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house, composed a panegyric, and the other poots coniposed verses. Ench
poet then chanted or recitcd thc verse hoe had wrillcn, white niusicians chianted
an accompaniment to the panegyric. 'tlien the niaîî wvho -,as thus eulogized
came forth and put ai guerdon of silver or gold in the pot. If ho ne.glected
thus Io do the nimble pools pronipily satirized hiim, and thon ho wa$ likely
to givc, for no Irishinan cati bear îo hc saîarizcd. Ratlier hoe vouldl give
ail ho possessed. Imagine sending pools f romi Berkeley to thus deal with
the Mayor of San Francisco. hI lias nover been tricd, but it igjht be. I
knowv vou can satirize, for ail college beys can.

\\ieil, the king oi the north %va% about 10 geL rid of these pools %vh.en it w~as
decided to givo themi fixe( lands :and colleges for thcm were established.
These resident colleges continued in oporation until the break of the Gaclic
polity, tilt Cromiwell caine iii 1648. Tho bards wcrc etspccially good ai. satire.
Tliero are rnny siories of the effectuai satires they wrought, and the Irish
drend o! the satiricai forni of atîack is almosi. proverbial. Thore vas a bc-
lie! prevaient tIhat the bards coutid kit] Lvith their satires. The belie! lastcci
nuntil about il11.. Sir lPhiiip Sidney %vritcs: "I %vould tiot have you hanged
or rhymied to death, as iii lrclind." Y-ou wlvi recail that Shakespeare maltes
Rosiind -,:v.,: "I was nover so be.rhymled since 1'ylhaigoras' Urne wlien 1 was
:111 lrishi rat.''

A Winter Scene on the Gatineau.

Eastwvard, the azure mouintains, curving, run,
Shading from blue ta gray until they mierge
loto the paie sky at their farthest verg;e,

Paint ghosts of mountains 'neath the rising sun.
Westvard, a wood, ail strewn wvith gold ils dun,

Its fairy trees arrayed in silver serge,
Sparkling with gens-ah ! who wouId chant a dirge

For nature, here, tho' winter's crown be wvon:
A king, lie wears bis royal robe with, -race,

And scatters beauty wvith a bour'teous lîand;
A sunny smile betinies is on bis face,

His genial skies, as now, are blue and bland;
And hark! far in the fairy wvoods 1 hear
A happy bird son- carolled, swveet and clear.
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