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PREFACE

I present this little book to such of the public as care to read it, without apology.
The “pieces” that are included i it appeared in bygone years in the Toronto Varsity,
the McGill Outlook, the Harvard Advocate, the Princeton 7iger and other journals
of the same uncommercial and ideal character. The responsibility for their existence
rests with the brilliant and uncalculating young men who are editors of such
publications.

I am aware that some of these sketches and verses are local and topical in their
nature. But I have lived and breathed so long in a college atmosphere that I am
convinced that all colleges are in a measure alike, and that what is said of one is true
ofall.

Many of the men whose names appear here in print are now numbered with the
majority. | trust that it is no violation of good taste to leave any mention of them
unaltered from what it was. I have no other intention than to honour their memory.

STEPHEN LEACOCK.
McGiLr University,
October;, 1923.
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I—My College Days: a Retrospect

When I look back upon the men and things of my college days, and compare
them with the college days of those who are now undergraduates, I stand appalled at
the contrast.

What strikes me most in looking back to the college life of my time is the
extraordinary brilliance, the wonderful mental powers of the students of those days.
In my time there were men at college, especially in the years above me, who could
easily have discovered, had they cared to, the Newtonian Laws of Motion and the
Theory of Light.

This, I think, was particularly noticeable in the very year when I happened to be
a freshman. The fourth year, the graduating class, of that moment represented a
galaxy of mtellectual capacity which was probably unparalleled in the history of the
human mind. I state this in positive terms because I myself witnessed it. I knew, or, at
any rate, I saw and heard, these very men. It will always remain with me as a source
of gratification till I die, that it was my lot to enter college at the very time when the
fourth year represented an exaltation of the intellect never since equalled.

The deplorable change which has since happened was already, I fear, setting in
during my own college days. The third year and the second year men, when they
came to graduate, although infinitely in advance of anything I have since known,
stood for a range of mentality far below that of the first graduating class that 1
remember. More than that, | am compelled to admit that the classes which followed
mmmediately upon my own year were composed of the very dregs of the human
mtelligence, and betokened an outlook and a pomt of view more fitted for the
nursery than the classroom.

Nor is the change that I observe only in the students. The professors whom I see
about me to-day, ordinary, quiet men, with the resigned tranquillity that betrays the
pathos of ntellectual failure—how can I compare them with the intellectual giants to
whom I owe everything that I have forgotten. The professors of my college days
were scholars,—vast reservoirs of learning, imto whose depths one might drop the
rope and bucket of curiosity to bring it up full to the brim with the limpid waters of
truth. Plumb them? You couldn’t. Measure their learning? Impossible. It defied it.
They acknowledged it themselves. They taught,—not for mere pecuniary emolument
—they despised it—but for the sheer love of learning. And now when I look about
me at their successors, I half suspect (it is a hideous thought) that there is a



connection between their work and their salaries.

Nor is it only a change in the students and the professors. The old place itself—
my Alma Mater—how it has altered. Is this the great campus that I remember so
well from my freshman days? What was it?—half a mile long I think, and broader
even than its length. That football goal that stood some fifty or sixty feet in the air, has
it shrunk to these poor sticks? These simple trees, can they be the great elms that
reared themselves up to the autumn sky? And was the Tower no higher then than
this?

Nay Fate, that hath given me so much, that hath brought to me my lettered
degrees, and my academic standing with its comfortable licence to forget—wilt thou
not take it all back again and give me in return by some witchery of recollection—
one hour of the Brave Old Days Beyond Recall.



1I—My Memories and Miseries as a Schoolmaster

For ten years I was a schoolmaster. About thirty years ago I was appointed on
to the staff of a great Canadian school. It took me ten years to get off it. Being
appointed to the position of a teacher is just as if Fate passed a hook through one’s
braces and hung one up against the wall. It is hard to get down again.

For those ten years I carried away nothing in money and little in experience;
indeed, no other asset whatever, unless it be, here and there, a pleasant memory or
two and the gratitude of my former pupils. There was nothing really in my case for
them to be grateful about. They got nothing from me in the way of intellectual food,
but a lean and perfunctory banquet; and anything that I gave them in the way of
sound moral benefit I gave gladly and never missed.

