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Editor
'

s Foreword
LMOST s imu l taneous ly w ith the Great War

,
has come a

renaissance of Poe try
,
wh i ch i s s ign ificant of that law of

balance by wh ich the h eart tu rns inst inct ive ly f rom the te rror
and con fus ion of devastat ing human emot ion , to the puri ty
of a c learer and serene r ai r .

Poet ry , at i t s h e igh t , imp l ies b eauty and the dr iv ing force
of pass ion . I t imp l ies also the auste ri ty and emot ional
restrain t wh ich means spi ri tual st rength , and it i s, p rimar i ly,
to the inhe ren t st rength of th is Art wh i ch face s and p ictures
the t ruth in nature and human nature , that the peop le have
turned in t imes past and wi l l turn in t imes to come .

Th is vo lume con tains b rie f but inclus i ve records of fifty

men and women to whom song has come fi rst . Many of the i r
poems are ind igenous to th e so i l , -vi tal ly

,
h eal th fu l ly Can

adian oth ers are t inged with the legendary and myth i cal lore
of o lde r lands b ut all are of Canada, inasmuch as th e wr ite rs
have l ived in th is coun t ry , and have b een influenced by i ts

h i story and atmosph e re at a format ive per iod of the i r l ives .

Among th em , one ventu res to th ink, th ere are wo rld vo ices .

A recen t read ing of th e pub l ish ed verse of B li ss Carman ,

has convinced me that he must soon b e more wide ly recog
n ized as a poet of p reeminen t gen ius . He is greate r than
some of mo re extended fame fo r th e reason that h is poet ry
expresses a nob le r and more compreh ens i ve ph i losophy
o f l i fe and b e ing. B l iss Carman has ach ieved more great ly
than many othe rs of th is gene rat ion , b ecause h e has

real ized more fu lly than th ey that th e I nfin i te Poe t i s
constan t ly and eternal ly seeking med ia for exp ress ion , and

that th e funct ion of a fin i te poe t is to steadi ly imp rove the

inst rument , to keep i t expectan t ly in tune, and to record th e

masterp ieces .

I t seems st range to look b ack upon th e t ime—th i rty- th ree
years ago

—wh en a success fu l Ontar io educator fe l t just ified
in th e ’

s tatement that Canada had no nat ional l i te rature wo rthy
of the name , and neve r wou ld have unt i l the coun t ry b ecame

an independent nat ion
,

—with no shackl ing colon ial t ies . At
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6 Edi tor’s Foreword

the very momen t that such a dec larat ion and proph ecy was
made, Rob erts had b egun h i s b r i l l ian t career as a wr iter ,
Isab e l la Valancy Crawford was prepar ing fo r pub l icat ion Old
Spookses

’

Pass , M alcolm
’

s Katie
,
and Oth er Poems, Charles

Mai r was th inking out the const ruct ion of h is great d rama,

Tecums eh
,
and Lampman

, Campb e l l , th e two S cot ts , S eranus
and Bl iss Ca rman we re amb i t ious ly finger ing th e chords . And

to-day Canad ians have no doub t of th e i r nat ional independence,
are p roude r than ever of the i r in teg’ral pos i t ion in th e Br iti sh
Empi re , and have a schoo l of verse , charact erized by f reshness ,
spon tane i ty, o r iginal ity of th eme and good artist ry , that wou ld
reflect d ist inct ion on th e l ite rary gen ius of any c iv i l ized peop le .

Th e cri ti c ism that “
most of th e poe t ry of our day seems

to have bu ried i tse l f in ob scur ity , i s not app l icab le to th e

verse of Canada. Even though much of i t is h igh ly imagina
t ive and descr ipt ive and somet imes p ro found ly reflect ive , th e

work of Canadian poe ts i s exceptional ly free ‘

of ob scu r i ty ,
or care lessness in artist i c u tterance . Love of Nature has

b een th e i r ch ie f source of in sp i rat ion ; b ut th emes based on

love of human i ty and man
’

s kinsh ip wi th th e Infin i te Li fe ,
have stead i ly gained of late in numb er and potency, and th e

Great War must necessari ly arouse a more in tense in terest
in human and d iv ine re lat ion sh ips .

About th i rty of th e art ic les in th is vo lume , rev ised and im

proved for book pub l icat ion—have appeared dur ing the last
th ree years in the P ublic Health Journal, of Toron to .

My thanks are due to the poets and th e c ri t i cs who have
so grac ious ly faci l itated th e p reparat ion of th is volume , and

to th e fo l low ing owne rs of copyrigh ts : the l i v ing poets includ
ed ; M rs . W . H. Drummond ; J. M . Den t Sons ; 8 . B . Gundy ;
McClelland, Goodch i ld S tewart ; Th e Glob e Pr in t ing Com
pany ; The Method ist Book and Pub l ish ing House ; Canad ian
Magaz ine ; VV‘i ndsor Magaz ine ; At lan t ic Month ly ; Metropo l i
tan magaz ine ; Un ive rs i ty Magaz ine ; Poet ry ; M i tch e l l Ken

ne rley ; Smal l
,
Maynard Company ; The Musson Book Com

pany ; and Sh e rman
,
French Company .

Toron to , Canada,

Septemb er l st , 19 16 .
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Charles Sangster

To h im b elongs th e h onou r of b e ing th e firs t poet wh o made

app r eciative us e of Canadian s ubj ects i n h is poet ical work .

Th ough many defects may b e found in h is firs t

volume
,
i nd i cat ing undue has te in p r eparat ion and over -con

fidence on th e par t of th e auth or
, yet fine rhythm and s p i r i t ar e

of ten met w i th . Th is volume es tab lish ed h i s pos i
tion as a poe t of no common, power

,
wh ich was fr ee ly accorded

h im by w r i ters i n B r i tain
,
i h . th e Un i ted S tates and in Canada.

Th e lyr ic to
‘

Th e I s les i i i th e S t . Law r ence
’

is much adm i r ed ,

and also
‘

Th e Rap id '

. Th e s econd volume i s not

op en to th e same ob j ect ions . Th e poems ar e mor e h igh lv

fin ish ed and sh ow gr eater skill and car e in th e poet ic ar t .

M r . S angs ter is at h is b es t
,
pe rhaps

,
i h . h is mar t ial p i eces

,

s uch as
‘

B rock,
’ ‘

iVolfe,
’ ‘

S ong for Canada,

’

e tc.

He had a pass ionate love for natur e ; b ut h is grand. theme was

[ Ot '
e—th e nob les t of th emes .

—ARcm B . \LD MACMU RCH Y
,
M A LL .D .



10 Ch arle s S angster

HARLES SANGSTER was b orn at th e Navy Yard ,

Po in t Freder ick , Kingston ,
On tario , on th e 16th of

Ju ly
,
1822 . He was th e son of a j o in e r in th e Brit i sh Navy ,

and th e gran dson of a Un i ted Empi re Lo yalis t , a Scotch
sold ie r who had fough t in th e Ame ri can Revo lu t ion .

Charles was b u t two years o ld wh en h i s fath e r d ied ; and
wh en h e was b ut fifteen years o f age h e ret i red from school

to ass i s t h i s moth e r in provid ing fo r th e fam i ly .

He found wo rk
,
fi r st

,
in th e naval lab o ratory at Fort Hen ry ;

and
,
second

,
in a subord inate pos i t ion in th e Ordnan ce Office ,

Kingston ,
wh ich h e h e ld for several years .

I t was du ring th is pe riod that h e b egan to cont r ib u te b oth
p rose and ve rse to th e pub li c jou rnals . In 1849

,
h e was

appo in ted ed i to r of th e Cour i er in Amh e rstb urg, and wen t
th e re to res ide ; bu t , th e following year , re s igned and retu rned
to K ingston ,

wh e re h e j o ined th e staff of th e Wh ig . Sub se

quen t ly
,
in 1864 , th e D ai ly N ews of th e same city engaged h i s

se rvices .

I t was during h i s jou rnal ist i c caree r in th e
‘Limestone C i ty’

that h e accomplish ed h i s b est l ite rary wo rk . H i s fi r st vo lume

The S t . Lawr ence and th e S agu enay, and Oth er P oems
,

appeared in 1856
,
pub l i sh ed by sub sc ription ; and h i s second

,

Hesp er us , and Oth er P oems and Lyr ics , in 1860 .

Wh en fo rty-s ix years of age h e accepted a pos i t ion in th e

Post-Office D epartment at Ottawa
,
wh e re h i s poet i c ene rgy

and amb i t ion succumb ed , apparen t ly , to th e ince ssan t d rudgery
and to th e hampe ring cares of i l l-paid employmen t .
Sangste r was a poet b o rn , bu t h is l i te rary gen ius was hand i
capped by h i s e lemen tary educat ion and l im i ted read ing. For

h i s opportun i t ies , h e ach ieved no tab ly . He d ied in 1893 .

Sonne t
SAT wi th in th e temple of h e r h ear t

,

And watch ed th e li v ing Sou l as i t passed th rough ,

A r rayecl in pearly vestments , wh i te and pu re .

Th e calm
,
immo rtal p resence made me s tart .

I t search ed th rough all th e chamb ers of h e r m ind
Wi th one m i ld glan ce of love ,

and sm i led to view
Th e fastnesses of fee l ing,

strong, secu re
,

And safe from all surp rise . I t s i ts en sh rined
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And ott e rs incense in h e r heart , as on

Ah altar sac red unto God . Th e dawn
Of an imper ishab le love passed th rough
The latt ice ofmy senses , and I , too ,

Did offe r incense in that so lemn place
A woman

’

s heart made pu re and sanct ified by grace .

Lyric to the Isles

ERE the sp i r i t of Beauty keepeth
Jub i lee for eve rmore ;

Here th e vo i ce of Gladness leap eth ,

Echo ing f rom sho re to sho re .

O
'

er th e h idden wate ry val ley,
O

’

e r each b uried wood and glade ,
Dances our de l igh ted gal ley,
Th rough the sun l igh t and the shade ;

Dances o
’

e r the gran i te ce l ls ,
Wh e re the sou l of Beauty dwe l ls

He re th e flowe rs are eve r spr inging,

Wh i le th e summer b reezes b low ;
Here th e Hours are eve r c l inging,

Lo i te ring b e fo re they go ;
Play ing round each b eauteous is le t ,
Loath to leave the sunny sho re ,
Wh e re , upon her couch of vio le t ,
Beauty s i ts for evermo re
S i ts and sm i les by day and n igh t ,
Hand in hand with pure De l igh t .

He re the sp i r i t of Beauty dwelleth
In each palp i tat ing t ree ,

In each amb e r wave that welleth
From i ts home b eneath the sea ;

I n th e moss upon th e gran i te
In each ca lm ,

sec luded bay,

Wi th th e zephyr t rains that fan i t
With the i r sweet b reath s all th e day
On th e wate rs , on th e sho re ,
Beauty dwe l leth eve rmo re !

l l
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The Soldiers of the Plough
O maiden dream ,

nor fancy th eme ,
Brown Labour’s muse wou ld s ing ;

Her s tate ly m ien and russet sh een

Demand a s t ronger wing.

Long ages s ince , the sage , th e prince ,
The man of lo rdly b row ,

A ll honour gave that army b rave ,
The So ld ie rs of th e Plough .

K ind Heaven speed th e p lough
And b less the hands that gu i de i t !

God gives the seed

Th e b read we need,

Man
’

s labour must p rov ide it .

In eve ry land, th e to i ling hand
I s b les t as i t deserves ;

Not so th e race who, in d isgrace ,
From honest labou r / swerves .

From fai rest b owers b ring rarest flower s
To deck th e swarthy b row

Of h im whose to i l improves th e so i l ,
The So ld ie r of th e Plough .

K ind Heaven speed th e p lough ,
And b less th e hands that gu ide i t !
God gives the seed

The b read we need
,

Man
’

s labou r must p rov ide i t .

B lest i s h is lot , in hal l o r cot ,

Who l ives as Nature wi l ls ,
Who pours h i s co rn f rom Ce res’ horn ,

And quafi
’
s h is nat ive r i l ls ;

No b reeze that sweeps t rade’s stormy deeps
Can touch h is go lden p row .

The i r foes are few ,
th e i r l ives are t rue ,

The So ld ie rs of th e Plough .

Kind Heaven speed th e p lough ,
And b less th e hands that gu ide i t !
God gi ves the seed

The b read we need,

M an
’
s labou r must p rov ide i t .
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Harvest Hymn
OD of th e Harvest

,
Thou, whose sun

Has ripened all the go lden gr ain ,

W‘

e b less Th ee for Thy bounteous store ,
The cup of Plenty runn ing o

’

er
,

The sunsh ine and the rain !

The year laugh s out for very joy,
I ts s i lve r t reb le echo ing
Like a sweet an them th rough th e woods ,
T i l l me l lowed by th e sol i tudes
I t fo lds i ts glossy wing.

But our un i ted vo ices b lend
From day to day unwearied ly ;

Sure as th e sun ro l ls up the mom ,

Or tw i l igh t f rom th e eve i s born ,

Our song ascends to Thee .

Where’

er th e var ious-t in ted woods,
In all th e i r autumn splendour dressed,
Impart th e i r go ld and pu rple dyes
To d istan t h i l ls and farthes t skies
Along th e crimson west

Across th e smooth ,
extended plain ,

By rush ing st ream and b road lagoon ,
Ou shady h e igh t and sunny dale ,
Wh e reve r scuds the balmy gale
Or gleams th e au tumn moon

From in land seas of ye l low grain ,

W here cheer fu l Labour , h eaven-b lest ,
With wi l ling hands and keen-edged scyth e,
And accents mus i cal ly b lyth e,
Reveals i t s lord ly c rest

From c love r-fields and meadows w ide ,
Wh ere moves the r ich ly-laden wain

To barns we l l-stored w ith new-made hay,

Or wh ere th e flai l at early day
Ro l ls out th e r ipened grain

13



14 Ch arles S angster

From meads and pastures on the h i lls
And in th e moun tain val leys deep ,
Alive with b eeves and sweet-b reathed kine
O i famous Ayr or Devon’

s l ine
And sh ephe rd-guarded sh eep :

The sp iri ts of the go lden year,
From c rystal caves and grottoes dim,

From fo rest depth s and mossy sward
,

M yriad—tongued, with one accord
Peal forth th e i r harves t hymn .

The Rapid

A
LL peace fu l ly gl id ing,

The wate rs d iv id ing,

Th e indo len t b atteau moved s lowly along,

Th e rowe rs , l igh t-h earted,
From so rrow long parted,
Begu i led th e du l l moments w ith laugh te r and song
‘Hurrah for the rap id that me rr i ly

,
me rr i ly

Gambo ls and leaps on i ts tortuous way !
Soon we w i l l en te r it , ch ee ri ly, ch ee r i ly ,
Pleased w ith i ts freshness , and wet w ith i ts sp ray .

’

Mo re swi ft ly caree r ing,

Th e wi ld rap id near ing,

They dash down the s t ream l ike a te r r ified steed
Th e surges de l igh t th em ,

No terro rs affrigh t th em ,

Th e i r vo i ces keep pace with the qu i cken ing speed
‘Hur rah for th e rap id that merr i ly , merri ly
Sh ive rs i ts arrows again st us in p lay !

Now we have en tered i t , ch ee r i ly, cheeri ly ,
Our spi r i ts as l igh t as i ts feath ery sp ray .

’

Fas t downward they’re dash ing,

Each fearless eye flash ing,

Though dange r awai ts them on eve ry s ide .

Yon rock—see i t frown ing !
They st r i ke—they are drown ing '
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But downward they speed with the me rc i less t ide ;
No vo ice chee rs the rapid ,

that angri ly , angri ly
Sh i ve rs the i r bark in i ts madden ing play ;
Gai ly they entered i t—heed lessly , reckless ly ,
Mingl ing the i r live s with i ts t reache rous spray !

The W ine o f Song
ITHIN Fancy ’s hal ls I si t and quafi
R i ch draugh ts o f the wine of Song,

And I drink and drink
To the ve ry b rink

Of de l i rium w i ld and st rong,

T i l l I lose all sense of the oute r wo r ld
And see not the human th rong.

The lyral cho rds of each ris ing though t
Are swept by a hand unseen ,

And I gl ide and gl ide
W ith my mus i c b ride ,
Wh ere few Sp i ri t less sou ls have b een ;

And I soar afar on wings of sound

With my fai r ZEolian queen .

Deep , deeper st i l l , f rom the sp rings of Though t
I quaf’f t i l l the foun t is dry,

And I c l imb and c l imb
To a he igh t sub l ime

Up the stars of some lyr ic sky,

Wh ere I seem to r ise upon ai rs that me l t
In to song as th ey pass by.

Mil lenn ial rounds of b l iss I l ive ,
Withdrawn from my cumb

’rous c lay ,
As I sweep and sweep
Th rough infin i te deep

On deep of that star ry sp ray ;
Myse l f a sound on i ts wo rld-wide round ,

A tone on i ts sphe ral way.

And wh e resoe ’

e r th rough the wondrous space
My sou l w ings i ts no iseless fl igh t ,
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On th e i r ast ral rounds
Float d iv inest sounds ,
Un seen , save by spi ri t-s igh t ,
Ob eying some wise

, eternal law ,

As fixed as th e law of ligh t .

But
,
oh

,
wh en my cup of dain ty b liss

I s drained of th e wine of Song,

How I fall and fal l
At the sob e r cal l

O i th e b ody that wai teth long

To hurry me b ack to i t s cares t e rrene
,

And earth ’

s spi r i tless human th rong !

Brock
NE vo i ce , one people , one in h eart
And sou l and fee l ing and des i re .

Re-l igh t th e smou ldering mart ial fi re
And sound th e mu te t rumpet ! S t rike th e ly re !
Th e h ero dead canno t exp i re :

The dead s t i l l play th e i r part .

Raise h igh th e monumen tal stone !
A nat ion’

s feal ty i s th e i rs ,
And we are th e re j o i c ing h e i rs ,
Th e honou red sons of s i res whose care s
We take upon us unawares

As f ree ly as ou r own .

We b oast not of the victory ,
B ut render homage , deep and just ,
To h i s—to th e i r—immo rtal dust
Who p roved so worthy -

o i th e i r t rust ;
No lofty p i le nor scu lptured bust

Can h erald th e i r degree .

No tongue can b lazon fo rth th e i r fame

Th e ch eers th at s ti r the sacred h i ll
A r e b ut me re p romptings of th e wi l l
That conquered th em ,

th at conquers st i l l ;
And generat ion s yet shall th ri ll

At Brock’s rememb ered name .
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Wakes the ocean in afi‘r igh t ,

As i t shouts i ts m igh ty p ib roch o
’

e r some sh i pwrecked vesse l’s
grave .

I saw the b road C laymore
Flash f rom it s scab b ard

,
o

’

e r

The ranks that quai led and shuddered at th e c lose and fierce

attack ;
When V i ctory gave the word,
Th en S cot land drew the swo rd,

And with arm that never fal te red drove the b rave de fende rs
b ack .

I saw two great ch ie fs die ,
Th e i r last b reath s like the s igh

O i th e zep h e r
-sp r ite that wan tons on th e rosy lips of morn ;

No envy-po isoned darts ,
No rancou r in th e i r hearts,

To unfit them for the i r t riumph ove r death '

s impend ing scorn .

And as I though t and gazed,
My sou l , exu l tant , praised

Th e Powe r to whom each m igh ty act and v icto ry are due ,

For th e sain t-l ike Peace that sm i led
Like a h eaven-

gi fted ch i ld ,
And fo r th e ai r of qu ietude that steeped the d is tan t v iew .

Th e sun looked down with pride ,
And scatte red far and wide

Hi s b eams of wh i test glory t ill they flooded all th e Plain ;
Th e h i l ls th e i r ve i ls w ith drew ,

O i wh i te , and purp l ish b lue ,

And reposed all green and sm i l ing
’

neath the showe r of go lden
ram .

Oh , rare , d ivinest l i fe
O i Pa ce , compared with S tr i fe !

Yours i s th e t ruest splendou r, and th e most endu ring fame ;
All th e glo ry eve r reaped
Wh ere th e h ends of b att le leaped ,

I s harsh d i sco rd to th e mus i c of your undertoned acclaim .



Charles Mair

Char les M ai r is th e fir s t of ou r poe ts of nature s ch ool.

He migh t i n many s ens es b e called th e firs t Can

adian poe t, as h i s firs t volume was pu b lish ed in 1868
,
one

t ear follo
'

zt 'i ng Confederation .

‘

D reamland
’

was a small volume

of on e h und r ed and fifty pages , p r i n ted at th e Ci t izen P r in t ing
Hous e i h . Ot tawa. Th e au th or was th en i n h is th i r t i e th

year . Th e th i r ty
-th r ee poems cons ti tute th e firs t at temp t to

deal wi th Canadian natu re
,
in th e mann er of Keats and th e

oth er class ic poets , and many of th em in th eme and tr eatmen t

ar e s imi lar to th e ve rs e of Lampma i i and Rob er ts .

And th er e ar e s t rong ev idences i n M ai r
’

s work that h e influ

enced th es e Poe ts to a gr eat e .i rte i i t . —\VILFRED CAM P BELI m

th e Ottawa ‘Journal. ’

Ch ar les M ai r and I sab ella Valancy C i awfo r a
’

. wh ose

b es t work was wr i tten in th e ear ly 80 '

s of las t r en turv,

wer e th e firs t to rais e th e s tandard of Canad ian poe try to

gr eatness , and i t is doub tful if th e ir work has s ince b een out

class ed by th at of am '
s ur r ess or .

— ‘Pub lic Heal th Tou rnal .

’

£ 19 ]



20 Ch arle s Ma i r

S Tecums eh— a drama
,
nat ive to th e so il, and st ill w ithout

a success ful r ival— was pub lish ed in 1886
,
and as th e

same au th o r
, by th e pub l i cat ion in 1868 of D r eamland and

Oth e r P oems
,
or iginated ou r nature school of ve rse , i t seem s

clear that th e poet ical work of Charles Ma i r h as a s ign ificance

in Canad ian li te ratu re , not ye t fu l ly recogn ized .

Charles Mai r , son of th e late James Mai r
, a native of Scot

land , on e of th e pionee rs of th e o ld square t imb e r t rade in
th e Ottawa valley , and Margare t (Ho lmes ) Mai r

,
was b orn

in Lanark , On tario , S eptemb e r , 1838 . He was educated at

th e Pe rth Grammar School and at Queen ’

s Un i ve rs i ty , King
ston . I n 1867 , h e retu rned to Queen’

s Co l lege and studied
m ed i c in e . I n th e summe r of 1868, h e was called to Ottawa
by th e Hon . Wi lliam M cDougall, M in iste r of Pub li c Works ,
to p repare a pr éai s of avai lab le reco rds in th e Parl iamen tary
Lib rary , pertain ing to th e Hudson ’

s Bay Company’s te rr ito ries
and tenu re . Th e fo l lowing autumn

,
h e was appo in ted p ay

maste r of th e fi r st exped i t ion sent to th e No rth -West by th e

Canad ian Gove rnmen t
,
i t s ob j ect b e ing to open up an imm i

grat ion rou te v ia th e Lake of th e Woods , and was requested
to de sc rib e in th e press

,
th e prai r ie coun t ry and i ts inducemen t

to se tt le rs . H i s co rrespondence to th e To ron to Glob e and th e

Mon t real Gaze t te was wide ly copied and was poten t in in

fluencing weste rn imm igrat ion .

I n Winn ipeg, S ept . 8th , 1869 , h e married E lizab eth Lou i se
,

daugh te r of th e late Augustu s Mackenney,
Amh e rstb urg, On t

,

and a n iece of S i r Joh n C . S chultz ,
Du ring th e fi r st R iel reb e llion ,

1869-70
,
M r . Mai r was im

pri soned by t h e reb e ls , and un t i l h e e scaped ,
h is l i fe was in

se rious dange r , b ut h i s greates t d ist ress was caused by th e

loss of valuab le manusc ripts wh i ch h e had taken with h im to th e

Wes t , to revise and prepare fo r pub l i cat ion
,
and wh i ch h i s

m emory was unab le to resto re.

Th i s los s and d iscouragemen t doub tless had i t s effect , fo r
h i s next pub l icat ion did not appear un t il 1886 . In th e mean

t ime h e was engaged in th e fur t rade at Po rtage la Prai rie
and late r at Prince Alb e rt un t i l 1883

,
wh en h e re turned to

On tario and res ided at Windsor . I t was du ring th e next
two years that h e h ad le i su re to write h i s great d rama.
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I n 1885, wh en the second R ie l reb e ll ion b roke out , M r . Mai r
p romptly en l i sted and se rved as quarte rmas te r in th e Gove rno r
Gene ral’s Body Guard

,
commanded by Co l. G . T . Demson .

Afte rwards h e removed to Ke lowna,
B .C .

,
of wh i ch h e was

one of the founders . Sub sequen t ly h e j o ined th e Imm igra
t ion S e rv ice at Winn ipeg,

and seve ral years late r , took charge
of the Le th b ridge Imm igration Othee and Agency . Th ence
was removed to Cou tts on th e Boundary , and was afte rwards
t rans fe rred as re lieving officer to Fo rt S tee le , B .C .

, wh e re h e
now res ides .

Th e Las t B ison
,
an original and vi ri le poem of gripping

inte rest , was written in 1890 . I n 190 1 , h i s collected poem s ,

Tecums eh , a drama
,
and Canadian Poems

, was pub li sh ed ;
and in 1908, th e re appeared in p rose

,
h i s Th r ough th e M ack en

zi e B as in
,
an importan t work giv ing an accoun t of th e great

Peace R i ve r T reaty of 1899
,
with th e Ind ian s of th e No r th

,

who ceded a te rri to ry 800 m i les by 400 in length and b readth .

M r . Mai r was English S ecretary to th e S crip Comm i ss ion
and gave a favou rab le accoun t of th e vast region , s ince con

fi rmed by the exten s i ve imm igrat ion into that coun t ry .

The Last Bison

E
IGHT years have fled s ince

,
in the wi lde rness

,

I drew th e re in to rest my comrade th e re
My supple , clean l imb ed pony o f th e p lains .

He was a runne r of pu re Ind ian b lood
,

Yet in h i s eye st i ll gleamed th e dese rt ’s fi r e ,

And fo rm and act ion b oth b e spoke th e Barb .

A wondrous c reatu re i s th e Ind ian ’

s ho rse :
Degene rate now , b ut from th e

‘

Cen tau rs ’

drawn
Th e appari t ion s wh ich d isso l ved with fear
Montezuma

’

s plumed Ch i ldren of th e S un
,

And th roned rough Cortez in h is realm of go ld .

A gen t le vale , wi th ripp ling aspen s c lad
Yet open to the b reeze

,
invi ted rest .

80 th ere I lay, and watched th e sun
’

s h e rce b eams

Reve rb e rate in wrea th ed e the real flame ;
Or gazed upon th e leaves wh i ch buzzed o e rh ead

,

Like t iny “ings in s imu lated fl i
gh
t

.

9
H
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With in the vale a lake let , lash ed with flower s ,
Lay li ke a liqu id eye among th e h i lls

,

Reveal ing in i t s depth s th e fulgen t l igh t
O i snowy cloud- land and ce ru lean skies .

And ris ing,
fall ing,

fad ing far around,
Th e homeless and un fu rrowed p rai r ies sp read
I n soli tude and id leness e terne .

And all was s i len t save th e rust l ing leaf ,
Th e gadd ing in sect, o r th e greb e

’

s lone c ry ,
Or wh ere Saskatch ewan ,

with tu rb id moan ,

Deep-sunken in th e plain
,
h is torren t pou red .

He re Lone l iness possessed h er realm supreme ,

He r p rai ries all abou t h er , undeflowered
,

Pu ls ing b eneath th e summe r sun ,
and sweet

W ith v i rgin ai r and wate rs undefiled .

Inv io late s t i ll ! Brigh t sol i tudes , with powe r
To charm th e sp i ri t-b ru ised , wh ere ways are fou l ,
In to fo rget fu lness of chuckl ing wrong
And all the weary clangour of th e wor ld .

Yet , Sorrow , too ,
had h ere i ts kindred place ,

As o
’

e r my spi r i t swept th e sen se of change .

He re sympathy cou ld s igh o
’

er man
’

s decay ; '

For h ere , but yeste rday , th e warrior dwe l t
Whose faded nat ion had fo r ages h e ld,
In feal ty to Nature , th ese domains .

Around m e we re th e re l i cs of h is race :
Th e gr assy ci rc lets whe re h i s V i l lage stood,
We l l-ru led by custom

’

s immemorial law .

Along th ese s lopes h is happy offsp ring roved
I n days gone by, and dusky moth e rs pl ied
Th e i r summe r tasks , or lo i te red in the shade .

He re th e magi c ian howled h is demon s up ,

And h ere th e lodge of counci l had i ts seat ,
Once resonan t W i th o ratory w ild .

A11 van ish ed ! pe r i sh ed in th e swe ll ing sea

And stayless t ide of an en roach ing powe r
Whose c iv i l f iat , man-devou r ing st ill ,
Wi ll leave , at last , no W i ld ing on th e earth
To wonde r at o r love !
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Wi th th em had fled

Th e b i son-b reed wh i ch ove rflowed th e plains ,
And

, und im in ish ed ,
fed uncoun ted t rib es .

I t s vest iges we re h e re—i ts wal lows , path s ,
And sku l ls and sh in ing rib s and ve r teb rae :
Gray b on es of monarch s f rom the he rds

,
pe rchance ,

Descended
,
by De Vaca fi r st b eh e ld ,

Or Co ronada,
in mad quest of gold .

He re hos ts h ad had th e i r home ; h e re had th ey roamed ,

End less and infin i te—vast herds wh ich seemed

Exhaust less as th e sea. A ll van ish ed now !

Oi that wi ld tumu lt not a hoo f remained
To scou r th e count less path s wh ere myr iads t rod .

Long had I lain ’tw ixt dreams and waking, thus,
Mus ing on change and mu tab i l i ty ,
And endless evanescen ce , wh en a b urs t
O i sudden roar ing filled th e vale with sound .

Perplexed and start led , to my feet I sprang,

And in amazemen t from my cove rt gazed ,
For , p resen t ly , in to th e val ley came

A m igh ty b ison ,
wh i ch

,
with stately t read

And gleam ing eyes
,
descended to th e sho re .

Spell-bound I s tood . Was th is a l iv ing form ,

Or b ut an image by the fancy drawn ?
B ut no—h e b reath ed ! and f rom a wound b lood flowed ,

And t rickled with th e froth ing from h is l ips .

Uneas i ly h e gazed , ye t saw m e not ,

Hap ly concealed th en ,
with a roar so loud

That all th e echoes ren t th e i r val ley-ho rns ,
He stood and li stened ; b u t no vo ice rep lied !
Deeply h e drank , th en lash ed h i s qu ive ring flanks ,

And roared again ,
and h earkened ,

b ut no sound,

No tongue congen ial an swe red to h i s call
He was th e last su rv ivo r o f h i s c lan '

Huge was h i s f rame ! the famed Burdash
,
so grown

To that enormou s b u lk whose presence fi lled

Th e ve ry vale with awe . H i s sh in ing horn s
Gleamed b lack am ids t h i s fe l l of float ing hai r
H is neck and shou lde rs , of th e l ion ‘

s b u i ld
,
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Were framed to toss th e wo rld . Now stood he there
And stared , with h ead upl i fted

,
at th e skies ,

S low—yield ing to h is deep and mo rtal wound .

He seemed to pou r h is m igh ty sp i r it out

As thus h e gazed ,
t i l l my own spi ri t bu rned,

And teem ing fancy, ch armed and ove rwrough t
By all th e wi ldering glamou r of th e scene

,

Gave to that glor ious att i tude a vo ice ,
And, rapt , endowed th e nob le b east w ith song.

Th e S ong

He re me , ye smoke less skies and grass-green earth ,
S ince by your sufferance st i l l I b reath e and l ive !

Th rough you fond Nature gave me b i rth
,

And food and freedom—all she had to gi ve .

Enough ! I grew , and with my kindred ranged
Th e i r realm stupendous , change less and unchanged,
Save by th e to i l of nat ions p r im i t ive

,

Who th rove on us
,
and loved our l i fe-st ream'

s roar
,

And l ived b e s ide i ts wave , and camped upon i ts shore .

Th ey loved us
,
and th ey wasted not . Th ey s lew ,

With p ious hand , but for th e i r dai ly need ;
‘

Not wan ton ly, b ut as th e due

Of s tern necess i ty wh i ch Li fe do th b reed.

Yea, even as earth gave us h e rb age meet ,
So y ie lded we , in tu rn ,

ou r sub stance sweet
To qu i t th e c laims of hunge r, not of greed.

So stood i t w ith us that wh at e i th e r d i d
Could not b e on th e earth fo regon e , nor Heaven forb id .

And, so compan ioned in th e b lame less st ri fe
En jo in ed upon all c reatu res , small and great ,

Our ways we re ven ial, and our l i fe
Ended in fai r fu lfilment of our fate .

No go ld to th em by sord id hands was passed ;
No greedy h e rdsman housed us f rom th e b last ;
Ours was th e l ib er ty of region s r i fe

In win ter’s snow
,
in summe r’s fru i ts and flowe rs

Ours were th e vi rgin p rai r ies , and th e i r rapture ours !
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Respon s i ve to an inward call
,

My spi ri t fain wou ld rise and p roph esy .

I see ou r spo i lers b u ild th e i r c i tie s great
Upon our p lains—I see th e i r r ich estate
Th e centu ries in dim p rocess ion fly !

Long ages ro ll, and th en at length i s b ared
Th e t ime wh en th ey who spared not are no longer spared .

Once more my vis ion sweeps th e prai r ies wide ,
B ut now no peopled c i t ies greet th e s igh t ;
Al l perish ed , now ,

th e i r pomp and p ride :
I n so l i tude th e wild wind takes de l igh t .

Naugh t but th e vacan t w i lderness i s seen ,

And grassy mounds , wh e re c i t ies on ce had b een .

Th e earth sm iles as of yo re , th e sk ies are b r igh t ,
Wi ld catt le graze and b e l low on th e p lain ,

And savage nat ion s roam o
’

e r nat ive w ilds again .

Th e b u rden ceased , and now
,
with h ead bowed down ,

Th e b ison sme l t , th en gri nned in to th e ai r .

An awfu l angu ish se ized h i s gian t f rame ,

Cold shudderings and indrawn gaspings deep
Th e spasms of i ll im i tab le pain .

One st r ide h e took , and sank upon h i s knees ,
Glared ste rn defiance wh e re I stood revealed,
Th en swayed to earth

,
and , with convuls ive groan ,

Turn ed h eavi ly upon h i s s ide
,
and d ied .

From Tecumseh
EFROY . Th is region is

‘

as lavish of i ts flowers

As h eaven of i ts prim rose b loom s by n igh t .
Th i s i s th e arum wh i ch W i th in i ts root
Fo lds li fe and death ; and th is th e prince’

s p ine
,

Fade less as love and t ru th—th e fai rest fo rm
That eve r sun -showe r wash ed w ith sudden rain .

Th is go lden cradle i s th e moccas in flowe r
,

Wh e re in th e Ind ian hun te r sees h is hound ;

And th i s dark ch ali ce is th e p i tch e r-p lant ,
S tored with th e wate r o f fo rge t fu lness .

Whoeve r dr inks of i t
,
wh ose h eart i s pu re ,
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Wi ll s leep fo r aye
’

neat h food fu l asphode l
And dream of endless love . I need i t not .

I am awake , and yet I d ream of love .

I t i s the hour of meet ing,
wh en th e sun

Takes leve l glances at these m igh ty woods ,
And Iena has never fai led t i ll now

To m eet me h e re . What keeps h er ? Can i t b e
Th e P rOphet

? Ah ,
that v illain has a though t ,

Undreamt of by h i s s imple fo l lowe rs ,
Dark in h is sou l as m idn igh t ! I f—but no

He fears h er though h e hates .

What shall I do ?
Reh earse to l isten ing woods , or ask th ese oaks
What though ts th ey have , what knowledge of th e past ?
They dwar f me with th e i r greatness , b ut shal l come

A meaner and a m igh t ie r th an th ey ,
And cut th em down . Ye t rath er wou ld I dwe l l
W ith th em

,
with wi ldness and i ts stea l thy forms

Yea ,
rath e r with wi ld men , w i ld b easts and b i rds,

Than in th e sordid town that h e re may rise .

For h ere I am a part of nature ’

s se l f ,
And not d ivorced from h er l i ke men who p lod
Th e weary streets of care in search of gain .

And h e re I fee l th e f riendsh ip of th e earth
Not the so ft c loying tende rness of hand

Wh i ch fain wou ld sat iate th e hungry sou l
With househo ld honey comb s and par lou red sweets ,
But th e st rong friendsh ip o f p rimeval th ings
Th e rugged kindness of a gian t h eart ,
And love that lasts .

I have a poem made

Whi ch doth con ce rn earth ’

s in j ured maj esty
B e audience , ye st i l l un t roub led s tems !

(R eci tes )

Th ere was a t ime on th is fai r con t inen t
Wh en all th ings th rove in spac ious peace fu lness .

Th e p rospe rous forests unmolested stood,
For wh ere th e s talwart oak grew the re i t lived
Long ages , and th en d ied among i ts kind .
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Th e hoary p ines—those anc ients of the earth
B r im ful of legends of th e early world

,

S tood th i ck on th e i r own moun tain s un sub dued .

And all th ings e lse i llum ined by th e sun ,

In land o r by th e l i fted wave
,
had rest .

Th e pass ionate o r calm pagean ts of th e skies
No art i s t d rew ; b ut in th e aub urn west
Innum erab le faces of fai r cloud
Van ish ed in s i len t darkness with th e day.

Th e p rai r ie rea lm— vast ocean ’

s paraph rase
R i ch in wi ld grasses numb erless , and flowe r s

Unnamed save in mu te nature’

s inventory
No c iv i lized b arbarian t rench ed fo r gain .

And all that flowed was sweet and un corrupt .
Th e r ivers and th e i r t ributary s t ream s

,

Undammed, wound on fo reve r
,
and gave up

Th e i r lone ly torren ts to we i rd gu l fs of sea
,

And ocean wastes un shadowed by a sai l .
And all th e wi ld l i fe of th is wes te rn wor ld
Knew not th e fear of man ; yet in those woods ,
And by those p len teou s s t reams and m igh ty lakes ,
And on stupendous steppes of peerless p lain ,

And in th e rocky gloom of canyon s deep
,

S creened by the stony rib s of moun tain s hoar
Wh ich s teeped the i r snowy peaks in pu rging c loud ,
And down th e con t inen t wh e re t rop ic suns

Warmed to h e r ve ry h eart the mo th e r earth
,

And in th e congealed north Wh ere s i lence ’

se l f
Ach ed with in ten s i ty of s tubb o rn frost ,
Th e re lived a sou l mo re wi ld than b arbarous
A tameless sou l—th e sunbu rn t savage f ree
Free , and un tain ted by th e greed of gain
Great nature ’

s man con ten t w ith natu re’s food .

But hark ! I h ear h er footsteps in th e leaves
And so my poem ends .

—Scene I I , Act I .
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Te cumseh to General Harr ison
T ECUM S E H .

Once all th is m igh ty cont inen t was ou rs
And th e Great Spi ri t made i t fo r ou r use .

He knew no boundarie s , so had we peace
I n the vas t sh e lte r of H i s h and iwo rk

,

And
,
happy h e re , we cared not wh ence we came .

We b rough t no evi l s th ence—no t reasu red hate
No greed o f go ld , no quarre ls ove r God ;
And so ou r b ro i ls , to narrow i ssues j o ined ,

We re soon composed ,
and touched th e ground of peace .

Our very ai lments , r is ing from th e earth ,

And not from any foul ab use in us ,

Drew back
,
and let age ripen to death ’

s hand .

Thus flowed ou r l ives un t i l you r people came
,

T i ll f rom th e Eas t ou r match less m ise ry cam e !

S ince then ou r tale is c rowded with you r c rimes
,

With b roken fai th ,
with p lunde r of reserves

Th e sacred remnan ts of ou r wide domain
With tamp

’

r ings , and de l i riou s feasts of fi re
,

Th e fru i t of you r th ri ce-cu rsed st i lls of death
Wh i ch mak e our good men b ad

, ou r b ad men worse
Ay, b l ind th em t i l l they grope in open day

And stumb le into m i serab le graves !
Oh , i t i s p i teous , for none wi ll h ea r !
The re is no hand to h e lp , no h eart to fee l ,
No tongue to p lead for us in all you r land .

B ut every hand aims death
,
and eve ry h ear t

,

Ulce red with hate
,
resen ts our presence h e re ;

And every tongue cr ies for ou r ch i ldren ’

s land
To expiate th e i r c rime o f b e ing b o rn .

Oh . we have eve r yie lded in th e past ,
B ut we shall yie ld no mo re ! Tho se p lain s are ou rs !
Those forests are ou r b i rth - righ t and our home !

Le t not th e Long-Kn i fe b u i ld one cab in th ere
Or fi re f rom i t w i l l sp read to eve ry roo f ,
To compass you ,

and ligh t you r souls to death !
—Scene IV

,
Act I I .
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Enter G eneral Brock and Lefroy
BROCK . You may b e righ t , Le froy , b ut , for my part ,
I stand by old t rad i t ion and th e past .
My fath e r

’

s God i s wise enough for me ,

And wi se enough th is gray world’

s wisest men .

LEFROY . I te ll you ,
Brock

,

Th e wor ld i s wise r than i ts wises t men
,

And shal l out l ive the wisdom of i ts gods ,

Made afte r man
’

s own l ik ing. Th e c ri pp led th rone
No longe r sh e l ters th e uneasy k ing,

And outwo rn sceptres and Imper ial c rown s
Now grow fan tast i c as an id iot’s dream .

Th ese pe rish with th e kingly past ime
,
war

,

And war's b lind too l , th e mon ste r
,
Ignorance

Both h ate fu l in th em se lves
,
b ut th is th e worst .

One ty ran t w ill remain—one imp ious fiend

Whose name i s Gold—our earliest , latest foe .

H im must th e earth des t roy, ere man can rise
,

R igh t ly se l f-made
,
to h is h igh dest iny ,

Purged of h is grossest faults : humane and kind ;
Co-equal w ith h is fe l lows and as free .

B ROCK . Le froy , such though ts let loose wou ld wreck
wo rld .

Th e kingly funct ion i s th e sou l of state ,
Th e c rown th e emb lem of author i ty ,
And loyalty th e symb o l of all fai th .

Om i tt ing th ese , man
’

s governmen t decays
H i s fam i ly fal ls in to revo l t and ru in .

But let us d rop th is boot less argumen t ,
And te l l me mo re of those un rivalled wastes
You and Tecumseh v is i ted .

LEFROY . We le ft
Th e s i lent forest , and ,

day after day,

Great p rai r ies swept b eyond ou r ach ing s igh t
In to th e measure less Wes t ; uncharted realms

,

Vo i celess and calm ,
save wh en tempestuous wind

Ro l led th e rank h erb age into b i l lows vast ,
And rush ing t ides wh ich n ever found a sho re .

And tender clouds , and ve i l s of morn ing m ist ,
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Cast flying shadows
,
chased by flying ligh t ,

In to inte rm inab le wi ldernesses ,
Flush ed with f resh b looms

,
deep pe r fumed by th e rose

,

And murmu rous with flowe r-fed b i rd and b ee .

The deep—grooved b ison-path s like fu rrows lay,

Tu rned by th e c loven hoo fs of thunde ring h e rds
Primeval, and s t i l l trave lled as of yore .

And gloomy valley s opened at ou r feet ,
Shagged with dusk cypresses and hoary p in e ;
Th e sun le ss gorge s , rummaged by th e wo l f ,
Wh i ch th rough long reach es of th e p rai r ie wound ,

Then me l ted slowly in to up land vales
,

Linge r ing,
far -st retch ed amongst th e spreading h ills .

BROCK . What charm ing so l i tudes ! And l i fe was there ?
LEFROY . Yes

,
l i fe was th e re , inexpl icab le li fe

,

S t i ll wasted by inexo rab le death !
Th ere had th e state ly s tag h is b att le-fie ld
Dy ing fo r maste ry among h is h inds .

Th e re vain ly sprung th e affrigh ted an te lope
,

Beset by gli tte ring eyes and hu rrying feet .
Th e danc ing grouse , at th e i r insensate sport

,

Heard not th e stealthy footstep of th e fox ;

Th e goph e r on h i s l i tt le earthwork s tood ,

With fo lded arm s , unconsc iou s of th e fate
That whee led in narrowing c i rc les ove rhead ;
And th e poo r mouse , on h eedle ss n ib b l ing b en t ,
Marked not th e s i len t co i ling of th e snake .

At lengt h we h eard a deep and solemn sound

Erupted moan ings of the troub led earth
T remb ling b eneath innumerab le fee t .
A growing up roar b lend ing in ou r ears

,

With no i se tumu l tuous as ocean’

s su rge ,
Of b ellow ings , h erce b reath and b at t le shock ,
An d ardou r of unconque rab le h e rds .

A mult itude whose t ramp ling shook th e p lains ,
With d iscord of harsh sound and rumb lings deep ,
A s i f th e swi ft revo lving earth had s t ruck ,
And f rom some adaman t ine peak reco i led ,
Jarring . At length we topped a h igh -b rowed h ill
Th e last and lo ft iest of a file of such
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And , 10 , b e fore us lay the tameless stock
,

S low wend ing to th e northward like a c loud !
A mult i tude in mot ion

,
dark and den seu

Far as eye cou ld reach , an d farth e r st i ll,
In count less myriads st retch ed for many a league .

BROCK . You fi re me with th e p ictu re ! What a scene !
LEFROY . Nat ion on nat ion was invi llaged th e re ,

S ki rt ing th e flanks of that imb anded hos t ;
With Ch ie fta in s of st range speech and po rt of war ,
Wh o , b attled-armed , in weath e r-b rawny b u lk ,
Roamed fierce and free in huge and wi ld con ten t .
Th ese gave Tecumseh greet ings fai r and kind

,

Know ing th e pu rpose h avened in h i s sou l .
And h e , too ,

jo ined th e chase as few m en dare :
For I have seen h im

,
leap ing from h i s h orse ,

Moun t a career ing bu l l in foam ing fl igh t,
Urge i t to fu ry o

’

e r i t s b u rden s t range ,
Yet c l ing tenaciou s , with a gr ip of s teel,
Th en

,
by a kn i fe-p lunge , fe tch i t to

i

i ts knees
I n m id caree r and pangs of speedy death .

BROCK . You rave , Le froy , o r saw th is in a dream !
LEFROY . No ,

no ;
’

t i s true— I saw h im do i t , Brock !
Th en wou ld h e seek th e old

,
and with h i s spo i ls

Restore th em to th e b ounty of th e i r you th
,

Ch ee r ing th e c rippled lodge with p lenteous feasts ,
And warm th of glossy rob es , as so f t as down ,

T i ll with e red ch eeks ran o
’

e r with feeb le sm i les ,
And tongues, long s i len t , b ab b led of th e i r prime .

BROCK . Th is warrior’s fab ri c i s of pe r fect parts !
A worthy champ ion of h i s race— h e h eaps
Such gian t ob l igat ion s on ou r h eads

As wi ll ou twe igh repaymen t . It i s late ,
And rest mu st pre face war’s hot wo rk to-morrow ,

Else wou ld I talk ti ll morn . How st i l l th e n igh t !
Here Peace has let h er s ilve ry t res ses down
And falls as leep b es ide th e lapp ing wave .

—Scene VI , Act IV .
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SABELLA VALANCY CRAWFORD
,
one of th e great

e st of women poe ts , was b o rn of cultu red paren ts ,
S teph en Denn i s C raw ford , M .D .

,
and Sydney S cott—in

Dub lin
,
I reland , on Ch ristmas day, 1850 .

In 1858 , th e fam ily em igrated to Uppe r Canada and se ttled
at Pai sley , on th e Saugeen r ive r . O i th e se pionee r days
in Bruce coun ty

,
Maud Wh ee le r Wi lson writes :

Th e vi llage was b ut j us t s truggling out o f th e emb race of th e

for e st , and i t was h er e th at th e li ttle I sab ella,
wh o h ad deve loped

in to a shy and s tud iou s ch i ld
,
b lue—eyed and w i th a b eau t iful p rofile ,

b eh eld th e p ract ical r esu lts of those harb ingers of civili zat ion—th e
axe

,
th e p lough and th e hamm er—wh ose wo rk sh e afte rward dep icted

in M alcolm
’

s Kat i e . Th e i r ch i ldr en ’

s educat ion was conducted
by b oth Dr . and M r s . C raw ford. Th e gi r ls were carefully grounded
in Lat in ,

as well as in th e Engli sh b ranch es . Th ey spoke Fr ench
read ily and we r e conve r san t w i th th e good li teratur e of th e day,

I sab e lla e specially b e ing an omn ivo rous reade r , fondest of h istory and

of verse , and claim ing Dan te as h e r favouri te poe t .
Good fo rtune d id not accompany th e C rawfo rds to th e

New World . I n a few years , d isease had taken n ine of th e

twe lve ch i ldren ,
and a smal l m ed i cal p ract ice had reduced

th e fam i ly to sem i-pove rty . I n 1864
,
th e remain ing memb e rs

moved to th e vi llage of Lakefie ld ,
th e south e rn en trance to

th e b eau t i fu l Kawartha Lakes , in th e county of Pete rb o rough ,

and li ved th ere abou t e igh t years . Th ey th en moved to th e

town of Peterb orough ,

’ wh e re th e Doctor cont inued th e p rac

t i ce of h i s p ro fess ion
,
un t i l h i s dem ise in 1875 .

Prio r to h e r sudden and prematu re death f rom h eart fai lure ,
on Feb ruary 12th ,

1887 , M iss C rawfo rd and h e r mo th e r had
lived fo r nearly a decade in th e c i ty o f Toron to ,

—mo st of the
t ime in humb le lodgings ove r a small co rne r groce ry sto re on

K ing S t . He re th is b ri l lian t write r st rove with t i re less p en ,

to earn sufficien t for th e i r . support . A smal l quarterly allow
ance was sen t th em regu larly by D r . Joh n I rwin C raw fo rd ,

of th e Royal Navy , to whom h is grate fu l n iece ded i cated h e r
b ook of ve rse , Old S pooks es

’

P ass
,
wh i ch sh e pub l ish ed at

a financial loss in 1884 .

I n 1905 , th e ed i to r of th i s vo lume , wi th th e know ledge and

con sen t of h er b ro th e r , M r . S teph en C rawfo rd , collected ,

ed i ted and pub l i sh ed M i ss C rawfo rd ’

s b est poem s
,
in a vo lume

of ove r th ree hund red pages , togeth e r with a compreh en s ive
and cri t i cal Introduct ion by M i ss Weth e rald .
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Songs for the Soldiers
F songs b e sung let m inst re ls st rike th e i r harps
To large and j oyous st rain s

,
all thunde r-winged

To b eat along vast sho res . Ay,
let th e i r notes

Wild into eagles soaring toward th e sun ,

And vo i ced l ike b ugle s b urst ing th rough th e dawn
Wh en arm ies leap to li fe ! Give them such b reasts
As ho ld immortal fi res

,
and they shall fly,

Swept with ou r l i tt le sph e re th rough all th e change
That wai ts a wh i rling world .

Joy ’s an immo rtal ;
She hath a h ery fib re in h e r flesh
That wi ll not droop or die ; so let h er chan t
Th e paeans of th e dead, wh ere holy Grie f
Hath , t remb l ing,

th rust th e feeb le m ist as ide
That ve i ls h e r dead

,
and in th e wondrous clasp

O i re-possess ion ceases to b e Grie f .
Joy’s amp le vo i ce shal l st i l l ro l l ove r all

And ch ron i c le th e h eroes to young h earts
Who knew th em not .

Th ere’

s glo ry on th e swo rd
Tha t keeps i ts scab b ard—s leep , un less th e foe
Beat at th e wall, th en free ly leaps to l igh t
And th rusts to keep th e sacred towe rs of Home

3 5

And th e dear l ines that map th e nat ion out upon th e wor ld .

His Mother
N th e fi r st dawn sh e l i fted f rom h er b ed

Th e ho ly s i lver of h e r nob le h ead,

And listened ,
l is tened ,

l istened fo r h i s t read .

‘

Too soon , too soon !
’

sh e mu rmu red, ‘

Yet I ’l l keep
My vigi l longe r—thou ,

O tende r S leep ,
Art b u t th e joy of those who wake and weep '
‘Joy ’s se l f hath keen ,

wide eyes . 0 flesh of m ine ,
And m ine own b lood and b one , th e ve ry wine
O i my aged h eart , I see thy dea r eyes sh ine !
‘I h ear thy t read ; thy ligh t , loved footsteps run

Along th e way,
eager for that

‘We l l done ! ‘

We
’l l weep and kiss to th ee , my so ld ie r son '
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‘Blest moth e r I—h e l ives ! Yet had h e d ied
B lest we re I s t i ll,—I sen t h im on th e t ide
O i my fu ll h eart to save h i s nat ion’

s p ride ! ’

‘

0 God, i f that I t remb le so to—day,

Bowed with such b less ings that I cannot pray
By speech—a moth e r p rays

,
dear Lo rd

,
alway

‘

In some far fib r e of h er t remb l ing m ind !
I
’

ll up
—I though t I h eard a bugle b ind

I ts s i lve r with th e s i lve r of th e wind .

’

His Wife and Baby

N th e lone p lace of th e leaves,
Wh ere th ey touch th e hanging eaves ,

Th e re sp rang a Spray of j oyous song that sounded sweet and
sturdy ;

And th e b ab y in th e b ed

Raised th e sh in ing of h is h ead
,

And pu l led th e moth e r’s l ids apart to wake and watch the b i rd ie .

She k issed l ip-dimp les sweet ,
Th e r ed so les of h is feet ,

Th e waving palm s that pat ted h ers as wind-b lown b lossoms

wande r ;
He twined h er t resses s i lk
Round h i s n eck as wh i te as m i lk

‘Now, b ab y , say what b i rd ie s ings upon h i s green sp ray yonde r.’

‘

He s ings a plen ty th ings
Just watch h im wash h i s wings !

He says Papa wi l l march to-day with drums home th rough th e
city .

He re
,
b i rd ie , h e re’

s my cup .

You d rink th e m i lk all up ;

I’l l ki ss you ,
b i rd ie , now you’re wash ed l ike b ab y clean and

pre tty .

’

Sh e rose ; sh e sough t th e skies
With th e twin joys of h er eyes ;

Sh e sen t th e s trong dove of h er sou l up th rough th e dawn ing
’

s

glory
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She ki ssed upon he r hand

Th e glowing go lden band

That bound the fine sc roll of h e r l i fe and clasped h e r s imple
sto ry .

His Swee theart
YLVIA

’

S latt ice s we re dark
Roses made th em narrow .

I n th e dawn th ere came a Spark ,
Armed wi th an arrow
Bli the h e bu rst by dewy spray ,
Winged by b ud and b lossom

,

A11 undaun ted u rged h is way

St raigh t to Sylvia'

s b osom .

‘

Sylvia ! Sylvia ! Sylvia ! ’ h e
Like a b ee kept humm ing,

‘Wake , my sweet ing' ; waken th ee ,
Fo r thy So ld ier

’

s com ing !
’

Sy lvia s leeping in th e dawn ,

D reams that Cupid’

s t ri l l i s
Roses s inging on th e lawn ,

Court ing c rested l i lies .

Sylvia sm i les and Sylvia s leeps ,
Sylvia weeps and s lumb ers ;

Cup id to h er pink ear c reeps
,

Pipes h is p retty numb e rs .

Sylv ia d reams that b ugles p lay ,
Hears a mart ial drumm ing ;

Sylvia springs to meet th e day
With h e r Sold ie r com ing.

Happy Sylvia, on th ee wai t
All th e grac ious graces !

Venus m i ld h er cestu s plai t
Round thy lawn s and laces !
Flo ra fl ing a flower most fai r,
Hope a rainbow lend thee '
Al l th e nymph s to Cupid dear
On th is day b e f riend thee !

‘

Sy lvia ! Sylvia ! Sylvia ! ’ h ear
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How h e keeps a-humm ing,

Laugh ing in h er j ewelled ear ,
‘

Swee t , thy Sold ier’s com ing ! ’

From Mal co lm
’

s Katie
LIGHT canoe

,
wh e re dost thou gl ide ?

Be low th ee gleam s no s i lvered t ide ,
B ut concave h eaven

’

s ch ie fest p ride .

Above th ee b u rns Eve ’

s rosy b ar ;
Be low th ee th rob s h er dar l ing s tar ;
D eep ’

neath thy kee l h er round wo r lds are .

Ab ove
,
b e low—O sweet surp r ise

To gladden happy love r’s eyes !
No earth

,
no wave—all j ewe lled skies .

Th ere came a

'

mo r n th e M oon of Fal ling Leaves
With h er tw in s i lver b lades had on ly hung
Ab ove th e low set cedars of th e swamp
For one b r ie f quarte r

,
wh en the Sun arose

Lusty with ligh t and full of summer h eat
,

An d
,
po in t ing with h i s arrows at the b lue

C losed W igwam cu rtain s of th e s leep ing Moon ,

Laugh ed with th e no ise of arch ing cataracts ,
And W i th th e dove—l ike coo ing of th e woods,
And with th e sh ri ll c ry of th e d iv ing loon ,

And with th e wash of sal t less rounded seas ,

And mocked th e wh i te Moon of th e Fal l ing Leaves :
“
Esa ! esa ! shame upon you , Pale Face !
Shame upon you ,

Moon of Evi l Witch es !
Have you ki l led th e happy

,
laugh ing Summer ?

Have you s lain th e moth e r of th e flowers

With you r icy spe l ls of m igh t and magi c ?
Have you laid h er dead with in my arms ?

Wrapped he r , mock ing,
in a rainb ow b lanket ?

D rowned h e r in th e f rost-m ist of you r anger ?
Sh e i s gone a l i tt le way b e fo re me ;

Gone an arrow’

s fl igh t b eyond my vision .
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She w i ll turn aga in and come to mee t me

With the ghosts of all the st ri cken flower s ,

I n a b lue smoke in he r naked forests .

Sh e wi ll l inge r , kis s ing all the b ranch e s ;
Sh e wi l l l inge r , touch ing all th e places ,
Bare and naked

,
with h er go lden finge rs ,

Saying,

‘

S leep and d ream of me
,
my ch i ldren ;

Dream of me , the myst i c Ind ian Summer
,

I who , s lain by th e co ld Moon of Te rro r ,
Can return ac ross th e path of Spi ri ts ,
Bear ing s t i ll my h eart of love and h t e ,

Look ing with my eyes of warm th and splendou r ,
Wh i spe ring low ly th rough your s leep of sun sh ine .

I
,
the laugh ing Summer, am not tu rned
In to dry dust , wh i r l ing on th e prai r ies

,

In to red c lay , c rushed b eneath th e snowdr i fts .

I am st i l l th e mo th e r of sweet flowe rs
Growing b ut an arrow’

s fl igh t b eyond you

I n th e Happy Hunt ing—Ground—th e qu ive r
O i great Man i tou ,

wh e re all th e arrows
He has shot from Hi s great b ow of Powe r,
With i ts c lear

,
b righ t s inging co rd of Wisdom ,

Are r e-gath e red , p lumed again and b righ tened ,

And shot out
,
re-barb ed with Love and W isdom ;

Always shot
,
and eve rmore re tu rn ing.

S leep , my ch i ldren ,
sm i l ing in you r h eart—seeds

At the sp i ri t words of Ind ian Summe r .’

Thus , 0 Moon of Fall ing Leaves , I mock you !
Have you s lain my go ld-eyed squaw ,

th e Summer ;

Th e m igh ty Morn s trode laugh ing up th e land ,

And Max , th e lab
'

re r and th e love r , stood
Wi th in th e forest ’s edge b es ide a t ree
Th e mossy king of all the woody t rib es
Whose c latte ring b ranch es ratt led , shudde ring,

As th e b r igh t axe c leaved moon-l ike th rough the ai r
,

Waking th e strange thunders , rous ing echoes linked ,

From th e fu l l l ion-th roated roar to s igh s
S tealing on dove-wings th rough th e d istan t ais les .

Swi ft fell th e axe , swi ft fo llowed roar on roar
,

3

3 9
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T i l l the b are wood land b e l lowed in i ts rage
As the fi rst-s lain s low toppled to h is fal l .
‘

0 King of Deso lat ion
,
ar t thou dead ?

’

C ried Max
,
and laugh ing,

h ear t and l ips , leaped on

The vast p rone t runk .

‘

And have I s lain a king ?
Above h is ash es wi l l I bu i ld my h ouse ;
No s lave b eneath i ts p i l lars , b ut—a king !

’

Max wrough t alone b ut fo r a hal f-b reed lad
Wi th tough , l i th e s inews , and deep Ind ian eyes
Li t with a Gal l i c sparkle . Max the love r found
The lab ’re t ’s arms grow m igh t ie r day by day,

More i ron-we lded , as h e s lew th e t rees
And with th e constan t yearn ing of h i s h eart
Toward l i t tle Kate

,
part of a wo rld away

,

His young sou l grew and showed a vi ri le f ron t ,
Fu ll-muscled and large-statured l ike h i s flesh .

Soon th e great h eaps of b rush were bu i lded h igh ,

And , l ike a v icto r , Max made pause to clear
His bat t le-he ld h igh st rewn w ith tangled dead .

Th en roared th e c rackl ing mountains
,
and th e i r fi res

Met in h igh h eaven ,
c lasp ing flame wi th flam e ;

The th in winds swep t a cosmos of red sparks
Acros s the b leak m idn igh t sky ; and the sun

Walked pale b eh ind th e res inous b lack smoke .

And Max ca red l i tt le fo r th e b lotted sun ,

And noth ing fo r the start led , outshone stars ;
Fo r love , once set with in a love r’s b reast ,
Has i ts own sun ,

i ts own pecu l iar sky,

All one great daffod i l , on wh i ch do lie

Th e sun , the moon ,
the stars , all seen at once

And neve r sett ing,
b ut all sh in ing s traigh t

In to the faces of the t rin i ty
Th e one be loved , th e lover , and swee t love .

0 Love b u i lds on th e azure sea
,

And Love b u i lds on th e go lden sand ,

And Love bu i lds on the rose-winged c loud,
And somet imes Love b u i lds on th e land !
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O i b earded r ice
,
c ry

,

‘

Ugh ! h e s lays th e dead ! ’

0 my wh i te squaw , come from thy wig'wam grey ,
Spread thy wh i te b lanket on th e twice-s lain dead ,

And h ide th em e re th e waking of th e Sun '
!

High grew th e snow b eneath th e low-hung sky,

And all was s i len t in th e wi lderness ;
I n t rance of st i l lness Natu re h eard h er God

Reb u ild ing her spen t fi r es , and ve i led h er face
Wh i le th e Great Wo rker b rooded o

’

er h i s Wo rk .

‘Bite deep and wide , 0 Axe
,
th e t ree !

What doth thy b o ld vo i ce p rom ise me

‘I p romise th ee all j oyous th ings
That fu rn ish fo rth th e l ives of kings ;
‘

Fo r every s i lve r r inging b low
C i t ies and palaces shal l grow .

’

‘B ite deep and wide , 0 Axe th e t ree !
Te l l w ide r proph ec ies to me .

‘Wh en rust hath gnawed me deep and r ed,

A Nat ion s t rong shal l l i ft h i s h ead .

‘

Hi s c rown th e very h eaven s shal l sm i te ,
[Eons shal l b u i ld h im in h i s m igh t .

’

‘Bite deep and wide , 0 Axe , th e t ree !
B righ t See r, h elp on thy p rOph ecy !

’

Max smote the snow-we igh ed t ree and l igh t ly laughed ,
‘

S ee
,
f riend,’ h e c ried to one that looked and sm i led ,

‘

My axe and I
,
we do immortal tasks ;

W e b u i ld up nation s—th is my axe and I .

’

Who cu rseth Sorrow knows h er not at all.

Dark mat rix sh e , f rom wh i ch th e human sou l
Has i ts last b i rth ; wh ence i t , with m isty th ews
C lose kn i tted in h e r b lackness , issues out

S t rong for immortal to i l up such great h e igh ts
As crown o

’

e r c rown r ise th rough Etern i ty .

Withou t th e loud , deep clamou r of her wai l ,
Th e i ron of h er h ands , th e b i t ing b rine
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O i he r b lack tears , the son ] , b ut l igh t ly b u i l t
O i indete rm inate spi ri t, l ike a m i st
Wou ld lapse to chaos in so ft , gi lded dream s

,

As m is ts fade in th e gazing of th e sun .

Sorrow,
dark mothe r of th e sou l , arise !

B e c rowned with sph e res wh e re thy b lest ch i ldren
Who , but fo r thee , we re not . No lesse r seat
B e th ine , thou He lpe r of th e Un i ve rse ,
Than planet on p lanet p i led—thou instrumen t
C lose c lasped w ith in the great Creat ive Hand !

From ‘

The He lot
'

HO may quench the god
-b orn fire

Pu ls ing at t he sou l’s deep root ?
Tyrant , grind i t in th e m i re ,

Lo ,
it v ivifies th e b rute !

S t ings the chain-emb ruted c lay ,
Sense less to h is yoke-bound shame ;

Goads h im on to rend and s lay
,

Knowing not the spurring flame !

Tyran t , change less stand th e gods ,

Nor th e i r calm m igh t y ie lded th ee ;
Not b eneath thy chains and rods
Dies man

’

s god
-

gi ft , Lib e rty !
B ruteward lash thy He lots , ho ld
Brain and sou l and clay in gyve s ,

Co in th e i r b lood and sweat in gold ,

Bu i ld thy c it ies on th e i r l ives ,
Comes a day th e spark d i v ine
An swe rs to th e gods who gave ;
Fie rce th e h ot flames pan t and sh ine
In th e b ru ised b reast of th e s lave .

Change less s tand th e gods l
—no r h e

Knows he answe rs th e i r b eh est ,
Fee ls th e m igh t of th e i r dec ree
In th e b l ind rage of h is b reast .

Tyran t , t remb le wh en ye t read
Down th e servi le Helot c lods !

43
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Unde r despo t h ee l i s b red
The wh i te ange r of the gods .

Th rough the shack le-canke red dust
,

Th rough the gyved sou l , fou l and
Fo rce they, change less gods and j ust ,
Up the b righ t , e ternal spark ,
Ti l l

,
l ike l igh tn ings vast and h e rce ,

Ou the land i ts terro r sm i tes
T i l l i ts flames th e tyran t p ie rce ,
Ti l l the dust th e despot b i tes .

The Mother
’

s Soul
HEN the moon was horned th e moth er d ied ,
And th e ch i ld pu l led at her hand and knee ,

And he rub b ed her cheek and loud ly c r ied :
‘

0 moth e r, arise , give b read to me !
’

But the p ine t ree b en t i ts head,
And the wind at th e door-pos t said
‘

0 ch i ld, thy moth e r i s dead ! ’

Th e sun set h i s loom to weave the day ;
Th e f rost b i t sharp l ike a s i lent cur ;

Th e ch i ld by her p illow paused in h is p lay :
‘Mothe r, bu i ld up the sweet fire of fi r

But the fi r t ree shook i ts cones ,
And loud c ried th e p i t i fu l stone s :
‘Wo l f Death has thy moth e r’s bones ! ’

Th ey b o re the mother out on h er b ie r
The i r tears made warm h er b reast and sh roud

The sm i l ing ch i ld at h er h ead s tood near
And th e long,

wh i te tape rs shook and bowed,
And said with th e i r tongues of go ld ,

To th e ice lumps of the grave mo ld :
‘

How h eavy are ye and cold ! ’

They bu r ied the moth e r ; to th e feast
Th ey flocked with the b eaks of unc lean crows .

Th e wind came up from th e red-eyed east
And bore in i ts arms th e ch 1ll so ft snows .

They said to each oth er : Sere
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Are the hearts th e mothe r he ld dear ;
Fo rgotten ,

h er b ab e plays h ere
The ch i ld w ith th e tende r snowflakes played ,

And th e wind on i ts fingers tw ined h is hai r ;
And sti l l by th e tal l , b rown grave he stayed ,

Alone in th e churchyard lean and ba re .

Th e sods on th e h igh grave c ried
To the mothe r’s wh i te b reas t ins ide :
‘

Lie st i l l ; in thy deep rest b ide

Her b reast lay st i l l l ike a long-ch i l led s tone
Her sou l was out on the b leak , grey day ;

She saw h er ch i ld by th e grave alone
,

W ith the sods and snow and wind at play .

Said th e sharp l ips of th e rush
,

‘

Red as thy roses , 0 bush ,

With ange r the dead can b lush

A b ut terfly to the ch i ld’

s b reast flewfi‘
Flutte red i ts wings on h is swee t , round ch eek
Danced . by h i s finger s , small

,
.cold and b lue .

The sun st rode down past th e mountain peak .

Th e b utte rfly wh ispe red low

To th e ch i ld : ‘Bab e , follow me ; know ,

Co ld i s th e earth h e re b e low .

Th e butte rfly flew ; fo l lowed the ch i ld ,
Lu red by the snowy torch of i t s wings ;

Th e wind s igh ed after th em so ft and w i ld
T i l l th e stars wedded n igh t w ith golden rings ;
T i ll th e f ros t upreared i ts h ead,

And the ground to i t groaned and said :
‘

The feet of th e ch i ld are lead "

Th e ch i ld’

s h ead d rooped to th e b rown , sere mold ,
On the c rackling cones h is wh i te b reast lay ;

Th e butterfly touch ed th e locks ofgold ,

Th e sou l of th e ch i ld sprang from i t s c lay .

The moon to the pine t ree stole ,
Eas tern Eu rope th e sou l of th e deceased i s said to hover ,
shape of a b i rd or b ut terfly, close to the b ody unt 1l after the
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And s i lve r-l ipped
,
said to i ts bo le

‘

How st rong is the moth e r’s sou l ! ’

Th e w ings of th e but terfly grew out

To the moth e r’s arms
,
long, so ft and wh ite ;

S he fo lded th em warm h er bab e about,
Sh e kissed h is l ips in to b e rr ies b righ t ,
Sh e warmed h i s sou l on he r b reast ;
And the east ca lled out to th e wes t :
‘

Now th e moth er’s sou l wi l l rest ! ’

Unde r th e roo f wh e re th e bur ial feast
Was heavy w ith meat and red with wine ,
Each c rossed h im se l f as out of th e eas t
A s t range wind swept ove r oak and p ine .

The t rees to th e home—roo t' said
Ti s b ut th e ai ry rush and t read
O i ange ls greet ing thy dead .

’

The Rose
HE Rose was gi ven to man for th is
He

, sudden see ing i t in late r years ,
Shou ld swi ft rememb e r Love’

s fi rst l inge r ing kiss
And Grie f’s las t l inger ing tears ;

Or
,
b e ing b l ind , shou ld fee l i ts yearn ing sou l

Kn i t all i ts p ie rc ing per fume round h i s own
,

T i l l h e shou ld see on memory’s ample scro l l
Al l roses h e had known ;

Or
,
b e ing hard

,
perchance h is finger

-t ips
Care less m igh t touch th e sat in of its cup ,

And h e sh ou ld fee l a dead b ab e
’

s b udd ing l ips
To h i s l ips l i fted up ;

O r
,
b e ing deaf and sm i t ten with i ts star ,

S hou ld , on a sudden
,
almos t h ear a lark

Rush s inging up
—th e n igh t ingale afar

S ing th rough th e dew-b righ t dark ;
Or

,
sorrow-lost in path s that round and round

C i rc le o ld grave s , i ts keen and v i tal b reath
S hou ld call to h im with in th e yew’

s b leak b ound
O i Li fe , and not of Death .
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Rob er ts h as tr i ed a gr eat var ie t y of tones and th emes

in th e cours e of hi s lpoeh t car ee r ; no poe t so "un i v. that 1

know of. B ut th e deep es t th ing i n h is poet ic pass ion and CI

pe r ienee is h is poet ry of natur e descr ip t ion . l ts bas is i s
,
in

gene ral . a. pur e a
’
s th e ti cism

, for th ough i t may occas ionally
b e m ingled w i th some fanciful train of th ough t o r have

app ended to i t a i/Vords t cror th ian moral
,
i ts value lies wholly

in th e gleam ing ana
’

glancing su rface wh ich i t b r ings b efor e
th e r eader

'

s eye . Th is imp ress ion is t ic natur e poe t r y is th e

b es t par t of h is old Keats ian h er i tage for one th ing. and i t

is par t pe rh aps of h is b es t days als o
,
th e davs h e des cr i b es i n

‘

Tan t ramar R ev is i ted
,

’

long you th ful days spen t on th e coas t

o r amongs t th e far ni s teads of N ew B r unswick
,
wh en h e

s troz'e hardes t to catch and. to shape in to some new li ne th e

r ogue . et
'

as i-z'

e . elemen tal b eauty of natur e . Th e [ t ow e r wh ich

h e acqui r ed th en h as n ever des er ted h im amongs t all th e

transformat ions of sp i r i t and li terary ia
’

eals wh ich h e has

— PROF . TA M E S C :\ PPON . MA .

[ 47 ]
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HE Rob e rts fam i ly of Freder ic ton
,
New Brunswick

,
is

Canada
’

s mos t d ist ingu ish ed l i te rary fam i ly . Th ey are

th e son s , th e daugh ter , and th e grandson s of t h e late
Rev . Geo rge Goodridge Rob e rts

,
M .A .

,
LL .D . , Recto r of

Frede ri cton and Canon of Ch r ist Chu rch Cath edral
,
and Emma

\Ve tmore B liss , daugh te r of th e late Hon . G . P . B liss
,
At to r

n ey
-Gene ral of New Brun swick .

Ch arles Geo rge Douglas Rob e rts , th e e ldes t son , was bo rn
at Douglas , Yo rk Coun ty , N .B .

,
January loth

,
1860 ; He was

educated at: th e Frede ricton Co l legiate School, and at th e

Un i vers i ty of New Brun swick 1879 , with honours in
M en tal and M oral S cience , and Po li t ical Economy ; MA . in

188 1 ; LL .D .

,
honorary

,
in

I n h i s twen ty-fi r s t year
,
h e married M i ss M ary I . Fen ety,

daugh te r of th e late George E. Fen ety, Queen
’

s Prin te r ofN .B .

I n 1883 -4 , Rob e rts was ed i to r of Th e Week , To ron to ,

Ontario ,“ in 1885-8
,
Pro fesso r of Engl ish and Fren ch Lite ra

ture in King
’

s College ,
W indso r

,
Nova S cot ia ; in 1888—95,

Pro fesso r of English and Econom ics in th e same Co llege ; in
1897—8 , assoc iate ed i to r of Th e I llus tr ated Amer i can

,
New

Yo rk . S ince th en ,
un t ramme l led by academ i c o r ed itorial

du t ies
,
h e has devo ted h im se l f to th e writ ing and pub l ish ing of

many b ooks , h i s fame stead i ly extend ing.

Be fore th e c lose of th e 19th cen tu ry , h e had written and

pub li sh ed seven b ooks of ve rse of notab le qual i ty ; but in 190 1
h e i ssued a vo lume of poems se lected from th ese , con tain ing
all that h e wi sh ed to p re se rve , and of wh ich th e fi r st poem
i s h i s impe ri sh ab le th renody , ‘

Ave !
’

No oth e r wri te r known to me has mo re in t imate ly assoc iated
h i s m ind and spi ri t wi th eve ry ob j ect and phase of natu re .

H i s poet i c descr ipt ion s ar e vividly real, and exqu is i te in b eauty
of express ion ,

wh i l st h is an imal sto ries in fe l i c i tous li te rary
Engli sh ,

in accuracy of part i cu lars , in in ten s i ty of dramat i c
in te rest , ar e b eyond cri t i c i sm .

D r . Rob er t s en li sted in S eptemb e r , 19 14 ,
as a t roope r in

th e Legi on of Fron t ie rsmen . S ince th en h e has b een promoted
to a Cap taincy in th e King’

s L i ve rpoo l Regimen t . Fo r some

mon th s h e h as b een t rain ing cadets , etc.
,
in England and

Wale s . Captain Rob e rts ’ fam ily , —wi fe , daugh te r and son si

are l iv ing in Ottawa, Canada.
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Cambrai and Mame

EFORE our t rench es at Camb rai
We saw th e i r columns c r inge away .

We saw th e i r masses me l t and ree l
Be fo re our l ine of leaping s tee l .

A hand fu l to th e i r storm ing h ordes ,
We scourged th em w i th th e scourge of swords ,
And s t i l l , th e more we s lew , th e more
Came up for every s lain a score .

Between th e h edges and th e town
Th e curs ing squad rons we rode down ;
To s tay th em we outpoured our b lood
Between th e b eetfields and th e wood .

In that red h e l l of sh rieking sh e l l
Un fal ter ing our gunners fe l l ;
Th ey fe l l , or er e that day was done ,
Bes ide th e last unshatte red gun .

But sti l l we h e ld th em , l i ke a wal l
On wh i ch th e b reake rs vain ly fal l
T i l l came th e word , and we ob eyed ,

Re luctan t
,
b leed ing,

und ismayed .

Our feet , aston i sh ed , learned ret reat
Our sou ls re j ected st i l l de feat
Unb roken s t i l l , a l ion at b ay,

We d rew b ack gr im ly f rom Camb rai .

In b lood and sweat , with s laugh ter spen t ,
Th ey though t us b eaten as we wen t ,
T i l l sudden ly we turned , and smote
Th e shout of t riumph in th e i r th roat .

At last , at las t we turned and stood
And Mam e

’

s fai r wate r ran with b lood
We stood by t rench and stee l and gun ,

For now th e ind ignan t fl igh t was done .
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We plough ed th e i r sh aken ranks wi th fire ,

We t rod th e i r masses into m i re ;
Ou r sab res d rove th rough th e i r re t reat
As dr ives th e wh i rlwind th rough young wh eat .

At last , at las t we d rove th em b ack
Along th e i r drench ed and smoking t rack ;
We hur led th em b ack , in b lood and flame ,

Th e reeking ways by wh i ch th ey came .

By cumb ered road and despe rate ford
How fled th e i r shamed and h arassed h orde !
Shou t , Sons of Freemen

,
for th e day

Wh en Marne so we l l avenged Camb rai !
—W'

es tm ins ter Gaze t te .

Wayfarer o f Earth
P , h eart of m ine ,
Thou way fare r of Earth !

O i seed d i v in e ,

B e m ind fu l of thy b i rth .

Th ough the flesh fain t
Th rough long-endured con st rain t
O i n igh ts and days ,
Li ft up thy prai se
To Li fe , that set th ee m such st renuous ways ,
And le ft th ee not

To d rowse and rot

In some th i ck—per fumed and luxurious plot .
S t rong, st rong i s Ear th

,

W
'i th vigou r for thy fee t

To make thy way faring
T i re less and flee t .
And good i s Ear th
B ut Earth not all thy good ,

0 th ou wi th seed of sun s

And star-fi r e in thy b lood .

And though th ou fee l
Th e s low clog of th e hours
Leaden upon thy h eel ,

5 1
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Put forth thy powe rs .

Th in e th e deep sky,

Th e unpreempted b lue
,

Th e haste of storm
,

Th e hush of dew.

Th ine , th ine th e f ree
Exal t of star and t ree ,
Th e re in less r un

O i wind and sun ,

Th e vagran ce of th e sea !

Th e Crafts
’man .

Monition
FAINT wind , b lowing f rom Wor ld’

s End ,

Made st range th e ci ty s t ree t ,
A st range sound m ingled in th e fal l
O i th e fam i l iar feet .

Some th ing un seen wh i r led with th e leaves
To tap on door and s i l l .

S ometh ing unknown wen t wh ispe ring by
Even wh en th e w ind was s t i l l .

And men looked up with s tart led eye s ,
And hurr ied on th e i r way,

As i f th ey had b een called , and to ld
How b r ie f th e i r dav . Cen t i i ry.

At the Gates of Spring
ITH Apri l h ere ,
And fi r st th in green on th e awaken ing b ough ,

What wonde r fu l th ings and dear ,
My t i red h eart to ch eer ,
At las t appear !
Co lours of d ream afloat on c loud and t ree
So far , so c lear ,
A spe l l , a mystery
And j oys that th r i l l and s ing,

New come on mat ing wing,

Th e wi st fu lne ss and ardour of th e spring
And Thou !

Th e Smar t S e t .
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A l l N ight the Lone Cicada
LL n igh t th e lone c i cada
Kept sh r i l l ing th rough th e rain

A voi ce of joy undaun ted
By un forgotten pain .

Down from th e wind—b lown b ranch es
Rang out th e h igh re frain ,

By tumu l t und i sh eartened ,

By storm assai led in vain .

To loom ing vas t s ofmoun tain
And shadowy deeps of plain ,

Th e eph eme ral , b rave defiance
Adven tu red not in vain .

T i l l to th e fal ter ing spi r i t
And to th e weary b rain ,

From loss and fear and fai lure ,

My joy returned again . Cen t i i ry.

Hi l ltop Song
HEN th e l igh ts come out in the cot tages
Along th e sh ores at eve

,

And ac ross th e darken ing wate r
Th e last pale co lours leave ;

And up f rom th e rock-ridged pasture s lopes
Th e sh eep-b e l l t inkl ings steal ,

And th e folds are shut , and th e sh eph e rds
Tu rn to th e i r qu iet meal ;

And even h e re , on th e un fenced h e igh t ,
No j ourneying wind goes by,

B ut th e ear th -sweet smell s and th e home-swee t sounds
Moun t , l i ke praye r , to th e sky ;

Th en f rom th e door of my opened h ear t
Old b l indness and pride are driven ,

T i l l I know how h igh i s th e humb le ,

Th e clear earth h ow close to h eaven .

—M cClur e
'

s M agazine .
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0 Earth , Sufficing all our Needs

EARTH , sufficing all our n eeds , 0 you

With room for b ody and for spi r it
,
too,

How pat ien t wh i le you r ch i ldren vex the i r sou ls
Devi s ing al ien h eaven s b eyond you r b lue !

Dear dwe l l ing of th e immortal and un seen ,

How ob st inate in my b l indness have I b een ,

Not compreh end ing what your tende r cal ls ,
Ve i led prom ises and reassurance , mean !

Not far and co ld th e way th at th ey have gone ,
Wh o th ro’ your sundering darkness have withdrawn
Almost wi th in our h and-reach th ey remain
Who pass b eyond th e sequence of th e dawn .

Not far and st range th e h eavens, b ut ve ry near,
Your ch i ldren ’

s h earts unknowingly ho ld dear .
At t imes we almost catch th e door swung wide
An un fo rgotten voice almos t we h ear .

I am th e h e i r of h eaven—and you are jus t .
You , you alone I know , and you I t rus t .

Tho
’ I seek God b eyond th e farthest s tar,
Here shal l I hnd H im , in your death less dus t .

Th e Craftsman '

.

Extracts from Professor Cap pon
'

s Critique

Early Poems
—The S chool ofKeats

I t i s natural for a young poe t to b egin by follow ing some estab
lished trad i tion in h i s ar t , and Rob er ts s tarted w i th one of th e h ighest .
The d i rect influence of Keats had almost ceased to b e felt in English .

poe try when the Canadian poet revived i t in i ts pures t form fo r h i s

coun trymen . His ear ly poems hardly disguise the fact that th ey are

imitat ions o f Keats, and b elong to th at new world of Arcadia wh ich
th e English poe t had created . That poet ic wor ld wh ich Crab b e and!

Wordsworth , w ith the i r naturalism, though t th ey had banished ; that
land wh ere th e departed gods and h eroes of H ellas s t i ll live, wh ere
th e steps of Pan are st ill h eard in th e forest, and Thet is glides w i th
s ilvery feet over th e waves, had b een r evived fo r us by the poet of
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Endym ion , and i ts green bowers had allured a good many poe t ic
asp iran ts in to them ,

amongst whom Rob er ts may b e coun ted as th e

lates t, perhaps the last . Fo r the poetry o f to-day i s looking for i ts

mate ri al in another region where th e forms o f li fe ar e more rob us t
and actual and th e atmosph ere mor e e lectrical than th ev ar e in th e

old legendary world of Arcad ia.

From a ph i losoph ic poin t o f view , th ere was no th ing very comp le te
in Keats’ recon s truct ion of th e Greek mythology . But h e gave i t all
that poe try needs to make a new world o i

,
a new sky, a new earth and

new seas enchant ing as those of fairyland ; h e fi lled i ts landscape w i th
green wealth and aerial m instrelsy and eve ry h armon ious form of

b eau ty in shape o r sound or colour. B ut , more than all
,
h e created th e

language in wh ich alone th is new world could b e fi tly describ ed,
a new

language of idyllic descrip t ion ,
a language of the sub t lest , impress ion

i st ic power wh ich could render t he sh apes o f th ings seen in th is
dr eamland w i th a vis ionary d ist inctness altoge th er un ique . I ts move
men t and cadence , too ,

were un ique , natural as those of a man talk ing
t o h im se lf. ye t quaint and cap tivat ing as vo ices from th e cave o f the

S ibyl :
’Twas a lay

More sub tle-cadenced , more fore st w i ld
Than D ryope ’s lon e lullin g of h e r ch i ld ;
And noth i ng s ince h as floated on th e ai r

S o mou rnful strange .

