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SFereword

'l" . mare than e e Tu L 2ssiona. o
1. From tl .o st to e last phrase,
fe ~word here dvy« o 4 aasversion of

« . m conversatior 1. the sake of rhyme and
loth oy this narrativ poem is true That T was
e 1 I guided in three great crises, th . confronted
ni . oeat first vago_* journcy of - v life, bafiles
mvlepticism which Fate, with its multitudinous

contradictions, has since forced upon me.

1 ‘u may s y that it was co-incidence that I met
(e 3 v 5. Houssem~syn_ - Boulay. Mr. ind
M. S. R, Button, Mrs. Berryman and ]. Philip
Cullit. , who one and all received me in such Christ-
I oirit  You may be right. There may b no
> vinity Who shapes our ends. But T would be a
i+ v wmbler if T doubted the evidence given to my
o soul in the year 1902.



If thie confessional of faith h~? bec~ publi-hed
s1.7 us ago the critics would have rec =« ' v
with contempt. Many wil' © = . v+ bec wse

' 1

the fad .01 unbeliet is still strong in o b

acade nic circles. But it is surely ¢ . dv’

The pendulum moves strange ;" 1 I

2.~ isnot a true philuso aer - ; L
sther boisnot area' thi. . ° W

11 fitude is as nonsens al as v e -

One New York writer advise:' ¢, it © . nal
vray, to avoid the word “God”. If I w @ a mosti
to the heart I would not avoid this wore 1+ ¢ 11

it for the poetic beauty that clings . . 1 a1l

ue. it for the majesty which its utte Py ]
would chant it because the very ik .-~ 'mnlis
rength to the soul.

The radical of to-day is often mor. - ... . ad
big .ed than was ever the w =@ tum at: st

Many liberals have become fundamental + ir thei
vz Yicilism.  If a writer v~ the word ' .d  they
mmediately force some church's conce= ... f4'.d

y  tlat scribe I may use the werd “God”
« - glo ous vision ot o owr el whi s

It araace with. ~a, diy of a carch

- r o . oothe o TAT >rrth, aad
v L this naesti wo o _lte t:oske oo
cmnal 1y po- lies ¢ ‘o its finishec «
W. M.
9



“Praolude

QF lLuning’s © uoty soul may these,
I lines, hav. not a trac

\;};Ea;el»&e:eg?”z V,? ar{jeu e For v - e “sholl i yguish ~re
'uz,rurél school-feac ter, Lvl 7/' ”\r 2 ar Loa e Mt it place
Tuc ) P ywnolt omgo. AN wr - £ every line will grow d'v e
u)%gnfl\fwséam gk E rief, ﬂc li S“ b) ﬁ?«&r{“ om son  gaunt h v .an fa
& N ar a, 1
ﬁo °§rt§§?@°3‘é§;£"m§ A o8 Yeﬂ To gain these songs I've ba . my b s¢
To m: ay a wit? g-d rain;

I've walked a wilderness of graves
Wherein my loves lie slain;

I've pierced the core of black and cold,
nd drunk the heart »f pain.

My ~rms have felt the undertow
Grip like a serpent’s coil.

My . :k is marked with many a blow
Fr-m stiu ring whips of toil;

A d evi -7 word T write will show
rhe smear of grime and soil.
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The Sung of the
Und_ tow

Being a ' 1 chronicly, w.th prelud. and aftermath of events
‘hat happened during » aca voy e t ap kv the ithor on 2
he - o “ (the namp ot v nich, ¢ident rewsons. I owill 1
divui ;o in Juny of the rof " -rd, nine n hundrec ind { vo

1

A friendly f ace is Montreal

Within its charmed retreats.

The, bar was 1 =&l 7o, H But Montreal has a ghastly look

nor"ﬂ'L side o Tg Nol - Dae . To me. upon her streets

2ol Lar wes Oé meglle ‘ To men who m rch on mockin_- stone;
The soldiers of defeat -

I marched with these defeated men
In nineteen-hundred-two.

From Champ de Mars to Sherbrooke Street
I w-r- the pavement through.

And all T drank was loneliness;
And all T ate was rue.

And folk I knew and things I loved
Seemed like pale ghosts afar.

And then I re..d, on Place Viger,
The “want ads” in the “Star™.

And T worked that night on Notre Dame
In an evil'smelling bar,

13



i11e Proprictorofthe bart "‘.ﬁ z
Ihz“-P an_d fife saloc, ,ﬁ; “f

2c\ra Anyone \?_aae erch ﬁnajn (.
1
BT,

ak rzn o 3cra e,grrlellor, ¢ ot
h\c £ red uf_w,soﬂ" TR

ared [he Hrecoverig - OQ%T e e . :

¢ -r\/ .
Sacer et ST R N

T U Or Tt . .
< H” Qb{ Oorg 1. r,AVrCQ ]\'\}Ew S .
besieflort Tothe .asi\ ) 3

| rubbed the fevered bar-rno n floor.
v+ ned e ch foul spittoon

I hl ai -oidng o 0 - 4 rails
Vv Imell ) oo '
I e wal oczad "y, wead,

\nc an’ L:'sa oon.

oot th s aT Y  ewn
I v s ad.
. ocwo thew ot Lp
y weary fag <
“all I hat~1 liv -~ that nigh*
alall Tle =1, lenc,

I -v_ht o. one of wi 1 fac.
"hose eyes peered up through time;
And scent of myrrh and flow of lace
vame to me li a rhy—.
[, thr a¢a ~vF-vs "y -k. 0 - name
purned inmy .. 1l 1 o

s
w1 lthey = no lad had groon
S5 owell v s mu dev 1 ﬂOUL
lut ler rtin wix enton _ed
1 found a coin that bore
ThL. head of England’s latest queen
And that g¢” | crown she wo



_ﬂ'le svmmer rewous'\—oﬂ'us

one was spe e espiry
feserce _Tg*he\'u\ S‘VOTHE ROr
o arcT

merz W iPOD ex
TgelaU Ter‘ némoorthma

awa.,

el g
R Ny

lS eVe ‘506\'& e
Thus a curlaire o
am summx‘l’ts 0

ofsome urelovel po

/S’CTG%U ‘

ar'urzkerr,

3 550r

become% the

or motslure

r descerndir
SEOW or a m L%y_

&jrol atheco

\Tege N

.1 |, that rubs a cloudy ' a00n,
"silver o shone.
ne o c'ow unti the glham
7 good to 1k uso;
“en Tfourx . eta sound
Mor apw valie gons

Toe u bt Tpray 0 Tow long, o Lord,

M st ¢ lie prone 11 ¢ st?

Yy son for sev 1o ' ed,
And lo, these huouts of st
'n s fous place <" a2 not grow
Corrupt of 110tk ang rust™

The answe~ came in '.. rds of flame

That burned 1n o iving scroll:
'Though Truth shall tre: . the hall of shame
~ cottzrs pay no toll
L3chu1d __ this “ty monarch’s name:
Wewr Mine upon your soul.

“I wash my stars in gloomy clouds
That they may brighter glow.

in tweagke =0ols my seavers dieam
Paie tapestries of snow—

F e cur ins that at divvn wi ba
Where mountain breeses blow.”
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You will et
ou Wi s ”raecogm

5oaaj

e this

Nolre Dame

3

I' v« with tail that F'deous night
W on a Jallen bed;
wl 1 1 dreamed 1. my strange sleep
I v v« dream of bread;
€Y 4l I dreamed that night of God
I Ire med that He was dead.

