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For the largur life
With its gruater strife,

With its lack of syrnpathy and keen competition
For a living, no matter how arnali the position,
No mattur how trying shouid be every condition.

So flrst on my programme
Our Vice-President I arn

Going to put, Meek as the Rlower which gives her her
name,

And which nwus to its modeat appearance has fame;
The Violet bine
And purpie ton,

I've gathered themn oft, an know I speak true.
There are two kinds-the English grow tail,
While the American ones are wondrously smail.
Then corne two girls with the very sarne name-
Edna and Agnes-the like name is the surnamu;
But hnw différent are they-the nne is a lover
0f mathematica, and with physica a rover,

The nther Albani,
Or Nilssnn, or Patti

We cali her, juat as shu happens tn strike the hearer,
And the oft'ner we listen the oft'ner we wouid hear her.

Then cornes bonny Kate,
Filling with modemns her pate.

I wonder, nnw, could she be any relation
Tn the man who discovered the blond's circulation,
Or ia it only a trifling coincidunce,
That their names should be like, of knnwing I make no

ipretence.
And of the post-rnnrtems, on my liat she's the last one,
That is, 1 think an, 1 do hope that I've missed noue.

And now for the others who hope to be
Calied op te, the piatforrn and givun a degrue.
There are, but no matter, l'Il take them by rote,
And to uach one a number of lines l'Il devote,

For I couldn't pass by
Such virtues, flot I,

Like anme bodies do, with neyer a glance
To aee how anme virtue other virtues enhance,
And on rny liat a dignified demoiselle
Appeara firat of ail, and with hem the speil
0f her indomitable will, which thro' great provocation
Has carried her on to gain her chosun vocation,
Which she fondly imagines is that of a teacher,
But which, they say, is an aid to a preacher;

But welIl wait and aee
What the finale wili be
When &e takes her degree.

And paas to the name that follows next
And which furniahes our tale with a very gond text;

But unlike Martha of nid,
Who worried, so 'tis told,
Over many a thing.
Just to pasa in the apring

Ia the only question to cause any worrying,
And ou? Martha neyer goes trouble a-borrowing.

And n0w cornes her Grume
With iuisurely pace

And a dignified air, but whn wears in her face
The warmn spirit and ami le of the Mclntosh race.
Thun another maiden of highland extraction,
Who hockies and studies, doua both to distraction;
And who, the school of pudagogy pasaed,
la rnaking physica, sweet physica, her last

And final exarnination
Pruvinus to her ducomation
With the degreu
0f capital A.B.
To bu writ after the namu.

0f Miss Katie McLean.
The next one, looks wise

Thro' spuaaclud eyes,
Nom like the man in the story, are the rima tortoise-shuli,
But plain gold,-nothing ulsu would bucornu her an well;

In the atudy of Biology,
Or any other ology,
Shu ia the only
Girl frorn our Society.

Ah! hure cornes onu frorn a far easturn town,
And duar! how abu's grown sincu she first donnud her

gnwn;
But her eyes are unchanged-and brighter by far,

As thuy sparklu and dancu
With uvery glance,

Than the heutiful, the rnuch laudud uvuning star.
And if Renfruw can show
More eyes with the glow

0f our jennie's-wu should juat liku to know.
And next is a girl who in Polycon and Philosophy
la doing her beat, sure to win-s0 the girls prophucy,-
And her name, 1 hulievu it is due to the faa,
That her forufathers showed the very gond tact
To build thurn a domicile at the huad of a lake-
To buiid at the foot is alwaya a mistake.-

And as narnes in thosu days,
Either of blame or of praise,
Stock forever,
Changing neyer,

They callud him the man at the huad of the lake;
But ton long they found it,
So wandered around it,

And called hlm the man at the laku head,
Or loch, as the Scotch say, making it Loch-huad.

And next cornus another Katu,
And if I calculatu
Cnrructiy, that makus three
Katus going up for a dugrue.

Frorn far Orillia
Shu wandered down to

Queunas Coliege, in the fair City of Kingston,
And duclares by no ctllege can Queun's ere bu buatun.
And on rny liat *hur's is the last narnu to rhyrnu,
And bringa to a close rny tale for this tirnu.

Now while under the apuil,
And bufore you faruwul,

To uach onu wulIl drink a vury good hualth-
Wu wish you ail happinusa, huabanda and wualth.
But in single blussudnuss should you prufur tn livu free,
Our gond wiahea still follow-whureuer you may bu,

Or whatuvi-r your aphuru,
Gond luck and gond chuer,

God blesa you heruaftur and God bluas you liure!

H. S. D.

MELANAGOGUE.
Thu rnelancholy days have corne, the saddest of the year
And Convocation Hall is throngud with Mudicals an

,queur'

Huapud on thu rnatting and the floor the wastud quids
lie spread,

And uvury hope that resta on cribs is hauntud with a
druad.

And through the halls a stilînuas ruigna, a silence deep
as death

The guiity loafur dreada his fate and waiks with 'bated
bruath,

Or to his studins clasamate mons and freus himseif frorn
biarnu.

Thun bomrows Essay, Lectures, Notes without a trace of
sharne.


