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Tho’ Power shall make from land to land 
The name of Britain trebly great— 
Tho’ every channel of the State

Should almost choke with golden sand—•

Yet waft me from the harbour mouth, 
Wild wind ! I seek a warmer sky, 
And 1 will see before I die

The palms and temples of the South.

It is the land that freemen till, 
That sober-suited Freedom chose, 
The land, where girt with friends or foes 

A man may speak the thing he will.

A land of settled government, 
A land of just and old renown, 
Where Freedom broadens slowly down

From precedent to precedent.

Should banded unions persecute 
Opinion, and induce a time 
When single thought is civil crime, 

And individual freedom mute.

accept my proposals, you will receive them with toleration 
and liberality. I believe that feeling which is strongly ex­
istent in the ranks of our opponents, of intolerance of any 
difference of opinion, that determination without argument 
to write and speak down the man who advances anything 
new as revolutionary and unsafe, is not shared by the Liberal 
party. 1 believe you realize the value in the interests of true 
liberty of a free utterance before his fellow-countrymen of 
the distinctive opinions held by a public man. (Cheers.) I 
am quite sure you sympathize with the eulogy which the 
poet-laureate of England conferred upon the old land, and 
you desire that his words of praise should be properly appli­
cable to the new, when in immortal verse he sung :—

You ask me, why, tho’ ill at ease, 
Within this region I subsist, 
Whose spirits talter in the mist, 

And languish for the purple seas ?

Where faction seldom gathers head, 
But by degrees to fulness wrought, 
The strength of some diffusive thought 

Hath time and space to work and spread.
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