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INTRODUCTION
IN MEMORIAM: PAULINE JOHNSON

I CANNOT say how deeply it touched me to lean,
^at Pauline Johnson expressed a wish on her death-
bed that I, living here in the mother country aU
these miles away, should write something about
her. I was not altogether surprised, however for
her letters to me had long ago shed a golden light
upon her peculiar character. She had made herself
bdieve, quite erroneously, that she was largely
mdebted to me for her success in the literary world
The letters I had from her glowed with this noble
passion: the delusion about her indebtedness to
me, m spite of all I could say, never left her. She
continued to foster and cherish this delusion
Gratitude indeed was with her not a sentiment
merely, as with most of us, but a veritable passion.
And when we consider how rare a human trait true
gratitude is—the one particular characteristic in
which the lower animals put us to shame—it can
easily be imagined how I was touched to find that
this beautiful and grand Canadian girl remained
down to the very last moment of her life the im-
personation of that most precious of all virtues. I

\
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have seen much of my feUow men and women and

patitude as a passion-indulged in it, I might Lv
To

"

''If'^-?"'!
'^y ^<^ both poets.

"^^^no higher prase to the " irritable genus." oSTw!account Pauline Johnson will alwfyslure in mvmemory as one of the noblest mindiS^ofThum^

Circuinstajices made my personal knowledge ofheraU too slight. Our spiritWi^timacrhow' verwas very strong, and I hope I shaU be pLonedT;saymg a few words as to how our fr^.^ W^^'
It was a the time of Vancouver's infancy whTnthe population of the beautiful town of herTna^adoption was le« than a twelfth of what it now"sand^ess than a fiftieth part of what it is soon goi^

wil"l^ ' "1* her during one of her tours. Howwell I remember it She was visitina i„„j •

company with Mr. McR^JZ^^ 1°^^:^
'^^England-reciting Canadian poetnTVd on th?!

entertoinment by i^ndering in a perfectly marvellous

r^h Q.^™™"""^'' Habitant poems. It wasn the Stexnway Hall, and the aiS^ wL ^n^n% .^»- '^*«=' «"e performan,^ ^^wifeand I went mto the room behind the sta^e tn !„
g^tu^ate her. ^ was quite affected by ^a^^"!
affectionate greeting that I got from^rV^h
moist eyes she told her friends that she owed h«literary success mainly to me
^nd now what does the reader suppose that I
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had done to win aU these signs of gratitude? Ihad simply aUuded-briefly aUuded-S. the LondonAthensum some years before, to her genius andher work. Never surely was a reviewer so royX
overpaid. Her aUusion was to a certain artde

,n ^^ ""4 Tf" P"*"^ *"<* '^ writtenn 1889. and which she had read so assiduously
that she might be said to know it by heart : sh^seemed to remember every word of it
Now that I shall never see her face again it iswith real emotion that I recur to this artide and tothe occasion of it. Many years ag<^-nearly aquarter of a c.ntury-a beloved friend whom I stiU

mourn. Norman MaccoU, editor of the " Athenaum "
sent me a book called " Songs of the Great oi,.minion selected and edited by the poet, William

I have always taken m matters relating to Greater

Canada. Even at that time I ventured to prophesy

\^1 ^' """""='= °' ^^^ twentieth century
would be the growth of the mighty world-power of
Canada, just as the great romance of the nineteenth
century had been the inauguration of the nascent
power that sprang up among Britain's antipodes.He told me that a leading article for the jSupon some weighty subject was wanW and askedme whether the book was important enough to be

r^,fij'''''T;
^^^^-i-eritspagesl^dLn

sahsfied myself as to that point. I found the book

wSn,"l
P°«"y-'™« Poetry-by poets some ofwhom have smce then come to great and world-
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wde distinction. aU of it breathing, mote or leu
the atmosphere of Canada: that is to say Anglo-
Saxon Canada. But in the writings of one Met
»!!?'J T^' "P°" * "•^ note-the note of theKed Man s Canada. This was the poet that most
interested me-Pauline Johnson. I quoted her
lovely canoe song In the Shadows," which wiU be
found on page 72 of this volume. I at once satdown and wrote a long article, which could have
been ten times as long, upon a subject so suggestive
as that of Canadian poetry.
As it was this article of mine which drew this

noble woman to me, it has, since her death, assumed
an importance in my eyes which it intrinsically does
notment. I might ahnost say that it has become
sacred to me among my fugitive writings: this iswhy I cannot resist the temptation of making a few
extracts from it. It seems to bring the dead poet
very close indeed to me. Moreover, it gives mew
opportunity of re-saying what I then said of the
great place Canadian poetry is destined to hold in
the literature of the English-speaking race. I had
often before said in the " Athenaum," and in the
Encyclopedia Britannica " and elsewhere, that aU

true poetiy-perhaps aU tnie liteiature-must bea faitttul reflex either of the life of man or of the
nie of Nature.

WeU. this article began by remarking that the
subject of Colonial verse, and the immense future
before the English-speaking poets, is allied to a
question that is very great, the adequacy or in-
adequacy of English poetry-British, American, and
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CoIonW-to the destiny of the race that r.^>duce.
"• ,??•."*«='• enunciated t!- thesis that if the
Enghsh language should not in the near future
contain the finest body of poetry in the world the
tune IS now upon us when it ought to do so for
no other literature has had that variety of ^etic
material which is now at the command ol English-
spealung poets. It pointed out that at the present
moment this material comprises much of the riches
pecuhar to the Old World and all the riches pecuUar
to the New. It pointed out that in reflecting theWe of man the English muse enters into competition
with the muse of every other European nation
cl«^ic and modem; and that, rich as England
undoubtedly is in her own hUtoric assocUtions she
IS not so nch as are certain other European countries
where almost every square yard of soU is so sug-
gesUve of human associations that it might be made
the subject of a poem. To wander alone, through
scenes that Homer knew, or through the streeU
that were hallowed by the footsteps ot Dante is
anexpenence that sends a poeHc thriU through the
blood. For it is on classic ground only that the
Spirit of Antiquity walks. And it went on to ask
the question, " If even England, with aU herrichesof
historic and legendary associations, is not so rich
in this kmd of poetic material as some parts of the
European Continent, what shall be said of the new
Enghsh worlds-Canada, the United States the
Austiahas, the South African Settlements, etc ?

"
Histories they have, these new countries-in the
development of the human race, in the growth of
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tlw gTMt man, M.nkind-histories as fmu)rt.nt

Bntein. n«much, however, a. the .weet SpW
of Antiquity know, them not, where U the poet whhwing. «, .trong that he au, cany them off^to the

Let me repeat here, at the risk of seeming garrulous

^r'.J'? S"',.
'" **"' ""<='' "'hich especially

appealed to Pauline Johnson, as she told meT

miif'V"^
'"''' °' "" "'^ "*' "' ™«n » the senti-ment .bout antiquity. Irrational it may be, i/™,

will, but never will It be stifled. Physical «ie^«™«h»s rather than weaken, .t. IcS^ ^Z:.
WnL™ M ^y- °"°°* *°"''' ' I" the socialistWJ]i«n Morra, ,t i, .jronger th«, in the most con««rvative poet that has ever lived. Those who exor^wonderment that i„ these days thereSd^ l^Zhuman playthings as bright and captivating^ ^e^-
thrHl»h.;!1'^'"

*''"<>«™«" «t the sur^val of aUthe delightful features of the European rareMhow--have no. realised the power of the S^ o7^°„^
and the powa- of the sentiment about him-that seatiment which gives birth to the great human dream ateuthereditary merit and demerit u,«n whichl^iet^royahst or republic«,-i. built. What is thr,^^,tdhng us that even in Grecian annals there is n^d
histones of the United States and Canada ? What isthe use of telling us that the travels of UlysJ^d o1

wrth Captam Phm,p's voyage to the other side ofthe
world, when he led his litUe convict-laden fleet to
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*""
***'

ol a cJurter of great „«?„«.„ "'"^ " «''« '"""ding

fcece combined if o«erS jnT. ' ". '"'' "« Golden
SpTit of Antiquity ^Z»"TT'°"'^'' The
••"""""dyem- tiie.nnoub, .k 'V"""- '» «
» npe for poetic treament „,.;''"" ""^ -""V *"
"«uf

;

but on a plan.rrke.hii! T?' °' "« *'«<>-

™y occur before "an epic p^
't l,.**^ "-"y changes

Mr. LjhthaJl would reminn, didl"'" i"
'^« "«"•

reminding, that Canada owe, h,r * '" ^"'^""^ "'"d
moment to a .plendy act rf Mtli'"^

•'^'"« »« 'hi,
out of the rebel cc .ni« of h^R .Tr*'"' »"«'«irawaj
«ar of the revolution ifi^'l^.h^"'^, '?"^*' *"" '"«
he world ha, ever .een •„« Mr f ?•*!.' "•«"*<»

loftily epic than thentr^. Lighthall, 'more
"»n/ Perhaps » bu afprt^';'

T"' ^""^ '"^
°' ^«fl""y Ki-ws not onel^' ;"'•"«"'>' «?«'
thousand years' time he wSlha^ h l^"

;^onr. In a
""«/•>," he will carrfull7co„l^JT "' ''' '^"""y.
ment. as subjects for epfc ^y. "'•'« '*<> ' «tire-

The article went nn »_
Spirit of Antiq^r heL of'^r"?

"'** ""'" «he
»°d takes it w?o hhco^de

'

""" ™««™<">t
•material, give v,^ Z'^J^:^\'""'^^. »s poetic
persists in corsiderin^ to t ""««'* *'^"='' he
vestment by ^ Cdfuf „f 4 k

^"' *'^-«he in-
held by a hLdlTSofJ"'^-'' °' " ''"« tow^
Spirit of A„tiqu^^;S\^f, '•" ""^ ^"^'^ °i 'his
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we come to consideTrv^H ? *""' " '* ^^^en

life of Nature Here^. "' 1 """ '"«'"' "^ *•>«

'«. and is, jjzz::::tsyr l°countnes,itismthenew thatfh.,!!!
"^* "''*

reflect the life of NatJe It u ^..""^''"''"'"^'j'

he can confront Natursf.i I"'''""
'^""^ '^^^

associations of histo^ ?. ^ " '"' "°<=°l°ured by
worth tri^^ :iS to drth

°- '^'''^'^^-'1-

of the Australias of tL ? u
'~*'' °* ^'^='*'-

of doing HormaLl! l^^' ^"^ ""' °PP°rtu"it;

must yLn for the^nn^""'"'^""'^^ Englishmai

CanJan PaSX'aToTs^li^nr"^ "^ *>«=

forests and Drairie7 h!f ^^ ""*= S""^' ^6^

fairly haunted me I rn?iS^
fascmated me-it

W; anTllem^n^^rfi":L^X°"* "' "^
Mr. Liehthall fnr «„i

rather severe on

NaturaUy I turned M t ! !,
^ °P*" ^-
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surprised to find that she had Indian blood in her
veins, hut I was surprised and delighted to find that
she belonged to a famous Indian family—the
Mohawks of Brantford. The Mohawks of Brant-
ford ! that splendid race to whose unswerving
loyalty during two centuries not only Canada, but
the entire British Empire owes a debt that can never
be repaid.

After the appearance of my article I got a beauti-
ful letter from Pauline Johnson, and I found that I

had been fortunate enough to enrich my life with a
new friendship.

And now as to the genius of Pauline Johnson
:

'

it was being recognised not only in Canada, but all

over the great Continent of the West. Since 1889
I have been following her career with a glow of .

admiration and sympathy. I have been delighted \
to find that this success of hers had no damaging
eifect upon the grand simplicity of her nature.
Up to the day of her death her passionate sympatfiy
with the aborigines of Canada never flagged, as
shown by such poems as "The Cattle Thief"
(page 12), " The Pilot of the Plains " (page 9),

" As
Red Men Die " (page 6), and many another. During
all this time, however, she was cultivating herself
in a thousand ways—taking interest in the fine arts,

as witness her poem "The Art of Ahna-Tadema"
(page 131). Her native power of satire is shown in
the lines written after Dreyfus was exiled, called
" ' Give us Barabbas

'

" (page 117). She had also a
pretty gift of vers de sociiti, as seen in her lines
" Your Mirror Frame " (page 119).

b
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Her death is not only a great loss to those who

knew and loved her : it is a great loss to Canadian

literature and to the Canadian nation. I must

think that she will hold a memorable place among

poets in virtue of her descent and also in virtue of

the work she has left behind, small as the quantity

of that work is. I believe that Canada will, in future

times, cherish her memory more and more, for of

all Canadian poets she was the most distinctly a

daughter of the soil, inasmuch as she inherited the

blood of the great primeval race now so rapidly

vanishing, and of the greater race that has sup-

planted it.

In reading the description of the funeral in the

"News-Advertiser," I was specially touched by the

picture of the large crowd of silent Red Men who

lined Georgia Street, and who stood as motionless

as statues all through the service, and until the

funeral cortAge had passed on the way to the

cemetery. This must have rendered the funeral

the most im -".ssive and picturesque one of any

poet that has ever lived.

Theodore Watts-Dunton.

I

Thb Pimee.

Putney Hiil.

20th August, 1913.



AUTHOR'S FOREWORD

This collection of verse I have named " Flint and
Feather " because of the association of ideas. Flint
suggests the Red man's weapons of war ; it is the
arrow tip, the heart-quality of mine own people

;

let it therefore apply to those poems that touch
upon Indian life and love. The lyrical verse herein
is as a

" Skymrd toating feather.

Sailing on anmmer air."

And yet that feather may be the eagle plume that
crests the head of a warrior chief ; so both flint and
feather bear the hall-mark of my Mohawk blood.

E. P. J.
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH

E. Pauline Johnson (Tekahionwake) is the
youngest child of a family of four born to the late
G. H. M. Johnson (Onwanonsyshon), Head Chief of
the Six Nations Indians, and his wife Emily S
HoweUs. a lady of pure EngUsh parentage, her birthi
place being Bristol, England, but the land of her
adoption was Canada.

Chief Johnson was of the renowned Mohawk tribe
ajnd of the " Blood Royal," being a scion of one of
the fifty noble famiUes which composed the historical
confederation founded by Hiawatha upwards of four
hundred years ago, and known at that period as the
Brotherhood of the Five Nations, but which was
afterwarJs named the Iroquois by the early French
missionaires and explorers. These Iroquois Indians
have from the earUest times been famed for their
loyalty to the British Crown, in defence of which
they fought against both French and Colonial Revo-
lutiomsts

;
and for which fealty they were granted

the magnificent lands bordering the Grand Riverm the County of Brant, Ontario, and on which the
tnbcs still live.

_

It was upon this Reserve, on her father's estate.
Chiefswood." that Pauline Johnson was bom,

xziii
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atut ht^t"T"^^ "^y "'"' ''^"«* W'«»
fanH ., 1

"^ P ""^ '**» She was also veryfond of learamg by heart anything that took h«
enort, verses that were read to her A t.liin. ;»

whro°n'o*n'i'
""^- '"^^ °' p-'-^ 4t of.

