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FacurLTy orF MEDICINE.

(
Major F. J. Drury, Principal, Medical Collegé.
Colonel G. F. A. Harris, Professor, Medical College.

Facurty or ENGINEERING.
Mr, A. Macdonell, Principal, Sibpyr Engineering College.

Weare ‘glad to find that all the members elected by the
several Faculties, (excepting the Faculty of Law), are teachers,
Another noticeable feature is that the non-official member.
form the nﬁljr.'.fti-t}r in tEE'FaFu‘FiES of Arts and Science,
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In anticipation of the groviSiéns of fh{e new Universities Act,
the Government of Bengal is trying' to introduce some sort of
collége control into tke IﬁES%ES of college students in Calgutta.
A conference of the Heads of Calcutta Colleges under the chair-
.ma‘,us‘hip of Mr. Pedler was held early this month, in which the
question was discussed at some length and ultimately referred to
«2 sub-committee consisting of Babu Surendra Nath Banerji, Mr.
N. N. Ghosh, Babu Umes Chundra Dutt, Rev. A. B. Wann,
Mr. G, C. Bose, Rev. E. M. Wheeler, Mr. R. Tipping, and Mr.
C. F. Russell, (Secrelary), with instructions to devise a practicable «
scheme for regulating the choice of students in the selection ol

““messes.” ‘Promises of miterialfinan:ial h:lp front the Govern-

“‘ment have been held out, The result of this new move is

anxiously awaited by all who take aay interest in the education
of our young men.

&

THE LOAF OF BREAD.
A TALE or EMANCIPATION.
(Extracted from the Diary of a Fresh-man.)

I had just entered into my teens when I matriculated from a
village school and went to the district town to avail myself of the
advantages of higher education. Up till then I had never gone
do not live with their parents and guardiansl, In view of this con-
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beyond the limits of my native village excepting occasional ex-
cursions to another village, eight miles off, lying in an out of the
way part of the country. Toa green youth like me fresh from
his native woodlands wild, the difference between the quiet
country-life I had heretofore led and the thousand and one
refinements of town life, was simply overwhelming: The talk of
my school-mates and mess-mates, full of flashes of bcyich wit or of
.gay remjniscences of boyish pranks, the spruce way in which they
awere dregsed, the jaunty air with which they carried their heads
like parrots, the slang they talked, with such easc* and gusto, the
ready familiarity with which they tulked of their Studiés and their,
teachers,—all these things startled niﬂ'.by:their novelty ; 1 felt” a
strange exhilaration of fl:':irits ‘as with new wine intoxicated,! my
veins tingled, my brain reeléd, and I was lifted off my feet.

,Born of a high-class Bramhin fa;nilir, I had been trained in the
‘usual round of ceremonial observances and habits of personal
cleanliness. During the first six months of my. scjourn in the
town I followed my usual practice in these matters with scrv.;pul-
.ous regularity; in spite of the jeers of my more refined chups
I took good care never to eat off a plate or drink of a glass defiled «
.by a Sudra. We. had a Moslem _class-fellow, and I kept as far
frecm him as the arrangements of the class-rcem permitted, and
even when we were called upcn to stand round the Professor’s L
chair, I insulated nyself so completely as to avoid all tontact with
the gaberdine of n'y unhallowed class-fellow. But at the end of I
the first half-year of my town-life ‘a change came over the spirit
of my dream.” My early training began to Icosen its hold- upon
me and [ was moré and more fascinated by the glamour of the
refined manners of my companions. The old garment of ortho-
doxy burst in more places than one, and at last it slipped off like
the cast-off skin of a snake. But let me tell my little story and
stop this moralising vein. ‘

