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confidences--a casual remark, casting its shadow of the
past—all memory provokers—dcad *.ves of youth's
spring-time.  Days gone, you reflect ; time wasted per-
haps. Yet through the confused mass of recollections—
intangible product of your University life—the clear out-
line of the Three Towers is always present, and wnl it
the fechng that you owe the fruit tothe shell.  Ju statu
puprlar: : ay, but patrioism is bred of discipline aad
respect by a delicately attempered distance  What means
have you within yoursclf, my brother Bachelor, of soften-
ing the lights and shades of this afterlifc, whosc begin
inps were not Iaid in College days? * The disabled pipe’
—the first symntom of your most pardonable weakness;
buv surcly Pigeon’s muscular mutton and the labored
cfforts of digestion, bred a predisposition to the discase.
An casy chair, your slippers and dressing-gown, a grate
firc, light and warmth in your pipe and heart--well
never mind a few grey hairs), you arc in Trinity again.
A briarwith a bonc stem—nc merschaum—a modest
fricnd that none will covet. W .tching the coal fire, alone
with a friend who hangs upon your lips and owes to you
his life’s breath, your creature, venly, vet no worry,
whuse suutety 1s cheerful, whose inumacy and depend-
ance arc real, sudiability vithout talk nu word but the
gentle remonstrance when the bowl is cmpticd -your
whims humoured in his airiness, ashes tosympathize with
vour gloom and his rich autumnal hue chasing from you
all but ;nature 1 sflections—pray whither fly your thoughts
if nt to the third 3 car curridor and the snug little den of
long ago? DBruyere and wing-boic- -a dainty cngraft-
ment- -an emblem in a way—= strange union of stability
and fickleness. 1 had such an un¢ once: others, they
say, such an cxperience. Ay, onc whose sweetness, 1
had thought, would never be tasted by other lips—some-
thing I called my own—and I would smoke and follow
thoughts chasing & shadow till the hecl of * perique’
(thought * the thing ™ in my day; smouldered, and the
flickering imagcs in the grate took quaint forms—for the
firc burned low—the bluc tongues of flame, fluttering on
the last coal, looked strangely through the haze—shall 1
confess it? -a pair of dancing cycs scen through a tangle
of fair hair -tcazing winc -FBruyere and bone! retrospect,
beginning and ending in smoke.
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*Rubbish, my dear sir,” saith the reader, *simply rub-
bish. Surcly life is not all smoke and sentiment, all beer
and skittles®  No—not altogether, my captious fricnd.
Nonc will gainsay the intcllcctual healthiness of the
logarithm—nonc grudge a full ncad of praisc to itsdreary
discipline—bmt, per contra, lifc is not all prose.  Tech-
mcal devclupmient is expected of the undergraduate, but
in after life his thoughts, wandering back over the ame
terms, linger longest by their birth place—his sitting-
room hearth,  There it was, young, impressionable—
visionary, if vou will—his bent was shaped, and .ature’x
warp (under what kindly influences!) was woven imper-
ceptibly into a taugible web.  Perhaps tobacco was not
the sole, Lut the predisposing, cause, yetof stunulant 1s
needed why unt take the gifts- and of them the gentlest
the gods provide.  Only a weed --vet 1 warrant it will
not spring up an. choke the ilowers of fancy. It is not,
O suspicious, with tobacco as with liquor—ipse fazfe there
islittle cnough in smoking.  Who wouid puff a pipe in
the dark, unless well a-glow?  As who would grope
talk with a fricnd without, at the least, a flickering frum
the hearth fire
Maybe there is nothing in smoke—nor n Trinity.

After all, perhaps it is a pure coincidence that onc’s
mind and soul were quickened together before the natural
force of youth was abated, yct reason as we will, the
incvitable instinct of cach claims the il kept hearth in the
grim corridor as the birth place wagna pars mes—truly
the Alma AMater--lovadble, reverend, albeit rank with
tubacco. With what a reverential satisfaction, past-men
gaze in after time upon their Penates of undergraduate
years! Do any of my readers, I wonder, remember the
story of S——, a townsman, who had gone into residence
in hi>sccond ycar ? It isw rth repeating. He had brought
his sister one afternoon, with the worthy and proper pride
of a fledgling, to vicw his rooms, and was startled (poor
ciccerone!) by a knock at his door. Dreading the chaff
of those who did not take in the situation, in a bitof a
funk, he persuaded her to hide fur a moment behind the
curtains. Entera middle aged gentleman, bland, bald,
and apologctic—these were his rooms, he explains, in
his old freshman days.  Would the present occupant let
him have a peep at them again. What clse for it, but ‘with
pleasure” ‘AhY he munnurs, ‘thc samec old room,
and reflectively surveying its appointments, he adds,
the same old gouds” Pausing a snuincat, he spys the
acll faded window hangings, and loviagly strohing his
old-time fricnds, discovers  ah 'well, thinks he —his host’s
indiscretion, and turning upon the bewildered undergrad’
with a grim chuckle, whispers, ‘Ho! you sly dog, thesame
old game.’

You think the suggestion mal-appropos ? Well, well—
though not many scencs that mar life’s story can be
rcferred to one’s College ‘Den’—to its influences or
opportunitics—yet how many acts in the drama of
thought arc first rchearsed in those luxurious moments
before midnight, in the twilight, in the after glow of the
coal firc, to be happily damned in the cooler
judgment of to-morrow? Be advised, steer clear,
most certainly, of the visionary dyspeptic, but clearer
still of that academical horror—the would-be roxe in his
tcens.  And there is a mean only for thuse who can quit
themsclves like men.  Be strong, then, clsc and lest :in
the hour with pipc and armn chait before youur hearth,
what might have been your heaven of the past, pictured
dreamily in the fire-glow, prove in very deed coals of
firc on your hcad—the bars of your grate, memory's prison,
with: 1ts 1ron surcly cntering intc your soul. It scems as
vesterday, that summer vacation—an wdlc moment, and
anidlcact.  Heedlessly? Ay, and long before (poor
fool 1 I lcarmzd to feel how precious bluc cyes could grow
when tumned away.  Red, red lips ! What, pray, cound
a mad boy do, but take the kiss he wanted? ~ What’s
Hecuba to him, or he o0 Hecuba? Nay, mtier, what did
she deome? Kind s, 1 one an apology cven to the
recollection.

No. a0t the warmth and stilloess of the air.
Lady fair,
Bata vaice’s antless music —AH was done,
Pretty one.
Whilco! 12 I wasa«inaling
WEhat intoxicating sips”
For 1 madly fell aahinking
How muoch sweeter vous sweet It
Sweat I for ove's fa1Slling” «comnling not what

ok I'd ron,
Hall wild—
You seemald hali willing, were yon not,
Pratty one,

“Oh, T could nit chouse but o iato the woudland
hoar,” quoth the poctical scnior, when he was discovered
ruminating among the trees in the ravine