But schoolboys have a way of being grateful. It is the decent thing about them. A
schoolboy, while he is at school, regards his masters as a mixed assortment of
tyrants and freaks. He plans vaguely that at some future time in life he will “get even”
with them. I remember well, for instance, at the school where I used to teach, a little
Chilian boy who kept a stiletto in his trunk with which he ntended to kill the second
mathematical master.

But somehow a schoolboy is no sooner done with his school and out in the
business of life, than a soft haze of retrospect suffuses a new colour over all that he
has left behind. There is a mellow sound in the tones of the school bell that he never
heard in his six years of attendance. There is a warmth in the colour of the old red
bricks that he never saw before; and such a charm and such a sadness in the brook
or in the elm trees beside the school playground that he will stand beside them with a
bowed and reverent head as i the silence of a cathedral. I have seen an “Old Boy™
gaze into the open door of an empty classroom and ask, “And those are the same
old benches?” with a depth of meaning in his voice. He has been out of school
perhaps five years and the benches already seem to him mfinitely old. This, by the
way, is the moment and this the mood in which the “Old Boy” may be touched for a
subscription to the funds of the school. This is the way, n fact, in which the
sagacious head master does it. The foolish head master, who has not yet learned his
business, takes the “Old Boy” round and shows him all the new things, the fine new
swimming pool built since his day and the new gymnasium with up-to-date patent
apparatus. But this is all wrong. There is nothing n it for the “Old Boy” but
boredom. The wise head master takes him by the sleeve and says “Come”; he leads



him out to a deserted corner of the playground and shows him an old tree behind an
ash house and the “Old Boy” no sooner sees than he says:

“Why, Great Casar! that’s the same old tree that Jack Counsell and I used to
climb up to hook out of bounds on Saturday night! Old Jimmy caught us at it one
night and licked us both. And look here, here’s my name cut on the boarding at the
back of the ash house. See? They used to fine us five cents a letter if they found it.
Well, Well!”

The “Old Boy” is deep in his reminiscences examining the board fence, the tree
and the ash house.

The wise head master does not mterrupt him. He does not say that he knew all
along that the “Old Boy’s” name was cut there and that that’s why he brought him to
the spot. Least of all does he tell him that the boys still “hook out of bounds” by this
means and that he licked two of them for it last Saturday night. No, no, retrospect is
too sacred for that. Let the “Old Boy” have his fill of it and when he is quite down
and out with the burden of it, then as they walk back to the school building, the head
master may pick a donation from him that falls like a ripe thimbleberry.

And most of all, by the queer contrariety of things, does this kindly retrospect
envelop the person of the teachers. They are transformed by the alchemy of time into
a group of profound scholars, noble benefactors through whose teaching, had it been
listened to, one might have been lifted into higher things. Boys who never listened to
a Latin lesson i their lives look back to the memory of their Latin teacher as the one
great man that they have known. In the days when he taught them they had no other
idea than to put mud in his ink or to place a bent pin upon his chair. Yet they say now
that he was the greatest scholar in the world, and that if they’d only listened to him
they would have got more out of his lessons than from any man that ever taught. He
wasn’t and they wouldn’t—but it is some small consolation to those who have been
schoolmasters to know that after it is too late this reward at least is coming to them.

Hence it comes about that even so indifferent a vessel as I should reap my share
of schoolboy gratitude. Again and again it happens to me that some unknown man,
well on in middle life, accosts me with a beaming face and says, “You don’t
remember me. You licked me at Upper Canada College,” and we shake hands with
a warmth and heartiness as if [ had been his earliest benefactor. Very often if I am at
an evening reception or anything of the sort, my hostess says, “Oh, there is a man
here so anxious to meet you,” and I know at once why. Forward he comes, eagerly
pushing his way among the people to seize my hand. “Do you remember me?” he
says. “You licked me at Upper Canada College.” Sometimes I anticipate the
greeting. As soon as the stranger grasps my hand and says, “Do you remember



me?” [ break in and say, “Why, let me see, surely I licked you at Upper Canada
College.” In such a case the man’s delight is beyond all bounds. Can I lunch with him
at his Club? Can I dine at his home? He wants his wife to see me. He has so often
told her about having been licked by me that she too will be delighted.

