crime and
Morality he institutes comparisons aud solely on the cvidence of non-Catholic lesti-
mony shatters the boastful cleims so persistently put furward »e the alleged supe-
riority of Protestaut institutions. In his introductory chapter the author says—

 In order to make some show of justification for this wholesale aggressive
warfare, (azainst Catholicism) onr enemies have felt nrged to represent the
Catholic Clhurch ss unworthy to stand on an cqually free footing with other
religious, or, even with so 'ieties professing no religion, They have labeured to
represent her as a religious teacher hostile to those very American free institu-
tions of which she has really been the mo: ardent supporter and defender, ard
to otherwise disparage her as being essentially npposes to the true interests of
humanity and enlightened progress. . . . . . .

. . . . . We have beea ehallienged in public and
private to answer the charges made  This T have attempted to do.”

That Fr. Young has well performed his task will, we fancy, be admitted by
all fairminded unprejudiced readers, we care not what be their religious convie-
tions. With a’ diligence worthy of cmulation he has collected official
testimonies, from sources non-Catholic, which prove conelusively that Catholic-
ism and Retrogression are terms i!‘l‘(‘(:")ll‘('i.:il)ll'. )

*

Quite recently we had the pleasure of perusing a work on < Successful
Advertising ” by J. Angus McDonald. It is a book of abont 400 pages, well
printed and bound, and literally cxammed with wealth of ideas for the advertiser.
The aunthor like so many other young men who have trod the path of prosperity
in the United States, is a Nova Scotian, having bheen born in the town of
Antigonish some thivty-thvee or four years ago. Despite his youth. Mr.
MacDonald has had cousiderable experience in the advertising field, having
filled the responsible po~ition of acdvertising manager tor some of the leading firms
of Boston and New York. That he hasput the experience so gained to practical
beuefit cau be seen by even a cursory review of the volume in question.

The book has been very favorably reviewed —TF. James Gibson, business
manager of the ** New York Daily News " and founder and scoretary of the
Jeading advertisers club in the Unired States says the following of Mr. MacDon-
ald's gualifications as a writer on such a sabjece: -
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¢ Mr. MacDonald entered the advertising tield a nummber of years ago, and at
an carly age received an insichr into wlvertising that few veterans of to day can
equal.  Hix insight into the aulvertising business is practical, therefore the
statements in his book have the added eharm and great element of  experience
behind them.”

We have noi space ro give an exbanstive review of this admirable work
—a work that betrays great originality of rhonght, and is replete with practical
suggestions to the business wan. Wiale we congratulate the author (and in doing
80 The Booliman perfors the pleasing tas: of congratulating a former student of
St Fo X we wouald earnestiy draw the atie ation of busine-s men to this stirling
work. 1t is published Ly the Line ;l.: Publishing Co. of Philadeiphia.

* ®

Bishop Spalding of Peoria has writter a ook -** Religion, Agnosticism and
Education "—which has heen very favowrably received,  The learned prelate
is 2 most prolific writer, but of his many books there is pone mere inreresting
than the present one.

Much the most interesting of the chapters are devoted to Agnosticism. Hero
the work is valuable both for its own great reasoning and for its characterization
of the reasoning of other great philosophwers.  Bishop Spalding fires hot shot into
Mr. Herbert Spencer's ** Unknowable 7, and with disastrous consviquences.  Mr.
Spencer, it will be rememberad, andertakes to prove that the old theory of a
Personal God, such as Christianity cclieves in, is plainly unscientific.  He
specifically asserts that we have no capability of acquiring any knowledge as to
the nltimate cause of existence,  He dismisses the Christian God. snd sets up
for worship a Trinity composed of Infinity, Eternity and Energy. which he catls
the ¢« Unknowable,” with a capital U, ** It iz absolutely certain.”™ he says, © that
we are iu the presence of an Infinite and Eternal Energy. from which all things
proceed,”

Comuuenting on Mr. Spencer’s * Unknowable ™ the nv Bishop Spalding
says: ** Whatever our solution of the enigma of being and of hife. we accept it on
Faith. No man can know that the unconseious can ereate conscionsuess.  The
atheist believes in his doguu, 2= the theist believes in Guid The ove holds that
the Infinite Power wwhich all dimly discern is mere matter: the otheris certain
tbat itis life and trath and love and heanty. I the atheist ask:  How counld
God create such a world? the theist rephes with the guestion: How could
matter create a soul which thinks and loves, which is nourished Ly deathless
hope and uplifted by infinite aspirations.”

