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Prelude

r I WO pesupon a ble ot od-
One 'mpk v girth and sweel of cavein

But a shapeless bit 0 homely wood
That you would s« a 1 the pourest ta oo
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By the strange f nuy or a Dorian
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The Cuy of the Song Cnitaren

\Y not I write to a metre’s m asui¢
Who gather my words m flood

Say not I wrte tor the liing’s pleasur
For lo! my ink is blood.
O, if these lines could show my passion
L.ook, is the blood not r :h and rel'
1 will pow it out till my ml . asher.
And my gr.ef liec dead.

I .m a fr gment uf restless wind

Against th: [~} - nountain broken

My heart 1s « it with t'ic “no.: eatwined

And wears as a sweet token,

Wherever I move, or ever [ run,

Tle sting of the frost and the kiss of the sun
To show that I favor no pilgrim more

Than tt. nc t 1o 'noks .t ry cheerful duor.

Av o v, il m wiant’s er

st “tmtan the coone .
Sl come L dian lullaby

¢ rotle .~ hill ot b om ¢ pan
o ge ol o the hills Al roght

Anc rock ny  ms with a sad delight
Rock taemn long

For the chndrer of song

Whoer ny horon pag: is athirst v o arn

Ir = OF e SoNng CIHILDRE T

U ~eve vlorn errvel o rour
S VI SR RV B S
In the noes lal, glad

I 9t sowm

amocemning s v, to release aovoall
The 1ose 0 red
On the sea-prow wa'l

lu the roses come and the . oses fall
J e cluldren call

vi! he children call
But T ar- aseaich 1 r brez d.
A wisp is herc and - wisp s there;
\ long day’s march in the blinding dust,
And [ gain the form of a fleeting crust
To lessen an hout’s despair

And 1 ery to God .

ST Il my bl be shed

Anl my ve rs be trampled away i, the sod
lrer bread * Dre: d!

O ~Hy ey o Juide mroia

But the ws: han > r 1

_ar ovel oo il gaden gace

And the “h™ rer wart

I am Caneo
And m skin is brown from the comrade »
Ald my hert - o luster of grap.s; oo on:
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THIC RY €I THIN SONG CHILDREN

Ripe ind re 1y to fSow _og ther

In th: chanr 1 sweer of a purple .

.1.d the unhorn children arovid me “wong

I will fill the air

With their floating haiy,

I ~nid.

And I s when the mc. .1 wo i - film o1 grey
Ane moil.d in a gardet . hero leve lay dead
“ra he children llec and 1 onwered ‘Yea
I come, b the beckor ng w, p ui bread
called e sway oower;

Vd the childe 71 nowr e o5 70 - sleep ;
When t"> nght v s deep

I could hear them weep

This is the poet’s He ' to know

How fa: s unbor: . wildly cryiny |

1oostar Y i aght e the wind fl v

A the dast 1 ht 10 dying,

1. T te he chidren wand find

o 1t broken ¢h .u

Whe 0 weary st calling all dav in tl - v ind
I h I OTord?”

¢ . Itne Jaxen-hared,

I Loat vared,

Lun-oey noimp who hath callew - long,
P[ - | ] il, d s

# o

THI Y w1 IHE ONG (HILDw ™

Darce v Bopel L anu neve
Tohy t cn
Neem =t o "g_.

T store tne 01t give or birth; the 1
Let dowa vyu .1

The ks

Deepesc dyes

T oroa jour e

Dear Iit. e Ha: nlaie’

F1roat bared . al!
sSur-brcwned child
Here is your I'fe 1 « son;, unduiued.

The morm 1s a filr  _ lov:ly gre

And the rose is blown from a crimson tl read
But T am over the hills, and away

For Bre-~d

23



A Song to Canada

MY land is a woman who knows
Not the child at her breast

Al e quest

Hath Leen gold.

M1 her joys, ail Lier w e

With the th'n, yel"ovs lea e unroli «

And fhiere 15 my _rief that no leagz s

Of the tumult that » rowds in a rune

When the white, curving throat of a cataviet geams

In the Leht of 2 g -Hat ng moor

I am (’‘aneo

vhe pct b L z¢- no . grown bold.

Bold amm I as all men grow bol

Who wash themselve. long i the sun:

I know what she lost when she gathered the pold

And she alone k _»ws w.it she won.

1

1. dreams

\v 1 oawlas . vie gan whe lowe

P el ak

e it - o e

That o 1 . heur woen her peril is nigh;
Tt poets vlo osine:

“Ver fwr :th bl - of *he north

\ PR

sl e s peth oot
Te e ter o o ovwlae erdle the vy Ly Stboate
r.ng.
24
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tr this 1s my griet .hat no longer she care.
lon the old  cunding message ot truth
vhet ound- on the "5 of a poet, who Gares
1oy - de- the o - of her veath,

Cld s won Coan
| o 1ot and o1 s
lic huth diro
i the wmd
\I! that yieldea her 110st
.nd to-night she mu ¢ -,alk with  he blind
And this is my grief that her 2old a Wl her gain
Buvs never a fragment ~f jo
A orsel of t-uth oo of henor a gra.
(it a love that is free from alloy.

I1i - i hate or rain of applarse,

I hall sing oo, song in a freemn’s cause.
I have pathed m ‘he spray

O the long white carve o Migby Ba
A\nd srom ' ohrad,

F'o Juan d @ Fwea, the toreador,

\Whe tunes too bull ot cur st door

| have smootned eah rood of my cour:ry’s floor.
reat ds all od a on oar sod,

Jhe cricket ng .r the Selairk’s reac. -
And small i> all v« v - gl on te Guld,

A liart of hote vad a brog, rt's speech.

25



AV SCNMG TO CYNADA

A span of steel nd a .er of stone,

Wh t bozst to fi'ag agamst His throne!

We twist His trees and they plough His n iu
We sow His seed and we reap .1is grain

Our ! ingdom » giurth

I'» the poet’s to it

But sit G 1 0. we sh.u'1 boast;

My love 1¢ my land ¢ rong

As the love of *he ap ‘ur thi tree

For she is the chanr 1 th ot i ¥t h T up ached 1o
the air.

In the lilt of n.y « mp

A garland of shelterm - leaves I wove her to wear,

And she gave not a hint of her 'ove - the sh:en

Cf their shimmering green,

But fingered away av her -old; T cerpe’ T des.ir

wnd yet comes 1 oy he w.ll nisten to . ae.

I u:1 C nee

™ noet s'ie Tove, 1t grown boly

B dum 1 4 vien ;~,w bold

V ho w sk tiemese = o in the san.

S0 v hat ! v she gath ed 10 ol
A | h . awnT o ono e vnn,
W wr, I v 010,
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A Dear S50d Forlorr

A S “r's U breal « aay
. o Corsation . h o
P . th ot veet 11 - lc ev play
[y I oy o adere L
' U -
"1 U T Loact up o ly
Uy T Iele te vime up cacertin e glon
e wh el =7 a0 e
I e ‘]dg"ll‘ U [ ted sincc

o bl s oaa br ker i1 ki
v samall voice hat ot
at Taurel wreatlh <hall g owee thy siviple <oread -

duy dooped to do the wesset o hing, and said

"W will come back to-mirrov to the  eat
Vv boothor poets) “Foo we st b dad

Pas 5 ever man returt wlhe thns temipt. fater
T pnolish Tamb 1s s or

I'nf ther 7 no temperad v ona wheoo thoug t- are

ho .

v Tuy ¢ [ how hewll com to know

Uine prent pleas ire Ht the suns  wveet raye .
ool I onever breas: the dri -1 snow

Ahat bli were sy cete t kermel o Tne day
[t l.esser Thir

ooy warmth th - doo p 1rvdre. st o0 Ly o



A POET STCOD FORLORN

Applause might hurt that look of straig. ™ intent
Until T lost t'ie wondetr of the whole.

There’s mu ic on the mcrchantman wx
\n argeiy—is silent as 1ty soul

For them 'tis food 1 1 w.ie

With one lone sta. m ~ wing o "l o2
There’s pleasant 10 ic in e wai 0 0 ode
Listen o it awh ™ the - - the a7

Thus spake the temnt. Lo [ ki ful
Sach sounds  Lcild haunt I fut e osymh g
\nd through all time my v«
"Would shroud its beauty 1 a sou'lc  cnrse

A perfect thing 1 might create, and then

Strike faultless notes with ar imp.ss ored hand
But perfect phrase is not the speech «. n n

Vi'hose brow ' are by he winds o sasst i tanned.
And the s whe Jdare to 1 se

Shall st Ble uost o the, azoroach ‘h Tic

Ay i ihe org Cae veork ot plane g ru

€ ore tl on moantmg the st go
I tans e OW i DT EVeN TOW ' MNe St

Wor 1 o» e and her - quipag
Spofooump oror o

In o = . wiltornane v oda o0 T

A POR = S100)D FORLOKYN

Il iis th: Greaest T g 1 deem- a cng

% sinps the skhylark in is roinde’ay;

tes burit ng leaj ¢ dancing in 2 t -ong

¢ mPne aike childre Loosed 1 scueon fov

play

voraer on sy o bel

to"na tle nyst'e unt wiore Beat v«
Porebance the cvenn 7000 12 Wi

Aoy stumble o oser e inh wontt  so e —

tie prop disoord tha o th “at r fit —

I'or this sheald we e ject the < reet vhen 1ound?
I'he sparrow  titters rue

In level phrase the saylark never :wm w.

The vinlet on the mountait side is scarred—

A beauty scar, the finger of the storm- -
Ungentle winds have “issed the sea ar 1 marred
To greater beauty its impas<ioned form.
vwits impet cection’s gain
To split this elm ~ad make ot grow n tw -

In eme famr2d park, f wull uresvir ¢ craft

\vith listle & steps but yostermorn I rollec
liefore me ro = o _u-dial’s aantl 1 shaft

\Whose shad w .. fe! on gardens wrought in golc.
Vel here, beneath. 1+ teet

[ found a wild flov = and 1ts breath was  weet,

2



A POET STOOD FORLORN

Torn »,ere its petals: broken was its stem .
(A child »f charity amid those flowcr )

I touched 1t as those raithful tc iched the her
O1 Jesu's garment, to enlict 1t< pov-ers

And straightway I was healed;

The burdened sense was rone: wiid mu ic pel 1

Low bent the piie. the sunbean s danced on rc ks

Fair clouds drew <ilken vels .. the =:n.
[he poplar dressed he clves in s'her [ooc” i

(The wind tran formed th-n {, m the  ombre

nun j
“nd lacgh®er ha't 1 cot”
Pealed through the ir—a tripute to the T ord

Vho rleans no beauty .rom a cold, grey : xy
Doth gather none when it is flamiug .
Who knows no raptur: when sad brezes -igh
Fe's none, aright wh 1 balmy zephyr. trea
Voth whispering teet, on flnwers
searpt g to bud bene th wirm .pril showe,

rhere is mcre loveliness 1 on: lene {c e
Tha: nungers, on the Cuff her paren’ m 1ld,
Thin a the pomp, Arangement in its p wer,
Ewve Aisplayed 1 rows ot himng go'l
The * weetest sony' . bird

Is that > : note is ha'f g-esscd anu  alt he: o

30

APl S 0D FORIEOI

Mething  seo oup i P
(.1 othe piwes vvho v, rone e

There's entle ..o v m ¢ opirit n

Tud sew ¢ 11€r, les: go rothy, e
\nd w o o1voa o thi rth

T w1 lov o gl.’i Cx T T e
Ardyie s they Tl B s a i e ad

herse e av. oub oAl e s ! v
Who v il wath steo 1 ke a'm om0 Lok

Ana uxéd rule witt v to pror or carse
And who diclare as v ight

The rugged phrase e

Cold critic! scornful since our time began
O. eve-y templar of immortal musc

Wha* choric note ¢onforms anto thy plan
b nev. - light with passion s holy fuse,

Foi, smee old T.iton's horn
Tar.. wo'e ihe seas, the great have eIt thy

‘Browni® * ‘1 wme or we 11O dovd o es

“The mil- anl ater pu 7 1 Kea.
~ad Pocoad o o Ve o

and s ldsmith weoansy ow Iondoa s o
Vel Byron. fived .., voutl,

Stoaagles old oo 0 R AR N U L

pocis cip oon uou fht

O

wl



VTR L S UO0D CORT T Ty T 0D TOREORY
Shall Seotte 2 0 b o Frga 1w e wn th o by
Or Yonkee thit bir quen h faoad an : G vl oo } "
Thev prune their b i Bost ne 1 & T S oazel o , L
A b oohedde at Vooqe 'y e, oo I PR T SRR S I o
al fre small p ot b taev W et
Viaer ma a2 Che mu e, o aly N { oot st
' it 7 Lt
room oo te tan saan, heow e
ventuoe o c—y vy oo A
ot v ook at s e e th gl
b chymr w1, cot o oma with e b

“Poor Buras ha e Lacl boc
H.s vk, me be de th, man's wvould ¢ v loor

His verse is even as a spav w's ory—
Always a passport m the 1w odern mar.

God gives us un t whe dare where cag, i
Who so - st praesed woays and bled g oot
bove the erag. 0 v

ATt i se vase die v g ot o
arcoon L onhierd 01 he hil
oL o oo that oo e ol
T h (TR Tbit oo 1
SRt T n aowl e ha CE AN
RN .t i
oo (IR IR >



Song of the Snowshoer 1ramp

HEN youre tired of the dance hill's 11 rr
When you're cloyed with vaudevilie jo wes,

When you're heartily sick . f bloodless gnls
Looking languid in opera cloaks;
ome out with me to the open plain,
Through nature’s w de-uung

And I'll crars 1iwre peasuce withi' rom brain
Than eve. was t'ieve bef re,

There’s a snowshoe tramp, wita a toon for latup
And there's music n the pin-

And theve s wome*hin: nw 't a1l 1 o e,
That touche the i u- [i%

Ity ve you a girl wit' for . as light
As the bhrown leaf on the snow;

As the feal that whirls with a mad elight
Whene v the winds do blo

Ul give = a ¢i' hers - 0l 7
A Cw og'lls rar - 4.
alustp oo, " the rol'n ¢ e

" the weod boyona the 1.

Ah!  en n tc n window floa s
Tt ot ot *h: (" te..d spruce.
[

M rrm oo oo the silk-lin, 1 oeee
Ardthe p 07 teet let Tngens

] P AR S YWSHAOF RA K

i voalt o eap, ane thos blan et wrap

\nl ot on ahout your Prest:
i te thy sash where 18 si'ken Ha il
v v the wind' unres

1 th - shoes to tl - end o ot
o s edee st vy oo
oo nommed a tune o the silve. moon
v oonaade the thongs secure
hen oo blazed o Coover field and ra
In .« vhite ad fencele s lar L
A v slid ach hall, o ith a crar man sudl
‘nd wughed a the sc o v - 1 will
W .o plea tor a {rendly hand.

I'he - lengthened chain spread over the plair
Yoeach coupl - drew apar -

I« adtltal scacthing to t 11 ale
That I 1g ha ' troubled his hear:,

Vud a nele of - ate o silve vight,
Fend. o a witchimg art,

Oz a cod. bl field we drov
Owir fal  ng nwshoes tfast;
'ntil we .. ety v siging grove,
L.'ke © bla ot e fore the blas



SOV o T, SNOW Sl L VY

Nieb hes s (he [0 e 0 alv s
Vi et T er o v
P tre v tho tree ot tpe

hoen s wltr go—
I Whotd Lie ae let 1o ot
broowr by b s s
il Teend nos Telp o

naglt L.

Ty 1.
SN s s e piteau s se

Tort ¢ 1, . L
hoow e dn e ton Jene
Oh' a r~w b v otrat o, o Lo 1 o ]
S, heoghts ake wr seomowae g

Woo traded a saih that preveed cne wood
Lake a fallew strand o

And under a great pine bo 1t we ¢ hod
T poroed a b osng fron overh ad.

