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When men unto their noblest rise,
Alike for ever see their eyes;

Trust us, grand England, we are true,
And, in your noblest, one with you.

TO

THAT SUBLIME CAUSE,

The UWnion of dAdankind,

WHICH
THE BRITISH PEOPLES,
IF THEY ARE TRUE TO THEMSELVES AND COURAGEOQOUS IN THE
FUTURE AS THEY HAVE BEEN IN THE PAST,
WILL TAKE TO BE
THE REASON OF EXISTENCE OF THEIR EMPIRE;
AND
TO THE GLORY OF THOSE PEOPLES IN THE
SERVICE OF MAN;

THIS BOOK IS

Deodicated.



CONTENTS.

PAGE

INTRODUCTION ’ . . . ; i xx1

ENTRY OF THE MINSTRELS  ““7The Masque of Minstrels” xxxix
ARTHUR J. LOCKHART.

I.—THE IMPERIAL SPIRIT.

HasTINGS : : “ Merlin, and Other Poenis” 3
JouN READE.

ADVANCE OF THE EMPIRE ; : . Jubilee Poemn 5
MARY BARRY SMITH.

CanNADA TO ENGLAND . : ; : : : vk
ANONYMOUS.

EMPIRE FIRST . . . : . ‘ : 10
JouN TALON-LESPERANCE—*‘¢ LACLEDE.”

THE CANADIANS ON THE NILE . ; ; ¢ Poems” II
WiLLiaM WYE SMITH.

II. -.THE NEW NATIONALITY.

DoMINION DAY : . : : ; ; 15
“ FIDELIS.”

CANADA . 5 . . . ““In Divers Tones” 18
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.



vili CONTENTS.

THE CONFUSED DAWN . “ Thoughts, Moods, and Ideals”
WiLLiaM Douw LIGHTHALL.

NaTioNAL HYMN ; ¢ Thoughts, Moods, and ldeals”
WiLriaM Douw LIGHTHALL.

Frou ¢’85”
BARRY STRATON.

SoNG FOR CANADA . . .
CHARLES SANGSTER.

HERE'S TO THE LAND . . . . ¢ Poerns”
WirLrLiaMm WYE SMITH.

CANADA NOT LAST ; ¢ Thoughts, Moods, and Ideals”
WiLriaMm Douw LIGHTHALL.

AN ODE FOR THE CANADIAN CONFEDERACY ¢ 772 Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

CoLLECT FOR DOMINION DAy . . ““In Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

III.—THE INDIAN.

A BLOOD-RED RING HUNG ROUND THE MOON
Joun E. LocaAN—*‘¢ BARRY DANE.”

THE DEPARTING OF CLOTE SCARP . I Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

CHANGE ON TUE OTTAWA . . . “Marguerite”
GEORGE MARTIN,

From ““ TECUMSEH.”-—AcT 1., SCENE 2
CHARLES MAIR,

THE ArcTIiCc INDIAN’S FAITH . . . ¢ Doeins ™
THoMAS D’ARCY MGEE.

PAGE
21

22

24

27

28

30

32



CONTENTS.

TAAPOOKAA: A HURON LEGEND ; . Hesperus?”
CHARLES SANGSTER.

THE CAUGHNAWAGA BEADWORK-SELLER . .
WiLLIAM Douw LIGHTHALL.

THE INDIAN’S GRAVE . ; : . . .
BisHop GEORGE JEHOSAPHAT MOUNTAIN,

WAHONOMIN. —INDIAN HYMN TO THE QUEEN “‘Soul’s Quest”
FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT.

WABANAKI SONG . . . . .
77. CHARLES G. LELAND.

WABANAKI SONG . . . . . .
77. CHARLES G. LELAND,

CAUGHNAWAGA SONG . s ; y
77. JOHN WANIENTE JOCKS.

IV..THE VOYAGEUR AND HABITANT.

THE OLD REGIME . . . Song of Welcome”
Mgs J. F. W. HARRISON—-‘* SERANUS.”

MALBROUCK . . . . . 0ld Chanson
77. WILLIAM M‘LENNAN.

A La CLAIRE FONTAINE . . . 0ld Chanson
77. WILLIAM Douw LIGHTHALL.

EN ROULANT MA BOULE i : . 0ld Chanson
77. WILLIAM M‘LENNAN.

GAI LE ROSIER . . . . . 0Old Chanson
77. WILLIAM M‘LENNAN.

ENTRE PARIS ET SAINT-DENIS . . . Old Chanson
77. WILLIAM M ‘LENNAN.

X

PAGE

45

49

51

52

59

60

62

67

71

74

76

78

8o



X CONTENTS.

MARIANSON . ; i . . Old Chanson
77. WILLIAM M‘LENNAN.

THE RE-SETTLEMENT OF ACADIA . ; .
ARTHUR WENTWORTH EATON.

A1 THE CEDARS. . . P ‘
DuUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT.

RoSE LATULIPPE . . A French Canadian Legend
Mgs J. F. W. HARRISON—‘‘ SERANUS.”

ADIEU TO FRANCE . . . ¢ De Roberval”
JoHN HUNTER-DUVAR.

V.—SETTLEMENT LIFE.

SONG OF THE AXE . . . 0ld Spooks’s Pass”
IsABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

FirE IN THE WoODS ; OR, THE OLD SETTLER’S STORY
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN.