On the subject - Education ”* the Bishop shows traly that the Church is the
trne tcacher, as this teacher seeks to give the pupil thars which is the best
education: that which ** creates within the soul a quen~hless thirst for know-
ledge and righteousness.” Catholies ware convineed that ¢ as ever and ahways
the child’s soul and his duties to Gad are the highest andd the greatest. so thero
is 1o place. time or method from which the teaching of more's and religion may
be eliminated.” ¢«

In our day. when such strenuous efforts ave minke to foree a Godless
education on the people, it is a comfort to look back upon 1he noble fizure of one
who, under the aspiration of Faith, fornded a greatr work ! popular instruction.
There has recentiy been published a little volame containing the life of Jobhn
Bapiist de la Salle, founnder ot the institute of the Brothers of the Christian
Schools. From it we learn that John Baptist de la Salle, th- eldest son of an
illustrious and pions family, was born at Relwns, France, Amil 30, 1651, +Gifted
with the most happy dispnsition of mind and heart,”” says hiz biogzrapher, * the
child of benediction praduced early fruits of virtne. Simple in his tastes,
charitable with tle poor, affectionate towards his brothers, submissive, respectfal
and considerate toward those whom he locked upon as suneriors, he was the
ornament and joy of this noble family.™
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He was éducated ab the Umversity of Reims, where he received ths degree
of Master of Arts. In his twendeth year he entered tho Sewinary of St.
Sulpice, Paris, there-fo take his theological studi s. In the culy part of the
following year he was called home by the death of his pavents, who died within
a few months of. énch other. and at once fssumed his position as head of the
family.  But he did not lose sight of his vocation, and in 1672, he received sub-
dedcon’s orders,.and six years later had the happiness of heing raised to the
priesthood.

In 1679 he hegan to-establish free schools, and to bring their teachers under
one rule. But progress at first was slow, so heres Ived to resign his lucrative
position-as Canon of the Cathedral of Reims and devofe himself wnolly to his
schools. Beéing desirous of founding his institute oun Evangelical poverty, he
distributed his entire fortune, amounting {o nearly fifty thousand francs, among
the poor, daring the famine of 1684, leaving himsclf absolutely destitute. That
sameé year hie assembled tiwelve of his chiet disciples, and toguther they agreed
upon the'vows they should take, the balsv they should wear, and adopted cer—
tdin general measnres of order and discipme. Thus was laid the foundation ¢f
that Congregation which has since spread over the whole world, When on
Good Friday, Aiml 7 1417, La Salle died at the College-of St. Yon, the society
extended-over all the principal citics of France. -

In 1735, the institute was raised tothe dignity ofa religious order by, Pope
Bened et XIII. Gregory X VL., later on, declared its founder Venerable; whilst
our present Huntiff, the illustrious Leo XTI1I, has realized the wish of the faith-
ful-the wide-world. over, and,placed him still higher among the Blessed ones.
To show the cstimationin which the hame of e La -Salle is held, even in
America, we 1nay mention even that the anuviversary of his birth a few months
ago was celebrated by the school children of Chicago as o public holiday. These
are the kind of men .who shed lustre on the Catholic church—men who lead
others to the knowledge of saving truth. “Of them Holy Writ says—* They who
insrrazk many nnso justice shall shins as stars for all cternity.”

% 5 *7 .

The Rev. Dr.C. A. Campbell of the diocese of Halifax, has wriften a
biography of Mary Queen of Scots which should have a wide circulation. Itis
an unpretentions volame of 175 pages, butifs brevity doesnot at all detract from
its comprehensiveness.  In liis modest preface the author says—

# Ty would ve. difficals to. find in our languagze a'biography of Mary Queen
of Scots that recommends itself to busy readers by ifs brevity, whilst farnisbiug
data and argaments with respeet to controverted poinis in her history, intended
to give-satisfaction-to enquiring minds.”

This Dr. Campbell has attempted to do, and we think that anyone who

gives a carefni reading to tho book will admii that his aim has been to state the

truth and be impartial.

Dr. Campbell, it-istrue, does not lay claim to the title »1 mstorian. Heis
muéh: too modest and too senstble forthat.  Axn historian must tak much from
his predecessors, but he must “take much more from the original documents.
There.area nimber of so-called biographers and historiaus in Can:da who are

niérely clever purloiners of facts which have been worked up by other and more

conscientious men. . ) )
~ Dr: Campbell quotes Throckmorton’s letter to Queen. Elizabeth relative to
the bebavior of the-Queen-of Scots after -she-became a widow for the first time.

As affording an insight into-the characterof Mary, and as the testimony of an

enemy, it isindeed valuable. . .

. ... ¢<Sincé her husband’s death, she'hath shewed that she is of great
wisdom for her years, and of equal modesty. . . . . Assaredly she carries
herself 50 ionourably and discreetly that-one caunot but fear her progress.”

"No doubt to thie* Virgin Queen,’” to.her ¢‘dear Leicester,” and.to the rest
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of her free and easy court Mary'sdecorous conduet, hor * modesty and honour,’
seemed quite inexplicable.

In treating of the charge Jaid against the Queen of Scots with respect to her
alleged complicity in the muarder of Darnley the author points out that ler
accessors were men who pr fited by her overthrow  men hike the notoriouns Geo.
Bachanan who, on one oveasion owed his  miserable life to the Stuart Queen's
clemeney, only wspend the remainder of that life in seeking to asperse the
chara-ter of his benetactress.

