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the mnore surely our nationality changes into religion, andl once, at least, a year
we hang our harps on the willows or the miaples ami reinember Zion.

Let mue end witli some verses from a poet too littie known, which say what
Iwant to say, but cannot:

"In solitary roomns, when dusk is falling,
I hear f rom fields beyond the hatinte(l mounitains,
Beyond the unrepenetrable forests,-
I hear the voices of rny comtrades calling
Home! Home! Home!
Strange ghostly voices, when the <lusk is falling,
Come f rom the ancient years; and I Wieember
The schoolboy shout. front plain ami xvood and river,
The sîinal cry of scattered conmrades, calling
Home! Home! Hom-e!

Call, and stili cali me, for the dusk9 is falling.
Cali for I fain, I fain would corne but cannot.
Cail, as the shepherd calis uipon the mnoorland.
Though mute, with beating heart, I can hiear your calling,
Homte! Home! Home !"

SC1ýNX IN NORITHIRN ONTARIO.
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