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Chilliwack.

Vale of beauty in the West,

Mouutain-girdud, fair aud blest,

Here hy lofty peaivs walled in

Friiiii tlie mad world's roar and diu,

Safe tliou Hittest in the West,

In thy cosy mountain nest.

When tlie heralds of the morn

All the purple heights adorn,

And the banners of the day

Chase the lingering night away,

Then the dawulight in tlie dell

Breathes a jMUiee tongue cannot tell.
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When the golden sun declines

Hiding in the mountain pines.

Like a great Titanic pyre,

All the West is crowned with flre.
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