I f Sou th ey had b een ab le to discover a s imilar language for 11 15

Domdan iels and Padalons h is grand iose ep ics would not b e wh ere th ey
now are, b ut that wou ld b e say ing that Sou th ey had a poetic gen ius
wh ich he had no t . Th e line of Keats was a marvellous creat ion ,

and

made h im the ind ispen sab le master for all th e idyllic poe t s who came

af ter h im . He had th e master ’s secre t of mak ing everyth ing wh ich h e
touch ed new . H is Apo llos and Naiads h ad noth ing to do w i th the

fossilized mythology of th e e igh teenth centu ry p oet s ; you never though t
o f compar ing th em ; you never th ough t o f h i s “

leaden-eyed despai rs "
in connection w i th th e delib erate p e r son ificat ions of Co llin s or Gray .

no more than you though t o f the st iff framework of th e e igh teen th
cen tury coup let in read ing h i s fluen t verse .

O i course th ere was some th ing in h i s style wh ich remain s in im i tab le
and h is own . The imaginat ive felici ty of h i s ph rase , th e pass ionate
s imp lici ty of h i s cry, th e ent ire naturalness of h i s movemen t , no one

could r epeat these . B ut there was also someth ing wh ich could b e more
o r less easi ly im i tated, and th is b ecame th e possession o f a who le
school and even part of the un iversal language of poetry . That large .

e lusive ep i thet , that new reach of synecdoch e , those novel compounds ,
that rich ly b lazoned ph rase in general, w ith delicate luxu ry and

efii orescence , were readily appropriated by th e x sth et ic schoo ls of

poe try . Ph rases like “
argen t r eve lry ," “warm-clo istered hours ," “

tall

oaks b ranch -charmed by th e earnest stars ," set the mould for a new
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and finely sen suous imp r ession i sm in descr ip t ive poe try . Th e cri tics
of B lackwood and th e Q uar ter ly m igh t sn iff at fi r st at th e new poesy
as th e sickly afi ectat ion of th e Cockney S ch ool, b ut i t could not long

b e neglected by young poe ts seeking to learn th e secr e ts of colour and
rh ythm in th e ir ar t . Th e youth ful Tennyson qu ie tly dr ew some of h i s

finest th reads for h i s own loom, and Rossetti , w i th th e whole aes th etic
school, sh ow s everywh ere th e influence of Keats’ lin e . To most of
th em h e was more even th an Sh elley, fo r h e taugh t th em mor e , though
th e o th er, w i th th e s tar -domed grandeur of h i s un iverse , and h i s T i tan ic
passion and confl ict , m igh t b e th e greater in sp i rat ion to th em . W illiam
Rosset ti says of h i s famous b ro th er that h e truly prefe r r ed Keats to
Sh elley, “though not w i th out some compunct ious vi s i t ings now and

th enf
’

As to Wordsworth ’

s influence, i t i s not surpris ing th at th ere i s li ttle
or no trace of i t in th e early work of Rob er ts, though i t was j ust th e
t ime wh en th e repu tat ion of th e sage and singer of Rydal Moun t was
in i t s second b loom w i th th e pub lic, ow ing main ly to th e fine and

d iscrim inat ing cr i t icism of Arnold . But th e young poets of th e

aesth et ic school disliked Wordsworth . Th ey hated th e p lain texture of

h i s s tyle and i t s wan t of colour . I t m igh t, h owever, h ave b een well for
Rob er ts i f h e h ad come unde r th e influence of Wo rdswor th ’

s s imp lici ty
and candour at th i s format ive per iod of h i s life .

B ut , for b et ter or worse, th e sch ool of Keats was that in wh ich
M r . Rob er ts rece ived h i s train ing. He s imply lives at th is period in
that green world of n eo-class ical idylli sm wh ich Keats h ad created .

Th e s tyle of th e master, h i s colour , h i s rh ythm ical movemen t, h i s

manner of treating h is sub j ect, ar e r ep roduced w i th th e in teresting but
somewhat decep t ive s im i li tude wh ich a copy always gives of a great
or iginal in th e s tan zas of th e A r iadne almos t every ep i th et
and every verb recall someth ing wh ich i s fam iliar to u s in th e manner
of th e master :

[P ar t of th e Ode to D rows ih ood i s h er e quoted ]
That poe try i s steeped in th e rich Ty r ian dye of Keats’ fancy , and

th e luxury of sen se imp ress ion wh ich i s so marked in th e work of th e

master is th e too exclus ive quali ty of th e d isciple’s . For after all the re
i s an eth ical elemen t in th e poetry of Keats wh ich Rob erts does not

reproduce so well, an ins i stence on th e sp i r i tuali ty and th e h ealth ful
n ess of b eau ty wh ich runs th rough all th e work of th e English poe t
and gives i t s special flavour to many of h i s finest passages . I t i s th e
ascet ic elemen t needed to complete th e chord in Keats, w i thou t wh ich
h i s poetry would b e rather overpowering in i ts sen suous richness .

Every one knows th e Open ing lines of Endymion , and th e fine outbur st
in Th e Ode to a Gr ecian Ur n :

H e ard melod ie s ar e swee t, b u t t hose unh eard
Ar e swee te r ; t h e refore , ye soft p i pe s play on ;

Not to th e sen sual ear , b ut , more e ndeared ,
P ipe to th e sp i r i t d i t tie s of no ton e .
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Amongs t all these variet ies of the Canadian idyll, th e one wh ich
leaves th e stronges t impress ion on th e m ind of originali ty in tone and

treatmen t i s Tan tramar Revis i ted . H ere Rob er ts’ classical taste in

style again asserted i tself, though in th e not very pure fo rm of th e

modern h exame ter. Longfellow h ad given th e measure popu lar cur
r ency on th i s con tinen t in h is Evange line, and Math ew Arnold had

lately b een d irect ing th e at ten t ion of li terary circles to i t s possib i li t ies .

Both h e and th e poe t C lough had done some th ing to rescue i t from
th e monotonous softness of Longfellow’

s movemen t and give i t more
s trength and variety . Rob er ts, who has never qu ite los t h i s fi r st love
for the grand s tyle , was qu ick to p rofit by th e le sson ,

and uses th is
h igh but somewhat ar t ificial form as a mould in wh ich to pour h is
tenderes t memories of th e scenes fam iliar to h i s youth on th e coast of
New Br un sw ick . Th e re i s no di rect p icture of li fe in th e poem

,
not

a single human figure , b ut th e landscape i s powerfully pain ted in large ,
d istan t , softened trai ts

, th e true colour o f e legiac remin iscence . O i

di rect eleg iac r eflect ion th e poe t has b een sparing,
perhaps w isely, b ut

what th ere i s has a sinceri ty wh ich shows how deeoly h e felt h i s
sub j ect .

[ Twen ty
-e igh t lines of quotati on follow ]

I n Sp i te of th e exo t ic character of th e verse , wh ich after all i s a

b ar to th e h igh est quali t ies of express ion , someth ing o f th e visionary
eye and dep th of feeling w i th wh ich th e poe t looks on those scenes of

h i s b oyh ood ge ts in to eve ry line . The poem i s a true whole also and

Speaks in a sub tle way to th e h eart . Perh aps h e h as lavish ed th e

resources of h i s style a little too freely on that descr iot ion of the

emp ty net reels . I t s luxuriance i s rath er overpowering.

Songs ofthe Common Day
—A S onnet Sequence

I t was a h appy insp iration wh ich made h im th ink of

put ting h i s poet ic imp r ess ions of Canadian pastoral life and scenery to
ge th er in th e fo rm of a sonne t sequence .

Th e Sonne t Sequence i s a poe t ic form wh ich un i te s a certain
h armony of eHect w ith en t ire independence in th e tr eatmen t of each

m emb er of th e series . I t i s a succe ssion of shor t e tt or ts w i th a con

t inu ity o i aim wh ich i s capab le of producing in th e end someth ing of

th e effect of a gr eat whole . I t h as th e authori ty of great li terary
t radi t ion s from Pe trarch to Wordsworth and i t seems to b e n ear ly th e
on ly grar d form of compos i t ion wh ich th e poetry o f to—day can at temp t
w i th success . In th is fo rm th en M r . Rob e r ts descr ib es for us th e

general aspects of li fe and natur e as one m igh t see th em at some

Canad ian farm s tead, near th e coast of New Brunsw ick , I suppose ,
Spring pastures and summ er pools , b urn t lands and clearings , fi r fo r es ts
and th e w in ter s t illness of th e woods , m ingled w i th descrip t ions of th e

common occup at ion s of farm life ,
m ilk ing t ime and mow ing,

th e potato
h arvest , b ringing home th e cattle and th e like , all in a k ind of sequence

from sp r ing sow ing to m idw in te r thaw .
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The poet . I need hardly say,
finds a Sp lendid held h e re fo r th e

impression ist ic glance and vision . Look at th is descrip tion o f a S ep *

temb er afternoon :

[ Q uotation from I n S ep temb er .

Or at th is , from th e sonne t Wh e re th e Cattle Come to D r i nk :

[S econd quatrain of the octave quoted ]
I f th ese passages were found in Wordsworth

, say in th e ser ies o f

sonnet s on th e Duddon
,
th ey wou ld b e quo ted by eve ryone as fine and

sub tle r ende r ings of th e moods o f natu r e . Ano th er strik ing examp le
of Rob er t s’ gi ft in th i s di rect ion i s to b e found in th e las t sonne t o f
the series, Th e F ligh t of th e Geese . I shall quo te i t in full '

Th e purest m igh t hnd fault w i th th e strong ly r i sm of that sonnet
and w i th inelegances like that th r ice repeated overflow from two fi nal

words of th e same st ructure , b ut i t i s a splendid p iece of imaginat ive
imp ression i sm and a fine example of Rob er ts’ power of style in th i s
field .

Many of th ese sonne ts have a luxur iance of s tyle and fancy ,
part icular ly in th e d i rection of what Rusk in has called th e Path et ic
Fallacy, wh ich i s perhap s excess ive for th is poet ic form w i th i ts small

compass ; but some of th em also show a new plainness of s tyle and

treatmen t ind icating that reali stic influences from Wordswor th are

b eginn ing to work on Rob erts . Some times th ere i s even a k ind of

roughness in th e manner of giving details, as in the follow ing from
Th e P otato Harz

'

es t :

[ Th e ses tet quoted i n full. ]
The Far row and I n an Old B arn ar e also ,

in part at least, examples
of th is closer, more r ealis tic treatmen t . Here , too, I may not ice Th e
S ewer , t h e poet’s popular maste rp iece , wh ich h i ts the golden mean

b e tween austeri ty and luxur iance of style :
[ Th e S ower is given in full. ]
The select ion and treatmen t of materials in that sonne t are perfect .

I t i s equally free from un leavened reali sm of detail and from impres
s ion i st ic fine ry, from those over feath er ed sh afts of ph rase wh ich hang
so h eavy on th e though t in sonnets like Th e S ummer Pool and A

Vesper S onn et . Th e trai ts are select , h armon ious and fi rmly drawn,

w i th a w i se economy of stroke . Th e manner in wh ich th e eye i s con

ducted from th e soli tary field to th e d i stan t h or izon , wh ere lies that
wor ld of men fo r wh om th e sower work s, and th en concentrated again
on th e scene of th e sower ’s lab our and h is movemen ts , is a good

i llustration of th e s imp lici ty and naturalness of a perfect p iece of art .

Th e closing though t i s nob le and true to th e sub j ect, reflect ing i tself
power fully back on th e previous details in a way wh ich gives th em new

s ign ifi cance .

Techn ically M r . Rob erts’ sonnets generally sh ow someth ing of th e

structural freedom and some th ing also of th e looseness of concept ion
wh ich are characterist ic of American sonnets . Th e rhyme sys tem as
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a rule i s th e pure Pe trarch an , b ut as often as not h e en t irely disregards
th e d ivi sion of though t in t he two quatrains of the octave . Sometimes
th e po ise and coun terpo ise of though t b e tween th e octave and seste t
i s s trongly marked , th e fi r st con tain ing th e descrip t ive part and th e

second th e moral wh ich th e poe t appends to i t . At o ther t imes th e

d ivis ion i s b ut fain tly felt , though i t o ften exists in a form wh ich i s
virtually a new type of sonnet s tructur e . In th is type th e octave gives
the gene ral outline of a landscape and i s followed by a sestet wh ich
gives a more par ticular descrip t ion of some characterist ic o r sign ificant

ob j ect in i t . Th is i s th e s tructural ch aracter of Th e H er r ing Weir ,

Th e Oat Th r esh i ng,
The S ewer , Th e F ligh t of the Gees e, and oth er

sonne ts . In th is way th e old function of th e sestet in summ ing up or

po in t ing th e sign ificance of th e octave i s revived in a n ew form , and

wh en the ob j ect th us selected fo r part icular treatmen t i s s ign ifican t

enough , and it s connect ion w i th th e descrip t ion in the octave eviden t
and inevi tab le , th is arrangemen t makes an excellen t type of sonnet .
I t i s part of th e pe r fect ion of Th e S ower th at th e connection b e tween
th e landscape describ ed in th e octave and th e ob j ect describ ed in th e

sestet i s of th is natural
,
inevi tab le k ind . B ut The S ewer perhaps, owes

someth ing of th e se lectness and harmony of i ts details to th e fact that
th e sub j ect i s one wh ich has b een worked over by more th an one great
m ind in th e s ister arts of pain t ing and engraving. I t i s a curious
example of th e relat ion wh ich may occas ionally exist b e tween poetry
and th e o ther hue arts, and Rob erts may b e coun ted fortunate in

having furn ish ed a perfect li terary express ion for a concep t ion on

wh ich D ii rer and M ille t had lab oured.

On th e whole th is sonnet sequence may b e considered as th e most
importan t poet ic work M r . Rob er ts h as so far produced. I t represen ts
in i t s h igh es t form what i s most original in h im

,
that in wh ich h is

experience i s deeper than th at of o th er men . I t gives th e faires t scope ,

too ,
for that impress ion ist ic pain t ing of nature in wh ich h e i s a master.

The general tone of th ese sonne ts i s that of a pens ive melanch oly such
as arises naturally enough from th e con templat ion of qu ie t pastoral
mom s and eves. Grey Corot-like p ictures th ey mostly are, often a

li ttle huddled and ind ist inct or
,

i ndeterm inate in th ei r ou tline s b ut

delicately t in ted and suffused w i th a true Canad ian atmosph ere of

ligh t and space and w ide, pale , clear horizons . I t i s an atmosph ere
wh ich keeps th e colour tone of th e landscape low, or at leas t cool,
w i th noth ing of trop ical luxuriance ab ou t i t , th e b loom of th e golden

rod , of th e clover
,
th e b uttercups and th e great purple patch es of h t e

weed in the woods b e ing tempered by th e cold clear lus tre of a north ern
sky and th e pale verdure of th e marsh es . Th e general . features of

nature in eastern Canada are faith fully r eflected in th ese sonne ts,
somet imes in exqui s i te b i ts of verse .
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Lampman is Canada
’

s gr eates t natur e poe t . I t

is to th e exqu is i te felici ty of h i s natur e poems that h e owes

h is r eputat ion b oth in th is coun try and ab road .

N ever was th er e a mor e genu ine lover of natur e for h er own

sake . He was not under th e sp ell alone of h er s ub limer

asp ects . I ndeed
,
th e moun tains h e had n ever s een

,
and th e

sea b ut r ar ely, and i n later life . H e loved natur e as Th o r eau

loved h er—in all h er moods . Th e very th or ns and b ars we r e

d ear to h im
,
and i t was th is gen tle s ympathy wh ich h e felt

for th e un ob tr us iv e b eaut ies wh ich we too commonly fai l to
s ee

,
or

,
s ee ing,

fa il to unders tand that impar ted to h is poe try
i ts peculiar ch arm . If lands cap e is , as has b een

sa id .

‘

a s tate of th e s onl
,

’

n o oth e r Canad ian poe t has so

adequately r ender ed th e sp i r i tual s ign ificance wh ich natur e

gains from th e r eflect ion of h uman emot ions .

H is message to h is generat ion is th e p r omis e of cons olat ion

rt rh i ch natu r e accords to h er —PROF . P EL H A M EDGA R ,

P 11 .D .

,
in th e

‘Glob e Magazine .

’

[ ti l ]
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RCH IBALD LAMPMAN ,
th e b e loved poe t , was b o rn

on Sunday morn ing, Nov . 17th
,
1861, in the vi llage of

Morpeth , On t .
,
wh e re h i s fath er , th e Rev . Arch ibald

Lampman , was recto r of T rin i ty Church . He was of Dutch
descen t

,
and th e fath er of each of h i s paren ts was a Un i ted

Empi re Loyali st .
Lampman ded i cated h is th i rd vo lume of verse

,
A lcyone,

as fo l lows : “
To th e memory of my fath e r , h imse l f a poet , who

fi rst in st ructed me in th e ar t of ve rse ! ; and we ar e to ld by
h i s b iograph e r that th ere h ad b een poets and scien t ists on

h is moth e r’s s ide of th e house .

Wh en Arch ibald had en te red h i s s ixth year
,
th e fam i ly le ft

Mo rpeth ,
res ided fo r a t ime at Pe rrytown ,

near Po rt Hope ,
and in Octob e r

,
1867

,
moved to Go re ’

s Land ing, a small
commun i ty on th e sho re of R ice Lake . He re , in th e m idst of
b eaut i fu l su rroundings , th ey dwe l t fo r seven years

,
th e most

impress ionab le years of th e poet’s l i fe .

Un for tunate ly , in Novemb e r
,
1868

,
th e boy was st ri cken with

rh eumat i c feve r , induced by a damp recto ry . He suffered
acu te ly for mon th s

,
and in con sequence was lame for fou r

years . It was prob ab ly due to th is i l lness that in you th and

in manh ood h e neve r en joyed rob us t h ealth .

Th e futu re poet was educated at home un t i l nearly n ine
years of age , wh en h e en te red th e schoo l of a notab le sch oo l
mas te r

,
M r . F . W . Barron

,
M .A .

, of Camb ridge ,
fo rmerly

Princ ipal of Uppe r Canada Co l lege . He re h e was thorough ly
grounded in Lat in and Greek . Wh en th i rteen years old, h e

attended th e Cob ou rg Co l legiate In st i tute fo r a year
,
and th en

wen t to T r in i ty Co l lege S chool, Po rt Hope , to p repare for

attendan ce at T rin i ty Co l lege , Toron to . Du ring h i s two years
in Po rt Hope

,
h e was noted as a prize -winne r . I n Septemb e r ,

1879
,
h e en tered T rin i ty Co l lege , To ron to ,

whe re , by th e h e l p
of scholarsh ips won ,

h e completed h is cou rse , graduat ing with
honou rs in c lass i cs in 1882 . Afte r graduat ion ,

h e taugh t for
a few mon th s in th e Orangevi lle High S chool, and th en
accepted pe rmanen t employmen t in th e Pos t-Office Depart
m en t at Ottawa.

I n 1887
,
Lampman married Maud

, th e youngest daugh te r
of D r . Edward P lay ter , of To ron to , and du ring th e i r twelve
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years of happ iness , seve ral ch i ldren we re b orn to th em .

I n 1888 , our poet pub l ished h i s fi rs t b ook of ve rse , Among

th e M i lle t, wh i ch ex tended h is fame and encou raged h im to

greate r effort . Five years late r was i ssued h is second book
,

Lyr i cs of Ear th , wh ich won fo r h im add i t ional laurels . His

th i rd ,
A lcyone, was on th e p re ss wh en h e was s tr icken by the

b rie f i llness wh i ch resu lted in h is death
,
two days late r

,
on th e

l0th of Feb ruary
,
1899 .

Arch ib ald Lampman was sligh t '

o i form and of m idd le
he igh t . He was qu ie t and undemonst rat ive in manne r , but
had a fascinat ing pe rsonal i ty . S ince r ity and h igh ideals char
acte r ized h is l i fe and wo rk .

I n 1900 ,
h is th ree b ooks , with addi t iona l poems , and with

an exce l len t memo i r f rom th e p en of M r . Duncan Campb e l l
S cott , we re pub l ish ed in one large vo lume of nearly five hun
dred pages ,—h i s endur ing monumen t .

Apri l in the Hi l ls

O-DAY th e world is wide and fai r
With sunny fields of lucid ai r

,

And wate rs dancing everywh e re ;
The snow i s almos t gone ;

The noon is b u i lded h igh with l igh t ,
And ove r h eaven ’

s l iqu id h e igh t ,
I n steady fleets se rene and wh i te
Th e happy c louds go on .

Th e channels run
,
th e b are earth steams ,

And eve ry ho llow rings and gleam s

With j ett ing falls and dash ing st reams ;

Th e r ive rs b u rs t and h ll ;
Th e fie lds ar e full of l i ttle lake s ,
And wh en th e romping wind awakes
Th e wate r rutfl es b lue and shak es ,

And th e pines roar on th e h i l l .

The crow s go by,
a no i sy th rong ;

Ab ou t th e meadows all day long,

Th e shore—lark drops h is b ri t t le song ;

And up the leafless t ree
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The nut-hatch runs , and nods , and c l ings ;
The b lueb i rd dips with flash ing wings ,
Th e rob in flutes , the sparrow s ings ,
And th e swal lows float and flee .

I b reak th e sp i r i t’s c loudy bands
,

A wanderer in enchan ted lands
,

I fee l th e sun upon my h ands ;
And far from care and st ri fe

The b road earth b ids me fo rth . I rise
With l i fted b row and upward eyes .

I b ath e my sp ir i t in b lue skies ,
And taste th e sp rings of l i fe .

I fee l th e tumu l t of new b i rth
I waken with th e waken ing earth ;
I match th e b lueb i rd in h er m i rth ;
And wi ld with wind and sun ,

A treasu re r of immortal days ,
I roam th e glo rious wo r ld with praise ,
The h i lls ides and th e wood land ways ,
T i l l earth and I are one .

The Truth
RIEND , though thy sou l shou ld b urn thee

, yet b e st i l l
Though ts were not mean t for st r i fe , nor tongu es for swords ,

He that sees c lear i s gen tles t of h i s words ,
And that’s not t ruth that hath th e h eart to ki l l .
Th e who le wo r ld’

s though t shal l not one t ru th fulfil.
Du l l in our age , and pass ionate in youth ,

No m ind of man hath found th e pe r fect t ruth ,
Nor shalt thou hnd i t ; th e re fore , f riend, b e s t i l l .

Watch and b e st i l l , nor h earken to th e foo l ,
Th e b ab b le r of cons istency and ru le :
Wi sest i s h e , who ,

neve r qu i te secu re ,
Changes h i s though ts fo r b ette r day by day
To-morrow some new l igh t w i l l sh ine, b e sure ,
And th ou shalt see thy though t anothe r way.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


66 Arch i b ald Lampman

One b efore
,
and two b eh ind,

And th e oth ers all arow ,

And as steady as th e wind
W i th a swivelling wh i st le go ,

Th rough th e pu rple shadow
T i l l we on ly h ear th e i r wh i r
I n b eh ind a rocky spur,
Jus t ah ead .

Heat
ROM p lain s th at ree l to sou thward ,
Th e road runs by me wh i te and bare ;

U p th e steep h i l l i t
,

seems to swim
Beyond

,
and me l t in to th e glare .

Upward hal f-way,
o r i t may b e

Neare r th e summ i t
,
s lowly s teals

A hay
-cart , moving dust i ly

With id ly c lacking wh ee ls .

By h is cart’s s ide th e wagone r
I s s louch ing s lowly at h is ease

,

Hal f—h idden in th e w ind less b lur
O i wh ite dust puff ing to h is knees .

Th i s wagon on th e h e igh t ab ove ,
From sky to sky on e i the r h and ,

I s th e so le th ing that seems to move
In all the h eat-h e ld land .

Beyond me in th e h e lds th e sun

Soaks in th e grass and hath h is wi l l ;
I coun t th e margueri tes one by one ;

Even th e but te rcups are st i l l .
On th e b rook yonde r not a b reath
Disturb s th e sp ide r or th e m idge .

Th e water-b ugs draw close b eneath
Th e coo l gloom of t h e b ridge .

Wh e re th e far elm—tree shadows flood
Dark patch es in th e b u rn ing grass ,

Th e cows , each with h er peace fu l cud,
Lie wai t ing for th e h eat to pass .
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From somewh ere on the s lope near by
In to th e pale depth of the noon

A wandering th rush slides le isu re ly
H is th in revo lving tune .

I n in te rvals of dreams I h ear
Th e c ri cke t f rom th e drough ty ground ;

Th e grasshoppe rs sp in into m ine ear

A small innume rab le sound .

I l i ft m ine eyes somet ime s to gaze :

Th e b u rn ing sky
-l ine b linds my s igh t

Th e woods far oft are b lue with haze :
Th e h i lls are d rench ed in l igh t .

And yet to me not th is or that
I s always sharp o r always sweet ;

In th e s loped shadow of my hat

I lean at res t
,
and drain th e h eat ;

Nay more , I th ink some b lessed powe r
Hath b rough t me wande ring idly h e re

I n th e full furnace of th is hour
My thoughts grow keen and clear .

A January Morning
HE gl i tte r ing roo fs are st i l l w i th f rost each worn
B lack ch imney b u i lds in to th e qu iet sky

I ts cu rling p ile to c rumb le s i len t ly .

Far ou t to th e westward on th e edge of morn
,

Th e slende r m isty ci ty towers up
-b orne

Gl imme r fain t rose against th e pallid b lue ;
And yonde r on those northern h i lls

, th e hue

O i amethyst , hang fleeces dull as ho rn .

And h e re b eh ind me come th e woodmen
’

s s le igh s
With shou ts and c lamorous squeakings ; m igh t and main
Up th e s teep s lope the ho rses s tamp and st rain

,

Urged on by hoarse-tongued drive rs—cheeks ab laze ,

Iced b eards and frozen eye lids—team by team ,

Wi th frost-fr inged flanks , and nost r i ls j ett ing steam .

67
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Alter Rain
OR th ree who le days across th e sky,

In su l len packs that loomed and b roke ,
With flying fr inges dim as smoke ,
Th e co lumn s of th e rain wen t by ;
At every hour th e wind awoke ;
Th e darkn ess passed upon the plain ;
The great drop’

s ratt led at the pane .

Now p iped th e wind , o r far aloo f
Fe l l to a sough remote and du l l ;
And all n igh t long W i th rush and lu l l
Th e rain kept drumm ing on the roo f
I h eard t i l l ear and sense were fu l l
Th e c lash or s i lence of th e leaves
Th e gu rgle in the creaking eaves .

B ut wh en the fourth day came—at noon ,

The darkness and the rain we re by ;
Th e sunward roo fs we re steam ing dry ;

And all th e wor ld was flecked and st rewn
With shadows from a fleecy sky.

Th e haymake rs were forth and gone,

And eve ry ri l le t laugh ed and shone .

Then ,
too

, on me that loved so we ll
Th e world , despai ring in h er b l igh t ,
Up l i fted with h er least deligh t ,
On me , as on th e earth , th ere fe l l
New happ iness of m i rth and m igh t ;
I st rode th e val leys p ied and st i l l
I c l imb ed upon th e b reezy h i l l .

I watch ed the gray hawk wh ee l and drop ,
So le shadow on th e sh in ing wor ld ;
I saw th e mountain s c loth ed and curled ,
With forest ruffl ing to th e top ;

I saw the r ive r's length un fu rled,
Pale s i lve r down the f ru i ted p lain ,

Grown great and state ly with th e rain .
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Th rough m i les of shadow and so f t h eat ,
Where fie ld and fallow

,
fence and t ree ,

We re all one world of greene ry ,
I h eard the rob in ringing swee t

,

Th e sparrow pip ing s i lve rly
Th e th rush es at th e fo res t 5 h em ;

And as I wen t I sang with th em .

Winter Evening
0 N IGHT th e ve ry horses springing by

Toss go ld f rom wh i tened nost ri l s . I n a d ream
Th e s t reets that narrow to th e westward gleam
Like rows of go lden palaces ; and h igh
From all the c rowded ch imneys towe r and d ie
A thousand au reo les . Down in th e west
Th e b rimm ing plains b eneath th e sun se t re st ,
One b urn ing sea of go ld . Soon ,

soon shal l fly
The glo rious vis ion ,

and th e hours shall fee l
A m igh t ie r maste r ; soon from h e igh t to h e igh t ,
With s i lence and th e sharp unpitying s tars

,

S te rn c reeping frosts , and winds that touch l ike stee l ,
Out of th e depth b eyond the easte rn bars ,
Gli ttering and sti l l shall come th e awful n igh t .

ln March
HE sun falls warm : th e sou th ern winds awake :
The ai r see th es upwards with a steamy sh i ve r !

Each dip of th e road i s now a c rysta l lake ,
And eve ry rut a li ttle dancing rive r .
Th rough great so ft c louds that sunde r ove rh ead
Th e deep sky b reaks as pearly b lue as summer
Ou t of a c le f t b es ide th e ri ve r’s b ed
Flaps th e b lack crow ,

th e fi rs t demu re newcome r .

Th e las t seared dri fts are eat ing fast away
Wi th glassy t inkle in to gli tte r ing lace s :
Dogs lie asleep , and l i t t le ch i ldren play
With tops and marb les in th e sun-b are places ;
And I that stro l l with many a though t fu l pause
Almost fo rge t that w inte r ever was .
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The Rai lway Station
HE darkness b rings no qu ie t h ere , th e l igh t
No waking : ever on my b l inded b rain

Th e flar e of l igh ts , th e rush , and cry , and strain
,

The engine
’

s sc ream , th e h iss and thunde r sm i te
I see th e hurry ing crowds , th e clasp , th e fl igh t ,
Faces that touch , eyes that ar e dim with pain .

I see th e hoarse wh ee ls tu rn ,
and th e great t rai n

Move lab ou ring out in to th e b ourneless n igh t .

So many sou ls with in i ts d im recesses
,

So many b r igh t , so many mou rn fu l eyes :
M ine eyes that watch grow fixed with dreams and guesses ;

What th reads of l i fe , what h idden h i stor ies ,
What swee t or pass ionate dreams and dark d i st resses ,
What unknown though ts , what various agon ies !

Wat

Y th e N i le , th e sacred r ive r ,
I can see th e capt ive hordes

,

S train b eneath the lash and qu ive r
At

,
the long papyru s co rds ,

Wh i le in gran i te rapt and so lemn
,

R is ing ove r roo f and co lumn
,

Amen-hotep dream s
,
or Ramses ,

LOrd of Lords .

I can h ear th e t rumpets waken
Fo r a victo ry old and far

Carchem ish or Kadesh taken
I can see th e conque ror’s car

B earing down some Hitti te val ley,
Wh e re th e bowmen b reak and sal ly ,
Sargina or Esarhaddon ,

Grim with war !

From th e moun tain st reams th at sweet en
Indus , to th e Span ish foam ,

I can fee l th e b road earth b eaten
By th e se rried t ramp of Rome ;
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Th rough whateve r foes envi ron
Onward w i th the m igh t of i ron
Ven i , v id i ; ven i v ic i

C rash ing home !

I can see the kings grow pal l id
With aston ish ed fear and hate ,

As the hosts of Am r or Khaled

On the i r c i t ies fal l l ike fate ;
Like the h eat-wind from it s p rison
I n the desert burst and r isen
La i laha i l lah ’

llahu

God i s great !
I can h ear th e i ron ratt le

,

I can see the arrows st ing
In some far -ott . no rthern batt le ,
Whe re the long swo rds sweep and

I can hear the scalds declaim ing,

I can see the i r eyebal ls flaming,

Gathe red in a frenz ied ci rc le
Round th e king.

I can h ear the ho rn of Ur i
Roaring in the h i lls enorm ;

K indled at i ts b razen fury ,
I can see th e c lansmen form ;

In the dawn in m isty masses ,
Pouring f rom the s i len t passes
Ove r C ranson or Mo rgarten
Like the sto rm .

On the lur id anvi l r ingi ng
To some s low fantast ic p lan ,

I can h ear th e sword-sm i th s inging
I n the h eart of old Japan
T i l l the cunn ing b lade grows t ragi c
With h is ma l i ce and h is magi c
Tenka ta i ran ! Tenka tai ran !
War to man !

Where a no rthe rn ri ve r charges
From a wi ld and moon l i t glade ,
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From th e murky forest marges ,
Round a b roken pal isade

,

I can see th e red men leap ing,

See th e sword of Daulac sweep ing,

And th e ghost ly forms of h eroes
Fal l and fade .

I can fee l the mode rn thunder
Of the cannon b eat and b laze

,

When the l ines of men go unde r
On you r p roudes t b att le-days ;
Th rough th e roar I h ear th e l i ft ing
O i th e b loody cho rus d ri ft ing
Round the bu rn ing m i l l at Valmy
Marse i l laise

I can see the ocean r ipp led
W i th the driv ing shot l ike rain ,

Wh i le th e hu l ls are crush ed and c ripp led,
And the gun s are p i led with’

s lain ;
O

’

er th e b lackened b road sea-meadow
Dri fts a tal l and t itan shadow

,

And the cannon of T rafalgar
S tart le Spain .

S t i l l th e t ides of figh t are boom ing,

And th e barren b lood is sp i l t ;
S t i l l th e banners are up

-loom ing,

And the hands are on th e h i l t ;
But the old wor ld waxes wiser ,
From b eh ind th e b o l ted v isor
I t descr ies at last the horror

And th e gu i lt .

Yet the eyes are dim,
nor who l ly

Open to the go lden gleam,

And the b rute su rrenders s lowly
To th e godh ead and th e dream .

From h i s cage of bar and gi rde r,
S t i l l at moments mad wi th mu rde r,
Leaps th e t ige r, and h is demon

Ru les sup reme .
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O i them ? Litt le . At t imes, as i f from s leep ,
We waken to th is yearn ing pass ionate mood,
And t remb le at our sp ir itual so l i tude .

I I
Nay, neve r once to fee l we are alone ,
Wh i le the great human heart around us l ies :
To make th e sm i le on othe r l ips our own

,

To l i ve upon the l igh t in oth e rs’ eyes !

To b reath e withou t a doub t th e l imped ai r

Oi that most per fect love that knows no pain
To say

—I love you
—on ly, and not care

Wh e th e r the love come back to us again
Div inest se l f—forge t fu lness , at fi rst

A task
,
and th en a ton ic , then a need ;

To greet w ith open hands the b est and worst ,
And on ly for anot h e r’s wound to b leed :
Th is is to see th e b eau ty that God mean t ,
Wrapped round with l i fe , ineffab ly con ten t .

I I I
Th ere i s a b eauty at th e goal of l i fe ,
A b eau ty growing s ince th e world b egan ,

Th rough every age and race
,
th rough lapse and st ri fe

T i l l the great human sou l comp lete h er span .

Beneath th e waves of storm that lash and bu rn
,

Th e curren ts of b l ind pass ion that appal l
,

To l isten and keep watch t i l l we d isce rn
The t ide of sovere ign t ruth that gu ides i t all ;
So to address our sp i r i ts to th e h e igh t ,
And so attune th em to the val ian t whole ,
That th e great l igh t b e c leare r for our l igh t ,
And th e great sou l the st ronger for our sou l
To have done th i s is to have l ived, though fame
Rememb er us with no fam i l iar name .
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F r ede r ick George S co tt
'
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REDBR ICK GEORGE SCOTT ,
Th e Poe t o f th e Lau r

en t ian s
,

‘

has th i s sup reme gi ft as a write r : th e ar t of

express ing nob le , b eau t i fu l and o f ten p ro found th ough ts ,
in s imp le

,
approp riate words wh ich all wh o read can unde r

s tand . H i s poem s up li ft th e spi ri t an d en r ich th e h eart .
He was b orn in Mon treal, Apri l 7 th ,

1861
,
son of th e late

D r . \Vi lliam Edward S co t t , for nearly fo rty years Professor
of Anatomy , in McG i ll Un ive rs i ty

,
and Elizab eth Sp roston .

Bo th paren ts we re of Engli sh b i rth .

He was educated at th e Mont real H igh Sch oo l , at Bi shop
’

s

College, Lennoxv i lle 188 1 ; M .A .
,
1884 ; hon

o rary
,

and at King
’

s College ,
London

,
England .

Ordained deacon
,
1884

,
and pries t

,
1886

,
h i s sub sequen t cle r

i cal career i s ind icated by th e following : curate at Coggesha l l ,
Essex , Englan d , 1886-7 ; Recto r of D rummondv i lle , P .O.

,

1887-96 ; cu rate , S t . Math ews , Queb ec , 1896-9 , and th en Rec
tor ; Canon ,

Ho ly T r in i ty Cath edral
,
Queb ec

,
1906 , and eve r

s in ce ; Provinc ial Supe rio r, Con frate rn i ty of th e B le ssed Sac
rament .
A s an au thor , Canon S co tt has won d ist inc t ion by th e se
pub l i cat ion s :Th e S oul’s Ques t, and Oth er Poems

,
1888 ; Elton

Hazlet c'ood
,
1892 ; My Latti ce , and Oth er P oems

,
1894 : Th e

Unnamed Lake, and Oth er P oems
,
1897 ; P oems Old and N ew ,

1900 ; Th e Hymn of Emp ir e, and Oth er Poems
,
1906 ; Th e

Key of L i fe, a M ys tery P lay,
1907 ; Collected P oems , 19 10 .

At a special mee t ing of th e Roya l Society of Canada,

— o i

wh ich h e was e lected a Fe llow in 1900
,
— h e ld dur ing th e

Queb ec Te rcen tenary
,
h e read an ode , Canada, wri tten fo r th e

occas ion .

H i s marriage to Amy,
e ldest daugh te r of th e late Geo rge

B rooks , of Barnet , England ,
took p lace in Apri l, 1887 . O i th i s

un ion t h e re ar e s ix ch i ldren li v ing,
h y e boys and on e gi rl.

Th e two e ldest son s are p rac t i s ing lawye rs in Mon t real.
Th i s h e ro-poe t at th e Fron t— h e i s Maj or and Sen ior Chap

lain of th e l st Canad ian D ivi s ion— i s mo re than an em inen t
w rite r o f ve rse and an impre ss i ve preach er , h e i s as th e M on

tr eal S tar has said :
A man o f lib e r al cu ltu r e an d w ide sympath ie s , a pat r io t wh ose

h ear t h as th r i lled w i th th e t ru th of th e large r life ,
po li t ical. social and

r e ligious , a man o f st rong courage b o rn o f rever en t unquest ion ing fai th .
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The Fcud
HEAR a c ry from th e San sard cave ,
0 moth e r, wi ll no one h earken ?
A cry of the lost , will no one save ?
A cry of th e dead , though th e oceans rave ,
And th e sc ream of a gull as h e wh ee ls o

’

er a grave ,
Wh i le th e shadows darken and darken .

’

‘

Oh , hush th ee , ch i ld, fo r th e n igh t i s wet ,
And th e cloud-caves spl i t asunde r ,
With l igh tn ing in a jagged f ret ,
Like th e gleam of a salmon in th e net ,

When th e rocks are rich in th e red sun set ,
And the st ream ro l ls down in thunde r .’

‘

Mothe r , 0 moth e r, a pain at my h eart ,
A pang l ike th e pang of dying.

’

‘

Oh
,
hush th ee , ch i ld, for th e wi ld b i rds dart

Up and down , and close and part ,
Wh ee l ing round whe re th e b lack clifi‘s start

,

And the foam at th e i r feet i s flying.

’

‘

0 mother, a st r i fe l ike the b lack c louds’ stri fe ,

And a peace that cometh afte r .’
‘Hush ,

ch i ld
,
for peace i s th e end of l i fe ,

And th e heart of a maiden finds peace as a wife ,

But the sky and th e c liffs and th e ocean are ri fe
With the storm and thunde r’s laugh te r .

’

‘

Come in ,
my son s

,
come in and rest ,

Fo r the shadows darken and darken ,

And your s iste r i s pale as th e wh i te swan ’

s b reast
,

And h e r eyes ar e fixed and h er l i ps are p res sed
In th e death of a name ye m igh t have gu essed ,

Had ye twain b een h e re to h earken .

’

‘Hush ,
moth e r , a corpse l ies on th e sand ,

And the spray is round i t driven ,

I t l ies on i ts face , and one wh ite hand
Po in ts th rough th e m is t 0 11 the b e l t of st rand
To whe re th e c liffs of San sard stand

,

And the ocean '

s st rengt h i s riven .

’

5
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‘Was i t God , my sons , who laid h im the re ?
Or the sea that le ft h im s leeping

’

Nay, moth er
,
ou r d i rks wh e re h is h eart was bare ,

As swi ft as th e rain th rough the tee th of the ai r '

And the foam-finge r s p lay in th e Saxon
'

s hai r
,

Wh i le the t ide s are round h im creeping.

’

‘

Oh , cu rses on you ,
hand and head ,

Like th e rains in th is wi ld weathe r ,
Th e gu i l t of b lood i s swi ft and dread ,
Your s iste r’s face i s cold and dead

,

Ye may not part whom God wou ld wed

And love hath kn it togethe r .
’

Samson
LUNGED in n igh t , I si t alone
Eye less on th is dungeon stone

Naked , shaggy , and unkempt
,

Dream ing d reams no sou l hath d reamt .
Rats and ve rm in round my fee t
Play unharmed ,

compan ion s sweet ;
S p ide rs weave me ove rh ead
S i lken curtains for my b ed .

Day by day the mou ld I sme l l
O i th is fungus-b l istered ce l l ;
N igh t ly in my haunted s leep
O

’

e r my face the l izards creep .

Gyves of i ron scrape and burn
Wrists and ankles wh en I turn ,

And my co l lared neck i s raw

With th e tee th of b rass that gnaw .

Go d of I s rae l , canst Thou see

All my h e rce captivi ty ?
Do Thy s inews fee l my pains ?
Heares t Thou th e c lanking chains ?

Thou who mades t me so fai r ,
S t rong and b uoyant as th e ai r ,

Tal l and nob le as a t ree
,

W ith the pass ions of th e sea,
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Swi ft as horse upon my fee t ,
Fierce as l ion in my h eat ,
Rend ing,

like a wisp o f hay,

All that dared with stand my way,

Canst Thou see me th rough the gloom
O i th is sub te rranean tomb
B linded tige r in h is den ,

Once the lord and p rince of men ?

C lay was I : the potte r Thou
With Thy thumb -nai l smooth

’

dst my b row ,

Roll
’

ds t th e spittle-mo istened sands

Into l imb s b e tween Thy hands .

Thou d idst pou r into my b lood
Fury of the fi re and flood ,
And upon the bound less skies
Thou d idst fi rst unclose my eyes .

And my b reath of l i fe was flame ,
God-l ike f rom the sou rce i t came ,

Wh i r l ing round l ike furious wind,
Though ts upgath ered in th e m ind .

S t rong Thou mad
’

s t me , t i l l at lengt h
All my weakness was my st rengt h ;
To rtured am I

,
b l ind and wrecked ,

Fo r a fau lty arch i tect .

From th e woman at my s ide ,

Was I woman-like to h ide
What sh e asked me , as i f fear
Cou ld my i ron h eart come near ?

Nay, I sco rned and scorn again
Cowards who th e i r tongues rest ra in ;
Cared I no more fo r Thy law s
Than a wind of scatte red s t raws .

Wh en the earth quaked at my name

And my b lood was all aflame ,

Who was I to lie
,
and ch eat

Her who c lung ab ou t my feet ?

79
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From Thy open nost ri ls b low
W ind and tempest , rain and snow ;
Dost Thou curse th em on th e i r course
For the fury of th e i r force ?

To rtured am I
, wracked and b owed ,

B ut the sou l w ith in i s proud ;
Dungeon fetters cannot st i l l
Fo rces of the tame less wi l l .

I srae l 's God, come down and see

Al l my fierce capt iv ity ;
Let Thy s inews fee l my pains ,
W ith Thy finger s l i ft my chains,
Then ,

with thunde r loud and wi ld,
Com fort Thou Thy reb e l ch i ld,
And w ith l igh tn ing sp l i t in twain
Love less h eart and s igh t less b rain .

Give me sp lendour in my death
Not th is s icken ing dungeon b reath

,

C reeping down my b lood l ike slime ,
T i l l i t wastes me in my pr ime .

Give me b ack for one b l ind hou r,
Hal f my forme r rage and power ,
And some gian t c r is is send ,

Mee t to p rove a h ero’

s end .

Th en , 0 God, Thy mercy show
C rush h im in the overth row
At whose l i fe th ey sco rn and po in t ,
By i ts greatness out of jo in t .

Dawn
HE immortal sp i r i t hath no b ars
To c i rcum’

sc rib e i ts dwe l l ing p lace ;
My sou l hath pastu red with th e stars
Upon the meadow—lands of space .

My m ind and ear at t imes have caugh t ,
From realms b

‘

eyond our mortal reach ,
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The Storm
GR IP th e earth , ye fo rest t rees,
Grip well the earth to-n igh t ,

Th e S torm-God r ides ac ross th e seas

To gree t th e mo rn ing l igh t .
All clouds that wande r through th e skies
Are tangled in h i s net ,

Th e frigh tened stars
’

h ave shu t th e i r eyes ,
Th e b reake rs fume and fret .

Th e b i rds that ch ee r th e woods all day

Now t remb le in the i r nests,
The gian t b ranch es round th em sway,
Th e w i ld wind neve r rests .

Th e squ i rre l and th e cunn ing fox
Have hurried to th e i r ho le s,

Far off, l i ke d istan t earthquake shocks ,
The muffled thunde r ro l ls .

In scores of h idden wood land de lls ,
Wh e re no rough winds can harm

Th e t im id wi ld-flowe rs toss th e i r b e l ls
In reason less alarm .

On ly th e mountain s rear th e i r forms ,

S i len t and grim and b old ;

To th em th e vo ice s of th e storm s

Ar e as a tale re-to ld .

Th ey saw th e stars in h eaven hung,

They heard th e great Sea
’

s b i rth ,

Th ey know th e ancien t pain th at wrung
Th e en t rails of th e Earth .

Sprung f rom great Natu re
’

s royal l ines ,
Th ey share h er deep repo se ,
Th e i r rugged shou lde rs rob ed in p ines

,

Th e i r fo reh eads c rowned wi th snows .

B ut now th ere comes a l igh tn ing flash ,

And now on h i l l and p lain
Th e charging clouds in fury dash ,

And b l ind th e wor ld with rain .
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in the WinterWoods
INTER fo rests mu te ly s tand ing
Naked on you r b ed of snow ,

Wide you r kno t ted arm s expand ing
To th e b i t ing winds that b low ,

Nough t ye h eed of sto rm o r s t ress ,
S tub bo rn ,

s i len t
,
pass ion le ss .

Buried i s each wood land t reasure ,

Gon e th e leaves and mossy ri lls
,

Gone the b i rds that filled wi th p leasure
Al l th e val leys and th e h i lls

Ye alone of all that host
S tand l i ke sold iers at you r post .
Grand o ld t rees , th e words ye mu t ter ,
Nodd ing in th e f ro sty wind ,

Wake some though ts I cannot u tte r ,
But wh ich haun t th e h eart and m ind ,

With a mean ing,
s t range and deep ,

As of vi s ion s seen in s leep .

Some th ing in my inmost th inking
Te l ls me I am one with you ,

Fo r a sub tle b ond i s linking
Natu re ’

s offspr ing th rough and th rough ,

And you r spi ri t l ike a flood
S t i rs th e pu lse s of my b lood .

VV
’
h i le I l inge r h e re and l i sten
To th e c rack ling b ough s ab ove ,

Hung wi th ic i c le s that gli s ten
As i f k indling into love .

Human h ear t and soul un i te
With you r maj e sty and m igh t .
Horizon tal, rich with glory ,

Th rough th e b ough s th e r ed sun
'

s ray s
Clo th e you as some grand li fe-sto ry
Rob e s an aged man wi th prai se ,

When , b e fo re h is se t t ing sun ,

M en recount what h e has done .
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B ut th e l igh t i s swi ft ly fad ing,
And th e wind i s i cy co ld

,

And a m ist th e moon i s shad ing,

Pal l id in th e western go ld ;
I n the n igh t-winds s t i l l ye nod

,

S en t ine ls of Natu re’

s God .

Now wi th laggard steps return ing
To th e wor ld f rom wh en ce I came,
Leave I all the great West bu rn ing
With the day that d ied in flame ,

And th e s tars , with s i lve r ray,

Ligh t me on my homeward way.

The Unnamed Lake
T s leeps among th e thousand h i l ls
Wh e re no man eve r t rod

,

And on ly nature’

s mus i c fi lls
Th e s i lences of God.

Great moun tain s towe r above i ts shore ,
Green rush es fr inge i ts b rim ,

And o
’

er i ts b reast for evermore
Th e wan ton b reezes skim.

Dark c louds that inte rcept th e sun

Go th ere in Sp r ing to weep ,
And th ere , wh en Au tumn days are done

,

Wh ite m ists lie down to s leep .

Sun r ise and sunset crown w i th go ld
The p inks of age less s tone ,

He r winds have thundered f rom of o ld

And storm s have set th e i r th rone .

No echoes of th e wo rld afar
D isturb it n igh t or day,

Th e sun and shadow
,
moon and s tar

Pass and repass fo r aye .

’

Twas in th e grey of early dawn ,

When fi r st the lake we spied ,
And f ragmen ts of a c loud we re drawn
Hal f down th e moun tain s ide .
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Along the shore a h e ron flew ,

And f rom a speck on h igh ,

T hat hove red in th e deepen ing b lue ,

We heard th e fish -hawk’s c ry .

Among the c loud-cap t soli tude s
,

No sound th e s i lence b roke ,
Save wh en , in wh i spe rs down the woods

,

Th e guard ian mountains spoke .

Th rough tangled b rush and dewy b rake
,

Retu rn ing whence we came ,

\Ve passed in s i lence , and th e lake
We le ft w ithout a name .

The Burden of Time
EFORE the seas and moun tains we re b rough t fo rth ,

I re igned . I hung th e un ive rse in space ,
I capped earth '

s po les with ice to South and No rth
And se t t he moving t ides the i r b ounds and place .

I smoothed the gran i te moun tains with my hand ,
My finger s gave the cont inen ts th e i r form ;

I rent the h eaven s and loosed upon the land
The fury of the wh i rlwind and the s to rm .

I st re tched th e dark sea l ike a ne th er sky
Front ing the stars b etween th e ice-clad zones ;

I gave th e deep h is thunde r ; th e Mo st H igh
Knows we l l the vo i ce that shakes H is moun tain th rones .

I t rod the ocean cave rns b lack as n igh t ,
And s i len t as th e b ounds of oute r space ,

And wh ere great peaks rose dark ly towards th e l igh t
I planted li fe to root and grow apace .

Th en th rough a st i l lness deepe r than th e graves ,

The co ral sp i res rose s low ly one by one
,

Un t i l the wh i te shafts p ie rced the uppe r waves
And shone like s i lve r in th e t rop ic sun .

I p loughed wi th glac ie rs down th e moun tain glen ,

And graved th e i ron shore with st ream and t ide ;
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I gave th e b i rd h e r nest , th e l ion h i s den ,

Th e snake long jung'le-grass wh e re in to h ide .

I n lone ly gorge and ove r h i l l and p lain
,

I sowed th e gian t forests of th e wo r ld ;
Th e great earth li ke a human h eart in pain
Has qu i ve red with th e meteors I have hurled .

I plunged who le con t inen ts b eneath the deep ,
And le ft th em sepu lch red a m i ll ion years ,

I cal led , and lo , th e d rowned lands rose f rom s leep ,
Sunder ing th e wate rs of th e h em isph eres .

I am th e lord and arb i ter of man

I ho ld and crush b etween my finge r
-t ips

Wild h ordes that d ri ve th e desert caravan ,

Great nat ions that go down to sea in sh i ps .

I n sove re ign scorn I t read the races down ,

As each i ts puny dest iny fulfils ,
On plain and is land , o r wh ere huge cliffs f rown
Wrapt in th e deep though t of th e an cien t h i lls .

Th e wi ld sea search es vain ly round th e land
For those p roud fleets my arm has swept away ;

Vain ly th e w ind along th e dese rt sand
Cal ls th e great names of kings wh o once h e ld sway .

Yea
,
N ineveh and Bab ylon th e great

Are fallen—like r ipe ears at h arve st-t ide ;
I set my h ee l upon th e i r pomp and state ,
Th e peop le ’

s se r fdom and th e monarch ’

s pride .

One doom wai ts all—ar t , speech ,
law , gods , and men

,

Forests and moun tains , stars and sh in ing sun ,

Th e hand that made th em sh al l unmake again
I curse th em and th ey w ith e r one by one .

Waste altars , tomb s , dead ci t ies wh e re men t rod,
Shal l roll th rough space upon th e darkened glob e ,

T i l l I myself b e overth rown ,
and God

Cast off c reat ion l ike an outwo rn rob e .
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I t is j us t b ecaus e Camp b ell has always made man and th e

larger , gr eater i nter es ts of man ,
th e p r evai ling note of h is

poetic work
, and is doing i t more than ev er b efor e , that h e is

to b e placed i n th e very f ront of our Canadian s inger s .

Th e maj es ty and grandeur of natur e appeals to th e poe t , b u t
th er e is always at tach ed th er eto th e large r h uman in te r es t .

H is exqu is i te natur e poems ar e as wor th y of b e ing r ead as an y

that ll/ora
’

swor th w rote
‘

Th e B er eavemen t of th e F iclds .

’

th e b eauti ful t r i b ute to th e memory of A r ch i bald Lampman ,

wor th i ly takes i ts p lace b es ide th e o th er gr eate r elegies of th e

English language . I n tech n ique and melody i t ranks ver y h igh
.Th e well known poem

,

‘

Th e Moth er
,

"

has j us tly b een

p rais ed as one of th e fines t poems in all English li te ratu r e .

—PR0 F . L . E. HOR N I NG
,

P 11 .D in
‘G lob e Magaz ine .

H is Poetry not only touch es th e deep es t th ough t and feeling
of h uman i ty, b ut goes in to th e sacr ed and tragic places . wh e r e

th e great d ramat ic momen ts of life ar e hnmcm .

—'

l
‘

om n to

‘

Satu rday N igh tf
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ILFRED CAMPBELL , one o f th e most d ist ingu ish ed
of our nat i ve write rs , i s a poet and nove l ist by in

h e r i ted righ t . Th rough h i s fath e r , th e Rev . Th omas

Swan i ston Campb ell, a de scendan t of t h e fi r st Lord Campb e ll,
of the House o f Argyll, h e i s of th e same stock as th e poet

,

Thomas Campb e l l , and as th e nove l i st
,
Hen ry Fie lding.

H i s maternal grand fath e r was t h e late Maj o r Franc is
Wrigh t of th e Royal Horse Guards .

He was bo rn in Be rl in , Ontario ,
June l st

,
1861

, and was

educated at th e local H igh S chool, at Uni ve rs i ty Co l lege , Tor
on to ,

and at Camb ridge , Massachu se tts . Th e h ono rary de
gree , LL .D . , was con fe rred on h im . in 1906, by th e Un ive rs i ty
of Ab erdeen .

He was married in 1884 to Mary Lou isa, on ly ch i ld of th e

late David M ark D ib b le
,
M .D . , of Woodstock , On tar io .

D r . Campb e l l was o rdained a clergyman of th e Epi scopal
Chu rch in 1 885, and undertook parish work in New England .

Th ree years late r h e re tu rned to Canada and b ecame Rector
of S t . S teph en ,

New Brunswick . I n 189 1, h e re t i red f rom th e

m in ist ry to devote h is l i fe ch ie f ly to li terary effort , and en te red
th e c iv i l se rvice at Ottawa. For some years h e has b een

associated with Dr . Dough ty in th e Dom in ion Arch i ves Bureau .

I n 1905, th e b es t of Campb e ll’s ly rics and sonne ts we re
pub l i sh ed in a sub s tan t ial vo lume en t i t led

,
Th e Collected P oems

of Wi lfr ed Camp b ell. At th e sam e t ime appeared Th e Col
lected P oems of I sab ella Valancy Crawford , and such a notab le
co in ciden ce aroused much in te rest in Canad ian l i terary ci rc les .

Th ere i s ano th e r co inc idence of s ingu lar in te rest pe rtain ing
to th ese poets : each has written a remarkab le poem on an

iden t i cal th eme
,

th e s oul of a moth er r eturni ng fr om th e

gr ave for h er ch i ld

In 1908
,
Campb e ll’s P oe tical Tragedi es : Mordred, ! “

Dau

lac
,

! “
Mo rn ing

!

and
“Hi ldeb rand ,

! we re issued in
“

a hand

some vo lume , and h i s S agas of Vas ter B r i tain
,
a notab le

se lec t ion of h is verse
,
in 19 14 .

Th e h i stori cal nove ls of th is auth or
,
[ on of th e Or eades

(1906 ) and A B eau t ifu l R ebel shou ld b e mo re wide ly
read , and seve ral oth e r vo lumes of h isto ri cal importance .

Indeed h i s li terary ach ievemen ts are b e ing added to yearly
with a wi ll and en e rgy indom i tab le and pu rpose fu l.
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S cot, and Ce l t and Saxon are one

Wh e re th e glo ry of England goes .

And we of th e newe r and vaste r West,
Wh ere th e great war-b anne rs are fur led,

And commerce hurries h er teem ing hosts ,
And th e cannon are s i len t along our coasts ,
Saxon and Gau l , Canad ian s claim
A part in the glory and pr ide and aim

Oi th e Emp i re that gi rdles th e wo r ld .

England, England, England ,
Wh e reve r th e daring h eart

By Arct ic floe o r torrid st rand
Thy h eroe s p lay th e i r part ;

For as long as conquest h olds th e ear th
,

Or comme rce sweeps th e sea,

By o r ien t jungle or western p lain
Wil l th e Saxon sp ir i t b e z

And whateve r th e peop le that dwe l l b eneath ,
Or whateve r th e al ien tongue ,
Over the freedom and peace of th e wor ld
I s th e flag of England flung,

T i l l th e last great freedom i s found ,
And th e last great t ruth b e taugh t ,
T i l l th e last great deed b e done ,

And the last great b att le i s fough t ;
T i ll th e last great figh ter i s s lain in the last great figh t ,
And the war-wo l f is dead in h i s den
England, b reede r of hope and valou r and m igh t ,
I ron moth er of men .

Yea
,
England ,

England, England,
T i l l honour and valou r are dead,

T i l l th e world’

s great cannons rust ,
Ti l l th e wor ld’

s great hopes are dust ,
T i ll fai th and f reedom b e fled,

T i ll w isdom and just i ce have passed
To sleep with those who s leep in th e many—chamb e red vast ,
T i l l glory and knowledge are charnelled dust in dust ,
To all that i s be st in th e wo rld’

s un rest ,
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In h eart and m ind you are wed .

Wh i le out from th e Ind ian jungle
To th e far Canadian snows ,
Ove r th e East and ove r the West ,
Ove r the worst and ove r the b est ,

Th e flag of th e world to i ts winds un fu rled ,

Th e b lood—red ens ign b lows .

The Chi ldren of the Foam
UT foreve r and foreve r ,
Whe re ou r t resses gl int and sh ive r

On the i cy moon l i t ai r ;
Come we from a land of gloam ing,

Ch i ldren lost , forever hom ing,

Neve r, neve r reach ing th e re ;
R ide we , ride we , eve r faste r,
Dr iven by our demon maste r

,

The wi ld wind in h is despai r .
R ide we , ride we

,
eve r home

,

Wan
, wh i te ch i ldren of th e foam .

In th e wi ld Octob e r dawn ing,

When th e h eaven ’

s angry awn ing
Leans to lakeward, b leak and drear ;

And along th e b lack , wet ledges ,
Under icy , caverned edges,

Breaks the lake in maddened fear ;
And the woods in shore are moan ing ;
Th en you h ea r our we i rd inton ing',
Mad

, late ch i ldren of th e year ;
R ide we , r ide we , eve r home

,

Lost , wh i te ch i ldren of th e foam .

Al l grey day, th e b lack sky unde r
,

Wh e re th e b eaches moan and thunde r ,
Wh ere th e b reake rs spume and comb

,

You may h ear our rid ing,
r id ing,

You may h ear our vo i ces ch iding,

Under glimmer , under gloam ;
Like a far-ofi

' in fan t wai l ing,

9 1
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You may h ear our hai l ing,
hai l ing.

Fo r th e vo i ces of our home ;

R ide we , r ide we , eve r home
,

Haunted ch i ldren of the foam .

And at m idn igh t , wh en th e gl immer
O i th e moon grows dank and d imme r,
Then we l i ft our gleam ing eye s '

Th en you see our wh i te arms toss ing;
Our wan b reasts th e moon emboss ing,

Unde r gloom of lake and skies ;
You may h ear our mou rn fu l chan t ing,

And our vo i ces haunt ing,
haun t ing,

Th rough th e n igh t
’

s mad me lod ies ;
R iding,

rid ing, eve r home ,

W i ld
,
wh i te ch i ldren of th e foam .

Th e re
,
fo reve r and forever ,

Will no demon~hate d isseve r
Peace and s leep and rest and dream

Th e re i s ne i th e r fear nor f ret th e re
Wh en the t i red ch i ldren get th e re ,

On ly dews and pal l id b eam

Fa l l in gent le peace and sadness

Ove r long su rcease of madness ,

From hush ed skies that gleam and gleam ,

In the longed-fo r , sough t-for home
O i th e ch i ld ren of the foam .

Th ere the st ree ts are hush ed and re st ful
And of dreams i s every b reas t fu l l
With th e s leep that t i red eyes wear ;

The re the ci ty h ath long qu iet
From th e madness and th e r io t ,
From th e fai l ing h earts of care ;
Balm of peace fu lness ingli ding,

Dream we th rough ou r r id ing, r id ing,

As we homeward ,
homeward fare ;

R id ing,
rid ing, ever home ,

Wild
,
wh i te ch i ldren of th e foam .
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Unde r pal l id moo n l igh t b eam ing,

Unde r s tars of m idn igh t gleam ing,

And t he eb on arch of n igh t ;
Round the rosy edge of mo rn ing,

You may h ea r ou r d i stan t hom ing,

You may mark ou r phantom fl igh t ;
R iding,

rid ing, eve r faster ,
Driven by our demon maste r

,

Unde r darkness , unde r l igh t :
R ide we , ride we ,

eve r home ,

Wild
,
wh ite ch i ldren of th e foam .

The Dreamers
HEY linge red on the m idd le h e igh t s
Betw ixt th e b rown earth and the h eaven ;

They wh ispe red
,

‘We are not th e n igh t
’

s
,

But pal l id ch i ldren of the even .

’

They muttered,

‘We are not the day’s ,
For the old st ruggle and endeavour,

The rugged and unqu ie t ways
Are dead and dr iven past fo r eve r .

They dreamed upon th e c ri cket ’s tune ,
The winds that st i rred th e w ith ered grasses :

B ut neve r saw th e b lood-red moon
That l i t th e spect re mountain-passes .

Th ey sat and marked th e b rookle t s teal
In smoke-m i st o ’

e r i ts s i lve red su rges :
B ut marked not , wit h i t s peal on peal,
The s to rm that swep t th e gran i te go rge s .

They d reamed th e sh imme r and the shade ,

And sough t in poo ls fo r haun ted faces
No r heard again the cannonade
I n d ream s f rom earth ’

s o ld b at tle-places .

They spake ,

‘

The ages all are dead ,

The st ri fe , th e s tr uggle , and th e glory :
We are th e s i lences that wed
Betwixt th e s tory and th e sto ry .
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‘We are th e lit tle winds that moan
Between th e wood lands and th e meadows

We are th e ghos ted leaves , wind-b lown
Across th e gus t-l igh t and th e shadows .

’

Th en came a sou l across those lands
Whose face was all one glad ,

rapt wonder ,
And spake : ‘

Th e sk ies are rib b ed with b ands
O i h t e , and h eaven all racked with thunder .

‘

Climb up and see th e glo ry sp read
,

High over c l iff and
’

scarpment yawn ing :

Th e n igh t i s past , the dark i s dead,
Beho ld the t r iumph of the dawn ing"

Th en laugh ed th ey w ith a wi st fu l sco rn ,

‘

You are a ghost , a long-dead vis ion
You passed by ages e re was b o rn
Th is tw i l igh t of th e days e lys ian .

‘

Th ere i s no hope , th ere i s no st r i fe ,
But on ly haun ted h earts t hat hunger
Ab ou t a dead , scarce-dreamed-o i l i fe ,
Old age s wh en th e earth was younge r .

’

Th en came by one in mad d ist ress ,
‘Haste , haste b e low ,

wh e re st rong arms weaken ,

Th e figh t ing ones grow less and les s !
Great c it ies of the wor ld are taken '

‘Dread ev i l ro l ls by l ike a flood
,

M en
’

s b ones b eneath h is surges wh i ten ,

Go wh ere th e ages mark in b lood
The footsteps that th e i r days en l igh ten .

’

S t i l l th ey b ut h eard , d isco rdan t m i rth ,

Th e th in w inds th rough the dead stalks ratt le ,
Wh i le out from far -off haun ts of earth
Th ere smote th e m igh ty sound of battle .

Now th e re was heard an awfu l c ry ,
Despai r that rended h eaven asunde r ,
Wh i te pauses wh en a cause wou ld d ie ,
Whe re love was lost and sou ls wen t unde r ,
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Th e wh i le these feeb ly dreamed and talked
Betwixt th e b rown earth and th e h eaven ,

Fain t ghosts of men who b reath ed and walked ,

B ut deade r than th e dead ones even .

And ou t th e re on the m idd le h e igh t
Th ey sough t in pools for haun ted faces ,

No r h eard the c ry ac ross th e n igh t
That swept f rom earth ’

s dread b att le-place s .

Ste l la Flammarum
A h Ode to Halley

’

s Comet

TRANGE wande rer out of th e deeps
,SWh ence

, journeying,
come you

?

From what far
,
unsunned s leeps

Did fate foredoom you,

Return ing for eve r again ,

Th rough the surgings of man
,

A flam ing, awesome po rten t of dread
Down the centuries’ span

p

R iddle ! f rom th e dark unwrung
By all earth ’

s sages ;

God '

s h ery to rch f rom H i s hand outflung,

To flame th rough the ages ;
Thou Satan of p lanets eterne ,

’

M id angry path ,

Chained, in c i rcl ings vas t , to burn
Ou t ancien t w rath .

By what dread hand fi rst loosed

From fi res e ternal ?
With maj es t ies d i re in fused
O i fo rce supe rnal

,

Takest thy h eadlong way

O
’

e r the h ighways of space ?
0 wonde r fu l , b lossoming flower of fear
On the sky's far face !

What sec ret of dest iny’s w i l l
In thy wild bu rn ing ?

95
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What porten t d i re of human i ty’s i ll
In thy return ing ?

Or ar t thou b rand of love
In masking of b ale ?

And b r ingest thou eve r some myst i cal su rcease
For all who wai l ?

Perchance, 0 V i s itor dread,
Thou hast th ine appo inted
Task , thou b o l t of the vast outsped !
W ith God’

s ano in ted
,

Performest some end less to i l
I n th e un ive rse wide ,
Feeding or cu rs ing some infin i te need

Wh ere th e vas t worlds ride .

Once
,
on ly once , thy face

Wil l I view in th is b reath ing ;
Just for a space thy maj esty trace

’
M id earth ’

s mad seeth ing ;
Ere I go h ence to my p lace ,
As thou to thy deeps ,
Thou flamb ent core of a un iverse dread,
Wh ere all e lse s leeps .

But thou and man
’

s sp i r i t are one ,

Thou poe t ! thou flam ing
Sou l of th e daun t less sun

,

Past all rec laim ing !
One in that red un rest ,
That yearn ing,

that surge ,
That moun t ing su r f of th e infin ite dream ,

O
’

er ete rn i ty’s ve rge .

The Mother
I

T was Ap ri l , b lossom ing sp ring,

They buried me
,
wh en th e b i rds d id s ing“

Earth ,
in c lammy wedging earth ,

Th ey b anked my b ed with a b lack, damp gi rth .
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Wh en th e winds ar e so ft and th e b lossom s are red

Sh e cou ld not s leep in h e r co ld earth -b ed .

I d reamed of my bab e for a day and a n igh t ,
And th en I rose in my grave-cloth es wh i te .

I rose l ike a flowe r f rom my damp ear th -b ed

To th e wo rld of sorrowing overh ead .

M en wou ld have cal led me a th ing of harm ,

B ut dreams ofmy bab e made me rosy and warm .

I fe l t my b reasts swe l l unde r my sh roud ;
No star shone wh i te , no w inds we re loud ;
But I sto le me past th e graveyard wall,
For th e vo ice of my b ab y seemed to ca ll ;

And I kenned me a vo i ce , though my l ips we re dumb
Hush , bab y, hush ! for moth e r i s come .

I passed th e st reets to my husb and
’

s home ;

Th e chamb e r stai rs in a dream I clomb ;

I h eard th e sound of each s leeper’s b reath ,

Ligh t waves that b reak on th e sho res of death .

I l istened a space at my chamb e r doo r ,
Th en s to le l i ke a moon -ray ove r i ts floor .

My b ab e was as leep on a strange r’s arm
,

‘

0 b ab y , my bab y , th e grave i s so warm
,

‘

Though dark and so deep
,
for moth er is th ere !

0 come with me from th e pain and care !
‘

0 come with me f rom th e angu ish of earth ,
Wh ere the b ed is banked with a b lossom ing gi rth ,
‘Wh ere th e p i l low is so f t and th e rest is long
And moth e r w i l l c roon you a s lumb er-song
‘A s lumb e r-song that w i l l charm you r eyes
To a sleep that never in earth -song l ies !
‘

Th e loves of earth your b e ing can spare
But neve r th e grave , for moth er is th ere .
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I nes t led h im so ft to my th rob b ing b reast ,
And sto le me back to my long,

long rest .

And h e re I lie wi th h im unde r th e stars ,
Dead to earth ,

i ts peace and i ts wars ;

Dead to i ts hates
,
it s hopes , and i ts harms

,

So long as h e c rad les up so ft in my arms .

And h eaven may open i ts sh immering doo rs ,
And sa ints make mus i c on pearly floo r s ,

And h e ll may yawn to i ts infin i te sea,

But th ey neve r can take my b ab y f rom me .

Fo r so much a part of my sou l h e hath grown
That God doth know of i t h igh on His th rone .

And he re I lie with h im under th e flowers

That sun -winds rock th rough th e b i l lowy hou rs ,
With the n igh t-ai rs that steal f rom th e murmu ring
Br inging sweet peace to my bab y and me .

The Last Prayer
ASTER of l i fe , th e day i s done ;
My sun of l i fe i s s inking low ;

I watch th e hou rs s li p one by one

And hark th e n igh t-wind and the snow .

And must Thou shu t th e morn ing out ,

And dim th e eye that loved to see ;

S i lence th e me lody and rout ,
And seal the j oys of earth fo r me ?

And must Thou b an ish all th e hope ,
Th e large ho rizon ’

s eagle
-swim ,

Th e splendou r o f th e far-of
’
f slope

That ran ab ou t th e world '

s great r im ,

That rose with morn ing
'

s c rimson rays
And grew to noonday’s gloried dome ,

M elt ing to even ’

s purp le haze
Wh en all th e hopes of ear th went home ?
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Yea,
Maste r of th is ru ined house

,

Th e mortgage c losed , out runs th e lease ;
Long s ince i s hush ed th e gay carouse ,
And now th e w indowed l igh ts must cease .

The doors all barred , th e shutters up ,

Dismant led, empty , wal l and floor,
And now for one grim eve to sup

With Death ,
th e b ai l iff, at th e doo r .

Yea ,
I wi l l take th e gloomward road

Whe re fast th e Arcti c n igh ts set in ,

To reach th e bourne of that ab ode
Wh ich Thou hast kept for all my kin .

And all l i fe’

s sp lendid j oys forego ,

Wal led in with n igh t and sense less stone ,
I f at th e las t my h eart m igh t know
Th rough all the dark one joy alone .

Yea, Thou mayst quen ch th e latest spark
O i l i fe’

s we i rd day’s expectan cy ,
Ro l l down th e thunders of the dark
And c lose th e l igh t of l i fe for me ;

Me l t all th e sp lendid b lue above
And let th ese magi c wonders d ie ,
I f Thou wi lt on ly leave me , Lo ve ,
And Love’

s h eart-b rothe r , Memo ry .

Though all th e hopes of every race
Crumb led in one red c ru c ib le ,

And me lt ed, m ingled in to space ,
Yet , Master, Thou We rt merc i fu l .
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EORGE FREDER ICK CAMERON was b orn at New

G lasgow ,
Nova S co t ia, S ep temb e r 24th ,

1854 ,

— th e eld

e s t son of Jame s Gran t Came ron and Jess ie Su th e rland .

He was educated at th e local High S ch oo l , wh e re h e read
V i rgi l and C ice ro in th e o riginal and devo ted much t ime to

poe t ry , and at th e Boston Un i ve rs i ty of Law . H i s fam ily had
moved to Boston in 1869 . Afte r graduat ion he entered a law

othee
,
b u t gave con s ide rab le attent ion to l i te rary work , con

t ribu t ing to a numb e r o f j ournals . I n 1882
,
h e en tered Queen ’

s

Un ive rs i ty , Kingston ,
Ontario , and th e following year had

th e d is t inct ion to w in th e prize fo r th e b e st o riginal poem .

I n March
,
1883

,
M r . Came ron b ecame ed i to r of th e King

s ton N ews
, and in th e following August , marr ied El la

,
th e

e ldest daugh te r of M r . Bi llings Amey
,
of M i llhaven . He con

t inued in h is ed i to rial pos i t ion un t i l a few weeks b e fo re h i s
un t ime ly death from h eart fai lu re

, S eptemb e r 17th ,
1885 . Fo r

two years h e had suffe red much f rom in somn ia. H is young

wi fe and th e i r daugh te r su rv ived h im .

I n 1887
, Charles J. Came ron ,

M .A . , ed i ted and pub lish ed a

volume of h is b roth e r’s poem s
,
of ab out 300 page s , en t itled

Lyr i cs on F r eedom,
Love and D eath ,

and wh i ch
,
h e says in

h i s Pre face ,

“rep resen ts ab out one fou rth of h i s li fe wo rk .

!

Th e un i que in terest attach ing to such a spon taneous and

emphat i c express ion of opin ion by Lampman ,
h as induced th e

ed i tor to quote th e poem s on ly that h e ment ioned and to

record no o th e r c ri t i cal j udgmen t .

H
,
me ! th e m igh ty love that I h ave bo rne

To th ee
,
swee t song ! A pe r i lous gi f t was i t

My moth e r gave m e that S eptemb e r mo rn
Wh en sorrow , song,

and li fe we re at one al tar lit .

A gi ft mo re pe ri lous than th e p riest’s : h is lore
I s all of b ooks and to h i s b ooks extends ;

And what th ey see and know h e knows— no more ,

And with th e i r knowing all h is knowing ends .

A gi ft more pe r i lous than th e pain te r’s : h e
In h is d i v inest momen ts on ly sees

Th e inhuman i t ies of colou r
,
we

Feel each and all th e inh uman i t ies .
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Stand ing on Tiptoe
TANDING on t iptoe eve r s ince my youth
S tri ving to grasp th e fu tu re j ust ab ove ,

I ho ld at length th e on ly future—T ru th ,

And T ruth is Love .

I fee l as one who b e ing awh i le confined

Sees drop to dust about h im all h is bars
Th e clay grows less , and, leavingi t , the m ind
Dwe lls with the stars .

The Way of the World
E sneer and we laugh with th e l ip—th e most of us do i t ,
Wheneve r a b roth er goes down l ike a weed with the t ide ;

We po in t with th e finge r and say
—Oh , we knew i t ! we knew it !

But
,
see ! we are b ette r than h e was , and we w i l l ab ide .

He walk ed in th e way of h is wi l l—th e way of des i re ,
In the Appian way of h is wil l w i thou t eve r a b end ;

He walked in i t long, but i t led h im at last to th e m i re ,
B ut we who are st ronge r w i l l s tand and endure to the end.

His though ts we re all vis ion s—all fabu lous vis ion s of flowers ,

Oi b i rd and of song and of sou l wh ich i s on ly a song ;

His eyes looked all at th e stars in th e firmament , ours
We re fixed on the earth at our feet , so we s tand and are

st rong.

He hated th e s igh t and th e sound and th e sob of the c ity ;
He sough t for h i s peace in the wood and th e mus i cal wave ;

He fell, and we p i ty h im neve r , and why shou ld we pi ty
Yea, why shou ld we mou rn fo r h im—we who st i l l stand, who

are b rave ?

Thus speak we and th ink not , we censure unh eed ing, unknow
ing,

Unkindly and b l ind ly we utte r th e wo rds of the b ra in ;
We see not th e goal o f our b rothe r , we see but h is go ing,

And sneer at h is fal l i f h e fall, and laugh at h i s pain .
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Ah
,
me ! the s igh t of the sod on th e coffin lid,

And th e sound
,
and th e sob , and th e s igh of i t as i t fal ls !

Ah , me ! th e b eaut i fu l face forever h i d
By fou r w i ld wal ls !

You ho ld i t a matte r for se l f-gratu lat ion and p raise
To have th rus t to th e dust to have t rod on a h eart that was

t rue,
To have ru ined i t th ere in th e b eau ty and b loom of it s days ?
Ve ry we l l ! The re i s somewh ere a Nemes is wait ing for you .

I Am Young
AM young,

and men

Who long ago have passed th e i r p r ime

Wou ld fain have wh at I have again ,

Youth , and i t may b e—t ime .

To gain th ese , and make
Li fe’

s end what i t may not b e now,

Monarch s of though t and song wou ld shake
The lau re ls from the i r b row .

And each king of earth ,
Whose l i fe we deem a ho l iday

For th is wou ld gi ve h is k ingsh ip 5 worth
Mos t joyous ly away !

What Matters lt ?
HAT reck we of the creeds of men

We see th em—we shal l see again .

What reck we of th e tempest’s shock ?
What reck we wh ere our ancho r lock ?
On go lden marl or mou ld

In sal t-sea flowe r or r iven rock
What matter—so i t ho ld ?

What matters i t the spot we h ll
On Earth ’

s green sod wh en all is said
Wh en feet and hands and h eart are st i l l
And all our pu lses qu ieted ?
Wh en h ate or love can ki l l nor th ri l l ,
Wh en we are done w ith l i fe and dead ?
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Say I have loved h er , and love h er
Say that I p rize

Few on th e earth h ere above h er ,
Few in the skies !

Bring h er , i t worth th e b ringing,

A b roth er’s kiss
Shou ld sh e ask for a song of h is s inging,

Give h er th is !

Ah Answer
6 AN i t b e good to d ie you quest ion ,

fr iend ;
‘

Can i t b e good to d ie , and move along
St i ll c i rc l ing round and round, unknowing end

,

S t i l l c i rc l ing round and round am id th e th rong
Of go lden o rb s attended by the i r moons

To catch th e in tonat ion of the i r song
As on th ey flash , and scatte r n igh ts , and noons ,

To wor lds l ike ours , wh ere th ings l ike us b e long
To me

’

t is id le saying,

‘

He is dead .

’

Or
,

‘Now h e s leepeth and shall wake no more ;
Th e l i tt le fl icke r ing,

flut ter ing l i fe is fled ,

Fo reve r fled, and all that was i s o
’

e r .

’

I have a fai th—that l i fe and death are one
,

That each depends upon the se l f-same th read,
And that th e seen and unseen r ive rs run

To one calm sea
,
f rom one clear foun tain head.

I have a fai th—that man
’

s mos t poten t m ind
May c ross th e wi l low-shaded st ream nor s ink ;
I have a fai th—wh en h e has le ft b eh ind
H is earth ly vestu re on the r ive r’s b r ink ,
Wh en all h i s l i tt le fears are torn away,
H is sou l may b eat a pathway th rough th e t ide ,

And
, d isen cumb ered of i ts coward-clay ,
Eme rge immortal on th e sunn ier s ide .

So ,
say z—I t must be good to die , my fr iend !
I t must b e good and mo re than good, I deem ;

’

T is all th e repli cat ion I may send

For deepe r swimm ing seek a deepe r st ream .
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I t must b e good o r reason is a ch eat ,
It must b e good or l i fe i s all a lie ,

It must b e good and more th en l iv ing sweet ,
I t must b e good—or man would n ever die .

Wisdom
I SDOM immortal f rom immo rtal Jove
Shadows more b eauty with h er vi rgin b rows

Than i s b e tween th e pleasan t b reasts of Love
Who makes at wi l l and b reaks her random vows ,
And hath a name all earth ly names above :
Th e nob lest are h er ofi sp r ing ; sh e con t ro ls
Th e t imes and seasons—yea, all th ings that are

Th e h eads and hands of men ,
the i r h earts and sou ls ,

And all that moves upon our moth er star,
And all that pauses twixt the peace fu l poles .

No r i s sh e dark and d istan t
,
coy and co ld,

But all in all to all who seek h er sh r ine
In utter t ruth

,
l ike to that k ing of old

Who wooed and won—yet by no righ t d iv ine .

Amoris Finis

A
ND now I go with th e depart ing sun

My day is dead and all my wo rk i s done .

No more for me th e pleasan t moon shal l r ise
To show th e sp lendou r in my dear one

’

s eyes ;
No mo re the stars shall see us meet ; we part
Without a hope , or hope of hope , at h eart ;

For Love l ies dead , and at h is al tar , lo ,

Stands in h is room , se l f—crowned and c res ted
,
—Woe !

in A fter Days
WILL accomp lish that and th is ,
And make myse l f. a thorn to Th ings
Lo rds , counci l lors and tyran t kings

Who s i t upon th e i r th rones and ki ss
Th e rod of Fo rtune ; and are c rowned
Th e sove re ign masters of the earth
To scatte r b l igh t and death and dea rth
Wh e reve r mortal man is found .
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I wi l l do th i s and that
,
and b reak

Th e b ackb one of th e i r large conce i t,
And loose th e sandals f rom th e i r feet ,

And show ’

t is h o ly ground th ey shake .

So sang I in my ear l ie r days ,
Ere I h ad learned to look ab road
And see that more than monarch s t rod
Upon th e form I fain wou ld raise .

Ere I , in looking toward th e land
That b roke a t rip le d iadem ,

That grasped at Freedom ’

s garmen t h em ,

Had seen h er , sword and torch in hand,
A freedom -foo l : e re I had grown
To know that Lo ve is freedom ’

s s trength
France taugh t th e wo r ld that t ruth at lengt h !

And Peace h er ch ie f foundat ion stone .

S ince th en ,
I tempe r so my song

That i t may neve r speak for b lood ;
May never say that i l l i s good ;

Or say that righ t may spring f rom wrong
Ye t am what I have eve r b een
A f riend of Freedom

, staunch and t rue ,
Who hate a tyran t , b e h e—you
A people ,—su ltan , czar, or queen !

And th en th e Freedom-haters came

And quest ioned of my forme r song,

I f now I h e ld i t r igh t , or wrong
And st i l l my an swe r was the same :

The good s t i ll moveth towards th e good
Th e i l l s t i l l moveth towards th e i l l
But who affirmeth that we w i l l

No t form a nob le r b roth e rhood

When commun ists , fanat ies , those
Who howl the i r ‘

vioes
’

to Freedom’

s name

And yet b et ray h er un to shame ,

Are dead and coffined w ith h e r foes .
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L I S S CARMAN ‘

h as th e rare and vi tal ind iv iduali ty of

g
'

en iu s .

’

He was b rough t up in th e b eau t i fu l valley of

th e S t . Joh n r ive r , N ew Brun swick , and as in th e case of

h i s d i s t ingu i sh ed cou s in , Ch arle s G . D . Rob e rts
,
h i s early

ques t o f b eau ty in ten s ified late r in to a c raving. He h as eve r
fe lt h i s kin sh i p with th e t ree s , th e flowe r s , and th e fu rt ive
w i ld th ings , and has regarded h im se lf and every oth e r man i
te stat ion of th e I nfin i te Spi ri t , as a vagran t seeking to at tain
to pe r fect ion . Fo r h im

‘

God lu rks as poten cy in all th ings .

Af te r po in t ing ou t that Carman ’

s ph i IOSOp h ic though t h ad
p rob ab ly b een influenced mo re by Rob e rt B rown ing than by

anyone e lse
,
D r . Lee sum s up h i s later ph ilosophy in th ese th ree

princ iples :
Love i s th e Lo rd of Life , th e revealer of th e purpose of cr eat ion .

Th i s div in e en e rgy can on ly b e tran sm i tted to th e soul th rough th e

m edia of th e sen ses and in p r opor t ion as th e sen se s ar e perfect . Th e

ideals awaken ed in th e sou l by Love can on ly b e adequate ly r eali zed
w i th th e h elp of r eason .

