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[ THE COMING OF THE PRINCESS.

Men bare the head in homage to the good,

And she who wears the erown of womanhood,
August, not less than that of Empress, reigns
The crowned Victoria of the world’s domains !
North, South, East, West, O Princess fair, behold
In this new world, the daughter of the old,
Where ribs of iron bar the Atlantic’s breast,
Where sunset mountains slope into the west,
Unfathomed wildernesses, valleys sweet,

And tawny stubble lands of corn and wheat,
And all the hills and lakes and forests dun,
Between the rising and the setting sun;

Where rolling rivers run with sands of gold,
And the locked treasures of the mine unfold
Undreamed of riches, and the hearts of men, *
Held close to nature, have grown pure again.
Like that exalted Pair, beloved, revered,

By princely grace, and truth and love endeared,
Here fix your empire in the growing West,

And build your throne in each Canadian breast,
Till West and East strike hands across the main,
Knit by a stronger, more enduring chain,

And our vast Empire become one again.




