EDUCATIONAL REVIEW

BRITANNIA VIOTRIX
(By Robert Bridges in the ‘Times’, London).

Careless wast thou in thy pride,
Queen of seas and countries wide
Glorying on thy peaceful throne:—
Can thy love thy sins atone?
What shall dreams of glory serve,
If thy sloth thy doom deserve,
When the strong relentless foe
Storm thy gates to lay the low?

Careless, ah! he saw thee leap
Mighty from thy startled sleep,
Heard afar thy challenge ring:
"Twas the world’s awakening.

Welcome to thy children all
Rallying to thee without call

_Oversea; the sportive sons

From thy vast dominions!
Stern in onset or defence, .
Terrible in their confidence.

Dauntless wast thou, fair goddess,
Neath the cloud of thy distress;
First and mirthful wast thou seen
In thy toil and in thy teen;

While the nations looked to thee,
Spent in world-wide agony.

Darkmth hormr—stnckmduty,
Namnmﬂ:ybuﬁmldw :
Beckoning thee with heavenly beauty,
Heightening ever on thine isle
All her seasons’ tranquil smile;
Till thy soul anew converted
Roaming o'er the fields deserted

By thy sorrow sanctified, :
oundaplwewebennbhxde.

Soon fresh beauty lit thy face,
Thenthms&ood’stmnenvmshnghm—
Snddenmuronlandandm
Swell’d the voice of victory.

Now when jubilant bells resound
And thy sons come laurel crown'd,
After all thy tears of woe ‘
Thou no longer canst forego, -
Now.mywirsmldos?dmﬂdw;‘

Land, dear land, whose sea-built skon
Nurseth warriors evermore,

Land, whenoeFreedamfuandleu