* Ungratitude more base than traitorons arms™

« Until the death of Darnlev ' writes Dr. Campbell, ** 1o word had been
uttered against Mary's character as a woman. On the contrary her praises
were sounded on all sides, and cven those whn were leagued with her foes
sometimes bore testimony to her virtues. The Drivy Counclitself, shortly
before Darnley fell ill. spoke of him as one * honcared and blesved with a good
and virtuous wife.” But when Jying served the purpose, especially in a struggle
against a FPopish idolatress,” who wonld scruple at 1t? Men whe could
unctiously quote Scripture, while engaged in the most disgraceful and unlawful
work, and could, as Skelton thinks, perjure themselves with a good conscience.
could hardly be expected 10 lose an opportunity of blackenmiog the clharacter of
an unsanctified woman for the glory of God and the advancement of Calvinism.”’

One would think that th- Countess of Lennox, the murdered Darnley’s
mother, would, if she thaunght Mary guilty of the bleod of her son hate her with
that hitrer hate kuown only to a mother, suddenly, and through vielent means,
deprived of a favourite child.  Not so. how ever, for in 1575 she addressed to the
uuhappy prisoner a letter overdowing sith motherly sympathy, in which among
other things she says:

[ bescech Your Majesty, feat not, bat trust in God tha- all shall be well;
the treackery of your traitors is kanozwn belter than before.” (Italics omis.)

In treating of the ¢ Casket Letrers “'—letters of which Dr. Jobnson remark-
o1 ¢ that they were forged is now made so palpable that perhaps they will never
more be cited as testimonies’—Dr  Campbell maintaius that ¢ they cannot be
adduced as conclusive evidence of Mary’s guili. because, at best, thewr genunine-
ness is doubrful? That the incriminating portions were forged can hardly be
doubted, he maintaine, and for reasons which we can briefly summarise.

Those interested La preducing the Casker Letters were Mary s bitter foes and
uncompromising enemies, consequently their accusations, unless well authenti-
cated can carry no weight.

The Casket Lotters are clothed in language so very indelicate as to be
utterly foreign to the sentimentsand style of the Queen of Scots. A score or

‘more of Scottish p-crs in writing to Mary®s corumissioners in Englavd in 1568
declare that the ineriminating poitions, at least, of the Casket Letters, are
clamsy forgeries.

The letters were never s. own to the accused Queen although she repeatedly
demanded to see them.

The history of these letters makesit tolerably clear that it was many months
after they were said to have heen discovered by 3orton, before they took
definite form. And who was this Mortou who bronght forward this evidence
against Mary Stuart ? Hve it was who Judas-like, for a consideration, basely
betrayed the Earl of Norvthumberland to Elizabeth —an Earl who on one
cceasion had profectcd the iznoble Reg nt whilst fleeing from the pursuit of his
euemics.  Can anyone coacive of ap action more despicable, more degrading ?
Aund are we to he asked to believe on the festimony of such e man that Mary Stoart.
whose reputation for virtae and whose honour even her enemnies have been
forced to admit, was guilry of the crime of secking the blood of her cousin ?

Dr. Campbell does not pretend to decid= how far Mary’s consent to her
marriage with Botliwell was obtained by persuasion or how far by force. Both
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were used.  But he says that ‘it should not be forgotten, that for more
thun six months after the event, the public records of Scotland refer to the
interceptine of the Queen Ly Bothwell as a foreible and treasonable act, and
speak of her as havimg been compelled, through fear and other un'awfal means
to give her promise of marriage; and it wag only when changed circunmstavees
demanded a change of tactics that the worthies who had hurled her from the
throne began to assert that what had Leen done by Bothiwell had beea done with
her consent *’

We commend Dr. Campbell’s work to our readers.  Ir will serve to dissipate
the baze of doubt which may have found its way even into the breasts of
sympathizers of this beawiful, if unfortunate, Qu-en, throngh reading history
impregnated with anti-Catholic virus.

The publishers D. & J Sadlier will forward the book en payment of one
dollar, together with nine cents additional for postage.

Tne BeokyMax
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CONGRATULATIONS.

We hope 1t is not too late to extend congratulations to a mem-
ber of the college staff-—lecturer on constitutional history-~Judge
McGillivray, on his recent appoinument as County Court Judge
for District No. 6. The appointment is a good one—one on
which the Government is to b€ congratulated—for Judge Mac-
Gillivray possesses the ability and tact necessary as well as a
whole-souled geniality well calculated to make the machinery of
bench and bar run smoothly.

We also beg to extend our congratulations to Hon. C. P.
Chisholm, an alumnus ot St. F. X., on his recent'appointment to
the Executive Council of this Province. Hon. Mr. Chisholm, we
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feel sure, will (ill the position in a manner acceptable to all.  He
is known as a fearless expenent of the people’s rights  as a man
who has the courage of his convictions, and is not afraid to say
‘“ pay,’ even in opposition to his party friends when he feels that
justice and right demand such action on his part.  \We most
heartily sayv hear! hear ! to the Caskes's wish that **the honour
thus fittingly bestowed is but a prelude to a portfolio.™

“PAY WHAT THOU OWEST.”

