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This reign has been summarised by Tennyson :—

Her court was pure ; her life serene ;
God gave her peace ; her land reposed ;
A thousand claims to reverence closed
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen.

And Statesmen at her council met
Who knew the seasons when to take
Occasion by the hand, and make
The bounds of freedom wider yet—

By shaping some august decree
Which kept her throne unshaken still,
Broad-based upon her people’s will,
And compass’d by the inviolate sea.

and her epitaph from Punch is :—

O great of heart, in whom this world has known
Wisdom with woman’s swcetness reconciled ;

‘Who held her kingdom’s honour as her own,
Still fair and undefiled.

Best shall they keep that stainless memory bright,
Who count their heritage a holy debt.

Who walk with fearless soul the way of light,
In which her feet were sct.

The Prince Consort during life was overshadowed by his
more prominent wife, but nobly he played his part in the arts
of peace, and was splendidly fitted by high character, lofty
aims, and intellectual ability to be husband of the Sovereign.
Naturally from his position he kept aloof from politics, but
his name will always be associated with the great Exhibition
of ;851, in whose advancement he took such a prominent
position. He died in his prime on 14th December, 1861, and
the statue, a companion to that of the Queen, was erected in
1866, both being from the hand of Marochetti.

It was too soon to die

Yet might we count his years by triumphs won
By wise and bold and Christian duties done,

It were no bricf eventless history.

This was his princely thought,

With all his varied wisdom to repay

Our trust, and love which on that bridal dav
The Daughter of the Isles for dowry brought.

(Punch.)
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SIR ROBERT PEEL.

Sir Robert Peel was born in 1788, at the age of twenty-four
became Secretary for Ireland in 1812, and Home Secretary in
1832. A man of strong purpose, he, during his career, was a
supporter of Roman Catholic Emancipation, the Reform Bill
of 1832, and the Abolition of the Corn Laws in 1846.

The students of Glasgow University elected him as Lord
Rector in 1836, and early in January of the following year he
delivered his Rectorial address. This was followed on 15th
January by a public dinner given in his honour—perhaps the
largest in numbers ever known in the City—the numbered
seats amounting to 2,299 in addition to prominent promoters,
invited guests, stewards, and members of committee. Thus
early in his career Gladstone was an outstanding speaker at
the gathering.

Peel’s activities, on behalf of the Reform Bill, appealed
strongly to the citizens, whose representation in Parliament
was simply a ridiculous nonentity. Prior to 1832 one member
was allocated to the four Royal Burghs—Glasgow, Renfrew,
Dumbarton, and Rutherglen—collectively, the vote being cast
by one delegate from each of the Town Councils of these
Burghs, with a casting vote, if need be, to each in rotation.
Under the bill two members were allotted to Glasgow, the
election to be on a £10 franchise.

Peel, like others, marched with the times and changed his
views, after conviction, in the best interests of the nation.
It will surprise many to know that in 1832 Disraeli was a keen
Whig, while Gladstonc an equally strong Tory.

Peel put the police force on a proper and efficient footing,
and from his name they were called *“ peelers,” and even yet
from his christian name the term “ bobby ” is familiar to us
all.  Sir Robert when riding was thrown from his horse, and
died in 1850, and his statue was erected in 1859.

THE STATESMAN.

« « +« .+ . . with grave
Aspect he rose, and in his rising seemed
A pillar of state ; deep on his front engraven
Deliberation sat, and public care ;
And princely counsel in his face
Majestia . § om B F
—Milton.
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JAMES OSWALD.

James Oswald was born in 1779, his father, Alexander
Oswald, being one of those merchant princes who have made
the City what it is. The father’s wealth might have been
greater, but from an intense hatred of slavery he refused to
have anything to do with the West India trade.

The late J. O. Mitchell was descended from this family.

. James was a successful merchant, and represented the City
in Parliament for thirteen years, proving himself a public-
spirited citizen, and a man distinguished by probity and
Integrity in all things, by energy and zeal.