I do not like to think that I was in any way brutal or harsh, beyond the practice
of my time, in beating the boys I taught. Looking back on it, the whole practice of
licking and being licked seems to me medieval and out of date. Yet I do know that
there are, apparently, boys that I have licked i all quarters of the globe. I get
messages from them. A man says to me, “By the way, when I was out in Sumatra
there was a man there that said he knew you. He said you licked him at Upper
Canada College. He said he often thought of you.” I have licked, I believe, two
Generals of the Canadian Army, three Cabinet Ministers, and more Colonels and
Mayors than I care to count. Indeed all the boys that I have licked seem to be doing
well.

I am stating here what is only simple fact, not exaggerated a bit. Any
schoolmaster and every “Old Boy” will recognize it at once; and indeed I can vouch
for the truth of this feeling on the part of the “Old Boys” all the better in that I have
felt it myself. I always read Ralph Connor’s books with great interest for their own
sake, but still more because, thirty-two years ago, the author “licked me at Upper
Canada College.” I have never seen him since, but I often say to people from
Winnipeg, “If you ever meet Ralph Connor—he’s Major Charles Gordon, you know
—tell him that I was asking about him and would like to meet him. He licked me at
Upper Canada College.”

But enough of “licking.” It is, I repeat, to me nowadays a painful and a
disagreeable subject. I can hardly understand how we could have done it. I am glad
to believe that at the present time it has passed or is passing out of use. I understand
that it is being largely replaced by “moral suasion.” This, I am sure, is a great deal
better. But when I was a teacher moral suasion was just beginning at Upper Canada
College. In fact I saw it tried only once. The man who tried it was a tall, gloomy-
looking person, a university graduate in psychology. He is now a well-known
Toronto lawyer, so I must not name him. He came to the school only as a temporary
substitute for an absent teacher. He was offered a cane by the College janitor, whose
business it was to hand them round. But he refused it. He said that a moral appeal
was better: he said that psychologically it set up an inhibition stronger than the
physical. The first day that he taught—it was away up i a little room at the top of
the old college building on King Street—the boys merely threw paper wads at him
and put bent pins on his seat. The next day they put hot bees-wax on his clothes,



and the day after that they brought screwdrivers and unscrewed the little round seats
of the classroom and rolled them down the stairs. After that day the philosopher did
not come back, but he has since written, I believe, a book called Psychic Factors
in Education, which is very highly thought of.

But the opinion of the “Old Boy” about his teachers is only a part of his
illusionment. The same peculiar haze of retrospect hangs about the size and shape
and kind of boys who went to school when he was young as compared with the
boys of to-day.

“How small they are!” is always the exclamation of the “Old Boy” when he
looks over the rows and rows of boys sitting in the assembly hall. “Why, when I
went to school the boys were ever so much bigger.”

After which he goes on to relate that when he first entered the school as a
youngster (the period apparently of maximum size and growth), the boys in the sixth
form had whiskers! These whiskers of the sixth form are a persistent and Perennial
school tradition that never dies. I have traced them, on personal record from eye-
witnesses, all the way from 1829, when the college was founded, until to-day. I
remember well, during my time as a schoolmaster, receiving one day a parent, an
“Old Boy,” who came accompanied by a bright little son of twelve whom he was to
enter at the school. The boy was sent to play about with some new acquaintances
while I talked with the father.

“The old school,” he said, in the course of our talk, “is greatly changed, very
much altered. For one thing the boys are very much younger than they were in my
time. Why, when I entered the school—though you will hardly believe it—the boys
in the sixth form had whiskers!”

I had hardly finished expressing my astonishment and appreciation when the little
son came back and went up to his father’s side and started whispering to him. “Say,
dad,” he said, “there are some awfully big boys in this school. I saw out there in the
hall some boys in the sixth form with whiskers.”