:

when on one occasion, while she was yet a tinychild of our, a friend of her father's, who was goingto a distant city, asked her what he could br nfher as a present, and she replied. " Verses, pJ
rr^-.Z ' >""' "^ "«" ^^0 ""^^ writing ^Ivcreditab e poems, but was afraid to offer them forpubica ion. lest in after years she m ght r^Jetheir ataiost inevitable crudity So she rfJrtT!!
publish anything u„ti, after h^r ^'l%\Z
rat^Ind^h"" ::'^^ ""«>er extensive nor elabo-

A „;,^,1
'^ """''" ^'8h School nor College.

t^rj^ '^7T"'' *°' '*" y^ at home. thr*eyears at an Indian day school half a mile from her

C°tv of Br Tr^' '" *"" <=«"*"'• »=hool o" the

iraimng But besides this she acquired a wide

a?dtrS'°;l'^^H''^^"«
'^^"' throVchUdh^o'd

poetry. Before she was twelve years old she had



'i-h^V't^r
»«*FI
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Owen Meredith. '^ '' ^°'*"» =«>» «.d
The first periodicals to accent h.,

Placethembeforethepubhcwerl^'ri" '?„"' "^

s^^^^r£;fi^XS!:^
contributed to "TheAai '

•'I'h'eA^d''*'''^

England; ^:^^^ti^:^::^^^^'^^on.
Harper's Weeldy." "New Y„?l.' f*,"''^"""*;
Outing." " The wflt^° "W '^"^'"'"

•Pt.' 'The Buffalo wl " ,^"°°. Tnuu-
.Pr«»." "The Boys' World "(D^Hr rT^^ ^"«
">8 Co., Elgin Illinois! "TKw 5- ^kPublish-

J^gazme." "Toronto Saturday LhJ" ^1t"Pwvince," Vancouver. B.C * ^""^ ^'
to 1892 the opportuni*"oi - i.v .•

young -"ifier.Then F^n^V •h'"r."'S!
'°»W^

oi the yo.„g Liberals' c7ub 0^^^ ^"''^'''
the Idea of havine an i.v.„i

' '"^oto, conceived

at which a^avSle iT5-'"^""'''"'^«"'«'ure.
guests and rea^dt"''th^^otrwot""

'''"'' "^
Among the authors presenr™ »v

Pauline Johnson, who cSuteS to h°"^''°"
^''

one of her compositions entitled !?f
^P'-°8^'«>™e

^«<>'an Wife., and whenr,":^,^aX»
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this much-discussed poem, which shows the Indian's
side of the North-West Rebellion, she was greeted
with tremendous applause from an audience which
represented the best of Toronto's art, literature and
culture. She was the only one on the programme
who received an encore, and to this she rephed with
one of hei favourite canoeing poems.
Th« foUowing morning the entire press of Toronto

asked why this young writer was. not on the platform
as a professional reader ; while two of the daiUes
even contained editorials on the subject, inquiring
why she had never published a volume of her poems
and insisted so strongly that the public should hear
more of her, that Mr. Frank Yeigh arranged for her
to give an entire evening in Association Hall within
two weeks from the date of her first appearance.
It was for this first recital that she wrote the poemby whu;h she is best known, " The Song my piddle

On this eventful occasion, owing to the natural
nervousness which besets a beginner, and to the
fact that she had scarcely had time to memorize
her new poem, she became confused in this par-
bcular number, and forgot her hnes. With true
Indian impassiveness, however, she never lost her
self-control, but fimilingly passed over the difficulf
by substituting something else ; and completely woi
the hearts of her audience by her cootoess and
self-possession. The one thought uppermost in her
mind, she afterwards said, was that she should not
leave the platform and thereby acknowledge her
defeat

;
and it is undoubtedly this same determina-
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pX'
the many years she has been be/ore th!

caitd !r vSh L""h ^'.''"'^ entertainment

of a series of redt^°s for h Ik
*^' management

with the object of Jnir I
throughout Canada,

tosubmthSemsTott"- *°'-^° '" ^"'''"''

two years thL^nd t- °" ^ '^'''''- ^'t'^'"

the 4s^n of x8oJ ^ lonr^'"''',''''
^"^ ^''^ ^P^"*

poems. The WWtlw "' T"^ ^^^ ^'' ^°^ «*

letters of introdurfZ 7 „•
^''^ ''""^^ with her

Of Aberdeen 3 Rev Pr'lJf
" ^^^^''^^y the Earl

University, wWch Ive .. "
^'•"l'^'

"^ ^°^°°t°

standing ";; ilndo'n"w b 'left' n t^'
"'"^'^

desired. '*" nothmg to be

burgh "Scot^^'-.n P^P'" ^' tl'e Edin-

che?terGuar4™^'..B,.^^,1?"' "''^"'" ""a"'

-s.;;-;^XehStl«::^^--IS-
"A^de-ly^-^Bt". nT^r-'" -.^^%^"<^»
Review," etc.

' Westminster

Upon her return to Canada she made her first
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trip to the Pacific Coast, giving recitals at aU the
cities and towns <» rouk. Since then she has
crossed the Rocky Mountains nineteen times and
appeared as a public entertainer at every city andtown between Halifax and Vancouver
In 1903 the George Morang PubUshing Company,

°\^7°" °' ''^°"ght out her second book of poems,
entitled Canadian Born," which was so weU re-
ceived that the entire edition was exhausted within
the year.

About this time she visited Newfoundland, taking
with her letters of introduction from Sir CharlesTupper to S.r Robert Bond, the then Prime Minister
of the colony. Her recital in St. John was the
literary event of the season, and was given under
the personal patronage of His Excellency the
Governor-General and Lady McCallum, and theAdmir, .1 of the British Flagship

n^n'^J*"*'
'"'."^^ '" *''" "^^P'**' Miss Johnson went

to all the small seaports and to Hearts' Content,
the great Atlantic Cable station, her mission being
rnore to secure material for magazine articles on
the staunch Newfoundlanders and their fishing
villages than for the purpose of giving recitals.

to 1906 she returned to England, and made her
first appearance in Steinway Hall, under the dis-
tinguished patronage of Lord and Lady Strathcona
to >«*om she carried letters of introduction from
the Right Honourable Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Prime
Mmister of Canada. On this occasion she was ac-
companied by Mr. Walter McRaye, who added
greatly to the Canadian interest of the programme



^1





fliSi TV
BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH—vn xxix

returning"b7^fv^nr*>,"'?T"^^'" "^^'^^-^ London,

ChautauquasTor at'L f^""^ ^^ *>"= American
weeks, dlring Uich ti' : r*''' ^°^^™S "Sh*
Boulder. ColoradV Then af/"^

"""' ^ '" «»

Canada, she decided torive "r^M""'^^ *°"^ °'

down in the city of her Z'^ v "" *°'''' =«=«'«

Columbia, and demote heSMyr'=°"^^^' ^""^h
Only a woman of trL 7 ° ''^rature only.

could Lerruprd^ftHaX"' ^""^"^^^

encountered in travemnJ ?., f'"P'"*<=^==3"ly
Canada in pioneer d^™,.. M "f

North-Westeri,

shortly aftfr se«Lfdott' J°^"- '"''j -"
Posure and hardship sHpTh

y^«'«ver the ex-

«Pon her, and her heah). '"f
"'•* "^S^ *« tell

Formore^hanayearleS''*^'^''"-""^ ''°-'-

asshewasnotabletoattend to^h"^"'^'' '

^<^
a trust was fonned by^me of th ."'T'

'''"^"•

of her adopted citv for th!
''**"8 citizens

and publishing for"^£ tneT°^'' 1 '°'^'''"^-

Among these is a nnm^ 7^ '
^^^ '^'er works.

whichLhLbLnTtt?, *"'""'"' ^-^^^ '«8<=»*

splendid series Of b^ystori^"V°.'°"^*' ^"^ »
ingly weU received when thf I "''' '"'"'-
American boys' magazin" ^ " """"^ '" «

t-:s:^i 2: hirmann^sv;'"- -=
experiences. She ha« rt?

^""^ interesting
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the Boundary country in British Columbia in the

romantic days of the early pioneers ; and once she

took an 850-mile drive up the Cariboo trail to the

gold-fields. She has always been an ardent canoeist,

and has run many strange rivers, crossed many a

lonely lake, and camped in many an unfrequented

place. These venturous trips she took more from
her inherent love of nature and of adventure than
from any necessity of her profession.

She has never been a woman who cared for clubs

or any such organization ; and has never belonged

to but t • J, the American Canoe Association and
the Vancouver branch of the Canadian Women's
Press Club.

No writer in Canada can lay greater :laim to

being a Canadian than this native-bom woman,
who, although she has chosen to make her home
in the beautiful city of Vancouver, still owns Indian

Reserve land in Ontario, and is still a ward of the

Canadian Government.



THE WHITE WAMPUM
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OJISTOH

Island.a„dlake.andskyJa„ditome.

Him who had Sed thl'^T '"'° 8^^^-'

Whose ann wasTrfn ' m
."°''"°*'"'' »^^ ^eel,

0^n.y«reatS:ha°Cl--oTL...

?4"da^LT.'^^F'^-^'^t"°"'"'^

• God, in th. Mohawk Ung^g..
*•



4 FLINT AND FEATHER

O I evil, evil face of them they sent
|

''

Wth evil Huron speech :
" Would I consent

To take of wealth ? be queen of all their tribe ?

Have wampum ermine ? " Back I flung the bribe
Into their teeth, and said, " While I have life

Know this—Ojistoh is the Mohawk's wife."

Wah I how we struggled ! But their arms were strong.
They flung me on their pony's back, with thong
Round ankle, wrist, and shoulder. Then upleapt
The one I hated most : his eye he swept
Over my misery, and sneering said,

" Thus, fair Ojistoh, we avenge our dead."

And we two rode, rode as a sea wind-chaicri

I, bound with buckskin to bis hated waisi.

He, sneering, laughing, jeering, while he lashed

The horse to foam, as on and on we dashec*.

Plunging through creek and river, bush and trail.

On, on we galloped like a northern gale.

At last, his distant Huron fires aflame

We saw, and nearer, nearer still we came.

I, bound behind him in the captive's place.

Scarcely could see the outline of his face.

I smiled, and laid my cheek against his back :

" Loose thou my hands," 1 said. " This pace let

slack.

Forget we now that thou and I are foes.

I like thee well, and wish to clasp thee ctose ;

I like the courage of thine eye and brow

;

/ like thu better titan my Mohawk now."



OJISTOH
5

He cut the cords
; we ceased our maddened haste

I wound my arms about his tawny waist

;

My hand crept up the bucltskin of his belt ;
His Imife hilt in ray burning palm I felt

•

i^e hand caressed his cheek, the other drew
The weapon softly-" I love you, love you,"
I whispered, " love you as my life."
And—buried in his back his scalping knife.

Ha I how I rode, rode as a sea wind-chased
Mad with sudden freedom, mad with haste
Back to my Mohawk and my home. I lashed
That horse to foam, as on and on I dashed.
Ranging thro' creek and river, bush and trail
On, on I gaUoped like a northern gale.
And then my distant Mohawk's fires aflame
I saw, as nearer, nearer still I came,
My hands aU wet, stained with a Ufe's red dye
But pure my soul, pure as those stars on high—
" My Mohawk's pure white star, Ojistoh, still am I

"



AS RED MEN DIE

Catove I Ij there a heU to him Uke this ?
A taunt more galUng than the Huron's hiss ?He—proud and scornful, he—who Uughed at lawHe—scion of the deadly Iroquois,
He—the bloodthirsty, he—the Mohawk chief,
He—who despises pain and sneers at grief.
Here in the hated Huron's vicious clutch,

'

T'rtt even captive he disdains to touch I

Captive I But never conquered
; Mohawk brave

Stoops not to be to any man a slave ;

Least, to the puny tribe his soul abhors.
The tribe whose wigwams sprinkle Simcoe's shores.
With scowling brow he stands and courage high
Watching with haughty and defiant eye
His captors, as they council o'er his fate.
Or strive his boldness to intimidate.
Then fling they unto him the choice

;

«r,, . .
"Wilt thou

Walk o er the bed of fire that waits thee now—
Walk with uncovered feet upon the coals
Until thou reach the ghostly Land of Sojils
And, with thy Mohawk death-song please out ear ?
Or mU thou mik the women rest thee here?"

6



AS RED MEN DIE

I'repwe the fire I he scornfully demands.

Wm ^,M /
^'"*~'^" "=" ""• '«°'"'"'''» hand

;

w ^ I.
"? ""^" ** ""e Mohawk's feet

;WiU shrink when Mohawk war drums wildly beat.

His death WiU be avenged with hideous hateBy Iroquois, swift to annihilate
His vile detested captors, that now flaunt
Their war clubs in his face with sneer and tauntNot thinking, soon that reeking, red, and rawTheir scalps will deck the belts of Iroquois

The path of coals outstretches, white with heatA forest fir-s length-ready fo^ his feel.
'

Unflinchmg as a rock he steps along

Smgs. as he sang when once he used to roam
Throughout the forests of his southern horn"
MJere, down the Genesee, the water roars

S^«
gentle Mohawk purls between its shores.Songs, that of exploit and of prowess tell

•

aongs of the Iroquois invincible.

Up the long trail of fire he boasting goesDancmg a war ^ance to defy his foes
'

S still h',
7"*"!' Ij' '""^'='^= ''"™ ^"<J ^hri.k,uut stiU he dances to death's awful brink.
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The eagle plume that crests his haughty head
WiU never droop until his heart be dead
Slower and slower yet his footstep swings
Wilder and wilder still his death-song rings
Fiercer and fiercer thro' the forest bounds

'

His voice that leaps to Happier Hunting GroundsOne savage yell—

u V J ,
^'**" '°y*l t° his race.He bends to death—but never to disgrace.



THE PILOT OF THE PLAINS

Cease thy watching, cease thy dreaming.
Show the white thine Indian scorn."

"""^Srse:^'^
"""

''' *°°^"'- '" '^y''-' toe

But she answered ever kindly,
" ^e will come again to me,"

™tte^'sktJ"'^^"^""™^^-P*-''-t''"e

^"'ieaSe'y'S:^^^'""'"^'"''^''^"'-''
As she scanned the rolling prairie

Where the foothills fall, 'and rise.

^""
omeTn^

"""" "" '^''''- «" *•"'—

»

Still she listened for his coming.
Still she watched the distant plains.

9
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Then a night with norland tempest, nor'land snows

a-swirhng fast,

Out upon the pathless prairie came the Pale-face
through the blast,

Calling, calling, " Yakonwite,
I am coming, love, at last."

Hovered night above, about him, dark its wings and
cold and dread

;

Never unto trail or tepee were his straying foot-
steps led

;

j t> <

Till benumbed, he sank, and pillowed
On the drifting snows his head.

Saying, " I my Yakonwita call me, call me bemy guide
'

To the lodge beyond the prairie-for I vowed ere
winter died

I would come again, belovM
;

I would claim my Indian bride."

" Yakonwita, Yakonwita I
" Oh, the dreariness that

strains

Through the voice that calling, quivers, till a whis-
per but remains,

" Yakonwita, Yakonwita,
I am lost upon the plains."

But the Silent Spirit hushed him, lulled him as he
cried anew,

" Save me, save me I I beloved, I am Pale but Iam true.

Yakonwita, Yakonwita,
I am dying, love, for you."



THE PILOT OF THE PLAINS „

""TXt' ""^ *'"' '^"'' ''• "^^ ""» '«>«

Roused her kinsmen from their slumber : " He ha,come to-night," she said.
'

I can hear him calling, calling
;

But his voice is as the dead.

Then they wailed, "
I Yakonwita.

He was Pale, but he was true."

Wrapped she then her ermine round her steooedwithout the tepee door
^^

^''ev;nnorr*
"'"''"' '°"°"' *'"'"«'' "= '='"• '"

Yakonwita, Yakonwita ;
"

And they never saw her more.

Ute at night, say Indian hunters, when the star-hght clouds or wanes
Far =™ay they see a maiden, misty as the autumn

Guiding with her lamp of moonlight
Hunters lost upon the plains.