His statue, by Marochetti, was subscribed for by his many
personal friends and admirers, and originally stood in
Sauchiehall Street at the south-west corner of what is now
the Qrand Hotel building. The statue is unusual, the subject
carrying a walking stick and dress hat in hand, and while
immensely practical cannot be said to be artistic. Some of
us High School boys have happy memories of popping stones
into the hat, from which we were kept at a distance by the
high railing.

On the death of a cousin he succeeded to the estate of
Auchencruive in Ayrshire, where he died in 1853. This estate
remained in the Oswald family for one hundred and fifty years,
but on the death of the last representative was sold, and the
furniture and equipment dispersed in May of this year.

COMMERCE.

The band of Commerce was designed

To associate all the branches of mankind ;
And if a boundless plenty be the robe

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe.

Each climate needs what other climes produce,
And offers something to the general use.

—Cowper.

WILLIAM EWART GLADSTONE.

Gladstone was born on 2gth December, 1809, in Liverpool,
but was absolutely Scottish by blood. He was educated at
Eton, and there give early proof of oratory. At the age of
sixteen he gave a speech on education, and propounded the
theory that ‘‘ education on the whole was good for the poor.”
In 1830 at the Oxford Union he made such a strong speech
against Reform, as a Tory, that the Duke of Newcastle sent
him in 1832 to Parliament for the pocket borough of Newark,
and one who heard the speech said, “ when Gladstone sat
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down we all of us felt that an epoch in our lives had occurred.”
Bishop Charles Wordswerth, who was present also, confessed
in after years ‘“ it made me, and I doubt not others also, feel
no less sure than of my own existence that Gladstone, our
then Christ Church undergraduate, would one day rise to be
Prime Minister of England.” This speech was quoted against
him by Disraeli in 1866. It is worthy of note that eight
Prime Ministers in last century came from Christ Church.

He was a Member of Parliament for the long period of
sixty-three years with only a break of one year, and finally
retired in 1895. He started his career *‘ under the shadow of
the great name of Canning.”” and in 1845 he is found corres-
ponding with Cardinal Manning (then an Anglican Archdeacon)
on National Education, Poor Law, and the employment of
women, subjects which are still engrossing after a lapse of
seventy-five years, while five years earlier he had denounced
the opium trade.

During his first forty years in Westminster he saw no fewer
than seventeen Prime Ministers, and thirteen of these had an
average tenure of office of fifteen months. He himself was
Premier four times, covering in all twelve years, his shortest
period in office as such being one hundred and seventy-eight
days. In 1853 he was Chancellor of the Exchequer in the
Aberdeen Cabinet, and his initial budget stamped him as the
first financier of his day, and this was only the first of a long
series of budget triumphs. In 1860 he formally joined the
Liberal Party, becoming Chancellor of the Exchequer in Lord
Palmerston’s second administration.

Bitter reflections were made on Gladstone’s refusal to take
early steps for the relief of General Gordon, but his reply
was that Gordon had gone on an entirely peaceful mission,
had never asked for troops, could have returned if he chose,
and that an attempt to reconquer the Soudan was ““ chaining
the sands of the desert when the winds were howling over
them.”

His attitude towards Home Rule in 1885-1886 is still fresh
in men’s minds, and its results in Liberal-Unionism. He will
live in history as a noteworthy statesman and a great Prime
Minister. As an exponent of liberty and an attached friend
of Greece, he received the Freedom of the City of Athens, an
honour conferred on two foreigners only, except himself, up
to the present year.

He was a born student, and had a special and intimate
knowledge of Homer and Dante. He was elected Lord Rector
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of our University in 1877. He died on 19th May, 1898, and
was buried in Westminster Abbey, while tributes to his worth
were rendered far and wide. Lord Salisbury spoke of him as
a ““ great christian man,” and was a pall-bearer at the grave.
His chronicler in ‘‘ National Biography ”’ says—‘‘ No English
statesman has been more fervently adored or more intensely
hated than Gladstone.” He was a true leader of the people,
and exhorted them always to ‘‘employ the political freedom
(which he had largely helped to give them) less for their own
material advantage than for the best and highest interests of
mankind.” His statue in the Square was unveiled on 11th
October, 1902, by Earl Rosebery, who in his speech said :—
I am here to-day to unveil the image of one of the great
figures of our country. . . . . The three signal qualities
which made him what he was were courage, industry, and faith,
o . He did not lightly resolve, he came to no hasty
conclusions, but when he had convinced himself that a course
was right it engrossed him, it inspired him with a certainty as
deep-seated and as imperious as ever moved mortal man. .
Such lives speak for themselves, they need no statues, they
face the future with the confidence of high purpose and
endeavour.

