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104 Dallhousie Gazette.

the spirit moveth me to arise and exclaim in
the words of one of England’s greatest orators,
“Never! Never!! Never!1!"

Let us hope as I said mfmc:* that he is a
Freshman, and that his four years’ contact with
the undoubted pwrxml&sm of the majority of “ we
Dalhousie boys” will eradicate the taint ; let us
hope that he will learn the grand precept con-
tained in the patriotic Roman sentiment,

“ Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori.”

let us hope that he will soon discover the beauty
of Scott’s inquiry—
“ Breathes there a man with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said
This is my own, my native land ?”

"

Let us hope in short that he will soon learn, lite-

rally to “ change his tune,” and that while he is
on British temtm‘*y he will substitute for th
« Star Spangled Banner” the good old

“ Flag that braved a thousand years
The battle and the breeze.”

" IL.

“ What a time we're having.”’—2Pithy sayings.
“ We won’t go home till morning.”"—O/d Roman ditty.
“ And with my skat s fast bound.”—ZLongfellow.

We—that fs the philosophers of Dalhousie—
went skating the other day. We were nine in
number, contributing ninety cents to prolong
the existence of that relic of bygone days, the
“Sir C. Ogle.”  Qur trip to the “ Sister City”
was unmarked by any startling event save the
088 r:rt his pocket * Aristotle” by our fancy

Ariving safely at the other side of the
w& betook - ourselves towards the Iakess
ntention to “spread out some.”
108€e thereon came in sight we

 seized with apprehensions as to

and inspired by the “sage’s”

jump overboard. But all this was ended by the
boat's touching the pier at the Halifax side.
Then 18 pairs of skates clashed and clattered as
we stepped ashore and scattered two by two to

all the points of the compass, and when,about an
hour later the philosophers’ having delivered up
their charges safe and sound, forgetful of the
morrow’s tasks, betook themmlvm to the em-
brace of the *“drowsy god,”

“The clock in the steeple tolled one.”
INL.
“ Tempus fugit.”’—Latin maxim.
“ April cometh.,”—ZEnglish maxim.
“ Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow
Creeps on this petty space from day to day,”

as Shakespeare has recorded it. But though the
“ Gentle Bard "—in American parlanwmkmwa
thing or two, yet his “petty space” is not the
rwht thing in the right place when applied to a
colle ege session. Petty indeed! Far from it.
Can anyone talk of petty space as he watches
the gradual but inevitable lengthening of the phy-
siognomies of us students under the influence of
approaching Exams. ? Rather not. Yet this
increase in facial length is not without notable
exceptions. Such celebrities as the “big one

 and “ Hopewell,” and “ the Sage ” think no

of analyzing an examination paper than v
use a fam:l:arr simile—of atmg our

y the undulatory motion of the | j

s though a storm were raging.
frozen snowbanks over

ourselves careering. To |

ts we wmunwmd would be
1e “Sage” narrowly

m'gf of how the tails of |

vandyked by falling |
e wme:r af thw mt |

“times.” Aided by our respective “lady friend,”
doleful melodies,
we mmwumwd a {I'mmw party, and quite en-
joyed ourselves, despite Luna's reproachful looks.
And then we sang some and danced some more,
e | occasionally interrupted by the pugilistic at-
tempts of one of the boys, and his endeavours to
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CALLS.

IT was a square ‘rep’ envelope; he looked
at the address and muttered. “ why do they al-
ways writeas f the line of beauty were straight ?”
Tearing it opcx n he read that Mrs. Scroggs would
be w‘lml to see him at tea Monday evening.
Truth to tell, the Soph. would have been most
happy to have Mrs. S. entertain him ; but, you
know, Tuesday is Greek day—so a note setting
forth the fact was despatched to the lady. The
Soph counted a little on his fingers, turned over
some leaves in his diary and wrote, “Call at
Scroggs.’” (Note—Only a Soph would do it
that way.) About a fortnight after, our hero

might haw& been seen with a little book before
him, his brows knit, and his teeth nibbling at a
penholder. He is writing up his diary. He
turns a leaf and suddenly becomes excited. “ By
Jupiter! I forgot that call, they'll think I'm a
heathen! I must go to-morrow directly after
logic.” And so he did ; immediately after class
he proceeded to bump%s, but it was nearly five
o’clock before he emerged from his den, with his
other clothes on, and a dangerous ]oakmg stand-
up collar round his neck. His pace told of de-
termination, but as he turned into G—— Street
he seemed to waver ; after walking slowly for a
little he muttered, “ this is the house, 103," but
just as he seemed to be raising his hand to the
atch he quickened his step, and in a whipstitch

~was round the corner and out of sight. ““ Too

te for to-day” was his mental explanation.
r screwing up his courage for three weeks
ried it agmm and with like success.