We would kindly ask those who have not as vei paid for this
vear's EXCELSIOR, to do so as soon as possible.  We are sorely
in need of funds, so please anle up.  What is really surprising to
us is that our fellow-students, who kick and g crowl if the v do not
get their paper, just when they expect it, have u ot as vet  shelfed
out.””  Only a very few of vou bovs have the aonourable little
word ** paid ” opposite vour names.  Come, now, this will never
do; pay vour dollar, and pay it seon.

Mosher's Magazine for January contains, ameng much inter-
esting and instructive matter, an appreciative review of Tenn.. -
sons ** Princess,” by Thomas O'Hagan, Ph. D). This ** brief
study ’ iz in Dr. O'Hagan’s best manner.  Ileis a close student,
a warm admirer and, as far as we mayv judge, an excelient
interpreter of the great English poets mind and art. His
criticisms are never mystifying ; they are never calculated to make
the reader ask himself whether the interpreter is not infinitely
more difficult to understand than the text: in short, thev are never
obscured by the madness of much learning; but natural enquiries,
honest, adapted to their scope, and pleasantly clear and broad in
view.

Dr. O'Hagan surveys the unity and purpose of the poem and
makes the following valuable suggestion :

“In studving any poem, dramatic, epic, idvilic or lyrical,
study it as a unit. Find the central idea of the poem. Notice
how this dominates the whole art composition as the pointed arch
dees the Gethic cathedral. IDo not spead time so much in finding
Aaws in th: poem as in searching out its boauiies. Above all,
aud beyond all, study the poem and not its commentators. [t
cannot be (oo strongly impressed upon the student that tatking

.
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about poctry is not studving it-—-interpreting it.  You must feel
the life current of a poem before vou can assimilate it.

After you have knelt long in the temple of the poem, and
served at its altar, vou may then join in converse with the votaries
of the shrine. Recad only the best and sanest commentators. Do
not tollow erratic side tracks.”

EXCHANGES.

THE ». V. (0 Student {from the © Land of the (olden Suuset ™ makes us
feel awee a bir jealons when 1t talks of the charms of a Californian winter.
Natnve, it a wpears, it very bountcous in her giftsto that part of America.
Faney anvovsio Nova Seo in about the middle of last month ¢ sitting oun the
voeranda gazing at tae flovers in fall bloom or listening to the birds as they
chivp merrilv m the green trees avound hime.”” It would, indeed, be a stvain on
the liveliest imagination 10 fancy anything of the sort on one of thus: memor-
able days +hen the s wow is piled up and the frost bipng so as to convince even
the most =ceptwal that they are anything but imagihtary. We of these colder
climes are not, however, without pleasures, less poetic though they may le,
during the winter season.  Skating, (and there are those who say that it is not
without its poetry,) is an example of a pastiine well sunited to make us cope
smilingly with aay incidental inconvenience that this seas-a way bring.  Other
charms winter possesses for the vigovous lusty youth of this country. Aund none
issought more zestfully theu tripping over the snow to the merry tune of the
sleigh-bells,

* N »

Among the very best of our exchanges is 7he Laurel. Although not the
largest it is yet large enongh to embody sufficient thought each month to do
anple eredit to the Institution which it represents. A mouthly review of Zhe
Laurc! is nlways a keen pleasure to us.

It wonld be difficult to pick out auy individual article of its February
namber for particular comment or special praise. And if we do so it is not be-
cause we nuder-rate the others but because of that great and ever-pressing
reason that confronts all ex. men, namely, lack of space.

The article * Patriotism Undismayed ™ is well weitten and abounds with
more or less sententious and dogmatic statements velative to  Eagland’s ™
nuvarying bascucss aad fiendish eraelty. Che writer's notions like those of a
iarge portion of hi- ¢runtrymen are bred in the boue and it would be, therefore,
quite useless to remonstrate.—he knows better. Nor is it any use to retort with
a Roland for an Oliver; he is just as certain to waive you deprecatingly off
Nonsense! Tis only England is cruel anl unjust, has always hrenant always
will be. Do we need proof » List bat t) the mournfal wail of the widow in
every country Bazlanl evers:t joot upon  And as our kuowlelge of History
and Geography is extremely limited we bethink us tfor & moment and ask
blandly: P.ease sir, have you particularly in mind Cuba. or the Philipines, or
Canada (1$121) or Mexieo?  Or the Western Plains—home of the noble Redskin.
The wail of the witow comes ¢ our strained esrs adown the sircam of siwme
from all these conutries as well as from the Transvaal aned elsewheve. Tois
weeping and wailing is all vecry trazic (w+ continued) but tis only & part, albeit
a sad part. of history. It should not be paraded as a sure test of national
depravit; .
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Then we close our ears and walk backward, smiling, and bowing. The
Laurel-man is seen to talk but we won't argue with him. He knows all about
it and we don’t. That's the difference, and so we tale our leave of him

L 4

The Columbiad comes to us for the first time from distant Oregon. It is quite
a baby in ageas *“Vol. 1 No. 4 on the first page evidences. Nevertheless it
has as old-fashioned a strut and talks quite as much and just as well as many
a more pretenticus College Magazine. We are glad to have the Columbiad on
the list of our Exchanges.

