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Al thletic Y?)otes.

ASSOCIATION FOOTBALL.

!
theAt] the conclusion of the Toronto league series we had
Chap easure of saluting our Association football team as
uremplops of the City, and now we have the further plea-
an gf introducing to our readers the Champions of
grOua: a.  On Saturday Varsity defeated, on their own
i \ds, the Preston eleven, the holders of the champion-
£CUP of the Western Association. The result of the
Wwo ?’ I to o, is no indication of the relative merits of the
() COEamS' Seldom has Varsity had so many difficulties
ship ttend with in her pursuit of the Canadian champion-
Woulg Had Preston shown a becoming sporting spirit they
Toy dHOt have insisted on playing the match on their own
refern s, nor would they have suggested a resident for
appeee. However, all these drawbacks, serious as they
&ver ared at the time, now add to the satisfaction felt by
Yy member of the Varsity aggregation.

oW g Preston oracle said: firstly, « We will play at our
Tefer threshold ”; secondly, *We will have our own
n6e and umpires”’; thirdly, ¢ We will put on a”fresh
aj] t}?Very time one of our players becomes exhausted.” To
eS¢ oracular biddings Varsity bowed assent with a
of ‘ential awe becoming of suppliants at the classic shrine
Derhslph" Preston was given everything but goals, and
thejr PS even these would have been granted to satisfy
especial craze for monopoly had it not been for a

mo 1 v, .
def:;cgetErmmed opposition on the part of the Varsity

a ﬁnl‘hﬁ game was not started until 3.45 p.m., which insured
at Shiin the dark. Varsity started with a man short, as
be ns_on had not turned up. However, the game had not
on thln progress ten minutes before that individual walked
Porter, field, to the manifest chagrin of the Preston sup-
IS.  The teams were composed of the following

halveresto"l--(}oal, H. James; backs, Hogey, Henning;
Uttecsﬂ Waggoner, Clare, Sohrt; right wing, Cherry,
i centre, Stahlschmidt; left wing, G. Roos, J. Krass.
halvearszty.~Goal, Porter; backs, Breckenr.idge, Stuart,
CDS’ Forrester, Goldie, McArthur ; right wing, Duncan,
onald; centre, Watson; left wing, Murray, Gowanlock.
Dlay € game was not worthy of a detailed account. The
the VaS very loose, the forwards failing to combine and
bay ‘:enses playing at intervals only. Three times the
the as put through the Preston goal, but only once 1n
Pinion of the referee.
egrsxty will play in Pittsburg next Thursday, the
€an Thanksgiving day.

-
RUGBY FOOTBALL.

TRINITY 9S. VARSITY.

nesTgle annual match with Trinity was played last Wed-
n’ighty on the lawn in the presence of a large crowd. The
Woy] ytmen from Trinity came down confident that they
Over thum the tables on Varsity and gain a glorious victory
! gree blue and white. On all sides we heard reports of
Trinitya}tl shape, magnificent form and superior game t'hat
lot, ad been showing in the past week ; but it availed
:Ven oi}rmty’s' incomparable forward line proved too much,
he d rinity, and the ‘“rouge et noir” again trailed in
t Ort\or rather, mud.

'I?SS’ angne at first seemed to favor Trinity; they won the
ey Clected to kick down the field with the wind.
abflside 18 immediately rushed into Varsity’s 25, qu, after
kivchalt e loose work by Varsity’s halves, Trinity gets
“lcks ¥ kick about ten yards out, and Bedford Jones
tp ﬂelde goal. On the kick-out Varsity rushes the ball
Suchy by and a long kick by Gilmour sends the ball into

R €hind Trinity's goal line. Trinity immediately

proceeds to rush things again, and a rouge is the result.
Score, 5-1. Trinity continues to press till half-time is
called, without any addition to the score. It looks very
rosy for Trinity and very blue for Varsity. But Trinity
has had her “rouge” in the first half. The “noir” is to
come ; and it comes soon.

On the kick-off the ball travels into Varsity’s 25, where,
owing to a bad fumble by one of the halves, Trinity scores
another rouge. That is all; Varsity seems to wake up,
and now the forward line proceeds to make those famous
rushes that have become characteristic of their playing.
Down the field goes the ball into Trinity’s 25; Parker
makes a pretty pass to Bunting, and Varsity’s captain
tears through the opposing wings and struggles over the
line with four or five Trinity men on his neck. Four
points more. Varsity rushes again and two rouges come
in rapid succession. Parker is playing a grand game and
the halves are showing up well. Bunting again gets the
ellipsoid, and sails clean through for a try. His kick at
goal is successful, and Varsity leads by seven points.
Trinity’s men seem disheartened, and the whistle blows
with the ball on their goal line.

For Trinity, Patterson, McCarthy and Laing did bril-
liant work, while Bunting, Parker and Lash were the stars
for Varsity.

NOTES OF THE GAME.

Those rushes of Parker’s, through the wings, were out
of sight.

Bunting played in his old-time form, and his runs were
one of the features of the game.

Our “cyclonic” Curly seems to have a fondness for
prying into the business of Trinity’s quarter. The latter
could never get hold of the ball without ¢ the best forward
in the world " affectionately hugging him.

THREE THREADS OF GOLD.
[Saintsbury Golden Treasury of French Lyrics, p. 231.]

Afar o’er the sea how gladly I'd flee,

With wings of a swallow, through regions untold !
Wish vain to declare, for that cruellest fair

Has fettered my heart here with three threads of gold.

The first her eye’s wile, and the second her smile,
And the third, to confess it, her lip in its bloom ;
But I love her too well, martyr true, sooth to tell,
With three threads of gold my heart’s led to its doom!

Oh'! were power but mine this chain to untwine !
Farewell, sighs and tears, for the deed I'll make bold.

But no, no, far better to die in my fetters
Than to sever your bond, ye three threads of gold !

SANTA LUCIA.

Dim Venice dwelt in sunset glow,
Afar the vesper bells were ringing,
When through the sweet air soft and low,
I heard a maiden singing:
« Santa Lucia, listen,
Listen to my prayer,”
And soft her accents died away .
Upon the summer air.

My spellbound ear shall ne’er forget
The sweetness of her tuneful praying,
A loved face haunts my mind, and yet
My fear forbids my saying:
« Santa Lucia, listen,
Listen to my prayer"—
My doubting heart is all too faint
To bid me dare to dare.
—Harvard Lampoon.