.owe e those days that yawn between
"I he Cross and Open Tomb;

I’ ry soul who mounts to Christ
Hleepeth three days of doom;

/vl in this winter lies the seed
Ol joy's eternal bloom.

4.

WHotrr Dame s a narrow street
Where petty commerce plays;

\
! there are haunts on Notre Dame
I hat match its narrow ways;

And i these haunts ’tis often hard
1o find a man who prays.

In Nineteen-two the street was loud
With bacchanalian cries:

I 1 her came men of every race
That re 'm beneath the skies—

Cireat men with hair like yellow dawn,
And men with midnight eyes.

19



m¢ drank to make ren embranc. clear;
Ayl or o drank to

v osur et o d T (R
(@) fac ) nan [ "/' m
re i e M a
Yo « T
3.

I e dawn Wdv g 1
1+ scrbbed T at bars vom dour

it aldbel itk th - phinks
Were touler than befor

Ur they but fouler seemed because
Light billowed through the door.

But what is golden light to men
In haunts of Notre Dame!

They on.y know the jaundiced glow
Ot yllow miles of flame;

And all their windows hide the light
T .t .. roveal thei. shame

Fan. waer, m_p a.J brush T rose
And 11ude the ta. white-

W htrami jale 7o ed
Fremacibly? Tag dqie

With b ovin, B abhacnes rum T gar

A lethe-born delighs.



Thie ! OVe(l?/ Jur . LTROPRS

riclous with sur hige,

T walied and rar al tern._ 191\/
vitlil Twas ik theh~ 1 f= g2
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Ore e 4 ‘|’7 7"\‘4){
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ToThe mrovrs AL —\m WIS 4 T
Lronlwhuck sKiris T - _sesle -

bour{dor:j/ oéﬂ'ze FH\ara Estal

The&as}a o%ﬂ\e Lachine ﬁ3T>\7

and

JTHnlc\\re cart bescer irone Lrand

uu)e eeve o Tlovr! . val.
gai‘?\w? ::/f”ﬁ 0 (the Oﬂ\_dla

Jr ef“rer? § the o™ or cie e

e evér blue~mis.ed mouwl,\n?,

" ..~ rman for aa hc.
£.1a anight have made 10 two,
daotan pen Coor e !
oo b4 1 !

. toeo Lowne toowa oo Tie

hil «“busi .

LAty aty mic v .o a , stroll

7 m granite NU S

10 Llut'll r 3keee o+ dawn
vh: sun’s hrst he. Al
And o1 these roads 1 flta .2 Tighe

that from Cod's wit  Oress came.

And there, on galleons of the wind,
I shipped my bales of care;

And put a cargo on my soul
W...ch you, in song, now sh ire:

The d~acing silver of Lachine,
The blue of Saint Hilairz.

i1 o ne high morent 'ovz was born
Zhr the: great towr. below.
Ter Jomes we. o beautiful v 7.0 Visht,
An  shone like burning s
and ¢, cadid se~s of billowing s .1

Rolled over her haunts ~f + ..
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mﬁm >,\'qu'
nocn . s
S oeTkad o o«

alem T 2.

v

o]

h . =oon bells “ny and Teole |
15, poacless clen and ba
Tanag of 0o

CL I 7 A Lhe
ll‘u, I (@] 1 18
T C s
Clee o’ h(‘ -y 1 1§ 1\ ol
that nade.n. . I

Toomer ghf i].f’(l(IlLlll!:
Th: made me Toug - or we
ith y llow gele g - buy

What any mar may k p.

7.
The sap of life, to gain her leaf,
Must pass through many gnarls;
An- that same summer’s afternoon
I'peda  'in St. Charles;
Avd twooal vker's clam aing doors,
And all his © .- and snarls.

Tmade e ovh, tvr - e and six,
T buy th ¢  cals or m e

But ¢ ry uae I rang the bell.
On on2 reluc.ant Jo |

An acid ate into my he..t
And burned 't to the core.
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ard cattl beals are ¢ Wil ¢ Fiel W Tac L
Krom cot[e§e f’ﬁf&e fs and th. :..j\/er:g:s- Fieo po ke tar VL0 S
meril read: “Wadled colleyr « yderts
and cthers To work their wa\/’wiinglana . -, .
ona horse -boat. Beod pay '~ clurn kare! Sui He who 5 aows a poec's path
Thad o1 3@3] c_cl|2?e (ana urx(Vtar‘s]T\{ cre thr stror> - T WOl
and oL Uhaeet o epen M e ey - SRR RS
T traur o e e - - e o et - :
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wel . 12 7 .
f‘ir,,s;our o T e An ovw thes [es b
with ge o~ 0 '@ e Wil nu
Lo LT i R SO 'Y
wormntluux YT T3 B IR 8
m7, fi clieng halt hoo been res .
anid thege odorls were sroby. beysnd At ten o’clock a stout man toyed
the pa\.mhm ok broch or den, T hopetthis o s ‘ ' -
ribule To thed comesTaThed natice With a dang” ng ye >w chun,
Many years faler wthi oome il of Ashesigrzd vp ... togot -
Morfeeal To we-reral &l iy ! 7 ; or
with by Dk on T g V7ith here>o, hay  .d grain.

PO (R AT . P
amarn az. u bl 1 But none who ev rsig o < his e
nessas ofd Joooxn s e N 7: . 1 Sl .

_ ) Will sign = ~h -~ | : again.

Icame to ™ - ast udly
JEVURNES s Sk o U s U S
The nineteentn man .. inly
With eighteen tran _s ahead.
And when the stout man scrawled my name

My heart was pumping lead.



oﬁ'erf ofP the horsee orthe

ocamc \p comp xe 7o Sood

aum our ourr{e Trare
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o mon \zad alorg,: ooa|€&;q ride
HTSh er%rook\e Wwe W ordered to
\eaye the cab oose '\rzd vide oritie
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e mement s it

Ilis pen caught up th: twenty tramps
Without a smile or sigh;

But as he wrote my name I saw
The human in his eye.

“You're different lad,” was all he said
When 1 went slowly by.

I saw my contract had me doomed
To twelve long days at sea—

A groom of horses, and my pay
A vagabond’s poor fee.

But anywhere save Montreal
Seemed paradise to me.

9.

From Point St. Charles on an afternoon
Qur horse-train pulled away.

And in a red caboose a score
Of sprawling hostlers lay.

And some had food, to ease their ride;
And some had none that day.

At Sherbrooke came a cold command
To .1e the roofs 'till morn.

And we climbed up ana watched the moon
Blowing her silver horn.

But like these bucking cars we rode
Was never broncho born.



VT o oo it oh,
0 € W loud vith rain
v agers rod with bloog,

our Cotroan.
. ol wyan
. T wooasof . T p

wodbooreen s oodar’ over o1 euoirs
0 G ONing Clu
v wretheba s b T d
She "llweoery T s
vl ot e while great. . o vlayed
" 1w w0 on my bones.

The agine leaped, the engir 2 ve red
" Fad b - tongue of 1 .t.

