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fA \ T.T S onlya small bit of bunting, l¢ flutters in triumph oer ocean,

5 ] its only anold colored rag; As free as the wind or the Wave

ich Yet thousands have died for its honor, | And bondsman from shackles unloosened,

O8i- And shed their best blood for the Flag. ‘ "Neath its shadows no longer a slave.
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'os)i I charged with the Cross of StAndrew, | . It floats over Cyprus and Malta,

e ‘ which of old Scotlands heroeshasled; | = Qler Cana&&,the lnclies,Hong Kongy 4

'i:s It carries the Cross of St Patrick, *And Britons, whereer theirf‘laglsflying,. y

.1en | For which Irelands bravest have bled. Zlaim the rights which to Britons belonj

Joined with these on our own English ensign, | We hoist it to show our devotion,

St George's red Cross on white field, To our Queen to our Country and Laws; !
Round which from King Richard to Wolseley, It's the outward and visible emblem,
Britons conquer,ordie, but neer yield. Of Advancement and Libertys cause. I

You may say its a small bit of lvunun_g,
You may call it an old Co\o_re,cl rag;
' Yet freedom has made it majesh'c‘

YAnd time has enobled the Fl&g.




