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HOCKS, CLARETS, CHAMPAGNES,

SODA, SELTZER, LEMONADE, &c.

SUMMER TERM.

THE OXFORD WINE COMPANY,
3, ST. ALDATE’S,

Have a very large and well-matured Stock of the above

light Wines, at very moderate prices, suitable for Boating

Picnics, Dances, &c., of which they will be pleased to
show Samples.

CUPS MADE AND SENT OUT TO ORDER.

IMPORTANT NOTICE.
The Central Toilet Daloon and Baths,

No. 111, ST. ALDATE’S,

(Opposite the Town Hull),

OXFORD.

Gentlemen can rely upon getting a good Shave, and Hair carefully
Cut, Singed, or Shampooed, at the above address.

HOT BATHS, always ready daily (Sundays excepted) from 8 a.m. until 8 p.m.
Upwards of 30,000 persons have used these Baths since their advent—a fact
which speaks for itself.

In connection with the above will be found a well-stocked Shop of Toilet
Articles and Tobacconist Goods, consisting®of Razors and Strops, Sponges;
Hair, Cloth, Nail, Shaving, Tooth, and Hat Brushes; Eau de Cologne, Hair
Restorers, Bay Rum and Sweet Scents of fine quality. Meerschaum, Briar,
Cherry, and Clay Pipes and Cigar Holders. Havanna and British Cigars in
Boxes of 25, 50 and 100, from 5/- to 100/- per box. Turkish, Egyptian and
American Cigarettes, of which a speciality is recommended, viz., Laertes
and Ulysses, in 25, 50 and 100 boxes. A very large Selection of Walking Sticks.

A Trial is solicited by the Proprietor,

W. J. G, ROBINSON.



The Spicit Lamp.

No. L : . May 6, 1892.

EDITORIAL.
To Members of the University.

SirR or Mapam,

A supply creates a demand; or the following
pages might never have been written.

We offer to all, and sell to our readers only, a Periodical
combining the advantages of good Print, good Grammar,
and good Intentions.

Had these qualities been better appreciated, there can be
no doubt that the want of such a periodical would have been
more generally felt.

This want the SPIRIT LAMP will endeavour to supply.
In a University like this a paper should not, we think,
aim at Originality.  Truthfulness, Modesty, and general
Solidity, are the virtues it may be expected to realise.
We shall therefore be sparing of News, Invective and Puffs
Poetical.

To divulge an aim is to put a premium upon failure;
otherwise we should hasten to add that to be Typical rather
than Topical is our highest aspiration.

It cannot be understood too early, nor repeated too often,
that the views of the Editor (who is not responsible for those
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of his contributors) are profoundly Unpolitical, Unsocial,
Illiterate, and Unathletic. He pledges his word not to open
any charity subscription in these columns. He has no con-
nection with any friendly society whatever. His one desire
is to deal (as fairly as possible) with the public, and to estab-
lish a new paper on a sound financial basis.

An efficient stafl has been engaged, and the conduct of the
Spivit Lamp has been distributed in four departments, viz.,
(1) Mild Criticism, (2) Really Sensible Articles, (3) Philosophy,
(4) Other Light Literature. The last department, which is
infinitely the most important, has been entrusted to a number
of gentlemen of varied and incalculable ability. Every shade
of opinion will be represented, and it is safe to say that
Realism, Idealism, Impressionism, and the Dissective method,
will find worthy exposition in our columns.

In these days of sharp definition and cut and dried analysis
the Editor is sure to be asked what vein of humour exactly
he proposes to indulge. Will it be the broad, the subtle, the
old, the new, the obvious, the dry, or the cynical ?

It is rather early to give a decided answer; but there can
be no harm in saying that the Editor is personally inclined
to see what can be made of the unconscious humour of Shake-
speare’s Comedies and the Book of Common Prayer: as
sources of laughter they appear to be still fairly fresh. It is
hoped that the Spirit Lamp will be able to draw a clear line
of demarcation between wit and vulgarity; but no doubt a
certain number of really funny jokes will be set apart for
those who cannot see the other sort.

It should be stated at the outset that the Spirit Lamp fears
no kind of competition. When we have added that we appeal
exclusively to the enlightened, the grounds of our self-confidence
will be obvious to all.

In conclusion, we do not think we have anything more to
say: a short preface is constantly asserted to be the truest
economy of the journal.

Finally, we humbly give our readers leave to read on.
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THE GALLEY SLAVE.

ATt my window I sit in October,
And ask, as I sit there at ease,

¢ Are these gentlemen sane ? are they sober ?