* ﬂi‘, * #* #* # #

ain Tuesday morning ; there are

ices on the College blackboard. Among
s in the hall, on which are plainly de-
| feat, we recognize the calmly

m e of our friend, now a

said he as he crossed

have called months ago, but, um-my time has
been so much occupied with — S Oht”
broke in the good lady, “I had almost forgot-
ten; why did you not come before?” in two
minutes they were talking about his mamma and
her nervous headaches ; the young ladies were
called and the time passed so pleasantly that
Mr. James had been sitting just forty-five min-
utes when he started up and remembered that
he must go down town. *“ Why the deuce didn’t
I go there before?” said he as he latched the
street-door. “ What was [ afraid of 2”7  He has
since admitted that he believes these questions
unanswerable.

No. 2. Scene: A small village. Time:
Evening.

A female appears at a cottage door, shades
her eyes with ber hand and scans that part of
the neighbourhood available for juvenile sporting
purposes ; she discovers a grou p of b()ys; playing
base ; Ixﬂ;mg’ up her voice she ﬁ:mm aloud,
“]ai)ohnme! your father wmts;mx “ Johnnie
your father wants you” chorus half a dozen
yauthful voices, while one or two add swee ly,

“you'd better scoot or he'll be apt to lick you.
Johnnie scoots, but not by the mmt open road ; he
runs along the fence, under the bars, through ‘the
back garden arriving at the kitchen door )ust as
his mother is preparing to call again. Coming
through the little hall he asks in a meek vmc:e:,
“ Calling me mother ?”

“Oh! you are here, are you? It must h&veﬁ
been your cousin Jim that I saw over with those
nasty Murphies. Go wash yourself like a good
boy and get ready for tea.” And Johnnie runs
up stairs, his face wearing a grin that one ignor-

nt of its cause could hardly understand.

No. 3. Of the calls that the Seniors make
when they go to see their girls, I, being ignor-
ant, can write nothing ; but d caubtlem an_ac-
count of one would be very entertaining.

No. 4 The numerous calls at the temple of

Muse& have different effects on different
ﬁ:;ple‘:. The calls before the curtain, doubtless
cite envy, the cat calls, wrath. :

No. 5. The calls of the dun or ﬂiwmilfwm

p@fhﬁpﬁ;, more thm a}i ethem”dmadm and
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No. 6. The call to pay up a part of your sub-

But the evil day was approaching, and I in-

scription toward the capital stock of the “Poca- | stinctively felt it. A change was at hand. It

hontas Coal and Oil Company,” which you have
lately been led to look upon as a means of ex-
torting money from trustful men.

No. 7. Among the noises of the City, none
are more pleasing than the cheery bugle-calls.

was now apparent, even to the most careless
observer, that the time for immediate action has
arrived and could not be postponed. I received
the first intimation from my father. Said he,
“I think you had better have that hair removed

On bright, frosty nights, they, with thousands of | from your face. It has grown amazingly lately

dancing echoes, fill the air with clear, lively
music—I always like to hear the chorus of bugles
at half-past nine and ten o’clock. |
No. 8. When men have been buried alive by
an explosion in a coal mine, and a second is
fgmmd ; when a ship hangs in a desperate posi-
tion on a sea-washed reef; when a life is to be
saved from a burning house, the response can
ornlly come from humanity in its most God-like
form. To this call no coward can answer
“Here!” Only good men and true are ready
to risk their own lives in the attempt to save
their fellows from death. RAMBLER.

REMINISCENCES OF A BARBER-SHOP,

I cAN very well remember the first day I was
shaved. It seems as yesterday. The youthful
c:l‘(wgn, yvhic:h, as currently believed, ‘forms the
aspirations of a young man and colours them,
was actually on my upper lip,—there was quite
a growth of hair under my chin too. My birth-
day had just occurred; I was fifteen. These
combined facts instilled into me a feeling of
greater self-importance, which took root, sprang
up, and-—soon rose ninety-nine per cent. Father
grasped me by the hand and said he felt proud,
mother gently gazed upon me and smiled as she
voted me ‘a dear,’ sisterand brother approached
in awe, and having taken a severe scrutiny of
y face, roguishly exclaimed in chorus, “Oh !
~you horrid boy! you are uglier than ever,”—
from my youth up I had always been considered
handsome. (N. B.—For the appropriate use of
~ the epithet forrid, compare with it the Latin
verb /fwrreo, from which it is derived.) Neigh-
bours and friends all congratulated me and flat
teringly

You will feel the comfort of so doing” I looked
at him in surprise. I thought he was joking.
But no! as I wondered I heard him sigh. Then
I saw how it was. The duty of informing me
had been painful to him, and he was glad it was
over. Now the responsibility rested on my own
shoulders. But I, never having made the ex-
periment before, was loath to begin. He asked,
entreated, insisted, commanded. I objected,
argued, refused, wept. But it had already been
decided upon in family council, so my refusal
made little difference, I was to go that very day
to a neighbouring shop where a barber of no
little renown plied his handicraft, and there
undergo an operation the like of which had never
before entered into my calculations. I was to
make the acquaintance of a knight of the razor,
and be consigned to his tender mercies. I was
to be shaved.

