THE COMING OF THE PRINCESS.
I‘

reak dull November skies, and make
sunshine over wood and lake;
nd fill your cells of frosty air
ith thousand, thousand welcomes to the Princely pair!
1e land and the sea are alight for them;
he wrinkled face of old Winter is bright for them;

cure in their dwelling place,
eadfast and stern as the rocks that guard her,
temble and thrill and leap in their veins,
s the blood of one man through the beacon-lit border!
ike a fire, like a flame,
t the sound of her name,
s the smoky-throated cannon mutter it,
s the smiling lips of a nation utter it,
nd a hundred rock-lights write it in fire!
paughter of Empires, the Lady of Lorne,
Back through the mists gf dim centuries borne
one nbbler, none gentler that brave name have worn;
hrilled by storm-bugles, and rolled by the seas,
Louise! . o
pur Princess, our Empress, our Lady of Lorne!




