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lY IV. B3. PIIIPPS, ESQ.ý, TORLONTO.

Should old acquaintance be forgot,
And friendsliip cast away,

Whien inbs are growing stiff with age,
And locks are tuiiiig gr-ay?

Ali 1 n: Jet friendship '%%'lmer grow,
When YOItlî is paSt -and, gone;

A.nd let the eveiling's ruiddy glow,
B3e brighter than the moru.

Sliouid neniory fantî to take -us back
To days of early toil,

WhVlen first -we sought a forest ine,
To battie -%itli the soil :

lien first we struck the sturdy oalc,
And feiIed thie Iofty J»i1e,

And robbed the niaple of its sweets,
lu days of auld lang syrie.

\Ve struggied tliroughi the tanglcd brake,
To reachi the distant iii

Or clîased the sliy and bouiiding deer
.Across thue breezy Ili.

We ppained the trensures of the lake,
Wvith hiomely r'od .Uid line;

And gthered fruit from bus, and tree,
In days of auld lang syrie.

And wvhen our country called to, anna,
We met the battie shiock,

And tauglit the foc a lesson sterri,
Led Ou by galhent :Brock.

And .now we uncet, a brother band,
To pledge in rosy vine,

The memory of *the early tixne,
Thre days of auld lang syne.
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