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First Place in a Vancouver Poetry Club
Competition

The ** Vancouver Poetry Club™ held a contest for
insigned poems to be submitted to the vote. The fol-
lowing poem by Mrs. Alice M. Winlow won the highest
number of votes and received the prize, which was a
heautiful water-color of ‘*The Lions,”” the work of
5‘ Niss M. P Judge.

RECONCILIATION

(By Aliee M. Winlow.)
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O oive me one white sea-gull on the wing,
The slender silver moon,
One red rose dew-impearled,
And T will leave the world
Askine no further hoon
To lieht the grave with beauty’s blossoming.

The sea-cull on her snow-curved wing shall hold
The opal hight of dawn,
The silver light of eve,
And soaring aloft shall cleave
A pathway where have gone
The songs of earth, a company of gold.

The slender moon, a silken curving thread,
Shall loop my robe with Lght
And tender amethyst,
And for my sake T wist
Make delicately bright

The erimson of the rose shall heal my heart.
Her cool deliciousness
Nbhall fill with fragrant breath
The shadowy aisles of death,

£ And petalled loveliness
Nhall fold two hearts in one that were apart.

THE MOTHER

(By Gordon Stace Smith, Creston, B. (")

Long since she left the Old Land for this place:
[Tere on the Frontier she has spent her years,
Neeing the bleak, blazed trail. with tiresome pace,

Chiange to this road that now so smooth appears.
\id she can point where the first school house stood,
DBuilt in the Bee-days by swart ploneers.

\\.H“l \,’h“ l‘(‘““'“l]”‘l‘.\', i]] .\'()]l]](_" \\'("““l‘ll‘)‘”].
How, with the One who was her world and all,

é Hhey found the Tlomestead in the solitude.
Hemembers too the clearing—very small
B \Uhrst, but soon a sunny pateh of cheer—
\ " . . 8
And the log house heside the river fall,
¢ idthien the ehildren came, with voices clear
Fi -

i Filline with mirth the house and the homeside—
: DT all her life the eladdest time was here!

*
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Vations passed nnnoted. llll"»\l’i“']-
Vid Tife too, even in this wilderness,
| ' RAme as in the whole world f;ll' illltl wide.

Changes advance, like evolution doexs,

No unperceived! At first a scattered few

nm g

Fhen slowly from the out-world eame the mass,

Bringing their alien creeds and eustoms too
Utopia is discovered and destroved
And the great days into the Past withdrow!

Her memory teems of freedom onee enjoved :
““In the auld days, at scarce twa steps frae hame,
‘The wild deer wi' the kine unstartled toved

“Wi' uneo bags o’ fish an’ handsome came
“Jack held the muckle table weel supplied
Y Afore the cities an’ the railroads came.

“AnT i the evenin® he wad point wi' pride
4 A 3 N =
Fo pelts o cougar, elk an’ bear he slaved.

“That l‘ill‘[H'f('(l the tloor o the hearth-side

" Whereon the haletu” weans sae romp™d an” plaved
i ‘ . :
'he children now are men and women erown.
And the great hunter to his rest is laid.

She seems a sainted spivit left alone

Musing on how her busy life has rushed.

And almost feartul of our modern tone

(For many old conventions we have crushed!

With wild Howers and sweet thouehts she daily pavs
Her homage to the grave where he is hushed
Half happy there she sits alone and prays,

And dreams—I faweyv—of the bhygone davs.

"MARBLE CANYON

(By Adrian C, Thrupp, Kamloops, B. .

There is a canyon on the way to Lillooet,

A wondrous work in marble —and its base is set
In iridescent blue-green waters deep.,

E'er mirroring the mighty pamparts steep

Our way, a road beribboning the hase, we ply,
Above, an amber ppnacle acainst the sky,

("all’d Scarboro Castle—and a gory stain,

Where, saith tradition, many men were slain

In battle long ago. And opposite

The Devil’s Pulpit—poorly named, for it

Pan’s Pleasance really is, where he mayv play

Iis pipes and dance with Love the hivelong day!
And serried ranks of trees close in below

But scatter as they climb the slopes as though
They were an army charging to the crest

The ¢liffs and erags where mavbe ecagles nest,
Ave flecked with tiny specks of sombre green,
The darineg trees that enarvled and torn are seen
Triumphant and serene, thev've won the race,
And they alone have gain’d the hardest place!

When did a frozen river carve this mammoth chasm?

Or was it cleft by an aeonian spasm

As ragéd when the contiments were changed?

But when the mightiest works of man are ranced

Jeside these wonders, they are but a breath

A little Y?IH'!'_\‘ on the winds of time—then death

Does overtake the form that man has huilt m vaimn

The Life? It travails on through endless jovs and pain.
#Interest will all the more be

(‘anvon when the Fraser Canyon

1}11'1..111_'}1. for then it will be aceessible to \'.‘Hlvnll\v!'_”
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