S nd G och car echoed back her ¢ y
Actoss the startled nioht

<« 'rpping trees roiled dewn the breeze
In _ympathetic flight.

n.elny. note my tongue s throat,
Jarllarve wers i my |
oo Y wnuno: g v un ain
vl plunge voer s prack
e T ib ) lay
Iy a marlyr's rack.

a
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il "ing ~+a1 flew out,
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W univ ling mortals, weep great tears
At sight of a starving bitch;

i we never throw a swilling sow
[a a prison black as pitch;

These berﬁ,, vsere my o “45\/{ 1 « 1 dogs may sell for fifty pounds,

aum% he el \1:; l?imé SgénSher- ~ad hogs in lard are rich.

Prool@ To ST dokre orgs Voyage:

o as\owgfgre\ h rc\’\rz i1
througk Jackmare inm C S

j&)?gr;fm U v %{C\ea.- 79'53&/ i ds a land of Tonely miles;

fForthe ,,3:"'9# v m -one Jmu 1 ut it her savage hills

I saw e Slalior a‘Y(o

" veis a cure the townsmen find
mhmrztwaﬂ(ea T T va ab cn i

Herm (mage 0k1900% T 2uas or Lor all their griefs and ills;
f)m%/ % e‘L Uf?/ & greal Prerican

w‘no o 1T anodyne of spruce and pine
v t e fmmD S5y B0 - . ="
eaferéa \‘:7/ aToun “Cenahd ofe ol nd the songs of whip-poor-wills.
‘nouro “g?/
é \t Jackman-of-thessinging-lakes
we broke our foodless ride
' berries lovely as a gift
Ot a bridegroom to his bride.
" he, hung like a rich tapestry
Acnunbt a warm hillside.

And T knew well that Bridegroom’s name:
It was heard in Galilee:

M- d it 10 cool in a sailor’s cars
When there are storms at sca;

And in the fragrant woods of Maine
its sound was sweet to me.

[F5)
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Thismaid and her afferte

brother were ontheir way o
Mooschead kale orTs one o§

the numeross lales aroun

the wdler-Xrin

%Jaekman.

qed, Frenchyyi Hacge

| it my meal ke a sacrament:
And the place shall ever stand

1’0o 't that hour when the Master came
And served me with His hand.

A it will be forever tu me
A chancel in the land.

12.

Al r that feast I braved the town:
+wgged and weak I came;

Ant passed a maid whose winnowing harr
Clayed on her head like flame.

And she looked at me as if poverty
Were a badge of sin and shame.

Iler brother stood—a watchful guard
Lest 1 should come too near.

-1i. face was weak as coddled milk;
Yet he had travelled here

With knife and gun and silver rod
To fill the woods with fear.

‘[his tailored boy was in this land
That living things should die;

And 1, he fewred, was but a lad
Who loved each woodland cry:

But he was garbed in Stirling tweeds
And sadly dressed was 1.
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2.8
Lt o years mr oo g

L Tarairt oo
oy T hol Wi,
ool oth o oy
.4 1 1
o 0, ste T o s e ,
. o ha ¢~ a,
Wt udy l: ST e AILL'\‘."(.'._
« v > ho o o

.. tshe, who 1o o 0o
¢ her met w migh yrovs

th.r I felt a great cold fear
h .. this might still be so.

ol [t was true, in after years
’hen home 1, drifting, came,
Wit wout e beauty of my youth
© . o of gold or fuie
1., with a lip as cold as < row,
tucore” T speak my name.

ne twen have gold: and T have no.
heo a heart in fee

1. - 2 neither meid to love
J'oroagdren at my knee.

"oty Leart s full of song,

3

as o« bari 1 .

In T
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14
"wv ¢k hith a cent ur’s soul:
5 ha ™ wume and wild,
.o s haunts it here,
ww the 1t is o child.
| 77t sang dmid lakes
oo ko pn ol

KL 'Gly v uas at dawr |
»ad over all the land
W50 v Lo ane cedu strode,
1 oar Yy rless @s the san !
noo 1 sion that wili bow ic «eath
1> L.y at man’s command.

vt Ja t the marching legions ceased;
nd the world with grain was gold;
. | spire and house and town appear: 1;
\ 11 lls 1 the churche Lolled.
Jdien " e"re my Balboan eyes
ancic t sea unrolled.

1o varse waeels groaned and stopped, and T
wildly to the shore;
[T 1fre 1 toagues that raped sweet words,
¢ uwear’s ¢l nrvoic ! oroar.
Ui aword that Eioch heard
Th. .ughy Heaven’s ope. .d door.
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T‘:\QOEOFB Haran? R&\ﬂa Was bO] e

{re Nova Scolia anl the Atlartic
sea-coast LKrom @TJo\mTo Hali%ax

15 reao\enJ P&hls sorgo. Hewdsa
oUrzd S lar‘ ared hys

éc&z;aé \”Lao eerce,e\aom malched

1ag Jette er<~T oerme “The
Drc'\ Jor $ 1S one e greal poems (2
b Trc\aﬂ??m og%on P

omfdore 19 o movrzlai i the lard
0&’( e Hreadiars.

And Mwere 1 sang the rhymes of Rand,
“th bard of Llomidon:
W "y Love ! had lifc again,
' all my woes were gone.
1! al’ the suns that 1 hi d lost
L' thus high noonday shone.

1
-

1.7 Churchman has his little god;
“ 1l ic gods are they;

. ut 1o this Temple-by-the-Sea,
Where ceaseless organs play,

" he Pricst is that eternal Love
The creeds have cast away.

i+ found three stairs that lead to God—

(e at my mother's knee,
o1 one amid the silent hills,
~ith steps of porphyry,
“nd one, a spiral way of light

That rises from the sea.

The tang of salt is in my soul;

And, if you press yc v ear
s tinst my heart, the wash of long
Gireen billows you wi. hear.

Fad, inland thour v T dwe’ |, that rune

Grows louder, year by year.
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There 15 exhultalir 1z The lire.

I hate a Gl wora af any

Time or it an
%5ea Or navy

word or

eg\\

se over

\/E ace ‘Dufbyﬂ)e

oo-a a eoh erous

%‘ET

is il an
e kace ol beaol

dn'Burepe or Asta vou'seldom

encounler any one
beau

@ wreat Host with this color blindness

al
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e soul.

Amerlca

no SHCEFS

ere x3

It is o slow, liturg~ sound
rh it mocks our fevered times

It v ws within the artist’s dyes
Anc. 1. the poet’s rhymes.

It « "lu the scattered nosts of love
With universal chimes.

16.
'hree days we stayed in gray St. John,
And thrice a day we ate;
«wnd while my comrades searched the town
I turned another gate;
Rut one great bully dogged my path
As though his steps were Fate.

