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. Over the fields of rippling gold,
Bright the Alberta sun

Iingered above the ripening grain,
The fharmer's work, well done.

Thick as a forest, smoothe and strong,

Stood the marvellous wheat,

Restlessly stirring and seeming to-sway

. Under the summer heat.

Wwide spreading fields fto the skyline stretched,
over a prairie clean, ¢ ‘

TNeter such a crop in all of the years,

gaed come to this land,T ween.

sent was her back and gray was her head,

Rough her hands and daffed,

But she looked &t the wheat end her eyes were bright,
As she softly, proudly laughed. '

out in the fieldis the binder vhir led;

The harvest had just begun, :

Tike music, the grind of fthe blithe, sherp tlades, L
Whistling under that sun, 1

suddenly out of a bright, blue sky, :
Tike an evil sprite, there Sprung

A great black hand, that shut out the sun,

And over the fields 1t hung.

gti11 and suspended in the &ky,

mhe black cloud paused apace,

And thea with fury, its fingers spread,
In & vast vindictive race.

pown spat the hail, in a i ting storm,
pullets of ice and snov,

And over the trembling, sheking vheet,
The frozen recks plung ed low. .

shivering and trapped the sensitive graim,

. Cringed and crouched to fthe ground,- :
while %he storm hissed OVer fhe slender stalks,
And covered them in & mound.

ohl never wag Crop more gracious Or strong,

Oor work thet was belt erpdone

Then under that false and smiling €ky

And bright AXberta sun.

And nov in the fields where the grain had been