Well, the die was cast, and when I found I
had to ‘face the music,’ having dressed myself
with scrupulous care, I was soon at the barber’s
door, and, as it stood ajar, took a hurried and
frightened peep inside. I was relieved by hear-
ing and seeing nothing—all was silent as the
grave. Having mustered up courage to enter, I
shut the door to with a force which I had ris-
f:alculat&d, and, startled with the noise, shrunk
into the nearest chair, trembling all over, My
hat I never thought of removing, and seeing a
newspaper, clutched at it and began reading it
bottom upwards. After a little I lovked arount
and was agreeably surprised to see that, t

the room was full no one had taken any

of me. I now took a survey of the
| hﬁ&thtfg@ very dreadful about it aftera
 thoug ‘
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mediately enveloped in a large white sheet, and

‘my head pushed back upon the chair with no

very gentle hand, while the greater part of my
face was profusely lathered. To this 1 had no
objection as the soap was scented, though I
would have preferred it being rubbed on through
any other instrumentality than that of the finger.
Having soaped my ears abundantly, forced a
clot or two between my lips which I bad firmly
pressed together, and plastered up one of my
nostrils, my man, thinking me sufficiently lather-
ed, laid a square of paper on my breast and fell
to sharpening his razor. At this, I found he
took his leisure, while the tickling sensation of
the soap began to make itsell felt, then
became disagreeable, finally intolerable. I in-
stinctively attempted to raise a hand ; it was im-
prisoned by the sheet ; so was its fellow, and I
was heipless, completely in the power of my tor-
mentor. Swallowing my feelings at this barberous
treatment, I tried to comfort myself with the
thought that it might be worse, and that others
had gone through the same ordeal betore.  Poor
consolation! A moment more and my friend (?)
had approached, and clutching my head in his
hands, ran his razor down my right cheek. Then
closing my nostrils with his fingers, he so ener-
getically removed the hairs from my upper lip
that the tears sprang into my eyes. He then
depressed my head once more and performed a
similar operation on the other side, finishing off
with my chin. - As I felt him at my throat, I
trembled and turned pale; the least move, I
fancied, might be fztal, and you can imagine my
feelings. I bitterly regretted ever having put
myself into his power, but it was now too late.
My face being comparatively clean again, I
thought all was over, but immediately saw I was
mistaken, *“ One woe is past, but behold another
followeth after” A second time was I lathered
as generously as before, or even more so, and
gain was the razor applied with similar results.
a wet towel was rubbed vigorously over
rom out a curious-looking bottle, a
t and pungent liquid was ejected,
iquid, not having taken the precau-
hem, my eyes (for having my suspi-
lutely watched my man), as may
received agood share, Indeed,

was next oiled ; a not remarkably fragrant liquid
was poured over my face, more particularly my
mouth and lips, and upon this a white powder
was strewed. Now, for the first time a cessation
of hostilities began.

The obnoxious sheet was removed. The K.
O. T. R. after a few minutes breathing-space
asked me ¢if 1 wished my hair cut ?”  With this
I would gladly have dispensed, but he insisted
on the necessity of the proposed operation, and I
surrendered. My hair was cut, and though a
considerable amount managed, in spite of the
closely fitting sheet, to get down my neck, and
though my ears were not unfrequently in danger,
[ kept my patience tolerably well, and a second
time my attendant rested from his labours.

He now asked me, would I like my hair
brushed ? adding, “ we can brush it by machin-
ery if you prefer.” I told him it wasimmaterial.
[ felt I had gone through so much, it wauld make
little difference what else might be in store for
me. A moment after, I saw I had committed
myself. A row of quickly revolving wheels sus-
pended aloft was instantly set in motion, and a
circular brush connected to the band thereof ap-
plied to my head. The sensation I experienced
was not unpleasant, although the experiment
looked dangerous enough. The obliging (?) bar-
ber was then desirous, by the application of cold
water at a neighbouring tap, to perform upon me
another experiment, but, jumping from my chair,
I confronted him, and demanded “what do I
owe you?” His “twenty cents” relieved me. I
paid him and made for the door. I noticed
neither of his coadjutors ;—the one wished to
brush my coat, the other seemed anxious that I
should buy his cigars. Iignored everything and
everybody, and by so doing tripped up an old
gentleman who had just come in. -1 soon left
that shop far behind, and have never since entered
it or any other of the kind. I had learnt a les-
son. Since that day I have always shaved my-
self. A.W. H.

o

OUR SOCIETIES.