Wi lliam B lis s Carman
,
of Un i ted Emp i re Loyalist descen t ,

was b orn at Frede ri cton
,
N .B .

,
Apri l 15th

,
1861 ,— son of

\/Vi lliarn Carman , a b arri s te r , at one t ime a prom inen t Gov
e rnm ent official

,
and Soph ia B liss , an e lder s i ste r of th e moth e r

of Rob e rts . He was tu to red at hom e prior to en tering th e

Collegiate S choo l , in Frede ri cton ,
wh e re h e came unde r th e

influence of a cu l tu red man of le tters and an arden t love r of
open—ai r li fe

,

-D r . Geo rge R . Parkin . To th i s educat ion i st of
wo r ld—wide repu te , Carman h as grate fu llyacknowledged h is
deb t , in a ded i cato ry p re face to Th e K insh ip of Natur e . I n

1878
,
h e won th e S ch oo l m edal fo r Greek and Lat in ,

and

passed into th e Un i vers i ty of New Brun swick (B . A . , and

Gold M edali st
,
1881 ; M .A .

,
1884 ; LL .D .

,
h onorary

,

He had taken h igh honou rs in b oth class i cs and math emat i cs ,
and in th e academ ic year , 1882-3 , h e pursued th ese sub j ects .

toge th e r wi th ph i lo sophy , in a postgraduate cou rse at th e U n i

vers i ty of Edinb u rgh . Return ing to Canada,
h e had d ifficulty,

apparen t ly , in choos ing a pro fe ss ion ,
as h e success i ve ly taugh t

schoo l
,
s tud ied law

, and pract i sed c iv i l engin ee ring,
b e fo re , in

1886 . h e re solved to take postgraduate work in Harvard Un i

ve rs i ty .

From 1890 to 1892 , h e was on th e ed i to rial staff of th e
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I ndep enden t, New Yo rk , and later was s im i larly connected
wi th Cur r en t L i teratur e . He was one of th e founde rs of th e

Chap-B ook . But t i r ing of th e edi to rial cha i r, h e soon b ecame
an independen t man of letters .

S ince h e fi r st at t rac ted wide at ten t ion with h i s Low Tide

on Grand P r é Carman has pub l ished many books of

poems o f rare qual i ty , and fou r vo lumes of i l lum inat ing essays .

Apr i l A i r s
,
dain t i ly i ssued by Smal l , Maynard and Company

,

Bo ston ,
in the sp ring of 19 16 , con tains h i s latest lyr ics . They

are exqu is i te indeed ,
with deep , r ich tones and great b eauty

of express ion .

Earth Voices
I

I
HEARD th e sp r ing wind wh ispe r
Above th e b rushwood fi re

,

‘

The wor ld i s made foreve r
Of t ranspo rt and des i re .

‘I am the b reath of b e ing,

Th e p rimal u rge of th ings ;
I am th e wh i r l of star dust ,
I am the l i ft of wings .

‘I am th e sp lendid impu lse
That comes b e fo re the though t ,
The joy and exal tat ion
Wh e re in th e l i fe is caugh t .
‘Across th e s leeping fu rrows
I cal l th e b u ried seed ,

And b lade and b ud and b lossom

Awaken at my n eed .

‘Wi th in th e dying ash es

I b low th e sacred spark
,

And make th e h earts of love rs
To leap against th e dark .

’

I I
I h eard the spring ligh t wh isper
Above th e danc ing s t ream

,
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‘

The wo rld i s made fo reve r
I n l ikeness of a dream .

‘I am th e law of p lanets ,
I am th e gu ide of man ;

Th e even ing and th e morn ing
Ar e fash ioned to my p lan .

‘I t in t th e dawn with cr imson ,

I t inge the sea with b lue ;
My track i s in th e desert ,
My trai l i s in th e dew .

‘I pa in t th e h i l ls with co lou r,
And in my magi c dome

I l igh t th e star of even ing
To stee r th e t rave lle r home .

‘With in th e hou se of b e ing,

I feed th e lamp of t ruth
With tales of anc ien t w isdom
And proph ecies of youth .

’

I I I
I h eard th e sp r ing rain murmur
Above th e roads ide flower ,
‘

Th e world is made forever
In me lody and powe r .
‘I keep the rhythm i c measure
That marks th e steps of t ime

,

And all my to i l is fash ion ed
To symme try and rhyme .

‘I p lough th e un t i l led up land,
I ripe th e seed ing grass,
And fill the leafy forest
Wi th mus i c as I pass .

‘I h ew th e raw rough gran i te
To love l iness of l ine ,
And wh en my wo rk i s finished,
Beho ld

,
i t is d i v ine !
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S inging and danc ing all i t s youth away
Among th e b oulders and th e shal low runs ,
Wh ere sunb eam s pierce and mossy tree t runks hang
D rench ed all day long with mu rmur ing sound and sp ray.

Th e re l igh t of h eart and footfree , I wou ld go
U p to my h ome among th e last ing h i l ls .

Nearing th e day’s end
,
I wou ld leave the road ,

Tu rn to the le ft and take th e steepe r t rai l
That c l imb s among th e h em locks , and at last
I n my own cab in doo rway s i t me down ,

Compan ioned in that leafy so l i tude
By th e wood ghosts of twi l igh t and of peace ,
Wh i le even ing passes to ab so lve th e day
And leave th e t ranqu i l moun tains to th e s tars .

And in that sweet seclus ion I shou ld h ear ,
Among th e coo l- leafed b eech es in the dusk ,
Th e calm-vo i ced th rush es at th e i r tw i l igh t hymn .

So und ist raugh t , so rapturous , so pu re ,
Th ey we l l m igh t b e , in wisdom and in joy,
Th e se raph s s inging at th e b i rth of t ime

Th e unworn ri tual of eternal th ings .

Garden Shadows
HEN th e dawn winds wh isper
To the stand ing corn ,

And th e rose ofmorn ing
From th e dark i s b orn ,

All my shadowy garden
S eems to grow aware
O i a fragran t p resence ,
Hal f expected th ere .

In th e go lden sh imme r
O i th e bu rn ing noon

,

Wh en th e b i rds are s i len t
And th e poppies swoon

,

Once more I b eho ld her
Sm i le and tu rn h e r face

,

With i ts infin i te regard,
I ts immortal grace .
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Wh en the tw i l igh t s i lvers
Eve ry nodd ing flowe r ,
When the new moon hal low s
Th e fi r st even ing hou r ,
I s i t not her foot fall
Down th e garden walks ,
Wh ere the drowsy b lo ssom s

S lumb er on th e i r stalks ?

I n th e starry qu ie t ,
When th e soul i s free ,

And a ve rnal message

S t i rs th e l i lac t ree ,
Su re ly I have fe l t h e r
Pass and b rush my cheek ,
With th e e loquence of love
That does not need to speak !

The Tent of Noon
EHOLD , now

,
wh e re the pagean t of the h igh June

Hal ts in th e glowing noon !

The t rai l ing shadows res t on plain and h i l l ;
The bannered hosts are st i l l ,
Wh i le ove r forest c rown and mountain h ead

Th e azure ten t i s spread .

Th e song is hu sh ed in eve ry woodland th roat ;
Move less th e l ilies float ;

Even th e an c ient eve r-mu rmu ring sea

S igh s on ly fitfully ;
Th e catt le d row se in th e field-co rne r’s shade ;

Peace on the world i s laid .

I t is th e’

hou r wh en Natu re ’

s caravan ,

That b ears the p i lgrim Man

Across th e dese rt of uncharted t ime
To h is far hope sub lime ,

Rests in the green oas is of th e year ,
As i f th e end drew near .
Ah , t rave l le r , hast thou naugh t of thanks or prai se
For th ese flee t halcyon days

7
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No cou rage to up li ft th ee f rom despai r
Bo rn with the b reath of p raye r ?
Then turn th ee to th e li lied h eld once mo re !
God stands in Hi s ten t door .

Spring
’

s Saraband
VER th e h i l ls of Apri l
With so ft w inds hand in hand ,

Impass ionate and dreamy-eyed
,

Sp r ing leads h er saraband .

Her garmen ts float and gath er
And swi rl along th e p lain ,

He r h eadgear is the golden sun
,

He r c loak th e s i lve r rain .

\Vi th co lou r and with mus i c ,
W i th pe r fumes and w ith pomp ,
By meadowland and up land

,

Th rough pas ture , wood , and swamp,
With p rom ise and enchan tmen t
Leading h e r myst i c m ime

,

S h e come s to lu re th e world anew
With joy as old as t ime .

Qu i ck l i fts the marshy cho rus
To t ranspo rt , tr i ll on t ri l l ;
Th e re’

s not a rod of stony ground
Unanswe r ing on the h i l l .
Th e b rooks and l i tt le r ive rs
Dance. down th e i r wi ld ravines ,
And ch i ldren in th e ci ty squares
Keep t ime ,

to tamb ourines .

The b lue b i rd in th e orchard
I s ly rical for h e r ,
The starling with h i s meadow pipe
S e t s all the wood ast i r ,
Th e hooded wh i te sp ring-b eau t ies
A re curt sying in th e b reeze ,
Th e b lue h epat icas are out

Under th e ch es tnut t ree s .
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Th e wh i le th e rive r at our fee t
A drowsy in land meadow st ream
At se t of sun th e a fter-h eat
Made runn ing gold , and in th e gleam
We freed our b i rch upon th e stream .

Th e re down along th e e lm s at dusk
We l i fted d ripp ing b lade to dri f t

,

Th rough twi l igh t scen ted fine l ike musk
,

Whe re n igh t and gloom awh i le up l i ft
,

Nor sunde r sou l and sou l adr i ft .
And that we took in to ou r hands

Spi r it of l i fe or sub t le r th ing
Breath ed on us th e re , and loosed the bands

Oi death , and taugh t us , wh ispe r ing,

The sec re t of some wonder—th ing.

Then all you r face grew ligh t , and seemed

To ho ld th e shadow of th e sun

The even ing fal te red, and I deemed

That t ime was ripe , and years had done
The i r wh ee l ing underneath th e sun .

80 all des i re and all regre t ,
And fear and memory , were naugh t ;
One to rememb e r o r fo rge t
Th e keen de l igh t our hands had caugh t ;
Morrow and yeste rday we re naugh t .
Th e n igh t has fal len ,

and th e t ide .

Now and again comes dr i ft ing home ,
Across these ach ing b arrens w ide,
A s igh l ike dri ven wind or foam
In grie f th e flood i s bu rst ing home .

Threnody for a Poe t
OT in th e anc ien t ab b ey,
Nor in the ci ty ground ,

Not in the lone ly mountains ,
Nor in the b lue p ro found,
Lay h im to rest when h is t ime i s come
And the sm i l ing mo rtal l ips are dumb
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But he re in the decent qu iet
Unde r th e wh isper ing p ines ,
Wh e re the dogwood b reaks in b lossom
And th e peace fu l sun ligh t sh ines,
Where wi ld b i rds s ing and fe rn s un fo ld ,
When spring comes back in h e r green and go ld.

And wh en that mortal l ikeness
Has b een d isso lved by fi re ,

Say no t above the ash es
,

‘He re ends a man
’

s des i re .

’

For every year wh en the b lueb i rds s ing,

He shall b e part of the ly ric spr ing.

Then dream fu l—h ear ted love rs
Sha l l hear in wind and rain
The cadence of h i s mus i c

,

Th e rhythm of h is re frain ,

For he was a b lade o f th e Apri l sod
That bowed and b lew with the wh ispe r of God.

At the Making of Man
I RS T all th e h os t of Raphael
I n liver i es ofgold,

Li fted th e ch or us on wh ose rhythm

Th e spi nn ing s ph er es ar e r olled,

Th e S eraphs of th e mor n ing calm

Whos e h ear ts ar e never cold .

He shal l b e b o rn a spi ri t
,

Part of th e sou l that yearn s
,

The core of v i ta l gladness
That suffe rs and d isce rns ,
The st i r that b reaks th e b udding sheath
Wh en the green spring retu rns ,
The gis t of powe r and pat ience
Hid in the plasm i c c lay

,

Th e calm b eh ind the sen ses
,

The pass ionate essay
To make h is w ise and love ly dream
Immo rtal on a day.
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Th e so ft Ap r i lian ardou rs
That warm the wai t ing loam
Shal l wh isper in h is pu lses
To b id h im ove rcome

,

And he sha l l learn th e wonde r-cry
Beneath the azu re dome .

And though all—dying nature
Shou ld teach h im to dep lo re ,
Th e ruddy fi re s of au tumn

Shal l lure h im b ut th e more
To pass f rom joy to st ronger joy,
As th rough an open doo r .

He shal l have hope and honou r ,
Proud t rus t and cou rage s tark

,

To ho ld h im to h i s pu rpose
Th rough th e un l igh ted dark
And love that sees the moon 5 fu l l o rb
In the fir st s i lve r arc.

And he shal l l i ve by k indness
And th e heart’s ce rt i tude ,
Wh i ch move s withou t m isgiv ing
In ways not unde rstood,
Su re on ly of th e vast event ,
Th e large and s imple good .

Th en Gabr i el
’

s h os t in s i lver gear

And ves tur e twi ligh t b lue,

Th e sp i r i ts of immor tal mind
,

Th e warder s of the true,
Took up th e th eme that gives th e wor ld

S ign ificance anew .

He shal l b e bo rn to reason ,

And have th e primal need
To unde rstand and fo l low
Wh erever t ruth may lead ,
To grow in wisdom l ike a tree
Un fo ld ing f rom a seed .
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He sh al l b e f ramed and balanced
Fo r loveliness and powe r,
Lith e as th e supple c reatu res ,
And coloured as a flower ,
Sustai ned by the all-feed ing earth

,

Nurtured by wind and showe r ,

To s tand w ith in the vortex
Wh ere su rging fo rces p lay ,
A po ised and p l ian t figu re
Immutab le as they ,
T i l l t ime and space and energy
Su rrende r to h is sway .

He shal l b e f ree to j ourney
Ove r th e teem ing earth ,
Ah insat iab le seeke r ,
A wande re r from h is b i rth

,

C loth ed in th e f ragi le ve i l of sense ,
With fort itude for gi rth .

His hands shal l have dom in ion ~

Of all created th ings ,
To fash ion in the l ikeness
O i h is imagin ings ,
To make h i s wil l and though t surv ive
Un to a thousand springs .

Th e world shal l b e h is p rov ince ,
Th e princedom of h i s ski l l ;
The t ides shal l wear h is harness ,
Th e winds ob ey h is wi l l ;
T i l l ne i th er flood, no r fi re , nor f rost ,
Sha l l work to do h im i l l .

A creatu re fit to carry
The pu re c reat ive fi re ,

Whateve r t ruth in fo rm h im
,

Whatever good in spi re ,
He shal l make love ly in all th ings
To th e end of h i s des i re .



S . Frances Harrison
(S eranus )

[Natur e has done mu ch for M r s . Har r is on
, i n g iv ing h e r a

qu ick and r ead y w i t
,
a p rofoundly sympath e ti c natur e

,
an, nu

usual pow er of en ter i ng i n to th e though ts and s ent imen ts

of o th ers
,
b es ides a ve r y h igh poe t ic endowmen t .

I t is neces sar v to me n t i on that M rs . Har r ison is of B r i t is h

s tock
,
and a nat ir '

e of Tor on to . ll
’

e do not mean that th e r e

ar e not ab undan t ev idences of th is o r igin. in h e r t t 'r i t ings ; b u t

th os e wh o r is e f rom th e p e r usal of h er p r incipal volume of
poems w i ll find i t d ifii cult to b cliet '

e that sh e has no Gallic s tra in

in h e r cons t i tu t ion . I t may p e rh aps b e s ufii ci en t e . t
'

planat ion

for th is ph enomenon
,
th e del icate pe r cep t ion of et

'

e r r shade

of F r ench th ough t and fCC/ll lf’ , that th e young ar t is t was r e

HI OT'Cd to Low e r Canada wh en only a g i r l offifteen ,
and th e r e

b ecame cons cious ofall th e r ich mate r ial wh ich lav around h e r

r ead y to b e wo rked up in to liv ing p ictur es . F i t '

e

pages fr om
‘

P ine
,
R os e and F leur D e L is

'

ar e included in

S tedman
’

s s plend id ‘

l/ ictor ian Anthologyf a h igh and j us t tr i

b ute fr om th e for emos t cr i t ic of —l i ne r ica . \VI LL1 .

C L A RK . in
"

l
‘

h e Magaz ine o f l
‘
o e t r v .

’

1896 .

“231
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FRANCES HARR ISON i s one of ou r greater poets
whose work has not yet had th e recogn i t ion in Can

ada i t meri ts . Fo r un ique originali ty and in terest , h er p en
pictures , in vi llanelle form , of Fren ch -Canad ian characte r
and li fe

,
stand in almos t as d ist inct ive a class as D r . D rum

mond
’

s hab i tan t poem s , and l ike th e latte r th ey we re produced
from fi r st -hand knowledge .

Sus ie Frances R i ley was bo rn in Toron to ,
Feb ruary 24th

,

1859 , and is of I rish -Canad ian extract ion
,
h e r fath e r b e ing

th e late John Byron R i ley , for many years p rop r ieter of th e
‘

Reve re House ,’ King S t . West . Sh e was educated in a pri
vate schoo l for gi r ls , and late r

,
for two years , in Mon t real .

I n h e r twenty-fir st year
,
sh e marr ied M r . J. W . F . Harrison

,

of Bri sto l , England , a pro fess ional mus ic ian , at that t ime or

gan i st of S t . Geo rge ’

s Church ,
M on t real. I n those days , and

later , M r s . Harrison was we ll known as a pro fess ional pian ist
and vocali st , and indeed h e r p roficiency as a mu s ic ian h as s ince
had expre ss ion in compos i t ion s of wo rth . I n 1883

,
wh i le liv

ing in Ottawa,
wh e re h er husband was mus i cal d i recto r of th e

Ottawa Lad ies Co l lege and o rgan ist and cho i rmaste r of Ch ri st
Chu rch Cath edral , sh e wrote and composed a S ong ofWelcome

fo r th e in i t ial pub l i c appearance of th e Marqu is of Lan sdowne ;
and sh e has s ince composed many songs, and an en t i re ope ra,

wo rds and mus i c .

In 1887 , M r . and M r s . Harrison moved to Toron to ,
wh ere

th e forme r had b ecome o rgan ist and cho i rmaste r of th e Chu rch
of S t . S imon , th e Apost le . I t was ab ou t th is t ime that
‘

Se ranus
’

b egan h er li te rary caree r in earnest
,
and s ince

th en h er cont rib ut ion s have appeared in many of th e leading
pe riod i cals and j ou rnals . Th e fo l lowing are h e r b ook p ub
licat ions : Cr owded Ou t and Oth er S ketch es , 1886 ; Can

ad ian B i r th day B ook
,
1887 ; P in e, Ros e and F leur D e Lis ,

189 1 Th e For es t ofB ou rg-M ar i e, a nove l, 1898 ; I n Nor th ern

S ki es and Oth er Poems
,
19 12 ; and Ringfield,

a nove l, 19 14 .

Cr owded Ou t and Oth er S ke tch es has special s ign ificance ,
as

‘

it was in po in t o f t ime th e fi r st attempt to p ut Muskoka,

and th e fee ling and landscape of Lowe r Canada, b e fore ou r

peop le in an art ist ic way.

’

M r . and M r s . Harri son have a son and a daugh te r .
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That dusky form m igh t a queen adore
Pr enez garde, Made lon ,

for a season spared
,

He s leeps—in h i s earrings of b rassy ore .

For a season on ly . What may b e in store
For Made lon ? She who has neve r cared '
L ike th e swarthy son of some t rop ic shore
He sleeps— in h is earrings of b rassy o re .

Danger

ELL ! Let h im s leep ! T ime enough to awake
Wh en sun se t ush e rs a kind re lease ,

‘Nh en coo l ing shadows th e raft overtake .

Fo r Made lon
’

s h eart w i l l neve r b reak
Fo r Alphonse , but for Ve rrier , fits ,

So—let h im sleep ! Time enough to awake

Wh en Ve rrie r
,
dressed for Made lon ’

s sake
In h is b est , is up th e r ive r a piece ,

Wh en coo l ing shadows th e raft overtake.

A Carmen—sh e—whose eye lashes make
Havoc w ith all—old Bouch er’s n iece

So—let h im s leep ! T im e enough to awake ,
For a despe rate th ing i s a b ad h eart-ach e ,
And one that may not en t i rely cease

\V
'

h en coo l ing shadows th e raft overtake .

I f th ey met , who knows—a spr ing, a shake ,
A jack-kn i fe , deadly as Malay crease
Hush ! Let h im s leep ! T‘ime enough to awake
Wh en cooling shadows th e raft ove rtake .

Le s Chantiers
OR know ,

my gi r l , there is always th e axe

Ready at h and in th i s lat i tude ,
And how i t st ings and b i tes and hacks

Wh en Alphon se th e sturdy trees attacks !
80 fear , ch i ld ,

to cross h im
,
or play th e prude .

Fo
'

r know
,
my gi r l , th ere i s always th e axe .
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See ! I t sh ines even now as h is hands re lax
The i r gr ip with a dread des i re imbued ,

And how i t st ings and b i tes and hack s
,

And how i t r ips and cuts and c racks
Pe rhaps—in h i s b rain as th e foe i s pursued !

Fo r know ,
my gi rl , th e re is always th e axe .

The gian t ho le s in th e forest tracks
S tagge r , sou l-sm i tten , wh en afar i t i s viewed ,

And how i t st ings and b i tes and hacks !

Then how
,
Made lon , shou ld i ts fearful thwacks

A s lende r lad l ike you r own e lude ?
Fo r know

,
my gi r l , th e re i s always the axe ,

And how i t st ings ! and b i tes ! and hacks !

Pe tite Ste . Rosalie

ATHER Coutu re loves a fr icassee ,

S e rved with a sip of home-made wine ,
He i s th e Curé , so jo l ly and free ,

And l ives in Pe t i te S te . Rosal ie .

On Easte r Sunday wh en one must d ine ,
Fath e r Coutu re loves a f ri cassee .

No s te rn ascet i c , no sto ic is h e ,
Preach ing a rigid righ t d iv ine .

He is th e Cu ré , so j olly and free ,

That wh i le h e main tains h is d ign i ty ,
Wh en Len t i s past and the wea th e r is fine ,

Fath e r Cou tu re loves a f ricassee .

He ki l ls h is ch i cken h imself—on di t
,

And who i s th e re dare th e deed malign ?
He i s the Cure’ , so jolly and f ree .

Open and cou rteous , fond of a fee

The vi llage de i ty , b land and b emgn .

Fath e r Cou ture loves a fricassee .

He
’

s a sen s ib le Cu re. so j olly and free !

127
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S t. Jean B
'

p tiste

I S th e day of th e b lessed S t . Jean B ’

p t iste ,

And th e st reets ar e full of th e fo lk await ing
Th e favou r i te French -Canad ian feast .
One knows -by th e b e l ls wh i ch have neve r ceased

,

S ince ear ly morn reverb erat ing,

’

Tis the day of th e b les sed S t . Jean B
’

p t iste .

We lcome i t ! Joyeux,
th e po rt ly p r iest !

We l come i t ! Nun at you r i ron grat ing !
Th e favouri te French -Canad ian feast .
We lcome i t ! Anto ine , one of th e least
Oi the earth ’

s meek l i tt le ones, med i tat ing
On th e day of th e b lessed S t . j ean B

’

p t i ste,

And th e jost l ing c rowd that has swi ft inc reased
Beh ind h im ,

b e fore h im, ce leb rat ing
The favou ri te French -Canad ian feast .
He i s c lothed in th e skin of some savage b east .
Who cares i f h e b e near suffocat ing ?

’

Tis th e day of th e b lessed S t . Jean B ’

p t ist e

Th e favour ite French—Canad ian feast .

I I
Poo r l i tt le An to ine ! He does not m ind .

I t i s all for th e Chu rch , for a grand good cause ,
The nuns are so swee t and th e p r iests so kind .

Th e marty r sp i ri t is fast ensh r ined
In th e t iny fo rm that th e ox-cart draws ,
Poo r l i tt le Anto ine , h e does not m ind .

Poo r l i t t le sou l
,
for th e cords that b ind

Are st ronge r than ardour for fame or app lause
Th e nun s are so sweet and th e p riests so kind.

And afte r the fete a feas t is des igned
Locusts and honey are both in the c lause
Brave l i tt le An to ine ! He does not m ind
Th e h ea t , nor the hungry demon twined
Around h is V itals that tears and gnaws ,

Th e nuns are so swee t and th e pr ie st s so k ind .
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Th e re ’

s a dozen wou ld jump th rough the go lden hoop ,
Fo r h e

’

s rich ,
and hardy for h i s t ime of l i fe

,

Can h e not make h is own p ea soup ?

B ut Bened ict’s wi se and th e vi l lage group
He ignores , wh i le h e smokes and p lays on h is fife .

Hale , and though s ixty
,
withou t a stoop ,

Can he not make h is own p ea soup ?

11

As for Cathar ine—now
,
sh e

’

s a woman o f sense ,

Though hard to w in , so Bened ict th inks ,
Though hard to p lease and near w ith th e pence .

Down to the Widow Rose Archambau l t’s fence
Her p rope rty runs and Benedi ct winks

As fo r Catharine—now
,
sh e

’

s a woman of sense .

At t imes h e has wi sh ed to drop all pretense
And ask h er—she

’

s fond of a bunch of pinks ,
Though ha rd to please and near with th e pence ,
But he neve r p rogresses—th e b est evidence
That from medias r es our Bened i ct sh rinks .

As for Cathar ine—now, sh e
’

s a woman of sense ,

A woman of rarest in te l l igence ;
Sh e manages we l l , i s as c lose as th e Sph inx

,

Though hard to p lease and near with th e pence .

S t i l l , that i s a v i rtue at S t . C lemen ts .

Look at Rose Archamb au lt , th e imp roviden t m inx !
As for Cathar ine—now

,
sh e

’

s a woman of sense ,

Though hard to p lease and near wi th the pence .

In March
ERE on th e wide waste lands ,
Take—ch i ld—th ese t remb l ing hands ,

Though my l i fe b e as b lank and waste ,
My days as su re ly ungraced
By glimme r of green on the r im

O i a sun less wi lderness d im ,

A s th e wet he lds b arren and b rown ,

As th e fork of each steri le l imb
Shorn of i ts lust rous c rown .
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S ee—how vacan t and flat

The landscape —empty and du ll,

S cared by an om inous lu l l
Into a t rance—we have sat

Th is hou r on the edge of a b roken , a grey snake-fence
,

And no th ing that l i ve s has flown ,

Or crept , o r leapt , o r b een b lown
To ou r fee t o r past our faces
So deso late ,

ch i ld—th e p lace i s !
I t st rikes , does i t not , a ch i ll ,
Like that othe r upon th e h i ll ,
We felt one b leak Octob e r ?
See—th e grey woods st i ll sob e r
Ere i t b e wi ld with glee ,

With grow th ,
with an ecs tasy .

A fru i t ion bo rn of des i re .

The marigo ld
’

s ye l low fi re
Do th not ye t in the sun b urn to leap

,
to asp i re ;

I ts myriad spo tted spears
No e ry th ron ium rears ;
We canno t see
Anemone ,

Or h eart ~ lob ed b rown h epat i ca ;
Th e re doth not fly,

Low unde r sky

One k ingfi she r
—dipp ing and dar t ing

From reedy shal lows wh e re reds are s tar t ing,

Pale pink t ips that shal l b u rs t in to b loom ,

Not in one n igh t
’

s m id-Apri l gloom .

B ut inch by inch ,
t i ll ri pen ing t in t

And feathe ry p lume and eme rald glin t
Proc laim th e wate rs are open .

A ll th i s wi ll come
,

Th e pan ting hum

O i the l i fe that w i ll st i r ,
Glance and gl ide ,

and wh is t le and wh i r
,

Cha tte r and c row , and pe rch and pry ,
C rawl and leap and dart and fly,

Th ings of feathe r and th ings of fur ,
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Unde r the b lue of an Apr i l sky.

Shal l speak, th e dumb ,
Shal l leap , th e numb ,

Al l th is w i l l come ,

I t neve r m i sses,
Fai lure

, ye t

Neve r was set

I n the su re sp ring
’

s calendar ,
Wh ere fore—Pet
Give me one of your sp r ingt ime k isses !
Wh i le you p lan t some hope in my cold man

’

s b reast
Ah ! How we lcome the st range fiowe r-guest
Wate r i t so ft ly with maiden tears ,
Go to i t early—and late -with fears ;
Guard i t , and wat ch i t , and give i t t ime
Fo r the ho ly dews to mo isten the r 1me

Make of i t some green grac ious th ing,

Such as th e heavens shal l make of th e sp ring !

Th e tree s and the houses are darkl ing,

No lamps yet are sparkl ing
Along th e ravine ;
A wild w ind r ises , the waters are f ret t ing,

No moon nor s tar in th e sky can b e seen .

But i f I can b r ing her with th inking
Th e though ts that are l ink ing
He r l i fe un to m ine :
Th en b low wi ld wind ! And chafe , p roud r ive r '
At least a S tar in my h eart shal l sh ine .

Had I not met h er , great had b een my loss,
Had I not loved h er , pain I had b een spared.

So th is l i fe goes , and love rs b ear th e c ross ,
Burden bo rne wi l l ingly , i f on ly i t b e sh ared .

Had I not met h e r , Song had passed me by,

Had I not loved h er , Fame had b een mo re sure .

So th is l i fe goe s , we laugh , and th en we s igh ,

Wh i le we b e l ieve ’
t is b lessed to endu re .
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INCE th e pub li cat ion ,
in 19 10 , of th i s c rit ique by Wi lliam

Arch e r, th e d ist ingu ish ed Engl ish cri t i c , ob se rve rs of th e

poet ry of Dun can Campb e l l S cott have found i t stead i ly
growing in imaginat ive and ph i losoph i c as well as in human

qual i t ies . H i s latest wo rk , L in es i n M emory of Edmund

M or r is
,
a poem of nearly th ree hundred lines

,
pub l ish ed for

p rivate d i st r ibu t ion
,
i s so o riginal , tende r and b eaut i fu l that

i t i s dest ined to l ive among th e b e st in Canad ian l i te rature .

M r . S co tt was b o rn in Ottawa,
Canada , August 2nd ,

1862 ,

and was educated in th e pub l ic schoo ls of h i s nat ive c ity
,
and

at S tan stead Wes leyan Academy . He i s of Engli sh and S co t
t i sh origin ,

son of th e late Rev . Wi lliam S cott of th e M ethodis t
m in ist ry and Janet McCallum .

In 1894
,
h e was marr ied to M iss Be l le W . Bots ford , a we l l

known v io lin ist , daugh te r of M r . George W . Bots fo rd , of

Greenfie ld ,
Massachusetts .

I n 1880
,
M r . S co tt en te red th e Canadian C iv i l Se rv ice at

Ottawa
,
in th e Departmen t of Ind ian Affai rs

,
and eve r s ince

has b een an official of th is D epartmen t . Repeated promot ion
rewarded h i s indust ry and efficiency unt i l , in 19 13 , h e b e

came Deputy Superintenden t General . Th is appo in tmen t , in
h i s youth

,
h as b een fo rtunate , in anoth e r sen se , fo r h is associa

t ions with th e Redmen have inspi red and co lou red a numb e r
of h is mos t o riginal poems .

Th e fo l lowing are th e names and dates of M r . S cott’s mos t
notab le pub l i cat ion s : Th e M agic House and Oth er Poems ,
1893 ; I n th e Vi llage of Viger , 1896 ; Labour and th e Angel,

1898 ; N ew Wor ld Lyr i cs and B allads
,
1905 ; John Gr aves

S imcoe
,
1905,

“Makers of Canada
!

se r ies , ed i ted by h im and

Pro f . Pelham Edgar , Ph .D . ; Via B or ealis , 1906, Wm . Tyrrell
Co .

,
Toron to ; L in es in M emory of Edmund M or r is

,
19 15 ;

and Lnna
’

y
’

s Lan e and Oth er P oems , 19 16, McCle lland , Good
ch i ld and S tewart , To ron to .

I n 1903 , h e was e lected V i ce-Pres iden t of th e Canad ian
Society of Au thors , and in 19 11 , Hono rary Secre tary of th e

Royal Soc ie ty of Canada.

I n th e Ch r i s tmas Glob e con test of 1908 ,
M r . Scott won with

Th e Batt le of Lundy’s Lane , th e prize of one hundred
do l lars , offe red fo r th e b es t poem on a Canadian h istor ical
th eme .
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At the Cedars
OU h ad two gi rls—Bapti ste
One i s V i rgin ie

Ho ld hard—Bapt iste !
Listen to me .

Th e who le d rive was jam med
In that b end at th e Cedars ,
The rapids were dammed
With th e logs t igh t rammed

And c rammed ; you m igh t know
The Devi l had clinch ed th em b e low .

We wo rked th ree days—not a b udge ,
‘

She
’

s as t igh t as a wedge , on th e ledge ,
’

Says ou r foreman
‘

Mon Dieu ! b oys
,
look here ,

We must get th is th ing c lear .’

He cursed at the men

And we wen t for it then ;
With our cant-dogs arow ,

We just gave he-yo-ho ;
Wh en sh e gave a b ig shove
From above .

The gang yelled and tore
For th e sho re

,

Th e logs gave a grind
Like a wo l f ’s jaws b eh ind ,

And as qu i ck as a flash

With a shove and a c rash ,

Th ey we re down in a mash ,

B ut I and ten mo re ,

A ll but I saac Du four
,

We re ashore .

He leaped on a log in th e fron t o f the rush ,
And sho t out from th e b ind
Wh i le th e jam roared b eh ind :
As he floated along
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He balanced h is po le
And tos sed us a song.

B u t jus t as we ch ee red ,
Up dar ted a log from the b ottom ,

Leaped th i rty feet square and fai r,
And came down on h is own .

He wen t up l ike a b lock
With the shock ,
And wh en h e was the re
In the ai r ,

Ki ssed h i s hand to th e land ;
When h e dropped
My h eart s topped ,
For th e fir st log'

s had caugh t h im
And c rush ed h im ;

Wh en h e rose in h is p lace
Th e re was b lood on h i s face .

Th e re were some gi r ls, Bapt iste ,
Picking b e rries on th e h i l ls ide ,
Wh e re th e r ive r cu r ls , Baptiste ,
You know—on th e s t i l l s ide .

One was down by th e wate r ,
Sh e saw Isaac
Fal l b ack .

Sh e di d not sc ream ,
Baptiste

,

Sh e launch ed h er canoe ;
I t did seem , Bapt iste ,
That sh e wan ted to d ie too ,

For b e fo re you cou ld th ink
Th e b i rch c racked l ike a sh e ll
In that rush of h e l l ,
And I saw th em both s ink

Bapt iste '
He had two gi r ls
One i s V i rgin ie ,
What God cal ls th e oth er
I s not known to me .
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Heat dr ies up the i r tears of m i rth ;
Let th e marvel come to b i r th ,

Th ough h is guess b e r igh t or wrong

He mus t wear i t—all life long !
Su l len hakes of go lden fire

Fawn about th e d imm ing choi r ,
Th ey’re a dusky pack of th ieves
Shaking rub ies from th e i r s leeves ,
Hear th em wie ld the i r vaun t ing ye l l ,
Tell—tell—tell—tell !

Forging faster—taun t ing faste r
Guess

,
my mas ter—Guess, my mas ter !

Grows the en igmat i c th ing !
Ruddy joyance—Deep d isaster ?
Ding-a-r ing, d ing-a-ring,

Ding-a-r ing—a-de rry-down
I s

’

t a fe tter—I s’t a c rown ?

The Voice and the Dusk

HE s lender moon and one pale star ,
A rose leaf and a s i lve r b ee

From some god
’

s garden b lown afar,
Go down the go ld deep t ranqu i l ly .

W ith in th e south the re ro l ls and grows
A m igh ty town with towe r and sp i re ,
From a c loud b ast ion masked with rose
The l igh tn ing flashes diamond fi re .

Th e purp le martin darts ab out
The pu rl ieus of th e i r is fen ;

Th e k ing-b i rd ru sh es up and out ,

He screams and wh i r ls and sc reams again .

A th rush is h idden in a maze

O i cedar b uds and tamarac b loom ,

He th rows h is rap id flexi le ph rase ,
A flash of emeralds in th e gloom .

A vo i ce is s inging from th e h i l l
A happy love of long ago ;
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Ah ! tende r vo ice , b e st i l l
,
b e st i l l

,

"
T is sometimes b ette r not to know .

3

Th e raptu re from the amb e r h e igh t
Floats t remb l ingly along the p lain ,

Wh e re in th e reeds with fa i ry l igh t
The l ingering fi refl ies gleam again .

Bu ried in d ingles more remote ,
Or dri fted f rom some ferny r ise ,

The swoon ing of th e go lden th roat
D rops in th e mellow dusk and d ies .

A so ft wind passes l igh t ly drawn ,

A wave leaps s i lve rly and st i rs
The rust l ing sedge , and then i s gone
Down the b lack cave rn in the h rs .

The Sea by the Wood

DWELL in the sea that i s wild and dee p ,
But afar in a shadow st i l l

,

I can see th e t rees that gathe r and s leep
In th e wood upon the h ill .

Th e deeps are green as an emerald’

s face
,

The caves are crystal ca lm ,

But I w ish the sea were a l i tt le trace
Oi mo isture in God’

s palm .

The waves are weary of h id ing pearls ,
Are aweary of smothe r ing go ld ,
Th ey would all b e ai r that sweeps and swi rls
In the b ranches man i fold .

Th ey are weary of laving th e seaman
’

s eyes
Wi th the i r pass ion p rayer unsaid

,

They are weary of sob s and th e sudden s igh s
And movements of the dead .

Al l th e sea i s haunted with h uman l ips
Ash en and se re and gray ,

You can h ear th e sai ls of th e sunken sh ips
S t i r and sh i ve r and sway

13 9
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In th e weary so l i tude ;
I f m ine were th e wil l of God, th e main

Shou ld me lt away in th e rust l ing wood
Like a m is t th at fo l lows th e rain .

But I dwe l l in th e sea that i s wi ld and deep
And afar in the shadow st i l l ,
I can see the t rees that gath er and s leep
In th e woo d upon the h i l l .

The Wood by the Sea

DWELL in th e wood that i s dark and kind
B ut afar oft to l ls th e main

,

Afar, far off I h ear th e wind,
And th e roving of th e rain .

Th e shade i s dark as a palmer’s hood,
The ai r W i th balm i s b land

But I w ish th e t rees that b rea th e in th e

We re ash es in God’

s hand.

The p ines are weary of ho ld ing nests ,
Are aweary of cast ing shade ;

Weari ly smou lde r th e res in crests
I n th e pungen t gloom of th e glade .

Weary are all th e b i rds of s leep ,
Th e nests are weary of wings ,

The who le wood yearn s to th e sway ing deep ,
Th e moth er of rest fu l th ings .

Th e wood is very old and st i l l ,
So st i l l Wh en the dead cones fall,

Near in th e vale or away on th e h i l l ,
You can h ear th em one and all.

And th e i r fal l ing wearies me ;

I f m ine were th e wi l l of God, —oh , th en
The wood shou ld tramp to th e sound ing sea,

Like a march ing army of men !

B ut I dwe l l in th e wood that i s dark and kind ,
Afar ofi' to l ls th e main ;
Afar, far off I h ear th e m ud

And th e rov ing of th e rain .
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The Hal f-Breed Girl
HE i s f ree of th e t rap and th e padd le,
Th e portage and th e t rai l ,

B ut someth ing b eh ind h e r savage l i fe
Sh ines l ike a fragi le ve i l .

He r dreams are und iscovered,
S hadows t roub le

.

h er b reast,
Wh en the t ime for rest ing cometh
Th en least i s sh e at rest .
Oft in th e mo rns of win te r ,

‘When she v is i ts th e rabb i t snares ,
An appearance floats in th e c rystal ai r
Beyond th e b alsam h r s .

Oft in th e summe r mo rn ings
When sh e s t ri ps th e nets of fish ,

Th e sme l l of th e d ripp ing net-tw ine
Gives to h er h eart a wi sh .

But sh e cannot lea rn th e mean ing
Of‘ the shadows in h er sou l ,

The l igh ts that b reak and gath e r,
Th e c louds that part and ro l l .

Th e reek of rock-bu i lt c ities,
Wh ere h er fath ers dwe lt of yore,

The gleam of loch and sheal ing,

Th e m ist on the moo r .

Frai l t races of k indred k indness,
Of feud by h i l l and st rand,

The he ri tage of an
"

age
-long l i fe

In a legendary land.

She wakes in th e st ifl ing w igwam,

Wh e re th e ai r i s h eavy and w i ld,
Sh e fears for someth ing or noth ing
With th e h eart of a f righ tened ch i ld .

Sh e sees th e stars tu rn s lowly
Past th e tangle of the po les ,
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Th rough the smoke of th e dy ing emb e rs ,
Like the eyes of dead sou ls .

He r heart i s shaken with longing
Fo r the st range , st i l l years ,

Fo r what sh e knows and knows not ,

Fo r th e we l ls of ancien t tears .

A vo ice calls f rom th e rap ids ,
Deep

,
care less and f ree

,

A vo i ce that i s large r than he r l i fe
Or than he r death shal l b e .

She cove rs her face w i th h er b lanket ,
He r herce sou l hates h er b reath ,

As i t c ries with a sudden pass ion
For l i fe or death .

From
“
Lines in Memory of Edmund Morris

'

ERE Mo rris , on the p la ins that we have loved ,

Th ink of th e death of Akoose , flee t of foo t,
Who

,
in h is pr ime , a h erd of an te lope

From sun rise , without rest , a hundred m i les
Drove th rough rank prai rie , 10 ping l ike a wo l f ,
T i red th em and s lew th em ,

ere th e sun wen t down .

Akoo se , in h i s old age , b l ind from th e smoke
Of tepees and t he sharp snow l igh t , alone
With h is great grandch i ldren ,

with e red and spent ,
C rept in th e warm sun along a rope
S tretch ed for h i s gu idance . Once wh en sharp autumn

Made memb ranes of th in ice upon th e s lough s ,

He caugh t a pony on a qu ick re tu rn
O i prowe ss , and , all h is inst inc ts cleared and qu i ckened

,

He moun ted , sen sed th e no rth and bo re away
To th e Last Mountain Lake wh ere in h is youth
He shot the sand-h i ll-c ranes with h is fl in t arrows .

And fo r these hou rs in all the varied pomp
O i pagan fancy and f ree dreams of fo ray
And c rude adven tu re . he ranged on en t ranced ,

Un t i l the sun b lazed leve l w i th th e prai r ie
,

Th en paused, fal te red and s l id from off h i s po ny .
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In a l itt le b luff of pop lars
,
h id in th e b racken ,

He lay down ; th e popu lace of leaves
In th e l i th e poplars wh ispe red togeth er and t remb led,
Flu tte red b e fore a sun se t of go ld smoke ,
With in te rspaces

, green as sea wate r
,

And calm as the deep water of th e sea.

Th ere Akoose lay, s i len t am id th e b racken ,

Gathe red at last w ith the Algonqu in Ch ie ftain s .

Th en the teneb rous sun se t was b lown out ,

And all th e smoky gold tu rned into c loud wrack .

Akoose s lept fo reve r am id th e pop lars ,
Swath ed by th e wind from th e far-off Red Deer
Wh ere d inosau rs s leep , clamped in th e i r rocky tom b s .

Who shal l coun t the t ime that l ies b etween
Th e s leep of Akoose and the d inosaurs ?
Innumerab le t ime , that yet i s l ike th e b reath
Of th e long w ind that creeps upon th e p rai rie
And d ies away wi th th e shadows at sundown .

What we may th ink , who b rood upon th e th eme ,

I s
,
wh en the old wor ld, t i red of spinn ing,

has fal len
As leep

,
and all th e fo rms

,
that carried the fi re

O i l i fe , are co ld upon h er marb le h eart
Like ashes on th e altar—just as she Stops ,
That someth ing wi l l escape of sou l or essence ,
Th e sum of l i fe , to kind le oth erwh e re
Just as th e fru i t of a h igh sunny garden ,

Grown me l low with autumnal sun and ra in ,

Sh rive l led with r ipeness , sp l i ts to th e r ich h eart ,
And looses a go ld kerne l to th e mou ld ,
So th e o ld wor ld ,

hanging long in th e sun ,

And deep en ri ch ed with effort and with love ,
Shall , in th e mot ion s of matu r i ty ,
With e r and part , and th e ke rne l of i t all
Escape , a love ly wrai th of spi r i t , to lat i tudes
Wh ere th e appearance , th roated l ike a b i rd ,
Winged with fire and bodied all w ith pass ion ,

Shal l flame with p resage , not of tears , b ut joy.
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E
M ILY PAUL INE JOHN SON (Tekah ionwake ) was b orn
at

‘

Ch iefswood
’

on h e r fath er’s estate
,
in th e Re serve

near B ran t fo rd , Ontario ,
in 1862 . Sh e was th e young

e st of fou r ch i ldren
,
and ear ly showed a marked tendency

towards th e read ing and th e writing of rh ymes .

Her fath er was th e late G . H . M . John son (Onwanon sys

hon ) , Head Ch ie f of the S ix Nat ion s Ind ian s , and a descen

dan t of one of th e fifty nob le fam i l ies of Hiawatha’

s Con

fede rat ion , founded fou r cen turies ago . He r mother was
Em i ly S . Howe l ls

,
of Bristo l , England .

Pau line ’

s educat ion in schoo l lore was meagre ,—a nurse ry
gove rness for two years , attendance at an Ind ian day school,
near h er home , for th ree years , and two fin i sh ing years at th e

Bran t fo rd Cen t ral S choo l—but h er educat ion in the S choo l of
Natu re was exten s i ve

,
and th at with h e r vorac ious reading

of poetry parti cu larly—and retent ive memory , r i ch ly stored
h e r natu ral ly keen m ind .

A s a poet and recitalist
,
Miss Johnson won h er fi r st d i st inc

t ion of note in 1892 , wh en sh e took part , in Toron to , in an

un ique entertainmen t of Canad ian l i teratu re , read or reci ted
by th e au th ors th emse lves . M iss John son ’

s cont ribut ion
was

‘A Cry From an Ind ian Wife
,

’ wh i ch p re sen ted the

Redman
’

s view of th e No rth -Wes t Reb e l l ion ,
and won for

th e author t h e on ly enco re of th e even ing. Th e next day
th e Toron to pres s so eulogized h e r pe r fo rmance and sp read
h e r fame

,
that anoth e r en te rtainmen t was qu i ckly arranged

for
, to b e given ,

two weeks late r , en t i re ly by h e rse l f . Her b est
known poem ,

‘

Th e Song My Paddle S ings ,
’
was written for

th i s occas ion . Th ere fo l lowed a ser ies of rec itals th roughout
Canada

,
in th e hope that th e i r financial success wou ld b e such

as to enab le th e poet to go to England and subm i t h er poems

to a London pub li sh e r . I n two years th is ob j ect was attained,
and Th e Wh i te Wampum appeared . I t was rece i ved with
enthus iasm by th e cr i ti cs and th e pub l i c gene rally . Paulin e
John son h ad ‘

arri ved ,

’

and as a poe t and entertaine r sh e was
h ence fo rth in demand in the Bri t ish I sles , as we l l as in Canada
and th e Un i ted S tates .

In 1903 , h e r second b ook of ve rse , Canadian B orn ,
was

pub li sh ed and th e en t i re edi t ion was sold out with in a year .
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Miss Johnson con t inued her rec itals for s ixteen years, wh en
fai l ing h ealth compe l led h er to ret i re . She located in Van

couve r
,
B .C . , wh ere she l ived un t i l he r death in 19 13 .

An ed i t ion o f co l lected verse , ent i t led F lint and F eath er ,

wi th an int roduct ion by th e English c r it i c , the late Th eodore
Watts-Dun ton , was pub l ish ed in 19 12 . Bes ides th is no tab le
volume wh i ch has run into seve ral ed i t ions , sh e has le ft b eh ind
Legends of Vancouver , i ssued in 19 11, and a se ries of en te r
ta in ing tales for b oys .

Canad ians have long b een proud of Pau l ine Joh nson ,
and

as th e years pass
,
the i r love of her and th e i r p ride in h e r

ach ievement wi l l con t inue to increase . Th e ed i tor of th is vol

ume met h er on th e t rain wh i le sh e was en route for England ,

in 1906 ; and her b eau ty and charm of pe rson ,
h e r de l igh t

ful conversat ion ,
he r warmth of h eart and sympathet i c interes t

in o th e rs , have pers isted in h i s memo ry with a s tead fast
rad iance .

in the Shadows
AM sailing to th e leeward ,

Wh e re the cu rren t run s to seaward
So ft and s low

,

Wh e re th e s leeping r ive r grasses
Brush my paddle as i t passe s

To and fro .

On th e shore th e h eat i s shaking
All th e golden sands awaking

In th e cove ;
And th e quain t sandpipe r , winging
O

’

e r the shallows , ceases s inging
Wh en I move .

On th e water's idle pi llow
S leeps the ove rhanging wi llow ,

Green and cool ;
Wh ere th e rush es l i ft th e i r bu rn ish ed
Oval h eads from out th e tarn ish ed
Emerald poo l .
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Wh e re th e very s i lence s lumb e rs ,
Wate r l i l ies grow in numb e rs

,

Pure and pale ;
All the morn ing th ey have rested,
Amb e r c‘ rowned, and pear ly crested,
Fai r and frai l .

He re , imposs ib le romances,
Indefinab le sweet fancies ,

Cluster round ;
But th ey do not mar the sweetness
O i th is st ill S eptemb e r fleetness
With a sound.

I can scarce d isce rn the meet ing
O i the shore and st ream retreat ing,

So remote ;
For th e laggard rive r, doz ing,

On ly wakes from i ts repos ing
Whe re I float .

Wh ere the r ive r m ists are r is ing,

All the fo l iage bapt iz ing
With th e i r spray ;

The re th e sun gleams far and faint ly,
With a shadow soft and sain t ly ,

In i ts ray.

And th e per fume of some burn ing
Far-ofi

’

b rushwood, eve r turn ing
To exha le

Al l i ts smoky fragrance dying,

In the arms of even ing lying,

Whe re I sai l .

My canoe is grow ing lazy,
I n th e atmosph ere so hazy,
Wh i le I dream ;

Hal f in s lumb er I am guid ing,

Eastward ind ist inct ly gl id ing
Down th e st ream .
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Th e path of coals outs tretch es , wh i te with h eat
,

A fo res t fi r ’s lengt h—ready fo r h is fee t .
Unfi inch ing as a rock h e s teps along
Th e b urn ing mass , and s ings h i s wi ld war song ;
S ings , as h e sang wh en once h e used to roam
Th roughout the fo rests of h is south ern home ,

Wh ere , down the Genesee , th e wate r roars ,
Wh e re gen t le Mohawk purls b etween i ts shores ,
Songs, that of exp lo i t and of p rowess te l l ;
Songs of the I roquo is invinc ib le .

Up the long t rai l of h t e h e b oast ing goes ,

Danc ing a war dance to de fy h is toes .

H is flesh i s sco rch ed, h i s muscles burn and sh r ink ,
B ut st il l h e dances to death ’

s awfu l b rink .

The eagle p lume that c rests h is haugh ty h ead
Wil l never droop un t i l h is h eart b e dead.

S lowe r and s lowe r yet h is footstep swings ,
Wilder and w i lder st i l l h i s death -song r ings ,
Fiercer and fiercer th rough th e fores t bounds
His vo ice that leaps to Happ ier Hun t ing Grounds .

One savage ye l l

Th en loyal to h i s race ,
He b ends to death—but never to d isgrace .

The Song My Paddle Sings
EST wind, b low from your p rai r ie nest ,
B low from th e moun tains . b low from the west .

Th e sai l is id le , the sailor too ;
0 wind of th e west, we wai t fo r you !
B low , b low ,

I have wooed you so ,

But never a favou r you b estow .

You rock your c rad le th e h ills b etween ,

B ut sco rn to not ice my wh ite lateen .

I stow the sai l , un sh ip the mast ;
I woo ed you long but my woo ing

’

s past ;
My padd le wi l l lu l l you in to rest .
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O drowsy wind of the d rowsy wes t ,
S leep , S leep ,
By you r moun ta in steep ,
Or down wh ere th e prai r ie grasse s sweep !
Now fo ld in s lumb e r your laggard wings ,
For so ft i s th e song my padd le s ings .

Augu s t i s laugh ing ac ross th e sky,

Laugh ing wh i le paddle , canoe and I ,

Dri ft
,
dr i ft ,

Wh ere th e h i lls upli f t
On e i th e r s ide of th e curren t swi ft .

Th e r ive r ro l ls in i ts rocky b ed ;
My padd le i s p lying i ts way ah ead ;

Dip
,
d ip ,

Wh i le th e waters fl ip
In foam as over th e i r b reast we slip .

An d oh , th e r ive r run s sw i fter now ,

Th e eddies c i rc le about my b ow !
Sw i rl , swi rl !
How th e ripples cu rl
In many a dange rous pool awh i rl !

And fo rward far th e rap ids roar,
Frett ing th e i r margin fo r eve rmo re .

Dash
,
dash ,

With a m igh ty c rash ,

Th ey seethe , and b o i l , and b ound, and splash .

B e st rong‘, 0 paddle ! b e b rave , canoe !
Th e reck less waves you must p lunge in to .

Reel
,
ree l ,

On you r t remb ling keel,
B ut neve r a fear my c raft w i l l fee l .

We
’ve raced th e rapid, we’re far ah ead ;

Th e r ive r s l ips th rough i ts s i len t b ed .

Sway , sway ,
As th e b ub b les spray
And fall in t inkl ing tunes away .
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And up on th e h i l ls again st th e sky,

A fi r t ree rocking i ts lullab y ,
Swings, swings ,
I ts emerald wings ,
Swell ing th e song

‘ that my padd le s ings .

The Lost Lagoon
T is dusk on th e Lost Lagoon ,

And we two dream ing th e dusk away ,
Beneath th e dri ft of a tw i l igh t grey ,
Beneath th e drowse of an end ing day,
And th e curve of a go lden moon .

I t is dark in th e Lost Lagoon ,

And gone are th e depth s of haunt ing b lue ,
Th e group ing gu l ls, and th e o ld canoe ,
The s inging h rs , and th e dusk and—you ,

And gone i s th e go lden moon .

O lure of th e Lost Lagoon !
I dream to-n igh t that my padd le b lurs
The pu rp le shade where th e seaweed s t i rs ,
I hear the cal l of th e s ingi ng h rs
In the hush of the go lden moon .

The Pi lot of the Plains
6 ALSE,

’ th ey said, ‘

thy Pale-face love r, from the land of

waking morn ;
R ise and wed thy Redskin wooer , nob le r warrio r ne

’

er was
b o rn ;

Cease thy watch ing, cease thy dream ing,

Show th e wh i te th ine Indian scorn .

’

Thus th ey taun ted h er , dec laring,

‘

He rememb ers naugh t of
th ee

Like ly some wh i te maid h e wooeth , far b eyond th e in land sea.

’

B ut sh e an swe red eve r kind ly ,
‘

He wi l l come aga in to me
,

T i l l th e dusk of Ind ian summer c rept athwart th e weste rn
skies ;

But a deepe r dusk was bu rn ing in h er dark and dream ing eyes ,
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Listen and th ey sate all s i len t , wh i le th e tempest loude r grew
And a sp i ri t-vo i ce cal led faint ly , ‘I am dying,

love
,
fo r you .

Th en they wai led, ‘O Yakonw ita,

He was Pale , but h e was true "

Wrapped sh e then h er e rm ine round h er
,
stepped without th e

tepee doo r ,
Saying,

‘I must fo l low , fo l low , though h e cal l for eve rmo re ,
Yakonw i ta, Yakonwi ta,

’

And th ey neve r saw h er more .

Late at n igh t , say Indian hun ters , when the star l igh t c louds
o r wanes

,

Far away they see a maiden
,
m isty as th e autumn rains

,

Gu iding w ith h er lamp of moon l igh t
Hun ters lost upon th e p lains .

The Songster
U S IC ,

mus ic wi th th rob and swing,

O i a plain t ive note
,
and long ;

’

T i s a note no human th roat cou ld s ing,

No harp w ith i ts du lcet go lden s tr ing,

Nor lute ,
'

no r lyre with l i qu id r ing,

I s sweet as th e rob in ’

s song.

He s ings for love of th e season

Wh en th e days grow warm and long,

For th e b eaut i fu l God—sen t reason
That h is b reast was b orn for song.

Cal l ing,
cal l ing so f resh and clear,

Th rough th e song
-swee t days of May

'

Warb l ing th e re , and wh ist l ing h ere ,
He swe l ls h i s vo i ce on th e drinking ear ,

On th e great , wide , pu ls ing atmosphe re
Ti l l h i s mus ic drowns th e day.

He s ings for love of th e season

When th e days grow warm and long,

Fo r th e b eau t i fu l God-sen t reason
That h i s b reast was b orn for song.
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The Riders of the Plains
(Th e Royal N or th -Wes t M oun ted Police )

H0 is i t lacks the know ledge ? Who are th e curs that
dare

To wh ine and snee r that th ey do not fear th e wh e lps in the

Lion ’

s lai r ?
But we of th e North w i ll answer , wh i le l i fe in th e North

remains
,

Let th e curs b eware lest the wh e lps they dare are th e R ide rs
of the Plains ;

For th ese are the kind whose musc le makes th e powe r of the
Lion’

s jaw ,

And th ey keep the peace of our peop le and th e honou r of

B rit ish law .

A women has painted a p i cture ,—’

t i s a neat l i tt le b i t of art
Th e c ri t i cs aver , and i t roused up for h e r the love of the b ig

Brit ish h eart .
’

Tis a sketch of an Engl ish bulldog that t ige rs wou ld sca rce
attack ;

And round and about and b eneath h im i s painted th e Un ion
Jack ,

W ith it s b laze of colou r , and cou rage , i ts daring in eve ry fo ld ,

And underneath is th e t i t le, ‘What we have we ’l l ho ld.

’

’

Ti s a p i cture p lain as a m i rro r
, but th e r eflex i t contains

I s th e coun terpart of th e l i fe and h eart of th e R ide rs of the

Plains ;
For l ike to that flag and that motto , and th e powe r of that

b u l ldog
’

s jaw ,

Th ey keep th e peace of ou r people and th e honou r of Brit ish
law .

Th ese are th e fearless figh te r s , whose li fe in th e Open l ies ,
Who never fai l on th e p rai r ie t rai l ’

neath the Te rri to rial skies ,
Who have laugh ed in th e face of th e b ullets and th e edge of

th e reb e ls’ s teel,
Who have set the i r b an on the lawless man with h is c r ime b e

neath th e i r h ee l ;
These are the men who bat tle th e b l izzards , th e suns . the rains ,
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Th ese are th e famed that th e North has named ,

‘

Th e R iders of
th e Plains ,’

And th e i rs i s th e m igh t and th e mean ing and th e st rength of

th e b u l ldog’

s jaw ,

th ey keep th e peace of th e peop le and th e honou r of
Brit i sh law .

These are th e men of ac t ion , who need not th e wo r ld’

s renown ,

For th e i r valou r is known to England
’

s th rone as a gem in th e

B rit i sh c rown ;
Th ese are th e men who face th e f ron t , with courage th e world

may scan ,

Th e m en who are feared by th e fe lon , b ut are loved by th e

honest man

Th ese are th e marrow , th e p ith , th e c ream , th e b est that th e
b lood con tains ,

Who have cast the i r days in th e val ian t ways of th e R iders
of th e Plains ;

And th e i rs is th e k ind whose musc le makes th e power of o ld
England

’

s jaw ,

And th ey keep th e peace of h er peop le and th e h onour of

Brit ish law .

Th en down with th e cur that quest ion s , —let h im slink to h i s
craven den

,

For h e daren’t deny ou r h ot rep ly as to ‘

who are our mounted
men .

’

He shal l h onou r them east and we stward , h e sh al l honou r them
south and no rth ,

He shal l b are h i s h ead to th at coat of red wh e reve r that red
rides forth .

’

T is we l l that h e knows th e fib re th at th e great No rth -West
con tain s

,

Th e North -We st pride in h er men that ride on th e Terri to r ial
p lain s ,

For such as th ese are th e muscles and th e tee th in th e Lion ’

s

jaw ,

And th ey keep th e peace of ou r people and th e honou r of

Briti sh law .
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DWARD WILLIAM THOM SON was b orn in Toron to
town sh i p , coun ty of Pee l, On tario ,

Feb ruary 12th
,
1849 .

H i s fath e r was Wi lliam Thom son , grandson of Arch ibald
Thom son , th e fi r s t sett le r in S carb oro . H i s grand fath e r
Edward Wi lliam Thomson , was presen t at th e taking of De

t roi t , and served with d ist inction under B rock at Queen s ton
He igh ts ; and was afte rwards we l l known in Uppe r Canada as

Co l. E . W . Thomson of th e Legislat ive Counci l , and as th e

one success fu l opponen t of Wi ll iam Lyon Mackenz ie in an

e lect ion fo r th e Legislatu re . Th e moth e r of th e presen t E . W .

Thom son was Margare t Ham i l ton Fo ley , s iste r of th e Hon . M .

H . Fo ley
,
twice Postmaste r-Gene ral of th e un i ted Canadas .

Th e fu ture poe t was educated at th e Brant ford Grammar
S ch oo l , and at th e T rin i ty College Grammar S chool at Weston
bu t wh en ab out fourteen years of age , h e was sen t to an uncle
and aun t in Ph i lade lph ia and given a pos i t ion in a wholesale
mercan t i le house as

‘

office jun ior .’ Find ing th is employmen t
ve ry un congen ial, h e en li sted in th e Un ion army

,
in Oc tob e r ,

1864 , as a t roope r in th e 3 rd Pennsylvan ia Caval ry . Th is
corps was engaged tw ice at Hatch e r’s Run

, and was with
Gran t wh en h e took Pete rsb urgh . D ischarged in August , 1865,
h e retu rned to th e paren tal home at Ch ippewa,

On tario . I n

June , 1866 ,
When th e Fen ian s raided Uppe r Canada, young

Thom son promptly enlisted in th e Queen ’

s Own ,
and was in

action at th e R idgeway figh t . Th e following year h e en te red
th e p ro fess ion of C iv i l Enginee ring,

and in 1872 was regis
ter ed a Provinc ial Land Surveyo r . He pract ised h i s p rofes
s ion un t i l D ecemb er , 1878 , wh en at the invitat ion of the Hon

Geo rge Brown ,
h e j o ined th e staff of Th e G lob e, To ron to ,

as an ed i torial write r . Four years later th e Man i tob a b oom
att racted h im , and h e pract ised su rveying fo r two or th ree years
in Winn ipeg. In 1885, h e re jo ined Th e Glob e staff

,
but ret i red

again in 189 1 , b ecause of h i s oppos i t ion to th e Lib e ral poli cy of
Un re st r icted Recip roc i ty . Shortly afte rwards h e was invited
to j o in th e staff of th e You th ’

s Companion . He accepted and

remained for eleven years .

S ince 1903 , h e has l ived in Ottawa,
employed as a newspape r

corresponden t and engaged in l iterary work . Th e M any
-M an

s i oned Hous e and Oth er Poems was is sued in 1909 . H i s

poem s , l ike h is short stor ies , are lucid ,
vi tal

,
o riginal.
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Thunde rchild
’

s Lament
HEN th e years grew worse ,

and th e t rib e longed so re
Fo r a kinsman b red to th e wh i te man

’

s lore
To th e M i ss ion Schoo l th ey sen t fo rth me

From th e hun t ing li fe and th e skin tepee .

In th e M iss ion S choo l e igh t years I w rough t
T i ll my h eart grew st range to i t s b oyhood’

s though t ,
Th en the wh i te men sen t me forth f rom th e i r ways
To th e B lackfoot lodge and th e rov ing days .

‘

He te lls o f the i r God ,

’

said th e Ch ie fs wh en I spake
,

‘

B ut naugh t of the magi c our foemen make
,

T i s a B lack foo t heart w ith a wh i te man
’

s fear ,
And all ski ll fo rgot that cou ld h e lp h im h ere .

’

For th e M iss ion Pr i es t had b en t my wi ll
F r om th e ar t to s teal and th e m ind to ki ll

,

Th en ou t fr om th e life I had learn ed s en t m e

To th e hungry p lain and th e dim tepee .

Wh en the moon of March was great and round
No meat for my fath er

’

s teeth I found ;
Wh en the moon ofMarch was cu rved and th in ,

No meat fo r h is l i fe could my hunt ing w in .

Wide wen t the tracks of my snowshoe me sh ,

Deep was th e wh i te , and i t st i l l fe ll f resh
Far in th e foo th ills , far on th e p lain .

Whe re I search ed for th e elk and th e grouse in vain .

I n th e Lodge lay my fath e r , grim in th e smoke ,
His eyes p ie rced m ine as th e gray dawn b roke ,

He gnawed on th e edge of th e b uffalo h ide ,

And I mus t b e accu rst i f my fath er d ied .

He spoke wi th wai l : ‘

I n the fam ine year
Wh en my fathe r starved as I starve here ,
Was my h ear t l ike th e squaw’

s who has fear to slay
’

Mongst the he rds of th e wh i te man far away

F rom th e M iss ion S ch ool th ey s en t for th me

To th e gaun t , w ild life of th e dark tep ee ;
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Wi th th e fear to s teal, and th e dr ead to k i ll,

And th e love of Ch r is t th ey had b en t my wi ll.

But my fathe r gnawed on th e buffalo h ide
Toward th e sun rise t rod my snowshoe st ride ,
S traigh t to th e wh ite man ’

s h e rd it led ,
T i l l the sun sank down at my b ack in red .

Next dawn was b leak when I s lew the stee r,
I ate of the raw , and i t gave me ch ee r ;
So I set my fee t in the t rack once more ,
With my fath er’s l i fe in the meat I bo re .

Far st rode the h erder , fast on my t rai l ;
Noon was h igh wh en I h eard h is hai l ;
I fled in fear, but my feet moved s low ,

For th e load I shou lde red sank th em low .

Th en I h eard no sound but th e c reak and c lack
Of h is snowshoes t read ing my snowshoe t rack ,
And I saw neve r he lp in p lain or sky

Save that h e shou ld die or my fath er d ie .

Th e M iss ion P r i es t had b r oke my wi ll

Wi th th e curse on h im who blood would sp i ll
,

B ut my fath er s tarved in th e b lack tepee,
And th e cry of h is s tarving sh r i eked to me.

The wh ite world ree led to i ts c loudy r im
,

Th e p lain ree led red as I kne lt by h im ,

Oh , t he spot in th e snow
,
how i t pu lsed and grew

How i t cr ied from the m id-wh ite up to th e b lue !
For th e M iss ion Pr i es t had s ent for th me

To
x
th e wan ts and deeds of th e wi ld tepee,

Yet th e fear of God
’

s s trong curse fulfilled,
Cr i ed wi th th e b lood that would not b e s tilted .

Th ey found me not wh i le the year was green
And the rose b lew swee t where th e s tain had b een ,

They found me not wh en th e fal l-flowers flare ,
But th e red in th e snow was eve r there.

To th e Jai l I fled from th e safe tepee ,
And th e Mi ss ion Priest w i l l send fo rth me ,
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Gash ed s ide and arm and pain ted b reas t ,
Praying Th e Man i tou m igh t t ran ce
No more th e b uffalo from th e i r ques t .

A circled p lain all horse-h igh grassed
Our moun t ing scouts b eh e ld at dawn

,

Th ey saw naugh t e lse though far th ey passed
Apart b e fo re th e sun was gone ;

Each n igh t
’

s r ide b ack th rough starl i t lanes
Th ey saw th e tepee sparks ascend

,

And hoped
,
and sn iffed , and knew th e i r pains

O i fam ine had not yet an end .

Alone with in h i s magi c ten t
The new-made M idi wrough t th e spe ll
That sooth ed Li fe’

s Maste r to re len t
I n years th e Old rememb e red we l l .
He c ried,—‘

The M iss ion Priests have wreaked
Some cu rse that b alks th e Anc ien t Art "
‘Thou use less Foo l ,’ th e war -ch ie f sh rieked ,

And sped th e kn i fe—th rust to h is h eart .

With that , ‘What comes ?
!

my mothe r sc reamed

How qu i ck the squatted b raves arose !
Far in th e south th e tal lest deemed

He saw th e fl igh t of up
—scared c rows

Above th e horse-h igh grass came s low
A l i fted C ross, a tonsu red head ,
And what th e mean ing none cou ld know
Un t i l th e b lack-rob ed ride r said
‘

Mandan s , I b ear ou r Miss ion ’

s wo rd ,
You r ch i ldren

,
b rough t to us , shal l eat .

’

S carce had th e fie rce young War-ch ie f h eard
Ere fe l l th e B lack rob e f rom h i s seat
Th e Ch ie f h e ld h igh th e reeking kn i fe ,
He frowned about th e Woman

’

s R ing,

And yet my mothe r’s face took l i fe
Anew in pondering th e th ing.

S h e s tole at n igh t th e dead Priest’s sc r ip ,
His meagre wal let

’

s hard-b aked food,
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H i s crucifix ,
h is wais t-rope st rip

A ll b lackened wi th h is martyr b lood ;
Th rough dark , day-h idden ,

hand in hand
,

We t raced h is t rai l fo r n inety m i le ,
Sh e starved he rse l f that I m igh t s tand ,
Sh e spoke me com fo rt all th e wh i le :
‘

5 0 shalt th ou liv e, my li ttle s on
,

Th e wh i te men
’

s magic shalt th ou learn
,

And wh en th e h ungry moons ar e r un
,

B e sur e thy moth er shall r etu rn ;

Oh
,
sweet my j oy wh en

,
come again ,

I find th y IWandan h ear t un tamed
,

As fits a war r ior of th e p lain,

Th at I
,
thy moth er , b e not shamed .

’

S h e le ft me wh i le th e b lack-rob ed men

B lest and b eseeched h er sore to stay ;
No vo ice hath to ld my h eart s ince then
How fared my moth er

’

s b ackward way.

Years , years with in th e Miss ion S choo l ,
By love , by p raye r they gained my heart ;
I t h e ld me to Our Order’s ru le ,
From all th e Mandan l i fe apart .

From t rib e to t rib e ,
th rough s ixty years

,

Th e Mandan Priest for Ch ri st h e wrough t ,
And many an Ind ian h eart to tears

,

And many a sou l to God h e b rough t ;
Ye t do I h ear mv moth e r’s vo i ce
So ft l inge ring round h e r li tt le son ,

And
, 0 dear Lord , dost Th ou re j o ice

I n all my moth e r ’s ch i ld hath done ?

The Canadian Rossignol
(I n Al ay)

HEN fu rrowed fields of shaded b rown
,

And eme rald meadows spread b e tween ,

And b e l frie s towe r ing f rom the town
,

A ll b lent in wavering m i st s are seen ;

163
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When qu i cken ing woods with fresh en ing
Along Moun t Royal ro l l ing swe l l,
Wh en winds caress and May i s new,

Oh , then my shy b i rd s ings so we l l !

Because th e b loodroots flock so wh i te ,
And b lossoms scen t the woo ing ai r

,

And mounds w ith t r i l l ium flags are d igh t ,
And de l ls with vio lets frai l and rare ;
Because such ve lve t leaves unc lose ,
And new—b orn r i l ls all ch im ing ring,

And b lue th e sun—kissed river flows ,
My t im id b i rd is forced to s ing.

A joy fu l flour i sh l i fted c lear ,
Four notes , then fai ls th e f ro li c song,

And memor ies of a sweeter year
The wist fu l cadences p ro long ;

‘

A sweeter year
—Oh

,
h ear t too sor e !

I cannot s ing .
!—So ends th e lay.

Long s i lence . Then awakes once more
H is song, ecstat i c with th e May.

The Canadian Rossignol
(I n June)

RONE wh ere maples wide ly spread
I watch th e far b lue ove rhead,

Wh ere l i tt le p i l lowy clouds ar ise
From naugh t to die b e fore my eyes
With in th e shade a p leasan t rou t
O i dal ly ing zephyrs steal about ;
Laz i ly as moves th e day
Odours float and fain t away
From roses ye l low , red, and wh i te ,
That prank yon garden with de l igh t ;
Round wh i ch th e locust b lossoms swing,

And some late l i lacs droop for sp ring.

Anon swe l ls up a dub ious b reeze ,
S t i rring th e hal f—re luctan t t rees ,
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And corn wave tall i ts yellow sh een .

B ut , b i rd, b eth ink you we l l , I pray ,
Then march es w in te r on h i s way.

Ah
,
w in ter—yes , ah yes

—bu t s till
,

Hark ! sweetly ch imes th e summer r i ll
,

And j oy is h er e and li fe is s tr ong,

And love s ti ll calls upon my song.

No
,
Ross ignol , s ing not that s train ,

T riumphan t ’

spi te of all the pain ,

She cannot h ear you ,
Ross igno l ,

Sh e doe s not pause and flu sh ,
you r th ral l

S he does not raise that s lende r hand
And

,
po i sed , l ips parted, unde rs tand

What you are te l l ing of th e years ,
He r b rown eye s so ft w ith happy tears ,
Sh e does not h ear a note of all

,

Ah
,
Ross igno l ! ah ,

Ross igno l !
B u t ski es ar e b lue, and flower s b loom

,

And r os es b r eath e th e old p er fume
,

And h er e th e murmur ing of th e tr ees
I n all of loveli er mys ter i es

And mayb e now she h ears thy song

Pou ring th e summe r r ills along,

L istens with joy th at st ill to m e

Remain th e summe r t ime and thee .

From Pe ter Ottawa
,

OUNT up th e dead by feve r, shot and sh e ll ,
Coun t up th e cr ipp les , coun t all tears that fell

Coun t up th e o rphan ch i ldren of th e st ri fe
,

Coun t th e long—yearn ing h eart of paren t , wife ,
Count th e vast t reasu re , coun t th e labour’s waste
Coun t all th e cost of pass ion ’

s h ead long haste ,
And th en you’

ll know what soli d nat ion s p ay
Wh en common impu lse sweeps good sen se away ,
Flush ing th e m i llion s mad ly all at once
With Wi sdom down

,
and up th e truculen t dunce .



Ethelwyn We therald

Th e Las t Rob in’

i s an at tractive volume
,
show ing i n th e

cover des ign th e songs ter mos t clos ely ass ociated w i th th e
'

sp r ing,
wh os e ecs tat ic ch an t s o near ly ass im ilates th e poe t '

s

own g ift of ove rflow ing,
up lift ing melod y . Th e

salien t q uali ty of M i ss lVe th erald
'

s work i s i ts fr esh ness of
feeling,

a p er enn ial fr esh ness , r enewable as sp r ing. Th is has

a s et t ing of harmon ious form, for th e poe t
'

s ear is delicately
attuned to th e value ofwords , b oth as to th e s ound and th e

mean ing . D ealing for th e mos t par t w i th th e

fam i liar ob j ects of natur e and of life, sh e r emains th e poe t .

as well i n th e level r egions of h er s ubj ects as i n th e elevated .

Now and again sh e has attained th e s up r eme ele

r at ion
,
as i n h er lovely poems , ‘

Ear th
'

s S ilences
’

,

‘

Th e Pat ien t
Ear th

’

,

‘

Th e Wind ofD eath
’

and
‘

Th e Li t tle N oon
"

.

Th e s onn ets ar e an impor tan t par t of th e t
'

olu ine . and, to s ome

m inds
,
w ill r ep r es en t th e mos t impor tan t par t . M iss lVe th e r

old
'

s s onnets ar e flow ing in exp r es s ion and harmon ious in

though t ; s ome ar e I?C(l lt l lfl tl .— P 11 1\ ROS , in ‘

Th e Glob e .

’

[ 167 ]
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GNES ETHELVVYN WETHERALD was b orn of Eng
li sh—Quake r paren t s at Rockwood

,
On tario ,

Apri l 26th
,

1857 . He r fath e r was th e late Rev . Wil l iam Weth e rald
,

who founded th e Rockwood Academy ab out th e m iddle
of th e last cen tu ry

,
and was i ts p rinc ipal for some years . He

was a love r o f good English ,
spoken and written

,
and h is

talen ted daugh te r has owed much to h i s care ful teach ing.

He was th e teach e r whom th e late James J. Hi ll, th e railway
magnate , h ad h e ld in such grate fu l rememb rance .

Add i t ional educat ion was rece i ved by M iss VVe th e rald at

th e Friends’ Board ing S choo l , Un ion S prings , N .Y .

, and at

Picke r ing Co llege .

M i ss VVe th e rald b egan th e writ ing of poet ry late r in l i fe
than mos t poets and h e r fi r st b oo k of ve rse ,

Th e H ous e of
th e Tr ees and Oth er P oems , did not appear un t i l 1895 . Th i s
b ook at once gave h er h igh rank among wom en poe ts .

Prior to th i s , sh e h ad co l labo rated with G . M e rcer Adam
in writ ing and pub l ish ing a nove l , A h A lgonqu in M ai den ,

and had conducted t h e Woman
’

s Departmen t in Th e Glob e,

To ron to
,
unde r the n om de p lume,

‘

B e l Th i stlewai te .

’

I n 1902
,
appeared h er second volume of verse , Tangled in

S tars
,
and ,

in 1904
,
h e r th i rd vo lume , Th e Rad ian t R oad .

In th e au tumn o f 1907 , a collection of M iss W eth e rald
’

s

b est poems was issued , en t i t led , Th e Las t R ob in : L yr i cs and

S onne ts . I t was warm ly we lcomed gene rally , by review
e r s and love rs of poet ry . Th e many exqu is i te gem s th e re in
so appealed to Earl Grey

,
th e th en Gove rno r-Gene ral of Can

ada, that h e wrote a pe rsonal lette r of app rec iat ion to th e

au thor
,
and pu rchased twen ty-five copie s of th e fi r st ed i t ion

fo r d istrib u t ion among h i s friends .

Fo r years M i s s We th e rald has res ided on th e homestead
farm ,

near th e vi l lage of Fenwick
,
in Pe lham Town sh ip

,
We l

land coun ty
,
On tario ,

and th e re in th e m idst of a large o rch ard
and oth er ru ral charm s

,
has dreamed , and vis ioned , and sung,

pou ring ou t h e r sou l in rare
,
swee t songs , with th e natu ralness

of a b i rd . And l ike a b i rd sh e has a n e st in a large willow tree ,
cunn ingly con t ri ved by a nature-loving b roth e r , wh e re h e r

muse b roods con ten tedly
,
in te rtwin ing h e r sp i ri t wi th eve ry

aspect of th e b eaut i ful envi ronmen t .
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My Orde rs
Y o rde rs are to figh t ;

Then i f I b leed , or fai l ,
Or s t rongly w in , what matte rs i t ?
God on ly doth prevai l .

Th e se rvan t craveth naugh t
Except to se rve w ith m igh t .
I was not to ld to w in or lose

,

My o rde rs are to figh t .

11 One Might Live
F one m igh t l ive ten years among the leaves ,
T en—on ly ten—o i all a l i fe ’

s long day,

Who wou ld not choose a ch i ldhood ’

neath th e eaves
Low-mp ing to some s lende r footpath way

?

Wi th the young grass about h is ch i ld ish feet ,
And th e young lamb s with in h is ungrown arms ,

And eve ry steamlet s ide a p leasure seat
With in th e wide day’s t reasu re—house of charms .

To learn to speak wh i le young b irds learned to s ing,

To learn to run e
’

en as they learned to fly ;

With unwo rn h eart again st th e b reast of sp r ing,

To watch th e momen ts sm i le as th ey went by.

Enroo ted w ith apple b uds afar to roam ,

Or clove r-crad led on th e murmurous sod
,

To drowse with in th e b lessed fields of home
,

So near to earth—so very near to God .

How cou ld i t matte r—all the afte r s t ri fe ,
Th e h eat , the haste , th e inward hu rt , the strain

,

Wh en the young love l iness and sweet of l i fe
Came fiood-l ike b ack again and yet again ?

Wh en b est b egins i t l iveth th rough th e wors t ;
0 happy sou l , b e loved of Memory,
Whose youth was jo ined to b eauty as at fi rst

Th e mo rn ing stars we re wed to harmony !
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Legacies
NTO my f riends I gi ve my though ts ,
Unto my God my sou l ,

Unto my foe I leave my love
Th ese are of li fe the who le .

Nay, th e re is someth ing—a t r ifle—le ft ;
Who shal l rece ive th is dowe r ?

See , Earth Mo th e r
, a hand fu l of du st

Turn i t in to a flower .

The Hay Fie ld
ITH s lende r arm s ou tstretch ing in th e

Th e grass l ies dead ;
The wind walks tenderly and st i rs not one

Frai l fal len h ead .

O i b ab y creep ings th rough th e Apri l day
Wh ere st ream lets wend ,

O i
,
ch i ld-l ike danc ing on th e b reeze of May,

Th i s is th e end .

No more th ese t iny fo rms are bath ed in dew ,

No mo re th ey reach
To ho ld with leaves that shade th em from th e b lue
A wh ispered speech .

No more th eypart th e i r arms and wreathe them c lose
Again , to sh ie ld

Some love- fu l l l i tt le ne st—a dainty house
H id in a field .

For th em no more the splendour of th e sto rm ,

The fai r de l igh ts
O i moon and star-sh ine

, glimme r ing faint and warm
On summe r n igh ts .

Th e i r l i ttle l i ves they yie ld in summer death
,

And f requen tly
Across th e fie ld b ereaved the i r dying b reath

I s b rough t to me .
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The Fo l lowers
NE day I caugh t up with my ange l , sh e

“

Who cal ls me b ell-l ike f rom a sky
-touch ed towe r .

’Twas in my roo f-room , at th e s t i l le st hou r
O i a st i l l

,
sun less day, wh en sudden ly

A flood o f deep un reasoned ecstasy
Li fted my h eart , that had b egun to cowe r ,
And wrapped it in a flam e of l i v ing powe r .

My leade r said ,
‘Arise and follow me .

’

Th en as I fo llowed glad ly I b eh e ld
How all men baffled, burdened ,

c rossed o r cu rst ,
C lutch at an ange l

’

s h em ,
i f n ear or far ;

One not -to-b e-res isted vo i ce , deep—b e lled,
Speaks to th em ,

and of those we cal l th e wo rst
Lo ,

each poo r b lackened b row strain s to a S tar '

The Wind of Death
HE w ind of death , that so ft ly b lows
Th e last warm petal from th e rose ,

Th e las t dry lea f from off th e t ree ,
To-n ig'h t has come to b reath e on m e .

The re was a t ime I learn ed to hate
As weake r mortals learn to love ;

Th e pass ion h eld me fixed as fate ,
Burned in my ve in s early and late '

B ut now a wind falls from above

Th e wind of death , that s i len t ly
En sh roudeth f riend and enemy .

Th ere was a t ime my sou l was th ri lled
By keen amb i t ion ’

s wh ip and spu r ;
My maste r fo rced me wh e re h e wi l led ,

And with h i s powe r my li fe was fi lled ;
B ut now th e old- t ime pu lses st i r

How faint ly in th e wind of death ,

That b loweth l igh t ly as a b reath .
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At Waking
HEN I shall go to s leep and wake again
At dawn ing in anoth er world th an th is

,

Wh at w i ll atone to me for all I m iss ?
Th e l igh t me lodious footsteps of th e rain ,

Th e p ress o f leaves against my window-pane ,
Th e sun set wi st fu lnes s and morn ing b l iss ,
Th e moon

’

s enchan tmen t
,
and th e twi l igh t k iss

O i winds that wander with me th rough th e lane .

Wil l not my sou l rememb e r eve rmo re
Th e earth ly win te r’s hunge r for th e spring,

Th e wet sweet cheek ofApri l
, and the rush

O i roses th rough th e summe r’s open doo r ;
Th e fee l ings that th e scented woodlands b ring
At even ing with th e s inging of th e th ru sh ?

The Song Sparrow
’

s Nest
ERE wh ere tumu l tuous vines
Sh adow th e po rch at th e west ,

Leaf w ith tendr il entw ines
Unde r a song sparrow ’

s nest .
Sh e in h er pendu lous nook
Sways with th e warm wind t ide
I w ith a p en o r a b ook
Rock as so ft at h e r s ide .

Com rades with noth ing to say,

Ne i th e r of us in t rudes
,

B ut th rough th e l inge ring day

Each of us s i ts and b roods .

Not upon hate and fear ,
Not upon grie f o r doub t

,

Not upon spi te o r sneer
,

Th ese we cou ld neve r hatch out .

S h e b roods on wonde r fu l th ings
Qu i cken ing l i fe that b e longs

To a h eart and a vo i ce and wings ,
B ut—I ’m not so su re of my songs !
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Th en in th e summe r n igh t ,
Wh en I awake with a start ,
I th ink o f th e ne st at th e he igh t
The leafy he igh t of my h eart ;
I th ink of the moth e r love ,

Of the pat ient wings c lose furled ,

O i th e sky that b roods ab ove ,

O i th e Love that b roods on the wo rld .

