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of the lcss common ones ivhichi they liad
heard that evening. Several part-songs
showed the careful training of the club.
Miss LilliatiLittiehiales' performance on the
cello %vas highly creditablc to herseif and
pleasrng to the audience. Miss Mcllwraith
andi Miss Osborne also contributed very
acceptably. \Vhen the concert %vas over
and the singers %'erc filing dowvn from thc
platforin they brolce out into snatches of
song rningled with yelis of V-a-r-s-i-t-y,
etc., muchi to the entertainiment of the
people. A beignanýit expression carne into
the faccs of sorne w~ho recalled their college
days, noývfar behiind thiin, and ive could
almost hear them murmur, "Boys %vill be
boys." As far as the majority of the
audience %%,cre concerneci, the pleasant
affair wvas at an end, andi tliey departed,
fully resolved to come the next time and
bring thecir friends. A number of the GIee
Club gallantly escorted the division to, the
college, but covered the gsround on the re-
turn journey ini a very brief space of time,
having before thern the delightful prospect
of a supper, also in Association hall. Whien
ail hiad regaled tlîemselves upon the choice
viands set forth, a jolly time ensued. Songs
and speeches followed one another in quick
succession, and " ail went merry as a
mnaïriage bell1." After this second item on
the programme %vas over, the coilege itself
w~as besieged by a sinall band of serenaders.
They looked like bats, flitting here and
there in the shadows and disturbing the
quiet stiilness of the night w'ith their voices.
The Doctor spokec a few genial words from
the balcony, and many a Juliet iool;-e-d
downi froin the windowvs on lier îvaiting
Ruineo. Through the Doctor's kind in-
dulgence we wverj peri-nitted to hold a short
reception in the coilege the next after-
noon, after the lecture. To say that we
,greatly enjoyed the visit of the " boys "
%vould be but to repeat what wvas so
frequently expressed at the tirne. It
fornied a pleasant break in the routine of
school-work. We think the Gc Club to be
highly deserving of the popularity which
they enjoy at home, and venture to express
the hiope that we mnay soon again have the
pleasure of hearing themn.

OM oe lias declared that "<blessings
brighiten as they take their flight."

We, of this editorial department, have had
a sort of ocular demonstration of the truth
of the statement lately. Physicians huving
forbidden a too exclusive devotion to books
in our leisure iiours-Prohibited them as a
form of mental relaxation, we have had
leisure to meditate upon the amount of our
i ndebtedness to literature. Books to many
of us, perhaps to most of us, are wvhat art
is to the Italians-a familiar affection. Our
hiearts have grone out as naturally to oui-
favorites as to our mother's loi'e or to oui-
nurse's songs; and fairy tales. Italians are

ivery seldom connoisseurs ini art. Hù%w
rarely are we critical of our best-loved
books? Familiar affection is neyer very
analytical. They were the playmatcs of our
childhood, the coinpanions of our youth,

our loves wvhen xve were not very iearned in
styles and Oates. Macaulay talks of
literature consoling1 sorrow and assuaging
pain, bringing, gladness to eyes which fail
wvith wvakefulness and tears, and ache for
the dark house and long sleep. Robert
Chambers, one of the publishers of
Chambers'Encyclopedia, made the folowing
confession: 'During that agonizing period
wvhich intervened between my proposai of
marriage by letter to jemnima jane and my
reception of lier reply, howv shiould 1 ever

1have kept myseif alive save for the
chivaîrous aid of the Black Knight ini
'vanhioe.' To him mainly, assisted by
Rebecca, and (I arn bound to add) by that
scoundrel Brian de Bois Guilbert, are my
olligations due that 1 did not-through the
extremities of despair and hope suffered
duringy that interval-beconie a drivelling
idiot. XVhen lier aniswer did arrive, in the
negrative, what wvas it which preserved me
from the noose, the razor or the stream but
M. Carlyle's French Revolution. In thec
wvoes of poor Louis Capet 1 forgot my
own." Who, with a gyrateful hieart, cail
overlook these things or deny the blessed-
ness of books ? As I regard the lines 1
have just wvritten I am forced to the con-
clusion, painful thoughi i t may be, that the
penrnanship of some people, even of good
education, is execrable. 1 console iny.,,uf