BUrRNT LANDS . . . 3 i
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

Acres or YOUR OwN . . . ¢ Poems and Songs”
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN.

From ‘“ MaLcoLm’s KaTIE” . . Old Spooks’s Pass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

From ¢ MaLcoLm’s KaTiIE” . . “Old Spooks’s Pass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWEFORD.

THE StcoND CONCESSION OF DEER . . ““ Poems™”

WiLLiaM WYE SMITH.

THE ScoT ABROAD . . . “Spring Flowers”
SiR DANIEL WILSON.

PAGE

83

87

91

94

104

107

109

114

11§

117

119

125

127



CONTENTS.

THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER CHERRY . ‘¢ Old Spooks’s Pass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

A CANADIAN FOLK-SONG . .
WinLiaMm WILFRED CAMPBELL.

THE PIONEERS . . . . . A Ballad
WiILLIAM Douw LIGHTHALL.

“ RouGH BEN” . . North- West Rebelliorn Incident
KATE B. SIMPSON.

“TaE INJUNT . ’ Incident of Minnesota Massacre
Joun E. LoGAN—¢* BARRY DANE.”

SHAKESPEER AT DEAD-HoOS’ CRICK A4 North- West Romance
Joun E. LogaAN—*¢ BARRY DANE.”

VI.—SPORTS AND FREE LIFE.

THE WRAITH OF THE RED SWAN
Briss CARMAN.

BIRCH AND PADDLE . . . In Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. ID. ROBERTS.

THE Nor’-WEST COURIER "
JouN E. LocAN—¢ BARRY DANE.”

»
THE HALL OF SHADOWS : . ‘¢ Poems and Songs
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN,

CaNADIAN HUNTER’S SONG . . ;
MRS SUSANNA (STRICKLAND) MOODIE.

CANADIAN CAMPING SONG .
James D. EDGAR.

THE FISHERMAN’S LIGHT s A Song of the Backwoods
MRs SUSANNA (STRICKLAND) MOODIE.

x1
PAGE
129

133

134

136

142

148

157

166

168

172

173

174



xii CONTENTS.

THE KINGFISHER . . .
CHARLES LEE BARNES.

THE CANOE : : ; . S Old Spooks’s Pass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

CANOE SONG . . . . Old Spooks’s Pass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD,

THE WALKER OF THE SNOW . .
CHARLES DAWSON SHANLY.

IN THE SHADOWS
E. PAULINE JOHNSON.

O~ THE CREEK . . . . “7n Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

Tur Rarip . . . ; . (St Lawrence)
CHARLES SANGSTER.

THE WINTER SPIRIT . . (Origin of the Ice Palace)
HEeLEN FAIRBAIRN.

SNOWSHOEING SONG . . .
ARTHUR WEIR.

SKATING ’ 3 3 .
JonN LOWRY STUART.

THE WINTER CARNIVAL . .
JouN READE.

THE SPIRIT oF THE CARNIVAL
“ FLEURANGE.”

THE FooTBALL MATCH . .
ANONYMOUS.

PAGE

175

177

180

181

192

195

197

199

203

209



CONTENTS.

VIL.—THE SPIRIT OF CANADIAN HISTORY.

JACQUES CARTIER : : : . “ Poems”
Hon. THomas D’ArRcy M‘GEE.

L’IsLE STE. CROIX . A .
ARTHUR WENTWORTH EATON.

Tue CArTURED Frag . . . “ Flewrs de Lys”
ArrTiur WEIR.

How CANADA WAS SAVED .
GEORGE MURRAY.

MADELEINE DE VERCHERES .
JouN READE.
THF. BATTLE OF LA PRAIRIE . . . A Ballad

WiLLiaMm Douw LIGHTHALL.

THE BATTLE OF GRAND PRE . .
M. J. KATZMANN LAWSON.

SPINA CHRISTI . . . . ¢ Canadian 1dylls”
WiLLiaMm Kirsy.

THE LOYALISTS . . . . “ Laura Secord”
SARAH ANNE CURZON.

Brock . 3 . . . . S Hesperus”
CHARLES SANGSTER.

CATTURE OF FOorT DETROIT, 1812 .
CHARLES EDWIN JAKEWAY.

TECUMSEH’S DEATH : ; . . Tecumseh”
MAjorR RICHARDSON.

A BALLAD FOR BRAVE WOMEN " . . .
CHARLES MAIR.

xiil

PAGE

213

216

219

222

228

233

236

240

253

254



Xiv CONTENTS.

IN THE NORTH-WEST . : . .
WiLLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

THE VETERAN . ; .
J. A. FRASER.

IN HospriTAL . . . .
ANNIE ROTHWELL.

IN MEMORIAM . : . . “The Soul’s Quest”
FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT.

VIII.—PLACES.

TiHe TANTRAMAR REVISITED . . ¢ 712 Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

Low TIDE ON GRAND-PRE . . ; : 5
Briss CARMAN.

THE INDIAN NAMES OF ACADIA . .
Attributed to DE MILLE.

ON LeavING THE COAST OF Nova ScoTIia
GEORGE FREDERICK CAMERON.

THE FAIRIES IN PRINCE ELWARD ISLAND
JouN HUNTER-DUVAR.