Or what the G-y N -ck-1ls are these ?
I watch with contemptuous pity

The multitudes passing before,
And I say (the refrain of my ditty):

¢ Poor galley slaves chained to the oar!”

Have they rooms ? have they pipes and tobacco ?

Do they know of these treasures the use ?
Don’t they know what it is to be slack ? O,
Can anyone be so obtuse ?
Is digestion with them a mere cipher ?
And comfort a name, nothing more ?
As soon be a convict, a “lifer,”
As a galley slave chained to the oar.

Is it all for a little cheap glory,
They stiffen, they sweat, and they freeze,
When the meadows with frost are all hoary,
And icicles hang from their knees ?
Perhaps win an oar for a trophy,
Be a god for scouts’ boys to adore !
Why, when you might lounge and be loafy,
Be a galley slave chained to the oar?

By all means when summer is leafy,
The air and the sunshine a feast,
—Don't train till you're brawny and beefy :
"Tis making a man but a beast—
But have your canoe, your outrigger,
Your punt, and go boating galore;
But never, I counsel you, figure
As a galley slave chained to the oar.

CABALE UND LIEBE.

Maxy a mad magenta minute
Lights the lavender of life ;

Keran-Happuch at her spinet
Psalms the scarlet song of strife :
Keran-Happuch is my wife.

"Awpos.
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Spinet carving olive stanzas,
Orange fricassees of sound,
Nicotine extravaganzas,
Like a cheese at evening found,
Sitting primrose on the ground!

Spinet, squirt thy chiaroscuro
On the omelette of the past,
Bathe our elegiac bureau,
Bind thy nightshirt to the mast—
Chocolate with the lenten fast !

Never sing thy mauve November
O’er the treacle crest of Hope,

With a harsh, peagreen ‘“ Remember ”
Baked in a kaleidoscope :
Buttercup—then Heliotrope.

Never—but my satin hookah
Swims to meet spring’s blue decay,
Whispering to each green onlooker,
Like a curried castaway,
“Ah! the midnight of the Day!”

DoETHE.

THE SCOUT.

To those not yet fully conversant with the gamplike
properties of the umbrella of the anonymous (a real Fox's
paragon frame), our temerity must indeed appear amazing.

THE SCOUT!

Gods! Is this a subject for discussion? Is HE the
princely, the delicately-treading, the inimitable, to be dis-
membered by the report of an ephemeral college magazine ?

% * * * *

Exquisite sir, a word with youn. ’'Tis with no carping
desire to pick the pocket of propriety, to cast, so to speak,
the mud of mediocrity on the linen of the immaculate, that
we beg to approach the object (and what an object!) of our
endeavouring.

No'!
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But at the same time we must be wary, very wary, and we
are the first to acknowledge it, how we trifle with this con-
viction of our own insignificance. We must repress, and
with no silken-cased fingers, that titillating sense of the
illicit, that toying with the forbidden, that ever lurk, like
some inveterate anaconda, in the vacant ground that
separates the sunny lowlands of Deference from the grisly
precipice of Depreciation.

To put it negligently 1n a nutshell:

Nos numerus sumus et fruges consumere nati.

And what can better open our eyes to this reality than to
close them in nmagination for a few brief moments. We are
in bed (we must here ask the reader to follow us carefully),
waiting, with an approximation to an elegant nonchalance—
the advent of the (nay, our) scout.

The first faint mutterings of the approaching convulsion,
heralded perchance by nothing more significant (but after all
what motion of the scout is without significance ?) than the
clashing of a breakfast-cup or the fall of a coalbox, annihilate
once and for all our innocent conviction in the dignity of
déshabille. We feel, though as yet we behold it not, his
iron-eagle eye upon us, noting with the encyclopadic glance
of a passionless and instantly-repressed criticism, the sleepers
in our eyes, the hair-film on our faces, the very soda-water
bottle lurking beneath our rumpled couch.

We feel all this . . . and with a strange leap from
the future to the present our scout draws up an unoffending
bedroom blind, with stern but perfect mastery over the
instrument and a placid forgetfulness of its creak. But his
abnegation (we forgot, by the way, to say that he first knocked ;
yes, knocked at our inanimate and unworthy door!) goes a
step further—he informs us that it is half-past seven. But
at this point we can no longer control our emotion, and we
fling ourselves from our bed determined to allow the anoma-
lous position no longer to continué.

* * b * *

The terrible temptation to suppose ourselves the possessors

of our own rooms has lost its ancient power; the revolting
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idea that we can possibly possess a claim on the services of
this gifted being has faded from our minds; the real truth
that the Scout is in fact the master of the situation, the true
prince, the rightful heir, has blazed on us in native majesty,
and with a cry of anguish we fly in nightgowned nakedness
for pity to his knee.

