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We walked one xnorning in the long ago
To sc the ancient Indian's camping-Place
Where lie had spent s0 many sujumer days
In quietness, companioned by the tree8

And bine lake water lapping wooded shores,
And drearas of deeds and prowess in the pust.

The path we took meandered forest aisies,
Long vistas vanishîng ln traceried green,
Winding across a fairy-troddeu glade
Wliere wlld, red roses bloomed for our deliglit

And stalwart grew a gnarled old apple tree.

We loitered through sunned meadows millîon-flowered,
To piek the goldeu-rod or watch a liawk
Wheeling across the sky with sleepy wing,
Seeing the wild tiare feeding furtive-eyed
Vaniali aiid, the fern-leaved undergrowth.

We fouud the Indian stretclied upon the plank
Serving as bed and only restîug-plaee,
While o'er his lead the overturned canoe

Fashioned the roof and shelter from the raim.

Wizened and garnt lie was and poorly clad,
With weather-beatell face whose dîgnity
Was deepenedl by the lengtli of lonely years
And solitude ln the blue Laurentian hilla.
Weil I remember liow your joyousfless
And eager, shy, expectant wonderment
Recalled to those dxim eyes remote, dim days,
The glory, the sweet perishable gleami
That whiten with warm magie ail the past;
And how youir soft voice reassured hie heart,
Emboldening hlm to speak of old exploits,
The times lie hured the flali witli lighted toreli

And epeared them ln the shadow-hauflted streauxa,
Or trailed the restless caribou far nortli
Amid a wilderneas of miglity breadtli
Wliere Manitou for immemorial years
Held away upon the silent mountain tops.
And last lie spoke of summer idleness,
When those long, langorous, indolent hours
Passed leiaurely as eome deep-ladlef barge

Floats seaward down a slugglali, oozing etreamI

We took our leave, followed the homeward path,

But often after came to hear the tales

He told wltli guttural voice, lu monotone,
Until the summer winged lier southward way

Aud autumn ln tan mantle red nwrouglit,
Wrapped round the hbis lier vivid, gorgeous folds.

To-day your letter tells me lie le gone

To join the company of braves and chiefs
«Wlo lield the land before our forbears came.

A.ud'so I wrote these lines coxamemorative
0f that momentoii8 morning long ago.