* 4«

The current number of Quecns University Journal has a very pithy and
suggestive article on Short Story teliing. Much knowledge is displayed by the
writer in the matter. The article shows also that the author himself knows xiot
a little of the trick of putting words together. He draws attention to the
possibilities of the Short Story to make the Journal more interesting to the
general public, and to call into exercise the latent powers of artistic narration
unsuspected perhaps by their owners. If acted upoun this suggestion will make
the journal an ideal College magazine. Tor already it stands without a peer as
an ideal students paper.

L »

St. Peter’s Net contains a continued article, very lengthy and practical, on
Child Emigration to Canada. It touches and gives useful hints on all points
relative to this subject. The Institution which tnis paper represents is the home
of a vast number of helpless children. It rears and educates these and when of

_age sends as mauy as its pecuniary means allows to Canada. To emigrate a
child costs £12. * But,” the Net says ‘‘it is a difficult and a very difficult
matter to find the necessary imoney. We can emigrate as many as we can pay
for. Will any good reader help by cmigrating a child. How consoling to think
that you had given a boy or girl such a grand start in life, and how interesting
to follow the futurc career of that child!”’

* £ %

Geargetown College Journal is up to its old standard. The story ** My Lady of
the White Fan »’ is deserving of high praise. Itis cheerfully told, scenes boldly
painted and altogether is a splendid specimesn of the good short story,

The Institution NVews published by the pupils of the School for the Deaf at
Halifax is an interesting little monthly which reflects very great credit on the
pupils of that school, who not only edit it but do ths mechanical work as well.
Whilst congratulating the pupils on the bright and newsy *‘ make-up >’ of the
February issue we must not forget to speak a word of praise for the work of
their teachers, many of whom we know devote themselves to this speciul and
difficult branch of teaching, in a measure, through motives of philanthropy.
The success of the Halifax School for the Deaf is largely due to the unselfish
efforts of these paiustaking, plodding teachers, of whom the public hear but
little, but who exhibit a zeal in their chosen profession worthy of emulation by
many teachers in hearing schools.

A. A, M'N. 03,
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ATHLETICS.
HOCKEY.
NEW GLASGOW 5 ST. F. X. 5.

The first game of the season with an outside team was played in the
College rink on Jan. 22nd against the New Glasgow team. The gane was
fast and furious from the stact. and our boys showed up well, thongh their
combinxtion was not of the best. Our opponents had very httle combination,
but they bad some individual stars. Those deserving of special mention are
Grant and MecArthur; on the College team, McSweeney and Nulty did good
work.

The game started with a rush that was really fast hockey. Jim McNeil
from 2 mix-up in front of the New Glasgow goal, shot u hot one. After the
face off the puck was kept 1 New Glasgou temtory, but their goal-ke~per
stopped 2 number of hard ones. Nulty soon found the net, but short.]v after-
wards McArthur evened watters from centre ice.

In the second half our hoys began forcing matters. Jim McNeil shot
our third goal, and McGregor soon fullowed with one from the side. Then
Nulty shot two in succession, Grant and McGregor during the last five minutes
of play evened up, and at the end the score stnnd five all. The captains
decided not to play off so the score remained 5—35 3 Mr. H. Hearn of the college
refereed to the satisfation of all.

The line-up was :

NEW GLASGOW. COLLEGE.

Ross Goal D. McNeil

Fraser Point G. McSweeney (Capt.)
McArthur C. point J. Fraser

McDougall - Rover J. MceNeil

McKay Rt. wing C. Connolly

Grant Centre Delaney

McGregor L. wing Nulty

VICTORIAS §. ST. F. X.2

v Jan. 26th. the team left for Sydaey and North Sydney to play two games,
the first at North Sydney with the Victoria A. A. and the second with the
Syduoey A. A. the Champions «f Cape Breton. Both of these temws played here
in our own tink last winter, ard our boys had a fairly good idea what kind of
teams they were to play. On the eveningof the 27th. St. F. X. and the
Victorias crossed sticks in the new Strathcona rink, vne of the largest in the
province. Qur bays were rather handicapped by t.ht. size of the rink, being used
toa smaller area of ice and also by the light which was poor The game was
very fast throu"lmu, but was marred by w little unnecessary tripping and
checking. * The Vistcrias played well together asa team and were handled in
good skape by the old reliable Jack D. —\IcN‘exl and Connolly plaved the best
game for the Unllege hut 2il played their positions well and _did all that was
expected of them. The game started off with a rush; the play varving from
one end of the rink to the other, both goals making good stops. After near)y
ten wminuies of play Cann put one n from a face off at the side of the goal.
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Jack D. tallied soon after, making a nice run from centre ice. The score re-
mained the same until the end of the hudf, though qu-te afew hard shots rained
in, but both goals were cqual to the occasion. Two minutes after the whistle
sounded tar the second half Clark scored from the wing and was soon followed
by Caan. Connolly then scored the first goal for the College after making a
nice run up the side. Fraser scored the fifth for the “ Vies” shortly after.
Nul:y who had been giving a nice exhibition of stick-handling all this half,
rushed through the entire opposing team and shot from witkin a few feet of the
goal.  Jack D. scored the sixth aud the last for the “ Vies.” thus mhuking the
seore 6—2.  Mr. Parvis of the Discos referezd to the satisfaction of all.  Line-
up was as follows:

