
THE NEW 'VIEAR.
O Tirne, hiow fast thy tli'ead cldotx rn
Anotiier year 's already spun;
Drops~ froni the looin that knits the date
ThNe woven fabric Il Niniety-igh)t.''
''ije slipping yarn, disseveredl lire,
Glides fast into the issuiugic year;
WTili, he its pattern carse or finc'.
XVe'11 stainp and eall it Il Ninetyv-nine."

If mn to svber tlîoughlt attnin,
'Tis wlien thec year uIas ccasedl lo reign;
Far>î passing tinie at eaclh ycar's close,
Methinks, a deeper shadow thirows.
Accustoiied tu TIimne's changeless train,
We, heedless, note no onward gain;
Save when the files of flhe moving year
Emllazed with other date appear;
*I'len start we fromn our calions state
An older .,world to contemnplate:-
To find that lif e's f ast lengyth'ningy chain
Doth stili another link contain.

Ail bail, thon princely Il Nincty-nine"
Last of the iNineteenth Century line;
Advanee triumphal and sublime,
Awaits thee now the throne of time,
Wîuich nigh six tlîousand kingly years
Have haloed withi tlîeir higrh careers.
No nerveless sumnmer lighits thy way
With feeble, uninspiringy ray:
Thou comnest in thy wintry suit,
With aIl the glow of Iusty youth.

Enlivened with thy regal cheer
We, too, are young like thee, 0 Year!
The gem-like stars' pale, quivering light
Gleams cold and brilliant o'er the nighit;
The crisp snow creaks beneath our foot;
Our ie-ry puises quiek11er beat;
The light of youth beams f£rom our brow;
Nor life nor death ean daunt us now!1


