











Graat Body, T ask not honouwr oF ronown

Bav inesmuach we T have bravalloed fer

Boncath the san, end stwudied long

AnG leooked towwrds thy een shar

EY nipght wnd cdays I ocrevo that 1 wey boar

eyt OO masamﬁ W the labouring wovld

To nmuke more lipght the toil of life

fm give some rosson for wll seeuing wrong

and Jift the sigh of Lmb&m* into Bongs

Mipht mlimm Gy mtﬁ tay sueodnde W night

But wli the storied pages of the puast

8t%dll give no elews The Tirst is ws the lust
but dewn wnd evontide, budl derk and day

aAnd xﬁm divine in Mm'vimwmm made in olwy
Sesking and finding note Thon dali and cole wmmﬁ
Bloaly o she zf:mwmﬁ MmOl Gy %

Onh Head of sll ervuted things give aar wnd sloak

Thy wisdom 0 apheld the woske

We dive but in half knualecge, on the sedn W

N

fnc edge of things that puss feom desyp W aeey
Fall of uncusy Orewss vhat fudd in sroubled slaep,
Grant that we weke to thy full orbed day

What sime the elwcﬁé of 1ifo shall puss aeay

Wo follow knowiouge close Trom pain so pain

but never touch she elew and soures (?) of all,
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But eogs wnd whoeles thet work below

To wewve the woof ? sublime.

Balling free, in the cewd of whe night, in she pale
With whe white foem bohing wnd no light

All the spume of the eou blowing thiek in the aip -
@ dim vail,

Cn the eroef - with & crash, in the night

Anc the eoa baating heavy «nc 1ong on & wreck

Cllinbing dasrk on whe side, ruehing white on ths slent of.

the dack,
A cold bitier #inber of wind that erios shreiil ap alofs,

The boute losd, far from lend, no reply to the fiares o
: whe guns.

Sim batiered wnc broken the woockape is By Red
On the feuce of the deep thuat is pusrdcing its dowd,
Bloan feom Tur by soft winds ovar soa many Gy By

In & blue sihere of veoun wnoe wir,

My tlwme is horts  The mhwaa&m of Life,
s nuﬁg&mﬁ shaoing T cunnoi sort,

Bat eount 1% guin w0 live -

To live anc dle. T see and know

And pass LU Lhe unknoan -
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If I might live wnew, and plun
Theoughous, end shape apain
B far us man mey o |
The web of life ~ woula 1
Qr woudd 1 not yusrsae
The selfesuns wn@a ?
Would T be lod wiey a8 heretwfore
Or rale my Mf“u “n W
And wosve ﬁew draws 7
1 &now not, for i% over setmed U me
Phat I chose woll wnd sruly,
That mt“m&z Wug made, not 80 muach \
Or ot sdd by meny &8 by an
Overraling feta.
One quet be podiike, o0r W god
To rule with knowledge of whe fswmw w‘w& s By
But svidl 1 cunnet shink ohadt wdd
Mas t ond in fui&wm wid mast be in vain
Thought is oo subile, %Wwo intense
To ¢ie wnd heve no pluce
Love is Wwo coep wnt hope wo high %W faile
OFf sheir fruition, somewhere bt some Lime,
{Posehunee) it i bat Lo resodve to live woaein to live
To pgrasp the clews of love, W oscupe

Pheoarh ali the fselus of duckness W stms life






Fubhor,

Wnieh is beyond, wshich must recur
Where 1ies frultion, when the wWwords unsaldy
The songs uansung, he Jumnatured

Growns thet glow o my dim

Byes, like sunset on the worlds Take Toma

Whece wll thut hes boon weong, oF wrongly ordered

Willi be wolls. =~

Theoughout whe lund the maeples Tlame
The e hes come, whe Joed muest fulld
Though s3iil the sky is blae, serene,
Mo s%nm, nos wintey blast at Wl

The time ds ripe, wnd leufl by louf
The gacb of life is shed wm'

Mot by whe sampeet's siress, but in
The deswning waure oye of duy.

8o, ripe in knowledge, sipe in yoars
The pulse bewts low, the @ye prows dia
And wey » shough bidnded stili with beers

Wo know She tleo has como for hime




Wy father.

I au 0d€ wnd wm nigh W sthe and

And I know that ihoese oyes

Iooaing out en the world wné vhe sun
by be elosed by whe fingsr of God
any moment = wy Gime wwy be done:
But whe voiewns of children are giad
To my ewrs, uﬂd‘hﬁa nows of vhe ey
And the movammnt of wen, goed o bad
all the foreoes &t work, or in play
add nhé‘rwagvﬂaa ¢f Lhings and the song
Of she wing and she #aa G nos Bad

I e woasry sdone of duouy.

To it in the wooe, with the sound ¢f the ook ot wy
faat,

And let my thouphtis vander and wender wherever they muy
Like to bees in & gardong or iight swauer batterfiles plmy.

Mow %o linger a moment on this, o on that, flowt sy
withfthe alroas

Coguotte with & sunbouwm, or hese the loaves apcek im &
) sybilline drown

To live and % know that J live, s & puct of & whole
- JTnterwoven, apparont, incarnate she home of the scul
To grasp the lipht clues of the day wnd ¢ fellow them on

Cr baek inw darkness of Hpyrd and cays that we ponay

Kovtanie L. Jdune /ﬂ@t
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The times are out of Joint, he gods* rovice
The sistram's junple drowns the joet's lyrs
Uue Todd is gone, cur Kingsford had S0 go,
We heve our Wigpine,wnd gur windy Bourinot
Workmun is dowd wnd Laupoan sings ne more
Bat Fruger's mocse-galf tekos the vueans ficos
Wﬁilw for dhe sowl, the @ﬂi& fovd wo gos

Ave water icos, frosmen by Prechotie £

The wné hag come - the ming Lhat sought W know
The very sacres, snd true goul of things,
Is now in wll 31ts coursus spont and slayed

BY Qura intoderable death with sable wings,

And you, beyund, 1t svems he sust aweko

48 in some anciont gity, with the light

The nete of unfuniliue bells upon sthe dawn

Syeaks %0 the pligeim coming overnight,

S0, w0un by ape, he lios there - doad,
And wdd the woery Jines of m&:@nn'
That grow apon ﬁia face hav# flad,
Onge wore, wund after half-succoss,

His brow ds confident and eleur,






A0,
And young and strong, wsild white hadre,

Bat w8 in some yust @&rly‘yaar

He l1liss there fronting destiny.