(ISR T

vooeTs e oter o o1 0, Uve s Tten noan
Il 1ec. .o the 1r e
i o Toat 0 T oor ang oangs —
e A ST 1 v -
l Nt [ 1 RTORESID] B b ol
oo T ST e
vioroy Coaalf e ered I
o o W onnter gr
e ohe ) AT
Vion s oaury | i€ 1 1
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(B} Nt STIP, 0 0t 7 e e
‘1 A >11 hie .
g oL oorex ot e old Tl anow

"Where velve Teor Tave prnod
N teo Iy teid thon the per
\lore eloguently e prossed.
S0, et dhead rabbit spe |,
And o1 s comty mad':
Ta® . Forage tates on the .10 yhif
And - feust . len shae . wiore fdart
Ve i bettr fun thi o the Himid one
Ve cleose of anir oo ase

ong o,

spread,

\1 d “t . “L' 1L ‘(lf‘lll b ILI\ el
Ytoad g al a1 o
NS EU B DI e ow e S
W ne: T A ;I ) L
.o hi 1 < sl v oouled bl
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N TP sxeAYSED L T ad

We lifted th: rengue f a t nv hame
‘ad it whisp red to branches Jdry
And, all in a moment, the answer canie

In 1 voice thit pieired *the shy

ver all in 0 e ‘he ar - 10
Yac e ¢ el the vellow g

~ond v o hu led on tvie, vl wertiyoan
While the long, red, tongve grew hgher

oo e the long, v 1 tngae aps - oy b ais
‘That floa* -1 the I, . :

And thys @ he ey oove an o
With he e yinil ree

‘o South... . ng, witl its dres nv orune,
Fut i air that swelled e throa

Yea, an air our sires haa haoded do

lane an heirloc - of *he 11w
AW v e .2 "ho o th wl ot et
.n Tragmes feva’

by oy o whe tramme o that it
ook oy st together

k]
cvo1, 0 pror cvno brove? that col?
ket 0 0 Yie L her gate o o
' e oAl e oout fram her oot fold
"oa L Hfung te ther
Fw oo e tramp, with o oot £ la .

Do to sul! moany o teth

R ' JF SNOWSTIOr CR AL

vha o ed e . ovet Hloor o w i
Dut t v were 1 thle to that white flc or
I Jne “icend © te hosts of a4 chorue smg,
yu the - pne he'd music that o Soved 1 ore.

Yoo I Yash o - wicusan” A
viorthe -7 ao o2 vhite g are
Tt hat at ~ orwon vl heo coun wos spaks,

V,as mfinge! me s e
The oo whiee on tat weater  night,
oo ed dovt thior o the gwdltless air

e

whn aure .ired of t e darx s har
V. hen youre cloyed vith  aude 1. akes

\When you're heartily sich of bloodless giri=
Looking :anguid in opcra cluaks;

Come out with me, where the heart bea‘s free
An' scorning conv ntioo 1l g ride,

Ity a snowshoe tramp, with a moon 10. lamy,
An' sye Lot van de

Wone e, 1 0

39



A lyer sty ’ LIt

- e - 1
A PTREN mewe Do Voot a i

\ aleern noon on high, 0 phr~ eo d‘.mt‘ ‘
It s s wild o wintes 1ight T e e drale
coever wrshed v Yoo, ae s urprotcs breath,
\ o lewn, wlite bid, that 17le th Wy C)D U cousolie .oy,
Joth Tie e wounr e win ] Lt osane o ae!
it oy mww e, ulb wos o CaeghUo owan O g ce
like v nvor o the. L R L
O oweafal wmd oo ) e 0 k! W oome--h- deoaf T~ we okt
“Ohe b o oraa tao gy var—i. o oon. . L
Al seul o por. e win! rvepliel it gl the windo, s [ my s’
Where Lot woon the e 0, ; Aot storm.
A orere wnuer f w00 Uahy 5 winnipey, January 191,
oy Vol 1},' T
sards o b T aoap
T e Y " af L wn
I 1 Vo i 1g Lo s
L T I VA S | TR T
ot v spirl eried,
U TTPRY] B S N
100t chhem o ow
Hean e nd the e,
Cp ool own W T
“iar oo 40 oon
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WHOM SHAL® 7V TICART CONDEM.

\/hom Shall My Heai: Condemn?

o 1ile na e . e otae while |
ERT are a 1ew lme- m de ¢1 - ¢ la 1 d i1.ove been ence =d  1th so divine 1 (Lur
For them, the blind ot soul, the <p rit mamned, Al yet my august ¢l would shrink m dread
The human tragedies who thread w1 tirfe, Ine I belies  an angel i1 red e deaw
he debris cast upon the sea o life Ow held T ot the M ster knew {ull well
They through all time have tangled His design fon subtle was the -t to whicn U fe
Have march-1 di wdant = the rlytuwa lir . [, 1 then frae such rescy s0ou' 't these—
veoall the stars thar al'ing s rthe cbeek IV . 9it:o s fa roooom 1afs roanl sea
f uight, bound in Hme avelanche, could peak 1 ead the ant mpted Jua v afl. 1ts decrees ! '
To ‘hem ot beauty. Nt all mu.: w.ang [ hus scith the Lord e jud unt st v
Irom the hite lips - - ac o shiove vara flu \nd vet T 7l your vo- o v wan
Could rouvsie their s 1 3 w1 1 harmorwes ' n- S 1;1{0\\'151 furm him veun v dl
[Fo~ them no ose refines = odorous hreath \nd his poor measure with thy pity i 1"
No king «. prixt vhrels "ns aibbeleth: () Pity! faire t bloom the sc1 may -
No gala: ot planets migitlv .ine e u art the verdure on the tace of arth
O Folly! place thy mark upon the task \laking the rocks ‘o sig and giving birth
I'hat binds the eve and cri -, “Hee throngh Iy sk’ v children f he ler vith izughing hau.
Rather than bid the ht u o e flov ors
low shal =~ judge? o smothe v el d

L1 n.cure Irad her to he xoarmng hear
wather than ask the traters undereroun’
Joopus b pan, oroa < mless round

That tethers me to beanty wit' a cword
Jost Lo atror st mow forget ol ente

, , R ‘ ing .n thor 5zht
Do’ he v Lee! them out throd h g ass Luwer s O1 eyes the h ' g g A
S dewdt ther w1 bound. Must drown i e of Tips red 1“ e
I'ne o o ju.goe viake cwr 2rd o tho \id eyes, ac vion t the b @ e -
PO v t P ' J11in earthv a "t thes .- tht‘_‘.’ 1 o b oo

. L1 seal onr Just

v one small  ther . li.iner sound.

v.hoan Gdl my heart condemi > whet Inw app v Fhey s el 1o sesr of the avts
b g “ g ' N !

1 e P Vo . o

Mat v .« c1ovor o0 a judement e ngie ot of it cwlo ot
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TVHOM SHORL Y TIFARL ¢ Mo M Vol o [ C TN A | IFINE

Fhopg Tt o0 Py oge o nurey o 8 e : t - 0 e

Lot us not tar, . ur hatred mte fire v ettt Iroape s C e ber

Against <ur brothe,s f the Le v V.V acdh - rar ar 1wy

Liv# rather let us lead them up, vat’ fafled ha't in tuy he o

They licar the. hirher masi t1 £ lur 1 chon Hace e acdy e w0 o

[he climlag - oml I Joes t ~nee: the dmwn, v 1 oaught Eorall “he dise res of lifes on e

PACSCRNS DURE SRS | 1§ B Vel A R R

v\ Mea thou <halt jud e v monereh ~° the Bencd, Vo loy th woars tige +opre ca s ovasha 'ead

Thy ceddiet skl o v s ce N T R T Ut N BRI [T

Uor o thy poors proad v e v owhoen e U lea fhai v v ch Eomigh beoe oy

Ty da |1,.11b‘ th ¢ I Toou t ed o 1CHL I Loe 1, 2

N dig ¢ ore wnal Wonctd o Dot o migh (g o the * cetelr heir a1 lea Ltions hur =t

e ptulance oo thy s ae s len he owere o100 Tnoa wdemse vorld

i ought uner rou o Heavar oo W hose chee's we. - 1oundeu by a mothei’s 1ar

I vame mer swotle U mthe toa e T -l Whe knew the charm  Lircle's —erle b s,

Te o - - - g Qe 1 < . L.

I\TlL (1"(*)1(‘{ i(hlzlu ztixvllu o .l““ ;‘ liiltl;(tlcr‘ e o ’ e merming A 1 i , :

. - o the elvat o0 a6 an! noticn o aad

»' - R “.H thm wn ‘bui ok t‘l S e Y th e :1-1 ¢ - ow sha't ther o hew

”“ “8‘111 “:'1-1 “f;!,‘l“‘ -I Ll]i(; .c .11:«11..1“ ot [wemenm lerwe. 0D ar b acad )

) i wrood Doz thors oir o rean oo of ‘.\,h. se lip har e 1",:1‘ bt ‘('up T © -
S “he e o et Whose ga @ 11 wiy o oae e st nor .Jt;’

: . : : ) mghtey . 1 s ' Tve yool m o wd tree!

1t T et s Aorc h . .h . o e P :

o 1 ird o nm1orn hat be zhoun . te overs ,” orn e Ars el -

L o oot pice o sl ‘0 r_r)hed 11 T b »\\

i aat -t oad on hitd wo b 7 I Fain won. o €0



WHOM SE LMY HIEART COND'SMN WHOM STy 1 vy "I ART  ONDEa N
‘}nd a:sk some  sunple qucstiu_n;: Cpray. ¢ aote: st 1 A1 aud AL v too thoy cle
Should'st thot u.Hn a treet in Tea. 2 1 _zet . . o "

i id 1 ‘e A olm fe't e o0 ot .o the Mot h vy
. x?l_an with 11\t1(l‘rmg abou_t his threat, . Whe-e staps the Land ot State™ Tenm 7 g
JRope teeth printe sanctioned by thy judgmen’ <eat) L T o on the Trlen, 3t D
Would that to thee make Paradise morc sweet. t LT YRR ST
Dcst think the Christ a gibbet clain could se 2 they oo peetlike who i g o
‘nd not feel shame fo uses « " tree! Lhe blood -~ air T the L odn. Lo
\nd who shall do the blondy deed T ast - : cr o will s veneel 1 CoNrSC welm
il the Dilares ery; - shall be flung— \I\]]l:()?u]%”:w ol \;IH ;u' ‘i lh.( 11 ‘) i
'\hc trick f':af pu"f 1 corloar | :“'Jl.f wcngue w i g.m .onm sage 4 oxe L .
And maxes devouring lime a mo+al’s bed- - Fhe government “.at hurns her 1 ' witl «m
Upon vur }ll.I't‘(l Axsdos he  lead Despite the cl wehr cn. 0. g vl
1o that white vision ¢ a 507 drur Holds nothing but « Tc 1sed :eat ot crite.
Whirl, busy loom, and weave a coward's dre
For him who v .ars a hangman as a m: k. Ye imps of Hel .t your black laugnio I
n Satan’s ears more »leasant sounds vl The pious churchman sends a soul to de: b
vhan that word “Taw’ vhen put o suca an en't Saying: ‘I ccave as Looar e feoper
They dance to mw .« 1 the e2pths of Hell Old Phart ees ol rotie 1t w and breath.
When mor.al such a hloody conrie drfend. Laugh, vo blacl. devils in vour civ s neeh

And write 10 out v e m oeprank.

Wi, feil the tree Foo, 5o the T ord fooghv o as they - nrgave
Mo v o« Te e Jee o What 1 - ot daeir pint !
Ansl  th the branch the leaves tl*at wave to me, What doop of we e shan den dhirstag qull
Ana -~ v hose faces shinets Heave s oo In scme blacl ven of their deep - H:IY
OTle . ‘e hese ton Weep, ve hize  noers o he .o~ 2n
Mese pr.oo -t ced mothers, erreled by stron, - arme I7or T.ove hath heer il nanv a year slec
These sist <« crihiek T ef their charms,
Wi T eng westdle e - the cursed 6 o 0 ve, who cling vnte i Il 1l warn

What comtort can e fira m David'> sa
4



WIHOM SHALL MY HEART COND'MN.

Ile murdered and. in God' sight, s tle smin,
Frem out bis heart. Wh t had o tigit ve o ¢
But rob the world of those repentant strans:
As sweet as ever rose beneath the sun!

Yea, farther I would go and sa: in truth

This, life for life, thi: outr _rn, tootl for ot
Hath crushel full many a ¢ get in hic vou o

Nomo e, 1t .1 the ac es ¢ "ttt hea”
Ihe sec cuhlune « - Me t x
What *1un of words o1 wnd of music vlown

Will make their fieids to blossoin with m ne ail.

To stone T do not sing: the | mowe sou
Should T doaim o 1 - zand  a . - uld .t
( leave to the old, oitworn Febraic sc.oll.

And lift its loveless arm of steel 1u Kil.

And yet in vain 1 h ¢ not roused n - v e
For, in somc swate 1obler o Tim

A mother’s eyes “hun ugh 1l cullres p
Because a poet sang this soug fo-das

St v s beer given to wonre, to e
A - borne the rarest gift, of land and sea.

dioai, al Novewmber, 1008.

First bong Without a Name
Si,{l ‘ous tI oost 1 hert - owle
\

‘e st fol o1 vhie:
.or ey what » lovi'ess th ug
L2 underneath herv smile
\nd {rougl . ar, my tond @ b
she scarc v 1 = all,
The = “nte sm -~ itlh 1 i
s hu. ¢ picti - zaming grac -
vmen oy Ioaldet all

L doubt © she remenil, e

Long vistful look o mine.
I soomia could forget the wu
Than by v " dwe - -
Than I no flov+. gave to the 'l
More freely o its sou..
And 1 it trange when ool . ere
A lucl'es: seaman noer dit fed
How s"ullow was the shoal?

\nd yet 'er glances lid implore;
Flet answess were oo uplete.

11 words ovle cary Ie e they bore
Her sp it o my feet.