From which I deduced that what is whiskers to the eye of youth fades mto fluft
before the disillusioned eye of age. Nor is there need to widen the application or to
draw the moral.

The parents of the boys at school naturally fill a broad page i the
schoolmaster’s life and are responsible for many of his sorrows. There are all kinds
and classes of them. Most acceptable to the schoolmaster is the old-fashioned type
of British father who enters his boy at the school and says:

“Now I want this boy well thrashed if he doesn’t behave himself. If you have any
trouble with him let me know and I'll come and thrash him myself. He’s to have a



shilling a week pocket money and if he spends more than that let me know and I’ll
stop his money altogether.” Brutal though his speech sounds, the real effect of it is to
create a strong prejudice in the little boy’s favour, and when his father curtly says,
“Good-bye, Jack,” and he answers, “Good-bye, father,” in a trembling voice, the
schoolmaster would be a hound indeed who could be unkind to him.

But very different is the case of the up-to-date parent. “Now I’ve just given
Jimmy fifty dollars,” he says to the schoolmaster, in the same tone as he would use to
an inferior clerk n his office, “and I've explained to him that when he wants any
more he’s to tell you to go to the bank and draw for him what he needs.” After
which he goes on to explain that Jimmy is a boy of very peculiar disposition,
requiring the greatest nicety of treatment; that they find if he gets in tempers the best
way is to humour him and presently he’ll come round. Jimmy, it appears, can be led,
if led gently, but never driven. During all of which time the schoolmaster, nsulted by
being treated as an underling—for the ron bites deep into the soul of every one of
them—has already fixed his eye on the undisciplined young pup called Jimmy with a
view to trying out the problem of seeing whether he can’t be driven after all.

But the greatest nuisance of all to the schoolmaster is the parent who does his
boy’s home exercises and works his boy’s sums. I suppose they mean well by it. But
it is a disastrous thing to do for any child. Whenever I found myself correcting
exercises that had obviously been done for the boys in their homes I used to say to
them:

“Paul, tell your father that he must use the ablative after pro.”

“Yes, sir,” says the boy.

“And, Edward, you tell your grandmother that her use of the dative case simply
won’t do. She’s getting along nicely and I’'m well satisfied with the way she’s doing,
but I cannot have her using the dative right and left on every occasion. Tell her it
won’t do.”

“Yes, sir,” says little Edward.

I remember one case in particular of a parent who did not do the boy’s exercise
but, after letting the boy do it himself, wrote across the face of it a withering
comment addressed to me and reading: “From this exercise you can see that my
boy, after six months of your teaching, is completely ignorant. How do you account
for it?”

I sent the exercise back to him with the added note: “I think it must be
hereditary.”

In the whole round of the school year, there was, as I remember it, but one
bright spot—the arrival of the summer holidays. Somehow, as the day draws near



for the school to break up for holidays, a certain touch of something human pervades
the place. The masters lounge round i cricket flannels smoking cigarettes almost in
the corridors of the school itself The boys shout at theirr play in the long June
evenings. At the hour when, on the murky winter nights, the bell rang for night study;
the sun is still shining upon the playground and the cricket match between House and
House is being played out between daylight and dark. The masters—good fellows
that they are—have cancelled evening study to watch the game. The head master is
there himself He is smoking a briar-root pipe and wearing his mortar-board
sideways. There is wonderful greenness in the new grass of the playground and a
wonderful fragrance in the evening air. It is the last day of school but one. Life is
sweet indeed in the anticipation of this summer evening.

If every day m the life of a school could be the last day but one, there would be
little fault to find with it.



III—Laus Varsitatis

A Song v Praise or THE University oF ToronTo
(Varsity War Supplement)
(1916)

Note.—It would be false modesty to conceal the fact that this poem was
submitted for the Chancellors Gold Medal. It didn t get it.

No one I think can blame me if T want to
Exalt in verse the University of Toronto.

I always do, I hope I always will

Speak in the highest terms of Old McGill;
That institution, I admit with tears,

Has paid my salary for sixteen years.

But what is money to a man like me?
Toronto honoured me with her degree.

