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God save our gracious King,
Long live our noble King,

God save the King:
Send him victorjous,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign over us;

SGod save the King.

Thy choicest gifts in store
On him be pleased ta pour;

Long may he reign:
May he defend aur laws,
And ever give us cause
To sing with heart and voice,

God save the King.

I Nthe death of Queen Victoria the best men
and women the world over feel that they

have sustained a personal loss. Beneath those
royal robes there beat a woman's heart that
throbbed with woman's tenderness in response
to the joys and sorrows of the Iowliest, and
that synxpathized with the common feelings of
our common humanity.

Her Majesty was every inch a queen. From
the gray dawn of that morning long ago when
her royal hand received its first kiss of allegiance,
down to her last public appearance, her con-
duct of affairs was beyond reproach. More
than once she reminded ministers of their duty,
and on more thau one occasion ber strong
hand held back her people from the horrors of
war. Gray-bearded statesnien paid tribute to
her wisdom and long experietîce in matters
that baffled their masculine îninds, aîid those
who know best assure us of her remarkable
knowledge of ail the business of the greatest
realm ini the world.

But, while she was every inch a qtueen, she
was a wonxan whose price was above rubies,
and the rnemory of her splendid womanhood
is the richest treasure she leaves her sorrow-
ing subjects. The higher the rank the greater
the danger of losing in the position the unique
qualities of manhood or. womanhood. Yet,
great as the danger was, Her Majesty did not
sustain this loss. For more than three score
and three years she was the crowned head of
the greatest kingdom on which the sun shane.
Her position froin the first was beset with dif-
ficulties. Discontent. deep and widespread,
forced its way ta the very foot of the throne.
Rebellion raised its ugly head in saine of her