Yet now 11w the Huw 1T thought
Love. . orep’sl g

Was not tie .n» ag. wh T sought

But rather mune own echo caught
Against her heart . stone.

b«

<
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FFIRS T SONG wWITHO! o

[ Ix'" back o'er *he drified vea
Thit lie: s old , snow
v wond. - why my soul enl 1s
rhe days of long asa.
\ thousand warm, red lips arc here
And Beauty's eyes are wit,
\nd, vhen *he wtumn leaves ave iy,
I =t bes de the fading ve
and BEidacosedd Con

1

Though ove s ca o no oy
I will nn pine
Bue glrdly yiv: -5 other a n
This child of f_ithless 1n.
1" es. words [ spake and thought my heatt
Was healed tts wotad, and then
One, neath nv vindo,  touchel wy hear.
VR me ¢ a kool TR art
\ncorad e comd asin

‘1t he Wrip-poor-will

S;\u m a-*-=l -, th night’ neglected hour,
St 2 vaseer livotee of lonline
In « - Lo leafs toves
Vrmong, ate osong e Jew. hao o
pl'eQQ
While othier  ihes cortes s
“their secrces at the Ly ear of da
Tl nivht diov vai o confessional
B Merey £ 0 " h 2 7 lr v .
And o om o ooiov hehe ol

Mevey us ltav— e wxd oo tha a1y,
Avl wl i ‘hou dose confrw, - ~ne -hall “eply.
Thine oft repeated praver _in .. ¢ r..
Down the lost steps of light to lure that eye
Back to the gloomy shy
Yo shalt thou call, and call ~mce more in vair,
O foolisy Vieg®: uf the featherd throng;
Te late tr fox thy lanp o sur’ plad
I light a happy s g

I mned «+vv o« lun - v the huddled t oo,

Stauc 1w wvil dregs i some black i’
vr 2 Ereb 1 dnvad with Cchilling bro ze,

And stire s Plao me.s to the caps hig h
wWhnere mght doth Interlink

TI . sohitary chsidrer ( .hans hor



o vk T TOOR WiLL
THE wdTP-POOR W ILL bt POOR A

1

And on a hill, in pens v - ndod. I Lo e e . .
Ar1 wait, 11 vain, fc. on- who hearl ¢ v-.- L c.a liey for the xiled king.
Thy lyrical command. ’ i ¢ ¢ aioon o woe Lis mms_els;
C A Hic o of powa, doth every pard nooar
The dronirg  _ers of the d »w.y ve AU o Yt prss b
C wn ooy ves s g hear t'y nor s I
S, oer the murinn ot the voa'ers gre,, T Conit or b mpt o M
The weary wailings ot the mo+ mful Hell. 1. b o sloom witl. dehqaescent ~ull.
Nor the  nor I can tell o w bt me O W po ewl
YVvhia o st copse shall ne bme o wue | domot wl ta ot nowt hrioo o her n
*Tore th n, when _- ng on the sk’ ai-r. ) ~ . lLerian [aall
Can we tell where upor tle radin; blue, Spr * has' thou of that flower oped . mght,
Chall gleam t e nevt cold stav, | 1+ coral tmting on Atla a~ beu
ol byosoul TRueme s odel
Oft hath Jelene, n the vale o ueey, der clor ol th hewd.
Fondling her fait Endymion, as he f:
Pillov ‘e wherc ter ml grasse; night + . eep, it o 1 noblest utterance bath been
Plea v t acte hhoven 2 Tare - [ . e me grerm - hea el
And  rntheele 1 - caught
Shodd use o kve coos T dre mfu? pown Wa n the cold Iingish ips with p 1 se were lean
! g, ottethth she, kg thou [T qriv o b ooy mare’ «d v TR
Coberog foar. Lt thiee 1w, oo, tt v ht
Llows 1°C 0 a0 prow in worf poom vooemeebt

Did Laat shad poophet tov:h s epic chord
) ‘ And W od ©overn lavap. Musi’s own e
vVt pel . ageant.y hel it d— Vit G owr e rap and oo hoan pouved
«dew imb o cortege  and the N 4] » LA

Strggers o some black cavern. ~triv o b il

Wh Eouia se 12 st reluctant ligh !

[o br. o Ao vl raed.

Ln

wn
o



TS NVHTTP-PO001 AV T L V-POOR-WILY,

l'-‘ick‘le oTmey o st o me thy mle < b 1 lcaw, gentle bird, ¢ uld sin;;
Wae not anlike that Virgin when her d. .m ¢ u o n the dark, alone,
Heard 0 v zh the shuining doorway aro:cc o0l e cory forest hallway ring
“hy covoage emomy e did illume ' noe tha b oehod at aal to
wlen tnrough increasmg glhom v Lol
Ioaoard thy ong ot dosk Iafeat o0 1 nn [ it fuce the multitide ana sm le
R T S LT R (S GO N T <

Pancr mew plar, o d opierce thine ebor | nhoore i
- . . ' el “Yelivier v el an
Some o die, broken parcel o 1ot pow 1 ove vioding, vosodtand anlo

T cabt ne he wodd I o I T L K
[hee | alling bacl o (e the . . n hand [ ot L, rtiess of the swestest might
Lhet hushec their  wn s ¢ 'ore the euvassed darl Cor it Perr Lath, oo ocell,
I s 1w =nore arder. on r of his lan: c v as ther - over melocy that “te
Who hails be v fleet -y old == to their o~ L. acoe vly made w oparade o oemr ke
Pike thiae I o0 o ! v e wo dly vocet,
Lite st nade, <o frat 1 with dull Desnaur, S, o1, to-nigh't dear wny -poor Jill, sy oo
(loo ful iheody 1= tiat rory pec) Fhat hour vecmps, and all s ity g
‘nd thou a0 vy theooeh nigl e an Toopave the patl whic» I shill w ik it duwn
Avhe all ~or 00 d ol desd 1o ve e the 1use
tonl 1 0 the na’ . o e ' hoar Lo the smgr e tee sostal s
| N t. v o Kanwlion . gentle ala . 1 sono afls Toq ol e Gl ar ol
. ‘ o ong aflaine wl a1 ol 1. rth eol?,
teo £ t that, drawing ne r, When vobms lew  thel s blossem o et el Lyres
Wl trc Phr athing ther eala jon sreal e 9 PR
‘ = And ne oo ‘t wiwda the shadaw - fold
oMt o be. ) ) . Paw-adal 201~
Vit -t '_“A S”f]g‘ th lxau,,., - Co An. eacn head v o d i1 feath rs sle ps secu .
ol l‘“ . "'_.'E’rlm::’ ital X ﬁl::]‘lp -8t hnowin = the fl .. omg Urougn al. D0
Wah wi o e b n thy L:ll.q hroat Hu ns b ‘ght and  2et’,
3 And fromits 1o ad ipara,
i



THI WITT-POOR WITT,

\Waen morn comes quickly with her cong -est tread,
Shall + uch 1+ ;ht up the ash -~ of ko 11

Till flame shall leap to flame, and swil- pread
O’er the lost Kingdom of a Spectral ..foon.

Nor shall again thy rune
Je heard t 7 die . thie uns 1w lover »

And thougli | haunt <he woud m noond ¢ he
Not u the grcve no. on the sv_right wav

shall Mus - wake thv powers,

Kingswn. Tul, | 1

56

‘Trapp. Jn_ and Trapper 1w,
fothe Cac t ot Uneoa)
Par: ONF

M! t9 NI branches of the midnight, w 1. your
1 noly v,

" S 4D AT + RS TR 1 Y S A G
e oven rote ;o kg Tuv hter o
u oo,
' vlhinoe srms of Tredal o dnes,
v arooam L orougth v L 2

ot a yoar d lewul pleasure,

1l the woodiand’'s wilding throng

"Lt upon 11y page a measure.

Pooard rong ae tited of lisure - 1€ ry une be
. ild and strong.

Il vas lrapper One
I'wo who 1 rite

O the ghost *hay amre T we me thro et the Tong
"'ng van mght.

the dead man; " am Trappe:

v aning brar ches of the midnight ' Have ye ev
heard thert moyn
1 those wade thu C o reserved to shame the oo il
W hen vou'v: buried 2 companion and you're in
worl |, alo. -
e onoeek trar a lidog rand cal rol

(3}



TRAPPER ONT AND I'RAPPER T\ 0

In the winter’s rotlhue light,

When the sun’s a dying ember

And th: only joy of night

Is the pleisure you remember

From ¢ meriy old M= mber wal. a eonsadd” (e
were bright,

Have ve ever heard * ¢ hemlw! v erneat tie v
ful sky

Chill th 2 tnar ow b ones o wier w i th e~ oo
her er .

1ot aidm bt 10 December, as Doweoohese mystic
in i:

And the burning branch v etching & ctral walls

In e Cordien erle =y 7 - n ate e s

Pleads a witchery .f mot »n that enthralls.

In this cabins hrr | alone

Sole companion t m» ;0 ‘ow

\vlue the pine , in mor

VWil heoeo ‘nd |1

L1owaitn @ 1or lle mor w1 omy  luarage over

th »wn;

aieoor the endles noghe ind the ghding forr in
white

v et rd.owe Tl Tses a1’c et FYI‘ . Va
le ~ht,

TR PL.R T AN ) TRAPPIF TWG

o o~ the1r m viant breathin i the s 1wic 07w

in

Wheu El‘v smg [ knove ho - Sound dody revere.
(g |

O et Jife . afvac - dwe o cora tlhor.
lov linc

otheir hargas ¢t I oo s o h

Vet the pine Fath Iu o ts | ~wer

T . w o bontme spore

I,whn ¢ a1s g |
Draw my cloak and nadly ¥ it

[ woild rest but tuat  Glec. o e St
hour
Wail hiet  rrew, and his sorrow, the pine aln

can wiil
In the denths oi old Ungava, on _u. b ldest trappe”’
t ail

Searc't the symbols faintlv erawling o th yer

szl ol bi

Rude the dipping  .rviag tremtor of my

And the "y woima e Treless mtl ol pont
search

For testarunt to pcve n_o o vords to men.

Shoul ' tw cha | i boow!l fing

froil 1o parrv noa oke®

When v vreach 0wy aowh o

Someone’s [ i withnt - odket.

Hold it > min eya" wr scekets Db ceit 1o d
md blind.



IRAPPER ONE AND TRAPPER 1V, O
Would v 1 grar a dead nin bliss pres - 1. to oy npe
to kiss
Though I'm dead 1 swear I'll kiss 1t with a dead
man's sacred ki

It was years ago, in Levis—fiom ucbee 1 _ver's

cry

Tratt sons or ‘cotia le »d a tonrer . Branc

And they wooed her . the autumn where the tor's 1v
ruin lic

Aund the se=Tet rank s of maple - aal @ 1ing

But the end of woc ng cam.

With the curvin caow in billow:

Fc. a zephyr slew the flan ©

FFrom the roses on her pil v,

And we said her neath the wilow and ‘he gentle
springtime came,

Bringing  ack her thou md ro 5ot L e * ol
them all

At tiie bugle ery o Apr.t neve  ansyeved to the aall.

Buc o o the ~or fuded from the petal of the ruse,

" who loved her, knew how subtle was the thori.
Woen ho - 7 Jor ¢mosc the offe "M tle v (I 1 ¢
a.

And re-clad tV ... forms in sable, most forloyr .

TRAPPER ONE AMD TRAPIER "WO

For the 4 & 1 o~ &

v o loves o oo lelsur

iranted hn oa oreact’s f hoir

Which w uie nate o+ TagllT o e

(reat enough te iz his pleasur: i, enough for oy
despaur.

Fouch thy glas v o € oo ade, whey L now s
row st fs 7 y |

Tegion of the nopeless love s' drink wath ome das
bitter wine.

Noerthward cage we in an autunm v oper O and
[rappc. Lwo,

Te a hut tha tame ' the wildnes v U 1o light.

And we sentineled the valleys with as treacherous a
crew

: - - - 'rl [N

rg did ever clan a clret 1ot at mg.n

*nd we thinued the ribe of . —

Never tou :hed by brand or tiver—

In a jand where not 1 ~"ir

Woke the lurjer I the v cer 1

Save the te narack, a.ar er, an’ he pheasane = = ted
whir -,

But the istiul o .+ ., . my comrde o
ar 1 lie. o

And I closed his hips aqu__er with the music ¢ goot
bye.

61



TRAPPER ¢ INI: AND TRAPPER TWO

This is all; T stole s treasure when | coadey fonr :d
his bed

In | seraping, cruel frozen bit of gr una.

\nd, although I ever loved hin as the onle 11 tha
led

Back where _usic o her inot made sacred sound,

Yot the love of "ur v s morve

Than the solenr v vow T carriew,

And though, at ns bed, 1 swore

The sweet lowwet shoulu b buied

Al ; wdacolv g devred . ' L0ty
tor:
1 on_ his thre . the s en ocompact . ile 1 ¢ given

him he noth
Voas T owrong to prese ooy warn lips on the wning he
cleimed in death?

I was happy with my con t 1 cagh T hep” 1 aead
man's rig t.
(Chuld he care asleep beneat  the fore o Hoor?)
¢ ' arat mennd T fer the springuire
il ooig
I7ell s ba . »g babies torough the ope: Locr.

Broooag o hen o s a xo,

lac - p ¢ anher arer

Laugh ¢ .« Ihen  aeross the hush,

with ler ot laughter

Romg vl ovnd ooy rg o labier s owowi o _beve

the rush.

TRAFPER € 1y vl TRE PrER TWGC

' S b e
PTRFERTERS 10 011 U LIS (R LU made me

the mght

N ) K
W here T e, the o pnine spirit i its e i g
ol o
auterr the bare clift s
Moviag ke hight lautern v the ba
fugeer lace: _
p ' N S
(Walle « - reck o shees tome.eos [ a ,exl ‘_t.
s anectrs it
W th a melancho y mot: that was snectral 1
grace.

| 1ed the sprite: .- [ ¢ b0 Ao o T

| Tiad often hurled the brast,

\When 1 made the dircle’s number,

‘That a spectre or a ghost

\Was a phantasy uf slumber: _ ‘

O a gentle 1ayth to cumber timid children at ‘thc 1Anosl,.‘

But ﬁly joastiul lips gre,led and my e o0
wildly th o™ R _

When | first beheld the pnantom moviiig slowly up e
hill.

1 i d 1 > [ broke his
e had sad a thing shoutd Paunt me . I brok
last request: 7
Pt Loavay  scorra his 1o¢or ot boa, -
' ( - o ‘ A ke dr
¢ suld 4 w p ot han axw © P, twen LT
bhreast. )
Have the power to to'ha pret bael 1



TRAPFPIR ONI. AND TRAPPFR TWO

So, in anget, [ did cry

*'Tis my tancy sees the spirit

T'e the ghostly ledge 1"l flv:

And, since folly bid: m: f r it

[ will look v up 61l near 1t lest mv yes sl tron Jje

But anear the crag I st mble? an1 the partrid =  ise
in flock:

and - asilver elk—th visi v T hel 22 gainit the
ruck.

>on my rifle soiled that ilver v ith the crimsons
pitenus mark

And the phantom was 1 legend with is flash.

Anau [ washed the ruddy satin as, at event.de, the dark

From the silvern clord doth vrash the scarlet splash.

And 1 hung the fur on high

And grew festie o'er the savon,

As the flame, with eag, < =

Freed the hauncl’s garish flr or

Smack of wintergreer fio - -+ eer th 'reezes
prosng by
s Dt ough the mght its fragrance such a zcit

1 mught enthuse
Foaothe nidea lip oo Gotham. lashed ben th the
sp s

TUAPPER ONE MDD TRAPILS & A

Fool wa 1. 1 oprite pay . honiige to tie U oet”
1

T Jbaom and mv bothe  had not lin g

Nof . everng sive n - fa''n Lu* the
LI
Threvegh ne la wacss 770D woupon e ac:

L1~ prayed ¢ dav s e pite
But the bree 31 * . ans-*

Wh tho o o in . F ¢ s
Whirls boside me like 1 dance |
And 2 pale anc stately lar 1. . to meet me

through the night.

Brief the seascn I can L ave it £ 1 hou.. are
strange and cold;

And my spirit feels the bu.¢ -n of a I --rt that’s grow-
mg old.

Mioaning b hes of tb  m dmight!
Tath o ptoae? be, md Cheir dirg g
LAt - ru el on the . _dorsotten oot

=
o



TRAPPER ONIEE AND TRAPPER TWM)

For the Geniw ot Creation badc his ivtant  ul
emerge

Fiom the w-mb of Life and creep to I{eaven ron

Dres it metter ii the call

Comes amidst the fires of Java,

Or speaks weirdly through the ha'l

Of the winter-washed Unga 1

Lifted f-om the creeping lava and the thunders hat
app.,

Through the pr tal of Urraue caide 0 Pompea
shall greet

Spirits rising where the snowdrift wraps the pilgiim
in its sheet.

God cr.ates and man interprets: ’tis interpretation
fails

W hen the moan » naked brncie does 1wt ¢l arm,

Poor that lover, often praiseful of the glow 1y cheel .
who hails

Nc: the beauty . the w.ong <o, o wrm.

Uller’s wild and wmtry shroud,
Barren of the wile ot tresse
With such beauty s :ndowed
As shall win m soul’s care i

TR PPE'. ( N' 1) TRAPPIR WG

Oueklv = v e i it pre thr 1 > fae
varner o

cdl et Lrzn poet 1ov 1 tove hes ak
deopir

\lore thar jalms ¢nd more than rosec which th
OPIC HONMIS wear

O g oo at by e ored aoptouad
tongue

Ha f he ... 1¢, ere thr. nac 1. cced the 10c..
poor,

Shouting wildly their eurekas where a lavish Hand
had flung,

Undernecth the = ammel rock the vel ware.

