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Theough «ll the dust and smoke of life
The noise and inciqénca of sirife

This wuch ig sure and clear

There is, there must be Tar or near
Ano ther side of this grim shield

A farther, besier, truer state

A means to Buﬁisfy the soul

A {scwme) counterpart to make the whole.

We know here but the edge of %hings
As déep as space, as long us time

We see but steps before us laid ﬁ
That ever call for strength tovclimb i
The sumit reached, and therpe must be,
Soue easﬁ slopé will lead us down |
To flowery valleys still unscen | |
Where fest and peace alone are known 1
80 msy we hépa that just and itrue

This Good, will - - - -
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Great God, I ask not honour ¢r renown

But inasmuch as I have travelled far

Beneath the sun, and studied long

And locked towards thy sen st

By night and day, I crave that I may bear

Besr some message W the labouring world

To make more light the toil of life

To give some reason for all seeuing wrong

Ang 1ift the gigh of labour into song.

Night follows day =nd aay succeeds o night

But all the storied pages of the past

Still give no clew. The Tirst is 4s ‘the last

But dawn and eventide, but dark and day

And men divine_inbinspirutioﬁs, made in eclay
Seeking and finding not, Then dull and ccld subsiding
Slowly %o the parent mould.

Oh Head of all created things give ear ana sypeak

Thy wisdom to uphold the weak.

‘We live but in half knowlecge, on the ruin

Anc-edge of things thut pass from deey to deep
Pall of uneasy drewns that Tall in troubled sleep,
Grant that we wake to thy full orbed day

What time the clouds of life shall pass away

We follow knowledge close from gain to gain

But never touch the eclew and souree (?) of all.
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You are that note from early dawn

- That sounds through life however long

The pristine music of the ruce,:

We can but name the morning song.

The world is old and T an old

Grey hairs grow thick, some honours fall
But that one cduy when yow and T

Were one, is still the besﬁ of all.

80 now come death, O0r chance what may

In downward slope of passing years

1 hold the memory of a day,

I an enguged in mind with all that might have been -
The beautiful illusions of the past

The dreams of youth, the thoughts unsaid, the chances
missed,

The ypresent is a wilderness and only vast
All these are mine but nothing more
The active pushing tumult of the day

And who shall say that I,with my long drsams am all
unblest,

That which is best accrues not
Finds no place in all the dusty highway of the time,

Give me my drewms which lead through sylvan shuades

e 7V Thus soar and mount to staErry posks

7:i;2;§All else is vanity, the coarse fruition of the time
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U And pess 6 Lhe unknown -
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Bat cogs and wheels that work below

Te wewve the woof 7 sublime,

Builing free, in the dead of the night, in the galie
With whe white foam behindg anc no iight ~

All the syume of uhe sea blowing thick in the aip -
& dim veil,

On vthe reef - with a erash, in the night
Anc¢ the sea beating heavy anc iong on « wreck

Climbing cark on the side, rdshing white on the slant of
the deck,

A cold biteer winter of wind thav erios sheiil up wlofs,

The bouts loes, fur from land, no reply t¢ the flares or
- X Lhe guns.

Stoim bultered snc broken the wWreckage is syread
On the fuce of the deep that is guarding its cewd,
Biown from far by soft winds over 804 many duys,

In & blue syhere of veean anc air.

&Y vime is short. The threads ¢f Life,
A tengled skein, T cunnot sort,
But eount it gein w live -

To live and die. To sse and know
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If I might live anew, and plan

Throughout, and shape again

8o far as man may GO

The web of life - would I

Or would I not pursue

The self-suune scheme ?

Would I be led away a8 herstofore

Or rule my life anew

And weave new dreaus 7

I know not, for ii ever'semmed 1o me

That I chose well and truly,

That default wds made, not so much

Or at all by men, @& by an

Overruling fate.

One must be goalike, or & god

To :uie with knowledge of the future every act,
But s83ill 1 cannot think that all

Mus &t end in failure, wll must be in vain
Thought is %00 subtle, too intense

To die and nave no placé_

Love is w00 aéep_an&.hape toc high to fail=
Of their fruition, somewhere at some. time,
(Perchanee) it is but to resolve to live zrain to live
‘1‘6 grasp the clews of love, to escape \

Through all the realus of darkness o some life
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Which is beyond, which must recur
Where lies fruition, when the words unsaid,
The songs unsung, the immatured
droans that glow to my dim
Byes, like sunset on the world, Take form
Where all that has been wrong, or w}qngly ordered

Will be well. -

Throughout the land the &aylea flame
The time has come, the leaf must fall
Though stilil the sky is blue, serene,
No storm, nor wintry blast &t all

Thé time is ripe, and leaf by leaf
The garb of 1life is shed away

Mot by the tempest's siress, but in
The dreaning azure eye of day.

So, ripe in knowledge,‘ripe in years
The pulse beats low, the eye grows dim
And we, though blinded still with tears

We know the time has come for him.

77"
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My father.

I an old and anm nigh to the end

And I know that these ayes

Loocking out on the world and the sun

May be closed by the finger of God

Any moment -~ my time may be done;

But the voices of children are glad

To my ears, and the news of the day

And the movement of wmen, good or bad

All the forces at work, or in play

All the progress of
Of the wind and the
1 @ weary slone of

To git in the W00 d,

And let my thoughts

things and the song
sea are not sad

a8cay .

with the sound of the brook at my
feet,

Wander ana wander wherever they may

Like to bees in & garden, or light summer butterfliies yla}h

Now (0 linger & moment on this, or on that, float away

wi&hhha sirean

Cogquette with a sunbeam, or hear the leaves speek in &

To live and to know

sybilline dreanm,

that I live, as & part of a whole

i Interwoven, apparent,; incarnate the home of the soul

To grasp the light clues of the day and to follow them on

Or back into darkness of Bgypt and cays that are gone,

Kooténie L. June /&9.






