b T T m—

During the recent holidays a literary discovery of great significance
was made by memebers of the Gazette staff when pages from the diary
of an early Dalhousie recorder-of-events, Sam Peeps, were found. Long
thought to be completely published, Peeps’ records contain memos of
daily events of by-gone era on this campus. Of course, this is to he'
expected from such an ancient source.

—The Editors.

Up betimes and shortly dressed. DPidst address my
wretched wife most sharply. Methinks she didst prepare my
finest periwig with household flour to cast me in bad light
with the wenches. She standeth in want of a brisk cudgelling.
Attended to a light repast (one pint); thence to the college-
by-the-sea. Greatly disheartened upon beholding that vulgar
blot which houseth the coffee-house. Diddst enter said estab-
lishment. Therein a motley crowd of strangers. Though I
didst not know one face, there were familiar shapes. Pariook
of the foulest coffee of these three years. This pleaseth me
much for you must know ’twas my foulest memory of my
years at Dull. This purgative is the worthiest of challenges
for the most dauntless of Tabbies. *

Thence to the great hall. Herein nothing, only a low
moan. Thus I perceiveth Mainstay Granite doth still flog the
novices with the cosh of composition. Took my leave greatly
contented. Passed the remainder of the day soothed with the
libations of my great patroness, the Lady Hamilton,

Rudely awakened by my clumsy wife tripping over my
Wedgewood Jeremiah. Arose and didst apply myself to pleas-
ures. In the evening to the James. Therein a great commo-
tion. A great machine having been placed in full view upon
the floor, a covey of Crows were to be seen hurling themselves
- upwards to dizzying heights. I knew net why but soon per-
ceived the design. Those among the crew of ample proportions
didst fling up twisting and gyrating contriving, it seemed, o
land fundamentally hoping to effect a due reduction of these
proportions. A vain endeavour, but vastly diverting. Thence
in high spirits to my chambers and so to bed. ——




Up forthwith and caned my wife. Theng¢e my coach to
the ofﬁces of the Spectator. Therein one Killjoy Ravingscum,
erstwhile copy-boy, who hath thrust himself to authority.
Didst haggle upwards of an hour concerning my stipend. This
settled (two bottles of mulled sack, daily) didst repair to the
coffee-house. Therein the great wench Grovelling Slaughter.
One heareth that she doth remain continuously within the
coffee-house and holdeth court daily. Methinks she will be
Queen Wench yet. Seeing none others but that noisy crew
lately immigrant from Forrest Campus I took my leave.

Dined alone (few share my passion for the liquid diet)
then betook myself about the grounds. Didst see a wondrous
sight. Didst espy a great lady, spade in hand, tilling our fair
soil. Rushing forthwith to lend assistance, didst come sud-
denly upon my worthy Lord Motor and a great man whom
some call by his second name which soundeth somewhat like
chtator Methinks he was the same who owneth the great

pe of which I de hear much. Strangely, he didst not smoke
at all. Thereupon informed that I didst witness great things
didst lapse into hushed reverence.. Thus didst I witness the
ground breaking for the Great Hall of Science, through the
benificence of Glaucoma Steel. A most apt name metkinks
for it seemeth there is an ocular deficiency amongst our bene-
factors. Mayhap they think the Men’s House naught but a
former stable, a decayed ruin of a former age. This view doth
have some advocates among the inmates. Hence to my rooms -
and a wretched evening with my prating wife.

Up, thinking to stroll but tripped up on the fringe of my
night-shirt, a most painfull fall. At noon by coach to the
Great Hall therein to hear one Lisper, known to some as the
Dethroned Dove. A great throng within — some adults but
mostly inmates. Heard nothing of the address for thrsighout
he didst rattle a great gunny brimming with Scandinayian
coin, or so it seemed it. Therein many notables; espied one
Coop Rubes upon the dais. Methinks he best not snuff without
his ﬁlter Went out greatly perplexed. Didst hear a factious
band whispering about one Grieving Faker. Methought they
designed to bring him here forthwith from the hmterland
Thence to the coffee-house. Therein a spate of fresh wenches
(also Slaughter, she is never elsewhere). One Miss Will didst
undulate invitingly, didst make me long for my mouth. Espied
two rouges of the Temple Bar attendant on Slaughter but all
the while ogling wenches. I do hear they do naught else.
Hence to Marmalade Hovel to hear the screams of the inmates
upon addressing themselves to the noon repast. A pretty
sound and not without just cause methinks wh&eve: I
chance to espy one of those poor unfortunates. T




