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ROUGE

EXCHANGES.

We have made it a practice never to clip, but the fol-
lowing, taken from the Cambridge, England, Zigkt
Green,is so gocd that we make no apology for repro-
ducing it entire.  To all who have read the original, and
who has not, the excellence of the parody will be at once

apparent.
THE HEATHEN PASS—~EE.

BEING THE STORY OF A PASS EXAMINATION BY BRED HARD.

Which I wish to remark
And my language is plain,

That for plots that are dark,
And not always in vain,

The heathen Pass—cee is peculiar,
And the same I would rise to eaplain.

1 would also premise

That the terin of Pass—cc
Most fitly applics,

As you probably sce, X
To onc whose vocation is passing

The *“ordinary B. A. degree.

Tom Cnib was his name,
And 1 shall not deny.

In regard to the same,
\Vhich that name nught impiy,

But his face it was trustful and childlike
But he had the most innocent cye

Upon Apni the Farst
";";lc in)ulc-go fell,

And that was the worst
Of the geatleman’s sell,

For he fooled the Examining 13ody
In a way I'm reluctant to tell.

‘The Candidates came,
And Tom Cub soon appeared .
It was Euclid. The same
\Was *¢ the subject he feared,”
But he smiled as he sat by the table,
. With a smile that was wary and weind.

Yet he did what he could,
And the papers he showed
Were remarkably good,
And his countenance glowed
With pride when I met him soon after,
As he walked down the Trumpington road.

We did not find him oat,
Which 1 bitterly grieve,
For I've not the leas: doubt,
‘That he'd placed up his sleeve
Mr. Todhunter’s excellent Euclid,
The same with intent 10 deceive.

Bat I shall not forget
How the next day at two
A suff paper was set
By Examiner U....
On Euripides’ tragedy, Bacchae,
A subject Tom ** partially knew.™

But the knowledge displayed
By that hcathen Pass—cc.

And the answers he made
Were quite {rightfol to see,

For he rapidly floored the whole paper
By about sweaty minutes to three.

Then 1 looked upat U.....
And he gazed upon me, .

1 observed, ** This won't do,™
He replied ** roodness mel

We are fooled by this art{ul young person,™
And he seat for that heathen Pass—ce.

The scenc that ensted
Was disgraceful to view,

For the floor it was strewod
wWith a tolerable few

Of the * tips™ that Tom Crib had been hiding
For the v subjoct he partially knew.™
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On the cuff of his shirt
He had managed to get

\Vhat we hoped had been dirt
But which proved, 1 regret,

To be notes on the rise of the Drama,
A question invariably set.

In his various coats
We prozeeded to seek,

Where we found sundry notes
And—uwith sorrow I speak—

One of Bohn’s pulilications, so useful
To the student of Latin or Greck.

In the crown of his cap
Were the Furies and Fates,

And a delicate map
Of the Dorian States,

And we found in his palms which were hollow,
What are frequent in palms—that s dates .

\Vhich is why I remark,
And my language is plain,

That for plots that are dark
And not always in vamn,

‘The heathen 'ass—ce is peculiar,
Which thie same 1 am free to maintain,

Marion Muir again appears in the Notre Dawme
Scholastic with a short puem, * Sofunisba,” which, in spite
of the somewhat unintelligible character of the last two
lines, is good.  The remaining contunts of the number
arc fully up to the average, though why the Editors
should find nccessary to clip the poem * .\t the Grave of
Charles Wolle ™ from so widely circulated & magazine
as the Century is not at all appareat.

The Philomathean Revicie is cvidently determined
not to be cclipsed by its contemporarics, and has favored
its readers this month with an cffusion from the pen of
Hugo J. Schlcicr, which we mistook at first for bad prose
chopped into lines of unequal length.  On reference to
the index, however, we find it styled a “ poem,” and as
the writer must know, we accept the definition. It is a
truly beautidful composition, the writer of which, like all
truc geniuscs, declines to be bound by any traminels of
mctre or thythm.  From the circumstance that two suc-
cceding lines occasionally end in the same syllables, we
maintain that it exhibits “ something distinctly resem-
bling” a rhyme, but this is all that can be said in support
of its appcaring as “ poctry,” save the mark! As an ox-
ample of the bold nature of the versification, we give
two lines :

** The Philomatheans assemble,
To challenge their foes and make them tremble”

The object of the cffusion secems to be to give an
account of the proceedings of the Philo-mathean Socicty,
which is apparently devoted to literature and politics,
though the ah—poem is a little alter Browning on the
qucstion of Incidity, for we read :

** Each Philomath acted as a tool
To make a wise man of a fool.”

A not very complimentary reflection on thosc joining the
Philomathecan ranks. The President is wvidently of a
poctic nature too. In his address, embaimed in these
immorial lincs, we read :
=* Not many years ago, the President began,
The dawn of morn shone on the Philomathean.™

“Dawn of mom” is good. Apparently, down in
Brooklyn they have four or five different kinds of dawn,
and it is necessary to distinguish. \We are much im-
pressed, too, with the way in which the author grapples
with the difficultics of that porteatous word ** Philoma-