Bad un)erturbed and seill

Toil 1&3@&&, and all befosre him eclaar,

I am his son -

Adl fails - The %i&ﬁ of 1ife runs ®wn;

The long hope of & betier day sinks into night

And in the West light fudga in sombre tints of grey,
Then welcome desth - not with « keen delight

But with that rest whnich lies in endlega night

Abiding sleep -

He had growut love for this green world

Por growing things and for the light of day,
He ¢id not fear to die, bul in his soul
Abhorrod death, wna wil ite disarray

And night, and loss, and lapse into decay.
To plant, asnd tend] to pray and %611

And seek increase from burren soil

To soe the gm:m, the leaf, the Tlower,

And look for harvest's happy hour

Was hi# stiong 1ife

He was & wWwwer of strength o us, who ware his sons.







i1,
He knew his task would be roelieved

When 80 Gud willed
and mm by otvhar !mn_m his pavden

st be tilled - -

The end is vory newr,

That ond %o which &l ecome

Where the oyes 826 not

Anc whe voice is duub,

Where 1ife obbs wnd the lfma* of 1ife is death

To yrove that life ie H!‘m

- The hand that held, and measured

 Heighs no moce, the mind » :

Thut played aboutl the secrot svul of things
Has lost its cunning

Ald ite cowse is stayeu

And droyying like ihe sun, the aight
fyreads wide and still its sably wings

T™he dark ivnwiwama‘ nigﬁ:‘m of doath,.

And yet boyond iv scaus

There must be waking, &6 in s0we groas town
Wivh all new voices of the mern dewn

édnd siroke of unfumiliue bolls

Peaeaful HOMM, WS In somo wnelent edty

$hare we sleep, and with who light






Lo,

Howr unfamiliar voicos of the dewn

And wusic of a-&rmw ballsa,

Pobesb the 1800, i}mnaﬁq wb l"’m"ﬂﬂbﬂrg?
Wé Anow today our twlo of dowd,
Spent on the sun-baked windy ;-an&
Qs bosty, whe lafs Qa Qithﬁun droad
But may nod nw‘w;@ L again
‘Put pride is mingled sivh our tﬁ@ra,
The seed grows L the stataly wrae,
e know that in the tide of yowrs
-Wa sowW for aapire yeotu 0 be,
Qur loss, our gain = nor soccos Tolt
As rising in vhe Bast we see
.~ The day flood all the waiting val&t.
« But fathers, mosthors, sistioees, w.iwaag -
mw loss xqmm than you can bowr
Por you, these young uxu&%mtﬂvm '
Gone out, 18 durknoss évwwnwa “

Wo phieve with you, wo siend o @id -

The ﬂ%mi’t boor, that liss, & ciod -

He wis « father or & son -
Uyon his dry groy Transvesl sod

autng the we&m that wo have wong
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Hie narcow s0ul was Wrun wnd surong,
T fend us from his howe und hrwad
e powe hisg 1life « e know him, wrong,
But find him worthy afsor addy
And when in duye to come the song
Of lator hervests shell be sung,
He will huve rart in thet South land
As eldor brother true and sLrong.
Bueh syeing that risos on the valds
Wil; Cun its wroath of seif-sown Tlowors,
Will bresthe its frapgrance wno be folt
About hie gruve we (wnd) over cues,
Mot wll ie lost if 1ife be wyont
Foe 1t 48 pood to t%u&y &ie
To give to that @x&rmwu saLent
if 80 Lo frecdom lives thereby
Tha things not saen, boyond the villd,
Have hurvest wiso full wnd teae
and loss {guin) we reckon but by tale

Ie mousured there - To cach his due,

Yes, 4% is early worning there,
Al Legsa, sumswhere in PThibes,
e kﬂaw bhe dewn is rising grey

Upen the slopes, snc pardens wot






14,
In sasner dew, with ypopples gay,

The willows heng wlong the verpe
Gf enciont :rivwx, grean and still,
And bellds begin w0 sirike and clung
In old Cuthay feom hill to hill.,
And et ds wll we Know

Of ednisal Ind, alone and far

bore unfamilicr than u ¢istant stear.

A man for whow all malos mey prey
: In yurity of soul,

Young, and & god wnong the pods, Areet wnd Lrue
Ant whole |

A wype eof wll it stands for cignt wpuinst the
flovd of time

The perfeet form in evidenee of nutare's work
m&biiwrs. .

To it dwth scorn wne 1 who wiite, susire
andg glve him place

Whe v s my kawe Iwm o womenkind gpainst the
huaman race,

The web m“ hought, the fuelle yon, ihe subiile jlay
of mind, |

These way be m@vma in BOmD eBLALE t--"zm;

feantacy may find,
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and there I rosty With proat intont wnd motives ;
Wue wnd sene

| ; ;

i T Bl livtle more than shedowing the

v

amhinw eng the rein

That bewt uyon this isie of 1ifa,

Pincher's Cresks Yord Hoberts swid the Pincher Creek nen
fought wallywho dlad b Kotjurs,

1%s wutors fed¢ from snowfields high
, | Alung Imw wostorn mmﬁmm &im
_ﬂun where tho flﬁwwhmmwﬁ-mm hills spread
Uyon the facrshess prairie’s cim, |
'Mﬁ cubila, ‘mw\mg in whe dusk  derk)

Cowe down 10 saek dte evoling flood.

Contorted beds of UNANGHN e
Wy wowry idlmbs shall beer
Perchunee « neas synclinel fold
& night, mey be wmy iale.