VICTORIAS ST. R X.
Smith Coal D. McNeil
McLean Puint McSweeney
McDonald (Capt.) C. point Fraser

Cann ) (J. M. McNeil
McKay | o rmvarcla Nulty
Fraser f Forwards g Delaney
Clarke | { Conunolly

SYDNEY A. A. 13, ST. K. X. 1.

The following eveniug our boys played the 8. A. A. A.—champions of the
C. B. League, in the Rosslyn Rink, at Sydney. and suffered defeat by the score
of 13to 1. The game was not fast, but it was clean hockey, and such a large
score was obtained by the S. A. A. A. playing rings around our boys, who were
atterly unable to stop the swilt rushes of their forwards, or break up their
combination. Hearn and Phalen were the stars of the S. AL AL A, Dan Me-
Neil plaved & good game in goal for St. F. X., stopping some hard ones. Con-
nolly was cut in the face during the first half, and had to retire fer the rest of
;:I_xe game. Harvey Hearn, “ who was destined to shoot the only goal.” replaced
i, .

The game started rather tanely, with the S A. A. A having things all
their own way. Three goals were shot Ly them during the first half.  The
second half bagan with a little faster exhibition of hockey, but it was sovn
evident o all that the size of the score was the only yuestion.  The game was
over, S. A. A. A 13. St. F. X. 1 Mvr. Hoult of the Socials referred very
satisfactorily. The line-up was as follows :

S, A A A COLLEGE.
Connors Goal D. MeNeil
Mcl.can Point McSweeney
McDonald C. point Fraser

He‘lx(m (Capt.)) { Connolly (Hesrn)
Pickard T - Delaney

Phalen j Forwards ( Nulty
Richardson | J. McNeil

CANNING 4. ST, F. X. 1.

On the evening of Feb. 11th. the strong Canning team and our boys
crossed sticks in the College rink. This is Canning's first visit to Antigonish,
and let us hope it is pot the Jast. The game started out fast and furious,



aud it seemed a guestion of who could check the harder. No combination was
attempted by either side. Baxter shot the first goal five minutes after play
began, and Parker soon followed by another. The score remained 2 -0 during
tha fiest half—althougl the rubber was nearly all the time in Canning territory.
It seemad impossible to get it past Feliows, who by the way is the best goal we
have seen, In the second half Kinsman and Eaton each scored, just before the
whistle blew. Nulty wcored the only goal for St. F..X. At the end of time the
score stood Canning 4, St. F. X, 1.

Harvey Hearn gave satisfaction as referee.  Line-up:

CANNING. COLLEGE.
Fellows Goal . McNeil
Cox Point McSweeney
Biglow (. point Hamilton .
Parker [J. :}IcNeil
Kinsman | Forward Nulty
Baxter J orwards Delaney
Eaton ] | Connolly

ST. F. X. 7. PICTOU A. AL 1

On Friday Feb. 20th. Ficton A. A. played here on their return from
Sydney and were defeated by the score of 7—1

It was a nice clean game, not fast, but nevertheless a good exhibition of
hockey.

Wisener played the best game in the forward line while Carrol at cover
point did some very uice lifting. The forward line of the (College vlayed the
best game of the season having a fine combination, and just a trifle fast for
their opponents. MeSweeney was the star. He played bis first game in the
forward line and his fine stick handling and hard shooting came into full play,
and his presence seemed to put new hfe in the others. Qur defence-was prac-
tically invincible, for whenever the puck did come into St. B X. territory it
was quickly returnad by McNeil or Hamilton. D. McNeil in goal made some
very nice stops,

The gam> started off with a rush, the play entirely arvund Pictou’s goal.
Nulty after ten winutes of play scored the first, MeSweeney scored two more in
quick succession, which wus all the scoring done in this ha'f.

The second half opened with a rush, Wisener taking the puck to Hamilton
who checked and lifted back to Picton point. Connolly followed swiftly,
securad the puck and seored.  MeSweeney followed soon with another, shortly
after McSweeney again shot, the goal stopped but in clearing he put the puck
in the net.

Then Hamilt n by ane of the prettiest plays seen here this season took the
puck from behind bis owa goul, hroke through the opposing forwards dodged
past the defence and sent & hot one in b-hind Fullerton.

