
Hit difaity of trntk nato tta* end—
All nurlnd for Cuuda her ttobler troad.

No nood of itatoly pomp nor loud eckin
To movra tht mtaory of Mackenzie's name I
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IRD of the motliering wings,
How the whir of thy motion sings

Of balm and peace I

From earth's old bond of pain,

And anguish of cruel stain

Brooding release.

Bird of the plumage quiet,

Settling e'en mid the riot

Of sword and shell;

Bringing the hovei of Christ

And all His sacrificed

In sight of helL

Of all-encircling love

Our world's harbinger dove I

Thy healing clings

Where creature pang is heard;

Hallow'd thy touch, O bird

Of mothering wings!
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