The lines from the introduction to “ Marmion” on Pitt,
quoted by Gladstone on the death of Sir Robert Peel, may
even more fitly be applied to Gladstone himself :—

Now is the stately column broke,
The beacon light is quenched in smoke,
The trumpet’s silver voice is still,
The warder silent on the hill.
—Scott.

Noble in triumph, noble in defeat,

Leader of hopes that others felt forlorn,
Strong in the faith that looks afar to meet
The flush of freedom’s morn.

We bear you to your resting-place apart,

Between the ranks, where ancient foe and friend
Kin by a common sorrow at the heart

Silent together bend. (Punch.)

SIR JOHN MOORE.

Sir John Moore was born in 1761 in Trongate, in a house
thirty yards cast of Candleriggs, and nearly opposite the Tron
Steeple. At the age of fifteen he entered the army, and was
in active service in America, Corsica, West Indies, East Indies,
and Egypt, being wounded at Aboukir. He is best known to
fame by the famous retreat to Corunna, where he was mortally
wounded in 1809.
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Sir Walter Scott glorifies this Peninsular Campaign in
“The Vision of Don Roderick,” where he pronounces a
panegyric on Graeme, Beresford, Wellington, and others,
making no mention of Moore. The explanation given, fairly
or unfairly, is that he was a Whig while Scott was a pronounced
Tory. Napoleon had taken command of the French army of
70,000, while Moore had only 23,000, and recognising, like
Bussy Rabutin in 1677 and like Napoleon himself, that
“ Providence is always on the side of the big battalions,” he
retired on Corunna, where he was struck down when his object
was accomplished. This strategetic retreat is now recognised
as the turning point of the campaign. The nation does not
like the word “‘ retreat,” but his two great opponents com-
mended him—thus Napoleon : “ that if he committed a few
trifling errors they were attributed to his peculiar position,
for that his talents and firmness alone had saved the English
army from destruction.” Thus Marshal Soult : * Moore took
every advantage that the country afforded to oppose an active
and vigorous resistance, and he finished by dying in a combat
that must do credit to his memory.” Soult paid him a
further and striking proof of appreciation by erecting a
memorial of Moore in the citadel of Corunna.

The future Lord Clyde, as a lad, was one of the funeral
party, and their statues (Moore’s by Flaxman) stand side by
side. The statue was cast from three tons of brass cannon,
and erected in 1819, being the first in the Square.

Every schoolboy used to know the lines by Wolfe which
made the hero immortal :(—

Not a drum was heard, nor a funeral note,
As his corse to the rampart we hurried ;

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot
O’er the grave where our hero we buried.

We buried him darkly, at dead of night,
The sods with our bayonets turning,
By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light

And the lantern dimly burning.

No useless coffin enclosed his breast,
Nor in sheet nor in shroud we wound him ;
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest,
With his martial cloak around him.

Slowly and sadly we laid him down,
From the field of his fame fresh and gory,
We carved not a line, we raised not a stone,
But we left him alone with his glory.

And there he lies until the Great Reveillé.
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WELLINGTON.

Arthur Wellesley was born in Dublin or at Dungan Castle,
County Meath, in 1769, and died in 1852. His statue is in a
commanding position in front of the Royal Exchange, and this
prevented its removal to the Square, but it may be included
in the group. The statue, of date 1844, has two large plaques
representing Assaye, and Hougomont at Waterloo, and two
smaller ones of the Highland Soldier, the first showing him
returning to his father’s cottage, and the other as settled down
and guiding the plough. The design of the battle scenes,
however, would not meet with the approval of a military
expert even of 1813, for palpable reasons. There is a grim
humour in the fact that the memorial of one who dashed the
hopes and shattered the aspirations of Frenchmen should be
executed by Marochetti in France itself.

