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INTRODUCTION

letter to the Marquii of Montrose, that if » nan were
pemitted to make aU the baUads. he need not carewho Aould make the lawa of a nation. To fortify
tfus statement we need not go back to the days of the
Greek schoolmaster, Tyrtaus, who by his songs led
the Spartans to yiotoiy, and who vie. for famfwith
their great lawgiver Lycurgus himself. In these
modern days, Kipling, our Imperial bard, perhaps
zeroises a wider sway over the minds and hearts 5
iJntons than any contemporary law-maker howevergnat

nnPl^ii^^''.^'********'
" ^••'^ " '^ ot course,

not baUads in the modem sense of ««, term, but^
ther national baMs, and particnUrly mitiTal «,n^As such songs have a power beyond aU others ZjnataraUy live a long and glorious life. Our Briti

A

<rf a royal birthday, a song destitute of poetic phrases

^e ^ciss^tudes of more than a century and a half,and bids fair to live for many ages, m Star-Spa^
gled Banner was abo the product of a special^«u»n, and was written by one who wrote n^hlngXof permanent value ; still, after nearly a hundredy^
l^^J""^

-American audien<i to ent^sS
ttoTb^tuf^"^ ^' *^ '^'^y '^ -

National song, are not necessarily great poems. In
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fact, very few such songs rank high as literature.

The appeal to the popular heart, certainly the i^peal

to the rugged nature of the average soldier, must be

simple and direct and charged with national sentiment.

Some of our national songs transgress the elementary

laws of rhythm and even of rhyme, and still they have
sovereign power over multitudes by virtue of some
compelling quality which the literary critic can with

difficulty comprehend. No doubt many of these songs

are floated and carried along down the years by the

attractiveness of the airs to which luckily they have
been wedded.

Many of the poems in this book breathe a spirit of

war. By actuld count it will be found that over fifty

of them sing of battle and bloodshed and victory, of

whistling bullet and roaring cannon, of blaring trum-
pets and shrilling bagpipes. Nor is this strange, when
we consider that the origin and permanence of a na-

tion's life have nearly always depended upon deeds of

national valour. Many of these national songs have,

indeed, been written under the glow of an inspiration

produced by national victories or under the influence

of the stirring exaltation experienced amid the storm

and stress of war. The teacher will find no difficulty in

firing the martial spirit of his pupils. The hereditary

fighting instinct lies dormant in nearly all and can read-

ily be aroused. A more difficult task will be the teach-

ing of another kind of patriotism,— the patriotism of

peaceful pursuits, of honourable lives, of obedience to

law. The young should learn the lesson that a man
may prove his patriotism as well at home as on the bat-

tlefield. Some one has well said, " It is harder to live

for one's country than to die for it."

Tliere is one feature that the national song must
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have to be thoroughly successful ; it must be boldly
distinctave and exclusive. The poet exalts his own
country and depreciates, if he does not malign all
other nations. Our British anthem gives no uncertain
sound :—

Confoand their politics,

Frustrate their knavish tricks.

Nor does the Maraeillaiae Hymn temper its diction :-
ShaU hatefal tyrants mischiefs breeding.
With hireling hosts, a mfiBan band, ttc.

Even Tennyson, the apostle of moderation, who tellsus to cut prejudice against the grain, when it comes
to a matter of patriotism can be as exclusive as themost insular patriot could desire:—
There is no land like England, where'er the light of day be-Therj^^are^o he.ru like English hearts, suchtearj of i^^.

This exdu,»iveness, this positiveness, is of the very

poetry would have no reason for existence.

Jl^ iri^
an interesting study to examine thenational characteristics which oo» out from the va^

IZ 1^'^''^:^ comparison of our own God8^ tU my with the MaraeaiaUe Hymn and

^^ Columbia will lead to some interesting i^siTEnghnd France, and America speak thei^ in unm^:taloble tones the national sentimente usually ascribSto ^eje nations In the Japanese battleiuTl^

e^twW^''*'*'™"**^
-Piritof Nippon bLS::

of^u«'7^^*^r^* *^" ^^<^<^ Departmentof Ontario make «,ch a volume as the present a desid-eratum m the «,hools. In the prograLe of sSa
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w« find that patriotiMn is to be inonleated dinotly or
indireoUy bj the teMher. Didaetie tidks on bre of
oountfy ue apt to prove inane and meffeetiTe, jnrt as
parental advioe to ohildren on love of parants is osnally
alueless. A ohUd wiU love his parents if they an
worthy of his love. So the pupils of onr schools will
learn to love their country with a spontaneous and
intelligent love when their fund of knowledge is big
enough to make them comprehend the greatness and
glorious destiny of their country.

Some may doubt the wisdom of including in a
volume intended chiefly for schools the patriotic poems
of other than British sentiment. Twenty.five years
ago no editor ^wculd have faced the odium that such a
i
ir<oeeding would have provoked. But the spirit of

t3'i> age has become more liberal and generous in
matters educational as well as in matters civil and
religious. While we maintain that a man's "first,
best country ever is at home," we must be prepared to
admit that some portion of the favour of the Giver of
all good has been conferred on the rest of mankind.
While we may loyally "cast a long look where Eng-
land's glories shine " we must not forget to throw our
eyes in other directions. Our patriotism must be of
that sturdy kind which grows best in broad areas and
under the stress of opposing forces. Too much of the
patriotism of the past has been mere bigotry and selfish
exdusiveness. If wars are ever to cease, there must
grow up among the nations a better understanding of
one another's sensibilities. We do, indeed, belong to
an empire that leads the nations of the world in clear-
ness of international vision and in scrupulous regard
for the amenities of international intercowM.

Regarding the arrangement of the poems in this
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book little need be nid. The method of gronping
that has been employed will commend itself. Within
eaoh group chronological considerations have mainly
determined the order. It is fitting that the first patri.
otic voice in the volome should be that of our Master
Poet

; and that the hut should be a strain from that
wonderful Island Bace which is proving herself to be
a worthy ally of the great Island Baoe whence Cana-
dians are sprung.

At the present crisis of Canadian history, when
we are assuming our place among the nations of the
world and have become the cynosure of other lands,
it is proper that the pupils of our schools should be-
come well acquainted with our patriotic songs. It
would be a mere pktitude to sneak of the vastness of
our countr- and the richness and variety of our re-
onrces. Every schoolboy knows of these things. What
is to be aimed at by the teachers of the Dominion is
to give those under their charge the enthusiastic spirit
which those who know our country best have not failed
to catch. This " Introduction " cannot end with more
suitable words than those spoken to Canadians by a
great Irishman a quarter of a century ago, and those
spoken only yesterday by the Premier of Canada.
Lord DuflFerin, the eloquent, a few days before he left
our shores, ezchumed: "Love your country, believe
in hw, honor her, work for her, Uve for her, die for
her. Never has any people been endowed with a no-
bier birtiiright or blessed with prospects of a fairer
future." Sir Wilfrid Laurier in his great speech
delivered recenUy in Toronto dechired: "The twen-
tieth century shall be the century of Canada. Canada
shall be the star towards which aU men who love
progress and freedom shall go."

J. E. W.



auS^o^ .t^
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POEMS OF THE LOVE OF COUNTRY

ENGLAND*

Tms royal throne of kmgs, this scepter'd isle,

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
This other Eden, demi-paradise.

This fortress, built by Nature for herself

< Against infection and the hand of war.
This happy breed of men, this little world,
This preoions stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall
Or as a moat defensive to a house,

10 Against the envy of less happier lands.
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this Eng.

land.

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,
Fear*d by their breed, and famous by their birth,
Renowned for their deeds as far from home,

u For Christian service and true chivalry.
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's son,
This land of such dear souls, this dear, dear Und.

WnxiAx Shakispiabb.

«>«»«» n. It appMNd ill SB sntboIogT, " Eaclaad'i Pkiw
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vt

BN6LANO INVINCIBLE*

This England n«Tw did, nor ntrtr ahall,Lm at the proad foot of a oonqoeror,
But wlien it flnt did hdp to wonnd itMlf.
Now thMoW prinoM an oome home agidn,
Come the three oomen of the world in amu,
And we iUU diook them

:
naught .haU make u. roe.

If England to itMlf do rert but true.

WlLLUX SKAKnrXABB.

BULE, BBITANNU

Whin Britain first at Hearen's oommand
Aroee from out the aiure main,

Thie wa» the charter of the land.
And guardian angelf rang this etiain

:

• Rule, Britannia I rule the wavesl
Britons never will be sbves.

Th«) nations not so blest as thee
Must in their turns to tyrants fiOl,

While thou shalt flourish great and free
The dread and envy of them all.

Rule, Britannia I rule the waves I

Britons never will be sUves I

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,
More dreadful from each foreign stroke:

u As the loud blast that tears the skies
Serves but to root thy native oak.

h^^^^ ff^ li- of "King John," . pUy th.t"WMlies the spint of defiance to England'! foe*.

u
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Rule, Britannia I rule the waves I

^toni neTer will be elaTee I

Thee hanghtjr tyrants ne'er shall tame

;

M All their attempts to bend thee down
Will but aroase thy generous flame,

Bat work their woe and thy renown.

Bole, Britannia I mle the wares

!

Britons never will be slaves

!

» To thee belongs tiie rural reign

;

Thy cities shall witii commerce shine

;

All thine shall be the subject nuun.

And eveiy shore it circles thine I

Bule, Britannia I rule the waves I

N Britons never wiU be slaves I

The Muses, still with Freedom found.

Shall to thy happy coast repair

;

Blest Isle, with matchless beauty crown'd.

And manly hearts to guard the fair:—
»Bule, Britannial rule^ waves!
Britons never will be slaves I

Jaku TBomoy.

BOADICEA>

When the British warrior>queen,

Bleeding from the Boman rods,

Sought, with an indignant mien,

Counsel of her country's gods,

> Bosdiaea, the wif* of Phwutagiu, King of the leeni, a
tribs in EiuUm Britua. Fkauitagna, to teeiue his kinsdoin
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• Sage beneath the spreading oak
Sat the Dniid, hoary chief,—

Every burning word he spoke

Full of rage and full of grief

:

" Prinoess I if our aged eyes

M Weep upon thy matchless wrongs,

'T is because resentment ties

All the terrors of our tongues.

** Rome shall perish I— write that word
In the blood that she has spilt

;

u Perish, hopeless and abhorr'd,

Deep in ruin as in guilt I

" Rome, for empire far renowned,

Tramples on a thousand states

;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground—
M HarkI the Q«ul is at her gates I

** Other Romans shall arise,

Heedless of a sddier's name

;

Sounds, not arms, shall win. the priie.

Harmony, tiie path to fame.

» ** Then the progeny that springs

From the forests of our land.

Armed with thunder, clad with wings.

Shall a wider world command.

and famfly from molMtation, <m hia death bflqaeathed hii gnat
wealth to hia danghten joiiitly with the Boman Empeior. The
will was made by the Roman offieials a pretext for the spoliation

of the whole property, fioadieea, in the tronUona timee that

followed, waa flogged, and her family waa treated abamefally.
The VMidt was that the leeni rerdted from the Bomana, 68 A. D.
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" Regions Cntar never knew
M Thy poeteritj thall sway

;

Where his eagles never flew,

None invincible as they."

Such the bard's prophetic words,
Pregnant with celestial Are,

M Bending as he swept the chords
Of his sweet but awful lyre.

She, with all a monarch's pride.
Felt them in her bosom glow

;

Rushed to battle, fought, and died;
M Dying, hurled them at the foe.

** Ru£Bans, pitiless as proud I

Heaven awards the vengeance due

;

Empire is on us bestowed.
Shame and ruin wait for you."

WibUAif Gowns.

"ENGLAND, I LOVE THEE STILL"
From Thi Tcuk

England, with all thy faults, I love thee still.My country I and while yet a nook is left
Where English minds and manners may be found,
&liaU be constrained to love thee.

» Time was when it was praise and boast enot^h
In every clime, and travc^ where we might.
That we were boni her children

; praise enough
J^ fill the ambition of a private man.
That Chatham's hinguage was his mother-tongue.
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*• d** ^f*?** «7^ »«»• «»Pi»«at with hit own.;^»^M thoie hoBoan, ud lutwaU with th«m
^hoptofw^hMjaft,,. Th.yh«T«faUtn
**oh in hit iMd of glorj: om in nmt,
And out in oounoU— Wolfe upon tho lap

»9'"!»i?nfViotofythntniooitntwon.
And ChUh«n.» haarUiok of hit oonntiy't thame I

J?*yff^«"»»ny«oMiert. Chatham, ttiU
Contulting England't happinett at homt,
Seonrtd it by an onfotgiving frown

»« My wronged her. Wolfe, where'er he fought
F^t to mnoh of hit heart bto Lit aet,
That hit example had a magnet't foroe,
And all were twift to follow whom aU lored

.

nioie rant are tet Oh, rite tome other tuch

!

WoLUMCowraa.

"SCOTS WHA HAS"'

Scon, tniia hae wi' WAllaoe bled,
Sooli, wham Bmee hat aften led,
Weloome to yonr gory bed

OrtoTietoriel

> 8e*Mi jmn befoi* tk paUiaatioa of « The TMk" tlM E»i

«o •fmad, uad, -Thmn is » tndition whioh I bar* iMt with

throw into, bad of ScottiA odo fitted to thoS^ ,^ nririit

Vtmn on that oTutfol day."
^^
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• Now ' the day, and now ' the hour

:

See the front o' battle lour,

See approach proud Edward's power,
Chaini and slaverie I

Wha will be a traitor knave?
M Wha can fill a coward's grave ?

Wha sae base as be a slave?

Let him turn, and flee

!

Wha for Scotland's King and Law
Freedom's sword will strongly draw,

u Freeman stand or freeman fa',

Let him follow me I

By Oppression's woes and pains,
By your sons in servile chains,

We will drain our dearest veins,
" But they shall be free!

Lay the proud usurpers low I

Tyrants fall in every foe

!

Liberty 's in every blow

!

Let us do, or die I

ROBSBT BoBm.

"IT IS NOT TO BE THOUGHT 0F"»

It is not to be thought of that the Flood
Of British freedom, which, to the open sea
Of the world's praise, from dark antiquity
Hath flowed, " with pomp of waters, unwithstood," «

» This WM written in 1802 or 1803, when an inTMion by Na-
poleon WM threatened.

* The quotetion is from an Elizabethan poet, Daniel, anther
ofBookaoftheCiTUWarfc"
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•^UMd though it be fuU often to a mood
Which •punu the check of salutaiy bands,
That this mort famons stream in bogs and sands
Should perish ; and to evil and to good
Be lost for ever. In our halls is hung

10 Armoury of the invincible knights of old •

We njust be free or die, who speak the tongue

Which MUton held. In everything we are sprung
Of Earth's first blood, have titles manifold.

WOUAM WOBMWOSTB.

"BREATHES THERE THE MAN"
Rom The Lay ofthe Lai Mitutrtl

Bmsathbs there the man, with soul so dead.
Who never to himself hath said.
This is my own, my native hmd I

^
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned.
As home his footsteps he hath turned.
From wandering on a foreign strand I—

If such there breathe, go, mark him well

;

For him no minstrel raptures swell

;

High though his titles, proud hb name,
10 Boundless his wealth as wish can claim

;

Despite those titles, power, and pelf,
The wretch, concentred all in self
Living, shaU forfeit fair renown,

*

And, doubly dying, shaU go down
15 To the vile dust, from whence he sprung.
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung.

Sm WALxn SooTT.
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There is a land, of every land the pride,
IWoved of Heaven o'er aU the world beside,
Where brighter suns dispense serener light,
And milder moons imparadise the night;

» A knd of beauty, virtue, valour, truth,

'

^me-tutored age, and love^xalted youth.
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores.
Views not a realm so beautiful and fair

10 Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air.
'

In every clime, the magnet of his soul.
Touched by remembrance, trembles to that pole

;

For in this knd of Heaven's peculiar race.
The heritage of Nature's noblest grace,

M There is a spot of earth supremely blest,A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest.
Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside
Hjs sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride.
While m his softened looks benignly blend

aoThe sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend.

Here woman reigns; the mother, daughter, wife,
btrew with fresh flowers the narrow way of life •

In the clear heaven of her delightful eye
An angel-guard of love and graces lie

;

» Around her knees domestic duties meet,
And fireside pleasures gambol at her feet.
Where shall that land, that spot of earth be found '
Art thou a man ?- a patriot ?_ look around

;

Oh thou Shalt find, howe'er thy footeteps roam,
» That land thy country, and that spot thy home.

JahXB MOMTOOIUBT.
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YE MARINERS OP ENGLAND

Ye Mariners of England I

That guard our native seas

;

Whose flag has braved a thousand years
The battle and the breeze I

s Your glorious standard launch again
To match another foe I

And sweep through the deep,

While the stormy windtt do blow

;

While the bafjtle rages loud and long,

10 And the stormy winds do blow.

The Spirits of your fathers

Shall start from every wave I

For the deck it was their field of fame,
And Ocean was their grave

:

14 Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell

Your nutnly hearts shall glow.

As ye sweep through the deep,

While the stormy winds do blow

;

While the battle rages loud and long,

» And the stormy winds do blow.

Britannia needs no bulwarks.

No towers along the steep;

Her march is o'er the mountain-waves.
Her home is on the deep.

25 With thunders from her native oak
She quells the floods below.

As they roar on the shore.

When the stormy winds do blow

;

And the battle rages loud and long,
M And the stormy winds do blow.



BATTLE OF THE BALTIC M
The meteor flag of England
Shall yet terrific bom

;

Till danger's troubled night depart.
And the star of peace return.

» Then, then, ye ocean warriors

!

Our song and feast shall flow
To the fame of your name,
When the storm has ceased to blow

;

When JuB fiery fight is heard no more,
40 And the storm has ceased to blow. '

Tboxas Camfbul.

BATTLE OF THE BALTIC

»

Of Nelson and the North
Sing the glorious day's renown,
When to battle fierce came forth
All the might of Denmark's crown,

B And her arms along the deep proudly shone

;

By each gun the lighted brand
In a bold, determined hand.
And the Prince of all the land
Led them on.

10 Like leviathans afloat.

Lay their bulwarks on the brine

;

While the sign of battle flew
On the lofty British line:

It was ten of April mom by the chime

:

16 As they drifted on their path,

1 Thu battle is asnally called the Battle of Copenhagen,
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There.was silence deep as death

;

And the boldest held his breath, "^

For a time.

