
EDITOR'S CIhAT

Children's Page

Song of the Golden Sea
Sing ye ripening fields of wheat,

Sing to the breezes passing by,
Sing your jubilant song and sweet,

Sing to the earth, the air, the sky!

Earthi that hield tlïee and skies tlîat kisscd
Morning and noon and niglit for long,

Sun and ramn and dew and mist,
Ail that has made you giad and strong!

The harvest fields of the f ar, f ar West
Streteh ont a shimmnening sea of goid!

Every ripple upon its breast
Sings peace and pienty and wcalth untold!

Far as the eye can reach it goes,
Farthcr yet, 'tii there seems no cnd,

Under a sky where blue and rose
With the gold and turquoise softly blend.

Here where sweep the prairies 1oiný
Broad and beautiful in God 's eyes;

ilere in this young land, ail our owii,
The garner-hiouse of the oid wvorld lies.

-Jean Blewett.
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MY Deatr Boys and Girls:
lIow do you do? Are your eYes

bright, youl' cheeks ait(t legs hroVI',
and your hearts happy aftcr ail the
l0Ong, beautifuil surmer days that have
floWn, by sinue far away Junie wlien thc
editor last liad a chat with you? Ilave
YOU hiad happy, healthy, hieipful holi-
days i We hope so with ail our hearts,
and we hiope aiso that we shahl luave
5OIXie interesting letters front sone o
YoIU telling of your holiday pienies and
ViSits and work. While you have al
been holidaying the editor lias becii o1
a" WIonderful trip, ail the way, to South-
Oei Califoî'nia \vliere oranges cot off
trees and iîot ont of boxes; where roses,
great Pink and red and yellow ones,
nQd their beatitifîti heads aloiig the
roa4dsides anid (-imb over the Iîouses;
Whre geraiijuiiis grow like trees, and<l

are eut iiito becdges; anîd feras that we
tend so iovingiy lit tbe biouse grow over
windows, verandahs and roofs. Jiere
there are streets Iinied wvith palm trees,
arnd rows of trees tbat burst into great
clusters of red, pink, white and blue
lossoms. The tmaibling oeean roars

along the beaches and brings Up long,
queer sea weeds that the children skip
with on the hard, sandy beach; and be-
hind ail the trees and the flowers are
the great hbis and inounitains about the
beauties of whieh there are endless
stories to tell. Today we wauit you to

conteC withi ns on a trip through the
Orange Empire, so elose your eyes and
cone aloiîg over the splendid roads,
throtugh the elear sunishine and see what
we bave seen. We start out early in
the iiuoriiing front the city of Los

Aneeaiffd after xve have passed al