[T was a raucous termagant
Who hated man and beast.
I lis curse was for the Nazarene,
And the Roofless Temple's Priest;
And he came like an unbidden guest
To <off at those who feast.

i sneer was on my feast of sea,
Drunk down with the wine of noon;

And he followed me when the tide was out
To meet a vanished moon;

.'nd his hoasts were timbrels that destroyed
The ocean’s lonely croon.
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T chosethis bed raﬂer‘%an

S\eeF in a room with several men,

Car]e‘f‘on 1% alross the Lay
Crom SF Johr.  Our nomad Com any
viere qu.aﬁer*’.a m“me ra me-
washed! hos‘fe deu e,
our arrnlal w were"félfﬁa'f Soc?l
would noT be %ur Yred vl meboaﬂﬂ
sh(PJ)ﬁ’e aays rnce Altertwo
/goodlieqs sthis news wak Aaddenin
and 'ﬂwaﬂ@ ,with one of Twe cwa‘hons’g
became violeal. At wasxmoerz )
ana the revenous Company wh \ Y%ﬂ
Us oecame alarmed and ro\nao‘cl

Ser all

m caith in men Srows less and
less evmzdyear bt ey aith i

man gro stron or Men are
aos“rroyars man Vs a fedeemer-

Buot #1 e was coming soor a day
“wviwn I that sneer would smite.
Bue 1ie we winus were sweet and clean;
Tt~ san.s were linen-white;
.l on this sacramental cloth
v hat man would dare to fight.

17.
At night I slept on chairs arow
» Carleton’s grim hotel.
v 1 harder bed was never spread
the chamber-maids of Hell,
I« place from rum nd nicotine
Laad a mausoleum’s smell.

e every night, to dim my light,
A gray old seaman trod
that inn’s dark stair, and he had hair
Lil+ ¢he white, milkweed's pod.
A fiiend or man was he, and thus
I was a friend of God.

I« 1 to e with oaten cakes
1! goblet warm with cream;
Aund when he came the walls around
Asother place did seem;
And many » time has he come back
In the b auvy of a dream.
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1he seas.

o ¢ to sroll and case my soul
slong cach brimmrug quay,
Whe 2 argoes, lik - a rasy quilt
Ave o cad arcund tnos (L
[0 ns from Spain ar.d beg . < F grain,
And nutz fror  a tal” palm tree.

1
Voo dled away on a sumier’s day
with the horses all ¢n board.
And it seemed to me . lard 1 left
Y 73, bound to me wit> a cord,
Y "hich T must break for my belly’s sake-
Tor my belly’s sake, O Lord.

C ver the rail of our grim ship

1 vsatched the fading land.

¢ 1d then T heard, like che hiss of steam,

rthcer’s hot commiand.
nd L went down toa ' v v “house
' "hich a devil’s sow. haa plannced.

Lu [went in a dumb, cold way
o spirte within me sac®
. dream I often seem
I’ full from an endless bank.

/= J 1 tux’s gut has never smelled

A: bud as our cabin stank
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Howe was ore oéf Nova Seshia's
=¥%. He came

reales! politicia
earer | s‘Tc\Tesmarua\'n
any 05 his corzl em{aorarl

S

We passed the land of Howe and Rand,
And dipped in a great, gray fog.

And soon I knew why a vissel's crew
13 keen for a whi®t of grog.

/' 1d T learned « bit of thk_ things not writ
In a cautious seamcn’s log.

20.
A snob is bad, yo heave my lad,
but a college snob is worse.
<.nd we had four, yo heave once more,
And each had a well-flled purse.
And one and all at night would bawl
For Jenny, the family nurse.

They bribed the cook and lived apart,
Each like a little lord:

A chanucleer’s grandiloquence
Within their small heads stored.

But when they puked they looked as meek
As any man on board.

1 have no hatred in my heart;
I would ¢ ) no man wrong,

But to see those scented snobs upheave
Was sweet to me as a song;

And the sight was like a holiday
To our uncultured throng.
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22.
A sory face had Bill Mc“ord
Tne scare-crer of that crew;
/.n¢ yet, when he would smile, it scemed
'The dawn was breaking through;
Anu seven day’s beard upon his cheeks
Could not that smile undo.

As dismal earthen pots, that hide
The hue of crimson wine,

Prove outward {u_ s do o 't deride
The temple’s inner shri.e,

His visage grim and laggard limb
Belied his soul’s design.

He wore a cap of woolen gray
And tawdry overalls;

Yet all the horses at his step
Would whinny in their stalls.

His way was rough and his manner bluff;
But "is mark was Tattersalls.

23.
I'as a lad of lonely ways,
Neor was T stout of limb;
And so the bullies hurled at me
Their jestings coarse and grim;
Pr through their taunts the voice of Bill
Consoled me like a hymn.
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inere v r> g brogerrts on our beat -
Tvro" e ones and = s ual,
2:nd wough a fever burned my throat,

Orqﬁwaa ﬁT\'nb encourster T £ d .y walk was ke a crawl,
weighed 120 pourds. I kr w tnat, ere the ship should "nd,
TSIt howe\/@r Uoﬂ Ten) sorz I'd fight them cne or all.

W strength 1$ as The i)

ofTer be ause, a S : :
e \)se \S usl” A healthy man three times may fip ¢

e corec] Ufslo-:fE ) :
Twas covered w o&i cma /ind go to chn ch next day;
hechrr'rza%(a O(_%ﬂﬂe vRge, "ut when a cough wails in the breast,

~ike a gloomy roundelay,
A man will fight but oiee, for that
Will be a bloody fray.

One braggart had a sturdy {rame
And pasty skin, like rice;

And he would taunt me like a fiend
Or mock me with advice.

And every time he passed, my heart
(irew like a block of ice.

# 1 ance his fist came crashina out,
And [ went down, and rosc;

¢+ nd all the pi ; in my heart
In one cold moment froze.

And like a tropic storm came down
The fury of my blows.
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My strength in that v.ild r ment brokc
Tt . spirit of his brawn,

Sad wh o I touched him I was glad
""he evil Eout was ¢

And 1 fought like a wounded thing
Until his beasts were gune.

And then 1 Leard the victoo's cheers
For clay had conquered clay.

And this was music in my ears
On such a friendless day.

But in my triumph there were tears
That I must win this way.

24.
But there was work upon that ship
Both sick and well must do;
And ten great mares to feed, who ate
Until their snouts were blue.
oine © then I've seer nor horse nor man
That ate the whole day through.

A year before my feet had done
A century in ten.

But there was no place now to run;
And so, t fore all men,

I swore I would never a valet be
To any horse again.
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TL. y handed me a curry-comb,
Ang T was in despair
Whedher to brush “he horse s tecth
Or comb ana brauid its hair.
But «uen .y breakfast left my throat
wamn little did T care.

25.

The foreman cursed me in that hour
v'or he was made of stone;

£.0d every word was like a dirk
That stabbed me to the bone.

Yet I dared his wrath for the anodyne
Of a healing hour, alone.

I hid beside the engine room
And drowsed upon the floor,
\7\/ 1mrc I could hear a throbbing heart
er the sea’s wild roar,
An d I dreamed my pillow was the sand
<In a white Ontario shore.

(* peace of Christ to be alod !
Bt brief that pes - 1 knew;

. Lear me, in the swaying dark,
A giant qml et drew.

And I pulled up my legs to let
His hulk of carcass through.
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For when things crawl along the wall,
Like vermin in . hearse,

That endless sea of heaving green
Swells skyward like a curse;

And drops as though no stable thing
Were in the universe.

On sick man in a room is bad,
/nd two is damneder st

But ten sick men, in loathsome beds,
Ti%e farmers throwing swill,

Wiil make, with none to clean the me S8,
The bravest stomach spill.

26.
Upon a table sheathed with grime,
Where bluish flies did wade,
There stood within this cabin of Hell
A tank of marmalade;
Z/.ad round it knives and forks of tin
And pewter-plates were laid.