Earth
’

s Si lences
OW dear to h earts by hurt fu l no ise s scar red
The st i llness o f the many-leaved t rees ,

Th e qu iet of green h i l ls , th e m i ll ion-starred
T ranqu i l i ty of n igh t , th e end less seas

Oi s i lence in deep wi lds , wh ere nature b roods
In large , se rene , un in te rrupted moods .

Oh , bu t to work as o rchards wo rk—b ring forth
Pink b loom , green b ud ,

r ed f ru i t and ye llow leaf ,
As no ise lessly as go ld p roc laims i ts wo rth ,

Or as th e pale b lade tu rn s to russet sh eaf,
Or splend id sun goes down the glowing west ,
S t i l l as forgo tten memo r ies in the b reas t .
How withou t pan t ing effo rt , pain fu l word ,

Comes th e enchan ting m i racle of snow ,

Making a s leeping ocean . None have h eard
I ts waves

,
i t s su r f

,
i ts foam ,

i ts ove rflow ;

Fo r unto eve ry h eart , all hot and wi ld ,

I t seems to say,
‘

Oh ,
hush th ee ! hush ,

my ch i ld !
’

Mother and Child
SAW a mothe r ho ld ing
He r p lay—wo rn b aby son ,

He r plian t arms en fold ing
Th e drooping li t tle one .

He r li ps were made of swee tness ,

And sweet th e eyes above ;
Wi th in fan t i le completenes s
He yie lded to h e r love .
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And I who saw th e h eaving
O i b reas t to d impling ch eek ,
Have fe l t

,
w ith in

, th e weaving
Of though ts I cannot speak ;
Have fe l t myse l f th e nest l ing,

All st rength less , love-en is led ;
Have fe l t myse l f th e moth e r
Ab rood ab ove h er ch i ld .

Prodigal Ye t
UCK of th e sty, reek of th e t rough ,

B lacken ed my b row wh e re all m igh t see ,
Ye t wh i le I was a great way Oh

My Fathe r ran with compass ion for me .

He put on my h and a r ing of gold,

(There’

s no escape f rom a ring, they say)
He put on my neck a chain to ho ld
My pass ionate sp i r i t from b reaking away .

He put on my fee t th e shoes that m iss
No chance to t read in th e narrow path

He pressed on my l ips th e burn ing kiss
That sco rch es deepe r than fi res of wrath .

He fi lled my body wi th meat and wine ,
He flooded my h eart w ith love

’

s wh ite l igh t ;
Ye t deep in th e m i re , with sensual swine ,
I longu -God h e lp me to wal low to-n igh t .

Muck of the sty, reek of the trough ,

B lacken my sou l wh ere none may see .

Fath e r, I yet am a long way off

Come qu i ckly , Lord ! Have compass ion on me !

Pluck
HANK God for p luck—unknown to s laves
Th e se l f ne’

er of i ts Se l f b e re ft ,
Who , wh en th e righ t arm

’

s shattered, waves
The good flag with th e le ft .
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R . WILL IAM HENRY DRUMMOND
,
th e poe t of th e

h ab i tan t , was b o rn in t h e vi llage of Moh i ll
, Coun ty

Le i t rim . I re land , on th e 13 th of Apri l
,
1854 . Sho rt ly

af te rwards .

“

h i s fath e r , an office r in th e Royal I rish Con staba
lary , moved to th e vi llage o f Tawley, on the Bay of Donegal.

I t was in th i s vi llage th at th e futu re poe t
'

s educat ion b egan .

\Vl1 i le h e was st i ll a b oy,
th e fam i ly em igrated to Canada,

wh e re th e fathe r in a few mon th s d ied
,
leaving but l im i ted

mean s fo r th e support of h i s wi fe and ch i ldren .

\Vi lliam Hen ry soon found i t nece ssary to leave school, to
earn wh at h e could to h e lp provide fo r th e fam i ly . Having
learn ed te legraphy , h e was employed at Borde a Plouffe

,
a

small vi llage on th e R iv iere de s Prai r ies
,
near Mon t real . I t

was h e re that h e fi r s t ob se rved th e speech and th e custom s

of th e hab i tan t
,
wh om , with th e kindliest in ten t

,
h e has so

fai th fu lly po rt rayed .

I n t ime
,
th e fam i ly exch eque r pe rm i tted h im to attend th e

High S chool in M on t real, late r , M cGi ll Un ive rs i ty , and finally.

Bi sh op ’s Co l lege , wh e re h e graduated in m ed i c ine in 1884 .

D r . D rummond pract i sed h i s pro fess ion fo r fou r years in th e

d i s t r ict ab ou t B rome
,
and th en retu rned to th e C i ty of Mon

t real, wh e re h e con t inued to res ide un t i l h i s lamen ted death
in 1907 .

I n 1894
,
h e married M i ss M ay Harvey , of Savannah

la M ar
,
Jamai ca. I n M r s . D rummond

’

s memo i r of h er

hu sb and , sh e re lates that h e read with many m i sgiv ings , one

of h i s earlie st poem s ,
‘

Le V ieux Temps ,’ at a d inne r of th e

Shakespeare Club ,
of M ont real

,
and fu rth e r says :

IWns w as th e b eghnnng of a long se rk s c d t rhun p hs of a h ke

natu r e , triumph s wh ich owed lit tle to elocu t ionary ar t , much to th e

natural gift of a vo ice r are alike in s t r ength , quali ty and varie ty
o f ton e , 11un rnost of ah to th e fact th at th e ch aracter s h e ch flineated

were not me re creat ion s o f a vivid imagination . They we re po r t raits
tende r ly drawn by th e maste r h and of a t rue ar t is t

,
and on e who

kn ew and loved th e o r iginals .

Th e Hab i tan t and o th er F r ench—Canadian P oems was p ub

li sh ed in 1898 ,
and th e popu lari ty o f th e b ook was such as

to b ring th e poe t fam e
,
and a sub stant ial income in royalt ies .

I t was followed by Joh nn i e Cour teau and oth er P oems in 190 1

by Ph i l—o
'—Rum

’

s Canoe and M adele in e Ve r ch eres in 1903 ;
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and by Th e Voyageur and oth er Poems in 1905 . Hi s unp ub

li sh ed poem s we re ed ited and issued with th e afo re-men t ioned
memo i r

,
by h is wi fe , in 1909 ; and , in 19 12 , a comp lete and

b eaut i fu l ed i t ion of h i s wo rks , in one vo lume
,
was pub lish ed

by G . T . Putnam’

s Sons , of New York .

For seve ral years he was Pro fesso r ofMed i cal Juri sp rudence
in h is Alma Mate r . I n 1902 , th e Un ivers i ty of To ronto con

ferred on h im the degree of LL .D . Sub sequen t ly h e was

e lected Fe llow of th e Royal Soc iety of Literature of England,
and, later , of th e Royal Soc iety of Canada.

Much of the last two years of h i s l i fe , Dr. Drummond spen t
in th e Cobal t d istrict , where h e had min ing interests . Th ere
h e was st ri cken with cereb ral h emorrhage and died in the

mo rn ing ofApr i l 6th ,
1907 . Prob ab ly no oth e r Canad ian poet

has b een so w ide ly mourned.

The Wreck of the
‘

j ulie Plante
A Legend of Lac S t . P ier r e

N wan dark n igh t on Lac S t . Pie rre ,
De win

’

she b low , b low , b low ,

An
’

de c rew of de wood scow Juli e Plan te
Got scar’t an’

run b e low
For de w in

’

sh e b low lak hurr icane ,
B imeby sh e b low some mo re ,

An
’

de scow b us
’

up on Lac S t . Pie rre
Wan arpen t f rom de shore .

De cap t inne walk on de f ron te deck ,
An

’ wal k de h in ’

deck too
He call de crew from up de ho le ,
He cal l de cook also .

De cook sh e
’

s name was Ro s ie ,
Sh e come f rom Mon t real,

Was chamb re maid on lumb e r barge ,
On de Grande Lach ine Canal .

De w in
’

sh e b low from nor
’—eas ’

-wes
’

,

De sout' w in ’

she b low too ,

W ’

en Ros ie c ry , ‘Mon ch er cap t inne ,

Mon ch e r , w ’

at I shal l do ?’
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Den de cap t inne t
’row de b eeg anker re ,

B ut st i ll de scow sh e dree f ,
De crew h e can ’t pass on de shore ,
Becos he los’ h ees skee f .

De n igh t was dark lak wan b lack cat ,

De wave run h igh an
’

fas
’

,

W ’

en de cap t inne tak
’

de Ros ie gi rl
An

’

t ie h er to de mas
’

.

Den h e also tak
’
de l i fe p reserve,

An
'

jomp off on de lak
’

,

An
’

say,
‘Good-bye , ma Ros ie dear,

I do drown for you r

Nex
’

morn ing ve ry early
’Bout ha’

f pas
’

two-t’ree-four
De cap t inne

—scow—an
’

de poo r Ros ie
Was corp ses on de shore ,

Fo r de w in
’

sh e b low lak hu rr icane ,
B imeb y sh e b low some more ,

An
’

de scow bus
’

up on Lac S t . Pierre,
W

'

an arpen t from de shore .

MORAL
Now all good wood scow sai lo r man ,

Tak ’ warn ing by dat s torm ,

An
’

go an
’

marry some n i ce Fren ch gi rl
An

’

leev on wan heeg farm .

De w in
’

can b low lak hurr icane ,
An

’

s
’pose sh e b low some mo re,

You can ’t get drown on Lac S t . Pierre
So long you stay on shore .

Little Bateese
OU bad leet le b oy, not moch e you care
How b usy you’re k ip in’ you r poor gran ’

p e re

T ryin
’

to stop you ev’ry day
Chas in’

de h en aroun '

de hay

W ’

y don
’t you geev

’

dem a chance to lay ?
Leet le Bateese !
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Johnnie Courteau
OHNN IE COURTEAU of de mountain

,

Joh nn ie Cou rteau of de h i ll ,
Dat was de boy can shoot de gun ,

Dat was de b oy can jomp an
’

run
,

An
’

i t
’

s not very oft en you ketch h eem st i l l
,

Johnn ie Cou rteau !
Ax dem along de reeve r,
Ax dem along de sho re ,
Who was de mos

’

b es
’

figh t in
’

man

From Managance to Shaw—in-i-gan ,

De p lace w’

e re de great b eeg rap ide roar ?
Johnn ie Cou rteau !

Sam
’ t’ing on ev’ry shaintee

Up on de Mekinac,

Who was de man can walk de log,
W ’

en w’

o le of de reever sh e’

s b lack wi t’ fog,

An
’ car ry de b eeges

’ load on h ees back ?
Johnn ie Courteau !

Ou de rapide you wan t to see h eem

I f de raf
’

sh e
’

s sw ingin
’ roun’

,

An
’

h e
’

s yellin
’

,

‘

Hooraw , Bateese ! good man !
’

W’

y de oar come doub le on h ees han
’

W ’

en he
’

s makin’

dat raf
’

go flyin
’

down ,

Johnn ie Courteau !

An
’

Tete de Bou le ch ie f can tole you

De fe l le r w’

at save h ees l i fe ,
W ’

en b ig moose ketch h eem up a t ree,
Wh o’

s shoo t in’

dat moose on de h ead, sap ree !

An
’

den run 0 11 w i t
’

h ees In jun wi fe ?
Johnn ie Cou rteau !

An
’

h e on ly have p i ke po le w i t’ h eem
Ou Lac a la To rtue
W en h e meet de b ear com in’

down de h i l l ,
But de b ear ve ry soon i s get h ees fi ll !

An
’
h e so le dat skin for ten dol lar too ,

Johnn ie Cou rteau !
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Oh ,
h e neve r was scare for no

’t ing
Lak de ole cou reurs de bois ,
B ut w

’

en h e
’

s gett in
’

h ees winte r pay
De b es

’ t’ing su re i s kip ou t de way,

For h e
’

s go in
’ righ t off on de Hip Hooraw !

Joh nn ie Courteau !

Den pull in ’

h ees sash aroun ’

h eem

He dan ce on h ees bo tte sauvage
An

’

shout , ‘Al l aboar ’ i f you want to figh t !
’

Wall ! you neve r can see de finer s igh t
W’

en h e go lak dat on de w
'

o le village !
Johnn ie Cou rteau !

But Johnn ie Cou rteau get marry
Ou Ph i lomene Beaurepai re,
She

’

s n i ce leet le gi r l was run de schoo l
On w

’

at you cal l par ish of Sainte Ursu le
An

’

he see he r off on de p ique-n ique dere ,
Johnn ie Cou rteau !

Den somet
’

ing come ove r Johnn ie
W’

en h e mar ry on Ph i lomene ,
For h e s tay on de farm de w ’

o le year roun’

,

He chop de wood an
’

h e p lough de groun
’

An
’

h e
’

s qu iete r fe l le r was never seen ,

Johnn ie Cou rteau !

An
’

ev’ry wan fee l aston ish ,
From La Tuque to Shaw-in-i -gan ,

W ’

en day h ear de news was go in
’

aroun ’

,

Along on de reeve r up an
’

down ,

How wan leet le woman boss dat b eeg man
,

Johnn ie Cou rteau !

He never come out on de even ing
No matte r de hard we t ry ,
’

Cos h e stay on de k itch en an
’

s ing hees song,

‘A la c lai re fontaine ,
M

’

en al lan t promene r,
J

’

ai t rouvé l’eau s i b e l le
Q ue je m

’

y su is baigner !

183
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Lu i y
’

a longtemps que je t’a ime
Jamais je ne t

’

oub lierai .
’

Rock in ’

de c rad le de w’

o le n igh t long
T i l l bab y’s as leep on de swee t b imeb y ,

Johnn ie Courteau !

An
’

de house , wall ! I w ish you see i t ,

De place sh e
’

s so n i ce an
’ clean ,

Mus
’ wipe you r foot on de outs ide doo r,

You’re dead man sure i f you spi t on de floor ,
An

’

he neve r say not' ing on Ph i lomene
,

Johnn ie Cou rteau !

An
’ Ph i lomene watch de monee

An
’

p ut i t all safe away
On ve ry good p lace I dunno w

’

e re ,
B ut anyhow nobody see i t dere ,
So sh e

’

s buyin ’

new farm de mode r day,

MADAM E Courteau !

De N ice Leet le Canadienne
OU can pass on de wor l’ w’

e rever you lak ,

Tak
’

de steamb oat for go Anglete r re ,

Tak
’

car on de S tate , an’

den you come back,
An

’

go all de p lace , I don ’t care
Ma fr ien

’

,
dat ’s a t ack , I know you wi l l say,

W ’

en you come on d i s con t ree again ,

De re’

s no gi r l can touch , w
’

at we see ev’ry day,
De n ice leet le Canad ienne .

Don ’t matter how poor dat gi r l sh e may b e ,

Her dress i s so neat an ’

so c lean ,

Mos
’

ev
’

rywan t
’ink i t was mak

’

on Paree ,
An

’

sh e wear i t , wal l ! jus’ lak de Queen .

Den come for fin
’

out sh e i s mak
’

i t h erse
’

f
,

Fo r sh e ain 't got moch e monee for Sp en
’

,

B ut all de sam
’

tam ,
sh e was never get lef’,

Dat n i ce leet le Canad ienne .

W’

en
‘

un vrai Canayen ’
i s mak

’ i t mar i ee ,
You t’ink h e go leev on b eeg fiat
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With totter ing frames and foot steps , th e i r feeb le labours len t
At th e gath er ing of the harvest

,
le bon D ieu h imse l f had sen t .

For news th e re was none of batt le , from th e for ts on the

R i ch e lieu
To the gates of the ancien t c i ty, wh ere th e flag of K ing Lou is

flew ,

All peace fu l th e skies hung ove r the se igneu r ie of Verch eres ,
Like the calm that so o ften cometh , ere th e hurr icane rends

th e ai r .

And neve r a though t of dange r had the Se igneu r sai l ing away
,

To jo in th e so ldie rs of Carignan , wh ere down at Queb ec th ey
lay,

But sm i led on h is l i tt le daugh te r , th e maiden Made le ine ,
And a necklet of j ewe ls p rom ised h er , wh en home he shou ld

come again .

And eve r th e days passed swi ft ly
, and care less th e wo rkmen

grew
For th e mon th s they seemed a hundred, s ince th e last war-bugle

b lew .

Ah ! l i tt le th ey dreamt on th e i r p i l lows , th e farmers of Ver

ch e res ,
That t h e wo lves o i' the south ern fo res t had scen ted the harvest

fai r.
L ike ravens th ey qu i ck ly gath e r, l ike t ige rs th ey watch the i r

p rey .

Poo r p e0 p le ! with hearts so happy , th ey sang as th ey to i led
away,

T i l l th e murde rous eyebal ls gl istened, and th e tomahawk
leaped out

And the banks of th e green S t . Lawrence echoed th e savage
shout .

‘

0

‘

moth e r of Ch rist have p i ty,’ sh rieked th e women in despai r
‘

Th is i s no t ime for p raying,

’ cr ied th e young Made le ine
Ve rch e res,

‘

Aux armes l aux armes l les I roquo is ! qu i ck to you r arms and

gun s ,

Figh t for you r God and coun t ry and the l ives of th e innocen t
ones .

’
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And sh e sped l ike a dee r of the moun tain , wh en b eagles p ress
c lose b eh ind

And th e fee t that wou ld fo l low afte r , must b e swi ft as th e

prai rie w ind .

Alas ! fo r the men and women ,
and l i t t le ones that day

Fo r th e road i t was long and weary,
and th e fo rt i t was far

away .

But the fawn had outst ri pped th e hun te rs , and th e palisades
d rew near ,

And soon f rom the inne r gateway th e war -bugle rang out clear ;
Gal lan t and c lear i t sounded ,

with neve r a note of de spai r ,
’Twas a so ld ier of France’

s chal lenge , f rom th e young Made

le ine Verch e res .

‘

And th is i s my l i tt le garrison , my b roth e rs Louis and Pau l ?
With so ld iers two—and a c ripple ? may th e V i rgin pray for as

all.

B ut we ’ve powde r and gu ns in plenty , and we ’

ll figh t to t he

latest b reath
And i f need b e for God and count ry , die a b rave so ld ie r’s death .

Load all the carab ines qu ickly
, and wheneve r you s igh t the foe

Fi re from th e upper tu rre t
,
and the loopholes down b e low .

Keep up the h t e , b rave so ld ie rs , though the figh t may b e herce
and long

And th ey’ll th ink our l i tt le garri son is mo re than a hundred
st rong.

’

So spake the maiden Made le ine
,
and sh e rou sed th e No rman

b lood
That seemed for a momen t s leeping,

and sen t i t l ike a flood
Th rough eve ry h eart around h er , and they fough t the r ed

I roquo is
As fough t in th e old t ime b attles , the so ld ie rs of Carignan .

And th ey say the b lack clouds ga the red , and a tempes t swept
the sky

And th e roar of the thunde r m ingled with th e fo rest t ige r
'

s c ry ,
But st i l l th e garrison fough t on ,

wh i le th e l igh tn ing
’

s j agged
spear
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Tore a hole in th e n igh t’s dark cu rtain ,
and showed them a

foeman near .

And th e sun rose up in the morn ing, and th e co lour of b lood
was h e

,

Gaz ing down from th e h eavens on th e l i tt le company .

‘Beho ld ! my friends ! ’ c ried the maiden
,

’
t i s a warn ing lest

we forge t ,
Though th e n igh t saw us do our duty

,
our work i s not fin ished

yet .
’

And s ix days fo l lowed each oth er , and feeb le h er l imb s b ecame
Yet th e maid neve r sough t h er p i l low , and th e flash of th e

carab ines’ flame
I llum ined the powde r-smoked faces , aye , even wh en hope seem

cd gone

And sh e on ly sm i led on h e r com rades , and to ld th em to figh t ,

figh t on .

And sh e b lew a b last on th e b ugle , and 10 ! f rom th e fo rest
b lack

,

M e rr i ly
,
m erri ly r inging, an answe r came peal ing back .

Oh ! p leasan t and sweet i t sounded, bo rne on the morn ing ai r ,

For i t h eralded fifty so ld ie rs
,
wi th gallan t D e la Monn iere .

And when h e b eh e ld th e maiden
,
th e sold ier of Carignan ,

And looked on th e l i tt le garrison that fough t th e red I roquo is
And h e ld th e i r own in the b at tle , for six long weary days ,
He stood for a mon

‘

iEi it speech less , and marve l led at woman
’

s

ways .

Th en h e b eckoned th e men b eh ind h im and s tead i ly th ey
advan ce ,

And
,
with carab ines up l i fted, th e veterans of France

Saluted th e b rave young Captain so t im id ly s tand ing th e re
And th ey fi red a vo l ley in h onou r of Made le ine Ve rche res .

And th is , my dear , i s th e s to ry of the maiden Made le ine .

God gran t th at we in Canada may neve r see again
Such c ruel wars and massacres , in waking o r in dream ,

As our fath e rs and moth e rs saw ,
my ch i ld, in th e days of the

old regime .
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TT was bo rn at S cot ia
,
Lake Erie , On tario ,

h
,
1872 . Her paren ts , John and Janet (MacI n

ty re ) M cKi shn ie
,
we re both nat ives of Argyl lsh i re . Sh e was

educated at th e local pub li c school and at th e S t . Thomas Co l le
giate Inst i tu te . I n 1889 sh e married M r . Bassett B lewet t , a

nat ive of Co rnwall, England .

T h rough h e r mothe r sh e i s re lated to Duncan B an Mac

In tyre , th e famous Gae l i c poe t .
Wh ile s t i ll in h e r teen s

,
M r s . B lewet t

’

s poem s , sho rt stories
and art i cles in th e pub li c press and in magaz ines b egan to

att rac t atten t ion ; and ,
in 1890 , sh e pub lish ed a novel, Ou t of

th e D ep th s . H ear t S ongs , a collect ion o f h e r ve rse
,
appeared

in 1897 , and at once b ecame popu lar ; and Th e Cornflower

and Oth er Poems , issued in 1906,
increased th e autho r’s fame

and popular i ty . One of h er poems ,
‘

Spring
’ captu red t h e

prize of s ix hundred do l lars
,
ofice red for th e b es t poem on

th i s t rite sub j ect , by th e Ch icago Times-H erald .

I n 19 15
,
Mary Joseph ine T rotter con tributed an in te re st ing

art i cle on Jean B lewe tt to Everywoman
’

s Wor ld
,
from wh i ch

i s quo ted :
A BARD OF THE COM MON TH I NGS

Jean B lewe t t h as n e i th er r efused
‘

to grow up , nor has sh e r e

qu i red to
‘th ink b ack’ to expe r ience joy as qu ick as Ch i ldh ood’

s in th e

Springing b lade and th e sp r eading leaf
,
and also in th e r ealm of

h uman natur e . All th is I know from h e r vo ice and h er expre ssion as

sh e sh owed me th e view from th e w indow in h e r b edroom ,
in wh ich

sh e h as b een a pri soner s ince Novemb er .
P r ison e r ? Th e wor d i s not a p ropos exact ly . Not even th e pangs

o f phys ical suffe r ing have b een ab le to b ind th e imaginat ion of a

woman p rofoundly in love w i th life and ab le to p ut h e r pass ion in to
w r i t ing. Fo r mon th s M r s . B lewe tt h as b een b usy on a novel; having
for i t s se tt ing th e Peace Rive r coun try in wh ich w i ld and roman t ic
d is t r ict sh e camped w i th h e r husb and and son for weeks last summer.
Sh e was married early—at s ixteen—and th e fi r st verses sh e ever

wrote and fo r wh ich sh e was paid by F rank Les li e’

s M on th ly,
wer e

a lullaby to h er own bab y .

Jean B lewe t t i s one of a literary fam ily . He r b ro th e r , M r . Ar ch
ibald M cKi shn i e , i s fr equen tly a con trib utor to Canadian pub lication s,
and a younger si ster i s w inn ing success as a j ou rnali s t in Detro i t ,
M ich igan .

Fo r years M r s . B lewe tt h as b een a special w r 1ter for th e Glob e

and oth er h ousehold pub licat ions , so that h er name has b ecome fam iliar
to a very large and appreciat ive pub lic. S h e deligh ts to wri te of
‘

th e common th ings,’ would rath er b e sympath e t ic than startling.
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Chore Time
HEN I

’

m at gran
’

dad
'

s on the farm ,

I h ear along
’

b out s ix o
’c lock

,

Just wh en I
’

m tee lin ’

snug an
’ warm

,

‘

Ho
,
Bob b y , come and feed you r stock .

’

I j ump and ge t into my c lo th es ;
I t

’

s dark as pi tch ,
ah

’

sh i ve rs run

All up my b ack . Now, I suppose
Not many boys wou ld th ink th is fun .

But when we ge t out to th e b arn
The greedy pigs b egin to squeal,
An

’ I th row in th e ye llow co rn ,

A b ush e l baske t to th e meal .

Th en I b egin to warm r igh t up ,

I wh ist le ‘Yankee Dood le ’ th rough ,

An
’ wrast le with th e collie pup
And somet imes gran

’

dad wh i st les too.

Th e cow-sh ed door
,
i t makes a din

Each t ime we swing i t open wide ;
I

‘

run an
’

flash th e lan tern in
,

Th e re stand the shortho rn s s ide by s ide .

Th e i r b r eath in’

makes a sort of cloud
Above th e i r heads—the re’

s no f ros t h e re .

My b eaut ies ,’ gran
’

dad says out loud ,

‘You’l l get you r b reak fasts , never fear .’

Wh en up I c l imb in to th e lo ft
To fi ll th e i r racks with c lover hay,
Th e i r eyes

,
all s leepy like and so f t

,

A h eap o f n ice th ings seem to say.

Th e r ed ox shakes h i s curly h ead .

An
’ turns on me a so lemn face :

I know h e
’

s awfu l glad h is sh ed

I s such a warm and sme l ly p lace .

An
’ last of all th e stab le b ig,

With harness hanging on each door ,
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I always want to dance a Jlg

On that o ld musty , dusty floo r.

I t seems so good to b e alive ,
An

’ tend in’

to th e s turdy grays ,
Th e sorre ls, and old Prin ce , —that’s fiveh

An
’ Ligh t foo t w ith her coax ing ways .

My gran
’

dad te l ls me sh e i s m ine,
An

’

I
’

m that p roud ! I b raid h er mane,

An
’

smooth h er s ides un t i l th ey sh ine ,
An

’

do my b est to make h er vain .

When we have measu red oats for all,

Have s lapped th e grays upon th e flanks
An

’ tr ied to pat th e so rre ls tal l ,
An

'

h eard them wh inny out th e i r thank s ,
We know i t

’

s b reakfast t ime
, and go

Out past th e ye l low s tacks of st raw
,

Acro ss th e c reek that used to flow
,

B ut won’t flow now un t i l a thaw .

Beh ind th e t rees th e sky is p ink ,
Th e snow dri fts by in fat wh i te flakes ,
My gran

’

dad says : ‘We l l
,
Bob , I th ink

The re comes a sme l l of buckwh eat cakes .

’

For He Was Scotch , and 5 0 Was She
HEY we re a coup le we ll con ten t
With what they earned and what th ey spen t,

Cared not a wh i t for style’

s decree
For h e was S cotch ,

and so was sh e .

And oh ,
th ey loved to talk of Bu rns

Dear b l i th esome, tende r Bob b y Burns !
They neve r wearied of h i s song,

He never sang a note too s trong.

One l i tt le fau l t cou ld ne ith e r see

Fo r h e was S cotch , and so was sh e .

Th ey loved to read of men who stood
And gave fo r coun try l i fe and b lood,
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Q uebec
UEBEC ,

th e gray old ci ty on th e h i ll
,

Lies with a go lden glory on h er h ead,

D ream ing th roughout th is h our so fai r, so st i ll ,
O i o th e r days and h er b elovéd dead.

The doves are nest ing in th e cannons gr im ,

Th e flower s b loom wh ere once did run a t ide
Oi c rimson when the moon rose pale and dim

Above a field of b att le st retch ing wide .

M eth inks w ith in h e r wakes a m igh ty glow
O i pride in anc ien t t imes , h er st i rr ing past ,
Th e stri fe , th e va lou r of the long ago

Fee ls at h e r h ea rt-s t rings . S trong and tal l, and vast
Sh e l ies , touch ed with th e sunset’s go lden grace ,
A wondrous so ftness on h e r gray old face .

What Time the Morning Stars Arise
[Lieutenan t Reginald VVarneford , wh ile patrolling th e sk ies over

Belgium in h is aeroplane at 3 o
’

clock in th e morn ing of June 7th ,

1915, destroyed a German armed Zeppelin
, con tain ing twenty-e igh t

men . Th e young aviator won in stan t fame by h is h eroic act . He

rece ived th e V ictoria Cross from King George and th e Legion of

Honour from France ]

A
BOVE h im sp reads the pu rple sky,

Beneath h im spreads th e eth er sea ,

And everywh e re ab ou t h im lie

D im po rt s of space , and mystery .

Ho ,
lone ly Adm i ral of the Fleet !

What of th e n igh t ? What of th e n igh t ?
‘

Meth inks I h ear,’ h e says, ‘

the b eat
O i great wings ris ing for the fl igh t .

’

Ho
,
Adm i ral ne ighbouring w ith th e stars
Above th e old wor ld’

s st ress and din !
With Jup ite r and lord ly Mars

‘

Ah
,
yonder sweeps a Zeppe l in !

‘A b i rd with menace in i t s b reath ,

A th ing of per i l
,
spo i l and st ri fe ,
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The l i tt le ch i ldren done to death ,

Th e h e lp less old b e re f t of l i fe .

‘

Th e moan o f st ricken moth erhood ,

The coward i ce b eyond our ken ,

Th e c rue l ty that fires th e b lood ,

And shocks the sou ls of hones t men .

‘Th ese cal l fo r vengeance—m ine the chase .

’

He gu ides h is c raft —e late and st rong.

Up , up ,
th rough purp le seas of space ,

Wh i le in h is heart th ere grows a song .

‘

Ho ,
l i tt le sh ip of m ine that soars

Twixt earth and sky, b e ou rs to—day
To free our harassed seas and shores
Of yonde r evi l b i rd of prey 1’

Th e gal lan t ven ture i s h is own ,

No f r iend to cau t ion , pray , o r aid ,

But st rong i s h e who figh ts alone ,
O i loss and fai lu re unaf raid .

He r ises h igh e r , h igh e r st i ll,
T i l l po ised ab ove th e startled foe
I t i s a figh t to s t i r and th r i l l
And set th e du l lest b reast aglow .

Old Br itain hath h er batt les won
On h elds that are a nat ion ’

s p ride ,
And oh th e deeds o f daring done
Upon her waters deep and wide '

Bu t war fare waged on so l id land ,
Or on the sea

,
can scarce compare

Wi th th is engagement , h e rce , yet grand,
Th is due l to th e death in ai r .

He wins ! h e wins in sea of space '
Why prate we now of o the r wars

S ince h e has won h is name and place
By death less valour

’

mong the stars ?

No more that Zeppelin wi l l mock,
No more wi l l sound h e r song of h ate ;
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With bu rst ing b omb , and fire , and shock ,
Sh e hurt les downward to h er fate .

A touch of rose in eastern skies ,
A litt le b reeze that ca l ls and s ings ,
Look yonde r wh ere our h ero fl ies,

Like hom ing b i rd on eage r w ings .

He sees the wh i te m ists so ft ly curl ,
He sees th e moon dri ft pale and wan ,

Sees Venus c l imb the stai rs of pear l
To hold h er court of Love at dawn .

The Usurer
ATE says , and flaun ts h er sto res of gold,
‘I ’l l loan you happ iness un to ld .

What is it you des i re of me

A pe r fect hour in wh i ch to b e
In love w ith l i fe , and glad, and good ,

The b l iss of b e ing unde rstood,
Am id l i fe’

s cares a l it t le space
To feas t your eyes upon a face ,
Th e wh ispe red wo rd, th e love-filled tone ,
Th e warmth of l ips that meet your own ,

To-day of Fate you bo rrow ;
I n hunge r of th e h eart , and pain ,

I n lone l iness, and longing vain ,

You pay th e deb t to—morrow !

Prince , let gr im Fate take what sh e wi l l
Of t rea sures rare , of j oys that th ri l l,
Enact th e c rue l usu rer’s part ,
Leave empty arms and hungry h ear t ,
Take what sh e can of love and t rust ,
Take all l i fe’

s gladness , i f she must ,
Take meet ing sm i le and parting k iss
The b ened ict ion and the b l iss .

What th en ? Th e fai res t th ing of all

I s ours , 0 Pr ince , b eyond recal l
Not even Fate wou ld dare to se ize
Our store of go lden memor ies .
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e 11two r th Ham i lton Eaton

RTHUR W
'

ENTW'ORTH HAM ILTON EATON ,
M .A .

,

poe t . p rie s t . educato r and h istorian
,
was bo rn

at Ken tvi lle . Nova S co t la. th e e ldest son of Wi lliam Eaton ,

a descendan t of a Pu r i tan fam i ly and at one t ime In specto r
o f Sch oo ls fo r h i s coun ty

, and Anna Augus ta Wi llough b y
Ham i lton . o f New England Pu r i tan stock .

H is h igh e r educat ion was rece ived at Dalhous ie Co llege ,

l lali fax . and at Harvard Un ive rs i ty wh e re h e graduated in

ar t s wi th th e c lass o f 1880 . [O i th i s class , Th eodore Roose
ve lt was a memb e r . ] Th e h ono rary degree , was

con fe rred on 11 1111 in 1905 , b y King
’

s College Un i ve rs i ty , in
recogn i t ion of h i s li te rary ach ievements and h igh scho las t i c
at tainmen ts .

Ordained deacon o f th e Pro testan t Ep iscopal Ch urch ,
in

1884 . and p riest t he n ext year
,
h e was

,
fo r a t ime . in cumb en t

of th e pari sh of Ch es tnu t H i ll
,
Bos ton .

I n 1888
,
D r . Eaton ’

s fi r st no tab le work , Th e H ear t of th e

C r e eds : H is to r ical R eligion in th e L igh t of 11I oder n Th ough t ,
was pub lish ed . Th i s was fo llowed ,

in 1889 . by h is fi r st b ook
of ve rse

,
A

‘

ca
'

d ianL egends and Lyr ics , so favou rab ly review
cd by th e c r i t ics . H i s th i rd pub li cat ion ,

Th e Ch urch ofEng

land in N ova S cot ia , and th e Tor y Gle rg.

i of th e R evolu t ion .

a pe rman ent ly valuab le h i s to rical work , was i ssued in 189 1 .

H i s h i s to rical researche s h ave resu lted also in a numb e r of

au tho ri tat ive gen ealogical and fam i ly monograph s 1n th e H is

to r y ofKing
'

s Coun ty , N .S . :H ear t of th e Acad ian Land . and

in an impor tan t H is tor y of Halifa r , N ova S cot ia.
now b e ing

pub li sh ed in in s talm en ts
,
in

‘Ame ri cana .

’

Two o th e r vo lum es

of ve rse appeared in 1905 ,
A cad ian B allads . and D e S oto

'

s

Las t D r eam , and P oems of th e Ch r is t ian Year— and
,
in 1907 ,

was pub li sh ed Th e Lo tus of th e N i le and Oth er P oems .

A s Pro fe sso r of Engli sh L i te rature . fo r vear s , in a New

Yo rk co llege ,
D r . Eaton gained a wide repu tat ion as an

educato r .

D r . Eaton h as made an enviab le reco rd as a Canad ian
li tte rateu r . H i s Legend s and Ballads mu st con t inue to hold

th e i r d i s t inct i ve place in Canad ian ve rse , wh i ls t h i s h i stor 1cal
wri t ings must eve r inc rease in value and importance .
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The Phantom Light of the Baie des Chaleurs
I S th e laugh te r of p ines that swing and sway

199

Whe re th e b reeze from th e land meets th e b reeze f rom
the bay ;

’
T is the s i lvery foam of th e s i lve r t ide
In ripp les that reach to th e fo rest s ide ;
’

T is the fisherman
’

s boat , in a t rack of sh een

Plying th rough tangled seaweed green ,

O
’

e r the Baie des Chaleurs .

Who has not h eard of the phantom l igh t
That ove r th e moan ing waves , at n igh t ,
Dances and d ri fts in end less p lay ,
C lose to the sho re , then far away ,
Fie rce as th e flame in sunse t skies ,
Co ld as th e win te r l igh t that l ies

On the Baie des Chaleu rs .

They te l l as that many a year ago,

From lands wh ere the palm and th e o l ive grow ,

Wh ere vines w ith th e i r pu rp le c luste rs c reep
Ove r the h i l lsides gray and steep ,
A kn igh t in h is doub le t , s lashed w ith gold ,

Famed , in that ch ival rous t ime of old,
For valo rous deeds and cou rage rare ,
Sai led with a p r incess wondrous fai r

To the Baie des Chaleu rs .

That a p i rate c rew from some i sle of the sea,

A murde rous b and as e
’

er cou ld b e ,
Wi th a shadowy sai l , and a flag of n igh t ,
That Haun ted and flew in h eaven ’

s s igh t ,
Swept in th e wake of th e love rs th e re ,
And sank th e sh ip and i ts fre igh t so fai r

In th e Baie des Chaleurs .

S t range i s the tale that th e fish e rmen te l l,
Th ey say that a b al l of ti re fe l l
S t raigh t from th e sky, with c rash and roar,
Ligh t ing th e b ay from sho re to sho re ;
That the sh ip , with a shudde r and a groan ,

Sank th rough th e waves to th e cave rns lone
O i th e Baie des Chaleurs .
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That was th e last of th e pi rate c rew
B ut many a n igh t a b lack flag flew
From th e mast of a spec t re vesse l

,
sai led

By a spe ctre b and th at wept and wai led
For th e wreck th ey had wrough t on th e sea, on the

Fo r th e innocen t b lood they h ad spi l t on th e sand

O i th e Baie des Chaleu rs .

Th is i s th e tale of th e ph an tom l igh t
That fi lls the mar iner’s h eart , at n igh t ,
With dread as i t gleams o

’

e r h is path on th e b ay,

Now by th e sho re , then far away
,

Fie rce as th e flame in sunset skies ,
Co ld as th e winter moon that l ies

Oh th e Baie des Chaleurs .

The Lotus of the N i le
ROUD , langu id l i ly of the sacred N i le

,

’
T is st range to see th ee on our western wave ,

Far f rom those sandy sho res that m i le on m i le ,
Papyrus-p lumed

,
st retch s i len t as th e grave.

O
’

er l imp id poo l , and wide , palm-sh e ltered bay,

And round deep-dream ing is les , thy leaves expand,
Whe re Alexandrian b arges p lough th e i r way,
Fu l l-fre igh ted, to th e an cien t Th eban land.

On Karnak
’

s lo fty co lumn s thou we rt seen ,

And spaciou s Luxo r’s temp le-palace wal ls ,
Each royal Pharaoh ’

s emeralded queen
Chose thee to deck h e r gl itte ring b anquet hal ls ;

Yet th ou art b lossom ing on th is fai ry lake
As regal ly , am idst th ese common th ings ,

As on th e shores wh ere N i le’

s b rown ripp les b reak ,
As in th e ivory hal ls of Egypt

’

s k ings .

Thy grace mee ts eve ry passer’s cur ious eyes ,
But h e whose though t has ranged th rough faith s of

Gaz ing at th ee fee ls lo fty temp les r ise
Abou t h im , sees long l in es of p ries ts , wh i te-sto led ,
That chan t strange mus i c as th ey s lowly pace
Dim-co lumned ais les ; h ears t remb l ing ove rh ead
Echoes that lose th emse lves in that vast space ,
O i Egypt

’

s so lemn r i tual fo r th e dead .
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To ancho r by the sh e l tered sho re
Some laden deep with p rec ious ore ,

Or spices won from pe rfumed sands

Of r ich , luxu rian t t rop ic lands ,
O kind ly sea

But some come b ack on wint ry gales
W i th b roken spars and shatte red sai ls
And fl ing to shore a feeb le rope ;
Wh i le many a loving h eart in hope
Wai ts on for sh ips that nevermore
Shal l ancho r by a f riendly shore ,

0 sad, sad sea !

L i le Sainte Croix
Th e fir s t F r ench S ettlement in Amer i ca was made h er e in 1604.

ITH tangled b rushwood overgrown ,

And h ere and the re a lo fty p ine,
Around whose fo rm s t range c reepers tw ine ,

And c rags that mock th e wi ld sea
’

s moan ,

And l i tt le bays wh ere no sh ips come ,
Though many a wh i te sai l pas ses by,

And many a d ri f t ing c loud on h igh
Looks down and shames th e s leeping foam ,

Unconsc ious on the waves i t l ies,
Wh i le m idst the go lden reeds and sedge

That
,
southward , l ine th e wate r’s edge ,

Th e th rush s ings h e r sh ri l l me lod ies .

No human dwe l l ing now is seen

Upon i ts rude , un fe rt i le s lopes ,
Though many a summe r trave l le r gropes

For ru ins m idst th e tangled green ,

And seeks upon th e northe rn shore
Th e graves of that adventurous band
That fo l lowed to the Acad ian land

Champ lain , De Mon ts , and Poutr incourt .

There stood th e anc ien t fort that sen t
Fierce cannon echoes th rough th e wo ld ,

Th e re waved th e Bou rb on flag that to ld
The maste ry of a con t inen t ;
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The re th rough th e pines the echo ing wai l
O i ghost ly w inds was h eard at eve ,

And hoarse , deep sounds l ike those that heave
The b reasts of st ricken warr iors pale .

Th ere Huguenots and cassocked pr iests,
And nob le-bo rn and sons of to i l

,

Togeth e r worked th e barren soi l,
And shared each oth e r’s frugal feasts ,
And dreamed b eneath the ye l low moon

O i go lden reap ings that shou ld b e ,
Con juring f rom th e sai l less sea

A glad, prophet i c harvest-tune ,
T i ll steal thy win ter th rough the reeds
Crept , c rystal-footed , to th e shore ,
And to the l i tt le ham let b ore

H is h idden f re igh t of death ly seeds .

Spr ing came at last , and o
’

er th e waves
The we l come sai l of Pontgravé,
B ut hal f the numb e r s i len t lay,
Death ’

s pale fi rst-fru i ts , in weste rn graves .

S ing on ,
wi ld sea, you r sad re frain

For all th e gal lan t sons of France ,
Whose songs and suffe rings enhance

The witche ry of th e western main ,

Keep kind ly watch b e fore th e st rand
Whe re lie in h idden mounds , secure ,
The men De Mon ts and Pout r incour t

Fi rst led to th e Acad ian land .

By the Bridge
ITH sub t lest m im i c ry of wave and t ide

,

Oi ocean sto rm ,
and cu rren t sett ing f ree ,

Here by th e b ridge th e r iver deep and w ide ,

Swaying the reeds along i ts muddy marge ,
Speeds to t he whar f th e dusky coal ing-b arge
And dreams i tse l f a commerce-qu icken ing sea.

Wide sedge
-r immed meadows westward meet the eye ,

Brown , s i l ty, sere , whe re dri ftwood from the m i l ls
I s th rown , as Spring

’

s full flood sweeps by,
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And weeds grow rank as on the wi ld sal t-marsh ,

And lonely cries of sea-gu l ls , loud and harsh ,
Pierce even ing

’

s s ilence to th e echo ing h i lls .

Th e scene , with all i ts varied
,
vo i ce less moods

,

My eyes have looked upon so many years
That l ike my mothe r’s songs , o r the deep woods
I n whose mys terious shade I used to play

,

Weaving sweet fanc ies all th e summer day,

I t has s t range power to waken joy or tears .

I love th e l igh ts that f r inge th e farthe r shore ,
Great go lden fi refl ies by a s i l ve r mere ;
Mysterious to rch es th ey , that o’

er and o
’

e r

Reca l l to m ind th e dear sou ls gone , not set

Co ld-gleam ing c rystals in God
’

s co ronet ,
But gems that l igh t our way wi th ruddy ch ee r .
Somet imes inve rted in th e wave th ey seem

Like o r ien t palace-roo fs and towe rs aflame

With rub ies , or those sapph i re wal ls that gleam
Am idst the vis ions of th e ho ly S eer ,
Who by th e b lue ZEgean , with vis ion c lear,
Saw splendours in the h eavens h e m igh t not name .

When all th e r iver l ies encloaked in m ist
So far away those t remb l ing o rb s of l igh t
Th ey symb o l memor ies fai r that s t i l l pers ist ,
With glow or gl immer , of th e sh rouded years
Be fo re we le ft , for laugh ter , c ries and tears ,
That wo rld se rene wh ere sou ls are born in l igh t .
I cannot watch unmoved th e sunset h ere
When swi ft vo l can ic fi res of l iqu id go ld
Al igh t on h i l ls of purp le haze appear,
And clouds , deep-cr imsoned in th e day’s dec l ine ,
Li ke snowy festal-garmen ts sp lash ed w i th wine ,
Lie care less , rest ing fleecy fo ld on fo ld .

So deep th e mean ings in th ese changing moods

O i earth and h eaven ,
that I wh o reve ren t stand

Be fore a flowe r , and in th e somb re woods
Hear speech that s i lences th e common creeds ,
S tand lost in wonde r, l i ke a man who reads
Immo rtal p roph ec ies none can unde rstand.
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A
8 M i s s Co leman

'

s poem s appeared fo r years in th e A tlan

t ic Mon th ly and o th e r pe riod icals
,

unde r a nom de

p lume . a few in t imate fr iends on ly knew th e real nam e

and pe rsonali ty of th e au thor
,
prio r to 1906 . In th at year

appeared h e r S ong s and S onne ts , pub li sh ed unde r th e au spice s
o f th e Tenny son C lub ,

To ron to .

l t was recogn i zed at once that Canada h ad a n ew poe t of
d i s t inct i ve me ri t : and th e fi r st ed i t ion was soon followed by
a seco nd . Th e c r 1t 1cs i nvariab ly ranked th e forty- fou r sonn ets
in th e b ook as work of h igh quali ty .

—spon taneous
,
rhy thm i c

,

nob le : and indeed th i s form of ve rse seem s to su i t mo s t ade
quat e ly th e h ue r in s t inc t s of h e r ge n ius . Th e lyrics quo ted
ar e als o b eau t i ful .
A daugh te r o f th e Rev . Franc i s Coleman

,
a M e th od i s t

cle rgyman , and h i s wi fe
, Emzn eline Maria Adam s

, sh e i s

a de s cendan t th rough h e r mo th e r o f Joh n Q u incy Adam s , s ix th
Pre s iden t o f th e Un i ted S tate s . and th e repu ted auth o r of th e
Mon ro e Doct rine . Sh e i s th e on ly s i ste r of th e we ll-known
geo logi s t . Pro f . A . P . Co leman

,
F I1 .D .

,

M i ss Co leman i s a Canad ian by b i rth an d educat ion and a

re siden t o f To ron to . Sh e t rave ls qu i te ex ten s i ve ly— was in

Ge rmany w h en th e Great \Var b egan
— b u t in th e summ e r

mon th s i s found mos t f requ en tly at Pin eh u rs t
,
h e r love ly i sland

and co t tage in th e Thou sand I slands , wh e re th e fr esh
‘

ai r and

t h e b eau ty o f natu re renew h e r h ealth and in sp i rat ion : and

wh e re
,
as a graciou s ho ste ss . sh e en te r tain s congen ial f riends .

More Love ly Grows the Earth
ORE lovely grow s th e ear th as we grow o ld

More tende rne ss i s in th e dawn ing spring,

M o re b ron ze upon th e b lackb i rd
'

s b u rn i sh ed wing ;
And ri ch e r i s th e au tumn c lo th -o i -gold ;

A deepe r m ean ing,
too ,

th e years un fold
,

Un t i l to wa i t ing h eart s each liv ing th ing
Fo r ve ry love i t s b oun ty seem s to b ring,

In t reat ing u s wi th b eauty to
'

b eho ld .

Or i s i t that w i th years w e grow mo re wi se
And reve ren t to th e myste ry pro found
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Withh e ld f rom careless or indi ffe ren t eyes
That b rood s in s imple th ings th e world around

,

Mo re conscious of th e Love that glo r ifie s
The common ways and makes th em holy ground ?

To a Bluebe l l

l
WATCH thy l itt le b e l ls of b lue ,

80 de licate of fo rm and hue ,

And when I see th em swing and sway
I l isten for th e ch imes to p lay ;
But dul l has grown th e mo rtal car ,
And I can neve r, never h ear
The dain ty tunes , but on ly guess
Th e i r mus i c f rom thy loveliness .

Dost thou announce th e day new-bo rn
,

And r ing th e changes of th e morn
,

And summon fo r an early mass

The l it t le peop les of the gr ass ,

That th ey may gi ve f resh meed of praise
Fo r sun and rain and summe r days ?
Dos t thou th e moon

’

s late ri s ing tell ,
And sound at eve a cu rfew b e ll ?

Wh en drowsy b ees go lo i ter ing,

And but te rfl ies are on the wing,

Dost b eat th e merry mus i c ou t ,

An d swe l l th e rhythm of th e rou t ’
Dost eve r some fain t message sound

Fo r all th e w ee folk of th e ground .

O i those far myste ries that lie
Beyond th e i r ken in ea rth and sky

?

Keep thou thy s i lence , fai ry b ell,
Thou art no less a m i rac le ;
No le ss a raptu re thou dost b r ing
Because we canno t h ear th ee ring :
For th ey who give atten t ive ear

Must catch thy s i lve ry cadence c lear ,
And know a joy no language tells ,
Wh en in th e h ear t the re s ings and swe lls
The mus i c of thy magi c b e lls .
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lndian Summer
F all Earth ’

s varied
,
love ly moods

,

Th e love l iest is when she b roods
Among h er dream ing so l i tudes
On Indian Summe r days ;
When on th e h i l l th e aster pales ,
An d Summer’s st ress of pass ion fai ls

,

And Autumn looks th rough m isty ve i ls
long h er leafy ways .

How deep th e tende rness that yearn s
With in the s i len t wood that turns
From green to go ld, and s lowly burns
As by some inward fire !

How dear th e sense that all th ings wi ld
Have b een at last by love b egu i led
To jo in one cho rus

,
reconc i led

In sat isfied des i re !

The changing h i l ls ide , wrapped in dreams

W i th so ftest Opalescen t gleams
,

L ike some eth erea l v is ion seems ,

Out l ined against the sky ;

Th e fields that gave the harvest go ld
Afar b e fo re our eyes un ro l led
In pu rp le d istance, fo ld on fo ld
Love ly and t ranqu i l lie .

We l inge r by th e cr imson v ine ,
S teeped to th e heart w ith fragran t w ine,
And whe re th e

'

rowan-b erries sh ine,
And gen t ians l i ft th e i r b lue
We stay to h ear th e w ind tha t gr ieves
Among th e oak’s cr isp russet leaves ,
And watch th e moving l igh t , that weaves
Quain t patte rns , peer ing th rough .

Th e fi res that in th e map les glow ,

Th e rapture that th e b eech es know ,

Th e smoke-wrai th s dr i ft ing to and fro,

Each season mo re endears ;
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And ruffled l i tt le runn ing b rooks
Wh ere mosses lurk.

I t b ears th e note of p ip ing f rogs ,
Th e st i r of tende r, un t r ied wings

Oi lowing kine , and home ly sounds

O i barnyard th ings .

0 barren land ! what dos t thou dream
Beneath th ese su rging winds that b ear

Th e echoes of a l i fe wh ich thou
Can st neve r share ?

Dost thou not long to b reak thy calm
To know that l iv ing,

swee t un res t ?
And fee l th e t read of busy fee t
Upon thy b reast ?

To hear thy ch i ldren
’

s laugh te r vo iced
I n myriad tongues , and know that wh en

The i r day i s done w ith in thy b reast
Th ey’l l s leep again ?

0 s i len t land ! th e '

w inds that b low
With in men

’

s h earts and fan th e fi re

O i h idden hopes and show th e sou l
I ts own des i re ,

Have come to me f rom d istan t shores
And borne in b roken wh ispe rings
A tale that th r i l led me l ike a t ide
From ris ing sp rings .

Th e fu l l-p ressed w ine of l i fe my l ips
Have never tasted, yet i s known ,

My h eart , though h e ld in bondage , leaps
To c laim i ts own .

I know my law fu l h er itage ,
Although I stand on al ien ground ;
I know what k ingsh ip i s, although
I go unc rowned .
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At n igh t when inne r tempests b low ,

And s leep forsakes my weary eye ,

I love to h ear th e wind without
Go storm ing by.

I t speaks my own wi ld nat ive tongue
And gives me courage to with stand ,

As i f a com rade came to me

And took my hand .

I love all th ings that God has made

I n earth or sea o r heavens b righ t ,
B ut mos t I love th e p rai rie winds
That b low at n igh t .

En largement
ROUND us unaware th e so lemn n igh t
Had hung i ts shadowy man t le

,
wh i le we sough t

To h nd each o th e r by th e roads of though t ;
I felt thy orb i t nearing,

and a l igh t
S t reamed sudden ly ac ross my inne r s igh t ,
Etfulgen t , incommun i cab le , fraugh t
With some con st ra in ing tende rness that caugh t
My qu i ckened sp i ri t to i ts u tmost h e igh t .

And 10 ! I saw as w ith the eyes of two ,

In that swi ft moment wh en thy sou l touch ed m ine ,

The wal ls of b e ing widened, and I drew
Near to the po rtal of a name less sh rine ,
A sudden b linding rapture p ie rced me th rough ,
And in that in stan t earth b ecame d iv ine .

Day and N ight
HEN in th e afii uent Splendou r of th e day,

To h eaven ’

s c loud less b lue I l i f t my eyes,
Th r i lled with th e b eauty that around me l ies
My h eart goes up on wings of ecstasy ;
B ut wh en Orion and th e M i lky Way

Reveal the story of th e m idn igh t skies,
And all th e star ry hos ts of space ar ise
Mute ly I bow in reve rence to p ray .
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And so wi th l i fe ; the day l igh t of success
Rounds earth and p leasu re to a per fect sph ere ,
B ut in the n igh t of t rial and d ist ress
The qu ickened soul to vaste r realm s draws near

,

And o
’

er th e borde rs of our consciousness
Fore token s of th e I nfin i te appear

Beyond the Violet Rays
EYOND the vio let rays we do not know
What co lours lie

,
what fields of l igh t abound ,

Or what undreamed effu lgence may su rround
Our dream ing consc iousness above , b elow
Nor i s i t far that fin i te sense can go

Along th e sub t le passages of sound,

Th e finer tonal waves are too p rofound
For mor tal ears to catch th e i r eb b and flow .

B ut there are momen ts wh en upon us steal
Mon it ions of far w ider realms that lie
Beyond our spi ri t bo rde rs

,
and we fee l

That fine, e th ereal joys we cannot name ,
In some vast o rb i t c i rc l ing,

sweep ing by,

Touch us in pass ing as with wings of flame .

As Day Begins to Wane
NCOMPAS SED by a thousand name less fears ,
I see l i fe’

s l i tt le day b egin to wane ,
And h ear th e we l l-loved vo ices cal l in vain
Across th e narrow ing margin of my years ;
And as th e Va l ley of th e Shadow nears ,
Such yearn ing t ides of tenderness and pain
Sweep over me that I can scarce rest rain
Th e gathering flood of inefl

’

ectual tears .

Yet th e re are moments wh en th e shadows b ring
No sense of part ing or app roach ing n igh t ,
But , rath er , all my sou l seems b roaden ing
Be fo re th e dawn of un imagined l igh t
As i f w ith in th e h eart a fo lded wing
We re making ready for a wide r fl igh t .
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Hagan

HOMAS O ’HAGAN , th e youngest son of John and Brid
get (O

'

Re i lly) O
’

Hagan ,
nat ives of Coun ty Ke rry

,
I r e

land . was b o rn in
‘

th e Gore of Toron to
,

’

on the 6th of

March
,
1855 , and was a bab e in arm s

,
wh en h is paren t s

,
th ree

b ro th ers , a sis te r and h im se l f , moved into th e wi lde rne ss of th e

coun ty of Bruce , On tario . Th ey located in th e town sh ip of

E lde rs l ie , three m i les f rom th e vi llage of Pais ley .

‘ Th e oth e r
se ttle rs we re mostly High land S co tch , and Thomas as a lad

learned to speak qu i te fluen t ly not on ly th e Gaeli c tongue of h i s

ne igh b ou rs , b ut also th e Kelt i c I ri sh , wh i ch was spoken f ree ly
by h is parents . He attended th e pub li c sch ool of th e se t tlemen t
wh e re the teach e rs were S cotch ,

and wh e re h e app lied h im self
wi th such d i ligence and ab i li ty that h e won a S econd Class

Teach e r’s Cer t ificate at th e early age of s ixteen .

Few Canadian s have devo ted so much t ime to academ i c
study as D r . O

’

Hagan . Afte r graduat ing f rom S t . M ichael’s
College , a p rize winne r in Lat in and Engli sh ,

h e en tered th e

Ot tawa Un i ve rs i ty and graduated B .A .
,
in 1882 , with honours

in Engli sh ,
Lat in

,
French and Ge rman . Th ree years late r th e

sam e Un i ve rs i ty. con fe rred on h im th e degree of M .A .

I n 1889 ,
h e rece ived th e degree of Ph .D . f rom Syracuse U n i

ve rs i ty ; and in sub sequen t years took postgraduate wo rk at

Co rne ll
,
Columb ia,

Ch icago ,
Louvain

,
Grenob le and Frib ou rg

Un i ve rs i t ie s . I n Sep temb e r , 19 14 , Laval Un ive rs i ty, M on t real
,

con fe rred on h im th e h onorary degree of Lit t .D .

Du ring h i s young manhood h e taugh t fo r some vear s in

S eparate S chools and High S choo ls of On tar io .

D r . O
’

Hagan is wide ly known as a sch olarly and popu lar
lec tu re r on many li te rary th eme s .

Recen tly (19 10 h e was Ch ie f Ed i to r and D i rect or of
th e N ew Wor ld

,
Ch i cago , b ut i s now res iden t in Toron to .

Th e following i s a list of D r . O
'

Hag
‘
an

’

s books of ve rse :
A Gate of F lowers , 1887 ; I n D r eam land and Oth er P oems ,

1893 ; S ongs of th e S et tlement
,
1899 ; I n th e h ear t of

th e M eadow,
19 14 ; and S ongs of H ero ic Days , 19 16 .

He has also pub li sh ed seve ral volumes of in te rest ing
and in s t ruc t i ve e ssays : S tud i es i n Poe try; Canad ian

Essays ; Essays L i terary, C r i ti cal and H is tor ical; Chats by

th e Fi r es ide ; and
,
in 19 16

,
Essays of Cath oli c L i fe .
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An ldyl of the Farm
THERE’S joy in eve ry sphe re of li fe from co ttage unto
th rone

,

B ut the swee tes t sm i le s o f natu re b eam upon th e farm alone ;
And in memo ry I go b ack to the days o f long ago ,

When th e team ste r shouted ‘

Haw,
Buck ! ’ ‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa ! ’

I see ou t in th e loggi ng-fie ld the h e roes of ou r land ,

Wi th th e i r s t rong and stu rdy faces , each with handspike in
h is hand

W ith shoulde rs st rong as He rcules , th ey feared no gian t foe ,

A s th e team ste r shou ted ‘

Haw
,
Buck ! ’ ‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa

Th e logging-b ees are ove r
,
and the woodlands all are c leared

,

Th e face that th en was young and fai r i s s i lve red o
’

e r wi th
b eard ;

The handspike now ho lds not th e place i t did long years ago ,

Wh en th e teamste r shouted ‘

Haw
,
Buck ! ’ ‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa

On meadow land and orchard fie ld th e re res ts a glo ry round ,
Sweet as th e memo ry of th e dead that haunts some ho ly

ground ;
And yet th ere ’

s want ing to my h eart some joy o f long ago

“men the team ste r shouted ‘

Haw
,
Buck ! ’ ‘

Gee !
’ ‘G’

lang !

and
‘Whoa !’

D emosth enes had s i lve ry tongue , and C ice ro knew Greek ,
The Gracch i b roth ers loved old Rome and always h e lped th e

weak ;
But the re’

s not a Grecian h e ro ,
nor Roman h igh o r low ,

Whose h ear t spake b raver pat riot wo rds than ‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa ! ’

Th ey wo re no coat o f armou r , the boys in twi ligh t days
They sang no c lass ic mus i c

,
but the o ld

‘

Come all ye
’ lays ;

Fo r armed with axe and handspike , each giant t ree th e i r foe
They rallied to th e bat t le-c ry of

‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa !

1 2
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And so th ey smote th e fo rest down
, and ro l led th e logs in

h eaps ,
And b rough t our coun t ry to the f ron t in m igh ty st rides and

leaps ;
And le ft upon th e al tar of each home Wh e re in you go ,

Some f ragrance of th e flower s that b loom th rough
‘

Gee !
’

and
‘Whoa !’

The O ld Brind le Cow
F all old memo r ies that c luster round my h eart ,
With th e i r root in my boyhood days ,

The qua in tes t i s l inked to the old b r ind le cow

With sly and myste rious ways .

Sh e
’

d l inge r round the lot near th e old potato patch ,

A sen t ine l by n igh t and by day,
Watch ing for th e hou r wh en all eyes were as leep ,
To start on h e r predatory way.

Th e old b rush fen ce sh e wou ld scorn in h er course ,
W ith tu rn i ps and cab bage just b eyond,

And co rn that was b loom ing th rough th e halo of th e n igh t
What a banque t so cho ice and so fond !

B ut wh en th e stars of morn we re pal ing in the sky

The old b rind le cow would take th e cue ,

And dress ing up h er l ine she
’

d re t reat b eyond th e fen ce,
Fo r the old cow knew j ust what to do .

What b reed d id you say? Why th e very b est b lood
That cou ld flow in a democrat i c cow

No h e rd-b ook cou ld te l l of th e glo ry in h er ho rns
Or wh ence came h er pedigree or how :

Sh e was Je rsey in h e r m i lk and Durham in h e r b u i ld ,
And Ayrsh i re wh en sh e happened in a row

,

But wh en i t came to s to rm ing th e old
‘

s lash ’ fence
Sh e was s imp ly th e o ld b rind le cow .

I t seems but a day s ince I drove h er to the ga te
To yie ld up h er rich and c reamy p r ize ;

For h er th e ft at m idn igh t hour sh e wou ld yie ld a doub le dower,
With peace of con sc ience lurk ing in h er eye s .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


18 Th omas O’Hagan

Wh i le th e b oys and th e gi r ls —th e ‘

b alach s
’

and
‘calah s’

Who to i led during day and danced th rough th e n igh t ,
Live again in b righ t dreams of M emory’s mo rn ing
Wh en the i r h earts b eat to mus i c o f l i fe

,
love and l igh t ,

Down at th e dance at McDougall
’

s .

The Song My Mother Sings
SWEET unto my h eart i s th e song my mothe r s ings
As even tide is b rooding on i ts dark and no ise less W ings

Eve ry no te is charged with memory—eve ry m emory b righ t
w i th rays

Of th e go lden hours of p rom ise in th e lap of ch idhood
’

s days
Th e o rchard b loom s anew and each b lossom scents the way,
And I fee l again th e b reath of eve among the neW -mown hay ;
Wh i le th rough th e hal ls of memo ry in happy notes th ere r ings
Al l th e l i fe—joy of th e past in th e song my mo th e r s ings .

I have l istened to th e dreamy notes of ChOp in and of Liszt ,
As th ey dripped and drooped ab ou t my h eart and fi lled my

eyes with m ist ;
I have wept st rong tears of pathos ’

neath_ th e spe l l of Verd i’s
powe r ,

As I h eard th e tenor vo ice of grie f f rom out th e don jon towe r ;
And Gounod’

s o rato rios are fu l l of no tes sub l ime

That st i r th e h eart With raptu re th rough the sacred pu lse of

t ime ;

B ut all th e mus i c of the past and th e weal th that memo ry b rings
Seem as noth ing wh en I l isten to th e song my moth e r s ings .

I t
’

s a song of love and t riumph ,
i t

’

s a song of to i l and care ;
It i s filled with chords of pathos and it’s set in notes of p rayer ;
I t i s b r igh t w ith dreams and vis ions of the days that are to b e ,
And as s trong in fai th

’

s devot ion as th e h eart-b eat of the sea

I t i s l inked in myst i c measure to sweet vo ices f rom above ,
And i s s tarred with ripest b less ing th rough a moth er’s sac red

love ;
Oh , sweet and s t rong and tende r are th e memories that it

b rings ,
As I l ist in joy and raptu re to th e song my moth er s ings .
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Ripened Fruit
KNOW not what my h eart hath lost ;
I canno t s t r ike the chords of old ;

Th e b reath that charmed my morn ing l i fe
Hath ch i l led each leaf wi th in th e wold .

The swallows twi t te r in th e sky,

But bare the nes t wi th in the eave s ;
Th e fledglings of my care are gone ,

And le ft me b ut th e rustling leaves .

And yet , I know my l i fe hath st rength ,

And firmer h 0 p e and sweeter p raye r ,
For leaves that mu rmu r on th e ground
Have now for me a doub le care .

I see in them the hope of Spring,

That e rst did plan the autumn day ;

I see in them each gi ft of man

Grow st rong in years , then turn to c lay .

Not all is los t—the f ru i t remains
That ripened th rough th e summe r’s ray

‘

Th e nu rs l ings of th e nest are gone ,
Yet h ear we st i ll th e i r warb l ing lay.

Th e glo ry of th e summe r sky
May change to t ints of autumn hue ;

But fai th that sh eds i ts amb er l igh t
Wil l lend our h eaven a tende r b lue .

0 al tar of e te rnal youth !
0 fai th that b eckon s from afar ,
Give to ou r l ives a b lossom ed fru i t
Give to our morns an even ing star !

The Bugle Cal l
0 you h ear th e cal l of ou r Moth e r
From ove r th e sea

,
from ove r th e sea ?

Th e cal l to h e r ch i ldren in eve ry land ;
To he r sons on Afr ic’s far-stretched veldt ;
To h er dark-skinned ch i ldren on Ind ia’

s shore ,
Whose sou ls are nourish ed on Aryan lo re ;
To h er sons o f th e North land wh ere fros ty s tars
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Glitte r and sh ine l ike a he lmet of Mars ;
Do you h ear th e cal l of ou r M oth e r ?

Do you h ear the call of our Mothe r
From ove r th e sea

,
f rom ove r th e sea ?

Th e cal l to Austral ia’

s legion s s t rong,

That move with th e m igh t and stealth of a wave ;
To th e men of the camp and men of th e fi e ld,
Whose cou rage has taugh t th em neve r to y ie ld ;
To the men whose counse l has saved the S tate
And thwarted th e plan s of impend ing fate
Do you h ear th e cal l of our Mother ?

Do you h ear th e cal l of our Moth e r
F rom ove r th e sea, f rom ove r th e sea ?

To the l i tt le cot on th e wind—swep t h i l l ;
To th e lord ly hal l in th e c ity street
To h er sons who to i l in fth e forest deep
Or b ind th e sheaves wh e re the reape rs reap ;
To h er ch i ldren scatte red far East and West ;
To h er son s who joy in h er Freedom B lest ;
Do you h ear th e cal l of ou r Moth er ?

The Chrism of Kings
N the mom of th e wo rld , at th e day b reak of t ime

,

Wh en kingdom s we re few and emp i res unknown
,

God search ed fo r a Ru le r to scept re th e land,
And gath er th e harvest f rom th e seed He had sown .

He found a young sh eph erd boy watch ing h i s flock

Whe re th e moun tains looked down on deep meadows
green ;

He hai led the young sh eph e rd b oy king of th e land
And ano in ted h i s b row with a Ch rism un seen .

He p laced in h i s f rai l hands th e sceptre of powe r,
And taugh t h is young h eart all th e wisdom of love ;

He gave h im the vis ion of p roph et and priest ,
And dowe red h im with counse l and l igh t from ab ove .

B ut alas ! came a day wh en the sh eph e rd forgot
And h eaped on h i s realm all th e woes th at war b rings ,

And b artering h is purp le for th e greed of h is h eart
He lost both t h e sceptre and Ch ri sm of Kings .
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RS . C . F . FRASER h as writ ten b eau t i fu lly in Eas t and

Wes t of th e o ld Frede ricton Recto rv and i t s h appy
, b r il

lian t inmates . of wh ich I quote :
Th e gi ft in wh ich so many h ave thu s h app i ly par t icipated i s in

gr eat degr ee a matte r o f h appy inh e r i tance .

‘

Dear Recto r Rob er ts’
for so . i r r e spect ive of cr eed

,
a who le town sty led h im—was a cu lti

yated . sch olar ly gen tleman of o ld Engli sh de scen t . S o devoted was

h e to h i s ch osen work of service to o th e r s . so compan ionab le was h e
w ith all h i s h e lpfu l goodn e ss . so con stan t was h e to h i s vi sion of th e

ideal, th at i t was t ru lv said of h im wh en h e was lai d to r est , that
h i s w h o le li fe had b een a ve r i tab le path o f ligh t . Th e maiden
nam e o f h i s w idow , Emma Wetmor e B li ss . I S sugges t ive of a

nn e loyali s t stock wh ich h as given sch olar s
,
lawye r s and j udges to

succeed ing gene rat ion s . W ise , gracious, purposefu l. amb i t ious always
for t h e b e st effor ts of h e r ch ildren

,
and patien t as on ly mo th ers can

b e , sh e en te r ed as wh olly as d i d h er h u sb and in to th e li terary pu r su i ts
of h e r gifted offsp r ing.

O i w in te r even ings th e favou r i te gath e r ing p lace was ab ou t th e
gr eat cen tre tab le in th e s i t ting- room . wh e re th e young peop le were
won t to r ead aloud for each oth er '

s amu sem en t o r edi ficat ion th e

rh vm e s o r sto r ie s wh ich th e day h ad called fo r th . S p i r ited discussion s
fr equen t h r aro se , b ut th e u tmo st good h umou r p r evai led and final deci
s ion s on mos t quest ions wer e sough t and accep ted from th e fath er ’

s

sto r e of w i t an d e rudi t ion ,
or from th e qu ie t moth er seem ingly so fully

occup ied w i th th e con ten ts of h e r gr eat m end ing b asket . B r igh t
b rain s sh arpened b r igh t b rain s , and thu s

,
all un con sciou sly, th e i h

formal gath e r ing gave a t rain ing wh ich no sch oo l o r car efullv p lanned
cou r se of s tudy cou ld h ave ach ieved . In summer weath er
th e gr eat old -fash ioned garden , haun t o f all fr agran t and t ime-for

go tten flow e r s was th e favour i te mee ting p lace . Th e re , in and ab ou t
t h e hammock s . w i th th e i r cous in ,

B li s s Carman . exten ding h i s great
length on th e tur f b elow ,

and sh aggy Nesto r , w i ses t and most under
s tanding of h ouseho ld dogs, wander ing ab ou t from one to ano th er fo r
a fr iendly wo rd o r pat , and a sco r e of h alf-tamed w i ld b i rds flu tte r ing
and tw i tte r ing in th e tr ees ab ove , th e young peop le did indeed see

vi s ion s and dream d r eam s . I t i s of th is scen ted garden th at Elizab eth ,

th e si s ter , wh o th ough too fragi le to compan ion h er st i rr ing b rother s
in th e act ive sports in wh ich th ey de ligh ted ,

and ve t th e ir leader wh en
th e e lys ian pasture s we r e to b e attained , sings so b eaut ifu lly in h er

b ook . D r eam Ve r s es and Oth er s .

S taff Se rgean t S . A . R . MacDonald
,
husb and of E lizab eth

Rob e r t s
,
i s in charge of th e D i spen sary of th e Canad ian Spec ial

Hospi tal at Ram sgate , England . Of th is marr iage , th e e lde s t
of two son s . Cu th b '

e r t Go odridge , i s already con t ribut ing to

magaz ines .



E l i zab eth Rob ert s MacDonald 223

N th e o riginal copy, th e fo l low ing poems f rom D r eam

Ver s es and Oth ers we re included by con sen t of th e autho r :
‘Vo ices ,’ ‘

Th e Spe l l of th e Forest ,’ ‘

Th e House Among th e

Fi rs,’ ‘

The Fi re of the Fro st ,’ ‘Wh i te Magi c ,
’ ‘

Th e S ignal
Smokes’ and

‘

D reamhu rst .

’

But as perm iss ion to use them
cou ld not b e p rocured f rom he r Boston pub l ish er , M rs . Mac

Donald kind ly sen t us these new poems fo r insertion :

The Whispe ring Pop lars

HEAR the wh ispering pop lars
I n the ho l low by my doo r ;

They sound l ike fai ry waters
Bes ide a magi c shore

,

They sound l ike long-lost secrets
Of Ch i ldhood’

s golden lo re ,
The murmuring,

nodd ing pop lars
In the ho l low by my door.

All n igh t th ey tal k togethe r
Beneath th e s i len t sky ;

Th e moun tain s c rouch b eyond th em ,

Th e b lue lake s leeps near by,
But st i l l the s i lve r , s ib i lan t
Small vo ices laugh and s ig'h
Talk ing all n igh t toge th e r
Beneath th e s i len t sky.

Flood-Tide

HEN th e sea sob s by lone ly sho res ,
Bleak shores , with shattered b ou lders st rown ,

Wh en th e dark wind my sou l implores
And c laims me fo r i ts own.

How weak , how f rai l th e bars that part
Th is hou r f rom un forgotten years ;

Th e dykes of t ime are down ; my h eart
I s swept with love and tears .
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Mountain—Ash
LL th e h i l ls are dark

,

Somb re c louds afloat ;

Sun l igh t , not a spark ,
B irdsong,

not a note ;
On ly

,
th rough th e b l igh t ,

Fac ing w inte r
’

s n igh t ,
Flaunt s th e moun tain-ash

S car let b err ies b righ t .
Like a flame of love ,
Like a l i lt of song
Li fted sh eer ab ove
Cares that p ress and th rong,

Th rough th e darkl ing day,
S car let set in grey
Sp leridi d moun tain-ash

Gleams along th e way.

March Wind

HE dark Sp ring s torm swept up
From some fo rgo tten shore ,

Th e rain b eat on my window
Th e same tune o

’

er and o
’

er ,

And the wind, th e make r of poets,
Sob b ed at my door .

‘G ive me thy hear t ,
’

h e c ried
‘

To b low from sea to sea,

To fi ll W i th lone ly fear ,
To taun t w ith b i tte r glee ;
Give me thy h eart I

’l l gi ve
My song to th ee .

’

Now nay, b ut Love forb id !
What comes my h eart must b ear,

But forth on sorrow’

s t rai l
In t ruth i t shall not fare ,

Nor wou ld I learn the song

Hope may not share .
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The Shepherd

MONG th e h i l ls of n igh t my though ts
Go wande r ing lost and lorn

No rest th ey find, or gleam of l igh t
To so lace th em t i l l morn ;

S tumb l ing th ey fare , and know not where
Safe pasturage to win ;

0 Sheph erd S leep , across th e steep
Go out and cal l th em in !

An e rran t flock
,
th ey fo l low far

By b i tte r poo ls of tears ,
Lu red on by M emory’s lone ly vo i ce
And t racked by steal thy fears ;

But wander ings cease, doub t s ink s in peace ,
I f on ce th e fo ld th ey w in ;

0 Sh eph e rd S leep , ac ross the s teep
Go out and cal l th em in !

A Madriga l

PR ING wen t by w ith laugh ter
Down th e green ing h i l ls,

S inging ly r ic snatch es ,
C rowned with daffod i ls

Now ,
by b reath of roses

As th e so ft day c loses
Know that Ap ri l’s prom ise
June fulfills .

Youth goes by with gladness
Faery woodlands th rough ,

Led by star ry v is ion s ,
Fed with honey-dew ;
Li fe

,
who dost fo reve r

Urge th e h igh endeavo r ,
Gran t th at all th e dream ing
T ime b rings t rue !



Albert D. Watson

Th er e is no r h e tor i cal op ing of a s tyle ab ove h is degr ee .

bu t th e h ones t and genuine exp r ess ion in language always
d ign ified , fr equen tly d is t ingu ish ed,

and at t imes mos t felici tous
of though ts , wh ich ,

to a large ex tent d idact ic
,
ar e ve t i llum ined

wi th th e cr eat ive power of life i ts elf . ‘

H is word

was a wh i te ligh t ,
’

h e says , in speak iny of
‘

Th e Cr usade r ,

’

in

a line t cih i eh may b e th e mos t eloquen t in th e b ook , and i t may

b e app li ed to D r . lVatson
'

s own zt
'
ork . H is word is a wh i te

ligh t, and i ts p ur i ty is lack ing ne i th er in warmth nor s tr ength .

B ut th e gr eater par t of th e Z'Oll t tl l e’ is gi t
'

en to a

gr oup of b iograph ical ske tch es in monologue form , en t i tled
‘

Th e Immor tals
,
wh e r e l t C'C l l i \

'-S l. l
‘

of th e gr eat ones of ear th

who have app ealed to D r . lVatson
'

s imaginat ion and s ympa
th ies . ar e made to s ummar is e th e i r life and times by a flas h

li lce glimps e . That th e r e is r eally notab le wo rk h er e is un

ques t ionab le . and th e cath olic sympath ies of th e poe t ar e ev i

den t in th e w idely varying s ub j ects ch os en .

—ALB F.RT E.

S T AFFORD . in th e
‘

Sunday To ronto .

[ 227 ]
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OETIC gen iu s i s necessari ly innate—i t cannot b e acqu i red .

B ut given the gen ius , ass iduou s effort can great ly deve lop
th e b eau ty , s t rength and mus i c of i t s expre ss ion . Th is can b e

seen c learly by a comparison of D r . Alb e rt D . Watson ’

s fi r st

and second books of verse . Th e Wing of th e Wi ld-B i rd was
pub lish ed in 1908

,
and wh i le i t con tain s a few poem s of me ri t ,

th e wo rk as a who le i s not notab le . Five years late r appeared
h i s L ove and th e Un ivers e, th e Immor tals and Oth er Poems ,
a book of such value that i t p laced h im at once among

' t h e

greate r poets of Canada .

Alb e rt Du rran t Watson , was b orn
in D ix ie

,
coun ty of Pee l , On tario , th e 8th of January

,
1859

,

—th e youngest son of th e late Wil liam You le and M ary A .

(Aldred ) Wat son . H i s mate rnal grand fath e r fough t in We l

lington
’

s cavalry in th e Pen in sula and at W'
ate rloo .

D r . Watson was educated at th e To ron to Normal S chool,
and at V i ctoria and Ed inb u rgh Un ive rs i t ies , and fo r mo re than
th i rty years h as p ract i sed h i s pro fe ss ion in th e c i ty of To r

on to . During th is pe riod ,
h e has found t ime also for much

pub li c se rv ice in connect ion wi th impo rtan t official pos i t ions ,
and i s now Pres iden t of th e Royal Ast ronom ical Soc iety of

Canada,
and T reasure r of th e Social Se rvice D epartmen t of

th e M e thod i s t Ch u rch .

In S eptemb e r , 1885, Dr . Watson was married to Sarah , a

daugh te r o f th e late Samuel C lare
,
of Toron to . M r s . “Wat son

i s in te rested in sculptu re and h as developed art i s t i cally in
clay-mode ll ing.

Two p rose works of me r i t have added to th e repu tat ion of

th i s au thor
,
—Th e S over e ign ty od eals

,
pub lish ed in 1904,

and Th e S ove r e ign ty of Char acter : L ess ons from th e L i fe
of Jesus , in 1906 . Th e latte r , one of th e nob lest of readab le
b ooks , was repub li sh ed in 19 14 ,

in London
, England .

A th i rd pro se work , Th r ee Comrades ofJesus . wi ll b e i ssued
b e fore th e clo se of 19 16 .

H i s nat ional hymn
,
wri tten ,

in 19 15
,
fo r th e melody ,

‘O Canada’ toge th e r wi th five oth e r se lec t ion s from h i s sac red
poem s , ar e included in th e n ew M ethod ist Hymnal.

D r . and M r s . Watson have th ree son s and two daugh ters .

One son i s in th e Impe rial T ran spor t S e rvice ,

—ai rcraf t de
fence .
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Upon my ear fal l cadences elys ian
,

L ike mus i c in th e n igh t ;
But all th e glo ries to my sen se appeal ing
Can no such raptures w in

As come with maj esty and joy of h eal ing
F rom love and l igh t with in .

How sha l l th e Un ive rse i t s own c reat ion ,

L i fe of i ts l i fe , des troy ?
How b ring to noth ingness of desolat ion
The sou l of i ts own joy ?

The echo of itse l f , no t mere ly fash ioned
Of c lay , God’

s oute r part ,
But fib re of His b e ing, love-impass ioned,
Th e glo ry of Hi s h eart !

Drive on ,
th en ,

Winds of God
,
d rive on fo reve r

Across th e sho re less sea ;

Th e sou l’s a b ound less deep , exhausted neve r
By fu l l d iscovery .

The atmosphe re and sto rm s , th e ro l l of ocean ,

Th e path s by p lanets t rod,
A re t ime—exp ress ion s of a Sou l’s emot ion ,

Are wi l l and though t of God .

In storm or calm ,
that sound less ocean sweep ing

15 s t i l l th e sai lo r’s goal ;
Th e dest iny of eve ry man is leaping
To b i rth in h is own sou l .

Breeze and Bi l low
FAIR b lue sky,

A far b lue sea,

Breeze o
’

er the b i l lows b lowing !
Th e deeps of n igh t o

’

e r th e waters f ree ,
With mute appeal to the sou l of me

In b i l lows and b reezes flowing ;

The stars that watch
Wh i le sunb eams s leep ,
Breeze o

’

er th e b i l lows b low ing !
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Th e so ft-winged zephyrs that move th e deep
And rock my b arque in a d reamy sweep ;
Th e moon ligh t so ft ly glowing ;
Th e gl in t of wave ,

The gleam of star
,

Breeze o
’

e r th e b i l lows b lowing !
The su rf—l ine mus i c on b each and bar ,

The vo i ce of natu re near and far ,
The n igh t into mo rn ing growing ;
And I afloat
With canvas free

,

Breeze o
’

e r th e b i l lows b lowing !
At one with the h eart of ete rn i ty

,

Th e fai r b lue sky and th e far b lue sea,

And the b reeze o
’

er th e b i llows b lowing.

The Comet

S
PECTRAL ,

mysterious
,

flame-l ike th ing
Cleaving th e weste rn n igh t ,

Waking f rom ch rysal i s-dream to fl ing
Out of thy spi ri t’s long chasten ing
Far-flash ing s t reams of l igh t ,

Te l l us thy though t of th e th ings th at are ;
How doth th e mo rn ing s ing ?
What hast thou seen in th e worlds afar ?
Te l l us thy d ream , 0 thou s i lve ry star ,
B i rd wi th th e wh i te-flame wing.

Wh at though th e glow of thy fading ray

D im and elus ive seem ,

Constan t thou art to th e sun
’

s b righ t sway
Fai th fu l and t rue in thy t i re less way,

T rue in thy spect ral gleam .

R is ing anew from th ine anc ien t pyre
,

Vapour and du st thy f rame ,

S t i l l ar t thou Psych e
,
th e sou l ’s des i re

,

Wingless , save wh en from ree fs of fi re

Moun t ing in shaf t of flame .
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The Sacrament
HE Wo rld was bu i lded out of flame and storm .

Th e oak
,
b last-b eaten on th e h i l ls , s tands forth ,

S talwart and st rong. The o re i s b roken
,
crush ed

And s i fted in th e fie ry c ruc ib le ;
Th e remnan t is pure go ld . B rave h earts must dare
Th e b i l lowy surge b eneath th e ste rn wh i te stars
To net the finny harvests of the sea.

No boon i s won , b ut some t rue he ro d ies .

There fore i s eve ry gi ft a sacramen t ,
And every se rvi ce is a holy th ing,

Not un to h im whose fi lthy pence unearned
The t reasu re buys, but to th e one who takes
The gi ft with reve ren ce f rom that unknown
Who wen t forth b rave and st rong, came b roken back,
But won for us a rare and p r ice less pear l .

The Li ly
MELEM of b eau ty and sorrow ,

Twine with each wist fu l to-mo rrow
Th e past w ith i ts memor ies teem ing
And all i ts dear innocent dream ing.

Go thou ,
0 Li ly , and o

’

er her cast
Th e d ri fting b reath of th e wind-swep t h i l ls ;
S ing h er the mus ic of fo res t r i l ls ;
Wh ispe r a dream of th e sac red past ;

Lie on h er h eart t i l l th e ange ls wake
He r death less love for the old t ime

’

s sake .

S t i l l to that love I am turn ing
Though b eyond reach of my yearn ing ;
And neve r the v is ion shal l van ish
Nor t ime nor etern i ty ban ish
That dream so sp lend id of love and tears
That st i l l t ransfigu res the lone ly years .

