
THE VARSITY.
THE MELANCHOLY YOUTH.

<A Translation.)

Oh, sight the festal joy to chili!
Yon stripling's grief-imprinted face,

Wberein deep-gravet i nes of sorrow
The brief year's mournful story trace!

His brow the breeze in pity fans
And gentiy stirs bis tangled liair;

The maidens, too, sweet pity moves,
Their bearts unîte for bim in prayer.

From joys for whicli he has no heart
He turns, and to the forest flees ;

There bie will share in Nature's gladness,
Hear Nature's music fill the breeze.

But suddenly the bird-songs fail,
A mournful murmur ail he hears,

Wlien, arnid the forest wbispers
The Melancboly Youtb appears.

Moral.
Metbmnks (as sentimental Tommy wouid have it), the

spring of happiness bath its hidden source in the heart ; if
that source be poi]uted, ali the pure waters of heaven will
not purify tbe flow, but will rather thernselves be tainted
by mirgling witb it. SYNONYMOUS.

ANOTHER FREE TRADE FAILURE.

We didn't get any ducks that rnorning. The lengtb
and breadth of the Rond Eau gave us oniy one shot. That
was a big black drake ; as the Commodore, Cyprien and
myself eacb gave it a barrel, it was unequai to the task of
coming to the top again. After that we punted about
among the rusbes and let Cyprien talk. Silence was
always painfui to, him. We had flot long to wait. After
squirming about for a tirne lie asked tentatively Il Wat
you tink of free tret, dat w'at dey talk in 'lection ?"

Knowing hie was Içading up to something we did not
venture an opinion, but asked him what bie thougbt of it
bim self.

He promiptly burst out :"He's de mos' gret fraud l'Il
ev' hear, dat free tret. 'Ave 1 ev' tail you of de 'lection seex
sev'n year 'go ? No ? Ver' wail, I tati you now."

"-Dat time bol Cooan hie run in Essex, an' he meck ver'
gret speech 'bout free tret. He say: Dat w'at you baill
want, he'll ha free tret,' an' we say: Dis free tret, w'at
is hie?' An' biol Cooan, bie say: ' Sometinie w'en you good
C'anadiens go at Weensor for go 'cross to D'troah, you cani
get dere widout pay rnoney if you teck any hay or cheeken
or buttr' or anyting.' An' we say :' Dat de true,' an' bie
say: ' He'll be ver' gret shame to teck de money from
good Canadiens for geeve heem to de Hianericaiins.' An'
dat ver' true too. An' hie go on for say dat free tret, lie
mean we don' got to geeve no more money to de Hini-
cains for teck ting at D'troab. By gare we tink free tret is
de mos' bies' ting we ev' bear.' Hol' Cooan, bie feenish
to say : ' You vote for me if you want free tret. De
odder feil', he don* like free tret 'tall.'

IlWe go to ni'sieu le curé, an' bie say, ' Hol' Cooan be
tail de true ;' an' aft' dat he say some odder tings, but we
don' care for dem. De 'lection day hie corne'long an' we
Canadiens, we hall vote for Cooan, an' bagosb Cooan he's
'lect' ! We near go houtside ourseif for de joy, an' my
cousin, B'teest Dorval, W'at de mos' reecb man of hour
village, he say : 1 T'morr' we teck bail de hay an' buttr'
an' cheeken an' haigs we can carr', an' we go at Weensor
an' <len 'cross to, D'troab, an' for dat we don' got notin' to
pay an' more, wen you sail you' load you corne at the
market, an' I'mn goin' for meck de mos' gran' fête you ev'
see. We're hall prett' giad, but B'teest lie get so dat bie
don' want hees braikfas' de nex' day; an' keep sayin':.
' You wait for see dat fete.'

"lWail, we hall go in togedder. Mion dieu, dey nev' be
so many wagons go0 from bour village. W'en we corne at
Weensor we feel de wbole ferr', an' some peop' say : 1W'at
de rack' wid de Frainchees ?' An' we don' say notin', but
hall smile s0 dat we cani' meck de mout' to close.

