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McGILL FORTNIGHTLY,

your path with the innocent prattle of youthful voices,
it will become your duty to train them up to love and
reverence McGill and to send them to our Alma
Mater for intellcctual nourishment,

Yet, why speak of dutics? Two youthful hearts
are abouf to be joined together, having long alrcady
been united by the tender bond of affection. Let us
speak of love; of Hymen the god of marriage, who
has now appeared among us in visible form. In deal-
ing with this part of the subject I have found prose
utterly unable to sustain thosc higher flights of the
imagination which are naturally crcated by its con-
templation. Having, therefore, invoked each of the
nine muses, particularly Erato, goddess of amatory
song, I have essaycd in verse that which the capabili-
ties of English prose utterly refused to undertake,
Pcrmit me before entering upon my adventurons
flight, from which a safe return is somewhat doubtfa!,
to wish you and your bride, on bechalf of the stu-
dents, all that joy and felicity which springs from a
happy union, good hcalth, and abundance of worldly
goods.

(And here the writer, discarding the clumsy vehicle of
prose, and spreading forth his poetic wings, breaks forth
uto song in this wise ;)

}iymen, the god who scrves when lovers wed,
1124 Jong been missed!, and some had thought him dead.
1In vain our Jerseyed youth, upon the ficld

Wore spotless pants, with ycllow buskin beeled,
In vain the manly runner’s strength of Jimb

Along the teack hike Hermes seemed to skime
Though Cupid oft had wandered up the row,

Shot darts at maids, and twanged his silver bow,
Though Venus cvery grace had deigned 1o fling
Around the nymphs that haunt the Eastern Wing ;
Whose heavenly charms with mortal beasty blent
Had many a Fresh and Sophmore’s bosom remt.
Hymen, coy god, had rarely been invoked
Though love held sway his vctasies shunned the yoke,
And long delay hath tenfold fires provoked.
—But late the pod in flowing robe was seen

With lighted taper gliding on the green.

Tt was the hour at which, from leaming’s door,
Donakla’s charms in sweet confusion pour ;

When all the college grourd and classic shade

A licing bower of paradisc is made.

The silent god was grected with a smile

(Such favors "oft the stermer sex beguile),

But shame-faced 1iymcn sceing turmed aside

Awd in the decpest thickets souglt to hide,

Awnd seewed as with some Htter grief oppressed.
Thus wrged his exe, thus spake his heaving breast.
Bet when aleag the walk the maidens passed,

A pemive glance among their Tazks he cast.

¢ Five score ™ he sail, *‘ of maids my lawfal prey
McGill hath smared and held for many a day.

In vain my minisicr with barbed sieel

Strikes bearts which only love for learning feel;
Hus fery shaft jost grazes om the heart,

And fins, not wives, are prodects of his an.”’
Thus spabe the lying pod ; though wmre, in vain
Are Cupild’s wiles, where lonrniag’s prevepts sige.
—The god asdvanced, and crimscon mere than wont
Was mastling on s checks and open from ;

His clustering locks about his firehead clung,
Around his breast a spotless robe was flung,

$o light his step upon the yielding sod,

The flowers arose and hailed the nuptial god.
He scaled the steps, immediate the porch

\Was rosy with the matrimonial torch ;

‘The ruddy Yight in ail the halls was seen,

It flushed the biow and visage of the Dean;

Yet, longest in the hall of classics stayed—

E'en Hymen knows, and loves, a choice old blade,
Before the door he paused, sud gently blew

A silver homn; abroad the echoes fiew.

The mellow tenes divide the gathered gloom,
And penctrate McGill's remotest rom,

Up from the tygian *hades and depths below
To meet his fate advanced the victim Joe,

About his mouth a brace of dimples played
Where once the scorching gas such havoc made.
Hut now, where then the fiery deluge seared,

A new grown mop, a glossy beard appeared.
Thrice he essayed, and thiice essayed in vain,
11is faltering tongue confested 2 new-bom shame
Before the glittering god subdued and meck,
Mill was his vuice and tamed his wonted cheek ;
‘I hen spake the god : ¢“ My well-beloved gon,

1 know thy heart, and know tbe mischief dane.
Yet thit < not shame, but honor to you due,
Thousand have wed, and thousands live to rwe.
Let balf-starved youths seek wasteful learning’s side,
My favorite sons shall lead the blushing bride.
Collect thy soul to act the bridegroom’s part,
Deep is the wound, yet Hymen heals the smart,”
His woid pronounced, he ended with 2 nod,

The trembling building testified the god,

And all the air was filled with rich perfame ;
Upon the brecze was beard a wedding tune;

‘The matrimonial taper gl-amed so bright,

The mountain’s brow was fiushed with rosy light.

HOBBIES.

“Blessed is the man that bath a hobby.”
Levd Breugham.
*He hath 1o keisure, who wseth it pot.”
George Herbert.

A man without 2 hobby is but halfa man. Many
might feel tempted to controvert this proposition,
but it would not be difficult to make out a very strong
case in its favor. An old adage hath it, “ All work
and no play makes Jack a dull boy.” Unlikea good
many old adages, this maxim has more than its age
to commend it. The truth of the statement rests on
a sound basis of physiology. Nevertheless, there are
many in this sordid world who never rcalize its signi-
ficance until it is too late. While the heartis young
and the spirits elastic, onc is apt to think that all the
world is his, and so he rushes with all the strengvh of
his young manhood into the battle of life, cager in the
struggie for knowledge, fame, or the “almighty
dollar.,” A rude awakening comes sooner or later—a
weakened physique, a shattered nervous system, and
an enfeebled brain hurry him into a premature old
age. Especially is this picture true of this Nime-
teenth Century of ours, with all its culture and wis-
dom, The struggle for existence has become 0