Go ,
Li ly

, go with my love and lie

C lose to h er h eart and neve r d ie ;
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Upon my soul
,

Pou r vast e te rn i t ies of m igh t ,
Up th rough my b e ing ro l l
Deep seas of l igh t
To u rge me onward to th e Goal ,
Th e Infin i te

, th e Whole .

From The H i l ls of Li fe
RE yet th e dawn
Push ed rosy fingers up th e arch of day

And sm i led i ts p rom ise to th e vo ice less p r ime
,

Love sat and pat tern s wove at l i fe’

s great loom .

He flung th e suns in to th e sound less arch
,

Appo in ted th em th e i r courses in th e deep,
To keep H i s great t ime-h armon ies

, and b laze
As b eacons in th e ebon fields of n igh t .
Love balanced th em and h e ld th em fi rm and true ,
Po ised ’twixt att ract ive and repu ls ive dri ft
Am id th e th rongs o f h eaven . What though th is powe r
Was eve r known to us as gravity ,
I ts fi rst and last ce lest ial name i s Love .

Love spake th e wo rd omn ipoten t , and 10 !

Upon th e d istan t and m i d deep , the earth
Was flung, rob ed in b lue skies and summe r lands ,
Green-

garlanded with leaves and b r igh t w ith flowe rs ,
Wh i le songs te rs flut ter ed in th e rosy skies .

B ut some t imes
,
moan ing th rough th e dark—leaved p ines ,

Or sob b ing down th e lone ly shores of t ime ,

Or wailing in the tempes t—arch of n igh t ,
Lo ve moved un rest ing and unsat i sfied.

The faces of th e h i l ls in b eauty sm i led,
Th e n igh t’s deep vau l t b lazed with configured stars ,
Fai r nature th rob b ed th rough all h er f rame of l igh t ,
And everywhe re was Lo ve’s fine energy ;

B ut fields and forests , flowe r s and fi rmament s

Had not attained to understand th e th rob
And th ri l l of l i fe

,
so Love made human h earts

That m igh t i ly cou ld fee l and unde rstand ;
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Made them h is constant home ,
cent re and sweep ,

Channe l and inst rumen t of l i fe and t ru th ,
Th e word of God on earth , Love’

s oth er se l f ,
Th e h igh amb assadors of t ruth and l igh t ;
And Love was f ree where L i fe was whol ly t rue .

Cromwe l l

S
AY not to me

‘

C romwe l l , thou d iest .’ Save thy t im id b reath .

Do not th e wi ld w inds noi se it o’

er th e wor ld ?
Shal l h e alone who made God’

s wo rd h is gu ide
And put th e yoke of England on the seas

Not know the face of death wh en all God’

s foe s
Wh ispe r and say :

‘

The Lord Protector d ies’?

Suppose ye h e w i l l t remb le , gasp , tu rn pale ,
At h int of death , wh ich he so o ften dared ?
Li fe’

s shu tt le dr i fts across the web of t ime ,
And i f posteri ty see but one st rand
Of pu rpose fai r , or t race am id th e woo f
One feeb le patte rn to some worthy end,

Li fe was not vain . My sword my spokesman was ;

I t speaks no mo re , yet all th e wo rld doth know
It curb ed the p ride of kings .

Play not the role
Of s imulated tears , b ut draw ye near,
For the re are some words st i l l Cromwe l l wou ld say,

Even though h is wo rd b e s i lent . Nearer st i ll ,
Lest nature’

s fur ious vo ice b ath e you r ears
With roaring winds and thunders pierced with fi re .

Th e to i ls of state—th ese do not matte r much ;
But that th e people love not righ t eousness ,
Know not real i ty , b owing th e i r sou l s
To musty p receden ts—that matters much .

That warde rs of the realm wou ld st i l l wi th words
Th e groans that from the b att le s wh i rlw ind cal l

,

With pape r p rom i ses and inky lies
Wou ld h eal th e hurt of England, matters mo re .

That they whose though t doth show no real fact ;

235

Whose wo rds show some th ing oth er than th e i r though t ;
13



36 Alb ert D . Wat son

Whose office , t ricked with gaudy t rappings, st ru ts
So loud with b lare of b rass th ey cannot h ear
The vo i ce of God ; so b ig w ith l i tt leness,
Th ey cannot see the lawfu l r igh ts of man

That matte rs all.

Th is too
’ rememb e r we l l

I learned i t late : None but a tyran t makes
That good p revai l that i s not in men

’

s h earts ,
And tyranny is ques t ionab le good .

Th ere fore mus t all men learn by l ib e rty ,
And with what pain th e i r do ings on them b ring.

Give th ese my words to those who care to h ear ;
My thanks to you th at ye report th em true ,
And for your pat ien ce now . I canno t h ear
Your words , no r can I more , so s tand apart ,
That , und istracted by th e storms of state
Or any human p resence , I may come
Be fore the K ing of k ings in hope and faith
For pardon of my s ins .

Usury
EI R to th e weal th of all th e storied past ,
A thousand generat ions pour th e i r l i fe
In to th is h eart of m ine ;

’Twe re b ase indeed i f th ese shou ld b e th e last ,
Li fe’

s standard b earing in some nob le st ri fe ,
To advance th e b att le l ine .

Let l i fe grow riche r by i ts cost to me ,

T i l l hope, too st rong for dream of weak despai r ,
Se ize each momen tous goal ;

No monster of ch imeri c mystery,
Or fab led horro r wi th i ts death fu l stare ,
Palsy my daunt less sou l .

Lo rd of th is h e ri tage of l i fe and hope,
Dowered with what gi f ts the ages cou ld ach ieve
By d in t of to i l and tears ,

I
,
in my tu rn ,

with some new p rob lem cope ,
And grate fu l ly th e sure so lu t ion leave
For all th e com ing years .
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23 8 I sab e l E ccles ton e Mackay

0 h e r t each e rs and c lassmates
,
in th e Woods tock sch oo ls

,

sh e was known as
‘Be ll M acp h erson ,

’

and many r em em

b e r vivid ly h e r eage r , glowing face ,—h e r warm , sen s i t i ve
h eart . S h e was so ready to work , so amb i t ious to ach ieve , so

h appy t o h ave p leased . Th e se quali t ie s
,
togeth e r w i th th e na

t u ral tendency to wri te , h ave given h e r th e proud posi t ion sh e

h o lds to—day. Th e re h as b een ano th e r s t rong mo t i ve fo rce in
h e r caree r , s ince h e r marriage ,— h er lor e of ch ildr en .

‘

Th ere
is no th ing so swee t as a b ab y ,’ sh e wi ll te ll you . an d indeed th e
M adonna pas sion has in spi red and colou red much of h e r prose

,

and no t a li tt le of h er ve rse .

I sab e l Eccleston e Mackay was b orn in “loodstock . On tario ,

Novemb e r 25th , l875,— a daugh te r of Donald M cLeod M ac

Ph e rson . a n at i ve of Scotland ,
an d h i s wi fe

,
Pri sc i lla Eccle

stone , of England . S h e was edu cated in th e local pub li c
schools and Co llegiate In st i tu te . I n Apri l , 1895, sh e marr ied
M r . P . I . M ackay , Cou rt S tenograph e r , and i s now th e mo th e r
of th ree i n te re s t ing daugh te rs ,

— P ltyllis , Margaret , and Jane t
Pri sci lla.

M r s . M ackay 's wo rk has appeared in Cass el
’

s
,
Har p er ’

s
,

S cr i b ne rs
'

. I ndep enden t, M
'

cCln r e
’

s , S i . N ich olas
,
You th

'

s Com

pan ion , R ed B ook
,
L ife

,
A ins lee s , Smar t S e t , ill e t ropoli tan,

Canad ian Magaz ine, and o th er pe r iod i cals of note . I n 1904 ,

sh e pub li sh ed a b ook of ve r se . B e tw een th e L igh ts , b u t most
of h e r magaz in e ve rse , s ince , h as b een o f much h igh e r quali ty ,
in o riginali ty of th ough t , con st ruc t ive imaginat ion , and arti s
t i c express ion . He r two poem s

,

‘

Margue ri te de Rob erval,
’

and
‘

Th e Pass ing of Cad ieux ’ —each of wh i ch won fo r th e au thor ,
in th e Glob e

'

s prize-po em compe t i t ion s—stand ou t

fo r th e i r excellen ce of t reatmen t of th ose h i s to ric th eme s .

S erial stor ie s o f me ri t f rom h e r p en have appeared in th e

Canad ian Cou r i e r and th e Canadian Home Jou rnal
,
and in

19 12 , Cassell Co . b rough t ou t , Th e Hous e of li /i nalows . a

novel , of wh ich Th e xl n th ena’
um said : ‘Posse sses a ch arm of

fre sh s t raigh t forwardn ess : th e pic tu re s o f li fe are vivid and

well (lrawn
'

: and th e London Times :
‘

An en joyab le tale ,
o f

mu ch f re sh
,
who lesome sen t iment ’

M r s . M ackay h as recen t ly comple ted a n ew nove l. ‘

Yes te r

day
’

s S e rvan t ,
’ wh i ch wi ll b e pub li sh ed soon . A second vo lume

of h e r p oem s may also b e loo ked for at an ear lv (late .
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The Mother
AST n igh t h e lay with in my arm ,

So smal l , so warm , a mystery
To wh ich God on ly h eld the key

But m ine to keep f rom fear and harm !
Ah ! He was all my own , last n igh t ,
With so ft , pe rsuas ive , bab y eye s

,

So wonder ing and yet so wise ,

And hands that h e ld my finger t igh t .
Why was it that he cou ld not stay
Too rare a gi ft ? Yet who cou ld ho ld
A treasure with secure r fold
Than I , to whom love taugh t th e way ?

As with a flood of go lden l igh t
The first sun t ipped earth ’

s golden r im
,

So all my wo rld grew b r igh t w ith h im
And with h is going fe l l the n igh t
0 God

,
i s the re an ange l arm

Mo re st rong, more tende r than the rest ?
Lay Thou my b ab y on h i s b reast ,

To keep h im safe f rom fear and harm !

Out of Babylon
HEIR looks for me are b i tte r,
And b itte r is the i r word

I may not glance b eh ind unseen ,

I may not s igh unh eard !
So fare we forth from Bab ylon ,

Along th e road of stone ;
And none looks b ack to Babylon
Save I—save I alone !
My mo the r’s eyes are glory-fil led,
Save wh en they fal l on me ;

The sh in ing of my father
’

s face
I t remb le wh en I see .

Fo r they were s laves in Bab ylon ,

And now they’re walking f ree

239
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Th ey leave th e i r chains in Bab ylon ,

I b ear my chains with me !

At n igh t a sound of s inging
Th e vast encampmen t fills ;

‘Je rusalem ! Jerusalem
I t sweeps th e near ing h i l ls

But no one s ings of Bab ylon
,

The i r home of yesterday
And no one p rays for Bab ylon ,

And I —I dare not p ray !
Last n igh t the Prophet saw me ,

And wh i le h e h e ld me the re
The ho ly fi re with in h is eyes
Burned all my secret b are.

‘Wh at ! S igh you so for Bab ylon
(I turned away my face )

‘Here’

s one who turns to Bab ylon ,

Heart-t rai tor to her race !’

I fo l low and I fo l low ,

My h eart upon the rack !
I fol low to Jerusalem
The long road s tretches b ack

To Bab ylon to Bab ylon !
And every s tep I take
Bears farthe r off from Bab ylon
A h eart that cannot b reak !

Marguerite de Roberval
THE long days and n igh ts ! The days that b ring
No sunsh ine that my sh r inking sou l can b ear,

Th e n igh ts that soothe not . Al l th e ai rs of France ,
So ft and sun-steeped , that once we re b reath of l i fe,
Now st i r no magi c in me . I cou ld weep
Yet can I never weep—to see the land
That i s my land no more ! Fo r wh ere th e sou l
Doth dwe l l and th e h eart l inge r, there
Alone can b e th e nat ive land , and I have le ft
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Fough t b rave ly , as a man must figh t who sees

H is wi fe and ch ild de fence less . But I knew
E

’

en from the fi rst—th e unequal st r i fe wou ld prove
Too long,

th e fear too keen ! It wo re h is st rength
And in h is eyes th e re grew the look of one

Who grapples t ime
, and w i l l not let i t go,

Yet fee ls i t '

slip p ing,
slipp ing
Ah

,
my dear '

I saw you die , and cou ld not he lp or save
Know ing myse l f to b e th e awfu l care
That we igh ed th ee to thy grave !

Th e wo rld h e ld two

Now—o ne so f rai l and small , and one made s trong
By love and weak by fear . That l itt le l i fe !
I t t remb led in my arms l ike some smal l flame

Of cand le in a stea l thy draugh t th at b lows
And b lows again—one neve r knows f rom wh ence ,
Yet feare th always—t i l l at last , at last ,
A darkness fal ls ! So came th e dark to me

And it was n igh t indeed !
Bes ide my love

I laid my love ly b ab e . And all fear fled ;
Fo r where joy i s th ere on ly can fear b e .

They fear not who have noth ing le ft to fear !

So that i s all my tale . I l ived, I l ive
And shal l l ive on ,

no doub t . The change fu l sky
I s b lue in France, and I am young—th ink you
I am st i l l young ! Though joy has come and passed
And I am gaz ing afte r with du l l eyes !
One day th ere came a sa i l . I t drew near
And found me on my is land, all alone
That is land that had once h e ld all the wor ld
Th ey succou red me and bough t me back again
To sunny France , and h ere I fal ter th rough
Th is hal t ing tale of m ine . And now

’

t is to ld
I p ray you speak of i t no more !
I f I wou ld s leep 0

’

n igh ts my ears must c lose
To that sad sound of waves upon th e b each ,
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To that sad sound of wind that wai leth so l

To vis ion s of the sun upon th e sea

And green , grass-cove red mounds , b leak , b leak , b ut st i ll
With early flowe rs clu ster ing here and th e re !
[When the S ieur de Rob erval, appoin ted V iceroy of Canada by

Francis I .
,
sai led for h is new posses s ions, h e took w ith h im h i s n iece ,

the lovely and h igh -sp i r i ted Margueri te de Rob erval. A cavalier of

P icardy, who loved h er , b ut was too poor to ask h er hand in mar riage ,
j o ined the company as a volun teer, b ut on th e voyage ou t th e affect ion
of th e young peop le was d iscovered by de Rob erval, who was so

enraged that h e devised a terrib le pun ishmen t . Near N ew foundland
was a soli tary i sland, called th e I sle of Demons

,
b ecause of th e

strange wai lings of th e w ind over th e rock s , and h ere Marguerite
was ab andoned . Her lover, however, succeeded in escap ing h i s guards,
and swam to shore. They b uilt such sh elter as th ey could, and th is i s
th e fir st European fam i ly home of wh ich we know in Canada. After
some years Marguer i te was r escued by a fi sh ing b oat and res tored to

France , b ut not un t il b oth h usb and and ch i ld were dead . The poem
contains h er s tory , told by h erself, upon h er ar r ival in France .

Author’s Note ]

The Passing of Cadieux
HAT man is b rave who at the nod of fate
Wil l lay h is l i fe a wi l l ing offe ring down ,

That th ey who loved h im may know length of days ;
May stay awh i le upon th i s pleasan t earth
D rinking i t s gladness and its vigou r in ,

Though h e h imse l f lie s i lent evermore ,
Dead to th e gen t le cal l ing of th e Spring,

Dead to the warmth of Summe r ; wrapt in dream
80 deep , so far , that neve r dreame r yet
Has waked to te l l h i s dream . M en th ere may b e

Who ,
careless of i ts wo rth

,
toss li fe away ,

A coun ter in some feveri sh game of chance ,
Or , st range r yet , wi l l se l l i t day by day
Fo r toys to p lay wi th ; b ut a man who know s
The love of l i fe and ho lds i t dear and go od ,

Priz ing each momen t , yet wi ll let it go
That others st ill may keep th e p rec ious th ing
He is the t ru ly b rave !

Th i s d id Cad ieux ,
A man who loved th e wi ld and h eld each day
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A gi ft f rom Le B on Dieu to fi ll with joy
And offer b ack again to Him who gave .

(See , now,
Mess ieurs , h is grave ! ) We ho ld i t dear

The sto ry you have h eard—but no ?
’

T i s st range ,
For we all know the sto ry of Cad ieux !
He was a Frenchman bo rn . One of an age

That gli tte rs l ike a gem in h istory yet ,
The Golden Age of France !

’
Twou ld seem , M ess ieu rs ,

That eve ry count ry has a Go lden Age ?

Ah we l l
,
ah we l l !

But th is Cad ieux ,
h e came

No one knew wh ence , nor cared, indeed, to know .

His s imp le com ing seemed to b r ing th e day,

So s t rong was h e, so gal lan t and so gay

A make r of swee t songs ; with vo i ce so c lear
’

Twas l ike th e cal l of early—soaring b i rd
Hymn ing th e sun rise ; so at leas t ’twou ld seem

Mehwatta though t—th e s l im Algonqu in gi r l
Whose shy b lack eyes the s inge r loved to pra i se .

S he taugh t h im all th e so ft fu l l-th roated wo rds
With wh ich th e Indian warrio rs woo the i r b rides ,
And he taugh t h er th e dain ty ph rase of France
And made her l itt le songs of love

,
l ike th is

‘Fresh is love in May

Wh en th e Sp ring i s yearn ing,

Li fe i s but a lay,
Love is qu ick in learn ing.

‘

Swee t is love in June
Al l th e roses b low ing
Wh ispe r ’

neath th e moon

S ecrets for love’

s knowing.

Swee t i s love alway
When l i fe bu rns to emb e rs ,
Hearts keep warm for aye

With what love rememb ers ! ’

The i r W igwam rose b es ide the Calume t
Where th e great wate rs thunde r day and n igh t
And dawn chased dawn away in gay con ten t .
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Or fal l in swee tness back upon th e earth
Th e requ iem of that s inge r of sweet songs !
Th ey found h im—so—with c ross upon h is h eart

,

H i s cold h and fast upon th is last Compla in t
‘Ends th e long t rai l—at sun se t I must d ie !
I s ing no more 0 l i tt le b ird

, s ing on

And flash b righ t wing against a b righ te r sky
'

‘

S ing to my Dear , as once I used to s ing ;
Say that I guarded love and kept th e fai th
Fly to h er , l i tt le b i rd, on swi fte r w ing.

‘

Th e world s l ips by, th e sun drops down to-n igh t
Sweet Mary , com fo rt me, and let i t b e
Thy arms that ho ld me wh en I wake to l igh t "

[ In th e early days th ere came to th e region of th e Upper Ot tawa
—to Allume t te and Calume t—a voyager by th e name of Cad ieux . He

was more than an ord inary adven turer, for not only could h e figh t

and hun t w i th th e mos t exper t, b ut h e could make sweet songs, words
and mus ic, and s ing th em, too, in a way that was good to h ear . So

though t, at any rate, a pret ty Indian maiden of th e Algonqu in Ottawas ,
whom h e won for h i s w i fe. Th ei r W igwam stood near to th e Great
Fall of th e Calumet. After th e season

’
s hun ting, Cadieux and h i s

Indian friends were preparing to go to Mon treal w i th th eir accumula

t ion of furs, wh en, of a sudden, th e alarm was given of th e approach ,
th rough th e woods, of a war party of th ei r deadly enem ies, th e I ro
quo i s . Th ere was but one means of escape. Th e canoe was to b e

commit ted to th e cataract, wh ile someone r emained to h old th e I ro

quo i s at b ay. Cadieux and a s ingle Algonqu in remained. Th e I ro

quoi s finally w i th drew, b ut not b efore th e Algonqu in was k illed .

Cadieux, left alone, wandered for a t ime in th e woods un til h e b ecame
exhausted. Re turn ing at last to Pe t i t—Roch er, and feeling h is end

app roach , h e made for h imself a grave, and set up a rust ic cross to
sanct i fy h is departure. Hi s fr iends, returning to search for h im,

found h im in h i s grave, partly covered w i th leaves and b ranch es, th e
cross b eside h im, and h i s hands closed on h i s last song, “

La Com

plain te-de Cadieux .

!

Th e Lamen t i s s t ill sung by th e Fr ench -Canad ians, and the grave
of Cadieux i s st ill an ob j ect of venerat ion .

—Auth or’s Note. ]



Tom McInnes

Th is r emarkab le collect ion of vers e
‘Lonesome B ar and

Oth er Poems’ is the r es ult, one mus t gath er , of much liv ing

i n th e r ealm of th ough t and imagination,
as well as exp er ience

of many lands and p eop le . Th e r e is mys te r y .
fluen cy, a charm and w i tch er y of word wh ich only lacks U I

gr eat poet ical conv iction . B ut th e b es t poem is
‘

Th e Damozel ofDoom,

’

an ee r ie
,
dr eamlike

,
pass ionate p iece ,

sugges ted b y th e teach ing of old Tao , who b elieved that th e r e

ar e r egi ons wh er e dead s ouls may b e awakened by des i r es so

s trong that th ey ar e d rawn outward again to Ear th , wh e r e ,

th rough finer des i r es . th e y again pas s in to Parad ise . Th en
‘

th e p eace ofa th ousand years may b e th e i rs in L imbo
Th e com ing

r of
'

th is des i r e . wh ich. shall ult imately fr ee , or

ban ish. th e s ou l to ages of
‘

ut te r t
'

an ish nzen t
'

is dep icted in
‘

Th e Da i n os el of B ooni
"—a poem wor th y of th e gen ius of

P 0 € .

—KAT I HALE.
in

‘

Mai l and Empi re .

’
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Tom McI nn es

HOMAS ROBERT EDVV
'

ARD M cINNES i s a son of

th e late Hon . T . R . M cI nnes , M .D .
, Senator, and sub se

quen t ly L ieu tenan t-Gove rno r of Brit ish Columb ia . He was

b orn at D resden ,
On tario

,
Oc t . 29th

,
1867 ; was educated

at th e pub l i c and h igh S choo ls , and at Un i ve rs i ty Co llege ; and
graduated in 1889 from th e Un ive rs i ty of To ronto

,
with th e

degree of B A . In Decemb e r of th e latte r year, h e married
Lau ra

,
second daugh ter of D r . John Hostette r , To ronto ; and

sh or t ly afte rwards regis te red as a studen t-at-law . He was

caHed u) th e .Bar
,
in 1893 .

I n 1896-7 M r . McInnes was Sec retary of th e Beh ring Sea
C laim s Comm iss ion ; and for th e b alan ce of th e latter year
was a memb e r of th e Yukon special po l i ce and custom s force
at Skagway . I n 1898- 1900 ,

h e was pr ivate sec re tary to h is

fathe r
,
th e Lieutenan t-Gove rnor ; and in 190 1, officiated as

sec re tary of th e Brit ish Co lumb ia Salmon Fish e ries Comm is
s ion . In 1907 , M r . M cI nnes was specially comm i ss ioned by
th e Dom in ion Gove rnmen t to invest igate

‘An t i-Orien tal R iot s’

in B rit ish Co lumb ia
, and h i s sec re t repo rt was fo rwarded to

th e Imper ial Gove rnmen t and acted upon . Two years later ,
h e was comm is s ioned to make a repo rt on Ind ian t i t le to land
in Canada. I n 19 10 ,

h e drew up th e Canad ian Imm igrat ion
Act

,
th e An t i-Opium Act

,
and th e Dom in ion No rthwe st Wate r

Powe r Regu lat ion s .

Th e fi r st book of ve rse of th i s b ri llian t poe t
,
L ones ome B ar

and Oth er P oems
,
appeared in 1909 . H i s second ,

I n Amb er

Land s , most ly a reprin t of th e fi r st b ook , was issued in 19 10 .

And h i s th i rd vo lume
,
a work of in te re st ing o riginali ty . en

t i tled
,
Th e Rhymes ofa R ounder

,
was pub lish ed in 19 13 .

‘Lone some Bar ,
’

a lengthy poem ,
i s a th ri lling desc ript ion

of t ragi c l i fe in th e Klondyke , in th e early days of th e rush for
gokl

Originali ty , con st ruct ive imaginat ion ,
fe l i c i tous fancy , and

deligh t ful humou r (i f some t ime s gr im ) , comb ined wi th ph i lo
soph i c sub tlety , much expe rience of li fe , and ski lled art i st ry ,
are th e ou tstand ing qual i t ies of th i s poe t , so li tt le known to

Canad ian reade rs
,
so wo rthy of th e i r apprec iat ion .

Th e Collected Poems of Tom McI nnes wi ll b e i s sued in

19 17 .
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Beyond th e shadow and sound of dreams
,

And deepe r than Earth is deep .

Yet eve r f rom those s lumb e r spe l ls,
That seemed l ike years , I ’d start

Sudden awake , b ewi ldered by
A p resence n igh my heart,

As i f a sou l had s t i rred in me
That of me was no par t .

And so th ree seasons passed away
,

And the ear ly summer came

And st i l l that we i rd fan tasy
Ensh rouded m e th e same ;

But now i t seemed as lum inous
With some a lchem i c flame .

At length in a garden wide and old,

A garden all my own ,

One afte rnoon I lay at ease

Unde r th e t rees alone ,
Wh i le th e “ f ragran t day fe l l off in th e West
Like a T itan rose o

’

e rb lown .

And ly ing th e re I dreamed once more ,
And i t seemed that a scar let b i rd

Flew out of my h eart w ith a joyous cry ,
To th e topmost sky, and I h eard

Her song come echoing down to me ,

Yearn ing wo rd on word :
‘

S low—s low !
O momen ts—O ages s low !
But love shal l b e my own again
B e it momen ts or ages s low "

I l lumined
WOKE in th e Land of N igh t ,
W i th a dream of Day at my h eart ;

I t s go lden ou tl ines van ish ed ,
But i t s charm wou ld not depart ;
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Like mus i c st i l l remain ing,

But i t s mean ing—no man can say

In the Land of N igh t where th ey know not

Of Day, nor the th ings of Day.

I dwe l t in the ch ie fe st c i ty
O i all th e Land o f N igh t ;
Wh ere th e fi res bu rn eve r b righ te r
That give th e peop le l igh t ;
Wh e re th e sky above i s darkened ,
And neve r a star i s seen ,

And th ey th ink i t but ch i ldren ’

s fancy
That ever a star hath b een .

But out from that c i ty ea rly
I fled by a doub t fu l way ;

And fal ter ing oft and lone ly
I sough t my dream of Day ;

Ti l l I came at last to a Moun tain
That rose exceed ing h igh ,

And I though t I saw on i ts summ i t
A gl in t as of dawn f rom the sky.

’Twas m idway on that Moun tain
That I found an al tar-stone ,
Deep-cut with runes forgotten ,

And symbo ls l i tt le known ;
And scarce cou ld I read th e mean ing
Of th e lege nds carven th e re ,

But I lay me out on that al tar ,
Breath ing an anc ient p raye r

‘

By the God of th e t ime le ss Sky,

0 Sain t of the Altar , say

What gi f t hast thou for me
?

Fo r I have d reamed o f Day

But I seek no r gi ft nor power ,
I p ray for naugh t but l igh t ;

And on ly fo r l igh t to lead me

Out of the Land of N igh t !
’
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Tom McI nn es

Long I lay on that altar,
Up

-

gaz ing fear fu l ly
Th rough th e awfu l co ld and darkness
That now encompassed me ;

T i l l i t seemed as I were ly ing drowned
Under a l i fe less sea.

Th ere shone as a pale b lue S tar,
In tangib le—serene

And I saw a spark from it fal l
As i t were a c rystal keen ;

And i t flashed as it fe l l and p ierced
My temp les wh i te and co ld ;

Th en round that al tar-stone once mo re
The aw fu l darkness rol led .

B ut th e re was l igh t on my b row ,

And a calm that stee led me th rough ,
And I was s t rong with a s trengt h
That neve r b e fore I knew ;
With a s t rengt h for the t rackless he igh ts,
And sco rn of th e wor ld b e low

But I rose not up f rom that al tar-stone ,
I wou ld not leave it so .

‘

0 Sain t of the Altar, say

How may th is l igh t redeem ?

For though on my b row like a j ewe l
I ts S tar hath le ft a gleam ,

0 Sain t , ’

t is a l igh t too cold and c rue l
To b e th e l igh t of my dream !

’

Anon ’twas a c rimson S tar
That ove r the Altar shone ,

And th ere sank as a rose of flame
To my heart e re th e S tar was gone ;

And out f rom th e flames the reo f
A sub t le f ragrance th en
Wen t s tea l ing down the mountain-s ide
O

’

e r th e lowly ways of men .
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I crept b eh ind a co lumn cut

All out of I ce land spar,
And th e carven angles twinkled frosti ly .

I was frigh tened of th e Dev i l ,
And I wouldn’t look at h im ,

But I watched a thousand gob l ins
From nook and c ranny d im

A-

glowering on the ske letons ,
And every gob l in gr im

And ugly as an old gargoyle .

And bogles p layed on fiddle s

To h e lp th e b an jo out ,

For
’twas noth ing but the mus i c
Kept al ive that crazy rout ;

But th e b ig green toads cou ld
On ly hop about

To th e rumb l ing of the bass b assoon .

Beh ind the I ce land co lumn

I watched them on th e sly,

Above th em arch ed th e cave rn
With i ts roo f m i les h igh ,

All r ib b ed w i th b lue rock-crystal , sh in ing
B luer than th e sky,

And s tudded w ith eno rmous s ta lact ites .

But the love ly floor b e low ,

W ith i ts leve l c rystal l ine
Sp lendid sur face sp reading
Rad ian t ly green !

As i f a lone , impearled lake
O i wate rs sub terrene

Had f rozen to a flawless emerald !

And down ,
down ,

down ,

I ts move less depth s were c lear
And down ,

down ,
down ,

In wonde r I di d pee r
At lost and love ly imagery
Beneath me far and near,

S i len t th e re and wh i te fo revermo re .
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B ut from th e sunken b eauty
O i that wh i te image ry
Lissome shadows loo sened
F lame- l i ke and fit fully,

That formed anon to sph e res se rene
And mounted ai r i ly

And b roke in golden b ub b les th rough the floor .

The re , b ub b le-l ike , th ey van i sh ed
Am id the wh i rl ing c rew,

Yet le ft a radiance t rai ling
S lowly out of v iew ,

That somet imes o
’

e r th e ske leton s
Such carnal glamour th rew ,

It flattered th em to human shape again .

How long I watch ed I know not

The we i rd hou rs wen t on ,

Lost hou rs that b ring' th e m idn igh t
No neare r to th e dawn ,

Wh en sudden ly I fe l t a clu tch
And swi ft ly I was drawn

From out b eh ind that carven b lock of spar .

My sou l —a skeleton
A rattling l i ttle th ing
Twined i tse l f about me

As c lose as i t cou ld c l ing !
And in i ts arms with horro r I
Perfo rce ’

gan c i rcl ing
Compe lled by that fantast i c orchest ra.

Onward swept th e wal tzers
To th e wicked tunes th ey p layed

And soon we were amongst them ,

And my ratt l ing partner swayed
W'

hene
'

e r th e golden b ub b les b roke
And t rai ling ligh t s arrayed

Elus i ve ly around i ts naked b ones .

A m inute o r an hou r
,

Or mayb e half a n igh t ,
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No matte r, for at las t
I was ove r all my f righ t ,

And the mus i c ripp led th rough me t i l l
I sh ive red with de l igh t ,

Fasc inated l ike th e fat green toads .

And by and by I not i ced
How

’

m id that gris ly swarm
My c l inging l i tt le partne r

’

Gan st range ly to t rans fo rm,

I saw the b ones as th rough a m ist
Of someth ing p ink and warm

,

That qu ive red and grew fi rm f rom top to toe .

Brigh t coppe r-co lou red hai r
Soon round h er d id curl ,

Her mou th grew sweet with t in ts
Of co ral and of pearl

,

And sh e looked on me with eyes that seemed
Of lamb en t ch rysob e ryl ,

Wh i le h er body fai r as alab aste r shone .

A witch sh e was so love ly ,
To all e lse I was b lind ,

And th e Devi l and th e Gob l ins
And th e Rou t we le ft b eh ind ,

I n our wi ld wal tz wh i rling on

The coo l sweet w ind
Of th e lone lo rn cave rns unde rground .

Like rose—leaves st rewn
Upon a crystal t ide ,
Like th ist le-down b lown
By Z ephyrs far and w ide ,

We swept in aim les s ecs tasy ,
S i lent s ide by s ide ,

Careen ing th rough those caverns unde rground.

A m inute or an hour ,
Or mayb e hal f a n igh t ,

No way have I to measure
The madness of that fl igh t ,
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I d rank th e cup of sunsh ine ,
Sh e drank th e cup of n igh t,

But th e red we spi lled b e tween us

For sacr ifice and p l igh t
Of pass ion that must cen tre in
The sph e re less I nfin i te

Ere h er swee t l i fe shal l m ix w ith m ine again .

A momen t all h er b eau ty
Was l igh tened as wi th fi re ,

Her fai r vo luptuous b ody
With i ts t rai l ing, loose att i re ,

And he r eyes to m ine did glow as in

A sun se t of des i re ,
Th en p rone sh e fe l l upon th e chape l floor .

And th e wh i te flesh wasted from her

As sh e was fal l ing dead ,
Her ve ry b ones had c rumb led ,

Ere one farewe l l I said ,
From s igh t of that d i re so rce ry
In wi ld d ismay I fled

,

Seek ing mad ly for th e low i ron doo r .

Beh ind th e Ice land co lumn

I found i t st i l l ajar ,
Th rough gal leries of darkness
I t rave l led swi ft and far ,
Un t i l I reach ed th e uppe r-wor ld
And saw th e morn ing star

Pal ing o
’

e r a meadow by th e sea.

From Lonesome Bar
’

ET oft
,
to hear th e echoes r ing and st i r

That vacan t val ley l ike a du lc imer ,
I flung h er name agains t th e naked h i l ls,
And c rimsoned all th e ai r with though ts of he r .
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I n P ieton , On tar io
,
th er e lives a very clever Canad ian poe tess

who w r i tes w i th th e mys tery of natur e around h er and th e

key to i ts s ecr e ts in h e r h ear t . H elen M . M er r ill was b o r n

to th e poet ic purp le . Her gift as a s i nger is a genu ine one .

He r work reveals a m ind in clos e sympathy w i th nature wh ose

sub tle i nfluence has moulded and fash ioned h e r h igh es t and

h oli es t d r eams . N ot always is th e though t ofpoe t ry b or n poe try
—mor e fr equen tly i s i t m earnated i n p ros e, th en cradled and

clad i n th e flowers of poetr y . Th e tes t of tr ue poe tr y is th at i t
cannot b e trans lated in to p ros e w i th out doing t

'iolenee to i ts

sp i r i t . Now i t w ill b e found that Miss Mer r ill
'

s poe tr y meas

ur es up to th is tes t . I t is th ough t , born on th e moun tain top
and clad in th e mos t fit t ing rain i en t . M iss Me r r i ll has no t ye t

pub lish ed h e r poems in b oolc form , b ut h er wor le has found
r ep r es en tat ion in all r ecen t comp ilat ions of Canadian. t

'

ers e .

—i ) R . TH OM A S O 'HAG A N , in
‘

Donahoe
'

s Magaz ine .

’

190 1 .
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ELEN M . MERR ILL i s a daugh te r of th e late Edwards
M e rri ll. Coun ty Cou r t Judge , at Picton ,

On tario
,
and

Caroline Wrigh t . She was bo rn at Napanee . On tar io , b ut

was educated in th e schoo l s of Picton and at Ottawa Lad ies
CoHege .

M i ss Merri ll i s of French Hugu eno t ext ract ion ,
h e r fi r st

Ame rican an cestor having landed on th is con t inen t in 1633 .

He was one of th e founders of Newb u ry Po rt . Th e fam i ly
coat -o i—arm s has th e fleu r-de-li s on th e sh ield .

S ince 1905 M iss M e rri ll h as res ided with h e r mo th e r in
To ron to

,
and fo r some years has b een a m emb e r of th e staff

of th e On tario Bu reau of Arch ives . I n th is pos i t ion h er wo rk
h as b een of recogr nzed. rne r h ; I I av ing

'

rnade a sp eckfl sh ady
o f New On tario . sh e has con t ributed seve ral se ries of valuab le
ar t i cle s . topograph i cal and relat ing to colon iz ing cond i t ions ,
e tc on our great north lands . And in co llab orat ion wi th D r .

Wi lfred Campb ell, of Ot tawa, sh e h as fo r some t ime b een

gath e ring mate r ial fo r a h i sto ri cal and genealogi cal work
on th e Un i ted Emp i re Loyali sts of Canada.

A t th e S i r I saac B rock Cen tenary Commemorat ion at Q ueen

ston He igh t s . On tario , sh e officiated as honorary sec re tary ,
and also wen t th rough th e ce remony o f adoption in to th e One ida
Band of th e S ix Nat ion s Ind ian s . Sh e was pre sen ted wi th
th e t rib al to tem

,
and was given th e Ind ian name , Ka-ya

tonhs~—fa ke epe r of reco rds?
M i ss M e rri l l i s Pres iden t of th e Canad ian Socie ty for th e
Pro tect ion of Bi rds ; Hono rary Gene ral Sec retary of th e

Un i ted Empi re Loyali st s’ A ssoc iat ion of Canada ; and a Coun

ci llor of th e Canad ian De fence League . An d as a great grand
daugh te r of D r . J. B . Chamb e rlain ,

who em igrated from th e

Un i ted S tate s to Canada, b e fore 179 1 , sh e has b een e lec ted a

memb e r of Th e Ch amb e rlain Associat ion of Ame ri ca and o f

Th e Socie ty of Co lon ial Fam i lie s , Bos ton ,
M assachu se t ts .

S ince th e Great \Var b egan ,
M i ss M e rri ll h as in te re sted

h e rse lf much in co llec t ing fund s fo r th e Be lgian s , and has

b een appo in ted b y Madame Vande rvelde . w i fe of th e Be lgian
M in i s te r of S tate , as h e r represen tat i ve i n Canada fo r fu rth e r
collec t ion s .
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Joy of June on sea and land
Weet

,
a—weet

,
a-wee t

,
w ee t weet !

Even ing on th e fading h igh lands ,
On th e oute r amb e r is lands ;
Grey wings fo lded in the sedges ,

I n th e gl immer of a star
Whe re th e lamps of Algo l are
Sh in ing on a wor ld’

s wh ite edges .

Moon l igh t on th e somb re fo re lands ,
On th e oute r, s i lve r shore lands ;
Peace fu l m is ts that pale and dri ft
S eaward l ike a phan tom fleet ,
Th rough a sapph i re , shadowed ri ft .

Wee t, a
-wee t, a

s we et
,
weet wee t !

N igh t, and stars , and empty hush es ,
Darkness in th e purp le rushes
Weet, a-wee t

,
a-wee t

,
w ee t weet !

When the Gul ls Come In
HEN th e gu l ls come in , and th e shal low s ings
Fre sh to th e wind

,
and th e b e ll—buoy rings ,

And a spi ri t calls th e sou l f rom s leep
To fo l low ove r th e flash ing deep ;

Wh en the gu l ls come in f rom th e fields of space ,
Vagrants out of a path less p lace ,
Wai ts of th e w ind that dip and vee r
In th e gleam ing sun wh ere th e land l ies near

,

Long th ey have wande red far and free ,
Bedou in b i rds of th e dese rt sea ;
God on ly marked th e i r devious fl igh t ,
God on ly fo l lowed th em day and n igh t ,

Sai lo r o’

m ine
,
wh en th e gulls come in ,

And th e shal low s ings to th e b e l l-buoy’s din ,

Look to thy sh ip and thy gods hard by,
The re ’

s a gale in the h eart of th e go lden sky.
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In Arcadie
HE sea i s green , th e sea i s grey ,
Th e t ide winds b low ,

and shallows ch ime ;
Where earth is ri fe with b loom of May

Th e th rost le s ings of love rs’ t ime ,

O i violet stars in love rs’ c lime .

Love fares to-day by land and sea,

Ou th e horizon ’

s u tmost h i l l
Th e myst i c b lue-flowe r b eckons st i ll
Beneath th e s tars of Arcad ie .

Love fares to-day, and de ft ly b u i lds
To me lodies of wind and leaves ;

Cast les in Spain yet b righ t ly gi lds ,
And song of star and woodb i rd weaves ,
And flower s , and pear l and pu rp le eves .

With roo fs of eve r-changing sk ies
And f retted walls with t ime b egun ,

I ts po rtals Open to th e sun ,

On dream-h e ld h i l ls a cast le l ies .

No proud armo rial b earings now ,

But God’

s wh i te seal on every leaf
No sapph i re gleam ing on my b row ,

Deep in my heart a dear b e l ie f ;
No grey un rest , no pa in ,

no grie f .
By day a forest green and fai r

,

Wh ere veeries s ing in sec ret bowers
And l indens b low and l i tt le flowe r s ,

And b lueb i rds c leave th e sh in ing ai r .

By n igh t a qu iet ways ide grove
Whe re Aldeb aran ligh t s the gloom ,

And s i len t b reezes idly rove
Above a shadow-painted room
Bu i lded of many a b ough and b loom
A wafted ai r of myrrh and musk
The mus i c of s low falling st reams ,

A wh i teth roat s inging in i t s dreams ,

And thou b es ide me in th e dusk .
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A H il l Song
HERE i s a l i tt le h in t of spring,

A sub t le , s ilen t , unseen th ing
By shadowed wal l and open way,

And I , a gypsy for th e day,
Go st raying far b eneath th e sky,

And far in to th e windy h i lls
,

Wh ere d istan t , d im ho r izons lie ,
And earth with gleams of h eaven fi lls .

My quest i s but a s inging b i rd,
Whose vo i ce on up lands lone i s h eard,
And th is my path wh ere none hath b een ,

And th is my ten t , an eve rgreen ;
The h i l ls are m ine own open way
I hate th e smoth er of th e town
I love by b reezy h i l ls to s tray ,
Wh ere thaw ing st reams come leaping down .

Oh , joy i t is and f ree of care ,
With the sun and the wind in my face and my hai r,
Alone with th e sh in ing c louds wh i ch trai l
S i len t ly each l ike a phan tom sai l ,
Ove r the h i l ls , on the b lue of h eaven ;
Oh , joy i t i s to wande r h e re ,
Wh ere th e W i ld ing heart of th e young, sweet year,
Qu ickens th e earth , and sp r ing i s near !

And joy i t is , th e shorelark
’

s c ry
Ful l we l l I know he walketh by
A sudden winnow of grey wings ,
An d in the l igh t h e soars and s ings ,
And paus ing in h is heavenward fl igh t ,
A h eart-b eat , on from h e igh t to h e igh t ,
He t rai ls h is s i lver strains of song

By path s eye may not fo l low long ;
Grey gl impses in th e azure fade ,
I on ly h ear sweet sounds in th e skies

As i f the sou l of song had st rayed
Invis ib le f rom parad ise .
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A
N ou ts tanding figu r e in present-day Canad ian li terary
c i rc les i s Joh n Dan ie l Logan ,

M .A .

,
Ph .D . ,

—ou tstand
ing as a wri te r o f o riginal and scho larly t reat i se s on aca

dem ic sub j ec ts , as a c ri t i c of li te ratu re and of mu s i c
, and

as a poe t . Now
, S e rgean t Logan ,

of th e Nova S co t ia High
land Brigade ,

and
‘Brigade Historian and Keepe r of th e S eals .

’

D r . Logan was b orn in An t igon i sh ,
Nova S cot ia. on Mav

2nd ,
1869

,

—th e e ldest son of Charles and Elizab e th Go rdon
(Rankin ) Logan . He was educated at Pic tou Academy , at

Dalhous ie Un ive rs i ty , and at Harvard Un i ve rs i ty . From Dal

hous ie h e graduated with h igh est honou rs in Ph i losophy and

wi th th e degree of B A m 1893
,
and was gran ted h i s M .A .

th e following year . Wh i le engaged in postgraduate work
at Harvard ,

h e had th e d i st inct ion to w in th e D e rb y , Price
Green leaf and Thaye r scholarsh ips

,
and to rece ive th e degrees

of A M . and Ph .D . Th e latte r degree was con fe rred in 1896 .

Du ring th e n ext five years h e was a pract ical educato r , ho ld
ing th e Principalsh ip of Hamp ton Academy , New Hampsh i re ,

in 1898
,
and fo r th e remain ing fou r years , th e Pro fessorsh ip

of English and Ph i losophy , in th e S tate Un ive rs i ty of South
Dako ta.

Ret i r ing f rom th e teach ing pro fe s s ion ,
h e was emp loyed fo r

seve ral years as adve rt is ing special i st fo r S iege ] . Coope r
Co .

,
of Ch i cago and New York .

I n 1908- 10
,
h e was li te rary and mus ic c rit i c fo r th e S unday

Wor ld
,
Toron to , and late r was a memb e r o f th e s taff of th e

To ron to Dai ly N ews .

Th e followng
'

are D r . Logan
’

s prin ci pal pub li cat ion s : Th e
S tr uctural P r i ncip les of S tyle , 1900 ; P r eludes , S onne ts and

Oth er Ve rs es
,
1906 ; Th e R eligious Funct ion ofComedy,

1907 ;

Quan ti tat ive Pun ctuation
,
1907 ; D emocracy, Educat i on and

th e N ew D isp ensation
,
1908 ; Th e M aking of th e N ew I r e

land
,
1909 ; S ongs of th e M ake rs ofCanada, and Oth e r Home

land Lyr i cs , 19 11 ; and I ns ulters ofD eath , 19 16 .

Last win te r D r . Logan de l i ve red a se rie s of lec tu re s on

Canad ian L i terature , in Acad ia Un i ve rs i ty , Wo l fvi lle
,
N .S .

,
the

fi r st of th e kind eve r de li ve red in a Canad ian Un i ve rs i ty .

Th e Great War and h i s en li stm en t as a sold ie r have in spi red
th i s b r i llian t au tho r to wri te a numb e r of new poem s . notab ly
‘

T imor Mo rt is’ wh i ch i s st ri king in concept ion and t reatmen t
ta c i t v m i fp p l i n O

‘
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The Over—Song of Niagara
HY stand ye ,

nurslings of Earth
,
b e fo re my gates ,

Mouth ing aloud my glo ry and my th rall !
Are ye alone th e playth ings of th e fates ,

And on ly ye o
'

e rshadowed with a pall ?
Turn f rom th is spectac le of st rength unbound

Th is fearfu l fo rce that spends i tse lf in folly !
Turn ye and hark above th e organ-sound
My Over-song of M e lancholy !
“
I rush and roar

Along my sh or e ,

1 go sw eep ing,
thunder ing on ;

Ye t my days , 0 man
,

A r e b u t as a span
,

And soon shall my s tr ength be gone !

My t imes ar e measur ed

I n wh os e hand I am tr easured
,

(Th i nk not of thy li ttle day ! )
Though I r ush and r oar

Along my shor e ,

1 cm pas s i ng away

Pass ing away
!

Th e s un and th e moon

Th ey too shall s oon

S i nk back i n to e ternal N igh t :

Alt ear th and the s ea

S hall cease to b e ,

And th e s tars shall melt in the ir fligh t !

Th ei r t imes are meas ur ed

I n wh os e hand th ey ar e t r easur ed ,

(Th ink not of thy li ttle day ! )
Th e ce les t ial th rong

Chan t my O
'

z'er—s ong ,

l

Pas s ing away,

Pass ing away .

"

Then stand not , nurs lings of Earth , be fore my gates ,
Mouth ing aloud my glo ry and my th rall :

Not ye alone are play th ings of the fates ,
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No r on ly ye o
’

er shadowed with a pal] !

But hark to my song

As I sweep along,

Thundering my o rgan-tone
O vain i s all Li fe,
0 vain is all S tr i fe

,

And frui tless th e Years that h ave flown !
As th e Wors t ; so th e B es t

All has te to th ei r r es t

I n the voi d of th e P r imal Unknown .

Cartier : Dauntless Discoverer
(Slai led Wes tward

,
1534, 1535, 1541 )

AIL , Maste r Mar ine r of Sain te Malo !
Whose name hath b een a star fo r centu ries,

Why ventured thou th r ice o
’

e r tempe stuous seas,

In sh ips an t ique and f rai l ? Dids t thou th en know
Th e greate r i ssue of thy bo ld empr ise
And trust an unseen p rov iden t ial hand
To guide th ee westward to an opu len t land
Wh ere in a m igh ty nat ion wou ld ari se ?

O bo ld Sea-Rove r, in st rumen t of God,
Whose occu l t purposes were wrough t th rough th ee,
A grat e fu l peop le hai l thy name

,
and laud

Thy daunt less sp i r i t of d iscove ry !
Thy glory sure , rest , Rove r, r est , wh i le b low
The winds in requ iem round Sain te Malo !

Champlain : First Canadian
(F ounded Queb ec, 1608)

I SE Co lon ist who in th is stor ied p lace ,
With wi sdom p resc ien t of thy p regnan t deed ,

Cast forth th e spar sate grains of fru i t fu l seed,
Whence sp rang a vi r i le and a pat r io t race :
Thy aims we re not to found a me rchan t ry
En th ral led by vu lgar gain ; b ut thy just m ind,
Insp i red with love of thy b en igh ted kind,
Ra ised h e re th e th rone of Ch rist ian empery .
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A h igh commemorat ive monumen t !
S t i l l i s thy memory green who fe l l to save ,
S t i ll, Brock , ar t thou th e b raves t of our b rave !

Winifred Waters
IN IFRED WATERS ,

wh en I look on you now ,

With th e swee t peace of God on your b eaut i fu l b row
As you lie l i ly-wh i te in your lone le thal b ed,
I w i l l con jure your spi r it , s i t h ere at your h ead
And talk to you ,

dear , whom I los t:and recall
Our vows wh en I swooned to th e inefi

’

ab le th ral l
O i you r eyes that once r ival led th e j ewe ls of N igh t ,

Of you r k isses that dropped mo re de l i c ious and ligh t
Than th e rose-leaves that pe r fume th e drowsy June ai r

,

Of th e glorious go ld in you r hyacin th hai r ,
And the t reasures of love that we pledged for th e days
Wh en our sou ls shou ld d iscover Earth ’

s w in somest ways .

0 Win i fred Wate rs , mellifluous name

That enamored my sou l as rare mus i c
,
I came

To th e we l ls of Love’

s wine , and I drank th ere e late
,

Th en I j oyed dai ly forth
,
t i l l an un toward fate

Snapped th e co rds that enchained us
,
h eart un to h eart .

So I passed to th e wo r ld . You , c lo iste red apart
In th e lone ly-ce l led nunne ry of un changi ng grie f ,
Awai ted Time

’

s adven t with h i s mo rtal re l ie f ,
T i l l you drooped l ike a sun-fam ish ed l i ly

,
and d ied .

B ut I am come , dear, at lengt h ,
and h e re by your s ide

I commune with you r sp i ri t wh i le I look on you now
,

With th e swee t peace of God on your b eaut i fu l b row .

Lo ,
I k iss your co ld hands ; I warm th em with tears

And possess you again af te r long widowed years .

0 Wi n i fred Waters , I re-p ledge you above
You r casket , and find the re th e T reasury of Love .

Wind 0
'

the Sea
WANDER ING m inst re l , wild Wi nd 0

’

th e Sea,

That knowest th e inne rmost b e ing of me

W ho love thy rude sport w ith the measure less b rine ,
And whose spi ri t i s wayward and vagran t as th ine ,
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O wande ring m inst re l , sad Wind 0
’

th e Sea,

That learnest world-sec rets by swi ft erran try ,
Blow h i th er to me o

’

e r th e wide Easte rn main
And te l l me what meaneth th e po ignant re frain
O i surges that moan li ke sad sou ls in th e i r sleep ,
And tho se shudde ring shadows that darken th e deep .

Blow
,
wi ld Wind 0

’

the S ea !

Blow ,
sad Wind 0

’

th e S ea !

And speed with thy lay to thy lorn devotee .

Then th e S ea—wind sang forth :
‘I b low from afar

Th e ocean ’

s accompan imen t to the war

Of the b east and th e god that dwe ll in thy soul
,

Fo reve r at stri fe for th e gain of the whole
Of thy manhood

’

s e state , of thy love and des i re ,
So thou s ink to th e one ; to the othe r asp i re .

And the deep , dark , shudde ring shadows
,

’
he sh r i l led ,

‘

Are th e planes of thy l i fe wh i ch Dest iny wi l led
The devi l ish depth s of thy sensua l hou rs
Wh en th e b east in thy sou l th ralls t hy senses and pow

’

rs

Th e shadowy he igh ts of thy consecrate days
Wh en the god in thy sou l i s lord of thy ways .

’

Thus ru th less ly sang th e wi ld W ind 0
’

the S ea

That learnest sou l-secrets by swi ft e rrant ry .

Ah
, wild W ind 0

’

th e S ea !

Ah
, sad Wind 0

’

th e S ea !

That revealest th e inne rmost b e ing of me .

Timor Mortis
‘

Fo r h e to day that sh eds h i s b lood w i th me

S hall b e my b roth er
And gent lemen in England now abed
Shall th ink th em selves accursed th ey were not

King H enry V—Act IV
, sc . 3 (King’

s speech prio r bat tle
of Agincour t ) .

WEND my ways wi th one d i re dread
Now dai ly in my heart :

The fear of death ob sesses me

Th e fear that I may pass
Too soon fo r my des i ring eyes to see
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Th e Engl ish camps , and for my fee t to t read
Th e Engl ish green-sward grass
That I , who’ve h eard my God

’

s , my K ing
’

s
,
my Co un try ’s

c laims
And, though b e lated, have at length b egun
A larger l i fe of ho l ie r aims

Than was my won t , may sudden ly depart
Th is shatte red wo r ld to u tte r ob l i vion ,

Ere I , in Ch r ist ian ch ival ry,
With b rave , devoted comrades daun t less ly have s tood face to

the foe

Ou Flande rs ’ fatal fields and s truck a s ingle b low
For man

’

s dear b ro th erhood and wor ld—w ide l ib e rty ,
Or ere , upon th e b lood-steeped s lopes
Of France, I ’ve m

'

et —m ine eyes af ron t , my sou l qu i te um

d ismayed
Th e Hunn ish cannon s’ fear fu l fus i lade
Or done my share to s t i l l th e Hunn ish hopes ,
And thus to leave secure , ev

’

n i f by my poo r marty rdom
A happ ie r h e r itage to generat ions yet to come .

Dear God, oh , p riv i lege me the fu l les t b loom
Of v ital-st reng'th , that I may p ay the pr ice
For my too selfish , ease fu l days ; spare me to l i ve
That I

,
i f i t shou ld b e Tby wi l l , may sacr ifice

Th e meagre all I now can gi ve ,
And

,
fal l ing,

lie ob scure ly laid with in a name less tomb .

Pe rchance , round wh ere m ine unknown grave may b e ,

Unshaded by Canad ian map les , unsung by w inds from my

Acad ian sea,

I shal l in sp i r it-s tate rev is i t fore ign s lope or plain
On wh ich I fe l l

,
and th e re alo ft descry

Th e Flag of England s t i l l Haun t ing victory to th e sky,

’Neath whe re the h e l l ish ho locaust once swept ama in ,

And I shal l know I d ied not in d ishonou r nor in vain ,

But that I may, at home , in peace , un t ried , yie ld up my b reath
Th i s i s my d i rest dread, my fear, of thee , 0 Death !
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NKIE CAMPBELL HUEST I S b egan ve ry early in li fe
to w ri te ve rse accep tab le to magaz ine ed i tors

,
fo r sh e was

b u t a small ch i ld
,
unde r h e r teen s , wh en Charle s G . D . Rob e rts

sen t h e r fi r s t po em to th e N ew York I ndependent . I t was

accep ted and paid for .

Sh e i s th e youngest of a fam i ly o f s ix ; and was b o rn in

Hali fax
,
Nova S cot ia. He r fath e r i s M r . Mart in Bent Hue st is ,

o f Un i ted Empi re Loyalist de scen t , and h e r moth er
,
V icto i re

Ay r ton Joh nson
,
a s i ste r of th e late George John son ,

D om in ion
S tat i s t ician . M r s . Hues t i s i s of Engli sh and I rish ex t ract ion

,

—one o f whose ancesto rs was a Docto r of Mus ic . so d i st in
gu i sh ed that h e was b u ried in th e Clo is ters of \Ve stm in ster

Ab b ey
,
and ano the r , a Privy Counci l lo r of th e Un i ted Kingdom .

Af ter at tendance at pub lic and h igh schoo l s
,
M i ss Huest is

con t inu ed h e r stud ies at th e Sacred Heart Conven t . S in ce
th en sh e has t rave l led ab road tw ice

,
th e second t ime as a

wri te r of desc ript ive art icles fo r newspape rs . Sh e has con

t rib u ted f requent ly to magaz ine s . A recen t numb er of Har

pe r ’s Weekly con tained ‘

On th e S tai r ,’ and Har p er '

s M agaz ine

o f Ju ly , 19 16, has a sto ry by th i s au th or
,
en t i tled ‘Flann igan .

The Little White Sun
HE sky had a gray , gray face ,
Th e touch of th e m i st was ch i ll

,

Th e ear th was an ee rie p lace ,

Fo r th e wind moaned ove r th e h i ll ;
l lu t th e b rown earth laugh ed ,

and th e sky tu rn ed b lue ,

Wh en th e l i tt le wh i te sun came peeping th rough .

Th e we t leave s saw i t and sm i led
Th e glad b i rds gave i t a song

A c ry from a h eart
, glee

-wi ld
,

And th e ech oe s laugh i t along :

And th e wind and I wen t wh i s t l ing,
too

,

W’

h en th e l i t t le wh i te sun came peeping th rough .

So
,
we lcome th e ch i ll of rain

And th e wo rld in i t s dreary gu i se
To have i t ove r again ,

That momen t o f sweet su rp rise ,

th e b rown earth laugh s , and th e sky tu rns b lue
A s th e li t t le wh i te sun come s peeping th rough .
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The Wil l—o'

-the-Wisp
HE Wi ll-o ’

-th e-Wisp i s out on th e marsh ,
And all alone he goes ;

Th e re ’

s not a s igh t of h is gl imme ring l igh t
From b reak of day to c lose ;

But all n igh t long,
from dusk t i l l dawn ,

He dri fts whe re th e n igh t wind b lows .

The Wil l-o ’
-the-Wisp , h e has no roo f

,

Ye t he seeks no t hut no r hal l ;
He wi ll not wai t for a fr iend ly foot ,
But s tarts i t a shadow fal l ;

And neve r a vo i ce can make h im tu rn
,

But the far off winds that cal l .
The twi l igh t covers the dream ing h i l ls ,
The even ing dews b egin ;
The re ’

s none to care that he wanders the re ,
The re’

s none to ca l l h im in ;

And all the n igh t , with h is lone ly l igh t ,
He goes whe re the m ists have b een .

From firelit window and open doors ,
The roads have go lden b ars ;

And round and round the wo rld i s bound
By a gi rd le of rad ian t s tars

B ut I watch to—n igh t for a fleet ing l igh t
That a moment makes o r mars .

Fl it , fl i t , with th e hu rry ing hou rs
,

I n shadow and m ist and dew ;
Wil l-o ’

-the-Wisp , O Wil l—o ’
-the—W i sp

,

I would I cou ld fo l low you ,

Wi th your e lfin l igh t for a lan tern b r igh t
The bogs and th e marsh es th rough !

0 Wil l—o’
-the-W isp , in s i lve r dusk

Who '

d wish fo r go lden dawn ?
In purp le n igh t , with stars a-l igh t,
Who’

d d ream of noon t ide gone ?
Who wou ld not st ray by the gl imme ring way
Your wande r ing fee t are d rawn ?

275
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The dawn comes ove r th e s i len t h i l ls
,

And cal ls to th e winds of morn
Th e stars grow pale , and th e sun cr ies

,

‘Hai l ! ’

To the shadowy fields for lorn ;
And good

-bye , good
-bye , to th e Wil l—o ’

-th e-Wisp
,

Who d ies when th e day is born !

Aldaran
LDARAN ,

who loved to s ing,
Here l ie th dead .

Al l th e glory of th e Spr ing,

All i ts b i rds and b lossom ing,

Near h is st i ll b ed,
Cannot waken h im again ,

Cannot lu re to h i l l and plain
Aldaran , the s inge r ,
Who is dead .

Homeward th rough th e early dusk
Id ly h e wou ld st ray ,

Tb rough the wood land dim and st ill
Harp in hand and h eart ath ri l l ,
S inging on h is way,

S inging‘
neath a dark

’

n ing sky

To the b i rds the i r lu l lab y
To th e owls a plain t ive note ,
Mourn fu l , from h is happy th roat ;
To th e b rooks , in l igh te r tone ,
Me rry mus i c l ike th e i r own ;
To th e dream ing fields a tune
L ike th e wind of afternoon
Wh en i t dri fts th rough sun l i t spaces
Coo l ing weary flower faces ;
To the wee fo l k in th e i r b eds
Gent le c roons for s leepy h eads
And to every t im id th ing,

Hushed and h idden ,
h e would s ing

T i l l i t c rept in wonde r sweet ,
Fear forget t ing, to h i s feet .
I t was so h e charmed th em,

s inging,
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And the low moss was h i s p i l low
,

And h i s wal l th e th i cke t gr im .

One by one , th e qu iet sky
Lit i ts cand les pu re and h igh
T i l l th e i r l igh t sh one swi ft and far ,
Like a sm i le , f rom s tar to star

,

And th e wind was l ike a p raye r
Chan ted in th e s i lence th e re .

It was so
,
wh i le h e lay s leep ing,

Hush ed, a weary man
,

D eath came th rough th e darkness creep ing
Un to Aldaran .

L ike an enemy i t came ,

Tb rough th e shade i t c rept ,
With a footstep swift and drear

,

In th e shadows drawing near,
So ft ly , wh i le h e s lept .
Laid a hand upon h is eyes ,
That they m igh t not see the Spring,

Laid a seal upon h is l ips
That th ey m igh t not S i ng.

Wept th e wind, with vo ice of fea r,
‘Wake th ee , dange r lurketh near !’

C r ied the flying ow l,
‘

0 fo l low ! ’

Hurry ing' th rough the s i len t ho l low .

And i ts shadow we i rd and grey
Seemed to b eckon h im away .

So th ey p led with h im ,
th e wh i le

I n th e woodland that h e knew ,

Aldaran ,
with fearless sm i le ,

Lay as leep m id flower s and dew .

What to watch o r dread had he ,
Who had known no enemy ?
Yet , from shadow in to l igh t ,
Flash ed a dagge r fie rce and b r igh t ,
Un to shadow drew again ,

False and shamed with c rimson stain ,

And th e grasses tremb l ing near
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Fe lt a s tep that fled in fear .
Never t roub led wo rd he Spake ,
Neve r c ry of grie f o r pain ,

B ut in wonde r st rove to wake ,
S t i rred , and s igh ed, and s lept again .

Flowe rs in that p iteous place
Ben t to sc reen h i s pal ing face ,
And th e dark, with touch that b lest,
H id the wound upon h is b reast .
In th e friendly wood that knew h im

,

Sweet with fern and flower ,
So i t was that Death came to h im ,

In h is t rust ing hou r .
Aldaran who loved to s ing
Here l ieth low ,

Not again h is h eart shal l spr ing,

At the t ime of b lossom ing.

Ah , who can know ?
S t i l l at dusk and b reak of day

Some can h ear h im on h i s way,

Aldaran
,
the van ish ed one ,

Walking h idden in th e sun
,

Moving m i st like by th e st reams

Wh en th e ear ly twi l igh t dreams,

Speed ing on h is qu ie t way,

Neve r seen , by n igh t or day,

B ut in pi ty drawing near
To the h e lp of tho se who fear ,
To th e b eds of those who die ,
S inging th e i r las t lullab y ,
S inging s t i ll, wh en th ey are far

Wh ere th e m i st and s i lence are ,

S inging so ft ly st i l l
,
that they

May not fear th e unknown way.

So to those whose day i s sped,
I n th e hou r lone and d read,

Cometh Aldaran , th e S inge r ,
Wh o is dead .

7 9
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Ou the Stair
S I wen t lone ly up th e stai r
Ah me , th e ghost that I saw there !

So b r igh t and near i t seemed to b e ,

I t laid a hand w ith tende r touch
On my sad eyes that wept too much

,

And b en t a wist fu l face to me ,

I t was th e fr iend whose h eart I b rake
With many a gr ie f fo r my false sake .

The hand that sough t to dry my tears
Had dried h er own in earl ie r years
Th e patien t tears I made h er sh ed .

The face that b en t to com fort me

From th e dark hal l wh e re none could see

Had sm iled on me as sh e lay dead .

I t was th e f r iend I d id not spare
Who met me on th e lone ly s tai r .

I f I cou ld l ive those years again
And b reak no t rus t , and gi ve no pain ,

And nob ly gr ieve to see h er die ,

We cou ld forget that sh e was dead,
And all th e years so st range ly fled

,

And love th is meet ing, sh e and I
But I was false as f riend cou ld b e
And sh e comes b ack to com fo rt me .
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3 Alan S u ll i van

LAN SULL IVAN h as long h ad recogn i t ion in th e

Un i ted S tate s . th rough h i s poems . sho rt stories . and com

preh en s ive ar t icle s on various th emes . wh ich have frequen tly
appeared in Harpe r 's Magaz ine , th e Atlan t i c Mon th ly

,
and

o th e r lead ing Ame rican pe riod i cals : b u t Canad ian s are on ly
b eginn ing, i t seem s to me

,
to realize h i s lite rary ge n ius and

h ue workman sh i p . Recent ly I h ave read with cr i t ical in te rest
most of h i s output

,
and am deeply impressed by h i s keenness

of percept ion ,
h i s in te l lectual grasp , h i s powe r of su stained

analys i s , and by h i s nat ive sen se of th e fi tness of th ings . He is

no t on ly a d i s t inct ive poet , h e i s a write r of exce llent fict ion .

Edward Alan Su ll ivan was b orn in S t . Geo rge
’

s Rec tory ,
Mon t real, Novemb e r 29th ,

1868 . He i s th e e ldest son o f th e

late Bishop of Algoma
,
th e R igh t Reve rend Edward Su ll ivan ,

who was o f I r i sh b i rth
,
and Frances M ary Renaud , a nat ive

of S cotland . I n 1869
,
h i s fath e r b ecame Recto r of T rin i ty

Chu rch , Ch icago , and th e fam i ly was res iden t th e re du r ing
th e te rr ib le conflagrat ion wh ich devas tated that

!

c i ty in 187 1 .

In h is fifteen th year , h e was sen t to Lo retto ,
a famou s sch oo l

fo r b oys
,
in Mu sselbu rgh , S co t land ,

wh ere h e remained un t i l
h i s cou rse of s tud ies was comp leted . On h i s re tu rn to Canada
h e attended th e S choo l of Practi cal S cience , To ronto . and th en
engaged in rai lway explo rat ion wo rk in th e West , and later
in m in ing. He was ass is tan t enginee r in th e C lerg

’
u e en te r

pri se s at Sau lt S te . Marie ,
fo r a year and a half , b e fore th e

o rgan izat ion of th e Con so lidated Lake Supe r io r Company .

Sub sequen t ly h e spen t seve ral years as a m in ing enginee r in
th e Lake of th e Woods d ist ri ct , during th e pe r iod of i t s go ld
exp lo i tat ion .

In Decemb e r , 1900 ,
M r . Su lli van married Bess ie Sal i sbu ry ,

daugh te r of M r . Geo rge H . Hee s
,
of Toron to , and th e i r happy

and b eaut i ful home in Wychwood Park , To ronto ,
i s now graced

with four b righ t ch i ldren , two b oys and two gi rls .

I n 1903 , h e b ecame M echan i cal Supe rin tenden t of Gu tta
Pe rcha 81 Rub b e r

,
Lim i ted

,
and h e ld th e po s i t ion fo r t en years .

He i s now Sec re tary-T reasure r of th e Canadian Electr ical
Assoc i at ion

,
and a Con sult ing Enginee r .

Th e fo llowing are h i s most impor tan t b ook pub li cat ion s '

I B eli ev e That
,
19 12 ; Th e P ass ing of Onl-I—B nt and Oth er

Tales
,
19 13 ; and B lan tyr e : A llen ,

19 14 .



Alan S ulli van 283

Suppliant
RANT me

,
dear Lo rd ,

th e alchemy of to i l ,
C lean days of lab our , dream less n igh ts of re st ,

And that wh ich shal l my weariness asso i l ,
Th e sanctuary of one b e loved b reast
Laugh te r of ch i ldren ,

hope and thankfu l tears ,
Knowledge to yield , with valour to de fend ,

A fai th immutab le , and sted fast years
That move unvexed to th e i r mysterious end .

Prospice
HE ancient and th e love ly land
I s sown with death ; across th e p lain

Ungarne red now th e o rchards stand,
The Max im nest les in th e grain ,

The sh rapne l sp reads a s t inging flai l

Whe re pal l id nuns th e c lo iste r t rod,
The ai rsh ip sp i l ls h er leaden hai l ;
But—after all th e b att les—God .

Athwart the vineyard’

s o rde red b anks,
S i len t the red ren t forms recl ine ,

And f rom th e i r s tark and speech less ranks
There flows a r ich er, rudd ier w ine ;
Wh i le down th e lane and th rough th e wal l
Th e victors writh e upon the sod,

Nor heed th e onward bugle cal l ;
B ut—after all the b ugles—God .

By n igh t the b laz ing c i t ies flare
Like mush room torch es in th e sky

The rocking ramparts tremb le ere

Th e su l len cannon boom rep ly ,
And shattered i s th e temp le sp i re

,

The vestmen t t ramp led on the c lod,
And eve ry al tar b lack with fi re ;

B ut—afte r all th e al tars—God.

And all th e prizes we have won
Are bur ied in a deadly dust ;
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The th ings we set our h earts upon
Beneath th e s tri cken earth ar e th ru st '

Aga in the Savage gree ts th e sun ,

Again h is fee t , with fury sh od ,

Across a world in angu ish run ;

B ut—afte r all th e angu ish—God .

Th e grim campaign , the gun ,
the sword ,

Th e qu ick vo lcano from th e sea,

The honou r th at reveres th e word ,
The sacr ifice

,
th e agony

Th ese b e ou r h e r itage and pride ,
T i l l th e las t despot k iss th e rod,

And
,
with man

’

s f reedom pur ified,

We mark—b eh ind our t riumph—God .

The Kite
PON th e l iqu id t ide of ai r

I t swayed b es ide a dapp led c loud :
I t seemed athwart th e sun to fare
Fu l l of st rong fl igh t , as though endowed
With vib ran t l i fe . Buoyed in th e sky

I t swam
,
and hard ly m igh t t h e eye

T rave rse th e fields of amb ien t l igh t
To scan i ts heaven aspi ring h e igh t .
And

,
l ike a sp ide r’s web , th e re slipped

A pu ls ing earthward th read, that d ipped
I n tenuous l ine , that th rob b ed and spoke ,
Down th rough th e sun l igh t and th e smoke ,
Down to a smal l and b lackened b rood
O i puny ci ty wai fs that stood,
And—lost to hunger , wan t o r t ime
S tared , r igid, th rough the c ity’s grime

At th e far envoy th ey had gi ven
A s hos tage to th e winds of h eaven .

Thus may th e Sou l to h e igh ts e lys ian
S end argos ies of dream and vis ion
S end far flung messenge rs that r ise
S trong p in ioned, c leaving to the sk ies ,
To float am id th e po ised sph e re s ,
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To stain th e v is ion gleam ing,

Or mar that glory , seem ing
Too h igh for touch or s igh t .

Dear as the viewless portal
Of dream emb ro idered s leep ,
Li ft me to dreams immor tal

,

Ti l l, pur ified , I leap
To h ear the d istan t thunde r
Of dark ve i ls ren t asunde r

,

And lose myse l f in wonde r
At mys te r ies so deep .

T i l l , past th e somb re meadows
,

Tearless and unafraid,
L inked even in the shadows,
Our death less sou ls have st rayed ;

And you , my sou l’s de fender
O val iant one and tende r,
Cry out to God’

s own sp lendou r,
‘Beho ld th e man I made !

’

Brebeni and Lalemant
AME Jean B réb euf from Rennes , ,

in No rmandy,
To p reach th e wri tten word in Sain te Marie

Th e Ajax of th e Jesu i t en te rpr ise
Huge, dom inan t and b old—august ly wise .

Th e zealot’s flame deep in th e hot b rown eyes
That glowed with st range and ho ly wh ispe rings ,
And search ed th e s tars

,
and caugh t ange l i c wings

Beat ing th rough vi s ions of myste rious th ing‘
s .

Once
,
in th e sky, a cross and martyr’s crown

Hung o
’

er th e squalor of th e Hu ron town .

And spectres , armed w ith j ave l in and swo rd ,
Fo reshadowed th e dread army of the Lo rd ;
But

,
onward th rough th e forest , to h is fate

March ed th e great p r iest , unawed by Hu ron hate
I n eve ry scourge h e gl impsed th e sacred T ree
And th e dear Maste r of h i s embassy .
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’Twas in S t . Lou i s , wh ere th e Hurons lay,
S c reened from th e b lue sweep of th e Georgian B ay,

That th e f rai l b ro ther Laleman t , and B réb euf,

Bu i l t a st range sanctuary , whose t remb ling wall
Was b i rch en bark

, on whose long,
cu rv ing roo f

Lay tawny skins . A sp i r i t seemed to cal l
In suppl i cat ion th rough th e ho ly p lace
For some st rong me rcy on the untamed race
That , naked, sat in th is th r ice wondrous room ;
And

, peer ing th rough the incen se-b urdened gloom ,

S tared at th e altar , wh e re the b lack-rob es b en t
O

’

e r th e b righ t vesse ls of th e i r sacrament .
T i l l , on the gr im and memorab le day,

When , to the Host, th ey b ade th e i r converts p ray ,
Th ere flashed a gasp ing runne r th rough th e wood
‘Th e I roquo is ! Th e I roquois ! ’ he cried .

As fire that st ings th e fo rest in to b lood
And drives red gales of ru in far and wide

,

So f renzied fear ran r io t , in a flood
That surged convu ls ive . B ut th e great priest stood
Like a st rong tower , when fretted b i l lows race
Tumu ltuous ly abou t i ts massy base
‘

Courage , my ch i ldren ,
th rough th e flame I see

Th e dear wh i te Ch r ist , whose long sough t son s are

Th en sudden ly from out the wood there rose
Th e shouting of innume rab le foes ,
And waves of painted warriors from th e glade
Swept ye lp ing, th rough the totte ring pal isade .

Were devi ls e re so murde rous as men

I n who se b rown b reas ts those devi ls b rea th ed again ,

Wh en agony th e shuddering sky assai led ,

Wh en age and you th in choking angu ish wai led ?
Torn f rom th e b reast , th e ch ild was cle ft in twain ,

Th e moth er sh rieked , th en fe l l among th e slain ;
Age had no powe r to swerve th e dripp ing kn i fe,
Youth gained bu t to rture as th e end of l i fe ,
Th e wounded pe rish ed in th e b urst ing flame

That le f t S t . Lou is but a woe fu l name .

B ut
’

m idst th e dead and dying moved th e p ries t ,

287
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C los ing dead eyes , speed ing th e sou l re leased ;
‘

A bsolvo te
’—to t remb l ing l ips th e wo rd

D escended from the Hurons’ new found Lo rd .

And
,
er e th e n igh t took p i ty on the dead

,

B réb euf and Lalemant in chains we re led ;
And one , the gian t of No rmandy

, was bound

To a great stake ; wh en star ing b o ld ly round
With arden t gaze , h e saw th e conve rt th rong
Capt ive .

‘Have cou rage ! I t w i l l not b e long ;
Tortu re is but salvat ion’

s earth ly p r ice .

To—day we mee t th e Ch rist in Parad ise .

’

0 h eart of i ron
,
0 st range supernal zeal

,

That b raves th e fi re
,
th e tortu re and th e stee l !

0 to rn and sh rinking flesh that yet can find

Th e c rown of tho rn s myste rious ly en twined !
O s igh t less o rb s that s t i l l th e i r Lord d isce rn

,

Howe’

e r th e coals th e i r b lackened socke ts b urn .

Thus Sped th e Jesu it’s t r iumphant sou l .
And Laleman t , e re th e r is ing of the sun ,

Ach ieved th rough to rmen t h i s far-sh in ing goa l .
And all the Huron m iss ions, one by one ,

We re dr iven by th e I roquois l ike sp ray
That st rong w inds snatch and swi ft ly wh i rl away .

S leep , Lalemant ! B réb euf, a long su rcease !
S t i l l moves you r martyr’s spi r i t th rough th e glade '

S t i l l mourns th e no rth e rn forest, wh en th e peace
And b ened ict ion of the twi l igh t shade
Awaken s in th e dark memo rial p ines
A velyet-footed, cedar-scen ted b reeze ,
That wh ispers wh ere t h e green and knotted v ines
Enmesh th e c lo iste red co lonnade of t rees .

[Th ere exists no more fascinat ing record of courage and endurance
than th at b equeath ed to Canada by th e Jesui t Fath ers . I t exci tes both
our pride and our wonder. Foremost in th e van of th ese great p ioneers
came B réb euf and Laleman t th e fi r st Canadian mar tyr s . Who can

read w i thou t emot ion of th ei r daun tless lives, th e i r marvellous and

pe r i lous j ourneys, and th e ter r ib le death that overtook th em in 1649,

wh en cap tured on th e shores of Lake Huron by th e merciless I ro
quo i s ?

—Author’s No te. ]
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A
LMA FRANCE S M cCOLLUM was bo rn in a rural v i l
lage , n ear th e

.

town of Chatham
,
On tario

, on th e 7 th

of D ecemb e r , 1879 . Sh e was th e youngest of a fam i ly o f

s ix . sh e was s t i l l a ch i ld
,
h e r fath e r , Edward Lee

M cCollum ,
d ied ,

and th e fam i ly sho rtly af te rwards moved
to Pete rb orough , On tario . In th is c i ty th e moth e r and th ree
daugh te rs con t inued to l i ve un t i l th e autum n of 1905

,
wh en

th ey so ld th e i r home and pu rchased on e on D e laware Avenue ,
To ron to .

M i ss Alma had b een f rai l in h ealth fo r seve ral years b e fore
h e r sho rt res iden ce in To ron to . I n th e spring of 1900 sh e

spen t several weeks in a san i tarium at Cli fton Springs , wh e re
sh e was very i ll : and i t was wh i le h er li fe was almost de
sp ai red of t h e re ,

that sh e expe r ienced th e st range vi s i tat ion
expressed in that b eaut i fu l sonnet , ‘

Th e Angel of th e Somb re
Cow l. ’

Prob ab ly th e ch ie f ob j ect in moving to To ron to was to eu

ab le M iss A lma to take lectu res in English L i te rature at

Un i vers i ty College ; bu t afte r a few weeks’

at tendance , h e r
h ealth so fai led that sh e had to d i scon t inue h e r stud ies .

He r ph ys i c ian b e lieved sh e h ad inc ipien t append i c i t is and

pe rsuaded h e r to unde rgo an ope rat ion . Th is proved fatal, and
sh e passed away on th e l t of March

,
1906 .

M i ss McCollum inh e ri ted h er poe t i cal talen t f rom h e r fath e r
,

who
,
li ke th e elde r Lampman

,
wro te good ve rse . Sh e b egan

to make rhyme s in early l i fe ,
and wh i le st i ll in h e r teens had

w r i tten most of th e poem s wh i ch appeared in F low er L egends
and oth er Poems

,
in 1902 . Th e pre t ty cove r de s ign was

sketch ed by h e rself . Bes ides the se accomp li shmen ts sh e sang

sweet ly
,
accompanying h e rse l f on a mandolin , and had a rare

gi ft o f m im i c ry and rec i tat ion . To see and h ear h e r rec ite h e r
own poem s was a pleasure neve r to b e fo rgo tten : h e r love ly ,
express i ve face

,
h e r grace fu l movement s

,
h e r pat ri cian vo i ce

and manners , made up an inde sc ribab le charm of pe rsonali ty .

M i ss M cCo llum
’

s paren ts we re bo th b orn and b rough t up
in I re land ; and sh e was a n iece o f th e late Rev . J. H .

McCo llum
,
o f Toron to . He r mo th e r and two s i s te rs are now

re s id ing on th e Pacific Coast , in th e S tate of Wash ington .
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HE poem s se lected and inc luded in th e original copy were
th ese : ‘Wh ere S ings th e Wh i ppoorwi l l,

’ ‘

Th e Angel
’

s Ki ss ,’
‘

Th e S i len t S inge r ,
’ ‘Love ,

’
Th e Ange l of th e Somb re Cowl

’

and
‘Li t t le Ne l l ie ’

s Pa.

’

B ut as th e con sen t o f th e execut r ix
of M i ss McCollum

’

s estate cou ld not b e ob tained th e fol lowing
poems have b een sub s t i tu ted . Th e i r inc lus ion i s due to th e

courtesy of Th e Canad ian M agaz ine and Th e Globe , Toron to .

M i ss McCollum , l i ke I sab e l la Valancy Craw fo rd , spen t many
happy h ours in th e b eaut i fu l envi ronmen t of th e Kawar tha
Lakes . She had a pre tty summe r cottage ,

“Hal cyon
,

'

on th e

north sho re of Sm i th town sh i p . I t was located ab ou t a hal f
m i le from Burle igh Fal ls wh ere th e pi cturesque view of lake
and i s lands , wi th a b ackground of th i ck woods , in spi red such
poems as

‘Fores t Sounds’ and ‘A Song of th e Fores t . ’

Forest Sounds

HQ ,
in th e pines , may h ear low voi ces rai sed

To chan t in suppl ian t tone ?
Th ey who , in Sorrow’

s t ranqu i l eyes , h ave gazed ,

O
’

ercome , endured alone .

The j oyous wh i spering of le sse r t ree s ,
Wh o can in terp re t th i s 3
Awakened sou ls whose inmost sanct i t ies
Know Love ’

s reveal ing ki ss .

And lowly vines , th e tende r cl inging th ings
That dwe l l am id th e sod ?

For pi llowed ear , a cari llon ne
'

er r ings ,
Un less at peace w ith God .
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A Song of the Fore st

Th e Legend of Love-S i ck Lake

HEN you wande r alone th rough th e forest
And l i st to th e murmur ing song,

I f your h eart b e attun ed to th e mus i c ,
Th e wo rds wi l l come float ing along.

I have l is tened so oft to th e s inging
That wh en i t i s plain t ive and low

I can h ear th rough th e me lody‘s sob b ing
A love tale of long, long ago .

‘

Nen emoosha ! Omemee ! Omemee !

Th e water fal ls pur l as th ey flow
And th e ech o s igh s so ft ly , ‘Omemee !

Th e sweeth eart , th e maiden of woe .

’

Like a wi l low wand supple and s lende r
He r movemen ts were mot ion s of grace ,

And h er eyes as th e stars of th e morn ing ;
And dusky as twi l igh t h er face ,
Ove rshadowed by long s i l ken t resses ,
Wh ich shone w ith a lum inous l igh t,
Like darkness , wh en dayl igh t appeare th
Di spe rs ing th e shadows of n igh t .

Now the West W ind i s dream i ly humm ing
Th e love-lays th e dusky B raves cooed,

And th e b rooklet i s mock ing th e laugh te r
That s i lenced each lover who wooed ;

B ut th e me lody var ies and deepens ,
A tende re r message i s s igh ed ,

And th e b rooklet grows fain ter and fain ter
To wh i spe r th e words wh i ch rep l ied .

Oh ! th is lover was fai r as th e morn ing,
Hi s eyes as th e b lue of th e lake ,

And th e h ai r , l i ke i ts b rink sun-i l lum ined ,
And t rue was th e prom i se h e spake
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Now th e fores t i s t h rob b ing with mus i c
,

A harmony wondrous ly b len t ,
An ecstat i c and th ri l l ing emot ion ,

Comm ingled with b l iss fu l con ten t ;
From th e Brookle t a r ipple of laugh ter ,
Th e V

V
ater fall

’

s note l i ke th e dove ,
And th e Wind in a clear ton e of t riumph ,

With ech oes un i t ing, s ing love .

And th ough years h ave rolled decade on decade
Th e Forest rememb ers th e song,

And th e wrai th of Omemee appeare th
And fl i ts o

’

e r th e water along :
An e lus i ve e th e real v i s ion ,

An eerie and myst ical spri te
Li ke th e vaporous sp ray of a foun tain
I t gl ides th rough th e s i lv e ry l igh t .

And b ecause of th is vi s i tan t gh ost ly ,
Wh i ch fo l lows th e moon

’

s b ri l l ian t wake ,
And th e VVater fall

’

s ech o ing s igh ing,

Th i s region i s cal led
‘Love-s i ck Lake .

’

Wh en you wande r alone th rough th e forest
And l ist to th e murmu r ing song,

I f your h eart b e attuned to th e mus i c
,

Th e words wi l l come float ing along.

I have l i s tened so oft to th e s inging
That wh en i t i s p lain t i ve and low

I can h ear th rough th e me lod ies sob b ing
Th i s love tale of long,

long ago .