The times are out of joint, the gods’ retire
The sistrum's jungle drowns the poet's lyre
Qur Todd is gone, our Kingsford had to go,

We have our Wiggins,anc oar windy Bourinot

Wo rkman ié dead end Lampiuan sings no more

Bat Fraser's moose~calf tukes the vacant floor
While for the soul, the only food we get

|

Are water ices, frogen by Prechette §

Fr.v I “ glt .

The end has come - the mind that sought to know

The very seecret, wnd true goul of things,
Is now in «ll its courseg spent and stayed

By dark intolerable death with sable wings,

And yet, beyond, it seems he must awake;
As in some ancient eity, with the light

The note of unfumiliar bells upon the dawn

 Speaks to the pilgrim coming overnight,

S50, worn by age, he liss there - dead,
And @ll the weary lines of stress
That grow upon his face have fled.
Once more, and after half-success,

His brow is confident and clear,

2,






0} B0 IR |

g He #as & Waer of sbeongth o usy who wore his sons.

And young and steong, aeld white haidr,
Bat ss in some past owrly year

He diss there feonting desuiny,

&ﬁé anyertucbed enc suildld

Toil russed, wnd all befors him clowr,

I am his son -

All feils = Phe tice of 1ife runs o g

The long hope of & betier dey sinks into night

and in the dest light fudes in sombre tints of grey,

Then woleome dosth - not with & kesn aolight
But wivh that rest which liss in sndless night

Ablding slaep -

He had growt love for thie geewn world

¥or growing things and for the light of day,

Me uld not foar to diey, bul in his soul

Abho reod ﬁaatﬁ, wno ald its disarray

and nigg&%, wna loss, and lapee into doecay,
To plant, and tend) o poray and soild

And seek incraese from bucran sodl

To sce the gosu, bhe 1@&1’, whe flower,

And look for hurvest's hapry hous

Wes his steong life

10,
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He knew his task would be relieved
When so Goa willed

And that by other hands his garden

‘Must be tilled - -

The end is very near,

That end o whieh all come

Where the eyes see not

Anc the voice is dumb,

Where 1ife ebbs and the fiow of life is death
To prove that life is life,

The hand that held, and measured

Weighs no more, the mind

That played about the secret soul of things
Has lost its cunning

All its course is stayaa

And dropying like the sun, tha'night
Spreads wide and still its sable wings

The dark intolerable night of death,

And yet beyond it seews

There must be waking, as in souwe great town
With all new voices of the mesn dawn

And stroke of unfamiliar bells

" lPeaceful morn, as in some aneient eity

'vlfjWhere we sleep, and with the light

W,
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Hear unfamiliar voices of the dawn

And music of strange bells.

Feb.xbth,1900. Canada at Pardeburg,
We know today our tule of dead,
Syent on the sun-baked windy plaing
Qur best, who left us without dread
But may not now return again
But pride is mingled with our tears,
The seed grows Lo the stately tree,
We know that in the tide of years
We séw for empire yet to be.
Qur loss, our gain - nor sorrow Tfelt
As rising in the BEast we see

The day flood all the waiting veldt.

But fathers, mothers, sisters, wives] -

Your loss igore than you can bear
For you, these young exultunt lives
Gone out, is darkness everywhere -

We gkieve with you, we stanc o aid =% b

The silent boer, that lies, a ciod -
He wus & father or & son -

Upon his dry grey Transvaal sod

~ Among the rocks thuat we have won;
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"Lassa"
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His narrow soul wus true anda sirong,

To fend us from his home and kraal

He pawe his life - We know him wrong,
But find him worthy after all,

And whén in days to come the song

Of later harvests shall be sung,

He will have part in that South land
As elde} brother true and sirong.

Euéh sﬁring that rises on the veldt
Will cast its wreath of self-sown Tlowers,
Will breathe itvs fragrance and be felt
About his grave as (and) over ours.
Mot all is lost if life be sypent

Por 4% is g£00¢ to truly die

To give to that extreme extent

If so be freedom lives thereby

The things not seen, beyond the veil,
Have harvest also full and true

And loss (gain) we reckon but by tale

Is measured there - To each his due,

-Yes, 1t is early morning there,

At lLassa, somewhere in Thibet,
We know the dawn is rising grey

Upon the slopes, and gardens wet
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In swuner dew, with poppies gay,

The willows hang along the verge
Oof ancient rivers, green and still,
And bells begin to strike and clang
In old Cathay from hill to hill.
And that is all we know

Of central Ind, alone and far

More unfamiliar than a distant star.,

A man for whom all mal %- may pray
In purity of soul,

Young, and & god wnong the gods, erect wnc wrue
And whole

A type of all that stands for right against the
flood¢ of time

The perfeet form in evidence of natare's work
sublime.

To it doth seorn and I who write, admire
and give him place

What is my kewe love to womankind ggeinst the
haman raee.,

The web of thought, the fecile pen, the subtile jlay
of wmind,

These may be more in some estate that

fantasy may Tind,
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Pincher's

i5,
And there 1 resi, with great intent and motives

true and sane
But little more than shadowing the
sunshine wnd the rain

That beat ujon this isle of life,

Creek. Jord Roberts said the Pincher Creek men
fought well,who died at Kotpurt.