Diye 1 chall sake on unnuced sicowns
w.whwa tho rouks mm, mgmﬁ
Mﬁ.ﬁa the crested mountein ridee
Gr anticdinadl hollow

Or gently wi m’x.ma Nuies 8 Lroke
The slanbering pewrifaciion

v for _ni hundieed milidon yours
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Has been ceberred from setion
Where long neploctsed mouniaine stund
Just erwsbling inw shrods
And laying bure on asvery hund
The LZhundess twossucres of thels beds
O rivese rolliing w vhe soa
By cudl aswition agsail
. . wvzﬁiﬁm ofthe past

. - . . -

Une duy his sbsent trasnt hewd
Ladd him so high and Tar,

He slid within whe gate of hasaven
That chunced W stand ajur

Anc there m snpgod esught him soon
To make a 1ittio atar,

But h@l#@f;&éﬂd W shine or burn

o spastored, winked wo died
Befors 1% moved, or mado ex turn -
Oh serves him cignt, St Pever eried

That boy woudd naver loaen !

10,

1
|
f
8
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With hie gold pan and his shovael

AnG 1ivtle vlse beside

e 13% his pipe, snd loft the cwap.

Po croses vhe hiph divice

Ws wished hiw avery king of duek

And chaffed hin on his cresze

Then shouldered ploks ana serunbled cown

To where we'd muds & raise.

™e last we swe of Hoddie

He was near long Tom's old mine

Looked lise & fiy dron Lhe snow

Above whe timber line, . ;
Woll, w«ll that month, the luck was biad

The ereck wus high, who Wing=- e broke

And helf our pile wes whiffed By

Yor pgrip wnd Wols anc suchylike soike, '
We ofton sudd, Rod's strack i rieh |
He'd never stay so Adong unless '
Wo often spoke of Roudie |
%o palg h.m’w slruex 1t rich {
Or he'd be baeck to co his whaok ‘
Ujon the water ¢iteh, |
Lat then shess dadua wos Whet lostor

They brought him in the syeing

That mede him 80 uncommon frdan

and wiong with ovaery thing.

Well last there seaue & Maring L100d - -
. . * L] L : .
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( Give me & women of some wncient worldeocld ruce

i

- Frow fueeher Hind or out of Ter Cathay!

Deark savicus eye and young lumpasaive fuce
Set in the mould of “fres, whare Lhe N

Cf joy, or ruth of soreow, gives no truaco

Thoagh Joy and ao@*mh fall, for sach is life,-

Harg, in the efforvescanes of the time

Ace mal dons _wmwly. nf‘f#hww of a4 motloy crow
Frank leughipg fuces, rosos, cyes of blue 7
Kind hoarts, I dwabt not « knowloedge up tw date

A thousand longings for the world to sate,

I woulda enshwine & thought in varse
Thet iy may ,Lliva though I a‘haw.ii die
To syeak 0wn wild mﬁ wlfter yoars
To stund above the mist of tears
Like soma white mountain, ssen wlfar
Bwandv & seope of heaving soe

Mayy dike the wereckage on the shore
To show this sesa was &% suiled befure
By othes mgien in fourmer duys,

;rhm. yo mey pass by lipght of Gay
Whare 1 posrehance au #mt aw Gy

In vaupests wnd in night,

-






AV,
Up on the renge whera she rzm-bmrkad' pinos
Are seuttored along the nill' :
And the yollow prass in billowy lines

I warm in the sun and still

Where mountaing afer with crag on clag

Show jurpde and blue on the far sy line
PTheoupgh vhe s%ill hot air comes thin and cloar
The ¢istant sound of the lowing kine

Pucsing beeatiful fooe and Teldce.

Prow field swnd mart, from mine and cwe

Prom our browd lund from shors %0 shore

Stend Toot %0 006, wné hend W0 hend, wnd rank on rank
for favharland.

Que fathors mueds the lend wo love

Qur sires heve marched bofosre

To bost the jroud inveder back, and dlam him _ o

feom whe shora,

He drew tho pathwaye for the bison on the prairie

And in the sky he warked Whe way of birds,snc einds und

Paing Lo «

- Pwo ills there are, ho said, 1 canmot hinder -

Hewevar pood the lund ls, svidl my peojde

S







m sheldl war with thou, but thoy shuld nos dostroy you

#nd in warsing yo wee brave, wnd shaell be mighty.

kUt wewr in'livmm WMBl grow old end Teuble

Till susseer, snd 1il) winver is & bardon
Till hunting, wnd til) batiie is no ylowsurs
And in after vime will come' s svrangesr jocrle

#hose wedicine is sicongor than my knowlaedge,

1 veld you now whe story of the sund-hills

AB 1L was known 1\11 daye o - - -
Whon ete the asordd of jldainemeon

The countey of the Bleckfeot end Deko b

He bui.lt Wne woanteine sileongly o the Westward
And crew whe forests round she north and Bes tward
But Jeft the countey boundliess o the Southward
For shat way luy the yathway of the swaner

And the winde what eat the BNOW Gway in wintepr
Of the buffulo, wnt wunselope, end wilafowl o

There woers other peoyde, ©ther ydainmen

Then ne led she rivers througn the yiawing, wna Cilled shem 4

Buying, wvun yo ever stheough he imfz wnd Tall nob,






Up ous m‘- Wthe sow, my medd so Tule

And over the ship's bleck side came she

1 eadl hor mine, though the tige of lif@l

Has curried her fur, and aiay from me

?ﬁr the #world grﬁwé 0l g mﬂﬁ.mj yousth is <oud
bat her gruecious presence is with me still

Per here mmmary~g&mx$. “nd is mine alona

With the toueh of her hand, and the broath of » wigh
Had 1 kngwn her betbary, these mipht hmva'fioun
But now they are mine if I live or die

8011l T sometimes fosl if it might have beon -
"Hac her lips beon wmine, wn¢ hew lira wnd mine
Loun one Torever, Sgoade-eedbd

dould T not give up wy rosy deoam

¥or the fruit of xnﬁkisaci@;@ of poud wnde i1l

Theough this dim portal, coldy in stone,

I turn me wnd must welk alone .
Wy echoleo wos nade - - -

rhm'é woe e ways %o worship God
I ehose this high austors retcant
Andg Jof's the path whaee busy fTeet
Of men and women oome wNG O
abjursd the warm, full sy of 1ife.