But the might of England flashed

30 To anticipate the scene

;

And her van the fleeter rushed

O'er the deadly space between.
** Hearts of oak !

" our captains cried, when each

gun
From its adamantine lips

IS Spread a death-shade round the ships,

Like th^ hurricane eclipse

Of the sun.

Again! again! again!

And the havoc did not slack,

M Till a feeble cheer the Dane
To our cheering sent us back

;

Their shots along the deep slowly boom
Then ceased— and all is wail.

As they strike the shattered sail

;

ts Or in conflagration pale

Light the gloom.

Out spoke the victor then,

As he hailed them o'er the wave

;

** Ye are brothers ! ye are men

!

40 And we conquer but to save :—
So peace instead of death let us bring

;

But yield, proud foe, thy fleet.

With the crews, at England's feet.

And make submission meet

tf To our king."

Um^



BATTLE OF THE BALTIC

Then Denmark bleued oar chief,

That he gave her wounds repose

;

And the sounds of joy and grief

From her people wildly rose,

w As death withdrew his shades from the day.

While the sun looked smiling bright

O'er a wide and woeful sight.

Where the fires of funeral light

Died away.

^ Now, joy. Old England, raise

For the tidings of thy might.

By the festal cities' blaze.

Whilst the wine-cup shines in light

;

And yet amidst that joy and uproar,

60 Let us think of them that sleep

Full many a fcithom deep

By thy wild and stormy steep,

Elsinore I

28

M

<;

Brave hearts I to Britain's pride

« Once so faithful and so true,

On the deck of fame that died ;
—

With the gallant good Riou :
^

Soft sigh the winds of Heaven o'er their grave

!

While the billow mournful rolls

70 And the mermaid's song condoles,

Singing glory to the souls

Of the brave

!

Thomas Campbell.

* Captain Rion, jaiUy entitled '< the gallant and the good " by

Lord Nelson when he wrote home his dispatches.
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE"«

Go where glory waits thee

;

But, while fame elates thee,

O, still remember me I

When the praise thou meetest
6 To thine ear is sweetest,

O, then remember me I

Other arms may press thee,
Bearer friends caress thee.
All the joys that bless thee

^
Sweeter far may be

;

But when friends are nearest.
And when joys are dearest,

O, then remember me I

When, at eve, thou rovest
18 By the star thou lovest,

O, then remember me I

Think, when home returning,
Bright we 've seen it burning,

O, thus remember me I

ao Oft as summer closes,

When thine eye reposes
On its lingering roses.

Once so lov'd by thee.
Think of her who wove them,

M Her who made thee love them,
O, then remember me

!

t



THE MINSTREI^BOY S6

When around thee dying

Autumn leaves are .lying,

O, then remember me

!

M And at night, when gazing

On the gay hearth blazing,

O, still remember me

!

Then, should music, stealing

All the soul of feeling

» To thy heart appealing.

Draw one tear from thee

;

Then let memory bring thee

Strains I used to sing thee,—
O, then remember me I

Thokas Moobb.

THE MINSTREL-BOY

The Mlnstrel-Boy to the war is gone.

In the ranks of death you 'U find him

;

His father's sword he hath girded on.

And his wild harp slung behind him.

s ** Land of song !

" said the warrior bard,
'* Tho' all the world betrays thee.

One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard,

One faithful harp shall praise thee
!

"

10

The minstrel fell, but the foeman's chain

Could not bring that proud soul under

;

The harp he lov'd ne'er spoke again,

For he tore its chords asunder

;

And said, " No chains shall sully thee,

Thou soul of love and bravei-y

!

u Thy songs were made for the pure and free,

They shall never sound in slavery
!

"

Thomab Moobb.

i

-ft
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THE HOMES OF ENGLAND
Tra stetpjjr homes of England IHow beaatifnl they gtand,
Amidst their taU anoestml trees,U er aU the pleasant land 1

. The deer across their greensward bound
jn,rough shade and sunny gleam,

Uf some rejoicing stream.

The meny homes of Enghmd I

!• Around their hearths by night
What gladsome looks of household loveMeet m the ruddy light I

Or childhood's tale is told

;

*
M Or lips move tunefuUy along

Some glorious page of old.

The blessed homes of England IHow softly on their bowers
la laid the holy quietness

» That breathes from Sabbath hours ISofemn yet sweet, the church bells' chime *

Roate through their woods at mom,
AJl other sounds in that still time
Of breeze and leaf are bom.

» The cottage homes of England IBy thousands on her plains.

And round the hamlet fanes.

%t^:.



THB EXILE'S SONQ

Through glowing orohardi forth they peep,

» Each from its nook of leaves,

And fearless there the lowly sleep,

As the bird beneath their eares.

ST

The free, f«r homes of England I

Long, long, in hut and hall

» May hearts of native proof be reared

To guard each hallowed wall I

And green forever be the groves.

And bright the flowery sod,

Where first the child's glad spirit loves

40 Its oountiy and its God.
FuioiA HaicAira.

THE EXILE'S SONG

Oh ! why left I my hame ?

Why did I cross the deep ?

Oh I why left I the land

Where my forefathers sleep?

i I sigh for Scotia's shore.

And I gaze across the sea,

But I canna get a blink

O' my ain countrie.

The palm-tree waveth high,

10 And fair the myrtle springs

;

And to the Indian maid

The bulbui ^ sweetly sings.

But I diana see the broom

Wi' its tassels on the lea,

* The Penisn nune of tb« nigbtiogale.
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u Nor hew the lintie'i > gang

O' my ain ooantrie.

Oh I here no Sabbath bell

Awakes the Sabbath mom.
Nor long of reapers heard

» Amang the yellow com

:

For the tyrant'e voice is here.
And the wail of skverie

;

Bot the sun of freedom shines
In my ain oonntrie.

» There 's a hope for every woe,
And a balm for every pain,

But the first joys o' our heart
Come never back again.

There 's a track upon the deep,
«• And a path across the sea;
But the weary ne'er return

To their ain countrie.

ROBCBT GiLKLLAir.

THE ARMADA
A nuOMBBT

Attend, all ye who list to hear our noble Enghind's
praise;

I tell of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in
ancient days.

When that great fleet invincible against her bore in
vain

The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts of
Spain.

1 The linnet



TBB ARMADA

• It WM about th« UmAj oIom of a wann MimiiMr

Than oame a gallant merohant-iliipfttll sail to Ply-

mouth Bay

;

Her crew had seen Caatila't black fleet, beyond

Aurigny'i isle,

At earliest twilight, on tLo waves lie heaving many
a mile.

At sunrise she escaped their van, by Gk>d*8 especial

grace;

M And the tall Ptnto, till the noon, had held her dose

in chase.

Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along

the wall;

The beacon blaaed upon the roof of Edgecumbe's

lofty hall

;

Many light fishing-bark put out to pry along the

oast,

And with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland

many a post.

15 With his white hair nnbonneted, the stout old sher-

iff comes;

Behind him march the halberdiers; before him sound

the drums

;

His yeomen round the market cross make dear an

ample space

;

For there behooves him to set up the standard of

Her Grace.

And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gaily dance

the bells,

M As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon

swells.

Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient

crown.

li

i:
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Aod iiiidwiitrth hi. dwidlj pawtmdi tU f.y lili.,

down.
So stelkwl ho when ho turnod to flight, on that

fMwd Piowd field,!
^ ^ "**

Bohemift'e plume, and Oenoa't bow, and CMar'a
eagle shield.

« v.»»re

• So glared he when at Aginoourt in wrath he turned
to bay,

And orudied and torn beneath hi. ckw. the princely
hunter, ky. ^

Hoi .trike the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight; hoi
"oatter flowers, fair maids

;

Ho I gunners, fire aloud salute ; ho I gaUante, draw
your blades

;

Thou sun, rfiine on her joyously; ye bree«», waft
ner wide

;

-Our glorious Smmper Eadbm, the banner of our
pnde.

The freshening breeie of eve unfurled that banner's
massy fold

;

The parting gleam of sunshine kissed that hanirhty
•oroll of gold

;

»«»Knv

Night sank upon the dusky beach, and on the purple

Such night in Enghmd ne'er had been, nor e'er
again shall be.

« From Eddystone to Berwick bounds, from Lynn to
Milford Bay,

ward'^n^dTfliftK" f'
'^*"'^'" ^'^^' »346. in which Ed-

ufti S ll ^^"fL*?**""*
'<- France, were .l.b in ttJ

the tnple feather cre.t of the faUen BohemUn kimr. "th^ttemotto Ich dim, .tiU worn by our princea o^ Walei
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That time of ilQinbar wm m bright Mid hnsy m
theday:

For iwift to eMt »nd twift to wMt the ghMtly war^
flame ipread,

High on St. Michael'i Mount it shone : it ihone (m
Beachy Head.

Ear on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each

ioathem liiire,

m Cape beyond oape, in endloM range, thoie twinkling

points of fire.

The flaher left his skiff to rook on Tamar's glitter-

ing wares;

The nigged miners poured to war from Mendip's

sunless caTes

:

O'er Longleat's towers, o'w Cranbonme's oaks, the

fiery herald flew

:

He roused the shepherds of Stonehenge, the rangers

of Beaulieu.

« Bight sharp and quick the bells all night rang out

from Bristol town.

And ere the day three hundred horse had met on
Clifton Down;

The sentinel on Whitehall gate looked forth into

the ni^t.

And saw o'erhanging Richmond Hill the streak of

blood-red light.

Then bugle's note and cannon's roar the deathless

silence broke,

M And with one start, and with one cry, the royal cily

woke.

At once on aU her stately gates arose the answering

fires;

At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling

spires;



M POEMS OF THE LOVE OF COUNTRY

From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the
voice of fear

;

And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a
louder cheer

:

v

» And from the furthest wards was heard the rush of
hurrying feet,

And the broad streams of pikes and flags rushed
down each roaring street

;

And broader still became the blaze, and louder still

the din.

As fast from every village round the horse came
spurring in

:

And eastward straight from wild Blackheath the
warlike errand went,

wAnd roused in many an ancient hall the gallant
squires of*Kent.

Southward from Surrey's pleasant hills flew those
bright couriers forth

;

High on bleak Hampstead's t -arthy moor they
started for the north ;

And on, and on, without a pause untired they
bounded still

:

All night from tower to tower they sprang ; they
sprang from hill to hill

:

« Till the proud peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwin's
rocky dales.

Till like volcanoes flared to heaven the stormy hills

of Wales,
Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's

lonely height,

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's
crest of light,

Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Ely's
stately fane,
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70 And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all the

boundless plain

;

Till Belvoir's lordly terraoe? tan sign to Lincoln

sent,

And Lincoln sped the messa^ u r>a o'er th^* -.fide vale

of Trent

;

Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt's

embattled pile,

And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers

of Carlisle.

Tbokas Babinoton, Lord Macaulat.

" LOVE THOU THY LAND " »

Love thou thy land, with love far-brought

From out the storied Past, and used

Within the Present, but transfused

Thro' future time by power of thought.

s True love tum'd round on fixed poles.

Love, that endures not sordid ends.

For English natures, freemen, friends,

Thy brothers and immortal souls.

AUTBED, LOBD TBimTsoir.

"YOU ASK ME WHY" »

You ask me why, tho' ill at ease.

Within this region I subsist,

* These are the opening lines of the most famous of Tenny-
son's three political poems, written in 1833.

* These stanzas are from another of the three political poems
mentioned in the foregoing note. No truer or terser description

of the government of England could be made.
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WhoM spirits falter in the mist,

And lawgnish for the purple seas.

• It is the land that freemen till,

That sober-suited Freedo'i; chose,

The land, where girt with friends or foes

A man may speak the thing he will

;

10

A land of settled government,
A land of just and old renown.

Where Freedom slowly broadens down
From precedent to precedent

:

Where faction seldom gathers head.

But by degrees to fulness wrought,
u The strength of some diffusive thought
Hath time and space to work and spread.

hunxD, Lo&D TumraoH.

THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE

»

Half a league, half a league,

Half a league onward.

All in the valley of Death
Bode the six hundred.

» " Forward, the Light Brigade

!

Charge for the guns I
" he said:

Into the valley of Death
Bode the six hundred.

* Tennyson wrote thU spirited poem in December, 1854, after
reading the first report in " The Times " of the heroic but vam
charge of the Light Brigade at Balaolava.
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" Forward, the Light Brigade !

"

10 Was there a man dismay'd?
Not tho' the soldier knew
Some one had blunder'd

:

Theirs not to make reply.

Theirs not to reason why,
u Theirs but to do and die

:

Into the valley of Death
Kode the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,

Cannon to left of them,

so Cannon in front of them
Volley'd and thunder'd

;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

Boldly they rode and well.

Into the jaws of Death,

2s Into the mouth of Hell

Rode the six hundred.

Flash'd all their sabres bare,

Flash'd as they tum'd in air

Sabring the gunners there,

M Charging an army, while

All the world wonder'd

:

Plunged in the battery-smoke.

Right thro' the line they broke

;

Cossack and Russian

35 ReeFd from the sabre-stroke

Shattered and sunder'd.

Then they rode back, but not,

Not the six hundred.

Cannon to right of them,

M Cannon to left of them.
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Cannon behind them
VoUey'd and thunder'd

;

Storm'd at with shot and shell,

While horse and hero fell,

u They that had fought so well

Came thro' the jaws of Death,

Back from the mouth of Hell,

All that was left of them.

Left of six hundred.

n '

w When can their glory fade ?

O the wild charge they made

!

All the world wonder'd.

Honour the charge they made I

Honour the Light Brigade,

S5 Noble six hundred

!

AiJSEO, LoBD TxinrTgON.

ODE ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF
WELLINGTON ^

'

All is over and done

:

Render thanks to the Giver

,

England, for thy son.

Let the bell be toUM.

s Render thanks to the Giver,

And render him to the mould.

> The glorious '* Ode on the Death of the Duke of WelUug.
ton," from which this extract is taken, was originally published

on the day of the Duke's funeral. The Duke of Wellington died

on September 14, 1852, in his eighty-fourth year.
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Under the cross of gold ^

That shines over city and river,

There he shall rest forever

10 Among the wise and the bold.

Let the bell be toll'd

:

And a reverent people behold

The towering oar, the sable steeds

:

Bright let it be with its blazon'd deeds,

IS Dark in its funeral fold.

Let the bell be toll'd

:

And a deeper knell in the heart be knoll'd

;

And the sound of the sorrowing anthem roll'd

Thro' the dome of the golden cross

;

30 And the volleying cannon thunder his loss

;

He knew their voices of old.

For many a time in many a clime

His captain's ear has heard them boom,
Bellowing victory, bellowing doom

:

25 When he with those deep voices wrought.

Guarding realms and kings from shame

;

With those deep voices our dead captain taught
The tyrant, and asserts his claim

In that dread sound to the g^reat name,
» Which he has worn so pure of blame.

In praise and in dispraise the same,

A man of well-temper'd frame.

O civic muse, to such a name.
To such a name for ages long,

» To such a name,

Preserve a broad approach of fame.

And ever-echoing avenues of song.

I The cross of gold is on St. Paul's Cathedral, in the crypt of

which the Duke is buried.
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VI

** Who is he ^ that cometh, like an honoor'd guest,

With banner and with musio, with soldier and with
priest,

40 With a nation weeping, and breaking on my rest ?
"

Mighty Seaman, this is he

Was great by land as thou by sea.

Thine island loves thee well, thou famous man.
The greatest sailor since our world began.

45 Now, to the roll of muffled drums.
To thee the greatest soldier comes

;

For this is he

Was great by land as thou by sea

;

His foes were thine ; he kept us free

;

so O give him welcome, this is he
Worthy of our gorgeous rites.

And worthy to be laid by thee

;

For this is England's greatest son,

He that gain'd a hundred fights,

ss Nor ever lost an English gun

;

This is he that far away
Against the myriads of Assayed

Clash'd with his fiery few and won

;

And underneath another sun,

00 Warring on a later day.

Round affrighted Lisbon drew
The treble works, the vast designs

1 The question is asked bj the mighty seaman, Nelson, who
is also buried in St. Paul's.

* Assaye is a small town in Hindostan. On that fieldW lling-

ton (then General Wellesley) began his great career b 1803 by
defeating an army of thirty thousand with • small force pf

less than five thousand.
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Of his laboured rampart-lines,*

Where he greatly stood at bay,

• Whence he issued forth anew,

And ever great and greater grew,

Beating from the wasted vines

Back to France her banded swarms.

Back to France with countless blows,

7* Till o'er the hills her eagles flew

Beyond the Pyrenean pines,

Follow'd up in valley and glen

With blare of bugle, clamour of men,

Roll of cannon and clash of arms,

75 And England pouring on Ler foes.

Such a war had such a close.

Again their ravening eagle rose

In anger, wheel'd on Europe-shadowing wings,

And barking for the thrones of kings

;

so Till one that sought but Duty's iron crown

On that loud sabbath ' shook the spoiler down

;

A day of onsets of despair

!

Dash'd on every rocky square

Their surging charges foam'd themselves away

;

as Last, the Prussian trumpet blew

;

Thro* the long-tormented air

Heaven flash'd a sudden jubilant ray.

And down we swept and charged and overthrew.

So great a soldier taught us there

N What long-enduring hearts could do

In that world-earthquake, Waterloo I

Mighty Seaman, tender and true,

1 The rampart lines were the lines of fortifioation extending

from Torres Vedras to the Tagus. The longest of these lines

extended twenty-nine miles.

* The day of Waterloo, Snnday, Jane 18, 1815.

t
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And pure m he from taint of craven guile,
O saviour of the silver-coasted isle,

M O shaker of the Baltic and the Nile,
If aught of things that here befall

Touch a spirit a long things divine,
If love of country move thee there at all.

Be glad, because his bones are laid by thine I

iM And thro* the centuries let a people's voice
In full acclaim,

A people's voice.

The proof and echo of all human fame,
A people's voice, when they rejoice

106 At civic revel and pomp and game.
Attest their great commander's claim
With honour, honour, honour, honour to him,
Eternal honour to his name.

AhntMD, LoBO TrnKVYwov.

!>

HANDS ALL ROUND

FiBST pledge our Queen this solemn night.
Then drink to England, every guest

;

That man 's the best Cosmopolite
Who loves his native country best

May freedom's oak for ever live

With stronger life from day to day

;

That man 's the true Conservative
Who lops the moulder'd branch away.