Wellesley started his military career as an Ensign in the
73rd Highlanders, but is more closely associated with the
33rd Regiment. He was sent to India in 1790, and entered
into the minute details of a soldier’s life, studying closely the
food required for a period, and weight to be carried both by
man and horse, and he afterwards attributed much of his
success to this practical knowledge. Unlike others he always
kept faith with his hostile opponents, as did Lawrence half a
century later when he saved the Punjab for us at the Indian
Mutiny of 1857. His leading victories in India were Assaye,
23rd September, 1803, where the enemy were at least four to
one, and Argaum two months later.

In the Peninsular war he gained the battles of Vimiera,
Talavera, Busaco, Albuera, Badajoz, Salamanca, and Vittoria,
finishing his military career with the crowning glory of Quatre
Bras and Waterloo.

Created Marquis of Douro, his services were afterwards
recognised by the higher title of Duke of Wellington, and by
grants amounting in all to half a million sterling. He became
Prime Minister in 1828, but wanted foresight and breadth as
a statesman. As a determined opponent of Reform he had to
give way to Lord Grey, whose name will always be associated
with the passing of the Bill.

Buried in the crypt, where Nelson also lies, the great twin
victors of land and sea of the beginning of last century are fit
companions under the dome of St. Paul’s. The great bronze
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car used at the interment of Wellington, and costing £20,000,
is still preserved in the crypt.

Bury the Great Duke
With an empire’s lamentation,

Let us bury the Great Duke .
To the noise of the mourning of a mighty nation.

For this is England’s greatest son,
He that gained a hundred fights,
Nor ever lost an English gun ;
This is he that far away
Against the myriads of Assaye
Clashed with his fiery few and won.

Speak no more of his renown,
Lay your earthly fancics down,
And in the vast Cathedral leave him,
God accept him, Christ receive him.
—Tennyson.

LORD CLYDE.

Colin M‘Liver, was born in High John Street at the corner
of George Street in 1792, and this is commemorated by a plate.
In 1808 he joined the gth foot as ensign, serving later with
the Royal Scots Fusiliers.

His mother was a Campbell, and an uncle (also a Campbell}
applied to the Duke of York for a commission for the lad.
““ Another of the Clan,” said the Duke in granting it, and his
uncle advised him to keep the name as being a good one to
fight with. He returned to the gth foot, a purely English
regiment, becoming its Colonel in 1832. The burial party of
Sir John Moore claimed him as one of its numbers, and he
specially distinguished himself in the forlorn hope at the siege
of San Sebastian. In addition to the Peninsula he saw
active service in America, 1814; Demerara, 1823; China,
1842 ; and his conspicuous bravery on many occasions brought
him many friends in high commands, and rapid promotion.
As a Brigadier-General in the Sikh war of 1848-49 he gained
the honour of K.C.B., and the decisive victory of Gujrat was
due mainly to his skill and valour. The Crimean war brought
him again to active service, and it is not too much to claim
that Sir Colin won the battle of the Alma. During the
engagement he was offered the support of other troops, but
refused, and his answer has been celebrated in a song of which
the refrain is :—

It thundered 'mid the charging cheer
We’ll hae nane but Hielan’ bunnets here.
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Balaklava again made him and the 93rd Highlanders
famous by the regiment receiving the charge of Russian
cavalry in extended form and only two deep. To quote Dr.
Russell of the Times :—* As the Russian cavalry crown the
hill across the valley, they perceive the Highlanders drawn up
at the distance of half a mile, calmly awaiting their approach.
-« + . . . The Russians drew breath for a moment,
and then in one grand line dashed at the Highlanders. The
ground flies beneath their horses’ feet; gathering speed at
every stride they dash on towards that thin red streak topped
with a line of steel. The Turks fire a volley at eight hundred
yards, and run. As the Russians come within six hundred
yards, down goes that line of steel in front, and out rings a
volley of Mini¢ musketry. The distance is too great; the
Russians are not checked, but still sweep onwards through
the smoke with the whole force of horse and man, here and
there knocked over by the shot of our batteries above. With
breathless suspense everyone awaits the bursting of the wave
upon the line of Gaelic rock; but ere they come within a
hundred and fifty yards, another deadly volley flashes from
the levelled rifle and carries death and terror into the Russians.
They wheel about, open files right and left and fly back faster
than they came. ‘ Bravo Highlanders !’ ¢ Well done,’ shout
the excited spectators ; but events thicken. The Highlanders
and their splendid front are soon forgotten, men have scarcely
a moment to think of the fact that the g3rd never altered their
formation to receive that tide of horsemen.”