Its waters fed from snowfields high

Along the western mountains dim

Run where the flower-decked foot hills spread
Uyon the furthest prairie's rim,

And ¢ativle, lowing in the dusk (dark)

Comne down to seek its cooling flood,

Contorted beds of unknown age

My weary limbs shall bear

Perchanee & neat synelinal fold

A nighi, may be my lair.v

Dips I shall take on unnaued streams
Or where whe rocks strike, follow
Along the erested mountain ridge

Or antielinal hollow

Or gently W‘i\“.q}tne hanmer stroke

The slumbering petrifaction

That for & hundred million years






Has been deburrsc from action
Whers long neplocted mountains stand
Just erwabling inte shreds
And laying bure on every hand
The zgundess trossures of their beds
Or rivers rolling % the sea

0 By aadl ataﬁiti@n agsall

. . srelics ofthe past

One cay his @baént truant head
Lesd him so high and far,

He slid wi#hin the gate of hewven
That ahameéd W stand ajer

Ant tvh&xfe an angel caught nim scon
To mﬁka & livtle at&r;

But he fefuééd t¢ shine or burn

He sput%éreé, winked wno died
Before it moved, crs@ad@ & turn -
Oh sesves him right, Bt‘ Pétaé eried

That boy would never loarn f»

{
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With his gold pan and his shovel

And little else beside

He 1it his pipe, and left the camp

To cross the high divide

We wished him every kind of luek

An¢ chaffed him on his craze

Then shouldéred picks and serambled aown
To where we'd mude & raise,

The last we saw of Roddie

He was near long Tom's o0ld mine
Looked like & fly upon the snow

Above the timber line,

Well, all that month, tﬁa luck was bad
The ereeck was high, the wing-dan broke
And half our pile was whiffed away

For grip wnd tools anc suchylike smoke.

‘§We often said, Rod's strueck it rich

Lﬂe'd never stay so long unless

~We often spoke of Roddie

We said he's strueck it riech

Or he'd be baek tv do his whaek
Uyon the water ditch.

But then there Eume wus that letter
They brought hiﬁ in the spring

That made him 8o uncommon glum
And wrong with every thing.

Well last there came & roaring flood - - -

. » * ° . ®






K

Give me & woman of some ancient world-old race
Frow further Hind or out of far Cathay:

Dark serious eye and young impassive face

Set in the mould of ages, where the play

0f joy, or ruth of sorrow, gives no trace
Though joy and sorrow fall, for such is life,-
Here, in the effervescence of the itime

Are maidens comely, offshoots of a monléy crew

Frank laughipng faces, roses, eyes of blue

Kind hearts, I doubt not - knowledge up to date

A thousand longings for the world to sate,

I would enshrine & thought in verse
That it may live though I shall die
To sreak cown all the after years
To stand above the mist of tears
Like some white mountain, seen afar
Beyond a scoype of heaving sea

Nay, like the wreakage on the shore
To show this sea was &I salled before
By othsy men in forumer days,

That ye may ypass by lighn'of day
Where I perchance am cast away

In tempest and in night,

13,
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Up on the range where the red-barked pines
Are scattered along the hill
And the yellow grass in billowy lines

Is warm in the suan and still

‘Where mountains afar with crag on crag

Show purple and blue on the far sky line
Through the still hot alr comes thin and eclear
The distant sound of the lowing kine

Pussing beautiful free and Tair.

Prowm field and mart, from mine and o&ar

#rom our broad land from shore w0 shore

Stand foét to foot, &nd hanc to hand, and rank on rank
for fatherland. 1

Qur fathers made the land we love

Qur sires have marched before

To beat the proud invader back, anda dcrum him

{rom the shore,

He drew the pathways for the bison on the prairie

And in the sky he marked the way of birds,anc winds and
Lainstorms .

Two ills there are, he said, I cannot hingder -

However good the land is, s8till my people






Must wear in living, must greow 0ld andg Teeble
Till summer, anc till winter is a burden

Till hunting, and till battle is no ypleusure

And in after time will come & stranger peoyple

Whose medicine is, stronger than my knowledge.

1 tell you now the story of the send=hills

As it was known in days to - *' -

When made the world of plain-men

The country of the Blackfeet and Dako ta

He built the mountaing sirongly to the Westward

And drew the forest round the north anad Bastward

Bat left the country boundiess to the Southward

For that way lay the pathway of the summer

"And the winds that eat the snow away in winter

0f the buffalo, and antelope, and wildfowl.

There were other peoyple, other plainmen

te shall war with them, bub theyAahali not destroy you
And in warring ye are brave, and shall be mighty.

Then he led the rivers through the plains, and filled thénL

Saying, run ye ever through the land and fail not,
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Up out of the sea, my maid so failr
And over the ship;s black éide came she
I call her mine, though the tice of life
Has carried her far, and avay from me

For the world grows ©ld, @nd my youth is dead

But her graeious presence is with me still

For her memory stays, and is mine alone

With the toueh of her hand, and the breath of a sigh
Had I known her better, these might have flown

But now they are mine if I live or die

8till I sometimes feel if it mighi have(been -

Had her lips been mine, and her 1life and mine

Been one forever, ferpeee—ee—itd

Would I not giveAup my rosy doeam

For the fruit of knowledge of good and ill

Through this dim portal, cold, in stone,
I turn me wnd must walk alone

My choice was made - - -

There are wwo w#ys %o worshiyp God

I chose this high austere reireat

Ang left the path where busy feet

Of men and women come and go

Abjured the warm, full day of life.
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She has no soul nor knoweth grief,
But like « thistle-down she fiies,
Wﬁen ripples fiow upon the lake,

In soft warm winde and sunny skies.