Hands all round I

» God the traitor's hope confound I

To this great cause of Freedom drink, my friends.
And the great name of England, round and

round.
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To all the loyal hearts who long

To keep our English Empire whole I

I To all our noble sons, the strong

New England of the Southern Pole I

To England under Indian ikies,

To those dark millio: s of Ler realm I

To Canada whom we lovi aud prize,

> Whatever statesman hold the helm.

Hands all round I

God the traitor's hope confound I

To this great name of England drink, my friends,

And all her glorious empire, round and round.

2S To all our statesmen so they be
True leaders of the land's desire I

To both our Houses, may they see

Beyond the borough and the shire I

We sail 'd wherever ship could sail,

» We founded many a mighty state

;

Pray God our greatness may not fail

Thro' craven fears of being great.

Hands all round

!

God the traitor's hope confound I

K To this great cause of freedom drink, my friends,

And the great name of England, round and round.
Altbicd, Lord TrMNraoH.

HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD

Oh, to be in England
Now that April 's there,

And whoever wakes in England
Sees, some morning, unaware,
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• That the lowest bonghe and the bnuhwood sheaf
Eoand the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,

While the ohafBnch sings on the orchard bough
In England— now t

i^'<

And after April, when May follows,

10 And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows
Hark I where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover
Blossoms and dewdrops— at the bent spray's

edge—
That 's the wise thrush ; he sings each song twice

over,

M Lest you should think h« never could recaptui«
The first fine careless rapture

!

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew.
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew
The buttercups, the little children's dower,—

» Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower I

BoBua Bbowmixo.

HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM THE SEA

NoBLT, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the northwest
died away

;

Sunset ran, one glorious blood-red, reeking into
Cadiz Bay

;

Bluish 'mid the burning water, fuU in face Trafalgar
lay;

In the dimmest northeast distance, dawned Gib-
raltar, grand and gray

;

« " Here and here did England help me,— how can
I help England ? "— say,

lit

ii''

-•mt
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WhoM tarni m I, this eTening, tarn to Ood to

praise and pray,

While JoTo's planet riaes yonder, eilent over Africa.

RoMBT BBowmva.

GREEN FIELDS OF ENGLAND

Gbeen fields of England ! wheresoe'er

Across this watery waste we fare,

Your image at our hearts we bear,

Green fields of England, everywhere. -^'

• Sweet eyes in England, I must flee

Past where the wares' last confines be,

Ere your loved smile I cease to see.

Sweet eyes in England, dear to ma

Dear home in England, safe and fast

10 If but in thee my lot lie cast.

The past shall seem a nothing past

To thee, dear home, if won at last

;

Dear home in England, won at last

!

. ABTHlfB HCOH ClOUCS.

tij

'41

'II

A SONG OF EMPIRE*

JaM 20, 1887

FiBST Lady of our English race,

lu royal dignity and grace

Higher than all in old ancestral blood,

* This ode wai written on the oeoasion of Queen Victoria's

Jabilee, after the had reigned for fifty jtan orer the British

peoples.
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But higher itill in love of good,

5 And oftre for ordered Freedom, grown
To a great tree where'er
In either Iiemiephere,

Its vital aeede are blown

;

Where'er with every day began
M Thy English bugles greet the coming sun I

Thy life is EngUuid's. All these fifty years
Thou from thy lonely Queenly place
Hast watched the clouds and sunshine on her face

;

Hast marked her changing hopes and fears
;

w Her joys and sorrows have been always thine

;

Always thy quick and Royal sympathy
Has gone out swiftly to the humblest home.
Wherever grief and pain and suffering come.

Therefore it is that we
M Take thee for head and symbol of our name.
For fifty years of reign thou wert the same.
Therefore to^ay we make our jubilee.
Firm set on ancient right, as on thy people's love.
Unchecked thy wheels of empire onward move.

» Not as theirs is thy throne
Who, though their hapless subjects groan,
Sit selfish, caring not at all,

Until the fierce mob surges and they fall,

Or the assassin sets the down-trod free.

» Not such thy fate on this thy jubilee,
But love and reverence in the hearts of all.

C England I Empire wide and great
As ever from the shaping hand of fate
Did issue on the earth, august, large grown

!
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w What were the Empires of the put to thine.

The old, old Empires ruled by kings divine—
Egypt, Assyria, Rome? What rule was like thine

own,

Who over all the round world bearest sway ?

Not those alone who thy commands obey
40 Thy subjects are ; but in the boundless West *

Our grandsires lost, still is thy reign confest.

**The Queen" they call thee, the youug People

strong.

Who, being Britons, might not suffer wrong.

But are raknit with us in reverence for thee

;

4ft Therefore it is we make our jubilee.

See what a glorious throng they come.

Turned to their ancient heme.

The children of our England ! See

What vigorous company
so Thou sendest. Greater England of the Southern

Seal

Thy stately cities, thick with domes and spires,

Chase the illumined night with festal fires

In honour of their Queen, whose happy reign

Began when, 'nad their central roar,

S9 The naked savage trod the pathless plain.

Thousands of miles. North, South, East, West, to-

day

Their countless herds and flocks unnumbered stray.

Theirs are the vast primaeval forest depths pro-

found ;

Yet everywhere are found

«o The English laws, the English accents fair,

'Mid burning North or cooler Southern air.

A world within themselves, and with them blent

* The boundleu West refers to the United States of Anwrros.

m

I

i
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Island with continent.

The green iales, jewels on the tropic blue,
« Where flower and tree and bird are strange and new

:

Or that which lies within a temperate air
As summer-England fair

;

Or those, our Southern Britain that shall be,
Set in the lonely sea.

"
w?*^'

**^ ^**^ ^^^ '^ snow^jlad sowing hiU
Wherethrough the ocean^surrents ebb and filL
And craters vast, from which the prisoned force
Of the great earth-fires runs its dreadful course.
And vales of fern and palm, whence rising like a

dream
75 High in mid-heaven, the ghostly ice-fields gleam.

And from her far and wintry North
The great Dominion issues forth.
Fit nurse of stalwart British hearte and strong-
From her bhick pine woods, deep in snow,

" 5?' Wlowy prairies boundless as the sea,
Where on the sweet untroubled soil
Yearly the unnoticed, countless wUd-flowers blowAnd by men's fruitful and compeUing toU
Yearly the deep and bounteous harvests grow •

«From the lone plains, o'er which the icy wind'
Sweeps from the North, leaving the Pole behind,
in whose brief summer suns, so fierce they shine,
flourish alike the apple and the vine ; *

Irom teeming ancient cities bright and fair
» Whether in summer's heat or frosty wintry air,
fetamped with the nameless charm and grace
Of a more joyous race

;

Or on the rounding prairie nestling down
Homestead and frequent new-built town.
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M Even to those ultimate wilds where oomes to be
Another Westminster on the Pacific Sea.

t ,

Nor shall thy Western Isles

Be wanting, where the high green breakers fall

Upon the torrid shore, and nature smiles

;

tw And yet sometimes broods over all.

Thick woods and hot lagunes with steaming breath,

A nameless presence with a face of death.

Fair balmy Isles, where never wintry air

Ruffles the scentless tropic blossoms fair,

UH Upon whose sun>warmed fruitful soil

Our fathers' dusky freedmen toil

Lands of bright plumes that flash from tree to

tree.

Long creepers trailing thick with brilliant bloom.
And loud upon the forest's silent gloom

uo The plunging surges of the encircling sea.

And from the ancient land

Scorching beneath the strong, unfailing sun.

Round thee thy unnumbered subject millions stand

'

From many a storied city fair,

m Old ere our England first begun.

From marble tomb and temple white.

Built ere our far forefathers were.

And still a miracle defying Time

;

Palaces gray with age and dark with crime,

uo Fierce superstitions, only quenched in blood.

And sweet flower-fancies yearning towards the light.

And lustral deansings in the sacred flood.

Where by dim temple cool, or shaded street,

From hill or parchkl plain the way-worn pilgrims

meet.
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US And from the unhappy continent
Which breeds the savage and the slave—
From onr enormous South, there shall be sentA scanty band of strong self-govemed men.
And from those poisoned swamps, to-day a grave,

MO But which one day shall smUe with plenty, when
The onward foot of Knowledge, slow, sublime,
Has traversed her and set her children free
From ocean to her fabulous inhind sea,
And the fierce savage, full of kingly grace

MS Is father of a gentler race,

And peaceful commerce heals the wounds of Time,
And the long history of blood and pain
Comes nevermore again.

And nearer to thee still, and dearer yet,
i« Thy people of these little Northern Isles,

Who never shall their Queen foiget.
Nor be forgotten, whether Fortune smiles
Or armM Europe storm around,
Whom none assail, beyond the waves' deep sound,

»« Behind their surge-struck ramparts safe and free.
These are thy closest subjects, these
The brain and heart of Empire, as thy Rose
Within its close-ranged petals comes to hold
A perfumed heart of gold,

»» Wherein the seed of the miraculous flower.
Safe hid, defies Fate's power.
And most of all thy wondrous mother-town
Upon our broad Thames sitting like a crown,
Who, 'mid her healthful labour-laden air,

iM Grows every day more fair

;

Whom not for fairness do her children prize,
But for her gracious homely memories—
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A nation, not a oity, the loved home
Wherato the longing thoughts of exiled Britoni

oomel'

uo Flash, festal fires, high on the joyous air

!

Cla^ joy-bells! joy-guns, roar! and jubilant trum-
pets, blare I

Let the great noise of our rejoicing rise

!

Gleam, long-illumined cities, to the skies

Bound all the earth, in every clime,
in So far your distance half confuses time I

As in tiie old Jndsean history,^

fling wide the doors and set the prisoners free I

Wherever EngUnd is o'er all the world.
Fly, banner of Boyal England, stream unfurled I

170 The proudest Empire that has been, to-day
Rejoices and makes solema jubilee.

For England I England I we our voices raise t

Our Ei^landl England I England I in our Queen
we praise I

We love not war, but only peace,
m Tet never shall our England's power decrease

!

Whoever guides our helm of State,

Let all men know it, England shall be greati
We hold a vaster Empire than has been I

Nigh half the race of man is subject to our
Queen I

ue Nigh half the wide, wide earth is ours in fee

!

And where her rule comes, all are free.

> Sm LeTitioni m. 10 :
•< And ye hall ludlow the fiftieth

year, and proolaim liberty thronghoot all the land onto all the
inhabitants thereof : it thaU be a jubilee onto yoa ; and ye
hall retnm every man unto hie poaseenon, and ye hall return
every man unto his family."

A
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h

t
4' i

And therafore 'tis, O Queen, that we,
Kmt fMt in bonds of tempen^ liberty,
Bejoioe to^y, «nd make onr Mlemn jubilee I

Sb Lawn Mobbii.

ENGLAND AND HEB COLONIES

Shk ftands, a thousand-wintered tree,
By countless moms impearled

;

Her broad roots ooil beneath the sea,
Her branches sweep the world

;

• Her seeds, by careless winds conveyed,
Clothe the remotest strand

With forests from her scatterings made,
New nations festered in her shade.
And linking Umd with Umd.

MO ye by wandering tempest sown
'Neath every alien star.

Forget not whence the breath was blown
That wafted you a&r I

For ye are still her ancient seed
u On younger soil let fall—
Children of Britain's island-bieed.
To whom the Mother in her need

Perchance may one day calL

WnxiAv Watbov.

LAST WORD: TO THE COLONIES

Bbothbbs beyond the AtUntic's loud expanse;
And you that rear the innumerable fleece
Far southward 'mid the ocean named of peace

;

Britons that past the Indian wave advance
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• Our name and spirit and world-predominanoe

;

And yon oar kin that reap the earth's increase
Where orawls that long-baoked mountain till it cease
Crown'd with the headland of bright esperanoe

:

Remote compatriots whezesoe'er ye dwell,
M By yoor prompt voices ringing dear and true
We know that with oar England all is well

:

Young is she yet, her world-task but begun t

By you we know her safe, and know by you
Her yeins are million but her heart is one.

Wiuuv Yfjowaa.

THE SONG OP THE BOW

What of the bow?
The bow was made in England

;

Of true wood, of yew-wood,
The wood of English bows

;

• So men vVo are free

Love the old yew-tree

And the land where the yew-tree grows.

What of the cord?

The cord was made in England

:

i»A rough cord, a tough cord,

A cord that bow-men love

;

And sc we will sing

Of the hempen string

And the land where the cord was wove.

u What of the shaft?

The shaft was out in England

:

A long shaft, a strong shaft,

Barbed and trim and true

;

* \
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So we 'U drink all together

» To the grey gooM-fetther
And the knd where the grey goose flew.

What of the mark?
Ah, seek it not in England:

A hold mark, our old mark,
M Is waiting ofer^ea.

When the strings harp in ohoms,
And the lion flag is o'er us,

It is there that our mark wiU be.

What of the men?
» The men were bred in England;
The bow-men— the yeomm.
The lads of dale and fell

Here 's to you— and to you!
To the hea^ that are true

n And the land where the true hearts dwell I

Sb Abtbcb CoKAir Doru.

WHO'S THAT CALLING?*

Who's that calling?

It oomes from Ux away.
The voice of a brother o'er the sea.

It says: **Am I a stranger,
» That you leave me in my danger ?
Oh, my brothers, will you stretch a hand to me?

Send us the flag I

The red cross flag I

1 Thit poem w» written during tlie Sonth AfricanW«, when
•t^ eeU of" the old w-mother " C«umI. «d Ao.t«ji .^t
eontingent after contingent to fight againat the fioen.
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f

Send u the burner thftt we love

!

M We long for it, we sigh for it,

To live for it, to die for it—
God save the red croM flag I

"

Who's that oalling?

It oomes from far away,
M The voice of a brother in the Weit

"We are loyal. We are true.

We are flesh and blood of yon.
We are coming with onr bravest and our best

Bearing the flag,

s> The red cross flag,

Bearing the banner that we love.

And is it stormy weather ?

Then we sink or swim together

—

God save the red cross flag!
"

» Who's that calling?

It comes from far away,
A voice from the far Pacific main.

" And shall we be behind
When the banner 's in the wind,

» And the old game is playing once again ?
We 're for the flag,

The red cross flag.

We 're for the flag that is our own.
Do yon ask a heart to care for it,

» A hand to do and dare for it?

God save the red cross flag I
'*

Who's that calling?

The old sea-mother calls.

In her pride at the children that she bore

:

68
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M " Oh, noble hearti and tnw,

There U work for ns to do,

And we '11 do it M we've done it oft before.
Under the flag.

The red croee flag,

«• Under the flag onr fathers bote.

TImj died in dayi gone by for it,

And we will gladly die for it

Ood Mve the ijd oroea flag I
*'

Sa AmxavB Covav Dotu.

THE FBONTIBB LINE

What markp the frontier line?

Thon man of India, say

!

Is it the Himalayas sheer.

The rooks and valleys of Cashmere,
s Or Indus as she seeks the sonth
From Attooh to the fire-fold month ?

^'I^otthatl NotthatI"
Then answer me, I pray I

What marks the frontier line?

10 What marks the frontier line ?

Thon man of Burma, speak I

Is it traced from Mandalay,
And down the marches of Cathay,
From Bhamo sonth to Eiaiig-mai,

u And where the buried rubies lie ?

"NotthatI NotthatI"
Then tell me what I seek

:

What marks the frontier line?



THE FRONTIER LINE 66

What marks the frontier lint?
» Thou Africander, uj I

Is it shown by Znin knud.
By Drakmisberg or winding Van],
Or when the Shir^ waters seek
Their outlet east at Moaunbiqne ?

» **NotthatI Not that!"
There u a surer way

To mark the frontier line.

What marks the frontier line ?

Thou man of Egypt, tell I

» Is it traced on Luxor's sand.

When Kamak's painted piUars stand.
Or when the river runs between
The Ethiop and Bishareen ?

"NotthatI Not that I"
» By neither stream nor well

We mark the frontier line.

** But be it east or west.

One common sign we bear.

The tongue may change, the soil, the sky,
M But when your British brothers lie,

The lonely cairn, the nameless grave.
Still fringe the flowing Saxon wave.

TUthatl 'T is where
They lie— the men who placed it there,

49 That marks the frontier line."

Sm Abtbitx (kwAir Dovlb.

>-l
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4
1

THE nGHTmo t£h£raibe>

d«»d^th.ktodp«rf«taioHh.«rtli«. TiMyantaknfNain.

I

It wm eight bella ringing,

For tht monung wstoh wm done,
And the gunner's kdi wen singing
As they polished every gun.

* It WM eight bells ringing,

And the gunner's Uds were singing,
For the ship she rode amwinging.
As they polished every gun.

OKI to see the Hnstoek liffhtitifft

» Thniraire/ Thniraire/
Oh! to hear the nmnd ehot bitinfft

T6m6raire/ Thniraire/
Oh I to tee the linstock lighting^

And to hear the round shot hiting^
tt For toe 're <dl in love toithfighting

Oh the Fighting Thniraire.

It WM noontide ringing.

And the battle just b^^,
When the ship her way wm winging,

m As they loaded every gun.
It WM noontide ringing,

» A litw-of-lMttle ship eaptiued from the Frennh at the biOUe
of the Nile, Aognit 1, 1798. She fonght next to the Viaon
at the battle of Trafalgar, October 21, 1806. She waa broken
up m 1838, and in 1839 Turner exhibited at the Royal Aeademr
hia great piotnre, - The Fighting T^mtfraire."



THB FIOHTINO TBMERAIRB 67

Wbmi tlM lUp btr way wm winging,

And the gonner't lads wen ringing

As they loaded every gnn.

» Them *U he many grim and gory,

Timiraire/ Thnkrairet

Thare *ll hefew to tell the etory,

Thmkraire! Thniraire/

There *tf he man/if grim and gory,

m There 11 hefew to t«U the etory.

But we *ll all he one in glory.

With the Fighting Thniraire.

There * a far bell ringing

At the letting of tl^ eon,

m And a phantom yoioe ia tinging

Of the great days done.

There's a far bell ringing,

And a phantom yoioe u singing

Of renown for erer olinging

« To the great days done.

Ifow the sunset hreenes ehiver,

Thniraire! Thniraire/

And she 'sfadhig down the river,

Thniraire/ Thniraire/

«• Now the sunset hreeus shiver.

And she *sfading down the rimer.

But in England's songfor ever

She's the Fighting Thniraire.

HnsT Nawsoiff.