Pe ter McArthur

N o one wh o tur ns over th e pages of
‘

Th e P r od igal and Oth er

Poems ,

’

or wh o r eads h is oth er p r in ted work
,
can fai l to

r ecogn ize that M r . M cA r thu r i s th e p oss ess or of a genu ine

lyr ical t
'o ice . P erhaps th e fir s t th ing that s t r i kes

th e r eade r of h is poe t ry—and h is p ros e as well, for th e ma tter

of that—is that i t poss ess es that r ar e enough qual i ty,

—zes t .

Mr . M cA r th ur is no mer e (es th e te
,
no lackada is ical di le ttan te ,

b ut is alive to h is finger t ips ; and all h is t c
'

r i t ings fa i r ly t ingle
w i th li fe . Th e n ext th ing one p e rce ives i s that a s trong h n

ma
-
n feelng r uns th rough h is wor k . M r . M cA r th ur i s ab ove

all th ings els e a h uman. b e ing,
and a lover of all th ings h ani on .

B ut h e lov es natur e
,
too,

and manages to ge t
‘

z
'

e r y clos e to h e r :
we can fai r ly smell th e good b rown ear th in every on t-of-a

'

oors

poem ofh is . Naturalness is anoth er of h is quali ties . He is et
'
e r

h ims elf : affectat ion. of all k inds is anath ema to h int . H is work

is marked also b y a lamb en t
,
p layful hn nzonr ,

et
'
er

,
can b ecome sara

’

on ic enough wh en occas ion r equ i r es .

R . H . H .\T I I AWAY .
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ETER McARTHUR h as recen t ly b ecome one of th e most
p rom inen t and succes sful of ou r Canad ian li te rary men .

H i s
‘

synd icate '

art icles pe r tain ing to farm li fe . wh ich appeared
in th e To ront o Glob e and o th e r jou rnals

,
and wh i ch we re

redolen t of humou r and wi sdom
,
at t racted wide a t ten t ion ;

and wh en t h e b es t o f th em we re pub li sh ed in a sub stan t ial
b ook . unde r th e allu ring t i t le . I n Pas tur es Gr een ,

th e enduring
fam e of th e au tho r was as su red . Indeed h e has done more
th an any o th e r w ri te r of h i s day and generat ion . to att ract
at ten t i on b ack to th e farm and to popu larize i t s variou s pur
su i t s . Th at who le some poem

,

‘

Th e S tone ,

’

was found in th i s
no tab le b ook . and i s reprinted h ere by kind pe rm i s s ion .

H i s paren t s we re th e late Pete r and Cath e rine (M cLennan )

M cA r th u r . nat ives of S cotland . He was b orn at Ekfr id ,
in

th e coun ty of M idd le sex , Ontario ,
March l 0th ,

1866 . Afte r
h e h ad attended t h e local pub l ic sch oo l and wo rked on h is

fath e r ' s farm , un t i l twen ty years of age , h i s h igh e r educa
t ion was rece ived at th e S t rath roy Co l legiate In st i tute , and

at Un ive rs i ty College ,
To ronto . Fo r a short pe riod ,

h e taugh t
in a pub l ic sch oo l. I n 1889 . h e en te red Journali sm as a mem

b e r of th e staff of th e To ron to Mail, and late r con tr ib uted to
Gr ip

,
D etro i t F r ee P r ess , S aturday N igh t, N ew York S un,

P i tch
,
I na

’

ge, L ife Harp e r '

s i l/I on th ly,
A tlan t ic M on th ly,

C en

tury,
e tc . I n 1890 . h e moved to New Yo rk . I n March ,

1895 ,

h e b ecame ass i s tant ed i to r of Tru th
, and in th e fo l lowing

Augu s t , ed it o r- in -ch ie f and ar t manager . A mon th late r , h e
was m arried to M ab el C . Wate rs of N iagara Falls , On tario .

Du ring th e years , 1902-4 , M r . M cAr thu r l ived in London ,

England , and con t ribu ted to P unch and to th e R ev i ew of R e

t
'iews . He th en retu rned to New Yo rk

,
and fo r fou r years

was a memb er of th e fi rm of
‘

M cAr thu r and Ryde r ,’ comme r
cial pub li sh e rs . In 1908 . h e re tu rned to th e old h ome farm ,

and h as remained eve r s ince .

H i s ch ie f b ook pub li cat ion s are : To B e Tak en i l/i th S alt

an Essay on Teach ing one
'

s Grandmoth er to S uck Eggs , 1903 ;

Th e Pr odigal and Oth er Poems , 1907 ; I n Pas tu res Gr een ,

19 15 :and Th e R ed Cow and Her F r iends ,
19 16 .

M r . and M r s . M cA r thu r have fou r son s and one daugh te r .
One of th e son s i s a corpo ral in th e 56th Ove rseas Bat te ry .
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For you are glad with all you r powe r ;
For shame ! Go study S chopenhauer .
You neve r s ing save wh en you fee l
Th e ecstasy of though t less joy ;

All s i len t th rough th e b ough s you steal
When sto rms o r fears o r pains annoy ;
With bards ’

t is qu i te a dififerent th ing,

Th e more they ach e th e more th ey s ing.

Al l happ iness th ey sad ly sh i rk ,
And f rom all p leasu re ho ld aloo f ,

And are so tear fu l wh en th ey wo rk
They wri te on pape r wate rp roof,

And on each page express a yearn
To fill a c inerary u rn .

Go , l i tt le b i rds, i t gives me pain
To hear you r happy me lod ies !
My plaudits you can never gain
W‘i th o ld and worn—out tunes l ike these
More up

-to-date you r songs must b e
Ere you can meri t p raise from me .

An Indian Wind Song
HE wo l f of th e winte r wind i s swi ft

,

And h earts are st i l l and ch eeks are pale ,
When we h ear h i s h owl in th e ghost ly dr i ft
As h e rush es past on a phantom trai l ;

And all the n igh t we hudd le and fear ,
For we know that h is path i s th e path of Death ,

And th e flames bu rn low , when h is steps are near ,
And th e dim hut reeks w ith h i s grave-co ld b reath .

Th e fawn of the w ind of th e spring is shy,

Her l igh t feet rust le the se re
,
wh i te grass ,

Th e t rees are roused as sh e races by,
In th e patter ing rain we hear h er pass ;

And the b ow un st rung we cast as ide ,
Wh i le we winnow th e golden ,

hoarded maize ,
And th e earth awakes with a th ri l l of p r ide
To deck h e r b eau ty for festal days .
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Th e hawk of th e summer wind i s proud ,

Sh e c i rc les h igh at the th rone of the sun ;

When the storm is fi e rce h e r sc ream i s loud ,

And th e sco rch ing glance of he r eye we shun ;

And o ften t imes , wh en th e sun is b righ t ,
A si lence fal ls on the cho i rs of song,

And th e part r idge sh r inks in a wi ld afi
’

r igh t ,

\Vh ere a search ing shadow swings along.

Th e hound of the autumn wind i s s low ,

He loves to bask in th e heat and s leep ,
Wh en th e sun th rough the d rowsy haze b ends low ,

And f rosts from th e h i l ls th rough th e starligh t creep ;
But o ften t imes h e starts in h i s d ream s,

Wh en th e howl of th e winte r wol f draws n igh ,

Th en lazi ly ro l ls in the gold-warm b eam s
,

Wh ile the flocking b i rds to th e south dr i ft by.

SugarWeather
HEN snow-b al ls on th e horses’ hoo fs
And th e wind f rom th e sou th b lows warm ,

Wh en the catt le stand wh ere the sunb eams b eat
And the noon has a drwmy charm ,

Wh en i c ic les c rash from th e dripp ing eaves
And th e fu rrows peep b lack th rough th e snow ,

Then I hurry away to th e sugar bush ,

For th e sap wi l l run ,
I know .

With auger and axe and spi le and t rough
To each t ree a vis it I p ay,

And eve ry b oy in th e count ry-s ide
I s eager to he lp to—day.

W e ro l l th e b acklogs into th e i r p lace ,

And the kett les b etween th em sw ing,

Th en gath e r th e wood fo r th e roaring fire

And th e sap in pai l fu l s b ring.

A fig for you r arches and modern ways
,

A fig for you r shee t-i ron pan ,

I l ike a smoky old kett le b es t
And I st ick to th e good old p lan ;
16
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We
’re go ing to make sugar and tafi

'

y to-n igh t
On the swing po le unde r th e t ree ,

And the gi r ls and the boys for m i les around
Are all sworn f riends to me .

The hens are cackl ing aga in in the b arn ,

And the catt le b eginn ing to b awl ,
And ne ighb ours , who long have b een act ing cool ,
Now make a forgi v ing cal l ;

For th ere ’

s no love-feast l ike a tafiy
-pu l l ,

With i ts h earty and s ti cky fun ,

And I know th e who le wo r ld i s at peace w ith me ,
For th e sap has commenced to run .

The End ofthe Drought
AST n igh t we marked th e tw inkl ing s tars

,

Th is morn no dew revived th e grass,
And oft across th e parch ing fields

We see th e dusty edd ies pass ;
The eage r hawk forgets to swing
And sc ream ac ross the burn ing sky,

And f rom th e oak’s s low-dying c rest
Sends forth a st range and plain t ive cry .

The geese on unaccustomed wings
Flap w i ld ly in ungain ly fl igh t ,

The peacock’s fierce defiant sc ream
S ca tters the fowls in wi ld affr igh t ,

The c rows are barking in th e woods ,
Th e map le leaves th e i r s i lve r show ,

The cat t le sn iff the com ing s to rm ,

Then toss th e i r heads and so ft ly low .

And now along the hazy west
Th e swi ft ly b u i ld ing c louds uprear ;
High overhead th e w inds are loud,
The thunder ro l ls and grumb les near ;

The housew i fe t rims th e leaky eaves,
The farme r frets of lodging gra in ,

T i l l all the wor ld ,
re joi c ing,

d rinks
The long-den ied , long-prayed-for rain .
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Years that were wet o r dry, lean years and fat years ,
Roaring e lect ion years (mou th ing refo rms ) in sho rt , all years
That o ldest inhab i tan ts keep in stock—th e’re grew a t rad it ion
About the stone . Men

,
i t was said

,
had t ried to move i t ,

B ut i t was a stub b orn bou lde r, deep sunk in th e earth ,

And cou ld on ly b e moved by dynam i te , at vast cost to the

councfl ;

But every counc i l lo r was a watch dog of th e t reasury ,
And th e s tone stayed .

S ince the memo ry of man runneth th e stone was there .

I t had stubb ed th e toe of th e Algonqu in b rave , and haply
Had t ripped th e fe roc ious , maraud ing I roquo is .

I t had jo l ted th e s low ,
wob b l ing ox-cart of th e pioneer ;

Jo lted th e lumb e r waggons , democ rats , buggi es, su lkies
Jolted th e pungs , crotch es , stoneb oats, b ob s le igh s , cut ters
Upset loads of b o l ts , staves , co rdwood ,

loads of logs and hay ;

Jo l ted th resh ing mach ines , t ract ion engines , au tomob i les ,
Milk waggons , with cans of wh ey

,
envied of queru lou s swine ;

I t had shattered th e d reams of farmers , figu r ing on crops ;
O i d rove rs p lann ing sharp deals ;
Of peddle rs, agen ts , doctors , p reach e rs ;
I t had jol ted love rs in to c loser emb races , to th e ir bash fu l

de l igh t ;
But most ly it had shaken men into s in fu l tempers
A wicked s tone , a d isturb ing stone , a s tumb l ing-b lock
A stone in th e m iddle of the road
In so len t as a b ank , ob st ruct ive as a merge r '

Year after year th e road flowed around i t ,
Now on the righ t s ide , now on th e le ft ;
But always on da rk n igh ts flow ing st raigh t ove r it ,
Jo lt ing th e b e lated trave l le r into a pass ion b lack as m idn igh t ,
Making h i s rock ing vocabu lary s lop over
With al l th e shorte r and ugl ier words .

Boys grew to manhood and men grew to dotage .

And year after year th ey d id statute—lab our
By cutt ing th e th ist les and go lden-rod , m i lkweeds and bu r

docks
,

B ut le ft th e s tone un touch ed .
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The re is a me rry tale that I heard in my ch i ldhood ,

S tand ing b etween my fathe r
’

s knees , b e fore th e open firep lace ,

Watch ing the sparks make so ld ie rs on the b laz ing back log,

Wh i le th e shadows danced on the low-b eamed ce i l ing.

A p re tty tale , such as ch i ldren love , and i t comes to me now ;

Comes with th e sharp , cr isp sme l l of wood smoke ,
The c rack le of flam ing co rdwood on th e docke rs ,
The danc ing shadows and the hand on my tous led head
A clear memory , a dear memo ry , and eve r th e stone
As i t lay in my path on the roadway b rough t back the s to ry
Th e loving vo i ce , and, at the c lose , the laugh te r .
“Once upo n a t ime the re was a king, a m igh ty ru le r ,
Deep in the lore of human hearts , w ise as a se rpen t ,
Who p laced a stone in the road , in th e m idst of h is k ingdom,

Ou the way to h is palace , whe re all men mu st pass i t .
S t raigh tway the peop le turned as ide , turn ing to righ t and to

le ft of i t .
S tatesmen , scho lars , court ie rs , nob lemen , me rchan ts ,
Beggars , lab ourers , farme rs , so ld iers , generals , men of all

c lasses,
Passed th e s tone, and none t r ied to move i t
To c lear the path of the t rave l l ing mu lt i tude .

But one day came a man
,
a k indly poor man

,

Who though t i t a shame that the stone shou ld b e the re ,
A stumb l ing-b lock to the nat ion . Bow ing h is b ack
He put h is shou lde r to i t , and b eho ld, a marvel !
The stone was but a she l l, hol low as a b owl !
A ch i ld m igh t have moved i t .
And in th e ho l low was a pu rse of go ld , and with i t a wr i t ing
‘

Le t h im who hath th e pub l ic sp i r i t to move th e stone
Keep the purse and b uy a cou rtly rob e ,

And come to the palace to se rve th e king as prime m in iste r.’

So th e kindly poor man who had pub l i c sp i ri t
Became the ch ie f ru le r o f all the nat ion .

Wh en th e news was to ld to th em , all men rush ed to th e h igh
ways

And moved away the stones , b ut found no pu rse of go ld ;
B ut th ey c lea red the roads of stones , and th e

‘Good Roads
Movement’
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Wen t th rough without cos t b ecause th e king was wise
And well understood our weak human nature .

!

Eve r wh en pass ing th e s tone I rememb e red th is story
And sm iled ,

touch ed by memor ies of ch i ldhood
,

But knew th ere was no pu rse under i t ; th e re m igh t b e an

angle-worm ,

But I was not go ing fish ing
—and th e stone stayed .

Now mark th e seque l
,
the conc lus ion of th e matter !

Yeste rday a man wen t by—wh eth er a ne ighb our o r st ranger ,
No man can te l l me, th ough I h ave quest ioned wide ly,
Quest ioned eagerly, longing to do h im honou r ,
To chan t h is name in song, o r cunn ingly engrave i t
In monumen tal b rass , with daedal phan tas ies
To make i t a landmark

,
a b eacon toall fu tu re ages .

Th is good man
,
earnest , pub l i c-sp i ri ted ,

Not fear ing work, scorn ing t rad i t ion ,

Do ing h is duty as h e saw i t , not wai t ing an o rder
,

Dug out the stone and made i t a mat te r of laugh ter ,
For i t was no b ou lder , deep—roo ted , n eed ing dynam i te
But j us t a l it t le stone , abou t th e s ize of a m i lk pai l.
A ch i ld m igh t have moved i t , and ye t i t had bumped us

For th ree gene rat ions b ecause we lacked pub l i c sp i r i t .
I b lush with shame as I pass th e stone now ly ing
I n th e roads ide d i tch wh e re the good man ro lled i t ,
And le ft i t wh e re all men may see i t—a symb o l , a portent .
T remb le

, ye Oppressors ! Quake , ye Finan cial P i rates '
Your day is at hand , for th e re i s a man loose in Canada !
A man to b reak th rough your i l legal lab yr in th s,
A Th eseus to cop e with your co rporate Minotaurs ,
A Hercu les to c lean out your Augean stab les of grafters ,
A man who moves stones from th e path of h i s fe l lows !
And makes smoo th th e Way of th e Worker !
And such a man may move you ! T remb le , I say !
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BOUT th e b eginn ing of th is cen tury , th e atten t ion of

many reade rs was at t racted s t rongly to th e remarkab le
ch aracte r of t h e con t rib u t ion s of a seven teen -year-o ld gi rl
t o th e

‘

Young Peop le
'

s Co rne r ' of th e Mai l and Emp i r e .

I t was eviden t that a gen ius of a rare o rde r had appeared in
Canad ian li teratu re .

Th e s ignatu re was
‘

Marjo rie L . C . Pick thall
,

’

and on en

qu i ry i t was found that sh e was th e daugh te r of Engli sh
paren t s— M r . Ar thu r C . Pick thall. an e lec t rical enginee r , and

H e len Mallard—wh o h ad em igrated to Toron to in 1890
,

wh en th e i r ch i ld was abou t seven years of age . I t was also

learned that sh e h ad b een educated in t h e Bi sh op S t rach an
S choo l on College s t ree t .
A s M i ss M arjo r ie Lowrey Ch ris t ie P ickthall was b o rn in

London . England , th e 14th of Sep temb e r , 1883 , sh e ach ieved
fam e earlie r in li fe th an most poe ts . Fo r a decade h er poem s

and sh ort s tories h ave appeared in lead ing pe r iod i cals of Eng

land ,
th e Un i ted S tates

,
and Canada : and in the au tumn of

19 13 , t h e Un ive rs i ty M agaz in e , Mon t real
,
and Joh n Lan e . th e

Bodley Head
,
i ssued a vo lume of h e r collected ve rse , en t i t led

A D r if t of P in ions .

Fo r once th e reviewe rs and c ri t ics ge ne ral ly we re of one

op in ion . th at th e wo rk was th e produc t o f gen ius undefi led

and rad ian t , dwe lling in th e realm of pure b eau ty and s inging
wi th pe r fec t natu ralness i t s d i vine message .

I n 19 13
,
M i ss P ick thall was ass i s tan t lib rarian in V i c toria

Co llege , b u t th e c lose confinemen t not agree ing with h e r h ealth ,

sh e re s igned and wen t to England to vi s i t relat i ve s . Sh e was

th e re wh en th e Great War b roke ou t , and at once b ecam e

in tere s ted in grey kn i t t ing and o th e r ma t te rs pe rtain ing to th e

soldie rs .

In 19 15 , L i t tle Hear ts
,
h e r fi rst novel, was pub lish ed and

was ve ry favorab ly recei ved by th e b e st c ri t i cs .

Th e w e ll—known Engli sh write r . Marmaduke P ickth all. is

a h alf—b ro th er of h e r fath e r .
M i ss P ick th all has also a talen t fo r p en -and- ink ske tch ing

and fo r paint ing small wate r—colou rs .

Th e poem s in A D r ift of P in ions and many oth e rs are to

b e i ssued shor t ly by S . B . Gundy , at th e Oxford Un ive rs i ty
Pre s s

,
in a new volume

,
en t i t led Th e Lamp of P oor S onls .
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The Lamp of Poor Souls
[ In many Engli sh church es b e fore th e Re format ion th ere was kep t

a li tt le lamp cont inually b urn ing,
called th e Lamp of Poor Souls .

People w ere r em inded th ereb y to pray for th e sou ls of those dead

whose k insfolk were too poor to p ay for p rayers and masses ]

BOVE my h ead the sh ie lds are s tained wi th ru st ,
The wind has taken h i s spo i l, th e moth h is part ;

Dust of dead men b eneath my knee s , and dust ,
Lord, in my h eart .

Lay Thou th e hand of fai th upon my fears ;
Th e p riest has p rayed , th e s i lver b ell has rung,

But not for h im . 0 un forgotten tears ,
He was so young !

Sh ine , l i ttle lamp, nor let thy l igh t grow dim .

. Into what vast , dread dream s
,
what lone ly lands ,

In to what gr ie fs hath death de l i ve red h im ,

Far from my hands
?

Crad led is he , with hal f h is praye rs forgot .
I cannot learn the leve l way h e goes .

He whom th e harvest hath rememb ered not

S leeps with the rose .

Sh ine ,
l i tt le lamp , fed w ith sweet o i l of p rayers .

Sh ine , l i ttle lamp , as God’

s own eyes may sh ine ,
When He t reads soft ly down H is starry sta i rs
And wh ispe rs, ‘Thou ar t M ine .

’

Sh ine , l i tt le lamp , for love hath fed thy gleam .

S leep , l i tt le sou l , by God
’

s own hands set f ree .

C ling to H is arm s and s leep , and s leeping, dream,

And dream ing, look for me .

The Pool
OME with me

,
fo l low me , swi ft as a moth ,

Ere th e wood-doves waken .

L i ft the long leaves and look down , look down
Wh ere the l igh t is shaken ,

Amb er and b rown ,
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On the woven i vory roo ts of th e reed
,

Oh a float ing flowe r and a we ft of weed
And a feath e r of fro th .

He re in th e n igh t all wonde rs are ,

Lapped in the l i ft of the r ipp le’

s sw ing,

A s i lve r she l l and a shaken star,
And a wh ite moth ’

s wing.

He re the young moon when the m ists unc lose
Sw ims l ike the bud of a go lden rose .

I wou ld l ive l ike an e lf whe re th e w i ld grapes c l ing,

I would chase the th rush
From the red rose-be rr ies .

Al l th e day long I wou ld laugh and swing
With the b lack choke-che rr ies .

I wou ld shake the b ees from the milkweed b looms ,

And coo l , 0 coo l ,
Nigh t afte r n igh t I wou ld leap in th e poo l,
And s leep w ith the fish in the roots of the rush .

C lear, 0 c lear my dreams shou ld b e made

O i eme rald l igh t and amb e r shade ,

Of s i lve r shal lows and go lden glooms .

Sweet , 0 sweet my d reams shou ld b e '

As the dark , swee t wate r en fo ld ing me
Safe as a b l ind sh e l l unde r the sea.

The Shepherd Boy
HEN th e red moon hangs over the fo ld,
And th e cypress shadow is rimmed with go ld,

0 l it t le sh eep , I have laid me low ,

My face against the old earth ’

s face ,
Whe re one by one the wh i te moth s go ,

And the b rown b ee has h is s leeping p lace .

And then I have wh ispered, mothe r, h ear,
For th e owls are awake and th e n igh t i s near,
And wh eth er I lay me near o r far
No l ip shal l k iss me

,

No eye shal l m iss me ,

Sav ing the eye of a co ld wh i te star .
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Th e rose and s i lve r doves in th e eaves
With a mu rmur of mus i c b ind our h ouse .

Honey and wine in thy wo rds are stored ,
Thy l ips are b r igh t as th e edge of a sword
That hath found my h eart
That hath found my heart .

Sweet , I have waked f rom a dream of th ee,
And of Him .

He who came wh en th e songs were done .

From th e net of thy sm i les my heart wen t f ree
And the go lden lure of thy love grew d im .

I turned to th em asking,

‘Who is He ,

Royal and sad, who comes to th e feas t
And s i ts H im down in th e p lace of the least ?’

And they said, ‘

He i s Jesus
, th e carpente r’s son .

’

Hear how my harp on a s ingle st r ing
Murmurs of love .

Down in the fields th e th rush es s ing
And th e lark i s los t in th e l igh t ab ove ,
Lost in th e infin ite, glowmg who le ,
As I in thy sou l ,
As I in thy sou l .
Love , I am fain for thy glow ing grace
A s th e poo l fo r th e s tar, as th e rain for th e r i l l .
Tu rn to me , t rust to me, m i r ro r me

As th e star in th e poo l , as the cloud in the
‘

sea.

Love , I looked awh i le in H i s face
And was st i l l .
Th e sha f t of the dawn st rikes c lear and sharp ;
Hush , my harp .

Hush my harp, for th e day is b egun ,

And th e l i ft ing, sh immer ing fl igh t of the swal low
Breaks in a curve on th e b r ink of morn ,

Over the sycamores , ove r th e corn .

C l ing to me
,
c leave to me

, p r ison me
As th e mote in th e flame , as th e sh e l l in the sea,

For the winds of th e dawn say,

‘Fo l low , fol low
Jesus Bar-Joseph , th e carpen te r’s son .

’
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A Mother in Egypt
[
‘
Ab ou t midnigh t w i ll I go out in to th e m idst of Egyp t ; and all

th e fir stborn in th e land of Egyp t shall die , from th e fir stb orn

of Ph araoh that s i tteth upon th e th rone , even un to the firstborn of

th e maid-servan t that i s b eh ind the

8 the no ise of grie f in th e palace ove r th e r iver
Fo r th is s i len t one at my s ide ?

The re came a hush in th e n igh t , and h e rose with h is hands
a-qu i ve r

Like lo tu s petals adr i ft on th e swing of th e t ide .

0 smal l so ft hands , the day growe th old for sleeping !
0 smal l st i l l feet , r ise up , fo r the hou r i s late !

R i se up , my son ,
fo r I h ear th em mourn ing and weep ing

I n th e temple down by th e gate .

Hush ed i s the face that was won t to b righ ten with laugh te r
When I sang at th e m i l l,

And s i lence unb roken sh all gree t th e so rrowfu l dawn s here
afte r ,

Th e house shall b e st i l l .
Vo i ce afte r vo i ce takes up th e burden of wai ling,

Do you h eed, do you h ear , in th e h igh -p r iest’s house by th e

wal l ?
B ut m ine i s th e gr ie f , and th e i r so rrow i s all unavai l ing.

W i l l h e wake at th e i r call ?

Someth ing I saw o f th e b road, dim wings half folding
The pass ion les s b row .

Someth ing I saw of th e swo rd th e shadowy hands were ho ld
ing,

What matters i t now ?

I h e ld you close , dear face , as I kne lt and harkened
To th e wind that c ried last n igh t l ike a sou l in s in ,

When the b road ,
b righ t stars dropped down and the soft sky

darkened ,

And th e Presence moved th ere in .

1 have h eard men speak in th e market-place of th e ci ty
,

Low vo iced ,
in a b reath ,
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O i a go d who is st ronger than ours , and who knows not chang
ing nor p i ty

,

Whose ange r i s death .

Noth ing I know of th e lords of the out land races ,
But Amun is gen t le and Hatho r the Moth e r is m i ld,

And who wou ld descend f rom the l igh t of th e peace fu l p laces
To war on a ch i ld ?

Yet h e re h e l ies, w ith a scarlet pomegranate petal
B lown down on h is ch eek .

The s low sun s inks to the sand l i ke a sh ie ld of some b u rn ished
metal ,

But h e does not speak .

I have cal led, I have sung, but h e ne i the r w i l l hear nor waken ;
So l igh t ly , so wh ite ly h e l ies in th e curve of my arm ,

Like a feathe r let fal l f rom th e b i rd that the ar row hath taken .

Who cou ld see h im , and harm ?
‘

The swal low fl ies home to h e r s leep in th e eaves of the altar,
And the c rane to h er nest ,’

So do we s ing o
’
e r th e m i l l, and why, ah ,

why shou ld I falte r ,
S ince he goes to h is rest ?
Does he p lay in the i r flower s as h e p layed among these w ith

h is mothe r ?
Do th e gods sm i le downward and love h im and give h im

the i r care ?
Guard h im .well, O ye gods , t i l l I come ; le st th e wrath of that

Oth e r
Shou ld reach to h im th ere !
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RTHUR JOHN STR INGER , poe t and noveli st , of

Cedar Springs , Ontar io ,
has al ready ach ieved great ly .

H i s b lank -ve rse d rama ,

‘

Sapph o in Leucad ia
,

’

i s an im

aginat ive . pas s ionate , ar t ist i c work o f su rpass ing quali ty .

He has pub li sh ed seve ral books of verse , ofwh i ch Th e Woman

in th e Rain and Oth e r P oems
,
1907 , i s th e most notab le . I n

th e se . as Ar thu r E . M
'

cFar lane has said ,

‘th e re i s main tained
a s tandard of b eau ty , depth of feeling and tech n i cal powe r

,

wh i ch in Canada have h ad all too li tt le recogn i t ion .

’

H i s

nove ls and shor t stories
,
howeve r , h ave h ad a wider vogue

and a mo re luc rat ive re turn .

H i s fir st nove l , Th e S i lver P opp y . 1903 , a c leve rly wri tten
romance of pass ion , b rough t h im prom in en t ly into th e lime

ligh t , and s ince th en h e has pub l i sh ed many vo lumes
,
~—Th e

i l’ire Topp e rs
,
1906 ; P han tom li/i r es

,
1906 ; Th e Under

Gr oove
,
1908 ; Th e Gun Runne r

,
1909 ; Th e S hadow,

19 13 :

Th e P rai r i e li/ife , 19 15 ; Th e Hand of P er i l
,
19 15 ; and Th e

D oor ofD r ead,19 16 ,
among th e numb e r— all con tain ing v ital,

gripping wo rk .

Ar thu r S t ringe r was b orn in London , Ontar io . Feb ruary
26th . l874 ,

— son ofHugh Arb u th not t S t ringe r . Havmg passed
th rough pub lic school and collegiate inst i tute ,

h e attended
Un i ve rs i ty Co llege ,

Toron to
,
and late r

,
fo r one academ i c year ,

t h e Un ive rs i ty of Oxfo rd .

Fo r seve ral years h e was engaged in ed i torial wo rk , fi r st ,
w i th th e Mon t real H erald and second wi th th e Ame r ican

P r ess Ass ociat ion .

Th i s quotat ion f rom M cFar lane s A
_
pprec iat ion ,

’

in th e

Glob e IWagaz
'in e

,
wi ll b e of in teres t

I n 1901, M r . S t r inger th r ew up h i s edi to r ial pos it ion
and i t s r egulari ty of salary togeth er. I t may b e said at once th at
h e h as n ever h ad to r egr e t such appar en t rash ne ss . Th e

var iety o f M r . S tr inge r’s work , dur ing r ecen t years, must seem at

fi r st a li ttle b ew i lde r ing. He was ge tt ing h i s insp i rat ion s from mon th s
of r ough ing i t in th e No r th -We st , from cru ising th e West Ind ies in
fru i t steam e r s, from wo rk ing a small b ut h igh ly product ive Sab ine

farm at Cedar S prings , on Lake Er ie
,
and from tou r ing sou th e rn

Eu rope and th e M ed iterranean . M r . S tr inge r has given
u s poet ry as fu ll of b eauty as a garden . and p rose wh ich affords th e

same deligh t as a rap i e r in th e han d s of a fin i sh ed swordsman .



Art hur S tri nger 3 15

The Lure 0
'

Life
HEN my l i fe has enough of love , and my spi ri t enough

of m i rth ,

When the ocean no longer b eckon s me
,
wh en the roadway

cal ls no mo re ,
Oh

,
on th e anvi l of Thy wrath , r emake me, God, that day!

When the lash of th e wave b ewi lders , and I sh rink from th e

st ing of the rain ,

Wh en I hate the gloom of Thy stee l-gray wastes , and s l ink
to th e lamp-l i t shore ,

Oh , purge me i n Thy pr imal fir es , and fling m e on my way !

Wh en I house me close in a tw i l it inn
,
wh e re I b rood by a

dying fi re ,

Wh en I kenne l and cringe with fat con ten t , whe re a p i l low
and loaf are sure ,

Oh
,
on th e anvi l of Thy wrath , remake me, God, that day!

Wh en I quai l at th e snow on the up lands, wh en I c rawl from
the glare of the sun ,

When the t rai ls th at are lone inv ite me not
,
and th e hal fway

lamps al lure ,
Oh , purge me i n Thy pr imal fir es, and fling me on my way

!

When the w ine has all eb b ed from an Ap r i l , when the Autumn

of l i fe forgets
The cal l and th e lu re of the widen ing West , th e wind in th e

strain ing rope ,
Oh

,
on th e anv il of Th y wrath , r emake me, God, that day

'

\Vhen I waken to hear adven tures st range th rong val ian t ly
forth by n igh t ,

To th e st ing of th e sal t-spume , du st of th e p lain , and width of

the western slope ,
Oh , purge me i n Thy p r imal fir es , and fling me on my way

!

When swarth y and care less and gr im th ey th rong out under
my rose-grown sash ,

And I—I b ide me th ere by the coals , and I know not heat nor
hope ,

Th en
,
on th e anv il of Thy wrath

,
r emake me

, God, that day!
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At the Comedy
AST n igh t , in snowy gown and glove ,
I saw you watch th e play

Whe re each mock h ero won h is love
Th e old un l i fe l i ke way.

(And 0 wer e li fe th ei r li ttle scene

Wh er e love s o smooth ly ran
,

How differ en t, D ear
,
th is wor ld had b een

S ince th is old wor ld b egan ! )

Fo r you , who saw them gai ly w in
Both hand and h eart away,

Knew we l l wh ere dwe l t th e mockery in
That foo l ish l i tt le p lay .

‘

If love wer e all—if love wer e all
,

’

Th e viols sob b ed and cr i ed
,

‘

Th en love were b es t whate
’

er b efall .
"

Low,
low th e flu tes r epli ed .

And you,
last n igh t , did you fo rget,

So far f rom m e , so near ?
Fo r watch ing th ere you r eyes we re wet
W ith just an id le tear !

(And down th e gr eat dar k cur tain fell
Upon th ei r foolish p lay,

B ut you and I knew—oh
,
too we l l !

Li fe wen t anoth er way! )

The O ld Garden
I

HERE th e dim path s wind and creep
Down past dark and ghost ly lands

Lost th is many a year in s leep ,
S t i l l an ivied sun -d ial stands .

S t i ll about th e moss-greened urns
Fal l th e rose-leaves ghost ly wh i te ;

S t i l l the sunset flames and b urns
In th e b as in’

s ghost ly l igh t .
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And ac ross th e wh ispe ring grass
Wh e re the r ing-doves mu rmured low,

Oft her s inging h eart wou ld pass
I n that lyric Long Ago .

He re tub erose and poppy red

Saw her pause with l ingering feet ,
On th e sun-d ial lean h er h ead ,

Crying out that l i fe was sweet ,

Asking Time , i f Spr ing by Sp r ing,

When sh e walked no longe r th ere
Oth er roses s t i l l cou ld swing,

Oth e r b lossoms scen t th e ai r ?

Weep ing that sh e needs must leave
Warmth and b eauty , for the grave

Hnsh
,
what ghos tly Voices gr i eve

Wh er e th e r egal lilies wave
?

111

S t i l l i t s leeps , th is lone ly p lace
Given o

’

er to dusk and dreams ;

But h e r sad and tender face
Neve r f rom the casemen t gleams .

St i ll th e iv ied d ial shows
In i ts old—t ime wash of ligh t
Noonday open l ike a rose ,
Though a shadow mark i ts fl igh t .

S t i ll th e b lossoms c l ing and b loom
Deep about he r w indow-square ,

S t i l l th e sun l igh t floods th e room,

S t i l l the tub e rose scents the ai r ;

S t i l l i t wai ts , h er garden old,

S t i l l th e wan ing sun l igh t burns
On th e easements t inged with go ld,
On th e green and muffled u rn s .

S t i l l along th e tangled walks ,
Though sh e knows th em not again ,
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Wai t the pat ien t rows of ph lox ,

Pipes th e Satyr in the rain .

Though sh e comes no more to dream
He re wh ere sh e and Youth were one ,

Fain t and ghost ly vo i ces seem ,

S t i ll to frigh ten b ack th e sun .

IV

Can i t b e that in some gray
Twi l igh t Sh e shal l swing th e gate ?
Whe re in eage r d isarray
S t i ll h er asters b rood and wai t ?

Wh ere h er wise r poppy knows ,
And h er val ian t v io le ts
Look and wonde r , and the rose
Round h er darkened window frets ?

And th ese th ings that temporal seem
,

Rap tur e
,
M us i c

, Loveliness ,

B eau ty fr ai l, and pass ing Gleam,

S hall ou tlive th e h ear ts th ey p r ess ?

S ince
,
we tr us t

,
each glory s trange,

Each vague hop e R egr et once gave,

S hall ou tlive all death and change,

As ear th
’

s love ou tlas ts th e grave
!

Destiny
E sat b eh ind h is roses and d id wake
With wan ton hands those pass ion s grim

That naugh t bu t b i tte r tears and b loo d can s lake
,

And naugh t b ut years can dim .

So o
’

e r th e i r w ine d id Great Ones s i t and nod ,

Orda in ing War as i t b efe ll '

M en drunk with d rum and t rumpe t mou th ed of God

And ree led down b lood-wash ed roads to He l l !

3 19
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The Keeper
IDE i s th e wor ld and wide i ts open seas ,

Yet I who fare from po le to po le remain
A pri soned Hope that paces i ll at ease ,

A capt ive Fear that fumb les with i ts chain .

I once for Freedom madly did aspi re
,

And s tormed Hi s bars in many a burst of rage
B ut see , my Keepe r with h is b rands of fi re

Has cowed me qu i te and b ade me love my

The Seekers
NOCK,

and th e Doo r shal l open : ah
,
we knocked

And found th e unpiteous po rtals locked .

Wai t ing, we learned us croon s to wh i le along
Those dreary watch es—and ye cal l i t Song !

Seek, and th ine eyes shal l find : oh , we have sough t
Th e V is ion of our Dream

, yet found it not .

We l imn i ts b roken shadow ,
that our h eart

May hal f rememb er—and ye cal l i t Art !

War
ROM h i l l to h i l l he harr ied me ;

He stalked me day and n igh t '

He ne i th e r knew no r hated me

Nor h is nor m ine th e figh t .

He ki l led th e man who s tood by m e ,

For such th ey made h i s law ;

Th en foo t by foot I fough t to h im ,

Who ne i th e r knew nor saw

I t rained m,y r ifle on h is h eart ;
He leapt up in th e ai r .

The scream ing bal l to re th rough h i s b reast ,
And lay emb edded th ere .

Lay hot emb edded the re , and yet

Hissed home o
’

e r h i l l and sea

S t raigh t to th e ach ing h eart of one

Who’

d wronged not m ine nor me .
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From ‘

Sappho in Leucadia
’

P haon (b i tter ly)
Thus women change—and in th e i r t ime forget !

Sappho
HERE lies th e so rrow—ifwe could forge t !
For one b rie f hou r you gave me all the love

That women ask
,
and th en with crue l hands

Set free the s inging vo i ces f rom th e cage ,
And tore the glo ry from th e wai t ing rose ;
And th rough l i fe

’

s empty garden st i l l I dreamed

And cal led fo r Love , and walked unsat i sfied .

Lo ve ! Love ! ’

T i s we who lose i t know it b est !
By day a fi r e and wonde r, and by n igh t
A wh ee l ing star that s inks in Mystery .

Love ! Love ! I t is the b lue of b luest sk ies ;
The farth est green of waters touch ed with sun !

I t i s th e calm of moon l igh t and of leaves ,
And yet the t roub led mus i c of th e S ea !
I t i s the f rai l o riginal of faith ,

Th e t imorous th ing that seem s afraid o f l igh t ,
Yet , loo sened ,

sweeps the wo rld, consum ing t ime
And t inse l empi res , gr im w i th b lood and war !

I t i s th e vo i ce less wan t and lone l iness
Of b l igh ted lands made wonde r fu l w ith rain !
Regret it is, and song, and wist fu l tears ;
Th e rose upon th e tomb of afterthough t ,
Th e on ly wine of l i fe , that on th e l ip
O i Th i rs t turns not to ash es ! Change and t ime

And so rrow knee l to i t , for at i ts touch
Th e world is b eaut i fu l , the wo rld i s born !

The Final Le sson
HAVE sough t b eauty th rough th e dust of st ri fe ,
I have sough t mean ing for th e anc ien t ach e,

And mus ic in th e gr inding wh ee ls of l i fe ;
Long have I sough t , and l i tt le found as yet

Beyond th is t ruth : that Love alone can make
Earth b eaut i fu l , and l i fe without regr et !



Katherine Hale

Th e wr i ter of
‘

Gr ey Kn i tt ing
’

n eeds no i n troduct ion to Can

ad ian r eade rs . as sh e is a well-known cr i t ic and s h or t s to ry

w r i ter
,
and one of th e mos t p romin en t and b es t loved of all

th e band of Canadian women j ournalis ts . Th e name ofKath

er ine Hale i s an adornmen t to th e li teratnr e of our D om in ion .

one ofwh ich we may b e j us tly p r oud . H er vers e th r ob s w i th

a s ympath e tic harmony that cannot fail of an app eal
,
h e igh t

enea
’

as i t is by a r i ch poet ic b eauty that b espeales a lofty ideal .

Th os e who know Kath eri ne Hale , know h er as an i dealis t who

s tr ives ever to v isualize for th e everyday toi ler th e haun t ing

t
'is ions of b eau ty that ar e vouchsafed to th e dreamer , and th us
sh e b r ings th e great th ings of life clos er to h e r r eaders , ennob

ling and uplift ing th e i r t r i t 'ial ronnd .

—Ham i lton ‘

Spectato r . ’

M rs . Garv in
’

s work at i ts bes t i s delicate
,
charming,

fai ry
like

,
b ut unusually exp ress ive of emot ion and w i th unus ual

powers of imaginat ion .

—M A RJORY MACMURCH Y in th e
‘

To r

onto Dai ly News .

’
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ATHERINE HALE i s th e p en name of M r s . John W .

Garvin of To ron to , wh o was formerly M iss Ame lia
Bee rs of Galt , Ontario ,

th e e ldes t daugh te r of

M r . and M r s . Iames “lar nock . Sh e was bo rn in Galt
,
b u t

h e r fath e r was a nat ive of K ilmarnock
, S cotland ,

and h e r

mo th e r was M i ss Kath erin e Hale Byard . of Mob i le
,
Alab ama .

Maj or J. B . Hogan ,
a mate rnal great-grandfath er of M r s .

Garvin , was aide-de - camp to La Faye t te , in th e S tate of A la

b ama
,
du ring th e latte r’s tou r of th e Un i ted S tates in 1824-5 .

M i s s was educated in Galt and at M iss Veal
’

s

S chool in Toron to : and late r in New York and in Eu rope .

Th e work of Kath e rine Hale is b est known in Canada

th rough h e r connec t ion ,
as li te rary cri t ic

,
wi th th e lMai l and

Emp i r e o f To ron to . Sh e has also deve loped recital and lectu re
wo rk

,
wh i ch i s well and wide ly known . Bu t i t I S prob ab ly

th rough th e med ium of po et ry th at h e r name has carried far
t h est up to th e presen t t ime .

A glan ce ove r many crit icism s wh i ch followed th e pub li ca
t ion in Novemb e r , 19 14 ,

o f Gr ey Kn i tting,
a fi r st and s ligh t

b ook o f h e r ve rse
,
b r ings to one

’

s no t ice th at a numb e r of th e
mos t encouraging cri t i c ism s we re wri t ten by Engli sh and

Ame ri can reviewe rs . I t i s al so no t iceab le that th e small b roch
u r e ran in to fou r ed i t ion s of a thousand each . b e fo re i t had b een
on th e marke t fo r s ix weeks .

He r lates t ach ievemen t
,
Th e Wh i te Com rade , —a b lank verse

war po em of th ri l ling in te re st , ab ou t five hundred lin es in

length— wi ll b e pub li sh ed in 19 16 .

Th e s tudy of mus ic h as en te red large ly in to th e li fe of th i s
wri te r

,
who se youth fu l amb i t ion was th e ope rat ic stage . I t was

indeed th rough h e r graph i c ar t i cles on “i
agne r ian ope ra,

sen t
to th e Mail and Emp i r e from New York . wh i le sh e was a

s tuden t in that c i ty , that led to h e r appo in tmen t as th e ed ito r
of

‘

Con tempo rary Li te rature .

’

S eve ral of h e r poem s have b een se t to mu s ic
,
notab ly ‘

I n

Th e T rench es’ by th e well-known compo se r , Gena Branscomb e .

Th e t i t le of th e song is
‘

Dear Lad 0
’

M ine .

’

Th e por t rai t i s reproduced in par t from t h e li fe-s i ze pain t
ing by Ed i th S teven son .

Kathe rine Hale ’

s love of th ings lyrical h as b ecome so large ly
a par t of h e r li fe th at i t s effect i s unm i s takab le in th e poems

{G ITfl VU
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You Who Have Gai ly Le ft Us
OU who have gai ly le ft us youth -b eshorn ,

Th e town i s sun less and th e roo f forlo rn !

Dread stands b es ide th e p i l low every mo rn .

But glory is a b eacon in the n igh t ,
So b r i l l ian t that i t b athes th e wo r ld in l igh t ,
And lures th ese s l im lads march ing out to figh t .

Coun t ry of m ine
, so ve ry st rong and young,

What of dark banners fast b e fore you flung !
What of th e awfu l batt les yet unsung !

No j oyous road I ask for you to d ay
,

I dare not p ipe you peace along th e way

That leads to Darkness or inc reas ing Day.

For Heaven p lays th e p re lude : drum and fife

Me rging th e mo rn ing in to large r l i fe
Chal lenge th e noon of b anne rs and of st ri fe

Un t i l
,
with in the l iving c r imson flame ,

Th ere seems to burn a new—bo rn coun try’s name
,

Th e Fr iend ofLigh t , and Honou r
’

s death less fame .

When You Re turn
HEN you retu rn I see the rad ian t st ree t,
I h ear th e rush ing of a thousand feet ,

I s ee th e gh os ts that women come to gr ee t .

I can fee l roses , roses all th e way,

Th e fearfu l gladnes s that no powe r can stay ,
Th e joy that glows and grows in amb ient ray.

Because s l im lads come march ing home f rom war p
T ru ly

,
slim lads

,
home from th e Ve ry Far :

From fi e lds as d istan t as th e farth es t star .

I t wi ll b e st range to h ear th e p laudi ts ro l l ,
Back from that zone wh ere sou l i s flung on sou l ,
Wh e re th ey go out l ike sparks to one st raigh t goal.
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Wh ere sou ls go out as momen ts fly,

Urging th e i r claim on the unb end ing sky

Su re ly i t must b e wonde rfu l to d ie !

Wh en you return I see th e rad ian t st reet ,
I h ear the rush ing of a thousand feet
L iving and dead wi th r os es we shall gr eet .

In the Trenches
(Ch r is tmas, 1914 )

AR gods have descended
Th e world b u rn s up in fine !

Warm you r hands at th e t rench ’

s fi re
,

Dear lad o
’

m ine .

Bu l lets cease th i s Ch ris tmas n igh t ,
On ly songs are h eard .

I f you fee l a phan tom step
,

’Twas my h eart that st i rred .

I f you see a dreamy ligh t ,
’

Tis the Ch ris t-Ch i ld’

s eyes ;
I b e l ieve h e watch es us

,

Wonder fu l and w ise .

Let us keep our Ch ristmas n igh t
I n th e camp-l igh t sh ine ;
Warm you r hands at th e t ren ch '

s fi re

Th ey st i l l ho ld m ine .

Used to Wear a Gown of Green
USED to wear a gown of green
And s ing a song to May,

Wh en app le b lossoms starred th e stream
And Spring came up th e way.

I u sed to run along w ith Love
By lanes th e world forge ts ,

To find in an enchan ted wood
Th e fi rst frai l v io lets .
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And eve r ’
m id th e fai ry b looms

And murmur of th e st ream ,

We used to h ear th e p ipes of Pan
Cal l so ft ly th rough our dream .

B ut now,
in outcry vast , that tune

Fades l ike some l it t le s tar
Lost in an angu ished judgmen t day
And scarlet flames of war .

What can i t mean that Sp ring return s
And purp le vio lets b loom ,

Save that some gypsy flowe r may st ray
Bes ide h i s name less tomb !

To pagan Earth h er gown of green ,

Her elfin song to May

Wi th all my s oul I must go on

I n to th e s car let day.

To Pe ter Pan in Winter
[
‘

And so i t was arranged that Pe ter Pan should fly b ack alone to

Fairyland , and that once a year M '

r s . Darling would allow Wendy
to go and stay a wh ole week w i th h im to do h i s Sp r ing

PR ING house-clean ing in Arcad ie ,
Wh en every bough i s b are ;

‘

I i i t b r ing Wendy b ack to me
,

‘I w ish ,’ quoth Pan
,
twe re h e re .

’

For Pe te r Pan is somet imes sad

In sp i te of all that’s sung ;

He has to p ipe and dance l ike mad

To keep th i s old wo rld young.

And as h e p ipes th e fai ries l igh t
A star for every tone .

(Do starry l igh ts burn just as b righ t
Wh en one i s all alone ? )

And as h e p ipes smal l elfin fo lk
Foregath e r f rom th e moon ,

And dance
, and flash , and fade l ike smoke

Wh i le h e p lays on and ou .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


3 30 Kath erin e Hale

Why neve r come with h e ralds of th e morn ing
Across th is b laze of sky

?

Why b u ild Th yse l f th ese great and per fect p laces ;
Why b u i ld, and never come to wal k th ere in ?’

An d on ly r ippl ing sunsh ine was th e an swer,
Or l i tt le patte ring foo tsteps of th e rain .

But st i l l we sough t H im ,
in th e b lue—wh i te win te r ,

Or in th e rosy spring o r shadowy fal l ;
And faith fu l w inds went forth with us to meet h im

,

And all th e h eaven was one vib rat ing cal l .

We sough t H im , and our own love seemed th e answe r ;
We cal led H im , and th e forest sm i led us b ack .

Then we forgot , and on ly looked for laugh te r
Along th e wi ld-wood t rack .

Yet some t imes
,
wh en th e moon sang down h er cadence

Th rough all th e fo rest roo f so old and h igh ,

We t remb led f rom the sense of all we knew not

Th e awfu l incompleteness of th e sky.

And all th e years we two wen t forth togeth e r
We never h eard that th i rd step on th e sod.

I was alone—alone b e fo re I fe lt i t ,
And turned , and looked on God .

And God said : ‘I am lone l iness and sorrow ,

And I am ques t ion ing hope , and I am str i fe ;
I am th e joy that su rges th rough my forest ,
And I am death in l i fe .

‘I am th e s inging b i rd, th e leaf , th e shadow ,

I am th e c i rc le of th e end less earth ;
Out of th e infin ite of all c reat ion
I am th e s i lence Wh e re th e sou l finds b i rth .

’

And so ,
unaltered ais les that wai t foreve r

And woods that gleam and st i r in l iqu id gold,
You hav e made answer for th e li t tle lover
Wh o pass ed er e yon gr ew old .



Robert Norwood

M r . Norwood
’

s is a n ew voice in Canadian poetr y . B n t

th ough n ew,
i t is a voice alr eady mellowed

,
whos e th eme h as

b een won out of year s devoted to scholarsh ip and ph ilosoph ic
though t ; wh os e mus ic has back of i t a tech n ique formed accord

ing to class ical s tandards . Thos e wh o r ead Mr .

Norwood
’

s s onnets w i ll no te h is faculty of ch oos ing r igh t

words , of evolv ing fr esh metaph or , of comb in ing var iet y w i th
b eauty, of m ingling p ercep t ion and ph ilosophy w i th mus ical

skill. I n h is
‘

D i 'oes
’

th e Poet se ts ou t to d iscove r

rath er than to accep t . H is text, for th e poem has a te .r t goldenly
th r eaded in to th e warp and woof of th e wh ole, is concerned

w i th th e mys tic un ion of Ch r is t w i th mankind . I t is a te xt that

goes down as deep as h ell and wh ich s oars as h igh as h eaven
,

to sh ow that th er e is no duali ty, no dualism,
no dnarch v; that

all th ings , cr eate and uncr eate
,
ar e governed from one point ,

made Of one s ubs tan ce
,
v i talized by one pr incipIe—that L ove

is not only th e fulfilling b ut th e or igi n of th e Law .

—F A N F A N
in th e

‘Free Press ,’ London ,
Ontar io .
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T was Em e rson who said that th e ch ie f even t in ch rono logy
was th e b i rth of a poe t , and th e great see r was righ t . Bu t

h e mean t iof cou rse a poe t w ith th e keen pe rception
, th e

in tense emot ion ,
th e comp reh en s ive men tal i ty and th e imagin

at ive vis i gen ius .

I n the Rob e rt W . No rwood
,
M .A .

,
Recto r of th e M em

or ial Church , Lo ndon , On tar io ,
whose fi r s t vo lume of ve rse ,

en t i tled H is Lady of th e S onne ts , appeared in 19 15
, Canada

has
,
I b e l ieve , j ust such a poet as Eme rson had in m ind .

Th i s op in ion i s not based on th e sonnet sequence ,
th e t i tle

of wh i ch was selected as th at of h i s b ook , b ri llian t , b eaut i fu l
and rare as such an ach ievemen t i s , b ut rath er on th e origin
al i ty of con ception

,
th e imaginat ive reach and th e dramat i c

powe r of th e poet as exemp lified in D ives i n Tormen t
,
and

in Th e Wi tch ofEndor , a d rama (19 16 ; M cClelland
,
Goodch i ld

and S tewart , To ron to ) on th e compreh end ing sympathy and

love and th e new ph i losoph i c though t as expressed in h i s two
unpub lish ed vo lumes

,
Th e M oder n is ts and S ongs of a Li t tle

B r oth er wh i ch wi ll b e i ssued in 19 17 ; and on th e many ev i

dences th roughout h is
"

work of ripe and w ide-ranging scholar
sh i p .

M r . Norwood was b o rn in Ch ri st Chu rch Recto ry , New

Ross , Lunenbu rg coun ty, Nova S cot ia,
March 27 th ,

1874 , son

of th e Rev . Joseph W . No rwood and Ed i th
,
daugh ter of

Captain Hard ing. He was educated at Coat icook Academy ,
Queb ec ; at B i shop’s Co llege ,

Lennoxvi lle , Queb ec ; and at

King
’

s Co llege Windsor , Nova S co t ia,
wh e re h e graduated in

Arts in 1897 . In Decemb e r of th e same year h e was o rdained
deacon in Hali fax by Bishop Cou rtney , and in th e fo l lowing
year was ordained p ries t by th e same d ign i tary .

At King
’

s Co l lege , M r . No rwood had th e good fo rtune to

have as h i s ~P rofesso r of Engl ish ! Literatu re , M r . Char les G . D .

Rob erts
,
who detected th e poet ic gi f t of th e amb i t ious studen t ,

and so taugh t and en couraged h im as to b ecome th e mo st
mou ld ing influence in h i s career .
I n 1899 ,

M r . Norwood
'

wasm arried to Ethel , a daugh te r
of Geo rge M cKeen ,

of Baddeck , and th e i r two
daugh te rs and a son—Ai leen ,

Rob e rt and Jean—make glad
th e rectory , and in spi re th e i r poet fath e r to s ing n ew songs .
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I h ear wi ld p ip ings of a joyous tune
Played on a go lden reed for the deligh t
Of you ,

my h idden , love ly Erem i te
You by the foun tain from th e marb le hewn
You s i len t as in dream

,
w ith flower s st rewn

Ab out you r feet—you goddess, rob ed in wh i te !

Mute and amazed, I at the b roken wal l
Lean fearfu l , lest th e sudden , dread fu l dawn
Fo r me Diana’

s awfu l doom let fal l ;
And I b e cu rsed with cu rious Actaeon ,

Save that you hnd in me th is s trong de fence
M y adorat ion of your innocence .

VI

HEN f rom th e ro se m ist of c reat ion grew
God’

s pat ient wai t ing in your w ide-set eyes ,
Th e mo rn ing s tars

, and all the hos t that fl ies
Ou w ings of love , paused at the wondrous b lue
With wh i ch the Maste r, m indfu l of th e h ue ,
S tained fir st th e c rys tal dome of summer skies
And afte rward the vio let that v ies
With atnethyst , b e fore He fash ioned you .

And I have t remb led with those anc ien t stars ,
My h eart has known th e flame-wi nged seraph s’ song ;
Fo r no ind iffe ren t , dreamy eye l id bars
M e from th e b lue , no r ve i ls with lash es long
You r love , that to my tende r gaz ing grows
Bo ld to con fess i t : I am glad h e knows !

I !

AST n igh t—o r was i t in th e go lden morn
Once more I dreamed that I alone did fare

Fo rth in to spi ri t—s i lences ; and th e re
I found you not ; my s tar was set ! Forlorn ,

I sough t th e kindred company of worn
And st ri cken sou ls—los t

,
sunde red sou ls

, Who b ear
Old and avo ided c rosses with each care
Woven toge th er in th e i r c rowns of tho rn .



Rob ert Norwood

Gods of th e pat ien t , vain endeavou r , th ese
C laimed me and called me fe llow ,

com rade , friend ,

And b ade me jo in in th e i r b rave l i tan ies ;
Because , though I had fai led you ,

I da red b end
Be fore you without hope of one reward
Save that in loving you my sou l st i ll soared .

!

AST n igh t I c rossed t he space s to you r s ide ,

As you lay s leep ing in th e sac red room
Of our great momen t . Like a l i ly’s b loom ,

Fragi le and wh ite we re you ,
my sp i ri t-b ride ,

For pain and lone l iness with you ab ide ,
And Death had though t to touch you with h is doom ,

Unt i l Love stood ange l i c at th e tomb
,

D rew sword
,
smote h im , and l i fe’

s doo r Opened wide .

I looked on you and b reath ed upon your hai r
Your hai r o f such so ft, b rown , t ran s lucen t go ld !
Nor did you know that I kne l t down in p raye r ,
C lasped hands, and worsh ipped you for th e un to ld
Magn ificence of womanhood d iv ine
God’

s m i rac le of Wate r turned to Wine !

! ! IV
AM all gladness l ike a l i tt le ch i ld !
Gr ie f’s t ragic figure of the ve i led face

Fades f rom my path ,
mov ing with measured pace

Back from th e sp lendou r that b reaks on the wi ld ,

High h i l ls of so rrow
,
where th e storm-clouds p i led

In d ri ft o f tears . Lo ! with what tender grace
Joy holds th e world again in h er emb race
S ince you came fo rth ,

and looked on me
,
and sm i led .

Down in th e val ley sh ines a scim i ter
A st ream with autumn-

go ld deep damascened ;
And of the b ards of day one lo i te re r
S t i ll l ingers at h is song, secu re ly sc reened
By fo l iage . Dear

,
what m i racle is th is ,

T ran sform ing vo id and chaos with a k iss !

3 35
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! ! VI I I
OMPANION of the h igh road, hai l ! all hai l !
Day on h i s shou lde r flame of sun se t b ears

,

As he goes march ing wh ere th e au tumn flares
A b anne r to th e sky ; in russe t ma i l
Th e t rees are t roop ing h i th e r to assai l
Twi ligh t w ith spears ; a rank of coward cares
C reep up , as though to take us unawares

,

And find th e i r stratagems of none avai l .
Accept th e chal lenge of the royal h i l ls ,
And dare adven ture as we always dared !
Li fe with red wine h is go lden chal i ce fills ,

An d b ids us drink to all who fo rward fared
Those lost , wh i te arm ies of the host of d ream ;

Those daun t less , s inging p i lgrims of th e Gleam !

Dives in Torment
(Latter Half )

HI S was my fai lure , who though t that th e feast
R ival led th e raptu re of b i rd on th e wing ;

R ival led the l i ly all rob ed l ike a pr iest ;
Smoke of th e po l len wh en Rose—cense rs sw ing.

Th is was my fo l ly, who gave for a gown
Pu rp le and go ld, and a b race let and r ings ,
Shouts in th e streets as I rode th rough the town
L i fe in th e love of th e kinsh ip of th ings .

Lazarus
,
Lazarus , th is i s my th i rst,

Feve r from flame of the love I have m i ssed ;
Ach e of th e h eart for th e f r iends I h ave cu rsed ;
Longing for l ips that I neve r have kissed !

He l l is for h im who hath n eve r found God
H id in th e b ramb le that b u rns by t h e way ;

Findeth H im not in th e s tone and th e c lod ;
Heareth Him not at th e coo l of th e day.

He l l is for h im who hath neve r found Man .

God and my Broth er, I fai l ing to hnd
,

Fai led to h nd me ; so my days we re a span
Vo id of th e t riumph of Sp i r i t and Mind .
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Yea, fo r a momen t I s t ruggled with Love ;
Yeam ed to emb race thee and pou r on thy hai r
Oi l of ano in t ing, and p lace th ee above
All of th e guests who were gath e ring th ere
Th ere in my palace of p leasu re and ease

,

Bu i lded by He rod, and b ough t w ith my go ld,
Po rtaled and cu rtained with so ft tapes tries
Woven at looms of the Or ien t

,
so ld

Down in Damascus . A palm in th e sands ,

That was my palace ; a palm w ith a sou l
B reath ing of b eau ty wh en each leaf expands
Out to the desert wh i ch b rims l ike a bowl
Brims l i ke a bowl of Fale rn ian W ine
Tu rned to th e sun ! 0 my palace and hal l !
0 sound of th e psalte ry unde r th e vine
Grown in th e garden ! 0 footsteps that fal l

So ft as th e leaves in a pomegranate grove ,
So ft on th e pavemen t of b ery l and pear l
Unde r th e moon wh en my Mi r iam s t rove ,
Laugh ing,

to dance down the Syrian gi r l !
These th rust b etween my compass ion and th ee
Beauty that mocked l ike a maid from he r b owe r
Beauty that looked th rough th e latt i ce at me

S igh ed :
‘I have tarried, my Love , for th is hour "

Th en to the palace all flam ing I went ,
Flam ing w ith love for Pomona, my pr ide .

Back l ike a b ow h er dear body I b en t,
Ki ssed h er and p laced h er in joy at my s ide ;
C rowned h er with myrt le , p roclaimed h er a queen ;
Drank to h er eyes and h er l ips and h er hai r
C lasped on h er th roat of an ivo ry sheen

Gems of an o rde r k ings on ly m igh t wear.
Oh ,

how sh e sparkled and gleamed l ike a swo rd !
Oh ,

how th e cymb als and tab ou rs did sound !

Oh ,
My Pomona

,
my loved and adored

Dust of th e body i s dus t of the ground !
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Fo r I forgot Him , and bough t with my go ld
Houses and lands . Yea, I sough t far and wide
Pleasure and ease . Th en one day I was old .

Darkness came over th e noon and I d ied !

Dead and compan ioned in pomp to the grave !
Dead and fo rgo tten in less than a day

Save by Pomona,
my m ist ress and slave

So ld un to He rod ! Oh , sh e had a way,

Turn of the head and glan ce of th e eye
'

Touch of th e hand and a fal l of th e feet '
Vo ice that was coo of the dove and a c ry
Hea rd in th e n igh t wh en th e se raph im meet !

Somet imes I fancy Gehenna’

s ab yss
Gleams with a l igh t that i s love ; and I fee l
L ips on my l ips in th e tenderest ki ss ,
Making h e l l heaven : as though th e appeal

Sen t from my sou l to Pomona had ga ined
Heart and the who le of her th roned on a star,
Wh ere for an aeon of b l iss sh e hath re igned
Lone ly for D ives so lost and afar !

Lazarus ! Nearer ! Th e l igh t on thy face
Sh ines th rough th e dark ! Oh ,

what glory is th ine l
Nay, not too near lest thou see my d isgrace
Naked ! b eho ld b ru ised the image d i v ine !

Lazarus ! Pity ! Pu rsue not my sou l
Down the last gu l f ! I am fear fu l of thee
Not of Jehovah

,
Whose thunders may ro l l

Ove r my h ead—Have thou pi ty on me !

Th is have I learned in th e tormen t of h e l l
Man i s the judge of th e sou l that hath s in ;

Man must raise man f rom the depth s wh ere he fel l ,
Hurled by th e hand of h is pass ion . Begi n ,

Lazarus , Lo rd of the Ligh t and th e dark ;
S tand on the c loud that hath b ridged the ab yss ,
Judging my cause ; for my sp i r it is s tark
Unde r thy glance in abandon of b l i ss !
18
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Yea
,
there is joy in th e j udgmen t a peace

I have not known in an aeon of pain ;
Joy in th e though t that thy love wi l l not cease
T i l l i t hath c leansed all my spi ri t from stain .

Th ere fore I hai l thee , O Lazarus ! c ry
‘Hai l to th e love that restoreth the years
Th e locus ts have eaten ! Search me and t rv

Though t of my h ea rt and tale of my tears !
’

Try me and p rove me ; for I am undone ,

Conquered by love of a love that hath sough t
Me unto h e l l ! Thou hast t r iumph ed and won ,

Lazaru s who for my sp i ri t hath fough t .

Y ie ld I the t rop h ies of b att le ; lay down
All of the pride and th e h at red of h ear t ;
Weep ing I give thee my scept re and crown ;
No th ing I claim ; not a t ith e, not a part !

Lazarus , art th ou the same that I saw

Begging for crumb s ? Thou has t changed , thou hast
changed !

Th rough what dom in ions of wonde r and awe ,

Beauty and joy, hast thou ranged , has t thou ranged ?

Kingly and glo r ious, man t led w ith flame ,

LO ! in thyse l f th e Mess ias I see .

Lazarus , thou and th e Ch r ist art the same
,

Thou ar t th e Ch r ist and the Maste r of me

Thou ar t Mess ias ! And th is Paradise !
Th ere i s Pomona ! There Moth er who gave
Breast to h er bab e ! From Gehenna I r ise
C leansed by a love that i s m igh ty to save !

Ligh t , and the sound of a song that is love !
Ligh t , and th e freedom of sp i ri t to soar !
Ligh t , and M ess ias en th roned above
High wh e re th e seraph im b ow and adore !
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RS . OSBORNE’

S mo th e r was a s ister of th e late Rev .

Feath e rston Os le r , M .A .
,
whose sons have won such h igh

d ist inct ion ,
and h e r fath e r was th e late Geo rge Gran t Franc i s .

ofWales .

Mar ian Franc i s was b orn in th e c ity of Mon t real, and was
educated at He llmuth Co l lege and at th e Co l legiate Inst i tute ,
London , On tario , and at T rin i ty College ,

To ron to . At th e

age of seven teen
'

sh e marr ied M r . Charles Lamb e rt Bath
,
and

l ived in Wales fo r th e ensu ing five years
,
un t i l h er husb and’

s

death . Of th is marriage th e re ar e two ch i ldren ,
a son , who

i s in th e Royal Flying Co rps , and a daugh ter .
I n 1902 , sh e married M r . H . C . Osb orne , M .A .

,
b arr iste r

,

and m emb er of th e To ron to S tock Exchange— now Lieuten

an t -Colone l , attach ed to the Headquarters S taff, 2nd D iv i s ion ,

On tario .

Th is p rom is ing author has i nh eri ted l i te rary talen t from
bo th grandfath e rs—h er moth e r’s fath e r part icu larly having
b een a noted write r , in h i s day, on scient ific sub j ects pe rtain
ing to m ed ic ine . I n th is connect ion i t i s in te rest ing to remem

b e r that h er cous in , S i r W i lliam Osle r , as a write r o f med ical
works

,
has a wo rld-wide repu tat ion .

M rs . Osb o rne i s also noted in To ron to fo r h e r ski l l in sports
,

having recen t ly won th e champion sh ip in fenc ing,
and in or

namen tal swimm ing.

S ince th e pub li cat ion in England, in 19 14
,
of h er b ook of

ve rse
,
en t i t led P oems

,
sh e has written ‘

Th e Song of I s rafe l,
’

wh i ch appeared in Th e Un ivers i ty M agazin e, and oth e r poems

ofme ri t
,
and has b een occupied in th e writing of a nove l.

Love
'

s Enchantment
S wh en two ch i ldren ,

hand clasped fast in hand ,

Exp lore th e d imness of a fai ry b owe r
I n t remu lous enc roachmen t

,
each one fanned

To ardou r by h is p laymate ’

s fanc ied powe i“
Th en see with wonde ring eyes th e th ing th ey sough t ,
Half feared

,
half hoped for , sudden ly in V iew ,

So we on t ip- toe came
,
and dear Love wrough t

Enchan tmen ts fo r u s
,
long b e fore we knew
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Each oth e r’s h ear t ; then led us gai ly o
'

e r

The flowe r-starred meadows , onward , eage rly ,
Un t i l we reach ed at length th e open doo r
O i h is domain—fo r thus i t was to b e ;
Th e re in one b rimm ing ki ss soul c ried to soul

And found complet ion ’

neath Love ’

s au reo le .

Love
'

s Gifts
ELOVED ,

can I make return to th ee
Fo r all the gi f ts wh ich thy ri ch h ear t do th hold ,

Gi fts that have turned my li fe
’

s gloom into go ld
And opened wi sdom’

s door with magi c key.

My eyes enchan ted see love ’

s mys tery ,
And though

' I fear
, yet wou ld I fain b e b o ld .

For thy vo ice th ri l ls on ears no longer co ld
And mu rmu rs wondrous mus i c

,
tenderly .

And though my hands hold naugh t , yet would I par t
The cur tains of my sou l to give th ee b l i ss ,
Answe r th ee in th e th rob b ing of my h eart
And sooth e thy fevered l ips with one deep kiss .

Ah ! let no shadow fal l our souls athwart ,
Fo r l i fe ho lds noth ing greate r , love ,

—than th is .

Love
'

s Anguish
HALL I w ith lethal draugh ts d row se eve ry though t
And let th e days pass by with s i len t t read ;

D ream th at th e van ish ed hou r I long h ave sough t
15 once mo re m ine ,

and you no longer dead ?
How shal l I grasp th e skirts of happy chance
And calm my sp i ri t in adventurous ways ,
Like b old D0 11 Qu ixote ho ld alo ft my lan ce
Again st th e wor ld without thy meed of prai se ?

How can I l ive th rough long d iscordan t days ,
How ch eat despai r , o r speed T ime ’

s lagging fee t .
S ince I have lost the fragrance of love ’

s ways
That tu rned li fe ’

s winte r into springt ime sweet ?
Come to me

,
Death , come , e re i t b e too late ;

Thy kiss alone can d raw th e st ing of Fate .
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Despair
HE darkness of th e n igh t b ewi lde ring
Falls on a wor ld of chaos

,
and alone

I lie , and l is ten fo r th e s ingle s t r ing
O i Hope , with s trained ears , but h ear no moan

Nor any sound , save on ly th e du ll b eat
O i my s tarved h eart , that totte rs on the b r ink
Of ab j ectness , reason deth roned , h er seat
Usu rped by fo l ly . Dear God ! le t me s ink
Fo reve r out of s igh t in no th ingness ,
As c razed stars fal l f rom h eaven . Woe i s me !

I s death too me rc i fu l fo r my d is tress ’
Or doe s my pain m ean noth ing un to Th ee ?
Li fe’

s stony road I ’ve suffe red pass ing we l l ,
Now i ts lone s ign—post po in ts to my sou l’s h e l l .

[ 1 I Were Fair
F on ly I we re fai r ,
Or had some charm to b ind
In tender loving ways
Th e pass ing of th e days ,
Li fe wou ld seem less unkind
Less hard at t imes to b ear,
I f I we re on ly fai r .
I f on ly I we re fai r
And had b lest Beau ty’s dower
I shou ld h ear flut ter ings
O i Love’

s mys terious wings
And fee l h i s kis ses showe r
On l ips and b row and hai r

,

I f I we re on ly fai r .
I f on ly I we re fai r ,
A ch i ld

,
whose h eart b eat free

Wou ld lay i ts ch eek on m ine ,

Our arms wou ld inte rtw ine ,
Sweet ly , caress ingly
A ch i ld that I m igh t b ear ,
I f I were on ly fai r .
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And eve r idly seemed

To float , as li l ies float upon a st ream
Whose s lackened pu lses hal t awh i le to dream .

Th en to the sou l of those whose eage r ears
We re no t c lay-sealed

,
came mus ic bo rn of tears ,

Far winged memor ies ,
Angeli c harmon ies ,

Haun t ing as dear dead loves for wh ich men mourn
,

Sweet as rememb e red joys to h ear ts forlo rn .

Th e me lody was fraugh t with dreams of Spring
Pou red f rom upli fted th roats of b i rds who s ing
In s i lve ry ecstasy of love r’s s igh s
And of th e pan s ied darkness in love ’

s eyes ,
Wh i le ove r all th e azure vau l ted h e igh t
Of h eaven c i rcled a wo rld’

s de l igh t .
Th e s i lences made mus i c . The s t i l l ai r
Breath ed incen se—laden consec rated praye r ,
Th e grave and cowled N igh t kne l t , l isten ing,

And hush ed the rest less winds , that wh isper ing,

C reep on th e b o rde r land of s leep .

S t illed we re earth ’

s mu rmu rings deep .

Th e garru lous wave s ceased playing by th e shore
In b ub b l ing laugh ter , and th e leaves forbore
Th e i r m i rth fu l dan cing,

wh i le th e rus t l ing grass
S igh ed ,

and was s i len t , lest th e song shou ld pass .

Th e chords maj est i c swept th e sou l . Un rest
Was st i l led to peace in fevered h earts d ist ressed .

Wearied of al ien ears , and soli tude ,

Th e death less s train soared upwards
,
to the nude

And s i lvery sen t ine l of Parad ise ,
Th e pat ien t Moon

,
that watch es o

’

er th e skies .

Sh e tu rned th e song to tears of gen t le rain
That wash ed th e earth in love l ine ss , and Pain
Wh i ch l ike a co ld and crue l snake l ies curled
I n th e grim arms of N igh t , h imself un furled
And sough t a re fuge in th e depth s of He l l .
B ut even th e re ,

th ese tears of I srafel

Found th e sad eyes of those whom hope had fled

An d as th ey wept , so were th ey com fo rted .
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A lb e r t S . Smyth e m igh t b e app rop r iately called
"

Th e

P oe t of Th eosoph y .

’

A ll h is b es t v er s e i s t inged or infus ed
w i th th e fundamen tal b e li efs of th is all-enzb raci ng r eligion .

wh ich
,
as taugh t by h im

,
would harmon is e and un i t y all

cr eeds . He is th e fath e r of Th eos oph y in Canada . As

a r es ult of h is efi
'

o r ts
,
th e Toron to Th eos oph ical S oc iet y was

ch ar te r ed. and organ is ed . F eb r uar y 16 th ,
1891 . H e was elected

th e firs t P r es iden t Le t as tr y to r ealize th e sp i r i tual
developmen t of th e man wh o w rote th es e nob le lines :

‘

I Ienow that th e i l l us te r walk ed on ear th .

For I
’

t
'

e h eard. th e tale ofH is h uman b i r th ,

And all that H e d id would I h ave done

Had He b een mor tal and I God
'

s S on .

’

‘

And ye t . S onl th e in is t-banlcs b ur n

i l
’

i th glory on th e h i th er s ide of tears .

Th e out-t t 'or la
' ph an toms net

'

er ni or e r e tur n :

Th e wor ld t c
'i th in enfolds th e years and sph e r es f

[347 ]
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A
LBERT ERNEST STAFFORD SMYTHE was b o rn
at Graceh i ll, a M oravian vi llage , Coun ty An t rim . I reland ,

Decem b e r 27 th ,
1861 ,—son of S taffo rd Smyth e , whose pate rn

al grand fath e r had b een one of th e original se ttle rs in th e

vi llage abou t 1760
,
and Leono ra Cary , on ly su rviv ing ch i ld

of Luciu s Cary , J. P .
, of Red Castle

, County Don egal.

He was educated at local schools and academ ies
, and at th e

Sou th Ken s ingt on Depar tmen t S cien ce C lasses
,
wh e re h e took

spec ial p rize s in geology , bo tany and phys i cs . \N11 e 11 a young
man of e igh teen ,

h e was sh ipwrecked wh i le voyaging to

New York
,
and all h is po sses s ion s los t . Ten years late r , wh i le

again cross ing th e ocean ,
h e me t Mary Ade laide Con s tant ine ,

of Lancash i re
, and in a few mon th s th ey were marr ied .

Prior to retu rn ing to I re land and r e—cross ing in 1889
,
h e

had lived fo r seve ral years in Ch icago , employed by a b us iness
house . And h e came to Toron to in S ep temb e r , 1889 , as agen t
fo r th e Po r t land Cemen t Company , and con t inued in that
pos i t ion fo r about h y e years . Du ring th i s pe riod ,

h i s ch ie f
in te rest , apart from b us ines s , lay in th e Th eosoph i cal move
men t , of wh ich h e was th e fi r s t repre sen tat ive in th e Dom in ion .

He j o in ed th e Am e rican S ect ion of wh i ch Wi lliam Quan
Judge was th en Gene ral Sec retary and s tar ted p ropaganda in
Ot tawa and in To ron to . Fo r seve ral years h e ed ited and pub

lish ed Th e Lamp as a propaganda o rgan .

M r . Smy th e adh e re s st rictly to th e b road p lat fo rm o rigin
ally laid down

,
wh i ch s eeks th e under lyi ng uni ty of all r eli

gi ons , and active coop er ati on for h uman welfar e among all

wh o b eli eve in th e b roth erh ood of man . Sub sequen t to M r .

Judge
’

s death in 1906,
M r . Smyth e’

s se rvice s as a lectu re r
we re requ i s i t ion ed and wh i le on seve ral tou rs in th e Un ited
S tates h e spoke in a large numb e r of th e mo st impor tan t c i t ies .

H i s art i cles on Th eosoph ic and o th e r th emes wh i ch h ave
appeared fo r years in th e S unday Wor ld

,
unde r th e h ead ing,

‘

Cru s t s and C rumb s ,’ have b een ve ry in st ruct ive and i llum in

at ing ; and th ese toge th e r with h i s ab le ed i to rials in th e dai ly
Wor ld

,
have long b een an impe lling influence in Canada.

In 19 12 ,
M r . Smyth e , a widowe r s ince 1906 ,

married th e

e ldes t daugh te r o f Th omas Hende rson ,
of

‘

Th e Park ,
’

New

town stewart , I reland . H i s on ly son
,
by h i s fi r st marriage ,

i s

a comm iss ion ed office r at th e Fron t .
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November Sunshine
NE figure fl i tt ing th rough my dream land ways
Ho lds out dear hands and b eckons me to go ,

And all th e wor ld i s sweete r fo r a ph rase
That d im ly wh ispe rs wh en the l igh ts are low .

Once
,
leap ing th rough th e s i lences of snow

,

Far
,
up the he igh ts , th e sky all tu rned to haze ,

A li tt le r i l l , e scaping,
ripp led so

Adven tured thus , my dream land figu re st rays .

Be lated on the spray that afte rnoon
The red, un ripened b ramb le~b er r ies

l

hung,

Touched with Novemb e r sunsh ine , fad ing soon

A sm i le
,
unt ime ly b righ t , in mocke ry flung ;

A b lackb i rd , all h i s summe r an thems sung,

Fled with a s c ream ; abou t ou r feet lay s trewn
Th e leafy havoc ; and my h eart was wrung

To know ,
too late for l i fe ,

l i fe ’

s on ly boon .

They pass , th ese un in terp re tab le years ,
A we i rd

,
o racu lar host

,
ab rupt and stern ,

In te rm inab ly ranked . T ime dom inee rs ,
Despo i l ing us of all th e joys we earn ;
And yet , Sou l-sh in ing'ly , th e m ist-banks bu rn
With glo ry on th e h i th e r s ide of tears .

The out-wor ld phan tom s neve rmore return ;
The wor ld with in en fo lds th e years and sphe res .

ByWave andWar

NGE again the ocean fu lness ,
Once again th e daring leap ,

All my l imb s o
’

e r—lapped in coo lness ,
All my joy upon th e deep

Arm that urges , wave that surges ,
Foam that fl ies along th e flood ,

Ove r-st r ive and ove r-conquer
Al l the numb ness and the nu l lness
In th e languo r of my b lood,

And I dash among th e b reake rs and I ove rb ear the i r rancour
T i l l I fee l myse l f a man in m igh t and mood .

Once again th e field of glo ry ,
Once aga in th e batt le-shout ,
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And my sh ie ld i s hacked and go ry ,
And the foe is bo ld and stout ;
There are ral l ies , there are sal l ies ,
Th e re i s death in eve ry b low ,

But the mood of war grows god l ike ,
And the young men and th e hoary
Charge wi th equal h earts aglow ,

Ti l l a th rust has p ierced th e i r fury—flung them head long
ly ing c lod-l ike

Th ey are s i len t—but th ey tr iumph as they go l
Once again th e sou l ’s subme rgence
Unde r warring w i l l and sense ,

By the Law’

s alm igh ty u rge nce
And th e Sun

’

s b righ t veh emence ;
Plunging, d i v ing, onward s tri ving,

Th rough the shocks of change and chance
Th rough th e co i ls of flesh and pass ion ,

T i l l t he love-compe l led conve rgence
Towards the Heart of all Romance

,

To the Th rone of H im who watches in the o ld victo rious
fash ion

Comes a b roth er in human ity’s advance .

Anastasis
HAT shal l i t p rofit a man

To gain t he wor ld—i i he can

And lose h i s sou l , as th ey say

I n th e i r un inst ructed wayP

The whole of th e wo r ld in gain ;
Th e who le of your sou l ! Too vain
You j udge yourself in th e cos t .
’

Tis you
—no t you r sou l —i s los t .

You r soul ! I f you on ly knew
You wou ld reach to the h eaven ’

s b lue ,
To th e heartmost cen tre s ink ,
Ere you seve red the s i lve r l ink

,

To b e lost in you r petty lust
And scatte red in cosm ic dust .
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Fo r you r sou l i s a Sh in ing S tar
Whe re th e Th rone and th e Ange ls are .

And after a thousand years
With th e salve of h i s bott led tears
You r soul shal l gathe r again
From th e dust of a wo r ld of pain
The f rame of a s lave set free
Th e man that you ough t to b e ,
Th e man you may b e to

-n igh t
I f you turn to th e Val ley of Ligh t .

The Trysting Path
EAR l i tt le darkened way wh ere we have cl imb ed
How o ften and again ,

Down to th e st i ll, star-shadowed haun t wh e re ch imed

Uncoun ted hours of peace b eyond all pain !
Th ere have we lain

And to the leafy wh i spe rs of th e wood-world rhymed
Th e mus ic of ou r h earts’ re f rain :

Guard thy rare so l i tude , and may no su l len fee t
Th e wedded paces of thy path pro fane !

And you
—so dear that all th ings e lse are dear

That en te r your des i re
All that you value , all that I reve re
T ran sfo rmed in our d iscourse (as in God’

s fi re

Th e starry cho i r
With l i fe renewed evo lves f resh fi tness for a h igh e r sp h e re fl
With qu i ck interp ret ings in sp i re ,
Deep inner knowledge , and th e need

, con fessed and sweet ,
Of that Sun-power wh ich holds the wor lds en t i re .

S et in b lue darkness , once , th rough wreath ing bough s
We saw th e Lord’

s own star ,
And b reast to b reast th ere sanct ified our vows
B e fore that th rone wh ere all th e glo r ies are .

Not ve ry far
From the b righ t K ingdom stand ing th en ,

with rad ian t b rows,
And love’

s long ki ss that nough t can mar ,

You sealed our fa i th ,
and so,

wh i le l ives unnumb e red fleet ,
As one , we seek th ’ Eternal Avatar .
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T was in th e Fall of 1908 that th e edi to r of th is volume

read Anne of Gr een Gab les , by a new au th or , L . M . Mon t
gome ry . Th e fi r st ed i t ion was j ust out . Th e b ook provided
a fre sh de ligh t , for Ann e had a new and indesc ribab le charm ,

and i t seemed to h im that th e b ook must se ll in tens of th ou
sands . I t has so ld in hund reds of thousands , and i ts immed iate
successo r , Anne of Avonlea

,
1909

,
has had almost as ph en

omenal a sale . Few
,
h oweve r

,
h ave known that th is b ri llian t

po rt raye r and in te rp rete r of l i fe in h e r nat ive island ,
i s a wri te r

of ve rse of d i st inct ive quali ty , parti cu larly th e poem s that
p ictu re th e sea and th e s turdy

,
arden t fi sh e r fo lk .

Lucy Maud Mon tgomery was b orn at Cli f ton ,
Prin ce Ed

ward I s land
,
b u t li ved f rom h e r in fan cy in Cavend ish , of th e

same p rovince . He r fath e r was Hugh John M ontgom e ry ,
of Park Corne r

,
a son of th e Hon . Donald M on tgomery ,

‘

S enato r ,’ and h e r mo th e r , C lara VVoolner M acne ill
,
of Caven

d i sh
,
a great-granddaugh te r of th e Hon . Wi lliam M acn e i ll,

‘

Speake r . ’ Hecto r M acne i ll
,
th e m ino r S cott ish poet , author

of th e popu lar lyrics
,

‘I Lo ’

ed N e
’

e r a Ladd ie b ut Ane ,

’ ‘

Saw

Ye My Wee Th ing,

’

and
‘

Come Unde r My P laid ie ,

’

was a

fi r st cou s in of h e r great-great-grand fath e r .
Un t i l s ixteen years o f age ,

sh e attended th e
‘

d istrict school’

in Cavend i sh
,
and th en wen t to Prin ce ofWales Co l lege , Char

lot te town
,
fo r a year , taking th e cou rse fo r a Fi rst-C lass Tea

ch e r’s License . Late r
, sh e attended fo r one win te r , Dal

h ous ie College , Hali fax , taking special cou rse s in Engl i sh and

in language s .