The Crimean war over and peace signed, the country had
soon to face another crisis in its history—the Indian Mutiny.
The causes leading up to this are not within our scope, but the
massacres and the horrors of Cawnpore roused this country to
the core, and the outcry for revenge is well typified in the
cartoon in Punch of date August, 1857, where an infuriated
lion is leaping at a tiger.

The Commander-in-Chief in India had just died, and Lord
Palmerston, sending for Sir Colin, offered him the post, which
was at once accepted. ‘“ When can you go,” was the next
query; “in an hour,” was the reply, and he left for India the
same day. Like our border moss-troopers, his motto was
‘“ Ready, aye ready.” The events of the campaign are abun-
dantly related elsewhere, but the meeting between Generals
Havelock, Outram, and Campbell after the relief of the heroic
and harassed garrison of Lucknow, is perpetuated by the
large painting of the incident in the Corporation collection.

In recognition of his services he became Lord Clyde in 1858.
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Of his character it is said ‘“ many fine, true-hearted, conscien-
tious bits of duty made up the sum of Lord Clyde’s simple
and heroic life,”” while his rebuke, in 1858 at Allahabad, of
the members of a court-martial, and his interference on behalf
of a private are historical. He was not a great General, but
his manly independence and uniform courtesy gained him
unvarying respect.

He died in 1863, and was buried in Westminster Abbey.
His statue by Foley reproduces the man with his war-worn
features, but shows the alert and well-knit figure.

Another great, grey-headed chieftain gone,
To join his brethren on the silent shore.

Another link with a proud past undone
Another stress of lifelong warfare o’er.

No nobler soldier's heart was ever laid
Into the silence of a trophied tomb

There let him sleep, true gold and thrice assayed
By sword, and fire and suffering—till the doom.

(Punch.)

DAVID LIVINGSTONE.

David Livingstone, whose grandfather was a native of Ulva,
which lies in the lap of Mull, was born in Blantyre on 1g9th
March, 1813, and started working in the mills there at the age
of ten. He kept a book before him on the spinning frame,
and thus gained much of that knowledge which stood him in
good stead in after years, while on Saturday afternoons he
was a primeval Boy Scout making himself acquainted with
nature, animate and inanimate, in many directions. He went
to College at the age of nineteen and studied chemistry later
under Professor Graham at the Andersonian. His face was
early set towards missionary work abroad, and his first pro-
posed field was China. Meeting Dr. Moffat of Kuruman, he
decided to go to Africa instead, qualified for his medical
degree, and sailed for the dark continent in 1840. After
twelve years’ service he decided to be no longer a missionary
pure and simple, but an explorer and exponent of Christianity,
and a determined opponent of the slave trade which he termed
‘““ the great open sore of the world.” In 1854 he crossed
Africa, and in the following year discovered the Victoria Falls
on the Zambesi—Falls to which the word magnificent is
absolutely inadequate. They have a sheer drop of 320 feet,
being double the height of Hutchesons’ Hospital spire in John
Street, one half higher than the tower of the Municipal
Buildings, and four times the height of the Scott monument
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in the Square, while the width of the river above the Falls,
1,820 yards, is equal to the distance from Argyle Street to
Eglinton Toll. They are exactly midway across Africa at
the point, and are slightly south of the latitude of Saint Helena,
the scene of the closing days of Napoleon I.