When bough joins bough with gossamer

. Beneath the sun on summer morn,

She is a fay, &« fond illusion,

The lovély rhantom of an hour

by sunbean painted on the Ocean

The pose, the colour of a flower,

A noonday dream without fraition -

I know not what,- A witehing form

To holy heaven or perdition

Without & part in life's sirong flood
That turns & thousand mills of care 3
She has no lot in tears and blood.

A 1ight false phantasm of the air . .
The humblest worker in the furrow

Or fisher luad upon the ses

All sun-eubrowned, ana horny handedv

Is truer, holier than she.
: May /59.
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God's pewce upon the mountain land %R\

Godls peace and rest K\\

The clouds brood low, 'anong the shatiered peaks

Bach rugged crest, floats ite white banner to ithe sky
The hille are seamed, and 0ld and grey,

Writ wiin deep rough-mannered runes

Gravec with lines from their Graver's art

Bat sheltered on theoir sides, a thousand furry things

Renewing youth,

Ch lovers' drink each other's breath
And kiss and c¢lasp ancd laugh at death

For this is linked life's golden chain

 And you shaldl live and love again

In unborn time.
Cling closer Phrynae ! let me feel
Your kisses, warm, respond to mine

I know that in the afuver time, the wide full day whiech
is to be

All that is best of th%e and me

Will svand exultant in the holy dawn

Of right and truth. The long night gune
With but & dim inherited regret

Soft pity for the sorrows long ago

Bav we, we love, and touch the foretaste of it all
And euch in other know, the promise of the day.






One kiss from you would be to me
The price of empire - I could die
Por but & ribbon from your hair -

A ribbon or a flower to wear.

How those we love we pity most

. We see in guise of every day

The surging upward of the soul

- Within its envelope of clay

We note the path of rapid years

In growing furrows, whitening hair
Bui find no word of full reply

To loose tha.gird of petiy care
There still is donging unexpressed
Some latent wealth divine of love
Some dream of wn idyllic rest (best)
Or undersigh for things above

Which findé no voice ¢or answer here
No image in the changing year

No coneord in our little day.

2 Septe. /aﬁ.
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The Lost Cuu
I sing the cause that lost,

For which men died, and women wept

And died of grief for sons and lovers dead.

For victory shouts abroad
Nor counts the cost

The hearthstones bare and swept

The void that gulfs the day, descenaing'red\

Time rights not wrong like this,

The tale is made to suit the age,

Or afterward, if trauth prevail

The yaarsbhavé left ii,-réga_by page
Till life and love and knowledge fail
There is no angel, fain to kiss

The feet of those who foﬁght and fell
No gcﬁrliké one to sypeak and say

YQQ fought and lost, b@t all is well.
I raise wlone a feeble voice

Against the dominant and strong
Againgt the serried ranké of hell

And ask, How long, Oh Ged)haw long !

ol e 05
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A Memory of Doom.
T drink to & smile that is gone
Like & glow of the West from the sky
In this wine, which for aught I know may
Have grown red in the light of that cay.
An Eon ago some frail bloom
That was lapyed by the wave of the hill
That was ylucked in the dawn, fb}'a tomb '
Laid away with the dead, till the doom.
50 my heart holids the tenuous
Shrunken form of & icve of the past -
_Of the past that is dead, nor more near
To the touch, than the lip of the wave
That kissed the brown feet of the maid

The daughter of Ra, in the Eld.

For the years have droyped swiftly away
As a.fiver that flows to the sea,

And my pulse beats but slowly today.
But that duy when she smiled upon me
Though I knew not, was fate for & life
That is one in the tale of the whole
That in nowise returns io its gaol

But spreacs on to the ending of all.
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At a Camp Fire,

In the coals that giowed red
In the Tire at the campment, : \\\\
Beneath the great pines
In the still autumn night,
I saw the fair face of a woman, efulgent
Andg 1 dreamed ws I gazed at its
Tremulous light,
But there came a cold breath
From the heart of the forest,
The fire fell away, and where beauty had been
BY & sudden mutation, the stroke of & moment
The imagé was gone, and & death's head was seen,

Then I knew thai the fate of a life was repeated

In brief there before me, in silence, alone

That the vision had passed, that the wish was defeated

That one heart more was stilled and was turnad.inio_ston@.

Land 6? Osiris, Egypt, one long scroll
From the blue sea to Ethiopia far

Weit o#er with the lives and deeds of man
A ritual and paypyrus of the dead

The Nile, man's foot prints on its border in the dawn.

. Great Ra ! Thy temple is but one vast tomb






Thy priests are dead, the seed they garnered

Spread abroad in every land, bearing strange fruit,

S ————

" Thy Nile still flows, but by its banks are broken shrines

And silence, and & race degenerate,

An agceident that fell,

Some thousand years ago

=

Upon this little bit of pottér's art

A flaw of colour,

Stray, but burnt in well,

That brought some trouble to & living heart
-That 8till lies ciear, writ in the shining glaze
As shone the sun upon thé sea those cays.

How t;ue that every thing is weitten averywhere
What lacks is but the eye to M&rk and read

To follow alli the slow advance of things

And see before to whither all things lead.