•

I
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HAWKE*

Iir MirratMn hmidnd and flftj-aint,

"WTitn Hftwks oune iwoopbg hom the W«rt.
TUFfMoh King'. AdininJ with twMty of th« Una_WM niling forth to sMk oi, out of firwt

• The portiof Fnnoa were crowded, the qnayi of
Franoe n^nm

WithtUr^ thonwnd soldier, nuurohing to the drum,
*or bragging time was over and fighting time was

mvnui

When Hawke oame swooping from the West

*T^ long past noon of a wUd November day
M When Hawke oame swooping from the West

;

lie heard the breakers thundering in Quiberon Bar
But he flew the fiag for battle, line abreast

»)wn upon the qnioksaads roaring out of sight
Fierody beat the storm-wind, darkly feH the night

uBut they took the foe for inlot and the oan^n's
glare for light

When Hawke came swooping from the West.

Ti12J!I1!J
.^*^*,«^«»« E»»MA .diiunl (1705-1781).

^•ttrrinf .n«d«,ti of the poem an hirtoriod. Ib 1760 h.to«kA^ol,^,«l^^.t to«ai* off Bwrt «, the «0Mt

tita Rend, flMt under CoaflM. off BelleWe, end althoogh theR^ fenuW witt tl« dMdlow. «Kl roek. of the ««t.SLdto^ the Aore, Hawk, eng.,^ them with nieh impetaodty
that he wouM heTe atteriy deetwyed them had not xAAHUO. m-

SS'J^l!^"T """.'^ a-irre-el. we«e*eapt»«d.

^•^ or dmen on .hore. For thi. brilliant Tiotoiy, gauj^J*Z?T 5«»»'rtanee^ Hawke wae oongratulat51»d
penauMMd Iqr the Hoon of Commom.

-«'«»««» •aa
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The FnnohaMB tnriMd like a ooYaj down the wind
When Hawke oune swooping fnm tlie West

;

One he wnk with 41 hands, one he onught and
innned*

M And the shallows and the storm took the rest
The gnns that should hare oonqnered as they msted

on the shore,

The men that would hare mastered ns they dmnuned
and marched no more,

For Enghmd was Enghmd, and a mighty brood she
bore

When Hawke oame swooping from the W^st.

HnmrNiwaoiA

I0NICU8»

With failing feet and shoulders bowed
Beneath the weight of happier days,

He higged among the heedless crowd.
Or crept along suburban ways.

* But still through all his heart was young.
His mood a joy that naught could mar,

A courage, a pride, a raptwe, sprung
Of the strength and splendour of England's war.

From ill-requited toil he turned
To ride with Pioton > and with Paok,>

* The old tMeber with the milituit pirit is flttmriT Mlled

* An Engliih gemnl. He urred nnder WeUington b th«
PeninraUr War. The eaptnte of BtOajn (1812) wm effeeted
chiefly thzongh hie daring end ekilL At the battle of Quatre Bna
he waa dangerooaly wounded, and two days later, on the fleP ^f
Waterloo, he waa kiUed.

* Another famooa Eng^ general in the Ftoninadar War.

M

-r
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Among hu gnunniftn inly borned
To stonn the Afghan monntain-track.

When midnight chimed, before Quebec
He watched with Wolfe tiU the morning star

;

i» At noon he saw from F»ctofy'« > deck
The sweep and splendour of EngUnd's war.

Beyond the book his teaching sped,
He left on whom he taught the trace

Of kinship wiA the deathless dead,
M And faith in all the IsUnd race.
He passed : his life a tangle seemed,

His age from fame and power was &r*.
But his heart was high to the end, and dreamed
Of the sound and splendour of England's war.

* HnniT Nbwbolt.

OUR LADY OP THE SNOWS*

A Nation spoke to a Nation,
A Queen sent word to a Throne

:

" Daughter am I in my mother's house,
But mistress in my own.

> Tba flagLdiip of Nelwm at Tnfalgu.
« The origu of the title of thu poem is of tpeeial interettTwo youiig Frenehmen of liUiMniiwaTe's time loet their way on

MovBt Bojal daring » MTete niowstorm. In deedlv peril of
^eir hvet they vowed that shoold the Vwgin Mother restoie
them to their friends they woold niM » oroee in memory of
their dehverwice. Earing been spared, they erected the oross
and dedicated it to "Onr Lady of the Snows." Tlie Uto Hon.
:n>omas D Arey McOee wrote a beaatiful poem commemoratiTe
of the CTent, entitled. " Our Lady of the Snows." C6te du Neiga
IS stdl the name of the riUage sitaated between the summits of
the two moontains which as a whole are termed Mount BoyaL
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• The gates are mine to open,

A« the gates are mine to close,

And I set my house in order,"

Said oar Lady of the Snows.

** Neither with laughter nor weeping,
M Fear or the child's amaze

—

Soberly under the White Man's law
My white men go their ways.

' Not for the Gentiles' clamour—
Insult or threat of blows—

u Bow we the knee to Baal,"

Said our Lady of the Snows.

'* My speech is c ji and single,

I talk of common things—
Words of the wharf and the market>place

M And the ware the merchant brings

:

Favour to those I favour.

But a stumbling-block to my foes.

Many there be that hate us,"

Said our Lady of the Snows.

» " I called my chiefs to council

Id the din of a troubled year

;

For the sake of a sign ye would not see.

And a word ye would not hear.

(The editor is indebted to Dr. W. H. Drommond for the ton-
going note).

In Kipling's '<Five Nations" this poem has nnder its title

the words: "Canadian Preferential Tariff, 1897." Like many
of Kipling's poems this one has outgrown its occasion. Its scope
has altered and doTeloped, and some of the lines seem prophetio
of snbseqnent events. " I am first in the battle " came tme in

1900 on the field of Paardeberg.
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This is onr message mnd answer

;

» This is the path we ohose

:

For we be also a people,"

Said onr Lady of the Snows.

** Carry the word to my sisters

To the Queens of the East and the
Soath.

as I have proven faith in the Heritage
By more than the word of mouth.

They that are wise may follow
Ere the world's war-trumpet blows:

But I— I am first in the battle,"

<o Said our Lady of the Snows.

A Nation spoke to a Nation,
A Throne sent word to a Throne

:

*' Daughter am I in my mother's house,
But mistress in my own I

46 The gates are mine to open.
As the gates are mine to close.

And I abide by my motiier's house,"
Said our Lady of the Snows.

BoDTABD Kiruiro.

X

HYMN BEFORE ACTION

The earth is full of anger,

The seas are dark with wrath

;

The Nations in their harness
Go up against our path I

' Ere yet w& loose the legions—
Ere yet we draw the bhuie,

I



BYMN BEFORE ACTION

Jehoyah of the Thunders,
Lord God of Battles, aidi

High Inst and froward bearing,
10 Proud heart, rebellions brow—
Deaf ear and soul uncaring,

We seek Thy meroy now

:

The sinner that forswore Thee,
The fool that passed Thee by,

i» Our times are known before Thee -
Lord, grant us strength to die I

For those who kneel beside us
At altars not Thine own.

Who husk the lights that guide us,
so Lord, let their faith atone

;

K wrong we did to call them.
By honour bound they came

;

Let not Thy wrath befall them.
But deal to us the blame.

» From panic, pride, and terror,

Bevenge that knows no rein—
Light haste and lawless error.

Protect us yet again.

Cloak Thou our undeserving,

» Make firm the shuddering breath.
In silence and unswerving
To taste Thy lesser death I

68

J
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E'en now their vanguard gathers.
E'en now we face the fray—

> As Thou didst help our fathers,
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Help Thou our host to^ay t

Fnlfilltfd of ligns and wonders,

In life, in death made dear—
Jehofah of the Thunders,

M LordGodof Battles, heart

RUDTABD KlPUSO.

RECESSIONAL*

1897

QoD of oar fathers, known of old.

Lord of onr far-flung battle-line,

Beneath whose awful Hand we hold

Dominion over palm and pine—
• Lord God of I^osts, be with as yet.

Lest we forget— lest we forget I

The tumult and the shouting dies

;

The captains and the kings depart

:

Still stands Thine anoient sacrifice,

n An humble and a contrite heart.

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget— lest we forget I

Far-called, onr navies melt away

;

On dune and headland sinks the fire

:

u Lo, all our pomp of yesteriiay

Is <me with Nineveh and Tyre I

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet.

Lest we forget— lest we forget I

* This hymn wm written on the oeeasion of the "Dia-
mond JnbilM " of Qneen Vietori*, when « the captains and the
kings" tran d^arting and all the pomp and pageantry had

ll^
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IMronk with sight of power, we loose
»• wad tongaes that have not Thee in awe,
Such boastings as the Gentiles use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law—

Lord God of Hosts, be with ns yet,
Lest we forget— lesc we forget I

» For heathen heart that puts her tmst
In reeking tube and iron shard.

All valiant dost thatbnUds on dust,
And guarding, calls not Thee to guard.

For frantic boast and foolish word— -
«o Thy Mercy on Thy People, Lord I

Amen.
BUOTABD KiFLnro.

"IF BLOOD BE THE PRICE OP ADMIRALTY"

From A Song o/Oe EngliA

Wb have fed our sea for a thousand years
And she calls us, still unfed.

Though there 's never a wave of aU her waves
But marks our English dead

:

• We have strawed our best to the weed's unrest
To the shark and the sheering gull.

If blood be the price of admiralty.
Lord God, we ha' paid in full I

There 's never a flood goes Shoreward now
But lifts a keel we manned

;

There 's never an ebb goes seaward now
But drops our dead on the sand—

But slinks our dead on the sands forlore.

10
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From Tlie Dades to the Swin.^

tt If blood be the prioe of adminlty,

If Uood be the prioe cH adminltjr,

Lord Ood, we ha* paid it inl

We most feed our tea for a thonsand yean,
For that if onr doom and pride,

» Ae it was when they sailed with the Oolden Bind*
Or the wreck that stmok last tide

—

Or the wreck that lies on the spouting reef

Where the ghastly bine-lights flare.

If blood be the price of admiralty,

» If blood be the prioe of admiralty,

If blood be the prioe of admiralty.

Lord God, we ha' bought it fair I

I BODTAXD KlPUXO.

THE PLAINS OF ABRAHAM

I STOOD upon the Plun,

That had trembled when the slain

Hurled their proud, defiant curses at the batUe-

heatedfoe.

When the steed dashed right and left,

• Through the bloody gaps he deft.

When the bridle-rein was broken, and the rider was
laid low.

* TImm iMigniflont pUoM Mem to emphMiM the wide range
of Britiah adTentue and during. (It ii taken for granted that

«Daeiet" it the ialand called " Dociee" or "Dnoie" oft the
•onthweet eoaet of South America, and that •' The Swin " ii the

loch of that name on the weit coa«t of Scotland. It is ponible

that Mr. Kipling had other uncharted plaeet in iriew.)

' The ship m which Francis Drake saile*^ around the world

(1677-1680). The old ship was preserved for OTcr a century as

a mminmant of Drake's and England's glorj.
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What busy feet had trod
Upon the yeiy sod

Where I manhalled the battaliona of my fanov to
myaidt '

» And I saw the combat dire,

Heard the quick, inoesMuit fire.

And the wnnon's echoes startUng the reverberating

I heard the ohonu dire.

That jarred along the lyre
M On which the hymn of batUe rung, like suinnes of

the wave,
^^

When the storm, at bhickest night.
Wakes the ocean in affright.

As it shonts its mighty pibroch o'er some shipwrecked
essePs grave.

I saw the broad claymore
» Flash from its scabbard o'er
The ranks that quaUed and shuddered at the dose

and fierce attack

;

When Victory gave the word.
Then ScotUnd drew the swoid.

And with arm that never faltered drove the brave
defenders back.

« I saw two brave chiefs die.

Their last breaths like the sigh
Of the sephyr^prite that wantons on the rosy lips

of mom

;

No envy-poisoned darts.

No rancour in their hearts,

» To unfit them for their triumph over death's impend-
ing scorn.
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And M I thought and gued,
My Mral, eznltant, pnuMd

Thft Power to whom Mwh mighty aot and Tiotoiy are
doe,

For the saintlike Peaoe that smiled,
» Like a hearen^ted child.

And for the air of quietade that steeped the distant
riew.

I!

Oh, raxe, divinest life

Of Peaoe, compared with Strife I

Yonrs is the tmest splendor, and the most enduring
fame.

I All the f^ory erer reaped

Where the fiends of battle leaped.
Is harsh discord to, the music of your nndertoned

acclaim.

CBAaKM SlIIMm.

h

!i

'.I

BBOCK

One voice, one people,— one in heart
And soul, and feeling, and desiie I

Belight the smouldering martial fire,

Sound the mute trumpet, strike the lyre.

• The hero^deed cannot expire

;

The dead still play their part

fiaise high the monumental stone I

A nation's fealty is theirs.

And we are the rejoicing heirs,

It The honoured sons of sires whose cares

We take upon us unawares.

As freely as our own.

', I



JACQUES CARTIBB 09
We boMt not of the Tictoiy,
But render homage, deep and jnit,

- ^hi.- to their- imlrtaldni^
Wh« i«oTed so worthy of their tnwt,
»o lofty pUe nor Mmlptnred host
Can herald their d^ree.

No tongue can Uaaon forth their fiune

—

» The oheere that itir the laoredhiU
Are but mere promptings of the wiU
Xl»t conquered then, that oonquen rtiU 5And generation* yet ihall thrill
At firook't remembered name.

JACQUES CABTIEB

^ **»• ^P^'* o* St Male, 't wa. a nniling mom in

When theCommodore Jacque. Cartier to the westward sailed away;

ABM !

.And evi^autmnnbhut that .wept o'er pimwde and

^"^
SeL'*^"'*^

-orrow, and gentle heart.

^ ^"^^ '*'*' ^*' ^^-^^^ <«me round

When the Commodore Jacque. Cartier to the wert-ward Miled away;
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Bat no tidugi from tho abwnt had oomo tlM way
they went,

vAnd taurfal wore the'TigUs that many a maiden
•pent;

And manly hearti were filled with gloom, and gentle

hearts with fear,

When no tidings oame from Cartier at the cloeing

of the year.

Bat the Earth is as the Fatare,— it hath its hiddea
side.

And the captain of St. Malo was rejoicing in his

pride,

uln the forests of the North— while his townsmen
mourned histloss,

He was rearing on Mount Royal the^fw^e-Zis and
cross;

And when two months were orer, and added to the
year,

St Malo hailed him home again, cheer answering
to cheer.

He told them of a region hard, iron-bound, and
cold,

i*Nor seas ci pearl abounded, nor mines of shining

gold;

Where the wind from Thul^ * freeies the word upon
the lip.

And the ice in spring oomes sailing athwart the
early ship

;

* An uknd in the eztnm* north of Enrope ; worn* ny lee-
bud; wme wy Mainland, the laigert of the Shetland laUndt.
The word it naed by poeti to deeignate WMne unknown, fi»^ia-
tant, northerv region of iee and now.



JACQUES CARTIBR Tl

H« tola them of tlie frown mmm, ontU tlMT thriUod
withfaar,

And pU«l fndi fnol on the hearth to nake him
better eheer.

» But when he oheag'd the itmin, -. he toU howMOQ
ueoMt

^ «rl7 ipring the fetten that hold the watert fnit

;

How the winter caoieway, broken, ie drifted out to

And the rillf and ntvn nng with pride the anthem
of thefree;

How the magic wand of rammer okd the Uudaeape
tohif ejee,

• Like the dry bonei of the jut when th^ wake in
Faradiae.

He tokl them of the AlgonqninbraTet— thehunten
of the wild;

Of how the Indian mother in the forest rooka her
child;

«w«aer

Of how, poor sonla, they fancy in ereiy Uring thingA spirit good or eril, that ohums their worshipping

;

» Of how they brought their sick and maim'd for him
to breathe npon

;

And of the wonders wrought for them, thro* the
Oospel of St. John.

He told them of the river, whose mighty current
gave

Its freshness for a hundred leagues to ocean's briny
wave;

He told them of the glorious scene presented to his
sight,
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« Whftt time be rMred tbeeroM ud erawn on Hooh*.
laga's httglit

;

And of the fortreie difF, that keepe of Caiuida the
kejJ—

And they wekMmied beok Jaeqnes Cwtier from hit
porilf over lee.

Tbohai lyABor lloQa.

11

,

^ik

t
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THE EXILE'S DEVOTION

If I forswear the art divine

That glorifle* the dead.

What comfort then can I call mine*
What soboe wek instead?

• For from my birth our ooontry's fame
Was life to me, and lore

;

And for each byal Irish name
Some garland still I wove.

u
I 'd rather be the bird that smgs

Above the martyr's grave,

Than fold in f(»tane's cage my wings
And feel my soul a sUve

;

I *d rather torn one simple verse

True to the Gaelic ear
u Than sapphic odes I might rehearse

With senates listening near.

Oh, native land I dost ever mark.
When the world's din is drown'd,

Betwixt the daylight and the dark,
*• A wandering solemn sonnd
That on the western wind is borne



ON QUEENSTON HEIGHTS

AeroM thy dewy biMtt?
It b the Toioe of thoee who moani

For thee, in the far Weet

»For them ud theirs I oft eeniy
Thy aaeient art of aong,

And often sadly torn away,
Deeming my rashness wrong

;

For well I ween, a bring will

» Is all the art I own

:

Ah me I oonld love snfBoe for skill,

What triumphs I had k^own I

My native hmd I my native land I

Live in my memory still I

» Break on my brain, ye surges givid I

Stand up, mistoover'd hill 1

Still on the mirror of the mind
The scenes I love, I see

:

Would I oonld fly on the western wind,
« My native land, to thee I

Tbokas D'AaoT

Tt
i1

VA

ON QUEENSTON HEIQHTS

I STOOD on Queenston Heights

;

And as I gaied from tomb to cenotaph.
From cenotaph to tomb, adown and up,
My heart grew full, much moved with many thoughts,

> At length I cried

:

" O robed with honour and with glory crowned.
Tell me again the story of yon pile."

And straight the ancient, shuddering cedars wept,
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The solemn jumpers indued their pall,

M The moaning wind crept through the trembling oaks
And, shrieking, fled. Strange damour filled the air:
The steepy hiU shook with the rush of arms;
Around me rolled the tide of sudden war.
The booming guns pealed forth their dreadful knell:

"Musketry rattled; shouts, cries, groans were heard

;

Men met as foes, and deadly strife ensued.
From side to side the surging combat rolled.
And as it rolled, passed from my ken.
But hark

! a ringing cheer peals up the height,
» Once more the battle's tide bursts on my vfew.
Brook to the rescue I Down goes the alien flag I

Back, back the dark battaUons fall. On, on
The « Tigers "oonle. Down pours the rattling shot
From out the verdant grove, like sheets of haU.