THE CATTLE THIEF

That^nroi- to aU the settler., that desperate Cattle

^'ttTS"' ''"'" ""'""• "'° '"^•^^'^ « --

'^".'tZt^^r''- "-^ "°-*«'' '^'>'' -<>« ""'•

*"*
foZw'h^^'^I^ ""°" "'^ P«^rie

; they'vefoUowed him hard and fast •
*



THE CATTLE TMIEF,
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THE CATTLE THIEF

to"r«t !;"!«•"* ^- -"«.•>« he's sca.^,

"^'^-S^ *^-^ ^'^^ -'ed ., the

He^^ed.HiceahuntedHon:"Iw„otfear..-

^"'^Seld^^^'"'^ "«-«». -a dozen
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And the gaunt old Indian Cattle Thi.* a

dead on the open pla!^
^"^ *""**•

Z.^U "' '"""« '•'"- ««- one triun.-

'"''ard'!j^d''.r''"^'-"°--^''»oyti>at

'"^e'S'"''^-'"^''''^-*'--'"^ caress on

'"^^atrrth^L^:.?-''^^- he'd have
A d^n hands responded, a dcen knives gleamed

'"sSngtUr/"' '"^-'^ "^ -°--s

^Vef
'"'° ^"^ °'-°- -^t" ^ co-ge past he-

"'^mrba^^eS'^^'""''^*°'-''*-P-

/z::ni^oSt*^''-^^-^~c„t
J^doXl:-^ "*"^" '^"r^"' •'aC-

;°"ti:^rZr--'—<-
«^e°i'''^'''^''^-ythattheys<^eely

'"ThftSrtr^-J-e--. touch



THE CATTLE THIEF
tS

ti«t shnm4tS^ "^ people-look there, at

What have you brought but evil ,nHyou came ? ' ^^ "»ises since

"°'^fo^rur^^r'^^°^-«--"-wpaidus

^H^ttSyrorerr/"-""'-'-
Srsr/°"--^^«^».we„ev„have

''°"«>:2''SCd'''^'^
*"^^' -" "ockin^ his

""^u^i^"'—'^^^on.andlind-i,^.
The MoHtst man vnn j,,..

rtm.-f^'^"" ^^^ '^'^ "««le from out a

'''"or^aT.'^*"^"-°'o-.y°«meatisnot

;'rKaf;ett^"^^-"vein,..«^,

h5S^or«r.'"'^°'---*^.«^vebaclcour
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A CRY FROM AN INDIAN WIFE

What ih^rbeixsrbLr ''"

aye ' ^ *'""'«''* '»"» sheathed for

No 1^77*'''°"'^""^'°^ "to-day •No hide of prairie cattle wiU it maL' •

0..a^en^tr--t^^Westto,u^^^

Cuise to the f«e St
^""^ '""' harmless blood.

To be our 4>>ft^to '
Ve"''*

*''"" '"" '"^o ^ast
That breath.1 ttr ° " °"^ '^^o^ least

They but srtriro':!^-;" ™-t.
From ocean unto ocean thfr?i! *

'*"''

Upon a soil that cerri'es^^nf^^*-'^

K ^me2l^^^ "^ '^'y ^°'^'^ feeJ to-dayme great nation came from far away,
'7

:il
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f-

Wresting their country from th.) k ,

^"^ What they g.V^ S::'b^*^^P'7 ""'ve..

Your ,^?^''h''°°°"
»° y°" todiw, wife

What white-roCpi"l,W'
here.

'^
' P^^ '<>' your wfcty

Who prays for v^°^ f^ K ,"^" '^* °« '

Who pray, forZ Z, *'"' '"*"»" »<»« ?

None^tt«efore^r' °"'°" '^"8 '"'^ ?

jj^j
«« to guard some sweet-faced

To strengthen Wsv,™i " i"^*
''°'» •»"».

Ah, how her wWte fa^*'
^"""^ "P""'" '«»•

your tomahawk Ls^fe-XTu"""^ '° *l^k.
She never tl^ of ^v J^ ^^ **" **»'•
Nor prays fory^ur d^kl^l"^K "'«"».

M^rtLf"^"-^""^'""
o°Jf9'"--"3^^^^Go forth, and win the glories oTthe' war.
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Though .tJv^ cmh^*""»
°'*" 'he^ l.„d,,

low
.

'
'™"'"'' P'-^dered, li„ our nation

Perhaps the .hit. «.„, Go, ,„^„^^.^^^
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DAWENDINE

As they steal amid the silence.
And the shadows of the shore.

""""rShfrsi;''^"
''- ^°^''- -<"- "^''t

Those dead men's icy finger tips
Athwart the Northern sky.

""""g^entavr
'"^^ ^^'^^^ °' '^ ^-for-

^'^'"JS^'wlt,"''^^''*
'»-*• '^o o'er the

And the Northern lanterns tremble
At the war-cry of that brave.

^'tSdeX' "'" "^'°'"^«' ""* '" -" -"»

It is Dawendine-s spirit singing, singing aH night

And the whisper of the night wind
Bears afar her Spirit song.

}
,

.Ci



DAWENDINE „
^"'^

t%^^
'''-' ""^^ -^'"^ ^'^^ voice

Murmur when they 'rouse from slumber as the nichtwind through them stirs •

"wemght
And you hsten to their legend,

And their voices blend with hers

And Dawendine listened, while her very heart stood

Would her kinsman or her lover
Be the victim by the hill ?

'^'Sngtr\frir--'^^-^°-

Who would say, " Dawendine !

I^k upon the death I dealt ?
"

^'tt night'
'''""' "''""-""

"^ "^^ """^^

^'^
height

j"^""™"' '°^"' """"'^ ^' °* »" the

And his triumph wakes the horrors.
Kills the silence of the night

''"inlrUL*'"'^--"'""^-''-"«'reezi„S

And her lover dealt the death-blow
;

And her heart dies in her' breast.
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And she hears her mother saying, " Take thv h,1f o*wampum white-

'aw tny l»ltof

At his feet lay wampum white.

"
"^IXy:^"" ''" ""^ ^"^''- ^" '^y '"Others

Tate'^hv l*^'
"'^'"^

i'"*^^''
"^ ""= fo^«t fells to fire-i ake thy wampum pale and peaceful

Save thy brothers, save thy sire."

"^^htre""'
'"'" '"'"''' ^°"'y ^'^P^ t°*»'d the

""^^^atfd^o^fan^r^--^ "-'"- '- his

Loves, and longs to give the wampum •

And she meets him on the shore.

"
^'^i^Z ft"

'^^'' " ° '"'6'"y ^=tor, Peace I Ibnng thee wampum white
Sheathe thy knife whose blade has tasted my youn.kinsman's blood to-night

^
Ere it drink to slake its thirsting,

I have brought thee wampum white."

^Zl t " ° "'"''"'""^
' ' *^" '«* thy kins-

'"SLlr'^r'^--"P-^''»t-y'.atede-
That they give their fairest treasure,

Ere 1 let thy kinsmen be.



DAWENDINE

Red my fingers with their heart blood but mvheart is red for thee :
^

Dawendine, Child of Dawning.
Wilt thou fail or foUow me ?

"

^":5r ''"" "' "'^^^ '•^^ ^^*-^e fro-

But forgetting aU, she foUows
Where be leads through day or night.

""'t:i:^f°°*''="^''^'
*>-'- «•>-* upon

^'%hfetrort:"^'^'°^«*'--«'^'^-tar-
As they steal amid the silence.

And the shadows of the shore.



WOLVERINE

""Cidfej'.^^^-'^ °«- -hen I uvea

" I ;^^tho^8htont neither fer this „.„,.„

^'iTa^"'^''""'---^'" the .ears that's

"'^CnVC ^*^^^^''' '°^ ""* ^--^ old

"''utle:S°"'**-''-^'^««'-.an'fewan-,ar
The squatters shacks, for white-! w,. .

when things is grC *'' "^^ '^''^ '^ f""

Ano^yredsan-.H„ds<;nVn,enwasallthefoUc

"''^ea?^?„ii''^'^'*->«'^.noti,,o„
Why. I^^ved in amongst 'e.au the Winters I was
An'

1

never lost a copper, an'
I
never lost a hair

"4



WOLVERINE

I do„-tthi„.rd be ;etti„- here, but dead beyond

Ifthat^the.eI„dyan-Wo,veri.e-jesthad„,beiped

''''rortt*'"*'''^'''''^^'^.- long as sixty-

An'
I was comin' to the Pnct fc-*

••One^dayIbadbeensett«.t.apsa.ongabitof

^'sSd"''"*=''°'"'"°-i«t faster 'an it

'^m;U*od°"^^'"-''--<^ that curdled up

"'*sSM':h.y'"^-^^''^'>-'ves-Idid„,

^"*
Sd^l^r"''^ "'''«""-' ^"'^''- you

But when I reached the river's ed« i ^ v
at the brink. ^* ^ •""""K'^t "P

"'^na"'S'oii?e'^"'^*''-*^->^t-i«''t

'"'r.Sed'tr ^-"-.c»-edup
The.ood^.^,^,^^;^^_^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Vll
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^'rS ro=^""^
*'"^'' aback-ahead, the tor-

'"ttKotrir-^"""''^ ''-'-" can't

'^^cJreS^r^e.'''--*°°'^«>e..en-d

"'i°dVi^**'^''^°™'-'«'-i-tlikea
An- left^that Indyan standin" there alone, as good

"I don't know how them Indyans dod» *r«™
death the way they do

*' ^^
You Wt believe it. sir, but what I'm tellin' you

^"*a*^met"yot'^ '"""' °=« "^^ " --"

"''unomr''^'""^-''"'-"* ''-*-••<'

"""'thtyr^Ttot"'
*' "''^^-^ "°- -•* •^'^

I'' ' 'I



WOLVERINE
,y

You'll take that name right back when you hear
all this yam, I bet.

"It happened that same autumn, when some
Whites was comin' in

I heard the old Red River carts a-kickin' up a dinSo Ijent over to their camp to see an English

"They said, 'They'd had an awful scare from
Injuns,' an' they swore

That^ Mvages had come around the very night be-

A-brandishing their tomahawks an' painted up for

^"of kTd
""''' '"""'^ E"8lishmen had put a Wt

Right through the heart of one of them, an' rolledhim over, dead,

^S^r"* """^ '^' ^^y ^^ «""«= °° !*««

I
I'i

i
^^mff
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" 'Oh I • they said, ' they were quite sorry, but it

wasn't Uke as if
'

They had kill-d a decent Whiteman by mistake orm a tiff.

It was only some old Injun dog that lay there stark
an stiff.'

" I said, ' You are the meanest dogs that ever yet
I seen, '

Then I rolled the body over as it lay out on the
green

;

I peered into the £ace-My God I 'twas poor old
Wolverme."



THE VAGABONDS

What saw you in your flight to day,
Crows, awinging your homeward way ?

Went you far in carrion quest.
Crows, that worry the sunless west ?

Thieves and villains, you shameless things I

Black your record as black your wings.

TeU me, birds of the inky hue,
Plunderous rogues—to-day have you

Seen with mischievous, prying eyes
Lands where earher suns arise ?

Saw you a lazy beck between
Trees that shadow its breast in green.

Teased by obstinate stones that lie
Crossing the current tauntingly ?

Kelds abloom on the farther side
With purpling clover lying wide-

Saw you there as you circled by.
Vale-environed a cottage lie.

' I
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Girt about with emenld bandi,
Nestling down in its meadow lilnds ?

Saw you this on your thieving raids ?
Speak—you rascally renegades I

Thieved you also away from me
Olden scenes that I long to see ?

K, I crows, you have flown since morn
Over the place where I was bom,

Forget will I, how black you were
Smce dawn, in feather and character

;

Absolve will I, your vagrant band
Ere you enter your slumberland.



THE SONG MY PADDLE SINGS

I have wooed you so
But never a favour you bestow.

P°"
""='' yo">- "adle the hiUs betweenBut scorn to notice my white lateeT

I stow the sail, unship the mast •

I wooed you long but my wooing's past •My paddle will lull you into rest

S.e'epX.*^""*"''"'^'^-'*'
% your mountain steep

SwZ 7^7 't P"^™ 8^^ ^''"P '

Kf is th T '
^°"' ^««"'^ '^"«'

«>« >s the song my paddle sings.

August is laughing across the skyUughmg while paddle, canoe and I**!«, drift.

Where the hills upUft
On either side of the current swift,

^e river rolls in its rocky bed •

My paddle is plying its way ahead
;
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3a FLINT AND FEATHER

Dip. dip,

WhiJe the water* flip

In loam at over their breast we slip.

And oh, the river runs swifter now

;

The eddies circle about my bow.
Swirl, swirl I

How the ripples curl

In many a dangerous pool awhirl I

And forward far the rapids roar.
Fretting their margin for evermore.
Da^h, dash,

V. jth a mighty crash.

They seethe, and boil, and bound, and splash.

Be strong, O paddle I be brave, canoe I

The reckless waves you must plunge into
Reel, reel.

On your trembling keel,

But never a fear my craft will feel.

We've raced the rapid, we're far ahead 1

The river slips through its silent bed.
Sway, sway.
As the bubbles spray
And fall in tinkling tunes away.

And up on the hills against the sky,
A fir tree rocking its lullaby,

Swings, swings.

Its emerald wings.

Swelling the song that my paddle sings.



THE SONG «y p^oDLE SINGS.
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THE CAMPER
N.o„^^ ^^eath the northern skies, lone, black, and

NaugM but the starlight Ues 'twixt heaven, and

31°" ?° »"<» has he, of God. no prayer •

He and his Deity are brothers there
'

Above his bivouac the firs fling down
Throu^J-ranches gaunt and^lacr their needles

Siie TC^r'^^ "''"•"= "'=>"»"nd and fleet

nl nW *'""' "^^^P^'^e. the heron's cry.The plover s passing wing, his lullaby.

And blinking overhead the white stars keepWatch o'er h,s hemlock bed-his sinlesslkep.
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AT HUSKING TIME

At husking time the tasselfades
To brown above the yeUow blades
Whose nistlirg sheath enswathes the cornThat b. -ts .ts chrysalis in scorn

J-onger to ^e m prison shades.

Aniong the merry lads and maidsThe creaking ox^rt slowly wades
Twixt stalks and stubble, icked and tornAt husking time.

™

The prying pifot crow persuades
The flock to join in thieving raids;
The sly racoon with craft inborn
His portion steals ; from plenty's horntts pouch the saucy chip^unk'^ades
At husking time.



WORKWORN

This mor„Tie7to h
^'^

'^ ^^''"^y-

' wea^ fi,^ That T """"^ ^^e we^t

1 thought Sv C, ^"^^ "'"'8''' °* «°°6

;

nlt^ i^°"«J?'
°^ -^ *he stonny daysinat nu some lives that tr«,j i , ' '

Ho. little sunshine L^rttSr^^'.^''^'^'

Through .esoLLJl".;-:,^--^
3S
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That see so little pleasure, so much woe.
My own had laughed more often long ago ;

If I had thought how leaden was the weight
Adversity lays at my kinsman's gate.
Of that great cross my next door neighbour bears.
My thanks had been more frequent in my prayers

;

If I had watched the woman o'er the way,
Workwom and old, who labours day by day.
Who has no rest, no joy to call her own.
My tasks, my heart, had much the lighter grown.

I



EASTER

April i, 1888

Lent gathers up her cloak of sombre shading
In her reluctant hands.

Her beauty heightens, fairest in its fading,
As pensively she stands

Awaiting Easter's benediction falling.

Like silver stars at night.

Before she can obey the summons calling
Her to her upward flight.

Awaiting Easter's wings that she must borrow
Ere she can hope to fly

—

Those glorious wings that we shall see to-morrow
Against the far, blue sky.

Has not the purple of her vesture's lining
Brought cahn and rest to all ?

Has her dark robe had naught of golden shining
Been naught but pleasure's pall ?

Who knows? Perhaps when to the world return-
ing

In youth's light joyousness.
We'll wear some rarer jewels we found burning

In Lent's black-bordered dress.

So hand in hand with fitful March she lingers
To beg the crowning grace

Of lifting with her pure and holy fingers
The veil from April's face.
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Sweet, rosy April—laughing, sighing, waiting
Until the gateway swings.

And she and Lent can kiss between the grating
Of Easter's tissue wings.

Too brief the bUss—the parting comes with sorrow
Good-bye dear Lent, good-bye I

We'U watch your fading wings outlined to-morrow
Against the far blue sky.

it!

li



ERIE WATERS

A DA8B of yellow sand,

Wind-scattered and sun-tanned

;

Some waves that curl and creai^ along the margin
of the strand

;

And, creeping close to these
Long shores that lounge at ease.
Old Erie rocks and ripples to a fresh sou'-westem

breeze.

A sky of blue and grey
;

Some stormy clouds that play
At scurrying up with ragged edge, then laughing

blow away.

Just leaving in their trail

Some snatches of a gale ;

To whistling summer winds we lift a single daring
sail.

"

O I wind so sweet and swift,

O I danger-freighted gift

Bestowed on Erie with her waves that foam and faU
and lift.

We laugh in your wild face.

And break into a race

With flying ctouds and tossing gulls that weave and
interlace.



