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But lus poeins, indicate more fully
his ownl persoiiality and liis position
in the literary world. He is an ]ý,nu-
pire I)oet at tie saine timie as lie is tie
western pioneer. Ili bis poeis, ''>ruîe
Sea-Queen Wakes '' and «' Chiail of
Emîpire,'' the true spirit of E iiglaiid's
sea rovers anid colonists is xuaxifested.
Thle latter poein which wvas w'ritten
over Ross Bay Ceiietery, 1B. C., closes
with the followiîig staiiwas:

WVhat wvas it ttîat voit slew? Ali ol<1 worI(I's
gloonii. e

\Vtîat won ? A statunching of sweet wo-
mianî's tears;

B3read for the chilciren; for the stroiig menx,
roont;

Bread for I3ritain; for your failing years
Rest, ini the front ratik of lier pioncers.

0 seed of Emipire! Stoîîes on whlîi we set
Viat Greater Britain wvhicli is yet to be;

Here whiere the furthest WVest and E ast are
met,

Sleep, whtile your 01( nurse croons for
lnlay,

11hanks of a Realini, tlîat owes you Unity.

But it is ini his poeixîs, <' 'fie Pros-
pector," "'fTic Western Girl," and
''The Westernl Pionceer," tliat lie
shows more toucliiixgly ]lis îîaturai-
izationl with the Canadian West.
No muore vivid picture of the inier in
the northcrn regionis of our Pacific
province couild be drawn tlîan tiat
presented ini " The Wvestern Pioncer "

I cati hear the wvilows wilispering 'way down
the Arctic slope,

Everye * . eritig littie leaflet grey Nvith fear;
Tliere's no cotor ini the Ileaveiis aiff ont eartlî

thiere sens no0 hope,
Anîd the sliadow of the winter's on the year.

Anl' it's loîxesotixe, lonesoine, lonesoine, wlieî
the russet golci is shed,

Ait' the nakzed wvorld stands waiting for
the dooxni

\Vithi the northern witchi-fires (laiiciiig ini the
silence overleacl,

Ai' îny camp-lire *,st an island ini the
gloomi.

Wliei tile very bears are liffing front the
terror thiat's to conte,

Ail' the tinsecîx wings above me wliistle
South ;

Wliecn, except thie groanimg piiie-trees and
the willows, Nature's dlunb,

And the river roadwvay freezes to its înoutlî,

But I cannot strike the honte trait, I woulcl
îîot if I could,

Ain' I Nv'ant nxo ottier siiiok-ý across niy sky;
Wlieî 1 <trop, l'Il drop atone, as atonie J've

alluts stood,
On the frontier whiere I'v'e led, tet mue lie.

I %wotl(lii't kiîow iieiî's language, I coulitd't
ttîiîk ttieir tliotiglît,

1 couldiî't lîcar tie liurry of inankiiîd
\Vliere every ncre's buitt on, wlîere ait God

miade is bonglît,
And they 'd atniiost iiuakze a tîireting of the

wiid.

I've heeii aima ini thxe lead silice I grew grass
hiigli,

Siîîce iîîy fattîer's prairie sctîooîîer lef t thîe
Kinowu

For a port beyoiîd the sky Iine, uîever seeîî
t)y humauit eye,

\Vtîere God and( Go<1's creatioxi dwelts aloîxe.

"\Vaiy ixu.k 1 lleard îuîeîî caiiîg; onie woiian's
v'oice wvas foînd,

Ail' tthe ricti lan~ds toward liarvest mur-
nînured ''1 Rest'',

But a sweeter voice kept calUiug frouu the
Uiîexpiored Beyondf,

A wvitd voice lii tthe nionixtains calitii'
,«West ".

I lieard it iii the footilils-tiei I cliiîibed
the Great Divide;

In the caiîyoi- tieîi I faced the rapid's
roar ;

Iii the iittte 1.reeze at dawiîg, iin thxe dusk
at eveixtide,

Th le voice tat kept a-cattiii' ,v'ent before.

My crooked liaîîds are emipty, my six-foot
fraîîîe is beiit,

flîere aiii't inotliing but iny trail to leave
betîiiid,

Ait' tlic voice tliat I liave foltowed lias iiot
tolc i îe Nviuat it ieaiit,

Aut' tthe eyes thiat souglit a sign are uiearty
bliuîd.

But I tiear it calliiî' stitt, as I lay nie down
to, rest,

Aiu' I dreauîî the Voice I love lias ilever lied,
Tiiat I tucar a people conîiîîi', the Great People

of thîe WVest,
Ant' iiuayi)e 'twas His Voice calliî' nie to

guide.

No better picture of the northern
iiîg districts coîîld be produced,

anîd further, this represents the actual
position of Mr. Clive Phillipps-Wollcy.
ini the field thiat lie lias takeni for bis
literary home.
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