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PROVINCE, 10 NOVEMBER 1949. 
“MOURN NOT.” 
When I arose each morning 
The day seemed long and drear, 
My sleepless night were filled 
With grief and fear. 
And then—I felt your presence, 
Heard your voice, 
And this is what you said: 
Mourn not for me, because, you see, 
I am always with you dear.  
Though in soil my body rests, 
My spirit lives, I am not dead. 
So cast away your grief and fear 
Ever remembering that He said, 
I, AM THE LIVING AND THE DEAD. 
As you continue on through life, 
At times, the toil and strife 
May seem hard. 
Hold your head high. 
Keep your faith strong. 
Keep that smile that I love 
As you go along, 
And, when your journey on earth is through 
I shall be waiting for you. 
So, no more grieving. 
No more tears. 
God is with you always, 
And I am near you dear. 

Clara Fogg Lobban, Vancouver. 

REMARKS BY MAJOR J.S. MATTHEWS, V.D. TO THE LADIES OF THE ALTRUSA INTERNATIONAL 
CONVENTION, APPROXIMATELY 150 MEMBERS OF THE ALTRUSA CLUBS OF IDAHO, OREGON 
AND WASHINGTON, U.S.A., AND BRITISH COLUMBIA, CANADA, AT 9:15 A.M., SATURDAY, 15 
MAY 1948, HOTEL VANCOUVER. 

Madame President and Ladies: 

The greeting which comes to you this morning from the multitude—half a million citizens of 
Vancouver—is to congratulate you upon holding the first Altrusa International assemblage in 
Canada; is to welcome those from afar to our City and Dominion; to compliment you upon your 
laudable endeavours, and to predict that what you have inaugurated this morning will be 
maintained and grow stronger and stronger in the years to be. I have been allotted a few 
moments in your programme; must hurry, and presume to present an epitome of altruism and 
Vancouver as it appears to me. 

May we imagine it is the year 1492—four hundred and fifty years ago—and you and I are 
standing upon the surface of the moon looking at a great ball, called the “Earth,” much larger than 
the moon appears to us, floating in the heavens above. Through our telescope we see the 
pyramids of Egypt; the caravans of camels, crossing the desert sands of Arabia. We see hoary 
old Europe with its ivy-mantled castles. Then, far to the west, the hordes of Asia are lining those 
age-old shores. In between sandwiched between two oceans which we now call the Atlantic and 
the Pacific, lies a great, and as yet nameless continent, covered with a green carpet of forest, 
stretching from pole to pole, silent, still and empty, and we wonder why, through the countless 
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