THE VALE OF THE GASPEREAU . ‘‘ Masque of Minstirels”
ARTHUR JOHN LOCKHART.

IN THE AFTERNOON . . . ““An Divers Tones”
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

A DRreAM FULFILLED . .
BARRY STRATON.

THE IsLE oF DEMONs : . “CMarguerite”
GEORGE MARTIN.

PAGE

267

269

270

275

279

283

285

287

288

290

291

294

297



CONTENTS.

THE SECRET OF THE SAGUENAY . “Fleurs-de-Lys”
ARTHUR WEIR.

SAGUENAY . ; . . L. H. Fréchette
77. J. D. EDGAR.

QUEREC . . ; St Lawrence and Saguenay”
CHARLES SANGSTER,

MONTREAL . . . . .
WiILLIAM M‘[LENNAN.

MONTREAL . . . . .
WiLLiaM Douw LIGHTHALL.

THE ST LAWRENCE ‘ .
K. L. JoNEs.

NIGHT IN THE THOUSAND ISLES ‘St Lawrence and Saguenay”

CHARLES SANGSTER.

OTTAWA . . . .
DuncaN CAMPBELL SCOTT.

Ar THE FERRY . . : ’
E. PAULINE JOHNSON.

NIAGARA . . . .
WiLLiaM KIRBY.

LAKE COUCHICHING : ;
W. A. SHERWOOD.

TeE HEART OF THE LAKES . s ““ Lake Lyrics”
WiLLiaM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

VAPOUR AND BLUE . . . “ Lake Lyrics”
WiILLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

MEDWAYOSH . . ’ . ““ Lake Lyrics”
WiLLiaM WILFRED CAMPBELL,

XV

PAGE

303

306

307

308

399

310

312

314

315

317

320

321

322

323



Xvi CONTENTS.
MaNITOU ; : : . “ Lake Lyrics”

WiLLiAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

To THE LAKES . . . . “ Lake Lyrics”
WiILLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

THE LEGEND OF RESTLESS RIVER . “ Lake Lyrics”
WiLLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

MORNING ON THE BEACH . . ““ Lake Lyrics”
WiLLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

DawnN 1N THE IsLAND CAMP . : ““Lake Lyrics”
WiLLiaM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

Lake HuroN . a : ; “ Lake Lyries™
WiLLiaM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

INDIAN SUMMER ; ; ‘ ¢ Lake Lyrics”
WiLLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.

SAULT STE. MARIE . ¢ Poens of the Heart and Home™
PAaMELIA VINING YULE.

LE LAc DES MORTS : . “Songs of the Wilderness”
BisHor GEORGE J. MOUNTAIN.

THE BUFFALO PLAINS . ¢ Zecumseh,” Act IV., Scene 7
CHARLES MAIR,

THE Last BisoN . :
CHARLES MAIR.
A PRAIRIE YEAR : . “Eos: A Prairic Dyeam”

NICHOLAS FFLooD DAVIN.

THE LAURENTIDES . . ; “ Western Life”
H. R. A. Pocock.

THE LEGEND OoF THUNDER . . “ Western Life”
H. R. A, Pocock,

PAGE

324

326

327

330

331

332

334

337

342

357



CONTENTS.

IX.—SEASONS.

HearT . . . . . “ In the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

To A HUMMING-BIRD IN A GARDEN
GEORGE MURRAY.

IN THE GOLDEN BIRCH
FL1ZABETH GOSTWYCKE ROBERTS.

THE FIR WoODS . . .
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

CLouDps . . . . .  In the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

FroGs . . . .
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

TWILIGHT : : . “ Jephthal’s Davghter”
CHARLES HEAVYSEGE.

THE WHIP-POOR-WILL . .
“ FIDELIS.”

A CANADIAN SUMMER EVENING : . “ Poeyes”

MRs LEPROHON.

EVENING ON THE MARSHES
BARRY STRATON.

THE FIRE-FLIES . . . . “ Dreamland’”
CHARLES MAIR.

MipsuMMER NIGHT . . . ¢ Iz the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

THE AuTtuMN TREE . s “ Jephthal's Daughter”
CHARLES HEAVYSEGE.

b

xvil

PAGE

369

371

374

376

377

378

379

380

382

383

385

387



xviii CONTENTS.

PAGE
IN APPLE TIME : : . : . . 3%
Briss CARMAN.
THE AURORA BOREALIS : ; . . - 390
Joun E. LoGAN—¢‘ BARRY DANE.”

THE MAPLE : s ’ . . “ Orion” 391
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

OCTOBER . . . . % Poems and Songs” 392
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN.

FIrsT Snow . . . . . . . 394

JoHN TALON-LESPERANCE—*‘ LACLEDE.”
INDIAN SUMMER . . . . . . 396
MRS SUSANNA (STRICKLAND) MOODIE.
INDIAN SUMMER 4 : ¢ Voices from the Hearth > 397
ISIDORE G. ASCHER.
AN INDIAN SUMMER CAROL . " : . . 399
““ F1IDELIS.”

