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PREFACE.
--j?XK- ••

The following' .•ittLMii;)trt wore writtun from time to time

p. iv. in ()th line— Hygeia for Hygie.

p. 112— Hygeia for Hygiea.

line 7 ! for ?

" 8 ! " ?

imagination as iinjx.rtant as the raisuig <.f grain. The raining

of grain will Innng us wea th, hut hitellectual progress, on

which a-jain the highest (leveh>pniei»t of oar material re-

sources depends, will be slow unless all the faculties of tlie

mind are stimulated. The greatest merchants the world ever

saw Wv.Te highly cultivated men, great and discriminabhig

patrons of literature, with not nua-ely a keun eye to the

l.rofit of a commei-cial traasacbiou, but a .(uick and true sense
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PREFACE,
<;

«->'-XK- •--

The follow ill;; at ^l'lll|)t.s wvw written from tiinu to tiiiK-

.•*.H iminilsL' jtjoiiiptt'd. " I lispiMJ in inmiluTs for tho uuni-

l»uvs cjuuo," siu'li US tiioy v.iix'. iJiit soon after I iK-j^iiii to

• •aril my i)iv!iil, I airivcd at tin; i.'oiiolu.sioii that with the

cream skimmed oll'llu; mind liy news|iai>ei' wi-itiii;^, and v\\-

,L;aged in the exact in*,' stud} of law. 1 could not, ovoii if I had

the native <^ift, hope to wiite poetry which siioidd lnj at once

ori^^iiial and of lii;^di workman.ship. The terror of

iMi'illdi'iihiiS «^s.s(' f)i)i'tis

.N (*/t lii>iiiin>'s, unit illl, mm ruiii'i'ust'i'e L!<tliiinit(P,

was on me; and save one w.n'k which was well advanced, hut

which now may never si'c the Hj^ht, the tragedies, comedies,

idylls, e]»ics I contemplircd, died unl)orn.

Why then do I puhlisli these things '. I am prohahly ni»t

so vain as I was in my twenty-third year. I have learned U> !),•

afraid of nothing hut < Jod and wrong-doing, and hold 11 c »uar-

dice to slirink from endeavour tlu'o' fear of failure. 1 am a

N'orth-Wost man, and I think rhe cultivation of tiste and

imagination as imj)ortant as the raising of grain. The raising

of grain will bring us wea th. i)ut intellectual {)rogress, on

which again the highest development of our material re-

sources dei>end8, will lie .slow unless; all tho faculties of the

mind are .stimulated. The greatest merchants the world evei-

saw Were highly cultivated m>in, great and discriminating

patrons of literature, with not merely a keen eye to the

[)rotit of a commji'cial trarisactioa, b.it a quick and tr.ie sense
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I

of liN^riiry cxcjIum;cc;; iiiiil i. ivjoic*.; tokiuivv kw. (i;tvo on /ruiny

of our fiiViijM eflu'.',-.tc(l luco, ;i.'k1 that tlu; S;usk;itchevvii,ii cm
UoHit <<r ii fucccj-Siul iiicivlivint who ii;;s vvoii a hi<;h place in

ih'j i.uw.s >if t.'uiia(lia:i j;n(_;{s,

^'' o i:(-.il in (Jaci.-uia {.^^'u^nLliy a (Minulor iutuKcctiuJ air;

re(l(!iii;.'Li(.\i fium i'.i<> (i'.(uin;'.t.iou <>f scio[isU<, with lu^JU'ts often

as (•(ii'.tiiu.U'd ;i,.s the r r.\>{if.ax.; the auiseiousneyK that we have

within oiiif (.IvL'!'. -Ai th;t'.. c-in make a great peo|)Ie; aiul every

ste;i tov,;;iNi« tiie ej\t.ii;;I<':i u* ci 'S'lUutcUan hCcrature- tends to

hast^^a liie ucv u:id i.te.vtvr evj. u\ vvho^eudvt^ut I '.xjlieve. The

late Mr. .\rn'. ki ucuouiired \he Kugli.'ih TMiiJi^tine ; tl\e Phil-

i.stiiie in IK t tl:e jieii ue h:'..ve to ceuiplaiu of. Wherever we
tuni we nTf uict by p«.'t»(iL) Vvithtmi; resjujct for decency or

trutii. The t'hiii.'.tiiK.;; oi:' AriM.fld i.«. a uia.u with iidierited

idtas, doiiK!:at(.;<l liy ?;i7.'ju'.iice aiul hiti >L:.riuit of eidii^.h-teument.

But v.hile thwakfici uir bvilUiUit iuul lustructcd pvd>liei>sts, we
o.m.iwt d'j'Ay t'iit; v'.e iMive '^*.n.Ilii.s who presume U^ instruct

ni.;!dvi,v;d o!i cvef.^ nut>iw:t„ and t'X['!;<.\s8 what they o;dl [)ul)lic

<!{ a.i'.i). \v!',<'Ee teaching:; h degnuling;, un.d the wea[)».nis of

whii.si; v\afl'a;o iU'c cu.?.uuHiy and lic«..

A'^iun., hti\jre .•. great p'ict eavi arise tlit-re must be ii large

nuiiiber of v-Titt't'i'. to pre^u^re. not merely the min.d. of the

iiatiou for 'litu. Init tv <i:x'.i.muilute uitateria]. <.\n which his uKjre

|»lastic Liiiud aluiu a^'tfk. The extraordinary versatility of

Shakespeare, hb OA>uuo;u"',i ut every uote iu the huuian soid,

—

thi*. is iKut due to his ge.uiiis ah.^iie; it is due. in ..^'reat [)Hrt, to

the j'ucC- tiud he ••JivioilKid^ iwlopted, ijvpltuted the works^ of

other men, J>.ua£/.y of ii^hou) tlKiiiglit aiid wrote amid eon-

ditieKK vhniiiy dittefi;nt from thovse of his own country

unJi tiiue.

X Jjreia' <;r>ac hiW! proif«M.mcc<{ the. uiiun idea, of Kos "un-

deu::Jcb}y {i-'jip^jji',"' <7uo not !eso *.x>uipeteut wrote me it v;as

" (!rw.;;:vai vuid daj^pyj' and rvgrttted I had not mude uU tluit

ttudd Ixi tsv'ivie uf it, I huvt; eudeavi>ured to do more justice

tf» thii v.{>t[Knt(xnxUvii. ii pr«i»ents, but I know well how much
uKTe might haffe kxm dtwae; and perhaps hereafter a cun-

Kiikuyjr haad. and uuv vuoro favoai';t,bly circumstanced, will
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hi1<e it np and sing ;\ song wortliicr th-.xn vjinv.;. fM'on tlicu,

though :ny little star will ) ,j h.Nst in Ouj y>);\:'.;> of Ins, I shall

have (lone somothiiig in my hiiml-le wny for literal nro.

Thepe verses canio as the % sfciin;'. «>v .•'.:• I was urgt'fl ]»}'

friunds, (i-o'iUu of whoim might have s^ood. ni) rivals to the

Mnscs), to wriiu, with an oxcvjilion in the cnK!.» of tho pectmd

edition of Eos, ar, m»w ])iihlisheil, and .-i.n'ihcr v.ork alrcaily

refeiTod to, Avritten hefore 1 had grov-i) t .« vnanhood

While -wandering ahinit Loiwlon ;nnl Paris in I8S7, T wrote

the verses to "The Critics." I 1' td in'-.'irlcl puhlisliing

what now appears and sumething »ur.ro i'a iMiid'>ri, hat the

readers of the ]»nhli.shing hojisus were a\\'ay li-iliday making^

and I had riot tinie to await ?^.^'ir rt^t\r/n. ^4o:no of the

smaller pieces are purely ini;igi;};iry: so)M.e were written in

vi'ry early life.

The first edition of "Eos'" h\d th" distinction of being

dedicated to Lady Macdoi>ald. f hen^ ret'.all the fact that I

may ])nt on record the regard I bear a grciat and good woman,

and express )ny gratitude to lier for her ennobling influence.

To know her is to be a ])etti-r m ro. While writing "The
Critics" a dedicition of this \-olu sue wa:? made impuls'.ively,

and not unnaturally, to anot))er Iviy, not so great, but not

less, by reason nff every woixanly virtue, an honour to her

aex.

This is the first purely literary work ])rintod i^nd published

in the iSorth-West Territories. Let n'> );oi)c it is t'ae small

beglnriing of great tilings. It is the j>ro,luc!: of i-'Iray mo-

ments in a busy, aiid, for si>me twelve yo ir i, a tnr'»'i!e'it life.

I h;ive in "The Critics" dealt ^vith those eviticisms on
•' Eos " which were capable of being treated in verso. With

regard to such criticisuis as that I ondel sonte of the lines

with a prepositi(m, all I have to say i;? [ do not agree v/ith

tho view that this is always a fault. Milton, l^yron, and

other great masters, freipicntly close a line with a preposi-

tion. I am inclined t,) think in the pv:).v,Mit day t'le poet is

lost in the artist, and that we need a reicfcion analagous to

that which Cowj)er unconsciously led against thv; im'tators of

^11 m
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Pope. Where I could, I have luiwed to my ju(l;^ais. 1 hnvii

even chnnged the title to please those who objected to my

callmg it "a prairie dream." f may say, however, the de-

.scription of the home of Eos was composed in .".leep, and wlii'n

1 awoke I wrote it down. This suggested the jioem.

The descriptions of Paris and London in this edition of

Eos are founded on careful observation. I saw the sun rise

over Paris from the Arc de Triomphe. In order to correct

and guide the imagination, I rer.d the accounts of their im-

I»ressions ])ublislied by balloonists. "Eos" is, 1 ho})e, now

less open to the charge of want of balance and proportion.

Many men engaged in active life as I am, would shvink in

()ur community from i)ublishing verses; but to my thinking.

it is a duty to educate the people out of the narrow, not to

say brutal view, that a nan' must be a mere s[)ecialist. In

all times, and all countries, the highest ability for practical

affairs has been conjoined with versatility, and a Canadian

politician need not fear an ignorant sneer which could have

been flung at a statesman like Canning.

I will probably never write another verse. Despairing of

leisure in the future, I throw these on the stream with all

their imperfections— and us while the book was passing

through the press, I was hurried from one end to the c»ther of

a vast constituency—the defects, in mechanical workmanship

j^lone, cannot be few or far between. Let them sink or swim.

If they sink, they will find themselves in very good company

;

and if they swim a little day, it is about as much as most

modern works can hope for.

Regina, Jan. 21 st, 1889.

-*»^4I^.l-W^;n —
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My Mother ! o'er n-ide leagues of laud,

And over belts of roaring brine,

I reaeh thee this nmvorthy hand.

And strain to touch these lips ivith thine.

For as ichen day's brigh t glare is o'er,

And stealing shadows longer draum,

The moments, sad and Bicift, restore

Effects like those of early dawn :

And as the Autumn storms tear

The whirling leaven from swaying boughs,

Revealing, mid the branches bare,

Some nest where birds were used to house:

So. as life's ,^hadi>ws longer grow.

And passion's power and dreams of youth

Decline, the eh id's heart's outlines show

Amid the bare bleak boughs of tridh :

And tho' that heart be well nigh dead.

And never more netv joys can thrill.

Its every J!uttering impidse fled,

Its build is as you made it still

:
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still strony with bomlH of home-knit love,

And your own will, which did not quail

Amid all trouble, high above

Whafs vieau, it rocks in life'f^ wild gale.

The cloudlefs frown that did deface

Our strong love's <dl-embracing jotj—

Long 2)ast—has left behind no trace :

I love you now as when a boy ;

And blend with this small book your n<(me.

Which breathes of babblings round your knee-

Whereat you smiled, half-posed of fame.

Great deeds, glad flights o'er land and sea:

And therein songs you'll lightly scan,

Wherein my heart for love was fain ;

They shotv me weak ; they prove me man ;

They're bursts ofjoy, or births of pain

.

' ma.

i 1
1



THE CRITICS.

I

knee—

(i:

Thanks, gentlemen, for your fair criticisms,

Which, to 1)0 frank, I think were far too kind ;

I also thank you for your witticisms,

Which showed your kindness did not ' go it blind.'

Tho' somj remarks })rovjd there were little schisms

Within your r.inki, I think thit hero you'll find

I've tried to profit by most things you taught me,

The only profit tho editioi brought mo.

I will say this, it pleased me much to see

The rancour that in other paths pursue

My steps, did not contaminate the free

And open air of literature, and you

RIy generous foos who did iov once agree

To see smne merit, and to say so too,

In what I did, I thank you from my heirt,

Ah ! if we'd all at all times play that part !

I take my inspiration ffom a muse.

Whose dainty foot ne'er trod tho liill Parnassus,

Yet if you saw her, you would not refur,e

To own her sway, for sweeter than molasses

Is her soft smile serene; nor could you choose,

Unle
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Therefore perliaj)?, my flight though with a goddess.

May not have soar'd so high as 'twould have run,

If my inspirer didn't wear a bodice,

Likewise a bustle when her toilet's done.

But tljen a glance—you would not think it odd is

That for no undraped maid that ever won

Apollo's smile I'd cliange. Inured to rustlin'

In our North-West— I like a muse in muslin,

Or silk, or cra])e, or calico ; I ask

But this tliat it be cut and stitched with skill,

Nor outlines mar in which tlie eye would bask,

Whose beauty heart and mind and soul can fill

With joy. It shoidd not be too hard a task

To drape sweet nature's handiwork, and still

Preserve the entrancing grac3 of God's chef d'ten vre

As did the Greeks of old: go see the Louvre.

Think you we'd pause before each statue there,

O'er which the flowing marble's drapery falls,

If this concealed the lines of beauty rare,

The stately loveliness which soul enthralls,

Perfection's essence, now beyond compare ?

Ye who obey the monthly fashion's calls.

Here might ye learn how grace may be disgraced

By camel humps and corsets tightly laced.

But fashion's ugliness can uglier be

If skilless artists make the lady's dress,

Therefore fair reader, look to it and see

That yours shall deftly every point express,

:f



THE CRITICS. 9

a goddess,

havo run,

e.

t odd is

on

:lin'

ilin,

1 skill,

bask,

can fill
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I still

ifd'ccnvre

re.

hero,

falls,

lis,

Save what the moment's hideous fantasy

Insists on hiding. But e'en then I guess

Good taste defoiniity can minimize.

And sun-like beauty breaks thro' all disguise.

Yet never think you need not reck the style :

'Tis true no milliner can dim your eye.

Or sour the sweetness of your honied smilo.

Or steal its jieril from your bosom's sigh,

Or cover o'er a solitary wile
;

But us sult]>etre makes the dwarf as high

As Anak's sons, so fashicm's ceaseless whirls

Tend to equality among the girls.

1 his muse of mine in no way analytical,

Of mind cv instructive, leans to synthesis,

Therefore it is not that I would be critical,

But as in i)ostscri])t or j)arenthesis.

We mention something private or political,

We'd like to note without much emphasis,

On one or two remarks I would remark.

If but to show I wrote not in the dark.
«

One critic said 'twas wrong to make a pause

In the swift goddess's transorbic run,

Because 'twas contrary to nature's laws.

And she'd be surely caught up by the sun.

With due respect he hardly weigh 'd the cause,

Nor thought of what for Joshua he'd done.

If once to please a man a long pause made he.

He'd make a short one just to please a lady.

V

i

I
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Another poiutod out th.it Eos couUl not slee[),

Eternal wakofuhioK.s her doom docreed;

AnotluT sriid 'twas wrong to make her weep;

Another tliat ho knew she eould not read;

Then how ho nsk'd in politics bo deep,

And poau as if the world sho m ;mt to lead

In wiser ways ? To all this I reply :

The thing's a dream— I dreamt I saw her cry,

That fast as dovo with head beneath her wing

I saw her sleep, though her all glorious head

Was not conceal'd, but radiant shone, a thing

For Millais at his best to paint. Of red

A touch to her dishevelled gold he'd bring,

Nor sjjoil the beauty poor Tithonus wed.

But tho' of carrotty tones he is so fond,

I'd rather aeo him paint her porfjct blonde.

Then if no leisure hour the goddess claimed

When had she time to woo ? But yet we know
There's hardly one in all the skies so famed

For ea})tivating fairest men below.

The stf'icture about reading too lies maimed,

For heavenly minds with intuition glow.

In days when all we mortals know our letters.

Pray can we limit our immortal betters ?

Why she talk'd politics, I cannot say.

Perhaps in heaven they take the Daily News^

And Telegraph, and Times, and duly lay

To heart the lessons which these sheets infuse.
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I'm sure they take the l^'vn and to they may

Know all the babble of the mart and mews,

Take Tndk and Bell's Life and thus to sport

Add all the gossip of our brilliant court.

1

The Pull Mull ccites finds an entrance there,

And boys with wings distribute weekly papers,

The Saturday, Spectator and the Faii,

The IVorld where Edmund cuts his weekly capers,

All these and more to make the seraphs stare,

With fashion prints from milliners and drapers.

Arc taken in and conn'd by heavenly eyes,

And mortal's deeds immortals nmch surprise.

vr

Most certainly they've read I cannot say 'poor. deri'Za,

'

All the descriptions of the jubilee,

Of royal dimiers and of royal revels,

Of our fine fleet upon our silver sea,

Of cutlasses and bayonets in shrivels
;

T hope they'll never see what ne'er should be,

Our fine fleet batter'd like a iiiece of crockery,

And all our glory 'monumental mockery.

'

How brought she then no horse-race on the tapis ?

Why told she not of dinners and of balls ?

Of scandals not yet cold but sweet and sappy?

Of paltry rivalries in royal halls ?