THE FLIGHT OF THE CPQWS
The autumn afternoon is dying o'er

Tlie quiet western vaUey where I ]f
Beneath the maples on the river shci
Where tinted leaves, blue waters ai. ', fair sky
Environ all

;
and far above some birds are flying by

To seek their evening haven in the breast
And calm embrace of silence, while they singTe Deuras to the night, invoking rest
For busy chirping voice and tired wing—
And in the hush of sleepin,^ trees their sleeping

cradles swing.

In forest arms the night wiU soonest creep
VVhere sombre pines a lullaby intone

Where Nature's children curl themselves to sleepAnd all IS still at last, save where aloneA band of black, belated crows arrive from lands
unknown.

Strange sojourn has been theirs since waking day

wfth^pln "^ f,"''

""'= '° '^''' wandering blendWh fields of yellow maize, and leagues a«^y
W.th nvers where their sweeping waters wend
Past velvet banks to rocky shores, in caiions bold

to end.

Kl I



THE FLIGHT OF THE CROWS 41

°
Ti,M"VT '"'''' '•'** ''"tch superbly deadK '° "'' "^ storm-clouds, h^ave 'iey

'Mefr
,'^",''"'''' '" '"««"•' «'«''* have ledTheir aerial career unseen, unknown,

mr r**""
^"'«''* ="'"* '""^ ="^« in l°nely

monotone ?
'

The flapping of their pinions in the ..,•

WiiW 7x.^^c
^"'^ "' '"''^""' «'hile they lightWithm the fir tops, weirdly black and bare

helghf
'''"' ^''"' '*''"«" ^"'' P^"'^^''

^
WnfL''l'\'""^

P""'''y P'^^*^= °' the skies,

taowf
''""" *'"''-t°="'' travels I could

Would that my soul could see, and, seeing riseTo unrestricted life where ebb and flow

tlow f

'"^'^' """"' =''"^*^t"'« ^ '^'der life

Could I but Uve just here in Freedom's armsA tangly hfe without a sovereign's care !

cTa^s. °'''''"^*''^°-«-'>«^her
And aU is cradled in repose, save whereYon band of black, belated crows still frets theevening air.

^i^ me

I
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MOONSET

ne wmie the moon sUps into shadow-land.

fiLrH"'^"''^''
''°'=" °* the nightI join your minstreUy,

*

And caU across the fading silver UthtAs something calls to me
*

I may not aU your meaning understandBut I have touched your so*ul in sha^^.^^d.



MARSHLANDS

Among the wild rice in tl,e sUll lagoonIn monotone the lixaidshriJlshiS:

Where rushes grow, and oozing lichens clfng

43
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SHADOW RIVER

MUSKOKA

A STREAM of tender gladness,
Of filmy sun, and opal tinted skies

;

Of warm midsummer air that lightly lies
In mjrstic rings,

Where softly swings
The music of a thousand wings
That almost tones to sadness.

% Midway 'twixt earth and heaven,
A bubble in the pearly air, I seem
To float upon the sapphire floor, a dream
Of clouds of snow.
Above, below.

Drift with my drifting, dim and slow.
As twilight drifts to even.

The little fern-leaf, bending
Upon the brink, its green reflection greets.
And kisses soft the shadow that it meets
With touch so fine.

The border line

The keenest vision can't define ;

So perfect is the blending.

4«



SHADOW RIVER

The far, fir trees that cover
The brownish hiUs with needles green and goldThe arching elms o'erhead, vinegrown and old

'

Kepictured are

Beneath me far.

Where not a ripple moves to msr
Shades underneath, or over.

Mine is the undertone
;

The beauty, strength, and power of the land
WiU never stir or bend at my command

;isut all the shade
Is marred or made.
If I but dip my paddle blade

;And it is mine alone.

! pathless world of seeming I

I pathless hfe of mine whose deep ideal
is more my own than ever was the real
*or others Fame
And Love's red flame.
And yellow gold : I only claim
The shadows and the dreaming.
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RAINFALL

From out the west, where darkling storm-clouds
float,

The 'waking wind pipes soft its rising note.

From out the west, o'erhung with fringes grey,
The wind preludes with sighs its roundelay,

Then blowing, singing, piping, laughing loud.
It scurries on before the grey storm-cloud

;

Across the hollow and along the hill

It whips and whirls among the maples, till

With boughs upbent, and green of leaves blown
wide.

The silver shines upon their underside.

A gusty freshening of humid air.

With showers laden, and with fragrance rare

;

And now a little sprinkle, with a dash
Of great cool drops that fall with sudden splash ;

Then over field and hollow, grass and grain.
The loud, crisp whiteness of the nearing rain.
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UNDER CANVAS

IN MUSKOKA

Lichens of green and grey on every side ;

And green and grey the rocks beneath our feet

;

Above our heads the canvas stretching wide
;And over a'i, enchantment rare and sweet.

Fair Rosseau slumbers in an atmosphere
That kisses her to passionless soft dreams.

I joy of Uving we have found thee here,
And life lacks nothing, so complete it seems.

The velvet air, stirred by some elfin wings
Comes swinging up the waters and then stiUs
Its voice so low that floating by it sings
Like distant harps among the distant hiUs.

Across the lake the rugged islands Ue,
Fir-crowned and grim ; and further in the view
Some shadows seeming swung 'twixt cloud and sky.
Are countless shores, a symphony of blue.

Some northern sorceress, when day is done.
Hovers where cliffs uphft the.r gaunt grey steeps.
Bewitching to vermihon Rosseau's sun.
That in a liquid mass of rubies sleeps.

'
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so FLINT AND FEATHER

The scent of burninG leaves, the camp-fire's blaze,
The great logs cracking in the briUiant flame.
The groups grotesque, on which the firelight plays.
Are pictures which Muskoka twilights frame.

And Night, star-crested, wanders up the mere
With opiates for idleness to quaff.

And while she ministers, far off I hear
The owl's uncanny cry, the wild loon's laugh.



THE BIRDS- LULLABY

wi° " ""^"^
; *•»« twilight is creeping

With shadowy garments, the wilderness through •

All day we have carolled, and now would be
sleeping.

So echo the anthems we warbled to you ;

While we swing, swing.
And your branches sing.

And we drowse to your dreamy whispering.

Sing to us, cedurs ; the night-wind is sighing
Is wooing, is pleading, to hear you reply

And here m your arms we are restfully lying
And longing to dream to your soft lullaby';

While we swing, swing,
And your branches sing.

And we drowse to your dreamy whispering.

Sing to us, cedars
; your voice is so lowly.

Your breathing so fragrant, your branches
strong;

5«
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Our little nest<radles are swaying so slowly,
While zephyrs are breathing their slumberous

song.

And we swing, swing,

While your branches sing,

And we drowse to your dreamy wuispering.



OVERLOOKED

SiKEp, with her tender balm, her touch so land.
Has passed me by

;

Afar I see her vesture, velvet-lined.

Float silently

;

O I Sleep, my tired eyes had need of thee I

Is thy sweet kiss not meant to-night for me ?

Peace, with the blessings that I longed for so.
Has passed me by

;

Where'er she folds her holy wings I know
All tempests die

;

I Peace, my tired soul had need of thee I

Is thy sweet kiss denied alone to me ?

Love, with her heated touches, passion-stirred.
Has passed me by

1 called, " stay thy flight," but all unheard
My lonely cry

:

O ! Love, my tired heart had need of thee I

Is thy sweet kiss withheld alone from me ?

Sleep, sister-twin of Peace, my waking eyes
So weary grow I

I Love, thou wanderer from Paradise,
Dost thou not know

How oft my lonely heart has cried to thee ?
But Thou, and Sleep, and Peace, come not to me.

)3
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FASTING

"Tis morning now, yet silently I stand,
Uplift thi curtain with a weary hand,
Look out whi. darkness overspreads the way,

And long for day.

Calm peace is frighted with my mood to-night
Nor visits my duU chamber with her light.
To guide my senses into her sweet rest

And leave me blest.

Long hours since the city rocked and sung
Itself to slumber : only the stars swung
Aloft their torches in the midnight skies

With watchful eyes.

No sound awakes ; I, even, breathe no sigh.
Nor hear a single footstep passing by ;

Yet I am not alone, for now I feel

A presence steal

Within my chamber waUs ; I turn to see
The sweetest guest that courts humanity

;

With subtle, slow enchantmei draws she near,
And Sleep is hei .
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FASTING

Whal care I for the olive branch of Peace ?
Kind Sleep w." i nng a thrice-distiUed release.
Nepenthes, that -lone her mystic hand

Can understand.

And so she bends, this welcome sorceress.
To crown my fasting with her light caress.
Ah, r.ure my pain will vanish at the bliss

Of her warm kiss.

But still my duty lies in self-denial

;

I must refuse sweet Sleep, although the trial

Will reawaken all my depth of pain.

So once again

I lift the curtain with a weary hand,
With more than sorrow, silently I stand.
Look out while darkness overspreads the way.

And long for day.

" Go, Sleep," I spy, " before the darkness die.
To one who needs you even more than I,

For I can bear my part alone, but he
Has need of thee.

" His poor tired eyes in vain have sought relief.
His heart nore tired still, with all its grief

;

His pain is Jeep, while minj is vague and dim.
Go thou to hin).

" When thou hast fanned him with thy drowsy wings.
And laid thy lips upon the pulsing str,\ ^s

35



\k

I,

S« FLINT AND FEATHER
That in his soul with fret and fever bum.

To me return."

She goes. The air within the quiet street
Reverberates to the passing of her feet •

I watch her take her passage through tie gloomTo your dear home.

Beloved would you knew how sweet to meIs this denial, and how fervently
I pray that Sleep may lift you to her breast

And give you rest

A privilege that she alone can claim.
Would that my heart could comfort you the sameBut in the censer Sleep is swinging high,

' '""=•

All sorrows die.

She comes not back, yet all my miseriesWane at the thought of your ca'hnskep^g eyes-Wane, as I hear the early matin bell
^ ^

The dawn foretell.

Uph t the curtain with a weary handThe long, long night has bitter been ^d lone
But now 'tis gone.

Dawn lights her candles in'the Ea^t nn.<.
And darkness flees her chario: befl°""

""''

Ihe Lenten morning breaks with holy rav
And it is day I

M\



CHRISTMASTIDE

ll!!rZu°^
^° '°:"'«''* *° Bethlehem,

Se^ r T"^"''''"^
*ays, nor t^adl^e path, wherein the shepherds walked that ledTo Chnst, and peace, and God's good will ,o me„

1 may not hear the Herald Aneel', « ^.
Peal through the Oriental sl^s'fr"?The wonder of that Heavenly ^Z^y
Announce the King the world ha7,::Sud long.

The manger throne I may not kneel beforeOr see how man to God is reconciled,
'

The human Christ these eyes may not ore".

VmbT '^"y ''^'"^ncense and myrrhWith adoration to the Holy One •

?rbeCh^r'*°.«'^^*'''^«^-tSo„.To be with those wise kings a worshipper.

ToguidemeontoholyktWehl"'""""^

J7
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CLOSE BY

So near at hand (our eyes o'erlooked its neamess
In search of distant things)

A dear dream lay—perchance to grow in deamess
Had we but felt its wings

Astir. The air our very breathing fanned

It was so near at hand.

Once, many days ago, we almost held it.

The love we so desired ;

But our shut eyes saw not, and fate dispelled it

Before our poises fired

To flame, and errant fortune bade us stand

Hand almost touching hand.

I sometimes think had we two been discerning.

The by-path hid away
From others' eyes had then revealed its turning

To us, nor led astray

Our footsteps, guiding us into love's land

That lay so near at band.

So near at hand, dear heart, could we have known
it I

Throughout those dreamy hours.

Had either loved, or loving had we shown it.

Response had sure been ours

;
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CLOSE BY S9

We did not know that heart could heart command

!

And love so near at hand I

What then avaUed the red wine's subtle glisten ?
We passed it blindly by,
And now what profit that we wait and Bsten
Each for the other's heart beat ? Ah I the cry
Of love o'erlooked still lingers, you and I
Sought heaven afar, we did not understand
'Twas—once so near at hand.



THE IDLERS

The sun's red pulses beat.
Full prodigal of heat.
Full lavish of its lustre unrepressed

;

But we have drifted far

From where his kisses are.

And in this landward-lying shade we let our paddles
rest.

The river, deep and still,

The maple-mantled hill.

The Utile yellow beach whereon we lie,

The puffs of heated breeze.

All sweetly whisper—These
Are days that only come in a Canadian July.

So, silently we two
Lounge in our still canoe.
Nor fate, nor fortune matters to us now

:

So long as we alone

May call this dream our own.
The breeze may die, the sail may droop, we care

not when or how.

Against the thwart, near by.

Inactively you he.



TKE IDLERS
6i

^d aU too near my arm your temple bends.Your mdolently crude.
Abandoned attitude,

'' °
b^nds*!^

"' "*' " """='' * ^''''' "^8"°'

Your costume, loose and light,
Leaves unconcealed your miglit
Of muscle, half suspected, half defined •

And falling well aside.
Your vesture opens wide

'"'"^^cr^et"'"'
^""""^ ^^-'^^ ''^' P"^

With easy unreserve.
Across the gunwale's curve.
Your arm superb is lying, brown and bare :Your hand ]ust touches mine
With import firm and fine,

'^ ^ u^l J*'^
"^^ *''^* ''J°«'S about your

tumbled hair).
'^

Ah I Dear, I am unwise
In echoing your eyes
Whene'er they leave their far^ff ga2e, and turnTo melt and blur my sight

;

For every other light

'^n^t^^bC;'""''-^'^^*^^^'-''-^^'-'^

But once the silence breaks.
But once your ardour wakes

I

'U,
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To words that humanize this lotus-land

;

So perfect and complete
Those burning words and sweet.

So perfect is the single kiss your lips lay on my
hand.

The paddles lie disused.

The fitful breeze abused.

Has dropped to slumber, with no after-blow

;

And hearts will pay the cost.

For you and I have lost

More than the homeward blowing wind that died
an hour ago.



AT SXWSET

t siTkTthtl '°"'!t™' '"""^^^S '^ to mine,AS sinks the sun within that world o£ wine.

I seem to hear a bar of music floatAnd swoon into the west •

My ear can scarcely catch' the whispered noteBut somethmg in my breast
»* «" °o».

Blends with that strain, till both accord in oneAs cloud and colour blend at set ofTuL
And twilight comes with grey and restful evesAs ashes foUow flame.

J' *"" rest«uJ eyes,

f^u ? '/ ?*"^ * "^'"^^ from those rich skiesCall tenderly my name

^ L'.h' '/ ^"".P""=^tly fingers stole
In benedictions o'er my lonely soul.

LXratt^at''sr^^'^^«'-«-

£SSr;f.:!-T-P-on thronged

Crying m utter homesickness to be
Near to a heart that loves and leans to me
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PENSEROSO

Soulless is all humanity to me
To-night. My keenest longing is to be

Alone, alone with God's grey earth that seems
Pulse of my pulse and consort oi my dreams,

To-night my soul desires no fellowship.

Or fellow-being ; crave I but to slip

Thro' space on space, till flesh no more can bind,

And I may quit for aye my fellow kind.

Let me but feel athwart my cheek the lash

Of whipping wind, but hear the torrent dash
Adown the mountain steep, 'twere more my choice

Than touch of human hand, than human voice.

Let me but wander on the shore night-stilled,

Drinking its darkness till my soul is filled ;

The )reathing of the salt sea on my hair.

My outstretched hands but grasping empty air.

Let me but feel the pulse of Nature's soul

Athrob on mine, let seas and thunders roll

O'er night and me ; sands whirl ; winds, waters

beat

;

For God's grey earth has no cheap counterfeit.

«4



RE-VOYAGE

What of the days when we two dreamed together ?Days marveUously fair,

As Ughtsome as a skyward floating feather
Saihng on summer air—

?:^h;„=dTmVto"yr''^"^«
'•''-«•

I sometimes wonder
What of the days, my dear ?

If you too wish this sky
Could be the blue we sailed so softly underIn that sun-kissed July •

'

Sailed in the warm and yellow afternoon.
With hearts m touch and tune.

