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52 . THE SONG OF THE EXILE.

IX.

Give thanks to God, Canadians, that ye
Have not been cursed with nobility.
And, as you love your country, keep it frce
From those whose utter inutility
For any good is proven by their pride .
Of blood ; they have not aught to boast beside.

X.
A noble land is yours, and ye may well
Be proud of her. And here before me lies
Your greatest city. Would that I could tell
One-half the tales of brave self-sacrifice ,
Which those who founded Montreal had shown,
Ere yet the name of Canada was known.

X1

But, should I strive to speak of every deed
Of sacrifice and brave endurance borne
By all your heroes, I should feel the need
Of greater time, and heart less SOTTOW-worn ;
Nor have the Muses so inspired my pen
That I can fitly praise those noble men.



