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in the desert. I arn a Roman," was the
propd boast of a citizen of that stupendous
Empire, that glory of the ancient earth, in the
golden days of ber boundless dominion, when
the imperial.purpie flowed round her Trajans
and Antonines, victors of the world. "J1o sono
Romano-Il arn a Roman," stili breathes mn
ternporary exultation from the wasted lips of
smre famished peasant of the desolate Cam-
pagna, yet proud of his being a dweller among
the crumbling altars of the ruined City of the
Seven His. Has not the prophecy of the
Druid to the Blritish Boadicea-

"Realms that Ciesar never knew,
Thy posterity shall eway,

Where bis eagies neyer flew;
Noue invincible as they!I

been fuMfled seven-f'old 1 And are there not
millions now living, and telis of millions yet
unhnrn, *ho with pride and inward joy can
echo the boast of the ancient Romans, in pro-
elaaxning themselves subjects of an Emipire as
much nobler and more glorious than the colos-
sal dominion of old Rome, na they are, and wil
be, individually superior to the rabid democracy
of the Aventine, or the rough and venal merce-
naries of the Legions. "I1 arna a Briton." To
our ears it has a rich and pleasant sound, and

brigbt thouglits of present excellence an4t
national supremacy breathe in the echoes of
those few words, and mix with the memories
of a brilliant series of dazzling triumphs, such
as the world had neyer known before, eclipsing
ahl legends of past victories. May the hour
be far, far distant when the lips of the brave
Canadhan will cease to pronounce them, or bis
heart cease to respond to their sound,, combin-
ing as f hey do the essence of his political
creed, the birth-right received from his gallant
fathers, the inheritance for his own free chul-
dren, the index of bis duty, the watchqord of
bis allegiance.

"The Queen of England is monarch over
one hundred millions of men !With ber the
old Spanisb boast is true-' On ber dominions
the sun neyer sets.' But the most illustrions
attribute of this unexampled Empire is, that its
princîple 18 benevolence, that knowledge goes
forth with it, that tyranny sinks before it, that
in its magnificent progress it abates the calam-
ties of' nature, tbat it plants the desert, that it
civilizes the savage, that it strikes off the fetters
of' the slave-that its spirit is at once 'Glory
to God, and good-will to man
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Wi 'iTETWÂAD the tide of Empire rois its tvay."

LBIsRuIeLMv.]

Blie, skisad gionlous forests LAf and iight-
Tl'h downward rushing of a thousand floods,

The. 6i-hmsz thunder of the torrent's might;
Thse free winds wrestliog with the giaut woods:

The. fresh, wiid spleudour of the spring-tide mora,
gussliy and youtls their golden treasures flinging-

Tii. ceeu gladue..s of a heart unworn,
And hope'. clear voice tu chainless feeedom, singisg,-~

tg Front thy short annais dash ose stormy page;
Toward the. veil'd future gaze,-there lien thy heritage!

The. West! the West !-Higb theme for minstreils lyre
Wbcse heRit is fresh-WhoOe giance il! ONWÂRD Cast,

Wbont iispe bath touch'd with her prophetic fiee,
Who les... to coider harps to sing the past.

Thse west! the. west! Where Empire's course is speeding
Te fousd broad realins-to rear her mightiest tbrone,

Whseswocth.nd streogth to earthly faine are ieading,
Wksc victory aah aound ber boldest ton.,

Whefle unboca glories with triomphant biaze
Shah disn the~ past' prond deeds, shall paie its flauntini rays.

Roll soft, bloe waters of the " Thousand Iles"
Superior ceam thy ocean-giant's sweep!

Flash op, fair Erie, in the Warin aunes siies;
Gray BHuron, wake thee froin thy teoubled sieep.

Hark! frozo the grecn old woods hoarse voices coin.,
The spirite of the solitudes are out:

Up waves andwinds! Blue rush and sparkiing fcas,
aing thro' the @tartied West the iningied shout

0f strength aud gladuess, che wii jubile.,
In which ye speak your mighct, the authein of che free!

Roll ou hright waves, aiong your sweiling tide
No ruin'd fane, no dark dtsmantled towero

Gaze on your deptha ini rueancholy pride,
To Mar the freghnoess of your forest howers.

Not yours tii. tiine-womn arcb-the shatter'd doine,
The mounful lovelineas of slow decay:

The spieudour of th. inoruing ligbt's your hume,
The freuh maguificence of opening day:-

Tiue o'er your land with haffled might bas flown,
No works of an tu fail-fair nature bow'd alons,