Just as the bell was ringing Wisener shot the only goal for Pictou. Mr.
Fraser of the College referecd satisfactorily. Line up:



PICTOU A. A STLROX.
Fallerton . Goal D. MeNeil
DeCoste Poiut Hamilton
Carroll (Capt.) Cover J. MeNeil
Wisener Rover McSweeney
Cann Centre Delaney
Macslaren L. W Nulty
McLellan R.W. Connolly

The Collage second team played their first game of the season «n Feb, 14th
with the Bankers of Antigonish. The game was rather one-sided, the score
heing College 23. Bankers 2. Our second team play excellent combination.
The score at the end of st half was 7 10 1, to vhich the College toys addecd
15 and the Bankers 1 in 1.:second hall. H. Hearn shot 9 gomls; Fraser 6;
McKenma 4; McArtnur 3, and Turnbull for the Bunkeis 2. Jim McNeil of the
College refeired. Line up :

BANKERS COLLEGE.
MceGillivary Gonl - Allen

Harris Point C. Hearn
Curry C. point W. Delaney
MecDonald ) [ A. Fraser
Stofford wweards f McKenna
Turnbull | Forwards. 1 H Hearn
Bullock | | McArthur

On Feb. 21st. the ** Invincibles " of the Cullege played the Sunkers, and
defeated them 10 to 2. The ** Invineibles ar- the coming team of the college !
their combination is perfect. They have an nubroken vecord so tar  In the
four g-mes they have played, they scored 31 puints to their opponents 9.

The line-up in the game with the Bankers was as follows :

BANKERS INVINCIBLES,
McGillivary Goal G. Murdock
Harrs Point John Tobin
Curry C. point R. L. McDonald
McDonald ) [ :\\; MeDonald
el Fosar {Yolims
Bulleck |} [ McClafferty

The Seniors and Juniors played two games with the professors, and gave
the spectators an idea how the galme was played in ““ ye goode olden days.”
Each team has one victory to its credit, and we are looking forward with
anxiety for the “rubber.”

On the evening of Feb. 26th. our second team defeated the Independants
of Antigonish by a score of 11 to 4. It was the most exciting game played this
year in our rink. :
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THE MINIMS’ DEPARTMENT.

Webave been considering for sonie time the advisabihity of giving space in onr
columns to the boys of St. John the Baptist’s School ~ A tfew specimens of their
composition which we have recently read made us feel that we would be doing
them a great wrong were we to deny them space in our columns. The Minims
of to-day will in a few years be the very persons upon whose shoulders will rest
the responsibility of navigating Zucelsior upon the *'troubled waters of jour-
palism.” (‘This quotation we borrow from an essay recently written by one of
the *‘Minims. We wonder where he got it.) Hence itis only right that our
little friends should be given an opportunity while young of writing composi-
tions. It will develop their literary tastes, besides giving them an opportunity
of improving in penmauship, for we intend to reject everything that is not
written in a nice, legible hang.

Judging from the cleverly written description of a trip to lofty Sugar Loaf,
which'we puilish in this issue, we feel sura that there is literary talent among
the Minims, and we intend to give it a chance to develop.

We also intend to open a puzzle department for our little friends. Prizes
will be given to those who send us the correct solutios s, and their names will
be published in the columus of Excelsior. These puzzles will be more or less of
a literary character.

The following is the puzzle for this month:

A LITTLE CHANGES. .
ONE LETTER DOES IT.
The process is called Syncopation. :

Now to those who do not understand wbat that big loud word means, we
may add that it is shortening a word by taking from it the middle letter, so as
leave tlie word with a different meaning. Thus, when you syncopate the word
“ house,* it becomes * hose.” .

Here is the puzzle, and mind you it is written in poetry, but not by « Alex.’,

“ Syncopate a morning song

And leave the ocean grandd;

And likewise change a moving power
Into a stretch of land.

*Tis thus you male of filiny cloth
And earnest, steady look;

And from an urchin of the street
Improvement you will book.

Now syncopate a string of links
*Twill help to form your face;
If you destroy a haritage,

A worker takesits place.

Now syncopate an evil oune,
Aund you will gain a prize;
Tnen dare transformu a cooking stove
And anger flames the eyes.

And now we’ll change a conatry far
And see what grandma. did;

If thus you spoil a filament

The fiame cannot be hid.
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We'll stop a racket now aud seo
What always is ahead;

Now we’ll transform a child to find
A build ng in its s ead.

The man who gives will disappear,
You'll find the passage way;

And what was once a bunch of yarn
Is on your nand to-day.

A TRIP TO SUGAR LOAF.