To WINTER g ; : ; . “ Orion” 401
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

A MID-WINTER NIGHT’S DREAM “‘ Snowflakes and Sunbeams” 404

WirLiaAM WILFRED CAMPBELL.
WINTER NIGHT . . ¢ Jephthal’s Daughter” 405
CuARLES HEAVYSEGE.
CARNATIONS IN WINTER . . . ) . 406
Briss CArMAN,

IcicLe Drops . . . . . 407

ARTHUR JouN LOCKHART.
THE SILVER ¥
S FrosT . . . } . . 409

BARRY STRATON.



CONTENTS.

THE JEWELLED TREES . ; .
GEORGE MARTIN.

MARrcH . . . . “ 0ld Spooks’s Fass”
ISABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

THE WIXNDS . . ; ;
Joun E. LoGAN—‘ BARRY DANE.”

APRIL . . . ¢ : ““In the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

IN Lyric SEAsSON .
Briss CARMAN.

AN OLp LESsON FrROM THE FIELDS . “In the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

THE FroGs 5 . . .  In the Millet”
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

BosoLINK . . . . ““ Poems and Songs”
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN,

THE CANADIAN SONG-SPARROW
J. D. Epcar.

In Juxe . . .
E. W. THOMSON.

APPENDIX.
1. The Old Chansons of the French Province .

II. Leading Modern French-Canadian Poets
Notes Biographical and Bibliographical
Note of Thanks

XIX

PAGE

411

413

417

421

424

425

426

429

431

432

437
440
449
464






INTRODUCTION.

HE poets whose songs fill this book are voices cheerful
with the consciousness of young might, public wealth,
and heroism. Through them, taken all together, you may
catch something of great Niagara falling, of brown rivers
rushing with foam, of the crack of the rifle in the haunts of
the moose and caribou, the lament of vanishing races singing
their death-song as they are swept on to the cataract of oblivion,
the rural sounds of Arcadias just rescued from surrounding
wildernesses by the axe, shrill war-whoops of Iroquois battle,
proud traditions of contests with the French and the Americans,
stern and sorrowful cries of valour rising to curb rebellion.
The tone of them is courage ;/—for to hunt, to fight, to hew out
a farm, one must be a man! Through their new hopes, doubts,
exultations, questionings, the virility of fighting races is the
undertone. Canadians are, for the most part, the descendants
of armies, officers and men, and every generation of them has
stood up to battle.

The delight of a clear atmosphere runs through it too, and
the rejoicings of that Winter Carnival which is only possible in
the most athletic country in the world; with the glint of that
heavenly Palace of illumined pearl, which is the February
pilgrimage of North America.

Canada, Eldest Daughter of the Empire, is the Empire’s
completest type!  She is the full-grown of the family,—the one
first come of age and gone out into life as a nation ; and she
has in her young hands the solution of all those questions
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which must so interest every true Briton, proud and careﬁ.ﬂ
of the acquisitions of British discovery and conquest. She is
Imperial in herself, we sons of her think, as the number,
the extent, and the lavish natural wealth of her Provinces, each
not less than some empire of Europe, rises in our minds ; as we
picture her coasts and gulfs and kingdoms and islands, on the
Atlantic on one side, and the Pacific on the other ; her four-
thousand-mile panorama of noble rivers, wild forests, ocean-
like prairies ; her towering snow-capped Rockies waking to the
tints of sunrise in the West ; in the East her hoary Laurentians,
oldest of hills. She has by far the richest extent of fisheries,
forests, wheat lands, and fur regions in the world ; some of the
greatest public works ; some of the loftiest mountain-ranges,
the vastest rivers, the healthiest and most beautifully varied
seasons. She has the best ten-elevenths of Niagara Falls, and
the best half of the Inland Seas. She stands fifth among the
nations in the tonnage of her commercial marine. Her popula-
tion is about five million souls. Her Valley of the Saskat-
chewan alone, it has been scientifically computed, will support
eight hundred millions. In losing the United States, Britain
lost the smaller half of her American possessions :—the Colony
of the Maple Leaf is about as large as Europe.

But what would material resources be without a corresponding
greatness in man? Canada is also Imperial in her traditions.
Her French race are still conscious that they are the remnants
of a power which once ruled North America from Hudson’s
Bay to the Gulf of Mexico. Existing English Canada is the
result of simply the noblest epic migration the world has ever
seen :—more loftily epic than the retirement of Pius Aneas
from Ilion,—the withdrawal, namely, out of the rebel Colonies,
of the thirty-five thousand United Empire Loyalists after the
War of the Revolution. “ Why did you come here ?” was asked
of one of the first settlers of St John, New Brunswick, a man
whose life was without a stain ;—“ Why did you come here,
when you and your associates were almost certain to endure the
sufferings and absolute want of shelter and food which you have
narrated?”  “ Why did we come here?” replied he, with
emotion which brought tears :—% For ozr loyalty.”
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Canada has, of historic right, a voice also in the Empire of
to-day, and busies herself not a little in studying its pro-
blems. Forexample, the question whether that Empire will last
is being asked. Her history has a reply to that :—IT WILL, IF
IT SETS CLEARLY BEFORE IT A DEFINITE [DEAL THAT MEN WILL
SUFFER AND DIE FOR ; and such an Ideal—worthy of long and
patient endeavour—may be found in broad-minded advance
towards the voluntary Federation of Mankind. She has a special
history, too, which even under the overshadowing greatness of
that of the Empire—in which she also owns her part—is one of
interest. First explored in 1535, by Jacques-Cartier, of St Malo,
by command of Francis I., and its settlement established in 1608
through the foundation of Quebec by the devoted and energetic
Maker of French Canada, Samuel de Champlain, its story
down to the Conquest in 1759-63 is full of romance,—]Jesuit
missionaries, explorers, chevaliers, painted Indian war-parties,
the rich fur trade, and finally the great struggle under
Montcalm, closing with his expiry and Wolfe’s at the hour of
the fall of Quebec, passing like a panorama. Then came the
entry of the Loyalists, and from that to the present there has
been a steady unfolding to power and culture, broken only
by the brave war of 1812, and a French, and two half-breed,
rebellions. She is, to-day, next to the United States, the
strongest factor in American affairs.

