Alexander

¢
Muir.
By FaithFeat on.

GME day his voice will bo

silent and the genial face
¥ will bo missing frow our

midst ; his place  shall
know him no
more—then, as
is the way of
all men, we
shall rightly
cstimate the
mensure of his
work.

Nay, hardly
sosvon. Twenty,
forty, fifty years
to come, when
Canada stands
in the foremost
rank of the na-
tions, and the
strains of ¢ The
Maplo Leaf For-
ever " shall ring
out from the
Jjubilant voices
of millions of
freshyorng sons
and daughters-then there will be afew white-haired
and bowed mayhap, who, searching back through
the years, shall proudly relate their persunal mem-
ories of the author of Canada's national s ag.

To-dny he is a familiar figure in ovr city streets,
and weo pass him with careless if \:ndly recogni-
tion, to-morrew, mayhap, we shall treasure his
lightest remeinbered word ; whilein a jubiles of
years we shall leave his portrait or autograph as a
valucd heirloom to our children. Te it not s}

T L} .

Tet us telk in a homely way about him, giving
just a bricf pen picture of the man ~ho hasa
right to be prouder than a premier, since ke has
written Canada’s song of songs—the song of the
nation.

It is the afterncon of a clear January day, as
we mount tho ste, s of Gladstene Avenue School—
onoe of the large public schools of Toronto—and
opening a door find ourselves in & room full of
young peoplo of both sexes. They are accustom-
od to visitors evidently, for they continue busy at
work, and take little notice of our intrusion. = At
the top of the rcum stands a tall sturdy and most
genial old gentleman, who smiles at us benevo-
lently, and as he extends his hands in hearty
English greeting, we realize that we are face to
face with tho author of * The Maple Leaf.”

¢0ld,” wo have said, vet tha word is restricted.
Tho genial faco is old only as Mr. Pickwick’s
might have been.  The bead is large and round.
The lightly silvered hair curls in whimsical littlo
ringg, which roll well back frcm a benevolent
forchead —-timo has compelled their retreat but
they moan to be merry over it.  Tha bluc oyes
and bushy brows, the ruddy, plump, jolly, clean-
shaven face, the merry amile about the mouth,
and & pair of spectacles thet ave frequently push-
ed half way up the forchesd, all go to make a
& jorial Pickwickian er.:mble, Only—n big

“oaly " this—Mr, Mair is Scotch by hirth, Cana-
dian by adoption, and English alenc in big-
hoariedness and intonso Imperial zontiment,

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

As forage in years, he tells us presently, in the
course of our chat, that ho was brought to Canada
*a baby in arms,” in 1834. DBut the sonorous
voice, sturdy physique and ruddy visage declare
most hale sixty-two.

It is four o’clock and the pupils are ready to
go home, but they remasin a little to sing a few
sungs for us.  ** The Maple Ieaf Forever” first,
then * Cannds Furever,” Mr. Muir's latest pro-
duction, and * Canada, Land of the Maple Tree,”
a spirited and melodious patriotic song, which is,
perhaps, not as well-known as it should be. Thus
last suny is markedly Imperial in sentiment, and
is in marked harmony with the present trend of
Cananian feeling.

Thoe Maplo Leaf,

Fobruary, 1897,

The chorus runs thaus:

Wao're Britous born, aro Britons still,
And Britons ayo shall be,

The Union Jack, the flag we levo,
Shall guard our Maple treo.

And herein lies & pretty association. A fir
copy of the song was sent to Sir John A. Macdon-
ald, who rephed 1n lus kindly way that the re-
fra*a should become his life motto.

A few months afterwards the great statesmun
died ; but not until, 1n that last election cunpagt,
he had made the words suggested by Mr. Muic s
second song forever memorable 1o Canadn's his.
tory.

Sar Emblem: Dear.

A CANADIAN NATIONAL SONG.
DELICATED TO THE VOL*ITNTEERS OF CANADA.

Con spirito.

Worde and Music by ALEY.. MUIR, 4.
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