To the tourist intent on viewing the beauties of Nature there is no better
vantage-gronnd than far famed **Sugaxr Loaf.” Thither, therefore. together, wirth
two buon companions, the writer of this sketeh bent his steps on a glorious Au-
tumn moyning. We started at eight o'clock sharp, laden with lunch-baskets,
guns, cameras, and all the other paraphernalia suitable for a 1xip of this king.
It was an ideal day for an excursion. The air was invigoratiug, the scenery all
that could be desired cven by the most enthusiastic lover of Nature. In the
space of an hour we arrived at the base of the mountain. Here a sight met
our eyes that was truly iuspiriug, so iuspiring, indeed, that one of my com-
panions, who is kuown to the boys under the heavenly cognomen ** Paradise,”
perched himself oo a stump near by, and with wistful eyes.and month agape,
refreshed his poetic soul with the antwwmnal scenery. We were somewhatafraid
that he meant to put his o'erwrought feelings un paper, as we noticed him
toyving with his pencil, and consequently we feared much for the laurels of
our collegiate poet-laurcate ¢ Alex.” Evidently on refivction he thought better
of it, for, in response to the invitation of * Gutsie,”” couched in language more
expressive than poetic, “* to get a hustle on, and not sit there like a moon-
struck old mai!,” with his usual nnrufied dignity, he descended from bis perch
and we began the ascent .

Our path was somewhat impeded by windfalls, notwith<tanding which, at
the end of an hour, we gained the highest pinnacle of Sugar Loaf. Perched in
the branches of a lofty maple we feasted our eyes on the magnificent scenery
which lay before us. 1o the east lay the placid waters of Antigonish Harbour,
dotted here and there with pretty islets, a scene which drew from -¢ Gutsie ™
the remark that it much resembled Shakespeare's description of Loch Katrine in
The Lady of the Lake. To the south o splerdid view of the town of Autivzonish
was to be had, with its clusters of pretty white cotrages; its massive Cath-dral
—a momumens to religious zeal; its magnificent instiration of learning, wherein
the young idea is taught how to shoot, and well taught, 100; the whole sur-
rounded by ficlds of verdant green. At our feet thouszuds upon thousands of
noble trees dressed in Autumn’s gay and gorgeous livery swaved in the gentle
breeze. Overcome Ly the enthusiasm of the moment, I turncd me to
* Paradise ™ and in tones ot gladness not unmixed with awe exclaimed—*‘Behnld,
O Paradise,” has not yonr heart yearned, and your o¢yes hungered for a vision
such as this! Is nct your poetic brain fired at this sight of prodigal, bounteous
Nature?—*¢ Ah, come off, w’atcher giv'n us ’—was the truly non-poetical reply,
uttered in a voice resonant of beech nuts, and disgust. I looked, and beheld my
companion seated on the limb of a huge beech-tree, most faithfully attending to
the wauts of the inner man.

Avnoon we proceeded to iuvestizate the contents of our lunch baskets.
Here is where ¢ Gutsie  shone. From the remarkable aptitude he displayed in
setting tastefully before us an excellent spread, ou» would think he had just
graduated with honors from Delmonico’s, New York. But it wasat eating
that he was particularly strong, for the way in which he laid away huge slices
of cold-roast beef would have made the heartiest Euglisuman tarn green with



234 EXCELSIOR

envy. ‘ Gatsie* nes not look robust, but Icaun safely say that whatever
organ is affected it is not thae stomach. After dinner * Gutsie' and myself
took a short nap probably lulled to res- by the dulest tones of *¢ Paradise,” who
in a voice, a happy combination of mezzo-alto-contralto, of peculiar richness, and
great volume, was striving desperately to re-murder poor ** Anuie Laurie.”
Despite some d-sperate * pom-poming  we were unable to procure any game—
save a miserable looking porcupine which ‘¢ Paradise '’ shot, and which he in-
sisted on bringivez along with him At four o’clock we started oun our home-
wacd journey. It was now quite foggy, and it was with extreme difficnlty that
we could descern onr way. After a toilsome tramp we finally reached the main
road, zud soon were cosily ensconced within the classic wallsof St. F. X.
Here we met with a warm cecoption by class-mates, who listened with breath-
less interest to our tale of adventare, and the number of bears, wild ¢ ts, etc.,
we did »noz shoot.

¢. John the Baptist School (Gradé IX). A. F. MceD. »

———— e e e s

ON THE HOP.
“Cuam in.”

*“ Geuorgie, have a cracker.”
“The Ring,” hu! hu! . !
“Who's the Heditor of the ’op ¢”
Nulty severely critized his friend Gorilla.
Reddy has accept=d a position at Vooght'’s for the ¢ ming vacation.
“What's the most impnrtant thing to save at a fire 1"
** Life,” T suppose.
“ No, dress suit case.”
“Whe said Judigae wante 1ty “serap ” with the referee 1”
1 heard that the Pictonians were defeated in Sydney last night.”
Jack: No, sir, the Pictou boys.
Unlike the curling tongues tue Valentine came back.
DeCoste is making some astempts at wrestling. They say he wasnt
Beaton.
Jerry from Kerry struck town
We laughed at the jokes of the clown
But the funniest sight
That happened that night
Was the  Crooked man ” setting way down.

O’¢r a path that was Beaton and Crooked,
The old moon so silently looked

And she smiled a bland simole
And said, “ Be me sole

Those who lads will surely get hoogkd,”