The doors were smeared with marmalade:
Tis mark was everywhere.

w'¢ slid in it along the floor,
/" 1d combed it from our hair;

Aad even now an orange peel

Cun give my soul despair.
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Sometimes they poured us greasy soup
Out of a high, tin pail;

Or threw us bread as [ have seen
Them throwing bread in gaol.

And this is truth, and r » my friends,
An ugly fairy tale,

Since then I've never wondered why
The winds so sadly croon;

Or why that rising curve of sea
Sinks downward in a swoon;

Or why there’s such a bloodless look
Upon the staring moon.

27.
When 1 was but a little lad
I loved to swing me high.
And when I felt an inward qualm
I'd “let the old cat die.”
But he who swings the heaving waves
To stop in vain will cry.

So high these swelling waters rose
Tuey blurred the light of Mars;

And swept the lesser charioteers
Out of their silver cars.

And, when the storm was past, the sea
Was filled with fallen stars.
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2 a'l the bards of lrath®  -ong,
In c.e wemeadous blist,

Could hy .t ¢ glory of the sea
Alw uz rm at~ -~ 1

Grdo _thewir ~ _7¢_ s i me
Foow such a peace at last

On land the flo wst o L souls;
Lt here ¢ Lowe ar e

On v Cowe b Cosuag
"o chrant the march or s mn:

But here the song 1s communal,
Ne . finished nor begun.

The wise man mirrors like the deep
All beauty that he sees;

His face is lighted up with stars;
His soul reflects the trees;

¢ nd *here’s a song with "1 his henrt
I'c every bitter breeze.

2.
1 days I lay in that feu’ woem
o b thed i lifele s broa
Ti. days I heara the v, winds taunt
Tll (JC'..(J.";S 511‘11]31 ul"tl;
Anu fo. three 1o VT Caved ai life
And praised th: Ja :of ¢ ath.
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e suas wer down and I arose
*Hith 1" my fe er gone

Ai v ccach chan' -0 T my soul
attwea woar afl dng etvn,

Ye Eigind seciae” o obless | word
As the grim ship sai.ed on.

Tha 1 "t L wdowy way
Lst the een watchman’s _yes,

£ ud C St on the turpidden de "’l,
And voap T T ops Y sl

Abcut me 1" g0 Ll Sk
Still warm with crimson dyes.

The stars were o ight in H=wen’s bowl,
Like whboles in a cuy

For the oreat Master of the House
Had Jrnk the Sun’s wine up.

And [ sag “Lord, whao Tiw  hast left
1 £ vior oo to ‘sup."

Tordal2us b dow: below
N1 ine cadio m to me,

Beow o bt 70 at was not true
" “hat such ¢ hei! could be;

Or, after lousy m _.1, the gods
Would toss me Hea .. a's key.
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But as I washed in snace my cares,

Or hurled hem o, ..board,

I heard the whisper of my name
T £l i tler echayslion asT Drive through me like a sword,;

Wd’ workieg aed wher thredlened Ar 1, lcoking round I met the grin
with 1eons Tlold The o icer ThaT OF faithful ™' 1 AcCordl.

Tere errcga prieorto r?/hc hsk

C,rabc\;u rin\ioy?fym uflaf atlaly e%{*ro Bill's mouth was {1 Qf brol;en teeth,
lie undef a li$ -Boal uporethe declt. And he had grass-like hair,
T\Egsmzsasg&/ raic CE%Q:]”J;H " And, when he grinned, his flapping cars
ard *Tthis would r%he:n arz invest- Drove beauty to despair.

1ga iore czgc,o’aammzs orecthe vew sel.

And yet no maiden’s smile to me
Seemed ever half so fair.

When on your ears the woes of life
Sound like the crash of docm,

Some humble soul, like Bill McCord
Will wander through the gloom,

And straightway mend yoar broken faith
Upon a golden loom.

29.
Two days from land 1 went on strike,
For a fever burned my breast;
Nor oath nor threat was able to get
Me down to that vermin-nest.
And the wage to come at my journey’s end
I gave for a lease to rest.
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I covere 1 my flesy with a shawl of ~ir,
As clean as the dawn is clear,

And pillowed my head on a drift of light,
And feasted on blue and green.

And the sun came up and the sun went down
Like a giant tangerine,

My foel ..o vedonawv  plate;
My cup had a golden hand:

And I slept on declk, through Olympian hours,
By the lotus breezes fanned:

And at seven bells of the second morn
I heard the cry of land.

From a cabin’s ease you hear this c1y
With a calm and mild delight;

But when you look from a tramp-boat’s deck
There is holiness in the sight.

So I bared my head and I felt ashamed
That my garments were not white.

Chen Ireland grew from a shadowy form;
And the strength of hills uprose;

And I beheld as lovely a green
As a leaf in April knows;

And it grew in bearny as a bud,
In the golden summer, grows.
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30.

The green of Ireland marks the soul
With a never-dying stain.

It is the child of wistful suns
And slow, caressing rain.

And none who love this living green
Can love so well again.

The storied tale of this land of song
Can never be told in years.
It is the tale of a bacchanal
With a thirst for smiles and tears.
And a beating heart is the only throb
Of the timepiece Ireland hears.

O land where knaves are rare, and fools
On every hand abound:

Strange fools who love a poet’s song
More than the guinea’s sound.

God grant we all become such fools
As those in Erin found.

The wit of Ireland is the bead
On the wine of mortal man;

And it winks and purrs in every glass
From Limerick to Soudan.

It is quick and sharp as an Arab’s sword,
And soft as a Persian fan,
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wistiviness o ems
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»S\rr-'\' rea'a L& Be\le Dame Dars )Tl eret
T walked & courtiry roadside just above
Hcarrou)e;rrcﬂ*rc Lardla, ard m ecsTasay
was som‘ea i1 Hheal Tuseft. Ok Th

\o\/eheE.T Yands ire \iTeral remu?_ em .

*ard hereyes were witd, Ard Pa 7( o ermg

(s averitable bugle uyTo my soul.

yga\’o'rd'e an\xsh noer arthis

Hme o oﬂ\*[th e, u)ere ; rT;mT?I'ﬁoF@s .
onX Wordswor rien
B%raalg(_ \Sl; wac- "L the owra}u\
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Words worﬂz AsSIKo o
}/e ars L ha.ve aaae pmaﬂ
-th;s lreasure frouse , ror Ha
forsaler ary ogmj each y 1oves

An heie — th> moots uf Lorna D¢ one;
And h oo was Foo "5 coast |

And 7 vadiston Erglih own
Ih o Micawhk ¢ boast,

And chal pere’s ¢y welcomed me,
And Dickens was my host.

I saw fair Lucy far afield -
“A violet by a stone.”

It szeme to me st ng had been
A sw Foare of my own.

And th T wept for I .ide
And heard La Bell” “make moan.”

“Is Barkis willin’ yet?” T asked,
“Yea willin® as of old.”

“Who lights the fires in Chelsea, now;
Or is the hearthstone cold?”

“4 iy lad. the Sage has gone to lands
where women never scold.”