Seymour Narrows.
The mountains and the solemn firs
That stand ¢im ranked along the shore

The leagues on leagues of water ways

That ecleave th@ hilis

T“ii;f ﬁ Anc this the gate that lies between two seas

w1 Where twice eaeh day the hurrying tides flow in,






Give us leave to fight our battles,
Let ug stand wlone and say

Yo proud braggert, be he gilant,
moves gux one footlength in cur way.
L.et us stand «8 youthful David
Siood, before the man of Gath
Boésaing in his finished aruour,

But & stripling in his path.

It is hard to wrest his birth-right,
From & man already grown,

Bven if alone and friendless

He is Tighting for his own.

8till you cannot unaffected

Play & puny neutral part

While

Hixk your foe, and our oppressor
Thrusts a spear agauinst th; heart
Of your offsyring. If we perish

Diegs the honour of your nane,

We must stand and fall together

Fall or rise a common power,
And the war we hold must ever

Be and end, and mean the sane

TL.et us stend then, true, determined,

Strond&gainat @il common Wwrong =

Seeking not a cause for batile - -
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- Life hath no joy

Naught but abicing sorrow
Death hath this word tc say

Be there no morrow,

Dead ! and no longer in wunt, hour by hour
Of medicine, food and cure

‘Quiet ana still in the night 80 cold,

Silent and lying there,

Gea : 1e it rue that all love must fail

And hope on the verge of the realm of nignt
That friendship and use are all so frail

And our hold aypon life is 80 weak and slight i
Yesgterday, morning awoke in the Rast

As befbke, a8 of custom and need

Shall the sun now arise as of o0ld nevermore
Shall the plant not grow up from the reed ?

Oh Pather in heaven, I know'not thy way

Nor thgy course through the deeps or Liyy warrants or laws
anrhere on the dust, knéei alone, can b@x ery

Or may pray to the of the silent First Cause,

Had the reaper but reaped when the corn s8t00d well ripe
And yellow to harvest, my soul might have bowed

To thy law, %o whe fate which the ages have made thy
plain law.

e el A i S






e A e T R A P b e

31,
Murder of "Sitting Bull®,
Oh savage chief ! The long live sweep,
Of God's great prairie mourns the dead,
Beyond the wegtern verge the deep
Is all aglow with.fi@ry rode=
And every swelling crest of snow is red, blood red;
put, one or two, dark sullied syois of blood and elay
Apreal to heaven, apypaling blots ! this winter day,
Tis winter now to thee and thine, and éeath to all
The last of the despairing wars
Thy péoyle held against the stars
Is fought, and thou and they must fall
Perchance for man, in this eclipse
In some strange guise there comes new light
Perchance more eloquent than lips
Thy grave may plead for truth and qight
But I who hold the dream of thy free West
And mourn its chenging times, and those oppressed

I mourn for thee grim chieftain and for thine

For thy wide summer of & thousand leagues
That ran from eastern forest to the snow
That wraps the Roeky

Thou hast & narrow grave, with all despite

Thut weak may suffer from the hand of might

SRR YN
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Thine was no generous foe

To ask for gquarter - - " "

The Sea Lion,
Strong and alone, you survive, and far -
Anid the spume 0f cold blue seas
That beat across Bar,
Against the ebbing tide, the breeze
Blows durkly up the island strait
Between the silent ranks of trees
That hear your roar, @nd siand and wait
Like you, forgot of time are these

Bat virile, still, and old.

Capt. Wilson and party lesving Forbes Camp,
Daily Graphie. TFeb.lz /94. |
These are the men who were t-o die,
Who, ricding out at c¢lose of day
Roqa out forever,
For the night fell,
And as the dust that i‘ellowéd fell and lay
Amongr the scrub

So when the dawn rose, they lay dead,






T

38
They were no eaiﬁts, that little band
Of laughing men who left us yesteraay,
But rough bush-riders, bred of'reekless boys

Cheeks tanned by sun and coats bedaubed with clay.

The Valley of the strymon.v
The men that tilled these fields lie dead,
And earth is cold on hand and head
What worked and saw
And gurnered frugal gain
Where still yon river wends across the plain
To melt in the blue sea,
They had no voiee - with simple toil
They broke und wurned that very soil
That blooms teoday

As prodigal again

.As when the sun, and drifting swauer rain

Passed in that time before it knew the plough
Of i%s own harvest were khe arméd.mén

That 1it the beaecon fires to further Ind -

Of Gresece, ﬁhut rose, and pagsed

In seatiered leafage dropping on the wind
That Alexander might preveil and lest

One zanmeom marble shaft above the sea of time.






But all that gathered Moslem horde
Enpgendered in the waiting day

From the grim waste, the harvest stored
Anc eked by sparing everyway,

That splendid horde of men that broke
And fell in even rows on the plain
Before the guns they could not reachs
As man may never see again

What of their death or where to lay -

Sie¢ transit Gloria Mundi,

Life is & bubble on the sea,

The ocean of eternity

It floats &« while in glittering pride,
It may o'er many billows ride,

There comes & moment, none knows why,
No cloud o'ersypreads the summer sky:
Some 1ittlie breath, some‘hiddeﬁhhing,
Perhaps & spirit on the wing -

Touches the orb - it melts away =

The sea receives its little spray «
No mark, no memory, left behihd:

The everlasting sea, the wind - Flow on.

(GobieDe I\&ch.lfiﬁh. 1570 .
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The Sea and its Song.