Of princes drest in suits of warlike nappy,

Who'd be quite lost to meet their duties' calls t

Her views on politics might be exprest

Because she thouglit I'd like tha subject best.
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Tlio droum's dmniHtic, thu' by no strict rules

My inu8o who wuuih iv snmck, evolves her story;

"Out west," you know we're rebels to old schools,

And in our indej)endence rather glory,

For this I hope you'll here not dub us fools, *

And ft'j on strict condition that no more ho

'11 err, at tiuio^, a cjlprib \f'3ti o.T froo,

Against harsh judj^ni^nt I might make a plea.

But no ! if I've presumed too fond and far.

Lay on the lash and make me rue the deed;

In other walks I've heard and felt the jar

Of bitter conflict, but I did not bleed

Quite unavenged, nor weakly doubt my star.

But here, in unaccustomed fields, a reed

I'll bow to whatsoever comes. The blow

Will only tell me what I fully kno.v.

That art reciuires not only high vocation.

But all life's vows and hours laid on her shrine,
JL,

Too deep I've drunk th' unspeakable e\^ion

Of Shakespeare's song and 'Marlowe's mighty line,*

And Milton's epic, Dante (in translation).

Old Homer, Horace, Virgil, and in line

I've march'd with all the singers of the world,

Their banners to eternity unfurled

Above me all unworthy; but I felt

The rythmic clangour of their sonorous songs

All beauty, greatness breathing, and 1 knelt

In heart and worshipp'd, learning there all wrongs
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To hato and war on, the/ hot licll should polt,

And low corruption sound her myriad gongs,

To call her minions 'gainst whoever stands

For riglit and light, in free or fotter'd lands.

Therefore I know this little song of mine

For what it is ; my highest hope that here

I've struck a warning note, pointed a lino

Of action that may ward off what 1 fear

For England, Ireland, Empire. Those should shine

Twin island stars of power and peace ; too near

For aught but love. Now love is for the freo

In equal fortunes and strict equity.

I also wished—too daring or too vain !

To strike fnnn greater anvils still a spatk.

To guide some groper o'er the trailless [)lain,

And show him where to wend tho' all be dark.

For honest hearts a faith that's not inane

But full of comfort, calls men to an ark,

Will safely ride the troubled waves of life.

And give them peace amid its stormy strife,

Tho' the loud thunder bellow/s o'er the tide

Submerging all our hopes and all we love.

And wailing winds, like spirits that deride

Joy, trust, and truth, howl round and from above.

Whence light should shower, the wild wrack spreads its

wide

Horizon-touching wings, yet comes this dove

Hope's branch held in its beak, whose green leaves tell

God's forces rule and all for all is well.
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And duing tins, (his fiir-wust flower of verae,

May stir u licivrt or two with boauty Been

By mo hut never h.vlf cxjircsHud, tho curso

Of lung immersion in the world's din

Being on mo, nnd my cruel futo fttr worse

Than those who strive hut fail the prize to win,

For they sketch o'or the couisu and all but tt>uch

The goal, while Imy Pegasus a crutch !

III

A foolish hoy, {.las I l(»iig summers since,

I cast my horoscope for higliest things,

And thought hy strengtli the world I should convince,

And that with time I'd feel my budding wings,

I said : 'I'll take my cue from every princo

Of song ; from every harp its sweetest strings ;'

And fancy walked thro' iill the nmse's maze,

Thro' all song's aveuueaand haunted ways.

And then 1 wrote i)re8umptuous : ' I will climb

And write in starry characters my name

Where the great blaze of Byron's aong sublime

Makes the lame bard the cynosure of fame ;'

And all I asked from heaven was health and timo

Doubt's craven fears and envy's sneers to shame,

When up stalked Poverty and wrought me ill,

And fiery passions fought the fiery will.

Here's but an echo of a song that wanes,

Thrown from far studies and forgotten years,.

Liko sounds of anthems in deserted fanes,

Hymns' phantoms in the temple which upreara
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>,

i^mce,

Its cniiiil)liiig roof and juchcs to tho rains

And uind.s, luillowed l»y l»ygone iirayciR and tears;

Hnrk to thoKo Htiainw ! aloft and down the aisles

Uuverberuto ! Is't oidy Fancy's wiles?

To tlioo fair spirit ! of wlioni half in jest

I've sung ahovi', I dedicate to theo

Those songs ; to thee, the beautiful, tho best 1

My nover-absent-one where'er 1 bo !

My calm mid scones where howling winds infest,

And where peace blooms tho fairest flower for mo,

Far, far— yet near— 1 send acnjss tlie sea

These songs to theo, my beautiful, to thee I

London, August, 1887. .

« .1
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EOS: AN EPIC OF THE UA WN.

Illuaion makes tlio better part of life.

Happy self-conj mora, deceived, we win

Delight and ruled by fancy live in dreams.

The mood, the hour, the standpoint, rules the scene
;

The past, the present, the to-be weave charms
;

White-flasliing memory's fleet footsteps fly,

And all the borders of her way are pied

With flowers full glad e'en when their roots touch quick

With })ain. With tears upon his dimpled cheek

Forth steps the infant joy, and laughing, mocks

At care. In time, smiles play ui)on the cheek

Of pale regret, who grows transformed, and standi

A pensive queen, more fair than boisterous mirth.

The ])rosent's odorous with leaves of trees

Long dead, rnd dead defacing weeds and thorns,

And past the cloud that glowered, the blast that smote,

And out from never to be trodden days

Hope smiles, and airs from dawns we're never doomed

To see, come rich with fragrance, fresh with power,

Profuse of promises of golden days.

And join the necromancy of the past,

Mingling the magic which makes up our lives.

I had been musing how the goddess bright

Of morning red, at close of every night,

Announcing coming light of day to god a

W
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Ami inortMls, drove her lambei.t car acioss

Thy sky, and how she stoop'd and pluck'd those flowers

Of men, -Orion, Cophalus, Tithonua —

Titlionus, who hecanio a wnnkled sliade,

So changed from him whoso strength and beauty pierced

The heart of Eos in its tender dawn

Of love.

A sunny sky of bhie arching

A plain in verdure drowned, and floating thick

Upon the emerald sea sweet wild flowers gay
;

Their stately queen the light-pink prairie rose.

The whirr of insects loud on every side,

And loud and clear the prairie lark, deep hid

In those vast fragrant ineadoAvs, sang ; the creek

Sent thousand- voiced upon the sultry air

The bull-frog's weary canticle. I 8lei)t

And dreamt the goddess bent above me there

On that wide treeless plain, and made my heart

Distend with dumb, bewildering, dreadful joy
;

Near mine the snowy forehead isled in gold.

Near mine the eyes of blue, ineffable, sweet,

And on my mouth the dewy rose of hers.

She rose and bared her milk-white arm, and drew

Me near her ; then there flash 'd a blinding light
;

Whirlwinds of flame swept o'er the grass ; the j)lain

Was one vast fire from rim to rim ; but <;n

We went till distance made th' abounding blaze

Like glovr of western clouds presaging storm,

When the broad sun in awful glory sets.

Then leaves great yellow fire-lit tracts behind,

Like fame of some portentous deed ; the heart

I
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Is touched and no unpleasing sadness wraps

The soul.

The sea soon lay beneath, with isles

Of vines and palms, tall cedars, citron groves,

Within an azure concave rimmed with light.

A rush of green-wliitc wave and we were whelm'd

In depths wherein whole navies might go down,

Nor leave a ripple on the placid sea.

Careless, I closed mine eyes to die, but she

Reached forth the delicate hand with tapering fingers.

White, rosy-tipp'd, and touched me. At that touch

Strength came. I seemed to breathe my native air,

And she led on towards stately towers uni(iue

In architecture and in ornament.

But when we neared the carven arch and door

She turned and snid :— '• To-morrow you shall ride

With me," and like a dream slie went, and blank

And desolate, I knew not where to turn.

Far down where never sailors' plummet reach 'd,

Nor ever beam of piercing sunbeam stole,

Nor dream of faint forgottei> sound e'er stirred,

Nor ghost of earthly odours smote the sense,

Wall'd in with silent, fearful waves, its roof

Of night and pallid Avaning stars, uplield

By massy pillars quarried from the dark,

The home mysterious of the goddess stands
;

Its solenni spacious chambers carpeted

With dusk, and hung with swarthy tapestries ;

Ebon the garniture
;
profase on lounge

And litter lay the furs of animals
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Extinct for cyntiirios ore m.in cmorge;!,

Of which the rocks no hint to science give.

Ahnig the halls and corridors obscure,

In many a dim recess, rose stately shapes

Of blackness. Fed from odorous flowers fresh cullec)

In gardens of Pcrsc])hon'-', the air

Was sweet a rich pervading fragrance pure,

And through tlie rayless splendours of these hallsj--

Led by wliat happy chance or gracious guide —

I gro})ed and found where far witliin, in such

A room, so full of slee{)-compclling airs,

So beautiful, so stiitoly-solemn, still,

As silence, weary of timo's frot and change

Might choose for an eternal sleep, lo I there

On couch dark as a piece of Erebus,

But soft as Summer cloud, cunning the frame.

Made from thj lethal bronzj the Titan works

In thunder clouds, in dreandess slumber PJos

Lay. Ah ! n » darkness thjro ! Fr.)m white lithe limbs,

Full throat, carved shoulder, pure firm breast and waist

Which rose in beauty to the swelling hips,

Light shone, and glory from her gi>lden head !

Athwart those hips a vaporous veil, dim lace

Of magic woof, the work of hands divine

And made from mists of dawn was thrown, but fail'd

To hide large outlines fair, which dazzling glow'd

As glows the sun thro half-enkin(Ued clouds.

Like small snow mounds o'er wliich in threshing time

The farmer s[)ills tlie yellow grain, which curves

Around the bare, her eyelids while ; her mouth,

Her ruddy cheeks glow'd like yoimg roses red ^i!
-It
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Above the lilies of her throat and breast.

Around, light, airy, fairy forms kept watch.

She moved and these took wing. She rose and stood

A vision fairer than e'er sculptor dreani'd.

And like a cataract of fire and gold

That down white rocks of Parian marble sweeps,

O'er shoulder, breast and flank her thick hair fell

And reached her pearly ankles pale. Her maida

Who seem'd compact of starlight, now return'd,

The bath prepared, and like to Artemis

When by the hunter spied, but riper-warm

Her beauty, Titian's to Correggio's

Venus, or what the matron of fome years

Of happy married life is to the girl

She was before love struck the fountains deep

Of life and all tlie streams of tenderness

Set free, Eos stood while they poured the water

O'er her, parting the hair to let the wave

Reach the white back and lave the fruitful breast.

Upon her flesh the drops enamour'd stood,

Trembled and rolled unwilling down ; around

Her form a purple robe, diaphanous,

She flung, and passed into the hall where-through

Now gleam'd a light, clear, soft, diffused. Her face

Was full of youth and purpose, and she cast

No glance at all aside, nor did she heed

The helpless pathos of those filmy hands

Tithonous held out pleading, nor dumb prayers

Regard. Before the high arched carven door

There rushed the blaze of golden car and steeds

Of fire, with lightning shod, their eyes like pita

C

•ii._,.



AN EPIC OF THE DAWN. 21

Of flame, and staniing near, with harp in hand,

Spirits of beauty sang clear voiced and sweet

:

CHORUS.

Hail ! day's herald reappearing !

Joy of earth ! young earth's adorning,

Wings out-spread and fast careering

Down the gulfs of Chaos darkling.

Soon Black Night will disa])pear
;

While her star above her sparkling,

Comes with shining robes the Morning,

Orange-tinted, purple-glowing,

Samite skirts and freely flowing,

Songs of birds, and saucy crowing

Shrill of wakeful clianticleer.

Bounding rills down bowery highlands.

Flashing streams with streamlets flushing,

Lucid waves rt)und flowery islands,

In thy beams will soon be blushing,

And the lily's pallid cheek will burn with thy dyes

And the leaves and fields will twinkle

With the dews thy tears besprinkle.

Tears from thine immortal eyes.

Where now darkness grimly gloometh,

Soon leaf shadows will be swaying,

Over sunny banks where bloometh.

Drinking draughts of sunny air,

Sweet as love and glad as day,
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Flowers too bri'^dit to know decaying,

Tliey are so iinniortul fail*

Though their doom be to deciy.

semi(;horus i.

Mount tliy c-ir I

We come irom far

—

Come from watcliing fairies footing

Stoi)s fantastic in the moonlight,

O'er enchanted hiwns of green
;

On the left wliite billows shooting,

Whose sj)ray showers of margarite

Play o'er sheets <>f silver sheen :

On the right a cedarn cover,

Where coy Dian with her lover

Might have met and kissed unseen.

Mount thy car I

Fain wM)uld we be viewing

Thy soft tears the earth bedewing,

The meadows greou and mountains,

The forest thick and fells,

Leafy dells, gardened closes,

Roses red, pink and pale,

Towery l)yacinth and jasmine and blue bells.

And ten thousand flowers unnamed which regale

With the odours they exhale*

Drunk enraptui'ed sense subduing

Through the perfume laden gale,

Bearing s})oils from large wild roses,

From pied pansies, nectar'd posies

—
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l*urj)le ch.ilicca and golden,

Of man's eyes atill unbuhuldon,

Which tho beu to-d.iy shall drain
;

From tall grasses big v/ith sun and rain,

• From glad \ ine.i no careful hand sliall train

Whicli run riot round wild fountains

That go Hashing down the dale.

SEMICliOllUS II.
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Mount tliy car I

Jewelled, golden, asbestine,

Wo Tvtjuld have divine delight,

And would gaze

On the n\aze

Of ooniuiingling waters' blaxe,

On wild teeming ocjan's daughters,

Lakes and seas
;

On the haxe

Over lakes and wooded mountains,

Over fields and s;»ray-crowaed fountains,

Wliorc tho earliest day-glcam-j shiver,

On mild-glinting rill and river,

Where the youn'.'esb morning beams

Plash in streamlets pi ly on streams,

Waterfalls, like ruby wine,

In thy amethystine light.

Mount thy car !

Now whi'e they sang we mounted that high car.

And, ere I was aware, Eos, the reins
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Held in both hands, was flying up the steep

Way phosphore-^cent, I beside her. Tongues

Of flame played in the lioraes' manes and all

Seem'd hurrying flame, and soon the cold ra\T air

Of the dark world was stirred, and the stars blinked

And gUmmered pale and went. But Lucifer

In untam'd splendour shone, and up the heaven*

And o'er the broad ^Egean blood-red shafts

Were mixed with yellow, 8api)hire and beryl rays.

We saw tlic isles dispersed within what seemed

The hollow sea, like leaves Avithin the cup,

When old tea-drinking crones their fortunes tell.

Afar lay Cypress whence Phcenicians came

With wares to Argos and Mycenie, bent

On trade and plunder, stealing youth and maid

And wife with golden tresse?,, limbs like light,

To sell in Egypt. On these shores they found

The shell-fish which contained their Tyrian dye.

They settled in the land, buiit cities long

Renown 'd in song, grew rich and great, and lost

The memory of their Eastern lands less fair.

They taught the Greek their arts, their alphabet ;

To measure, mould, carve, gild, inlay,

Design ; to write in symbols and to frame

Grotesque impossible emb(xlinients,

But Greece her own bright genius felt and soar'd

Into ideal worlds, and gave men formp

And faiths such as Divinity itself

Might charm ; the beautiful she first revealed,

And when from sleep and slaughter Europe wokt*
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Twaa ftt the kiss of Cireece upon her brow,

Blood-stained—the crown of grace in Plato's speech,

Tlie majesty of Pheidian art, above

Life's lusts, and wars loud varnish, glory called

—

The worship of Eurij)ides for worth

In man and tender woman's selfless love.

KHl

.(Ml

Riglifc over Athens she drew up her team,

Air-pawing, breathing blaze-mixed smoke, and down

On tower and temple, mighty ruins, grey

Old columns of past empire, glory showered.

A buried world rose up before mine eye.

Methought to greet us, awful Pallas came,

Cold, love proof maid, serene, omnipotent

In arms, who never snatch 'd from human fields

A mortal youth, to dare the perils dread

Of charms divine, nor ever shed a tear,

No, not when battlefields were heaped with slain,

And wid' .ws tore their hair and screamed, and wild

With woe-compelling grief, the lone-y couch

A river made ; her followed, glorious throng,

The singers, statesmen, sages, heroes old,

All that made Athens glory's shrine, the world's

Pharos ; while far from Thebes Mennionian straini

Were borne thro' many a flowery-scented vale.

The mind of Eos turned to him she bore

Tithonus, his ripe beauty and his fate

Unripe, by fierce Achilles sent to death.

Her large blue orbs were dimmed with tears, such tears

As weep immortal eyea, and swift, all blades

Of grass, all leaves, all flowers were gemm'd with dew
;

j I

I
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And oil ! lier beauty an sho s\ve;)t away

Those drops froui c'lCL'ks tit thro!! .s for lovo and joy 1

" Xay no'., for h:;ii," sli'j said, " a'.oni! T mc.irii,

Old goil.i doi-liroiic I may claim my tear.s and reabns

Of l)ua;ity lost. r!iin;^o is tho only fate.

Even god.> arc .s;d)jt'ct- to his miudity sway.

E.uh m >:ii.):iL w ir'.c^ it; will, and a-» mjn dream

That tlicy are thus or thu!4, tiiey cease to bu

What thyy conceive themselves. Who could have thought

That (Greece Avordd sink to what she is ( Proud Athens,

Homo of ideal tliought and noblest art —

Whore now the pout, hero, sculptor, sago,

The men whope ;\vt [jrolongs the lives of f/o<^f»,

Wjiicli keeps them in men's mouth; when all their pomp

Of worshij) is no more ; the words with wings
;

The gracefid av^ lom full of calm and snulcs,

The po'ans snuuuing thro' the laurels green

For ever, songs of joy which shook tlic dew

From pink and ro?;e ? Oomos never more that life

To till the v.'oild with worshi*), proudly make

All time its debtor ? Where the Olympian fight

For no base sordid prize ? Whore arc the men

Those billows g^adly Ijore to fame and power,

Tholr triromos tilled with valour fronMng death,

While strains that still are living stirr'd the air?