ANOTHER union meeting of our debating so-
cieties was held on the 22nd ult. The following
ibject was discussed : *“Is the’ present system
having the Legislature consist of two great
ianent opposing parties, the bes! ible

sts of the State?” \ amer

O

| Every question can be look



108

Dallhousie Gaszette.

two points of view.” So long as this is the case,
we cannot devise means of governing the coun-
try through one party. .An opposition is neces-
sary to watch the Government and weed out
wrong.

. L. George responded. Party names retain
little of the characteristics attached to them.
Small issues about men actuate much of party
strife; and questions are not treated on their
real merits, W. D. Ross was opener secundus.
Men are apt to go to extremes. If there were
only one party, it is not likely that the balance
of right and justice would be preserved. W.
R. Fraser spoke next. The present system
arises from an innate desire of controversy. The
abuse of this principle causes many men to turn
away in disgust from politics.

Several gentlemen followed. Very hard things
were said ; many unpleasant pills administered
—not E nglmh peas, though they were there too
—and most unpalatable references made. on
D. C. Fraser, B. A, was present, and made a
capital speech. He criticised the opinions of
these holding the one party theory, and stated
what were the true principles of popular govern-
ment. He was very warmly cheered. On the
vote being taken a large majority favoured the
present system,

.

Cleps.

Tue latest slang phrase now going the roundsis “immensi-
koff.,” Tt is supposed to be of Russian origin, and is expressive
of largeness ina humorous sense.

- Tue Law School at Harvard contains 189 students ; the
Medical School, 212 ; the Divinity School, 21 ; the Scientific
School, 18; the I,}mm? School, 17. In 1879 a three years
course in the Law School will be necessary to obtain the degree
of LL. D, There are 13 unmatriculated students ; and in the
post-graduate course 25 are studying for A. M., 22 for Ph. D.,
~and 4 for 8. D.—Ex.

smm to Freshman, as they stroll along the street at mid-
night—" How wonderful are the heavens ! Only think, it takes

Dallusiensia.

Mirabile visu. A Senior and a Junior locked in aloving em-
brace, rolling down the glacis of the Citadel at the “ strange,
mystic hour” of midnight. We've heard of midnight revels
before, but never of midnight revolutions.

PERHAPS the medicals are short of “ Subjects,” but they
did’nt seem to want the defunct fowl so persistently pressed on
them in the hall. The foul act caused the fowl to create a
greater sensation after death than during life.

Two wicked Freshmen have been making a class-mate be-
lieve that we are going to have one holiday less this Session
than usual, alleging that because Good Friday was on Friday
last year, it will be on Saturday this term. The victim ought
to pass a want-of-confidence motion.

A CcERTAIN student seems to have a great penchant for
coffee, and from the liberality of his nature doesn’t at all object
to treating his friends. We wonder if the attondants of the
coffee-establishment were changed if our friend’s tastes would
change also.

TurE Freshman who, during the course of the union debate,
proved a nuisance by the frequent discharge of peas, can hardly
be called a “big (g)un.” Still he furnished his quota towards

making the speakers lively.

WHAT a cunning little Fresh it was to get away out in the
country on the Dartmouth side, and spend an hour or two
coasting with three or four young ladies. When questioned
about it, he demurely said he had gone over to see his uncle,
and had been coasting for a few minutes with his cousin (?)

Ovur Judas paid the Medicals a visit the other day, and re-
ports thusly : The walls of the Reading Room are adorned with
a large and varied collection of pictures of much artistic merit.
An obliging son of Asculapius explained that they had arrived
on the anniversary of St. Valentine. One worthy of wx‘pm}m
mention, represents a second year man evidently in a strait
betwixt two (girls), drawn “ both ways at once,” by two strings
in the hands of as many “ maidens gay,” and attached to his
nasal organ, The artist has chosen for his mwmmtﬂm&x the
moment when the youth’s emotion is deepest, (and the fen-
sion on the strings is greatest), *Tis said when this picture was
hung, a subdued muttering was heard : * Didn’t think the fel-
Tows knm mzm th@t*’* mmm@ wxﬁ bave their fum

Tw‘im mxmi:mm of the (mrmﬁ; are issued every Wmiw
S@mm by the STUDENTS of Dalhousie College md University.

| TERMS : o
‘E}m C@ﬁﬂgx&m ymr (iix &wmm}mmm”m” -




