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LI TERATURE.

ProETRmnyY,

A WELCOME TO PRINCESS ALEXANDRA.
BY TOE POET LAUREATE.

Sea-kings daughter from over the sea,
Alexandral

Saxon and Norman aund Dane are we,

But all of us Danes in our welcome of thee,
Alexandral

Wolcome her, thunders of fort and of flect!

Welcome ber, thundering cheer of the street!

Welcome her, all things yonthful and sweet,

Scatter the blogsom under her feet!

Break, bappy 1and, into earlier flowers!

Make music, O bird, in tho new-bodded bowers!

Welcomeo her, welzome her, all that is ours!

Warble, O bugle, and trumpet, blare!

Flags, flutter out upon turrets and towers !

Flawes, on the wiady beadland fiare!

Utter your jubilee, steeplo and spire |

Clash, yo bells, in the merry March sir}

Flash, ye cities, in rivers of firel

‘Welcomo her, welcomo the land's desire,

. Alexandral
Seakings’ daughter as bappy as fair,
Blissful bride of 8 blissful heir,

Brido of the heir of the kings of tho ses,
O joy to the people and joy to the throne,

Gome to us, love vs and mako us your own ¢

For Saxon or Dane or Norman we,

Teuton or Celt, or whatever we bo,

We are each all Dane ia our welcomo of thee,
Alexandral

TEXNTS0N.

S———

KING CHRISTIAN.
THE NATIONAL SONG OF DENMARK.
TRANSLATED BY MARY HOWITT. -

{Tbe splendid Danish national lyric, tho singiog of which accompa.
nied the Princess on her routs through her native country, and ofwhich
the following is a transiativn, was written by Johun Eveld, one of the
most vigorous dramatic and lyrical poets of Denmark. It was struck
off by him io a bappy moment, amidst great illaess and yoverty, and
was immediately adopted as the National Aathem of bis conntry. The
incident to which it refers took placo in the gréat sea fight between the
Danes and Swedes oo the coast of Denmark on July 11, 1644, when
King Christian IV. commanded the flect as his own Admiral. Although
twelve men fell dead or disabled around him struck by tha splinters of
a pieco of timber shattered by & caonon-ball, and the King himself was
severely wounded, he naver moved from his post until the battle had
been won, Nicls Juel, mentioned in the lyric, was a celebrated Danish
Aduoiral; and * Tordenshield” was the nom de guerre of another fumous
seaman, Vice-Admirel Pederwessel.]

Kipg Christian stood by the lofty mast,

In smoke and night :
His sword dealt blows so fell and fast,
Through Swedish helms and skulls it passed

Xid smoko and night.
¢ Fly1” cried they; ¢ 851 8y, all who can—
Who dare face Denmark’s Christian

In fight??

Niels Juel, he heard the tempest blow;
Now for your lifel
~Aloft be bade the red flag go,
Stroko upoo stroko he dealt the blow,
They cricd aloud whilst tempests blow,
Now for your lifet
% Fly1” cricd they all, * to shelter iy
For who can Depmark’s Juel defy
In strife 7

O seal the fires of Wessel clave

Thy deatb-smoke dread ;
Here to thy bosom fled the brave;
Round him flashed terror and the grave;
The ramparts heard the roar which drave

Throngh death-smoke dread ;
From Dermark thundered Tordenshield,
To Meaven for aid they all appealed,

And fled.