Gone like their shadows In tho gb'usy deep !

Tlieir very monuments (ddivion's mockery.

That sea sounds doleful on desertless shores,

And glory's waters waste round voiceless isles.

No more, no, never, never more comes back

Ui)on tho world such daya, when men were men
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pomp

.\JI r< uiul, not imrrow'd int > specialisms,

Whon /Eichylns foii^^lit jiml sang, wlion Poriclos

('omniJiiultMl uiinifH, ruled the state, loved art,

And the haiil's laurel kissd the victor's crown."

She waved her hand and on we went. We dash'd

Against great hankn of cloud an<l made them blazo,

And fur ahead the skirts of Hying Night

Were fring'd with silver lace, and round her nock

And swarthy bust a russet robe she cast

As though to shield her from day's prying eye.

O'er Salamis and Megaris we drove
;

A glance toward's Delphi's shrhie and Dorian hills,

And Achaian vales renowned in ancient song,

And high Olympus once the throne of gods.

Ulysses' isle one m<jment claim'd our tlnjughts,

Then broke the sea ui)ou the Ajjulian shore.

Canusium, Brundusium, Cannte,

Arpi, Arpinum, these unnoticed pass'd.

We paus'd a moment o'er Imperial Homo,

Her tale—the Milky W\ay of mighty deeds,

Her streets a wilderness of monuments,

Her very dust made of the bones of saints
;

The Colunni, Forum, Coliseum, Arch,

Passed like the shadow of a bird.

"Ah there,"

I cried, " you have a theme."

" A theme indeed,"

She said, "on which T well might dwell, for none

Have loved to meet me more than those whose home

Was Rome. Ciesar returning late from revel,

Power-musing, gazed upon the grey above

i

I
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The Sabino Hills, noting with enuihms cyo

My coiujuorinj^ car across th-jir Hininits tla.sh ;

•'

The cajjitol in purest outline stood

Against the steely Ijackground of tlu^ sky
;

The hum of life woke down the Sacred VVay
;

The selfish clients throng'd the doors and halls

Of those proud nohlea. Mightiest and truest souls.

The tonderest spirits and noblest hearts.

Their highest insi)irations find in nie.

From Baijo Horace oft Vesuvius' cone

Has watch'd grow red beneath my burning wheels,

And Virgil loved to see my eager steeds

Boat the dark ether into silver fire,

And hear the gentle breeze my rushing wheels

Send fragrant o'er the trembling forest trees.

Mine is the hour for meditation ; heart

And mind are freest ; care but half awake
;

Pale lust is dnnvsing ; blear-eyed drunkenness

Shrinks scared from me ; the soul she yearns to ^nd
;

She feels her wings, like birds about to leave

The nest, and blesses Him who made all things

So fair ! The rose is ne'er so lovely-sweet

As when my rays gleam through the tremulous pearls

Within the shining ivory of its sheUs.

What time to watch the sea like that when o'er

Its steel-blue paths I drive, transforming sky

And wave, hiding hi g;caming tissues gemmed,

Dawn's russet jerkin ? Mine's the hour to think,

To pray, to hear great nature's heart beat He

Who'd know himself, knc^w what and when to do.

Know what is best and fairest, what of power

Hi
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la in tho Htop which wiilkn with uh, who'd draw

Into hiH lifu th(j forcuH of tho g<j(l8,

Munt greet mo wukiiig worlilw from daily death,

A roHsiirructiuii coinos with uvory «hiwu.

Von glory l)l.i/on'«l city, hhick witli crimes,

Tho mightiest stage on wliieh n.ankind has phiy'd—

There the great battle was fought out afrcHh,

ChrJHt crucified a thousand times—tho rack,

The living tor. h, the wild beast's maw, tho sword,

The myriad shout exultant of fierce joy

Within those Flavian walls, now ruin's homo,

Then white with togas, sp'endid, beauty-crown'd,

Rank above rank, to watch the naked faith

Engage tho world, nor driim'd that the poor slave

They doom'd had con(i[uer'd death, and smoto their rule

With truth's all deadly touch. Gentle souls serene !

Their hynnis, pure as the carols of tho birds

Of dawn, I've heard mount o'er tho Palatine,

While in tho palace lust and madness gloom 'd.

Long had our ancient lovely creeds decay'd—

The soulless relics of a by-gone day.

Thoir timj wa^ up. I'd hoard glad angols sing

In Bethlehem, had seen His after triumph.

Captivity led captive. Death in chains,

Just as tho Jordan crimson'd in my ray,

But Olivet a glory wore which mine

Eclipsed. I bow'd and reined my steeds until

Into the heaven of heavens He passed, the gates

Of God's supremo abode clang'd opening wide,

And shouts and songs of triumph shook the stars.

Uim well I knew ; by Him I sprang to life
;
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Like Pallas from the brain of Zeus full-ann'd

*'Let there be light I" he said, ami straight -i. was,

And driving 'thwart the limitless abyss,

Woke up old Chaos from eternal sleep,

And startled stars reunite and farthest space

With the iirst footfalls of light's glancing feet.

Huge Darkness for a moment stood appal'd,

Then went, vague terror on his swarthy biow.

Alas ? Christ's cult has been depraved. Faithless,

Taking his cue fiom ciiiosity,

The piiest, grown sceptical c rrupts all creeds.

Weak men and weaker women fain would know

The future, tho' among its factor's will

Should hold no humble place. They'd hove the ^od

Some special favours to themselves afford,

Some better revelation of himself

Than starry spheres, than all earth's beauties teach

In form and tint, the sky-reflecting streams

Which feed the flower enamell'd odorous fields,

The lakes wherein the mountains glass their bulks

Majestic, looking greater in the wave.

Like lives of great ones passed away, whose word

Yet echoes in men's hearts, whose deeds still hold

The field against the blows of time. Debased

Their pur-blind hearts conceive he'll come at call

Of s])ells in dim-lit holes, and that he loves

Oppressive smells, who makes wild trees and shrubsj

To load the winds with perfume. Fittest fane

For Him the boundless universe ho made.

But men are children, various in their growth,

And so the soul be brought to touch with God's,

1
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The end of all sincere religion's gained.

If man would reach the highest possible

Ho must, like Enoch, walk with God ; must build

His reservoir of power among the stars

If ho would go as higli ; who'd soar must feel

The strength divine within his life and hear

The unfaltering wings of fate beat time with his,

And, save sucli dread companionship, alone.

We minor gods our end subserv'd, but fail'd

To strike the master note of love, which chord

Ho struck evoking softest, sweetest strains,

With deeper s[)ell than Orpheus' powerful lyre,

Which balm on hearts afllicted breathes and peac©

On storm-tost souls, and more than martial airs

Can stir the hero's heart ; can nerve a chid

With gaze untroubled, frowning worlds to front
;

Its simple notes in purest accents heard,

And ancient crowns and creeds anti<|uo dissolve
;

The world for man new-born was mado anew
;

Life throbb'd beneath the ribs of death ; new lifo

And full cf joy in cli irnel hearts ; and o'er

Dominions of despair hope's shining star

Was seen, and sin was spurn'd. Christ rais'd man high,

His own vain dreams have sunk him low."

She ceased and shook the silvery reins which flash 'd

Liko lightenincr bands above the Central Sea.

A southern breeze bore balm upon its wings

And shed Aral)ian perfume round our way.

" How fair this world," I cried.

" Aye fair," she said,

" Fair the bright flowers whose eyes are fair for mine
;

; m
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Fair snowy falls and stream and fell and vale ;

The farmer faring nimbly to his fields,

His bucksome wife loiid-cluicking for her hens ;

The burly plowman turning up tlie earth
;

Small shapely fingers dressing loaded vines
;

The rooks at parley in the pine-tree tops
;

The orchestral bursts of joy from little throats

Of black-bird, thrush and robin, linnet, finch,

And lark —that rocket of heart-glowing song I

The sea—the free, the rusliing waves at play ;

The steamship holding on 'gainst wind and tide ;

The sailor singing as l.e scours the deck
;

Fair is the mother praying with her babes
,

The boy, sly-creeping o'er his sleei)ing sire
;

The maiden in her lover's pure embrace,

Their trysting place the dewy fields of dawn
;

The ivied cottage whence the smoke up curlu,

Its feet touched by the foam of sobbing seas
;

Fair is contrition's early prayer to heaven
;

Fair tender-handed nurses watching pain :

Fair holy nuns their orisons repeating
;

And fair the poet drinking in my force,

Framing great songs whose waves melodious bear

High thoughts like ships rich laden. Fair all these.

But I could show you where ghast nnirder glares,

Terror with all her furies standirg near
;

Where at this hour which seems so fair to you,

Bewilder'd girls drown their heli)less babes
;

Where women beautiful as Dian's smile

In silver seas, drowse guilty in gilt splendoci,

Or sleep the outworn thralls of lust ; men dower'd
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With Fortune's favours, yea and those with gifts

Of luind, in drunken langour snoring life

Away
;
gaunt hunger crinip'd in garrets vile

;

The nioon-light ruffian coming from his work

Of savage war on civil life ; and here

A mountain side, a peasant's hut, his home

Where he and his were born, but whence vile greed

Ejects liim now unjubily, iov it made

His load too heavy. He in anger scovls
;

The aged palsied mother weeps ; the wife

With ai)ron Avipes her tears away ; then scolds

The instruments of law, to them the dogs

Of pitiless oppression ; sons tall, strong,

With murderous eye survey the bailiff liard
;

The children cry, the neighbours helpless crowd

Against the cordon thrown around by power.

Aye fair tlie world ! but did I make you see

The ceaseless, measureless flow of heart-wrung tears,

And hear the chorus vast of woeful sighs !

Fair were this world, were but mens' actions fair.

But now—"

Quick moved her hand, a gesture proud

Of scorn. The liglitning gleam'd within her eyes

Deep blue ; crimson her clieek, her nostrils spread
;

But pity driving anger out she cried :

*' Poor num ! not wholly hateful even at worst.

At best, he's greater tlian the gods themselves.

The poet and priest have praised us long in song

More laden with coarse flattery than altars

With fat of lamb and ram and bullock, for they deem'd

We loved the odour which your dainty dame
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Will faint to find invade her boudoir. Now

A god will say a word in praise of man —

We are immortal. Man's frail life a whiif

From swamp or river ])uffs out ; all the odds

Against achievement ; his rewards they grow

Upon the precipice's ledge ; he toils,

Fails, fights again for doubtful j)rizes, plucks

His flowers with Avide-moutii'd ruin gaping far

Below ; he lives and sweats for other men,

Whose tardy praises will not reach his ears.

He thinks, ho acts, he laughs, he weeps, he loves,

And always in death's shadow ; Avhatever house

He builds, his destined lodging is the tomb.

1 he bride he wreaks his heart on, death will claim.

And make a grinning horror of the face

Which thrilled his soul. The dome where genius dwells

And whence it sends its thoughts, like arms, to clasp

Tlie universe, becomes a hideous piece

Of crumbling bone. Yet on the isthmus small

Of life, the past and future, like great seas

On either hand whose deeps oblivious

Devouring all, make mockery of fame,

What works, what plans immense the insect rears !

We see fruition ; we the end enjoy
;

Ten thousand heroes Avalk the earth and sow

And know they cannot reap, but those they love

Will—mother, wife or child ; ten thousand who

Would gladly die for men they never knew.

Such lives, such deeds, the noblest praise for him

Whose fingers form'd wondrous man.
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i

All Europe lay beneath us now ; a map

Whereon since Cjusar's time change scribbles, like

A wayward child perverse ; red battle fields

As thick as tondi-stones in the parish ground.

And armies th:it in thunder yet will break

On bloodier fields.

More silvery grey the clouds

Above and round the city of the Seine.

Clear did it show in regular beauty fair.

CUear showed its long straight streets with boskage lined
;

Its boulevards, and palaces and t(nvers

And domes, and thro' the wilderness of art,

Beneath its many i)onts, between its wealth

Of trees umbrageous, the river moved
;

The cab its light- a pin head, plied for hire
;

From Neuilly and well-cultur'd Courbevoio

The market ciirt came 'neath the Arc de Triomphe,

And, looking like a beetle, hurrieil down

The Champs Elyse'es, which contrasted now.

In the pure quiet of the early dawn,

W ith the ^oarse splendours of its nightly wont.

Empty those gardens where vain pleasure haunts,

Where queens of lust to-day in diamonds shine,

Who on no distant morrows die in rags.

The Boulevardian roar is hushed ; the blaze

Of Cafe's veiled ; of thrice ten thousand shops

The glory's out ; but all that soul can stir

Remains : The dome which rises o'er his tomb

Who broke on Europe bearing death and fire.

And carrying terror to the hearts of kings,

Whole nations mesmerizing, whose column stands

\
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And Arch Triumphant, reverenced by those

Who would all else destroy. That gilded dome

Shir.es like another sun, and tliere lies he

Silent, but still a wonder and a power.
.,

Yet more inspiring are the monumenta

Which speak of death to tyrants and of hope

For men, of as})irations after good,

The love of liberty, the love of man,

The love of art, of song. Yes ! Paris stands

By sufToring purilied, with more true force

To raise men's thoughts than when false glitter call'd

From every side proud dissolute wealth,

To dazzle thro' the streets of slaves.

She read

My thoughts, and, answering them, the goddess spake

" Ama^dng genius in the Kelt abides.

How sweet his warm, quick, gentle courtesy I

IJow bravo in arms I Excelling in all arts !

How loyal to the leader of his heart

!

His very vanity a power. The price

He pays for his great gifts is great : balance.

The steady aim and duty made supreme.

France might be well content to-day. She lost

But what she took by force. But thunders crouch

In every heart. Ere long they'll Rhine-ward spring.

And, though the fight will not be such as when

A court of cowards and cocottes held sway,

'xivill end disastrously for France. Her foe

Has all the great conditions of success.

The people ivill be made ambition's pawns,

Ten thousand bleed to make one leader great.
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Perhai)S to ninlce a tyrant ; such is man
;

Of all his f(jllios war's red glory worst. '

If wisdom ruled, the peoples of the world

Mi^^ht be as one."

The isles of freedom lay

Like jewels on the ocean's breast. The roar

()f London now ^vas still. Its million flucis

Had not yet thrown a canopy opaque

Detween it and the sky. A tliousand spires

Tlo.>^e clear into the air. Their crosses shone.

Huge chimneys hideous forms reared above

The s»^a of roofs, and, like a penitent,

The Tower, full of remorfrerul memories, showed.

The river seemed to slumber on its waj^
;

Its slioros of new embankment, buildings old,

St. Paul's great dome, St. Stephen's ornate toAver,

Were mirrored in its calm but murky tide.

Hugo barges lay, like monsters of the deep

Asleep. Ten thousand masts were tipp'd with gold, '

'Twas fancy, or I heard the gh(jst-like tread

Of stray policemen in deserted streets.

A speck, the waggon laden with fresh fruits

And ri'ots and flowers, towards Crivtnt garden moved.

A blot of wretchedness crept doAvn the strand,

Another night of sin and gin and pain

Gone by. Slow limpt she to her S(pialid home,

If home was hers in that hard populous hive.

" There," said my guide, " the largest city time

E'er saw, the seat of peerless empire, built

By valorous deeds and counsels sage, now caught

In the fierce draw of wild democracy,

-f
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All!

Whoso rai)i<ls nienuce dcuth. Founder she will

Amongst those howling rocks unless the wise

And patriot rule tlie hour. The House of ijords— ,

A scuttled, in.'istless hulk in stormy seas.

The boasted constitution's gone, {>nd England,

Unless she builds anew, 'gainst perils new

Will si)lit up in the roaring surge. The man

Of state to-day who wins success is ho

Who rattles loudest for the UKjnstnnis child,

With headlong passions and im])erial power.

Poor tricks arc played. Any bait to which

The fish will rise. Great men of long renown

Palter with truth, and seek, like circus clowns.

To ride two horses ; daub themselves and lose

Identity. What they are, what next

They'll do, no man can say. Tliey'll summersault,

Or jump through all their principles. They'll fall,

They'll tumble, then up smiling come, and bow

For cheers, that Burke had raher die than hear.

A few, indeed, the danger see. The rest

Sing songs of progress, or in dalliance live,

Deaf to the ruin-thundering billows near.

The greatest and the noblest nation, too,

That's risen yet should not so fall." She ceased.

"Is that small isle," I asked, "whose earth-fenced fields

Gleam emerald from below, the land of Flood

And Grattan ?

"

Answering she sighed, or seem'd

To sigh : " Yes ; that's lerne there."

"0 stained,"

I cried,
'

' with centuries of tears and crimes
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Hi fields

Hocriminating crimen, what h()j)o for her ?

Must she forovcr lie a floatin'jj sorrow

On lieavcn upbraiding seas ? Will never fall

F'rotn skies of mercy liealiiig dews for her?

No p<nver e'er lireak the spell of anarchy ?

And till the land with haj)py homes and men

Made truly free from wrong by rectitude,

Arid balanc'd judgment pointing to what's fit ?
"

'* That land," she said, " will also have its day.

Fail'' I. fail'd, ignominiously they've failed

T(j whom the glorious privilege of rule

Was given. Lost in low frivolity,

On them were lost high "pportunitiea.

They spent, drank, sank and soddened into swine,

Or lived, bloodhounds and beagles, chasing whom

They should protect. No sense at all of duty.

Their highest art tn run a fox to death,

Harrying a hare tlioir noblest day's delight

;

The peasant girl a cpiarry for their lusts
;

License their law, and blind to skyey portents,

They ground who'll now grind them ; their wisdom's thrift

To bl'ght the land of which they were the lords.