OQuter Coast of Vancouver

To rest on fragrant cedar boughs
Cloée by the Western dcean’s rim
While in the wops of giant }iﬁes
The‘livelong night the sea-winds hymn,
And low uyron the fretted shore

The waves beat out the evermore -
5Tis thus that life is full content
zAna 8till the world is young and wide
This night, the stars, by hesven sent
Ana I and whatsog'r betide,

Mo ciscord bresks the perfect whole

The sea repeats but one refrain

B8,

Island.1385,

Sings, Sleep,- sleep,- sleep, oh weary soul,

Sleep - ask not if thou wake apgain,

Scattered fragments in the deep.
In winter and in summer,
Sun and storm. In fury of the
tanpést or in trance of sleep
Where only the slow yulse of nature
ever beaté, and how we luﬁoared
with fierce breath of steam
up that vast gorge in the lone

cepth of night resounding with






Siaaa, =

AR ST TP

" g

AL ko ! g

TR |
Ve ndh BRRE —
=5 }

M

36,

6&? elamour, while the snow swam

down in silence, passed athwart

the blaze of light and sank

into some depth below unseen -

Oh the long years that this great

valley graven in the hillis hath » %
held its peace, or syoken only

in the warring of the torrent or

the fall of some great roek |
from eliff to cliff. %
Baek to'mhe ocean, §
Back from hill or plain, ; 2
By each long way, to join the deep again %
Loud in the torrent - sileht, deopping slow, g
The tides of life pass down from high %o low é
Eternity receives them calm and vast ;
But still there is no end, no past., A%

The Irrigation Ditch. \/ %

Slipping along in the thicket of alder é
And willow that grows when the water is low 3
Plowing all silently chéeéuered with shadows E
¢ool on th;e‘ elay and the stones of its bed. t
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Prail stems of blossom stand bencing and nodding
Over blurred shacows that julse with the sirean
Roots creeyring cown in the damp earth about them
Dim with the wremor of heat, is the hillside
And in the parched valley abluze with she sun

Shrills the cicada wmong the grey bushes,

When the long war of water wnd of Tire shall pass 3
And earth sail on & silent juliseless wmass,
When all l1ife's mighty silence sank away

Death's utter stillness ever holdeth sway.

When thy long beams,oh sun, shull fall in vain
But twaurn the mountaiﬁ ghadows on tha'piain
Arig,~- no living thing to drink thgy ray

Nor winc 80 feel ite woueh and bound away

As was its wont through vernal groves

{ then)
Where now thy labour,man, they daily toil

Thy lifeiong strufigle with whe stubborn soil:
And where the hoypes, the fears that filled thy days
Miust these grey silent ruins thou diast raise

Thege wombs thy hands have lef't so long.






ke

Erelong, the time will come when I must go

AnG if tonight, what need to rue that it be so0.
¥Mo time seems fit to die, when life is sgirong
bBat if by siow decay u.ll_ sense is still,

The day and its events grown weary~long

'Pis then no sacrament - an oft tola tale.
Steaek—new - romain uncone half finished tasks

Wy sacrifieé'axon Goa's altar high,

‘Wew hands take hold to weave and builc again

S0 goon as light mounts new in yon dark sky
My path poes forth in the deyparting night

And whitherward, 1 trust,oh Lord, t¢ Thee.

Pitiful, jiviful sad-nsarted one
Essay tnyy little round, sun after sun.
Dark, grim anc pitiful, millions antold

Toiling anc weeyping tiil hope hath grown ola

Toiling, sac-hearted, %illi evening is come

Anc the 1lips that could murmur of sorrow are damb.

1882,

B8,
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Great God and the father of mankind
The spring of 1ife, the hand of fate;
I bow to Thee in humble mind
And kneel befoirs thy golden gats

That bars the sun, this cloéa of day.

One star above the mountain crest,

The dark and utmost verge of earth, (all)
That crops full swift intoc the wesi

Uron the footsngrs of the day.

A thousand stars that start behind

From out the ancient realm of night.

The growing durkness fills the land

Anc siilis the thousand tongues of cay
Tis only on my knees I gare (Vernon,B.C.1590)
To look afar, or scan the way

Which I must tread, 10 100k and pray.
And when'above the path I ﬁurn

To where the lights of heaven burn

My ldips refuse Lo utter prayer.

Mo plummet metes dark nature's deep
Through which the swift milleniwn's sweep
I know not, Cannct unuess tand.

But stricken silenece may express

The reverent awe I mast {confess 7 )

T
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The South Wind

On the edgé of zhe‘Western Land,
The soft soath wind that sweeps along
A #houaan& roliing leagues of sea
Anc Tauints aﬁa sleeps uyon the land,
Leaving the sapphire wave it drew
Tb rise and bregg apon thé 3trénd,
(Mo longer able o pursue, )
To search the rocky cavorné through
In spawne and 5}:;’&3?
It p#ssgﬁ ﬁarliﬁg in the pines
Across o thousand sonant strings;
It touches lightly, here a rose |
And there a.s}eur of grass, that springs
Anc #fmubles, gince above the cleft

: ( banner)

Of what grey rock 1ts needie shows,
Theﬁ slides away, unseen, &nd svill
Beneath the covert of the wood,
Along the swelling of the hill,
Till in the drowsy hollow, brood
The»scents of green, and growing things
There stays, and folds its silent wings
The soft south wind f - Tha'soit south wind.
Oh breath of ocean's inmost soul
That sweeps the brow, and sways the mina !