» Up, up they press, York volunteers and all.
Aha I the day is ours ! See where the hero comes
In conquering might, quick driving aU before him IO brave ensample I O beloved chief I

Who foUows thee keeps ever pace with honour.
»• Such tale the hillside told me, and I wept
Nay I I wept not I The hot, indignant thoughts
That fllled my breast burned up the welling tears
Ere they had chance to flow, and forward Hate
Spake rashly. But calm reflection

» Lwd her cod hand upon my throbbing brow
And whispered, « As up the misty stream
^e J\/orseman crept to^y, and signals white
Waved kind salutes from yon opposing shore

;

And as ye peered the dusky vista through,
«»To catch first glimpse of yonder glorious plinth,»
Yet saw it not till I your glance directed,—

' Brook'a monumant
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So high it towered above the common phme—
So, towering over Time, shall Brook e'er stand.
So, from those banks, shall white-robed Peace e'er

smile."

Sabab Anin Gimioir.

THE FIRST DOMINION DAY

From Ode on Dominion Day

Canada, Canada, land of the maple,
Qneen of the forest and river and lake.

Open thy soul to the voice of thy people.

Close not thy heart to the music they make.
'

Bells, chime out merrily.

Trumpets, call cheerily.

Silence is vocd^ and sleep is awake I

Canada, Canada, land of the beaver,

Labour and skill have their triumph to-day;
M Oh I may the joy of it flow like a river.

Wider and deeper as time flies away.
Bells, chime out merrily.

Trumpets, call cheerily.

Science and industry laugh and are gay.

u Canada, Canada, land of the snow-bird,

Emblem of constancy change' cannot kill

;

Faith, that no strange cup has ever unsobered,
Drinketh to-day from love's chalice her fill.

Bells, chime out merrily,

w Trumpets, call cheerily,

.

Loyalty singeth, and treason is still

!

1
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Cwada, Canada, land of the bravest,
Sons «£ the war-path and sons of the sea :L«nd of no day-lash, fanlay thou ensUvest

» Milh^ of hearts with affection for thee.
iJells, ohime out merrily.
Trumpets, oaU cheerily,

Let the sky ring with the shout of the free.

Canada, Canada, land of the fairest,

Like^e bnght cestus of Venus in one I

«Ils, chime out merrily,
Trumpets, call cheerily,

» -^
new reign of beauty on earth is begun I

THE SONG OF THE AXE
High grew the snow beneath the low-hung skyAnd aU was silent in the wilderness •

^*

p ^*!! of stillness Nature heaid her God^uildbg her spent fires, and veiled her face
While the Great Worker brooded o'er His work.

^

w^**?^*fPf^'^^*»0 Axe, the tree!
What doth thy bold voice promise me ? »'

"I promise thee all joyous things
That furnish forth the lives of kings I

« « For every silver, ringing blow,
V^ities and palaces shall growl

"



THE MAPLE J^
•* Bite deep ud wide, O Axe, the tree 1

Tell wider prophecies to me."

" When nut hath gnawed me deep and red,
u A nation strong shall lift hie head.

" His crown the very Heavens shall smite,
^^ns shall boild him in his might I

"

" Bite deep and wide, O Axe, the tree

;

Bright Seer, help on thy prophecy I

"

»Max smote the snow-weighed tree, and lightly
laughed.

"See, friend," he cried to one that looked and•% « ^p»e^«

smiled,

**My axe and I— we do immortal tasks—
We build up nations— this my axe and I

!

"

Imammuul "VkLAxat C^wvoao.

l

THE MAPLE

Oh, tenderly deepen the woodUnd glooms.
And merrily sway the beeches

;

Breathe delicately the willow blooms,
And the pines rehearse new speeches

;

6 The ebns toss high, till they brush the sky.
Pale catkins the yellow birch launches,—

But the tree I love, all the greenwood above,
Is the maple of sunny branches.

Let who will sing of the hawthorn in spring,
M Or the kte-leaved linden in summer

;
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There 'g a word, may be, for the locuit tne,
Thak Mioate, strange new<«oiiMr

;

Bnt the maple, it |^w> with the tint «f the me
When pale are the spriagtime regions,

» And its towers of flame ixam a&r proolaia
The adranoe of winter's kgicnn.

Aad a greener shade there never was made
Than its summer canopy sifted

;

And many a day, as beueath it I lay,

10 Has my memory backward drifted
To a pleasant lane I may walk not again,

Leading over a fresh green hill.

Where a maple stood just dear of the wood—
And oh, to be ^ear it stilll

Cbablu QaoBoa Douolab BoBnm.

B ' (

CANADA

O Child of Nations, giant-limbed.

Who stand'st among the nations now
Unheeded, unadored, nnhymned,
With unanointed brow,

—

» How long the ignoble sloth, how long
The trust in greatness not thine own ?

Surely the lion's brood is strong
To front the world alone!

How long the indolence, ere thou dare
M Achieve thy destiny, seize thy fame,—
Ere our proud eyes behold thee bear
A nation's franchise, nation's name ?
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The SftzoB force, the Celtic fire,

These are thj manhood's heritage I

u Why rest with babes and slaves? Seek higher
The place of race and age.

I see to every wind unfurled

The flag that bears the Maple-Wreath

;

Thy swift keels furrow round the world
so Its blood-red folds beneath

;

Thy swift keels cleave the furthest seas

;

Thy white sails swell with alien gales

;

To stream on each remotest breeze

The black smoke of thy pipes exhales.

» O Falterer, let thy past convince
Thy future,— all the growth, the gain.

The fame since Cartier knew thee, since
Thy shores beheld Champlain t

Montcalm and Wolfe I Wolfe and Montcahn I

10 Quebec, thy storied citadel

Attests in burning song and psalm
How here thy heroes fell

!

O thou that bor'st the battle's brunt
At Queenston, and at Lundy's Lane,—

IS On whose scant ranks but iron front

The battle broke in vain !—

Whose was the danger, whose the day,

From whose triumphant throats the cheers,
At Chrysler's Farm, at Chateauguay,

«o Storming like clarion-bursts our ears ?

I

•f
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On soft Paoifio alopet,— beside

Strange floods that northward rare and fall, -
Where chafes Acadia's chainless tide,—
Thy sons await thy call.

tt They wait ; bnt some in exile, some
With strangers housed, in stranger lands;~

And some Canadian lips are dumb
Beneath Egyptian sands.^

O mystic Nile I Thy secret yields
«• Before ns ; thy most ancient dreams
Are mixed with far Canadian fields

And murmur of Canadian streams.

But thou, my Country, dream not thou I

Wake, and behold how night is done,—
M How on thy breast, and o'er thy brow.

Bursts the uprising sun I

CBABU8 GaOBOS D0U0I.A« SOBUra.

CANADIAN STREAMS

O BTVEBs rolling to the sea
From lands that bear the maple tree,

How swell your voices with the strain
Of loyalty and liberty

!

» Mr. Roberta in hi. ««Hi.tory of CsiumU" tells the storr
thiu:'« Not without deep meaning to the whole empire is the

Ir'*
*!;^ Ti«°

S" ^«'«* WoUwley, in 1884, was dispatched up
the Nile with an anny to lelieve Khartonm and rescue Gordon
ftwn the Sondan rebels, he took with him five hundred Canadian
boatmen to help him through the storied barrier of the Cata-
f«cti. He had not forgotten the skill and daring shown by the
CanadiM troops when he was leading the Red River Expedition
tbrongh the wilderness beyond Lake Superior."
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>A hdjr mosio, heard in vain
By ooward heart and sordid brain,
To whom this strenuous being seems

Naught but a greedy race for gain.

O, unsung streams— not splendid themes
M Ye lack to fire your patriot dreams I

Annals of glory gild your waves,
Hope freights your tides, Canadian streams I

St. Lawrence, whose wide water laves
The shores that ne'er have nourished slaves,

M SwiftEiohelieu, ofliliedfamel
Niagara of glorious graves I

Thy rapids, Ottawa, proclaim
Where Daulao 1 and his heroes came

!

Thy tides, St. John, declare La Tour,«
» And, later, many a loyal name I

Thou inbnd stream,* whose vales, secure
From storm, Tecumseh's death made poorl

» See Roberto'! "Hirtoiy of Canada" (p. 70): "Amoiyr thenames of theheroes of Cwad. abide. impemhaUy tUt ofUaiUao des Onneaia, familiarly known aa Bollard." He with
•ixteen oonumde. kept seven hondred yelling Iroqaoi. at bar
for three days The little band was gradnJuy^eroome «d
destroyed. "This new Thermopyhe." «.y. Roberto, "was not
less glonons than that immortal one of old."

« This was Charles de la Tour, who with his wife of gallantfame held a fort at the mouth of the St. John for several year,
against the infamous Chamisay.

• The Thames. The battle of Moravian Town, in which
Tecunueh was kUled, is also oalled the BatUe of the Thame..
(Uct. 5, 1813.)



r

If;

'm

82 POEMS OF THE LOVE OF COUNTRY
And thotminall water,! red with war,

'Twist Beanbanin and Beans^jonr I

» Dread Sagnenay, where eagles loar,
What voice ihaU from the bastioned shore
The tale of Robema^ rereal.

Or his mysterious fate deplore ?

Annapolis, do thy floods yet feel
M Faint memories oi Champlain's keel,

Thy poises yet the deeds repeat
Of Pontrinoonrt « and D'Iberville ? *

And thon far tide, whose phuns now beat
With march of myriad westering feet,

» Saskatchewan, whose virgin sod
So late Canadian blood made sweet?*

Your bulwark hills, your valleys broad,
Streams where De SaUbeny « trod,

CuMh, the fate of which it one of the romantic Mcrets of
luitoiy. A dim tfMlition would have as believe that the adven-
tarenmM up the Saffoenay, .eekiiig a kingdom of pearls and
strange enehantmenu

; and that no man of the company everr^WHjd t^gh the bleak portak of that wixard stiiam."
(BiAerts's History.)

• Banm de Pootrinooort, a companion of Cham^ain, who re-cited a grant of land from the king of Prance on the Amupolis
Basm, calling the pkee Port R«)yal

-"^""pous

in lMi"°^
d'Ib«Tide was aaatire Canadian, bom in Montwal

in 1861. He performed many daring exploits for France orer a
region extending from Hodson Buy to Louisiana.

• In the Kiel RebelUon of 1886.
• l>e Salabeny's victory at Chateauguay in 1813 " was per.
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Where Wolfe Mhiered, where Brookwm tUk-

«• Their Toicei are the voice of God.

O, saored wateni not in yam,
AcroM Canadian height and plam,
Ye Mmnd ns, in triumphant tone.

The summon* of your high refrain.

Ckamlmm QaoaoB Douolas Robuts.

ENGLAND

England, Engknd, Enghmd,
Girdled hy ocean and skies,

And the power ox a «rorlJ, and the heart of a
race.

And a hope that never dies.

» Enghmd, EngUmd, Ei gknd.
Wherever a true heart beats,
Wherever the rivers of commerce flow.
Wherever the bugles of conquest blow.
Wherever the glories of liberty grow,« 'T is the name that the world repeats!

And ye who dwell in the shadow
Of the century's sculptured piles,
^^re sleep our century-honoured dead
WhUe the great world thunders overhead,

»» And far out miles on miles,
Bi^yond the smoke of the mighty town,
The blue Thames dimples and smUes

;

.'^"wTk^^I':
"'^' °"^ «'*™" •" *»•« ^koJe CO-"* of

» WW whwh brought much glory to OOP anna."
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Not joan alone the glory of old,
Of tlie epkiidid tf»/*Hmrf years,

»(>f BritKin'i might and Britain's right
And the bnmt of British spears.

Not yours alone, for the great world round
Beady to dare and do,

Soot and Celt and Norman and Dane,
» With the Northman's sinew and heart and brain,
And the Northman's oourage for blessing

bane
Are Engknd's heroes too.

North and South and East and West,
Wherever their ti4nmphs be,

"Their gloiy goes home to the ooean-girt isle
Where the heather blooms and the roses smile
With the green isle under her lee;
And if ever the smoke of an alien gun
Should threaten her iron repose,

» Shoulder to shoulder against the world,
Faoe to faoe with her foes.

Soot and Celt and Saxon are one
Where the glory of England goes.
And we of the newer and Taster West,

<• Where the great war banners are furled,
And commerce hurries her teeming hosts,
And the cannon are «r«nt along our coasts,
Saxon and Oaul, Canadians claim
A part in the glory and pride and aim

4> Of the Empire that girdles the world.

England, England, England,
Wherever the daring heart
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Bf Arotio floe or torrid ttnuid,
Tlijhwoeipky their pMt;

«Fw M kmg M oonquest holds the ewth.
Or oommeree eweepe the sea,% Orint jangle or Western plain.
Will the Stton q>irit be.
And whatever tho people that dwell beneath.

i» Or whatever the alien tongue,
Orer the freedom and peace of the world
le the flag of Enghmd flung.
TiU the hut great freedom ia found.
And the hut great truth be taught,

• Till the lart great deed be done,
ibid the last great battle ii fought

;

Till the last great flghter is slain in the hut neat
fight *

And the war-wolf is dead in his den,
England, breeder of hope and valour and miclit.

• Iron mother of men.

Tea, Enghmd, Enghmd, Enghmd,
Ml honour and vakur are dead.
Till the world's great cannons rust,
Till the world's great hopes are dust.

i» TiU fiuth and freedom be fled.

Tin wisdom and justice have passed
To sleep with those who sleep in the manymhambered

vast,

TiU glory and knowledge are chamelled dust in
dust.

To all that is best in the world's unrest,
71 In heart and mind you are wed.
While out from the Indian jungle
To the far Canadian snows,

i
if

}<

*
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86 POEMS OF THE LOVE OF COUNTRY

Over the east and over the west,

Over the worst and over the best,

80 The flag of the world to its winds unfurled,

The blood-red ensign blows.

W. WiLrsED Campbilu

THE WORLD-MOTHER

BCOTLAITD

Bt crag and lonely moor she stands.

This mother of half a world's great men,

And kens them far by sea-wracked lands,

Or orient jungle, or western fen.

5 And far out 'mid the mad turmoil,

Or where the desert places keep

Their lonely hush, her children toil,

Or wrapped in wide-world honour sleep.

By Egypt's sands or western wave,

10 She ^ns her latest heroes rest.

With Scotland's honour o'er each grave.

And Britain's flag above each breast.

And some at home.— Her mother love

Keeps crooning wind-songs o'er their graves,

15 Where Arthur's castle looms above.

Or Strathy storms or Solway raves,

Or Lomond unto Nevis bends

In olden love of clouds and dew

;

Where Trosach unto Stirling sends

30 Greetings that build the years anew.
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Out where her miles of heather sweep,

Her dust of legend in his breast,

'Neath ag^d Dryburgh's aisle and keep,

Her Wizard Walter takes his rest.

as And her loved ploughman, he of Ayr,
More loved than any singer loved

By heart of man amid those rare,

High souls the world hath tried and proved

;

30

Whose songs are first to heart and tongue,

Wherever Scotsmen greet together.

And, far-out alien scenes among,
Go mad at the glint of a sprig of heather.

And he her latest wayward child.

Her Louis of the magic pen,^

as Who sleeps by tropic crater piled,

Far, far, alas, from misted glen

;

Who loved her, knew her, drew her so,

Beyond all common poet's whim ;—
In dreams the whaups are calling low,

40 In sooth her heart is woe for him.

And they, her warriors, greater none
E'er drew the blade of daring forth,

Her Colin " under Indian sun.

Her Donald * of the fighting North.

* Robert Louis Stevenson.

' Colin Campbell of Lucknow.
3 Sir Donald Maekay, of the famous Dutch Regiment that

helped to save Holland in the Thirty Years' War.

II

i:
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« Or he, her greatest hero, he
Who sleeps somewhere by Nilus' sands,

Grave Gordon,^ mightiest of those free.
Great captains of her %hting bands.

Yea, these and myriad myriads more,
» Who stormed the fort or ploughed the main.
To free the wave or win the shore.
She calls in vain, she calls in vain.

Brave sons of her, far severed wide
By purpling peak or reeling foam

;

M From western ridge or orient side,

She calls them home, she calls them home.

And far, from east to western sea.
The answering word comes back to her,

" Our hands were slack, our hopes were free,
« We answered to the blood astir

;

« The life by Kelpie loch was dull.

The homeward slothful work was done

;

We followed where the world was full,

To dree the weird our fates had spun.

« " We built the brigg, we reared the town.
We spanned the earth with lightning gleam.

We ploughed, we fought, 'mid smile and frown.
Where all the world's four comers teem.

" But under all the surge of life,

» The mad race-fight for mastery.
Though foromost in the surgent strife.

Our hearts went back, went back to thee."

' Gordon of Khartonm.
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For the Scotsman's speech is wise and slow,
And the Scotsman's thought it is hard to ken

7s But through all the yearnings of men that go.
His heart is the heart of the Northern glen.

His song is the song of the windy moor,
And the humming pipes of the squirling din

;

And his love is the love of the shieling door,
And the smell of the smoking peat within.

And nohap how much of the alien blood
Is crossed with the strain that holds him fast,M^ the world's great ill and the world's great good.He yearns to the Mother of men at kst.

85 For there's something strong and something tme
In the wind where the sprig of heather is blown

;

And something great in the blood so blue,
That makes him stand like a man alone.

Yea, give him the road and loose him free,
M He sets his teeth to the fiercest bhist.
For there 's never a toil in a far oountrie
But a Scotsman tackles it hard and fast.

He builds their commerce, he sings their songs.
He weaves their creeds with an iron twist,—

95 And making of Uiws or righting of wrongs,
He grinds it all as the Scotsman's grist.

Yea, there by crag and moor she stands.
This mother of half a world's great men,

And out of the heart of her haunted hinds
She calls her children home again.

^ \\

100
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And over the glens ard the wild sea floors

She peers so still as she counts her cost,

With the whaups low calling over the moors,
" Woe, woe, for the great ones she hath lost."

W. WlLTBCD CaMPBSLL.

It

>
:

THE COLOURS OF THE FLAG

What is the blue on our flag, boys?
The waves of the boundless sea.

