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wvell. Slie hias lier faults, whio have not, and take lier flor ai ini ail
lier faults dIo lot oubweigh lier virtues. We could flot very well -et
along without our Old Girls, and ive are very glad we hiave a few
girls in our New Dominion wlhose aspirations are fast leading thiem
to the position of' an Old Girl.

AFFECTION.

l'Y GEO. C. RUTCILISON.

'f hat lieart niust be a lonely wvaste
Whiere no affection's floirers are plaeed:
1 think that in this wnirld of ours

There is no soul, hiowever clark,
But <loti> retain of love a sparkc,

And ]ongeth for affection's bowers.
In disappointment's Schiool thloughi reared.
There is somne objieet stili revered-
Sonie imnage falir to whichi the hceart

Wouild link itself and formn a part.
'Mid seattercd wreeks and hioles destroyed
1< 11011), to fili the aolling void;
And tiis bless'd image stands aloni'
The licart's dear friend anid all its ovi.
Thli sont when every hiope is fled.
Is like the last place of the deadl:
The gloomy Sepulelîre wvhere Iay
The last of loved oies passcd away.
E'eïî in this charnel liotîse of stone
Aflèction's emblexis there are strewn:
Flowers upon tlie grave doth blconii
And shial no rays the Sont illume.
Thougli searcl and liarden*d by remnrc
The lonely Iieart lias one resource:
Sorne imîaîge clicers the tiring Soîîl
Whien ad1verse hillows onward roll.
On Vtie lîeart's altar stands secure,
And worsliipped %witlî affection pur(-,
Thuis lieart-consolingç clicering inate
.Fille up 'Mie void left blank by fate.