The distant sound of waves that roll
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In meusured cadence on ihe éhore.
Beats out the monologue of time
And sing from ever, evermore.
ihitve ebon locks, grow white with rime
Of age, and l1ife becomes but lore
Or miser's hoard of mamory ypast,
Till peace comes on the soft south wina

Mot dong ~ at last - - -

Linneae Borealiss

\//

Just as & wee maid when she standas

_Wibh downcast syes and folded hands

To say her oft conn'da task
50 bladﬂng on some mossy bank, where days are long

Long and woods are dank)

Or crowded thick 'twixt lichened stones

Where some old glacier laid his bones
Their nodaing bells are Sﬁung.

Fairer than all where all arce fTair,
Within the flowery band

Ana breathing cut a fragrance rare
Where the tall ranked pine trees stand

In the lone distant northern land.
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1 turned the leaves and slowly turned
The yellow paper rough and ol&,b
And marsed the page was fairly Qrit,
And that was blotted, anc half tpld
What haste or weariness or joy

That hand had felt in its employ

And restless, &s my eye ran o'er

That fragment of the joy and grief
Of one who howrded (?) 1ife no more

Carcless I turned another leaf.

My dove, Dear . loved 80 long ago

You chose your Ianh and went anéuhar W ay

I was not rich nor great, and told you 8o

But in my love ﬁo you eouia never stray.

Within me rose, 1 knew, some tide ¢f the divine

Long purypose of the world, some pulse of that greuat heart
That rules. Had you been mine

It seaned wexnighﬁ have lived a life apart

Huve breaﬂhed some air all eonsecrate and true,

Inviolate anc pure; jyour love 40 me anc¢ mine alone tc yom
But that mawy be no more, time past is dead.

When last your hand left mine, that hour

We two were parted, never watershed

That turned two drops uron the mounizin ridge

1
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Of some great continent wue greater bar

Qur lives diverged, and ever wider space
Spreac all between, and far

Far from our childhood's place

We drift and drifs, and you

To me it seemeth left in moving sands

Are losi. While I, .Loachinpj the barren rocks
Gé‘OnWhFd through grey lands

To that great'sea that loéks

The habitable world in one eubrace

God grant we there may some day meei and face o face
For there but one love for me and one for you
And in some flux of time this must return

Ag Gruth is true -

An@ the leaves have ceased to fall

Lesg® their rattling cdown from limb to limb

Should break the spell that holdeth all.

The wist is out on the river, sileﬁt it moves and slow

And flows as it had flowed ever, and will forever flow,

The cays are short and the nights are chill
When the leaves in slumber lie
They blush in sieep on yonder hill

Anc cesiing deep in hollows lie,
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44,"
Hat,
goof of the forge uand working house of thoaght
i shield from sol's fieree ray
? Far shroupgh the forest, by hard seratching
And many Gevious ways.
Tﬁau sSumm o Cag 4t best, I huve thee here
A prey 0 sutumn and W winter wind
The u&&s ai'e e¢hill, the snowe are almost hare
While I go southward t0 & land less dreer

A new Telt tile, wmust ecover in my mind.

My dove,if thou dost hold the wine of two men's lives in
Phy awer hands,

I pity thee, for thou hast ta'en what thou cun'st not
restora,

If thou bear'st one awwy in thy sweet heart
Then must thou spill the othep in the sand.
But blame me not, if I <o pray vhee for my soal

Oh ! icuve e nov to wourn the aupiy cruise, the evening
of my days

Long time in seeret has the fragrunee grown,
I; is ny wil, T pray thee fue my own,

183k
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Some little nest is lonesome %//"
Some litvle hewrt is sad, -

Some livtle hewd is mo)ing

All in the sun&hinalglaﬁ.

Oh { the grief, the bitser grief

And the wrong without redross

Is bubbled about by every loaf

AnG the day is %@urinaas.

That w1l that love should be in vain !
That flight from ahs sunny soath

And the courting in Aprii's sugﬁnﬁ.r&in .
oh ! the grief, the bitter gries
AnG the wrong with no reﬁresi
Whether ig qull on birc or man

$

The whoupght is madness, nothing iess,

GulioDs Jan. / 78,

The miaﬂis ayon the river
Anc the moon, the waning woon
Loocks down on the dimed wmirror

Where the ice wili gathaer soon,

The Pleads anc Qrion wre high o'er the fourest dim

And neture lies

Frow singing her sutumn hymn.

in the hush of night

$8,"
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The firs are dark, and their ragged tops stand black
aguinst the sky

But the poplar woods are thin and bare, and the moon

Beams fulling everywhere in their secretihoilows lie.

Their hills are paved with their cocined gold
Child of the sun and.air
Bach leaf a finished rperfect thing

- But there is no footfall there

Fos the very breath of night is still

P

Moaéaito. L/
There is & sharpness in the prairie sir
The swmer flaunts her banners on the sward
There is a haunting jresence everywhere
Of twice a myriad, myriad whetted stings
The air is full of murmar . .and of song
Tha @ rounds the soleun stillnegs of ﬁhe was e
As guay the light mosquito osars along
"In Godiand in his sword" his trust is rlaced
Oh smudge, oh \ gloricus smudge, let me entrance
In thy sweet noxious cloud
Andnose and eyes wll smarting withhhy steneh %

There curse the wingdd crowd.
: 14, *
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Blue eyed, basid@ the melbing snow
On lichened rock S
Forget-me-no ts that.alee; and grow
Qr gazing still on Heaven's blue

Turn ever nearer it in hue,

Oh GO& a key, a litile key,

A pass-word for the iron door

Thea t shuta_the whole bright world‘frOm me
So strong I need not striv; or press

That stands against all human stress

Deep founded on Eternity.

