been at the birththroes of a nation, can
fa'l to hear that story cried aloud, as it
were, h_v every lll:y('k, store or pri\at«'
residence that he passes. Therefore, my
heart goes out to the city of your love
and your pndnn because | know what
lies behind the mere houses in the streets
that one sees. | know the pnssiun and
the sacrifice that went to the upbuilding
of each, and that will continue to go to
its existence, and to all that its exist-
ence imphm.

But | find cause for a dw‘p(-r appval
in other things than those which you were
grmd rnnugh to show me tuAdu‘v. | have
realized here the existence of an assured
nationhood.  The spirt of a people
contented not to be another pe-nplr- or the
imitators of any other ;mup]v contented
to be themselves. This spint, of course,
existed fifteen years ago, but that spint,
#s | remember—and | have not fnrgultrn
some of my walks and talks in the city

then doubted a little It found it nec-
essary to vxphm. It stated its position,
and, perhaps, it waited a little to see
what other p('nplvﬂmught of its puSiliun.
Thank God | find no echo of that mood
here l(»-day. | can feel by the men on
the streets, and see l:_\' a thousand signs,
that here is a |,4'-»|.1<‘ in their own land,

whose heart sprnings go down llr’t']r into

the fabric, and who will be trustees for a




