L We thmk not of the toﬂsome road,
7 'We heed not now the sumimer’s: sun.
Our backs are straighten’d forthe: load

* . Nor turn we ’t111 our end is won: .-

01d Thunder Bay has never seen, S
"Like gathering to this before, -
.- Nor heard a bugle’s sound, T ‘ween, -
‘ < Inall 1ts many years of yore.

vSons of- Ca.nada.’s rich frought land e
~Kre listing on' this Sabbath morn, -

Of Him’ who holds’ mthm?ts\hand S
The finale of life’s ev’ ry storm.. <

The 60th R’s, “and- Royal A’s. .
. Afte bending to the utter'd pray’r, Ry
Oh! grant that He may shew. the’ way, BT
’ And leave His- ha.llow’d 'blessmg there. . " .

" The guns that face me, elen}*m' ght tell,

D Pelchance where~human, lood was shed,
W'here many a gallant’ foethan fell, =
oy .And wove the la.st etema.l threa(l.

I care not, yet, to leave. the world

“\Whate'er misfortune mme‘, -

v " My canvass will, I trust, be furl'd,"
e In dxstant years, :some future. t].me

i ) For he who ha.rbors vam

’Tls useless to repine; or fre
: . e it