Rl - = - Ll - -






She has no soul nor knoweth griofy

bus like « sthistle-cown she Tlies,

When cippdes fiow wron vhe Jake,
(7 In 80Tt waim windeg wnd sunny skies,
When bough joing bough with gosssser

Bensatlh the sun on $wanar moon,

fihe 48 & fuyy & fond illusion,

4 The lovely rhantem of wn hour

i : By sunbewn jeinted on whe ocoun

The juse, the eovlour of a flowor,
A noonday dress without fTraision -
I know not what,- A witening foim

To holy hewven ve yercivion

Wivhout w pert in lifae's surong flouvd
Thut turns o thoussnd mills of care }
Bhe has no lot in toars and blood.

A light falee phantuam of the wir + + » &

, _ The haublest worker in. the Purrow
Or fisher lac ujon the sou
J All sensenbrowned, wad hoeny handed

Is &fmér. holier than she.
way /i}'ﬁgt

'E— s
i






6,
tod's jeace u;an‘th'mmunbain d and
" Bodls pewce wnc raest
The clouds brood low, @uong the shuttered p ¥
Baeh rugped orest, flouts ite white banner ¢ the aky
Ths hille wre sewaed, and 0ld snd groy,
Hedt with daep roughemennored runes
Graved with lines [row sholyp Qravar's et
bat sheltoered on their sides, u vhouswnd furrey things

heneving yoath,

Ch lovare' @rink cach ovhor's breath
AnG kiss end clasy anc leuwgh &t death
For this is linkod life's pudden ahmxn
And you mhm&l dive wne love again

In unbosrn time,

Cling closer Phrynae J iat me foeld
Your kissoes, wam&,'ruayann,to mine

T know that in the afsee e, the wide full dwy which |
is o bae

All that is best of theoe and me |

Will stund exulient in the holy dewn ‘
Gf cight ﬁna truvhs The long night pgune
With bat @ dim inherited curret

Gt pity for whe sorrows long weo

bBav wo, wo love, wnd toueh she foresaste of it ull
And each 1n CLhur knowg the jromise of the day.

Wﬁ%f i e sl : v |
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One kiss from you would be 0 wme |
Tﬁolﬁriaa of empire - ¥ could aie
Ter bay & ribbon from your hair -

A ribbon or & flowar o wour,

How those we love #o pity wost

We see in puaise of ovory day

The sacging upwerd of the scul
Within its envelors of clay |

We note the yuth of rapid yeusrs

In prowing furrows, whibening heir
bag rind no word of full wreyply

Te loose the gird of petey care
Phore 64311 de lonping dnexrrossod
Some luvent weulth aivine of Jove
Some droam of wn idyllie rmn% {bast)
Cx dnﬁaruigh for things abuve

Whieh finds no v@iaﬁ o wnswor hore
Mo dmege in the changing yesr

Wo conecord in our little day.

@ Bert, /38.
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T™he lost Cuase.
1 sing the cause that lost, :
Yor which men died, wnd women wept
and éma of prief for sons wnd lovors dawnd,
Por victory shouts abroed
Mor counts whe cost
The heerthsiones bace ane swept
The void what galfs the day, descending red,
Time riphts not weonge like this,
‘!‘M Vale 18 made o suit the G0,
Or aftervurd, if veath provail
The yows have lofs iy, page by puge
Pill 1ife wnu love anc knowlaedge fail

Thers is no snpel, fain to kiss

The feet of thuse whe fought and foll

Mo mé-.l.u@ ene 10 sroak and say

You foupht wnd d08%, but wli is well,
T rudse wione & feoble voice

Aguingt the minm& NG s trong
Aguinat the garried renike &f heil

And anky low long, Oh God,how long | ‘
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A Bomory of Doone

‘Y drink %0 & smile Wat is pone

Like w glow of tha West fiom the sky

In %him wine, which Tor wught T inow may
Have grown rod in the light of that day.
ﬁﬁ Hon wago some Trail bloom

That was lapped by she wave of the hill
Thut wes ylueked in the dewn, for & toub
Lald away with &h:a aw_d, till the W@Wome
50 my hewrt holds the tenuous

Shrunken form of & love of the jast =
Of “he past that is deady, nor more nowr
Te vhe ﬁﬂdeh‘ thuh the iy of the wave
That kissed the brown fewt of the waid

The deughter of Ra, in the Rld,

For the yoars have droyped swifily awey
AB & riwmb thus flows 1o the sow,

And my pulse beats but slowly today.
But thet day when she smiled upon me
Though 1 knew nots was fute for & 1ife
That is @nw in the tule of whe whole
That in nowise retums t¢ its guol

Eut sprowds on %o the onding of all,
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s : A% & Cunp Pire,
" ; In the cculs what glowed red

In the fire ub the cunpmont,

Beneath the graed pines

In %he s%ill autumn nighty

1 saw the fuir ‘MMI of a woman, efulgent

ang 1 mumadf “s T pased at Lts

Tremuioas lipht, :

But shere ceme & cvld breath

From the hewrt of the forsst,

The Tire foll wway, wnd where besuty had besn

| By & sudden mumﬁﬂm the atroke of & momont

| The imuge was pone, snc & death's hesd was seen,
Then I knew shat the fute of & life wae royoated
In beief wvhere befors me, in silsnee, slone
That the vision had pessed, thut the wish was dofested

M one heart wore wus 81illed and wee turned into stono.