Yet hencath the white star's «fare

Thou art lying like a sleeper

On her golden cails o 1un

Ward ui silence and the keeper

Of a thousand men’s despair : ,

Whe o i1l Ceeply de've and dexrs chile the nnd
r ght beacons fl:

Trappers here shall gain theit * -asure on the hills
tuat smoke and croon;

sad 11 dew -7 st fo e o1 the laughter of
the loon.
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TRAPPER ONT. AND TRAPPIR 1TWO

Moaning branches of the midnight, with vour meim
chuly rune,

With the mournful, mysti - musi of yowr 11~

Sob of late v ovember witer. «n the fading «'-[-
01 noon,

Or the bittern’s doletul wailing ere it dies

Blow your music through the eas

01 the une who courts these pre

Let him conju  ap the d

Irom the stcried depths of _g

And when drowsy »’e: the si. o« biil mmagmat on poos

I'or a moment on the maduness 1t a lenely tvipper’s
brain,

On the night he saw the vision with its gwlty, crim-
som stain.

Toronto, October, 1010,

L]

Reed Songs

T

I." “he 'l Hf Lvoven .
1

tbov~ the hanre 1 ing,
wWep' o ng sl-1 1 na
Wi ner bt o

Cot 0 peg e ed Pelow
S 1h o curtien n

varking mor- the "umin
Than the lyric propk =7 il

1

Varied was her hiting s art.
VIartial-toned, at first, it fell

Till its rune rehearsed a part
Softer than an vening bell.

Had there been a soldier there
Quickl - had his pulses stirred

When, upon the vibra.* arr,
Fled the music of this bird.

Dic . poet stray the stre

Beating breast agamst 17 wal 5,

He hi 1 kept her mes age sweet
T'er. in Babylonia® Ialls.

69



RETED SONG POED s s

ol chape'ess at s ol sace
o turcd by a “housar ¢ feet,

- therr glory, do yo know,

Ot 1 o Ismeaship defeat?

But the land of Proven Tact
Boasted neither flag nor bard,
Strode alone its level {ract
Scenee, with her hueless shard.

b v 7 rtoty. @01,

vireh T owrine as aeud,

‘it a begear n the sun.

Frowsed « " visage lew 1 "itih-
[n the Lund the only one
Giuiing import of thy 1ymn.

eprg oure a dialen
On the mountams savant ead.

Who Wl «orn Jwe @1 e part,
Whm the =1 Had 0 26 ra 1 mn.

Tcor nust pra se alike his o
Whese a sumnit ' ouls the wn,

Three had spared the hre  *s of Tvro,
Cne shall ave th's se less Ja d

I et descending sha s o fre
Upheld 1 the begour. hand

L

I, the carver of th.s line,
Know not whether 1 shall fall
On the 1 be of mouitain pae

1T

Moamn 2 scalp vy of the ar,
g from oa ey e¢lnhe On v to 1 disso s adh
v oaocorms the pire shall wear (s
111

ur o ne darlh ancestra, robe!

Comes » arden! stu to woo,
On the vallers con o the =cw
T orgh ¢ day his love is true
Grn - for h shall werflo

noteve they work, an open dor.
Swir's their treas ircs to the st
sonac hadl find the dty’s oo
wlier erace tle moyr form.

70



REED SONGS

Dead at night his lo . shall lie,

Crul:d within his wam embrace.

Leaving underneath the sky
Of her beauty not a trace

nder a coder sun to greet,
Or the lighe. hill , the raaid.
Fradly shall these lc vers meet
Through the ages, unafraid.

P » ¢ speads his lustful «ue-t

I we pr. xnves her Iz rt’s d sire.
L.an thou lightiy on a br_a<.

Le< thine ardor quench its . re.

v

Lover of my rhythm s rune,
Best applau e of all is thine

Sitting, museful, at the noon
I nger on a favired It e.

Othere Dblessed me face to face
Called me poct, seer and sage
Yet I search eaca hidden place,

Vainl  for n-opn d page.

FL: NG
W ter~ rore cul sanua,
W -t ople o pointed eet
Yesteriday, the ramm «f hand:
N¢  ‘he dre M. o adgment seat

Iashiu o ‘Jl'ii'
Sy, a, it o
Prais* + 1 ne !

UL

7 1
T e eyrs
Shull outhve © ¢ . .. .. 116D

Toron.» j1-



A Song of Brotherhood

I Vi) sing this, am 9 no land

For though my heart is fondest § o 1and,
Yet is this fondness tuer be ause I love a2l iande
I hate the sin f mine own flesh and bloo
Aad love the viri o1 mine enc.av.
Lan: of Taglr1 only 4 Fagland o t=-1th.

I am ot France only as Lran e is virtyous

L am o Germaay only s G rna 1y s clean.

I burned my last sad prejudice but vesterday
Now am [ free t speak, be-ag + * a0 fand,
Tvas v) pure tount of pride bade me pre fer

A bloated Su .ov hea - with b wine

['o sad aced Lewouins fastin: . 7 v v oayer
Brother of Irance, br lir o German brother of

the American States

Brother of Italy, Russia, Teeland : .d Japan
Comrade of the most unknewn is»

If thou ar true, then, urt th o to me
Vlh'n Dle I nhil ooa gdem wl 5 T lse
In v vy sword would nrge .o ¢leami o thrast,

With betier play  through tioitor. at my ide
‘ran at true-hearted foes.
lave seen darh-skirned men vith r . pathetic
L me
And Ne < oche ol cowrse, Tull white v oreiches
lew the .

O D1 Beotl 11 P10

And in those 1= 1 ecalle o urysell a patr o«

Nov am L - riot to ‘he ud deed” of a B ilun 1
To all that issis'. tI2 nlt mate enle ol hir-or -
lin the wild songs of sasag.. t the gnod it ev -y

thing.

My Hag © cwn beotl tast ot B

Wherever, o ~d whe - ¢ o 7 dwoaritans  reac
highway.

My Natoral Antlen s the Silence of Umiverc.d
Peace.

[ love the »und of the Bicokit | of hread, ia Indu
Better, fa1 bette:x 1 -n the sc> o va-

That kis. it.n kels ; ;. Cowes.

I 'am more of America than I am of C Jaca:

I am more of the world than I am of America:

I am more of the Universe than I am of the World.

Neocerewd have T r know I anv L that 1s evi!

I am one o the heo t . Barban :

And cven the el wls oppress my expanston ot soul
If 1 werc given [Airce th., . to damn

I would damr creed three timec,

If T were g -en three *nore ihings to damn

I woul dun. ¢ _ed th _- 1taore i s,
[For had a rcreec been dan =" m India’s duwn
The Ganges n2er bad kiva o human cr..



A SONG OF BROTHERHOOD

And (), the blue eyed Irsh, but tnr creed

Would lead the march of natims Yo ha asked:

“When wi | come brotherhood? When will ¢ me the
Chr st?”

"n¢ I rplys “notuntil ¢ ecls are o

wWith the vain dust »f thel, o n temnles )’

The greatest teacher is he whe cores vt to loun
anl t e b

Gy Methcaist, v Tapt . it Barma: g1
“1 come, mv brovn-skinv 1 wother to lea.n trom
thee

All that thou hast o. Truth | come to give
All that T know f Guod.”

Strange, when the grrn'shments are torn aw .y,
How like the gods of other nations are
Unto my God.

I would build high a fire,

Whose tongue would sear the silver on the stirs,
And fo. v ful v onld gat' er serip - of -ree’s,
V.. neaten alt ¢,  nd the rohes of priests,

ad treaty parchmer s brow n, and pitiless swoid.
and al hd militates ag amnst the Brothirho 1
And in the virmth would T cali Esquma

And H-ttent **s.  nd Fnrlanders, nl  -ab .

76

;o 20 . O BROTHLRHC OD
Anc th o aale eyos grew cloquen: ond fooou s

Tw il s ahble all ©t- hosts oi Bi bary

11 ter ue, O varring t e of Ea.

lamn 1z . of ar sl o ar creer

Iamaat to the < 1 20 o0 1 Brahmuy

. the o = _ouls: ot 1w t-sciled I za

sa, wontd’s th . ar ( e, wst thy ot

And 1t those chambers 1.1 romal g

And if thou hast swept + emi clean « * rejr lic

An | if thou art ready to slay . creed ot God's cota
mand— .

Fven a creed which thou lovest as Abraham levea
Isaac—

Then, the hosts of Birbary await thy company.

Toronto, Dccew™ v, 111,
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Barbary

"W [1AT 18 your cteed”  cried the censu man

and T oac-we d: 1 i none

[ v oae of the hosts of Barl.ry
Who worship bencath the sun

We have temples alame with tlowers

And wearing the chwlds ther tov ers.

And the seven days are the Lymn ol prase
We s th: Fl-y (e

The creed batl need of « beli=y In"
1o semmon the knee t praye~
But we, o/ the Hosts v, Barlary
Are called bv the ] ve we bear.
O, we ride through te mo ung devs
To gird on the Muster's saoee.
nd we wait by night while the stars burn v hite
The Hul of [s smire to a e

Com falsehones noaled t0a trath Love o
And a long caioedt 1 ou e

and we of the Tlo ts of Baidary
Stand cut -n the hills ana smile.

ot owe garne yo v thinl o wowd

\nd add t to one we heard

rrort Lopay 1 hond, somevacre e L land
By the W ge or the N ¢

78

B.\RBAR:

Ye reed 1 souls vua worn-ot seroll,
Ard Cotle ciapel walls

Until t1 venev athog .o wcl
Away 1 theit news and stalls,

But v Wi your numx  Gespis

Arc pasturea ot dondle sk e

For our souls hay f wd ‘I-* [Holv Ground
T ce vior: B - o'

\nd ve are bot a to a reoe and law
cr1ld by a chant and 0w

But v ' are ‘ea irc = the wve ol flowe s
Mhat redden an upland’s arm

O 1 Barbar far ve grow

A hly as white as snow,

And a damask rose to welcome those
Whe flv fronr a cieed’s ~larm.

o go th him vho would know thy creed
Anl s: - ta him: —2one have T:

[ have joined he host of Barbary
Who ror hip bene~th the -ky.”

Tor a day, - hen I lase creed s poawver

Go s low with her templc’s tower.

I'ram a or tite eal, shall the eveat “od speak ;
And Barbary L.. = = by

Toroi "1, Oclober 1401,
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To the Uncrowned King.

O nnvh is w oo n honor f “ucee

Uwold helr sing a solitar sm o

Fo the o wha, qudged by corumon e lards Tair .
C .
ho touch o cronr heve caush' such a0 oht

Upon the iurrowed biowa or men. whe se 1anics
Ler ouriwrg. s like pic- as 1 sern

To . sh on charins f the rfa' g stars.
Vorase ward thay cries o v O gpogieh
As ooty othe avalanet 0o

1k et fam mreastt o the ecanr
Voath all the statain == o) @ e L1 e,
oSens of World D% cour vetert! [ ognony

NMitn now'ed e e, thy witere Dishomoe fead:

To one worl T fardure 1 oe'n 4y Lo+
Tie ma. o1 ten to for une. It migat e
tranee o “ng W0 a o cTe e came o mer
Wt by hidonaas of dic calins o [agnr—
mys lone it pua mohs o hege Pet !

1 chapter 1 suwed to oo ford y e
For om the glow.ng wag o) this hool
S nar o0 Nacatdth wotind sa

he nan ~F i e drom ose ity

jamy

And jevt 1 rule a0 obliv on,
AT vl o ost magnifieer,”
4} N

codie ! Inte proal, o that worlc
Which he ot grcese must avir of a o none

80

o hes U0 ROYVNTEY KT G
yove oo o be olace o te man

Whooye el ne proo. nooon o e to ke
Vha, nravc 7, L ot a up oand yhe

Chnce oy o s coons It vonins re e

T veath of bimguote, oot w0 0 whe le
Remotcse in the ar laudiog 1 oa ats of me
vadlt - eartr, tha e d to ez

T Si,lg 1re of o gll)l_, or Y kostore—-

1 atarn o . T woged Lo
Twnnce by o paan, and pertonal Byooooro .
Foupeak Tere of tae | sty o0 o

Which v up hope ess clilys, on =m0 2 neoets
Tolllee ot Joof the o peals

Which tl rest their armu. rocle musclec througl  the

clouds
All hopawe st cateh 1 drifing moot
O al y> mm whe reac courageous arme
After tre un wr-ble, kuov aise
Adtempt dory Iold re. ol ts olr paim
And noble efto 15 a < nedom 2ain x
Vo coocheth high inlo wy carqe W Wl find
“han they—victo=in on 2 € 1 quest.
SO, ViC e o Y t
Of arr v, o mo- lveytrrac om g
O tho -w.oun s Lo Do fawrer unte n
Than hi. ewn utn ~ beauty o 1o



TO THI. UNCROWNED KINGS

Then should'st th u, hewvy heart, frem er .- 1z high,
Stand ¢ the farewell crag of Hf  vath”
Uncung, unpraised, unlc od, ungarlandec
I'orsake not courage: but when thou dost Jal
In that most narruw vision of men's eye..
Caze ever sunward  and -s star, thit iy
Frory the high pinnacles « . ity nght

See their descent tranclatel i1 t'ie s

Te 1icht that rices; thou shalt like wise el
Thy .all reflected o~ t' dome « ' Heav -,
A~ one who mounts up uobly t a4 ¢ r

Montreal, 1909.

I . :e' n-r Understand

A‘ it - 1 L lomy, uverdue,
1 o a0« droots hrokir o

S uwn - Lor. v o difomm v
Whose v+ o=t n” i Jv.oc
v A ST B

RC U BN GRS B RS ) SR

I mie. 1 noder 1o fall
YO { IR PR ¥ n — T
Mat t- sorglh mess 0 Lo

A vor Ffal o s oule Al
But now, a, bloodroots, v the nring

Bids every shrunken fo m expaiia,
Are touched by some [ -lated sting
At zenith of their blossoming.

I feel 1 ~r understand.

Tnd we not draw e v_n of hus

That hde< the truth . ° what w - ar
When, ott, ». garden, T1ught witl musk
We sav oo ked n vewet di oo

Th gy © oAty

o I3l ald ¢ 1o o pue € to make

1o heart vle d, ¢ -nine hath bled,
Ple ¢t 4ic jom we kno v should wi e
And bid 11e, o the woe.l

Ta leave the word unsaid.
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I FEE: YOR UNDRRST AN .t the Prne

VWhe 1 then wert noviced i ove o1t l LAY SR | VR VRN A S o
I understood each faithless stiand. “uoa: colder B ool sun
But, - vw, so loag I'v -~ held thy hea t Noane 1] coreae hiles
i fi oD feo a caf mn. par SR o l 1
" reel nor vaderstand. ; Fhrow - wr Looers {0 hes pirit
Fo outr Ma I 1on el er poonon i aufncarec
] a the B o o sl ter
vl 177 ¢l AR

o dleh moaf v

Cave s A0yl o the b

Waen her slender, shapely fingers
Y Me © their o’ iter with the weos:

Keys that ar . her ca - s

‘n tne language of her soni,
Passion, love and lamet tut
Ohoda e ocath a fiue o

va my eart forget those twil vhis
' Ywhen

'

> tanud the  vord’s unre .
O, Looamad, e oot ther Lo
i e soneste - vone to 1.t

A~ *h oemmon o) tbe morning
F“ll b1 ])t‘u ¢ [l L .Lh' I v

PR

So ler igure, in the Jloaming,

V.elied neath her smr le sono




&

I THE PTANUL

I hive never heard that keyb ard
Arsw  any other hand

Wth a melody so soothmg

With  symphony so grand.