32.
A gentle wind came up behr, 2
And blessed us in our flight.
And T ~ ver knew a sky =0 blue
Or a sea of such delight.
4ind then that port of gentle winds,
Southampton, hove in sight.
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Ao ovovile Tstoow as 2 bird that sees
“he coers of b cage fung wide,
T Goaweco  wlv ower natto land
L) | - 1 . .
JLtr o N L Ly morning tide.
SoA4. rho o0 omed os forty years
After vur ghastly e,

"Twar _aturday night; but now it was
For me the grave of hope;

And cra 2d for fragrant grass and leaf,
« 5 liends are crazed for dope,

Wit 1 - el hands I climbed to shoe
n a valiant stra  of rope.

Sy Crae the et ooy
U 1 tound swe * earth:
Anc oo touch Tlea v oa il
What life and love were worth.
And things 1 thought ferever dend
Had now a second birth.
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Alor | that pe chce e fed,
L‘XL 1 sl ' =« uAl‘ 111 "
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Wit fer © of lead weat by.
£t day . came up with a lighter foot
And the wind with a sweeter cry.

My hair was long: my - yes were red;
My clothes to rigs = = torn

My tc>s came thre b ich rotting shoe;
I was 1 thing outy i,

When my discharge {rou that devil's barge
I got that Monday morn.

They gave us scripts to take us back
From England home again.

And in a hopeless hour, I sold
My pass fe- two and t n:

And said farewell to Bill McCordl,
One of God’s noblemn. »

Adieu, ¢ r Bill: some day perchar .
In life's 1 o fe - ed  rwes

You'll know the vagabond you lov.
In those most evil times,

Had made that love a deathless thing

Within a book of rhymes.
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my \1%9 was
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rom a vagabond ‘o a jaun

34
~hed 1ty a~s and bougl t new clothes;

Abaves i oocmy ! i
. shavca e as you mow che | rass

1d cained me ther and 1ere
“your

A

“NMi ) a manner deponuir

Ar o th 1 I searched for work, nor cared
What fee this work might bring:
~hwasher, scrubman, scavenger —
I pled for anything.

But of my worth, I had no script
From scholar, knave or king.

A reference is England’s food,
And scoundrels know this weli;
For only a man who comes refer =l
Can labor or buy or sell.
And ! ky is he with a reference
From the lowest imp in ell.

I walk d all day Southampton’s ston
"Tin heart and feet were sore,

When on a surgeon’s card I read
“Wanted, a lad to chore.”

I rang the bell and faced a man
With manners of a whore.
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33.

opuectwo osonca Ll oread;
it ¢ him at cach door:

It is a ghost that calls for bread,
£l el or ¢ wre,

Ana it walks af gl ab. awiis 1 d
And creaks upon e floo..

I've sung an hundred songs for men,
But still that ghosc is here

To freeze the current of my pen
At 1 frost my songs . 1ith fear.

At ~wn’s cold light and di at night
It: form is ¢ . _r near.

Tkree davs T searched in vain for work;
And then the ghost came hack;

And night and morn, with looks forlorn,
It vy upon my track;

And 1 held a shroud before my eyes,
Ard a suit of deepest black.
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a0 one dark night I battled it:
«c was ¢ hid __s wraith.

1t vw.apped s er s m - soul about
And wrestled with my (aith.

It choked in me the joyful shout
Of what the -p v ol

It dragged me down a lorely street;
And vver me d' 1 gloat;

And L s o seeithi my oy
Arid v ¢ my shues and coat,

Whereon, in rage, my fingers closed
Like coils about its throat.

1 lelt the wra: k., and back to town
I tramped on stone and board;

And pawned a trinket, and knelt down
".» thanks unto the Lord.

Ar . then I fed on milk and bread
Until I was restored.

.o “rernto oo o sun
And tossed two pennics down;

And both came head, and so I said:
“T'H walt 1+ London to .2,

And meo the T and et mc carls
And state smen of renown.”
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With twopence in my hand I piunged
I England’s Zloom of trecs;

And muttitudine s delights
Were on the scented brc&,e.

The world v =, like a tcasure house

And I had all the keys.

At noon I gave my last poor coin
TFev water, cheesc and bread:

An- wond v Fere I'd eat at night
And where T'd find a bed.

But when 1 rose to go 1 felt
My hand by Someone led.

And then T turned my pockets out;
And they were clean and bare;
But I had slain my wraith of doubt,
And throttled my despair;
And I w s rich, for all about

Was England’s fragrant air.

I never bought a thing with gold
That made my pulses leap.

I never bought with gold a thing
That made me laugh or weep.
With yellow gold you cannot buy
Song of sea, or the blue of sky;
With yellow gold you cannot buy

What any man way keep.
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In shadows of » deviis house
Is ofcens fourc a un |

A s0. T T Lz LUTtloag,
TYoaen L ococowes' o Caund,

With angels black anc angels wh
My soul became acquaint.

I asked for water at onc door
Where humble {oik abodc,

And thar =d a girl wit" I~ ish eyes.
And, - -~ faracanth 0 L

1 huncl hu call from her gardacn-wall,
Aind quickly back . strode.

wo Indiin Prince t Eu la s ing
He o glooaayh:

‘that 1coked so lovely wo the gilt
This » indly maiden « ought —
A da;of cal s that was neatly t d
With a woman’s holy tho. "it.



T have made mo aﬁ’e T\were"\'o

be humorous merely relale
evac iy what | 189 er?,ea ASfer
all rea{ Romor s \56

The ir flavour stiu 3 on 1y tonguc
And after N these years

€ >metime s, upon some dreary road,
That deed of love appears;

410 when my faith is weak in man,
The memory of it cheers,

i ameless, yet immortal maid,
Who gave one minstrel breed,
May you, as I, this summer’s day

To doors of saints be led.
And may they give you wine to drink
And rose leaves for your bed.

38.
A bag of spiced and sugary cakes
Was snug upon my arm
As 1 walked down the London road
By peaceful wood and farm;
Nor dreamed I in the world about
Was aught that could alarm.

But two stout renegades snrang out
A darksome Lit of wood.

And 1, to save a bloodly bout,
As any wise man should,

Gave each a bun and then did run
As swiftly as T could.,
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1 would not run that fast again
T~ save a pot of gold.

But those good cakes were treasure-troves
Which I had sworn to hold;

And who would steal my slender meal

Must be a robber bold.

39.
When afternoon was high I stopped
To find a resting place;
And there I met a Yankee tar
With hunger on his face.
He had walked down from Ludgate Hill,
And looked a sorry case.

"Twas good to see a western man;
And so I learned his tale;

How Mile-End-Road had, a-a-mode,
Put knock-out in his ale;

And how the Brooklyn he must reach
Before her hour to sail.

I split with him my bag of cakes;
And he went on his way;

But in the handshake of the lad
I took my joyous pay.

And this was coin to make me glad
On many a coming day.
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At eventide 1y fles’t implored
For a bed to ease my pan

And my feet ' serc le. where roses poured
In a founat of crimson rain,

W! ire ¥ met a sentin  of the Lord
To wr om none pled 1 vain,

I asked for work and not for gold;

Lut this good man plunged down
BHis fiigers n a slender purse

And brought out half a crown.
He was a clergyman, but not

The kind they breed in town.

I took his card, and, when my Fate
Looked with a kindlier eye,

I paid his loan; and here it is —
That man of love’s reply;

And every word is like a rose
Whose fragrance will not die.