* * * * #

But ’tis four of the clock, and my lamp is going out.

L. C.
ISIS UNVEILED.
A cHiLD may set the Thames on fire,
Left to his own devices:
It would make Hercules perspire,
To try and float The Isis.
FLABATSKI.

THE NEWMAN STATUE,

OR,
INSULAR PREJUDICES.
A Drama IN Two AcTs, BY OTTo TREBELLIANUS MINOR.

DRAMATIS PERSONZE.
Doctor HINTZ, a Bigot.
Proressor PauL GRaVE, a Compiler.
THoMAS JONES, ) )
Jom Jones, i Undergraduates of Fesus College.
VERO Cr1po, an itinevant Italian, Vendor of Statuettes.

A PROCTOR.
BuLLDOGS.
GnosT oF C. S. CALVERLEY.
Duration of Action: 2—3 hours. Date: February, 1892.
Act L.
Scene ... ... Broad Street (opposite Trinity).
Time Midnight.

Enter Canon HiNTZ, habited as a bigot.
Hintz. ’Ail, 'allowed spot, "ail, blessed project, since
Thou hast brought notoriety to Hintz:
Yes Fame is mine, for all the Daily Press
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My zealous action either curse or bless;
Cursing or blessing—1I have little care,
Obscurity’s the one thing hard to bear.
Who is notorious now if I am not ?
My soporific sermons are forgot,
Now I am known (e’en out of Oxford), known
As one who dared defend almost alone
His Faith, his Country, and his Queen—God bless her!!
—The one renowned Divinity Professor.
Gnash thy teeth M.b.rly, and Dr.v.r, wince—
Ye are eclipsed by Doctor William Hintz.
(He leans agaiust the Cabmen’s Refuge and mops his brow. )

From the other side enter Two UNDERGRADUATES disguised.

First U. Are we alone? The moment, friend, 1s come
For heroism—I may say martyrdom :
Leaving the pipe, the fire, the easy chair,
Braving the chilly February air,
The vigilance of college porters cheating,
We come to hold our Indignation Meeting :
Privately—for we’'ve no desire for fame,
And—ah, what modesty |—disguised we came.
Seconp U. 'Tis well: but still methinks 'twould be more
pleasant
Were our good friend and brother bigot present :
I long to speak, my speech to be repeating:
Two may be company, but three’s a meeting.
First U. Yes, Jones’s lateness fills me with surprise :
Besides, I'm tired of carrying his disguise.
Hintz (vecovering himself). Give it to me—1I feel an honest
shame ;
Where Conscience should have moved, I followed Fame:
Mea culpa, I'm rebuked : (but what Latinity!)
You conquer the Professor of Divinity.
Your pure devotion fires my aged blood ;
Give me the duds—TI'll be your third.
Seconp U, The dud—
There’s only one.
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First U. Your diction, sir, is low;
Divinity Professors should say ¢clo’”’
Hintz. Rebuked in diction, as outdone in will—
Young Oxford, with all thy faults I love thee still !
(Puts on the disguise. )

( Voice from within the Refuge, as one half asleep, sings ).

I fancied that I heard a voice, the voice of an cld man,
I fancied that I heard it speak a line that didn’t scan :
I fancy I've authority to speak as one who knows,

But Divinity Professors should confine themselves to
Prose.

Hintz. Speak, saintly youths, that put the old to shame,
And tell me each of you his Christian name;

Surnames I need not ask.

First U. Alas! he sees us—
How can he do it ?—to be men of Jesus.

Seconp U. Well, have it out at once, and make no bones—
His name is John and mine is Thomas— Jones.

Hintz. Good Apostolic names. Were ye of those*
—Those twelve—who, when your colleague dared oppose
Our efforts, at the Union, did not spare
To vote against a Jesus man ?

Botu U. We were.

HinTz. Heroic souls! were ye indeed of them ?

You'll be as famous soon as M.I.M.:
But still, T advise you, don’t misconstrue me,
Avoid St. John Street, number 23.

(Voice from within with a cry as of a musical connatsseur heaving a
false note.)
Ah'! he's done it again, and it wakes me each time,
His verses that either don’t scan or don’t rhyme:
I really shall have to acquaint him, I fear,
That the well-known Professor of Poetry’s here.

Hintz. But let’s to business—you are getting drowsy ;
= Alluding to a motion at the Union on February 11th, proposed by

H. E. A. Cotton, B.A., Jesus (Junior Treasurer), and rejected by a
majority of 12.
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We must begin the meeting, that'll rouse ye :—
(Begins to speak.)

