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linpliglitor, Nvliott we met outside a fcw minutes ago,
said on its behaif. " Juo Beof keeps the best wvhiskey
in Montreal," said lie. Beer is the popular beverage,
and it is drunk out of tin dippers or pannikins-five
centz, a tin. Thie mncn lol about the barrels and
henches, smoking liard and fast, but inibibing in lauda-
bic muderation. Perhape tho five-cent picces arc
scarce. We xnust have soime beer i,sc our coning wiill
bc resentcd. Tho wvoznan wvho is serving at the bar is
Mlrs. Joe Beef. Sec, slic smniles and produices twoglasses
aud wc arc plcased at lier consideration for oui- reiincd
taste. Iteal ly, she is quite handsoxne. Now, drink
your beer, sloîvly, old marn, and take a good look at
thie place.

'Ple rooin is wveil-iighted, but the coîivetiomai glitter
and paraphernalia of the bar is lackiug. In their
pince are sundry curions tlîincrs not usuafily found iii
i)ar-rooms: a long skzelcton, lialilitated ini martial -ar-
iients, gis down on you as yo u drink your beer ; 'and
numerous nondescript articles adorn and eîmîbellihi
tic wail behind thc deai couniter. Tîvo or three huge
stoves (tlîcy are not ligiitcdl, for it is yet early in the
Autunn,) take up no littie space, and lu one corner is a
large pile of sawdust wvith a shaggy old mn nl tat-
tered rainient asieep thereon, a siiovel iying by lus
side. It is lus duty to keep the fioor wil dusted witli
sadust. Bits of color are displaycd bocre and tiiere
on the wails; a faded fing or twvo, and a scrap of I)riglit
bunting arc hung. bctwecn two posts, and altogetiei-
Joes bar-rooî 's a vcry odd kind of place indccd.
Tite eccentrie proprictor luiiiseif is not boe to-niglit,
eisc wc inigrlît bave a cliat %vitii lili,. But it isgfettingr
laite. WVe'niust depai-t.

Chiarles McKierntin, for sucli was ,Joe Beef's real
naine, wvas a mani of coîîsidcrabie wcaltlî, aîîd on more
tiian one occasion contributed lîandsoxnely tc the city's
charities. Hue -was a friend to iiany apoorN% reth, amid
i tic deatlî of thec kind-lîearbed Joe the " whîarf-rat"

lias met witli a loss wlich lie wvill find hard to bear.
We take our leave of thce, poor Joe. Thou. hadst a

kind lîeart. Farewell.
Ç.AiTERt Tîîoop.

MY COLLEGE ROOMà.

SO'msimES in dreainy moments rare,
Whien tlîat grini demon " 'Busiîîess " siilwnber,

Kind fancy doth iny înusings bc-ar
To by-gonc eays: Oh!1 thoen in miibis

Lucent througlî times obern looui,
Dear visions of tie past arise:-
Last niglît I sav before mny eyes

My old-tiînc college rooin.

1 saw the echeapiy-papered,%%all,
The pict.urod types of feinale benîmty,

The few books in their ok--e sinàal,
Tue toable wvhich liad long du -o duty.

1 sawv my ancient~ sofa Iomi,
That sofa wvhose obtrusive Springs
Cvumd mien to utter suddcn tliing,-,

In my old college room.

My horoscope !-I can't forget
-Ail lias not happened as expected:

That, epics miot imîditc~i yct,
Tlîat castie is not yet erectcdl.

But wlmat have I 'Lo fr-ar froin dooin ?
'Whiatever fickie Fo: cune brings
1 stili îîay hope for happier things,

As iu niîy college rooxîî.
G. A. 31.

A CANADIAN POET.

'riiE followiîîgr review of "Axnongr tnc Millet, simd
otbuir Pocuns," is reprintcd froîin the Londoit àSpcctator.
The copions extraiets ive have been obliged to onjit for
%vaut of spaice, but citougli rinuins tr show how highly
),-. Lmmpnan's book is prizcd by our traimsatlantic
relatives. Mr. Laînpînan, as e. eryone kuowvs, is aL
graduate of Trinity:

A volumec of v-erse publislied at Otta,.a,, and full nt
once of Uic influence of Canadiami scemîery and of classýi-
cal culture, arrests tuie rcadcr's attention ît once. And
tiiougli there is îiothing exactly dcmonstrating truc

genlis l Luis volumile, there is so iuch -;il il of truth,
simlictyvivacity, and .of soînething tlîat faimly de-

se.rves the naille of Passion, that it is very pleasant
and soimtines even linupressive reading, almost froxu
bcginniii- ta end. Tiie vcry Iast page, for instance,
w-hichis1 devoted to a by no mnus ambitions therno,
is sufficient evidence thiat Mr. Lainpinan lias a truc
co auîd a true bouse of humor.

* . .

Nor is tl'he sonnet cal 1ed " Ma-ci," wvhiclî is for th e
muost part a sketch of tUic demeamor of what Mr.
Laiîpinan calis the "British Spîîrrows " in a Canadfan

'Tis suiîner tiine: theinusic falîs
Iii dying straiiîs: the mnatch is doue.

And girlislî voices in tuie hialls
Acclilî our triuimplh hardly won

And she is here, in rmaiden blooîn,
Silo îvlo ail c)thers far excels :
A st-auge, transcemndenît glory dwells

About mny collerre rooîn 1

'r1ij winter: Fel'rnary's dlin
MIakes inusic «viLl tue rattiing sashies

But ail is wvarjntl and liglît ivitîin,
And song aîîd jest go round in flashes.

My înerry conirades fill tue rooin,
Who simîct, bave go-,ne tueur v'arions ways,
To faine aîîd failure, blame and praise,

Tbe ait.ar aîîd the toinb.

'Tis iiiidightixow: b)efore tue grato
I sit and ivatch the red glow dying,

Ani wonder wivmt ivili be nîy fate
In thait gret %vorld around me lying.

Tlefuueknows noi- grief nor glooin,
But, glowing like the ember, hope
Lights up iny radiant horoscope

In mny old college roomi