Nor lLave ever muiden’s glan
Wal - musie, with thei. _rt
Hull . sweet as she awakenea
On the octaves of my heart

L~ doth muke the stars grow humbl
Lo doth hold the sea: it the 1:

I we dorh bridge = 21hal o ms

\W.th the music or he call.

And, when olisht ruall find his army

Baffled by a city's power,

Love shall storm, and win the gatew

W th the petals of - florver.
T Hto, ' orples, VT A

'k Waking ‘1 nought
CLILA O 'm0 O Cod, the - cadways o
i1

Tach »_t,  en t1 hr rcases T dc prav:
[nat » 1 oval o the ~ean morn w7 fi
oAt - o caeday
evl e catlon DTV (LS TS s VYV R PP S
e Lith flowers 1o th o 0wt v s
And the one tiwoaeat vl aray freigao the da,
smum rable faougl  ite wwav—
All chidren pu  d wwnoaiu er Dy this light;
Dirawn hith.r a ‘hat star,
Which The iy dost placs i & 4 7 - ngz blie,
Draws trom atar
 countless host o' its own silver hrz
Arrayed in borrowed garments, pure and white.
Let me o1 this thought look, when T awske,
As the prc., s ¢, 75 first take
A look a' roses leaning o’ -~ the | 1—
Roses, til vet *.'th dew
Jr tear ot alrost see 0 ospe k
A 7 ple d with their wst sister;  mount throu~h
The sniows tha lie upor ‘he withered cheek.

By thoo rst 0 weo vil' 3 omy hor oo e

I would wot I ¢ nee peve thep oo 1 tre
Or Lift <+ & «  hee gentle, 10 1 . e
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Tl WAKING THOUGH S

Clemse Thou, U God ¢ all T a and
My fiis e oL onwede L viole

hodl -, e foil bird

Loy the ot rolin, @nd usurp 1o place
1 de N or v ocakd e bl Dl'ill‘ "'a
Py orower hooorover _or |l
Toor. 1770 n.e st bea,
Hid never iiited o a0 «m 15 uner wred K
17 tha brave bire had fa'led to usher forth
And sing ¢ sowthern woodlanus t¢ 1w morth
The.1 speak, O G d, to u -
VWhen first 1 wake at morr and give, I noav,
\ single thought .= " 'ce
To shepherd all :ny fancies of the day.

And when the eveuing shadovrs softly cieep
Over the eartl  thi- « wp 1erd. ere I sleep.
v bomg to he dor Locriher my shoep,

vronta, J1pril. 1.

8

bollaae o .Ne lov

“w and Kisr-el

Uicul the itken mes:
Fo - Otus is a human soul

Ar 1 Risme! is the f :sh.
And tho' my theme is the age's dream

I¢'s heart is young and fresh.

Otus quaffed w!ite flam -
Lhat gilded Gramard s noo

But R.smel breathed where the cold weed wres oed

l ' S e an watve
o one Coale b o
Lo L e L a

wl ero L the o on fov

e tlon 1 e

Jouomoni I oo NGy,
1€ 1 viddle; o tie

of s

Re 1 Iritms havy =ho o,

1

Ry mel v oo

A v ot

[t s o aan . .
e L1

Wheae er  u
AETRENY  HE

Yoa el aade

M oooa orade,

~ cldt

reuu’, ¢

4l

1.

e

1.

o e’

Jmes was h

and cdiem i—

thie 1o
['H
it
|
anc L Thre
low
he \\.111':
abh

[N

L

IO
Lyesad 7

walls

L



YU 3 AND RTLMIT 0~ AND R OSNET

Risrel, now by the light of moon Mowviae 17 s.attles o rer the aeep
Doth Graniar, glor y ear. Torcug 0" wa nasts nd epar -

ind (o w o vher: the vhit tp e Whe oo tle rents of wo
Dituz it fr;lo'r;’n('e LATE. Vihee =y -gud- an ote tl  ba s

And Otus - - with the whitest tos At cotown tde tnat e oy o
Awd binds ot in her hair. Unre 1o seript Hf s. s,

cen o got ‘ Wi qufts L7 te Pam ot
It sea-guli ree on Gramar 's -l .
oy I n- I :of 1 n
ot mend - lrol mowm . A . . .
And -+ aters Lul Rismel sitt waere w swoue 1 b
aters, lumb, {from raverne o 1 ;
o Graiaard’ . . Gold robes f¢ Gra o s d o
o Graaard’s cliffs, and sine Nor <~ all sac eve. shp back 1 .
r . : : or s.ac eve. sh kty 2

So ride with me to Gramard’s - \nd for tl p ‘

. . nd weep for the .. ac re
L a'l yooar a¢ lov - b L p

, ) This 15 a tale of hudder  wing

Yea, bring your dead i . 1y your ary ©, Which lov~ alone, may find -

\ And I vill kiss their brows. A tale that sinks in tl- sad sea w .
nd they shall . a2’k wi thee ¢t Taen. *nd nouws nthe -jt rgh w o
A id mena t kv A tale thal edes (o the star flecl, 1 tnle

1 TR B . - ~

And 'n mer Ln shall t . the < Fha. ander the chff grov: blind.

Trogh v sunken row:
. IT
P LIS .

Moo wrave. ian oac each man shall di_ : . .
(X )| LGy W I)]\") Tll" g 1‘1!‘ ‘1 .1‘ ¢ ~diue

Tor e At e s a Thne2d o Ot flue
Where « ve ead ' ve deth he— And vrhere ns sed rlnn'.a \vmgw.rl sce |

Som 1or a1 1.l dead Inve , Her turvr., . hooe quicl, fruit.

For countle  fis, thrust throug . the sea.

That. I . . not die

+

Like silve g = I
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OTUS AND RIS MEL
And ue “trange fisl amoug tne hosts
H.¢ lrge and h _ian eyes.
And  soronigll Lt come a0 d hasked
Ber ath the vt ces.

And every mght it stayed i

. fliget
O Arctun

would s

cave Lol owth ot

oLt v Lemap;
W T wrh o on thone
Vad Ot grew +, Lwe o 2 e
Vad thev to Hve B ong.

Via ove e f

Cwo ldd e
A\heve tF

s lver throng.,

[ie pe frm od night called fiom e height
Fhat pierced her silver sails

“An hundred maids, with arorous bra
Dance now *roagh - racara’ dales

W waste thv sone ¢ 1 1 mogren o oy
ey fins a i )

~qle
PoorearourT vt e ] 1 (R3] h(‘éll
W\ e Voomans hap
T

mlonth wor an

v L e F (lespas
ua - A\tu: 1 11, \ ;
\re ”‘! N )

ey
mhoo

e nayv 1

YOLS UMD RISA I

wd
I;-(“" | "'I' I!,

S

W I .
nd thore

iy T vert

I
Iyt wtl die aave
Ba o or 1., save T 1€, (A .
< {2 T o
. b vith oa md © 1 ith
Ynd th o wich iron 7 d
And thr emes “ute ar™ oo o late,
Unwinds each pre ous strar
\id then i hours th * pwe d o ers

dring only wi tes of sand

One eveniig Jtus missed the eyes
That gazed with human fears
or did they come the next, 1
Throughout the
A s he

? yet
Leary years.
andered, desolate

Mid Gramard’s dunes and meres.
And then it a. o tre bl - voic:
Assatfec lum L Lear —
“Arnd Jdid se thoa oo the fn

(n what di huma 1
And O w o oa o Lt

\ v s n

it 2 1

v Tl aove
.Lrem

i trama Iy

w o obion Gron o ds lad

L
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OTUL AND RISMEL

So, tourhed to pity by the look
The tender minstrel bore,

The spirit cried, “The fisl sh 1l b le

To-morrow at thy do.r;

1f thou but call frc n Gr. mard’s wall,

Risnel, three time:, ne more "

I'rom Gramard’s cliff Jid Otu
“Rismel  Risn I, Risoa L

And, after the weorl th-e times was heard,

AL raswer, low and dismal,

Moaned unde. the wall. of sobbi g hall-

In sea arcades abysmal.

‘nd soca the 11stic s unrolled
Her hea 'ing portsls wide;

A1 1 nesv the shore wlere o1t of
The ish wa. vont to bis

A\ mermaid, swaying ¢ thousand stai:,

Lay pillowed on the “de.

Ana thes, as Otus roused his flute
With lilt . ancient tunes,

H  wistfu eyes looked with sarprise

C.G m d- furrowed dune -
I he the 1w did seem t flow
I rom ola ‘a1 ili - moons.
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Ay RISME

Wl thow tae b anc Resael C
A menn 1o L bora,
Ao vtk = =k blv
Fre N 1 - vobe vas ton:
And vet  Jrow ho o ky wos bl

Ar o s lumes ol
“Whea oo the song w0 Ll
.\l", -1 year 1 ol 11

tnd what ¢ eaned T oy 1o ned
An oy cour o an? Lo —

A hcar yows flote beyod the o ve
W hite fingers of her king

Ti > Ou s played with nadd
Than eve man did play:

And Crew drom caverns of hio Tt
An ott and d¢ ol lay

Ang lit the dole of its grievin; = sonl
On Dians apercl  w

And Rismel rose from out the = 1,
\s shipe o in the

So far she rose the g'.amine sun
Revealed ‘he { .« ~d scele

Which cen, «n c1ore fhe sat tor
she prer 2 ith hepel ol



OTU! AND RILMEL

Nme days and nights on Gramard's saores
Did Otus’ spirit bleed

Nine days his woe did sadly flw
Through caverns of his reed.

But for nine long days the secret <ea
Bore only the wayward wee-l.

And then one night the silver light,
That flooded t. the Wes*,

Unbared, upon the tearful wave,
The mermaid’s dead, cold breast

Like drifted snow her flesh did show
Above the billows’ crest.

Her hair did hold a stifling fold
Of sea-wave in its lair.

And wide her eyes were to the skies—
Her life’s last thought lay *here—

(It was a thought that she had caught
From grottoes of despair.)

And Otus drew her to the sands,
And n.ode her last, cold bed.

And the stars crept low in heaven, as though
They honored too, the dead.

And the sun did surely weep all night;
For the lids of Dawn were red.
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Ofrc AL ) RIGMEL
T

For twen - ,.o = the lonesome mer.
Claime | Otus as their child.

They heard cach lay his flute did play
When summer skie- sore mild ;

And they heard .us cry when the leaden sky

Raged, like a thing defiled.

‘Wh ~ watcheth .ong shau hear the song

The glad home-comers sing.
Who liveth well shall come to dwell
In palace of the king.

And what are fears, that thread the rears,

To joys a day may bring,

And well T know the ancient woe
Shall come to me again:

Yet it _hall wea - ¢ gentler air,
And grant me less of pam

But the joys T buried shal! return
In tentold, like the grain,

‘the vernal clivar hath three tongues
To drink the golden light.

And rule of three binds land and sea,
In Morning 17oo., and Night

And through the three of Trinity
Doth God assert Hi. might.
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GOI'L oy Av) RESMET T V) TS M KL

And three et days t Otus cae

As three «me ‘o u: all- Vv gl ar b s
The day the wor lrous fish aZose Tovalas ome s e .
To hear his flute’s strange ooll; Wh “.,Mh ol , At me fodve
\rd the hear the mermaid loft her b v . L pe S ‘
Uuder the sad sea-wall. \1.(} Voo oot
Py v sar orine

1d o e lord aac grouts
He wa'ked on Cram rd i1l

Ard while his thoughts were or that 1.ve
The y.ac . coull nesor Will,

\ laugh roc- “he cppliasar
L e a spring-_wal ~wed 1ill.

' o e Lode ool

vy o UL
Aol and Cwoncoar o tier o o
And  rue the Suweer’ paan.

ad vE e e o, wh he  end

stans Cl .t v 0 s of 0 o

the  dge tren spoa

And .. 1 st.ed his . ite anc eried.

T
“Rismel, Rismel, Ry mel. v
\nd though the word three times wi 4 and, Ristiel = wrermaid ne no mosw
oansw o bacar Ioosman. and cfhe -0 el om o tale
Moan d undes the wid's o o sobu as bl nc o b oAl oo e chineng Ter
It sea arcades vy al ‘ And tne mists  f wed ling 1 el
wanc o it ey owiL hatt st
L B ) o T o W.o  the b om o dry il wale
Vaa sheowae tall and fair
Al she 70 wed with ctimson T oc? Thos utale o1 b ‘hing
.0 R 11(1 |3 2r 1. \\rl T J : l‘ -~ ﬁn‘ l‘_
\nd the . zeps of seas wero m oaer ¢ i S e that o 1'.._; . ne sad sea-wave,
And Riend. oul 1o - there And mounts ir the soft night-wind;

A tale that wles ¢ . 1 star flecked crde

The B wul the o b E ' 1

[
00
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OTUS AND RISMEL

Who reads this tale and still doth nioun
For suns gone down the West,

Is as a woman who doth press
A dead babe to her breast,

While at her gate the living wait
And weep to be caressed.

More graves than one each man shall dig,
(“A sexton’s trade we ply ")

For every twiligl - spreads a grave
Where some dead love doth lie--

Some poor and pititul dead love
That buried, does not die.

And only shall these loves awake
When Thanatos rides by.

So bid the mourners all disperse;
And dry thine own sad eye-

IFor the vz .ishing clay that rides away
Is scarcely worth a sigh.

A%

There was a stir, hke gossamer,
When Rismel slipt to sea.

And with a stir, like gossamer
The deeps shall welcome me:

But at Gramard’s gates the Bridegroom
And His words shall make me free.
Toronto, lanuary, 1912,

100

The Song of the Prairie Land

HEY tell of ‘he ieves sea
And the wind rebuke: their word

I sing of tue long and .evel plain

Which never a stoum hath stirred.
I s.ug of t™ patient plain;

That drank of the sun and rain
A thousand years, by the burning spheres,

[o nou sh this wisp of grain.

I' “ing of the honest plain
Where nothing doth lie concealed
Where never a branch doth raise her arm;
Or never a leaf her shield.
Where never a lordly pine
Breaks in on the endless line,
Or the silver flakes of a poplar takes
The strength from the sun< white wine.

The child of the dancing leaf,
Whose laughter sweetens the earth,
Doth never lure, on the barren moor,
The soul, with her winsome mirth.
And the wistful sound I hea
Sweep over the spaces drear
Is the human dole of a childless soul
That mourns in a yearring year.

101



P HE SONG o THE. PrAIRTE T 0 D

et the gwlf, man depart
For n cover here shall hide
His eonscions brow from the hghts that pl o h
bronain the midnight's mystic tid
I o ibe Hlainn n ontle b “h
o le 1 the strong snn’ wilth:
A brhe trangnil ey | the <e arhing
. ever upar oue pa .

D welk witl the winds to-r _ht:
Aad vade. Jhe burne . T moe
Tult t Cownite nigh oy ale a alver Ly
Wihe e the mollin ev ¢ Coen.
Shalb veiker o Jhen r o
That swings to the night-bird - brec
As the Dlue waves swing to the sea-gu'l'< wing
Vhen th gallant v.in I blow  west

ARt e e deem ath
soohe it T ot 1 hiole,
o ~ansot hde, on u uote wode

1

Vouore 1l winds uncloak the soul
W o« the davn hath pure delight,

.. tae < s are clea1 and white,

i | Loav o clean 1a the floon f !

