February, 1897,

vnus by two most notable incidents M. Muir
«wauds vur chief of patriot poets.

10 13 worth while to sit for a little season in the
senout room, and watch the boys and girls in their
ey teens singing heartily and proudly the songs
wriiten by their master and teacher. Fo leads
wen hunsesf, with tuning fork and o fow sonvrous
operung notes, and as they sing ho keeps timo witl:
s nand, sometimes accentuating with a beat of
the foot.

I'ie entire absence of pomposity, the simple
cuntitkeness of mannoer, the frank delight and
puasure 1n his songs and their success, the absenco
o .« falso pride, the presence of a very true and
delightful one, the pleasedness, the cheorful ¢ an.
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teut, the jollity and a great suft-lieartedness,
which we of harder natures cannot understand,
and fur which he iy constantly apllogizing in
half shamu-faced way—make the author of Can
ada’s nntional song a man to bo both smiled at and
loved.

Foc 1t 18 a greaw thing to have written o nation’s
vt sung, suething o bo proud of beyond words.
Yet this dear author s only pleased and full of
wondor that his country should thus have accept-
ed it,

He has mado no profit vut of its enormous sale ,
indeed, ho was beguiled into paying thicty dollaes
fur a fitst publicanion, and be has received no coturn
beyond a trifle.
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In Autumn timo our emblom dear God blass cur loved Cansdisn homes,
Dons its tints of crimson huo; Uur‘Domlmon s vast demain;
Gar blood would dyo 1t deeper rod, May rlviy over boourlot,
Shod, dear Canada, for you! And peaco bold an endloss reign:
Ero sacrod rights our {athors won, Oor Tnion bound by ties of lovo,
To foomor: we dolivor, That dxpwni canngt sover,
Vo'll ighting dio, our battle cry, And flourish groen o'or Freodom's bhoms,
#The Maple Loal for overl” Tlo Maplo Lieaf forover!
Cuorus. Troxvs,
&,
On Merry England’s far famow DY

May kind Heaven swoatly suile;

God blozs 0ld Scotland evermors,
And Ircland’s Emorald Islo!

Thon twoll the song, both lond and leag,
"Til rocks and {orosts quiver;

God save our Quoon, and Hoaven bless
The Muyle Loaf for eves !
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It scoms -it {s—an absurd fact . but Canada’s
national song has cost its author exactly twoaty-
six dollars, chiclly, pechaps, because ho has been
poet, putriot, philanthropist - what you will—but
not a keen business man,

Probably though, in the years to come, Cana-
dians will hold him in Ligher reverenco becase of
it.  He is not the first singer of a natiun's songs
who has gune uncowarded in material ways

The young people were distissed presently, and
passed out with courtecus adieux . Mr. Muir's
pupils are nuticeably well trained in courtesy, and
in the ! larger factor in guud citicer ship, patriotism ;

then, while thetwilight gathicrea, we sat chatting
in the vacant schoul room,

‘The geninl poet-patriot spoke of his visit to
Halifax in ninevy-five, aud of his surprise at his
warm welcome there, of a luter visit, made last
August to Quebee, and his vivid impressions of
the dear old city.

“I had never secen Quobec before,” he said,
“and we stood, 8 party of French-and English-
Canadiany, abuut Wolfe's Monument ana sung the
national anthem, and then ¥ 7The Maple Leaf.”
Thoy made me make a speech, and I shell remem-
ber always how thnihng that scene and moment
were to me. It had been one of my hifo dreams
to sowe day stand upon the Plaing of Abraham,
and at Jast it was fulfilled.”

Mr. Muir s especially pleased weth the know.
ledyo that vur Ir nch cunfreres hive acerpted the
song, and that it has been translated into their
language.  Only a few wonths agoe, a party of
French gentlemen from Quebee, coming up to
Turontu on business, sang  *The Maple Leaf,
when by chanco they met Me. Mwe, while vne,
Mr. Erie Dorion, fastened a tiny maple leaf in
cnamel a » gold, upon the lapel of the author's
coat.

He wears . ut httle @ift always and values it
beyond words, 1ecause it came frum our French
brethren.

He told us also how the song camie to be
written, a fawiler tale to many, yet worth repeat-
ing.

In October, 1867, Mr. Muir ways walking with
u friend in Leslie's nursery, Toronto. Tho crim-
son maple leafs were fluttering earthward in the
gert'e wind of a golden autumn day. Ono
littie leaf lodged upon his coat sleeve.  He shook
it lightly off, as be imagined, but presently found
it still clinging to the cloth.  Mr. Muir, smiling,
drew his friend’s attention to thoe little leaf's tena-
city, and as he lifted it from his sleeve the atter
said : * Why not write a xeong abcut the waple
leaf 1”

In less than two hours the psem was completed.

On tho following day, when playing with kg
children he repeated to them the verses he bad
written,  His wife suggested thay he shovid set
them to music, and he did so.

Nearly thirty years have elapsed sincs that
Uctober day when those twu men walked be.
neatls the maples, and to-day Mr. Muir is famous,
while Lis song voices the united patriotic impulse
i the Canadian people.

QOn mountain heights, over rolling prairies
and down by the sen, in English, French and
German tongue, from ocern to ocean of Canadian
soil, and heart to heart of Canada’s birth-children,
the seng is lifted. Nay, further: in forcign lnndz,
great citiesand places of Jonely exile,infar-off Bong
Kong, in dusty Johannesburg, in tho midway
Pacific Isles, wherover and whenever Canadiany
gnther together, that song swells vp, sometimes
with sobs, sometimes with happy smile, but al-
ways with heartsome cry, * The Maple Leaf
Forever 17

The twilight decpened, tho genial face of tho
famous auther shono through the gloom, and talk
and sentiment were abruptly routed by the whisk
of the janitor’s brushes.

Farrn Fryrox,