Land of Osiris, Bpypt, one long serolld

From the blue soa Ly Scthioyie far
Wedt over with the lives and doeds of man
A ritued end yaryras of the dead

The Nile, wun's foot prints on 4t bordesr in the e o

firocat Ra l "l'mg Lamyde is but one vast towb







Thy pricsts we doad, she seod they garnerad

Sproad sbrosd in every land, bearing strange frait,

Thy ¥Wile stlll flows, bat by ius banks ars broken shrines

And silence, and & race degoneruto,

An wocidans that m.&y

me thousent Yy ours age

Upon this lisvle M‘.i ef jposter's wrt

A'mm of colour,

Stray, but burnt in well,

That brought some trouble o & living heart
That s1ill lies eww; writ in the shining pluse
As shone the san uron whe ses ﬁmm Gy 8 o |
How true Lhue every whing .ia weitten sverywhere
What lecks 18 but the oye W merk and resd

To follow ali whe siow sdvance of Lhings

Ant see before W whither all things lead,

 Soymour Varcows.
?m weunteing &nd the solawn firs
That stend Gim renked aiong she B0
’ The leagues on luapuce of vater ways
That clouve vtm hilis
And this the gute that lios beiween LWO Bous

Whore wwiee ownch day vhe hucrying tides Tiow in,

T T —







Give us leave &ﬁ fight our babtles,
Lot s sbund wiong and say

Mo prodd brageesrt, be he glani,
Moves gar one fovtlangih in our way.
Lew uﬁ stund w8 yousthful David
fwod, belore the mﬁ.n of fath
Bosssing in his finisghed arwouar,

Bat 4 steipling in his yath.

~Tu is herd to wrest hie birth-right,

From a man already grown,
By on 1: slone und fricondl ess

He is Tighting for his own,

Btill you cennot unaffected

Play & yany neatrsl part

While
Hixh your foe, wnd our oppressos

Thrusts & sypoar aguines the ‘th
OFf your offeyrings If we perish
Dies . the nonour of ¥ouws na s,

We must Btand and fTall wWgoethor
Fuldi o0 rise & eGmuon wmw,‘

Ang the wer ¥2 holé must over

BO wnd ond, and mr.mn WO Game

Let us stend then, tirue, dotermined,

Stmnmm:rmt wil oummon wrong -

Bevking not & ceuse Lor batile » -« =

- - - Ll - -
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Life hath no Joy

Nuughs but ablcing sorcow

 Deeth hath this wora o way

Le thore no worrow,

Doad J ‘and no lengar in want, hour by hour
Of medicing, food wnd cure

Quiot wnc #uill in the night so w.té.

S8ilant and .lmng thara,

foa n'v ig 1% true that ol love must fail

And nhope on %he verge of the realm of nigns
That friendship und use are wil so frail

and our holc uron life is 80 wesk wnc slight -’

Yeutorday, morning wsoko in ths RBest

- A8 before, ws of custom and neod

Shedd the sun now wrise as of old neveruoee
Shall Yhe pdent nov grow up from the rood 2

Oh Father in heaven, I know not thy Wy

Mo tindy cowrse through she desys or thy warrants or laws

Bat here on the dust, &noel wione, can but cry

Or may peay % she = of the silont Pirst Cuuse.

Hac the respes but reajed when the eorn etood woll ripe
Anc yeliow 0 harvesty wy soul might have bowed

To shy lew, o the fate which the wres have made Why
pdain law.
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durdor of "Siviing Bulli®.
/

Oh savaege chief « The long live swoep,

OFf God's gread prairie wourns the doand,

Bayunc ‘ma WasLern verge the czwp

Is all aglow with Tiscy rw‘.y

And overy swelling crest of snow is red, blood red.
Buby, 0ne or twoy durk sullied s;ois of blood und eluy
Aypeal tw hesvany apjaling blo s !. this winter day,
Tis winter now w e snd thine, wnc desth to wh d
The last of whe szzsésiring W urs

Thy yeopie hold sguinst the stacs

Ia fouapht, and thou and they must fall

Perchunce fus man, in this eclipse

In some strungs guise there comes new iight
Pesehunce more eloguent thun lips

Thy preve mey plesd fur wruth wnd cight

but 1 who m.lﬁ the dieeun of thy free West

Ang mourn its changing vimes, wnd thuse opprossed

I mourn for thee grim ohioftein and for shine

For thy wids summer of & thousand lowruss

That ran from sustorn foregt to Lhe enow

That wraps the Rooky

Thou et & narrow grive, sith alli despive

Thut wosk wmey suffer from the hand of mmﬂ
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Thine wus no ganercus foe
To ask for guerter - - - - -

- £ o - - o - -

The Sea Lion,

Bteong and alone, you swrvive, and far

Audd the spume of cold blue¢ sees

Phut beat seross bar,

Apuinst the obbing uide, the broase
Blows durkly up the islend streis
Betweon the silant raenss of tirees

Phat howr your roar, mnd siend and wait
Like you, forpot of time are those

But virile, ssill, wnd old,

Capt, Wilson anc parsy léaving TYorbes Camp,
Daily Oraphies Pobedi |94,
These ars the @en #ho were uwo dis,
Who, ricing out &t elosw of day
noce eut forover,
¥or the night fall,
AnG ws the dust that followoed Pell and lay
Mstng tho serub

S0 when the dewn coee, they lay deud,







|
|

8,
They wore no suints, that litele band |
Of laughing men who left us yesterday, '
Bat cough bush-ridors, brod of reckless boys

Chooks tunned by sun and coats baduubed sith elay.

The Velley of the Steymon,
The men thut tilled thesse fields 1ie doad,
M& earth is cold on hand wnd hesd
What wockod und saw
and gm*nwmé frogal pain
Whece still yon river wends seruss the plain
Te wedv in Whe biue sea.
They hao ne volee = with simple toild
They beoke wnd wwrned that #m*:g soil
That blocws Loday
a8 prodigad srain
As when Lthe sun, snd difting umﬁmm- fain ‘
Pussed in that tlwe h&f’&l‘ﬁ 1% knew the plough
Of 4us own harvest were the armdd men
Thut 13t the baweon fires to further Ind -
Of Grewvee, thut rone, wnu pussed
In scatiored loafage deopying on the windg
?ﬁm Al sxander might ;:r;«fwu,il wna lass

One zandem moscble shaft above the soa of time.






.ﬁut all thet gethered Moslom hosde
Mgm&ww -in_ the wailting duy

Feom the goln westve, the Nury a8t swead
Anc eked by syecing evorysay,

That splendid hords of men thet broke

dnd Tell in even rows on the plain
Bafore the guns they could nok reachi
A8 an mey never sao again

W¥hat of thelr doath oy whore %0 lay -
4

94¢ wwunsiv Glorie bhunai,

Life ie & bubble on the sos,

The oeoun of atornity

It Tloats « while in glittering ypride,
1% may o' er muny billows ride.

