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1^^ *S^!i^ ?l ?"«".•• ''*^ hundred ninety-two.
Did tte Eng^ fight the French-woe to Frtice I

th^ui^ "* May, helter-skelter throi^

IJke a crowd of frightened porpoises a shoal oTtAarin

With the English fleet in view.
PiCKTKAix, Maxjokb

, ... .
n»» LAuatAm.

I lift the Lord on high,
Under the nuimniring hemlock boughs, and seeThe small birds of theforest lingering by
And making melody.

Ttoe are mine accJytes and these my choir,
And this mine altar in the cool green shade.

Suu.v^.Ar.AK ^^ of «-*«»»• (U««.)

_ BRSB8D* AND IMMtAlTt.
Cmie Jean Brebeuf from Rennes in Normandy
To preach the written word in Sainte Marie--

The Ajax of the Jtsuit enterprise,
Huge, dominant and bold—augustly wise.

Johnson, Patiunb thb akchsx.
Stripped to the waist, his copper coloured sUn
Red from the smculdering heat of hate within,

Lean as a wolf in winter, fierce of mood—
As an wild things that hunt for foes, or food.

Flint and Feather (Musson, Twoato.)
Ix>NOi>BU.ow, Hbnkt Waoswostb

*HB SONO Of HIAWATRA.
Should you ask me whence these stories ?
Wiente these l^ends and traditions,
^th the odors of the forest.
Vnth the dew and damp of meadows,
Witb the curling smoke <rf wigwams.
With the rushing erf great rivers.
vnth then- frequent repetitions.
And their wild reverberations.
As of thunder in the mountains ?


