
December 25, 80. The 'Varsity.

Cliiel; ls t ly

Class I.
Class Il-
('lass 111. 1. Kctincdv; 2. Jeffrey; 3. Burns, Laws, Shortt, <below

Iliies.À

Hvdrosaics.

Glass I.-Jeffrey.
Class II.-B3urns.
Class I.-.Kennedy; 2. ShOrtt; 3. laws.

(Liyanic (SI.-nntl

Class Il.-

Class Il .- Shortt (helow lines).

FIRST VEAR.

Proc/ions.

Glass I.-i. l)uggan, G. H. ;2. Fotheringhaoi, T. T. 3 . Mloffatt,
J. w.

Glass II.-Tyrreil, J. W.
Class III.-Henderson, E. E. ; Huley, T. F.

Sur?,ej;ig.

Class I.-i. Duggan; 2. iNoffaitt - 3. Fothdringhami.
Glass Il.-Tyrell.
Class III.-i. Henderson ; 2. Huley.

Aplied S/atcs

Glass I.
Glass II.-i. Duggan ; 2. M\.offatt ; 3. Henderson; 4. Fothering-

ham; 5. Tyrreil.
Glass III.-Huley.

CGlass I.-Duggan, Moffatt.
Glass ILi.~. Henderson ; 2. Fotheringhani.
Glass III.-i. Tyreil. 2. Huley.

C/teris/r>'.

Glass I.
Class IL
Glass III.-Huley, Tyrreli, Henderson, (below lines).

E udid and Alge/ira.

Class 1.
Glass II.-i. Moffatt; 2. Fotheringham.
Glass III.-i. Duggan ; 2. Henderson ; Huley, Tyrreli, (below

lines).

Nor.-Those below the uine wilI be required to take the Sup-
Plemnental Examinations at Easter in the subjeets in which they have
failed.

TrHE CLOSING YEAR.

FROMI PRENTIC.

'Tis midnight's holy hour, and silence now
Is brooding, like a gentie spirit, der
The sîill and pulseless world. Hark !on the winds,
The beIl's deep tones are swvelling ; 'tis the knell
0f the departed year. No funeral train
Is sweeping past ; yet, on the streamn and wood,
With melancholy light, the moonbeams rest
Like a pale, spotless shroud; the air is stirred,
As by a mourner's sigh ; and, on yon cloud,
That floats so stili and placidly through heaven,
The spirits of the Seasons seem to stand,
Young Spring, bright Summer, Autunin's solemn forin,
And Winter, %vith his aged locks,-and breathe
In mournful cadences, that corne abroad
Like the far wind-harp's wild and touching wail,
A melancholy dirge o'er the dead year,
Gone frorn the carth forever,

"ris a time
For rnemory and for tears. Within the dleep
Stili chamnbers of the .heart, a spectre dimi,
Whose tones are like the Nvizard voice of Tirne,
Heard from the tomb of ages, points ils cold
And solerrn finger to the beautiful
And holy visions, that lhave passed an ay,
And lefi no shadlow of thieir lox'eliness
On the dead waste cf life. The spectre lifts
The coffin-fid cf Hope, and Joy, and Lov,
And bending rnournfully above the pale,
Sweet forins that siomber there, scatters dead flowers,
0'er what has passed t0 nothingness.

The year
Has gone, and with it, many a glorions throng
0f happy drearns. Its mark is on each brow,
Its shadow i0 each hieart. Io its switt course

It waved its sceptre d'er the beautiful,
And they are flot. It laid its pallid hand
Upon the strong mnan ; andl the haughty forni
Is fallen, and the flashing eye is dim.
It trod the hall of rcvelry ;where thronged
The bright and joyous ; and the tearful %vail
0f strieken ones is heard, îvhere erst the song
And reckless shoot resouncled. It passed o'er
The battie-plain, whLre sword, and spear, and shield,
Flashed in the light of midday ; and the strength
0f serried hosts is shivered, and the grass,
Green from the soil of carnagc, wvaves above
The crushed and moldcring skeleton. It came,
And faded like a wreath of rnist at eve
Yet, ere it melted in tlue vieîvless air,
It heralded its millions to their homne
In the dinm land of dreanis.

Remorseless Time!

Fierce spirit of the glass and scythe! V/bat power
Can stay him in his silent course, or melt
His iron heart to pity ! On, still on,
He presses, and forever. The proud bird,
The condor of the Andes, that cao soar
'rhrough heaven's unfathornable depths, or brave
The fury of the northern hurricane,
And bathe his plumage in the thunder's home,
Furîs his broad wing at night-fall, and sinks down
To rest upon his mountain crag ; but Time
Knows not the weight of sleep orwveariness
And Night's deep darkness has no chain to bind
His rushing pinico.

Revolutions sweep

O'er earth, like troubled visions d'er the breast
0f dreamning sGrrow ; cities rise and sink
Like hobbIes on the water ; fiery isles
Spring blazing from the ocean, and go back
'lo their mysterious caverns ; ioounitains rear

'lo heaven thcir bold and blackened cliffs, and bow
Their taîl heads to the plain ; and empires risc,

Gathering the strength of hoary centuries,
And rush down, like the Alpine avalanche,
Startling the nations ; and the very stars,
Von bright and glorious blazonry cf God,
Glitter awhile in their eternal dcpths,
And, like the Pleiad, loveliest cf their train,
Shoot from their glorious sphercs, and pass away
To darkle in the trackless void ; yet Time,
Time, the tornb-builder, holds his fierce career,
Dark, stern, aIl pitiless, and pauses ot
Amid the mighty wrecks that strew his path,
To sit and muse, like other conquerors,
Upon that fearful ruin he hath wrought.
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