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Stout Herds were they, and stecue thieir creed;

But this Ohiiel drones a w'ce bit soreed

lu which God's xviii and what Christ dreed,

Are tomaps to guess on ;

Yaimners for our eterual need
A bairnl's sehiule-lesson.

A wee sehiule-lesson duil and dowfY

Scribbled atw'een xva gaines at gowff

For at flic tee lie miaks bis bowff

Baith syne and suine;

But wlîa caves for a beadle's bowff,

Wha's day is dune.

My day is dune; ai-d riglit or wrong,

The thocht cornes lîke a rnacfu' song;

Titis book and inc, wc've traivelled long

The poopit-stair,
But that's a gate we twa shall gang

Nac mnair, nue inair!

T'loughtS pronîpted by Seeiig a Spider
011 a Lrady's Btonniet lis Cliureli.

(XXiii ap)ologgY ta the sîade of R. B.)

Wbat's this miy lady inîibly crecping

Advancing niow and now rctreating

And acrobatie feats rcpeating
M ith perfect case?

Ail such mianoeuvres arc past beat;ng
Exccpt by finas.

'Tis surely not our friend that browses,

Wlîerc foliage is thick and towsie,

For ail your hiair's as sleek's a mnouie,

Aud comibed with cure.

The simip13 hint thine anger rouses,

Oh thon mnost fair!

It caves not for your hangs sO curly,

Nor whcether yout ]ook pleased or surly,

And heeds not whether late or early,
You'l hiomcward stray.

Its perfect independence truly

No fears bctray.

'Tis cicar it neyer was in church,

Or it in haste a place would searehi,

Whereon i comnfort it could percli,

And tliere pretend.
By many a blinking, drowsy lurch,

Its ways to mcend.

But what is this it leaves behiud it ?
A line ; but whcrefrom did it wind it?

Before this noue could sec or find it.

Yet there it lay,

Oosnposed of w bat ? Who can define it ?

I dare not say.

But now another hune it stretches,

And formns a web with dainty stitches,

Whioh would do credit to the witches,
lu its perfection,

For helpless victimas now Lt itches
Witb satisfaction.

Ah nlow, îny vicious little frieud.,

Wbat puty 'tis your skill to lend.

To bring 10 au untitnuly end,
Poor trusting mratur'es

Whose innocence can' t comiprehenfi,

Yonr fiendish nature.

you ugly, heartless, crawling spider,

How. doubly dark oid Nick bias dyed you,

For of t ini murder J bave spicd yen,

Yet still I spare,

For conscience pleads you've nougbit to
guide you

lu ways iiore fuir.

If I a mîsan your tricks condemuii,

While I defeud mny fcllowmen,
And c'en dleccive thut beav'nly gem,

A trasting mnaid,
In justice I with "Nickie-ben,"

Shou-ld deep be laid.

Your nature'5 dark is age adînittcd,
Your ways of life are aye regretted,
Yet, tbongbi by circurnstanees fettered

You stili eau teach
More trutlî, by practice ilnstrated,

Than those that preacbi.

A PENSIVE SOLILOQUV.

Generous I arn, too generous, generous bo a fauit,

Id give my body ta be burned, tho' net for love:

My hcad I daily give to burning, out of apite.

Love ! Sbould 1 love Queco's students ? Love their

Principal,
And love that clergyman wbo lies! Neyer. Rather

perish love
Within my burot-out lîcart than such a fate.

And yet perbaps 1 arn te blame, I thc so-genereus,

The liberaleat man in town except, perhaps, the Princi-

pal
Whom I liate, And yet hie is a great man. No, lie is

not great,
lilI not shlow Iiim great. I'm not b blame,

I hale and heat my head with hale. lIll ever hate.

"out ef My office, Sir, and neyer dare again darkem my

deor,"
And you, poor cuba of Qucen's, yen, barking brats, you,

Gnawing rats, ont with your poor belongings, your rag

paper,
You, noisy, rowdy, brawling, lying crew. Ah ! the

Cadets!
I once did thinkl that they were pahtry trash, but I have

changed,
Perbapa I may sec something differently some day. My

heat
May then subside, and church and clergymen, students


