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be that all the professors liave heen made D,C,1.%
without respect to clags, creed, or, we were going to
say, altainments, This Probably will add to the dig-
The Gra

duates’ Society has probably given up their agitation

nity of the school, if not to its usefulness

of last year as o hopeless undertaking.  When it
oomes to a contention betweey the Bar of this Pro
vinee and McGill, we hold that MeGill is in the right,
We have always claimed, and we claim still, that the

MeGill Law Faculty is as good as any other in this i

Provinee, Iyt surely that is a low standard!  How
would such a comparison suit Sir Wy Dawson, if
applied to the Medical, the Arts, or the Scicnee
Faculty ¢ Had the University done its duty heroto
fore with reference to this Faculty, she would be in
v better position to day to fight the cause of Protestant
edueation in this Provinee

The youthful Faculty of Applied Seience j grow-
g rapidly, W understand that a guj able building
for its work is lik ly to be soon erected. My, Jeflray
Burland’s donation of §4,000 to this Faculty is a
bright example to ouy Young graduates,

So much for the success of the past year: it has
has taken the initiative

in the struggle against the agare

been eventful in that Me(

ive spirit which
characterizes the aets of the majority upon certain
questions, and this year has begun a struggle, of
which the end is not yet.
——
THE PogT,
The poet is an evolution, M rk
s carly efforts, how they sob and sigh 1

Life is a burden, even the sun is dark,
Te only wants, swan-like 10 sing and die,

His tender soul feels eYery petty smart

Burn of his robust follows' thoughtless sneers.
From gay society he steals apart

T of grief and loneliness and tears

His sweetheart leaves him, wea i d of his sighs,
And clings to one who loves this fajr earth well
And then he wails iy limping elegies
Lhat she was ** fujr ay heaven, false as hell.”

Ah!* Tears " yng " Sneers,
throng,
Wenk-minded, long of hair and wild of mien,
Treading the earth ten hundred thousand strong,
Have done for rhymes had you two never been ?

what would the rhyming

The early period many never pass
But life-long mumble in s masiin woo

Of broken hearts, of al| flesh being Briss

And this great world only a fleeting show.

True lm«u 500n eseape the primal stage,

s ever climbing, soon Surmount the mist,
rom the vantage of maturer age

©y see the world by sunshine warmly kissed.

They learn that all who would be truly groat

Mix with the stormy world, nor shirk their part ;
But take the trials ul] fire given by fate,

And sot them to sweet musie by their art.

He only is a poet who ean find
In sorrow happiness, in darkness light,
Love everywhere, and lead his ﬁ*lhmd(un[
By flowery paths towards life's sunny height.
The poet who sings failure all can spare ;
But he who sings of vietory, and fires
Men's hesitating #ouls, until they dare,
And daring do; him all the world desires.
Montreal, ARrTaur Wiy,

[1887.
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hat tocsin of the soul—
The dinner bell ** g, i

Grief teaches us many things, among them the
value of happiness, The death of Lulu did not make
me a misanthrope, though it did make my smiles
graver. I have recognized that time is only a shift-
ing point in eternity, and that some day we shall
meet again,  Here [ haye my papers and my bogks,
and a little Lulu, for which latter I am indebted to
Clooney and Edith, and T am (uite content to wait,
('Iunnv.\‘ got over his sister's death, 1 wi]] not say
easily, but, in time, I his life it was an incident,
in mine a catastrophe.  For a time he was qieter
than usual, then he entered almost feverishly into
w-\rilwnn-nl,!'urm:n;. *quaintances at college and else-
where, which he found it convenient in after-life to
drop.

[ did not rveturn to the city until late in November,
but when I did so, | took up my old quarters with
Clooney. 1 haye deseribed many phases of College
life, but, so far, have omitted one most important
one—the dinner, 1 wi)] devote this last chapter to
this subject, not lwr.msv1\1))'!1'1'11;; remarkable occurred
that year—for 4l dinners are much the same—hut
because it s interesting as showing that College din-
ners are not traps of Satan, as a maiden aunt of mine
once remarked.  Like other oceurrences in life, dip-
uers offer opportunities for good and bad, and it
depends on one's golf whether or not they are misused,
Well, this that | am ahout to describe, did not take
place until after the Christmas hulhl.’\ys, and it did
take place in a hotel not a thousand miles from the
river, namely, the Richeliou. It was a dreary tramp

| down there, and, for many, a difficult tramp back ; iy

fact, a few of yus stopped at various stations on the
Wiy up, to interview cer ain iraseible men in blue,
who effered free lodgings for the night.

Clooney had inveigled me into attending, and, as
an old graduate, the thought of & dinner with the
boys thrilled m, a8 4 blare of bugles thrills an old
war-horse. There wore four or five of us in the
party that set out for the hotel, and we arrived in

ifety, Clooney was president of his year now, and

| 9ceupied the head of the table. At either hand sat

the delegatos from other Colleges, and as the Y.M.C.A,
had ot began its good work in those degenerate days,
we who wished it had wine from the word go. I get
even more amusement at 3 dinner in \\':ltching my
neighbours than in eating. It js amusing to see the
old hand, who intends making a night of it, breathe

himself in his drinks, much as one starts a horse off