IBime by we get 'cross, an' leave de ferr'. B'eetst, hae
go hoif de firs'. Mais, by gare wbo is at de shore but dat
samne bol' Hame'ricain, wbo meck us geeve de money. We
hall laugbi for tink at becs misteck, an' B'teest, he's on beces
load hay, lie kees bees han' to heem, an' crack de wbip
bien gai an' start ]îoff. Bagosli, dat Ilainéricuv, bie make
grab for de borse' baids, an' we hiall got to meck stop. Mais
B'teest, lie don' get mad, no, lie iust near to die for
laugb, an' call bout : ' 1 tink you don' know dat bol' Cooan
be 'lect', hein ? We don' got to pay no money an' more.
But de Haméricain, bie hony smile like we don' like, an

speet bion de groun' ver qui't, an' say : ' 1 tink for yase.'
IDen we cry bail togedder : 1 Sc in de journials, de

pepaires, an' you'll bc know it's de truc.' An' B'teesb, lie
say: ' You teck de band boif my horse,' an' swear at
beem ver' leeti', but dat's in Fraincb. l'Il boîl' bout:
,Hol Cooan, bie free tret, ain' lie be 'lect'?' An' dat

Hainéricain, hae say: ' To ail wid bol Cooan.' He ver'
bad man, dat.

"lXavier Blanc, hie cry: 'You read de journals. You
don' know notin' bout frce tret.' An' bie hony shake bees
feest, an' say yet one time:. ' To ail wid free tret.'

"lDat mcck us hall like for bust hourself, for lie so flerce
binside, an B'teest, lie Jomp bup, an' bil' : ' Free tret,
he mean we don' got to pay notin'. M'sieu le ciuré, lie say
dat beenîscîf' De horse' kecp to pool and keck, and dat
Ht.mi6ricini get niore red dan die turk', an' siîakc liees feest
somne nmore. an' shout : 1 To ail wid de citré!' By gare,
I nev' bear notin' so bad like dat.

IB'teest, lie trow heemsclf hoif hees load like flash of
tunner, an' lic sprung to de naik of dat Ilamnéricain. Mon
dieu, 'ow lie tcar hccm ! He geeve hcem tousan' keeks!
He keci heem for sure 'nougb, but de odders, dey be pool
hecrn hoif. An' B'tccst, be chew becs teet' togedder, an'
for dat bie don' know w'at bie say, lie swear ' tabernacle.'
Dat's de mos' bad swear for Canadien. Once dere's a man
leeve at Hool, an' bie go bnp at de siîanty for work in de
winter. Wen hie corne at home bie fin' becs woonîan she
run hoif wid nodder man, an' teck bail suie can carr' 'way,';
an' hees chil'n dey weep beside de floor, hall togeddcr. He
faîl down an' cat bies moustache, an' keek bees laigs, an'
before he tink, hie say ' Tabernacle !' He stop prett' quick
den, an' tink lie see de devil corne at the door; an' hie ncv'
stop to run till hie get to de curé for ve confess' !Dat's bow
bad word is tabernacle.

IlWaîi wen B'tecst, hie swear like dat.we don' d'o notin'.
We look for sc lîeem be dead w'ere lie rest. Mais, de
poiiss, dey don' geeve hecmn time. He be grab on bot'
side, an' de peop' shout, an' 1 tink we'1l hall bie keel'. We
run aft' de odder, an' 1 don' know how hae corne, but
prett' soon J'ni in de poliss-court wid B'teest. l'Il not be
'rest', me, but l'Il feel more worse likc 1 was. Some feil'
near me, lic kccp sayin'-lîc say- " Cypriene pulled off
bis grey felt and swept it about in the boat-', How you
caîl it w'en de ch' loupe feel bnp an' you teck de water
ont ? It's ver' strenge word."

"D'you mean ' bail ' "? asked the Commodore.
"'Beel,' bacel', dat's heern. He say dat word. Bagosh,

he'll tink hae 'ave some joke at us. I nev' know 'ow bie fln'
bout dat B'teest don' teck no braîkfas' an' 'ave notmn' in
beem. But, hall samne, bie keep sayin': IlBaeel heem bout."

Baeel lieern bout," till I want to weep for be so fierce.
IWaii, B'teest hie got to rest in preeson tree, four

weeks. W'en hie corne at home, an' we say free tret at
heem lie swear ten, twent' tousan' sacrés. Bagosh, we
c'anadiens nev' vote free tret no more."

A. E. McFARLANE.
(Feste.)


