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L
COLLEGE TUTOR

WE.!..T1 go and leave & widowed mother here,
To walk alone the icy path of age

‘With trembling stepa T Ts she to falter on

Through Death's black defile, when your manly arm

Might lead her gently, did you offer it}

Who is to kiss her quivering lipa? or who

To stroke her silvery hair? or who to raise

Her feeble form and hold the cooling enp

To quench her fevered thirst? or who to speak

Those words of faith, in the chill dusk of death,

Which only your veice can; and as ghe turns

And asks for you, are stranger lips to say,

‘Madam, you lmawlha left you long ago?
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A dog would scorn to treat o mother thus,

Much more those heathen whom you go to teach
What good men should be. Were it not as well
To stay at home and show what good men are?

CECIL.

Ah! it would grieve her tenfold more to know
That I could not step o'er her grave which lay
"Twixt me and some poor living pagan child,
Than to be hurried to & meagre hole
“Without s tear upon her coffin lid ;

Yea, than to be tossed out amidst a shosal

Of hunger-frenzied sharks for burial.

"Tis what we do whilst living, 'tis not what

Is done with our poor soul's dross after death
That we should think of.

TOTOR
Well, be it 8o, I have a handfol more

Of genuine arguments against your going
To bring out yet; prove them all counterfeits,
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And then I'll own I'm bankrupt.

The fierce flame-breathing sun of tropic lands
Would eat your life out as it would a fire'a:
The icy cold of smow o'er-rinded climes

Would stiffen all your beart-strings till they snapped:
You have not granite strength for heat or cold.
Bethink you, if you went, and then returned
A useless hull, condemned to idly lie

For many a year upon the shoals of life,
Rotting, not wearing out. 'Twere better far
To be a mud barge here and carry dirt.

CEQIL.

A useless hull l—nay, T might even then

Berve for an hospital, or even for hulks;

Or, at the leaat, for firewcod. But you err.

Tt is mot those of stout and sinewy arm

That alwaye fight the sun best; some there are
Whom the sun noarishes as he does flowers,
Where he would kill great oaks: and if I die

B2
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Home ten years sooner than I should do here,
I shall die twice ten older; for our lifa
Is what we do, and not the space we live,

TUTOH,

Granted, enthusiast ; but if you do less
By going away than staying here, what then!

CECIL.

Oh! no—I cannot—the mere going away
‘Weighs heavier in the assaying-scales of heaven
Than years of drossier life like this; and if

I fall in the first oneet, will not God

Bay to me, a8 He once did, *Bince it was
Within thy heart, thou did'st well{'

TUTOR.

But, hearken! If the heart be strong enough,
The blood will reach the furthest finger tip
Withont onr aid ; and if we only wait,

‘Will not the noiscless tide of knowledge surge,