40.
At night I came to Winchester
Where stands the shrine of Jane,
Who took me as boy with her
Down many an English lane.
And by her tomb I heard the stir
Of footsteps soft as rain.
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I have not {ouna a shyer place
Than this cathedral town.

She sometimes dares the hills around;
And then comes quickly down.
And you must guess her lovely form

Through her ancestral gown.

Her customs make the stars look young.
And with her ancient eyes,

Like some old woman, when a child
Hugs to her friendly thighs,

She sees with joy a new moon hung
Against her agéd skies,

41.

I paid that night sixpence for bed,
And sixpence for a meal;

And when dawn broke to Basing-stoke
I danced with toe and heel:;

And, at my side, in a mist of green,
Fair Hampshire stepped a reel.

I've seen a stream in the Kicking Horse
Dance fifty leagues of stone;

I've watched the savage dance of the sea
Where Labrador makes moan;

But here was a lovely minuet
That moved like a scarf wind-blown.
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Th. strength our fathe Lknew
It seemed to rise above these tombs
In mighty muscled Yew.

I read the legends, brown with years,
/£ind droned the words of Groy.
Aind @1 he prayers denied the dead

I« :ed my lips to pray.
And T m sed “the curfew toil d
" he " aell of parting day.”

43.

™20 .n s ke some b Nin | bride
o sledy bares her coaarm

At f o her slim v Cdte cirve of the at,
And then her marbie arms.

And night hy rght, - sainst the west,

Tsaw hx gown slip dc v her T~y
Above these English f-rms.
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An English farm has many crops;
And some >t them wire sown

When Alfred gave a brighter crown
To England’s youthful throne.

And these great crops, the harvesters
Have wiscly left alone.

My flesh grew weak, and yet my soul
At every step grew strong,

And every scented lane I passed
Impelled my lips to song.

“Surely the God of English lanes,”
I cried, ““can do no wrong.”

Then hour by hour that friendly look,
Which country roadways wear,

Grew less and less, until at last
It showed but here and there;

And everything, that God had made,
Dwindled, or grew less fair.

And here the flowers along the road
Grew darker in their stalk;

And none had time to sit with me
And have a friendly talk;

For every man who passed me by
Was quicker in his walk.
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44,

Hus v, o ines [ asked a man,
Y a0 woie a bally glass,

v e was the na~e of that small stream
" trich the« 1 chanced to pas .

And with a withering look he saic:
“The Thames, you bloody ass.”

“The Thames!” said I; “the Thames!™ said I;
For, though my flesh was weak,

The ' = >rn fire was in my bleod,
Al I was far from me L.

And 50 1 cried: “I am an ass,

A bl _ain’, blithering. bloody ass

If ' 115 not a creek.

And then and there T dealt his calm
Wi these kind  ~ s a blow:

“If that’s your Thames, my jolly man,
I must take care, you know,

For. ** " chanced  snecze in it,
sour creek might overflow.”
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46.

I - me to Hounslow w h the dark,
£ nd i ", Strect’s shops were gay

Wi h men ond voren buying food
'ro bridge the Jabbath Day.

And, mad with hunger at the sight,
. wtopped a while to pray.

And Dne who notes the sparrow’s fall
-alked High | _reet at my sidc.
Tie put His ring upon my  1d
As though I were a hride,
And led me to a holy inn
Where angels oft abide.

That refuge was a baker’s shop
That bathed in cheerful light;

And here I flung two pennies down
With fingers cold and white.

And she who served me seemed to guess
How sorry was my plight,

She asked my name and where I dwelt,
And why my vagrant quest;

And called her husband, and he came
And bade me stay and rest,

Yea, bade me stay the Sabbath day
And be his honored guest.
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"1t her eyes che shine;
£ Vv v now I see those yes
Before me, like a shrine.

“My son had been your age,” she said,
“Had he been left to me.”

And then she looked across some void
As men look out toward sea

Ior sails that nevermore will come
Back to the sheltering quay.

"Twas paradise to feel once more
A G, s drowsy swoon;
) ' ¢a waite and cool
Voo L. a lovely rune.
Anc it was sweet to dream of storms
From some secure lagoc .

T
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Wiser arc they than learning’s core,
Strc 1;-r than Egypt’s sword.
“hey are the fou s where faith and love
And beauty are restored.

47.
I left that fine retreac from strife
Upon a Monday morn;
And gave back Cod His rose of life,
And took again His thorn;
And wounds, so lately healed, again
By the b iars of Fate were torn.

On Monday morning life is low;
Ard hope and purpose wane;

But with three shillings in my hand
I was a prince again.

And . found a room on Elric Street,

Which hides by Great-Church-Lane.
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And it was like a blessed ark
After the friendless street
Where, day by day, I took my way
With weights upon my teet.
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/.1d damns the English rain.
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50.
Une hor o~ ay i Lor sn's ur
Is like ure wave at. «;
So is it stran~ .nen could not hear
Th cry " pain in me
Waca 2l » wet my 7 four !
Ol. ult;t E J

Upor: the Strand there was a shop
Whose window groaned with pies;

And thu in hunger T would stop
And feed awhile my eyes.

And o “°ntimes my spirit felt
Strange envy for the flies.

And here, upon one hopeless day,
My sky grew dark with cloud;
2And that old wraith assailed my faith

And this time left me swed.
Upon the street its awful feet
Fcll I » a hammer loud.

I wanuere s home, as in a dream,
With strength-forsaken knees;

But . my door there came once more
+ itt o7 bread and ¢ ese.

And  ildly, like a drowning man,
The . morsels I did seize.
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Or A =t morn they crowned a king;
And England’s skies were fair:
And 1 1 through the jostling town
To _. the royal pair.
And T heecds and all the girls
Aul’ L the Jads were there.

‘The ;e "+ came in laughing hordes
il the countryside

As ol a1 barren as the sand
At ehbirg of the tide.

v dthe wore few i ~ll the land
To miss a new king’s ride.
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Mo orge chall " vonder why
One dead o swings the tide

When ene 2o d crown can fill the town
Frot» every cou. vside.

But when Edward passed 1 thought of how
The Sor-uf-Man did ride.

The cheering died; the crowd went out;
And home 1 dragged my fect;

And to lay my head upon a bed;
O God, but it was sweet.

But we wire gler s through all my dreams
Of bread and wine and meat.

52.
For leag weeks those English skies
ol o with blackest crepe;
Al vcrywl re that I would go
I ct the nideous shape
Of th-t grim wraith my battling faith
nurd nevermore escape.
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£ 1" Was w2 v ole days before
Iy stomach’s wounds would heal.

And then I found a west-bound boat
“hat sought a cabin boy;

And soon I passed by John O'C'roat
And wished the old man joy:
e d e o back please look me up
Auod Ritz or the Savoy.”

53.
Nn ge 1 that dips in blood and tears
7 od will ever be sp. aned.
My ruymes have felt the earthquake’s crash
"s1th storms have they been churned;
Groat craters gape along my song
Where lava streams once burned
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Then Pouty 1o the coralled wind
Ao d tossed me all ber keys;

Avnd 1 was one with shouting rock,
/oo one with singing scas,

“ar . wina that great comradeship

¢ 1y unconquercd trees.

