
Oùr Col! ntry.

And iike the descrt blossoîn as the rose ;
Fî-oin norti' to soutx, froin east to, west

to be
Offspring of -England's Law and Liberty!
Behiold the t4isk our fatixers had begun,
Throughi toil and strife and dangers nobly

run,
Bielold !the ttask%, the glorious task is

doue !

The Lilies of (ild France are just as fair:
Though lost to siglit, tijeir fragrance stili

10is there- i

The Red Cr-oss beckons ever in the van,

The hope of earth, the steadfast friend
of mnan.

Bencatlî its folds a serried peoplestd
In true and pure allegiance, heart, and

Onie, froin stern Fmidy's deep) arterial
tide

To where the Great Lakes sprend their
waters wvide

One iv: -cie the Rocky Mouintains proudly
soar ;

Onue stili uipon the far Pacifie shore
One peLolC,-to be sunidered nev'ermîom 1

OUR. COUNTRY.

0 beautiful, our country!
Be thine a nobler care

Than ail t.hy wealtli of commerce,
Thy liarvests wvaving fair;

Be it tliy pride to lift up
The mnanhood of the poor;

Be thou to the oppressed
Fair' Freedoin's open dloor!

For thee our fatliers suffered,
For tixce tlîey toiled and prayed;

Upon thy lioly altar
Their wviIIing lives they laid.

Thon hast no coninion birthright,
Grand mnixories on thee shine;

'l'lic blood of pilgrimi nations
Connningling flows iii thinle.

O heautiful, oui' country!
Round thee in love wue draw%

Thinie be the grace of Fî'eedomn,

'l'he inajesty of Law.
Be Righiteoiisness thy sceptre,

Justice tlîy diadeni;
And on thy shirîing forelîead

Be Peaee the crowning geli.

AFRICA.

BW M. ANSIE FOSICETT.

O Africa beloved, for thy sake
Our England wakes to-day to travail sore,
Her regal brow wvhite -%vith lier anguished pain,

Mhile enemnies aglowv withli ate auîd ir-e
Ail breatlîless watch, cager to sec lier die.

0 Africa, land of the streaun auîd palmi,
Our country gives lier rnanlîood's strengtlî for tlxce,
Pours forth for thce the life-blood of lier sons,
Even that thon mnayst risc-thon wvho so long
Hast lain sore bleeding 'neath the tyrant's lied;
Thy swarthy sons, hecirs of tliy goldenx soul,
Treading tlîcir own fair hiilîs as aliens tread,
Till ecdi green înound beconies tîxeir Calvary.

But lift tlîy lîead, foir Liberty draws near
The Angel'of thy years that aire to be,
O Africa, thîy shackles soon slîall faîl,
And thon shait breathie G.odI's air and feel Ris sin,
As chîjîdren glad, or spir-its Cxod-belovecl;
Whiile for thc land thxat g ave lier heart's rich life
Thiat thy yoke miight be broken, thiere shiail be
The îising of a Sun whiclî shaIt uîot set,
For clash of arrns-joy songs of victory,
For- Nvhile at Afric's side br-ave Engoland stands,
Lo! behind thîce, dear Land, there Cstands the Christ.


