Northland Lyrics

All of worth that here they prize
Made their own eternally ;

When from earth they shall arise
Purified and strong and free.

THE SHOOTING OF THE MOOSE

All day through woodland stillnesses

Of weighted fir and spruce

We ’ve followed on our springing shoes
The blood-trail of the moose, -

And now the moon swings clear, and black
The shadows fall across our track.

All day above the crunching snow
Pierre and Dick and I,

With lust of blood, have sped along
To see the great moose die. }

And now the night has come, and dim
The spectral drifts wreathe after him.

We shot him at the cabin door;

The whisky-jacks cried shrill.

And when the smoke moved up I saw

The hemlocks waiting still —

The ancient spruces bending low

To his brave blood across the snow.
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