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CANADA, Canada, land of the maple
City about whose brow the north wind blows
**Close up in front, and steady, lads ! " brave Stewart crles,

<= ¢ They re here” . .
*Cold," cried the wind on the hill . . . .
Columbus came to thee and called thee new . .

Come and let me make thee glad

Come down from the heights, my bird,

Come, happy morn, serene and fair

Come hither, Sleep, from Chio’s isle

Come, walk with the world and go down to the destitute
homes of the poor

Cradled within the arms of mght

DARK tresses made rich with all treasures

Dead! dead! And now before

Deserted nest, that on the leafless tree

Did you see the snowy castle . . .
Down from the blue the sun has driven - . . .
Down the long lanes of Arcadie . . . -
Do you remember, dear, a night in June

Draw nigh with reverence, Canada

Dreary, dreary, Fundy’s mists are sweeping

ENOUGH ! the lie is ended., God only owns the land
Eyes of blue and hair of gold-
Eyes that we look into—so

FACING the ocean, guardian of our land

Fair bird, whose silvery pinions sweep

Faith spread her wings to seek the realms of day
Fancy many forms assumes

For three whole days across the sky

From out the cold bouse of the north

GoD spake three times and saved Van Elsen’s soul .
God speaks, Hfe beats within the brain

Gone, brother, lover, son! .

Good Christmas bells, 1 pray you

Greatest twain among the nations

HACK and Hew were the sons of God

Had 1 two loaves of bread—ay-—ay!
Hail, first of the Spring . . .
Hail to the pride of the forest-—-hall' . . .

" Helot drink—nor spare the wine
Here at the change of ways, the steel Steed halts
Here is the old church. Now I see it all

Her gold hair fallen about her face . . .
He sits at last among his peers .
He wandered down, an Orpheus wilder- souled .

He who but yesterdqy would roam

T Ut T R M"W - m
e P 5 B [ L]

PAGE
289
329

70
310
356
338
386

225

354
22

255

26
148
379
227
312
197
211

59

309

117
212

121
170

335
69
63

91
318

49
276
277

117
285
313

358
300