Oh, Seat of Learning, at whose Norman Gate
My feeble steps learned to matriculate,

O, ancient corridors and classrooms dim,
That youth that once you sheltered, I am him.
Ghosts of departed decades, wake and see,
That boy in the short trousers, I am he,

And after thirty years I bring along

This unsolicited return of song.

Roll back the years, O Time, and let me see
The College that was Varsity to me;

Show me again those super-sylvan spots

Now turned to choice suburban building lots.
Spread wide the trees and stretch the park afar,
Unvexed as yet by the electric car,

Till once again my listening ear shall seize

The Taddle murmuring among the trees

And Fancy see in that far yesterday

The Bloor Street farmers hauling in their hay.



Thus at fond memory’s call as through a haze
I see the men and things of other days.

Dim shades appear within the corridor

And noiseless footsteps fall upon the floor.

Lo! noble Wilson—dared we call him Dan?
Musing, the while, on Prehistoric Man,
Draw nearer still, O Venerable Shade,
Read me that lecture on the Third Crusade,
Let thy grave voice its even tenor keep,
Read it again. This time I will not sleep.

Profound in thought, melodious in tongue

I seem to see thee still, Oh Paxton Young;
How gladly I would ask thee, if I could,

One or two points | never understood.

You said one day that all our judgments were
Synthetically a priori, sir,—

I never doubted it, I never will.

I thought so then and I believe it still,

Yet whisper low into my ear intent

What did you say that a priori meant?

But see these shadowy forms, so strange yet like,

That head!—’tis Chapman—and that brow—"tis Pike.
That coloured chalk, that moving hand, that bright
Description of the Neurilemma—Wright!

That voice within the room—pause here and listen—
Mittel Hoch Deutsch—it is, it’s Vandersmissen.

Oh Noble Group! what learning! There were some
Possessed a depth one hardly dared to plumb,
Others a width of superficies that

Makes the professor of to-day look flat.

And all are gone, departed, vanished, ni—

Called to the States or summoned further still,



Some have resigned, or been dismissed, or died;
Others, while still alive, Carnegified,

And in therr stead their soft successors play,

In flannelled idleness at Go-Home Bay.

All gone? Not so, some still are on the ground;
Fraser is with us still, and Squarir is round,

Still Hutton’s Attic wit the classroom pleases

And Baker keeps at least as young as Keys is.
Others there are—;j ‘en passe et des meilleurs—
Who still recall to us the days that were.

For those were days of Peace. We heeded not.
Men talked of Empire and we called it rot;
Indeed the Empire had no further reach
Than to round out an after-dinner speech,
Or make material from which John A.
Addressed us on our Convocation Day.
There was not in the class of 91

A single student who could fire a gun,

Our longest route march only took us—well,
About as far as the Caer Howell Hotel,

Our sole protection from aggression lay

In one small company—its number K.

O, little company, I see thee still

Upon the campus at thine evening drill;
Forming in fours, with only three in line,

A target for such feeble wit as mine.

All honour to the few who led the way,
Barker and Coleman, Edgar and McCrae,
Geary, Ruttan and Andy Eliot, who

Is now dispensing justice at the Soo;

And Ryckert—Iet me pause and think of him,
Is it conceivable he once was shm!

And, yes, perhaps the most important one,
Friend of my youth, good Howard Ferguson,



L he Kindest man that ever taied to pass

In First Year Trigonometry, alas!—

This man of place and power, has he forgot
His boyhood friend? Oh, surely, he has not;
When next some well-paid sinecure you see,
Oh, Howard, pass it, pass it on to me.

A noble band, those veterans of K.,

Born out of time, living before their day,

Paying their own expense, their belts, their boots,
And calling ever vainly for recruits.

Oh K., thou wert O K., but not to be

And sank as sinks a raindrop in the sea;

Yet from thine ashes—if a ramdrop can

Be said to have such things—there then began

A mighty movement, and one well may say,

You put the K in Canada to-day.

