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turned out en niasse twice a week
ago to hear Rev, J. A. MacDonald,
the Editor-Preacher. He is a prime
favorite here, as hie is wherever hie
preaches and students are flot at al
slow in learning to appreciate such a
man. His truly prophetie earnestness
and appeai, his beautiful word paint-
ing and lis powerful presentation of
of the great essential principles of the
( 'nobler life " ail make such discourses
stand forth protninentiy among the
great sermons which we have heard.

IN ou raccount of the Medical din-
ner, we were torced, througb Iack

of space, to omit the -Message from
the Skeleton'' to the medical stu-
dents. We [cci confident, however,
that it xviii be as acceptable to our
readers now, as it was to the "'Meds. "
on the evening of Dec. 1,5, when de-
livered by Mr. J. F. Sparks, IB.A.

A MESSAGE PROM THE SREIeTON.

Good evening, my boys 1Don't ho]d
your breath!

You are flot shaking the hand of
Death!

For 1 arn a skeleton you 'veiI iow:
'Tis long since [ came [rom the grave,

beiow.
For years I've noticed \!our careless

tread,
And harmiess whistling among the

dead.

1 have heard your ''grinds,'- vour lec-
tures too

1 have tried to prompt you to heil
vou throughi;

You carried me with you to Cousin
Kate

To dance or to dinner it's always my
fate.

Oh I arn a skeicton vou mnust
k now.

J'vc left MY tenemnent down
bei ow.

I'm torccd to move as the boys go
round.

B3ut the ' 've guaranteed me safe
and souncd.

Yes, l'ni a eliic ot long ago,
I've siept a century down beiow.
My name is gone [rom the crumb-

iing stone;
Tiiere is nothing icit of mvseif but

hone.
This narrow ceii xvas Life's retreat,
This place was Thought's Inysterious

seat.

l3encath this weil poliibed canopy
Once shone a brighit and busv' eve.

Here in this sulent cavern hung
A ready, swift and tunefui tongue.

Oh, I arn a skeleton, yon must
know,

I'vc icft my tenement down be-
iow.

\Vas I black or white? What
niatters it n0w;

\,Ve're brothers ail] since the iast
i)g row.

Farewell, ni i)N0bos, for we nmust part!
l'd heave a sigh, but 1 bave no lieart
'Twas at post mortern wvben some old

(Iuack
Took bieart and iungs wbich lie

brought flot back.
[le took wbiatever hie found inside
As proof conclusive that 1 had died.

He robbed the dead with a grewsome
thcft;

The microbes dined on what xvas left
The Dead lireathe flot as the Living

do;
Trhe ribs are open, the air blows

through.
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