The hour of retribution comes, and time's

Old ledger evens up accounts. To-day

Li freedom's happy land th' evictor's child

Bows to the evicted's, and low-cringing sues

For palty place— so terrible is Fate !

The danger's now men may mistake the cry

Of blinding Vengeance for the voice of Juf-tice.

If headlong hate's hot counsels phall {prevail,

And truth and honesty be nosed aside,

'

u
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As swin(3 would pt'iii'l.s, tliiTi coinos tlic hour of fato

For tlu>.-i(j who st'iud ol.ito on victory's stupH,

Nor weigh tho <lutio.s f;ivouiiug gods impose.

Wolf-like uttaulvH on one defuiicidess lu.in,

Tho cruel boycott i)iled on travuilH pangH,

The siidesH heifer hock'd by seiunelesH hunda,

The yet green Imrvest niow'd with envy's scythe,

The worst of tyrannies in worst of f(»rnis,

A reign of terror tlirough tlie country side,

The honest farnu;r who will dare be just,

Is either slain by brother jjeasants' hands

Or earless drives his tailless kine to town—
•Such deeds, tho' fruits of misused powei— for not

The money taken from the land, the trim

Spruce agent gutting huts, tlie agony

Of bursting hearta that dared not speak, embrace

The worst ; the degradation of the man

O'er-shadovvs <dl : yet none the less such deeds

The name of freedom soil and balk the aim

Of those who'd bring in better happier days.

E'en God's aims fail because of man's misdeeds.

This only certain, (Joodness, Truth, the Right

Prevail at List. But man his own best star

Can be his own worst bale. Once give him power

Forgot are all the lesson" of all times,

He yokes himself to passion, heaven provokes

To send on him the plague which crush'd his foes.

Yot hope's star rises (/er that troubled land.

A healthy breeze comes from hev stormy sky,

Will blow down bigotry's corrupting slirines,

Her fatuous feuds the nightmare of vain dreams
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Of (lay'n (Icliiaivc uiid of waya (Icfilctl

Vy deeds ill-suited to the i)i'caeiit hour.

She'll [)!!iy a part her world-scatter'd Rona

<'ati watch, nor Musli ; Enii)ire'8 right hand ; her soil

No longer drain'd to deck the Paris jado
;

Security where dark assaasina lurk'd ;

FioMs laden with earth'a bounty where hi;^h walls

I'[>rear'd by ])ride, wide-l)arreniu3s.s enclosed
;

Contentment on the yeoman's ruddy face,

^Vithiu his heart tlio glow of charity

For all the brother i)eoi)les of the earth,

And docont self-respect where ])ig and asa

Were hous'd on e(iual terms with man.''

She ceased ;

The horses forward sprang ; the Atlantic brojid

Was well in view. The chaiiot flying o'er

The watery plain, bright roads of purple wide

Were dashed this way and that

O I the pulsing sense

Of life exstatic I O the wide, wide sea !

The sea-gulls wheel and poise and dip for prey,

The porpoise bounding through the billows, whales

Shooting to heaven great towers of glittering spray,

Their brown backs heaving huge above the wi.ve,

Like boats nnturn'd. What joy to sail for ever

IJigli o'er the dark blue sea 1" And Eos spake :

" I've told you of man's greatness," said the goddess

" Amaz:e and Jidmiration fill your sold

At this wide sweep of measureless sea

Now all but calm. Some day you may again
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Stray o'er thcso watura \ty uiy sido, whou c'oiuls

Will vvrup my cur, clouds crfi.shiiig thmidur ; hiiil

And liyhtiMUii;^ llariug round (»iir liuad.s ; thu bolt

Of Jovu, wild liisii:!;^ in tiu nt il aliysa,

An<l then iinharnid f(»r I will throw my hliiold

Invi-sihlc twixt death and yi»u, yon wfll admiro,

F(jr yon have lovd tho storm wh(j.«>e choral muHic,

Lonj^-jiea^inj^ thro' jcrial aihles, has been

To yon from infancy a joy. I've seen

Upon the sea, what all surpassed itself

In storm or calm : men save lives and die,

Nor blench with all its fury hurtling round

Their heads serene ; Cohunbus crossing ways

Untrodden, gnided by bold thonght and faith,

And niaikd him (juell his nnitinous men and move

Hert)ic in his f.lendcr craft, unawed

l>y man or chiuents. and reach his gaol

Despite of i'.iltoring lickle hearts ; despite

'Ihc warring dread white-banner'd billows vast,

The hurcling, roaring, spar-shaking, sibiLmt seas,

As in battalions up they rose to bur

Thu invader. Toils, privations, envy caros,

Ingratitude, ntg ect, the sct)rn of fiols,

Successful treachery, cijJitempt and want.

All this was his for throwing wide the gates

x^ot only of new lands with wealth nntold.

But of an era new for down-crush'd man.

For liberty recpiired a virgin soil.

What has Columbus done for Europe's slaves !

Not only for the homeless happy homes
;

With the Liuall leaven of great piciieers,
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It 'nmlo and iiiiikcs from Kiiropu's on/.c tmd scum,

Thu forc'iiioHt iiiitioii ill fair freeiloin'H runka.

It's citi/ei;8- thoy walk the eurtli like kiiij^s.

Prouil solf-nii.iiit, they hivo t-tript tho crest

Proiji idlutuiHs an I swopt Cr.nii toil tho l);in, ^

Ami for the hrave and strong thrown all doors wido.

There is tho field of victory over kings

An<l tyrnntrt, aye, an<l o'er the paKHions wild

Of the iini)nl«ive throng. The courtly mob

May sneer, hut no whcn-e el^e the crowding mass

Of men have been erect and free, «;ach man

A sovereign, knowing this, respecting all,

However poor, who bravely work their way,

Not cai)able of bending pliant knees,

Or dofling cap to any child of eaith."

Wo noted soon great ice-bcrgs floating like

Abandoned irles and curving round the shores

Of Nova Scotia, Anticosti, New
Brunswick, Prince Edward and QueT)ec, the waves

Of tho St. Lawrence Gulf with refluent sweep;

The fishing fleets like fairy tents encamped

Upon the plains, and Kchools of mack are!

Moved shoreward shining in a thousand hues,

While o'er them boiled the sea or seemed to boil.

We reached, admired and pass'd that city hoar

VVhieh wears an old face in a wi)rld all new,

From whose high plain and storied citadel,

Wolfe's glory streams for ever, and we niark'd

How the broad river roll'd along, wide-hemmed

With wooded shores, the land and water all

I.:
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One mighty maze of ruby siin-!it mist,

Far-burning wood aii<l sheets of silver fire.

A shade of thou;.dit panned like a eloudkt o'er

Iler face, and like a suuimcr cloudlet went.

*' Lo»I there," she faid, "a piece of French anti(iue

'Gainst wliich the waves of time it/S blasts and storms

Would seem to break in vain. They cling di'Avn there

To forms and glories and traditions old

Of other lands and of long-vanished years,

And while they live beneath one rule, they c>«\'n

. , vilization of another, not'

In harmony therewitli ; nor can they cease

To look beyond the sea until that day.

Far off, which im[)ul?.e new will give and bind

The heart's affections round the land they till'.

Their mothor thou, no jiursing substitute

For one long leagues away. They have the forca,

They have the genius of a mighty race ;

Poets and thinkers, statosuien eloquent
;

Their peasants gentle, virtuous folk ; but lost

Are many winning graces of the Gaul

At home. Old wine is pent in bottles new
;

You see the same faults farther west in those

Blind egotists, wlio damn in others what

They do themselves - the merest slaves of cant,

Of what has been— incapable of deeds

Strong-limbed anil i)old, such as are born of thought

And will. Hut there shall come a race in which

This Gallic stream will plr-v a noble })art,

A race, which gathering strength from diverse founts,

Will— a majestic river—onward flow,

M
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Full voluiun'd, vast, its guide its pn^er bent,

And take its character and hues from all

That makes the present great -rolling along

A crowded avenue of wealth j*nd power.

•She shook the reins which ^loani'd like lightning bands.

The horses toss'd their motef>r heads, the clouds

Flew round their feet in darting flames, the mist

Rose up illuminated round our wake.

Which blazed a diamond track for many a league.

Upon my l-row the wind was cold ; I heard

The rush of wheels so quick each look'd a fire

Of <la/,zUng brightness ; held by power divine

I held my place.

Hut now ?,ho drew" the reins

'"i'ight, and the horses 8toi)iied. I heard the singing

Of tributary streams, and looking down

vSasv where I'.ie river—the Ottawa—cut out

( >f the eldest ribs of earth a theatre vast.

Like threads of silver run from silver coin

To coin, it wound between the hills, and spread

At intervals in wide and beauteous lakes.

Ilight in the midst a hill fit throne for rule.

And crowning this were stately structures, towers

And domes and gothic arches ([uaint, with rich

Device of ornalnent. A shade of grave

Refllection pnssed across her face but did

Not mar the outlines of innuortal youth.

Nor dim its hues. Her eyes looked far away

Aa though all future time was glass'd within
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Their depths : so look'd the Oum*B;in Sibyl's,

Her first CDnvulsions o'er, wh-^n slio foretoM

-/Eneas all the years held in their womb

For his descendants.

" These," she said, " wore built

By one of large conceptioift, forecast sage,

Imperial dreams, in whom Ulyssean wiles

Were Aveddei with a grasp for state affairs

Which mates him with those miglity minds whose care

And patient wisdom nations found ; great souls,

Whose monuments are continents, from whom

Whole races drink their inspiration.

He had to work with crude materials gross,

His task to wield in one wide-scatter'd states.

Abroad, at home, fat ignorance beset

His path : the smug sagacity of men

Purblind,—the chosen voice of those ill fit

To choose who shall declare what law must be • -

The roar of calumny, faction's furious feuds,

The want of heart, of faith, proper to times

When Mammon-worship is the shameless cult

Of most,—wath these and more he had to fight,

But he nor blencli'd nor faltered one small hour,

But like a law bore on, borne up by hopes

Such as are parents of immortal things."

She ceased. The sense's memory, tremulous with

Her tones, like some rare nnisic often heard

Before, with happy pain my heart made faint,

And in my eyes the waves well'd up from founts

Of joy and grief ; the chords of mourning thrill 'd

'A
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As for some losa divine, wliilo all the springs

Of rapture moved ; meanwhile thro 'tears I mark'd

The rosy bulge of delicate clouds which slept

On cither side. She said :

" Lo ! beautiful Uvea

Dissolved in mist and rocked asleep by airs

Impalpable as they."

But up there came

The phantom roar of waters. Bending o'er

The car which now was near the earth, I saw

Where over i-ocka wild torrents gnashed and foam'd.

And I was nt)ting how the mass of white

And furious billows, catching rays of dawn,

Began to shov/ like a great rose in vase

Of silver, fringed with jasmin flowers, when she

Went on :

" Yes, there's the s^at of empire younj;,

A pcoi)le destin'd to l)u groat and free,

Tho' oft blind ignorance and greed these halls

Invade, and in fair Freedom's very fane

Swine guttle. Ah I these eyes have seen what man

Can do. Full many a morning have I watch'd

The envious croud in Athens spit out hate

Of noble Pcr.'c'es, the balanc'd man,

Wise with all wisdom, beautiful with love

Of every art, who made Athena's home

W^orthy of her—that light for evermore

To man ; for sink he ne'er so low, the hog

In him may overgrow the soul, and lust

And drunkenness drive far the graceful forms

Which wait on the pure life, still must he rise

«

li
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Again, redeemed, drawn by the power of Athens

—

Her beauty fairer than the lover dreams

Of her he loves -the greatness of the mind,

Calm, self-contained, the music struck by souls

For goodness passionate from nature's strings,

The scorn of death, the love of noble deeds

—

All this will rest on mankind like a spull,

And spite of filtli and crime, disease and dtath,

Cause them to move towards excellence. Ah ! true,

The course is slow. The freshening m<jruing comes

Upon the heel of night and gives each day

A new birth to the world ; the years steal by

And leave behind their legacies of fact
;

The generations rise and fall like waves,

But ere they die the store of knowledge swell
;

The centuries bearing names and deeds of note,

And petty pangs and lyric joys, and loves

Too weighty for frail lives—the centuries fieo
;

A thousand years are gone like yesterday
;

Old empires sink into ducreptitudo
;

New kingdoms rise ; even races pass away
;

New types appear ; new forms of civic life

—

But man is still the same blind fool, the same

Base groveller, still will he hug his chains,

And still pursue what leads to chains and death.

Down the ruining i)recipices of time

Tyrant and tyrannies are hurled, and man

A moment rises free and stands erect

;

The future opens like a dawn of spring
;

It seems as if afar in depths of space

The stars were harping choral symphonies,
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In sympathy with worlds born again,

And a new era stood upon the verge

( *f fact Alas ! Vile use has bred the slave's

Habit. The horse has flung his rider off

But runs bewilder'd till another holds

The rein and makes him feel the master's touch ;

The 'ate wash'd sow grows sad with cleanliness,

But as the pig imagination glows

With dreams of wallowing near, she giunts with joy.

Ruled by Pisistratus men could not be

Worse slaves than they are there in that young land

In this new world. They have academies
;

And from a thousand tabernacles gleams

The cross, the symbol sweet of truths more deep

Than Greek philosophy, or modem lore.

They have the gamer'd wealth of ages old

An 1 now, bab cvaii )t, think —th > serf^ of bold

And blatant ci'umny, whose breath of life

Is rank vitunor-i'iou of the best
A.

And wisest men. That form of civic life

Which liberty and g.)vernmeut by tho sage

Secures, nowhere in the round world is seen.

Democracy puts apes in power, and howls

Hosannas praising not humility

Divine an ass bestriding, but the ass

Himself, out-braying hideous egotisms,

Riclily caparison 'd and capering o'er

The prostrate crowd, while those who live, the sail

Of human things, who keep society

From mortifying, hated are push'd

Aside ; low cunning more and more is crown'J.

f1|
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Witliout sonic practice, who can i)\)ugli a Held ?

^Without instructiun, who can make a watch ?

Without much study, who can master art '(

But men will act as if the veriest ])oor

Were lit for government, while government

Of all things man can do is hardest, nujst

Beset with jiroblems such as «)nly minds

Of finest fibre, trained and confident

From knowledge and the sense of power can cope

With, dive to poor small brains the task to drive

This chariot, Phiccthon's fate awaits liim, worse

Than Phacthon's fate, perhaps, the people whom

He tries to rule. But still things onward move
;

And though the curve that's near- will seem depraved.

And is, in time's large circles progrers lives
;

And 'tis permitted generous hope to keep,

That in a far oil' day the dull will honour

Worth with other meed than hate. The heart

Of mediocrity will sweetened be

By sweet benevidences born of time

And sad experience. Benefactors wise

Of men will then not have to wait till death

For their reward ; but many a lapsing year

Must pass, before the harp from which tlie Fates

Will strike this nmsic has been made, and oh !

How many thousand times my burning wheels

Will lighten o'er this earth before I can

Announce that ha^ipy morn. Right under here

The savage ruled and on that very hill

His councils held, councils which in the mind

Of Jove rank near as hi<jh as those which now

a .
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A race self-styled superior hold, alono

In cunning groat. They do not feod on dogs

Or human flesh, but moral Ciinnibals

They are. They kill with venomous lies and then

liike ghouls they Iwitten on the cor;)S3, and sconea

Humiliating as an Indian daTico

Around a white dog swimming in its broth.

Have been enacted in that chamber where

A Cicero should find himself at homo,

An<l luirke's deep wisdom be a common thing.

Who worships truth? who honours liberty?

A few. Too few. The mass are lost in love

Of gain, in low desires, conceptions all

Unworthy of the task they should essay.

Talk statesmanship to them, you cast your pearls

Away ; but rave and slaver out abuse

And they will crunch the hardest epithets,

With joy the garbage bolt, and gulp the swill

Of reeking rhetoric.

"

Her cheek here seem'd

To burn as with a touch of angry red.

The reins she shook which flashed like lightening bands

Along the horses' backs. Like fire when winds

Are strong, whole streets ablaze, roofs crashing in,

The sky red-hot, the r^ar as of mad seas

At war, the firemen's toil in vain—hi'.e fire

T!i(iy forward sprang, and, in a twinkling, towers

And blocks of masonry majestical

Looked like a doubtful edifice of dreams,

Dim, air-built castles of forgotten years
;

The cataract a second glanc'd —a gleam

H|^
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Of wliito 'i^iunt rainbow dust ; the likus awopb by,

Uo fleeting now the farms of iierj RtouJs,

And now a rosy shadow, and again

Tho goni-like radiance of our burnish 'd trail.

She ruined her horses, turn'd her head and said :

*' Hew beautiful must t!iaf fair city be

When o'er Laurentian hills Apollo sinks 1"

'' O Eos, splendid in thy gleam !" I sai(b

*' 'Tis far more beautiful at subset ho lis,

And at that time uj)on the river oft

A song is heard, which should your gentle ear

Not scorn a nioilurs voice, I'll sing I sang,

And as I sang tiio air was play'd by hands

Unseen on some mysterious harp divine .

—

((

*

m

Fair is the sight, when sinking to his r ;sb,

The sun leans gently on the mountain's breast.

Empurpled clouds his radiant limbs bedeck.

And golden curls hang round his glossy ne k.

The enamour'd river flushes in his gaze,

And every westward window is ablaze

;

And every tower and turret gleams awhile

In the warm radiance of his parting smile
;

And every drop that Chaudiere flings on high,

One moment wears a gold or Tyrijvn dye
;

And every soul by nature finely wrought,

Is touch'd till feeling becomes one with thought,

And thought is rapture, like some moon-drawn sea.