Have you no longing to re-live the dreaming
Adrift in my canoe ?

*

To watch my paddle blade aU wet and gleamingCleavmg the waters through ?

® ^

To he wind-blown and wave-caressed, untilYour restless pulse grows still ?

Do you not long to hsten to the purling
Of foam athwart the keel ?

Among their stones, to feel

5 65
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The boat's unsteady tremor as it bnves
The wild and snarling waves ?

What need of question, what of your replying ?

Oh I well I know that you
Would toss the world away to be but lying
Again in my canoe.

In listless indolence entranced and lost.

Wave-rocked, and passion tossed.

Ah me I my paddle failed me in the steering
Across love's shoreless seas ;

All reckless, I had ne'er a thought of fearing
Such dreary days as these.

When through the self-same rapids we dash by.
My lone canoe and I.



BRIER

GOOD FRIDAY

That no hurt co- les to heart, to soul no ham,
I do not feel the thorns so much to-day.

Bemuse I never knew your care to Ure
Your hand to weaiy guiding me aright.

Because you walk before and crush the brier
It does not pierce my feet so much to-night.

Because so often you have hearkened to
My selfish prayers, I ask but one thing now.

That these harsh hands of mine add not unto
The crown of thorns upon your bleeding brow
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WAVE-WON

To-MiGHT I hunger so,

BelovM one, to know
n you recall and crave again the dream
That haunted our canoe.
And wove its witchcraft through
Our hearts as 'neath the northern night we sailed

the northern stream.

Ah I dear, if only we
As yesternight could be
Afloat within that Ught and lonely shell,

To drift in silence till

Heart-hushed, and lulled and still

The moonlight through the melting air flung forth
its fatal speU.

The dusky summer night.

The path of gold and white
The moon had cast across the river's breast.
The shores in shadows clad.

The far-away, half-sad

Sweet singing of the whip-poor-will, all soothed our
souls to rest.

it



WAVE-WON
«9

You trusted I could feel
My ar n at strong as steel
So stiU your upturned face, so aim your breathWhile circling eddies curled,

^ "~«.
While laughing rapids whirled

Iwe"'tdrh.'""''^'''
*^" *"'^ ""•'«• ""-

Your splendid eyes aflame
Put heaven's stars to shame.
Your god-Uke head so near my lap was laid-My hand is burning where
It touched your wind-blown hair

pidftir• '^'"^ ^"«--
' =--«'"' "v

The boat obeyed my hand.
Till wearied with its grand
Wild anger, all the river lay aswoon
And as my paddle dipped.
Thro' pools of pearl it slipped

velvet moon.

To-night, again dream you
Our spirit-winged canoe
Is listening to the rapids purling past ?
Where, m delirium reeled
Our maddened hearts that kneeled
To idoUze the perfect world, to taste of lov. at

4
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THE HAPPY HUNTING GROUNDS

Into the rose gold weitland, itt yellow prairies roU.
World of the bison's freedom, home of the Indian's

soul.

Roll out, O seas I in sunlight bathed,
Your plains wind-tossed, and grass enswathed.

Farther than vision ranges, farther than eagles fly.
Stretches the land of beauty, arches the perfect sky,
Hemm'd through the purple mists afar
By peaks that gleam Uke star on star.

Fringing the prairie billows, fretting horiion's line.
Darkly green are slumb'ring wildernesses of pine.
Sleeping until the zephyrs throng
To kiss their silence into song.

Whispers freighted with odour swinging into the
air.

Russet needles as censers swing to an altar, where
The angels' songs are less divine
Than duo sung twixt breeze and pine.

Laughing into the forest, limpies a mountain
stream.

Pure as the airs above it, so" as a summer dream,
70
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WiUiiii thii ideal huntinn ground.

SurelyjreU .<« that countor after Time's farewell

Who would his lovely faith condole ?Who enviei not the Red-skin's soul.

S^Ung into the cloud land, «,iUng into the sun,to o the cninson portals ajar when life is done ?y I dear dead race, my spirit too
Would fain tail westwara unto you



IN THE SHADOWS

I AM sailing to the leeward.
Where the current runs to seaward

Soft and slow.

Where the sleeping river grasses
Brush my paddle as it passes

To and fro.

On the shore the heat is shaking
All the golden sands awaking

In the cove

;

And the quaint sand-piper, winging
O'er the shallows, ceases singing

When I move.

On the water's idle pillow
Sleeps the overhanging willow.

Green and cool

;

Where the rushes lift their burnished
Oval heads from out the tarnished

Emerald pool.

Where the very silen^,e slumbers.
Water lilies grow in numbers.

Pure and pale

;

AU the morning they have rested.
Amber crowned, and pearly crested.

Fair and frail.



IN THE SHADOWS

Here, impossible romances.
Indefinable sweet fancies.

Cluster round

;

But they do not mar the sweetness
Of this still September fleetness

With a sound.

I can scarce discern the meeting
Of the shore and stream retreating.

So remote

;

For the laggard river, dozing.
Only wakes from its reposing

Wnere I float.

Where the river mists are rising.
All the fohage baptizing

With their spray

;

There the sun gleams far and faintly,
With a sh ' ow soft and saintly.

In its ray.

And the perfume of some burning
Far-off brushwood, ever turning

To exhale

All its smoky fragrance dying.
In the arms of evening Ijdng,

Where I sail.

My canoe is growing lazy.

In the atmosphere so hazy,
While I dream

;

Half in slumber I am guiding,
Eastward indistinctly gliding

Down the stream.
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NOCTURNL

Night of Mid-June, in heavy vapours dying.
Like priestly hands thy holy touch is lying

'

Upon the world'-., wide brow

;

God-hke and grand all nature is commanding
The " peace that passes human understanding "

;
I, also, feel it now.

What matters it to-night, if one Ufc treasure
I covet, is not mine I Am I to measure
The gifts of Heaven's decree
By my desires ? I Ufe for ever longing
For some far gift, where many gifts are thronging
God wills, it may not be.

Am I to learn that longing, hfted higher.
Perhaps will catch the gleam of sacred fire
That shows my cross is gold ?

That underneath this cross—however lowly,
A jewel rests, white, beautiful and holy.
Whose worth can not be told.

Like to a scene I watched one day in wonder :—
A city, great and powerful, lay under
A sky of grey and gold ;

The sun outbreaking in his farewell hour.
Was scattering afar a yellow shower
Of hght, that aureoled



NOCTURNE
73

With brief hot touch, so mar/eUous and shiningA hundred steeples on the sky out-linine
Like network threads of fire

•

Above them aU, with halo far ou'jpreadine
I saw a golden cross in glory heading
A consecrated spire :

I only saw its gleaming form uplifting
Against the clouds of grey to seaward driftinirAnd yet I surely know
Beneath the seen, a great unseen is resting
For while the cross that pinnacle is crestingAn Altar lies below.

Night of Mid-June, so slumberous and tender
Night of Mid-June, transcendent in thy splendourThy silent wmgs enfold
And hush my longing, as at thy desire
All colour fades from round that far-off spire
Except its cross of gold.

'



MY ENGLISH LETTER

When each white moon, her lantern idly swinging.
Comes out to join the star night-watching band.

Across the grey-green sea, a ship is bringing
For me a letter, from the Ib)therland.

Naught would I care to live in quaint old Britain,
These wilder shores are dearer far to me,

Yet when I read the words that hand has written.
The parent sod more precious seems to be.

I

Within that folded note I catch the savour
Of climes that make the Motherland so fair.

Although I never knew the blessed favour
That surely lies in breathing EngUsh air.

Imagination's brush before me fleeing.

Paints English pictures, though my longing eyes
Have never known the blessedness of seeing
The blue that lines the arch of Enghsh skies.

And yet my letter brings the scenes I covet.
Framed in the salt sea winds, aye more in dreams

I almost sec the face that bent above it,

I almost touch that hand, so near it seems.

76



MY ENGLISH LETTER 77

Nea-, for the very grey-green sea that dashes
Round these Canadian coasts, roUs out once

more
To Eastward, and the same Atlantic splashes
Her wild white spray on England's distant shore.

Near, for the same young moon so idly swinging
Her threadlike crescent bends the selfsame smile

On that old land from whence a ship is bringing
My message from the transatlantic Isle.

Thus loves my heart that far old country better.
Because of those dear words that always come.

With love enfolded in each English letter
That drifts into my sun-kissed Western home.
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CANADIAN BORN

We first saw light in Canada, the land beloved ofuod

;

^*
Wood''*

P"''* °* ^^'^^' i's marrow and its

And we the men of Canada, can face the world
and brag

That we were bom in Canada beneath the British

H

But few are vagabonds or rogues of doubtful nameand worth

;

And all have one credential that entitles us to brag-
That we were born in Canada beneath the British

We've yet to make our money, we've yet to make
our fame.

But we have gold and glory in our clean colonial
name

;

And every man's a millionaire if only he can brag
That he was born in Canada beneath the British

llag.

6 ..
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No title and no coronet is haU w proudly worn>U that which we inherited a. men Canadian bomWe cou« no man «. noble as the one who makes

That^e was born in Canada beneath the British

The Dutch may have their Holland, the Spaniard
have hjs Spain,

*^
The Yankee to the south of us must south of us

remain

;

For not a man dare lift a hand against the men who
brag

That^hey were bom in Canada beneath the British



WHERE LEAPS THE STE. MARIE

What dream you in the night-time
vVhen you whisper to the moon ?

What say you in the morning ?

What do you sing at noon ?

When I hear your voice uplifting,
Like a breeze through branches sifting
And your ripples softly drifting
To the August airs a-tune.

Lend me your happy lai-ghter,
Ste. Marie, as you leap

;

Your peace that follows after
Where through the isles you creep

Give to me your splendid dashing
Give your sparkles and your splashing
Your uphurUng waves down crashing
Then, your aftermath of sleep.

"3



HARVEST TIME

Pillowed and hushed on the nilent plain,
Wrapped in her mantle of golden grain,

Wearied of pleasuring weeks i vay.
Summer is lying asleep to-day,—

Where winds come sweet from the wild-rose briers
And the smoke of the far-ofl prairie fires

;

Yellow her hair as the golden rod.
And brown her cheeks as the prairie sod

;

Purple her eyes as the mists that drw.
At the edge of some laggard sun-drowned stream

;

But over their depths the lashes sweep.
For Summer is lying to-day asleep.

The north wind kisses her rosy mouth,
His rival frowns in thi* «ar-off south.

And comes caressing her sunburnt cheek.
And Summer awakes for one short week,—

Awakes and gathers her wealth of grain.
Then sleeps and dreams for a year again.



LADY LORGNETTE

Lady Lorgnette, or the Ufted lash

The sheU-like ear where the jewels flash.
The arching brow and the languid pose.The rare old Uce and the subtle ,cent\^
The slender foot and the fingers frail-

I may act till the world grows wild and tenseBut never a flush on your features pale.The foothghts glimmer between us two—
You in the box and I on the boards 1-

I am only an actor, Madame, to you
'

A mimic Idng 'mid his mimic lords'
For you are the belle of th. smartest 'set

Lady Lorgnette.

Little Babette, with your eyes of jet
Your midnight hair and your piquant chin,Your hps whose odours of violet
Drive men to madness and saints to sin -

I see you over the footlights" glare
Down in the pit 'mid the common mob.-

Your throat is burning, and brown, and bareYou lean, and listen, and pulse, and throb
•'

«s
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86 FLINT AND FEATHER

The viols are dreaming between us two.
And my gilded crown is no make-believe,

I am more than an actor, dear, to you.
For you called me your Idng but yester eve,

And your heart is my golden coronet.

Little Babette.



LOW TIDE AT ST. ANDREWS

(new BRUNSWICK)

The long red flats stretch open to the sky.
Breathing their moisture on the August air.
The seaweeds cUng with flesh-Uke fingers where
The rocks give shelter that the sands deny ;

And wrapped in all her summer harmonies
St. Andrews sleeps beside her sleeping seas.

The far-ofi shores swim blue and indistinct,
Like half-lost memories of some old dream.'
The lisUess waves that catch each sunny gleam
Are idling up ;he waterways Und-Iinked,
And, yeUowing along the harbour's breast.
The hght is leaping shoreward from the west.

And naked-footed children, tripping down,
Light with young laughter, daily come at eve
To gather dulse and sea clams and then heave
Their loads, returning laden to the town.
Leaving a strange grey silence when they go,—
The silence of the sands when tides are low.

t^



BEYOND THE BLUE

Speak of you, sir ? You bet he did. Ben Fields
was far too sound

To go back on a fellow just because he weren't
around.

Why, sir, he thought a lot of you, and only three
months back

Says he, " The Squire will some time come a-snuffine
out our track ^

^^
ttin

"^ ^^^ ='"'P"=^-" And so I got to thinking

That any day you might drop down on Rove, and
me, and Ben.

And now you've come for nothing, for the lad has
left us two.

And six long weeks ago, sir, he went up beyond the
blue.

Who's Rove ? Oh, he's the collie, and the only
thing on earth

That I will ever love again. Why, Squire, that dog
IS worth

More than you ever handled, and that's quite a
piece, I know.

Ah, there the beggar is !—come here, you scalawag I

and show
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Your broken leg all bandaged up. Yes, sir it's
pretty sore

;

. , .

I did it.-curse me.-and I think I feel the pain far
more

Than him, for somehow I just feel as if Td been
untrue

To what my brother said before he werit beyond
the blue.

'

You _see. the day before he died he says to me
say, Ned,

Be sure you take good care of poor old Rover when
I m dead,

And^n^ybe he will cheer your lonesome hours up

And when he takes to you just see that you're de-
serving It.

'

Well^Squire, it wasn't any use. I tried, but couldn't

The friendship of that coUie, for I needed it, you

'"5::d\h:br^'^^°"^^*''^"''-3'"p

For aU I coaxed and petted, fw my heart was
starving out

' ™^

u
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For want of some companionship,—I thought if
only he

'

Would Uck my hand or come and put his head aside
my knee,

Perhaps his touch would scatter something of the
gloom away.

But all alone I had to live until there came a day
When, tired of the battle, as you'd have tired too
I wished to heaven I'd gone with Ben, "way up

beyond the blue.

One morning I took out Ben's gun, and thought I'd
hunt all day.

And started through the clearing for the bush that
forward lay.

When something made me look around—I scarce
beUeved my mind-

But, sure enough, the dog was foUowing right close
behind.

A feehng first of joy, and than a sharper, greater
one

Of anger came, at knowing 'twas not me, but Ben's
old gun.

That Rove was after,—well, sir, I just don't mind
telling you.

But I forgot that moment Ben was up beyond the
blue.

I I

!

Perhaps it was but jealousy—perhaps it was despair,
But I just struck him with the gun and broke the

bone right there

;
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And then-my very throat seemed choked, for he
began to whine

With pain—God knows how tenderly I took that
dog of mine

Up in my arms, and tore my old red necktie into
bands

To bind the broken leg. while there he lay and Uckedmy hands

;

And though I cursed my soul, it was the brightest
day I knew, °

Or even cared to live, since Ben went up beyond
the blue.

I teU you. Squire, I nursed him just as gently as
could be,

And now I'm aU the world to him, and he's the
world to me.

Look, sir, at that big, noble soul, right in his faithful
eyes.

The square, forgiving honesty that deep down in
them Ues.

Eh, Squire? Whafs that you say ? He's got no
sold? I teU you, then,

*

He's grander and he's better than the mass of what's
called men

;

And I guess he stands a better chance than many of
us do '

Of seeing Ben some day again, 'way up beyond the
blue.

I.': tl
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THE MARINER

• Wrtck and stray awt eastawav."—Swinbuxnh.

Once more adrift.

O'er dappling sea and broad lagoon,
O'er frowning cliff and yellow dune.
The long, warm lights of afternoon

Like jewel dustings sift.

Once more awake.
I dreamed an hour of port and quay,
O* anchorage not meant for me ;

TI a sea, the sea, the hungry sea
Came rolling up the break.

Once more afloat.

The billows on my moorings press't.

They drove me from my moment's rest.

And now a portless sea I breast.

And shelterless my boat.