To supply th e eage r demand
,
s ix o th e r books have qu ick ly

followed th e fi r st two : Ki lmeny of th e Or chard
,
19 10 ; Th e

S tory Gi r l, 19 11 ; Ch r on i cles of Avon lea
,
19 12 ; Th e Golden

Road
,
19 13 Anne of th e I s land, 19 15 and Th e Watchman and

Oth er P oems (M cC lelland ,
Goodch i ld 81 S tewart ) , 19 16 .

In 19 11 , M i s s Mon tgom e ry was marr ied to th e Rev . Ewan
Macdonald

,
Pre sb yte rian M in ister at Leaskdale , Ontario ,

and

i s now th e mo th e r of two b oys .

Sho rt ly af te r Anne of Gr een Gab les was pub lish ed ,
t h e

au tho r rece i ved a commun icat ion from th e secre tary of M ark
Twain ,

t elling h e r that th e latte r had {j ust sen t a let te r to
th e acto r , Franci s Wi lson ,

in wh ich h e said : Anne of Gr een

Gab les is th e sw ee tes t cr eat ion of ch ild life ye t w r i t ten .
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When the Dark Come s Down
HEN the dark comes down , oh , th e wind i s on the sea

With l i sping laugh and wh impe r to the red ree f’s
th renody ,

Th e b oats are sailing homeward now ac ross th e harbour bar
W i th many a j es t and many a shou t f rom fish ing grounds afar.
So fu rl you r sai l s and take you r res t ,
Ye fish e r folk so b rown ,

Fo r task and quest are ended wh en th e dark comes down .

Wh en the dark comes down , oh , th e landward valleys fi ll

Like b rimm ing cups of purple , and on eve ry landmark h i ll
Th e re sh ines a star of twi l igh t that i s watch ing eve rmo re
The low ,

d im-l igh ted meadows by th e long, d im-ligh ted sho re ,
For th ere , wh ere vagran t dais ies weave th e grass a s i lve r

c rown ,

Th e lads and lass ies wande r wh en th e dark come s down .

Wh en th e dark comes down , oh
,
the ch i ldren fall as leep ,

And moth e rs in th e fish er huts th e i r happy vigi ls keep ;
The re ’

s mus i c in the song they s ing and musi c on th e sea,

The loving,
linge r ing echoes of th e twi l igh t

’

s l i tany ,
Fo r toi l has fo lded hands to dream , and care has ceased

f rown
And every one s a ly ri c when th e da rk comes down .

Sunrise A long Shore
THWART th e harbour l inge rs ye t

Th e ash en gleam of b reaking day,

And wh e re t h e guard ian clifi
'

s are se t

The no i seless sh adows s teal away ;
B ut all th e winnowed eastern sky

15 flush ed wi th many a tende r hue
,

And spears o f ligh t are sm i t ing th rough
Th e ranks wh ere huddled sea-m i sts fiy.

Across th e ocean ,
wan and gray ,

Gay fleets of golden r ipples come
,

For at th e b i rth hou r of th e day
Th e ro i s te ring,

wayward winds are dumb .
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The ro cks that s t retch to mee t th e t ide
A re sm i tten with a ruddy glow ,

And fain t reflect ions come and go

Wh e re fish ing boats at ancho r r ide .

Al l l i fe leaps ou t to greet th e l igh t
Th e sh in ing sea—gu l ls d ive and soar ,
Th e swal lows wh ee l in d izzy fl igh t,
And sandpeeps fl i t along th e shore .

From eve ry pu rp le landward h i l l
Th e banne rs of the mo rn ing fly,

But on th e head lands , d im and h igh ,

The fi sh ing ham lets s lumb er s t i ll.

One b oat alone b eyond th e b ar

I s sai l ing outward b l i th e and free ,

To carry s tu rdy h earts afar
Across those wastes of spark l ing sea ,

S taunch ly to seek what may be won

From out the t reasures of the deep
,

To to i l fo r those at home who s leep
And b e th e fir st to greet th e sun .

Offto the Fishing Ground
HERE’S a p ip ing wind f rom a sun rise shore
B lowing ove r a s i lve r sea,

Th ere’

s a j oyous vo i ce in th e laps ing t ide
That cal ls en t ic ingly
The m ist of dawn has taken fl igh t
To the d im ho r izon’

s b ound
,

And with wide '

sai ls set and eage r hearts
We

’re off to the fish ing ground .

Ho ,
com rades m ine , how that b rave wind s ings

Like a great sea-harp afar !
We wh ist le i ts wi ld no tes b ack to i t
As we c ross th e harb ou r b ar .

Beh ind us th ere are th e homes we love
And h earts that are fond and t rue ,
And b e fo re us b eckons a s t rong young day
On leagues of glo r ious b lue .
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S ince th ese th ings to h im we re dear
Tb rough full many a we l l-spen t year ,
I t is su re ly m ee t the i r grace
S hou ld b e on h i s rest ing-place ,

And th e mu rmur of t h e sea

B e h is d i rge e ternally .

The Old Home Cal ls
OME b ack to me

,
l i tt le danc ing feet that roam th e wide

wor ld o
’

e r ,

I long for th e l i lt of you r flying steps in my s i len t rooms once
mo re ;

Come back to me , l i tt le vo ices gay wi th laugh te r and with song,

Come back , li tt le h earts b eat ing h igh with hopes , I have
m issed and mou rned you long.

My roses b loom in my garden walks all sweet . and we t wi th
th e dew ,

My l igh ts sh ine down on th e long h i l l road th e wan ing tw i
l igh ts th rough ,

Th e swal lows flutte r ab ou t my eaves as in th e years of old ,

And c lose ab out m e th e i r stead fast arms th e l isp ing p ine trees
fo ld .

But I weary for you at mom and eve
, 0 ch i ldren of my love ,

Come back to me from you r p ilgr im ways , f rom th e seas and

p lains ye rove ,
Come ove r th e meadows and up th e lane to my doo r set Open

wide ,
And sit ye down wh ere th e red l igh t sh ine s from my welcom

ing fire-s ide .

I keep fo r you all your ch i ldhood dreams
, your gladness and

deligh ts ,
The joy of days in th e sun and rain , the s leep of care-f ree

n igh ts ;
All th e swee t fai th s ye have los t and sough t again shal l b e

you r own ,

Dar l ings , come to my empty heart—I am old and st i l l and
alone !



Robert W. Service

Th e r eas on of th e popular i t y of th is poetry may b e summed

up almos t in a word—i t p ictures h uman life . F or , af ter all
,

natur e wor sh ip or class ic lor e, e th ics or abs tr ns e ph ilosoph
grow s tale and flat wh en us ed con t inually as th e bas is of li ter ~

ary emotions
,
b ut eve ry human b eing,

wh o has not b ecome a

cont 'en tionah
'

zed foss i l
,
always w i ll b e moved by th e pass ions

and moods of th e s urging,
r es tless

,
p r imi t ive

,
even an imal

sp i r i t of h uman i ty that pe rmeates S erv ice
'

s poems .

Th es e p oems mus t not b e r egarded as typ ically Canad ian
th ey crys tallize a phas e of Canad ian life

,
b ut i t is a phase

wh ich has b ecome Canadian b y acciden t of ci rcums tances .

Th e rh y thm of th e poems h as an i r r es is tib le sweep ;
no train ing in th e tech n iq ue of t

'

e rs ificat ion i s necessary to

catch th e n i or
'

enzen t— i t car r ies one away: and th e p lain
, for

cib le language gr ips th e atten tion and h olds i t
,
wh ile sh or t,

t
'iv ia,

ins is ten t ep i th e ts h ani ni e r th enzs elt '

es deep ly in to one
'

s

m ina
’

. G . FRE N CH . in th e G lob e Magazme .

‘



360 Rob ert W . S ervi ce

OBERT W . SERV ICE i s not a Canad ian poe t in th e

t r uest sen se of th e te rm . He was not b orn in Canada,

no r d id h e arr ive in th i s land in ear ly ch i ldhood and grow
up in a Canad ian envi ronmen t . He was born in Lancash i re ,
England, in 1876, and wh en s ix years of age moved to

S co t land wi th h is paren ts . He was educated in th e c ity of

Glasgow ,
h is h igh e r educat ion b e ing rece ived in th e Hillh ead

High S choo l , and in th e Un ive rs i ty of Glasgow .

At th e age of twen ty , M r . Se rvice came to Canada and made

h i s way we stward f rom c ity to ci ty , un t i l h e arrived at V i cto r
ia

,
BC . Th e next five years h e wande red b ack and fo rth on

th e Pacific coast
,
t rave ll ing as far sou th as M ex ico

,
res id ing

temporari ly in eve ry c i ty of importan ce , and learn ing by hard ,
pe rsonal expe r ience , some of th e deepes t lesson s of l i fe .

Finally h e b ecame a c lerk in th e Canad ian Bank of Com

me rce at V i cto ria , and sub sequen t ly was stat ioned at o th e r
b ranch es in Vancouve r

,
Kam loops , and Wh i te Horse in th e

Yukon D ist rict .
I t was in Wh i te Ho rse that most of th e poem s pub li sh ed in

S ongs of a S ourdough we re written . Th is vo lume appeared
in 1907 and in a few weeks th e autho r was famous . For

Canad ian poet ry th e sales we re unp receden ted , expand ing in
numb e r in a few mon th s in to th e ten s of thousands .

Th e same auth o r has given us s ince , B allads of a Ch eechako,

1909 ; Th e Tr ai l of
’

98
,
a nove l

,
19 10 ; Rhymes of a Rolling

S tone
,
19 12 ; and Th e P r e tender , a nove l

,
19 14 .

Th e Mon t real Wi tness dub b ed Se rvice ‘

Th e Kipl ing of the

Arct i c Wor ld ,

’

and i t was soon
'

di scove red that K ipling was

h i s favou ri te autho r . Said h e :
Kipling comes fi r st w i th m e . He i s th e gr eatest of mode r n w r i ter s

to my m ind . I n th e poem ,

‘

Th e Law of th e Yukon ,

’ th ey say I
’

ve had

in m ind h i s ‘

Red Gods .

’ I on ly w i sh I cou ld w r i te in h i s class . Oi

cour se
,
th e r e i s th e Kip ling idea, th e Kip ling me th od in h i s poem ,

and i t
’

s a j olly good me thod .

B ut as M r . French also says
S ervice i s no me r e im i tato r ; h i s th eme s ar e h i s own

, and poet ic
form in any case i s gove rned largely by th e sub j ect mat ter . Even
Kip ling d id not inven t th e b allad forms—h e u sed wh at h e found .

S e rv ice has a lso made th e fo l lowing in te rest ing re ferences
to h is poem s :

I don ’t b elieve in p r e tty language and ve rb al fe lici t ie s , b ut in
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Have you b roken t rai l on snowshoes ? mush ed you r huskies
up th e r iver ,

Dared th e unknown , led the way, and c lutch ed th e pr ize ?
Have you marked the map’s vo id spaces , m ingled with the

mongr e l races,
Felt th e savage st rengt h of b rute in eve ry th ew ?

And though gr im as h e l l th e worst i s, can you round i t off
with curses ?

Th en hearken to the wild—i t’s wan t ing you .

Have you suffe red, starved and t riumph ed, grove l led down ,

yet grasped at glo ry,
Grown b igge r in th e b igness of th e who le ?

‘Done th ings
’ just for th e do ing, lett ing babb lers te l l the story ,

See ing th rough th e n ice venee r the naked sou l ?
Have you seen God in H is sp lendours , h eard th e text that

nature rende rs ?
(You’l l neve r h ear i t in th e fam i ly p ew . )

Th e s imp le th ings ,
th e t rue th ings , the s i len t men who do

th ings
Th en l isten to th e w i ld-Q—i t’s cal l ing you .

Th ey have c rad led you in custom , they have pr imed you w ith
th e i r p reach ing,

They have soaked you in convent ion th rough and th rough ;
They have put you in a showcase ; you’re a cred it to th e i r

teach ing
But can’t you h ear th e wi ld ?—it

’

s cal l ing you .

Let us p rob e the s i len t p laces , let us seek what luck b et ide us

Let us journey to a lone ly land I know .

There’s a wh ispe r on th e n igh t-wind, there
’

s a s tar agleam to

gu ide us,

And th e wild i s cal l ing, cal l ing let us go.

The Law of the Yukon
HI S i s th e law of th e Yukon , and eve r sh e makes it p lain
‘

Send not you r foo l ish and feeb le ; send me your s t rong
and you r san e

S trong for the red rage of batt le sane , for I har ry th em sore ;
Send me men gi rt for th e combat , men who are gr it to the

core ;
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Swi ft as th e panth e r in t riumph , herce as th e b ear in de feat ,
S i red of a bu l ldog paren t , stee led in the furnace heat .
Send me th e b est of your b reed ing,

lend me your chosen ones ;

Th em wi l l I take to my bosom ,
th em wi ll I call my sons ;

Th em wi ll I gi ld wi th my t reasure , them wi l l I glut with my
meat ;

B ut the o th e rs—th e m i sfit s , th e fai lu re s—I t ramp le under my
feet .

Dissolute , damned and despai r ful , c rippled and pal sied and

s lain ,

Ye wou ld send me th e spawn of your gu tters—Go ! take b ack
you r spawn again .

‘Wi ld and wide are my borde rs, s tern as death i s my sway ;
From my ruth less th rone I have ruled alone fo r a mi l l ion years

and a day ;

Hugging my m igh ty t reasu re , wai t ing for man to come
'

T i l l h e swept l ike a turb id torrent , and afte r h im swept—the
scum .

The pal l id pimp of th e dead-l ine , th e enervate of th e p en ,

One by one I weeded them out , for all that I sough t was—Men .

One by one I d i smayed th em ,
fr igh t ing th em sore with my

glooms

One by one I b e trayed them unto my man i fo ld dooms .

Drowned .th em l ike rats in my r ivers , starved th em like curs
on my plains ,

Rotted th e flesh that was le ft th em ,
po i soned th e b lood in th e i r

ve in s ;
Bu rst w ith my winter upon th em ,

sear ing foreve r th e i r s igh t ,
Lash ed them with fungu s-wh ite faces , wh impering wi ld in

the n igh t ;
S tagger ing b l ind th rough the storm-wh i rl

, stumb l ing mad

th rough the snow
,

Frozen st i lt in th e ice pack
,
b ri tt le and b ent l ike a bow ;

Featu reless , form less , forsaken , scen ted by wolves in the i r
fl igh t ,

Le ft for the wind to make mu s i c th rough r ib s that are gl i t
te ring wh ite ;

Gnawing th e b lack crust of fai lure , search ing th e pi t of (les
pa1r ,
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C rooking th e toe in the t rigge r , t ry ing to patte r a p raye r ;
Go ing outs ide with an esco rt , raving w ith l ips all afoam ;
Writ ing a ch eque for a m i l l ion , dr ive l l ing feeb ly o f home ;
Lost l ike a louse in th e burn ing o r e lse in th e

ten ted town
Seek ing a d runkard’

s so lace , s inking and s inking down ;
S teeped in th e s l ime at the bo ttom , dead to a decen t world
Lost ’

m id th e human flotsam ,
far on th e f ron t ie r hur led ;

In the camp at th e b end of th e r ive r, w ith i t s dozen saloons
aglare ,

I ts gamb l ing dens a-riot , i ts gramophones all ab lare ;
C r imped w ith the c r imes of a c ity, s in-r idden and b rid led with

l ies
,

In th e hush of my moun tained vastness, in th e flush of my

m idn igh t skies .

Plague-spots , yet too ls of my pu rpose , so nathe less I suffer

th em th r ive ,
C rush ing my Weak in th e i r c lu tch es , that on ly my S t rong may

su rvive .

‘

But the oth e rs , th e men of my mett le , th e men who wou ld
’

s tab l ish my fame
,

Un to i ts u l t imate issue, w inn ing me honou r , not shame ;

Search ing my uttermost val leys, figh t ing each step as they go,
Sh oot ing th e wrath b f my rap ids , seal ing my ramparts of

snow ;
Ripping th e guts of my moun tains, loot ing the b eds of my

c reeks ,
Them wi l l I take to my bosom , and speak as a mothe r speaks .

I am th e land that l istens
,
I am the land that b roods

S teeped in ete rnal b eauty, c rystal l ine wate rs and woods .

Long have I waited lone ly , shunned as a th ing accurs t ,
Monst rous

,
moody , path et i c, the last of the lands and the first ;

V is ion ing camp-fires at tw i l igh t, sad with a longing forlorn ,

Fee l ing my womb o
’

er-p regnan t with th e seed of c it ies unb orn .

W i ld and wide are my bo rde rs , ste rn as death is my sway,
And I wai t for the men who w i l l win me—and I w i l l not b e

won in a day ;

And I w i l l not b e won by weakl ings , sub t i le , suave and m i ld,
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Why b e le ft h is home in th e South to roam round th e Pole
God on ly knows .

He was always co ld , b ut th e land of go ld seemed to hold h im
l ike a spe l l ;

Though h e
’

d o ften say in h is home ly way that
‘

he
’

d soone r
l ive in h e l l .’

On a Ch ristmas Day we were mush ing our way over th e
Dawson t rai l .

Talk of your co ld ! th rough th e parka’

s fo ld i t stab b ed l ike a

d r iven nai l .
I f our eyes we’

d c lose , th en th e lash es froze , t i l l somet imes
we cou ldn’t see ;

I t wasn’t much fun , but th e on ly one to wh imper was Sam
McGee .

And that ve ry n igh t as we lay packed t igh t in our rob es b e
n eath the snow ,

And th e dogs we re fed , and th e stars o
’

erh ead we re danc ing
h ee l and toe ,

He turned to me , and ,

‘

Cap ,
’

says h e , ‘I ’l l cash in th is t rip,
I guess ;

And i f I do ,
I
’

m asking that you won
’t re fuse my last re

quest .’

We l l , h e seemed so low that I cou ldn’t say no ; th en he says
w ith a sort of moan

‘

I t
’

s th e cu rsed co ld, and it
’

s got r igh t ho ld t i l l I
’

m ch i l led
clean th rough to the b one .

Yet
’tain t b e ing dead, i t

’

s my awfu l dread of th e icy grave that
pain s

So I wan t you to swear that , fou l or fai r , you’l l c remate my
last remain s .

’

A pal’s last need is a th ing to heed , so I swore I wou ld not

fai l ;
And we started on at the st reak of dawn , b ut God ! h e looked

ghast ly pale .

He c rouch ed on th e s le igh , and h e raved all day of h i s home

in Tennessee ;
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And b e fore n igh t fall a co rpse was all that was le f t of Sam
McGee .

The re wasn ’t a b reath in that land of death , and I hur ried ,
horro r driven ,

W ith a corpse hal f—h i d that I cou ldn ’t get r id , b ecause of a

p rom ise given ;
I t was lash ed to th e s le igh , and i t seemed to say:

‘

You may

tax you r b rawn and b rains ,
But you p rom i sed t rue , and i t

’

s up to you to c remate those
last remains .

’

Now a p romise made is a deb t unpaid , and th e t rai l has i ts
own ste rn code .

In the days to come , though my l ips were dumb , in my h eart
how I cursed that load .

In the long, long n igh t , by the lone fi re-l igh t , wh i le the huskies,
round in a ri ng,

Howled out the i r woes to the home less snows—O God ,
how

I loathed that th ing !

And eve ry day that qu iet c lay seemed to h eavy and h eav ie r
grow ;

And on I went , though th e dogs we re spen t and the grub was
gett ing low ;

The t rai l was b ad , and I fe l t hal f mad , b ut I swore I wou ld not

gi ve in ;
And I

’

d o ften s ing to th e hate fu l th ing, and i t h earkened with
a grm .

T i ll I came to th e marge of Lake Lebarge ,
and a de re l ict

th e re lay ;
I t was j ammed in th e ice , b ut I saw in a t ri ce i t was cal led th e

‘Alice May.

’

And I looked at i t , and I though t a b i t , and I looked at my

frozen chum :

Th en ,

‘He re ,

’

said I , with a sudden c ry , ‘

i s my cre-ma-tor-eum .

’

Some planks I tore from the cab in floo r , and I l i t the bo i le r fi re ;
Some coal I found that was lying around

,
and I h eaped th e

fue l h igh e r :
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The flames j ust soared, and the furnace roared—such a b laze
you se ldom see ;

And I b urrowed a hole in the glowing coal , and I stuffed in
Sam McGee .

Th en I made a h ike , for I cou ldn’t l ike to hear h im s izzle so ;

And th e heavens scowled , and the huskies howled, and th e

wind b egan to b low .

I t was i cy co ld, but th e hot sweat ro l led down my cheeks, and
I don’t know why

And th e greasy smoke in an inky cloak wen t streak ing down
th e sky.

I do not know how long in th e snow I wrest led w ith gris ly
fear ;

But th e stars came out and th ey danced about ere again I
ven tured n ear ;

I was s ick with dread , b ut I b rave ly said : ‘I’l l just take a peep
ins ide .

I guess h e
’

s cooked , and i t’s t ime I looked.

’

th e doo r I opened w ide .

And there sat Sam , look ing coo l and calm,
in th e h eart of the

fu rnace roar ;
And he wore a sm i le you cou ld see a m i le

, and he said : ‘Please
c lose that doo r .

I t
’

s fi ne in h e re , but I great ly fear you
’l l let in the co ld and

storm
S ince I le ft Plumt ree , down in Tennessee , it’s the first t ime

I
’

ve b een warm .

’

Th er e ar e s trange th ings done in th e mi dnigh t

By th e men who moi l for gold ;
Th e Ar ctic trai ls have th ei r s ecr e t tales

That would make your blood run cold ,

Th e Nor th ern Ligh ts have s een queer s igh ts ,

B ut th e queeres t th ey ever did s ee

Was that n igh t on th e marge of Lake Lebarge
I cr emated S am M cGee .
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Little Moccasins
OME out

,
0 Litt le Moccas ins , and fro l i c on th e snow !

Come out , 0 t iny b eaded fee t , and twinkle in th e l igh t !
I

’

ll p lay the old Red R i ve r ree l , you used to love i t so
Awake , 0 L itt le Moccas ins , and dance for me to-n igh t !

You r hai r was all a gleamy gold , your eyes a cornfiower b lue ;
You r cheeks we re p ink as t in ted sh e l ls , you stepped l igh t as

a fawn ;
Your mouth was l ike a coral b ud , with seed pear ls peep ing

th rough
As gladden ing as Sp ring you we re , as rad ian t as dawn .

Come out , 0 Litt le Moccasins ! I ’l l p lay so so ft and low,

The songs you loved , th e old heart-songs that in my mem
’

ry

r ing ;
0 ch i ld, I wan t to hear you now b es ide th e camp-fi re glow ,

With all you r heart a-th rob b ing in th e s imp le words you
s ing !

Fo r the re were on ly you and I
,
and you we re all to me ;

And round us we re the barren lands , but l i tt le did we fear ;
Of all God’

s happy, happy fo lks th e happ ies t we re we .

(Oh , cal l her , poo r old fiddle m ine , and mayb e sh e w i l l
h ear ! )

Your mothe r was a hal f—b reed Cree , but you we re wh i te all

th rough
And I your fath e r was —but , we l l , that’s ne ithe r h ere nor

th ere ;
I on ly know ,

my l i tt le Queen , that all my world was you,

And now that wo rld can end to-n igh t , and I wi l l neve r care .

For there ’

s a t iny wooden c ross that p ricks up th rough the

snow
(Poo r Litt le Moccas ins ! you’re t i red, and so you lie at rest . )

And th ere’

s a grey-hai red, weary man b eside th e camp-fi re
glow :

(O fiddle m ine ! the tears to-n igh t are drumm ing on you r
b reast . )



Florence Randal Livesay

Ki lmeny

We ough t to b e p roud that th e for e ign folk among as

have found a sympath e t ic voice s inging in our language

th e s ongs of th ei r fath e rland . M rs . L ivesay compos es as

eas i ly as lVilliam M or r is . S h e has th e lyr ic gift, and sh e has

th e feeling fo r th es e p eop le th at gives h er verse v i tali ty.

He r t
'

ers es h ave th e s inging quali ty and th e true feeling .

I n h e r trans lat ions M rs . L it '
esay has cer tainly en

ter ed i nto th e sp ir i t of th e or ig inal, r ep roducing th e pass ion .

th e pat r io t ism
,

and th e z
'

ery s ong i ts elf. ‘

Th e

Young R ecru i ts
'

is a genu ine d ramat ic lyr ic. R ead i t tw ice

and you w ill r ead i t th r ee t imes .

S h e has s ur ely cap tur ed th rough out th e numb er and t 'ar ie tv

of h e r trans lations , —lozr -s ongs , war cr ies , h ear t-b reak, dance

th e p eculiar w i t and w isdom of th e Ukra in ian nation
,
th e

w is t of th e nat ional temperamen t . S h e has git
'

en to th en:

again th e i r claim to poe try. and has r e ta ined
‘

th e tang of race .

—Th e B oolun an . in th e
‘

Nlai t i tob a Free l‘ress .

’

[3 7 1 ]
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LORENCE RANDAL L IVESAY , daugh te r of S teph en
and Mary Lou i sa Randal , was b orn at Compton

,
P .Q .

,
and

educated at Compton Lad ie s’ Co l lege , now K ing
’

s Hall. Sh e

taugh t fo r one year in a p rivate sch oo l in New York , and

sub sequen t ly fo r seven years was a memb er of th e s taff of

th e Evening Jour nal, Ottawa,
—edi to r of th e Woman

’

s Page .

I n 1902 , th e Hon . Joseph Chamb erlain requested Canada to
send some teach e rs to th e Boe r Concent rat ion Camp s

, and

M is s Randal
,
offe r ing h e r se rvices

,
was one of th e forty chosen .

Sh e remained for one year and th en retu rned to Canada
,
locat

ing at Winn ipeg. Sh e jo in ed th e staff of th e Winn i peg Tele
gram , and th ree years late r , that of th e M an i toba Fr ee Pr ess .

Fo r seve ral years sh e ed ited th e Ch i ldren ’

s D epartmen t of th e
lat te r , bu t now writes as a

‘f ree lan ce
,

’

In 1908, sh e married M r . J. Fred . B . Livesay , ofWinn ipeg,

Manage r and S ecretary of th e Weste rn A ssociated Pre ss ,
Lim i ted , and i s now th e moth e r of two gi rls .

Of recen t years , M r s . Livesay has con t rib uted poem s
,
short

stories and articles to Canad ian and Ame rican magaz ines and

j ou rnal s
,

and a v o lume of h er ve rse
,

en t i tled S ongs of
Ukraina

,
i s now b e ing pub l ish ed by J. M . Dent 81 Sons .

M r s . Live say’s fo lk songs trans lated from th e Ruth en ian
are unusual and not ab le , bu t h e r poet i cal gi ft i s qu i te as dis

cern ib le in h e r oth e r po em s . Sh e has th e imaginat ion and

th e p ract i sed touch of th e ar t i st .

Immortality
DIED once , b ut I came to li fe
With pa in that stab b ed me li ke a kn i fe

And once again I know I d ied
Afraid '

! And yet that sh ell flew wide .

A s inging b u llet cut the ai r *

I said a catch of a ch i ldi sh praye r
‘

I f I shou ld die b e fore I wake
I pray th e Lord my sou l to take .

‘Be fo re I wake
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Unde r th e wh ite-stemmed t ree
A Cossack bo ld i s s lain
Th ey l i ft h im tende rly
In to th e ru ined grain .

Some one has bo rne h im th e re,
Someone has put in p lace
A scarle t c loth

,
with praye r,

Ove r the up
- turned face .

So ft ly a gi r l has come
Dove-l ike sh e looks ; all gray

S tares at the so ld ie r dumb
And

,
cry ing, goes away.

Th en , swi ft , anothe r maid
Ah

,
how un l ike sh e i s

W i th grie f and pass ion swayed
Gives h im h er farewe l l k iss .

Th e th i rd one does not c ry ,
Caresses none has sh e

‘Th ree gi r ls thy love flung by

Death r igh t ly came to th ee ! ’

Khustina—The Kerchie f
(Fr om th e Ukrain ian of F edkovich )

[ I t i s th e custom among Ukrain ian maidens to emb ro ider such a

kerch ief for th e b etrothal, and th en i t i s b ound upon th e arm or

worn in some no t iceab le way on th e man
’

s per son ]
HE sun was drown ing in the ocean

’

s b rim
Red, red as b lood ;
And in th e c r imson flood

A young gir l sewed a handke rch ie f with go ld .

Emb ro ide r ing in gold with st i tch es fine

Like l i l ies wh i te
Her ch eeks w i l l look to-n igh t,

Like pu re-wh i te l i l ies wash ed w ith tears .

And as she sewed sh e p ressed i t to h er heart ;
Th en ,

weep ing sore ,
Sh e opened wide the doo r

‘

S t rong w ind, my Eagle , take th is on your w ings !
’
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‘

St rong as the Dunai swi ft ly onward flows
,

0 W ind so free
Deliver th is fo r me

Wh e re now h e serves , yea, wh ere th e heart we l l knows !
‘

He in the Uh lan s’ ranks i s figh t ing now

Go , Go lden One ,

From sun to sun

Float on th e wind unt i l that p lace you find !

‘

And , Go lden One , wh en you shal l h ear one cal l
Even as a clove ,
Rest , for my love ,

My loved one wi ll be wai t ing the re b e low '

‘

He has a b ay horse , and h i s weapons are

Sh in ing as gold .

’

Wind
,
free and b o ld

,

Fal l to h is h eart as th e rose petals fall !
‘

I f s leeping, wake h im not and i i—O God !

I f s lain h e lie ,
Fo r you r good-bye

0 Go lden One , cove r h is swee t dead face ! ’

At Vie i l le Chape l le
At V iei lle Chapelle th ere was a furious encoun ter in a cemetery .

URYING
,
burying

Clods ar e we, clods we toss .

Th e ch i ldr en weave flower garlands in th e sun

For this or that dead one

Or make a cr oss
,

Wh ile we ar e burying.

Listen ing, l isten ing,

The dead men heard th e batt le ove rhead .

Th e gravestones fe l l in ruin s to th e ground
Beneath ,

more dead we found .

F igh t ing on
,
figh t ing on ,

The rest passed by—o r halted h ere
W e buried two , up in the graveyard there .

Ge rman and French th ey we re .

Pit i less , merc i less,
But we ll-match ed, too, they cut and th ru st ,
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Unt i l th ey reached that l it t le cottage doo r
Th ey neve r came out more .

Lying so—bu ried so

I somet imes th ink , at n igh t , of how th ey must
Hate s t i l l , and s t ruggle to ar ise
Death -fury in th e i r eyes .

S ide by s ide , s ide by s ide ,
Sure ly th ey wou ld not , th ink you ,

rest in peace ?
T0 0 near was dug each grave .

Eh b ien ,
they b oth were b rave !

The Bride of the Sea
Th e Ti tanic)

ECKED as a b r ide w ith charm s

Sh e le f t h er ancien t is le
To come un to my arms
I wai ted, m i le on m i le .

A maiden sh ip , all gay
W ith gi l t and

’

b ro ide ry ,
She sang, upon h er way,

‘Neptune , I come to thee ! ’

B ut all the jou rney long
Sp i te of h er reve l ry ,
I h eard her undersong,

‘

Nay, but I wou ld b e f ree l
’

Then I sen t curtseying hos ts
To gree t h er as sh e came

Soundless and wh i te as ghosts
And te rrib le as flame .

Th ey drew h e r to my s ide ,
Fai r in h er wedd ing dress ,
Whe re every lapp ing t ide
Shal l give h e r my caress .

‘

God of all sou ls fo rlorn ,

’

Th e cry comes p i teous ly
From hearts by angu ish to rn

‘

Resto re my dead to me !
’
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HEODORE GOODR IDGE ROBERTS ,
as a poe t and

noveli st , i s not th e least great of a d ist ingu i sh ed fam ily .

H is poe t ry has s t rength and or iginali ty and should deve lop
in to lyrics

,
b allads and epics ve ry much wor th wh i le .

I t has b een po inted out that h e i s a man
’

s poet ; h e i s also

a man
’

s nove l ist . H is many nove ls of adven ture and roman ce
have wide popu lari ty in Engli sh -speaking lands . Th e se ar e

a few of th e b est known : H emming,
th e Adven tu r er , 1904 ;

B r oth e rs of P er i l, 1905 ; Th e R ed F eath ers
,
1907 ; A Cavalier

of Vi rgin ia,
19 10 ; A Cap tain of Raleigh

’

s
,
19 1 1 ; Th e Wasp

,

19 13 ; and Th e Toll of th e Ti des , 19 14 .

M r . Rob e rts was b orn in Frede ri cton , New Brun swick
,
Ju ly

7th ,
1877 . He i s th e Youngest of fou r b roth e rs of wh i ch

Charles G . D . Rob e rts i s th e eldest . H i s educat ion was

rece ived at th e Frede r icton Co l legiate S chool, and at th e U n i

vers i ty of N ew Brun swick
,
b ut

,
like h i s s iste r

,
h e di d not

complete th e Un i ve rs i ty cou rse .

I n Novemb e r
,
1903 , h e married Fran ces Seymore Allen ,

daugh te r of th e Rev . Thomas Al len . S ince th e i r marriage
th ey have liyed in Barb ados

,

?England , France , and much
of the t ime in and n ear Frede ricton

,
NB . Th ey have th ree

ch i ldren l i ving, a b oy and two gi rls .

Captain Th eodore Goodridge Rob e rts i s now at th e Fron t
se rving as

‘A ss i stan t Canad ian Eye—Witn es s .

’

The Maid
HUNDER of riotous hoo fs over th e quaking sod ;

C lash of reeking squadrons
,

'

stee l—capped
,
i ron - sh od ;

Th e Wh i te M aid
,
and th e wh i te ho rse

,
and th e flapping b anne r

of God .

B lack h earts r id ing fo r money ; r ed hearts r id ing fo r fame ;

Th e maid wh o rides fo r France and th e king who rides for
shame .

Gen t lemen . fools and a sa in t , rid ing in Ch ri st ’s h igh name !

Dust to dust i t i s wri tten ! Wind-scatte red ar e lance and b ow .

Dus t , th e C ross of S t . George ; dust , th e b anne r of snow .
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Th e bones of the k ing ar e c rumb led and rotted th e shafts
of th e foe .

Forgotten , th e young kn igh t
’

s valour . Forgotten ,
th e captain ’

s

ski l l .
Forgotten ,

th e fear and th e hate and th e mai led hands rai sed
to ki l l .

Forgotten , th e sh ie lds that clash ed and th e arrows that c r ied
so sh ri l l .

Like a story f rom some o ld book , tha t b att le of Long Ago !
Shadows , th e poor French King and the m igh t of h is Engl ish

Foe

Shadows , th e charging nob les and the arch ers knee l ing a-row

But a flame in my heart and my eyes
,
th e Maid with the banne r

of snow .

The Blind Sai lor
6 TRIKE me b l ind !’ we swore .

God , and I was s t ricken !
I have seen the mo rn ing fade
And noonday th icken .

B e merci fu l , O God , that I have named in vain .

I am b l ind in th e eyes ; b ut spare th e gleam in my b rain .

Though my footsteps fal ter , let my sou l st i l l s igh t
Th e th ings that we re my l i fe b e fore you h id the l igh t .

Litt le th ings we re th ey , Lord , too smal l to b e den ied
Th e green of roadstead wate rs , wh ere th e t i red sh ips ride ,

Bark and b r ig and barkent ine, b lown from near and far
,

Safe ins ide th e spout ing ree f and the sobb ing b ar .

Leave to me my pictures , Lord , leave my memories b righ t
Th e tw isted palm s ar e c lash ing, and th e sand is wh i te .

Th e shore-boats c rowd around us , the sk ipper’s gi g i s manned .

Th e nutmegs spice the li tt le wind that b affle s off th e land .

The negro gi r ls are s inging in the he lds of cane ,

The l izards dart on that wh i te path I ’ll not walk again ,
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Th e opal b l inds me l t up at dawn ,
the c rim son b l inds flare down ,

And wh i te against th e moun tains flash the street-lamps of the

town .

Leave to me my p i ctu res, Lo rd, spare my m ind to see

Th e sh imme r of th e wate r and the shadow of the t ree ,
Th e cab les roar ing down ,

the gray sa i ls swi ft ly fur led
,

A riding-l igh t ab link in some far corne r of the wor ld.

Leave to me my p i ctures , Lord : th e islands and th e main ,

Th e l i tt le th ings a sai lorman mus t out to see aga in
Th e b eggars in th e market—p lace , th e oxen in th e stree ts ,
Th e b i tte r, b lack tob acco and th e women se l l ing swee ts .

I h ave fed my vi s ion ,
Lo rd ; now I p ray to ho ld

Th e b lue and gray and s i lver, th e green and b rown and go ld.

I have fi lled my h eart, Lo rd ; now I p ray to keep
Th e laugh te r and th e co lour th rough th is un l i f t ing s leep .

‘

S t r ike me b l ind ! ’ we swo re .

God, and I am b l ind !
But leave me st i l l , 0 Lord ,

Th e pictures in th e m ind !

Private North
UNCHED in h is greatcoat , th e re h e stands ,
Su l len of face and rough of hands ,

Ready to figh t , un ready to dr i l l,
Wil l ing to suffe r and ready to k i l l .

He isn ’t our b est ; h e i sn ’t ou r wors t ;
He won ’t b e th e last , and h e wasn’t the first .

What does h e offe r to you , 0 k ing ?
Himse l f—an humb le and uncouth th ing.

Wh at does h e o ffe r you fit to take ?
A li fe to spend, a body to b reak.

Hi s b row is su l len ,
h is ways are rough ;

But h is h eart , I ’l l warrant , is t rue enough .
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Was i t on Span ish Hi ll , where th e roses b low ?
Ah

,
Youth !

Shall I h ear your laugh ter to-morrow ,
in painted Olivio P

Somewh ere I fai led h im . Somewh ere I let h im depart
Youth , who wou ld on ly s leep for th e mo rn’

s f resh start .
Th e t ides s l ipped out , th e t ides wash ed out and in

,

And Youth and I re j o i ced in the i r wast rel din .

Ah
,
You th !

Shal l I hnd you south of th e Gu l f ? —or are you dead in my
h eart ?

The Reckoning
E Who reckon with England
Ye who sweep the seas

Of th e flag that Rodney nai led aloft
And Ne lson flung fi to th e b reeze

Coun t we l l your sh ips and you r men ,

Coun t we l l you r horse and your gun s ,
For th ey who reckon with England
Mus t reckon w ith England

’

s sons .

Ye who wou ld chal lenge England
Ye who wou ld b reak the m igh t

Of th e l i t t le is le in th e foggy sea

And th e l ion-h eart in th e figh t

Coun t we l l your horse and your swords ,
We igh we l l you r valou r and gun s,

For they who wou ld r ide against England
Must sab re h er m i l l ion sons .

Ye who wou ld roll to war fare
Your hordes of peasan ts and s laves ,

To c rush th e p r ide of an emp i re
And s ink h er fame in th e waves

Tes t we l l your b lood and your mett le,
Coun t we l l your t roops and your gun s ,

For th ey who b at t le with England
Mus t war w i th a Moth er’s sons .



Grace B lackburn

M iss B lackb urn
,

under th e nom de p lume
,

‘

Fanfan,

’

has

for years b een giving as ar ti cles i n th e London F r ee P r ess
that place h er i n th e for e-fr on t, if not at th e h ead, of th e

w r i te rs upon li te rary top ics
,
in th e dai ly p r ess of Canada.

“

Catholi c Record ,

’ London
,
On tar io .

M iss B lackb ur n is well known th ronp
'h out l l

’

es te r n On tar io .

under th e nom de p lume
,

‘

F anfan
,

’

and in th e N ew Yor k

th eat r ical wo r ld
,
is cons ider ed one of th e b es t d ramat ic cr i t ics

in Canada .

—‘Ham i lton He rald .

’

A wr i ter w i th a large b ra in and a. b ig,
warm h ear t : a

twen t ieth cen tur y th inke r , w i th th e i nd iv iduali ty of or iginal

th ough t and e . t
'

p r ess ion : a poet j us t b eginn ing to r ealis e h e r

gi ft, and i ts unde r ly ing r espons i b ili t y : one of th e b es t equipp ed
of our li te rar y and d ramat ic cr i t ics , and w i th th e faculty of
logical and con i p r eh ens it

'

e in te i 'p i
'

e tat ion—altoge th e r , a d is t inct

force in th e in tellectual life of th e Dom in ion , of wh om much

may b e e .rpectea
’

.

— Th e Ed i to r .
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RACE BLACKBURN i s th e fifth daugh te r of th e late
Jos iah B lackb u rn

,
of Lon don ,

On tario ,
p roprietor and edi

to r . fo r nearly fo r ty years , of th e Fr ee P r ess
,
and on e of th e

ab les t and most influen t ial of th e earlie r newspape r men of

Canada. He r moth e r’s maiden nam e was Emma De leme re .

He r pate rnal grand fath er was th e Rev . John B lackburn
,
a

Congregat ionalis t pas to r o f London , England ,
and for many

years ed i to r o f th e official o rgan of th at denom inat ion . He was

also a wri te r of prom inen ce on matters li te rary and arch eo logi
cal.

M is s Grace was educated in th e pub lic and h igh schoo ls of

h e r nat ive ci ty
, and late r in He l lmuth Co l lege, th en th e D io

cesan S chool of Huron . S ince graduat ion , sh e has b een em

gaged ch ie fly in educat ional and j ou rnali st ic work . Sh e

taugh t English for two years in th e Bi shop Wh ipp le S chools ,
Farib ault

,
M innesota

,
and fo r one year was act ing Principal

of th e D iocesan S chool of North e rn Indiana, at
'

I nd ianapolis .

I n 1900
,
sh e returned to Canada to jo in th e s taff of th e F r ee

P r ess
,
as li te rary and dramat i c cr it i c , etc . , and has h e ld th e

pos i t ion eve r s ince . Th ree of those years we re spen t in N ew

Yo rk
,
in th e in terests of th e pape r , and fou r in Eu rope ,

wh e re
sh e jou rneyed ent en s ive ly and wrote many fasc inat ing t ravel
art icles . Bes ides h e r regu lar n ewspape r work

,
sh e i s now

giv ing con s ide rab le t ime and at ten t ion to poet i c ach ieve
men t

,
and to th e writ ing of a nove l

,
with a b as i c mot ive ari s

ing out of th e Great War .

M iss B lackbu rn i s not a
‘club woman

’

as that te rm is ordin
ar i ly unde rstood , b u t sh e has long b een much inte rest ed in
‘

Th e Assoc iat ion of Canad ian Club s ,’ and in 19 13 , was e lected
to th e official pos i t ion of Literary Corresponden t , and ree lected
th e en su ing year .

The Evening S tar
BOVE th e sun set ’s many-t in ted b ar ,
Wh ere ligh t on ligh t , a sm i ling i r is gnar ,

M e l lows to mys te ry of near and far ,
Swings pass ionate ly pale th e Even ing S tar !
Q ueen of th e twi ligh t— f rom a conquered sky

Sh e sm i le s to see th e Day grow fain t and d ie .
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Along th e sea shore sh e shadeth h er eyes
To wh e re on th e wave h i s wh i te sai ls r ise

,

For i t . seems th ere’

s a wraith in th e m idst of th e glare ,
And a vo i ce t hat sh e loves cal ls sh r i l ly and rare ;
Ah

,
s ly i s th e under-towing

Th en s ing, s ing ho for th e Herr ing,

Th e spect ral , th e s i lve r-hued Herring.

Along th e sea sho re in the teeth of th e gale ,
I n i ts rage and i ts roar

,
i ts swash and i ts swale

With fal ter ing steps and s tagger ing t read
Th ey hear h im up so ft ly th e stark

, stark
,
Dead ;

Oh , lang and dour is the knowing
Th en s ing, s ing ho for th e Herr ing,

The l i fe-giv ing,
death -deal ing Herr ing !

If Winter Come
I SDAINFUL Earth !
Hooded in clouds and snowdr i fts

Great gray Earth ,

That sh ive rs and gath ers h er garmen ts !
Just for a space you lowe r your eye l ids,
Just for a momen t you turn me the co ld of shou lder.
There ! Th e re ! Already !
Now I have caugh t you
A tu rquo ise r i ft in th e rack,
That was re len t ing !
And back of the p ine- t rees a flash l ike a sm i le

,

That , 0 earth
,
was your p rom ise !

B e low the depth of th e frost
I s th e warm th of you r bosom .

Th e ice in you r ve ins
I s t roth to the rain and the t unne l .
Th e catch in th e cal l of th e w ind
I s your l ip at my ear

Your wh isper of b reezes,
Of b reezes and b lossom

Of summe r—of sweetness —of love !
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The Cypress-Tree
UT of th e c lod o f earth
That ho lds me to th i s melancho ly p lace ,

As ancien t se rvitors
He ld flamb eaux fo r th e i r lords
I n draugh ty co rridors ,
I leap into the sky.

I am a to rch with an inheren t b laze ,

No winte r b ears me o r my ve rdure down :
The wh i r l ing snow and ice

Fall on me to th e i r peri l , not to m ine
Th e swi ft and sudden w ind
Defiects but can not quench
My everlast ing fi re ,

My fi re that moun ts out of th e cerecloth of th e dead

And draws i ts essence from mor tal i ty
T ransmut ing d isso lut ion and despai r
Into aspi r ing fo rm
A shape that i s a symbo l
A pose p roph et i c !
I am th e Cypress-T ree men p lan t on graves ,
And on th e i r graves—I flame l

The Chant of the Woman
LASH th e cymbals !
S t ring th e harp and sound i t

Cymbals and harp
,
the re

, you Makers of Mus i c !
I wi l l chan t to my Com rade th e chan t of my b e ing,

Woman to Man wil l I chan t i t .

I em as old as any. I too have a l ineage .

I have come up by fo rm s and th rough aeons ;

Fo rms of man i fo ld fash ion
,
aeons of infin i te dream .

I
,
too

,
am pro j ected of Poe ts , offsp ring of th e S inge rs :

I have lain in th e womb of th e World and incarnate
wonder

I have played w i th the Ch i ld of th e ages and captured i ts glee
I have b een kissed with the kisses of K ings
Great Lovers have wh ispered the i r lo re for my learn ing.
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Th en and now and always
,
w ide away and the length of a span ,

I gath er that I must gathe r, by impu lse , e lect ion :
In me on ly is att ract ion ,

I t alone cou ld att ract me ,

So am I myse l f , and none other
,

M yse l f—a mystery ! a mou th p iece !

Myse l f and yet yourse l f , we two inexp l i cab ly one
Flesh in i ts consummat ion

, Sou l in i ts incomp leteness
And b ecause of the incomp leteness of Sou l ,
Woman to man

,

I chan t you the chan t of my b e ing.

I cannot l ive on th e c rumb s that fal l f rom a Tab le
I must b e l i fted,
Li fted leve l w i th my love and with my Lover .
I mus t be c loth ed with th e purp le, made f ree of th e S igne t
I must put my hand in h is d ish ,

my h ead on h is bosom

Eye to eye mus t we lean
,
loquac ious togeth e r .

So , and so on ly
Can I give h im to dr ink of th e wine of my winn ing,

My s trange new w ine that seethes and bub b les .

So and so on ly
Can I k iss on h is l ips th e message of K ings
Wh isper th e wonde r of Li fe

,

Th e laugh of the Ch i ld
Th e lore of the Love rs .

Leve l ! Leve l ! Leve l !
Leve l w i th your l ips and your eyes my. Comrade ,
Swing to th e h e igh t of you r h eart ,
Caugh t in your sou l and kept th ere
Pe rvading and peer less !

So , and so on ly , your Love r, your Servant
Eve ry pass ionate pu lse-b eat
Unde r th e b lue ve ins in my wh i te wr ist
Your Servan t and Love r
I canno t l ive on th e c rumb s that fal l f rom a Tab le !
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HEN th e Fen ians raided Uppe r Canada in 1866
,
Geo rge

Allan M ackenz ie
,

a lad in h is 17 th year , who had

en li sted as a private in th e 13t h Battalion of Ham i lton
,

took par t th e affai r of R idgeway , and was wounded by

th e enemy , suffe r ing a compound fracture of an arm .

M r . Mackenz ie was b orn in To ron to ,
July 20th ,

1849 ,

th e e ldes t son of th e Rev . John Geo rge D e lhoste Mackenz ie
,

fir s t Recto r of S t . Paul’s
,
Toron to , an d also fi r st Maste r ofArts

of T r in i ty Un ivers i ty— and Catharine El iza
,
e ldest daugh te r

of M r . M arcus C romb ie , Head Maste r of th e Toron to Gram
mar S choo l . H i s grandfath e r , Captain John Macken z ie

,

se rved as an office r in th e Pen insula,
unde r We llington ,

and

late r fough t in th e b att le of New Orlean s .

He was educated at h i s fath e r’s private Grammar S chool in
Ham i l ton

, and late r at T r in i ty College ,
Toron to

,
en te r ing th e

latte r in the autumn of 1866 and
,
afte r a b ri llian t reco rd ,

graduat ing in 1869 with fi r s t-class honours in c lass i cs and

wi th th e much coveted Prince of Wales Prize . M r . M acken
z ie ch ose law as a pro fess ion and was cal led to th e B ar in

1873 . Fo r a t ime h e se rved as legal secre tary to Hon . (afte r
wards S i r ) Olive r M owat , th en Attorney—Gene ral of On tar io ,

and th en en te red in to partne rsh ip w ith Jones Bros ,
b arriste rs ,

e tc.
,
To ron to . Th i s

'

fi rm
,

‘Jones Bro s . 81 Macken z ie ,

’

b ecame

afterwards , ‘Jones , Mackenz ie 81 Leonard .

’ Failing h ealth in
duced h im to ret i re f rom act ive p ract ice ab ou t 1900 .

I n 1886
,
M r . Mackenz ie marr ied M iss Ella Th e re se Demu th ,

daugh te r of M r . Lawrence 1 . D emu th
,
of Ph i ladelph ia . Of

th i s marriage ,
a

' daugh te r , i s at pre sen t engaged in vo lun tary
service in a m i l i tary hospi tal at Fo lke stone , England ,

and a

son
,
L ieutenan t C . L . B . Mackenz ie of th e 3 rd Battalion ,

Tor

onto ,
was ki lled in act ion in Flande rs , in 19 16 . M r s . Macken

z ie d ied in 1899 . H is b roth e rs , E . C . Mackenz ie and J. B .

Macken z ie ,
are we ll—known pract i s ing lawye rs in To ron to .

I n June of 19 15 our poet wen t to England, and i s tempo r
ar i ly res iden t at Folke stone .

H i s poem s appeared in b ook fo rm in 19 14 , en t i tled ‘

I n that
New Wo rld Wh i ch i s th e Old .

’

Th ey are th e art i st i c expres
s ion of a scho larly m ind

,
imb ued wi th deep re ligi ou s convict ion

and th e nob le r pu rposes of l i fe .
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In that New World which Is the O ld
NGE,

l ike th e Arab with h i s sh i fting ten t
To some new shade of palm s each day add rest ,

My sou l , a home less wandere r , unb lest ,
Roamed all th e realm of change ,

in purpose b en t
To find a happ ie r wo rld , with b an ishmen t
Of that dull pain wh i ch drove away i ts rest .
Th rough f ru i t less yea rs my sou l pursued its quest ,
Un t i l w ith longing I was we l l-n igh spen t .

And then I found God ’

s Presence ; and the ray

O i that mysterious daysp ring,
c lear and swee t

,

Touched all the common th ings of eve ry day,

And the re in house , and field , and in th e st ree t
From ch i ldhood t rodden by my h eed less feet ,

The long-sough t world in dewy freshness lay.

To a Humming—Bird
HOU vagran t me lody

,
l igh t c rown

Of rainbow m ist above th e flower ,
Rifler

,
with touch l ike th ist ledown ,

O i b looms that meekly yie ld th e i r dower
OI swee ts to thy soft and yet impe rious powe r ,
Gay,

flash ing,
fl icker ing, fai ry th ing,

Embod ied zephyr
,
sh imme ring sound

,

Wh ence hast thou come on gauzy wing
To my s traigh t p lot of c i ty ground ?
Wh ence hast thou come and wh i th e r ar t thou bound ?

Hast thou b een wh e re th e No rth e rn wave
Breaks hal f th e year on coasts of snow ?
Hast thou flash ed on th e dreary cave
Of th e squat , sto l id Eskimo
With the keen splendou r of thy t r0 p ic glow ?

And now , thy me rry summe r jaun t
Comp leted ,

dost thou wisely fare
Homeward , to some safe jungle haun t
Wh i th e r ’

m id close-locked bough s repai r
S trange feath ered th ings of p lumage ri ch and rare ?

3 9 1
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I marve l at thy coun t less leagues
Of t rave l ; how , se cu re from harm ,

Thou b raves t per i ls and fat igues ;
I marve l how thy t iny form
Weath ers th e d rench ing rain , th e driv ing storm .

Thou ar t fled ! my garden seems b e re ft
O i all i ts b eauty ! yet som e sense

Of joy and b less ing thou hast le ft
B eh ind th ee , as a recompen se ,
Wh i ch shal l remam when thou ar t flown far h ence .

A sense of joy, that He whose hand
Shaped th ee and all th ings sweet and fa i r ,
Hath pleasu re in th e th ing He planned ;
A sen se of trust , in Him whose care
P i lots thy cou rse th rough th e uncharted ai r .

Mage l lan
HERE i s no change upon th e deep
To—day th ey see th e prospect wide

Of yeste rday ; th e same waves leap
Th e same pale c louds th e d istance h ide ,
Or shaped to mountain-peaks th e i r hopes of land de r ide .

On and st i l l on th e so ft w inds b ear
Th e rocking vesse l , and th e main
That is so p i t i less and so fair,
Seems l ike a b i l lowy, bound less p lain
Wh ere one m igh t sai l , and sai l , and eve r sai l in vain .

Fam ine i s th ere with haggard ch eek ,
And feve r stares from ho l low eyes ;

And su l len mu rmurs r ise , that speak
Curses on h im whose mad empri se
Has lu red men f rom th e i r homes to die

’
neath alien skies .

But h e , th e captain ,
he i s calm ;

His glance compe ls th e mut inee r ;
In fain t ing h ear ts h e pou rs th e ba lm
Of sympathy , and lo fty cheer :
‘

Courage ! a few mo re leagues wi l l p rove th e earth a sph ere .
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That a c rescen t moon
,
with a pale , young ray

Touch ed a c loudlet’s edge , ere i t me l ted away ,
And th e re , in th e dream of a dew-washed mo rn ,

Bab y’s fl icker ing sm i le was born .

And wh ere was i t h idden—that so ft , f resh glow
On b ab y’s l imb s ? Doe s any one know ?

Yes ! in a day that i s long s ince fled ,
Ere b ab y’s moth er was grown and wed,

W ith th e fi r st swee t dawn ing of love , it s to le
Into th e depth s of h e r dream ing sou l ,
And th ere lay h idden—th e so ft, f resh rose
That now on th e l imb s of b ab y glows .

Compe l Them to Come ln
’

WAS a b eggar of most ev i l fame
,

Unclean ly, ragged, fu ll of sores and scars
S teeped in dece i ts and sunk in shame

,

Th e hedge my b ed and husks my dai ly b read,
Never a b ase r th ing crept unde r Heaven

’

s stars .

Be fore th e palace of the K ing I st rayed ,

And saw th e sp lendid easemen ts fi lled with l igh t .
A feast fo r th e King

’

s Son was made .

With so rd id hate , I cursed th e i r royal s tate ,
Li ft ing my imp ious hands , out th e re in th e b lack n igh t .
A marve l th en ! I saw th e doors wide swung
And in a b urst of l igh t and joyous p ress

Of mus i c on th e darkness flung,

S t raigh t to my p lace , with swi ft, composed pace ,
Th e royal servan ts came, swi ft and with s t rong duress .

With s trong du ress un to th e palace gate
Th ey dragged my unwi l l ing feet and h e ld me fast .

Lo ! th ere th e Prince Himse l f did wai t .
On my d ist re ss and ragged nakedness

He looked, and H is go ld-b ro idered c loke about me cas t .
O dear compass ion ! Heaven ly ruth ! 0 t rue
And kn igh t ly deed that won my cal lous b reast

To sh ame and love ! I n that h igh ret inue
I stood with lowe red b row . But the King said, T he n
Hast honour of my Son : h ence fo rward b e My guest !

’



Gertrude Bartlett

Th is fin e ar t is t i n words wh os e poems h ave app ear ed in

th e
‘

A tlan ti c M on th ly,
’

th e
‘

M e tropoli tan ,

’

th e
‘

lVinds or
'

and

oth er leading p e r iod icals , i s M r s . John W . C . Taylor , ofM on

tr eal. S h e w as b orn in N ew Haven
,
Oswego Coun ty,

Her fath e r was th e late Wi lliam Ch eet '
e r B ar tle tt

,
of l \

I—I at '

en , a ve te ran of th e Civ i l I
'

Var , and a des cendan t ofL ien
tenan t George B ar tle tt, one of th e founders of Gu ilford . i n

Conn ect icut
,
i n 1639 ; and h er moth er

,
i lI ary IlI onlton . also

a nat ive of th e Emp i r e S tate Af ter s tudying in

pub lic s ch ools an d und er p r ivate tutors
,
u n t i l s even teen years

of age . Jll iss B ar tle t t came to Toron to and s ecur ed emp loy
m en t in th e law ofii ces of Ill acdonald (

0
7 M arsh

,
of wh ich

firm S i r Joh n .

‘I . tl I acclonald was th e s en io r par tner . I n 189 1 .

sh e mar r ied th e young English ar t is t wh o has s ince b ecome

P r es iden t of a L i thograph ing Company, and shor tly af ter
wara

’
s had th e advan tage of a year in England ,

t
'is i t ing Cath e

a
’

ral towns , b i r th -p laces of poe ts , and
‘

unfr equen ted b y-ways
and v illages of pur e English char n i .

’

AH . and M rs . Taylo r
h ave one ch i ld

, a daugh te r .

—The Ed itor .
[395 ]
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The Gunners
HO may th e victo rs b e ,

no t ye t we know ;
Our care ,

all s igh t s se t t rue
, the sh e ll in place ,

Th e flame ou t leap ing, send ing death apace
To ch eck th e rush of th e oncom ing foe .

And th en , as sounds of thund’rou s h oo f-b eats grow ,

With grind of wh eels ’

n eath al lies’ gun s at race
,

W’

e h ear a sh riek th e a1r b r ings n igh , and face
Ou r in s tan t doom . Th en tumu lts cease ; and lo
Th e sh in ing dead m en

,
rank on rank , appear

,

Th e i r vo ices raised in on e great c ry , to h ai l
Th e gunne rs pron e , for wh om reve i lle c lear
Th e i r s i lve r b ugle s b low in mo rn ing pale .

Your b attle , God ! to make men great ; and h e re ,
I n that cause , dead ,

unvanqu i sh ed ,
w e prevai l .

Put by the Flute
LOVE , p u t by th e flute .

Too s ligh t th e tende r , liqu id st rain
W e heard am id th e Apri l rain
Of wi ld wh i te b loom s

, to vo ice th e spe l l
VVh e reof our l ip s are mu te .

Le t organ d iapason s tell
Th e mus i c of th e wave s wh i ch ro l l
From that un fathomed S ea, th e Sou l .

So
,
Love

, p u t by th e flu te .

Th e flu te ,
0 Love , pu t by ;

Fo r we un to the wonde r—st rand
A r e come , from out th e valley land
Upon th e Great Adven ture bound .

H e re rive r reed notes die
Wi th in th e large r pu lse of sound .

Lest li st 'n ing fo r th e luring call
W e lose th e greate r rhythm

’

s fall
,

Th e flu te , dear Love , pu t by.

Put by th e flu te
, 0 Love .

And ye t , so pierc ing keen th e tone
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Bal lade of Tristram
’

s Last Harping
HE end that Love doth seek

,
wh at b ard can say,

I n that fai r season wh en th e tende r green
O i open ing leaves doth roo f th e woods o f May,

And sweet w i ld buds from out th e i r places lean
To touch th e dainty feet that h eed less st ray
Among th em ,

w ith a youth in kn igh t
’

s att i re ?
His lady’s wi l l capricious to ob ey

,

Th is i s th e end of dawn ing Love
’

s des i re .

And wh en am id th e summer’s b righ t array
Of b lossoms , are th e crim son roses seen ,

And one young maid, fai re r than any spray
In perfect b loom ,

wande rs the i r l ines b etween ,

What b lesséd so lace can the love r pray
Of h er compass ion ,

for h is h eart of fi re ?
With kisses on h er mouth all words to stay
Th is i s th e end of eage r Lo ve

’

s des i re .

W ith dr iven clouds th e lower ing sky i s grey ;
Th e w inds above th e frozen h i l ls are keen

,

And all fai r buds have fal len in decay ;
What joy hath now th e t rue kn igh t of h i s Queen ?

No rapture les s exu l tan t can allay
His need

,
th an so ft ly craves th is fau l ty lyre

To an swer all h is p leading with swee t ‘

Yea
’

Th is i s th e end of yearn ing Love
’

s des i re .

Envoy
Be loved, now i s done our l i fe’

s b rie f day ;
Not with the day howe

’

e r doth Love exp i re .

W ith in th ine arms th e n igh t to dream away
Th is i s th e end of Love’

s sup reme des i re .



Wi l liam E. Marshal l

To b e r ei nen i b er ed—to h ave your name engraven no t on

s ome pompous mar b le
,
b ut i n th e flesh ly tab les of a lov ing

h ear t— to have a gen tle ligh t et
'
er burn ing b efor e th e inne r

sh r i ne of a h uman memory,
i s th e measu r e of fame th e w ise

man cove ts . H e r e i s a poem of twen ty-fit/e S
‘p ens e r ians

celeb rat ing w i th s imple earnes tness an unknown man
,
unknown

even to h is con temporar i es . N o s uch poem h as app ear ed in
Canada s ince R ob er ts

’

I n d ign i ty and dep th of feeling,

D eIl/I ille
'

s
‘

B eh ind th e l
'

e il
'

anal
‘

B r oolefield
'

s tand to

ge th er
—a nob le tr io . Th at in th es e n oisy s elf—adt ie r t is

ing days th e r e sh ould b e men lik e Marshall qu ie tly do ing th e i r

duty i n th e i r nar r ow sph e r es , b ut r each ing out to th e s tars

th r ough L i te ratur e and A r t
,
makes for th e nat ion

’

s mo ral

h ealth . Pe rh aps th e tech n ique of th e poem is no t

flawless ; b u t i ts h ear t i s r igh t . Th rough i t sh ines a fai th in
man and God , a love of th e s imp le, e ternal . unchanging th ings ,

and ab ove all
,
th e devot ion of a sacr ed memory. Th es e rar e

quali t ies make
‘

B rookfield
'

an
n

et
'

en t i n Canadian li te ratur e .

PROF . A . M . P 1 in th e Mon t real ‘

S tandard .

’

[399 ]



400 Wll li am E . Marsh all

ILLIAM E. MARSHALL was b orn in Live rpoo l
,

Nova S co t ia, Apri l 1st , 1859 ,— th e youngest of a fam ily
of th ree , H i s fath e r was th e late James Nob le Shannon M ar

shall , and h i s moth e r , Ade laide Amelia Allison . He was edu

cated at th e Coun ty Academy
,
and at M t . A

_

ll ison Co l legiate
Academy , Sackvi lle ,

New Brun swick . In S eptemb e r
,
1876 ,

h e en te red h i s fath e r’s law office ,
as an art i cled studen t

,
and

in January , 1881 , was adm i tted to th e B ar . For th e en su ing
years h e p ract ised law

,
ch ie f ly at Bridgewate r , Nova Scot ia,

unt il appo inted in March
,
1898

,
Regist rar of Deeds for Lun

enbu rg D ist r ict .
M r . Marshall was married in Live rpool

,
N .S .

,
th e 27th of

D ecemb e r
,
1883 , to Margaret Jane B ingay Campb ell , th e th i rd

daugh te r of Arch ibald John Campb e l l and h i s wi fe
, Sarah

Budd Moody . Th ey have a son and a daugh te r, b oth married .

I n January
,
1909 , h e pub l ish ed a co llect ion of h is poem s ,

en t i tled A book of Ver s e, wh i ch was put on th e local market
on ly . I t contain s some fine poet ry .

‘

B rookfie ld
,

’

th e poem that h as b rough t th is au thor extended
fame

,
was fi r st pub lish ed in th e Apri l numb e r of th e Un i ve rs i ty

Magaz ine , Mon treal
,
19 14 . I t i s unquest ionab ly a th renody

of rare excellence— b eau t i fu l , nob le
,
sweet . I t was insp i red

by Marshall’s love of h i s friend ,
Rob e rt R . McLeod , a Nova

S cot ian graduate of Harvard Un i ve rs i ty
,
in D i vin i ty

, who d ied
in 1909 . I n a le tte r to D r . Andrew McPhai l

,
ed ito r of th e

Un i ve rs i ty Magaz ine , h e says of h im

A s to wh at th e man h im self r eally was
,
and what h e accomp lish ed

along th e way,
b es ide s ge tt ing a living—He was fi r st and always a

M in ister of th e t id ings of God r evealed to h im in th e ways of natur e
and freedom of th ough t . To me h e was an in te rpre ter of th e tru th
and b eauty of Life , a teach e r who sough t to save souls alive

,
a power

for good and an example of gr eatn ess un to th e p eop le . H i s deligh t
ful

‘Natur e S tud ies ,’ h i s symphony of p rose and poetry in ‘P inehu r st,’
‘

Markland,

’

and h i s oth er mu lt ifar ious w r i t ings , h ave en larged Nova
S cot ia. Pe r sonally , h e was ve ry k ind and h elpful to m e : many
radian t days and n igh ts I spen t w i th h im and h i s fam i ly in th e i r
idyllic B rookfield h ome . And th at my love i s mor e th an Ar t I know
full well.
T h e exp lanato ry no tes accompanying th e poem we re sup

plied by th e autho r .
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A wrai th of tender, me lan cho ly song

Th e on ce fam i l iar friend of b i rd , and bough ,

And flowe r, and b rook , and meadow . Not for long
He wandered with th e meagre , vagran t th rong
Of sh eph erds p ip ing in th e ear ly day.

Death mocked h is young h eart-ease and soon among
Fo rgo tten th ings a woe fu l sh eph erd lay
And soon th e me lody grew fain t and d ied away .

On yonde r h i l l
,
c lose to a great h igh road,

Made by th e pionee rs from sea to sea,

Th e Poe t lay, unh eeded ;—and th e load
Upon h is b roken h eart sank h eavi ly
With catt le’

s t read, and with e red grew the t ree
That b en t o’

er h im
, and dw ind led to a path

Th e great h ighway that was so w ide and free ;
On ly a chance-h ewn stone of poo res t wo rth
C lung l ike a widowed love to h i s dead , b ur ied earth .

We know h i s fe l low-sh eph e rds cr ied to Heaven
,

And th ri l led th e winds with th e i r me lod ious loss ;
And doub t less , some late-st raying sh eep we re dr iven ,

By that rude , wai l ing mus ic’s u rge , to c ross
Th e moon l i t stream and c rop th e go lden moss ;

And eve rmo re were changed f rom sh eep to man
,

And eve rmore cared not for wordly dross ,
And evermore h eard cal l of Spring,

and ran

Into th e j oyous woods to fo l low afte r Pan .

And He , our freedom ’

s gu ide , our Sp i ri t’s friend ,
Had more than loving wo rd for that lone grave ,
Wh ere hom ing ne ighb ou r neve r came to lend
I t p resence . H i s warm h eart was moved to save ,

F rom u tter , last neglect , a name that gave
Th e grace of l i fe in songs now l i tt le read

,

S in ce oth er ease of h eart we most do c rave .

Dear Friend ! Whose love ou r weak rememb rance fed ,
Thou gav

’

st our s i len t b ard a home among th e

Among th e mounds of love—no mo re alone

With char ity of ma rb le at h is h ead,

And
,
cl inging to h i s feet , that poo r , chance stone ,

*McLeod collected money and had McPh e r son
’

s r emains trans
fer red to North B rookfield church yard, and a monumen t erected .
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Now,
in th e churchyard

,
rests th e long lost dead .

What though h is com ing was unh e ralded
With pomp and p rai se

,
h e hath h i s meed of earth ;

And on h i s grave th e flowe rs h e loved are sp read ,

And many a k indly eye wi l l read h is wo rth ,
And somet imes th e re th e heart of love b e poured fo rth .

LO ! now , anoth e r com es to swe l l the p rai se z’r
He b r ingeth far-of’f memory of th e sea,

And of th e path less woods’ al lur ing maze ,

And of th e ringing ax
,
and c rash ing t ree ,

And fi r st log hut , and b rush fi re sett ing free
Th e age

-imp r isoned so i l to ease the needs

That c rown th e p ionee r’s hard dest iny .

Hap ly , the war ring wo r ld no b rave r b reeds ,
Than h e who turns a fo res t in to waving m eads .

Yet st i l l we s ing : S aul hath h is thousands s lai n ,

And Davi d tens of th ousands ! As of old
,

We make great ho l iday of b loodiest gain ,

And wreathe th e sh in ing V ictor’s h ead with go ld,
And b less h i s gory t roph ies , and un fo ld
Th em in Love ’

s sacred temple , and ou tpour
Loud grat i tude to God—that d idst upho ld
Our hands to k i l l our b roth e r man in war .

Ah ! Ch rist is dead,—and we th e Roman Guard ado re .

But see th is happy vi l lage fest ivalj
Whe re all the count ry fo lk are gathered round
Respons ive to the clear , vib rat ing cal l
O i one upl i fted vo i ce ,—whose echoes sound

Ab ove the h i l l—tops now . Th i s to i l—won ground
I s holy ; h ere th e b urn ing bush flamed h igh
One hundred years ago ,

wh en fai th was c rowned
I n the fi rs t sett le r’s log hut bu i lt near by,
And love ,

in that rude home , was b lessed with ch i ldren ’

s c ry .

No t that th e Ven tu re r grew rich o r great ,
Or seemed a h ero o r was honou red mo re
By those who fol lowed h im to conque r fate
TW i lliam Burke , fi r st set tler in B rookfield.

ITh e Burke Cen tenn ial Fest ival, th e proceeds of wh ich we used

for a Burke monumen t of red gran ite . McLeod was th e originator and
had charge of all th ese proceedings .
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In th e far wi lde rness ; no r that h e b ore
Him self as one who paid for oth er’s sco re ;
B ut that among th e forest imm igran ts ,
He was th e fi r st li fe-b ringe r to exp lore
Th ese h ills , wh ere th e shy Ind ian had h is haun ts ,
And pr ove th e se tt ler’s wo rth , b eyond th e b ody’s wants .

And i t was we l l th e b ody’s wan ts were few
,

T0 those who made th e homes he re—day by day
To i l ing and sweat ing wh ile they hacked and slew
Th e fo rest , burned th e b rush

,
and c leared away

Fo r garden patch and grain , and flax and hay,

But ah ! th e wives in rudes t suffe ring st rong !
Litt le of rest th e re was for such as th ey

,

Litt le save care , ev’
n in th e b ab y song

Th ey crooned, in m idst of work fo r all th e househo ld th rong.

And yet they were not sad—these pionee rs
(Tales have b een to ld of humou r all th e i r own

,

And of th e i r wi t that crackled unawares
,

And of th e i r sturdy way,
and look , and ton e ,

And h igh assurance wh en th e i r work was done . )
Su re ly , for them, th e th rush at even ing

r sang,

Th e Ple iades and great Or ion shone ,

And th e l i fe-g'iv ing sun in splendou r sp rang,

And th e glad h arves t moon h er go lden lamp did hang.

Long years ago, th ey wen t to take th e i r rest
Beneath th e spread ing t rees on yonde r h i l l
The field th ey cleared for use at God’

s b ehest
,

And wh ere th e qu iet tenants of h i s w i l l
A r e und istu rb ed of any joy or i l l .
And h e re and th e re , wh i te stones with carven name

Te l l who l ies covered up , forever s t i l l
But the Fi rs t Sett le r has a shaft of flame

Reared by th e vi l lage rs un to h is wo rth and fame .

S ince th en t h e years have flown ,
flown l ike th e wind

That passeth o
’

er th is h i l l
,
laden with l i fe .

Th is i s th e h i l l wh e re I was su re to find

My f riend in days of old . Here, I am r i fe
I n freedomw not from th e surcease of st r i fe
Of God with man (Lo rd , Lo rd , cease not w ith me ! )
But f rom th e b lood less Fate with h idden kn i fe,
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Ah
,
h e was ri ch ly dowe red of the earth !

Th e grain of sand, th e daisy in th e sod ,

Awoke h is h eart ; and early h e wen t fo rth
,

Th rough fie ld and wood, with young eyes all ab road
And saw th e nest ing b i rds , and b eck and nod

Of l i ttle c reatures runn ing wi ld and f ree
,

Wh i ch know not that th ey know , yet are of God !

And kept hi s you th , and grew in sympath y
,

And loved h is fe l lows mo re , and had love ’

s v ictory .

To such as h eard
,
h e was an answe rer

Of th ings that lay outs ide th e ru le and l ine .

To those who loved , the fo l lowe r of a s tar
That led h im on and on with h eaven ly s ign ,

And li t h i s sou l , and made h is utte rance sh ine ;
So h e wen t fo rth to many in h i s day :
And wh en h e passed b eyond at Sun

’

s decl ine ,
Some who had never seen h im caugh t th e ray ;

And some came then to p raise who cou ld have ch eered h is way.

The re i s th e l i tt le cab in in the t ree ,
‘

l
‘

Wh ere some t imes h e would go for so l i tude ,
And ease of h eart, and though t fu l reve r ie ,
And rain upon th e roo f

,
and dreamy mood,

And l igh t th e wor ld hath neve r understood .

Ah me ! th e doo r is b roken now , and wide :
And yet , I fee l as i f i t m igh t in t rude
Upon a rest ing sou l to look ins ide ;
Such i s th e qu ietness and lack of earth ly p ride .

0 Friend ! who so d idst joy of knowledge use
,

That men look up and b r igh ten at thy
!name

And speak of gen ius , and put by the news
To te l l some good of one death cannot c laim ,

Nor l i fe requ i re to read in scu lptu red fame .

Th e wind upon th e h i l l hath sweetest hush ;
Th e day i s me l t ing into tende rest flame ;

And f rom th e val ley
,
wh e re th e waters ru sh ,

Comes up th e even song of th e lone h erm i t-th rush .

lMcLeod b u ilt i t h imself, in a great p ine tree b ack of h i s house .



Norah M . Ho l land

L i nked clos e b y t ies of b lood to I r eland,
wh e r e th e v e il

th in b etw een th e ear th and th e sp i r i t world,
and th e fai ry

r ings upon th e gr ass attes t th e fai ry r ev els
,
N orah Holland

mus t h ave ear ly glimps ed th e -
txis ion of th e Uns een th ings

and known th em for th e R eal
,
and b een made fr ee of th e

coun try wh ich lies b eh ind th e gates of gold and ivory wh er e

th e fai ry foi ls welcome th e ch ild r en
,
and th e i r ela

’

e rs wh o

leeep a ch ildlik e h ear t . B u t th is s inge r of Cana

a
’

ian b i r th and nur tu r ing has tenn
’

er car e als o for th e li t tle

th ings of ear th
,
and h er dog

'

s a
’
et

'

ot ion and th e danc ing fe e t
ofKi t ty O

'

N e il ar e dear to h er . He r ve rs es s h ow

that sh e has encoun te r ed s or r ow and m e t th e t r ials of a to il

ing wor ld
,
b ut th es e hat '

e net
'

er ch ecked th e p lay of h am

our
,
wh ich (lances i r r ep r ess i b ly among th em ,

nor clouded a

clar i ty of j udgmen t as s h r ewd ana
’

gu ileless as a ch i ld
'

s . Th e

hand of tl Iate r ia/is i n has neve r touch ed h er , and th e r e is none

of th e s o il of s ord ia
’

ness upon h e r ga t’ l l t c’ tt .

—CEC 1LI A M A RY
WH I TE . o f ‘

T h e Glob e ,

’ To ron to .
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O\V in te re st ing to know that among Canada
'

s women

poe t s i s a cous in of W . B . Yeats
,

-M i ss Norah Mary
Ho lland . a nat i ve Canad ian ,

b o rn at Co llingwood ,
On tario ,

and , smce 1889 ,
a re s iden t of To ron to .

M i ss Ho lland '

s moth e r (deceased ) , née El izab e th Yeats , was
a fi r st cou s in of th e I ri sh poe t , and h e r e ldest daugh te r

'

s lyrical
gi f t i s akin to th at of th e d ist ingu ish ed re lat ive . From h e r

fath e r
,
M r . Joh n H . Holland , sh e also inh e ri ts poet ic talen t ,

as h e is a neph ew of th e late Ch ie f j ust ice Hagarty
M iss Hollan d was educated in th e pub li c sch ool and the

collegiate ins t i tute of Port Dove r
,
and in th e Parkdale co l

legiate of Toron to .

Un t i l recen tly sh e was fo r e igh t years emp loyed as a reade r
by th e Dom in ion Pre ss C lipp ing Bureau ,

but i s now on th e

s taff of Th e Daily N ews
,
Toron to .

I n 1904
,
sh e tou red on foo t t h e wh o le of th e south and

west of I re land ,
and a con s ide rab le po rt ion of England : and

wh i le sh e was a guest of th e fath e r ofW . B . Yeats
,
h e made

th e crayon sketch reproduced on th e preced ing page .

Th e old h ome s of b o th fam i lie s f rom wh ich sh e has sprung
ar e in S ligo Coun ty , I re land .

‘Home Th ough t s from Ab road
’ come s from th e h eart

, as

M iss Holland has two b roth e rs at th e Fron t .

To W . B . Yeats
WIND of d ream s comes s inging ove r sea

,

From wh e re th e wh i te waves ki ss th e coasts of home
,

Bringing upon i t s rainb ow wings to me

G limpse s of days gon e by,

Of waste s of water , wh e re th e sea-

gulls c ry
Ab ove th e sound ing foam .

Or th rough th e m i st s do Finn and Ush een ride
Wi th all th e i r men along som e faery sho re

,

Wh i le Bran and Sgeo lan fo l low at th e i r s ide
,

Adown th e sh adowy track ,
T i ll in th e sun se t Cao i lte '

s hai r b low s b ack ,
And N iamh calls once mo re .

Or th e b rown b ee s hum th rough th e drowsy day
I n glades o f I n i s free ,

wh e re sun ligh t gleam s
,
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(0 Rose of all th e roses , have you forgotten qu i te
Th e story of th e days of old that once you to ld to me ? )

The King of Erin ’

s Daugh te r wen t up th e mountain s ide
And who b ut sh e was s inging as sh e wen t upon he r way,

‘

0 somewh e re wai ts a King
’

s Son and I sha l l b e h i s b r ide ,

And tall h e i s and fai r he i s and none shal l say h im nay.

’

Th e King of Erin’

s Daugh te r—O fai r was sh e and sweet
Wen t laugh ing up th e moun tain without a look b eh ind,
T i l l on the lo fty summ i t that lay b eneath h e r fee t
Sh e found a King

’

s Son wait ing there , h is b rows with popp ies
twined .

0 tal l was h e and fai r was he . He looked in to he r face
And wh ispered in her ear a wo rd un-named of mo rtal b reath
And ve ry st i l l sh e rested, c lasped close in h is emb race ,
The King of Erin ’

s Daugh te r , fo r th e b r idegroom
’

s name was

Death .

My Dog and I
Y dog and I

,
the h i l ls we know

Where th e fi r st fain t w i ld roses b low ,

We know th e shadowy path s and coo l
That w ind ac ross th e wood land dim ,

And where th e wate r b ee t les swim
Upon th e surface of the poo l.
My dog and I , our fee t b rush th rough
Fu l l oft th e fragran t morn ing dew ,

Or when th e summe r sun i s h igh
We l inge r wh ere the ri ver flows ,
Chattering and chuckl ing as i t goes,
Two h appy t ramps , my dog and 1 .

Or
,
when th e win te r snows are deep ,

In to some fi re-l i t nook we c reep
And

,
wh i le th e north wind howls ou ts ide

See castles in th e danc ing b laze ,
Or

,
doz ing,

dream of summe r days
And woodland st retch e s , wi ld and wide .

My dog and I are f r iends t i l l death ,

And wh en the ch ill
,
dark ange l

’

s b reath
S hall call h im f rom me , st i l l I know
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Somewh e re with in the shadowy land
Wai t ing h is mas te r h e wi ll stand
Unt i l my summons comes to go .

And ,
in that l i fe so st range and new ,

\/Ve
’l l t ramp the h elds of h eaven th rough ,

Lo i ter the c rystal r ive r by,

Togethe r wa lk th e h i lls of God

As when the h i l ls of earth we t rod ,

Fo rever f r iends , my dog and I .

Crad le Song
ITTLE b rown fee t , that have grown so weary
Plodding on th rough th e heat of day,

Mothe r wi ll h o ld you ,
mothe r wi l l fo ld you

Safe to h e r b reast ; l i tt le feet , rest ;
Now i s the t ime to cease f rom play .

Li t t le b rown hands
,
that th rough day’s long hours

Never rested , b e st i ll at last ;
Mothe r wi l l rest you come ,

th en , and nest you
He re by her s ide , nestle and h ide ;
Creep to he r h eart and ho ld i t fast .
Little b rown head , on my shou lde r lying,

N igh t i s fal l ing and day is dead ;

Moth e r wi l l s ing' you songs that shall b ring you

Ch i ldhood ’

s so ft s leep , qu ie t and deep ;
Sweet b e you r d reams

, 0 dear b rown head !

Home Thoughts from Abroad

A
PR IL in England—dafi‘od i ls are growing
By eve ry ways ide , golden ,

tal l and fai r ;
Apri l—and all th e li ttle winds are b lowing
The scen ts of sp ringt ime th rough the sunny ai r .

Apri l in England— God, that we we re th e re !
Apri l in England—and h e r son s are ly ing
On these red fie lds , and dream ing of h e r sho r e ;

Apri l we hear the th ru sh es ’

songs rep lying
Each un to each , ab ove the cannon s’ roar :
Apri l in Eng‘land—shall we see i t more ?

4 1 1
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Apri l in England—th ere’

s th e cuckoo cal l ing
Down in h er meadows wh ere th e cows l ip gleams ;

Apri l—and l itt le showe rs are so ft ly fall ing,

D imp l ing th e sur face of h e r bab b l ing s tream s

Apri l in England—how th e sh rapne l sc reams '

Apri l in England—b lood and dust and smothe r
,

S cream ing of ho rses , men in agony .

Apri l—fu l l many of thy sons , 0 Moth er ,
Neve r again those dewy dawns sha ll see .

Apri l in England—God, keep England f ree !

Sea Song
WILL go down to th e sea again ,

to th e waste of wate rs
,

wi ld and wide
I am t i red—so t i red—o i h i l l and plain and th e du ll tame face

of th e coun t ry-s ide .

I wi ll go out ac ross th e b ar , with a swoop l ike the fl igh t of
a sea—b i rd’

s wings ,
To whe re th e winds and th e wate rs are , with th e i r mult i tud in

ous thunder ings .

My prow shal l furrow th e wh i ten ing sea, out in to th e teeth of

th e lash ing wind,
Whe re a thousand b i l lows snar l and flee and b reak in a smoth er

of foam b eh ind .

0 s trong and te rr ib le Moth e r Sea, let me lie once mo re on

you r coo l wh ite b reas t ,
You r winds have b lown th rough th e h eart ofme and cal led me

b ack f rom th e land’

s du l l res t .

For n igh t by n igh t th ey b low th rough my sleep , th e vo i ce of

waves th rough my s lumb e r rings ,
I feel th e spe l l of th e steadfast deep ; I h ear i ts t rampl ings

and t riumph ings .

And at last wh en my hours of li fe are sped let th em make me

no grave by h i l l or plain ,

Thy waves , 0 Moth er , shall guard my h ead ; I w i l l go down to
my sea again .
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HE Rev . James B . Do llard is Parish Priest of S t . Mon i
ca

’

s chu rch
,
No rth To ron to . He was b orn at M oon

co in
, County Ki lkenny , I reland , August 30th , 1872 ,

th e

younges t son in a large fam i ly , whose paren ts we re M i chae l
and Anastas ia (Qu inn ) Do llard .

After taking th e course in C lass ics at Ki lkenny College ,
h e sai led in 1890 for New Brun swick , wh e re h i s b roth e r , th e
Rev . William Dollard

, was Par ish Priest of S t . S teph en , and

h i s mate rnal unc le
,
th e Rev . James Qu inn

,
was V i car-Gene ral

of th e D iocese o f S t . Joh n . Anoth er re lat ive , th e late Arch
b i shop Walsh

,
was th en in To ron to and young Dollard decided

to study fo r th e p riesthood in h i s Arch d iocese . He took th e
cou rse in Ph i losophy an d Th eo logy at th e Grand Sem inary
of Mon t real and rece ived from Laval Un i vers i ty th e degrees
o f Bach e lor of Th eology and Bach elor of Canon Law . Th e

same Un ive rs i ty con fe rred on h im in 19 16, th e honorary degree
of Li t t .D .