For see, the past has gone! It fades apace
And the loud angry Present takes its place,
Lurid and red, and shaken with alarms,

The thunder that proclaims a world in arms.
What sounds are these, O Varsity, that fall
Loud on thy corridors, the bugle call,

The muster roll, the answering cry, the drum,
As from thy quiet halls thy students come?

Oh ancient corridor! soft falls the light

Upon their hurrying faces, brave and bright;
Children they seemed but yesterday, and then
As in a moment they are turned to men.

Hush low the echoes of thy stone-flagged floor,
Footsteps are passing now that come no more.

And they are gone! The summer sunshine falls
Through the closed windows of thy silent halls,
The winter drags its round, the weary spring

And i Moo i aae AT A
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Of'therr return. Yet still, O Gateway Grey,
Silent but hopeful thou dost wait the day—

And it shall come. Then shall the bonfires burn
To tell the message of their glad return.

Ho, porter, wide the gate, beat loud the drum,
Up with the Union Jack, they come, they come!
Majors and Generals and some V.C.’s—

Had ever college such a class as these?

Let the wine flow—excuse me, I forgot—
I should say, in Ontario, let it not,

But let at least the pop be strongly made
And more than lemons in the lemonade.
Let the loud harp and let the mandolin,

In fact, let any kind of music in—

And while the wildest music madly whirls,
Why, then—if I may say it—bring the girls.
And under circumstances such as these
Come, give them all gratuitious degrees.

And there are those who come not. But for them
We sing no dirge, we chant no requiem.

What though afar beneath a distant sky,

Broken and spent, shall their torn bodies lie,

And the soft flowers of France bloom once again
Upon the liberated soil above the slain

Who freed it, and her rivers lave

As with their tears the unforgotten grave,

Whilst thou, Oh Land of murmuring lake and pine,
Shall call in vain these vanished sons of thine,—
They are not dead. They shall not die while still
Affection live and Memory fulfil

Its task of gratitude. Nor theirs alone

The sculptured monument, the graven stone;

The Commonwealth of Freedom that shall rise
Warld wxrida chall tall thair nahla canrifica
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1V—The Oldest Living Graduate

I find him wherever I go among the colleges—the Ovpest Liviva Grabuate. At
every College Reunion, there he is; at each Commencement Day you may expect
him among the first—a trifle bent he is and leans, one cannot but note it, somewhat
heavily upon his stick; and there is something in his eye, a dimness, a far-away look
as of one to whom already a further horizon is opening,.

Yet, frail or not, he is there among the graduates at the earliest call. The younger
men may hesitate about a hundred-mile journey to attend the Annual Dinner of the
Alumni—not he. The younger men may grudge the time or count the cost—not so
the Oldest Living Graduate.

See, it is Commencement Day. There sits the Oldest Living Graduate in the very
foremost row of the seats in the college hall. His hand is bent to his ear as he listens
to the President’s farewell address to the graduates. But he hears no word of it. His
mind is back on a bright day in June—can it be sixty years ago?—when first he
heard the like of'it.

Easy and careless he was then, the Youngest Living Graduate, happy in his
escape from the walls of the Temple of Learning. A butterfly he was, hatched from
his silken skeins and glorying in the sunshine.

The gaze of the Youngest Living Graduate was turned forwards, not back. He
was looking out upon life, eagerly and expectantly. For the time being the sights of
the grounds of the campus had faded from his eye and ear. His mind was bent, his
strength was braced, to meet the struggle of the coming years. It is the law of life. He
had no time, as yet, for retrospect, and in his very eagerness was over-careless of
the things that lay behind.

But as the years slipped past the ties of memory began to tighten in their hold.
There was time, here and there, in the struggle of life, for a fleeting glance towards
the past. And lo! How soft the colours that began to lie on the pictured vision of his
college days. The professoriate, once derided, how wise they seemed. It is ever their
hard lot to be honoured only when they are dead; but all the greater is the honour.
The glory of the campus, the football game played into the November dusk—how
the shouts of it will linger in the ear of memory when half a century has gone. Nay,
even the lamp of learning itself, how softly now does it illuminate the long-neglected
page; and the brave lettering of the degree, what a fine pride of forgotten knowledge
does it now contain! Ah, my fiiends, you and I and each of us were once the



youngest, or at least the latest living graduate. The time is coming, if we stay to see i,
when we shall be the oldest. The time is coming when you and I and an ancient
group that we still call our “Class” will walk the green grass of the campus on
Commencement Day with the yearning regret for all that we might have done; with
the longing for lost opportunity that is the chief regret of Age.

