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Feet that are slow and listless
And feet that are wild and strong

And feet that like martial music
Keep step in the serried throng.

Brows that the share of anguish
Hath furrowed in life's dark nxorn

Aiid hearts that were seared with sorrow
New thrilled by a hope haif born.

Ranged on the outer marges
Massed in the central'raxiks

Wave upon wave uprolling
As a stream o'er leaps its batiks.

Centre and flatik and vanguard
Marchinig with steady tread

Witb the awed earth mnute before theni
And the miittering skies o'erhead.

Up from the nxurky lowlands,-
Up from the vales of gloolu

Where b)ackward the evil ages
Are left like a bal¶¶ed doom.

SpIenlt with their weary travel
Onward they toil and climb

Their eyes on the suni-bright hilltops
And faith in their hearts sublime.

Freedomn the dreami of ages
Buirna iu their hearts to-day

SmIites wvith its forcefuil impulse
Feet that, are crumibling dlay.

Fect of -in age long image
0f iron and brass o'erthrown


