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FA i<hVi E l, ear Eîiglin<l faiîît thy sloî us ic growin,

SWhile o'ur the billows wietebreeze is lîlowilîg
'i'at h., s Ouîr ship) to yoildcr distant, %Vcst.

Oh t saced lanîd tliat tNviliglat is enfoldinig,
Wh'îo mîay îîrestiîîî to gticss liow tunîy years

Till once again %vitli joy we aie lielioldIliî
Wlhat iiîo is seeni throigh vi8ioll lî-ownud iiit.în

F"arewell, beloved Enýtglait as we potîder
ILp1ot the greatîîcss o>f thy deatless ninme,

Absence -wilt iinaku its iiieulory the fonder,
For skies zire changied. but huearts are vet tic saine.

Sii.fe uiidcrneatli the si-lîo% of thy power,
Wer go to fouid a rmalin beyond the sea,

Anid nitilit will dread in isiagezrs dlaiklst ioiir
If but rettiaiiîing-- fajUlifîti unto tliee.

Ili tliat new wçorld heyoîd the inighîv occati,
Tliat far-off counitry whiithuer we are botiîid,

Yet deeper will bezomie the lieart*s devotion
To tliy for ever blessed and liallowed groii

T'le lhues of suilset in the t-wilight bieîiding,
Vfie wiîîter wids thiat thîroigh the forest swecp),

WVill buit rceali the vale of peace uneiîding
Wliere the Iovcd tslies of our fathieis scep.

And oftentiiues beaiith the staîhight. dt aîniiiîg
Wilmioy lier deathless lialo fling

O'er suliset briglîtîiuss tliroiîgli Uie foliage sticanliiing-,
Aîid Iiiuînets' songs tliat vauthe Woods of spring.

The silver iists th:it slînîi.,ur on the river,
Tie wandcrinig winds thiat steal tite inoorlanids tJer,

Br-aeken and( fcrîi mherc frosts of aîtitmi shiiver,
And lovely waves that iirinur on Uie shxore.

Mit yet Uic homne of oîîr iiinchanged affection,
0f Emipire undisturlîed aiî< glory vast,

13ound hy an inîdissoluîblec (nncctioii
WVitil all thiat cati illutiiiiate the past,

Su'Iai freedom thy great watchiworà be for- ever,
And wlicn Uie sword is drawn for liberty,

Erc hiuiian liaxd lier imme and thine slial sever,
Thy children will rettîrî and tiglît foi tlice.
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