The brimming spring-tide of eternity

Within the breast, on which the soul sets sail.

il i
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And leaves tlil« world with its anureriionts stale;

And when at last tlio sun is lost to sight,

And tlie i)ale moon looks wistful for the night,

Along those tiacts of licavcn where he 1 as j jitrtd,

Oreat gorgeous draperies t'f clouds arc nu.PRcd
;

Or Avar seems thert^ with all its carnage dire,

Buildings in flames and battlements on Mrc.

You think yon lioar the sonorous trumpet's swells,

The roar of canium and the whizz of shells
;

Or tints so tender linger in the sky.

The heart o'er-flows and wets the raptur'd eye,

Ami blesses him who taught the soul to know

Sucli heavenly beauty in this v/orld be'ow
;

For in the soul is all the bojiuty there

And without love 'tis so much empty air.

The i)urple fades ; more bright the moon beams shine ;

Beneath the deep'ning blue a saffron line

Alone recalls the pageantry and power,

The boisterous splendors of that sunset hour
;

The saffron's lost in ultra-deep marine,

And starry Night is mistress of the scene !"

!!>'

" Ah that's a siglit," she said, " I fain would seo,

But even the gods nmst limit their desires.

"

O'er all Ontario's wealth of field and town

The music followed, and still breath'd around

When Lake Superior spread below, it's isles

Of bosky beauty fragrant, mirror'd clear

;

At last the prairie wide, with tint of flower

As delicate as her own cheek.
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Wo paused,

Th'j br;)il br )*.vii ]»r;iirio hoMowoel-out boncitli.

*' M(»ii()tont»iia," slio cried, "yet like tlie Hca."

J r;ii(l :
" Its beauty must be seen from earth,

Its (laz/ling, glowing skies all clear of cloud

And fervent witli the 8tui-g.)d'a strongest baanui,

Or strewn with soft white pillows tier on tier;

Like swans at rest u] <>n a sea of blue,

Tlicy rise from rim to top o' tlio sky's great womb,

Fruirful of beauty, gendering all the wealth

Of yellow grain and roots, and all green things,

The flowers that thine as if sun-rays took root,

And shredded stars in balmy dewy nights

Were broadcast sown to bo the sUirs of earth :

Blue belLs, the sun-flower small and ^rca'}^ the rose,

The crocus and anemomc, the wild

Convolvulus, and thousands more I love.

And daily scent and see but cannot name

;

Or when the Storm bro<jds and his wide wings g'owor

O'er all the vast expanse of level land,

Which cowers, gnnvs darker. Hatter under the black

Terror of droad thunder-(|uivering pinions,

Death-stricken by the wild far-flashing fire,

Arm'd with swift death and sjilendours from his eye,

And by the voice c»f him which breaks like seas

That rise to make a universal wreck.

And bellow ruin, deafening remotest stars.

Then fai's afar on the shrinking, shuddering air,

Pying in murmurs of loud discontent

And anger, like <; world muttering pain,

Amid the blazing agonies of collapse,
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And in;vkiny kindred pl.uictH blink witli f{!ur;

Or in the clear ltri}.dit days <if Antmnn's jj;l<)W,

Thf gracnoUH brjicinL; time, spirit and bjdni

In every brtj.ith and bree/.e, wlien even tho blast

Has Rome soft toneli of .sweetness, and every pulst

Clows with a thrill of rapture, and to live

Is joy ; its superb sunset pai,'ean trios,

^^ hen large find yellow suns go down aflame

'Mid tapestries inniienso of pur])le clouds,

.'jid continents of vapour, their vast hearts

On tiro ; tho rus.set [Mirple and silver rise

Of suns which grow all gold within an hour,

Wide-gleaming, splendid, indescribable,

In s[n'ing time, or in harvest when the seas

Of golden grain shine like the golden fleece,

Or in mid winter, all the sky c'e ir, glad,

The purple-hollowed crust of wide white plain,

O'er which and thwart the trail of daxzling light,

Tho powder'd snow, in forms fantastic, skips

To music (»f the northern blast, and skims

Away and never turns in that wild wfvltz,

Not for a thousand miles ; the sluggard then.

With feet on stove and i)ipe in mouth, his blood

I'akes, while tlie man whose blo(jd is pure and rich,

Flesh and nnascle and nerve and heart in tuno

With the clear spirit that bears up his life,

Revels in stimulating airs, and drinks

The cold pure ether, stirring high the heart

Like wine. Clad in thick furs, he drives or walks,

And, feeling exaltation, gathers power.

[n early winter comes a day all sun,

55
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Wliilo every Rhruh is tliiok with Hilver frost.

Tho air, like choicost chain jtiigiu!, thrills your voin»>

No place BO (it to watch tho ', heeling stiirs,

And see the northern lights illume the dark.

The soft night's solenin stillne.si tills with awe

The fragrant air, the soul with other worlds;

And tho' no trees can tenipt tho ])ensivo moon

To tarry o'er their tops, her course she holds

In tho wide silence of a prairie night

'Mid stars that seem to peer more close to earth.

And all as sweetly lures to contemj)lation,

And tills with passions calm, yet Gory stronjf,

A fooling weird unutteraldy dee|),

As when on L'itin;).s down she came to kiss

Endymion's lips, her lovely fingers white

Within his h)cks of lavish gold, Iho while his broabk

Glow'd fast and warm upon her pale-flushed choek,

And set her lips aflame ; or when she charm'd

Orion ere on Morop3 he gazed,

Or thou exultantly to Dolos bore

His mighty beauty for secure retreat.

In vain ! Her jealous arrows found him there.

"Speak not of him," she said, "I saw him lie

The mourning billow.n breaking at his feet,

A hundred shafts swift rooted in his breast ; his fao©

I'ale, tortured ; while cold Dian paler moved^

With tranquil trium])h smiling, as my team

Made the raw ether burn like my brow.

"
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She .sigliVl, H 8i<^h of recollcctiul pniii,

And Haiil :
*' I'll pl.-iy tlio g.iddiii^ gi'^ssip for

Your sake to-day. Seo whcro thu in)n horao

rants, piiils otit Rnioke and snorts and cries and bears

Long trains thro' what was wildornifSH a yoar

Ago; tiinj^'lui^ his "nrko aloft ho makes

A passing cloud. Up<in tht-sr plains iinmcnso

Whoro here and thuro Iht- signs of man at work

Are seen, it is hut ytstordny the red

Man, the ]»oor savage chased the buffalo.

I've seen him in his prime and his decay;

Hut save the wild ox and his pursuers

This land has been a solitude since it

Wa^ heaved up from the sea. For centuries ?

—

Oh! yes, for thousands, those bright lakes have shone

Unmark'd; the wild ducks lived upon their breasts

Nor feai'ed the fowler's shot ; the roses bloomed
;

The gopher dug his hole and stood erect.

And ran and lived his lonely graceful life,

And ]dayed among the grasses and the flowers

;

The ground-lark sang; the prairie hen and plover

Their broods unharmed reared ; the antelope

At times a prize to the Indian's arrow fell

;

The wolf at all hours i)rowled in search of prey

;

But not a trace of man, save when the chase

Brought savage hunters from the river's marge,

The beautiful wooded vales of the Qu'Appelle,

Saskatchewan, and streams subsidiary.

The Indian's doom should touch your heart. I've seen

Tpyes disappear before. But kindness

On dying races, as on dying men

l|f
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Should vait, and Cansula nifiy well he i)r(iud,

And England, too, of that just spirit which

Has I'uled her councils ; these are things the g«.>d»

Do not forget."

"I'd fear," l said, " this scat

To hold m winter when wide snow shrouds all

The vasty plain. I'>ut once more, that's the time

To watch from earth your car speed on. The snow

In wind-made waves lies like a frozen sea, "

And in their myriad hollows shadows cast.

Their ''ear-cut million-faceted backs a.^^leam,

Light-darting, radiant in thy rosy smile

;

The heaven a dappl'd glory. Soon the rim

Of burning gold with radiating sj'.ears

Peeps up, then sh)wly sails in yellow seas

Of light, the full orl)'d s])lend(nir whence

There runs across the white empur])led sea

Like fire, to the entranced gazer's feet,

A lane of silver tire, and all the plain

Compact of tiniest crystals flames with gems

;

Diamonds and chrysolites bes])anglinj]: blaze
;

The frosty heavens high-u]), gold fretted, blue,

Save where some pearly clouds may westward rest,

Which half an hour before were crimson round

Your wheels. The air the pulses stirs like lire

And life's a joy !"

She smiled and said: ~" Yes, cold

No doubt for mortal brow, the swift sharp air

Which up here whistles on my wintery way.

I love myself to gaze upon those plains

When bright auroraborealian tints
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Go flashing flame-wise o'or their snowy waves,

jMore gorgeous in their bright connningling hues

Tlian cunningcst mystery of c('lours ([uaint

In old cathedral windows, shedding gh>ried light,

Thro' pilliir'd silent aisles. But lo I the sun

Comes on apace. We nmst not further pause."

69
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The reins she shook, which flish'd like lightning bands,

And f<nward rushed those coursers wild, and wheels

Of fire, and soon the snowy })eaks of hills

So high, our hon^es airy feet might well

Have touchd the topmost, were empurpled. Cones

^^ Inch rose at frecpient intervals, grew pink

And r«,d, white clefts and chasms fathom-deep

Gloomed dark and dreadful. The eagle was awake

And wheel'd with sail-broad pinions strong, in search

Of (piarry ; back and wings to us seem'd like

Gilt bronze of anti({ue armour worn by knights

Of old, on which flames out the light of fire

In some baronial hall hung round with casques,

And breast-plates, shields, and shirts of mail and spears

Transverse ; the founder of the house he glowers

Above the hear di huge as cathedral door.

The eagle's shadow on the white peak's side

Was as the shade of some long-pointed cloud

When winds are veerin' .

No^v' the Frascr gleam'd

Behjw, its benches white with iipplo trees

In bloom. 'Neath one an Indian stood, in hand

A tom-tom rude, on which he beat, the while

'.k'i I
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He sang in sad tones looking towards the sea..

The children of Md tribe imi)assive sat

And smoked their deep-bowl'd long-stemmed pipes.

With si)read wings for ever

Time's eagle careers,

His quarry old nations,

His prey the young years

;

Into monuments brazen

He strikes his fierce claw,

And races are only

A sop for his maw.

The red sun is rising

Behind the dark pines,

And the mountains are marked out

In saffron lines,

The pale moon still lingers,

But past is her hour

Over mountain and river

Her silver to shower.

As yon moon disappefreth,

We pass and are past

;

The pale face o'er all things

Is potent at last.

He bores thro' the mountains,

He bridges the ford,

He bridles steam horses

Where Bruin was lord,
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He summons the river

Her wealth to unfold,

From flint and from granite

He crushes the gold.

Those valleys of silence

Will soon be alive

• With huxters who chafler.

Prospectors who strive,

And the house of the pale face

Will peer from the crest

Of the cliff, where the eagle

To-day builds his nest.

The Red Skin he marred not

White fall on wild rill,

But to-morrow those waters

Will turn a mill

;

And the streamlet which flashes

Like a young squaw's dark eye,

Will be black with foul refuse,

Or may be run dry.

From the sea where the Father

Of waters is lost,

To the sea where all Summer
The ice-berg is tost.

The white hordes will swarm

And the white man will sway,

And the smoke of his engine

Make swarthy the day.

' 'fell

'
1 }
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Round the mound of a brother

In sadness we pace,

How much sadder to stand

At the grave of a race !

But the good Spirit knows

What for all is tlie best,

And whicli should be chosen

The strife or the rest.

As for me. I'm time-weary,

I await my release,

Give to others the struggle,

Grant me but the peace.

And what peace like the peace

Which Death offers the brave?

What rest like the rest

Which we find in the gnive?

'
*
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Hii closed cxuliantly, in contrast strange

To Diioii ami tone wifcli which he had begun.

The grandeur, gloom, and dread sublimity

Of f/his great river v.as PAum left behind.

Wn passed o'er hicid streams whose sands are gold:

Inlets and gulfs whop.e beaiily man ean ne'er

Destroy ; forest.? of mighty trees whose age

You count by tens of centuries, and now

lleRecting n);\n3'' a s]iai)e-- outlines too fair

For gross enibodiuieut in lle^li—young forms

Of tender beauty, robed in hues of heaven.

Attendant on tliat gl< try-seattering car.

The rijiplolcss ocean lay l)eneath us, bright

;

No wrinkle on its vast and placid brow
;

No cloud in view, and as we flew along

Deep voices from around the car poured forth

Sweet fitraiij.s which o'er the ocean rolled and died

In frozen whispers 'mid the polar seas.

'
,

*'This is the Rea,"slie gaid, "on which a bard

Might feel the inspiration of your empire,

And write an epic wort,hy of the race

Or races wliicli have built it grandly up

;

For Kelt and Saxon, each has done his share;

By Kelt and Saxoii, must it be maintained.

The Irish on a hundred battle fields,

In counsel by the spoken word, by toil,

Have play'd a gre;\t pr„rt in this work.

Tliey should have scope to ])less their own green iule;

Hut 'shipwreck will attend their aims, unless

They merge them in a noble loyalty
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To the grc ,t empire which is theirs no less

Than others? J'oor wailing round old f^raves

And crius for vengemce, show how deep all wrong*

VVill strike, and hora were of the greatest: long

C-ontinued, cruel, cold, calamitous

Injustice, poison 'd with contempt and scorn

Engend'ring hate But heroes do not waste

Themselves ujxin the past— on dead things gone;

The present and the future, there's their field.

Those isles are link'd by Fate ; the people lords,

'Tis theirs to learn tlie cause of all is one,

Or from their wrangles, flames will shoot and wrap

The edifice, and in the general blaze

Both crash in ruin. War to the idler, war

To all injustice, war to faction, war

To gilt corruption, war to agitation,

Its work once done, and love like fruitful heaven

Spanning those lands, and then it will be seen

How much of greater greatness Avas within

The grasp of Britain than her past can s1k)W.

Your young Dominion, by im;)orial works

Worthy an ancient state, built up by one

As yet in gristle, nobly aids the task,

And givei large promise of the mightier day.

"

The oces n was now left behind—a breadth

Of light. A score of dusky nations old

We pass, then lilunge beneath the enyulphing waves.

A rush of waters green and white - again

I closed my eyc3 to die, when she rtach'd forth



AN EPIC OF THE DAWN. 6ft

Her h'lTul with tapering fin-^ers roay-ti[){)ed

And toiielied me. Then, once ra )ro niyaelf, I saw

Her steeds, unbrcnth'tl, draw up, and how there flashed

A sudden light o'er oarven arch and door,

And sable towers and pillars glimmering fair;

And colonnades stretch'd darkling far away

;

And in the distance, vistas dim were seen,

Like walks enchanted made for fairy feet

;

And there stood Twilight like a lingering ray,

And like a fantasy he went, and Eos,

A form of light, moved into shadowy halls,

And Sill the busy upper world was day.
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My thoughts poor jihinnnot dcoj) I sink.

Bub never hottom lind.

And, rudder gone and coinpass lost,

The sport of eve ' wir \

Survey the veiled-up • • ;;!: in vuin;

No Bun-gleani in the day.

And in the niglit never a star,

E'en could I shjqio my way.

Like wild sea gulls ny mind Avhtels on

—

A weary worthless chase,

And sometimes folds lier jaded wing,

And rests a little space.

I, (

I. ;

No glimpse of hlue the clouds jjlints through.

Yet comes a sunny dream
;

A b(^y bends o'er an old oak Lridgo

And babbles to the stream.

At dusk the garden walls he scales,

Himself a:id pac'cets iills,

Or holds a tryst with Mary Bate

Beside old Lambeii's Mills;

Or in the play ground 'mid a ring

He fights with Charlie Brown,

One dreadful moment theie they stand,

Tho next and Brown is down.



I

A IlEVKUIK.

The big boys lift thum u{) and cry:

" Now for iinothur round !"

They wildly strike, then close again;

This time lie meets the gi'ound.

A third time front to front they stand,

Brown takes him 'neath the chin,

But soon gets into chancery,

And so nuist e'en give in.

With claret, so we called it then,

My sleeve shows many a stain,

But victor never prouder felt

Ui)on the foughten plain.

The river fouls in flowing on.

To taste its waves we shrink,

But at its source the stream is pure,

And angels there might drink;

And pure that stream to whicl> I fly

From |)resent thoughts appalling,

And li(pnd cltar it strikes the ear,

Like founts on Pindus falling.

Ah I then whate'er the world's time,

However dark the sky,

Refulgent suns of youth sublime

Light up the inner eye:

Sweet tender memories full of F<»iind9

Of home, and fragrant days

All glad, and dewy lawns, and hounds,

And games, and wholesome i^raise.
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liriglit iu()rniii<^ tri[KS with rosy suilloa

Across tlioso iinoiout {)iiio,

And in lior glance tlio while u,iv <^lowa,

Two garden liikoh^ts shine.

My doLis bound rt)und with eager bark,

And fain would force the will,

They wag their tails and griiie the hand,

And look towards yonder hill,

Where well they know a hundre I hares

Through dowy brambles peej>;

The hill is gained; old (jip gives cry;

And puss flies up the steep.

A vigorous run. the quarry's won,

I rest upon the ridge,

And watch the river roll below,

The wain toil o'er the bridge,

The village white, the curling smoke,

The old stone spire, the school,

The listening horse, the grazing kine,

The fat geese in the pool.

And then across the fields for homo,

l>y hedges fresh and green,

Where berries oft invite to pause,

And wild flowers bloom between.

Soon in that ancient antler'd hall

My dogs jump and rejoice;

r hear the maids sing at their work,

I hjar my mother's voice;
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Sho comus to know liow fortune fared;

I see Iier look so briglit;

Her golden 1» lir, hor sweet blue eye,

Her tiiiy tigiiro hlight.

