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Bury the past; let its shade xîot affrighit us;

]3id ail its sadness and darkness adieu;
Once more let hope lie the star of life's journey,

Once more a prospect be hield up to view.

Erred have wve? That wve liave-times without nunmber;

F-'ailed, do they teli us? Ay, so it biath seenied:
\Vho hath. not failed? Be past failuires forgotÈcli;

WVho biath not erred? Be past errors redeenied.

Forth we go now with dtie sword of the Spirit,.
\'arriors who - feet w'ithi the Gospel are shod,

Heralds of righiteousness, angels of niercv,
Priests of the people, and prophets of God;

Not for the praise of mci, famne of the future,
\Vorld gain or glory that is to lie won,

Saving our own souls, or crown everlasting;
But for the wvork that awvaits to be done.

B3road lwy Assiniboine's sides are the meadows,

Fertile the pilains where Saskatchewan flows;

Green are Alberta's luxuriant pastures,

Fair the wvide fields where the wvheat hiarvest growvs;

Stalw\.art the fariner stalks, fearless the rancher
Pens the liot hierd ini the crowded corral,-

Dariug and loyal, and framied for (tevotion:

Hear they of Christ? Dothi noue say that they shail?

Lofty the inountains with suow-crested summiits,-

Gjorgeous the hues ou cachi sun-burnishied spur,--

Ruggcedl andl bulwarked withi tow'ring majestic

StatQly cgrav giants of spruce, Iarch. and fir.

Beautifuil ve w'ould lie there ou tfli ouxîtains,

Ye -%vlichi go forth for the captive's release,
Feet of the runuer w~ho brinugeth grood tidings,

Bringethi good tidings and pubhisheth peace.
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