Where our vessels ride in their tameless pride,
And the feet of the winds are free

;

8 From the sun and smiles of the coral isles

To the ice of the South and North,
With dauntless ti^ead through tempests dread
The guardian ships go forth.

What is the white v»n our flag, boys?
10 The honour of our iand.

Which btims in our siqjht like a beacon light
And stands while tho hills shal^ dtand

;

Yea, dearer than fame is our land's great name.
And we fight, wherever we be,

18 For the mothers and wives that pray for the lives
Of the brave hearts over the sea.

What is the red on our flag, boys ?

The blood of our heroes slain.

On the burning sands in the wild waste lands
20 And the froth of the purple main

;

And it cries to God from the crimsoned sod
And the crest of the waves outrolled.

That He send us men to fight again
As our fathers fought of old.



THE BRITISH FLAG

» We'll stand by the dear old flag, boys,
Whatever be said or done,

Though the shots come fast, as we face the blast.And the foe be ten to one—
Though our only reward be the thrust of a sword

» And a bullet m heart or brain.
What matters one gone, if the flag float on
And Britain be Lord of the main I

Fbsdkbick GaoBOB Soott.

91
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THE BRITISH FLAG

All hail to the day when the Britons came over
And phinted their standard, with sea^foam stiU

wet,

Around and above us their spirits will hover.
Rejoicing to mark how we honour it yet

•Beneath it the emblems they cherished are wav.

The Rose of Old England the roadside perfumes

;

The Shamrock and Thistle the north winds ar^
braving.

Securely the Mayflower blushes and blooms.

Chobus

Hail to the day when the Britons came over.
And planted their standard with sea-foam stiU

wet.

Around and above us their spirits will hover,
^joicmg to mark how we honour it yet.We '11 honour it yet, we '11 honour it yet,
The flag of Old England I we 'U honour it yet

f;l

]i
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Hi

u In the templet they founded their faith is main-
tained.

Every foot of the soil they bequeathed is still ours,
The graves where they moulder, no foe has profaned,
But we wreathe tiiem with verdure, and strew

them with flowers I

The blood of no brother, in civil strife pour'd,
» In this hour of rejoicing, encumbers our souls I

The frontier 's the field for the Patriot's sword,
And ours'd be the weapon that Faction controls I

Then hail to the day I 't is with memories crowded,
Delightful to trace 'midst the mists of the past,

as Like the features of Beauty, bewitchingly shrouded,
They shine through the shadows Time o'er them

has cast.

As travellers track to its source in the mountains
The stream which, far swelling, expands o'er the

plains.

Our hearts, on this day, fondly turn to the foun-
tains,

N Whence flow the warm currents that bound in
our veins.

And proudly we trace them : No warrior flying

From city assaulted, and fanes overthrown,
With the last of his race on the battlements dying,
And weary with wandering, founded our own.

ifFrom the Queen of the Islands, then famous in

story,

A century since, our brave forefathers came.
And our kindred yet fill the wide world with her

Enlarging her Empire and spreading her name.
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Ev'ry flaah of her genius our pathway enlightem-
« ILyry field she explores we are beckoned to tread.

Each laurel the gathers, our future day bright-

We joy with her living, and mourn for her dead.
Then hail to the day when the Britons came over
And phinted their standard, with sea^foam stiU

wet I

« A^ve and around us their spirits shall hover,
Kejoiomg to mark how we honour it yet.

Joupa Hows.

STRATHCONA'S HORSE*

Dedicated to Lord Sttsthoou

O I WAS thine, and thou wert mine, and ours the
boundless plain,

Where the winds of the North, my gaUant steed,
ruffled thy tawny mane.

But the summons hath come with roll of drum, and
bugles ringing shrill,

StorUing the prairie antelope, the grialy of the hill.
» Tis the voice of Empire calling, and the children

gather fast

From every hmd where the cross bar floats out from
the quivering mast

;

So into the saddle I leap, my own, with bridle swine-mg free,
®

And thy hoofbeats shaU answer the trumpets blow-
ing across the sea.

> In the South African War Lord Stmthcona, at hi. own ex-pense, raised, armed, and equipped in the North West of Canada

nhvZ" i!!fu
""^"'* " ""«'' "^•"•" They were men of fin.Phyiique, good horsemen, and ezceUent shoto.
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Then proudly toM thy head aloft, nor think of the

foe to-morrow,

10 For he who dares to stay onr course drinks deep of
the Cup of Sorrow.

Thy form hath pressed the meadow's breast, where
the sullen grey wolf hides.

The great red river of the North hath cooled thy
burning sides

;

Together we 've slept while the tempest swept the
Rockies' glittering chain

;

And many a day the bronze centaur hath galloped
behind in vain.

M But the sweet wild grass of mountain pass, and the
shimmering summer streams

Must vanish forevermore, perchance, into the Und
of dreams

;

For the strong young North hath sent us forth to
battlefields far away.

And the traU that ends where Empire trends, is the
trail we ride to-day.

But proudly toss thy head aloft, nor think of th«)
foe to-morrow,

» For he who bars Strathcona's Horse drinks deep of
the Cup of Sorrow.

Db. W. H. DBVMifoirD.

"DAT'S ABOUT DE WAY"
From ne Habitant's Summer

" Dat 's about de way we 're leevin', dat 's a few t'ing
we 're seein'.

Wen de nice warm summer sun is shinin' down
on Canadaw,
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An' no matterw'at I'm hearin'. .tUl I never feel

lak beiD

No Oder itrangt feUer, me, bat only habitant

. •• For dere '8 no place lak oar own place, don't care
de far you 're goin'

;

Dat '8 w'at de whole worl 'g sayin', w'enever dey
come here, "^

An' le bon Dieu een' de aunshine nearly twelve
mont' ev*ry year."

Da. W. H. OBcwtom

"DE FLAG OP ANGLETERRE"

I^om Tit Habitata'$ JMhe Ode

« An'onderde flag of Angleterre, 8o long ae dat flag
wa8 fly— « o

Wit' deir Engli8h broder, le. Canayen. i8 8ati8fy
leev an' die.

^

Dat '8 de me88age our fader geev us w'en dey 're
fallm' on Chateaugay,

An' de flag waa kipin' dem safe den, dat 's de wan
we will kip alway."

"*• W. H. DBCIOfOIID.

THE NATIVE BORN

Thebe'8 a thing we love to think f when the
summer days are long.

When the summer winds are blowing, and the
summer sun is strong

;



H' 9e POEMS OF THE LOVE OF COUNTRY
When the orchards and the meadows fling their

sweetness on the air,

And the grabflelds flaunt their riohe«, and the slow
M ererywhere

;

• Something sings it all the day,
Canada, fair Canada I

And the pride thrills through and through
us;

T is our birthphuse— Canada I

There 's a thing we love to think of when the frost
and ice and snow

wHold a oamival together, and the biting north
winds blow

;

There 's a thing we love to think of through the
bitter winter hours.

For it stirs a warmth within us— 'tis this fair
young land of ours.

Ours with all her youth and promise, ours with all
her strength and might,

Ours with all her wealth of waters, and her for-
ests deep as night,

w With her mines— her hidden treasures— with her
sun-«teeped hill and plain

;

With her mountains and her meadows, and her
fields of golden grain.

Other lands may far outshine her, boast more charms
than she can daim.

But this young knd is our own land, and we love
her very name.

Canada, fair Canada

!

* Native-bom are we, are we,
And the pride thrills through and through us

;

'T is our birthplace— Canada

!
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Let the nun born in old England love the dear old
land the most,

For what spot a man is bom in, of that spot he
lores to boast;

» Let the Soot look back toward Scotland with a long,
ing in his eyes,

And the exUe from old Erin think her green
•hores paradise.

Native-born are we, are we,
Canada, fair Canada I

And the pride thrills through and throngh
us;

*o 'T is our birthplace— Canada I

Well we love the sea-girt Ishud, and we strive to
understand

AH the greatness, aU the grandeur, of the gbrions
motherland

;

And we cheer her to the skies, cheer her till the
echoes start.

For the old land claims our homage, but the new
land holds our heart.

» Native-bom are we, are we,
Canada, fair Canada I

And the pride thrills through and through
us;

'T is our birthplace— Canada

!

J>AK BlSWRT.
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DABGAI RIDGE

>

Thank God I have in my laggard blood
The vim of the Englishman,

Which is second to none, from North to South,
Save the fire of the Scottish clan—

« Save the blood of the lads who died

On the rocky momitain-side,

And went to the hell of the heated guns
As a lover goes to his bride.

The Ghoorkas laughed at the whining balls

—

10 And they were of alien race.

The English drave at the smoking rocks
And their subalterns set the pace.

Oh the blood of the bids who fell

Where the valley lay a hell!

15 Thank God that the men in the East and West
Cheer at the tale they telL

The Ghoorkas lay in the slaughter place,

Save a few that had battled through—
Their brown, brave faces raised to the steep

M Where the flags of the marksmen flew—
Their great souls cheering still

(Souls that no ball could kill)

Into the ears of the few, who crouched
Under the crooked hill.

ss The English went as maids to a dance
Or hounds to the huntsman's call.

And the English lay in the valley-lap

1 This brilliant exploit occurred daring the opentionB in

Tintb, India, againit the UTage hillmen (1897).
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And dmeared their blood on the wall.
Oh the blood th. ^-nows no shame.

«o And the valour clear of blame I

Thank God that the world is girt about
With the gold of an English name.

^en the men of the Gordon Highbinders
With their bagpipes shrilling free—

» The bids of the heather pasture-sides,
The lads of the unclad knee,
Charged— where their friends lay dead—
Over the green and the red
To the cry of the regimental pipes

« And the flop of the hitting lead.

They passed the level of sprawling shapes
And the valley of reeking death

;

They struck the rocks of the mountain pass
Where the smoke blew up like breath.

« Little they thought of fame
Or the lifting of a name

;

They only thought of the mountain crest
And the circle of spitting flame.

Thank God I find in my kggard blood,
» Deep down, the fire of the man,
And the heart that shakes with a mad delight
At the name of a HigUand chin—
At the name of the lads who died
On the rocky mountain-side

M And went to the hell of the heated guns
As a lover goes to his bride.

Tbxodobb Robkbth.

' »1
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A RECKONING

(*'Time will com* a nokoning with England. . . . We reoog-

nise her as oar old enemy, who haa itood in the path of Boasian

development."— Prinoe Hespere Ookahtomakj.)

Ye who wonld reckon with Engknd—
Ye who wonld sweep the seas

Of the flag that Rodney nailed aloft

And Nelson flnng to the breeze—
» Count well your ships, and your men,

Count well your horse and your guns,

For they who reckon with England

Must reckon with England's sons.

Ye who would challenge England—
10 Ye who would break the might

Of the little isle in tiie foggy sea

And the lion-heart in the fight—
Count well your horse and your swords,

Weigh well your valour and guns,

u For they who ride against England

Must sabre her million sons.

If i

Ye who would roll to warfare

Your hordes of peasants and slaves.

To crush the pride of an empire

I And sink her fame in the waves—
Test well your blood and your metal.

Count well your troops and your guns,

For they who battle with England

Must war with a Mother's sons.

Thbodobs Robbbti.
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CANADA TO ENGLAND*

Sano one of England in his island home

:

" Her veins are miUion, but her heart is one ;

"

And looked from out his wave-bound homeland
isle

To us who dwell beyond its western sun.

'And we among the northUud pkuns and lakes,
We youthful dwellers on a younger land,

Turn eastward to the wide Atlantic waste,
And fed the dasp of England's outstretched

hand.

For we are they who wandered far from home
M To swell the glory of an ancient name

:

"Who journeyed seaward on an exile long.
When fortune's twilight to our island came.

But every keel that cleaves the midway waste
Binds with a silent thread our sea^eft strands,

uTill ocean dwindles and the sea-waste shrinks.
And England mingles with a hundred knds.

And weaving silently all far-off shores,
A thousand singing wires stretch round the

earth,

Or sleep still vocal in their ocean depths,
M Till all lands die to make one glorioup birth.

» See William WatMm'f «LMt Word: To f . Cdoiuee »» on
tn earlier page.
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So we remote compatriots reply.

And feel the world-task only half begun

:

" We are the girders of the aging earth,

Whose veins are million, bat whose heart is

one>
Abtbob STBnaxB.

,

»
i

mi

BRITONS BEYOND THE SEAS

" Beyond the Seai, ^thin the Fold."

Gk>D made our bodies of all the dust

That is scattered about the world,

That we might wander in search of home
Wherever the seas are hurled

:

8 But our hearts he hath made of English dust.

And mixed it with none beside,

That we might love with an endless love

The lands where our kings abide.

And tho' we weave on a hundred shores,

10 And spin on a thousand quays.

And tho' we are truant with all the winds.

And gypsy with all the seas.

We are toudied to tears as the heart is touched

By the sound of an ancient tune

15 At die name of the Isle in the Western seas

With the rose on her breast of June.

And it 's O for a glimpse of England,

And the buds that her garden yields.

The delicate scent which her hedges wind,

30 And the shimmering green of her fields,

The roll of her downs and the lull of her streams,

And the grace of her dew^drenched lawns,
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And the calm of her shores where the waters washRose-bnged with her thousand dawnl

Tho It be through the fog and the rain.The loud-thronged sl^ts and the glittering shops.The pageant of pomp and pain

;

^ ^
Uf the Bnton's beacon and pride—

The cold gray Abbey which guards our ghostsOn Thames's sacred side.

But, lo, we have buried our fathers here,
"

And here we have reared our sons,

Uf the British people runs
;

Wherefore the while we caU you Home,And dream of your gentle shires,

*• And the pilgrim dust of our sires.

Out of the grave our fathers reach
Dead hands to hold us here.

And never we open the earth with tears
iiut the land becomes more dear—

« bweet with memory, brave with love.
And proud with the hope ahead

Th^our sons shall be sl«>uger, our homes more fair.When we go down to the dead.

I^jed, you are loved, O EngUind,
«• And ever that love endures

;

But we must have younger visions.
And mightier dreams than yours

;
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Cleaner Londons and wider fields,

And a statelier bridge to span
H The gulf which severs the rich and poor

In the brotherly ranks of Man.

Yet with the bolder vision,

We cleave to you, look to yon still,

That yon gather our scattered toil and bind
« Our strength in a single will

;

That you build with us out of the coasts of the eartii,

A realm, a race, and a rede

That shall govern the peace of the world and serve

The humblest State in her need.

« Haply we are but tools in the Hand
Of a Power wb do not know,

And not for ourselves we plow the waste,

And not for ourselves we sow

;

Yet by the vision that leads us on
n To the goal of a single state,

We are blessed that our own great weal is woofed
With strands of eternal Fate.

Come, let us walk together.

We who must follow one gleam,

n Come, iat us link our labours.

And tell each other our dream

;

Shakespeare's tongue for our counsels

And Nelson's heart for our task—
Shall we not answer as one strong man

M To the things that the people ask ?

Habold BioBia.



HAIL COLUMBIA \%

HAIL, COLUMBIA*

Hail, Colambia, happy land t

Hail, ye heroes I heaven-bora band,
Who foaght and bled in freedom's oanse,
Who fought and bled in fraedom's cause,

» And when the storm of war was gone.
Enjoyed the peace your valour won.

*

Let Independence be our boast.
Ever mindful what it cost

;

Ever grateful for the prize,

10 Let its altar reach the skies.

Chobus
Firm, united let us be
Rallying round our liberty I

As a band of brothers join'd.

Peace and safety we shall find.

15 Lnmortal patriots I rise once more I

Defend your rights, defend your shore

:

Let no rade foe with impious hand.
Let no rude foe with impious hand.
Invade the shrine where sacred lies

» Of toU and blood the weU-eam'd prize.
While off'ring peace sincere and just.
In heaven we place a manly trust.
That truth and justice may prevail.
And every scheme of bondage fail.

» Sound, sound the trump of fame I

Let Washington's great name

m

H
.1^
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Bing through the world with loud applanse I

Ring through the world with loud appUraie I

Let every clime to freedom dear,
M Listen with a joyful ear

;

With equal sUll, with steady power,
He goremed in the fearful hour
Of horrid war, or guides with ease
The happier times of honest peace.

» Behold the chief, who now commands,^
Once more to serve his country stands
The rock on which the storm will beat I

The rook on which the storm will beat I

But armed in virtue, firm and true,
<o His hopes are fixed on heaven and you.
When hope was sinking in dismay,
When glooms obscured Columbia's day,
His steady mind from changes free,

Resolved on death or liberty.

JosspB Hopsmmr.

THE STAEr^PANGLED BANNER*

Oh, say I can you see, by the dawn's early light,

What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's hut
gleaming—

Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the
perilous fight,

' Waahington, in 1798, waa appointed eommander-in-«hief
of the army in anticipation of a war with France.

• This poem stands at the head of American national songs.
It was written by the author when he was a prisoner on board a
British yessel daring the bombardment of Fort MoHenzy at the
entrance of Baltimore harboor in 1814.
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0*«r the nunparti we watoh'd, were ao gallantly
streaming?

' And the rocket's red glare, the bombs bursting in
air.

Gave proof through the night that onr flag was still

there;

Oh I say, does that star>spangled banner yet
wave

O'er the land of the free, and the home of
the brave?

On that shore dimly seen thro' the mists of the
deep,

M Where the foe's hanghty host in dread silence

reposes.

What is that which the breeze o'er the towering
steep.

As it fitfully blows, now conceals, half discloses?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first

beam.

In full glory reflected now shines on the stream

;

u 'Tis the stai^pangled banner; oh I long
may it wave

O'er the knd of the free, and the home of
the brave I

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore
That the havoc of war and the battle's confusion

A home and a country should leave us no more?
M Their blood has wash'd out their foul footsteps'

pollution.

No refuge could save the hireling and slave

From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the
g»w;
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And tU •ter-apangled burner b triamph
doth wa?t

0'«r the land of the free, and the home of

the brave.

:M

I)

\\

u OhI thus be it erer, when freemen thall itand
Between their loved hornet and the war'i deaob-

tionl

Keia'd with victory and peaoe, may the heaven-
reecned hmd

Fniie the Power that hath made and preMrved
n> a nation.

Then oonqner we mnit, when our oanie it is

jnet,

w Andthisbeonribotto, **InQodisonrtniit:'*
And the star-epangled banner in trinmph

•hall wave
O'er the knd of the free, and the home of

the brave.

WtUMCm SOOTT Kbt.