Thero cumes W mOmenby NONe knows why,
Yo cloud o'ersyronds the swuusr bhy!
Some iittie breath, some Md&@rfming.
Porhuys & spicit on the wing -
Touches the orb - .it‘. nalbe sway -

The seu recoives it 1itvle spray -
Mo mark, no mauory, lef't bﬂhiné:

The everlasving ses, twhe wind - Fiow on.

Gebialis Moheddthe 1870,
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The Ses wnd its Song.
Cuter Qoast of Vancouver Islandelssd,

Te rest on fragrant codur boughs

Close by the Western ccesun's rim

While in the twys of glant yines

The livelong nipght the st~ winds hymn,
Ang low uyon the frovied shore

The waves beat vut the ovormore -

(Pis whus thet life is full content
%Anu #tdil whe world is young and wide
This nighs, the sturs, by hesven sent
Ancg T and vhutsoe's betide,

Mo ciscord bresks the porfect whole
The ses repeats but one refrain

Sings, Sluep,~ sleoys- sleap, oh weary BGULy

Bloep - ask not iT thou wake wgain,.

Seatiered frapments in the deop.
In winter and in swamor,
Bun end swrme In fury of the
vampests or in %rmn#u‘ﬁf gl aep
Whore only the slow yulse of nuture
evor boats, und how wo luboured
with fieree breath of 8towan

Wl bhet vast porge in the lone

~Gep%ih of night yrescunding with
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our elumour, whils the enow Bwem
down in sllence, Yussoed &mhwért
the bluae of light and sank

inty some depth Lelow unssen =
Oh she long yoeurs that shie ﬂfﬁ&é
valiey pgeaven in the hills hath
held ite peace, o exoxﬂh onlky

in the wacving of the torrenk o
the fulld of some proat rook

from eliff to elifl.

 Baek W whe ocoeun,

Buek frow hill or plain,
By wvuach long #ux, t¢ Jjoin the deep apein

Loud in the wreant - sileonty deopring slow,

The wides of life puss down frow high o low

Brarnity recvives them calm and vash

But still thers is no end, no . pust,

The Ireigation Diteh.

Siipyring along in the thieket of wlder

And willow whad geows whon the water is low

Flowing wid siiently cheequered with shadows

Cocl on whe oley and the stones of 3ve bad.

bl






Qvor blurred sNecows that julse with the stcouwn s
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' Fruil swoms of blossom stand bonding and nnddmg

Hoote orcaping cown in the demyp ewrth sbout them
Piw watvh she sremor of houty is the hiliside
AnG in the parched valley e«blesze with the sun

Shriils the c¢lewdu wmong the gray busghas,

Whan vhe long war of aster wnd of fice shall juss |

AnG sarth sseil on & silent JRIBBLU8E WeHs,
Whan all 1ife's wipghty siionce sank a,«a@

Dewsth's avter stiliness ever hoideth sway.

When shy long bosms, ol sun, shedl full in vain
But turn the nountein shudows on the pdsin
Aridy= no living thing L0 drink thyy cay

Hor wind ¢ feel ite soueh and bouno @wey

L AB was 1ts wont theough verneld peoves

{ then) '
Where now thy Jabowr,man, anéi Guidy “oil

- Thy lifelong strugple with the stubborn seil:

And whaere whe hoypee, the fowrs thet filled Wy days
Widet sheso grey siloent ruins how cidst raise

Thess tomwbs thy hands heve lefi s long.






Bralong, the time will ﬁéma when 1 musts go

Andg if sonipght, what need %0 prde that 1&\@% 80 .
Né tiwe sooms fiv w ﬁin; whan life is sirong
but 1f by A;uw dorouy wlil Boneo is stild,

The duy wnd 1ts svenis ﬁfewg wwwry;ion@

"Pis then no Bucrament - wn oft tela tale,
Ghrwer-mew - Consin undone Nel? findehed Lueks
Wy seerifice uyon foua's altar high,

Mow hents tuhke hodd ¢ waave wnd bulld wprein
%0 soon &8s 1ight wounts new in sun'ﬁ&kh sy
i ‘ Ky pasth gues forth in nhw‘nm;avming.nzght

; And whitherverd, T tcust,oh Tosd, w Thea,

Pitiful, jiviful sad-howrted one
B iy any; ditile sround,; sun after sun.

Dark, peim snd piviful, miiliions antedd

Toiling end weaping till hope hath grﬁwn‘uiﬁ

Toiling, sat-hesrted, till evening is cotwe

\ © And the lips that couwl d murmur of sorcow are dumbe

‘ T A
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Great Gum<a&a.thw fusvher ?f wns dnd
The spering of 1ife, the hand of fute]
1 bow o Thase in hunble wing

And knesl befoiro why polaen goeie

Thut bucs the sdn, thnis cives of day.

Ona stae above whe mw@namin 04 BE Ty

The durk and uwost verge 6? durvthy, {all)
Thiet croys full swift inte the wass

Uyon vhe footstors of vhe day.

A WhouBeand shere Laal slert behing

Fovm out the eanciont soadin ¢f night.

The prowing deckness Tiils the lend
Anc stidles the thousand tongues of Cay
Tis only on my knees T aare (Vernon, B.0.1890)

To look afwr, or scun the way

dhich 1 must troady B¢ LOOKk and pray.

#ng whon ebove the jath T waen

To where whe lighte of hoaven burn

Ly dips rafuse W ulier rrm}@r;

Mo plummiet netes gk navuace's desp
Theough which vhe swift milleniwa's swuey
I know not, cennei dnam?anuﬁé.

