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methods, for we are credibly informed that he is nov: doing good work.
—)
2. S. Charlton, '96. is on his father’s farm 2t St. George, Brant Co.
They ate breeding Holateins extensively,
animals,

and have =ome cholce

0—
F. . Webster, "90, 18 one of Grey county's leading farmers, haviug
followed it up near Creemore rince Jea ing College.
—_—) -
Fred. J. S. Sissony, "96, is living at Barrie.
Hockey Clubof Jast winter he eut quite a figure, and he will probably

f Nlow football this scanon.  His place at half-back will be hard tofitl

As sccretary of their

on otr team.
—— .
Jira Brickwell has returned  from his visit to his heme in Paris,

France, lookisg his  very best.  He

at once, ind settling down for therest of his days.

intends buying a farm
Considerable pres-
sure is being iought to bear in order to have him play the scason ont
with our team but Jim says he means business, and football must take
care of itself.
—)—
W. W. Cooper, 03, is farming at Kippen, Ont., and writes that

prospects might be worse.
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The X

Oft had T heard of Pompey Bell,
And when up in the Townes,

1 chanced to s3e, as cveniny fell,
Powpey in all his power.

lidnight Supper.

Beside this bell there lived a pair
Of Indians, crude and wild ;

They came from Indian Bush, these rae.
Rude offspring of a savage child.

“Tis of theso men, and several more,
That 1 to thee will sing :

*Tix not to even some old score,—
It is the power of apring.

Breathes there 2 man with srul so dead,
He never took it in his bead,

In flowing nuinbers thoughts to frec?
1f such thetalive, I am not he

But now, again, must I come to iy song
If I wander too much it will bo 211 teo long.

Casar, Pompev, both were there .
Brutur, Hamlet, head in air ;
Lucius, just half asleep;

Antunio from his bed did creep ;
Falstaf’, with his morry jest,

Said he d holp to rob the ehes. ;
Hotspur came with good King Lesr;
Both wers mern who kaew no fear,

Romeo had had a ieast,

But said he'd come and watch at leaat
But Cassius, with his hangry look,

Said he prefer aevour a bouk ;

Macbath came (a with hsughty air,

And scowlea upon the Iudians there.

But these, though last, were not the least,
For they were sent to fetch the feast.

Within the tower a man there dwelt,
Who pangs of conscience never fult :
He wasa blne Nese, Scotia’s son,
Outside his door, just in the hall,
He kept his box, nor dream'd at ail
That on his bank there'd be a run.,

Therein we found some lovely cake,
“I'was goad, it gave no stomach-ache,—
Avnd by it bottles four were found :
Apples thete were of goudly size,—
We opened wide our hungry eyes

And sighed for appetite unbound:

As Indians are a sneakish lot,

They were sent the box to pot,

And soon returned they with the loot,
And stowed it safely in our den.

We found it locked quite safe, but then
We apened it with Hotspur's boot.

“ Eurcka!” then, wee Pompey cries,

And opened wide his wond'ring eyes,

Asa jam pot of generoussice

ame forth as nablo Ciesar's prize.

I eius cried ont in his sleep,

0t apples have I found a heap !

" he Lottles full of berry wine,

Presged from the fruit of bramele vine,

Wera opened, and the warming fluid

Soon was coursing in onr bleod.

‘The hottles did not last us long,

We passed them round with shout and song,

.\nd when the wine had gone, with l\ughlcr
Ve filled the bottles up with water.

Again the boot locked up the Loy,

And Antonio, sly old fox,

Put it back and all was o'er.

But as the story hus been long,

VIl break off hiere iy little song,

But some day I will give in rhymu

What befel at Christmas tine,

To the Scotian Blue Noce when he thought
He'd try tho food that frem home he'd Inoueht.

At the recent concert in the gyn?natium. a young man .rom the
city who is too well educated to ute nick-names, said toan lady who
resides in the College, "'Is this the James Nasium, or 2 lecture room
—_—Q—
Morriton, to Alllson—1Vhat do you think of that new man at vour
table? v
Allison—3X{e’s & biri!
—
Forbas was fined a quarter for smiling at the zcm\nt. mmd-,
trary to the regulstions.

con-
The girlssay that any ong’ who smnles suck