A grove of tall and silent pines
Where moss receives the itread,

Or where the shacow darker lies
Me piled the leaves of seasons cdead.
A summer san, o0r geeming calm,

But to a gquicker ear the roar

0f jostling atoms as they crowd
At every lesflet's open pore.

How soon we cease o miss the news
The nolsy chatter of the day

ot bgttlea won and lost, of games

That knaves ana dupes devise and play.
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Thenoon the leafage of the time

The transient doers of toduy

That fill the armmies of the dead

And year by Year are swépt avay

And as they come, and pass with noise,
The peace of God continues here

Ané flux of time is meted oat‘

In wooden cycles, y2ar by year,

Peace River, Aug. 1879,

"A Ruséian Princess”
% Paris 1898,

Of suvage times, & perilous greut’daep
Looks out through her young eyes
The primal Slawv, ahe Wend, the Seythian,
And of the Yorth the batile and the sleep,
The feasning, famine, heat anc bitwer cold
Of yeaw~-long merches in the twilight wcfld
Songs, dirges x tules that never can be told.
The flapping tents of skin on sun-browneé hills
Winc of the steppes wnd sandy river-beds;
Or stunted ypines, where Arctic winter shrills
By hats half baried near the cattle sheds,

The woman of primeval fate

In this swift tide of later dey s,

i
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Of Heaven and Hell she swings the gate
And counts not either blame or praise,.
Low browed and stately, dark anc tall,
{Her sires the Roman legions stayed )

Bhe moves a gueen amid them all
Barbarian and not afraid %

The Truaant,

Oh I have been dancing‘the night, my 1ord, )

RIS R e R , 1/
All under the greenweod tree;

In the light o' the moon on the goft green sward
And T would you had been with me.

The music began, bui you slept my lord

You cuared nothing that I could see

Batu the rime ana the time and the elves theuselves
Were calling and calling %0 me.

I went not ¢f will %c¢ 4he dancing green

With hazels (?) about in the dew,

But was wafted there in the cool night air

And fer and away from you.

Bat still you slept on my lord, you slepk,

Or s0 it beseemed 0 me,

Tiil the light of the dawn fell cold upon

The wood anc the lawn ana the lea.

o

{”i5§<hgre-&m I back by your side, my lord,

12
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And glad to be back with thee,
But when shrill pipes sound t¢ the dances round
Oh sleep not, but come @ith me.

) July $80th. '938,

I cannot sound the ceypths of 1life and death ,
They lie, as infinitely deep today
As when man first threw out

Hig little line to measure them,

My chilchood, now I look far back -

A dream amid ite misty yeurs

- Seems but a troubled dawn in whieh

Some gladness mingled with my tears.

1 feel a great regret of love

Por those who gave me birth und s trove
To do their Guty, almdy seen

Anid the stress of life.

A writer of books and & weaver of rhymes,
A man, no regarder of seasons or times,
Por @ home, all the world, but alone and aloof

With no family, fireside, or sheltering roof.

A stranger mid travellers; all are no more

'Wh@re eternity fretting the border of time (shore)
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WMo friend 1o clasp hand with, no wish teo fulfill
No fear to contend with, no good or no 111

With one guestion recurring,thé problem of all

Unsyoken, unanswered, till death some day fall.

Across Siberia Bastward,
We came by the long land marches,
By forest anc steppe anc rlain
We péoyled a silent country
Of rivers and drought and rain;
0f snow and ice ana winier,
But with fish and flesh and fur.
We made {ire and song in the silent Jand
And daneced in the night there, hand in hand,
Por whe country was new and lone,
And vhe wise men kept thevanciﬁnt rite
The signs of day and the stars of night
The spells and the tokens, the count anc tale
From father to son and from year to year

Till wie cune to the sounding sea.
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Sad is life and sad is living, | - %5 ah ' 1

7 b  Sag is dying, Bad is death. 5 | v )
| Slowly on the dwys @,e passing

Slowly, measured breath by breath.

Slowly dying, slowly dying,

Spreading silence, coming deatily ,
Striving wmindg, and groaning body : :

' . {
Straining upward, bearing down;

Wed so close, yet tied so lightly , T

What when wull the bonds have flown ?
Silence waiteth, silence broodeth,

All devouring andc alone,







	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0001
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0002
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0003
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0004
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0005
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0006
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0007
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0008
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0009
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0010
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0011
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0012
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0013
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0014
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0015
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0016
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0017
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0018
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0019
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0020
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0021
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0022
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0023
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0024
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0025
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0026
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0027
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0028
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0029
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0030
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0031
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0032
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0033
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0034
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0035
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0036
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0037
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0038
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0039
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0040
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0041
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0042
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0043
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0044
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0045
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0046
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0047
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0048
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0049
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0050
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0051
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0052
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0053
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0054
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0055
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0056
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0057
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0058
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0059
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0060
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0061
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0062
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0063
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0064
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0065
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0066
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0067
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0068
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0069
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0070
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0071
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0072
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0073
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0074
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0075
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0076
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0077
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0078
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0079
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0080
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0081
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0082
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0083
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0084
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0085
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0086
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0087
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0088
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0089
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0090
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0091
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0092
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0093
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0094
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0095
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0096
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0097
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0098
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0099
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0100
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0101
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0102
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0103
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0104
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0105
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0106
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0107
	mua_dawson-fonds-MUAMG1022-6-062-0108