Once more away.
The harbour lights are growing dim.
The shore is but a purple rim.
The sea outstretches grey and grim.

Away, away, away I
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THE SIARINER

Once more at sea.
The old, old sea I used to sail.

The battling tide, the blowing gale
The waves with ceaseless under-wail

The life that used to be.

93
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LULLABY OF THE IROQUOIS

LiTTtE brown baby-bird, lapped in your nest,
Wrapped in your nest.

Strapped in your nest.
Your straight little cradle-board rocks you to rest

;

Its hands are yi ir nest

;

Its bands are your nest

;

It swings from the down-bending branch of the oak ;You watch the camp flame, and the curUng grey
smoke

;

But, oh, for your pretty black eyes sleep is best,—
Little brown baby of mine, go to rest.

Little brown baby-bird swinging to sleep.
Winging to sleep.

Singing to sleep.

Your wonder-black eyes that so wide open keep.
Shielding their sleep.

Unyielding to sleep.

The heron is homing, the plover is still.

The night-owl calls from his haunt on the hill.
Afar the fox barks, afar the stars peep,—
Little brown baby of mine, go to sleep.



^HE CORN HUSKER
Hard by the Indian lodges, where the bush

Sht^.ZVt"^^:'^"""^^ i«-fashioned fields.She comes to labour, when the first stiU hushOf autumn follows large and recent yields.

Age in her fingers, hunger in her face
Her sho^iJders stooped with weight of work and

But rich in tawny colouring of her race
She comes a-field to strip the purple ears.

"^

Erf ^V}'°''Shts are with the days gone by

ner people, that to-<iay unheeded lie,

hlSd.'^"''
^""^ *'"''* """« ""°"8h her

w
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PRAIRIE GREYHOUNDS

C.P.R. " NO. I," WESTBOUND

I SWING to the sunset land

—

The world of prairie, the world of plain.

The world of promise and hope and gain.

The world of gold, and the world of grain.

And the world of the willing hand.

I carry the brave and bold

—

The one who works for the nation's bread.

The one whose past is a thing that's dead,

The one who battles and beats ahead.

And the one who goes for gold.

I swing to the " Land to Be,"

I am the power that laid its floors,

I am the guide to it~ western stores,

I am the key to its golden doors.

That open alone to me.

I

C.P.R. NO. 2, EASTBOUND

I swing to the land of mom ;

The grey old east with its grey old seas.

The land of leisure, the land of ease.

The land of flowers and fruits and trees.

And the place where we were bom.
96
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PRAIRIE GREYHOUNDS

Freighted with wealth I come ;

For he who many a moon has spent
Far out west on adventure bent.
With weU-worn pick and a folded tent,

Is bringing his bullion home.

I never will be renowned.
As my twin that swings to the western marts
For I am she of the humbler parts.
But I am the joy of the waiting hearts

;

For I am the Homeward-bound.
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GOLDEN—OF THE SELKIRKS

A TRAIL upwinds from Golden ;

It leads to a land God only knows,

To the land of eternal frozen snows,

That trail unknown and olden.

And they tell a tale that is strange and wild-

Of a lovely and lonely mountain child

That we.'.t up the trail from Golden.

A child in the sweet of her womanhood.

Beautiful, tender, grave and good

As the saints in time long olden.

T'

And the days count not, nor the weeks avail

;

For the child that went up the mountain trail

Came never again to Golden.

And the watchers wept in the midnight gloom.

Where the caBons yawn and the FeUdrks loom,

For the love that they knew of olden.

And April dawned, with its suns aflame,

And the eagles wheeled and the vultures came

And poised o'er the town of Golden.

«*



GOLDEN-OF THE SELKIRKS
God of the white eternal peaks

rJIf*',?K*
^."'' *'^'' '•>* "*"»'" '««1" I-«Kl o( the day* lo olden.

For only God in His greatness knows
Wiere the mountain holly above bt: grow..On the trail that leads from Golden
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THE SONGSTER

Music, music with throb and swing.
Of a plaintive note, and long

;

'Tis a note no human throat could sing.
No harp with its dulcet golden string.—
Nor lute, nor lyre with liquid ring.

Is sweet as the robin's song.

He sings for love of the season
When the days grow warm and long.

For the beautiful God-sent reason
That his breast was bom for song.

CaUing, calling so fresh and clear.
Through the song-sweet days of May •

WarbUng there, and whisthng here.
He sweUs his voice on the drinking'ear.
On the great, wide, pulsing atmosphere

Till his music drowns the day.

He sings for love of the season
When the days grow warm and long.

For the beautiful God-sent reason
That his breast was bom for song.

i!|' :
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THISTLE-DOWN

Beyond a ridge of pine with russet tips
The west Hfts to the sun her longing lips.

Her blushes stain with gold and garnet dye
The shore, the river, and the wide far sky

;

JUke floods of wine the waters filter jough
The reeds that brush our indolent canoe.

I beach the bow where sands in shadows he

;

You hold my hand a space, then speak good-bye.

Upwinds your pathway through the yeUow plumes
Of goldenrod, profuse in August blooms.

And o'er its tossing sprays you toss a kiss

;

A moment more, and I see only this—

The idle paddle you so lately held.
The empty bow your pliant wrist propeUed,

Some thisUes purpling into violet.
Their blossoms with a thousand thorns afret.

And like a cobweb, shadowy and grey.
Far floats their down-far drifts my dream away.

If
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THE RIDERS OF THE PLAINS*

Who is it lacks the knowledge ? Who are the curs
that dare

To whine and sneer that they do not fear the whelpsm the Lion's lair ?

But we of the North wiU answer, while life in the
North remains,

Let the curs beware lest the whelps they dare are
the Riders of the Plains ;

For these are the kind whose muscle makes the
power of the Lion's jaw.

And they keep the peace of our people and tba
honour of British law.

A woman has painted a picture,—'tis a neat little
bit of art

The critics aver, and it roused up for her the love
ofjthe big British heart.

'Tis a sketch of an EngUsh bulldog that tigers would
scarce attack.

And round and about and beneath him is painted
the Union Jack,

u *^ '^T' •• "« Territoriml p.t nun. for the North-WMt
Mounted Police, and is in general niage thronrhont Aasiniboia.
Saskatchewan and Alberta. At a dinner party in Boston the
writer was asked, " Who are the North-West Mounted PoUce t

"
and when told that thejr were the pride ot Canada's tehtint men
the questioner sneered and repliwl, " Ah 1 then they are onlr
some o< your British Lion's whelps. W, «» not a/r.i<( of Uum."Ha companions applauded ths remark,

xoa
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THE RIDERS OF THE PLAINS 103

With its blaze of colour, and courage, its daring in
every fold.

And underneath is the tiUe, " What we have we'll
hold."

'Tis a picture plain as a mirror, but the reflex it
contains

Is the counterpart of the life and heart of the Riders
of the Plains

;

For hke to that flag and that motto, and the power
of that bulldog's jaw.

They keep the peace of our people and the honour
of British law.

These are the fearless fighters, whose Ufe in the open
ues.

Who never fail on the prairie trail 'neath the Terri-
torial skies.

Who have laughed in the face of the bullets and the
edge of the rebels' steel.

Who have set their ban on the lawless man with his
crime beneath their heel

;

These are the men who battle blizzards, the
suns, the rains.

These are th' 'amed that the North has named the
" Riders of the Plains,"

And theirs is the might and the m ining and the
strength of the bulldog's jaw,

WhUe they keep the peace of the people and the
honour of British law.

These are the men of action, who need not the world's
renown.
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For their valour is known to England's throne as a
gem in the British crown ;

These are the men who face the front, whose courage
the world may scan.

The men who are feared by the felon, but are loved
by the honest man ;

These are the marrow, the pith, the cream, the best
that the blood contains.

Who have cast their days in the vahant ways of the
Riders of the Plains ;

And theirs is the kind whose muscle makes the
power of old England's jaw.

And they keep the peace of her people and the
honour of British law.

Then down with the cur that questions,—let him
slink to his craven den,

—

For he daren't deny our hot reply as to " who are
our mounted men."

He shaU honour them east and westward, he shaU
honour them south and north,

He shaU bare his head to that coat of red wherever
that red rides forth.

'Tis weU that he knows the fibre that the great
North-West contains.

The North-West pride in her men that ride on the
Territorial plains,

—

For of such as these are the muscles and the teethm the Lion's jaw.
And they keep the peace of our people and the

honour of British law.



SILHOUETTE

The sky-line melts from russet into blue.
Unbroken the horizon, saving where
A wreath of smoke curls up the far, thin air,
And points the distant lodges of the Sioux.

'

Etched where the lands and cloudlands touch and
die

A solitary Indian tepee stands,
The only habitation of these lands.
That roll thtir magnitude from sky to sky.

The tent poles lift and loom in thin relief.
The upward floating smoke ascends between.
And near the open doorway, gaunt and lean.
And shadow-Uke, there stands an Indian Chief.

With eyes that lost their lustre long ago.
With visage fixed and stera as fate's decree.
He looks towards the empty west, to see
The never-coming herd of buffalo.

Only the bones that bleach upon the pUins,
Only the fleshless skeletons that lie

In ghastly nakedness and silence, cry
Out mutely that naught else to him remains.
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A PRODIGAL

My heart forgot its God for love of you,
And you forgot me, other loves to learn

;

Now through a wilderness of thorn and rue
Back to my God I turn.

And just because my God forgets the past.
And in forgetting does not ask to know

Why I once left His arms for yours, at last
Back to my God I go.
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"THROUGH TIME AND BITTER
DISTANCE " •

Unknown to you, I walk the cheerless shore.
The cutting blast, the hurl o£ biting brine

May freeM, and still, and bind the waves at war
Ere you will ever know, ! Heart of mine

That I have sought, reflected in the blue
Of these sea depths, some shadow of your eyes •

H^e hoped the laughing waves would sing of you
But this is all my starving sight descries—

Far out at sea a sail

Bends to the freshening breeze,
Yields to the rising gale
That sweeps the seas

;

Yields, as a bird wind-tossed.
To saltish waves that fling

Their spray, whose rime and frost
Like crystals cling

• For tUs titlt the aatbor ii Indebted to Mr. Charlee G. D
Aoberti. It occnn iu hie eonilet, " Bain."

'
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in

To canvas, mast and spar.
Till, gleaming Uke a gem,

She sinks beyond the far
Horizon's hem.

IT

Lost to my longing sight.
And nothing left to me

Save an oncoming night,—
An empty sea.



AT HALF-MAST

You didn't know BiUy, did you ? Well. Bill was
one of the boys,

The greatest fellow yon ever seen to racket an" raise
a noise,

—

^'
l^i ^,^' ^°" °*''" ^'"^ '"Png '"less yon
heard Billy sing.

,

''

I used to say to him. " Billy, that voice that you've
got there'd bring

A mighty sight more bank-notes to tuck awav in
your vest,

'

If only you'd go on the concert stage instead of a-
ranchin' West."

^
taSw''*

"^ ''** *° i^n^'. and say as I didn't

A robin's whistle in springtime from a barnyard
rooster s crow.

But Billy could sing, an' I sometimes think that voice
Uves anyhow,—

That perhaps BiU helps with the music in the place
he s gone to now.

*^

The last time that I seen him was the day he rodeaway

;

'

He was ^in' acrost the plain to catch the train for
the East next day.

i
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•TwM th« only tlm. 1 ev« m«ii poor BiU that he

didn t Mogh
Or tine an' Idck up . rumpus mn' racket around

and chaff,
'

For he'd got a letter from his folks that said for tohuny home,
For his mother was dyin' away down East an' she

wanted BiU to come.
Say, but the feller took it hard, but he saddled up

right away,
*^

An' started across the plains to take the train for
the East, next day.

Sometimes I lie awake a-nights jist a-thimkin' of
the rest.

For that was the great big bUaard day, when thewmd come down from west.
An' the snow piled up Uke mountains an' we couldn't

put foot outside.

But jist set into the shack an' talked of BiU on his
lonely ride.

We taUced of the laugh he threw us as he went at
the break o' day.

An' we taUced of the poor old woman dyin' a thou-
sand mile away.

WeU, Dan 0;ComieU an' I went out to search at the
end of the week,

Fer aU of us feUers thought a lot,-a lot that we
uarsn t speak.

We'd been up the trail about forty mile an' was
taUdn' of tumin' back.



AT HALF.KAST „,
But D«, wU, h« wouldn't jive in, lo w. kep- rfriiton to the rajlroad track

Dan, Say, blei$ my toul I

Aint that there BiU's red handkerchief tied halfway up that pole ?
"

Yet, tir, there >he was, with her ends a-flippin'
an- flyin' in the wind,

'^'^

An' imdemeath was the envelope of BiU's letter
ogntly pinned.

" '^^'
''A.""!*

a-boarded the train right here "
•ays Dan, but I kinder knew

That underneath them snowdrifts we would find athmg or two

;

hours,—all hope is past.

n^iT'u^^-.r^'" "y J»ndkerchief isnym at half-mast.



THE SLEEPING GIANT

(THUNDEK BAY, LAKE SUPERIOR)

When did you sink to your dreamless sleep

Out there in your thunder bed ?

Where the tempests sweep.
And the waters leap.

And the storms rage overhead.

Were you lying there on your couch alone
Ere Egypt and Rome were bom ?

Ere the Age of Stone,

Or the world had known
The Man with the Crown of Thorn.

The winds screech down from the open west,
And the thunders beat and break

On the amethyst
Of your rugged breast,

—

But you never arise or wake.

You have locked your past, and you keep the key
In your heart 'neath the westing sun.

Where the mighty sea

And its shores will be

Storm-swept till the world is done.



THE QUILL WORKER

P"iNS plains, and the prairie land which the sun-
Ught floods and fiUs,

To the north the open country, southward the
CjTirus Hills

;

Never a bit of woodland, never a riU that flows
Only a stretch of cactus beds, and the wild, sweet

prairie rose ;

Nevei habitation, save where in the far south-westA solitary tepee Ufts its solitary crest,
Where Neykia in t.e doorway, crouched in the red

sunshine,

Broiders her buckskin mantle with the quills of
the porcupine.

Neykia, the Sioux chief's daughter, she with the
foot that flies.

She with the hair of midnight and the wondrous
midnight eyes.

She with the deft brown fingers, she with the soft
slow smile,

'

She with the voice of velvet and the thoughts that
dream the while,—

"Whence come the vague to-morrows? Where
do the yesters fly ?

What is beyond the border of the prairie and the
sky ?

8 fij
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Does the maid in the Land of Morning sit in the
red sunshine,

Broidering her buckskin mantle with the quills o{

the porcupine ?
"

So Neylda, in the westland, wonders and works
away.

Far from the fret and folly of the " Land of Waking
Day."

And many the pale-faced trader who stops at the
tepee door

For a smile from the sweet, shy worker, and a sigh

when the hour is o'er.

For they know of a young red hunter who often-

times has stayed

To rest and smoke with her father, tho' his eyes
were on the maid ;

And the moons will not be many era she in the red
sunshine

Will broider his buckskin mantle with the quills

of the porcupine.



GUARD OF THE EASTERN GATE
Halifax sits on her hills by the sea

In the might of her pride,—
Invincible, terrible, beautiful, she
With a sword at her side.

To right and to left of her, battlements rear
And fortresses frown

;

VVMe she sits on her thirone without favour or fear.
With her cannon as crown.

Coast guard and sentinel, watch of the weal
Of a na.Ion she keeps

;

But her hand is encased in a gauntlet of steel
And her thunder but sleeps.

"5



AT CROW'S NEST PASS

At Crow's Nest Pass the mountans rend

Themselves apart, the rivers wend
A lawless couiso about their feet.

And breaking into torrents beat

In useless fury where they blend

At Crow's Nest Pass.

The nesting eagle, wise, discreet.

Wings up the gorge's lone retreat

And makes some barren crag her friend

At Crow's Nest Pass.