On my way to and from college, I had to pass by a baker's
stall. A smell, not altogether unpleasant, came from the stall
when I hurried to college, and many a time and oft I slackened

my steps, . while passing by the stall, in order to catch a fuller
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breath of it. Oh! how it did bri;*jg back to my boyish memory

the smell of wi]d-ﬂuwers{ hidden away from the eyes of-
passers-by in the quick-set hedge round my native fields in a clear

spring-morning ! I came at last to perceive that it was the smell

of fresh leavened bread. But greater wonders were still in store

for me. One day I saw the baker put his loaves into the oven

and I watched them for a while. T was delighted at the sight of
the loaves getting brown slowly under the genial heat, and gently

swelling up—at least so it seemed to my boyish fanc}rLIike thc

lovely lotus b?ﬁrmmg. on the llﬁlpld stream, the rich brown of the

hard crust contrasting beaqti“mlly with the mottled white of the

kissing-crust. When ‘cokege “was oyer, I returned by the same

road and saw the loaves ¥angell in a row and exposed for sale on

the counter. What strange shapés ! 'some looked like huge

ostrich-eggs or rather. like the eggs of the roc that 1 had .recent- -
ly read of in the Arabian Nights ; others appeared like miniature
pagnaas, broad-based and flat-topped, and some again cduld
readily be mistaken for over-fat mice with their tails laid right
~across their back ! 1 felt a genuine admiration forrthe oddness of
their shapes and the symwmetry of their arrangement, and I often
detected myself in casting ‘a longing, lingering lcok behind’ as
I marched past that spot. The admiration, however, inspired in -
the hearts of my companions was less Platonic than mine, 1
often found them approaching the counter, buying of the beardeli
‘vendor a half-anna loaf or an anna-loaf, and quietly depositing it
into their pccket. Once or twice I remonstrated with them on
their scandalous conduct. Spme felt small, hung their heads
duwn and shunned my flashing eyes ; bt the bolder among
them twitted me on my rustic breeding and silly prejudices.
One,.the bcldest and bardiest of the set— he was town-born and
town-bred—had the audacity of actually offering me a slice of it
to taste—O abomination—and* quite provokingly asked me to
reserve judgment till I had tried it. I pished and pshawed, stared
and gasped,spat and stamped in boyish indignation— and scampered
off, the emancipated town-bred youngsters jeering at me all the
while for my crude village notions,

\
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But that insidious suggestion had wrought its efect.
The seed had been sown and it had'fallen on no stony soil. The
smell ever after haunted me like a passion, and the vision of
the brown loaves flashed upon my inward eye at odd hours of
the day. No longer could I pass by that shop (and I had to go
that way twice daily) avithout feeling a moistening df the nether
lip and an unloly craving in my mind, a craving not to be put
by. In vain I busied myself over my books during college
hours. 1 caught my mind wandering up the high street that
ran past the College, and baiting u,f the baher s st4ll. One day—
that day I read no more—the fit was gtrnngu;r than us&al unable,
to resist the temptation, I at last :nqk the honest resn]utmn
of tasting of the fcrrhldden fmd kefore that day’s sun went down.

.« With this end in view, I did fot join my companions after College

bours, but walked up and down the Cu'llege. grounds till the toast
{vas clear. 1 then started at a mund trot andvery sooM came
aldngside of the baker's shop—but what ailed me then? I came
to a stand-still, my limbs gave way, I was like one in a trance.
After a time—¢he interval seemed quite an age to me—with. 4

mighty effort I set my legs free, and strode on to the bearded *

worthy standing behind the counter. Another pause—I thought
the eyes of all the world,were upon me, I felt my companions

"were dogging me at my heels, every sound appalled me and made

my flesh creep. At length, T asked for a loaf of bread, a middle-

/

sized one, in a voice faltering like that of a gentle maiden confess<

ing her lové, shaking and lrasky like that of a drunkard. For-
tunately or unfortuately, the baker had not read poetry, especi-
ally English poetry df a particular type, and so he never suspect-
ed the tempest raging in my breast from the peculiarity of my
voice. I turned blue to the roots of my hair—that was my way
of blushing—when the loaf was handed over te me by old beardie
in the ordinary way of business. I looked round to see that
nobody was watching me, secreted it into my coat-pocket after
having first of all felt that the pocket se2d a bottom, and flew fast
like an arrow shot from a Tartar’s bow. '

The deed was done. The Rubicon was crossed. But fresh
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troubles vexed my over-wrought mind. Where should I taste -

of the tempting morsel ? Ceming straight to my quarters was
out of the question. I could not face my jeering friends. Should
I despatch it on the College grounds? No, the servants will see
me at these nasty doings, and I shall come down in their estima-
tion. To coryvert the baker’s shop into a regular dining-hall—that
was not to be thought of for a moment. I was in a bad fix.