Bub sirichon s1laned way sipross

Phe coveront ave I mast (confess ? )

b 17 A






The Scush Wind
On the adpe of she Western lLand,
The aéf% &au&h‘winm Wikt sweops %&Qng : |
“ %nemaunﬁ rﬁi;inﬁ denpues O nea i ;
Ang Teints wnd ﬂi%wiﬁ upun nnm ihﬂﬁb

Lawving she m»:.nm:.m WaN @ H Grow

To riu@ wng birewk apon the strand,
[ | {Yo lenger able iw Jursue, ) .
Te soeareh %ha SOChY mwv%rna Lthrcugh
In sjame wno sypcuy.
IV passes hnk;ing in the pines
{hnic the ACCUB8 W Wousand sonent stcings]

Lhoug wnd)
I% toushes lipghtly, hese & coBe

and thare w syour of grass, whel springs
&g& wracbles, since above the alwft

{ bunnag)
Of shat grey vock its nesdie shows,
Then elides seey, unseon, and suiild
Banaw;h e sovert of the woou,
Along the swelling of the hill,
Tili in she arawuy holdows brovd
The seents of geeon, wnd Fecwing wings
Thers mkmws, and 10Laa its silent winﬁn
The s¢ft south wind 5 ~ ?h% 808t south wind.
ﬁ i Oh brmmﬁh of ocoun's inucst soud
8 That sweeps the brow, wnu Bways the mincg f

The distent scund of weaves Lhet relil







In mwuburad cadangs ¢n he shore,

bBeuts oul tn@-mmnnieguw of time

And ﬁiﬂﬁgfﬁ@m BV Ary SVIITOre.

ﬂmiim sbon locke, grow whive «ith e
Of ape, wna 1ife bocuwes but lore

O miser's hoard of manory jast,
Tiiz.ymmma.eamaa on the suft soush wind

Mot dong - at last - - =

Linnm#& bioraadis,
Just as & woo mwid wvhen sho stands
With dewnowst eyes and folded hands

To suy her oft conn'd tusk

fio blusing on suue wossy bank, where days sce long

Leng und woudas e ﬁ&ﬂ%r
Or erowdoed thick "twixt lichened siones
Where some ol¢ gisoier ludc his bones
Thelir nedding bells aro swang.

Feirer than all w#hare ald ace fale,
#ivhin tne flaw@ry band

And breathing cul o Tragranss rase
Where the tall canked pine trees stand

In the lonoe ¢istunt nocshern lend.

41,
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1 wurned the leaves wnd slowly wurned

The yvellow parer rough wnd old,

d%ﬂﬂ‘ markad the puge was Talrly wein,

And thut wias blotted, wné half told

What haste or weariness or joY

Thet hend had folt in its emypley

Anc rostlops, s my eye ren o'er

Phat Trepuent of the jey wnd geief

Of one who hosrded (7) 1ife no more

Curalass 1 wuwrned ano ther laeaf,.

My love, Daar lovaed 86 long ago

- You chos¢ your Jailh anc ¥ent &nowher way

I nae not rieh nor presty, wnc wWild you 80
But in my love w0 Yo4 eouldc nover siray.

Wishin we rose, I know, sowe tide of the divine

Long pucyose ¢f the world, some puiae Gf that prowt heset

Thaﬁ'wmlaﬁ. Hat you been mine

It soaned wo might have lived & 1ife sparct

Have brosthed some elr ali congoerate and Loua,

Inviclate and jure ;var love w me wnd mine wlone & you
Bat hat may be no more, Lime Just is desd,

Whan 1&%% your hand laft mine, unmi nowr

We wwo wore ypusted, never welershed

. Thet ufned wwo Grops 4jon the wountuin ridge

B
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Of sowe peaat gonvinent Wus prester ber
Cusr lives dlvaorgad, and ovoer widery spsco
Spe e Wl botesen, snd fur
Par from our childhood’s jluce
We drifs and drifs, wnd you
To me i% seemeth lofy in moving swnds
ﬁbm dogt, While ¥, waching the bareen rocks
e onward vheough grey leands
To ohat proct son that locks
Thoe hablteble worldd in one aubiruce
GoC grant we Where may some dey meet and face o fmaw.
For thesre but one love fur me and one for you
dndc in some fiax ¢f tiwe this wust retusn
A8 Louth ds wue -
and whe leaves n@Vﬁ couged W fall
Les b shelr vattling down from limb to 1iub
Should brreak the spell that holdeth all.
The wist i8 cut on the river, sileont it woves snd slow

And Jlows ap it hed Tlowed ever, «nc will foeover flow.

The caye wv shors wnc the nighie are ohill
When the leeves in siumber lie
They blash fn sieep on yondar hill

And costing Goe) in hollows lise,
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Hat,.

Roof of the forpe and working house of thought

shield from sol's fierce ray

b Far through the forest, by hard seratching
And many dovious ways,
Thou‘summar rag : at best; I have thee here
A prey 0 aatumn and 0 winter wind
Tha days ace chill, the snows are slmost here
While T go southward to & land less drear

A new felt tile, must cover in my mind.

r WY love,if thou dost hold the wine of two men's lives in
thy aear hunds, ;

I pity thee, for thou hast ta'en what thou cun'st not.
restore, :

IT thou bear'st one awsy in thy sweet heurt
Then must thou spill whe other in the sand.
But bleme me not, if I do pray thee for my soual

Oh ! leave uie not to mourn the euyiy crulse, the evening
of my caye

Long time in secret has the fragrance grown,
It is my all. I pray thee for my own.

156;:’;\.
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Some little nast is lonesome

Some little heart is sad, :

Some little heuduié moving

All in the s‘uns}‘xina glad,

oh ! the grief, the bitter grief

And the wrong without redress

Is babbled about by every leaf ’
And the day is weariness. : ?
That all that love should be in vain ) :

That flight from the sunhy south _ f
And the courting in April’svsuqund rain .
Ch l the grief, the bitter grief

Anc. the wrong with no redress

Whether if£ full on bird or man
The thoupht is mudness, nothing less. )

G.E‘YLCDO Jm' /’faﬁ

The mistlis ur@n‘the riveyr

And the moon, the waning moon

Locks down on the di%}d.mirror

Where the ice will pather soon,

The Pleads ana Orion ware high o'er the furest dim
And nature lies in the hush of night

From singing her autumn hymn.

.
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The Tirs are durk, ant their regped Wie sland blaok
afainet he sky

But the yoplar weoGs asre thin anc berey wno vhe moon

Bowme fuldling everywhare in thedir seeret hoilows diw,

Their hills sre yuved with their coined podd
Child of the sun und sir

Been leaf o finlshed parfoct thing

Bat tharve is no footfall there

Por She very breath of nient de ssill

kosguaito.

