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POWIUey.
QUàIýN'S C L G 01IRLS SON4G, 1886.

<AFTER N. E. C-. B.OSTO<N.)

Tti-Ficiiicoli, Eiueicola.

Wtt are a hearty band of working lasses,
Ini 01( Q. C. ! ini aid Q. C.

And now we find( relief fron ail Our' classes,
li driitkiutg teti! in drinkiitg tea

'Tis Itere 've taik of our Ascain

Sa klil nd ti free ! s0 kiîîd and fiecr
'lo ail cvla ee to jui 0f anY ntationt,

Or, far eoutîitree ! or' far eaiîntree

cnloRIcS.

Joy theit ! joy then ! joy to ahi Q. C.,
Love aîtd peace antd ail pIn-speritie!

WVe like its ways, its work, its Profs., its boys, but

iostiy the <iercÛ,

W'hich ail o! ns are sure to take liefare we leave
Q. C.

How înaliy ciays we've Itat oîf grief aîîd sadiless,
Ini 01( Q. C. ! iii O>1< Q. C.!

l3ut tîtese 'vere baitmnced lty the quiet giaulness,
0f syntpathîie ! of synmpathie!

Wltat grais antd sugîts wv.'.e s1 tent (li hyuiro.4ftîtw
Oit! n îte is lite! (tht! wvoe is lite!

'TNvas îtottiîtg to tîte higherm/u ttnu

0f good Prof. l)--! of goodl Prof. D-

Our braîits, Prof. Wattsn tritol their niettle,
.S'mail tho' thcy bc wi all tîtougi tliey bie!

At rattliig .upu3n ihe palire(i forth ieadq o! suble

Philosophie ! Philosophtie!

Aîtd Citussies wik oite thtîtglit a reereatioît
ro lier Wouli lie ! to lier woui(i ie!

Produeed enorioîts drops of perspiration,
Woeful to sce ! woefi to se!

''Try Sciencee thieit," they said, ''for that is easy,"

Iii ai4d Q. C. ! in oH Q. C.!
Alas! it alîoost sent the studetît into

Etei'nitee! eternitcee
The stoltes, the boîtes, the veins, the sapi, the mnix-

titres,
Whichi there 've sec! wîicli titere we see!

We feel quite thaîtkful that we are tiot fixtures,
lIt old Q. C.! in Oid Q. C.

Fromfoîiler's silare, andi matial music-grinding,

Is it a sin ! is it a sini!

To pray, wie tears our iovciy eyes are bliitding,
For a qoodl-ïvin! for a qooduio !

To blaw us far frac a' tîtese butnor 'vorries,
And set us free! and set us free!

Aies! lie into, major woes us Iturries,
Aîîd won't Élrot/t tea.' aîîd 2vou't /rt tea,

I)iviîtity we are not safe to mnentioni,
li coîtpanea ! iii comip(itC!

Foir fear it inighit rest il,î Our' detentioît,
In old Q. C. ! iii ohd Q. C.

0f sun andi stars, the boys' belovcd tenceci
\Ve love to see! wc love to sue!

And wu take our niodel Of a prcachcl,,
Fron Dr. G4-! froin Dr. (,'-!

Jity aid gladness bu to Drt. G.
May the saduess; of Ouir D)r. G4.

Be iningied with that weli-known hairn whjclî flows
front (.ilead's healing tree,

And love and joy aîttenîd his Steps whereveî' lic
tnay ie!

And if Our iterves 've hlave too ittiçlt been trying,
Jo, oid Q. C. ! in Oid Q. C.!

And on Our eouch in soleoi state are lying,
%V. M. C. ! W. M. C. !

Wre cry, and vcry 80011 0111 sisters hiear us,
One son wtt sue! one s0011 wc sei

With pis aid tonies rapidiy sile cints us
I)ear Prof. MG !dear Prof. MG- t

The Chancellor in ail bis robes so haîîdsone,
Weî love to see! we love to sue!

His frientis andi he our dlear aid Queeît's 'viii ratisant,
Fronti tyrraîîee ! froîin tyrtancee

For they atti ail wvise folks are qulite eoneerned,
Titat ohd Q. C. ! that oHd Q. C.!

Shall live and grow: tltat's elear to aIl the learned,
As A. B3. C. ! as A. B. C.

But oit! the joy and biiss of Convocation,
At ouui Q. C. ! lit oid Q. C.!

Jîîst tltink! there's nt c'en one examilnation,
For me! foir me! rejoice with nie!

We ?zow eau spenti Our' days in leartîed ebatter,
0f old Q. C. ! of oid Q. Cs.!

We înay get married ! but that is nto matter,
We'vc a degjree! wc've a degree/

N.B.--Ail rights reserveti, especialiyfoe ithe b>oys.

[The above song 'vas foinnd it ane of the roollis of the
Coilege, anti, as 1 was struck 'vitli the fairîîess of the
sentiments expressed in it, I took a copy iin <rder to give

it greater puliity. JVc quite recoqnize tht thte girls be-
long tb us..] (Mouse.)

A yonîtg society belle who 'vas here oit a visit front the
Stajtes was sittinig next to one of our Mnost grave anti te-
verend Seniors ait a rece.nt dinier party. Ll course5 of
conversation site said to Iiin: "And what do yott do
with yourself ail the tite ?" "Oh ! 1 read a great deai.
At present Iain readittg Kant." "Oh!Iare youl? Its by
the author of 'Doll't,'--l suppose ?"