The Literature of this daughter-nation in the West, as
distilled by its poets, ought to be interesting to Englishmen.
That other Colonial poetic literature, presented in the Australian
volume of this series, has shown that there can be a signal
attractiveness in such a picture of a fresh world. On the part
of Canada the semi-tropical Australian surroundings are
matched in beauty by a Northern atmosphere of objects which
make vivid contrasts with them ; her native races were the
noblest of savage tribes ; while the Imperial and National
feelings, developing in two such different hemispheres, are in-
structive in their divergences and similarities. The romantic
life of each Colony also has a special flavour,—Australian rhyme
is a poetry of the /Zorse; Canadian, of the canoe.

Now, who are those who are drinking these inspirations and
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breathing them into song? In communing with them, we shall
try to transport you to the Canadian clime itself. You shall
come out with us as a guest of its skies and air, paddling over
bright lakes and down savage rivers ; singing French chansons
to the swing of our paddles, till we come into the settlements ;
and shall be swept along on great rafts of timber by the majestic
St Lawrence, to moor at historic cities whose streets and
harbours are thronged with the commerce of all Europe and the
world. You shall hear there the chants of a new nationality,
weaving in with songs of the Empire, of its heroes, of its Queen.

A word first about the personnel of our conductors. The
foremost name in Canadian song at the present day is that of
Charles George Douglas Roberts, poet, canoeist, and Professor
of Literature, who has struck the supreme note of Canadian
nationality in his “ Canada” and “ Ode for the Canadian Con-
federacy.” His claim to supremacy lies, for the rest, chiefly in
the quality of the two volumes, “Orion and other Poems,”
which he published in 1880 at the age of twenty-one, and “In
Divers Tones,” which appeared in 1887. The style and taste of
Roberts at its best—and he is frequently very good-—are char-
acterised by two different elements—a striking predilection for
the pictorial ideals and nature-poetry of classical Greece ; and
a noble passion, whose fire and music resemble and approach
Tennyson’s. “Orion,” ““Actaeon,” “Off Pelorus,” and “The Pipes
of Pan” are purely Greek, drawn direct from ‘“ancient founts
of inspiration.” On the other hand, his “ O Child of Nations,
giant-limbed ! ” which stirs every true Canadian like a trumpet,
is, though of different subject and metre, of the stamp and
calibre of ““ Locksley Hall.” His pure Hellenic poems must be
d?smissed from consideration here, but an account of the man
himself makes it proper to say of them that they have obtained
fpr him a growing recognition in the ranks of general English
¥1terature; and that his feeling for beauty of colour and form
1s so really artistically correct as well as rich, that he deserves a
permanent place in the Gallery of Word-painters.

Robfarts loves his country fervently, as is apparent in all his
Canadian tlllemes. . His heart dwells with fondness on the
scenes of his Maritime Provinces, “the long dikes of Tan-
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tramar,” and the ebb-tide sighing out, “reluctant for the reed-
beds” ; and he was one of the first to sing Confederation. His
sympathy is also Britain’s :
‘“ Let a great wrong cry to heaven,
Let a giant necessity come;
And now as of old she can strike,
She will strike, and strike home!”

The personal quality in his poetry is distinguished, next to
richness of colour and artistic freedom of emotional expression,
by manliness. Roberts is a high-thinking, generous man. He
speaks with a voice of power and leadership, and never with a
mean note or one of heedless recklessness. This manliness and
dignity render him particularly fitted for the great work which
Canada at present offers her sons, and as he is only twenty-
nine we hope to see his future a great one.

In point of time, however, the first important national poet
was not Roberts, but nature-loving Charles Sangster, a born
son of the Muses, and who was long the people’s favourite.
Sangster is a kind of Wordsworth, with rather more fire, and of
course a great deal less metaphysical and technical skill. He
has the unevenness and frequent flatness of Wordsworth, but is
as close a personal friend of the mountains, lakes, and woods.

‘I have laid my cheek to Nature's, put my puny hands in hers,”
Glowingly he takes us, in “St Lawrence and the Saguenay,”
down the grandeurs of that unrivalled tour—the great River, its
rapids, cities, mountains, and “Isles of the Blest.” Defective
education in youth deprived him of the resources of modern
art, which Roberts uses so freely, making a good deal of his
poetry the curious spectacle of inborn strivings after perfect
ideals driven to expression in abstractions rather than in concrete
clothing of colours and forms ; for instance :

“ All my mind has sat in state
Pondering on the deathless soul :
What must be the Perfect Whole

When the atom is so great !

