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Good.by 1 good-by 1 Our bearts and hiands,
Our lips in. houe8t Saxon phrases,

Cry, Goa be withi imi tilt lie stands
JuJs feet amid bis Englishl daisies.

'Tis here we part. For other eyes
The busy deek, the fltuttcrîng streimer,

The dripping arms that plunge and rise,
The waves in foam, the ahip ini tremor,

The kerehicfs waving fromn the pier,
The eloudy pillar gliding o'er hii,

The deep blue desert, Jonc and drea,-r,
Witli lienven above and home before hM.

Mis home 1 The Western giant smiles,
And twirls the spotty globe to find it:

"This littie speek-, the Biritishi Isles?
'Tis but a freekie, never mmnd it 1"

fle ]aughis, and ail bis prairies roll,
Eacli gurgling1 eataraet roars and ehuekiles,

And ridges, sk-etcbeýfrom pole to pole,
Hleave tilt they shake their iron knueleles.

Then Hlonor, witli bis fr-ont austere,
Turned on thle sneer a frown deflant,

.And Freedom, leaning on lier spear,
Langlied louder than the ]aughing giant:

"Our isiet is a world(," slie said,
IlWhere glory with its d'îst bas blended,

And J3ritain keeps lier noble dead
Till eartb, and scas, and skies are rendcd r'

23eneath ecd swinging forest bougli
Some arm as $tout in death reposes;

From 'waye-wasliedl foot to, heaven Icissed bro-w,
Hfer valor's life-blood runs ina roses.

Nay, let our oeean-bosonied West
WTr*,te, smiliug in lier flond pages:

"One-blf lier soul lias walked thec rest
lu poets, lieroes, martyrs, sages 1"

Huged in tbe elinging bullo-ws' chisp,
From seaweed fninge, to Mountain lieather,

Th'e ]3citislh oaki, with rooted grasp,
Hfer siender liaudful liolds tog.,ethier.


