
And crude adventure, he ranged on entranced, 
Until the sun blazed level with the prairie, 
Then paused, faltered and slid from off his 

pony.
In a little bluff of poplars, hid in the bracken, 
He lay down; the populace of leaves 
In the lithe poplars whispered together and 

trembled,
Fluttered before a sunset of gold smoke, 
With interspaces, green as sea water,
And calm as the deep water of the sea.

There Akoose lay, silent amid the bracken, 
Gathered at last with the Algonquin Chief

tains.
Then the tenebrous sunset was blown out, 
And all the smoky gold turned into cloud 

wrack.
Akoose slept forever amid the poplars, 
Swathed by the wind from the far-off Red Deer 
Where dinosaurs sleep, clamped in their rocky 

tombs.
Who shall count the time that lies between 
The sleep of Akoose and the dinosaurs ? 
Innumerable time, that yet is like the breath 
Of the long wind that creeps upon the prairie 
And dies away with the shadows at sundown.