God ! I fall in spirit down,
Low as Persian to the sun;
All my senses, one by one,
In the stream of 7/ought must drown.”
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Sangster’s nervous system was broken down by the grind of
newspaper toil and civil service tread-milling, and he has nf)t:
written or published for twenty years ; yet, though poetry has till
lately been given a particularly small share of attention in
Canada, his “Brock,” “Song for Canada,” his lines on Quebec,
and many striking passages from his poems, are treasured in
the popular memory.

But the most striking volume next to those of Roberts—
indeed more boldly new than his—is that of the late brilliant
Isabella Valancey Crawford. This wonderful girl, living in the
“ Empire” Province of Ontario, early saw the possibilities of the
new field around her, and had she lived longer might have made
areally matchless name. It was only in 1884 that her modest
blue card-covered volume of two hundred and twenty-four pages
came out. The sad story of unrecognised genius and death
was re-enacted.  “Old Spooks’s Pass ; Malcolm’s Katie, and
other Poems,” as it was doubly entitled (the names at least were
against it !), almost dropped from the press. Scarcely anybody
noticed it in Canada. It made no stir, and in little more than
two years the authoress died. She was a high-spirited, pas-
sionate girl, and there is very little doubt that the neglect her
book received was the cause of her death. Afterwards, as
usual, a good many people began to find they had overlooked
work of merit. Miss Crawford’s verse was, in fact, seen to be
phenomenal.  Setting aside her dialect poems, like “Old
Spooks’s Pass” (which, though the dialect is a trifle artificial,
resulted in hitting off some good pictures of imaginary rustic
characters), the style peculiarly her own has seldom been
equalled for strength, colour, and originality :—

‘“ Low the sun beat on the land,
Purple slope and olive wood ;
With the wine cup in his hand,
Vast the Helot herdsman stood.”

* % * * *

‘““ Day was at her high unrest ;
Fevered with the wine of light,
Loosing all her golden vest,
Reeled she towards the coming Night.”
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Miss Crawford’s poetry is packed with able stuff. It is
worth a share of attention from the whole Anglo-Saxon world.
The splendour of Canadian colour, the wonderful blue skies
of that clear climate, the Heaven’s-forests of its autumn, the
matchless American sunsets and sunrises, imbued her like
Roberts. A poetess of such original nature could not but strike
boldly into Canadian subjects. “ Malcolm’s Katie; a Love
Story,” is an idyl of a true man who goes forth and cuts him a
home with his axe, and of a maiden who remains true to him,
until he returns for their union. Few finer bits were ever
written by any one or anywhere than the passage which we give,
from “ Shanties grew,” down to its glorious climax in the song,
“ O Love will build his lily walls.” It seems to us that this is
the most effective known use of a lyric introduced into a long
poem. Her works, including a good deal never yet published,
were to be brought before the English public in a new volume.
A letter of hers, concerning the unpublished material, stated
that it contained some of her best work.

The poets best known and most favourite next to Roberts and
Sangster, are—besides Isabella Crawford—M‘Lachlan, Kirby,
and tender-hearted John Reade. Reade is one the charms
of whose style are sweetness and culture. He is best known
by his “ Merlin, and Other Poems” (1870), composed of short
lyrics, led off by “The Prophecy of Merlin,” which is a Tenny-
sonian Idyll of the King, foreshadowing the greatness of the
British Empire. His style turns everything it touches into
grace, but it appeals to the inner circle rather than the folk, and
seems to shrink away from touching organ-keys. For examples
of this grace of his, I should like to quote his “The Inex-
pressible,” or “ Good Night,” but cannot do so here.

The claim of first place is awarded by the feelings of no small
number to Alexander M‘Lachlan, the human-hearted vigorous
Scottish Radical, whose stanzas have such a singing rhythm and
direct sympathy. They were a few years ago made a special
feature of the great comic paper Grip, the Punck of Canada,
and his popularity is shown by the presentation by his admirers
a short time since of a homestead farm, upon which he now
lives. His “Idylls of the Dominion,” from which the poems
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quoted in this book are principally drawn, are so characteristic
both of himself and of pioneerdom, that he is called “The
Burns of Canada.” He has lived the whole life of them, as a
settler and a lover of the soil,—chopped his first tree, penetrated
the mysterious “Hall of Shadows,” listened to the cheerful
bobolink’s little aria, communed with “October” in her splen-
dour and her sadness, and experienced the appalling sensations
created by fire in the forest as he describes it.

William Kirby deserves a high position for his beautiful
“Canadian Idylls” (based on history, while M‘Lachlan’s are
upon life), from which the “Spina Christi,” quoted here, is
drawn. There are also some able descriptions in his long-
known “U. E.” (Loyalist) poem, from which is taken his
passage on Niagara. Steeped in the romance of Canadian
history, he wrote many years ago a magnificent novel founded
upon the Quebec legend of the Chien d’Or, which has remained
the most popular of Canadian stories. Kirby’s strong point is
his graphic descriptions.

