
From "A Song of th Ing Yh
-Rdyard ipling

Halifax ô
Into the mist m'y guardian prows put forth,
Behind the xnist my virgin ramuparts lie,
The Warden of the Honor of the North,
Sleepless and veilecl am~ I.

Quebzc and Montreal
Peace is our portion. Yet a whisper rose,
Foolisir andi cause less,. haif in jest, hialf hiate,
Now wake wep and remember mighty blows
And, fearing no man, wait.

Victoria -f ý
From East to West the circling word lias passeci
Till West is East beside our land-Iocked blue.
Fromn East to West the tested chain hold fast,
TI:e weIl iorged fliks ring true.

4oL3-1110. 3

vo'r baCeIe<ý.,,ana

aprifft 1800