Tat v <hes the reet of Mighe
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Who « o o e Pl
SE Y0 ooy see ire or be'l
But ' o cha® s the trattors kiss
nlr e ht Jrags ¢ HO
o We e oo bt
o v e o 0
v e gewme Tme s an che o L T b

e under te n a0 ps prow .,

And o - ois a creedless 1o 1,
Fartleng from v s o 0 i n

But ve s. . a.emes thal a0 - 2y 1 b ot

O he y muded Maste T hp s
Yea, Hften at eventide,
Ohr souls through the gloom have cried
For 1 Guiding Light through the awiul ni~ht
fhas e 1oz Fermmt -

pered v bt on
¢ ety hoats were ¢ e,

wind T ki 1t God had g’:lth red th :1).'11'1‘
lo kin "¢ th~- fl.r i dawn:

To kindle . v w, white sun
I'hee > = “he + avd should rn,

uid ditnk v hop on the greenir 1o
Fror b deweup ome by o ae,
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THE SONC O TH'. PRAIRIFT A D

Al here 1s the ¢ il s truc sphere:
SAnd here s the mind’s true girth,

If 1 could bring, o the swallow’s wing,
The sorrowiul losts of rarth.

To < in th. . vacant 1 .om
And sprooon the wind’s L loom

Vv hat goiden bands woul? tl eir pectoai har o
Weave over the wraith { Doom

IFor there 1s a wraith of Dcm
That wander< the crowded street.

\ heart of cave s his pieasant lai..
Ardoa soul by udpment sect.

H: comes in a robe of gr
And stands in the sunbeam's way.

And a blaze of rings, from an hundred king;,
He wears on his hands to-day.

I lonsed me a steed 1z~ nigh_,
And plunged in tb dow.ul du .

And nder th o sky T heard no ¢ y
save that oo thie widowed husk

O1 1 wolf-wail, long and low,
That came with a blare of snow;

A T rode all night, with a m_d delight,
Tl T met the ai wn, aglow
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TFE C O PPANIRIE LS

lia~ "2 S L th e ot "‘.'()]('[
“Forwoat old v wild ) e win
Why woo o ove of - wids that blo
Wh . " flobe s bright o oarhm P
ind  » tar nen of gold
HMeboan o onda 1
o thor arr v 1 0ttt Ve Wl

S0 toae ass nig: s s cold”

Do press on e Spt oL witl, 1
And dink 9t 2 arec s o

Todhs eadlies lnad, vler the ac w o+ 0 d
With a nil_arn pois .

..ond no nore wil I - -1 vec.
On the yellow, flam.ng street—-

A painted shrew, with a changeless hue
‘nd ¢ heart thet loves dece t.
ac e o the Ioairie sy
it me ron oulom, heart,

Sad e . omds that noan e its midertor
And the sullen sky it. art

And only the craven man,
Wt ibymir . finge span,

Shall s I' and ware o v < ngme hine
Or 141l at 1z anl:ss pan
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THE SONGOF THE PROIRIT T YN[

But thr s - kg whe e soul
Hath ¢1 o to the Prarviet ¢ h

Whose hieart delights in the Northern Ligh
On the borderlands of earth.

‘nd when sunset prurs her wine
At the weary day's lechne,

[ shall see him stand in the U nknow - Land
-nd his lips shal wear my ine

Wioapog 1ehiuary 195

Doh- Jo*= on

SI Tl Ty, t mountans an!ofw
IR Abhe o -F the setting
. Prince . Vooman, th e inoun:

sdfie o s of the three

*nd e o aded mo oL tragr ple
L 10 e I3V A, su
Vhile et aer oo ST U

She passed to ilms o1 purer poesy

Hn e she wales v oo Ll oo
T

And now the eraft  n ~iadomw Ro

But nevermore will N'_L " reiponsnc

R DN

woan s, oonat theDuaw- b

Cofret
o1 one small blade that led thet mnystie hoir.

fing s

Awaken o the “Log her Paddle Sing:

Regina Mai .n, 1913,

107



1 he Haunt of a Lost Lave

DREW . ma b ey, gl
And over it a heron flew

It v ous a sllen autun, dar

7 W'en that sad marsh T drew

But, over all the woatful v gt
A spirit seemi 1 to ride above

And some me bade ;e cali the  en
“The Haunt of a Lost Lov

I timned trom seleny, me... to x

And dincing roo-y of Jammer flow,

T etched the mor nrams and |
Of light al »ut their tow -

And, though  warn, . my . _hs flow
In fern and flower and turtle-dove
Stranger passed w1 wrote beloy, ‘
“The Haunt of a Tt Love”

play

What matter o 7 limn a grorc

Arid the gloon, . * D g ¢
Or branches breaking ato foan
’ Of ' w mouth be
Or debi« ot the sto 11 that floats

Tn blac™ and b-ske . r.o ds b !
Since all who ¢>me to view shall sav
\\"’I"C" w7 aint the or Or gLy:
“H  1ost love passed along this wa . |

> _ o
Reguna Fobryaey 101",
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At the Ford

Wll 1, oshall rear 1o jou ney wie 11
U1 1 »- noble Jead he e erited finld

The solemn aive the fans tane a4y . ford

[ swe  with their remembranc~  They hayv 2

T Yigh: the temple o, iading star

Against out lon 'y par.ing  V'um shal® be
The wi ves ..o breast upon our jourre < end
With touches of thiir bosome, an the flowe

We Ta'd apon *he” I 0 shall hoat o us

In the s 1 cwrrent™ drift ¢ We I =
TI'rom then th grandeur i farewe.s and. all

The majest: or parting; tor ~ ey went

From warmth to w nter withh their . L.nond loct s

Held high and ncoly in the breeze, What mran
Shall fear to follow their undaunted souls

Alone, the first v. 10 died, entwined no hand
To 1ft mm trom the current’s heavs play.
All, al' the re  of that unceasing lite
have her d the aumbe=s of our last adieus
Swcon in the sor z of o come *hat rarel 2d
Its " andanté en the farth-o shore.

The w.epmg I .ochel Law aer rcbudren blow
Down to the mystic v ter’s edge and drift
Like petals from on» lower upon the .ream.
Nor ever fear «l the journev from that ho v



AT LHI T'ORD ' A, THE FORD

My flesh shall lLeep her vigil m the dar-

O frost, that wakes the fire within the blooc
\nd cheerless caverns ot the grave

O night, that rears the rosebud of the d~wn,
leach me how foolish is the fear of Death;
Whose o lder frot shall burn a purer fire
Whose darker night shall hood a clearer da -
Teach me unti’ I know that every vale

Is but the prelude oi some mountain peak
That waits m_- soul's approach: then shall 1 gain,
+rom all the sorrow “hat attendeth raan

As he departs ov. day, a feeble gauge

Lo measure up the glory t. at entolds

His destination's temple. In the tall

Of stars, that never may return, we finc

No grievous passing, but « flame that burns
The last white fuel of Hope. In all our v.oe, Claresholm, May, 1913
Our cup of tears, the bandage Hf onr pain,

(That crushes out the soul), I see that train

Of <ad, attendant figures which preludes

I resurrect on 1n the sightless ground

Waat sobbings burst the yellow keruel’s hea.t;

What anguish free: its (pirit! On the morn

What echoes of that hour enchant the winds,

That blow from Ceres’ temple, with the cry

Of dancing corn. Great Sower of the World!

T lie like a soic kernel in Thine hand

With niore intent upon the harvest fields

That wave beyond the tomb tfan on that hour

Pale Deatht

, 1 ;0 with thee as one who gaily rides

b Through shadows to the dawn; as one who dips
For sweet refreshment in the sea, and leaves
‘the weary dust of highways on her floor
No fear shall comrade me between the shades
that haunt tt- Stygian Pass; rathxr would !
Move swiftly to my pathway mid the blooms
That scent the cleaner stars; where Light doth clothe
““he naked horde, cast up by Lethé’s stream,
In raiment fit to meet the Court and King.
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The Rose and the Wildflow-r

H ‘VE ye ever picked berrre , O ve 1 aer, in
a ild and tows - lair,
At an hour whe: the dew hath blushes r 1 we
dawn’s first rosy stare?
Have ye ever heard that ancient ¢ «f “Lit therc he
light, be light,”
Sound ov:i _n unknown angdon #t t i cirpe o
end of mght!
It ye never nave, let vo . it - coroouwl oo oine
verse ] bear,
For the crags of Rosse ush-" . noothe to + hum
your Lordon ar.

I Lave quaffed health . oth the bhei. « » as th dawn
washed up the sun.
Aund the wme I drew wois rar . 1 kne.
he
Red, robust wire m a cluster held— .o red hat it
se rad the dew
Had captured tt e crimson . i morr . e thrilled
with it through and through
Ha ¢ ye ever torn, O 1ti m n, vour t, vhite
hands on a the 1!
Then yo (1l ter them if ,ou to ich these Jn » that
deep i1 th: wilds were bo.n.

else v v
ol webs s pu.

— e e e e

Tl ROCE YN THE WILD.L? T

Tamof v «  t mg - v 1 pm ¥t -
1]
Fana o the let wers vd :
v
T I - It 1‘ -t ) 1
Tay noorm meom o Adrora ) aas e o
S AT
T L -1 caa o ta gl o
AL, ,
oo fhe ooy 0 v 1cn tongue ¢« a 1
the o1, . g
T doubt 1+ tle a0 of Re e ¢oaall these non

o€ bt i
We n ver sle Il culture a w. v, "1
your I agland’s o, )
Where high on the clitfs of Devon, a ga e ul
bl m L ovm
Bu.tl Iwer v:irur 1ot w 1 o cags ha
1 n oo e words whi‘e roast
With gracc s v re u the mirest 5 that er 0 lip
a0 res ed,
Ir ou: sha v Calls dic v Ttethooat cals, and 1!

to i with

rew ol his
Th_ocvouthat he 1y wer Surc v ard fudv the
1o ar. 1ot
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THE ROST *ND THE WILDFLOW £R

Taue reverent word is on our lips and we th ‘1l at the
song of K its.
There “an't a man in all »ur land tc s+ W
Maghtv's seats
But there tsn't a man in a’ your lanc car < e o
tie giant linh
Held o the pine to nurse the I ue whicu th north-
ern bards shal hymr.
[here's an even flov. of ompious thar tiaes ¢ wrr vy 1
Regent Street,
But you cannot tune our daring tream: tc run
with its conquered feet.

T am a lover of things unloved . for the vigin kv |
yearn
And my lady fair is an unwooed lair that pillcws
my head with fen
The mosses wait all day fn my touch anda the crags
yearn for my ecry
To give release to the prisoaed sounds that deep 1
their caverr lie.
And the granite clif. within my song shall answer
the mocking hue
Of every den ol the v led evse who ineer. at
my uagged crew.

THF . « o THE WILD ey r

Weroar t -7 me battlenr n o ovhy 1 sed
thern . ¢t
Aad ~ o of th "o will come gree” La . v
UL v raru Codre t
Foovon TR T ¢ inged stora oo
G401 At ae
VI TS TR RO Aot a1 Lo me T T
1 v 7w de
o booaphe o e o oaf and, if vour
fabn I d +wh -
"Msto. the rocks o Ko~ raul tang to 1L -ea
01 pines,

Have ve ever t-oubled the star (  I'nglander, that
lie in a blue lake's sleep,
With a blade whose touch is a woman’s lip, whose
power is a panther’s liap?
Have ye ever stood at the end of things arl the
edge [ the things tc be.
[l vwan ' where a new de .re bath taught old Free-

cm b dre
1f ye nevi r have, read c rer? o 3 for [ to the ™ 1th
Telor

And tte ta= thii lovs 1 I sseat.’ w.ep . €
shinin, *rougl out m ong.

Clarchclm, dita,  Jpril, 1013,
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Secor.d Song Without a Neme

M'\, .ute 15 cold; my hes.t .. :t__ppe_ of : my:
i lie in port like some dismared « n,
\nG yet, but yeiterda, [ dreaned alc
Th* scetua ~ear on ~uny ~ plerean s

One word' she aake  re 'own i, rekbat

¢ ne look releaser, the eora g0 1 e mast
She left ne .+ p’ tor fair fales

Newo ke Ve vay to-taght a sl wert past
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British Columbia

O\'FI\’, tt » Londe t ey come to-day,
A1 oty 1 un tream o sturdy tone;

Vstiam o b b st Aocd chall waeh pwe

The - . - . n . fron. . r. 2atthr o,
e . I ¢ s urve 1l 1 e

[ T R U T men

O I = oo aat 1aree!

W aan T b p e end ag, n?
tb: o, fe.psleep svr nnch oot

Move in he vigor 5 the st .. .ncline.
Her people sha ' grow . ke her. and their hvmns
Shall breathe a solemn beauty irom her pine,
Their hrrness now is on the daring stream;
Their roads ot steel nmave thund’rous through the
lands;
And on the stillness of Creation’s dream
Mew harmonie, awaken from their hand

Here v n o ~ve shall comie i nd m 1 of hate
Yl oonr ol e and or on lower down.
And lere the tor nt. from the - Ingh estate
Shail pow. v o fury on the tool's renown,
Here lovers .. the de.  and davn, and flowers,
Whe cale the nnountains ‘v th +d - prayers.
Shall binl th: slaf o 4l the ¢ ‘ng h_ars
And wil: ol de uty up her altar = rs
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BRITISH COLUMBI. 1

Here hos*~ shall -me from every slug risrr ~lime,
And quaff the cup that nursed the gia- ‘1 e
A_id here shall pa'sied limbs reclaim frcm tin
The old, sweet hours of early ecstasy.
And here, where now the eagle slowly w’iedl:
Above a foaming torrent, shail leap high
The temples of a city, at whose heels
The lean, ~vift hounds « f Progress lons shall cry.

Columbia of the Pritnn, great and fair;
When shall we look -pon thy kind agair ~
Of all vur lands wou art the last -~ v boar
The arch triuaphal, fir the hosts uir me..
From where Elias guards thy virgin gold
To proud Victoria, with her queenly grace.
The morrow's sun shall witness thee unfold
The thousand hidden beauties of thy iace

Great ‘rtist of this canv_., whicl the da
Doth gaze ujc the longest; in thy brush
And on thy palette what creative play
vire’ this coli” torrent with the gloaming’s blush:
The prairie lands are God’s plain speech* bu* here
I writ, in tone, a poém by His hand;
Against whose glory Stratford’s daring seer
Might fling hus treasures like a gramn ot sand

O tober, 1913,
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‘s So.y' to the Singe.s

SHOLT" « 7 rcend the stairy Lo
% 1

~ ydw-ecedl vt

The trecwir et viser of sweet rlhyrie
Yl wiak o most m vy muowe tor thine ears
Ne t1oe . lewd that o0+ o1e world a song

The iar . aours we.  wet with muac’s flago. ,
And half o a-'wm > 21 b brave belong

To rva.: = al we F wrage of the ray
The el W that flc e = nest Booae ha . fonnd
Asother prop on than 1k stone

Put in the hewr oo =7 still ~7 v 1
Sweet trace of her trag  pc s

Snd yonder tower, that crowds the ampl. ai
Shall pass away before this rhyming story.

Let those who build arise where eagles dare:
I'll mount on this white page, to surer glory.

What arrew ev.r pierced a tra tor’s crcwn

That  irgea act out from some “air singer's heart”
What cou ye ... the umparts ot fown

But fires  ts v ~or vith our choric art?
To-morrow <n shall (ide the steel-lipped v

Or fold 115 irms * her mast and helm are ¢ ung,
Who wander | by the Muse's rill _o-day,

And .cused lis valor at my tountain dr.. ko o

Vancowver, B.C., Decewbor, 191 .
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Alone

HY groat ship furrows .. silent sen
And wakens the blue to flame
But at morrowdawn will her track be gone.
And the waters flow en the same.

I'l'» oreg suip looks with a thor an’ ¢
In the Llue eye ot the bay

But never a gleam of her golden dreu n
Shps d~wn in the sew to sta,

T'h Ihttle cart hath a creakin | snund;
And moves like o thing asleep.

But 1t ler rec a trace, ur the road’s hite .ace,
That many a year :1 | keep.

