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Poet Loquitur—The leaves are a dyin’, dyin’,
And the terrible winds ave a flyin’,
Surely, surely.

Echo—An’ we are a kinder thinkin’,
Our poet has been a drinkin’,
Spirits, purely.
Poet.—The leaves are a fallin’, fallin’,
And the voice of the past 1s a callin’,
Callin’, vainly.
Echo.—He's a curus kind of a bein’,
But yw'll excuse as he’s been a spreein’,

Cock-tales, mainly.
Huron.

PERSONAL.

hemif'hP' DAVIS, B.A,, '82), whom Goldwin Smith so aptly called ‘a
Frap p er? of knowledge,’ is studying law in the wicked city of Chicago.
in th, sa:} son, B.A,, and Yirgll_ Lee, B.A.,' have pitched their tents
i trOublede ]CIty, so that ¢ L, P.j is but one of a college trio.  Mr. Davis
Sver 1, about t}'le unromantic name of his landlady, but if he should
h°‘llder More  seviously troubled, we can make a good suggestion :
ill g su.zollr trunk and walk_dowmstaurs backwards ; the landlady
Lt P .etO think you are going up. We have lost our E. P, D—s,
onsole ourselves with the P. E. D, §.

He renort. B,LAKE, B.A, ’82, when last heard from, was visiting Rome,
for é TUS wibh disgust the tearing up of the Via Sacra to make room
Tuing OIEIPGS- Venice and Florence had special charms for him. The

® Wag t, Ome were a field for thonght and enthusiastic imagination.
10 goq hj sall for home on the 19th inst, so that we may soon expect

!m loom up.

Drecinét ) ELLIOT’ B A.,’82, alias ¢ John Collins,” is in the ‘booming’

%ngruo” ‘innipeg.  He fulfils at tho same time the somewhat in-

ent 8 d}ltles of classical tutor of St. John's College, and real estate
Main Street,

the Krgg, teaching at Richmond Hill, takes long walks

oy
ful foflalse‘ihided lanes, and over purple hills. We will always be grate-
> Song at Evening by the River.’
i J" MC-(;“ICKLE. law, Blake, Kerr, Lash & Cassels.
i ILLIVRAY, fullen into the whole panoply of a ¢ Professor-
M ‘OGem Languages at Albert College, Belleville.
Yoachiyy o LLIVRAY, late hard student and gold medallist in classics,
classics in Brantford Collegiate Institute.
§ ‘Ho - SHORIY, denizen of Wall Street, N.Y., studies law.
&lem, an Y8 we are being over educated ¢ H. Wissler, farming in
C. . Othrer graduate, {s superintending a hennery.
J. Mee AYBERRY, teaching, Stratford.
8, g, 8 teaching, Durham.
& Axg OBERTSON, ¢ Emp.,” private bank, Mount Forest.
ggden_ ROSS, left Residence, studying law with McMichasl, Hoskin
TG
i 4, .(6', WISHART, studying medicine at MeGill.
1cgp ing ; BARA has hecome o limb of the law. At present engaged
thGOLIN G " Blake, Kerr, Lash & Cassels’ office. ]
'Sre i8 Jeg, AMPBELL, sawhones at Trinity Medical School He thinks
8Y to 1o WOrk to do at Trinity. Some of the ‘subjects’ are in a fair
W, " (,mg S‘l’noke_cul.ed‘
e, &e,', at 'th(’REELMAN, up to his eyes in wmortgages, services, bills of
Langy o, the office of McCarthy, Osler, Hoskin, Plumb & Croolman.
HERB_ ‘LARKE, law, in Winnipeg.
ARMAND .T UNN, teaching classics in Lindsay,
v, L. R..TEFY, teaching in Bay City, Michigan.
0, \ OOWAND, divinity, Knox,
%‘ Y CﬁMIDT’ Picton, classics.
W, SIM’II‘,T’ Upper Canada College, English.
W, K. Gz SON, medico, Toronto School,
‘F- R LANc:)RGE’ banking, Winnipeg.
B T SHORSTT:FS, ledicine, Trinity Medical School.
J "d LESLIE e Sy en route for New York.
y » “ Bob,” teaching, Kincardine.

M p
CAVE}? L:I ER, te‘_"Ching, Fergus,
OAVE;; o‘loul:“}ng in the country, connected with a grist mill.
K. E; medlcme, Trinity School,
. BAIRD, ;v;n aé}}enla-t‘:i(:s;, Whitby.
Mogs ™ Clagyy 1ty, ‘
¢ gulshed Y KE, nathematics, S, Mary’s. The press called him a ‘dis-
G A; OTician’ this summer,
) HAnno ‘3" Guelph, law,

» Qivinity, Knox.

POET'S CORNER.

QUEBEC,.
Prize Porwm, 1882,

Thou sittest on thy rocky throne, a queen,

And we bow down before thy ramparts, whers,
As piercing the blue sky, thy mount is goen ;

Up to the clouds it soars, to purer air.,

And at thy feet the river sweeps along ;
No tiny stream, with flowers and rushes lined,
But mighty, deep, impetuous and strong ;
Stern e’en when winds are low—in storms unkind.

Nor nature’s beauty falls alone to thee.
To thee another beauty doth belong ;
With thee bath dwelt the muse of history ;
Thy past is present by the right of song.

Though blue thy skies, and though thy grass is green,
With blood of noble men erstwhile bestained,

When in fierce battle man with man was seen
Contending for fit prize, so nobly gained.

There fought our Wolfe, the noblest of them all,
Duty his watchword—word through which he won é
As faithful still to duty did he fall, :
When solaced with the cry, ‘ They run, they run.’

Who run?  And eager lips make haste to tell :
The foe is conquered—England wins tho day.

The foe is conqnered!  Ah'! then all is well !
The last words ere his spirit fled away.

And yet not altogether; for it seems
To haunt the spot, and not alone in name

We think of him, as morn’s first sunshine gleams
Along the peaceful plains of Abraham.

We think of him when Britain’s flag is spread
To the free winds from tower and citadel,

And when the stately warder’s martial tread
Stops while he gives the password—All is well !

He saved us for his England-—patrios !
And thou, O sovereign city of the 'vest,
By thee his name shall never be forgot,
But thou shalt guard his grave—his bed of rest.

France’s imperial eagle would have flown
O’er thy proud ecliffs, and growing wild and free, ;
A tiny flower in our cold northern zone, ‘
Emblem of ¢ La belle France, the flewr-de-lis,

Not so, it proves. Yet France and England meet i
With claspéd hands—in peace and not in war ; ’
[n citadel, in church, and field and street,
In peace forgetting what has gone before,

And here, on an auspicious April day,

There passed before our eyes a pleasant scene,
Wolcomed beneath the olden Kentish way,

One whom we love—the daughter of our Queen.

Imperial city—not in rank nor power,
but throned in glory, high above the rest,
Thy walls of granite, like a mighty tower,
Thy very feet by mighty streams caress'd,

Lovely when dawn first blushes on the scene, \
And paints the waters in her liguid light ; S

Still lovely in the sunset’s farewell beam, o
When all is still, and nature sleeps in night.

A flag waves from thy lofty battle-crag, .
The flag of England—floating o’er the freo. By

The day may come when floats another flag— i
Flag of the nation that is yot to be.

J. H. Bowgs,




