THE HESPERIAN 1

Bixvby's Retreat.

Be happy—look pleasant!

Bury your tronbles—but don’t sit on
their grave to be hannted by their ghosts.

WEATHER A LA NEBRASKA,

I take up my pen while the beautiful snow
Whisks in, and the glad sleighbells ving,
But=there glewmis in the heaven's coronal bow,
So Dwrite o poem on spriog .

Durys VALL
| hear, oh elearer than words can eall
The cvash, bang, whang of the old call bell,
As the hour deaws round,
My verves ave shnken and shattered, ungpun;
Fam summoned to answer for deeds lett undone
At the old Bell's sound
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Now one would know to resd these thyimes
Where pessimistic daemons yuwn,

That they were writ for other climes
Where men had all their wits i pawn,

Muy next the book that swells the pile,
Belehed forth fnto our litevature,

Sing sweet the message of a smile
Aud loud extol the ‘Launghter Cure’,

REEDY MOURNS FOR DBOOMER.
Farewell,—companion of my heart.
Thou sharer in my fondest joys,
Now who will rise my tire to start,
Or who will start to tive the boys.
_Farewell—compavion of my life,
For thee | shed remorseful tears
The while I huut another wife
The thouglits of thee shall bless my years

SYMPATHY SWEET SYMPATHY
[ saw that face with its miser frowu
With its Hood gates of feeling all shut down,
Eyes baveen of meaning and empty their glare
The form bowed, secvetively, and weighted with
Oont'e,
The soul in its prison may languish and sigh,

“Ihe sonl-light for want of tene symyathy die:

‘Who is it you ask-ah, dear student let's own

That in vain we have tried to bear burdens alone

Let us smile a8 we pass—may our sympathy
warm

Prove the true burden -beaver, the student-life
charm;

Let us mirror our supshine with joy all replete

In the fuces and lives of the stndents we ment

SWEET CHARITY
Few there ave of ull I ween,
Whose Uni. conrse has reached its close,
But one day sat in room eighteen,
And saw the dust on Caesar’s nose

Onee Caesar's wars had chavms for me,
Hut my ardor it has froze,

To sit before his bust and see
The smears of dust ghont his nose

There's dust about his face, that's tric,
There's also some on Uleero s,

But worst of all the dust in view
Is that which covers Uaesar’ nose.

Perhups there'll come & time some diny—
[t may come soon, Who Knows

When Uni. oan afford to pay
‘T'o vlean the dust from Cavsit’s nose.

But if the time shall never come

When this fuir state ein spave the dough(s:
And fortune shonld upon me smile

(As 1 have reason to suppose,)
111 set a half & million by

To wipe the dust from Cnesar's nose,




