
ceived. We said farewell to Billy
with reluctance, for he had proved
to us a most entertaining com-
panion, and his original sayings
had provoked many a laugh. He
sang "The Bonnie Hills of Loch
Lomond" to us with great gusto,
as he leaned over the bar counter,
and gave us his blessing ere we
departed. We had thoroughly en-
joyed our summer holiday, and

were bronzed, lean, and as hard as
nails. As we wended our way
homewards we had the satisfaction
of knowing that we had been
amongst a most hospitable people,
and scenes which were wondrous
fair, also that the weather had
been as favourable as if made to
order

—
three conditions which never

yet failed to make a perfect holi-
day.

Cecil Rhodes -Dead.

Grim lip, sardonic eye, blank forehead, he has gone:
The domineering life has bent to one behest!

Dead the stupendous energy that drove him on;
That throbbing dynamo, his brain, has droned to rest !

Huge, callous, elemental, massive, crude,
Through dallying life hurried this stark, inhuman thing!

Nor once he turned his head, nor once his keen eyes viewed
The pleasaut gardens by the wayside blossoming!

He lacked the human part. Ah, wonder!if he yearned
Sometimes to leap the barriers of that prison brain,

Just once to kiss some mouth and know that kiss returned,
In one deep reckless gulp the all of life to drain!

There was no hope for him but in eternal strife;
All would bave still been barren had he all achieved !

His acrid strenuous madness held him fast; all life
Was his for happy guerdon—

and he never lived!

Some calm ironic fate held him ever apart.
Life laughed by in the sunlight— he in vast eclipse!

Nor mined the gold deep hidden in a human heart,
Nor guessed the opulence of a mere woman's lips!

What cosmic warfare, unimaginable strife,
Waits in the vague beyond for that unvanquished mind?

Too mean for him the little margins of this life—
Into the quiet dark gone untamed, breathless, blind! "

Arthur H. Adams.
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