AMERICA 1

Mt ooontry, 't is of thee,

Sweet hmd of liberty.

Of thee I sing

;

Land where my fathers died,

• Land of the pilgrims' pride,

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring.

1 Thii if mng to the kir of -QoA mto tlM King." It

oompoMd in 188SL
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My nativt oountiy, thM,
Land of the noUa frat,

w TliyiiaaDelloT*;

I loTe thy roeki and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;
My heart with rapture thrills

Like that abore.

u Let mnsic swell the breeae,
And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song

;

^
Let mortal tongues awake.
Let all that breathe partake,

» Let rooks their silenoe break.
The sound prolong.

Our Fathers' God, to Thee,
Author of liberty.

To Thee we sing;
»Long may our hud be bright
With freedom's holy light,

F^roteot us by Thy might,
Ontt God, our King.

Sakubl FkAaoai Smra.

THE LANDING OP THE PILGEIM PATHEBS

The breaking waves dash'd high
On a stem and rock-bound coast,

And the woods against a stormy sky
Their giant branches tost

:

B And the heavy night hung doA
The hills and water o'er.
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Whra a bud of mcUm moor'cl th«ir bark
Oa tht wild N«w Englimd ihon.

Nol M the oonqneror ooidm,
» Th»j, the trM-heurtod, oum,
Not with tht roll of the itining dranit,

And the trampet that liiigB of fame

;

Not as the fijing oome,

In silenoe and in fear,—
u They thook the depths of the doMrt's gloom

With their hymns of lofty oheer.

Amidst the storm they sang,

And the stars heard and tiie sea!

And the soonding aisles of the dim woods rang
» To the anthem of the free.

The ooean-eagle soar'd

From his nest by the white wave's foam.
And the rooking pines of the forest roar'd—

This was their welcome home I

» There were men with hoaiy hair,

Amidst that pilgrim*band—
Why had they come to wither there

Away from their childhood's land?

There was woman's fearless eye,

M Lit by her deep love's truth

;

There was manhood's brow serenely high,

And the fiery heart of youth.
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What tonghft thej that, afar ?
Bright jewab of the miaa ?

•^''^'k o' i^i, »h* poiJa of war?—
Thaj gonght a faith's pun shriiM

*

Ay, eall it holy ground,
The soil where first they trod

!

They hare left nnrtain'd what there they found.-
«• Freedom to wordiipQod I

^vjou. Baiuim,

THE REPUBLIC

n«n Tht BmUinn o/Oa Sk^

Thou, too, saU on, O Ship of State I

Sail on, O Union, strong and great I

Humanity with aU its fears.

With all the hopes of future years,
» Is hanging breathless on thy fate I

We know what Master laid thv keel
What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steeLWho made each mast, and saU, and rope.
What anvils rang, what hammers beat,

M In what a forge and what a heat
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope I

Fear not each sudden sound and shock,
T u of the wave and not the rock

;

'T is but the flapping of the sail,
M And not a rent made by the gale f

In spite of rock and tempest's roar,
L» spite of false lights on the shore,
feail on, nor fear to breast the sea I

Our hearts, our hopes, are aU with thee.

If

t .11
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!

fl

» Our hearts, onr hopes, our prayers, our tears,

Oar faith trimnphant o'er onr fears.

Are all with thee,— are all with thee I

HimT Wamwobtb Lohovbllow.

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!*

O Captain I my Captain ! our fearful trip is done.

The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we

sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all

exulting.

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim

and daring;

• But O heart I heart I heart!

O the bleeding drops of red.

Where on the deck my Captain lies.

Fallen cold and dead.

Captain I my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

uBise up— for you the flag is flung— for you the

bugle trills.

For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths— for you

the shores a^srowding.

For yon they call, the swaying mass, their eager

faces turning;

Here Captain ! dear father!

This arm beneath your head

!

u It is' some dream that on the de<dc

You 've fallen cold and derr^

1 Ttiia poem has nfennoe to the death of Lincoln, at the close

of the American Civil War, April 15th, 1865.
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MyCaptaindoes not answer.his lips are paleand rtilLMy father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse
nor will,

*^

The ship is anchored safe and sound, its Yoyaire
closed and done,

aoFrom fearful trip the victor ship comes in with
object won

;

Exult O shores, and ring O bells I

But I with mournful tread.
Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

Wait WRmcAR.

BATTLE-HYMN OP THE REPUBLIC

»

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the
Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of
wrath are stored

;

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible
swift sword

;

His truth is marching on.

•I have seen Him in the watch fires of a hundred cir-
cling camps

;

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews
and damps

;

I can read His righteous sentence by the dim and
flaring lamps

:

His day is marching on.
» TUs hymn is impemhably connected with the American

CitU War. It was written in 1861 after the authot's observine,m the camps near Washington, how enthusiastically the soldien.
marched to the song « John Brown's Body." The " Hymn " was
»t once adopted and song throughout the North.
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I hftTe read a fiery gotpel writ in burnished rows of

steel:

u** As ye deal with my oontemners, so with yon my
grace shall deal

:

"

Let the Hero bom of woman crush the serpent with
his heel.

Since Gk)d is marching on.

He has souided forth the trumpet that shall never
call retreitt.

;

He is fiifting out the heartb iva before H^s judg-

ment seat:

u Oh, bo swift, my soul, to answer Him ! be jubilant,

my feet I

Our Ch)d is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was bom across the

With a glory in His bosom that transfigures you
and me:

As He died to make men holy, let us die to make
men free,

• While God is marching on.

JuuA Wabd Howb.

THE BLUE AND THE GRAY*

Bt the fiow of the inland river.

Whence the fieets of iron have fied.

Where the blades of the grave-grass quiver.

Asleep are the ranks of the dead

:

1 Tbia appeared flnt in the " Atlantio Monthly " in 1867. It

ia now a national olaiiio in the United Statea.
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• Under tiie sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment-day

;

Under the one, the Blue,
Under the other, the Gray.'

These in the robings of glory,
M Those in the gloom of defeat,
AU with the batUe-blood gory.
In the dusk of eternity meet

:

Under the sod and the dew.
Waiting the judgment^y

;

>• Under the laurel, the Blue,
Under the willow, the Gray.

From the silence of sorrowful hours
The desolate mourners go.

Lovingly hiden with flowers

» Alike for the friend and the foe :

«

Under the sod and the dew.
Waiting the judgment-day;

Under the roses, the Blue,
Under the lilies, the Gray.

» So with an equal splendour,
The morning sun-rays fall.

With a touch impartially tender.
On the blossoms blooming for all

:

Under the sod and the dew,
» Waiting the judgment-day

;

Broidered with gold, the Blue,
Mellowed with gold, the Gray.

•»^ Wnf^''''"'
*''" *°'°"" °' *'"' "'^f°"«' of the North-ern and Southern troops respectively.

• The graves of soldiers and sailors who full .'» !.- a
Civil W»i- nj»«i__fls\ J

«""« wno leu in the Amenoan
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So, when the •mniner oalleth,

On foreit and field of grain,

» With an equal mnnnar falleth

The cooling drip of the rain

:

Under the sod and the dew,

Waiting the jndgmentday

;

Wet with the rain, the Bine,

« Wet with the rain, the Qny.

Sadly, but not with upbraiding.

The generong deed was done

;

In the storm of the years that are fading

No brarer battle was won

:

« Under the sod and the dew,

Wai^ng the judgment-day

;

Under the blossoms, the Blue,

Under the garlands, the Gray.

No more shall the war-cry sever,

80 Or the winding rivers be red

;

They banish our anger forever

When they laurel the graves of our dead I

Under tiie sod and the dew.

Waiting the judgment-day

;

« Love and tears for the Blue,

Tears and love for the Gray.

Fjbaxcu MiiiBS FnoH.

THE FLAG GOES BY

Hats off I

Along the street there comes

A blare of bugles, a ruMe of drumir^



THE FLAG GOES BY
A flash of colour beneath the skv •

• HatsoflPI
''

The flag U passing by.

Blue and orimson and white it shines,
Over the steel-tipped, ordered lines.
Hats off I

M The colours before us fly

;

But more than the flag is passing by.

Sea^^hts and hmd-fights, grim and great,
bought to make and to save the State :

Weaiy marches and sinking ships

;

« Cheers of victory on dying lips

;

I>ays of plenty and years of peace

;

March of a strong hmd's swift increase

;

Equal justice, right and law,
Stately honour and reverend awe

;

" Sign of a nation great and strong
To ward her people from foreign wrong

:

Pnde and glory and honour,— all
Live in the colours to stand or fall.

Hats off I

» Along the street there comes
A blare of bugles, a ruffle of drums ;And loyal hearts are beating hieh

:

Hats off I
^ ^

The flag is passing by

!

HwtBT H. Bamnn.

117
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MOTHER ENGLAND

1

There wu a rover from a western shore,

England I whose eyes the sadden tears did drown,
Beholding the white oliff and sonny down
Of thy good realm, beyond the sea's uproar.

6 I, for a moment, dreamed that, long before,

I had beheld them thus, when, with the frown
Of sovereignty, the victor's palm and crown
Thou from the tilting-field of nations bore.

Thy prowess and thy glory dazzled first

;

M But when in fields I saw the tender flame

Of primroses, and fuU-fleeced lambs at play,

Meseemed I at thy breast, like these, was nursed

;

Then mother— Mother England I— home I came,
lake one who hath been all too long away I

n
u As nestling at thy feet in peace I lay,

A thought awoke and restless stirred in me:
" My land and congeners are beyond the sea.

Theirs is the morning and the evening day.

Wilt thou give ear while this of them I say

:

10 * Haughty art thou, and they are bold and free.

As well befits who have descent from thee.

And who have trodden brave the forlorn way.

Children of thine, but grown to strong estate

;

Nor scorn fro*n thee would they be slow to pay,

35 Nor check from thee submissly would they bear

;

Yet, Mother England, yet their hearts are great.

And if for thee should dawn some darkest day.

At ciy of thine, how proudly would they dare I
'

"

Bdith M. Thokas.
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W»f

d;

me,

THE FLAG OP ENGLAND

8d, 1900. rt Uw wnonti in .id of th. Widowi ud OrplHa.' Ftod fa

RobMt^ It waa pUtmI by the bwd. in Rrtori. (m»U, byuJ^
M Aawriott tertiinoiiy to the T«I«nr of om g,n,«l, «Kl «ja«r

Pboud emblem of a mighty race
That fronts a world in arms.

And stands •indaunted in its phuie,
Unmoved oy war's alarms;

» On lonely land, on stormy sea.

Where waves like mountains rise,
And Britons breathe forever free.
The flag of England flies.

10

O'er "thin red Une " extending far
Through wilderness and pkin.

Beneath the Southern Cross, the star
That lights the throbbing main

;

Above the frenzy of the fight.

The soldier when he dies,
u While battling bravely for the right,

The flag of England flies.

And high above her sailors free,

Above the hearts of oak
That " rule the wave " on every sea,

M 'Mid cannon-flash and smoke

;
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And high above her oMtlet old.

More bred than merohandiie,
Her trearares richer far than gold,
The flag of England flies.

SB It floats beneath the tropic stars,

'Mid Arctic storms and snow.
Beside the borealis bars,

The snnset's orient glow

;

Above the southern stomiHiwept myn ,

M 'Mid Kaffir shouts and cries.

And o'er the winding country lane^

The flag of Enghuid flies.

That torch, foreror in the sliy,

O'er distant seas and lands,

»Is carried everywhere on high
By Anglo-Saxon hands

;

And where it brightens— progress, thought.
And grateful prayers arise,

Where slaves are never bought nor sold
« The flag of Engknd flies.

Amid the maddened curse and yell.

Amid the sulphurous breath,

From guns that belch the flame of hell

And breathe the flre of death
45 On foes determined, who have met

In demon's fitting guise,

'Mid horrid stress, victorious yet.

The flag of England flies.

It points the way to higher planes,
80 Resists oppression's course.

\{\



*'aOD SAVE THB KtNQ*

And, high aboTe the uored Ium,
Above the buj bonne,

And o'er the bloodj, flie^wept hUl,
A promiie in the ekiee,

» Thronghont the world, triumphant etilL
The flag of Enghmd flies.

Bftmnam O. SnaitA*.

121

"GOD SAVE THE KINQ">

God save our lord, the Kin^,
Long live our noble King,

Ood save the King I

Send him Tiotorious,

8 Happy and glorious,

Long to reign over us,

Ood save the King!

O Lord our God, arise.

Scatter his enemies,
M And make them fall
Confound their politics,

Frustrate their knavish tricks

;

On Thee our hopes we fix;

O save us all!

i» Thy choicest gifts in store,

On him be pleased to pour,—
Long may he reign I

bJlh^fP ""^"i^^ ?"y <^'*^7. in 1740, in hon««„ of .

wnter. The «p !», preMrved its origiiutl fom, bat its Imrmo.mes have bwn modified bj .ucoe«iTe\rtirts. T^^^ti
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May 1m defend onr laws,

And em gire as oaose
»To sing with heart and nrice,

"OodsaTetheKbgt"
Hamnr Oaut.

tv

CANADIAN OVER ALL*

IMkatod to the CkMdiM aalw ol th* DomtaiM

Whxn onr fathers eiossed the ocean
In the glorions days gone by,

They breathed their de^ emotion
In numy a tear and sigh,

• Tho' a br^hter by before them
Than the ol^ old knd that bore them,
And all the wide world knows now
That Umd was Canada.

Then line ap and try ns,
M Whoever would deny ns

The freedom of our birthright.

And they 11 find us like a wall,
For we are Canadian, Canadian forever,
Canadian forever, Canadian over alL

u Our fathers oame to win us
This land beyond recall,

And the same blood flows within ns
Of Briton, Celt, and GauL

» Thii poem b« not appeued in any rf Dr. Dmmmond't
*"?:•.. ^ '^**'° **"°* • yew »go for muio. It needs onlya soitaUe air to make it a popolar Camidian national aong from
ooean to n«—n. ^



CANADIAN OVER ALL
Kmp »UTe Mob glowing mnber
Of onr iirdMid, but iwnembw

WlwteTtr may befUL

Then line np and try m,
Whoeter would deny n«
The freedom of our birthright.
And they 'U find ue like » wJi,

^•^•.f <;«»d^ Cwmdimi fo«rer.
^'"Mmn forever, CM»di»n orer aU.

If we teU onrselyei with prideHow a thonwnd yean to tame ns
The foe hat often tried?

^dionld e'er the Empire need u.
She U reqmie no ohaine to lead n».
For we are Empire's ohildwn,
Bnt Canadian orer aU.

Then line np and try as,
Whoever would deny us
The freedom of our birthright.
And they 'U find us like a wan,
For we aw Canadian, Canadian forever,
^'Mtdian forever, Canadian over aU.

Db. W. H. Ihiciaioim.
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.

CANADA

'nuMio

Thta poMB liNpndaMd Vy tka Uid
RoyM A Oo^ Ltd., ol ToMirt*, tk«

-Wkdty,ofMaMi
flftktOnadin

Canada I Land of my haui't adoration,

Canada I Homo of the faithful and true

;

Thanks be to Qod who hath made thee a nation,
Hope of the old world and pride of the new.

Chobui

• Canada, Canada, loyal and free I

Oem in Britannia's orown ever to be

;

Spreading brpad pinions o'er matchless do-
minions,

Canada I Mother I Our homage to thee I

Bose and leek, thistle and shamrook &oml i ing,
u Lilies of Franoe with their blooms manifold.
Leaves of the maple their beauties entwining,
Where can the world such a garknd behold 7

Sons to watch over thee, dauntless and wary.
Fairest of daughters to comfort and charm,

u Greet thee from mountain, lake, forest, and prairie,

Queen of the city, the mine, and the farm.

So let our chorus, our hymn of devotion.

Rise from the border and ring to the pole,

Eastward and westward, from ocean to ocean,
M Never to cease while the centuries roll.

Hawold Booxioir.



THE MAPLE LEAP POR EVER Itf

THE ICAPLE LEAF FOB EVBB

Iir dayi of jot^ from Britein't thora
Wolfe the dMuitleie hero oame,

And pLmted Ann Britennia'i flag
On CuuMU'a fair domain.

• Here may it ware, oar boaH, onr pride,
And joined in love together,

The Thirtle, Shamrock, Ro«» entwine
The Maple Leaf for evert

The Maple Leaf, onr emblem dear
» The Maple Leaf for oTert *

God tare onr King and Hearen blen
The Maple Leaf for ever I

At Queeneton'a Heights and Lnndj'a Lane,
Onr brare fathers, side by side,

tt For freedom, homes, and loved ones dear.
Firmly stood and aobly died

;

And Aose dear rights which they mamtained.We swear toyield them never I

Our watchword evermore shall be,
«• The Maple Leaf for ever I

Our fair Dominion now extends
From Cape Race to Nootka Sound

;

May peace for ever be our lot,

And plenteous store abound

:

II And may those ties of love be ours
Which discord cannot sever.

And flourish green o'er Freedom's home,
The Maple Leaf for ever I

til
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On Merry England's far-famed land
w May kind Heaven sweetly smile

;

God bless Old Scotland evwmore,
And Ireland's £merald Isle f

Then swell the song both loud and long,
Till rocks and forest quiver,

» God save our King, and Heaven bless
The Maple Leaf for ever I

Alexander Mcib.

1

in

MARSEILLAISE HTMN*

Ye sons of France, awake to glory

!

Hark, hark, what myriads bid you rise f

Your children, \i^ves, and grandsires hoary, —
Behold their tears and hear their cries.

» Shall hateful tyrants mischiefs breeding.
With hireling hosts, a ruffian band,
Af&ight and desolate the land.

While peace and liberty lie bleeding?

Ghobus
To arms, to arms, ye brave I

M Th' avenging sword unsheath I

March on, march on, all hearts resolved
On victory or death I

Now, now the dangerous storm is rolling

Which treacherous kings confederate raise

;

u The dogs of war, let loose, are howling.
And lo, our walls and cities blaze.

» ThiB hymn wm written in 1789, • few days after the faU of
the Bastille. In France it has never met with ita ival.
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And sliaU we basely view the ruin,
While lawless force, with guilty stride,
opread* v«fcjoiation far and wide,

30 With on aes and biocJ his hands imbruing?

With luxMry au J prfde surrounded.
The vile, insatiate despots dare,

Their thirst of gold and power unbounded,
lo mete and vend the light and air.

