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I hear ihe c1inlý of many keys,
'The portai opens soon, he

Who stands within, thank heaven!1 is flot
The ghost of Brother Cooney.*

1 wander down the corridors,
Each step a memory waking,

But no one knows the stranger wight,
No friendly hand I'am shaking.

What matter? Not thé allen crowds
0f passing students I view,

My mind has conjurèd up a host
0f dear old boys whoni I knew.

he olem pan the onerrna,-
Ah, I od n pai the oneran,

Could tell their foibles and their tricks,
The last were nurnerous-veryl

But peace! I pass into the Yard,
Where mid the ghzid I rnourn,

Z'/zir schoolboy days are ail sunshine

j But mine can ne'er return.

4 Good bye, oid girl, I'm out of place
Among your youthood keeping;

Thc Wandering Jew they think I arn-
They rnust flot catch me weeping.

h Good bye!1 orne prayer Ilil,breathe through life:
Y Whatever tests. await her,

May my old school dowvn adverse fate
And fiourish Aima Mater!

TREIS.

ff -*The porter of the arite-diluvian days whe-n I was a student.