The game I show, receive a kiss;

All I who could drcHir. the years

Would roll and roll, until one day

Tliat kiss would caijso but tears ?

Above dark woods of oak and elm,

The placid moon shines clear;

A vuu:jg mim in a garden bower-

He holds his breath to hear.

His eyes on fire, as tho' cnraijcd,

Survey the twinkling stars;

His heart beats like soma wild thing cigjl

Against its prison bars.

A glimpse of muslin—flash of feet,

Anil eyes—red lips apart

In sinilca. He springs his love to greet;

She's folded to his heart.

He kisses her; he pats hor hair;

One long perfervid kiss:

His life iio'd wreak in kisses there,

For life has naught like this.

But she must go - O yes she must

-

An thor kiss and then —

Yo,> -she must go—to-morrow night,

To-morrow in the glen.
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Thus Fancy Hying through tho imst

Klits now from tliitt to this.

And illf(1(1 pru.st'iit woo 1.1 all toii^ot

In unforgotton 1)1 isH.

(.)n nmgic waven I'm borno away

To ha|»i)ier .shores Hurune,

Where founts of joy forever play

'Mid fields for ever gieen.

And lujre at times a stronger spell

Ujion my sj)irit falls,

I lie on hanks of Asphodel

And tread Elysian halls,

While thronging round como shapes of light.

With eyes of temper'd tiro;

Tho Muses nine, the Graces three,

Aj)ollo with his lyre;

And fairer forms than e'er were feigned

On poets powerful scroll

And sweeter strains of rarer song,

Than e'er touch'd human soul.

The world is enter'd—comes the prose;

Man's falsehood, woman's wiles,

The plot of scoundrels o'er the wine,

Tho treachery masked in smiles.

The dream is gone—the river fades,

Those wooded heights are lost.

Once more upon a lonely sea

A lonely bark is tost.
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rilE CANADIAN YEAH.

Tliu ileptltH of intinitu hIihiIu,

The soft grooii dusk of tho gbido,

With tiory fingors tho frost hud frot,

And <lyod a myriad huo,

Making tho foroats toniplos of golden aislos:

Tho swooning roso forgot to bloom

;

In fragrant gravos slept violets blue;

And earlier shook her locks of jet

Night, with her subtle shadowy wiles,

Night, with her starry gloom,

—

Before like suns which could not set,

Your eyes shone clear on mine,

Flushing tho heart with feelings high,

Touching all life as thrills the sky,

When over cloudy pavements thunders rumble and roll ;

Then flamed the faltering blocjd like w^ine,

And overflowed the soul.

'( :

Through wintery weeks, tho sun above

Oceaned in blue, th. frost below

;

Through blustiy hours, when fiercely drove

Winds razor-armed the drifting snow,

And peeled the face and pinched the ear,

And hurled the avalanche of fear

From roof-tops on the laufHered crowd

;

The air one blinding cloud

;

Through many a brisk and bracing day,
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The sky wide suniiner as in June,

The joyous sleighbolls ringing tune

More blitlie than aught musicians play

;

The pure snow gloaming white
;

Men's eyes fultillod of finer light,

Of finer tints the women's hair

;

Their cheeks aglow, and full and pink
;

Tlie skaters sweeping through the rink,

Like swallows through the air

:

We talked, and walked, and laughed and dreamed,

And now snow-wreaths, auroral rays.

The winter moon, day's blinding bhwe.

The merry bells, the skaters' grace

Recall thy laugh, recall thy face,

As dazzlinsr as it earliest beamed I

'it

Lovo stirred in the fn zen branches.

And straight the world was crown'd with green,

And as a shipwright his trim craft launches.

Each bud put forth in a night its might.

And the trees stood proud in summer ^heen,

Their f(ullage dei:ie, a grateful screen

'Gainst the bold bright heat and the full fierce light.

Like cathedral windows the gardens glowed,

Mirrors of light the broad lakes gleamed,

His cunning in song the robin showed,

And the shore-lark swung on a branch and dreamed

:

And boats were gliding, lover-laden.

Over lakes and streams that will yet be known,

The boy in flannel, the blooming maiden

In muslin white with a ribbon !2onc.
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The chestnuts fell. From their dull green sheiiths

With satin-white linings, tlie nuts burst free

;

And as sun-down o.inie, bright hazy wreaths

The spirit of eve hung from tree to tree.

The weeks rolled on, the lush green tields

Became l)illowy breadths of g(dden grain,

And all roots and fruits the kind earth yields

VV^ere piled on the labouring wain —

But you were by the cliff-baried white-crested sea,

And I where the delicate pink of the prairie rose

Amid rich coarse grasses hides.

Where the sunset's a boisterous pageantry,

And the mornings the tenderest tints disclose,

Where far from the shade and shelter of wood,

The prairie hen rears her speckled brood.

And the prairie wolf abides.

And lonely memory searching through

Found no such stars in the orbad past,

As the glad first greeting 'twixt me and you.

And the sad, mad meeting which was our last.

jd:
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TO " BA Y Mir

Lacking a good three years of seven,

Sunny-haired boy with eyes of heaven,

With everlasting ripple of laughter

;

As yet no touch of worldly leaven

In thy frank soul. Oh ! how you capture

All hearts, and drown in present joy

The cares whicli c<nne from before and after,

Sunny-haire<l, blue-eyed, hap[)y boy !

Running, jumping, never at rest,

Now using one toy, now abusing another,

Cai ing your dearest friends in jest.

Ruling father and sister and mother,

And bowing all wLils U) your high behest—
I could watch your movements all day long

;

Whetlier you laugh or whether you cry,

Like a bird or a rill yon enchain the eye,

And you fill the heart like a burst of song.

As pageants held in ruined towers

Will make the sad jjlace glad (mce more,

As laughing waves on wreck-strewn shore,

As sunnner sunsliiire after showers,

You brighten up the weary heart.

And charm with sweet unconscious wiles.

So that the Xki-xvp. which still will start

Before they fall are lost in smiles,

And you are folded to my breast,
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And patted and caressed;

My hand runs through your golden hair,

The world is seen in hues of love,

There's not a cloud in heaven above,

And all the earth is fair !

1 ^ ^ I 1^*1 4-./^ -.K r»T7il TiQac ftlAft

Before the beauty of your sinless eyes

You—best of preachers I have seen !

You steal into the heart, bid flow

The dried up streams of long ago,

The farthest shores of memory glow

With fragrant flowers and tempering green.

So that this truth I more discern,

If moral beauty we would wed,

We must, as the Great Master said,

Of little children learn.

Ottawa, April 17th, 1884.

7o
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CHRISTMAS DAY AT OTTAWA.

(composed while LOOKINO at the CHAUDlkRE FALLS FROM
THE PAVILION ON PARLIAMENT HILL.)

The broad snowy lan(l8c;i[)e, blue sky over-bonding,

The river closed up, but the course of its trending

Apparent through woodliind and m')untain all bare;

And glivzing and gilding, and buttress and building.

And tower and turret, a-gleani in the glare

Of a sun, of a brightness complete and unyielding.

And Hull like a camp, and the lumber like war tents;

The roar of the Chaudiero —the smoke of its tormenta

Flung higli in the clear frosty air, like the breath

Of some monster Titanic, in torture of death.

And the sleigh bells are singing, and jingling, are flinging

Then' miiic of gladness through rescmant air,

And folk, drest en fete , wend where church Vjells are ringing,

And man kneels to heaven and proffers his prayer;

Whore through arches of green the deep organ-note rolls,

And the cross is bedeck'd with the spoil of the trees.

And legends of mercy, from fanciful scrolls,

Breathr nope to the sin-laden crowd on its knees.

But the sun'« .» ;-,ht kin.ih, the white snow an altar,

And wl^ose faitli, '.nid such scene, on this day, dares to falter?

Trade's iK'.ttif is hu -^ied, and great "^lature calls

The soul t'> it;s (;<jd by the voice of those falls.
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M
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And tlioso waters which howl o'er the bleak rocks forever,

Now slow to the sea 'neath tl o ice sil.jut roll,

Like some life f '! of purpose, but shrouded endeavour,

That s})unis acclaim, yet wins on to the goal;

Like God's life in Christ- can the mind there find rest?

A manger, a maiden, a babe newly born !

—

Can that tiny hand which soft presses the breast,

Be his who rules oceans and reins in the storm ?

His the hand who let loose those wild waves in their might.

And softened their terror with sweet rainbow light ?

Do not fear—have but faith — and haik ! lunv he calls

The soul to his si»ul thro' the sound of those falls.

<) Father and source of whatever is fair

!

Fill my soul with such strength as to nature belongs.

The cataract's force as it leaj»» from its lair.

The sweetness of Summer and Summer birds' songs;

A will like a law to no passion e'er bending,

A heart that respends but to noble desires.

And thoughts wing'd with light'ning of Heaven's own lein

And a fancy illuniin'd with Heaven's own fires.

On this bright Xm:w Day, which annihilates care,

In Christ's name 1 otTer this confident prayer,

And, with heart that nor future nor present appals,

Thv blessing I hear in the boom of those falls.

i^:
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PARTED.

The cold, cruel gods wlio for ever

Sway men's destinies, doomed we sliould meet.

The cold, cruel gods !
—wno now sever

Two wild heaits whieli bound but to grett;

And then bound as the larlc from his low l)ed.

And sing as lie sings when on high,

When the sun o'er the earth liatli his glow shed.

And ]iis sjjlendour is broad in tlie sky.

The flush of thy elu;ok was as morning.

As her star, the swet t light in thine eyes.

To a heart wrapt in darkness deforming,

And tost in a tempest of sighs;

And I dreamed in a sleep, sweet to sadness,

As thy red lips in fancy J prest,

That that heart should beat high with noon's gladness,

And shou. I b-xsk in the beams of the west.

But lo ! ere the day-spring is dewless,

Ere the slirill lark's loud matin is o'er,

I look for thy form, but 'tis viewless,

For thy voice, but I hear it no more;

And Night with the boom of her beetles.

Dethrones Day witli the S(mgs of her birds,

There are death knells from shadowy stec pies,

And wailings too v/ild for all words;
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Atid I roam like some soul banned from blessing,

Amid scenes where joy's cup used o'er-brim,

And bcniocked of a pliantom caressing,

And the ghost of a conjugal hymn

;

There's a night in my heart past fate's scorning,

Since above it no morrow shall rise,

For the flush of thy cheek was my morning,

My day star, the light in thine eyes.

c\^^J~^

In ess,
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GOOD NIGHT.

(WBITTEN AT WINNIPEG, FEB., 1870, ON READING A LETTEK

IN WHICK HE WKITEK SAID : " ICH DENKE IMMEH

AN DICH.")

Good night ! rest craves this wearied brain,

Arid rest these eyes of mine

;

But lo ! they're wide awake again.

And looking into thine.

Thy glance sincere my fancy takes.

And every sense it thrills.

And o'er my heart thy cjilm smile breaks,

Like morning o'er the hills.

The wintry night, a summer light,

At thy approach doth show.

The raptured stars shine yet more bright,

More pure those banks of snow.

little room ! O shabby room !

That'st heard my sacred vow.

In splendours veil thy dingy gloom.

She's thinking of me now

!

1 know it ! By yon stars which roll

Bright sister lamps apart

!

The soul may strike thro' space to soul

;

Heart telephone to hear ;.
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O liuppy p.iiji I Conrtictiii;^ fjito!

To lovo wliat/a all divine,

And yet t<i have n«) t>ffering great,

To lay upon her shrine.

Away such tlnuights! 'tia vain to grieve

At sinallness of my sto/e.

For had I empire's dower to give,

I fitill would give t'lee more.

And had I more than empire's dower,

Still more I'd fain bestow,

Great Jove might lend me .til his power.

Yet my demands would grow.

Beyond the verge of mortal bounds

My heart's desires ex[)and.

Far—far - through wide eternal rounds.

I'd lead thee by the hand.

But that my bliss thy bliss could mar.

Did God this hour me show,

I'd face cold ways which know no star,

I'd dry my tears and go.

For may my years stand all accurst.

My Hag fall in the strife,

don't rate thy peace as first.

And love thee more than life.

Good night I thou'rt here—my heart throbs vouchj

Thy heart too sure must leap
;

Sweet ! bend thee o'er my wintry couch,

Anl khi t'liJO e/ii b> ^laep.
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A soixa.

April, September,

December, July,

This year's love who'll rememb«^r,

When next year's sun is high ?

But some hearts don't falter

As passing suns set,

And tho' thou'lt surely alter

I'll cling to thee yet.

O sweet ! how sweet we should have met !

sweet ! how sad I can't forget.

My vow I have broken

This heart thus let free,

And the passion outspoken

I cherish for thee.

Ah ! my years may grow dreary

And darker than jet.

And this soul still more weary

But I'll think of thee yet.

O sweet ! how sweet we should have met

!

O sweet ! how sad I can't forget

!
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The Cfnirago 18 sluikcn

That bowed to no blast,

And time has o'ortaken

My spirit at last.

But autumn may mellow.

The branch become Bcre,

The winter winds bellow

lint thou'lt still be dear

O sweet I how Bweet we Fhould have met

!

O sweet ! how Kad I can't forget

!

i
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BY THE SEA—A DREAM.

Where the wild se.i rolls up the sultry sand,

Methought we met

;

I marked the movements of the billows grand,

And eyes of jet.

On days of calm upon its placid breast,

Watch 'd the sunlight

:

And then my glance ujjon thy face would rest,

More calm, more bviglit.

When rose the moon above the slumberous sea,

I gazed, the while

Her sweet light raiii'd enchantment, then on thee

I look'd ; thy smile

Was sweeter than those magic beams ; my breath

Became a sigh.

Ah ! if in such an hour should come dread death,

'Twere sweet to die !

And then again, heart-glad, my laugh would break

As stirr'd by wine,

Or joyful news, to know that I could take

Thy hand in mine.

And feel I was not all unprized by thee,

To whom my soul

Tum'd strong, as turns the full stream to the sea.

The needle to the pole.
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A FEW BRIEF HOURS—HOW QUICK

THEY FLY.

A few brief houra- -how quick they fly

—

Our barks together bore.

Away I black clouds begrime the sky,

Go seek the safer shore.

For round my boat will billows foam,

Ahead will breakers roll.

Away ! who fain with me would roam

Must bear no shrinking soul.

I do not blame —I don't complain,

You should lie close and warm,

For me, I love the hurricane,

Am kindred with the storm.

Because my star's obscured from view,

Doubt fills your faltering breast

;

But my heart's needle still points true

;

To God I leave the rest.

Her sail fades o'er the whitening wave,

She sights her bowers of ease.

But round me soon will storms rave.

And rise great angry seas.

i '
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86 A FEW BRIEF HOURS.

The thunders crash —the lightnings flare-

The wild surge sweeps each mast—

But tho' my keel should plough the air,

I'll gain the goal at last.

Away ! who loves may follow me.

Hark to the canvas strain !

Away ! to win the argosy

That plows the distant main !
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A STAB.

A star—a star upon the sea,

A star so far so cold to me.

A star on snowy landscape bold, "|;

A star more near, a star less cold.

What could it mean that star for me

That once I saw down by the sea ?

VVliat may it bode that star so bright,

That glimmers 'cross the crusty white ?

I cannot tell : I only know,

It sweetly shines across the snow.

It may be but a passing gleam

Upon my life's sad-flowing stream

;

It may be Destiny's own glow

That beckons me across the snow.

I do not know.. I only feel

Its influence thro' my bosom steal,

And, as by magic, o'er me throw

A sense of Summer spite of snow.

li'
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FLO WEBS.

Sweeter than flowers, tenderer than d awns of June

Bedewed, is young and lovely womanhood,

When in her bosom vibrates every good,

And pity, truth and virtue make one perfect tune.

|.| !'

Ab pure as these I hoped that life would be,

But like a dream the fond hope disappears^

A glimmering ghost down vistas of dark years.

And heart bereaved I fly from thought to thee.
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NUMBERS.

A fow words all surcharged with deepest heart—
And all the fun and frolic die away.

I read your letters—all their charming play
Of wit but ciiuses bitter tears to st&rt.

Talk not of numbers—these are counted o'er,

And bear proportion. In my reckoning now
Is none like thee. From chin to dark-crown'd brow,

Thy face—love's cameo carved in memory's core.

Thy li(iuid laughter haunts like old world song,

And thro' my all too darkened days thy smiles.

Like sudden sunbeams in old dusky aisles,

Dispelling gloom, dispersing thoughts of wrong.

And come what may-you first and last must be;

The star that lingers when the rest have set;

A light of joy I never can forget;

A power that sways around me like the sea.

"'tl
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FAIiKirKLL

All the sorest pan<3'S that ever

I'reyod within my hosoiu's coll,

Were ;is nothiiij^ to the 8(»rrow

Of our lirat juul last farewell.

Hope was strong; hut hope is blighted
;

Her once briglit eyes dinini'd with tears;

And the shadow of her sorrow

Darkens o'er the coming years.

For tlio' lighter hjves have loiter 'd

Rrjuud the portal—by the wall

—

Tliine alone hath ever enter'd

In the lioliest (»f all.

No rapt devotee adoring

At some saint's ascetic shrine,

Needs to cherish feelings holier

Than for thee were ever mine

;

And perhaps here is the secret

That the spell has been so strong,

That you first woke noble feelings

That had slept too sound and long.
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FAIIKWELL.

Hut farowoll ! my heart is breaking,

Love, resolve may render less,

But that morning dawns in (hirkness,

I released from tendernesH.

So farewell I the j oor heart lingers

Near her dead—hangs o'er the bier

:

*' Draw her thence ; let go the funeral;

Slie is but a hinderanee here."

And the dead from sight is buried
;

Whips crack loud ; men g<» their ways;

But the mourner, in her chamber,

Weeps alone the weary days.