By comparison the great or famous waterfalls so far as

known are :(—
Width of River

Drop in Feet. in Feet,
Tsanga, - - - - - - 1000 m—
Gersoppa, - - - - - - 830 —
Kaieteur, - - - - - - 822 400
Velino, - - - - - - 65 —
Funza, - - - - - - 475 —
Zambesi, - - - - - - 320 5460
Hamilton, - - - - - - 315 —
Niagara, - - - - - - 164 4000
Abal (Blue Nile), - - - - 150 650
Cora Linn, - - - - - 84 —
Schaffhausen, - - - - - 60 —_

The Tsanga Fall in Tibet, the highest in the world, is in the
valley of the river Arun between Everest and Kinchonjunga,
and has been surveyed for the first time by the Everest
expedition this year. Gersoppa Fall on the Sharavati river,
in the Bombay Presidency, is the finest in India. The Velino
Fall at Terni, Italy, is mainly artificial, the lake which feeds
it having been drained in 272 B.c. The Kaieteur, on the
Potaro, is in the hinterland of British Guiana, the river having
the width of the Clyde at Jamaica Street, while the Funza
Falls on the Bogota river are in Colombia, South America.
The Zambesi has the greatest volume of water, but the Niagara
Falls are much the widest. Of Niagara, Canada claims seven-
eighths of the water, and 2,600 fect frontal fall, leaving only
1,400 to America. The Hamilton Fall in Labrador exceeds
Niagara largely both in volume and drop.

Livingstone disappeared in 1870, and this brought about
the dramatic expedition of H. M. Stanley.

James Gordon Bennet, jun., of the New York Herald, was
in Paris, and summoned Stanley from Madrid, and his first
question was ‘“ Where do you think Livingstone is?”’ but
Stanley could not tell. “ Well, I think he is alive, and that
he may be found, and I am going to send you; find out if he
is alive, and if dead bring home his bones for burial.” Gordon
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Bennet left nothing to chance, met every expense, and made
Stanley travel a great deal over the East to get acquainted
with the customs and feelings of the Mohammedan and other
religious worlds before starting on his quest.

The historic meeting was on 28th October, 1871, and is thus
d&scribed by Stanley himselt :—*“ I noticed he was pale, and
looked wearied, and I would have run to him, only I was a
coward in the presence of such a mob, so I did what cowardice
and false pride suggested was the best thing—walked deliber-
ately up to him, took off my hat and said, ‘ Doctor Livingstone,
I presume.”” We can wellimagine what the contrast would be
in the privacy of the hut, and where there would be a heart to
heart conversation.

The visit lasted till 14th March of the following year, and
Livingstone never saw a white face again, dying at Chitambo’s
village, Ilala, on 4th May, 1873.

Stanley’s tribute to his work in his own language is * To
the stern dictates of duty, alone has he sacrificed his home
and ease, the pleasures, refinements, and luxuries of civilised
life. His is the Spartan heroism, the inflexibility of the
Roman, the enduring resolution of the Anglo-Saxon—never
to relinquish his work though his heart yearns for home ;
never to surrender his obligations until he can write finis to
his work. I observed that universal respect was paid to him.
Even the Mohammedans never passed his house without
calling to pay their compliments, and to say ‘ The blessing
of God rest upon you.” ”’

He was a man of great determination, and formed his
judgments and convictions from the facts and incidents of
his career. At an early stage in South Africa the Boers
gutted his house, burned the little native town, and killed
sixty Bakwains, and so much was he impressed with this last
that he wrote to his brother-in-law that he would open a path
through the country and ‘I shall perish rather than fail in
my enterprise.”’

His acquaintance with English literature was remarkable,
and he had a great part of Longfellow, Whittier, and Lowell
by heart, while he was quite familiar also with the old fathers
of the Mediaval Church. A keen observer in all his journey-
ings he was able to write valuable and reliable papers on
astronomy, geology, plants, seeds, the lie of the land, diseases,
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climate, tribal manners and customs, animated nature, water-
sheds and deserts. He shrank from addressing large gatherings,
and his last public words in Scotland, when he spoke to the
fellow scholars of his son, were ‘ Fear God, and work hard.”

