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And ere May goes 81e strews our olden Queen
With prairie crocus sheathed in velvet gray,
The mystic-sweet arbutus' f airy spray,

Spring beauties starring o'er the gladey scelle,
Mild violet throngs, which charmn the deils away

From dusk, with tinte adorably serene,
Bold bloodroot multitudes of waxen sheen

Crowding on headlands, open to the day
When woodlaud daffodils of pensive head

Have shrunk before the bannered trilliuin hoat:
Then hazes, dreaming over field and coast,

.$Sem to, ensliroud our weil beloved dead,
Whose long engloried annals cannot bost

A fairer ray than lier own gooduesa shed.
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T119 etoried festival of ail our year
Wus uni orgot in Edward s honoured riu
And ever shail be, thougli we me gi

A crowned manlinesa we weil revere:
The more ouï Royal Sailor's naine is dear,

And Mary's, for lier queenlinees so fain'
0f Pityls help to Poverty and Pain,

The more we deem our olden Queen is, here,
Regnaut in obildren bearing aceptred trust

AB in profound huxnility of soul;
And more our grateful hearts the King extol,

Since to our sway he spares the Prince august
TIn mien, in faine, incet worthy on the sorol
wf'ral kim frank, siiuole-hearted, just.


