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l^iiP^ .Ifirot of Januarp.

«f®*t«>®^ I IME wines its flidit, and ages onward roll,—»**«r
And each remove increases History's scroll

;

Each era gives to mighty Deeds a birth,

Enrolls new Names amongst the Sons of worth.

Farir Science o'er the world her lustre pours.

Illumes each Pole, to each unfolds her Stores;

No longer chuin'd to fanes, or clajsic ground,

In every Land her Temple now is found ;

Her shrines midst burning Sands or fiozen plains

Her Children rear, and offer votive strains.

What spread the light that Science round us throws?

What spuir'd the Breast where Patriot ardor glows?

Where live the actions ofthe good, the brave.

When Death consigns them to the common grave ? i

The PiiEss presents them to a future age

:

.<

They live again in History's glowing page: >

There, models sculptur'd by the Hand of fame,
|

They offer subjects for the highest aim. >

The PiiEss unloos'd the bands that Science wore,
|

Outslrctch'd her Pinions and first bade her soar

;

To every clime where beams the god of day.

The PuESs conveys her lustrous cheering ray!

The • MoDEnv D'isrox's meteoric reign.

That deluged Nations with the crimson stain,

Who living, aiin'd at universal sway,

Dethron'd and Captive, joined his kindred clay

He, through the Press shall live in History's page,
|

Ambition's land-mark for a future age. I

And that ill fated brunch of Brunswick line

Who claims the Tear we drop at Pity's shrine ;

The Press may yet her Innocence disclose,

Or veil her faults with her unnumbered woes.

Thus have we vcntur'd to our Patrons kind.

To paint the pow'rs the press has o'er the mind,

And through its medium we would dare essay

To speak ouv thanks in this our untaught lay,

Fiist, for our Country, where we can enjoy,

A Trcedom guarded, source of sober joy;

And not remliti/, impels our Muse

To own the good Daliiousie's hands diffuse;

Long may Canadian shores such worth retain,

That builds in every heart its sacred fane.
|

And ye our Patrons, may no harm or evil
|

E'er cross your lives,so prays the Phinteii's Devil, \

Thus do we pray, and thus we pay our Debt

As semi-weekly on litre la Gazette.

HYMNE A ALBION.

SuT rAir lie Clilandrt.

JLiEVE ta tete alticrc,

Noble Reine dcs Mcrs

;

Vois devant ta banniere

Se courber I'univers;

L'Africain rcdoutable

Trembler a ton seul nom,

El I'lndo plus trailable

Craindre ton pavilion.

— •
Oui, ta stule presence

Fait fiiir tes ennemis

;

Tu paries dc vengeance,

£t tu les as sou mis.

Tavoix seuic s'oppose

A la fureur des flots,

Et Neptune compose

Avec tes matclots.

Vois tes flottes heureuses

Concentrer dans tes ports

De nations nombreuses

Lfis immenses trt'sors;

Joindre a I'or de Guini'e

Les perles d'lndostan;

La vigne fortunee

Aux Cannes du Couchant.

C'est pour toi que I'Aurore

Fait naitre les rubis,

Et le Cathay s'hoi>ore

De filer tes habits.

Tu tires de Surate

Les plus riches ett'ets;

Tidor, Banda, Ternate

Assaisonnent tes mets.

Errant loin de son tr6ne,

Vi'getant sans eclat,

Louis \it sa couronne

Surlefiont d'un Soldat.

II implore ton aide,

Tu parois et soudain

L'usurpatcur la ciide

Ata puissante main.

Ah! c'es1*assez de gloirc!

C'est assez de lauriers!

Fille de la Victoirc,

Modere tes gueri icrs.

Depose la cuirasse,

Et mets le casque has

;

Que I'olivior remplaco

Le glaive des combats.

Alors ton Prince auguste,

Combic d'ans et d'iionneur.

Sera contrc I'lnjuste

L'asyle du malheur.

Pour nous, tandis qu'en maitre

II juge entrc les llois,

Nos delices sont d'etre

Fidelcs ^ scs lois.

DuonnlKirle
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