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I 'pHE name of Canada to me, as to many of
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sociations, but survives from early youth th»
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sp^2" o? r" '""^r' ''^«°"' °f "'d. freespaces of the unspoiled world. Not to nr^nata^ glory does the memory of youth go brcTas Wordsworth thought; not to some RatonfcEden where, in a previous incarnation we l^eas angels m a sinless garden; but to threl-!vPma.t.ve, and essentially mundane vat„Plams and hills that knew the toils and vva^d r:mgs of our ancestors. It is the unfcnced unnhab.ted, and tractless areas our subHminaimemory recalls; the lonely morning for" t the

'^ver^, hunte perilously foUowed, evening fires

tunes. No savage tribe with rude camp equlpage set forth at dawn fiom the shelte^ng edge