One name I have not yet pronounced, though every Canadian
no doubt has looked for it. A sombre shadow towers in the
background of the group,—a man apart from the rest,—Charles
Heavysege, author of the drama “ Saul.” When “ Saul ” came
out in 1857, and a copy fell into the hands of Nathaniel Haw-
thorne, Heavysege became famous. He was pronounced the
greatest dramatist since Shakespeare. The North British
Review for August 1858 spoke of the book as follows :—

“Of ‘Saul, a Drama, in three parts,’ published anonymously
at Montreal, we have before us perhaps the only copy which
has crossed the Atlantic. At all events we have heard of no
other, as it is probable we should have done, through some
public or private notice, seeing that the work is indubitably one
of the most remarkable English poems ever written out of Great
Britain.”

The North British reviewer was later, by no means alone, in
its praise, and it became the fashion among tourists to Montreal
to buy a copy of “Saul.”

Heavysege had a very strange and original cast of mind.
The following brief poem may be read as being characteristic
of him —
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‘“Open, my heart, thy ruddy valves;

It is thy master calls;

Let me go down, and, curious trace
Thy labyrinthine halls.

Open, O heart, and let me view
The secrets of thy den;

Myself unto myself now show
With introspective ken.

Expose thyself, thou covered nest
Of passions, and be seen ;

Stir up thy brood, that in unrest
Are ever piping keen.

Ah! what a motley multitude,
Magnanimous and mean ! "

He was originally a drama-composing carpenter, then a
journalist in Montreal, and wore out his soul at the drudgery of
the latter occupation and in poverty. To get out the third
edition of “ Saul” he was forced to borrow the money, which he
was never able to repay. In person he was a small, very reti-
cent man, who walked along the streets altogether locked up in
himself, so that a literary acquaintance of his says Heavysege’s
appearance always reminded him exactly of “The Yellow
Dwarf,”—

““ He walked our streets, and no one knew
That something of celestial hue
Had passed along; a toil-worn man
Was seen,—no more; the fire that ran
Electric through his veins, and wrought
Sublimity of soul and thought,
And kindled into song, no eye
Beheld.”

He died in 1869. A man apart he has remained. His work
is in no sense distinctively Canadian. Canadians do not read
him ; but they claim him as perhaps their greatest, most original
writer, if they could weigh him aright and appreciate him ; and
he will probably always command their awe, and refuse to be

forgotten. .
Sympathy with the prairie and the Indian has produced the



XXX INTRODUCTION.

best verse of Charles Mair, who has dramatised the story of the
immortal British ally Tecumseh, and lately from his N orth-Wgst
home gives us “The Last Bison;” and who has lived a life
(some details of which you will find in the Biographical Notes)
almost as Indian and North-West as his poems. “The Last
Bison,” he says, was suggested to him by what happened before
his own eyes near the elbow of the North Saskatchewan some
eight years ago. ““ Not a buffalo,” so far as he knows, ‘“ has been
seen on that river since. There are some animals in private
collections ; a small band perhaps exists in the fastnesses of
Montana, and a few wood buffaloes still roam the Mackenzie
River region ; but the wild bison of the plains may now be
looked upon as extinct.” We may add, that it was lately reported
by an Indian that he had tracked a herd of seven in the northerly
region of the Peace River. He shot four bulls and a calf out of
the seven! The North-West has also given happy inspirations
to “ Barry Dane ” as a bird of passage.

John Hunter-Duvar, the author of “De Roberval” and
Squire of “ Hernewood,” in Prince Edward Island, described in
“The Emigration of the Fairies,” derives his verse largely from
the life and legends of the surrounding regions, shaped by his
library.

George Martin, of Montreal, has digged in the gold mine of
old French legend, with the result of ‘“ Marguerite ; or, The Isle
of Demons,” a weird and sad story of De Roberval’s desertion
of his niece, in one of the early expeditions.

Arthur Wentworth Eaton and George Murray have explored
the same mine with signal success,—the latter, who is very
well known as a /itteratenr, producing the fine ballad “ How
Canada was Saved.” (The same story has been well put in
Martin’s ““ Heroes of Ville-Marie.”)

Bliss Carman has earned special honour for the originality
and finish of his lyrics. Arthur John Lockhart, in his
“Masque of Minstrels,”—particularly in Gaspereau,”—sings
as a bird of exile warbling towards home, for he lives just over
the frontier. William Wilfred Campbell is the poet of the
Great Lakes, which he has studied with a perfect love, resulting
in those beautiful “ Lake Lyrics” of his, which the reader will
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stop to admire. A bit of work of particular attractiveness has
been done by William M‘Lennan in his well-known translations
of the old French ckansons. Archibald Lampman has written
perfectly exquisite pre-Raphaelite descriptions, with the finish
and sparkle of jewellers’ work.

I should have liked to quote more fully than has been possible
from the “Lyrics on Freedom, Love, and Death” of the
late George Frederick Cameron; but his fire and generosity
of spirit belong rather to the world than to Canadian inspira-
tion, and we are therefore confined here to a few lesser pieces of
his. He died early, like so many other sons of genius.

