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QTJEEN'S BIRTHDAY.

Welcome, again, Victoria's day I

jWe saw the dawn in the eastern way.

Dispart its starry screen ;— ^

I

And we haiPd it, with a loyal lay :

—

[Bear it, oh breeze, o'er the deep and spray,

Unto our gracious Queen !

[Welcome, again, our holiday

!

fature appeareth in fair array.

Blossoms and birds between

;

Canadian sons and daughters gay,

—

Lnd the old that watch the children play,

All, all, love England's Queen 1


