
CAIIAOA, THI LARD Of PROMIfl, AND OTHII POMU9

SttmoMridM'd bjr day* of ibt falrttt,

Aad gUdtd by Ood'a good uiuhint.
Btirtb«o«d witb wMlib of tbo rarait,

Of ri»tf, ot forest and miiw
Uu(hiii«. tbt wotl-moUUod mouataloi,
Tbrico bappjr, tb« corn-plAattd pUio,
Sboutiof with Jojr art tbo fountaiat
A ^oaporout fulaomo rtfrain.

Canada's wheat fields need UlUng;
She calls to the kinfs o'er the sea,

Send us your best, we are wUling
To make them both rich men and free

;

Come to us bringing good muscles
To garner the grain in the sheaves,
For want is a stranger where rustles

The wind through the green maple leaves.

Strong like the mother that bore us.

As brave as our red British blood,
Sired by fathers before us
Who conquered the bush and the flood,

Canada sends forth this message.
To o'ercrowded nation and sute;—
Come all ye breeds that know honour
And enter our wide-swinging gate!
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