At last I hit upon a plan. There was a deserted house lying
in ruins in the vicinity of the College. That was the likeliest spnt
thought I, for, the celebratml;; of such orgies as mine. It was
a winter afbe.-rnﬂﬂn andeit wa «getting dark—an hour propitious
.* for the work I had before “me. Lhad dallied long with hope,
the anticipation of an umasfeq joy ; the keen appetite of fourteen
was also upon me. I flung my bookg aside, pulled off my shoes
(I had not yet lost orthodnxy ), squatted down upon some odd
stone in a by-nook ‘to scréen myself from the gaze of Lusyal
lookers-in, and fell to. I tore off a large slice of the loaf and
sert it down my throat, crust and all. The shades of iy
fEramhin. forefathers wept for shame in the regions above, if
souls can weep in bliss; but I was now ‘possessing joys not
promised at my birth." A thrill of ecstacy, the delight of con-
simmation, shot through my veins; it was felt through the

blood and felt along the heart. I had a foretaste of celestial

ambrosia, a, vicarious participation im the manna’ of the desert,

-._a reminiscence of the delicious taste of those *sciential apples’

with which our first parents gorged themselves in the happy
garden ; ‘such delight, till then, as seemed In food I never
tasted.’ * {.

o Often and often have I since tasted of the °*staff of- hife,’
‘toasted with butter, dipped in jelly, soaked in gravy, or sopped
in milk or honey—but nothing can restore to me the delicious
taste, the freshness of a dreamq, of that dry loaf of bread which
‘I greedily ingorged without restraint’, the pulpy crumbs
feeling like lamb’s wool to the touch and tasting l'ke powdery
ambrosia ; ‘the very teeth were invited to their share of the plea-

sure at this banquet in overcoming the coy, brittle resistance’ of
pu
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the hard but not over-hard ctust. Fain would I sing with the
poet — . ' ‘
Oh, cease to affirm that man, since his birth
From Adam 'till now, has with wretchedness strove,
Some portion of Paradise still is on earth

And Eden revives at the touch of the boaf. .
¢ ‘ L. K. B.

A Short essay on Death.

~ The very utterance of the word—death—involves a rnyster_',r
too hard to be explained away’, by human 111‘E11ec:t Philoso-
phers of various ages have endeamdred to solve 1t hu‘t there has,
always been a difference of opinipar, . Some have regarded
the question as involved in mystéry and terror, and the passage
into the region after death 4s a leap in the dark, into some aw-
ful unknown void. Others again take a.very happy and conso-
ldmry view of the question. Ph}ﬁlcally death is but a permanent
¢essation of the vital functions of the body—an event to 'wﬁich
all created beings are liable. But the difficulty arises when we
raise the question ‘what is death’ ? ‘what does it imply’ ? ‘wh~t
is its connection with life' ? ‘

The first thought that strikes a common mind with regard.
to death 1s its terrible character. Alas! what a terror of
‘terrors it is,” inconsiderate of time, place and ‘person ! It comes
with its scythe equally to ihe poor and the rich, the small and
the great, to cut the thread of their life. The youngman
with his bosom full of fiesh vigour and ardent hopes, en-
gaged in doing his duties, is suddenly snatched out of his dear-
est and nearest surfoundings and taken to that “bourne from
which no traveller returns”.! Death is the great leveller to which
time and space, as it were, seem to succumb. Thus the general
tendency is to surround death with all the traopings of woe, and
with everything calculated . to inake it seem darker and more
terrible.

But the theistic's view of the question is altogether poetic,
It realises death as a perfectly natural incident in the course of
our life. Recognising the omnipotence of One Who is the sole



