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those dear old w-als Nvitnessed ? Could1
walls and dead things speak they miight telli
weird stories

College life is like anv other life-sun-
si.:ne one day and sh.idow the next-. Like
tho world w~e live in, now blazing in golden
sunlight, by and by shrouded in clouds and
darkness, with the red lightning flashiing
through the air. But the 'ives of students
within those dear Etoni.-n w'alls .v. re, ex-
cepting the shadows, ver>' happy lives. W,;I
knuew that the time rollzd away by thei
wM'te pall, b>' the wee daisy, b>' the golden
fields, and by the fa-llingy leaves

0, how we p-.cse(,ted our Greek pro-
fessor-deui old fellow! I s-,:-- se w-e ail
regret it no .:. He wvas au old man, but as
young in mind and as kzindi>' in h,2art as
the day that he accepted the honorcd chair.
How we thoughit we deceived hirn one
night, when the strains of martial mnusic
were wafted across the river from the grea t
Terrace on the other side, Ilforbidden
ground for juniors." Mien 've stole a-way,
as silentlv as the Arabs, down the long,
dusky street, and over the grt at bridge,
almost the first man we met on the oppo-
.site side was the professor. Every bat was
doffed in a moment, but we were nlost n
deniab>' caught t/is tie, and we knew b>'
the nervous tw-iching of hlis lips that a
storm w-as brewing. W'e watched imii
away until his commanding formi wis lost
among the p);ers of the bridge.

If you wcre n ever -a FEton y-ou do flot
know w-hat Windsor is like. It is a pîcurc
a's si-eet and dreamiv as soin e grnd land-'
scape that %*ou soiietiimes sec on canvas.
Tust across fi-oni Eton, with the 'Ilthames
creep)ifg along butw-toeni theni, upen a
lovclv emîinence duit s!olpes down to the
rivers bank. Upon the surnmit of the hil]
stands the Iovely old Windscr castle, ike
sorne gianit proud of 1-is might. From the
castle clown to the wMrstretches a grz-nd

,Grc erl. .co fe:et long, and this wvas

beautiful and lovel>' enougl, for a sehool-
boys Eden.

The storni came in the morning, after
l)rayers. WXe were ordered into the pro-
fesscr's room; our forlorn visages must'have
made a mournftil picture.

1-Gentlemien," said he Ilyou disobeyed
my orders last evening; can you explain
your conduct ?" Silence w-as t!e oni>' ex-
planation.

IlIt grieves me," he said, his voice soft-
ening, "6to inflict punishrnent on you, but
you knowv to-morrow is a holiday,* and you
riuist remain in your rooms !"

O, misery 0f miseries ! we had been
dreaming of that day for weeks, and had
reared wonderful airy castles, and here
they wvere aIl ruthlessly shattered and de-
stroyed. if you do flot know whiat an
Engl;sni- egatta is, you do flot know what a

r-in( treat w-e missed. 0, it is ver>', ver>'
liait gonietimes t(, mingle life's bitter wvith
swe-t.

.3o our life went on with its joys and
gr;.ets, but the saddest day of all came, 'l
and by-- .he last one among our dear old
associates, for on tiie morrow two of us
%vere to bid farewell to our dear lEtonian
home,

The nighit before we watched the ling-
ering sunirays cast their golden clouds of
lighit over the Thamies, and, i-..eping up
the sumii.it, enrobe the statel>' old town on
the hilI. The colossal colunins of Guild-
hall scemed to be chianged into great pil-
lars of gold. We knew Guildhall alinust as
w-cil as our book-stre'vN- rooms, and ioved
to ilinger and admire some of the great pic-
t ii7ts that decorated its walls.

-iut the sunlight on the river decpened,
and w-c wc-îit to our old zquatic friend for
blis boat for our last ride. 7ilat w-as a iide
-iii and ou, .tmong a .,tbyrniitl of pleasure
boats, and sometimrý-s tle fragmnent of a
blithe son: w-ould ccho above th& dipping,
of the oir.z. As w-e pulled the boat on i

our'- oriddn - Een.foritr:aywas strand. long after te on had risen,
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