
CONSTANCY.
\Vhile yet iny heart. was yotung, 1 suw a faice,.

So pure, it restctli wvith nme overitiorc
1 cannot lose it ini the wvorld's liard race;

My lîcart caîî ne'cr bc what it %vas betora.
It is tho day-star. of 1ny3 life, 1111d li

Caiî atiglt that Icaves me life c'or diîn it8 shine î
'Twas briglit before, nietminks 'tis brigliter now,

1 hiardly (litre to love, it seems divine.
Aud yet mny lieart vearns to its tender ligit;

If tlîat, fir star were lost, how deep the niglt 1
C.

M E M O R Y.

DY AOÂDIENSIS.

As tho exile looks back to the lhome finit he's ieaving,
And sighis to its fitst fading prospect, adieu;

Evcn so while otîr barque litb's wild occan is clcavitig,
We love the dear scones of our youthi te review,

Thecir reinemnbrance is clirishied in nmoments of gladness,
Imînprting te plenstire additional zest;

Wlh it sootlit-à our short hîouis of (lesponding and sadncess,
Likea mnusiv's soft strains frein the iips %ve lova best.

And belhcld tlie brighit glories of dRyliglit deelining,
As o'er the hushcdwav sink-s the sun to repose,

Yet swveet twilight long lingers respiendently siinifg,
15re niglit in thme wvcst lier dark voit ean. disclose.

Thus uvhile onwiardl we sJ)eed timrougli a %vorld, dark and drcary,
Fond incnory prolongs tle brigrht scenes of Ltme past,

To inspirit eart1h's pligriniis dlejectcd and wveary,
Ere they with the shadows of ycars arc o'ercast.

<I'huns our besoins stili gloiv -vith the fond rcollctioms,
0f tLhoso whomi w~e 1o.'ed iii the heyday of yonth,-

Of our kindrcd-of home-o? thmose deep, warin affections,
That burtied with the strengtlm and Lime fervor o? truth.

Dut ns stars tlie f tir brow it' pale evenimii adornmng,
Slmcd 't,tfighùy on carth their iiluniiuing r:w,

Throufgi thte dirncss of~ tii, tili cteýru'ity's inorning.
Tbe oii>. f îneniory be.tun on e'u ly.