Uncertain clouds, half-high, suspend

Their shifting vapours, and contend

With rocks that suffer not defeat

;

And snows, and suns, and mad winds meet
To battle where the cliffs defend

At Crow's Nest Pass.
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"GIVE US BARaBBAS"*

There was a man—a Jew of kingly blood,
But of the people—poor and lowly born

Accused of blasphemy of God, He stood
'

Before the Roman Pilate, while in scom
The multitude demanded it was fit

That one should suffer for the people, while
Another be released, absolved, acquit.
To live his life out virtuous or vile.'

Whom wiU ye have-Barabbas or this Jew ? "
Rlate made answer to the mob, " The choiceU yours

; I wash my hands of this, and you
Do as you will." With one vast ribald wiice

ihe populace arose and, shrieking, cried

A "Jt""
f„B"abbas, we condone his deeds !

"
And He of Nazareth was crucified—

Misjudged, condemned, dishonoured for their
needs.

j'

And down these nineteen centuries anew
__

Comes the hoarse-throated, bnitalized refrain
Give us Barabbas, crucify the Jew I

"

Once more a man must bear a nation's stain,—
• Written after Dreylus was eiiled,
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'

And that in France, the chivalroas, whose lore

Hade her the flower of knightly age gone by.

Now she lies hideous with a lep ;ous sore

No skill can cure—no pardon purify.

And an indignant world, transfixed with hate

Of such disease, cries, as in Herod's time,

Pointing its finger at her festering state,

" Room for the leper, and her leprous crime !

"

And France, writhing from years of torment, cries

Out in her anguish, " Let this Jew endure.

Damned and disgraced, vicarious sacrifice.

The hotwur of my army is secure."

And, vampire-like, that army sucks the blood

From out a martyr's veins, and strips his crown
Of honour from him, and his herohood

Flings in the dust, and cuts his manhood down.
Hide from your God, ! ye that did this act I

With lesser crimes the halls of Hell are paved.

Your army's honour may be still intaU,

Unstained, unsoiled, unspotted,—but unsaved.



V'

YOUR MIRROR FRAME

Methinks I see your mirror frame,
Ornate with photographs of them.

Place mine therein, for, all the same,
I'll have my little laughs at them.

For girls may come, and girls may go,
I think I have the best of them ;

And yet this photograph I know
You'll toss among the rest of them.

I cannot even hope that you
Will put me in your locket, dear ;

Nor costly frame will I look through,
Nor bide in your breast pocket, dear.

For uone your heart monopolize.
You favour such a nest of them.

So I but hope your roving eyes
Seek mine among the rest of them.

It

For saucy sprite, and noble dame.
And many a dainty maid of them

Will greet me in your mirror frame.
And share your kisses laid on them.
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And yet, sometimes I fancy, dear,

You hold me as the best of them.

So I'm content if I appear

To-night with all the rest of them.

h ' .

m-i I -TB
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THE CITY AND THE SEA

To none the city bends a servile knee ;

Purse-proud and scornful, on her heights she
stands.

And at her feet the great white moaning sea
Shoulders incessantly the grey-gold sands,—

One the Ahnighty's child since time began.
And one the might of Mammon, bom of clods

;

For all the city is the work of man.
But all the sea is God's.

And she—between the ocean and the town-
Lies cursed of one and by the other blest :

,

Her staring eyes, her long drenched hair, her gown,
Sea-laved and soiled and dank above her breast.

She, image of her God since life began.
She, but the child of Mammon, bom of clods.

Her broken body spoiled and spumed of man,
'

But her sweet soul is God's.

/I



FIRE-FLOWERS

And only where the forest fires have sped.

Scorching relentlessly the cool north lands,

A sweet wild flower lifts its purple head,

And, like some gentle spirit sorrow-fed.

It hides the scars with almost human hands.

And only to the heart that knows of grief.

Of desolating fire, of human pain,

There comes some purifying sweet belief.

Some fellow-feeling beautiful, if brief.

And life revives, and blossoms once again.



A TOAST

There's wine in the cup, Vancouver,
And there's wannth in my heart for you,

While I drin? to your health, your youth, and your
wealth.

And the things that you yet will do.
In a vintage rare and olden.

With a flavour fine and keen.
Fill the glass to the edge, while I stand up to pledge
My faith to my western queen.

Then here's a Ho ! Vancouver, in wine of the
bonniest hue.

With a hand on my hip and the cup at my lip.

And a love in my life for you,
For you are a jolly good fellow, with a great,

big heart, I know

;

So I drink this toast

To the " Queen of the Coast."

Vancouver, here's a Ho I

And here's to the days that are coming.
And here's to the days that are gone.

And here's to your gold and your spirit bold,
And your luck that has held its own ;

"3
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And here's to your hands so sturdy,

And here's to your hearts so true,

And here's to the speed of the day decreed
That brings me again to you.

Then here's a Ho I Vancouver, in wine of the

bonniest hue.

With a hand on my hip and the cup at my lip.

And a love in my life for you.

For you are a jolly good fellow, with a great,

big heart, I know

;

So I drink this toast

To the " Queen of the Coast."

Vancouver, here's a Ho I



LADY irii IE

Lmx" Lady Icicle is drs. niir.j; m tl.i nrrii tm^i

'in'' ''-r pillc'.f :n «.
And gleaming in theionu

glow;

For the frost has corac anl i lu ici her
With an ennine m, • arouii ' ii-i

Where little Lady L.cle lies c .• . ,ira i„ the snow.

Little Lady Icicle is waldn^ ir * ' - noi lii-lauii.

And shaking in the north-laud : ; ,Uo\v to a,.d fro ;

And the hurricane a-sldrling

Sends the feathers all a-whirling
Where Uttle Lady Icicle is waking in the snow.

Little Lady Icicle is laughing in the north-land.
And quafSng in the north-land her wines that over-

flow
;

All the lakes and rivers crusting
That he - finger-tips are dusting,

Where little Lady Icicle is laughing in the snow.

Little Lady Tcide is singing in the north-land.
And bringing from the north-land a music wild and

low

;

AnH 'he fairies watch and listen

Where her silver slippers glisten.

As little Lady Icicle goes singing through the snow.
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Little Lady Icicle is coming from tLe north-laad
Benumbing aU the north-land where'er her feet

may go

;

With a fringe of frost before her
And a crystal garment o'er her.

Little Lady Icicle is coming with the snow.



THE LEGEND OF QU'APPELLE VALLEY

I AM the one who loved her as my life.

Had watched her grow to sweet young woman-
hood ;

Won the dear privilege to call her wife,
And found the world, because of her, was good.

I am the one who heard the spirit voice.
Of which the paleface settlers love to t

From whose strange story they have made their
choice

Of naming this fair valley the " Qu'Appelle."

I

She had said fondly in my eager -ar
" When Indian summer smiles with dusky lip

Come to the lakes, I will be first to hear
The welcome music of thy paddle dip.

I will be first to lay in thine my hand.
To whisper words of greeting on the shore

;

And when thou would'st return to thine own land
1 11 go with thee, thy wife for evermore."

r

Not yet a leaf had faUen, not g tone
Of frost upon the plain ere I set forth.

Impatient to possess her as my own—
This queen of all the women of the North.

"7
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I rested not at even or at dawn.

But journeyed all the dark and daylight

through

—

Until I reached the Lakes, and, hurrying on,

I launched upon their bosom my canoe.

k

'1

Of sleep or hunger then I took no heed.

But hastened o'er their leagues of waterwasrs

;

But ray hot heart outstripped my paddle's speed

And waited not for distance or for dajrs.

But flew before me swifter than the blade

Of magic paddle ever cleaved the Lake,

Eager to lay its love before the maid.

And watch the loveUght in her eyes awake.

So the long days went slowly drifting past

;

It seemed that half my life must intervene

Before the morrow, when I said at last

—

" One more day's journey and I win my
queen

!

"

I rested then, and, drifting, dreamed the more

Of all the happiness I was to claim,

—

When suddenly from out the shadowed shore,

I heard a voice speak tenderly my name.

" Who calls ? " I answered ; no reply ; and long

I stilled my paddle blade and listened. Then

Above the night wind's melancholy song

I heard distinctly that strange voice again

—

A woman's voice, that through the twiUght came

Like to a soul unborn—a song unsung.



THE LEGEND OF QU'APPELLE 1,9

^
'^h'^^'^'I"'*'""^-^*'''

^^^^^ my name,

'• O^'l n fT"'' ^ *••* •!'"*«* ^«»«:'' tongueQuAppeUe? Qu'Appelle ? " No answer, f^d
the night

The faMfi echoes from the far-off height-
«u AppeUe ? " my voice came back, " Qu'Ap-
peUe? Qu'AppeUe?" ^ ^

This-and no more ; I called aloud until
I shuddered as the gloom of night increased.And, hke a paUid spectre wan and chill
The moon arose in silence in the east'.

I dare not linger on the moment when
My boat I beached beside her tepee door •

1 heard the wail of women and of men—
I saw the death-fires lighted on the shore.

No language tells the torture or the pain
The bitterness that flooded aU my life_

When I was led to look on her again
That queen of women pledged to b^ my wife.To look upon the beauty of her face

^''^teeath''"'"*
«y«. the Ups 'that knew no

To look, to learn,—to realize my place
Had been usurped by my one rival—DeathA storm of wrecking sorrow beat and broke
About my h-art, and Ufe shut out its light

TiU through my anguish some one gently spoke

ni'ht'"'"^™'
did she caU for ihee'last

9
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I started up—and bending o'er my dead.

Asked when did her sweet lips in silence close.

" She calleL thy name—then passed away," they

said,

" Just on the hour whereat the moon arose."

Among the lonely Lakes I go no more.

For she who made their beauty is not there ;

The paleface rears his tepee on the shore

And says the vale is fairest of the fair.

FuU many years have vanished since, but still

The voyageurs beside the campfire tell

How, when the moonrise tips the distant hill,

They hear strange voices through the silence

swell.

The paleface loves the haunted lakes they say.

And journeys far to watch their beauty spread

Before his vision ; but to me the day.

The night, the hour, the seasons are all dead.

I listen heartsick, while the hunters tell

Why white men named the valley The Qu'Ap-
pelle.

w
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THE ART OF ALMA-TADEMA

Thbre is no song his colours cannot sing
For all his art breathes melody, and tuiies

The fine, keen beauty that his brushes bring
To murmuring marbles and to golden Junes.

The music of those marbles you can hear
In every crevice, where the deep green stains

Have sunken when the grey days of the year
SpiUed leisurely their warm, incessant rains

That, lingering, forget to leave the ledge
But drenched into the seams, amid the hush

Of ages, leaving but the silent pledge
To waken to the wonder of his brush.

And at the Master's touch the marbles leap
To life, the creamy onyx and the skins

Of copper-coloured leopards, and the deep
Cool basins where the whispering water 'wins

Reflections from the gold and glowing sun
And tmts from warm, sweet human flesh for

fair

And subtly lithe and beautiful, leans one—
A goddess with a wealth of tawny hair.

' fi
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GOOD-BYE

Sounds of the seas grow fainter.
Sounds of the sands have sped ;

The sweep of gales.

The far white sails.

Are silent, spent and dead.

Sounds of the days of summer
Murmur and die away.

And distance hides

The long, low tides.

As night shuts out the day.

m
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IN GREY DAYS

Mbasures of oil for others.

Oil and red wine,

Lips laugh and drink, but never
Are the lips mine.

Worlds at the feet of others,

Power gods have known,
Hearts for the favoured round me
Mine beats, alone.

Fame offering, to others

Chaplets of bays,

I with no crown of laurels.

Only grey dasrs.

Sweet human love for others.

Deep as the sea,

God-sent unto my neighbour

—

But not to me.

Sometime I'll wrest from others
More than all this,

I shall demand from Heaven
Far sweeter bliss.

What profit then to others.

Laughter and wine ?

I'll have what most they covet—
Death, will be mine.

MS
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BRANDON

(acrostic)

B ORN on the breast of the prairie, she smiles to her
sire—the sun,

R obed in the wealth of her wheat-lands, gift of her
mothering soil.

Affluence knocks at her gateways, opulence waits
to be won.

N uggets of gold are her acres, yielding and yeUow
with spoil.

Dream of the hungry millions, dawn of the food-
filled age,

Over the starving tale of want her fingers have
turned the page ;

N ations will nurse at her storehouse, and God gives
her grain for wage.

IJ6



THE INDUN CORN PLANTER
He needs must leave the trapping and the chase,

i-or mating game his arrows ne'er despoil.
And from the hunter's heaven turn his face
To wring some promise from the dormant soil.

He needs must leave the lodge that wintered himThe enervating fires, the blanket bed-
The women's dulcet voices, for the grim

Realities of Ubouring for bread.

So goes he forth beneath the planter's moon
With sack of seed that pledges large increase,

HIS simple pagan faith knows night and noon
Heat, cold, seedtime and harvest shaU not cease.

And yielding to his needs, this honest sod.
Brown as the hand that tiUs it, moist with rain.Teeming with ripe fulfilment, true as God
With fostering richness, mothers every grain.

it
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THE CATTLE COUNTRY

Up the dusk-enfolded prairie.

Foot-falls, soft and sly,

Velvet cushioned, wild and wary,

Then—the coyote's cry.

Rush of hoofs, and roar and rattle,

Beasts of blood and breed.

Twenty thousand frightened cattle.

Then—the wild stampede.

Pliant lasso circling wider

In the frenzied ffight—

Loping horse and cursing rider,

Plunging through the night.

Rim of dawn the darkness losing

Trail of blackened soil

;

Perfume of the sage brush oozing

On the air like oil.

Foothills to the Rockies lifting

Brown, and blue, and green.

Warm Alberta sunlight drifting

Over leagues between.

That's the country of the ranges.

Plain and prairie land.

And the God who never changes

Holds it in His band.

I]8
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AUTUMNS ORCHESTRA

(inscribed to one beyond seas)

Know by the thread of music woven through
This fragile web of cadences I spin,
That I have only caught these songs since you
Voiced them upon your haunting vioUn.

The Overture
October's orchestra plays softly on
The northern forest with its thousand strings.
And Autumn, the conductor wields anon
The Golden-rod—The baton that he swings.

The Firs
There is a lonely minor chord that sings
Faintly and far along the forest ways.
When the firs finger faintly on the strings
Of that rare violin the night wind plays.
Just as it whispered once to you and me
Beneath the English pines beyond the sea.

The lost wind wandering, forever grieves
Low overhead.

Above grey mosses whispering of leaves
Fallen and dead.

I3»
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And through the lonely night sweeps their refrain
J-ike Chopin s prelude, sobbing 'neath the rain.

The Vine

The wild grape mantling the trail and tree
Festoons in graceful veils its drapery
Its tendrils cling, as clings the memo^ stirredUy some evasive haunting tune, twice heard.

The Maple

I

It is the blood-hued maple straight and strong
Voicmg abroad its patriotic song.

II

Its daring colour-, bravely flinging forth
The ensign of the Nation of the North.

Hare-Bell

Eliin bell in azure dress,
Chiming all day long.
Ringing through the wilderness
Dulcet notes of song.
Daintiest of forest flowers
Weaving like a spell-
Music through the Autumn hours.
Little Elfin bell.



AUTUMN'S ORCHESTRA

The Giant Oak

141
, I

And then the sound of marching armies 'wokeAmid the branches of the soldier oakMd tempests ceased their warring cry, and dumb

Chow H k"1!'T' '^^' '""""^'^- "^"'^""e,Choked by the heralding of battle smoke,
When^ rtese gnarled branches beat their martial

Aspens

A sweet high treble threads its silvery song
Voice of the restless aspen, fine and Thin

^'

It tnUs Its pure soprano, Ught and long-
Like the vnbretto of a mandohn.

I

I';

•s

Finale

The cedar trees have sung their vesper hymnAnd now the music sleeps— ^ '

Its benediction faUing where the dim
Dusk of the forest creeps.
Mute grows the great concerto-and the light

Z^l " <3«keni"g. Good-night, Good-night.
But through the night time I shaU hear withinfhe murmur of these trees,
The calling of your distant violin
Sobbing across the seas,

Md waking wind, and star-reflected light
ShaU voice my answering. Good-night, Good-night.

m
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THE TRAIL TO LILLOOET

Sob of fall, and song of forest, come you here on
haunting quest.

Calling through the seas and silence, from God's
country of the west.