93
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77//; I.AXDLADrs DAUailTKIl

< 'Hjor jHit'ts niot't

'I'lu'ir iiiistiL'SB in u ^arilon,

W.iroring li.ij)|>y Howith,

Drist like Dolly Vaidoji
;

Minn's H hajipicr fate,

Makes ovf rv hour s<» tondor,

Kor .U'liiiio cleuns the yiato

Aiul toilets lip the fender.

< >, my an^Miish dire,

I'm Madder than Lord Lovoll,

Wht'ij 1 see her coax the fire,

And cuddle the old shovel;

My heart is full of wronj^'s,

That I never spoke her,

I'm jealous of tlie tongs,

I hate that rakish poker.

O, what joys must rest,

Where this hand would falter !

Blest rose upon her breast,

Thrice blest the beaded halter.

I would be that rose,

And tho' dry as rushes,

Rfy sap should gather power,

My leaves bloom b:ick her blushes

;

I
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V^ met, liov/ l>i;'he my laughter rang,

.Liul y>«urs fared fortli in Hparkliuir billows,

And thruugh the [learls and corals sang,

And ilushed beneath your eyelids' willows.

I. went, into ihc ni^;l.t, each star

Was bright as wlieii it glowed on Adam

;

I struck a ma! oh —lit my cigar,

And said : "VS.*, .so, I'll tlirt witl> Madam."

And llirt we did, nor did I fear

The witchery of those glancing eyes,

Would darken idl I then held dear,

•Make light all thiiigs I ought to prize;

My pulse was high, uiy heart was gay,

My purpose strong 'gainst all fate liurled
;

But now, old hopes no longer stay,

And you could lure me round tl>« world.

X
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Thus whatsoe'ur's romantic—wild

—

Js linked with culture high
;

You're now a fascinating child,

A woman by-and-bye
;

And if you'll take a bard's advice,

You'll watch o'er all you feel,

And guard your heart—that pearl of pricd-

Lest some boy should it steal

;

For tho' mythology is grey,

And Grecian gods rise never,

Yet trust me, love is love to-day,

And Cupid's spry as ever.

Four bloods within your being meet,

Four influences blend,

May every grace your young life greet,

Peace crown its happy end.

2—
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VALENTISE.

A Flora's head ; from eyes a shower

Of starlight over face and figure,

And in the mouth a sense of power,

And in the step a note of vigour.

Hair, blacker than the murkiest night

;

No pads, no friz—lynx-jyes may scan it ;

The forehead, a piece of lunar light.

Cut by an archway t>n white granite.

The column'd neck -but I must pause;

My senses reel -what if 1 lose 'em!

Old Hogarth's line—sweet beauty's Laws

Are folded in that ample bosom.

A form—no angel's—rather hers

Who came with Neptune's sunny spray lit,

We'd swear, or else my judgment errs,

If you had wings to fly away with.

We met, once in the busy street,

And once when dancing ruled the season;

We did not danc<3—but yet your feet

Bore me along in spite of reason.

And so T sit to-day and weave

This little wreath of careless rhyming,

And half I joy, and half I grieve.

To know my name's beyond divining.



VALENTINE.

As one might sing to some sweet star

Upon the young night's forehead glowing,

I sing to you, so near—so far— ,

Hold on your radiant course unknowing.
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TO MRS. COBBETT.

In other days when lovo was king,

Betimes I learned to woo,

And whoso asked me then to sing,

Could have a stave or two.

But now my Muse is lumpish grown,

And laughs at Cupid's token,

And my poor heart- -'tis but a stone,

So hard- -though often broken.

Thus as I pondered deep to-day,

And for invention panted,

Mj' Muse grew bright as any fay,

Enchanting and enchanted !

And from her lips such music stole,

As never on this orb yet

Was heard, I cried :
" My Muse ! my soul !"

My Muse! 'Twas Mrs. Corbett.

-3^1^^
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TO G

Of ladies gay, in vorsca brief,

I've sung and taen the early rose,

And asked of every dewy leaf,

What eould its tender tints disclose

More fair than those which, ruby bright,

Glowed on young cheeks, n<nv red now fainter,

Until they merged in lily white,

Which shamed tlie snow, defied the painter.

But when I fain would sing of thee.

In vain my midnight lamp I burn.

Nor rose, nor wild anemone

Will serve my dainty Muse's turn;

She spreads h(;r airy wings afar.

And bathes in stellar dews her crest,

And then you glow that loveliest star

Which diamonds young Aurora's breast.

oul !"
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it

A PBOTOGRArH.

A photograph adorns iny i com

Two sweet young faces there,

Thank God, no tyrant speaks my daom-

To say which is more fair

—

a i
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/ ASKED SWEET LOVE.

I asked s eet love,

Where we should incct,

And greet,

Secure from slij)8 ?

On earth beneath, in heaven above ?

He answer'd (juick with <[uivering wings,

That perfumed zephyrs stirr'd around,

All crisp with spray from springs

Of tears,

Deep laid in rapture s heart profound,

Long gathered in immemorial years:

*' We'il meet, sir, on your lady's lips."

^;:;^2:^



( lOG )

THE YOL'NG BHUiE.

Wo three talk'd of lier ycsterdjiy;

Ilei" fatlur iiiul her mother,

And he wh(» writes this little lay,

In heart a kind of brother.

Her gentle beauty, art ha<l placed

Upon the shelf before us,

And all the gifts her soul that graced,

Like sunniier lights ])lay'd o'er us.

We thought wo raw her there the while,

Kecall'd each i)layful saying.

The archnci-.K in i\u: mouth's sweet stnilo,

IMie luunour round it playing;

The universal love that met

Her kiiul hear;-, oiilwnrd going.

The cheerfulness wliioli never set.

The charlt}- ever-flowing.

%\

How many a time wliile nnisic roll'd.

And twang'd the saucy fiddle,

NVe two sat on the stair, and told

A story or a riddle;

(h" lauglied -no scornful laugh—at those

Who bill'd and coo'd around us;

The music stopp'd— then up we rose,

The slight bond burst that bound us.

I' I
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Oh ! all her gracious ways that day

As we three talk'd together,

Came like the smell of new-mown hay,

Or of the blossom'd heather,

l^pon the hearts of those three friends

:

Two knew her all her past years.

While he who here a mourner bends,

But knew her these few last years.

But, who that knew her, months or years,

Could hear that death had taken

So sweet a soul, nor let hot tears

Show that his soul was shaken ?

'J'ho spouseless spouse ! Let fall the veil :

Hush : hush ! That ground's too holy !

( ) Youth ! O Death ! O tragic tale

!

Young widower bending lowly !

To think of yesterday, and all

The gladsome memories swelling,

And now for that young life the pall.

The HKOurnful church-bell knelling !

Toll out sad notee, but also sweet;

Let hope our sorrow leaven
;

She is not dead; tho' here we meet

No more: we'll meet in Heaven,
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^-^i^-v®^-



( 108 )

i I

THE PRA YEU.

Ttill me did he hear thuo maiden /

Did he grant thy gentle prayer V

Does he rest the heavy laden ?

Is there balm for wounding there ?

Beyond voids no science bridges,

Beyond suns no glass can sight,

Beyond calm eternal ridges,

Casting shadows infinite,

Where he dwells in vast seclusion,

Which not fancy's wing can reach.

Does he heed the fond illusion.

That he recks man's feeble speecli i

Say, did bright-robed angels flutter

O'er thy young form bending there ?

Did some voice mysterious utter,

Sure responses to thy prayer?

f \

Angels bright-robed may have flutter'd

O'er me bowed in sorrow there.

But no voice mysterious utter'd

Aught responsive to my prayer.
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Only in my heart I felt where

Softly Jesus gently stirred,

And around me as I knelt there,

All the eftluonce of the Word.

Vos, Lo)d ! coarse sense failed t.. hwir rh»c

Sense made dull by sin's black wine,

Yet my (J(jd 1 knew thee near me,

And my spirit touched by thine.

I (HI
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MASKS AND FACES.

The features of the fairest face

Are little more than signs,

And but of ugliness the mask,

If they don't find their highest task,

In tailing of a higher grace

That in the soul's face shines.

Bright eyes of blue, or grey, or jet,

Or lovelier still thine own,

(irow dim as chambers of the night.

If they're not fed with living light,

A mental sun which cannot set.

Till life's red leaves are blown.

And when those leaves are scatter'd wide.

The frost-bit branches sere,

The garden one cold wint'ry scene.

The abounding rose but what has been,

The lily fair but what has died,

And all is bleak and drear
;

O ! in that de&ert hour—what then ?

Let beauty mourn ; that glass,

Which of its lot could one day brag,

But renders back a wrinkled hag

;

Let genius know for other men

His wand was made and pass.
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But whither ? () the cruel gods

Whose silent wheels sweep past

!

Rest! rest brave heart—the sliudows grow.

And cold and colder lies the snow,

And soft and s;)fter press the sods,

And y<ju liave j eace at last.

What niatteis imw vde Slander's hissing ?

The veiionid deadly dart ?

Tliat heads grew drunk to gaze on forms,]

Which since have jiroved cold joints for worms ?

Tliat lips were red for kissing,

That heart beat wild for heart ?

What thoughts built uj) the soul, wliat made

The music of the breast

—

This, this alone concerns you now,

And Beauty's smile, and Fame's hirge brow

Are but as wiles of a-omc wild jade,

^Vh(Jse su;ile's a couunon pest.

t
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HYGIEA,

O shining mistress of the pure and strong !

Crown'd with May blossoms, sun-lit thy blue eye—
Cans't thou forgive my wanderings, oft and long,

From thy firm bosom where the bold may lie,

Nor fear the guilty pinion hovering nigh ?

Fill, fill the wine cup ! Drink, drink fathoms deep !

Crown you with garlands, roses dewed with wine ?

Hence carking care ? Be banished gentle sleep !

Let Revel dance, gay wit's glad lightnings shine,

And laughter grow more loud with night's decline.

The sun is up ; the perfumed landsciij>e glows
;

The streams go silvering.' thro' the meadows green;

The golden mist o'er all things glory throws,

A thousand floweis breaihe incense round their queen

Whose white and red make mock of beauty's sheen.

Ah ! my blithe reveller, where now art thou ?

Thy beaming eye, quick wit, wild laughter's swell?

That eye is dull, dark gloom nods on thy brow.

Thy heart sways sadly, thy hot brain's a hell.

And e'en the wine has lost its quick'ning spell.

O shining mistress of the pure and free I

No more I'll quit thy strong insi)iring hand,

Nor shun to joy with thee on life's great sea.

Whereon we'll sail, nor fear the fateful strand,

Where mid blanch'd bones the chanting Sirens stand.
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THE CHAIUTABLE NfCUrT SHIRT.

I once went fur to iej

Some maids with whom I might flirt;

They weve bent on charity,

And proposed to make a night shirt,

For the good of some good cause,

Orphans or such weak chickens
;

I'd have ordered without pause.

If the cause were ut the dickens.

I called agiin— to know
Of that work my ears were itchin',

When tlie ladies, quite aglow.

Told me all about the stitchin'.

How 'twas cut out by one,

Its full length undiminished,

How the gussets they were done,

And how t!ie whole was finished.

The coals were waxing low,

And fainter the fl;';mes' flashes
;

Like my hot youth's fervid glow,

What was once fire nijw was ashes.

I began to scratch my head.

Like some posed and puzzled varmint—
And I thouglit, I'll go to bed,

And try on the new garment.
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Scarce got boncatli thu cLjfchoa,

My hand beneath my head, sir,

Fixed for a night's rejjose

—

When I S2)ran*^ clean out of bed, sir.

What was wrong ? O patience i)lcaso

—

Every fibre was a-twitchin';

Those gussets stung like bees,

And lika wasps the dainty stitchin'.

To pull it off I tried,

But it hugg'd me close, oppressive;

And, while struggling, I espied

A sweet face most expressive;

And a form ! -I chink, I swore

I ne'er saw aught so splendid—
She but said: " You'll sleep no more,

Your nights of rest are ended."

And she smiled— gods ! how she smiled !

And how her black eyes glistened !

From my pangs I was beguiled,

As to that voice I listened.

I stooped to kiss her hand,

White as milk fresh from a dairy,

She drew back with curtsy bland,

And then vanish'd like a fairy.

And now I never sleej),

And I'm tortur'd as I told, sir,

And I think I sometimes weep,

With longing to behold her;
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But from her I'm exiled,

That maid witli face bewitchin';

And the gussets drive me wild.

And I'm madden'd by the stitchin'.

«|^
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AN HUSH FAIR.

SU(iOESTBD BY THE PEASAiNT.s' SONG IN " FAUST.

Now Paddy to the dancing flew,

His shirt was clean, his necktie new.

And Peggy's gown and face were beaining;

Beneath tlie canvas every spark

Was gay as dewy morning's lark,

Yukheh ! Yukheh

!

Yukheizah ? heizah I heh !

The fiddle sticks were screaming.

And Phelim aidled up to Proo,

And round her waist his arni drew,

The spalpeen sure was ravin';

The modest colleen jumped aside.

Half crimson with offended pride,

Yukheh ! Yukheh !

Yukheizah ! heizah ! heh !

Now don't be misbehavin'.

But at his smile offence takes flight.

They dance to left, they dance to right,

Their hand" their hips are clutching;

They grow quite red, they grow quite warm,

Then on they Avander arm in arm,

Yukheh : Yukheh

I

Yukheizah! heizah! heh!

'Neath the tre js their lips are touching.
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Come, ct)mo, sir, be not quite so bold,

Or you shall fiinl that I can scold,

This is the way of men's betrayin';

He comes the blarney, utters vows.

And on they roam neath blossomed boughs,

Yukheh ! Yukheh !

Yukheizah ! heizah I heh !

And far from crowds the two are straying.

,';
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THE noBIN AND THE WORM.
I.!'!

H!

Timo -the Queaii'a Birth Itiy; Place —the hill,

I watch'd a robin ply his bill.

I 'To see him operate 1 turned

From visions half-divine. 1 spurned

The sprayed white thunder of the falls,

The mountains robed in misty palls,

Quite Turneresque—that made them seem

Like things which rise up in a dream;

The circles of foam on the river's breast

Hurrying on to its Ocean rest;

The bowery green c er the Lover's Walk;

A curious, delicious, fortuitous talk

With a pretty girl, drest in jn-int;

No critic had said :
" There's nothing in't."

Like May with apple blossoms crown'd.

She was tall and fresh and slim and round

;

Nor rose, nor rose bud—but just between ;

The Venus de Milo at seventeen.

From her dainty hat—past the full white neck-

Down to her waiiit—like a mountain beck

—

Fell a stream of dark brown hair.

She had moreover a certain air

Of being a saint. She carried a missal,

And looked as demure as a Pauline epistle.

I talked of the greyish tint of the skies,

But thought of the tint of her deep blue eyes.

\'l
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I c.'irelcs.'.ly Ruid: "The City of Hull

Looks oiMjity of life;'- I^ut my htvirt was full.

r uotcJ tho youth on Iht cheeks Uuit shone,

And vsiglied to tliiiik my youth was ^onc.

I miirked the cross oti h(!r ho.-iving breast,

The eiiibleni of suffering in beautiful rest.

Years ago in okl St. Ouen,

The finest church ii> Norman Rouen,

I used to njcot a girl like tliis;

In tlie churcli we'd pray and outside we'd kiss.

8he was deej^ly concern'd for my future stiite;

I was absorbLxl in a nearer date.

We visited the churches old and (juaint.

And paused at the shrine of many a saint.

One day when leaving St. Maclou I told her.

For nio to love her, and to behold her,

Were one and tlie same; she blushed and said

Nothing whatever, but hung her head.

We met so often ! I drank lier smiles,

While the mgan ndl'd thro' the lonely aisles,

In hours of practice, when tlie artist's hand

Made eveiy nook of tlie buikiing giund

Tremble with sonorous harmony,

Now sweet as srreajus and now strong as the sea.

I saw her last behind the grill

Of a convent.

Now for that robin's bill.

He moved about the lay/ol green.

As stately aa some youthful queen,

Or some sweet dame at Rideau Hall,

Who with His "Ex" leads off the hall.
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Ho'd now rulire, Jiiul now ivdviiuco,

You'd think ho prat'tisod soniu t)ld danoo.

At length he stood stmight on the l.-iwn,

And moved his hu;id just liko Sir .lolni.

As the old 8t:vto.sni;vn eyes a papor,

Propar'd by IJLiku to nuvko him caper,

The robin eyed an opening where

A worm enjoyed the morning air.

" The ijuestion is shall tlois hill pass ?"

He said, ami drove it in the grass.

He drew it back; the jnize was won.

Said I: " That's not unlike Sir John."

He tugged, and pulled, and strained about.

And now he had nine inches out,

But still the twelve-inch worm i)rofound.

Like bold debater held his ground.

The robin tugg'd and tugg'd; leaned back;

I thought his little thighs woidd crack.

A long, long i)ull, and I could see,

Like some young fool t>f high degree.

The worm was done ft>r—being free.

Said I: " The way you've drawn your worm,

Is not unlike the Premier's form."

But here it seems the likeness ends.

If of the robin's foes or friends

I cannot say, but can avow,

A little bird, from neighbouring bough,

Had watch'd the robin at his toil.

Silent he watch'd, nor did he spoil,
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By !\ distrjiutin^' iioto, the will

With which that lobin pliotl his bill.

liut wlien the arduous job wus over,

ile darted ([uickly from his cover,

And, without Hutter of wings or [>anso,

He took the worm from «mt the jaws

Of tlio tired robin, who look'd dazed,

And stood a moment (juite amazed.

Then slowly, sadly flew away,

Said I: '• Ah that'.H not like John A."

But 'tis like many a mother's son;

We work, we strive; the prize is won ;

But when we come to claim the i)romise,

Some Jacob's ta'en the blessing frc>m us.

