
Tbese be the lark's Song. Wbat is
That cannot crowd, in the time

To two like us on tbis gray oid e
Such bliss as will iast tili we re

Dear one, tbink oft of the full, gl~
And, tbinking of themn, forgett

Wbisper: " Remembrance bolds n
And kiss my niouth wben I flu

It is interesting to note Mrs.

appreciation 'of the poemis whic

last mnonth, and with an extract f
Archibald Latniman we will closi

of ber work:
1You sing of winter gray and, cl

0f sulent stream and frozen lake,
0f naked woods, and winds that

To shrielc and sob o'er vale and

And straigbt we breathe. the br
And sec stretched -ui -before our
A white world spanned by brood

And snowflakes drifting every~

You sing of tender tbings and s
0f field, of brook, of flower, of
The lult of bird, the sunset flush,

The scarlet poppies -in the wbe~

Until we led 'the gieamn and gi
0f summer pulsing -through our
And hèar the.patter of tbe rains,

And watcb the green tbings s~

-You sing of joy, and we do mn
How glad a thing Is life, and, de
0f snow, and we sccru ta hear

The sound of sabbint in the d

Canada's cal
Loud as tlhe voice of ber deep boar

Chear as the it of ber son' bird
Canada oeils to ber sons and \et

Lift high yaur standard of ~n

Here in the dawn of a great n tioe
Rings tbe chear voice of our cou

Caliing for heroes whose self-intel
Do what tbey know and dare w

Canada calis!1 Then let the respol
One that shall honour our gori

Let us be ail we wouid pray tbat c
Ahl tbat our bopes and tradition

Not in -the weaith of het~ prairies
Not in ber output oDf silver and

But in a people, f reé, righteaus an
Lies ber supreffesi of ireasures

Pure as the gold in the hcart of h
Strong as ber. torrents tat leap

Straight as the rNne tree and ca

H'oneat and fearless, face-frw
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love Worth The, Nmtiv Born..

that's given' Theres a tbing we love to tbink of when thesumnier days

arthare long,

ach beaven? And the summer winds arboinadtes mrsu
is strong,

ad years, When the orchards. and the meadows throw -their f rag-

" weep, rance on the air,
o tears 1Wben the grain-fields flaunt their riches, and the g10w is

on sleep. everywhere.

Blewett's hearty Something sings it ail the day,

,h we considered Canada, fair Canada,

rom er erse on And the pride thrills througb and through us,
rornher erse on'Tis our birthplace, Çanada!

e this brief revie Theres atbing we love to tbink of when the frout ndice

and snow
in, Hold high carnival together, and the biting -north winds

blow.
wake$ Tbere's a tbing we love to tbink of through the bitter

h ill. wintei hours,

acing air, For it stirs a warnith within us-tis this f air young land

eyes of ours.

ing skies, Something sings it ail the day,

where. Canada, fair Canada,
And the pride thrills tbrougb and through us,

weet, 'Tis our birthplace, Canada I
>ush, Ours with ah bher youth and promise, ours with ail ber

IL strength and might,
Ours witb aIl ber mighty waters and ber forests deep qs

0w night.
veins, Other lands may far outshine ber, boast more charnis than

she can dlaim,

prout and grow. But this young land is our own land, and we love ber very

ark namne.

ar; Something sings it aIl the day,
~'Canada, fair Canada,

[ark r>And. tbe pride tbrills tbrough and througb us,
'Tis our birthplace, Canada!

Let the man born in old, Engiand love the dear old land

tbe niost,
ning waters, For wbat spot a man is born in, of thàt spot be's fain to

s in May, boast;.
daugbters: Let the Scot look back towards Scotland with a. longing in

hood to-day. bis eyes,

n's morning, And the exile from oid Erin tbink ber green sbores

ntry's appeal, naradise.

test scorning, Native .born are we, are we,

bat they feel. Canada, f air Canada,

nse bcAnd te pride thrills trougb and through us,

ouland 'Tis our birthpace, Canada!1

>Ur sons be, Well we love that sea-girt island, and we strive to.under-

is demand. stand
Ahl tbe greatness, ail tbe grandeur, of the glorious Mother

so peerless, Land;
Ëoid, And we cbeer ber to the skies, ch er ber tili the echoes

id fearless, start,
untold. For the ohd land bolds our bornage, but the'new land bolds

er mountains, our beart 1

to the sea, Native born are we, are we,

ras ber fountains, Canada, fair Canada,

rard and f ree. And tbe pride tbrills tbrougb and tbrougb us,'

-S elected. 'Tis our birtliplace, Canada! -Jeats Blewett.