While there is time, let us be up and doing. Before yet we are the Oldest Living
Graduate, let us borrow something of the spirit that inspires him. Let us discount a
note against the future with Father Time, and receive its value in the glowing coin of a
present affection. While our class yet live let us realize what a splendid group they
are; and let us find the opportunity to tell the professors how much we owe to them
before we write our gratitude upon their tombstones. And if our college wants our
support, our help, and our enthusiasm, let us bring it forth with all the affection of the
Oldest Living Graduate and with all the power and eagerness of the youngest.



V—The Faculty of Arts

(Verses written for Dean Moyse s Dinner to the Professors of the Faculty of
Arts, McGill University, October 29, 1909.)

Dear Mr. Dean, I think it much completer,
To voice to-night my sentiments in metre,
This little thing—T ask your blessing on it—
Is what we technically call a sonnet.
Sonno, I sing, and Nitto, I do not,
A derivation made upon the spot.

Here let me interject to save confusion,
There has not been the very least collusion,
I had not given any intimation
That I ntended such an mnovation,
And if you find my verses poor and mean,
Worthy professors, do not blame the Dean.
For years I have dissembled, now you know i,
My friends! behold in me an unknown poet
Careless of notoriety, of fame unthinking,
But singing like a skylark after drinking.
So tasting this good cheer from soup to Stilton,
I can’t remain a mute inglorious Milton.
Let every man pursue his different way
And seek his life work where he finds his pay.
I leave to Walker gas, to Caldwell Kant,
Adams the rock; Penhallow keeps the plant,
Let the bacilli stay where they belong.
But leave to me the humble joy of song.

A sonnet did I say? Nay I confess

This is an epic neither more nor less,

Arts and the Men, I sing, for I am yearning
To sound the praise of Academic learning.

HaAvwr otart tha thama urnth taamma fanciac franaht
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How measure into feet the crowding thought,
How mark the rhythm and divide the time
And bid the stubborn syllables to rhyme,—

In other words, how can I jam it, sir,

In Petersonian Pentameter?

First, let me voice a wish I must avow,
The Board of Governors might see us now.
That we might have to make the tale complete,
An Angus and a Greenshields, and a Fleet.
O, sirs, this spectacle would make them feel
That poor professors like a solid meal,
That learning, since it is no hollow sham,
Looks best with a distended diaphragm.
Well may they boast among their employees
A group of smiling faces such as these!
Yet *tis a theme on which I must not touch,
In fairness be it said we owe them much,
And let us hope the future has in store
That one and all shall shortly owe them more.
Yes, let me voice this humble, earnest plea,
Participated by this company—
When next the stream of benefaction starts,
Pray, pour it on the Faculty of Arts!
Oh, Edward, William, Robert, James and John
Delay no longer, kindly turn it on!

For this the Faculty of Arts is known,
Of other studies the foundation stone,

It forms the base, however deeply hid,
Of higher education’s pyramid.

Let medicine discourse in cultured tone
Of pickled corpse and desiccated bone,
Yet let it answer, if it dares to speak,
Who taught it how to name the bones in Greek?

Or let the ccientict nuiranie hig tail
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Grease his machines with lubricating oil,
Fling far the bridge and excavate the mine,

And bid the incandescent light to shine.
Yet let him answer—will he dare to tell,

Who tries to teach the engineer to spell?

Or let the law, if proof be needed yet,
To our great Faculty deny its debt,

The Latin it must use to mystify
Is raw material that we supply.

The logic that Dean Walton takes his tricks on
Is manufactured by Professor Hickson.

But I have said enough, I think, to show
The debt of gratitude all others owe
To this our Faculty. Now let me come
To details lying rather nearer home,
And let me speak about the various parts
That constitute this Faculty of Arts.
This done, with your permission I will then
Say something of our most distinguished men,
And with all gentleness I will assign
To each a brief Thanksgiving Valentine.