In the People’s Palace there is a fine collection acquired by
himself in Africa, embracing Manuyéma swords and spears,
bows and arrows, ebony necklets of beads, ivory armlets,
baskets, fire-making appliances, cloth, and native musical
instruments. The interest in this collection is enhanced by
that of Miss Stevenson beside it, comprising feather headgear,
ear ornaments, clubs, etc., from Kikiyu.

The statue was gifted in 1879 by James Young, LL.D., a
fellow student in chemistry, always a generous benefactor to
him, and a warm friend.

Livingstone’s body was brought home by his faithful
servants, Chuma and Susi, and the main identification of the
remains was the upper left arm which had been terribly crushed
when he was mauled by a lion in 1844. He was buried in
Westminster Abbey, and the following 1s part of the beautiful
tribute paid to him in the columns of Punch :—

He knew not that the trumpet he had blown
OQut of the darkness of that dismal land
Had reached and roused an army of its own
To strike the chains from the slave’s fettered hand.

Open the Abbey doors, and bear him in,

To sleep with King and Statesman, chief, and sage:
The Missionary came of weaver-kin,

But great by work, that brooks no lower wage.

THE CENOTAPH.

This memorial to the unforgotten dead, numbering 18,000
in the volume commemorative of the Glasgow men who
fought and died in the great war, will be completed and
unveiled next year.

The memorial, striking, impressive and appropriate, is
designed by Sir John J. Burnet, R.S.A., and may be described
generally thus :—The design consists of a stepped area
enclosed on three sides by a solid wall terminated with
sculptured lions, from the east end of which the Cenotaph
rises to a height of thirty-two feet. It will be built of Kemnay
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granite. The spectator on entering the enclosed space will
look down upon the centre portion ot the floor, which is
covered by a large stone bearing a carved palm leaf with the
word “ Peace.” At the head of this stone is the ‘“ Altar ”’ or
““ great stone ”’ bearing the inscription—

““ Their name liveth for evermore.”

From behind the “ great stone ” rises the Cenotaph in severely
simple lines. The lower portion of the Cenotaph bears any
dedicatory inscription that may be arranged, surmounted by
the Arms of the City and County of Glasgow on the front,
and the Imperial Arms on the back. On the upper part of
the front there is a sword sculptured in the form of a cross
while the sides bear four wreaths.

The Cenotaph will stand opposite the main doorway of the
Municipal Buildings on the site occupied for the last twenty
years by the Gladstone statue, and this statue will be removed
to the north side of the Square at Hanover Street.

The volume itself is far from complete, as many joined the
land and naval forces of whom there is no record, and who
come under the great category of * The Unknown Warrior.”

THE PATRIOT.

Patriots have toiled and in their country’s causc

Bled nobly ; and their deeds as they deserve

Receive proud recompense. We give in charge

Their names to the sweet lyre. The historic muse,

Proud of the treasure, marches with it down

To latest times; and sculpture in her turn,

Gives bond in stone and ever-during brass

To guard them, and to immortalise her trust.
—Cowper.

How sleep the brave who sink to rest
By all their country’s wishes blest !
When spring with dewy fingers cold,
Returns to deck their hallowed mould,
She there shall dress a sweeter sod
Than fancy’s feet have ever trod.

By fairy hands their knell is rung,

By forms unseen their dirge is sung :
There Honour comes a pilgrim gray,
To bless the turf that wraps their clay ;
And Freedom shall awhile repair

To dwell a weeping hermit there !

—Williaim Collins.
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GEORGE SQUARE.

A reference has been already made to buildings worthy of
the Square, but the Roscoe Professor of Architecture at
Liverpool University in speaking of modern city development
says ““ The man who can show the greatest letable floor space
has had most of the new buildings to erect, regardless of
whether he was an artist or not, or whether he had even a
scholarly knowledge of the forms tradition has given as a
language to Architecture.”

