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TO a Medical man we next tutti our
attention,

lie may corne to the rink, witliout
appreéhension.

At Homes, Dances, Conversats and
things of that sort

Are dangerous to hirn, on acconnit of
the Court.

'Rven writers of fiction disport tliem-
selves there,

The Býditor-in-chjef cornes to "Vanity
Fair. "

Thie Business Man also, the able
Assistant,

Finds time to spend there, throngli
being persistent.

F-re the sun lias arisen, lie is liard at
his work,

'il the throes of examis, no fears for
him lurk.

The clever Arts £ditor witli the pretty
dark girl

Fiulds time in the xnorning to join in
the whirl.

11, the afternoon tliough, lie is not to
be seen,

lie's writing grave articles or plugging
I ween.

A Word to the wise is sufficient I tIr0w,

The giant-like proof-reader should
begin skating riglit 110w.

D)ivjnitv's Editor, thougli sad and for-
. or

eOrgets flot to prod " Cooke's Churcli"
with a tliorn.

Moreover as Captain of hockey, lie's
grand,

The Israélites mardi into victory's
land.

13Ut there ! The gong rings our song

we ust have ending
Weýish themn ahl joy their homfeward
Way weIndin&,

MURDeR !

The cloak-roomf door stands open, a

seething mnass of gowns, books and

girls,-comb in hand, hairpins in

mnouth, rearrangiflg the dips. The

taîl looking-glass throws back a long

vista of eager, flushed faces, peering in

to see if things of beauty are joys. for-

ever.

i"Nel, girl, were you at the dance last

night ?"

"Yes love, say wasn't it dilly ?"

"Well don't I think, it was simply

swell."

"Say did you have a danxce with

Mr. X ?"

"Is n't lie spiff?"

"Land, I thouglit be was perfectly

killing."

"Did you see Herr Jones ?"

"Who, in the diekeils do you mean?

Not that brute ?"

"Ves, why he's positively the limit."

"Jiminy, and what about Mr. Z ?

Isn't lie a dear ?>'

"Oh he's too sweet for anything. I

had a couple of extras with him. "

"For the land's sake have you that

essay done ?"

11Gee-Whizz-I neyer thought of it,

what's it on ?

" Something about steps in consciotis-

ness."

"Good gracious,-~Wasn't that blue

voile of Jen's ?"

"VYou just bet"-

"Mercy me, is that the last bell ?"

"Oh Crackey !-Nell, where's my

note book? Now don't you breathe a

word of it, if I tell you'-lionest Injun?

-but last night"

"6Sh, $h,-herç lie is."