Here first the Classics holds its honoured place,
The centre stone of the aforesaid base,
In education’s whirling stream and jam,
It lies embedded like a coffer dam.
So deeply down do its foundations lie,
Its worth is hidden from the common eye.
The vulgar think the Classics are a sham,
O noble edifice, O Greek, O dam!
Yet judge its worth when you can find them beaten,
Messrs. Macnaughton, Peterson and Eaton.
See where Macnaughton with imperious tread
Rudely disturbs the archaologic dead,
Watch him receive in his extended hat



The venal offering of the plutocrat.
Watch this, my friends, and will you dare to say
The study of the Classics does not pay?

Or see, a Peterson with spade and hoe
In ducal vaults exhumes a Cicero!
Carries it gently to the outer arr,
Removes the dust with Caledonian care,
And straightway to the Classics is annexed
A new and highly controversial text.
A noble feat! and yet alas! I own,
Like Dr. Cook, he did it all alone;
When next in search of Cicero you go,
Take, Mr. Principal, an Eskimo.

Lo! Mathematics hidden from the view,

Behind its symbols though it may be true,
The upper part of it so wrapped in darkness,

That no one sees it but Professor Harkness.
The very Queen of Sciences they say!

It is, for the professor, anyway.
In lectures he is not obliged to talk,

Needs but a blackboard and a bit of chalk,
A set of problems given as a test,

Then down he sits—the students do the rest.
Forgive me if I fall mto ecstatics,

Would I were taught to teach the Mathematics!

Charming as is the mathematic mystery,
It will not stand comparison with history;
Imagine what a splendid tour de force
To trace the Norman Conquest to its source,
Think of a man who still quite young was skilled
To analyse the Medieval Guild!
To follow it and trace its root-age down
Deep buried in the Anglo-Saxon town!
Yet such is Colby! Oh, what joy complete



To terrorize the man upon the street,
To hush his crude attempts at conversation
By quoting pages of the Reformation;
And that his cup of misery be filled,
To crush him with the Medigeval Guild.
Oh, Charles, with all thy knowledge, is it right
That thou art not beside the board to-night?
That thou shouldst set thy brain to overplan
The simple, unsuspecting business man!
See! at the bidding of the gentle sage
The Caligraph creeps noiseless o’er the page,
The clatter of the busy key is dumb,
Destroyed by Colby’s patent Liquid Gum.
Oh, second Gutenberg, God speed the ship
That bears you on your European trip,
Let bulky Germans drink your health in hock,
And frantic Frenchmen clamour for the stock;
And, Noiseless Charles, when you have had your fill
Ofbusiness life, come back to fond McGill
Surely no nobler theme the poet chants
Then the soft science of the blooming plants.
How sweet it were in some sequestered spot
To classify the wild forget-me-not;
To twine about the overheated brow
The coolness of the rhododendron bough;
To lie recumbent on a mossy heap
And draw a salary while fast asleep.
Dr. Penhallow, it would need a Herrick
To sing your work and that of Carrie Derick.
Nor shall my halting Muse in vain essay
Such sweet co-operation to portray.

Would that your time allowed you once or twice
To drink to Barnes, discoverer of ice!

All unsuspected in the river bed
The tiny frazil reared its dainty head.

No one had known for centuries untold



Why the Canadian climate was so cold,
Why winter should be vigorous and rude
In such a truly Southern latitude.
Barnes after years of thought and anxious teasing,
Decided that there must be something freezing.
He stopped his lectures, bundled up his pack,
Braved untold hardships at the Frontenac,
And there within a stone’s throw of Quebec,
Found ice that no one ventured to suspect.
Let ice and snowdrift sing their requiem,
Our Howard Barnes is going to settle them.
A fairer prospect opens to the eye!
A Canada beneath a sultry sky!
Already the prophetic eye of hope
Sees grape vines circle the Laurentian slope.
Palms and pomegranates with the breezes play
And luscious figs droop over Hudson Bay.

Last,