O tide of leaves, in the moaning eves,
Wash down through m  Dbisken dom

Fe. therd'saroa inth: hout o me
Whe o wh el shal pass no naore

Th - bings Mo 2crn for o greace - throne.
And pessants who would be crowned

But I'd 1ather the long, white road, alone
Than ride ir the great ship’s sound.

“an cuve. Y Cmbe,, 7913
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- > 1, Better Understiinding,

SINC e 7on SO oY) kivr: et
Tha* 1y . 2 bett;
And tha” .~ v. mav purt our iulse ido'.
Aot . i

(218 ki [F " Y 433 a,
vporp ton o
Shakme (. 1 .. free mopard. houlde
1 ome o yot
Long has my 1. compantoned b strong ele aent:
Visund-=steod cie Mg Y ow o oirc Cour s
‘nd you 1. ¢S T SR TR
Ha e callea my silent orth aor . aanl asorlec

Let us upproact one another, « mrade;

L.ook 1n mine cyes and T wil. look in thine;

And that fair 2ht whic: alls when soul ¢ reets soal
Will i the -+~ k=~ awuse the fi

Whelh 20 ¢ a

YCIw ] op ¢ .0 M. ot e e for

Ut .achiere '+ v 1 ow ud

#1 people « ewen tay oul of art

Witl the  ~a1 oo Shake en ;W d worth and
TLoas.

Ath e adg R O B ¢

Wo cwe e *h v " er



A SONG OF BITTER UNDERSTANDING

Upward reaching toward the same white hgh*

Have all our yearnings been

Only have our idols blinded us through the long, sad
years.

Now the way is open

Consume fires; flame fiercely;

For an idol duves 1ot burn readily,

And this can never be a Song of Better Understanding

Until all our false idols are translated mnto ashes.

Yesterday I said  “T will go kill a German:

I hate Germans: I hate their diet: 1 hate thei- ag-
gres.iveness ”

So I buckled on my sword and sought out a Teuton.

And soon I found one sitting by the roadside

And his head was bent in an attitude of profound
thought.

Then I said: *“Mine enemy, I have come to kill thee

And he answered quietly, *“1 will let you slay me

It you will permit my body to tall on the floor of
yonder chapel ”

So we journeyed to the chapel and entered its soli-
tude ;

But as I prepar¢l my sword he quoted unto me,

In the rich accents of his thoughtful tongue, a song of
Goethe.

His Goethe? nay; my Goethe? nay. our Goethe? vyea.

A SONGr Ol' BETTrR UNDERSTANDII ‘s

And when [ = 1sed my sword [ ‘urned, savagel~ ~1d
slew

Not him, but one of mine iaols—m: falie idols.

Then from the chapel organ a soft sound crept wi
panther tread;

And through the windows of song passed like a great
wind,

All the pent-t » p~ssions of the ages.
atta,” I cried:

His Appasionatta? Nay My \ppasionatta? Nay:
Our Appasionatta’ Yee.

And 1 swung my sword more savagely than before,
and slew,

Not him, but all of mine sdols—my false idols.

And when the last note had folded its head, like a
tired child,

in the arms of silence, leaving our hcarts, like sea

¢

“The Appasion-

beaches,

White ard shining after t'ie tempest has pacsed be-
yond,

Mine enemy and I sang together the greatest song of
man-

The Song of Better Understanding.

Ard when we pa.t d, T said-
“All white men are my brothers: I will slay a white
man no more



A SONG OF BuusIR UADIPSTY DG A SOr_ . B TR UNDERS M

Only arc the blac” men mine enemiec  « J the _ellow What a't |
men.

I'will go and "Il an Africaror anvnof 71

v Ame-ici and her “'~e;
shall ‘v eorg 1. deb t) En o
To Ic el to . e {5 musical Tanier,

To Wit vl b.oleme the god o el v o
\nd soor T 1 und 1 vel ow man sittars Ty he " ToeV t - w ose  wu o entle g
nde: \ Far P _jLIU'lk : Ilgﬂil’l LTV iy
And b oheadl i b m a1l e we - pu I5 juiti w1 b theraz
th - g Ot Tan... > ‘hen , a Hul r2gan
Then . said as herore, ' Mine enemy I nave cor e I In &2 majete ©vree,  Mroaal' Ang. o
k1l thee *
; - Te h' soo tha wo knov me v- ‘¢
and he answered quet’s “L vl 70 thes slay nu g th 30, B -
: . - That T mupht knev hee better,
of thou wilt 104 my boc - “adl ~n the st inde ¢~ *he 1 ie the hand hall  she'd
. ot now is the Jdar a” hand v . = ha she
sea-she ) . . . .
And w'y the soosho o0 0 deo: o eplied The dust ot ad ot. broke 1 ido. | our TR
anto e Paving the street. where lusty mortals wall
: . Chanting the hymns of Barbary and her hosts
Ihere s a star which I love hetter tha 1 all stars: g \ PArbaly At ’
And 1 [ fall upon the  ns tiyaa t Yool will be upon O ma riticen’ hosts T can s ‘lapa 1 repa
that sta " Singing, v odap. ot or a umersal tox
. o “The Seng Better Tales t uding.”
Fhen mrom b5 lie, do o the Ly Of Conoad’ o v

And my suo b el helple s . Laid vancorver I'.c ub 1913
"Iy T thd o ac best oo all stars in old England,

Anu 1 "> ed that truth of thy seer best of all truths-

T et us sin~ together:” and w. . lovers of tI » sa ne star,

Locked ivo supmth t'm 1 no-man. <., snd v g

The ~ong . netter TUndersty 11+
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The Mongrel

“THh West lias nn place for a poet, - sai” e cor-

pulent man with a sneer,

As we sat by the iire, out at Ilarrison I ke, 11 ‘he
spring of the vear—

Out at Harrison Sprirgs where the mvalids go for a
bibulous spell,

To ease up their bellies on water that smells Lke the
portals of [Hel

“1he West has no t'me for vou verses: fos whal 3
the rhyia »f 7 sorg

To -~ou’s m the kmg’om acti 1 to men whe are
rugged and strong

And he threw out Iv's chest as he said i ~» tuch as
to say: “If you'd see

A real worthy son of the Westland, pray, take a good
look over me.”

T had lived among cewbor and minei~ T had liv
where the loggers pitch camp

And from Medicine Hat to V ince aver I knew all the
land like  tramp.

I had ridden t! - plamns on a broncho; T had panned
out the gnld in 1 sluice

I had eaten the fare of a Pullman and qaff | of the
riverman's juice.

b NG L

I had v ' Cooor oo v mbtn a2 Brooaoe o
ha-l € - hacok o Mocoeod

1 a jous oy v O and Forl e Jve ot had o ow
ol osttin of w o oud.

I'had Z2e to grim W shmen - Jernic no'ir out of
the earth n':e a siream

And walk througl the cit - t nud ~ighat, ake phanton.
that walk 7. a dream.

[ had stc . on v oamit of ¢ csle ond osar o ney
Ineepfut o (r0c,

Wl Diting the buls n tcoun .+ 1 bena
the flowe - o the

[ had chanted my »oresto v pp= 1o ed nie
deep in e -ild-

When I blew hirt ¢ whith of myv mu - lic weot ith
the tears of a child.

I had read to strong men on the prairies my song o
Sashat~t ¢ an lan

An. after the s - the uld tell e v Ath o fine.
AU T T O U
“ro, strang v Ut v ht ot owe imew ot o

n 1 men lhe you 0 he Hld

Therc a:¢ *a  truc ~ensee , fhan dlver aad tav
better *ieasu , *han , JId ™

I had r_ad i) the sl acks of th_ hil lands where wealth
was the boast of a lamp,

For from Medirine Hat to Vancouver [l ev all the
land Wk = o« tean,
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THI MONGRILL

And never a cowboy or miner and never oa logger
that year

But gave me a Western reception and “ent nie avy
with a cheer.

And I came to the towns of the Coast-lme. where they
wear a brocade and a brogue,

W here “peas on your knife,” with the Staart bet and
“strangle your soup’” are in vogue

And, touching the ploughshare of fancy I trrned «
sweet rhvme of the rarth- -

A rhyme that had slept n the - alleys 'nce cve. the
grasses had birth.

Before me were women whose cultwe wa, twenty
months old in the blood

And men whr had ri- .n o greatness bv awn‘ng an
acre ot mud.

And T sang them God's trutas i my 1o pbers- the
truth . which thetr heart . had apposed.

And some of them laughed when | started, and " of
thetu sneered when I clesel

“The West has no place for a pret " said the corpu-
lent man with a sneer,

As we sat by the fire out at Harrison Lake in the
spriig of the year

“Musicians and poets and artists are all cat ot pluce
m the Wesr:

I speak for the men of the mountams:’ and he <mote
his fat hand en h's brea t

128

o MONGREL

“Lspad vt s men or tl mountz e’ H o
vop b oeace that remark
IFor how coul « the desh of the sparrow speak o * .o
L o Tof th 'ak’
Ye how w1z vam httle spa row, thit woats on
1 ment it< hu
Snow aught of the tang of w ld berries that grow on
the brow of e *u?
s Isala: ‘W' 1 T bear a man sucerir , at al thac
soswoetwst o Me
1 "mow he 1s not ot e 1<astland. e T know he 1s not
of the West,
He's a mong.. the *art swovrdn't star for, wd
the man of the mountains ignores
He made a fex opuct in *he boom deysior else -~ ¢ be
sweeping out stores.
He s like a soiled cat whe <its enarimg | right or
the rim ot a fence
‘nd M7k ‘I a hell of a coup-u -+ the ti-er
I are @ ume se!
He ., "L for the . er 1 the mountains? Nav the
man of the W et doesn’t sneer,
1t's the marn that the TLat wouldn’t stond fo. n¢
perh ip he ha- been lere a vear
When he swells it his chest like the fat nar I met
out at Hariswm S, ‘ng.,
And say: . “We have no use ror poets or any noor
sis¢ - h "y

<
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THI MONGRET

My frieard is tIh  muner at ¢t Hleman. the ranco . be
yrnd Pit cher Creek,

The logger whe rides mto Vernot. with the ~
the wind on his cheek

But the ten-dcllar clerk of the city, or t' ¢ chev 1y
gum girl with the sleng,

Cr t'ie half-naked da b from Vancow er vhe d-a ol
with the ‘300" twang.

Who ~ruldr't tell ragtime iroa Jdan ™2l o 7 ton
rorn old Mother Goose,

A two-dollar chr o fror: Rembrar it and yet who
are aquick to turn le. e

Their sneers on the man wh . would nou: them v ire
wmes ot his art, for 1 toa

But these are he breed of the mongre —they ¢ not
the pure blood of the Coast.

>e drin’. waifr riwe ¢ vbhoye ad ronerss T por v oyen
acup t n  lreams.

My rhyme ha grov seeng in your mountwns, aud
pure in our glacier streams

T'll limn new dow 15 on the prairie, T'll show v
LM 3 gpes in the crag,

And we'll Canee with the maid of 1w North W a
tar better dance than the rag.

The .fast hath her genius and culture; the West
hath her vigo. and Lrrwa-

Anc

Tl

1

L

2am

T \1

1toe soload r e

. rle

Nl

e VW

Suocenda

tlane

an

A\l

v iy smule to the Eastland

the line chat

o o 13

v.de

=
—

and b

1.

A
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Whist-Whee

N ThST-W IR
Little brown De
Peer trom her shelter
Of bush and of tree.
Her time she is biding
To leap from her hiding
And she says unt. me.
“Don’t look this way, big man or they’l sce
You arc locking af me:
Pleswe, pleasc IOk ai 1
Winst-wh -7

And I walked up the sands,

«:nd three little rebels took hold of my haud:
And they said: *“Do you know " '
Wher - a little brown maid,

In a li.tle brown plaid,

Did go?”

And I lied and 1id. *“No°

‘ad they © ampered AW

Lik: oang sav ely at pl .

‘rd et e e and undor the rocks

For a glimpse of brown frocks.

And I heard a quick cry

From the shade of the tree

Saying to me—

Yes, saving to me:
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1S5T- "VHEE

Yeoure a o m o dear!

And T 501 T hie

The rebels ae al' '+ w» ng for thee -
An’ sie hu__ed io the tree.

‘Whist-whee,”” st tv Little worcs:

But I nea 1 Lz today in the song of the birds
Aad the » aters oo sme oo F owalked by the sea
Vit w Ust- o

And " lool T L hnd S ow o ol d Eehed tree:
And b boody st oo there o wae by song be.

but little brcw. De

With her <slemr. Vv st-whe '

Spake not unto nie

And over the llls T wen,
And a gentle nouna

I found;

Lyin ; like son~ - afry" . ast pillow upon the grcar 1
Aﬂd I kne .0l Iuy kll

Ard - orote - he
With « sor.onv g, aard
“Little brown 1°

Slieps here by - the sea

All ye who pass
Whist-whe-!”

San Francisco, Caiifornia, Septembor, 19714,
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1hird Song Without a Name 1' - Convict March

MY “ove upon my palette Hes. S Vi head 1 ;“ar.b >l
And on mv brush ny heurt - |” . seeel m*‘»"'_h“ ab

So is it stoange a nauden walks fa s ‘0‘ ' m o and ery of pan
I'ach canvas or minc art? . M - fhe memory ot hass,

1 neer shall press thee maiden's lip Ne Tru | wogow ms o fet, ith T e
But O hy should I thus lespai . , e

When | coald mend ny - oul cith one Ane toooitoake voanav e bad,

Gold st abeamt of her har 7 -
M.1c the freedom .1 the tand,

Frendchip *f {0 merry town
Theivs—tl Y 2l 35, cold command
' ! L h Lll‘ 1€ -,'-, I
Threugh ny w dow 1 cz . ¢ them e tler garl of

Her faintest smilc to 11¢ var meat
l'or banquets of 'y wui 1ippir,
And yet sl - gave heslo -t oo

Yoo mld it a0 ocoorw b .
swrang © yor ¢! that grants the bl o ;ose b "d. white; .
And muste, where the waters s 1+ ‘ And my o1 ck with sorrov. at the sight.
Unto the deaf, \ uile 1 must treau .
Vo oul ) dust upon the -tre Lav: " ”331 qaml law of C d!
ry. w .. ad lc' the:a hars
Los wti, los, C ifornie, Vace ber 101, Brea he—Creesus ¢ ame:

Lae el in ot gilded .
Threv w0 v awde T anse him by the p o ooles
homage fanued,
Theush they ' v th - Fildiin s bload on 3

a1

11 each brd’ien law »1 Love

.’D]"Jl” | $a boo v Tite i ah
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THE CONVICT MARCH

What a motley throng would swimg
Up the crowded avenue

1 could watch them from my window with mo-e piea-

sure in my breast
Than I watch these few [Fate singles frwm the rest.

Shaven head and garb of tool,
Swing of steel and Night’s abyss,
Clang of chain is sweeter pain
Than the memory of a kss.
Neath my 1. .ndow walk the convicts witn their life-
less, halting tread
And they’re marching like an army of tue deau

Winnipeg, Ortober, 1912
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NV ary Mahone

POLT i sou is «.ur Mary Mahon
CF wa o with a oweetheart when walking
alor

A rose on her heart and a song . 1 her lips,
Adown a cny patl: 1o 1ne ocean she slips

‘A poet ' pe” caid « r Mary Mahone,
And powr out my sou use the wind making moan

‘LLike the w:ad making moan or the breakers that roli
T'll pour out the p. ssionate flood of my soul.

A basket of roses at Ballymore grown
Was never as far as was Mary Mahone.

“To-morrovr” she cried, ‘ will T rise with the birds
ond fashior o lyrie from niagical words.”

Bat at peen-o-the-mor 1 came a lad up the hll
o ted hor the w dow O onnor was il

And waiting no .ibbon or bonnet of lace,
Tfor Jarrer the sur on he- hair and her face,

She came w the roo t ~sherc “he sick woman lay
An1 Death, whe he saw her, soon hurried away.



