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As warrior dies on battle day,
Where duty placed him in the fray,

So noble Alice lowly lay
Where crowns'are rust

And stricken bibe and mother's clay
Are Il dust to dust."

And he a mother loved so ivell,
On whom a father's mantle fell,
And gave ,he wisdom that could tell

The course to steer,
Lay down ý%,-here Cannes' blue woters swell

On strancrers' bis.1cr.

Still, tho' that heart be sad and lone;
Tho' hopes have died andjoys have flown.,
And like th'unmated dove's sad moan,

Her orrief shall last
A nation"s cares she makes her own,

As i n the past.

May blessings cheer thee on thy way,
And comiiior years brush tears away,
Till shadows flee, and nightless day

At lenorth be seen.
Our heart of heai-ts till then shall pray

cc GOD SAVE OUR QUEEN-!.ý


