
THE LAST PORTAGE

De night is dark an de portage dere 
Got plaintee o’ log lyin' ev’ryw’ere,
Black bush aroun' on de right an’ lef,
A step from de road an’ you los’ you’se’f 
De moon an’ de star above is gone,
Yet somet’ing tell me I mus’ go on.

An’ off in front of me as I go,
Light as a dreef of de failin' snow—
Who is dat leetle boy dancin’ dere 
Can see hees w’ite dress an’ curly hair,
An’ almos’ touch hcem, so near to me 
In an’ out dere among de tree?

An’ den I’m bearin’ a voice is say,
“Come along, fader, don’t min’ de way,
De boss on de camp he sen’ for you,
So your leetle boy’s going to guide you t’roo 
It’s easy for me, for de road I know,
’Cos I travel it many long year ago. ”

An' oh! mon Dieu! w’en he turn hees head 
I’m seein’ de face of ma boy is dead—
Dead wit’ de young blood in hees vein—
An’ dere he's cornin' wance more again 
Wit' de curly hair, an’ dark-blue eye,
So lak de blue of de summer sky—
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