» liike beasts of burden would they load us,
liike gods, would bid their slaves adore I

But man is man, and who is more ?
Then, shaU they longer hish and goad us ?

O Liberty, can man resign thee,
»» Once having felt thy generous flame ?
Can dungeons, bolts, or bars confine thee ?
Or whips thy noble spirit tame ?

Too long the world has wept, bewaUing
That falwhood's dagger tyrants wield, _
^nt freedom is our sword and shield,

And aU their arts are unavailing.

BOUQBT DK LnzjL

THE WATCH ON THE RHINE*

A ROAB Uke thunder strikes the ear,
Like clang of arms or breakers near^,

JJ^T^^. "*"* ^'""° •" G""»«'y «» 1870, the year

^.'tS"^«r'
*'• !'~"'"^™- -" Then iiZlZ

•>«»«»• the battle-cry of the invading Gennwhofte.

)]

i
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Bush forward for the G«nnan Rhine I

Who ihielcU thee, dear beloved Rhine ?

Chobus
5 Der^ Fatherland, thou need'st not fear,—

Thy Rhineland watch stands firmly here I

Dear land, dear Fatherland, thoo need'st not fear,

Thy watch, thy Rhineland watch stands firmly here

A hundred thousand hearts beat high,

u The flash darts forth from ev'iy eye,

For Teutons brave, inured by toil,

Plrotect their country's holy soiL

When lieavenwards ascends the eye.

Our heroes' ghosts look down from high

;

u We swear to guard our dear bequest,

And shield it with the German breast

As long as German blood still flows,

The German sword strikes mighty blows.

The German marksmm take their stand,

10 No foe shall tread our native laud

!

We take the pledge, the stream runs high,

Our banners proud are wafting high

;

On for the Rhine, the German Rhine I

We all die for our native Rhine.

Hence, Fatherland, be of good cheer,—
Thy Rhineland watch stands flrmly here

!

Dear land, dear Fatherland, thou need'st not fear,

Thy watch, thy Rhineland watch stands firmly here

!

Max ScHJIXOIUUIBUItOBB.
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ITALIAN NATIONAL HTMN

All forward I All forward I

All forward to battle I the trampets are crying,
All forward I All forward I our old flag is flying,
When Liberty calls us we linger no longer

;

5 Rebels, come on I though a thousand to one I

Liberty
! Liberty I deathless and glorious,

Under thy banner thy sons are victorious,

Free souls are valiant, and strong arms are stronger,
God shall go with us, and battle be won.

Chobus
1* Hurrah for the banner I

Hurrah for the banner I

Hurrah for our banner, the flag of the free.

All forward ! All forward I

All forward for Freedom I In terrible splendour
18 She comes to the loyal who die to defend her

;

Her stars and stripes o'er the wild wave of battle
Shall float in the heavens to welcome us on.
AU forward I to glory, tho' life-blood is pouring.
Where bright swords are flashing, and cannons are

roaring;

» Welcome to death in the bullet's quick rattle,—
Fighting or falling shall freedom be won.

All forward! All forward!
All forward to conquer I Where free hearts are

beating,

Death to the coward who dreams of retreating

!

\A

i
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» Liberty calls us from monntun and valley

;

Waving her banner she leads to the fight.

Forward ! all forward ! the tmmpets are crying

;

The dram beats to arms, our old flag is flying

;

Stout hearts and strong hands around it shall rally.

N Forward to battle, for Gbd and the Bight I

AUSTRIAN NATIONAL SONG

GrOD uphold thee, mighty Emp'ror,

Monarch of our Eastern land.

Power and Wisdom e*er attend thee.

Righteousness with thee shall stand,

• Till with kurel crown'd, a victor,

AU hearto bow at thy command.

God uphold thee, and defend thee,

Emp'ror of our Austrian land

!

Happy flow'ry land I His sceptre

M Rules o'er valley, mount, and plain.

Mildly, calmly, justly ruleth.

He the people's love would gain.

Yet his weaponed might in splendour

Beams thro' all the land amain,

u God uphold thee, warrior. Father,

Monarch of the Austrian land I

He delighto the poor to cherish.

He awakes the minstrel's lay.

He would not that any perish,

N All admire the gentle sway.
** Heav'n reward him, God defend him,"

Thus we sing, and thus we pray.
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Kaiser, Emperor, Monarch, Father,
All thy peaceful rule obey I

» He from bondage wiU deliver.

He would make us truly free I

In the German heart shall ever
He the brightest mem'ry be.

Till in other worlds, a welcome
M Greets in blest eternity.

God defend thee, God attend thee,
Emp'ror, Frana, all hail to thee

!

Haschka.

NATIONAL SONG OF GERMANY

WniasE is the German Fatherland?
Is 't Swabia ? is 't Prussia's strand ?
Is't where the Rhine's green vineyards bloom?
Or where the Baltic sea-gulls roam?

• More grand and free.

The German Fatherland must be.
The German Fatherland must be.

Where is the (German Fatherland?
Bavaria, or Styrian land ?

10 'Tis surely Austria's fertile shores.
Rich in the pride of many wars.
Oh no, more grand,

The limits of the Fatherland,
The limits of the Fatherland.

M Where is the German Fatherland ?

Pom'rania, Westphalian land?
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Is 't where the dreary ooftst-Muids lie?

Or where the Danuhe dashes by ?

Yet stiU more grand,

nThe limits of the Fatherland,

The limits of the Fatherland.

Then name to me the mighty land,

Whioh u the (German's Fatherland

;

Yet Tyrol may the answer tell,

IB Its land and people pleased me well.

Thon hast not spanned

The limits of the Fatherland,

The limits of the Fatherland.

Where is the German Fatherland?

10 Oh, name to me the mighty land.

Where'er is known the German word.

Where German hymns to Grod are heard.

This it shall be.

This it shall be.

»Oh I German, it belongs to thee,

To none but thee I

All (Germany shall be the land

;

Watch o'er it, Heav'n, with saving hand.

And give us strength and courage too,

« That we may love it well and true.

This it shall be.

This it shall be.

Oh I Germ n, it belongs to thee I

This it shall be,

« All Germany the land shall be.



OKBEK NATIONAL SONG

GREEK NATIONAL SONG

m

Sow of Greece, come, .rue, see at Iwt our freedom',
boar.

HellM rtand., oloth'd anew, in her ancient bond of
power.

Oh, let the tyrants tremble.
As we in rank assemblel

• To arms, to arms, we call,

Ye people, one and all!

To arms, to arms, we call.

Ye people, one and all I

TheswordI a»e swordi theswordi theswordi the
sword I the sword I

*• To arms, to arms, we call.

Ye people, one and all I

To arms, to arms, we call.
Ye people, one and all I

Fear ye no^ «>«. of Greece, that ye few are, or
forsaken

;

*

"Europe now doth arise, -she your cause in arms
iias taken.

Bonmelians fam'd in story,
Morea's sons of glory I

Arise, and dash the brand
In all the Turkish land!

* Arise, and dash the brand
In all the Turkish knd

!

The brand !ti,e brand ! the brand ! the brand ! the
brand! the brand!

Arise, and dash the brand
In aU the Turkish huid!
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m Arise, and duh Uie bmd
InaUtheTnrkishlandl

HarkI oh hark! Hellas' maid groans beneaUi tb

yoke appalling I

Hear ye not? help I oh help I on her sons is Hella

calling.

To burst her bonds asunder

;

m To break the yoke she 's under I

To raise towards the sky

Proud sign of victory

!

To raise towards the sky

Proud sign of victory I

»The sword! the sword! the sword! the sword! tli

sword*! the sword

!

To raise towards the sky

Proud sign of victory

!

To raise towards the sky

Proud sign of victory

!

40 Oh, ye Greeks, be but brave, the barbarians d

spising,

They are mean, they are bad, though in endle

numbers rising.

From slavery we '11 sever I

Ha ! liberty forever

!

Now forwMd through the flood,

4s Through foemen's crimson blood

!

Now forward through the flood.

Through foemen's crimson blood

!

The sword! the sword! the sword! the sword! t

sword I the sword

!

Now forward through the flood,

M Through foemen's crimson blood!
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Now forward through the flood.
Through foemen's crimson blood I

NATTONAL SONG OP HOLLAND
Le : him in whom old Dutch blood flowi.

Uutamted, £ree, and strong
j

Wow join us in our song •
' » -»

» Let him with us lift up his'yoice,
And sing in patriot band,

The song at which aU hearts rejoice,
For Prince and Fatherhmd,
For Prince and Fatherhmd I

M We brothers, true unto a man,
Will sing the old song yet

;

Away with him, whoever can
His Prince or kmd forget IA human heart glow'd in him ne'er,_We turn from him our hand.

Who caUous hears the song and pray'r
For Prince and Fatherhmd,
For Prince and Fatherhmd I

Reserve O God, the iear old g«,und
* Thou to our fathers gave

;

The hmd where we a cradle found,
And where we '11 find a grave IWe caU, O Lord, to Thee on high.
As near death's door we stand,

» Oh I safety, blessing, is our cry.
For Prince and Fatherland,
For Prince and Fatherhutd I

186
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Lond ring thro* all rejoiobgt here,

Onr pnty'r, O Lord, to ^ee t

M Pkvflenre our Prinoe, hit House, lo dew
To Holland, great and free I

From youth thro' life, be this onr song.

Till near to death we stand

;

O Ood, preserre onr sov'reign long,

» Onr Prinoe and Fatherland,

Onr Prinoe and Fatherland I

II

<

PATRIOTIC SONG OF IRELAND

Oh I blest be the days when the Oreen Banner
floated, I

Subll jie o'er the mountains of free Innisfail,

When her sons to her glory and freedom devoted.

Defied the invader to tread her soil,

• When back o'er the main they ohas'd the Dane,
And gare to religion and leammg their spoil.

When valour and mind together combined

;

But wherefore lament o'er the glories departed,

Her stars shaU shine out with as vivid a ray,

u For ne'er had she children more brave and true-

hearted

Than those she now sees on Saint Patrick's day.

iillm

i.iii;
'! i

!

Her sceptre, ahu I pass'd away to the stranger

;

And treason surrendered what valour had held

;

But true hearts remain'd amid darkness and dan-

ger.

15 Which, spite of her tyrants, would not be quelled.

Oft, oft, thro' the night flash'd gleams of light.

Which almost the darkness of bondage dispell'd

;

i
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Bat a Iter now if near, her bMToi to oheer,
Not like the wiU gleunt which so fltfuUy darted,

n But bng to shine down with ito hallowing ray,
On daughters as fair and sons as tm»Jiearted

As Erin beholds on Saint FMriok's day.

And hailed as It rose by a Nation's appUuse,
» That flag waved aloft o'er the spire of Dungannon,

Assertbg for Irishmen, Irish Laws.
Once more shaU it wave, o'er hearto u brave.

Despite of the dastards who mock at her eause.
And like brothers agreed, whatever their creed,

*
*r .

«*»»^*Jwn. inspired by those glories departed.»o longer in darkness desponding will stey,
But join in her cause like the brave and true-

hearted,

Who rise for their righte on Saint Patrick's day.

PATRIOTIC SONG OP NORWAY

O SONS of Norway, the bold ancient kingdom.
Sing forth her praise to the harp's sweetest tone INow m your freedom prooLum her proud stoiy

;

Gladly to honour your Norway alone I

• Homage and glory now.
Find in her story now I

Tell to the world how her patriote would live I

SweUs ev'ry heart, now, and glows ev'ry cheek.
While honour to Norway in glad song we give.

10 Mountains with snow^nps, and valleys so fmitfnll
Seas filled with fish in abundance for all 1
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Ah t bow W6 IoT« the*, with Io?« that •ndnrath I

Qlad at thy sniiiiiunM, for thM would wt fall t

DearMt and nataro land,

u For thoi we e'or would itaiid.

Firm in dofonae aa the Nonomon of yoral

Proaper and thrire in thy glory and itrongth,

Till the dark wayea no longer reaoond on thy

ahore.

MnnMiro.

POLISH NATIONAL SONG

Poland *b not yet dead in tky'ry,

She onoe more ahall reign

;

What she loat her ohildren's hrar'ry

Soon will free again I

• SkTzyiieoki leads us on,—
Hark I the battle fray is raging

;

Poland shall be free I

Crush all tyranny I

Chobus
Skrsynecki leads us on,—

M Hark I the battle fray is raging

;

Poland shall be free I

Crush all tyranny I

Polish blood's already flowing,

But our swords are drawn.

u Hope in each brave heart is glowing—
All to fight a.'e gon .

!

Skr^meoki leads us on,—
Hark I the battle fray is raging ;

Poland shall be free I

M Crush aU tyranny I
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S«e the Ciar'i gnat army shatter'd
In it! prond amy I

See his oonquer'd Icfions scatter'd.

Polee hare gain'd the day I

» Sknyneoki leads as on,

Hark I the battle fray is ragins

;

Poland shaU be free t

Crash all tyranny I

Dwr white eagles, fly ye ever
» O'er OS, prond and free

!

Ev'ry bond to<lay we 'U sever
Of foul tyranny.

Skrsyneoki leads as on,—
Hark I the battle fray is raging

;

« Pohmd shall be free I

Crash all tyranny I

TURKISH PATRIOTIC SONG

Once the Saltan of the world, he spake, and lol
the soldiers all

Ready stood, enoas'd in armoar, at their mighty
rnler'soall.

Once the Saltan of die world, he spake, and lo I the
soldiers all

Ready stood, enoas'd in armour, at their miirhtv
ruler's call.

^

In his cause, like men of valour,
Then became both young and old.

In his cause, like men of valour, then became both
young and old.—

God wiD help us save the Sultan, 'neath whose
shadow all are bold I
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Then the Boldien fongbt and oonqner'd, near and
distant they were fam'd,

M Nations all, with fear and trembling, feats of won«
drous prowess nam'd.

Then the soldiers fought and oonquer'd, near and
distant they were fam*d,

Nations all, with fear and trembling, feats of won-
drous prowess nam'd.

All who heard admired their valour.

When the warlike deeds were told,

u All who heard admired their valour, when the war-

like deeds were told.—
God will help us save the Sultan, 'neath whose

shadow all are bold I

Mighty was th' Imperial army, ever mightier it grew.

North and south, and east and west, all lands the

name of Turkey knew I

Mighty was th' Imperial army, ever mightier it grew,

M North and south, and east and west, all hmds the

name of Turkey knew I

H<moured hl^h was then our ruler,

He unbounded sway did hold.

Honoured high was then our ruler, he unbounded
sway did hold.—

Lord, oh, help us save the Sultan, 'neath whose

shadow all are bold I

vTurks, hal saved with God's assistance, shall our

noUe monarch be.

Hell Constantinople's children make again both

rich and free I

Turks, ha t saved with Ghxl's assistance, shall our

noUe monarch be.
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He 'U CoMtontbople'. children nuke agEm bothr^

and tree I

Bich and happy he will make then^• L*» "» glorioui days of old,
Kioh and hay he wiU make them, like in gloriou.

daye of oM.— » —
Lord, oh, help u. «Te the Sultan, 'neath whoee

•hadowaUaroboldl

BuMu Pacha.

PATBIOnC SONG OP WALES*

MENofHarleohl In the hollow,
I>o ye hear, like nwhing billow.
Wave on ware that raiging follow.
Battle's distant sound ?

»T is the tramp of Saxon foemen,
Stton spearmen, Saxon bowmen,—
Be they knights, or hinds, or yeomen.
They shall bite the ground I

Loose the folds asunder,
tt Flag we oonquer under I

IJe placid sky now bright on high
ShaU launch its bolts in thunder I

Onward I 't is our countiy needs us.
He is bravest, he who leads us I

« ^nour's self now proudly heads us

!

Freedom! God, and Right

P-mlw-JTiuI^ ^ tte order of King Edwwd IV, the Eerl of

^T^ obli^b.'lJ'"?"T *'• '"*"P'^ ^•'•«>« 0' tSoMue were oblifed bj funine to eapitnlate.
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B00I7 steeps and pMses narrow,

Flash with spear and flight of arrow,

Who would think of death or sorrow ?

n Death is glory now I

Hurl the reeling horseman oyer,

Let the earth dead foemen cover 1

Fate of friend, of wife, of lover

Trembles on a blow I

» Strands of life are riven

;

Blow for blow is given.

In deadly lock, or battle shock,

And mercy shrieks to heaven I

Men of Harlech I young or hoary,

N Would you win a name in story I

Strike for ,home, for life, for glory

!

Freedom I God, and Right I

Tmdatod by Wm. Dcthib.

"IMA TOKI NARU ZO"

"Now'sTHB Tma"
l^andjited from th* Jspanaw by A. Lloyd.^

(A popnlar ballad wbieh I found with this nfnim in a Japamae
magaaiiw. I hava traaalatad H fairiy litarally, with tha azoeption of

the laat atama, whieh oootaiiiad a pky upon worda which it waa
quite oat of my power to npradnoe. llie piety of the laat atama ie

• little aeeantaatad in the tnmlation.— A. Llotd.)

Wide as the firmament above

Spreads over us our country's love.

While deeper far than ocean's bed

Our Sovereign's merqr doth us stead.

• Your gratitude now would you show ?

Ima toki nam so.

* This poem first appeared in The Independent, New York, •
few months after the outbreak of the Bosso^spanese War.
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Heroes of the Saored Land,

^ grim array of war that stand,
&wora to defend your ooantry's right

»• With steeled hearts and fists clenched tight
Your loyal bravery would you show?
•una toki nam so.

Man's life is but a little space

:

i» fifty years he 's run his race

;

u Sooner or Uter he must die

;

With chivalry and loyally
To death for Japan would ye go ?
Ima toki nam so.

Heroes that, aU along the shore,
» Lest the fierce foe his army pour
^to thf-te isles, stand sentinel.
Do your duty brave and well.
The hour of danger would ye know ?
Ima toki nam so.

» Trostjr seamen of the fleet.

Would ye know when best to meet
Your foe with storm of shot and shell,
*rom every floating citadel,
From guns above and guns below ?

» Ima toki nam so.

Would you know when best to hurl^ugh black of night and romiing swirl
Abe feU torpedo dealing death?
Would you, holding fast your breath

" Deal the swift and secret blow ?
Ima toki nam zo.
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Now*t tht Uma for deeds of fium

;

Small your oonntryt gnat har name.

Baar a^d wateh, eiidiire and toil,

« Tldnk tA gkny, not of apml,

Strika, and Iteaven dixaet ilia Uowl
In» toki nam ao.

!!
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