Where the mountain pass is narrow, and the torrent

white and strong,

Down its rocky-throated caiion, sings its golden-

throated song.

You are singing there together through the God-
begotten nights.

And the leaning stars are listening above the dis-

tant heights

That Uft like points of opal in the crescent coronet

About whose golden setting sweeps the trail to

Lillooet.

Trail that winds and trail that wanders, like a cob-

web hanging high.

Just a hazy thread outlining mid-way of the stream
and sky.

Where the Eraser River canon yawns its pathway
to the sea.

But half the world has shouldered up between its

song and me.

143
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THE TRAIL TO LILLOOET 143

Here, the pUdd English August, and the sea-en-
circled miles.

There—God's copper-coloured sunshine beating
through the lonely aisles

Where the waterlaUs and forest voice for ever their
duet,

And call across the caiion on the trail to Lillooet.

ri
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CANADA

(ACROSnC)

C HOWN 01 her, young Vancouver ; crest of her, old
Quebec

;

A tlantic and far Pacific sweeping her. keel to deck.
N orth of her, ice and arctics ; southward a rival's

stealth

;

A loft, her Empire's pennant ; below, her nation's
wealth.

D aughter of men and markets, bearing within her
hold,

A ppraised at highest value, cargoes of grain and
gold.

i'
f
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THE LIFTING OF THE MIST

All the long day the vapours played
At blindfold in the city streets.

Their elfin fingers caught and stayed
The sunbeams, as they wound their sheets

Into a filmy barricade

'Twixt earth and where the sunlight beats.

A vagrant band of mischiefs these.
With wings of grey and cobweb gown ;They live along the edge of seas.
And creeping out on foot of down,

They chase and frolic, frisk and tease
At blind-man's buff with aU the town.

And when at eventide the sun
Breaks with a glory through their grey.

The vapour-fairies, one by one,
Outspread their wings and float away
In clouds of colouring, that run

Wine-like along the rira of day,

Athwart the beauty and the breast
Of purpUng airs they twirl and twist,

Ihen float away to some far rest,
Leaving the skies all colour-kiss't—

A glorious and a golden West
That greets the Lifting of the Mist»

I4S
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THE HOMING BEE

You are belted with gold, Uttle brother of mine,
Yellow gold, like the sun

That spills in the west, as a chalice of wine
When feasting is done.

You are gossamer-winged, little brother of mine,
Tissue wi:iged, like the mist

That broods where the marshes melt into a line

Of vapour sun-kissed.

You are laden with sweets, little brother of mine,
Flower sweets, like the touch

Of hands we have longed for, of arms that entwine,
Of lips that love much.

You are better than I, little brother of mine.
Than I, human-souled,

For you bring from the blossoms and red summer
shine.

For others, your gold.

Me

M mmLtwwwm



THE LOST LAGOON

It is dusk on the Lost Lagoon,
And we two dreaming the dusk away
Beneath the drift of a twilight grey
Beneath the drowse of an ending day
And the curve of a polden moon.

It is dark in the Lost Lagoon,
And gone are the depths of haunting blue
The grouping guUs, and the old canoe
The smging firs, and the dusk and-you
And gone is the golden moon.

I lure of the Lost Lagoon.—
1 dream to-night that my paddle blurs
The purple shade where the seaweed stirs
I hear the call of the singing firs
In the hush of the golden moon.

n
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THE TRAIN DOGS

Out of the night and the north

;

Savage of breed and of bone,

Shaggy and swift comes the yelping band.
Freighters of fur from the voiceless land
That sleeps in the Arctic zone.

Laden with skins from the north,

Beaver and bear and raccoon.

Marten and mink from the polar belts.

Otter and ermine and sable pelts—
The spoils of tue hunter's moon.

Out of the night and the north,

Sinewy, fearless and fleet.

Urging the pack through the pathless snow,
The Indian driver, calling low.

Follows with moccasined feet.

Ships of the night and the north.

Freighters on prairies and plains.

Carrying cargoes from field and flood

They scent the trail through their wild red blood,

The wolfish blood in their veins.
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THE KING'S CONSORT

I

LOVE^ was it yestemoon, or years agone.
You took m yours my hands,

oS.„™ tds^"^^^-
-«"«*•>-

The truant hour came back at dawn to-day
Across the hemispheres

And Itede my sleeping soul retrace its way
These many hundred years.

And aU my wild yomjg hfe returned, and ceasedThe years that he between.
When you were King of Egypt, and The East,And I was Egypt's queen.

II

M^fti^^^i'"'
'^'^'^ °^ ^"ken gossamer enfold

I feeme heavy sunshine, and the weight of lanS

^'"myTt*"
'"^ "^^ ^°" ""^ ^"^ ™3-l jewels at

gust nmg serpent-wise,
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And centuries have failed to cool the mernoty of
your hands

That bound about my arms those massive, pliant

golden bands.

You wreathed around my wrists long ropes of coral

and of jade,

And beaten gold that clung like coils of kisses love-

inlaid ;

About my naked ankles tawny topaz chains you
wound.

With clasps of carven onyx, ruby-rimmed and golden
bound.

But not for me the Royal Pearls to bind about my
hair,

" Pearls were too passionless," you said, for one like

me to wear,

I must have all the splendour, all the jewels warm
as wine.

But pearls so pale and cold were meant for other
flesh than mi- .

But all the blood-warm beauty of the gems you
thought my due

Were pallid as a pearl beside the love I gave to you ;

O ! Love of mine come back across the years that
lie between.

When you were King of Egypt—Dear, and I was
Egypt's Queen.



WHEN GEORGE WAS KING

Cards, and swords, and a lady's love,

That is a tale worth reading.

An insult veiled, a downcast glove.
And rapiers leap unheeding.

And 'tis ! for the brawl,

The thrust, the fall.

And the foe at your feet a-bleeding.

Tales of revel at wayside inns.

The goblets gaily filling.

Braggarts boasting a thousand sins.

Though none can boast a shilling.

And 'tis ! for the wine.

The frothing stein.

And the clamour of cups a-spilling.

Tales of maidens in rich brocade.
Powder and puff and patches.
Gallants lilting a serenade
Of old-time trolls and catches.

And 'tis O 1 for the lips

And the finger tips.

And the kiss that the boldest snatches.

i



152 FLINT AND FEATHER

Tales of buckle and big rosette.

The slender shoe adorning,
Of curtseying through the minuet
With laughter, love, or scorning.

And 'tis I for the shout
Of the roustabout.

As he hies him home in the morning.

Cards and swords, and a lady's love,

Give to the tale God-speeding,
War and wassail, and perfumed glove.
And all that's rare in reading.

And 'tis I for the ways
Of the olden days.

And a life that was worth the leading.

r . -i 'i ir 1
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DAY DAWN
All yesterday the thought of you was resting inmy soul,

""

And when sleep wandered o'er the world that very
thought she stole

To fill my dreams with splendour such as stars could
not eclipse.

And in the mom I wakened with your name upon
my lips.

ill

Awakened, my beloved, to the morning of your eyes
Your splendid eyes, so fuU of clouds, wherein a

shadow tries

To overcome the flame that melts into the world
of grey.

As coming suns dissolve the dark that veils the edge
of day.

"

Cool drifts the air at dawn of day, cool Ues the
sleepmg dew.

But aU my heart is burning, for it woke from dreams
of you

;

And 01 these longing eyes of mine look out and
only see

A dying night, a waking day, and calm on aU but me.
S3
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So gently creeps the morning through the heavy air,

The dawn grey-garbed and velvet-shod is wandering

everywhere

To wake the slumber-laden hours that leave their

dreamless rest,

With outspread, laggard wings to court the pillows

of the west.

i'

Up from the earth a moisture steals with odours

fresh and soft,

A smell of moss and grasses warm with dew, and
far aloft

The stars are growing colourless, while drooping in

the west,

A late, wan moon is paling in a sky of amethyst.

The passing of the shadows, as they waft theii

pinions near.

Has stirred a tender wind within the night-hushed

atmosphere.

That in its homeless wanderings sobs in an under-

tone

An echo to my heart that sobbing calls for you alone.

The night is gone, beloved, and another ^ay set

free.

Another day of hunger for the one I may not see.

What care I for the perfect dawn ? the blue and
empty skies ?

The night is always mine without the morning of

your eyes.



THE ARCHERS

»f

Stripped to the waist, his copper-coloured skin
Red from the smouldering heat of hate within.
Lean as a wolf in winter, fierce of moou—
As aU wild things that hunt for foes, or food-
War paint adorning breast and thigh and face,
Armed with the ancient weapons of his race,
A slender ashen bow, deer sinew strung,
And flint-tipped arrow each with poisoned

tongue,

—

Thus does the Red man stalk to death his foe.
And sighting him strings silently his bow.
Takes his unerring aim, and straight and true
The arrow cuts in flight the forest through.
A flint which never made for mark and missed,
And finds the heart of his antagonist.
Thus has he warred and won since time bsgan.
Thus does the Indian bring to earth his man.

'

if

Ungarmented, save for a web that lies

In fleecy folds across his impish eyes,
A tiny archer takes his way intent
On mischief, which is his especial bent.

'5S
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136 FLINT AND FEATHER

Across his shoulder lies a quiver, filled

With arrows dipped in honey, thrice distilled

From all the roses brides have ever worn
Since that first wedding out of Eden bom.
Beneath a cherub face and dimpled smile

This youthful hunter hides a heart of guile

;

His arrows aimed at random fly in quest
Of lodging-place within some blameless breast.

But those he wounds die happily, and so
Blame not young Cupid with his dart and bow

:

Thus has he warred and won since time began.
Transporting into Heaven both maid and man.



THE WOLF
Like a grey shadow lurking in the light.He ventures forth along the edge of night;
With ..lent foot he scouts the coulie's rimAnd scents the carrion awaiting him
His savage eyeballs lurid with a flare
Seen but in unfed beasts which leave their lairTo wrangle with their fellows for a meal
Of bones ill-covered. Sets he forth to stealTo search and snarl and forage hungrilyA worthless prairie vagabond is he
Luckless the settler's heifer which astray
FaUs to his fangs and violence a prey •

Useless her blatant calling when his teeth
Are fast upon her quivering flank-beneath
His feU voracity she faUs and dies
With inatticulate and piteous cries,
Unheard, unheeded in the barren waste
To be devoured with savage greed and'haste.Up the honzon once again he prowls
And far across its desolation howls
Sneaking and satisfied his lair he gains
And leaves her bones to bleach upon the plains

'ST



THE MAN IN CHRYSANTHEMUM LAND

WHITTKN FOR " THE SPECTATOR
"

f,M^

There's a brave little berry-brown man
At the opposite side of the earth

;

01 the White, and the Black, and the Tan,

He's the smallest in compass and girth,

I he's little, and lively, and Tan,

And he's showing the world what he's worth.

For his nation i:. born, and its birth

Is for hardihood, courage, and sand.

So you take off your cap

To the brave little Jap
Who fights for Chrysanthemum Land.

s

i

Near the house that the little man keeps.

There's a Bug-a-boo building its lair

;

It prowls, and it growls, and it sleeps

At the foot of his tiny back stair.

But the little brown man never sleeps.

For the Brownie will battle the Bear

—

He has soldiers and ships to command

;

So take off your cap

To the brave little Jap
Who fights for Chrysanthemum Land.
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Uncle Sam stands a-watching near by,
With his finger aside of his nose-
John Bull with a wink in his eye
Looks round to see how the wind'blowf-
O I joUy old John, with his eye
Ever set on the East and its woes.
More than hoeing their own little rows
These wary old wags understand
But they take oft their caps
To the brave little Japs

Who fight for Chrysanthemum Land.

Nov je's given us Geishas, and themes
For operas, stories, and plays.
His silks and his chinas are dreams,
And we copy his quaint little ways

;O I we look on his land in our dreams
But his value we failed to appraise.
For he'll gather bis laurels and bays—
His Cruisers and Columns are manned.
And we take off our caps
To the brave little Japs

Who fight for Chrysanthemum Land.

ii
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CALGARY OF THE PLAINS

Not of the seething cities with their swanning
human hives,

Their fetid airs, their reeking streets, their dwarfed
and poisoned lives,

Not of the buried yesterdays, but of the days to be.

The glory and the gateway of the yellowWest is she.

The Northern Lights dance down her plains with soft

and silvery feet.

The sunrise gilds her prairies when the dawn and
daylight meet;

Along her level lands the fitful southern breezes

sweep,

Aiid beyond her western windows the sublime old

mountains sleep.

The Redman haunts her portals, and the Paleface
treads her streets.

The Indian's stealthy footstep with the course c*

commerce meets.

And hunters whisper vaguely of the half forgotten
tales

Of phantom herds of bison lurking on her midnight
trails.

l6o



CALGARY OF THE PLAINS i6i

Not hers the lore of olden lands, their laurels and
their bays;

But what are these, compared to one of aU her
perfect days?

For naught can buy the jewel that upon her fore-
head lies

—

The cloudless sapphire Heaven of her territorial
sKies.



THE BALLAD OF YAADA •

(a legend of the pacific coast)

There are fires on Lulu Island, anu the sky is

opalescent

With the pearl and purple tinting from the
smouldering of peat.

And the Dream Hills lift their summits in a sweeping,
hazy crescent.

With the Capilano canon at their feet.

There are fires on Lulu Island, and the smoke, up-
lifting, lingers

In a faded scarf of fragrance as it creeps across
the day,

And the Inlet and the Narrows blur beneath its

silent fingers.

And the canon is enfolded in its grey.

• " The Ballad of Yaada " is the lalt complete poem written
by the author. It was placed for publication with the " Saturday
Night " of Toronto, and did not appear in print until several
months after Miss Johnson's death. The publishers express
their gratitude to the " Saturday Night " for permission to in-

clude this poem in the revised edition of " Flint and Feather."
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But the sun its face is veiling like a cloistered nun
at vespers

;

As towards the altar candles of the night a censer
swings,

And the echo of tradition wakes from slumbering
and whispers.

Where the Capilano river sobs and sings.

It was Yaada, lovely Yaada, who first taught the
stream its sighing,

For 'twas silent tiU her coming, and 'twas
voiceless as the shore

;

But throughout the great forever it will sing thr
song undying

That the lips of lovers sing for evermore.

He was chief of all the Squamish, and he ruled the
coastal waters

—

And he warred upon her people in the distant
Charlotte Isles;

She, a winsome basket weaver, daintiest of Haida
daughters.

Made him captive to her singing and her smiles.

Till his hands forgot to havoc and his weapons lost
their lusting,

TiU his stormy eyes allured her from the land of
Totem Poles,

Till she followed where he caUed her, followed with
a woman's trusting.

To the canon where the Capilano rolU.
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And the women of the Haidas plied in vain their
magic power,

Wailed for many moons her absence, waUed formany moons their prayer
"Bring her back, Squaraish f'oeman, bring to us

our Yaada fiower !

"

But the silence only answered their despair.

But the men were swift to battle, swift to cross
the coastal water.

Swift to war and swift of weapon, swift to paddle
trackless miles.

Crept with stealth along the canon, stole her from
her love and brought her

Once again unto the distant Charlotte Isles.

But she faded, ever faded, and her eyes were ever
tummg

Southward toward the Capilano, while her voice
had hushed its song.

And hCT riven heart repeated words that on her
lips were burning

:

•' Not to friend—but unto foeman I belong.

" Give me back my Squamish lover—though you
hate, I still must love him.

" Give me back the rugged canon where my heart
must ever be-

Where his lodge awaits my coming, and the Dream
Hills lift above him.

And the Capilano leaired its song from me."
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But through long.forgotten seasons, moons too many
to be numbered, '

He yetwaited by the caSon-she called across the

Woke to sob a song of womanly tears.

For her little, lonely spirit sought the CapiUno
anon,

"^

When she dUd among the Haidas in the land oflotem Poles,

And you yet may hear her singing to her lover-like
companion,

If you listen to the river as it roUs.

But 'tis only when the pearl and purple smoke is
Idly swmging

From the fires on Lulu IsUnd to the hazy moun-
tam crest.

That the undertone of sobbing echoes through the
river s singing.

In the Capilano canon of the West.
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