The rythmic toiler earns his i>ay,

VVhich watcliful cunning bears away.

From musing thus, V turn'd to see

A fellow, who'd l)een making a bobbin.

Had taken my girl, and treated me,

As the sparrow had treated the robin.

<.)ttawa. May 28th, 1884.

121

^S^ -C>—
••



( 122 )

liKdlNA:

Vorsos supposed tu bo roclrr-fl on Victoria Sti'ot't, I«i the yc:»r of (he

C.Wy A. U. (J. 22.

A pleasant city on a boiuulk'.ss plain,

Ai'Dund rich lajid where i»eace and plenty reiyn;

A legal camp, the [U'ovince wifidoni's li<»nie, •

A rich cathedral, learning's splendid donio;

A teeming mart, wide streets, broad s([uarea, bright flowers,

A marble figure whence a fountain showers -

What city's this? A gentle princess, famed

For happy genius, it Regina named.

Its youth—(though born beneath a hai>i)y star)—

Was stormy, and each cur, from near and far,

Bark'd at the town; each ribald loudly talked,

Hirelings—projectijrs whose vile ])^ins were balked.

They lied, they swoi-e; loud was the .v-aseless bray;

* The WintilpeK r/wu'.s of January 3fd, 1881, liad a pooni headed
"Pile of Bones " by Fiituro.

"What mounds are those, carefully ploughed around?
Some huntei's' graves or Indian burial fj:r'mnd?
Not so, my friend—some twenty yearn {;;(>ne by,
A town spranir up rijjfht here where y(Ui and I

Now stand, which first as I'ile of Honed was known."

And the writer went on to abuse the water, etc. At the time one of

the foremost writers in C.marla was cdiiiiif^ the Times, and was sup-

posed to have penned tho ver^e^. I did not think th'Mn worth answer-

ing, but on entering a store on IJrctad SI Ciit, a i^cutleman suggested I

should answer them. I ther ?upr»n took uji a pen and wrote the above

impromptu. One of the propheeies is fulfll'.ed—but I hope the Free

Pi'ess and Snn may long flourish, even though they should continue

to be ray bitter enemies.
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Ktt^jitiaiiM Hiuiled RugiiiH hold her way,

The whilu imdiicurH [)uriHhud ono by one.

And fato o'ertocik each guilty mother's son.

Failing to blued the tenderfoot, they bled

ThoMiMelvos, or like their Hires by hempen thre,'t»l

Expired; and Winnipeg the city where

They lived and died, soon perished like a pear

That had the yellows. Long the Times is dead;

The Su.n has set; the Free, HrcHs' days are fled;

The lot of one wild scribbler stands ahme;

The gods in anger turned him into stone,

And by an inmy Ned called "divilish quare,"

Made him a fountain in Regina's square,

And there ho stands -no wonder you're anmsed--

Spouting the water he so oft abused.
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IN MtJMORY OF A BINNEB,.

1:

AUnUK.SSED TO THE LATE HON. J. B. PLUMB.

In other days round classic boards, T met

With those whose young brows bore the laurel, pure

From stain. Talking of art and strong to andure

All things, we felt youth's star could never set.

The wine I spurn now like an anchoret,

But oft from out the past I fain would lure

The joyous wit, the impromptu portraiture,

The high philostwhies which haunt me yet.

Fresh a3 those you gave us for a whet,

Apicius sent cool bivalves to his friend

In Parthia. Many millions would he spend

On feasts colos?;:;]; but I'd make a bet

Thau yours a choicer did he never get,

And higlier our young wits did ne'er ascend.

Ottawa, March 7th, 1884.

S'^®^!
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FRIENDSHIP.

Sweeet is the moon above old English trees,

And sweet her liglit on dewy velvet lawns,

And sweet her pallid sliado in purple dawns,

And passing sweet her sheen on languid seas.

O'er sleeping kine on broad-extending leas,

Dispersed o'er the darkling green like pawns,

Her light is sweet, and sweet when deep down yawns
The abyss, or whitens far wide prairies.

So friendship w hcreso'er we go is sweet

;

Whate'er of loss or triumph we may share;

Whatever we endure, or do, or dare;

Nor can fate all be dark, if round our feet

Its rays are shed; however 'mersed in care,

Fieauty and Peace amid life's shadows meet.

'^p-
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TO E-

Historic lights athwart thy brow are cast

;

And while I gaze on thee, from night's profound,

Bright forms, starry crown 'd, come crowding round,

Their lucid outlines gleaming thro' the past.

'Twas with such eyes, the sorceress of Nile

Ambition charmed to rest in CjBsar's heart,

And if Scotch Mary, playing foulest part.

Subdued men's reason, Lwas with such a smile.

See that thy beauty be no fatal dower,

Nor dull the heart, nor deaden the swift mind

—

Beauty,—not certain for a single hour,

—

The dazzling bird of youth no cord can bind:

To-day his luring lithe enchantments shower

Divinity; to-raorro^v he's far down the mocking wind.

!
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SIM JOHN MACLOKALJi, G. C. B.

<U.MPOSEI> IX TIJE OPERA HOISK, -,OK(,.NTO, TEC. ]?, 1884.

The child „f love nnd power and fume you came,
An Emnire's nnishine on y.,ur chiPsic brow;

You came to meet, a i)eoi)k''K Jo.id acclaim-
Tlie miglity future's nuin.mr g.-iiiust the now:

Ami when tliat tide shall rise, witli myriad sound,
Bearing imperial hopes up,.,, its breast,

Laving full ma,iy a margent city-crown 'd,

Keflocting many a moimtain's airy crest;

'Ihen, like some beacon-l>earing headland, you
Shall tower on high, far seen ac-oss tlie l)lue.

To you, thro' hi},sing years, shall turn the eyes
Of those who fain would read the statesnian's chart,

And learn, when torrents roar and tempests rise,

To steer with wary hand and jday a patri<.t's part.

Nip-
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LADY MACDONALD.

And now as fair a task, for T would sin^?

Of one whose purpose does not falter; one

Whose name with his .shall down the centuries ring.

And grow more bright with each recurring sun.

Ah ! dearer far than star a ([ueen can dower,

And dearer than tlie people's loud acclaim,

A noble woman's welcome, and the power

Her touch can give, whose life is void of blarno.

f

Ji!

We build men statutes; did but Justice speak,

She'd say: Do likewise for those gentler lives,

Who hid away from public gaze, but seek

The selfless guerdon won by faithful wive«--

To do all love can do, all patience can.

And be the day-star of the work-worn, weary man.

\
-'
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A ainUSTMAS CARD,

The snowy waste all wild and wide.

The bli>:;5ard bellows on its way.

I see this card— the world's all May,

And you are sitting by my side.

This heart was icu an liour n"o

Now all the springs of feeling flow,

As 'mid the dance I see you glide,

While gay wait/ nmsic hlls the air;

Or 'neath the moon—a happy pair -

We walk, nor care what may betide.

My hoarb swells glad with vanished bliss.

All, all before my fancy rise

—

Your low sweet voice—your violet eyes-

Your lips^ —your thrice perfervid kiss.

qi^~
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ABSENT.

Fair as tho beauteous uioniiiig's golden beam

That glowing steals o'er dewy perfum'd flowers;

You come and linger in sad f;uicy's dream,

And happy pain beguiles the tt)rtur'd hours,

T think you present—then my heart is glad;

I know you absent—then I fain would fly

To where you are —but must not—so I'm sad

—

And rai)tare dies; iny soothest song's a sigh.

The chains of love are round me; I must love;

I cannot if I would, I would not free

Myself from his delightful slavery.

Affection rears a prison round, above

My thought, and on the boundless, trackless sea.

Thy bondsman still, I'd still be thrall to thee.

3--£
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A PRAHUE DA WN—IN SUMMER.

A dull grey dawn was followed by a heaven
Of faint blue tint, with i)illovvy clouds rolled high
Against the concave. Soon the sun, a mass
Of white and dazj^ling light was seen. Seen ! No:
You look'd, and turn'd, and blinding shadows played
Before your eyes. For he had stolen behind
Great steely belts of vapour; gave no sign

Save some few yellow-crimson touches near
The horizon pale, which ])roved no herald rays,

But legacies of his eclipsed glory.

The clouds grew brighter, shone more pearly-white;

The horses stood but half awake, nor fed;

Lazily, languidly they switched their tails.

U[) from the prairie rose the myriad songs

Of birds. The bull-frog's plaintive note was heard
In pauses of the various melody.

The long legged night-hawk ran along the track

And uttered his harsh -grating cry. The air

Was cool and balmy, odorous with scent

Of grass and flower. I sat me down to read.

My eyes I raised at intervals to watch

Put on a subtler polish the bright clouds.

Three Indians clad iu cast-off cloLhes of whites.

All lank and dirty, listless, came and sat

A short way off. Towards seven the sun grew hot

And made one long for branching bowery trees,

With their cool shadows and their murmurin"' leaves.
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THAN.SLATJON OF COKrilKS DEU KOKNIG
JN TllULK

In Thule lived a noLlu king,

All faithful to tliu gravo;

Uiin, dying, his love—O, sacred thing I

A g»»lden bcakiir gave.

More prized than all his wealth beside,

He drained it every nieal;

Ekxch time he <iujifi'ed its rosy tide.

The tears began to steal.

And when death elainied him as his slave,

His towns he reekoned up,

All to his heir he gladly gave.

But not that golden cup.

A rich, right voyal feast f<>r all

His faithful knights made ho.

There in his high, ancestral hall.

In his castle by the sea.

And there the aged tojier rose;

He drinks life's last glad glow,

And then the sacred cup he throws

Into the waves below.

He sees it fall, fill, disappear

Beneath the deep, deep sea,

Then closed his eyes without a tear.

And no more a drop drank he.

[

I
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YOVNG CANADA.

M^ M''h.w"lNnf •' 'n'"" u'"^ r'""r'
'^^ ^-^^'•' "«« and the T^ak,..

A youthful ginnt, gold.jii Imired,

VN'iMi fo.irlesa f..rohn;ul, oyo of bliio,

And l;irgo and clear its frosty deaths,

\Nitli tire within its .hirkn'ing hue.

His spear which dwurfs the tallest {)ine,

Is hound around with yo'h w i^rain,

His shiidd is ricli in varied scenes,

To right and left loud r.>avs the main.

A-top eternal snow is piled;

Bright chains of lakes flash down through w<kxJ8
Now bhuik, now green, now goW, now fire,

Touched by the season's changing moods.

He dreanieth of unborn times;

Witli manhood V, thoughts his mind is braced;

He'll teach tlie world a lesson yet,

And wit't tlie mightiest must bo placed.

Heaven's best star his footstojjs quido !

Oive him to know what's truly great

!

Not wealth ill-got or ill-enjoyed;

For power—no thrall to lust or hate;
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But equal hourt -tho tliirst for truth—
A mind stronj^ to produoo und pry

—

Thu lovo of mill — tlio gynorous huat

That mvko3 tho huro Lilad to die I

If puro in purpose as he'.s stron;|,

Nothing of danger need lie fear;

But better far than base success,

To ride on an untimely bier

But fear bo huslied ! (Jood omens beckon;

Who counselled wrong will soon be far.

Beyond the hill a voice is calling,

Its notes ring clear above the jar

Of passing strifes and paling [jassions—
Hell's wild battle 'mid mortal graves;

And with it, hark ! the great bass mingles

Of Atlantic .and Pacific waves:

;li

" Not Scotch, nf)r Irish, French, nor Saxon,

But all of these and yet our own

;

There are no beaten paths to greatness;

Who'd scale those heights must climb alone.

leme's heart, compact of joy

And sorrow, wealth of feeling brings;

France, sweetness for each word and act

—

The gaiety that ever sings.

From Scotland, thrift and strength you borrow

—

John Knox's strength and Burns' liberal heart;

The Saxon breadth and compromise

Shall lend; but you tho larger part
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YOUXO CANADA.

Of your own doatiny mush l>o;

Yours to direct- you U^ht tlio tiro—

Tho Htiiuiatirig .soul's your gift,

For all f.iir things tho high dosire."

Tho voico dies o'or the dews of morning,

Whidi round him glitter while sh;idows flee,

Bright concord he.uns from shore to shore,

Glad union peals from sea to sea

!

April, 1878.

i;i6
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FOnWARD.

Whd Bnu;;n slio's l)ut j; colony—
No n.-itioiuil apirit tlioio;

Raco JiUci'oiico.s, fiiction's foudii

Ucr llay to tivttora tour 'I

WliuL li.ico o'ci' tliooo fjiiowy jiliiins ?

VVlial; lloutd Ihu Western ^ky'i

Wliencti oa tlio virj^in wliitu thoiio stainH ?

Wliubu is that crimson dyo '\

Re^tf.'lH(>n'« c^nsifrTi Mots tlu) Miie,

And 111 'Vf^ its fretwork <5old,

AikI nt'.'U' llioso at;uiis of ct ha^ioIl hue,

Cnn.adijui hearts Ho cold.

Anot!i'ji' -jiulg". I Truini'-jts ring 1

A yoiuu til is flag upholds;

iAiid li) ! ftoni every side men spring

And r;in}4e beneath its folds.

Nor raci}, nor creed, the patri(it''j sword,

Nt)r faction blunts to-day.

"Iforward for Canada !" 's tJie word,

And, eager for the fray,

Our youth press on and carpers shame.

Their bearing bold and hi[^',h,

For this young nation's peaco and fame.

Ready to do or die.

J
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They coiuo from liaiiilol and from tnv/u.

From hill nml wood ari'l {^lii-lc,

From wlioru j^n-ut |)h1;i'.-('h look (K.wn

Oil HtruuLs tliafc r(,;ir wil,h tiiulu;

Fr(;>u wlionco by (loo uu<I rocky h.ir,

Tho AtliinU'.s hoKl in cli.;ik;

From whero WolCus glory, liko a aUr,

Sliincs down on old Quebec;

From where Mount Royal rises iivoud

O'er (^arfcier's cify fair;

From whuro rh-nidioro with Mmndercloiid,

Flin<,'s hi'jli its ; :„,ko in air
;

From pleasant cities rich and old

Tliat gem Oiitirio'g g]j,,j.y.

From whore iNii-ara's awfid plun.'e

Makes its eternal roar
;

From each now town, just sprung to life,

Mid flowery prairies wide;

From wliere first Riol kindled strife

To Calgary's rajud tide

Upon tho field, all rancour healed.

There's no discordant hue;

The Orange niarc!ies with the Green,

The Rouge beside tho Bleu.

One purjiose now fires every eye,

Rebellion foul to slay,

" Forward for Canada !" 's tho cry,

And all are one to-day.

i:i7
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A ,SOi\(} OF CANADA.

Columbia growls.

We care not. we,

We are young and strong and free.

The storm-defying oak's great sap

Swells in the twig.

A breath of power stirs round us from each sea,

And, big with future greatness.

Our hearts beat high and bold,

Like growing seas that smite the cliffs to dust.

You cannot make us blench.

The sons of freemen we, we must be free.

Heroic milk is white ujion our gums

Where lion's teeth will grow;

You cannot make us fear;

With rythmic stej) wc move on to the goal.

A n&tion's destiny is bright

Within our eyes,

Deep-niirroj-'d in heroic will;

The future yoais Lke Banqu^'s issue pass:

A crown is there.

No tinsel crcwn < f Kii'<;s, no bauble;

A peo^'k 'fj t( vcreign will,

The crown of n);'j;l;()< d in its noblest use.

Freedom, men \s» :il.y cf Itr ^reat reward.



A SUNG OF CANADA. i;jj

ii&,

Let the wolf growl,

The lion 8 whelp is undisumyed.

A better part the child of W ushiiigton

Might \)h\y to d;vy

—

To shun tlie jeiiJousies, and shame the p-eed,

Which deluged eartli with blood;

To reach n sister's hand,

To hold the faith which yet will rule,

That nations may be great and near,

Live Biile by side, and yet

Keep adauifiiitiiic muzzles on the beagles of the gravt>,

And with the glance of Justice strike

Fell .Slaughter dead.

Let the wolf iiowl.

Look to the West,

And note the giant's strides;

Then turn from feasts of hell,

From mumbling- bones of faction,

And sw(H!p bacli: to obscure night,

The bat-like lives,

Whose wings are i lade in dark coiiuption's loom.

Bestial mediocrities,

Whose ey(is blear at the light,

And through the facred edihce of (Hir hopes,

Wherein they surgly bnild,

Hold erring flight.

And mock the spirit of the mighly fane,

And stain with ordure

The altar-cloth of Liberty.
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O Canada ! My country !

What is there thou might'st not do

If truth and honour guide thy steps ?

Arise ! To-day thy need is men !

Men full of all lore,

And master of this too,

Men of brain and heart and will,

Men who scorn base lucre's lures;

Men of such breed, where are they 1

Factions which keep thy pocket lean,

And torture fact,

And blind thine eyes to truth,

Repress the wise.

But many a one true as the great of old

Is thine.

Awake I Thou drowsing child of destiny !

Awake ! Escape from clinging phantasms,

Soar free from shams and shibboleths.

To tind thy kingly men—thy greatest need;

Thy first of duties

To hear and hearken to the voice of truth.

Columbia, crying out like Rome

And echoing Cato,

Touch with the present must forego,

Losing to-day she'll lose to-morrow too.

But thou— -draw into all thy life

The genius of the time;

0<^ Justice, Truth; Court Honour's smile;

Then mayest tliou laugh at threats,

And win a happier, greater fate



A SONG OF CANADA.

Than owned tlio empires of the past,

In i)almiest days of power.

Awake
! the dawn is tripping on the hills;

The day's at hand;

I 8P6 «, nation young, mature, and free,

Step down the mountain side,

To take her proud place in the fields of time,

And thou art she !

September, 1888.

m
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