It’s gratifying, sirs, to see with us,

Enthusiastic and unanimous,

A meeting, which, except the one before,

Excelled in size I think I never saw—

(Voice from within, with a howl.)

Ugh! he’s done it again—what a horrible rhyme!
I really can’t stand it—I must speak this time:
That gentleman can have no notion, it’s clear,
How he hurts the Professor of Poetry’s ear.
HinTz (heaving sound). Ha! Opposition? Boys, be up and
doin’.
If not unanimous the meeting’s ruin’d.
(Pror. PauL GRAVE enters in a nightshivt and a passion from
the Refuge.)
Paur. D’you know, sir, a bad rhyme to me is pain?
You've done it thrice, and you may do’t again.
Hintz. What were you up to there?
Pavur. I was in search
Of new ideas—they've left me long 1’ th’ lurch:
I thought a night in this romantic station
Might very possibly bring inspiration ;
But sleep—while you were making verse like prose ?
Why, no sir, I could not so much as doze:
Your verses (on the top of a good supper)
‘Would keep awake a second Martin Tupper!
You must take lessons, sir; just come to me:
Put down your name—of course there’ll be a fee.
Hintz (with severity). Hush, hush, Professor, quite enough
of rhymes.
You wrote, I think, a letter to the Times
So indistinct that nobody could tell
At all which side you advocated ?
PauL. Well,
I did say Newman was both good and gifted :
But lest the-academic lute be rifted—
(Sweet metaphor!) believe me, I recant;
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I am your true unbending Protestant.
I'm with you.

First U. Good : but let the meeting start—
I've half forgot the speech I had by heart.

HinTz. Begin, before the other half go too,

Begin at once and I will follow you.
(ProF. PAauL GRAVE begins to fall aslecp.)

FirsT U. (speaks). Professors, gentlemen, and one from Jesus,
I come to bury—

PavuL (leaping up suddenly). Why, the words are Ceesar’s!
I know—1I've read it—no they’re not—at least,
They're Antony’s of Ceesar when deceased !

You don’t catch Poetry Professors napping—

HinTz. I've heard that something of the sort did happen,
And not so long ago.

PauL. Ugh! What a rhyme!

FirsT U. Oh dear, while you are wrangling all this time,
I have forgotten all I meant to say,

In fact the whole speech’s simply oozed away ;
I felt it going, bit by bit, such pain—
Oh dear, I wish I were in bed again.
Botu U. Oh dear, O dear, I wish I were in bed.
Hintz (soothingly). Don’t be disheartened; 1 will speak
instead,
And see if I can guess what you'd have said !
(Begins to speak.)
¢ T come to bury statues, not to raise 'em;
The evil that men do lives after—”

First U. Hear,
Hear!

Paur. Where’s the rhyme in that? Blank verse? I fear
We'd really better have heard Mr. Jones.

Hintz (continues unmoved). “ The good is oft interréd with

their bones—"
Paur. Stop, Sir! I feel an inspiration, quick!
At least—I really feel a little sick:
It cannot only be the lobster salad :
"Tis a divine afflatus! ’Tis a ballad!
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(Sings.)

Oh Newman was an Anglican who dared to leave the Church,
Took all our best young men with him, and left us in the lurch,
And some of us expect to see the same thing done by Gore,
And as for young men, he would carry with him dozens more !
So Newman is an enemy, and enemies, you know,
If you do think they have merits, you must never tell 'em so !
And Newman was the author, too, of one or even two
Fine hymns in a collection where fine hymns are very few!
The scholar-saint, the type of all that's holiest and that’s best,
But still he was the other side, and that must be the test:
Of course his books are charming, and the man was charming

too,
But it might provoke comparisons, were we to take that view!
Hintz. (And people might say such rude things—O, that

would never do!)
Pavur. It'sabsurd to say * condemn the change but recognise

the man™:
One ought to be a Christian—but be first a partizan!
Hintz. We should like to have burnt 'im, but couldn’t do

that you know!

So we take our revenge now, and won’t 'ave 'is statue, no!
Avv (dancing). Then let bigotry prevail,

Generosity turn tail !

\We never, never, never, never, will put up his statue, no!
PavuL (with a grveat sigh of velief). Ah! 1 feel better now:

beyond all question

That’s been the saving of my poor digestion.

Now let us hold a meeting, if you will;

But I am terribly afraid of chill:

Let’s go inside—'twill make a splendid Hall—

And overflow if it won't hold us all.

(They all enter the Cabmen's Refuge).

