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: THE STUDENT. 5

both on account of its bright originality and
the way the professor has of saying the
most unexpeeted things.  Aside from its
humorous vein the lecture gave evidence of
unusual literary talent and of a close touch
with the sympathies of everyday humanity.
The speaker began by inquiring into the
purpose of the tails of little pigs. Sometime
in the dim past the appendage may have had
some use but now is remains only as a relic of
a former state—a remnant. Man has similar
physical remmnants of former organs but the
speaker went on to consider more especially
man as a result of the of evolution
socially—the remnants of a former and lower
culture that stand related to our lives as the
pig’s tail to the pig * * * * * Words
give expression to thoughts. We may there-
fore properly expect to find in them a class of
This was illus-
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remnants of former thoughts.
trated by a number of familiar words, personal
names, national prefixes, family names, peculiar

local expressions and accents. The Yankee
still cale’lates, the Southerner reckons and

sizes up objects by ‘“right smart heap,” the
Irishman ‘‘opens his mouth to put his foot in it.”

“Then there is the stronger class of expres-
sions usually appropriated by men, but which
must not be named * * * # They seem
to be spoken, for the most part, without con-
sciousness—we cannot always keep watchful
guard over the mind.—Under the sway of
sudden emotion we give expression to words
that come from the past of a lower culture.
Like coins in unraveling history these expres-
sions bring up our dead selves, long thought
dead and buried, into the light of day.™

The speaker dwelt at some length on the uni-
versal tendency to over estimate one’s own
beauty and excellencies, the influence of the past
on matters of dress and on man’s social creed—
his beliefs and superstitions, the belief in the
moon’s potency, the confidence in quacks, the

power of Public Opinion or Mrs. Grundy. The
fact that wow populi has ceased to be vor dei is
witnessed by our lack of faith in statements
made by the public press and in the infallibility
of juries.

After dwelling for some time on these points
the speaker said, “The social influences that
sway humanity have been at times compared to
the garments in which man clothes himself. If
we accept this figure, Mrs. Grundy, The Press,
The Jury system, and all that may be gathered
under vo.r populi vor dei as they are to-day, will
form a collection of old clothes of days long
gone by—relies or remnants out of which man
has grown and is growing.”

Songs and festivals as remnants of the past
were then taken up, and the speaker concluded
with a strong presentation of the influence of
the past—remnants from former days on man
as an individual and as a factor in society.

FROM MY WINDOW.

UCH has been said and written concerning
Dakota as to surface, soil, climate and
general aspect. Its summer and autumn land-
scapes have been extolled for their seas of
vendure, which change from green to russet,
from russet to gold as the season advances; and
the profusion of wild flowers that color the
prairies with bands of pink and purple, of
lavender and white is not forgotten.

But no one has written of the winter aspect
of these far reaching plains. That which to the
eye of the casual observer seems only broad
expanses of chilling snow, in the morning light
is glorified with a delicate and unique beauty,
to which the summer and autumn glories are
florid and common place.

From the rising of the winter sun, to its going
down there is a ceaseless and delicate change in
the lights and shadows resting on the fields of
SNOW.
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At first the faint rose and lilac colors of the
sky are reflected below, and through the faint
haze glitter innumerable points of light from
the white mounds that mark the hamlet and
isolated dwellings scattered over the prairie.

A mirage at length may evolve from the
mists and mark forest or village where before
all was a level plain.

Morning at length passes into the less
shaded effects of noon, again to lapse into the
softened and rich glow of evening, when the
sun afar glorifying the sky with color, drops
out of sight in the white sea.

Strange illusions are suggested to the
observer, as for example by the grain elevators
down at Merrified, whose gray outlines are
singularly suggestive of heavily laden ocean
going sail vessels or as one has termed them.

MY SHIPS THAT NEVER COME IN.

Two stately ships on the horizon’s edge

With sails full set, and freighted hulls sunk low,
Head ever onward as in tireless quest

Of Lands of Promise where the sunsets glow.

The morning silvers their long shining wake,
The full moon scorches on a molten sea,

Yet ever onward, onward toward the West
With swelling sails, the barks hold steadily.