- There are modern buildings we look on with pleasure, such
as the Union Bank, Ingram Street ; the Clydesdale Bank and
the Scottish Provident Institution Buildings, bothin St.Vincent
Place ; the Commercial Bank Buildings in Renfield and West
George Streets, and even the M‘Lellan Galleries, and perhaps
in future utility will go hand in hand with beauty and dignity.

Twenty years ago the Glasgow Herald, in a leader, said “ It
is scarcely an open question whether the open space of George
Square is put to the best w@sthetic use in being dotted with
images of the dead.”

The time has now come when no further statues should be
erected, and that those now in place, save the dominant
monument of Scott and the equestrian figures of Victoria and
Albert, should be removed elsewhere. The more famous men
might be sent to keep the high company of Carlyle, Kelvin,
and Roberts in Kelvingrove.

The day of statues to mediocrity is past, and if memorials
of prominent citizens are subscribed for, they might take the
form of a tablet, combined with the endowment of a bed in
an infirmary, or generous bursaries to the youth of both sexes
of special ability unable to bear the cost of a University or
Technical education.

In the Kelvingrove Art Galleries there are many portraits
and busts which do not deserve permanent recognition, either
from the prominence of the subject or as works of art. The
standard should be very high, and no statues should now be
accepted save of those of whom it may be said :—

TFor thonart . . . . . . . . and Fame’s
One of the few the immortal names
That are not born to die.

George Square is a green oasis in the busy mart, and will
ever be treasured as such by this great and ever increasing
community.
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L’ENVOLI.
Our CiTy AND RIVER.

The sands run on, the waters flow,
With time and tide the crowd must go.

(" Time and Tide,”” London.)

B.C. 2000.
In native wilds the ancestral people roam,
And there, half clad, half savage, find a home ;
They fished, or crossed the stream with vigorous stroke,
These bronze-age fathers, in the hollowed oak.

1st CENTURY.

Imperious Rome invades our Clydesdale land,
Agricola commands the warlike band ;

And native kestrels with the Eagle strove,
When modern Calton was one hazel grove.

4th CENTURY.

To scenes of strife the saintly Ninian came,

His mission peace, and to proclaim THE NAME,
And carve in hope, unaided and alone,

A shallow cross upon the Pagan stone.

6th CENTURY.

The corse of Fergus to Cathiires sent

From Culross town ; with an untrammelled bent
Two bulls, untamed, unguided, halt the wain
Where stands our old Cathedral—stately fane.

In perils often was Saint Kentigern,

By rulers threatened, and by lawless kerne ;
Wales left, he travels many a weary mile
And hails Columba from Iona’s Isle.

On Mellondenor’s bank these pilgrims meet,
Exchange their staff, each other gladly greet,
And ““ in this battered caravanserai,”’

They wove their web of life, and passed away.

The sands vun on, the river flows,
With time and tide the hamlet grows.

12th CENTURY.

The Cross is deepened on the Pagan stone ;
Cathedral rises, and the monks intone ;

A bishop’s borough-royal now we see,

A harbinger of greatness yet to be.

Good Bishop Herbert, roused by war’s alarms,
Invokes our saint, and calls his flock to arms ;
Hies to the field where many fought and bled,
Where fell, through prayers, the ** Mighty Somerled.”
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16th CENTURY.

A Pontiff wise, farseeing, early finds,

A college needful to expand our minds,

‘“ Let it be built ’—he sends his edict forth,
A model of Bologna in the north.

18th CENTURY.

Our Tree, deep-rooted, throws its branches wide,
Stretchmg to many climes from Glasgow’s Clyde ;
Increasing commerce to the City brings,

The proud Tobacco Lords and Sugar Kings.

20th CENTURY.

We've ‘“ no mean city,” that we justly claim;
All round the globe they recognise its fame ;
The crowded port, the merchants’ enterprise,
Are both created by our merchandise.

The streamlet deepened, wharves and docks appear,
Increasing ever with the circling year ;

Here hatched the swan and eagle—shipyard’s brood
*“ Tuscania,” ‘‘ Aquitania,” Diesels, ‘“ Hood."”

The sands run on, the viver flows,
With time and tide our city grows.

J. M‘F.
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