Hintz (vises to speak). Once more I will appeal to you to-night,

Gentlemen, on two grounds to work and fight

Against the Papists—who (if you have seen

Lord Salisbury’s speech*) are enemies of the Queen,

* At Exeter, January 1892.
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The Country, Parliament, the Faith—and Me:
And, as I think you cannot fail to see,
1f you have read the Duke of Norfolk's letters,
Are getting uppish just for want of fetters.
They ask us to put Newman's statue here
Just because he was good and great : it’s clear
That it's absurd! Well, we have struggled, lied,
(Lies in a cause so good are justified)
Said ’twas a site that was in actual view
Of the Martyrs’ Monument—which I and you
And all good Christians think a precious mark
Of England’s extrication from the dark
Of Papistry; and further understand
That it is architecturally grand—
Which brings me to my second point: I say
This splendid building where we meet to-day
Must go if Newman’s statue comes instead,
And of such Vandalism as that what need be said ?
All that we would most dearly wish to keep,
This statue threatens: (breaks off suddenly) Lord, they're
all asleep!
Ah! I was ever thus: when skall I reach
The point when people’ll listen when I preach ?
(Curtain falls.)
Exp orF Act L.

(The Second Act will follow in the next number.)

NOTICES.
Tue columns of the Spivit Lamp are open to all the talents.
We shall be glad to receive contributions in Prose or in
Verse. They should be written on one side of the paper only,
and sent in not later than the Wednesday before publication, to

Tue EDITOR,

c/o Mr. JamEs THORNTON,
HicH STREET.

The day of issue is FRIDAY every week. MSS. will in
no case be returned.

Printed for the Proprietors by James THoRNTON, 33, High Street, Oxford.



GEORGE GARE & SON,

ANATOMICAL BOOT MAKERS,

08 & 98a, St. Zlldate's Street, Orford.
(Opposite Christ Church).
ESTABLISHED UPWARDS OF A CENTURY.

G. G. & S. invite the attention of Gentlemen to their Hunting, Shooting, and
Walking Boots and Shoes, which are made from the Best Materials, and of the most
approved Shapes. Boots made upon Anatomical principles, adapting them to the
natural shape and proper action of the foot.

Manufacturers of Parisian Polish.
REGULATION AND HUNTING SPURS. Bootr-Top PowDERS, ETC.
Boot Trees and Lasts of any shape made to ovder.

Customers may rely upon all Goods that are supplied being of such quality as shall

maintain the reputation this Establishment has enjoyed for so many years.

EDWIN SAUNDERS,
Optician and Spectacle ddaker,

Begs respectfully to call the attention of Readers of this Paper to
his New BinocurLarR FieLDp GLASs,

“THE LITTLE WONDER.”

An entirely new Glass this Season, of Great Power and Sharpness
of Definition combined with Good Light, and Wide Field of View.
Price, in best Solid Leather Sling Case, Black or Brown, 55/.

ONLY ADDRESS—

100, HIGH STREET, OXFORD.

(25 Years’ London Expevience.)

HALL BROS,
96, HIGH STREET,

(Opposite St. Mary’s Church),
BEG RESPECTFULLY TO CALL ATTENTION TO THEIR

>+ SPECIALITIES <

HOMESPUNS, LO\I;AT MIXTURES &
CHEVIOTS,

Procured fron the first Woollen Houses in the Country,

and are specially selected from large, choice and varied

Stocks. The following quotations represent the prices
charged for these first-class Goods :—

Per Suit from £3 10s., £3 15s., £4, £4 5s., to £4 10s.

First-class Fit, Style & Workmanship strictly guaranteed.




JOHN GEORGE BUOL,

PASTRY-COOK & CONFECTIONER,
15, BROAD STREET, OXFORD,

Becs to announce to his many patrons that, having ob-
tained the services of M. Musserly (late chef to H.I.M. the
Emperor of Germany) he has now opened a REsTAURANT for
Luncheons and Dinners, and trusts that by diligent atten-
tion to orders to merit a continuance of the support hitherto
given him.

LODGINGS FOR EIGHTS” WEEK AND
COMMEM.

WE hope, next week, to reserve a page for advertisements
of rooms to be let durmd Eights’ Week and Commem. : and
by offering such a list, to save undergraduates and others
much unnecessary trouble 11 obtammv lodgings. Each
insertion limited to three lines will be charged 1/6.

Applications should be sent to Mr. Jamges THornTON,
High Street, Oxford.
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MANDOLINES
BIGOTPHONES.

A. RICHARDSON,
g6, HIGH ST., OXFORD,

BAGPIPES.
GUITARS
BANJOS.



