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Then came the day when the war trumpets
sounded and the soul of Canada flamed to her
full stature. She heard the call of the op-
pressed and hurled her legions against the
oppressor. Not hers

“To mix with Kings in the low lust for sway,

Yell in the hunt, and share the murderous

prey.”’

Nourished in freedom she gave battle for
freedom. To-day I see her, as I saw her in the
time of war, roused but unafraid, and watch-
ing with questioning eyes the sacrifice of her
sons. Standing heroic on the soil that gave
her birth she marks with glooming brows the
madness of the nations. This is the hour of
her decision. Woe alike to those who would
stay her hand and to those who would hurry
her to destruction! Born of the dreams of
humble people who toiled and served for the
freedom on which she was nourished, Canada
must be forever free! As a free nation within
the Empire she has given lavishly of her best,
and as a free nation she must endure!
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