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The Passing of Cadieux

By Isabel Ecclestone Maclfay

THAT man is brave who at the nod of fate

Will lay his life a willing offering down,
That they who loved him may know length of days

;

May stay awhile upon this pleasant earth

Drinking its gladness and its vigor in,

Though he himself lie silent evermore.

Dead to the gentle calling of the Spring,

Dead to the warmth of Summer; wrapt in dream
S<) deep, so far, that never dreamer yet

lias waked to tell his dream. Men there may be
Who, careless of its worth, toss life away,
A counter in some feverish game of chance,
( )r, stranger yet, w ill sell it day by day
For toys to play with ; but a man who knows
The love of life and holds it dear and good.
Prizing each moment, yet will let it go
That others still may keep the precious thing

—

1 le is the truly brave!

This did Cadieux,

A man who loved the wild and held each day
A gift from Le I!on Dieu to fill with joy

And offer back again to Him who gave.

(See, now. Messieurs, his grave!) We hold it dear
Tlie story you have heard—but no? Tis strange,

For we all know the story of Cadieux!
He was a Frenchman torn. One of an age


