
rHE COMING OF TRE PBINCESS.

In the north among the clansmen of Argyle.
Now the sullen plunge of waves for many a mile

Along the roaring Ottawa is beard,
And the cry of some wood bird,

Wild. and sudden and sweet,
Scared from its perch by the rush and trample of feet,
And the red glare of the torches im-the night.
And now the long façade gray with many a twinkling

light
Reaches hands of welcome, and the bells peal, and the

guns,
And the hoarse blare of the trumpets, and the throbbing

of the drums
Fill the air Ilke shaken music and the very waves rejoice
In the gladness, and the greeting, and the triumph of

their voice.

VI.

Under triumphal arches, blazoned with banners and serolls,
And tlÎê sound of a People's exulting, still gatherinom as it

rolls,
Enter the gates of the city, and take the waiting throne,

the Ëeart of a N 0 Royal Pair, your own.
And make 'Iation,
Sons of the old raée, we, and heirs of ihe old and the

new
Our liands are bold and strong, and our bearts are faith.
ful- and true;


