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From a train window »

I saw a little cabin

It's walls ol" clean white clay

Set among the elms ai^mg the right-of-way,

It was in alittle farm-yard quite aheltter'd from the wind,

^d X knew the folk that lived there

Must be wonderfully kind.

The bam looked warm and eo2y

.iith a lean-to for a hog

^d by the little cabin was a kennel for a dog.

The hay was stacked so neatly

I knew pride had been at work

Man's pride in his ability

To do chores and never shirk.

The house was painted nicely

In white and trimmed with blue

In the windows there were curtains

rtud flowers bloomed too

I knww that very tender hands

Cared for things within the hone

That marriage there meant friendship

From which neitjaer cared to roam.

«

No palace this or mansion

Grown beyond man's control

But Canadian lif#^ and lovliness

ji. home possessed of soul.

Norman L.Tumbull. March 16th-48»