Fath er Dollard was o rdained to th e p riesthood in Decemb e r,
1896 . He se rved as a curate in S t . He len ’

s Chu rch ,
and St .

Mary’s Chu rch , Toron to ,
and p rio r toh i s presen t ch arge , was

for n ine years
,
Pari sh Priest of U p te rgrove , On tario ,

wh e re
h e bu i lt a new ch urch and presb ytery .

H i s fi r st b ook of ve rse , I r ish M is t and S unsh ine, was p ub

li sh ed in 1902 , and h is second ,
en t it led P oems

,
in 19 10 . And

h e has now ready for pub l i cat ion
,
a th i rd and large r vo lume

,

written in th e last five years and con tain ing h i s most matu re
and artist i c wo rk . Th i s includes a lengthy drama, Clon tar f,
th e th eme of wh ich i s th e Dan ish ove r th row in I re land .

In a lecture on Th e War and th e Poet s , ! de l ive red in

To ron to ,
19 16

,
M r . Joyce Ki lme r

,
poet ry ed i to r of th e L i t er ar y

Diges t, declared that Fath e r Dollard’

s sonnet was th e b est
poem

.

that had appeared on th e death of Rupe rt B rooke .

Fath e r Do l lard i s also autho r of a vo lume o f sh ort stories .

en ti tled The Gaels ofM oondhar r ig.

Th e Do llards ar e descended from an o ld No rman fam i ly
wh o wen t to England with William ,

th e Conque ro r , and late r
to I reland with the fi r st Engli sh i nvade rs . A grand—un cle of

ou r poet
,
th e R igh t Rev . Will iam Do llard , was th e fi r st Roman

Catho l ic B i sh op of New Brunswick .
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Rupert Brooke
LAIN by th e arrows of Apo llo

,
10 ,

The we ll-b e loved of the Muse s lies
Ou Lemnos

’ Is le ’

neath b lue and c lass i c skie s ,
And hears th ’

ZEgean wate rs eb b and flow l

How s t range h is b eau teous sou l should choose to go
Out f rom i ts body in th is hallowed p lace ,

Wh e re Poesy and Art’s undying grace
S t i ll b reath e , and p ipes of Pan st i ll murmu r low !
He re shall he rest un t roub led , knowing we l l
That fai th fu l hearts sha l l ho ld h is memo ry dear ,
Moved to affect ion weak words cannot te l l
By h is short

,
splend id l i fe that knew no fear ;

Be loved of the gods , th e gods have ta
’

en

Th e i r Ganymede , by b righ t Apo l lo s lain '

The Haunted Haze l
DOWN a qu ie t glen wh e re the gowan-b e rries gl is ten
And th e l innet , shyest b i rd of all

,
h i s wi ld note warb les

f ree ;
Wh ere th e scented woodb ine-b los soms

, o
’

er th e b rookle t , b end
to l isten ,

Th ere stands upon a mossy b ank , a wh i te-haze l t ree .

Oh ! fai r i t i s to view , when th e zephyr rust les l igh t ly ,
And warm sun l igh t glance s back from po l ish ed ho le and

b ranch ;
For th en li ke wave lets on a ri ll the penden t leaves flash

b righ tly ,
And dais ies nod in conce rt , round the co lumn st ra igh t and

staunch .

But wh en the day i s ended ,
and th e solemn moon i s sh in ing,

And shadows grim and ghost ly , fall on grove and glen and lea,

Th en god less e lves th e i r fai ry path s with glow-worm lamps
are l in ing,

And poten t spe l ls of magi c b ind th is wh i te-haze l t ree !
Fo r f rom the i r go rgeous pa laces the fai ry bands come steal ing,

To dance in sport ive c i rcles on th e neve r b end ing mo ss ;
And th e ve lve t-so f t caress ing of the i r f inger—touch es h ealing,

Br ings to the sere wh i te-haze l b ark again i ts you th fu l gloss .
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And round and round th ey skip and gl ide , in st range fan tas t ic
measure ,

To we i rd , unhallowed me lod ies of fai ry m in st re lsy ,
Yet mo rtal ear may neve r h ear those sounds of elfin p leasure ,
And no wh ispe r of i ts sec rets gives th e wh i te-haze l t ree '

But shou ld th e peasan t wande r n igh that bale fu l bower , nu

th inking,

And sudden fee l th e ch i l l ing of the haun ted haze l’s shade ,

A name less horro r se izes on h i s sp i r i t
,
b owed and sh rinking,

And making oft th e Ho ly S ign ,
h e hurries home d ismayed .

Fo r maid that treads th e path of doom b eneath th e haze l’s
shadow ,

Shal l b e the b ride ofDeath , th ey say, b e fore a mon th has flown ;
And laugh ing swain ,

in pr ide of st rengt h ,
who crossed at eve

th e meadow ,

Shal l mou lde r ’
nea.th the matted moss , e

’

e r yet that mead i s

mown !

So ,
in th e so lemn hou rs of n igh t the fai ries dance unharmed

,

T i ll th ro’

gray dawn th e haggard moon h er waning span doth
dree ,

Th en f rom th e b lessed sunb eam fl ies th e ev i l powe r that
charmed

,

And fa i ry spe l l i s l i fted f rom th e wh i te-haze l t ree !

The Fairy Harpers
S I walked th e h e igh ts of Mee l in on a t ranqu i l autumn

day,

Th e fai ry host came stealing o
’

e r the d istan t moorland gray .

I h eard l i ke swee t b e l ls r inging,

Or a grove of l innets s inging,

And th e haun t ing,
wai l fu l mus i c that th e fai ry harpers play !

Like thunde r of deep wate rs wh en vast-h eaving b i llow s b reak
Like sough ing of th e forest wh en ten thousand b ranch es shake
Like moan ing of the wind ,
Wh en th e n igh t fal ls b leak and b l ind,

So wi ld and we i rd th e me lodies th e fai ry m ins tre ls make
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Though down in the mossy chu rchyard my b ones b e unde r the
sod,

My spi r i t shal l watch you , darl ing,
t i l l you come to your rest

in God '

Ba l lad of the Banshee
ACK th ro’

th e h i l ls I hurr ied home
,

Eve r my bod ing soul wou ld say
‘

M other and s iste r b id thee come ,

Long, too long has b een thy stay .

’

S tars shone out , but the moon was pale ,
Touch ed by a b lack cloud’

s ragged r im
,

Sudden I h eard the Banshee’

s wai l
Wh ere Malmor

’

s war-towe r r ises grim .

Qu i ckly I st rode acro ss th e s lope ,
Passed the grove and the Fai ry Mound

(Gloomy th e moat wh ere b l ind owls mope )
Scarce ly b reath ing,

I glanced around.

Mothe r of me rcy ! th e re she sat ,

A woman c lad in a snow-wh ite sh roud ,

S t reamed h er hai r to the clamp moss-mat
,

Wh i te the face on her bosombowed !
‘

Sp i r i t of Woe
’ I eage r cr ied ,

‘Tell me none that I love has gone ,
Co ld i s the grave

’—my accen ts d ied
The Banshee l i fted h e r face so wan .

Pale and wan as the wan ing moon ,

Seen when th e sun-spears he rald dawn .

Ceased all sudden her dreary c roon ,

Fu l l on my own h er wi ld eyes shone ,

Bu rned and seared my inmost sou l .
(When shal l sorrow depart from me ? )

B lack-w inged te rror upon me s tole ,
Bl ind ly gaping, I turned to flee l

Back by th e grove and haun ted mound
O

’

er the lone road I know not how ,
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Hearkened afar my hay ing hound
Home at last at the low h i ll’s b row !
Lone the cottage—the door flung w ide ,

Four l igh ts b urned—oh
,
s igh t o f d read !

Breath ing a praye r, I rushed ins ide ,
‘

Mercy , God ! ’ ’twas my moth e r, dead !
Dead and wh i te as the fal len leaf ,
(Knee l ing,

my s is te r p rayed near by) ,
Wild as I wrest led with my grie f,
Far and fain t came th e Ban shee ’

s c ry !

The Passing ofthe Sidhe
HERE is weeping on Cnoc-Aulin and on hoary S l ieve-na~

mon ,

Th ere’

s a weary wind caree ring ove r haggard Knocknaree ;

By th e b roken mound of Almh in

Sad as death the vo ices cal l ing,

Cal l ing eve r , wai l ing eve r , fo r the pass ing of the S idhe .

Where the hun t ing-cal l of Oss ian waked the woods of Glen-na
mar ,

Wh ere th e F ianna
’

s hoarse chee r ing s i lenced no isy Assaroe
,

Like th e hom ing swal lows mee t ing,

Like a b eaten host ret reat ing,

Hear them sob b ing as they hurry f rom the h i l ls th ey used to

know !
Th e re ’

s a haun ted haze l stand ing on a grim and gloomy scau r ,
Toss ing cease less ly it s b ranches l ike a keene r o’

e r the dead ;

Deep around i t p ress the masses

O i the S luagh
-shee* that passes

To th e moan of fai ry mus ic t im ing we l l the i r muffl ed t read .

Came a wai l of mo rtal angu ish o
’

e r th e n igh t-ensh rouded sea,

Sudden death o
’

e r took th e aged wh i le the in fant c r ied in fear ,
And the dreame rs on the i r pi l lows
Heard the b eat of b urst ing b i l lows .

And th e rumb le and th e rhythm of an army pass ing near .
P ronounced S lua Shee—The Fai ry Army .
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Th ey have le ft th e unb elieving
~

past and gone th e i r gent le
sway,

Lone ly now the rath enchan ted, eer ie glen and wi ld c rannoge
B ut th e sad winds, un forgett ing,

Cal l th em back w ith po ignan t f re tt ing,

Snatch ing songs of elfin sorrow from the st ream s of T i r-na
n

’

Og.

Ould Kilkinny
’

M s i ck 0
’

New York C i ty an
’

th e roarin’

o
’

the th rains

That rowl above th e b lessed roo fs an ’
unde rnaith th e dh rains

Wid dus t an
’

smoke an
’

div i lm int I
’

m mo idhered head an

b rain s,
An

’ I th ink in’

o
’

the skies of ou ld Ki lkinny !

Bad luck to Owen Morahan that s in t th e passage-note
’

T i s he
’

s th e cause , th e omadhaun , I ever tuk th e b oat '

’

T is h e
’

s the cause I ’m weep in
’

h e re
,
a dh rayman on a float ,

When I shou ld b e savin’

hay in ou ld Ki lk inny 1

Th e sorra b it 0 ’

grassy field f rom morn t i l l n igh t I see ,
Nor e

’

e r a lark o r l innet—not to m ind a weesh y b ee !
Och ! an

’

honest I rish moun tain now wou ld l i ft th e heart 0 ’

me ,

Wi ll I eve r see th e h i lls of ou ld Ki lk inny ?

Th e ratt le on th e pavemen t-b locks i s fit to make you c ry ,
A hundhert snor t in’ carriages l ike fi re an

’

b r imstone fly
T in thousant people tear in’ wi ld, b lack sth ranger s pass me by,

An
’

to th ink I le ft me fr inds in ou ld Kilk inny !
’

T i s we ll me lovin ’ parents all are in th e i r coff in-sh rouds ,
’

Twou ld b reak th e i r h earts to see the i r b oy hal f—smoth ered in
th ese crowds,

W id bui ldin ’

s all around that h igh th ey
’re b er r i d in th e clouds

,

Wh en the l i t t le cot wou ld su i t h im in Ki lk inny l

B ad luck to Owen Morahan
,
i f I ’d th e passage b ack ,

’

T i s shortly I ’d b e home agin ac ross th e ocean th rack :
I
’

d not de lay in Queenstown ,
an

’
I
’
d fly th rough Ballyhack ,

Fo r to greet th e ne ighbou rs k ind in ou ld Ki lk inny !
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N a ve ry real sen se ‘

M iss Laura Elizab eth McCully,
M .A .

,

i s a Toron to write r , as , with th e except ion of one academ i c
year in th e Un i ted S tates , and a few mon th s in Ottawa,

sh e

h as lived all h e r l i fe in th i s ci ty .

S h e is a grand n iece of th e late Hon . John M cCully, of

Tru ro ,
Nova S co t ia, one of th e Fath e rs of Con fede rat ion ; and

i s th e daugh ter of Samue l Edward and Helen
(Fitzgib b on ) McCu lly. Her fath e r i s of Manx descen t , and

h er mo the r i s a de scendan t of t h e late Tames McB r ide
,
of

Halton coun ty
,
On tar io ,

magi st rate , who was one of th e p io

n ee t s o f th i s p rovin ce
,
and who h e ro i cally cleared off fores t

and le ft to h is h e i rs
, one th ousand ac res of valuab le farm

lands .

M i s s M cCully was educated at Dee r Park Pub l i c S chool,
Jarv is Collegiate , and Un ive rs i ty College . Th roughout h e r
Un i ve rs i ty cou rse sh e stood h igh in th e class lists , and gradu
ated in 1909 with fi r st-class honours in English ,

Histo ry ,
French and Ge rman . Sh e was and i s part icularly att racted
to th e anc ien t Anglo—Saxon language and h e r written th eses
on th is b ran ch of s tudy

,
togeth e r with th e recommendat ion of

h e r teach e r , Pro fessor David Keyes , M .A .
,
procured for h e r a

Fe llowsh ip in Yale Co llege . In th is In st i tut ion sh e s tudied
fo r an academ ic year (1909 - 10 ) unde r th e we l l-known autho r
of text - b ooks in Anglo-Saxon ,

D r . Alb e rt S . Cooke .

M i ss M cCully i s p roficien t in ath let i cs ; and i s an arden t ad
vocate of th e righ ts of women ,

po li t i cal, p ro fess ional and in
dust r ial. Sh e has fi rm b e lie f that th i s cen tury wi ll fu l ly esta
b l ish equality of sex and o f racial re spon s ib i l i ty .

Sh e b egan h e r poet i cal caree r by winn ing in h e r teen s
seve ral prizes offered by th e Young Peop le

’

s Co rn e r of th e

M ai l and Emp i r e .

He r fi r st b ook of ve rse
,
M ary M agdalene and Oth er P oems ,

was pub li sh ed in 19 14 . It con tain s fifty poem s of such qual i ty
that one fee ls

,
afte r seve ral read ings , that th is young poe t

must yet c limb far up th e h e igh ts of poet i c ach ievemen t .
Be s ides lab ou ring in a mun i t ion s factory in 19 16 , to aid the

cause of the A llies
,
M i ss McCully has b een engaged in wri ting a

met rical t ran slat ion of th e epic of Beowulf , th e most p rec ious
o f Old English li terary re l i cs . Th is i s impo rtan t work for
wh i ch sh e i s adm i rab ly qualified .
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Our Little S ister
EEP , l i tt le sh r inking spi ri ts of th e woods

,

Hang down you r fai r , green faces , all ye leave s ,
And dews b e heavy on th e year’s fi r stbo rn ,

Yea, weep as rain , all ye that b reath e of spring,

To-day I passed h er in th e c ity st reets !

Sure ly the kind b rown earth must p i ty h er ,
Nurs ing i ts young so safe ly at the b reast ,
All the great winds that no man may dehle

Compass ionate h er , and the b ending t rees
Happy in fru i t fulness and b lest w ith song !

But whe re h er feet are set of all God made

No stone remain s ; and wearing ch i ldhood
’

s face
Fixed in an awfu l le thargy and calm ,

Defiled , defiling, ye t accus ing not ,

Avenged upon h e r race , she passes on .

The Troubadour
’

s 1. .e
ING low

,
my p rec ious ly re , low in each st ring.

Thou wast not f ramed for exal tat ion ’

s b urst
,

Or chan t susta ined , st rain ing thy go lden cho rds ,
S ing low , s ing low,

th ou con stan t f r iend, my ly re !

For now we two may wander forth in peace ,

Shattered our shack les ar e and st ricken from us ,

And we shall r ise and s teal out in to th e world ,
S inging all day, on eve ry way,

my ly re .

Like Orpheus have we two sojou rned th rough h e l l .
And with our eyes seen evi l , nor avai led
To wre st the i r t reasure f rom th e envious sh ades .

The re fore come fo rt h ,
leave to th e Gods th e i r wo rld !

I f we should fi nd th at o rchard lamped w ith gold
O i h eart ’s des i re ,

fast ing wil l we pass on
,

No r r ifle one small
,
new-b lown ways ide flowe r ,

But b less i t s b eau ty , pass , and pass ing, s ing.

Thus shall we t ravel l igh t of foot and f ree ,
And cal l th e world ou r garden and th e woods

423
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Our house , and h ear t he great winds call to us ,

And somet imes fee l th e dripp ing of th e dews
In lone ly p laces . Come , fo r we are f ree .

0 lyre ,
h eart of my h eart , formed fo r the wind

That is God’

s b reath , and not fo r human hands

Jangl ing am id th e s t rings , come , let us go l

Canoe Song at Twi light
OWN in th e wes t th e shadows rest ,
Lit tle grey wave , s ing low , s ing low !

Wi th a rhythm i c sweep o
’

er th e gloomy deep
Into th e dusk of th e n igh t we go ,

And th e padd les d ip and li f t and s l i p
,

And th e drops fal l back with a patte ring drip ;
Th e wigwams deep of the sp i r i ts of s leep
Ar e p itch ed in th e gloom on th e h ead land steep .

Wake not the i r s i lence as you go,

Litt le grey wave , s ing low, s ing low !

From your po rch on h igh wh e re th e c louds go by,

Litt le wh i te moon ,
look down , look down !

Neath n igh t
’

s shu t lid th e stars are h id,

And the las t late b i rd to h i s nest has flown .

The s low waves gl ide and s ink and s l ide
And rise in ripp les along th e s ide ;

Th e loons cal l low in the marsh b e low ,

N igh t weaves ab out us h e r magi c s low ,

Ere the last faint gleam in our wake b e gone ,
Litt le wh ite moon ,

look down , look down !

A Bal lad of the Lakes
Y love she wen t a-sai l ing
Ere ye t th e day was done ,

And a wind b lew up ,
and a wind b lew up ,

S t raigh t out of th e se tt ing sun .

I sat on a rock a-fish ing ,

Whe re flashes th e b ronze-b lack fin
And th e edd ies sw i rl and suck and cur l
When th e r ive r t ide comes in .
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One leap to th e j utt ing head land
,

Like a b low i t s tung my face ,
Th e cap of wind with the th reat b eh ind
Of the squal l that comes apace .

Ou t on the lake the re widened
A wreath ing ring of b lack

,

And th e spread ing c loud li ke an out-flung sh roud
Prom ised th e com ing wrack .

Th e waves rose wh i te and froth ing,

With a h iss l i ke a ratt lesnake
That gl ides at n igh t past th e lan te rn

’

s l igh t
Ou th e path th rough a s l imy b rake .

Have you seen th e in land wate rs
Wh en th e b lack squall r ides the wave ?

Fo r i t comes l ike l igh t and th ere i s no fl igh t ,
And you cal l on God to save ,

As I , one b reath ,

‘

Save , save h er ! ’

And I plunged in th e dr iving roar ,
Fo r my l igh t canoe pie rced th rough and th rough
Lay h igh on th e rocky sho re .

Clean s t roke ,
long b reath , po i sed b ody ,

They laugh at your manhood
’

s pr ide ,
The b i l lows that seeth e and d rive in your teeth
Wh en th e b reath cramps in your s ide .

3

5

quarte r-m i le to th e headland ?

Ten m i le s
,
of bo i l ing h ell !

Bl ind
,
choked and stung,

b ru i sed ,
tossed and flung

I n a wo r ld that h eaved and fe l l .

But once , from the crest of a comb er
Th e gleam of a d istan t sai l,

As s l igh t a th ing as a b ut te rfiy
’

s wing
Tos sed in to th e teeth of th e gale .

On
, ou l I s you r b lood tu rned wate r ?
Shal l a st rain ing mu sc le ’

s pain ,

Though i t snap l ike tow ,
Speak loude r now

Than th e c ry of h eart and b rain ?
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In my ears the roar of thunde r ,
I n my eyes a spray b lood-red ,

But once I sank , lost w ind and drank ,
And someth ing snapped in my h ead .

Do you know the way of th e waters
Wh en the i r sudden wrath i s o

’

e r ?

Rub b ish and wrack they cas t
'

sa fe back ,
And they cast me on the sho re .

‘

Do you know the way of th e waters
The hungry , rest less wave ?
They take fo r to l l a l iving sou l
And no man knows the grave .

Then search no more by the marsh es
Wh e re the moon stands up so wh ite

,

Has neve r a b i rd th rough the s i lence st i rred
Al l th e long, b r igh t summe r n igh t .

Then seek no mo re by the r ive r
Wh ere th e wate r li l ies gleam ,

So pale and s t i l l , so ghost ly ch i l l
Like a dead face in a d ream ,

Fo r the eyes may ache wi th seeking,

They may search t i l l they see no more ,
And the h eart grow old and th e pu lse b eat co ld
Ere my love come s b ack to sho re .

Mary Magdalene Soli loquizes
On Love

ING ,
h eart of spring, along th e winte r ways ,

Go ligh t ly feet ,
’twas he re H is foo ts teps te ll,

Th e b i rds s ing of H im for h e counted them
And knew them all, the li tt le winged loves
Like happy though ts ! Yea,

eve ry leaf that kissed
H im pass ing in the garden hath such li fe
As puts our immortal i ty to shame .

Th e winds ar e pregnant with H is message now ,

The un i ve rsal , all-un i t ing winds
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That know no lim i tat ion ,
l ike th e sp i ri t

Of m igh ty t ruth s , sweep ing c reat ion
'

s b ounds ,

Disdain ing man-made b arriers , change and t ime .

Yea
,
s ince He came , s ing resu rrected soul,

As natu re s ings, th rough win te r un to spring !
For now th e anc ien t curse i s past away ,
Th e s imple way and st raigh t made plain to man

And love exal ted
,
love revealed , p roc laimed .

Not love that se l f has sough t for selfish ends ,

Nor love possess ing o r possessed , but love
Creat ing, sacr ificing,

b ind ing all,

Conce iv ing good b ut as th e good of all,

Laying down l i fe that l i fe may b e fulfilled

In th e new l i fe th at spr ings a thousand fold
More r ich fo r sacr ifice . 0 pe r fect b l iss
Wh i ch man alone of all creat ion fai led
To grasp , to comp reh end ! See how th e earth
Meekly and sweet ly

,
with a sure con ten t ,

Lays down th e old year’s leaves , yie lds to th e wind
Her precious , garnered seeds , nor makes complain t ,
But in h er h eart , all lowly , s ings of spring ;
See h er eme rge f rom tempest , rec reate ,
Inst inct wi th l i fe ,

nob le and large and calm ,

At peace with th e infin i te pu rposes of God !

S ing,
h eart of Spr ing,

along th e win t ry way
H i s b lessed fee t made glad . Weep not for H im ,

Nor for th e wor ld, nor for thy human pain .

Cound
’

st thou have d ied as He did, who cou ld rend
That place f rom thee ? Most per fect was H i s part ,
But thou hast th ine , to succou r , h eal and teach ,

Even as He , pe rch ance to die as He

For man . S ing,
happy h eart , along l i fe

’

s way

Fo r joy and love ar e met in thee and l i fe
We l ls new with in th ee , s ing for spring i s h ere ,
S ing,

for th ine eyes have seen th e R i sen Lord !
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ECAU SE of th e warm p lace h e ld in the h earts of Cana

d ian reade rs , by Charles G . D . Rob erts , a fi r st volume

o f poems f rom th e p en of h i s e ldest l iv ing son
, M r . Lloyd

Rob e rts , was a mat ter of nat ional in terest .
Th i s volume , England Over S eas , pub l ish ed in th e spring of

19 14
,
at on ce att rac ted wide atten t ion . I t was soon d iscove r

ed that th e son i s as t rue a poet as th e fath e r
,
possess ing th e

same une rr ing vis ion and sureness of touch in nature descr ip
t ion ,

and th e same hue maste ry o f wo rds and of rhythm i c
effect s .

I n an exce llen t review in th e Hali fax H erald
,
appears th is

passage :
I t i s th e s imp lici ty of s tatemen t

, th e lyr ic ch arm and th e spon
tan eou s j oy of i t s ut te rance wh ich make M r . Rob er ts’ wo rk such

a p leasu re and a p rofit to r ead . Th i s simplici ty i s obviously M r .

Rob e r ts’ ideal, and w i th such an ideal h eld s teadily b efo r e h im ,
th er e

i s no d is tance h e may not travel and no h e igh t h e may not climb
to delive r h i s m e ssage to th e wo r ld . Lloyd Rob erts com es

upon th e scen e as a w r i te r of true ly r ic poe try , s inging th e song of

h i s native land
, and w i th each succe ss ive poem fu lfi lling th e prom i se

of b ecom ing on e of th e wav -mark s of Canadian li terature .

M r . Rob e rts was b orn in Frede ri cton
,
N .B .

,
Octob e r 3 l st ,

1884 . He was educated in th e sch ools of h i s nat ive c ity and

sub sequently at Windso r
,
N S . Wh en e igh teen years of age ,

h e b roke away f rom th e class-room and b egan h i s caree r of

se l f—d i rected effo rt . I n 1904 h e jo ined th e s taff of Ou ting

M agazin e, New York
,
as ass i stan t ed i tor ; and late r b ecame

an ed i to rial wri te r fo r ‘

Th e Nat ional Encyclopaed ia of Ame r
i can B iograph y .

’

S ince th en h e has don e newspape r wo rk
in Bri t i sh Columb ia and in On tario , and i s now occup ied in
th e Departmen t of th e In te rio r , at Ottawa,

as edi tor of imm i
grat ion l i te ratu re .

M r . Rob e rts has b een twice married
,

— in 1908, to He len
Hope Farquhar Balmain

, of England , to whom h i s fi r st volume

i s ded icated ,
and who d ied in 19 12 ,

leaving h im with one l i tt le
daugh te r , Pat ric ia— and in 19 14 , to L i la Wh i te , of New York
S tate .

Th e reade rs of England Over S eas wi ll learn with ve ry real
p leasu re th at M r . Rob e rts’ second b ook of ve rse i s ready fo r
th e press .
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The Fruit-Rancher
E sees the rosy apples cl ing l ike flowers to the bough

He plucks th e pu rp le p lum s and spi l ls th e cherrie s on

th e grass ;
He wan ted peace and s i lence ,—God gives h im p lenty now

Hi s feet upon th e moun tain and h is shadow on the pass .

He bu i l t h imse l f a cab in f rom red cedars of h is own ;

He b lasted out th e stumps and twi tch ed th e b ou lde rs f rom
t h e so i l ;

And w ith an axe and ch ise l h e fash ioned out a th rone
Wh e re he m igh t d ine in grandeur off th e fir st f ru i ts of h is

toi l .
Hi s orchard i s a t reasu re-house al ive w ith song and sun ,

Wh ere cu rran ts ripe as rub ies gleam and go lden p i pp i ns
glow ;

Hi s se rvants are th e wind and rain whose work i s neve r done,
T i l l win te r rends th e scarlet roo f and b anks t h e hal ls with

snow .

He shouts across the val ley, and th e ranges answe r back ;
H is b rushwood smoke at even ing l i fts a co lumn to the moon ;

And dim b eyond the d istance where th e Kootenai snakes b lack,
He hears the s i lence shatte red by th e laugh ter of th e loon .

Miss Pixie
ID you ever mee t M iss Pixi e of th e S p ruces ?
D id you ever glimpse h er mocking elfin face?

Did you ever h ear h er calli ng wh i le th e wh ip-poor-wi lls wer e
calling,

And sli pped your pack and taken up th e chase?

He r fee t are clad in moccas ins and b eads .

He r dress ? Oh ,
next to noth ing ! Though undressed,

He r s lender arms are c i rc led round with v ine
And dusky locks c l ing c lose ab ou t h er b reast .

Red b e rries droop b e low each po in ted ear ;

Her nut-b rown legs are cr iss-c rossed wh i te with scratches ;
He r mer ry laugh te r s i fts among th e p ines ;
Her eage r face gleams pale f rom m i lk-weed patch es .

22
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And though I neve r yet have reach ed h er hand
God knows I ’ve t ried with all my h ear t’s des i re ;

One mo rn ing just at dawn sh e caugh t me s leep ing
And with her soft l ips touched my sou l w ith fi re .

And once wh en camping near a foaming r ip ,
Ly ing w ide-eyed b eneath th e m i lky s tars ,

Sudden I heard h er vo i ce r ing sweet and clear,
Cal l ing my sou l b eyond th e r ive r b ars .

Dear, dancing P ixie of th e w ind and weath er,
Aglow with love and mer rimen t and sun ,

I chase thee down my dreams
, b ut catch th ee never

God gran t I catch th ee ere the t rai l is done !

Did you ever me et M iss P ixi e of th e Th i ckets ,
Wh er e th e s car let leaves leap tinkling fr om your feet?

Have you ever h eard h er calling wh i le a mi llion feet wer e
falling,

And a mi lli on ligh ts wer e cr owding all th e s tr ee t?

England
’

s Fie lds
NGLAND

’

S c l iffs are wh i te l ike m i lk ,
But England

’

s fields are green ;
Th e grey fogs c reep ac ross th e moo rs,
But warm suns s tan d b e tween .

And not so far f rom London town ,
b eyond the b rimm ing

st reet
,

A thousand l i tt le summer winds are s inging in th e wheat .

Red—l ipped popp ies stand and bu rn ,

The h edges are aglow ;
The dais ies c l imb th e windy h i l ls
T i ll all grow wh ite l ike snow .

And wh en th e s l im ,
pale moon s l ides down , and dreamy n igh t

is near,
There’

s a wh i spe r in th e b eech es for lone ly h earts to h ear .

Popp ies burn in I ta ly
,

And sun s grow round and h igh ;
Th e b lack p ines of Pos i lipo

Are gaun t upon th e sky
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Th e winte r w inds are talking in th e dead ranks of th e t rees ;
And st i l l she te l ls of daddy as sh e tucks each tot in b ed

God p i ty all dear women who h ave husbands ove r seas !

The Winter Harvest
ETWEEN th e b lackened cu rb s lie s tacked the harvest of

th e sk ies
,

Long l ines of frozen , grimy cocks b e fou led by c i ty feet ;
On e i th er s ide the rac ing th rongs , th e c rowd ing c l iffs , the c r ies,
And cease less w inds that eddy down to wh ip the i ron st reet .

Th e wagon s wh ine b eneath th e i r loads, th e raw-boned horses
s t rain ;

A hundred su l len shove ls claw and heave the sodden mass

Th ere l i fts no dust of scen ted moats , no ch ee ry cal l of swain,
Nor b i rds that p ipe from borde r b rush ac ross th e ye l low

grass .

No cow-b e l ls honk from up land fields , no sunset th rushes cal l
To swarth y , bare-l imb ed harveste rs b eyond the stubb le

roads
B ut flanges grind on f rosted stee l , th e weary snow-p icks fal l ,
And tw isted , to i l ing b acks are b en t to p i le th e b i tte r loads .

No shout ing from th e in te rvales , no s inging f rom the h i l l ,
No scent of t rodden tan sy weeds among th e go lden grain
On ly th e s i len t , cr inging forms b eneath th e ach ing ch i l l .
On ly the hungry eyes of wan t in haggard cheeks of pain .

Come (b ietly, Britain !
OME qu iet ly, Br i tain , all togeth er, come !

I t is t ime !
We have waited, we igh ed, and wondered
Who had b lundered ;
S tared askance at one anoth er
As our b ro th e r s lew our b roth er,
And wen t ab ou t our b us iness,
Saying :

‘

I t wi l l all b e righ t—some day.

Let th e so ldiers do the ki l l ing
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I f th ey’re wi lling
Let the sai lors do th e mann ing,

Le t the Cab inets do the p lann ing,

Let the banke rs do the paying,

And th e c le rgy do th e p raying.

Th e Emp i re i s a f ixture
Wal led and we lded by five oceans ,
And a l i tt le b lood won ’t move i t

,

Nor a flood-t ide of emot ions .

’

We l l , now we know the t ruth
And t he facts of all th is figh t ing ;

How
’

t i s not for England
’

s glo ry
But fo r all a wide world’

s righ ting ;
Not for Geo rge nor party powe r

,

Not for conques t nor for dowe r,
Not for fea r of our last hou r,
B ut the lone star of l ib e rty and l igh t .
What th e Pur itans le ft England for ,
What th e I rish th e i r green is le ;
What Ado lphus p ledged h is l i fe to ,

And Orange took f rom Spain
The Spain that Grenv i l le th rot t led ,
And Frankie b roke in twain
What Wash ington starved and st rove for
I n the long win te r n igh t ;
Linco ln wep t for , d ied for
Do we doub t i f h e were righ t ?

Ah ! I t i s t ime , i f th e sou l of th ese is ours
T ime to put an end t o reason
And take th e field for righ t .
They wi l l lead us

,
neve r fear i t ,

Th ey wi l l lead us th rough th e n igh t .
They wi l l stee l th e sou l and s inew
O i the legion s of th e land ;
Th ey wi l l p i lot up t h e Dreadnough ts
With the t i llers in th e i r hand
Howard and Frob ish er and Drake
And who wou ld fear to fol low
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Wh en Ne lson sets th e course ?
And who wou ld turn h is eyes away
From We l l ington

’

s wh i te ho rse ?

Not one
,
I warrant

,
now

Not one at home to-day ;

I n England ? I n S cot land ?
In th e Green I s le ’c ross th e way?
No

,
nor far away to wes tward

Beyond th e leagues of foam
Th ey are com ing,

th ey are com ing,

The i r feet are turn ing home .

In Canada th ey’re s inging,
And love l ies l ike a flame
Ab out the i r h earts th is morn ing
That sea-w inds cannot tame .

Africa ? Aus t ral ia ?
Aye , a m i l l ion th roats p roclaim
That the ir Mothe rland is Mothe r st i l l
In someth ing mo re than name !

It i s t ime ! Come , all togeth e r , come !
Not to th e fife

’

s cal l , not to th e drum
R igh t needs you ; T ruth c laims you

That’s a cal l indeed
One mus t h eed !
Not for th e weeping
(God knows the re i s weeping ! )
Not for the horrors
That are b lott ing out th e page ;
Not for our comrades
(How many now are s leeping ! )
Nor for the p i ty nor the rage ,
B ut for th e sake of s imp le goodness
And H is laws ,
We shal l sacr ifice our all

For The Cause !
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EATRICE REDPATH i s th e youngest of a fam i ly of

th ree ,
th e daugh te rs and th e son of th e late Alexande r

Pe te rson , C .E.

, and h i s wi fe whose maiden surname was

L‘

anglo i s . Both paren ts we re nat ive Canad ians ; and th e i r
daugh te r , Beat rice , was b orn in Mont real.
Alexande r Pete rson

,
C .E. ,

was very d ist ingu ish ed in h i s

p ro fe ss ion . He was th e enginee r of th e C .P .R . b ridge ,
b u i lt in

1886
, ac ross th e S t . Lawrence

,
at Lach in e ; and was Ch ie f

Enginee r of th e Canad ian Pac ific Rai lway , wh en th e S te . Anne
an d Vaudreu i l b r idges we re con structed , and th e great b ridge
at Sau lt S te . Marie . Th e New Yo rk Times declared that h e
was -

‘

one of th e b e st rai lway enginee rs in th e wo rld .

’

Beat ri ce Pe te rson was educated in private schoo ls in h e r

nat ive c i ty
,
un t il sh e was seven teen years old ,

wh en sh e moved
to Gode rich

,
On tario

,
and l ived th e re fo r hy e years . In April

,

19 10
,
sh e married M r . Wi ll iam Redpath

,
o f Mon t real . Th ey

have one lit tle b oy.

D rawn S h u tter s , h er fi r st b ook
,
was pub lish ed in 19 14 , and

capab le cri t ics we re qu i ck to d i sce rn th e clear vi s ion and fine

art ist ry of th e poe t .

Earth Love
OD

,
in Thy Heaven hast Thou eve r known

To i l wh en th e h eart and hand we re fu sed in one

T h e swee t b ru ised scen t of grasses newly mown ,

Th e sharp de l igh t to see each dawn th e sun

R i s ing ab ove th e margen t of th e seas ?

And hast Thou eve r felt w ith in Thy b reast
That st range de ligh t in d im uncertain ties
With eve ry day’s ap pare llings u nguessed

?

Ah
,
has t Thou lai n wi th w ide '

en t ranced eyes
Wrapped in th e pu rp le ve i lings of th e n igh t
B eneath th e

,

f retted sp lendour of th e skies
And seen th em t re ssed with co ronal of ligh t ,
Yearn ing to pu sh th e i r s i lve rn fr i nge apart
And so adven tu re to E te rn i ty ?
God ,

I h ave st range ly felt i t in my heart
Walking upon th e earth to pi ty Th ee .
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To One Lying Dead
TRANCE that thou l iest so , vo id of all wil l
For loving ; so con ten t w ith thy long sleep

That ne i th e r wo rd nor sound may st i r th e st i l l
Ca lm qu iet of th e dream that thou dost keep .

Pale now th e ch eri sh ed contour of thy face ,
Thy l ids lie heavy

’

gainst th e ach e of l igh t ,
And ho ld in th e i r wan st i l lness ne

’

e r a t race
Of waking from th e shadow of thy n igh t .
Langu id thy tender feet unsandal led rest,
Wearied of passage o

’

er th e furrowed earth
They say thou art gone forth upon thy quest
Seek ing a greater fu l lness of reb i rth .

Ye t all that I have ever known of th ee
Lies h ere . What has gone out from th ee th is hou r
That leaveth th ee, unst i rred by word f rom me,

Low ly ing,
l ike a fal len scent less flower ?

Hadst thou a sou l wh i ch th rough the dr i ft ing years
My earth -b ound v is ion was too du l l to see ?

And d idst thou know the we igh t of unsh ed tears ?
Hadst thou a spir i t st rain ing to b e free ?

A h eart that knew regret and all des i re ,
And envy and that mal ice men cal l hate ,
And saw with fear the s low consum ing fire

Of l i fe , and learned to b e compass ionate ?

Th en all of th is was what I knew not o i ,

Thou wert but love l iness made man i fest ,
And wo re th e garment fash ioned of my love
So fitt ingly that I ign ored th e rest .
Shall all of th ee that I have eve r known
Become as dust th e sun sh ines not upon ?
I d id not know thy sou l so st range ly flown ,

80 may not hnd thee wh ere thou now art gone .

Th en let me knee l thu s worsh ipping and seeh

Th ee whom I love , st i ll ly ing as thou ar t ,

That I may ever keep long dreams of thee
And hold th ine image close with in my h eart .
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So shal l I look upon thy face so fai r,
And thy sealed l ids wh ich s leep doth seem to p lease

,

Thy mouth ’

s pale b lossom and thy fal len h-ai r ,
Wh ere h eavy shadows lie at p leasan t ease .

Rebe l lion

T
HE earth lay wrapped in pale low hanging m ist ,
A s some wh i te tomb all ready for i ts dead

I though t , and shudde ringly forward p ressed
In to that shadowed house where n igh t st i l l hung
Darkly , as though i t yet were loath to leave
Wh i le h e lay there so st i l l w ith in the room .

The re was a garden once whe re th e rose t rees
We re heavy with wh i te glob es of scen ted b loom

,

The re th e b r igh t-shafted arrows of the moon

Fell down th e ame thyst ine ways of n igh t ,
And s i lence hung so h eavy on the ai r

We scarce ly dared to fret the n igh t w ith speech .

Ah ,
how the scent of that rose garden now

Dr i fts b ack , and for a momen t lu l ls my pain ,

But then more po ignan t seems my h eart
’

s sharp
For he l ies dead , s i lent and '

all alone .

How st range it is to b e th e fir st t ime he re
,

And pass by eve ry room wh e re he has b een
Wh i ch now are empty as a d isused f rame .

Along these hal ls h is feet have o ft en t rod
Unto th e sound of Her vo i ce cal l ing h im ,

So care fu l of Her p leasure as h i s won t .
Ah , how th e shadows of th ese empty hal ls
Seem p ress ing on my th roat to st ifle me,

Un t i l I fee l I may not reach that - room .

I though t my h eart acquain ted we l l w i th grie f ,
But oh ,

I had not known th ere was such woe
I n all th e wo rld as th is , 0 God as th is ,
To stand and look on my b e loved dead .

0 Death ,
I did no t know thou we rt so st i l l
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The Daughter of Jaims
HAVE fash ion ed so f t raimen t for h er to wear
And have laid h er emb ro ide red sandals in h er room

,

I have said I wou ld b raid and b ind h er h eavy hai r,
But sh e has gone out to th e orchard to gathe r b loom .

Last n igh t sh e lay in th e dusk w ith h er eyes adream
,

And I ques t ioned of what we re h e r dreams as I touched
hand

,

B ut sh e looked at me with a sm i le in h er eyes’ dark gleam,

What word m igh t sh e use to make me understand ?

So sh e spoke instead of th e earth all b athed in l igh t ,
O i th e moon as a l ily when th e leaves un fo ld,
O i th e t rees l ike s i lve r p lumes to deck the n igh t,
Of th e starry skies as a b lazoned scr ipt un ro l led .

Sh e has no p raise for all sh e had cherish ed b e fore ,
And has given away her b eads of ye l low go ld,
S trange she seems , yet more k ind than he reto fore ,
And I marve l much at the dreams sh e must w ith ho ld .

Sh e has spoken no word ab out her curious s leep ,
And th e l igh t in her eyes we have vain ly essayed to read,
Th e secre t of h er dream sh e must h idden keep,
Fo r h er l ips are f ramed but to an earth ly need .

She has le ft h er sandals ly ing upon the floor

And all un tasted her gob let of amb e r w ine ,
Sh e has gone out to the sun b eyond th e doo r
To s it in th e coo l green gloom of the hanging v ine .

My Thoughts
Y though ts are as a flock of sheep
Upon a windy wo ld,

At even t ide th ey homeward c reep
To sh e l te r f rom th e co ld
And wh en I lay me down to s leep
They rest w ith in th e fo ld .



A lfred Gordon

A lfred Gordon
,
wh o for s ome years has b een r es id ing

i n M ont r eal
,
is a young English poe t wh ose wor lc r eveals

e . t
'

traord inary gen ius and d is t inct ion . N o p rais e can b e too

h igh for some of th e poems in th is mos t p romis ing volume of
in i t ial ve rs e . Th e changes that have come Ot

'

er

English poe try,
largely on accoun t of th e war

, are s een fai th
fully r eflected in th is b oole , and th es e changes make for gr eate r

manliness
, gr eater nob ili t y and gr eate r aus ter i ty of th ough t .

I t is in th e poems th at make up th e firs t s ect ion of
th is r emarkab le b ook that th e young poe t

'

s gen i us sh ines out

in all i ts matur e and aus te r e nob ili ty. Th e
‘

Eas ter

Oa
’

e
'

and th e
‘

Ode for D om in ion Day,

’

w i th th e poems ‘

Eng
land to F rance

,

’ ‘

Th e L i t tle Ch urch ,

’

B r 'en ing P ra t 'er
'

and
‘

On a D ead Moder n Poe t
,

’

contain s ome of th e fines t

and mos t e . t
'

alteal w r i t ing that has b een done i n th e field of
mode r n English poe t ry.

—RF.V. i s sues 11 . DOLLA RD ,
in

"

l
‘

h e

G lob e .

’

To ron to .
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T
O m ee t unexpec tedly a new poet of o riginali ty and powe r

,

and to fee l fo r a few m inu tes th e ch arm o f h is f rank ,
s ince re and warm - b looded pe rsonali ty

, was my priv i lege
in a Yonge S t ree t b ookstore , one fortunate day in January ,
19 16 . Th e poe t was M r . A lfred Go rdon of Mon t real, and

my at ten t ion had jus t b een drawn by M r . Alb ert B ri tn ell to
Fath e r Dollard

'

s app rec iat ive cri t ique , wh en in walked M r .

Go rdon with a volume of h i s Poems unde r h is arm .

M r . Gordon was b o rn in London
,
England ,

in 1888 . He

was educated in a pr ivate schoo l , and at Finsbury Teclm ica l
Co llege ,

wh e re h e s tud ied fo r th ree years and graduated wi th
a ce r t ificate in M ech an ical Enginee ring. Sh ortly af te r gradua
t ion h e was emp loyed by th e Unde rfeed S toker Company ,
and in connect ion wi th th i s company

,
fi r st saw Canada in 1908

,

wh en h e came ou t 0 11 th e Allan Line steame r
, Co r in th ian ,

ass i s t ing in b o i ler tests to determ ine th e re lat ive efficiency of

mechan i cal s toking as again st hand-fi r ing.

Th i s was th e voyage on wh i ch th e Corin th ian came into
co llis ion with th e Malin Head

,
and M r . Go rdon was s t randed

wi th th e rest for a fortn igh t at Levis . Th rough a m isunder

stand ing th e s teame r con t inued homeward withou t h im
,
and h e

was le ft alone and penn i less .

Even tually h e go t b ack to England , b ut not finding congen

ial employmen t of a pe rmanen t natu re
,
h e dec ided

,
in June ,

19 10
,
to cross th e ocean again ,

th is t ime to se tt le in Canada. He

came fi rst to Toron to wh ere h e says ,
I was engaged in almo s t unb elievab ly h umb le work , b efo r e I
wen t to Lach ine and en tered th e emp loy of Th e Dom in ion B r idge
Company as a structural d raugh tsman .

M r . Gordon stuck to draugh t ing,

‘

eventually making good ,

’

and was with Th e S t . Lawrence Bridge Company wh en th e

Great War b roke ou t
,
unsettling indust rial condi t ions and

caus ing loss of emp loymen t to h im self and oth e rs .

Th e d rudge ry— to h im— of a cle rksh ip in an in surance office

provided a li ve lihood for a t ime , wh en h e res igned to b ecome

Managing Ed i tor of Th e Canadian S pectator ana
’
B ookman

,

a new j ournalist i c ven tu re with h eadquarte rs in Mon treal .
I n th is ci ty M r . Gordon res ides with h i s mothe r , to whose
devot ion and gu idance h e asc rib e s whateve r at tainmen t and

success h e h as ach ieved .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


445 Al fred Gordon

And
,
at the root, the d ifference is not great ;

’

T i s b ut a st rangeness more p ro found I seek
Th e Boy’s romance, to h im ,

i s filled with Fate ,
Although h is e lders of i t l igh t ly speak .

So h ere , inve rse ly, and f rom t ime to t ime ,
I s to ld , dear f r iend, my p i lgr image s ince th en

F rom decorat ion and emb ro idered rhyme
To some poo r read ing of th e m inds of men .

I some t imes ponde r i f each sou l that wins
An en t rance to th e far-off gates th e reo f,

May make atonemen t for a sp i r i t’s s ins ,
I f once i t dwe l t w i th i t , on earth , in love .

I wonde r i f those hours , though so long past ,
Wh en we in word and deed wen t hand in hand

,

Wil l b e a sacramen t , and, at th e last ,
Toge the r in that C ity we shal l stand ?

Easter Ode , l9 15
SPR ING ! To whom the

'

Poets of all t ime

Have made sweet rhyme ;

And un to Love rs , above all
,
mos t dear !

How sha l l they h-ymn th ee in th is latter year ,
Wh en Death , not Life, doth ripen to h is p rime ?

What pu lse shal l qu i cken , o r what eye grow b righ t ,
W ith Love’

s de l igh t ,
Now s leepeth not th e b r idegroom with th e b ride ?
What flower s shal l cove r, or what grasses h ide
Th e m i les of mounds that th rust upon our s1gh t

?

Apri l’s l ight showers , that made the sun more sweet,
Seem now to beat
I n constan t bod ing of the nat ions’ tears
Across the pas tu res , to each moth e r’s ears ,
Th e lamb s and ewes more pi teous ly b leat .
Th e fledglings fal len from th e nes t awake ,
I n h earts that b reak ,
A new compass ion for th e i r flutter ing
Th e b rown so ft eyes of eve ry fur ry th ing
S eem doub ly tende r for our sorrow’

s sake .



Alfred Gordon

Pity , th rough Terror , hath touch ed every h eart ;
None stand apart

,

I n b lun ted sense or in th e Spi ri t’s pride
Th e base and gross are clean sed and pur ified ;

Li fe to th e lette red grows mo re great than Art .
Te rro r, of T ragedy th e ne the r po le ,
Hath purged th e sou l ;
Th e priest and p roph et c ry not now alone
B lood and burnt-ofi'

er ings , that we though t outgrown,

Now seem the cent re of a cosm i c wh o le .

On eve ry h i l l , b lood s tains th e me l t ing snow ,

Th e rivers flow

C rimson and swo l len with th e unb uried dead ;
Th rough vale and meadow like a s i lve r th read
Th e st reams wind not as but a year ago .

The sto l id p loughman as a r ite or prayer
Doth dr ive h is share ,
B ut Plague and Fam ine in th e furrows stalk ;
Wh i le

,
in th e c i t ies , our d ist racted talk

Betrays the feve r of a constan t care .

Nay ! I t is Autumn
, sur

’

e ly, and not Sp r ing,

That we shou ld s ing?
Autumn whose b reath makes eve ry lea f fo rlorn !
‘

Put in thy s i ck le on th e standing corn !
The sh eaves are ready for th e garner ing !

’

But , l i ke a t rumpe t, even as we doub t ,
A Vo i ce r ings out

Above th e sh r i l l of th e increas ing s tr i fe :
LO ,
i t i s Easter ! And th ere dawns such l i fe ,

The very stars , in exu l tat ion
,
shout !

Be fore th e glory of th e seraph im
Earth ’

s hosts grow dim ;

Th e R igh ts of Nat ions and man
’

s emp i res fade
No more from God each seeks pecu l iar aid ;
I n equal pen i tence all turn to H im .

And though th e qu icken ing of th e coun t less s lain
We plead in vain

,

Li fe
,
and not Death , shal l reap th is harvest-t ide

447
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Love in th e Pit shal l sea l th e Prince of Pr ide ;
The Peace we mocked , in t riumph shal l ob tain .

Caugh t up in v is ion , lo, I dare to p en
Patmos again
‘Beho ld ! Th e kingdoms of th is wor ld shal l b e
Those of our Lord, and of His Ch rist ; and He

Shal l re ign for eve r and for eve rmore .

’ Amen .

England to France
A paraph ras e of M r . Clut ton-B r ock

’

s pr ose tr i bute
,

‘

France
’

FRANCE ! On th is d i re ann iversary
Afte r what fash ion shou ld we s ing to thee ?

Or shou ld we s ing ?
Or i f one sang in such an hour, shou ld we ?
For , in t imes past , how o ften have we said
But van ity and fo l ly crowned thy h ead,
And that in th ee th e re was no stab le th ing ?
Yet thou d ids t judge us w ith l ike jaund i ced eyes
A peop le gloomy as th e ir own grey ski es,
Whom ne i th e r love
Nor hate nor fear nor death m igh t agon ise
That neve r new a l i fet ime in one kiss
Deaf to all rhapsody of woe or b l iss ,
Of He l l b eneath them , o r of Heaven above .

For p erfidy we we re to th ee a name ,

As thou to us for all l i cen t ious shame ,

Un t i l that day
Al l such loose fo l ly was consumed w ith flame

But now ,
howe’e r th e t ide of batt le run ,

Th is year for us an era has b egun

Wh i ch shal l not soon or l igh t ly pass away .

As love rs’ quarre ls now s tand forth revealed
Th e petty wrangles that we kept unh ealed
In j ealous pride ,
But now for eve r and for eve r sealed ;
On ly th e wasted past shal l we now rue,

Th e love unowned wh ich yet at h eart we knew,

An d wh ich f rom now shal l never b e den ied .
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Not th e i rs , but part of th e e ternal w i l l
So thou , 0 Fran ce , b e fo re the wor ld dost figh t
Not for thyse l f alone , but that great l igh t
I n wh i ch the ve ry flood of freedom st reams .

That l igh t indeed wh ich always l igh ted th ee ,
Howe’

e r d isgu ised o r fi tful i t m igh t b e
Aye , even when
Th e ho l iest th ings thou mad

’

st but mockery !

Falsehood for t ruth
,
in e rro r, thou hast deemed,

But never the idea of t ru th b lasphemed

So that great l igh t thou guardest once again .

Th e re is no God, thou saidst , but neve r said
Thyse l f was t God, and powe r un l im i ted
Thy r igh t d iv ine ,
That all the earth shou ld t remb le at thy t read
Aye , w ith what laugh ter, sweet ly te rrib le ,
Voltai re had hur led th is An t i-Ch r ist to He l l ,
C leav ing h im sh rewd ly to th e ve ry ch ine .

How th ine immortal sou l in h im had flamed

To see thy temp les ru ined and de famed ;
What th ing mo re c rude
Th e l igh tn ing laugh ter of h is scorn had c laimed ?
Fo r though dest ru ct ion ove rtake thy fanes,
Yet indest ruct ib le th e faith remains ,
Pu rged of its dross, and st rengt h ened and renewed.

Barb ar ian hordes that have but one recourse,
How shal l thy foe s , 0 France, assai l the source
O i that h id l i fe ,
Who th ink to slay th e spi ri t by b ru te force ?
Upon th e glo ry of the past they war ,
Bu t

,

’

t is th e future that thou tigh tes t for ,
And that great glo ry wh ich shal l c rown thy st ri fe

,

For 10 ! Whateve r wounds are th is day th ine ,
More clear th rough snfi er ing doth thy sp i r it sh ine ,
Made once again
For all mank ind a standard and a s ign
Aye , as of old, o

’

er Te rro r and o
’
er Wrath ,

Th e clar ion c ry of Lib e rty goes fo rth ,
And

, as of old, i t doth not c ry in vain !



Virna Sheard

A s tudy of
‘

Th e M i racle and Oth er Poems ’

sh ows at once

that th e au th or is no t mer ely a Canadi an poe t ; h er outlook (I l l t l

h er r ange know li t tle of time or p lace ; sh e b elongs to th e

r eaders of poe try at large . Th ough M rs . S h eard
'

s

poems ar e by no means ofun iform quali ty, th e r e ar e enough of
t he b es t to ensur e h er a h igh place in Canadian poe try. Her ten

der sympathy wi th small or h elp less th ings , h er in terp r e tat ion
of th e mus ic of natu re , h er sp i r i tual quali ty and h er render ing

of r ever en t B i b li cal s ubj ects r eflect th e mind ofan idealis t , and

ar e th e i nsp i r ed li nes of one deep ly moved . Of ten th e r e is a

touch of sadness or of th e wh ims ical, b nt ne t
'
er a s ugges t ion of

tr iv iali ty or flippancy. Th e r e i s li t tle of inciden t or act ion
'

mos t of th e poems ar e pur e lyr ics . I n man y cas es th er e is a

s tr ong app eal to th e (es th e t ic .

—M . O . H A M M OND
,
in

‘

Th e

Glob e ,’ Toron to .

Th e atten tion of th e r eader is di r ected very specially to th e

sub lime figur e of th e
‘

S lumb er Angel,
’ "

As down th e (lush h e

s teps
,
fr om s tar to s tar .

’—Th e Ed i tor .
[ 451 ]
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IRNA SHEARD was b orn in Cob ou rg,
Ontario

,
a

daugh te r of th e late Eldridge S tan ton ,
and i s of Un i ted

Empi re Loyalis t descen t . He r grandmoth e r was a fi rst cous in
of th e famous Ame r ican ab o l i t ion ist , W

’

ende ll Ph i llips . Sh e

was educated in Cob ou rg, and in th e c i ty of Toron to .

I n 1885
,
sh e married D r . Charle s Sh eard ,

of To ron to , and

for years devo ted most of h e r t im e and ene rgy to dome st i c and
s oc ial dut ies .

M r s . Sh eard i s th e moth e r of fou r stalwart , talen ted sons
,

one of whom i s se rving as a lieu tenan t at th e Fron t
,
and

anoth e r i s in train ing,

I n 1898 ,
poem s and short s tories by

‘

V i rna Sh eard '

b egan

to appear in magaz ines and jou rnals and s ince th en sh e has

pub lish ed fou r novels : Tr evelyan
’

s L i t tle D augh ters , 1898 ; A

M aid ofM any M oods
,
1902 ; By the Queen

’

s Grace, 1904 ; and

Th e M an at L on e Lake , 19 12 .

Th e novels have me r i t and we re well rece i ved, b ut M r s .

Sh eard
’

s fame wi ll like ly re st in greate r measu re on h e r

exqu is i te lyrics . A co llect ion of th ese was pub l ish ed in b ook
form in th e fall of 19 13 , unde r th e t it le , Th e M iracle and Oth er

Poems . Of th ese , ‘

I n Egypt ,
’

th e longest and greatest poem in

th e b ook
,
is too lengthy fo r quotat i on m fu ll. I t i s b ased on th e

b ib li cal s tory of Pharaoh and h i s
‘

ob st inate re fusal to de l ive r
th e I srae l i tes f rom b ondage , and its dramat i c spi ri t is so we ll
sustained th rough out , that we shou ld l ike to see mo re poems

f rom th is
‘

author
’

s p en ,
with myth i cal and h istori cal th emes .

The S lumber Ange l
HEN day i s ended

,
and grey

'

tw i lig
'h t fl i es

On s i len t w ings across th e t i red land,
Th e s lumb e r angel cometh from th e skies
Th e s lumbe r ange l of th e peace ful eyes ,
And with th e scarlet popp ies in h is hand .

H i s rob es are dapp led l ike th e moon li t seas ,
H is hai r in waves of s i lve r floats afar ;

He weareth lo tus—b loom and sweet h eartsease ,
With tasse ls of th e rust l ing green fi r t rees ,
As down th e dusk h e steps , f rom star to s tar .
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ln Solitude
E i s not deso late whose sh ip is sai l ing
Ove r the myste ry of an unknown sea,

For some great love with faith fu lness un fai l ing
Wil l l igh t th e stars to b ear h im company .

Out in the s i lence of th e moun tain passes,
Th e h eart makes peace and l ib erty i ts own

Th e wind that b lows across th e scented grasses
Bringing th e balm of sleep—comes not alone .

Beneath the vast i l l im i tab le spaces
Wh e re God has set H is j ewe ls in array

,

A man may pitch h i s ten t in desert p laces
Yet know that h eaven is not so far away .

But in the c ity—in th e l igh ted c i ty
Wh e re gi lded sp i res po in t toward th e sky,

And flutter ing rags and hunge r ask for p i ty ,
Grey Lone l iness in c loth—o i -go ld , goes by.

The Daisy
N ange l found a daisy wh e re i t lay
Ou Heaven ’

s h igh road of t ransparen t go ld ,
And

,
turn ing to one near

,
h e said ,

‘I p ray,
Te l l me what manner of st range b loom I ho ld .

You came a long,
long way—pe rchance you know

In what far coun t ry such fai r flowers b low

Th en spoke th e other : ‘Tu rn thy rad ian t face
And gaze with me down purp le depth of space .

See , where th e stars lie sp i l led upon the n igh t ,
Like amb e r b eads that h o ld a yellow ligh t .
Note one that burns with faint yet steady glow ’

I t i s the Earth—and th e re th ese b lossoms grow .

Some l i ttle ch i ld f rom that dear , d istan t land
Hath bo rne th i s h i the r in h is d impled hand .

’

S t i l l gazed he down .

‘

Ah
,
fr iend ,’ he said ,

‘

I
,
too ,

Oft c rossed the fields at home whe re dais ies grew .

’
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The Li ly Pond
N th is l i tt le poo l wh ere the sunb eams lie ,

Th i s tawny go ld ring wh ere the shadows d ie ,

God doth ename l th e b lue o f Hi s sky.

Th rough th e scen ted dark when the n igh t wind s igh s ,
He m i rrors H is stars wh ere th e ripp le s ri se ,

T i l l th ey gl i tte r l ike p ri soned fir efl ies .

’

T is h ere that the b ery l-green leaves uncurl,
And h ere the l i l ies up l i ft and un furl
The i r go lden-l ined gob lets of carven pearl .
Wh en the grey of the easte rn sky turns p ink ,
Th rough the s i lve r edge at the pond’

s low b r ink
Th e l i tt le lone field-mouse c reeps down to drink .

And creatu res to whom only God is kind ,

Th e love less smal l th ings , the s low ,
and th e b l ind ,

So ft steal th rough th e rushes , and com fort hnd .

Oh ,
rest less the r ive r , rest less th e sea,

Whe re the great sh ips go , and the dead men b e !

The l i ly-pond gi veth but peace to me .

The Harp
CROSS the wind—swep t spaces of the sky

Th e harp of all the wo rld i s hung on h igh ,

And th rough i ts sh in ing strings the swallows fly.

The l i tt le s i lve r finge rs of the rain
Oft touch i t so ft ly to a low refram

That all day long comes o
’

e r and o er again .

And wh en the storms of God above i t roll,
The m igh ty w ind awakes i ts s leep ing sou l
To songs of wi ld deligh t o r b i tte r do le .

And th rough the qu iet n igh t , as fain t and far
As melody down-d ri fted from a star ,
T remb les st range mus i c whe re those harp -st r ings are .

Bu t on ly flying wo rds of joy and woe ,

Caugh t f rom th e res t less earth -b ound sou ls b e low ,

Ove r th e vib rant wi res ebb and flow .
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And in th e ci t ies that men cal l th e i r own
,

And in th e unnamed p laces, waste and lone ,
Th is harp fo reve r sounds Li fe’

s unde rtone .

The Lone ly Road
E used to fear th e lone ly road
That twisted round th e h i l l ;

I t d ipped down to th e r ive r-way,
And passed the haun ted m i l l ,

And th en c rept ou , un t i l i t reach ed
Th e chu rchyard, green and st i ll .

No p ipers eve r took that road ,
No gips ies , b rown and gay ;

No sh ephe rds with the gent le flocks ,
No loads of scented hay

No market-waggons j ingled by
On any Saturday .

Th e dogwood th ere flung wide i ts stars
,

In Apr i l
, s i lve ry sweet ;

Th e squ i rre ls c rossed that path all day

On t iny flying feet ;
The wi ld, b rown rab b i ts knew each turn ,

Each shadowy safe ret reat .

And th ere the go lden-b e l ted be e
Sang h i s sweet summe r song,

Th e c r icke ts ch i rped the re to th e moon
With st eady note and st rong ;
T i l l co ld and s i lence wrapped th em round
When au tumn n igh ts grew long.

But
, oh ! they b rough t th e lone ly dead
Along that qu iet way,

With s t range process ion ,
dark and s low ,

Ou sunny days and grey ;
We used to watch th em , wonde r-eyed ,

No r cared again to play .

And we forgot each me rry j est
Th e b i rds on bush and t ree
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On d id he r ide to Gosh en ,
and h e cal led ‘Arise ! Arise !

Thou leader of th e Is rae l i tes , ’

t is I who b id you go l
Take thou th ese peop le h ence , b e fore the sun hath l i t th e

sk ies
Get th ee b eyond th e b order of th is land of death and woe

Across the p lains of Egypt th rough th e shadows of the n igh t
Came th e sound as of an army mov ing onward stead i ly .

And th e i r leade r read h is way by the stars’ ete rnal l igh t
Wh i le all th e legi ons fo l lowed on the i r journey to th e sea.

Th e moon that sh ine th overh ead once saw th ese myste r ies
And th en th e world was young,

that hath th ese many years
b een old ;

I f Egypt d rank her b i tte r cup down even to th e lees
Who careth now ? ’

Tis but an ancient tale that hath b een
to ld .

Yet s ti ll we h ear th e foots teps—as h e goe th to and fro

OfAzrael, th e Angel, that th e Lord God s en t b elow,

To Egyp t- long ago.

From The Temple
ERE i s the per fume of th e leaves

,
the incense of

p ines
Th e magi c scen t that hath b een pent
W ith in th e tangled vines
No cense r filled with sp i ces rare
E

’

e r swung such sweetness on the ai r .

And all the golden gloom of i t h o ldeth no h aun t ing fear
For i t i s b lessed , and gi veth rest
To those who en te r h e re
He re in the even ing—who can know
But God Himse l f wal ks to and fro !

And mus i c past all master ing w ith in th e chance l r ings
None cou ld des i re asweeter cho i r
Than th is—that soars and s ings ,
T i l l far th e scen ted shadows c reep
And qu iet darknes s b r ingeth s leep .



J. Edgar Middleton

Jess e Edgar M iddle ton was b orn
,
N ovemb er 3 ra

,
1872

,
in

th e townsh ip of P ilki ngton, l
/Vellington coun ty,

On tar io . H is

fath er , R ev . E . M iddle ton
,
is ofEnglish b ir th , and. h is moth er .

. lI argar e t Agar , was b orn and b r ough t up at N ewton B rook ,

near Toron to . Th e future poe t and Ii uni ou r is t had th e ad

t
'

an tage of th e llI e th od is t I t ine rancy in b ecom ing acquain ted
w i th many typ es ofh uman i ty. He was educated at th e S t rath

r oy Collegiate I ns t i tute, and (11 B ut ton H igh S ch ool . For th r ee

years h e was a [ mb lic s ch ool teach er , th en h e en te r ed a pub

lish ing h ous e in Clet '

eland , Oh io ,
as a p i

'

oof- i
'

eader . Af ter
th r ee years of th is , h e en te r ed Jou r nalism in Q ueb ec c i ty. Lat

er
,
h e came to To ron to as m us ic cr i t ic of th e

‘

Mai l and

b ut s ince 1 904 ,
h e has b een on th e s tati‘ of

‘

Th e N ews .

’

M r .

Ill iddle ton is cho i rmas te r of Cen tenn ial .l l e th otlis t Ch urch . and

a mem b e r of th e JI cnde/sw h n Ch o i r . He was mar r ied in

1899 , to B ess ie A . Jacks on of London , On tar io , and has one

s on . S ome excellen t war e e rs e from h is [ t en has appear ed in
h i s widely

- r ead column
,

‘

Ou Th e S ide .

'—Th e Edi tor .
[459 ]
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The Co lonia l

I
NEVER saw th e cliffs of snow

,

Th e Channe l b i llows t ipped wi th c ream ,

Th e swi rling t ides wh i ch eb b and How

Abou t th e Is land of my dream .

I neve r saw th e English downs
Upon an Apri l day,

Th e qu ie t old Cath edral town s ,
Th e h edgerows wh i te with may.

And st i ll th e name of England
Wh i ch fai th less ty ran ts sco rn

Can th ri l l my sou l . I t i s to me

A ve ry bugle—h orn .

A thousand leagues from Alb ion
’

s sho re
I n n ewe r lands I saw th e l igh t
I neve r h eard th e cannon ’

s roar
,

No r saw a mark of Brita in ’

s m igh t ,
Save that my peop le lived in peace
An d b lessed th e harvest sun

,

And though t that ty ranny wou ld cease ,
And b attle-days b e done .

And s t i l l th e flag of England
Was r i ppl ing in th e b reeze

And twice two hundred sh ip s of war

We re su rging th rough th e seas .

I h eard Po lon ius dec laim
Abou t th e new , th e go lden age ,

Wh en Fo rce was b ut th e mark of shame
,

Wh en men wou ld cu rb th e i r h e lli sh rage .

‘Beat out you r swords to prun ing hooks ,
’

He shouted to th e th rong,

But I—I read my Hi s to ry-books
And wonde red at th e song.

Fo r i t was glorious England ,

Th e guard ian o f th e free ,
Who loosed those foo l ish tongues— b ut kept
He r c ru i sers on th e sea .

And l ib e rty was ours to love ,
To raise a b rood of lusty son s ,
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Com ing out of th e m isty lands
Far

,
far ove r the m isty sea.

Now th e Foe i s a c rippled wreck
,

Limp ing out of th e dead ly figh t .

Sm i l ing yond, on the quarte rdeck
S tands the Spi r i t , all s ilve r-b r igh t .

He l l
’

s HalfAcre
I ! years of l i fe in the reek of th ings
Wh e re love i s a fay unknown ;

A wolfish boy on th e crowded s tree t
Who s toops fo r the c rue l stone ;

No laugh te r-l igh t in h is in fan t eyes ,
N0 joy and no b ab y shame .

’

Ti s He l l’s Hal f Acre has made h im thus
And we are the ones to b lame.

Oh , look you we l l at the rosy lad
Who s i ts on you r knee to-n igh t ,

H is arms en twin ing abou t you r neck ,
H is b ig round eyes al igh t .

Oh , l is t you we l l to h is s i lve r laugh
Wh i ch echoes on Heaven ’

s street ,
T i l l th e ange ls sm i le as they pause to hear
The sound so glad and sweet .
Your boy is fi lled with the joy of love ;
He knows your protect ing hand.

I t keeps h im out of th e Lake of Lies
’M id th e h i l ls of Hope less Land.

And yet h i s b rothe r, a ch i ld of woe ,

I s l iv ing in b lack despai r
In He l l’s Hal f Acre , and you and I
Are w i l l ing to leave h im th e re .

God he lp the ch i ld of a devi l’s home

With h i s b roken-h earted s igh .

He c ringes low in h is fi lthy rags,
A cu rse for h is lu l laby .

S ix years of l i fe in th e reek of th ings
Whe re God is an empty name .

’

T i s He l l’s Hal f Acre , b es ide our doo rs,
And we are the ones to b lame .



Arthur S . B ourinot

Th e name B ouri not s tands for a good deal in Canadian

le t ters , and i t is gratifying to obs erve that th e man tle of a

gif ted fath er gives p rom is e, i n th is li t tle volume of poems , of
wor th i ly descendi ng to a li ter ar y s on . Th e re is

a good deal ofp rom is e in
‘Laur en t ian Lyr i cs and Oth e r Poems .

"

Th e mean ing th roughout th e poems is always clear , and th er e

is no s train ing after effect . Th e p oe t ic concep t ion is , h oweve r ,
ye t lack ing i n that s tr ength wh ich comes from a h igh er v is ion

and deep er r ealizat ion of life . for as ye t , us ing th e words of
Tennys on .

‘

S or row h as no t r uled our auth or
'

s life . D it 'ine

d issat isfacti on and suffer ing ar e th e altar s tai rs wh ereb y gen ius
det '

elops and b ears goodly fr ui t
f—‘

The Glob e ,

’

To ronto .

Th e s onnet
‘

To th e M emory ofR up e r t B r oo lce '

is an adm i r

ab le p iece of worh .

—‘

Th e L i te rary D iges t .
’

Th er e is a delicacy and f ragrance ab out th em : th ey b r eath e

th e love of natur e s w ide spaces .

‘

Th e Even ing Te legr am .

’

Toronto .
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R . ARTHUR STANLEY BOURINOT ,
B .A .

, was born
in Ot tawa, Oct . 3 rd ,

1893
,
of nat ive Canad ian paren ts ,

— h i s fath e r, th e late S i r John B ou r inot
, C le rk

of th e House of Common s and an author of repute
,
and

h i s mo th er , I sab e lle Cameron , a daught e r of the late M r .

Joh n Came ron
,
of To ronto—and h i s education was rece ived in

th e pub l i c schoo l , in th e Ottawa Collegiate Inst i tute , and in

Un ivers i ty Co llege , Toron to .

Afte r graduat ion in 19 15, h e b ecame a c iv i l servant in th e

Departmen t of Ind ian Affa i rs at Ottawa
,
b ut in a few month s

was gran ted leave of ab sence to accept a comm iss ion as lieu
tenan t in th e 77t h Overseas Battal ion .

Lady Bour inot res ides in Ottawa.

In reply to a quest ion or two ,
M r . B our ino t writes :

I never wen t in much for sports b ut always d id a lot of walk ing.

Mos t of my summers have b een spen t camp ing at Kingsmere in th e

Lauren t ian s, wh ence I got th e t i tle of my b ook.
Laur en tian Lyr i cs and Oth er P oems was pub l ish ed in

Decemb e r , 19 15 . I t con tains b ut twen ty- four sho rt lyri cs
not much in quant i ty— but the quali ty i s that of a t rue s inge r ,
p ip ing h i s fi r st no tes W i th a su re inst inct and with th e joy of

c reat ion .

To the Memory of Rupert Brooke
E loved to live h is l i fe with laugh ing l i ps ,
And ever w ith go ld sun l igh t on h is eye s

,

To dream on flowered up lands as th ey rise ,
O

’

e r wh i ch th e moon l ike bu rn ish ed me tal s l ip s ;
To h ear the gypsy song in sai ls of sh ips ,
And wande r o ’

e r t h e waves ’
neath azure skie s ,

See ing th e sp lendour of t i red day wh i ch d ies
And in to lone ob l iv ion s lowly d ips .

B ut sudden ly h i s coun try clash ed in arms
,

And peace was crush ed and t rampled l i ke pale b loom ,

Beneath th e care less feet of man and b east ,
Th e wor ld was tu rmo i l

,
st i r red from wes t to east ,

And song and gladness had no longe r room ,

For d rum and b ugle cal led with loud alarms .
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Returning
CAME once more ’

m idst the Lau ren t ian Hil ls
,

Wh ere love and I w ith laugh ter used to st ray
,

And wandered o
’

er green up lands whe re l i fe st i l ls
And fauns and fai r ies dance at dying day.

Th e pal l id t r i l l iums nodded fast asleep ,
With pale , wh ite faces pee r ing th rough th e gloom ;

A sweet and sub t le incen se seemed to creep
Across the s i lence of th e world’

s b road room ;

And b reath o
’
dusk was sweet in l i lac t ime

And dark , b rown th roated b i rds bu rst for th in song,

Wh i le th rough th e val ley rang the even ing ch ime ,
And l i tt le stars flowered th e sk ies ere long ,

Dream ing,
I t rod the shadowed , dusty way ;

Alas , w ith dawn ,
my dreams were d immed and grey !

The Harvest Wind
AST n igh t th e wind swept swi ft ly o’

er the fields
,

Wh ere late th e wh eat swayed go lden in the sun ,

And wh ere no mo re th e s inging reape r wie lds
Hi s scyth e, for now th e harvest toi l i s done .

Th e W ind stole qu iet ly , but wi th ch i l l ing b reath ,
And vo i ce as seeking, seeking without end ,
And low , i ts murmur said, ‘I b r ing not Death
But on ly s leep , th e lover and the fr iend .

’

Th e wind swept past and onward o
’

er the h i l ls,
With res t less pace , unweary ing in i ts quest ,
And in my h eart I fe l t th e fea r that st i l ls,
For swi ft I h eard it s b eat ing in my b reast .

Th e wh ispering of strange voi ces filled th e n igh t ;
I dreamed th e dead were dri ft ing on th e wind ,
Retu rn ing to th e i r land w ith hasten ing fl igh t
And st i l l I h ear th e wo rds th e wind’

s voi ce d inned .



PAGE

Bartlett , Gert rude 395
Th e Gunner s 396

Put by th e Flu te 396

Ballade of Barren Roses . 397

Ballade of Tri stram’

s Last
Harp ing 398

B lackb urn , Grace 383
Th e Even ing S tar 384

Ep ic of th e Yser 385

S ing Ho for the Herring 385

I f W in ter Come 386

Th e Cypress-Tree 387

Th e Chan t of th e Woman . 387

Blewett , Jean 189
Ch ore T ime 191

For He Was S co tch ,
and

So VVas She

Th e Passage
Q ueb ec

What T ime th e Mo rn ing
S tar s Ar i se

Th e Usur er

Bou r inot , Arthu r 8
To th e M emory of Rupe r t
Brooke

Au tumn S i lence
A Flower in the C i ty S t reet
Re tur n ing
Th e Harve st W ind

Came ron . Geo . Frederick
Ah ,

M e ! th e Mi gh ty Love
S tanding on T iptoe
Th e Way of th e World .

I Am Young
What Mat te r s l t ?
To th e West W ind
An An swer
\Vi sdom

Amor is F in i s
I n After Days

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0

O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O

o o o o o o o o o o o

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o

465

465

10 1
102

103

103

104

104

105

106
'

107

Campb e ll, Wi lf red 87
England 89

Th e Ch i ldren of th e Foam 91

Th e Dreamers 93

S tella F lammarum 95

Th e Mother 96

Th e Last Prayer 99

Carman ,
B liss 109

Ear th Vo ices 111

A Mountain Gateway 113

Garden S hadows 114

Th e Ten t of Noon 115

Spring’

s Sarab and 116

Low T ide on Grand-P ré . 117

Th renody for a Poe t 118

At th e Mak ing of Man 119

Co leman , Helena
More Lovely Grows t h e

Earth
To a B lueb ell
I ndian Summer
Prai rie W' inds
En largemen t 211

Day and N igh t 211

Beyond th e V iolet Rays 212

As Day Begi ns to Wan e 2 12

Crawford ,
I sab e lla Valancy 33

Songs of th e So ld ie r s 35

Hi s Mo th er 35

Hi s W ife and Bab y 36

H i s Swee th eart 37

F rom Malco lm
'

s Kat ie 38

From ‘

The Helot’ 43

Th e Moth er's Soul 44

Th e Rose 46

[467 ]



468 Index

PAGE

Do l lard ,
Rev . James B . 4 13

Rupert Brooke 415

The Haunted Haze l 415

Th e Fai ry Harpers 416

At Dead 0
’

th e N igh t,
Alanna 417

Ballad of th e Bansh ee 418

Th e Pass ing of th e S idhe 419

Ould Ki lkinny 420

D rummond , Wm . Hen ry 177
Th e W reck of th e

‘

Julie
P lan te’

179

Li t tle Bateese 180

Johnnie Cour teau 182

D e N ice Leetle Canad ienne 184

Madele ine Vercheres 185

Eaton ,
Arth ur '

W . H . 197
The Phan tom Ligh t of th e
Baie '

Des Chaleurs 199

Th e Lo tus of th e N ile . . 200

I Watch th e Sh i ps 201

L
’

I le Sainte Cro ix 202

The Bridge 203

Gordon , Al fred 443
Dedicat ion 445

Eas ter Ode, 1915
England to France

Hale
,
Kather ine

At Noon
Grey Kn i tting
You Who Have Gai ly Left
U s

When You Re turn
I n The Trench es
I Used to Wear a Gown of

Green 327

To Pe ter Pan in W in ter . . 328

Th e An swer 329

Harr ison , S . Frances 123
Gat ineau Po in t 125

Th e Voyageur 125

Danger 126

Les Chan t iers 126

Pe t i te S te . Rosalie
S t . Jean B

’

p t iste

Catharine P louffe
Bened ict Brosse
In March

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q Q

0 0 0 0 0

O O O O O O O O O O O O O O

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

Ho l land
,
No rah M

To W . B . Yeats
Th e Unch ristened Ch ild
Th e King of Er in’

s

Daugh ter
My Dog and I
Cradle Song
Home Though ts From
Ab road 411

S ea Song 412

Huest is
,
Ann ie Campb e l l 273

The Li t tle Wh i te Sun 274

The W ill-o’
-the-W isp 275

Aldaran 276

Ou th e S tai r

Johnson , E. Pau l ine 145
In th e Shadows 147

As Red M
'

en Die 149

The Song My Paddle S ings 150

Th e Los t Lagoon 152

Th e P i lo t of th e Plain s 152

Th e Songster 154

Th e R iders of th e Plains . 155

Lampman
,
Arch ibald 61

Apri l in th e Hi lls 63

Th e Truth 64

Morn ing on th e Lievre 65

Heat 66

A January Morn ing 67

After Rain 68

W in ter Even ing 69

In March 69

Th e Rai lway S tat ion 70

War 70

April N igh t 73

Th e Larges t Life 73

L ivesay , Florence Randal 37 1
Immortali ty 372



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


470 Index

Mon tgome ry , L . M .

Wh en th e Dark Comes

Down 355

Sunrise Along Shore 355

OPE to the Fish ing Ground 356

Th e Old Man
’

s Grave 357

The Old Home Calls 358

Norwood , Rob e rt 33 1
H i s Lady of th e Sonnets . 333

D ives in Tormen t 336

O
’

Hagan ,
Thomas 2 13

An Idy l of th e Farm 215

Th e Old B rindle Cow 216

The Dance at McDougall
’

s 217

Th e Song My Mo th er
S ings 218

R ipened Fru i t 219

Th e Bugle Call 219

Th e Ch rism of Kings 220

Osb orne , Marian 341
Love’

s Ench an tmen t 342

Love’

s G ifts 343

Love’

s Angu i sh 343

Despai r 344

I f I Were Fai r 344

Th e Song of I srafe l 345

Pick thall
,
Marjor ie L. C . 305

Th e Lamp of POO1; Souls 307

Th e Pool 307

Th e Sh epherd B oy 308

Th e Bridegroom of Cana 309

A Moth er in Egyp t 3 11

Redpath ,
Beat rice 437

Earth Love 438

To One Lying Dead 439

Reb ellion 440

The Daugh ter of Jai rus 442

My Though ts 442

Rob erts , Char les G . D . 47
Th e Soli tary Woodsman 49

Kinsh ip 50

Th e Succour of Gluscap 52

Two Spheres
Earth ’

s Comp lines
In troductory
Th e Fligh t of the Geese

Th e Furrow
The Sewer
Th e Mow ing
Wh ere th e Cattle Come to
Drink

Th e Pumpk ins in th e Corn
A Nocturne of Conse

crat ion

Rob erts , Lloyd
Th e Fru it-Ranch er
M iss P ixie
England

’

s Fields
Husb ands Over Seas
The W in ter Harves t
Come Q u ie tly , B r i tain

57

58

58

429
43 1

431

432

433

434

434

Rob e rts , Theo . Goodridge 377
Th e Maid
Th e B lind Sailor
Private North
Th e Lost Sh ipmate
Th e Reckon ing
Sangste r , Char les
Sonne t
Lyr ic to th e Isles
The Soldiers of th e P lough
Harves t Hymn
The Rap id
Th e W ine of Song

Brock
The Plain s of Ab raham

S cott , Freder ick Geo rge
Th e Feud
Samson

Dawn
Th e River
The S torm
In th e W in ter Woods

Th e Unnamed Lake
Th e Burden of T ime

378

379

380

381

382

9
10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

75
77

78

80

81

82

83

84

85



S cott , Duncan Campb e l l
At the Cedars
Th e Forgers
The Voice and th e Dusk . .

Th e Sea by th e Wood

The Wood by the Sea

Th e Bui lder
The Half—Breed Gi rl
From ‘Lines in Memo ry of
Edmund Morris’

S e rvice , Rob e rt W .

Th e Call of th e W i ld
The Law of the Yukon
Th e

McGee

The Lure o f Li t tle Voices
Li tt le Moccas ins

S heard , V i rna
Th e S lumber Ange l
Dreams

I n Soli tude
The Daisy
Th e Lily Pond
The Harp
Th e Lone ly Road

From ‘

I n Egyp t’
From ‘

The Temp le’

Smythe , Alb e rt E . S .

Th e Way of th e Master . .

Novemb er Sunsh ine
By Wave and \Var

Anastasis
Th e Trys ting Path

o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

0 0 0 0 0

S tringe r , Arthu r
Th e Lure 0

' Li fe
At th e Comedy
Th e Old Garden
Dest iny
Th e Keeper
The S eekers
War

Morning in

We st
From ‘

Sappho in Leucad ia'

Th e Final Lesson

o o o o o o o o o o o o

O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O O

th e

Cremation of Sam

Index

PAGE

133
135

137

138

139

140

141

142

143

361

362

365

369

370

451
452

453

455

455

456

457

458

347
349

350

350

0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0

Watson ,
Alb e rt D .

Dream—Valley
From
verse ’

Breeze and B i llow
Th e Comet
Th e Sacramen t
The Lily
God and Man

A P rayer
From ‘

Th e H ills of Li fe '

.

Cromwe ll
Usury

o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o o

O O O O O O O O O O

O O O O O O O O O O

0 0 0 0 0

47 1

‘Love and the Un i

229

230

231

232

232

233

233

234

235

236

Su l li van ,
Alan

Sup p h ant

Prosp ice
The Ki te
Came Those Who Saw

and Loved He r

Breb en i and Laleman t

Thomson
,
Edward Wm . 157

Th undercloud's Lamen t 159

Th e Mandan Priest 16 1

The Canad ian Rossigno l
(I n May)

The Canadian Ross igno l

(I n June )
From ‘Pete r Ottawa’

Wethe rald , Eth elwyn 167

The House of th e Trees 169

The Screech -Ow l 169

My Orders 170

I f One M igh t Live 170

Legacies 17 1

The Hay Fie ld 17 1

Th e Followers 172

Th e W ind of Death 172

The Ind igo B ird 173

At Wak ing 174

Th e Song Sp ar row
’

s Nes t 174

Earth 's S ilence s 175

Moth er and Ch i ld 175

Prod igal Ye t 176

P luck 176



Warw ick B ro
’
s 81 Ru tte r , L im i ted , P r i n t e rs and B ookb i nder s, Toron to , Canada.



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


U N IVER S ITY O F C A L l FO RN lA AT 1-_O S A N G EL ES

THE U N IVE R S ITY L I B R A RY

Th i s b ook i s DUE on t h e las t date stamned b e low