There is & shurpnoss in the yrairie air

. The susmer flaunts her banners on the sward

There ia u: neunsing jresance evorywhore

Of twice u myrisd, wyciand whetted stings

The air is full of B LA .+ wnd of song
Tha ¢ rounds the BUlen ssillness of the weste
As pey the light mosquito cars wlong

“In God wnd in his sword" his teust is pd ue ed
Oh smudee, oh § pgloricus BraGEe, 1ot wme ensrance
In why swei no&Kicus eloud |

Andnose wnd eyes wll smersiing whh/bm s beneh 4

There curse the win@;\w cirowd,
late,






Blue eyed, bosias the mmiim BNOW
On lichened reek

Porget-ma-nots Lhat sloo) and grow
Or pasing s¢ill on Heuven's blue

Purn ever noarer it in hug.

Oh God w sey, & litule key,

A pass-word four the iron dwor

Tha ¢ shuts the whole bright world from me

S0 ationg 1 nesd ot svwrive or yroess
That stunds sgainst all human stiress

Deop founded on Btarnioy.

A pgrove of tall wnd silent pines

Where moss vrecelves whe Looad,

Or where Whe shacow derkes 11&

Are plled the lowes of sewsons coads

A shmner suny o sewning cadm,

Bub 10 & quickor ear the roar

0f jostiing sloms ws they crowd

AV ovoery loaflet's opan yore.

How soon we¢ cawse W miss the nows

The noiey chatter of the dey
Of buitles Wn @nG lost, of guaes

That knaves wnd dupes ceviege and play.

At
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Thenoon the leafage of the time

The transient doers of toduy

That fill the wsuies of the vead

And year by year wre WAL Gway

And as they come, und Pass with noise,
The peace of God econtinues here

And flux of time is meted out

In woeoden cyeles, yoar by year.

Peuce River, Aupg. 1u79,

"A Russien Princess®
% Paris luws,

Of suvage times, & porilous. grout deep
Looks cut through hep young eyoes
The primal Slav, the dend, the Seythian,
And Of the Worth the battle &né the sloep,
The feasting, funine, heat wnc bitier cold
Of yeww~long murches in the twilight world
fongs, dirges = tales that never can be told,
The flapying tents of skin on sun=-browned lhilln
Winc of the stepjes wne swnay river-bods;
Cr stunted jines, where Ave tie winter shrills
By huts half buried near the cutile sheds,
The woman of primeval fate

In this swifs tide of dator deys,

s
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of iwmr@ ang Held she swinps the paete
And counts not either blame or yruise,
Low browed sanc stutely, derk and tall,
(Hor sires the Howun logions stayed )
She moves a quoen wiid vhew ek d

buerbacian wnd not wfreid

The Trusnt,
Oh 1 have buen duncing the night, wy lovd,
All under the groonwood tree;
" In the light o' the woon on whe soft groen sward
And T would you had been with mo.
The music began, but you slspt my lord
You cured nothing thet I could see
Baw whe srime end thoe vime and the elves thousclvoes
Wore callding and celling w0 me.
I wany not m‘r wiil %o the Guncing proon
With hazels (?) wbout in the dew,
But wus wufted vhere in vhe eool nipht wise
and far and awsy vrmm YOR,

f CBat stidd you sleyt on my lord, you 8leyps,

Ok 80 iv beseonsd Lo we,

Tild the lipht of the dawn fell ccld upon
The wood snc the lewn end the les.

And hoee wn 1 baek by yoar side, my locd,
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And glad to be back with thee,

But when enrill pipes sound to the Gances round

‘Qh sleep not, but come with me,

Jmly‘ $0th, '3 .

T ewnnut scund the cepths of 1ife and deuth ,

‘They lie, as infinitely deep today

A8 when wmen Tirst threw out

His little line 0 measure Hiam'.

Wy ehilchood, now I look fur baek -
A Grewan wnid its misty yousrs
Seoams but & troubled dawn in which

Some glacness mingled with my tears.

I feel & great regrot of love

For those who gave me birth udd strove
To do their duty, dimly seen

Audld the stress of life,

A writer of bBOOKS and & wosver of rhymes,

A wen, no regarder of a@ﬁaohu 0r Limes,

Por & home, 8dl the world, but wlone wnd aloo?
#ith no fumily, fireside, or shel tering roof.
A strenger mid Wavallere] aill are no more

#here eternivty fretting the border of time (ehose)
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Mo friend % nlm&p‘ﬁund withy, no wish o fudTill
Mo foar 0 contend with, no good v ne 111
With one guesiion recuwrring, the problow of il

Unsjoken, dnunswarad, tiil desth somse day fall.

Across Slberia Bus tward,
We camn by the long land macches,
By foroes wand su&yyé and plain
d9 poopled o silent égun%ry
Of rivers and deought and raing
Of snow und lee and winser,
bBut with fieh and rlaah‘mnﬁ‘fur.
We mude fire and song in the silent lund
And dengad in the nigha there, hand in hand,
For the gounbtey was now snd lone,
ant. vhe uiaa;ﬁan'&wpz the aneient rite
The eipns of day und tha stars of night
The ay@liﬁ ardg vhe tokens, nh@‘ewun% andc tule
From father 0 son und from your o yowr

Tili we cane w vhe scunding sou.
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Oh God '.“uren min' ciose of W,*
Thy san doscencing in the mmt;‘
1 know not in what ww"& W opray

But aek that wil mankind be blost,

The clouds in movoless shining bare,

%#‘bid the uye w sewreh e deep
Cr senge auld the silent stars .
That their aprointed wutohes kesp.
Wy il menkind be hl'mt - LY e more,
ey @Vs‘%f& living thing num

In yowee soeorcing to behess

Upon the way that is wthy will,

T poray bocduse T neads must ask,

I know wisthouty tnat all is well

. And seeh uprvinted % his tusk

The . #ill tedl,







Sad is 1ife ane ssc is iiving,
Sac is dying, sud is death.
Blowly on the duys are p&@sin@
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