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Thle ]ist continues withi naines of varying degrees of' merit, but
as we climb slowly down we are drawn sadly to lamnent withi
Mrs. Browning,-

"IYouing ilin
Too often sow their wild oats in tane verse,
]3efore they ait down under their own vine
And live for use. Alas! near ail the birds
XViII sing at dawn,-anid yet, we do not take
Tie chaffering swallow for the holy Iark."

ERNESTINE R. WT IITESIDE, '98.

THE 'BEiNEFACTOR.

The Ieaves are faded now. Our wistful ken

Swells full witlh sad surmise as Autuirin Iiinns

Thcrn Nith a shecen of gold and red; and hari'est liyrnns

Sound s'.xangeIly in the lips of othier mni.

Froudly they secmn to, don a inartyr-red:

And e;'c-ry trcc, thoughi brief the icaves romiain,
]Bears witness thiat they did not corne in vain;

And. pLaintive Nvinds complain : " The leaves are dead."

0. Nature, what a lesson hiaat thou talighit!

'Tis in the Autuinn of this life our decds

Pass Icaf-like. Stil], our summner tiinc is fraughit

\Vitli,<groldeni opportunities the needs

0f others to supply. 0f these lie t.hought;
And noble thiukingr noblerzaction broughit.
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