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REMINISCENCES OF COLLEGE LIFE.
BY A B, AL

I+ has ever been considered as the acme of haman Glicity tn be able to with-
draw from the world, and entirely to devote oneself 1o (ln-iym«uil of knowledge, to
witeler in the path of science and to endeavour to search out tor ourselves the
causes of things.  So much so was this the case that Virgil breaks off in the midsi
of & pastoral poem and exclaimse

* Feltx qui potult-rerum cognecscere causns.”

And whilst man has ever shown a propensity to stuldy the works of natuere, so alwo
has he ever delighted to sing in immortal verse the doings of Gods and of men ; and
from the storied page of history to learn of the herovs and achievements of ancient
days. Tt was this thirst of knowledge which eaused the Athenwum to be set apart
as a place of resort for the poets and philosophers of Athens. 1t was this which in
later days gave rise to those magnificent universities which in the present day are
the fosterers of literature, science and art.  And it is the universal admission of the
great value of learping that has given rise 1o the maxim * knowledge is power.”
Tt ix now my wish to give some idea how those live now, whase sole object is the
sursuit of knowledge, by calling up rome of the recollections of four years spent at
Colleae. There are many wars in which the subject way be considered. It has
its grave as well as its ludicrous side.  We have all read with pleasure how Mr.
Verdant {ircen made his first appearanee at Oxtord in a selfolar’s gown, how he
was plucked by his fellow-students for being unable to solve a mathematical pro-
blem which would bave defied the perception of Archimedes himself': and finally
how when he went up north he shewed that his heart was as soft as his head. And
here T must protest against a vulgar error into which these whe pretend to write
abont Colleges have frequently fallen.  One woold think when writing about grave
Qxford men, that'asthors would not descend to the commen-places of books, which
delight in vellow covers: and which, althongh called novels, are, we know, quite
the contrary, as they generally end in a wedding, which so far fron being a vovel
occurrence. is bat a matter of every day lite.  Tom Brown at Oxford,” the best
book of its kind ever written, ends thus, and in my opinion ia a very unstadent-like
way—- He looked into her tace and kissed her again, and then rose up, for there
wds something within him like the moving of new life, which litted him and set him
on his feet. and she sat on at first and watched his face. and neither spoke nor
moved for some minutes, then she rose too and stood by bis side—

And on her lover’s arm she leaut,

And round her waist she felt it fold;
And ro across the hills they went,

In that new world which is the o}d.”

All T can say of Tom Brown is, that if he was a Bachelor of Arts, he soon met
with a master or rather with a mistress of arta. In faet the book from this circum-
stance is disappointing, so much rather would we have wished him described as win-
ning a fellowship; and wedded to his aristotle, he might have been spoken of as one

Who in the College Hall would Jove to dine

On fouming beer, and beef and mellow wine;
Unmarrted thus his splary to earn,

To learn to live, and thus to live to learn.

His fellowship to him should be a wife,

Should him provide with comforts durivg life; .
Rooks, learned leigure, plenty of good cheer,

Shouold render him more happy year by year

To go to College is the, ambition of every boy. He naturally looks forward to
its frcedom, and to the pleasant associations there to be made. He hears from old
&chool-fellows bow jolly it is; they tell of their practical jokes, and he longs to re”
join in College thoze with whom be bas bad such pleasure at school. Consequently



