
AND OTHEB POEMS

"MOTHER ENGLAND »»

"That day will navar coma whan acattaratf natlona
of tha Brttlah raoa. looking with loyal lova from avary
oompaaa. to tha Uttla mothar lalaa

—

'OIrt by tha dim atr- ht aaa.
And multltudinoua t of wandarlnv wava.'
and rapoalnf aafa anu dorloua In that aapphira am-
braca. ahall turn round to call on Canada to add har
volca to awall tha paal of filial cratulatlon, of proud
aaauranca of co-oparatlon, and, If naad ba, of help—
and will turn In vain."

—(Nlcholaa Flood Davln. In Shaftabury Hall
apeech, Toronto, 187S.)

We love thee, Mother England!
There is no other word

Our hearts can feel, our lips can breathe,

Our ears have ever heard

—

That thrills like "Mother England!
("Step-mother," if you will—,

That word but proves her mother-love

Diviiier, deeper still!)

We love thee, Mother Engu i,

Whose arms still open wide
To welcome those who fain would fly

For shelter to thy side.

Who loves not Mother England
Must worse than bastard be!

For bended twigs take root and grow
About the mother-tree.