When evening shadows creep across the sea
And night hangs low her purple veil of mist

And light-house lamps come forth to meet the stars
While night by night they hold with them their tryst,

These stately ships sail on to ports unknown
With treasuers laden, yet to be revealed;

From some far land we may not know nor guess,
And under orders to all eyes yet sealed.

Ahoy, O ships! Are ye the barks that sailed
On Life’s fair morn, from Youth’s far distant port,
With your rich freight of hopes, ambitions, prayers?
Why sail ye yet, to be of winds the sport?
O stately ships, as day by day I watch,
You seem the same in sun or cloud or rain,
Phantoms ye are of ships that sailed and sank,
Lost in the bosom of the trackless main.

My treasure ships, laden from deck to keel!

My gallant ships, so strong to breast the gale!
My wished for ships, long over due in port!

My watched for ships, until the dim eyes fail!
No hail comes from you, swelling o’er the waves

But your deep silence, answers my long guest,
Ye are the phantoms of my ships that sailed

But now mid ooze lie deep on Ocean’s breast.

THE MINSTREL'S CURSE.
From the Germnn of Ubland.

FOR THE STUDENT.

In olden times a castle stood, a castle proud and high,
Conspicuous far from land and sea athwart the distant sky:
And round it lay in fragrance green a wreath of gardens fair,
Where rainbow-tinted fountains flashed high in the summer air.

Here dwelt a monarch proud, of whom ran many a fearful tale,
Upon his lofty throne he sat so gloomy and so pale;

For terrors brood in all his thoughts, his very glance affrights,
Fell torture sounds in all his words, and death in all he writes.

Once journeyed to this castle dread a noble minstrel pair,

The younger bright in golden locks, the elder gray of hair;

The elder with his matchless harp bestrode a handsome steed, (’
His youthful partner lightly stepped beside with tireless speed.

The elder to the younger spake, now be prepared, my son!
Recall our songs of mightiest sway; upraise thy fullest tone;
Strain every power, touch every chord, the tender, grave or gay,
To move the monarch’s stony heart, such is our task today.

The minstrels now are standing in the lofty pillared hall.

Upon his throne, beside the queen, her consort, stern and tall; '
The king, in dreadful splendor, like the blood-hued northern light,
The queen, in gentle beauty, like the summer moonbeam bright.

The aged minstrel smote the chords, he smote them wondrous well,
That on the ear the magic sounds in rising grandeur swell;

Then heavenly pure the younger voice rose clearer still and higher,
The elder’s sounding low between, like a deep-toned spirit choir.

They sing of springtide and of love, of the far-off golden time,

Of freedom, manly worth and truth, of holy lives sublime;

They sing of all that, sweet and pure, the human heart can thrill,
They sing of all that, nobly great, with thoughts heroic fill.

The courtier train around them soon forget the ready sneer,

And many a warrior bows his crest to hide the unwonted tear,

The queen, dissolved in sadness sweet, with pensive bliss possesst,
As guerdon to the minstrel throws the rose plucked from her breast.

“Ye have seduced my people; do ye now entice my wife?”

The monarch cries, with ire aflame, his voice with fury rife,

His sword, like levin flash that pierced the singer’s breast, he flung,
And thence, instead of golden song, a blood.jet high upsprung.

As by the whirlwind scattered now is all the listening swarm,
And soon the youth has gasped away within his master’s arm;
He wraps him in his mantle well, then raised upon his steed,
In upright posture firmly bound, began him forth to lead.

Before the lofty castle gate, yet turns the minstrel gray,

And grasps the peerless harp whose chords had throb’d to many alay:
Now ’gainst a marble column hurled, its fragments strew the ground,
While loud he cries that shudderingly the echoing walls resound. (‘

“All woe to you, ye halls of pride! ne’er through the ages long,
Hence evermore in you be heard sweet sound of harp or song;
No! Sighs alone and moanings and the step of slavish dread,
Until your walls to mouldering heaps the avenging spirit tread!

And woe to you, ye gardens fair, in Maytime's golden light,
To you I show this pallid face, these orbs devoid of sight,

That blasted be ye by the view, that every fountain dry, |
Till future days shall see you parched in stony bareness lie.

And woe to thee, thou murderer fell! curse of the minstrel name!
In vain be all thy strivings after wreaths of bloodstained fame;
Forgotten be thy very name, in darkness sunk and death,

Lost like the gasp in empty air that ends the dying breath.”




