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ACT 111.

ScENE r. Eve of elections. 7osh discovered in itis roomn prepa ring for
his death; îneditatîuîg on tise inunortality of the sout; eagerly devour-
ing Baldwin's Jluîîubook of Psyc/îologv.

9'osh : Baldwin, thon reasonest wcill For aye
Shial live rny shade, tlîough rot this camnai cay;
For lie wbiose mind couli grasp thy lucid page,
Can neyer dic, but lives frorn age to age.
Hail, immerirtal soul, that scorncst ail SensationI
Divine perennial fruit of Conservation!
That thon shait live 1 know by Intuition.
The fact's tnost clearly proved by Apperception,
And thouglih an earth's soft slirne thou lose Retention,
In heaven shait thou obtain due Rcogntition.
I see thy pragress in Imagination.
The vision sure is no Hallucination;
And if thou could'st escape frorn Combination,
Ye biessed gods, t]îere's stili Elalo ration!

But oh to think that ail rny inotor nerves,
And oh !to tbink that ail mny dorsal carves,

M ust l)c destroyed
1 fcel quite sorry for îny poo iîîcdiillnim
Already j ast abovc niy spinal col zinin

There is a clîilling void.
But couic, cie
I3cat the druini
For the riglit,
I3ravely fight.

Ihligli ail the Rugby inen are tiiere,
And bruise andi break mie evcrywlîere
1 knox ta niglit tijat 1 must die;
Therc's îîat ta ask or reason wby.

And how can mnan (lie better than facing foes so hearty,
For the sake of life eternal, an(1 the intcrests of biis party.

[Exit to his fate.

SCENE 2-Enter twvo city /oughs.

lst Tough. 1 say, aid chappie, whîither baund ta-niglit
2nd Tough;: To sec, dear pal, Bob Bmutal's bull-dog fighit.

181 Tough.: Bull dog-s be hianged ! Tbey're tarne ta my
selectioris

Let's go and seo- the Varsity boys' clections.
(Exeunt thither in great enthusiasm.

SCENE 3. Eteetion halt. Earthlv paradise. Hell in a coner. Celestial
strains of-nusicfrorn Dtalian street Piano. Heavenly fore in shape
of haun sandwiches a foot thiek.

Josh.: At Iast V've reachcd the awful place,
At last 1 sec before my face

The fatal battie ground.
But cre 1 end my eartbly race,
Ere flics my soul ta empty space;
0, Heaven ! on me bestow the grace

To take anc look arotind.
Before my cycs in bloody raut,

Two rnigbty hasts appear;
And hark ! their frcnzicd battie shout

Breaks loud upon my car.
"Union forever !" is the cry,

Of those who bave the right.
"On, Aima Mater, on, or die !"

Sways ail the fae's bad might.
Ranged deep around yon voting door,

The stanchcst hieroes stand;
To break tbeir ranks ard gain that shore,

Fight bard the general band.
And la! anc mnan distends bis crest,

1 sec hirn raise bis hcad,
And an the shoulders of the rest

Plant firrn bis (laIintless trcad.
On, an he gacs! the goal is nigh!1

Alas ! tbey close the tmack!
MacMillan grasps hirn by the thigli,

And Lasb bas gat bis back.
Baultbce hugs bis neck amain,

And Ketclr puiîs bis hair
Around bis form thcy tug and strain

Iu long and duibious war ;
But dawn lie gaes ! be bites the dirt

His migbty bancs are sbaken !
His life is saved! He's last bis shirt!

Fle lias bis picture taken.
But naw a fiercer fury glows

ln Union's bold array;
Maclean now lcads tbcmn an their focs

To win the daubtful day.
The bour bas corne! naw must I figit;

Naw bare my brawny arrn;
Alas ! my veins ail mun with friglit,

1 shudder with alarm.
But oh ! be brave my trcmbling heart
To play yaur grand heraic part;
Fear not ta make a valiant rush,
Fcar nat ta meet, and pull, and crush

Yan Rugby chivalry.
Co IlId irigbity julilis CSsar dlie ?
Cold Nelson faîl, and cannot I ?
Yc beavens abave, farbid such shame!
Let nauglit be joincd ta Haodin's naine,

But deatb or victory !
[Rushses into thle contest. A us nut later is brought out alive but un-

conscious. Everything broken except his soul which rentains
nnortal. Sent byfreight ta tVeybach HIospital.

SCENE 4. Weybach. Enter Ausanda. 1%

Anianda . Alas! rny wild infatuation!
To tbink Love nccded Educatian ;
Daîît't talk ta me of faine and lcarning,
They cannat satisfy niy yearning.
Wbat agony 1 feit in beart,
Wlien Joshi and I were far apart
And naw, when homc they've brouglbt my boy,
My pain is greater than mi-y joy.
1 find that Varsity ways are tougb,
1 find that Varsity men are rough;
Tbey brake bis ieg, tbcy smashcd bis arm,
Tbcy brauight bis sbapely face ta barm.
Tbey blacked his cyes, tbey cracked bis nase,
They pounded him from bcad ta tacs;
And this was donc, yau recollcct,
By men wba train the intellect!1
1 may bse duli, but do the Muses
Preside ocer tbumps, and blows, and bruises ?
I may bc biind, but dacs the ligbt
0f culture shine that men may figbt ?
Thon dawn, I say, witb rcasan's fcast,
Wbcn reason makes a man a beast.
Then humn your universities,
Wben thcy become menageries;
And since the wise no breeding ken,
Let's ail be fools and gentlemen.
Dear Josh and I are now above
Ail icarncd tbougbts, for we bave love;
And soon -vitb purest joy we'll fill
The little bouse upon the bill.W.P

FINIS.


