
THE COMING OF THE PRI.Nà.CESS.

I,

reak dull November skies, and make
sunshine over wood and lake;
nd fill your cells of frosty air

Tith thousand, thousand welcomes to the Princely pair!
lie land and the sea are alight for them.;
he wrinkled face of old Winter is bright for them;
lie honour and pride of a race
ceure in their dwelling place,
teadfast and stern as the rocks that guard her,

emble and thrill and leap in their veins,
s the bloorl of one man througrh the beacon-lit bordAr!
ike a fire, like a flame.,

ý the Sound of her in-ame,
s the smoky-throated cannon mutter it,
s the smiling lips of a nation utter it,
.nd a bundred rock-lights write it in fire 1
augliter of Empires, the Lady of Lorne,
ack through the mists qf dim centuries borne,
one nobler, none gentler that brave name have worn;
hriiled by storm-buàles, aDd rolled by the seas,

Louise 1.
ur Princess, our- Eznpr*ýs, aur Lady of Lornel.


