
T~HE ROBIN

tion from the dead is the great founda-
tioiî stone on whieh the Christian re-
ligion is built, and when you are older
You wili realfize that it is this great
thing that has made possible ail that
is best and noblesl, in the worid. The
ideals of honor, of freedom and
humanity that the civilized world are
figbting for today have ail risen as the
resuit of wvhat happened on that first
lEaster Înorning. Our brave men have
g-One into exile and battie and terrible
dleath; our brave wornen have given up
ail that is most dear to themn in order
to defend the beautiful things of life,
ideals tîtat w-e, like the Knights of tle

HÔôly G rail, foliow at a distance, tryiing
always to reach them.

We thinkz that wbhile we are talking
aibont that first Easter and the< greal
rock hewn toinb that we have read about
we would like to gîve you a littie poemn
that w-as written by a young EnglIish-
mnan, a university mail, Rupert Brookes.
lie wvas a brave 'lad who joined the
Ž1riinY and foughit in the dreadful Dar-
,laiielles, and there lost his life. Before,
he left England lie wrote tluis verNv
beautiful poern. which all the teacherS
and older girls and boys ivili appre-
cite:

The Soldier
If 1 should die, think oniy this of me-
Tlhat there's soire corner of a foreign field
rphat is forever England. There shahl be
In that ricli earth a rielier dust coneealcd;
A dust w-ho England bore, shaped, made aw-are,
Gave, once, her flow-ers to love, lier wvays to roarn,
A body of Engiand's breathing Engilish air,
Washed by the rivers, llt by suns of home.
Andi think, this beart, ail evil shed away,
A pulse iii the eternal mmnd, no less
Gives sornewhere back the thouglits by England giveni;
lier siglits and sounds; dreains happy as lier day;
And laughter learnt of friends; arîd gentleness,
il enrts at peace. under an Englislh heaven.

Rupert Brooke.
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ro enter ino a detailed descriptionof
thue "'pions bird with the scarlet breast'
,VoI]d bc the veriest pedailtry. For is
is flot

"Tbe bird whieh, by some naine or
other,

AMI men kruow and eall him brother''?

Prom ýour earliest nursery days lie
has been before us, as a special favorite
Of the Deity and mankind in general.
lP-robably ]îo other bird lias such a halo
of romance and legendary lore woven
anli( it as thue Iluddock. as Shiake-
-Peare cails him. lu verse ani leeiiu

the euublei of all the virtues, to hurt
or destroy bini, or, rob his nest, is to
bring just retribution, if not eternal
punisliment, upon tlie iinfortunate head
of the cuiprit. Hie is another avian
minister to thîe Man of Sorrows, whielu
faneiful fable saith derived lis red
breast as a reward for his sympathetie
efforts to extract the nails from. the
Cross of Calvary. One of the mnost
beautiful Welsh legcnds eoncerning it
is thus happily expressed by Whittier
in relatirig how an old dame ehides lier
gran(isofl for- tluiowing stones at the
"holy bird.