MARY MAHONE

O, wa o the poem of Mary Mahom
But joy to the nuserable heart ot 1+ crone

And Mary in April, agowned v a2 lower,

Danced up the { reen meadows and lefr them in fl nrer,
“hoApril, she eried I havse vaied thee lon
Apoactam I ond 'l ang thee = s g

A hit on her lips .ol | <tringe. passed bv
A limp m his fuot and a tear n hi. eye,

‘O s, says my Mary ‘youre weary I see
“Yea, weary,”" he cried, “io~ tae moaning banshee.”

“O, sir,” say  my maiaen, ‘come up to the town.
The honey i~ gold and th: biseni* are brewn.’

He felt her warn: ~um and he felt her wet hair.
And H - er fel' d wvn ¢ Irelar1 right tl_rc.

Su well v 'e nurse 1 by our Mary M h ne
Th Wsh. _grev-a :r__ha theflov. 21~ a_ her 7om

‘nd lae 1.t~ _um.ner, he wor- bacl to s
With never a th i ht of the eere bansher.

Toe T T LATIOY,

Jyvacte Jen oo onla ALTE

out jov 1 . © ¢ mam 1 nkr

tnu R e B § S B

Ar ol < NN ol

L (O R <} : P

B T T Uhmomy e Trave
Juocken o oava ! Y T

Our v My ner Vo - e 1

And, stragbt up to Lo v ¢ ve f, for the © say
The Irish go up v a0 ro adabns

The air cas all  us:ie a 1, over its tone,
She heard good Samt Peter s.yv: “Mary Mahone,

‘Proup wie the poets sut Mary repliec
“O s1. mon. oot ' ocrh often Ty {-ed

While the + = Fakvlueh e fir gers might dry.”

T Y axu e er eould
But i S Pereo said: *Hehoonoouv o Le
Gelvait - -1 o alld an - Mahon -

The Lnd © » 5 me t 1w anlall the  Fite thow @
S “Hou ot -oet- oot 't g ng
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WARY MAYIONT

And Mary erieds “Lord, 1 am Mary Mal o
And so many mortal: aroun? m- made m_an

“That Tt ued by the day and T wat<hed by *he nucn
And never found time to awaken 2 rune.”

“he Lord smiled vom her aud all the v Lite throng
Cried: * Hail to "he not whov o the grett mg

And Mary, bewildcred, looked up and implorc:
“Pray tell me what song 1 ha e ritte O Lord?

“Thy Lote s he scag,” sarl the Lord in her dres 11
3 . ! - -
And Love is ti.e metre and Lave is the tiene

hen Mary awakened and Phabus rose 1o
And drank to 1 potin w e or e e

tnd this o the story of Mary Mihon .
And what if 1t, too, be a tale like thir = own!

And v-hat if t1 - Mast- hat'. seen in thme ey,
The script of 1+ prem they love m he skie.

Fo you, though a ong reed you never have blown,
May too, be a poet like Mary Mahone.

ancowser, 1)re uber, 101é

14(

caint Elias

H 1£) “a wmentary majesty
St tor o the cedsoa oo e I

Jut v he aueer upon her ron

The w1, o' his hands vprased to Hea ¢
The soldi: nud  trensticatag fire

Not girt! of thy erecn girlle no. the th-ust

That “ar- *he o . of * . bt he cahn
Toovh oo tav_ st o oson o L chv bas
Inspres me - R O UL I R I

Red Aug st m the o enwraps 1 Louv
But thou hast w. ite December all *he vear:
A whiter -se than = (1 1ever {ades

So pure th~t [, a mo. " fu. ~»Hul 1.

Through winu Loag v Tigh and U neath w. at s,
Hast thou kept tar thine everlasting snows!

The warlike Mars hata seen this flag of trace
Held patiertly - oiled, and grant:d pe x

Unto the I hath wr 1ed e amet: cowise
O sphes ot v orarse 1o hamade. Taar pale o)
When vapo  yv=1l the tnambitious bills,

Doth lav.sb aer cold “usses on thv brow.

'Iia thin < n=<dicfe oooint earth and sky

And while i~ hval ' o« 1is abce the ste-n
Nt osar 171 tac nop o alier to the v 1d.

Ah! who was He who raised thy prostrate rorm
From long hunulity ot level lands,

But One w.  hurls the mighty tron: the» seat:
And lifts «a high *F2 wly ons o med!
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CAl T LEITAS

U silent peak! th: i ngels see thy thrust,

Above a sea of c'huds. s men who looked

Upon the gleanmng sword. Excalibut.

To morta:s thou art something h:ld alvof

Wh:n things familiar breed irreverence:

And that lrud fo it of conquest which blasphe nes
The last, lone tenple of the priestless wood

Shall never soil those fair, wr -ritten felds.

W here, un thy brow :ud keepeth = hite a pa_e
To pen His judgments on a boastful +. _rld.
Who 1 oks up at thr chancel cannot keep

From ou. '..s vi_ on noble felds of sky

And deeper worshippers, when frc tful ¢ ceds
Grow nariow as their pews, hall scek thv pires
And gain an unconfined theolng;

Alne, i nd reverent, a+ thy base I stan’®-

Pour on my he 1 the blessing. Could I o
My birthright £ 118> 00 pottage now ’

"T"s summer and the prone limb ot the earth

I« white .ith tend - blossoms, madrigals

That wake tne ‘e es make strange thy contrasts
calm.

Ah' what a varied Artist toned the hu

An | limned the flower's minutest tracery

V'ith "land that shaped this daring rise that we re

So regally er tragic —ov.n of saow
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~ v o1 pLIAS

Elias, Sam v as crout that |

Might e . b " i Ted or b owor

And, like to i+, unle high ¢sld Reason’s doime
that bide v 1 de e ~ nd and slake tue *hroat-

O: fires tt v v o the P el tund thy breast.
O dv-fieenw _y ot - oule T ogr
Thy wml ¢ R SURE S VO (VAN DI L S YU I R

How <nor it. . w "» | won! " ronee te stars
That fell at v w0 1€ =y by cath!

F~v 5o ~veud im0 BRTRIT 0L ot

Consuming 11 her cod o1 - sterdav!

H_.- _ or tlase [ S e
se .. v Shoanelean Tighit,

hat lured thire »ve trom .Lin Al artc . .a00on,
Would limn 1 cad oils, thenrr aundwec 1 Ao !

\gainst the sammer str-s tis strange to see

O oole tosumoat of w ' AU Tac

Thy wald, wl e ar npd s o winter " low
So tong my scul apor tine fare hath  ed

Tyveara o ¢ o cooarade to 1he feast

Turough the “few trmmpe : or +his blast of song.
Tio org ‘v ¢ = i o' hov tee- )
['ro long Jer . me - hrve rorec of gol a1 pla.

Wherc might e 1o . 1 pille s of thenr bhreal.

Here is . Icr tha b oak: o winually

And lo! heve’s many a vacant chair that calis

A 1 gegard Fmb to th > pine-  nted va

Where Sain® Eli s walks to ne t the sea:

Her cloudy breath about her as she poes.
Foncouver. 1010 L
10 '



At Brookside Manor

ON Chiristmas Day [ helped to widen  crcle
At Bronkside Manor

I found mine host, the Master o. tt= Vaaer,
To be a damn fo I,
And, therefore, immediately litkea lum
Wkh» but ¢ damn fool would invite ¢ po*
To dine vith him on Christmi . Dax
When any one nf five score we.'thv e
Would h ve aceepted wita o the wite w1
Who but a damn fool in th 5 wes* janl,
Would warte good mone, on w-'l __ner
With a smoking tirt
Or <icrifice a prec.ovs hot
To harmenize the Hlc v voc n?
Wio but a vagabond of re~son
Would t1. 1slate to e
The wusic of -~ strec n

Tt o kopt the iy cnote e a'nr
Bencata = ¢ sement - hic lwelling poace.

Women speak their endcirments in soft phrases:

Wee @ - _ay aftect onate thng:.
When I !l a man a lamn firn]
My pruse i< noted of the gods.
Shakesp. ire was o damm fool,
Newton another.
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Somewhere, Sometime the Glory

HE tog is heavy to-night and the sad nnine are

droning.

What so sal as a ban: o. mist that cannot weep

into rain?

A little, old man comes down ta_ road wh_o~¢ yc . .nd

I are moaning
A little old man who sin s
rune s refrain:

Somewt »r som time t'y 7 or
Some st sun

I'll read me on to the end ¢ the stoiy
God’s will be done.

O Iittle, old man vou shame e for ¢ il

shame the strong
The fog is hea y to-might and the -1 | 1
crving.

What so sad as a p r of Ips that rnnot break _

ong:

And leann s long a< = keep . ¢ mg Hape shall

know n~ dying?

Sc mewhere sc utiie the glory, let m: b *te nth'

ha_ |
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SO bRl SOME tDae il CLo
T'ern e «rmhum movatlin gt T
pu oph
Bring “ither th* .ncsie raan, the brother .
b
Wwoown. ith sk om e
¢ uUr MR
Conry o LA e g
reotae sun,
I zw oac . tou  end of the sto.y
God  ou he dene

v ancouwer, Uctober, 1916,
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France

Y heart goes cut t» France in this m,  war —
This de il-dance on .ne gigantic fiav -
To that yo m blue-eyed Breon vho voo 0 ave
S kus for Death or for hic Belle Avrcre;
Who flung his sylvan days against the roar
Of that stromg. wrathful yranny of guns
That spu ne agamse the oy the r flarin - ton
W hite-hot from maddened a ¢s gor: b o1
Lhe world’s barom...er 1, 1n that lad- -
That Breton peasant against whom is hurled
The wiid dc wn-leaping chariot oi i ars.
When France 1s lwughirg 1l the Tarth is giad.
And when she weeps the - . _ows 1 v orla
Are darkened to the sun and t the . .-

Vancourer B.C January, 1y17.
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Ull‘ts

I IO T ~4 nre are these girts of mir -
L e

wy of tae Kin o’

! | avet hall v+ bring
A Tie. ot o orure o

Adral Tar oy an’ oV ting lae,
S T teasty foon the tor

C 77 ey ‘1w h 10 ade, wh o maore
L dv: i oo aoe ‘ me’

Ho. + "™ o - he o burtowe  ta P

Or o bhae flor - of 1 nglane ccant her gain
From that 4, v v rd ok * Dorian skies!

Or those * 1 t¢ 1vvv .1 Jhroais .n Riscay Bay
Rstore tir <@bt, me gust ' rait

T that 1, beaut r in Selené = e

Uancowve, ebruary 19, /.
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By Howe Sound

IGHT on, oll v.orld, fahi 1!
Thou shalt awa':en sor1
And all thy dreams be gone
To mate the moon.

I'he pale, haggard moon whose Ja

Have long siice griwn old:
The wan, floating me n,
Whase cargo once was gold

I have lived to see that hour
When al' mv soul hathi caught,
In her white fancy'- cuy,
Is dashed away as naught.
I'rom this smal. camp of soul
.0 that great camp 1 go.
The large sword swings in each
When tl  winds blo .

I turn from the world i car
To this old apple tree,
Whose fragile fragrant = are:
Are spread ror the sun to set
It breathes no different breath
Artheer n' the gun-
It only k. ows of Leath
\Vhen the Jay 1s done

oW SOU D

r 1 vt voied chapel bell
1. = 7jg

e T >
So. M mes  cyent © hear old nmitn
age ot vt Lf wrong
e acw « +he oomel hndlse
T » n swora swmges Inoea h.
] it R alis
t B AN T
S the T T € 9

They altcrel : ' tuelr prayers.
Hate dc wm * the vestrv g w.

Aad Lo - wilked do o the star
O sweeter grows the wind

That changeth nnt her creed.
So am 1 come out .ere

To T in w cold sea-weed.

black ' 1 hip throws off

The »ping cloak <1 1and-
And, naked, bids the sca

All heo stror; limbs command.
I sit kere on ths shore

And watch the cloud: > by
And wonder why mer left for me

These pastures of the sky

Pancon.cer May, 1915,



Peace

LOVW, flag, in the soit wind, blow, bugle, ldow;
The day w. dreamed ot through the years is
here
Lowered * Mar red sprai
And the -not-r apled air,
Tirod of the vl trumpet’s hlarc
[ired of the upturne |, glassy eves 7 aen,
Is quiet agamn
Discord has tled veith her igar sic poals,
‘nd at her heels,
W lks the 'd _ilcr » of ‘he 1 ng ago
“low flag, in the soft wmd, blow, bugles, biow,

The up:urncd races or the vorld to-day

Are like the laughing waves of a sea ir. .ay.
Tears are a Jos: ar ot at tefw dream,
Laughter . Kir | 5 King.

Slow, bugles, blow; Tet the w' d siiens seream,
let the —~d mu ¥ ring,

Linul the ve  ncvers <ha'lrod and ng

I hear thee Tusty cieurs of yeath wheoe veass
Were blowr to tiw crag’s black edge;

I see the Hours naff up @« mother’™s toars

as b v drir - dew upon 1 D von hedg
Neo more shall the sal wires transmit the dole
L. gna, ¢ mto the <ou!

' |
and b L1 oy et ode
Shall X - « far ¢ svac flic overhea
Be - [ S S 11'( sy our trend
T F oa oy ieds fne the fiust wonder
NS . }
It AN i) K- o1& _ri'ie L
e ¢ 1 ol tae the g s ead
“Lat . 4 t .rin. ¢ L
()\ ct’ thf s leon :I" Teu . 1 —
[h rean 7, vlata it we

Tha. *trned 1 s plowslu in the Qover
Ry the qu'2(, crewn ng cead,
tlis crop of gle'ming crosses, 1ow ont w

anud sowed

Flow, flag i tue 0% wind, .oy, .ugles, Dlow.

I'ike 2+ 4 wive i up i che s sht
Ow tears  ave blov ) vapor.

ili‘)l.‘ ! ? 1 ! roteu ”

1 e loa. vy

1‘.;.]J -

I qur. thal camonflas ¢ 0 bruta tnroal

11 Bouror  theke

ud.r dreas . 'I'lig RIS udes ot e
Of s lon oric'zet,
Arowa o rrdder d oua der
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PY ACF

In that v .1d, sudden clash of vestcrday
Some doc le, blue-.yed youth v.ill sing a st
Anud laughing, dancing childrens feet will Ao

The world 1s blown with co.or like a flower
In this triumphant hour

The great procession grcws, th-'r shining ..et
Sandalled with dewy peace.

I watch them pa: ing up the city « treet
Gainin; - on lite a new ana w. indr Hus lease.
Old mer wlo pick up life like a brese - . -
Which they had thrown av -

Old women who unbind their _emr sle snov

And ¢ _ab them up for a : ew holiday ,
Young maidens, all their spirits Lke the flow
Of the new melted snow:

Flow, flag" in the soft w nd. blow. bugles blow

This that we hear is but a shining drop

In the glad sea f murth.

Ihe tide flovs round the v 1 w1 wil - “top
Until it brims the earth.

The Bedouin Arab 1 w invite his dance

Vvhere the sar1storms Croor.

And a mad company ir lilting France

"Inwind a rigadoon.

R} .« a (-E

Do -0 o a. .

o

Wild, (., 1 -6, 1 el ver chuse 61 ror,

They w ..t e, h oats 1 . ong from Mame t where

[he « 2 uer: (. unwir-ds e, nust ¢f har.
One g ef alm  w ' -2; blov  bugle blow.
The crosse - nd n Taanders _c¢w on row.
They <La!l ot 1 " s to-day ne f -e
€1 oour brerbt suovles Llore.

o=, 4w, - - v Wb 0 1= blow:
And *hen. = - .-~ " o lght red n,
Let us ponr o’ i oar' oan pta Hi

Who gave .oe per ¢ ve b »

Toronto, Novowuber vU 1918
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