The  Tyedv 1 to b cave,
N w0 his hoie
o ow o cJed s " T erded;
oo, mal me whole:
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55.
The voy: ge vassed wuothor noon
. o X

YWhen 1 saw, 1y and brown,
T wughty he _o*s of old *-bec,

And her ' amble lowes ” own —
One guaing ~eel o at 1. stars,

C  lovkmg proud y - wn.

Our ship was -..vo.eu, our voyage done;
1 wuched the joyous .and;

I climbed to Montr orency rock
And there awhili did stand,

And watched an autumn sun go down
In a sky like yeliow sand.

And then I ran, nor cared who saw,
And found a country field,
Wherein I thawed my frozen heart
Wh':.1 long had been congealed;
And . a pilgrim at a shrine
1 waited to be healed.

The moon came up and gently spurred
Al the light of day,

"he cric! »ts sang and beetles whirred,
In such a friendly play;

It seemed to me they must have heard
That I bau been away.
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"s the one she holdeth dear.

My land s last to living thought,
ond last to walk in light:
N v ountry, last across the world
M N
. cov : tradition’s night.
t.- o hater of her scers is she,
A VK Hlpper of Illight.

1 a'“hough she hates my song
ST A, mto her case,
' . 1e ywn loves light,
n'evr the .
Voo s L garden wall,
Ao nsic loves the seas.
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“nd v bard who sings of pleasant things
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(Cave

“Dwellers

HERE 18 a dark cavern
Frozen v. th a night-shade,

Where tired folk are dwelling
Like unmeadowed sheep.
Here no thrush is musical;
No flower is fragrant.
Who dwells long here is blindia
With a strange sleep.

Among the tired hosts

Are a few gay folk

Who love cold shadows

And who love jaundiced light.
They sing the tired to sleep
With a strange narcotic
Drawn from black poppies
On a ledge of uight,

Wine sparkles in the cavern;
But that wine is blood
Gathered from the tired hearts
In a cup of hate.

Love stands there naked,
Thin-lipped and homeless,
Beating with her white hands
At a closed gate,
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Above tt dar’: cav.
Are ..ild, wouded hills,
And con whisperm ' ait
With a ric field

Tht‘ aur 1° { b (RIS TSR

M =T aweae o cac whipenor adlis

Mot gl T eogpk

Of « .y wood anc lield,

Here a > cool hemmacks

dv o laugho g waters,

Axd lLere is red fruit
Groaning on the limb.

And herc is Love,

Under mc on-whitened blossoms
Sir _ing out thanksgiving

In a low, sweet hymn.

Many come to the cavern
And open the dark gate;

A ' bid all the tired folk
Drink of the day.

They tell them of bird-song
And treessong and sea-song;
But when the gates close
No man has come away.
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On winter nights, when the air is thin,
He listens to Kreisler on his violin,

But he tunes off when the crooners begin,
And the jazz-hounds blare their woe.

Joe, the hermit, was an Oxford blue —
The stroke of a tworyear’s winning crew;
Yet no one knows but a favored few
‘Who were old-time cronies of Joe.

He often says: “You may think me queer.
There’s a pagan blush on things up here
That suits me better than the smirk and leer
When the churchfolk come and go.”

Joe, the hermit has missed many things —
Crime and the law and the word that stings;
But his sleep is cool with angels’ wings
That over his cabin flow.

Joe's on Bald Mountain, and he’s there to stay:
He is up near stars where wild goats play.
He loves Bald Mountain in a strong man’s way.

And old Bald Mountain loves Joe.

NOTES: You will find more than one Oxford man who pre-
fers the solitude of Canada’s mountains to the pettiness of modern
life.

In the rarified air of high altitudes the smoke from a cabin
will, on windless days, rise to great heights in a straight column.
The reference to Salisbury spire—the highest spire in England —
is employed to emphasize this phenomenon.

There are plateaus in the Rocky Mountains that, in August, are
flame-swept with flowers of incomparable brilliance.
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I wal' in the young, virile splendor,
A: the greving sky pales into white;
And 1 spend, like a prodigal spender,
W.__1 gold from the mintage of light—
Warm gold that no mortal needs render
To G esar’s imperial might.

1 o+ qar end of dawning,

1 n et oae, ripe-fruited with years;
BarcAonted and bronze, he is lawning

A Jen with orderly shears.
£ibove him a cumulus awning

H les the lost tribes of the spheres.
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No silver birches* flamed across this wood
Until her piteous charcoal bade them rise.

No cascade ever danced her interlude,
Between the cloud and sea, until the skies
Loosed on the earth their cataclysmic cries.

And not until the loam with steel was torn

Woas shaped the bearded wheat, the yellowing corn.

Thus, as through wounded clouds we see the stars,
We shall look up through sorrow and be glad,
Reach through the rift and pluck the rose of Mars
And wear it on the cloak of Galahad.
The preludes of our joys are ofttimes sad;
And, if our entrance moved through gates of pain,
Shall that dread, grievous exit be in vain?

Pale winter evening, cold with frost-born fire!
Wild, hueless valleys, chilled with mocking light!
Is this thin, shivering wood, this gownless ct oir
The same that sang bravuras through the night
When rose an August moon with copper light?
Is this mute stream the same as that which ran
Heavy with stars and warm with feet of Pan?
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Yea, tis the same sweet spirit i1 ther. F_ras;

Nor are they tured by sorrow from their goal
But hold a weave which in thur loonang tirns

Until we gan the scaut of b whor -

And when they shall ag 1 rev. =se the scrol.,
This frail whit- 12 o tht, bloodless, floats on h h
Will mount o1 x v e, in Idening bronzc , t - sky.

#After a formt e alve, oirdes will ofteu rise trom the bu nt
ground.
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When the cool hand of peace lay on its shoulder

Through lovely eons of unwarring time?

Here ncw two lovers walk this ¢ mmunding hill;

And what they say shall linger on the wind

When men forget this was a place of strife.

The fleur-de-lis and the red English rose

Have each a lovelier essence than was spilled S
On any field of battle. May they grow, ‘

In the fair garden of our bloodless years,

Over the eternal tombs of sword and gun.
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Ny
(Country

CCWE want you not when you blossom with:
We want you not when your lyre is strus
But we have a strange insatiable Iust
For a poet’s bones, for a dead bard’s dust.

“You ask for bread and a jug of wine
For singing songs of this land of thine.
But you'll get no wine and you'll get no bread;
Though we’ll fight like demons, when you a
dead,
To keep your ashes,” my country said.

NOTE: C nada made no gestur. (save a nriv te one nonsor
by Peter McArthur) to keep E.ss Ci m= v in _arada, buf <ue n d
or . of the most di usting pleas in hijor~ *o retiin his as e .

The autl_mr, fc oling the injusti- o thaw s o > forced ¢ ile, waue
this poem fter isiting th 1t part of Cor v cta ut which, for o ma

yeari, gave to our finc poet those necessities of life which wer:

denied him by his own country——W. M
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‘Ghe Living

“Word

N orb. au.. Hev isa Jevr,

Aadof T 10 lire,
But becar  He i tie,
And becaws & ¢ fne;
Not becau s . i, tsod,
In rorder ' ot
But b cause He is guod
Is He Lord of my heart.

Old histories may err,
But To-day does no* lic,
For, resplendent an fair,
My Lord wand s by.
In your Fand and mine
His V.1 .. again

His tace is a ™ 1w

In the beaut, f rain.
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