Among names of special grace or promise are to be added
those of “Laclede,” John Talon-Lespérance, the well-known
litterateur, and Fellow of the Royal Society of Canada ; Barry
Straton, Duncan Campbell Scott, Frederick George Scott, John
Henry Brown, Dr Zneas M‘Donald Dawson, F.R.S.C. ; Arthur
Weir (the author of “Fleurs de Lys”); Dr Charles Edwin
Jakeway ; the late Honourables d’Arcy M‘Gee and Joseph
Howe ; Ernest J. Chapman, E. W. Thomson, Carroll Ryan,
William Wye Smith, Phillips Stewart, J. J. Proctor, J. A.
Richey ; the aged but bright G. W. Wicksteed, Q.C.; H. L.
Spencer ; Evan M‘Coll, the Gaelic-English “ Bard of Loch-
fyne”; Messrs Dunn, Shanly, Haliburton, M‘Donell, James
M‘Carroll, J. H. Bowes, K. L. Jones, S. J. Watson, T. G. Marquis,
M‘Alpine Taylor, the late Francis Rye, the late John Lowry
Stuart, the late Charles Pelham Mulvaney, H. R. A. Pocock
(author of spirited North-West pieces), Alexander Rae Garvie,
and M‘Pherson, the early Nova Scotia singer, whose “I Long
for Spring, enchanting Spring,” has a bell-like silveriness.
Some of these I have been unable to get at. A bright and
erratic name, which I am sorry I cannot represent, is that of
the journalist George T. Lanigan (“ Allid”),—* the most bril-
liant journalist who ever lived,” says Mr George Murray.
Lanigan wrote with equal felicity in French and English,
and his humour was inexhaustible. I regret that space forbids
me to add in the body of the book two good things by
D. B. Kerr and Emily M‘Manus. The latter’s subject is the
crescent province of the West :—
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‘““ MANITOBA.

“ Softly the shadows of prairie-land wheat
Ripple and riot adown to her feet;
Murmurs all Nature with joyous acclaim,
Fragrance of summer and shimmer of flame:
Heedless she hears while the centuries slip :—
Chalice of poppy is laid on her lip.

““Hark! From the East comes a ravishing note,—
Sweeter was never in nightingale’s throat,—
Silence of centuries thrills to the song,
Singing their silence awaited so long;
Low, yet it swells to the heaven's blue dome,
Child-lips have called the wild meadow-land ‘ Home !’

““ Deep, as she listens, a dewy surprise
Dawns in the languor that darkens her eyes;
Swift the red blood through her veins, in its flow,
Kindles to rapture her bosom aglow ;
Voices are calling, where silence had been,—
‘ Look to thy future, thou Mother of Men !~

“ Onward and onward! Her fertile expanse
Shakes as the tide of her children advance ;
Onward and onward! Her blossoming floor
Yields her an opium potion no more;
Onward ! and soon on her welcoming soil
Cities shall palpitate, myriads toil.”

One peculiar feature of this literature, indeed, is its strength
in lady singers. The number who have produced true poetry
seems to indicate something special in the conditions of a
new country. Verily one has not to read far in that noble,
patriotic book, “ Laura Secord,” to acknowledge that Mrs Sarah
Anne Curzon writes with the power and spirit of masculinity.
How these women sympathise with the pluck of the heroes !
The best war-songs of the late half-breed rebellion were
written by Annie Rothwell, of Kingston, who had only a name
for prose novels until the spirit of militarism was thus lit in her.
“Fidelis” (Agnes Maude Machar), who is frequently given the
credit of being the first of our poetesses, shows some of it, but
excels in a graceful subjectivity which unfortunately is unfitted
for representative quotation here; a remark which applies with
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still more hapless effect to the philosophic thought of Mary
Morgan (“ Gowan Lea”). Kate Seymour Maclean, authoress
o'f “The Coming of the Princess,” is mistress of a style of
singular richness; and some of the brightest writing, both
prose and verse, is done by ‘“Seranus,” of Toronto (Mrs S.
Frances Harrison), who is working good service to our
literature in a number of ways. Her “Old Régime,” and
“Rose Latulippe,” express what has been called her “half-
French heart,” and breathe the air of the fertile, scarcely-
wrought field of French Canadian life. Then there are
“Fleurange,” who wrote the best Carnival Poem, “The Italian
Boy’s Dream ;” E. Pauline Johnson, daughter of Head-Chief
Johnson, of the Mohawks of Brantferd, who gives us poetry of
a high stamp, and of great interest on account of her descent ;
“Esperance” (Alice Maud Ardagh); Mrs Leprohon ; Mary
Barry Smith ; Helen Fairbairn ; M. J. Katzmann Lawson ; the
late Miss E. M. Nash ; Pamelia Vining Yule, “ Clare Everest ”;
Janet Carnochan; Mrs Edgar Jarvis, ““Jeanie Gray” ; Isabel
Macpherson ; Louisa Murray, a well-known authoress, who, be-
sides much fine prose, has written “ Merlin’s Cave,” one of the
best of Canadian undistinctive poems, and Ethelwyn Wetherald,
authoress of many exquisite sonnets. Even from the beginning
—fifty years ago, for there was no native poetry to speak
of before that—we had Susanna Moodie, one of the famous
Strickland sisters, authoress of “ Roughing it in the Bush”
(which book, by the way, did the country’s progress a good
deal of harm), who gave us the best verses we had during many
years, and some of the most patriotic.

Some of those lines of “Fidelis” to which I referred, express
so well the spirit of this preface, that I return to her name to

quote them :—
CANADA TO THE LAUREATE.
¢ ¢ And that true north, whereof we lately heard

A strain to shame us | keep you to yourselves,
So loyal is too costly! Friends, your love

Is but a burden : loose the bond and go,

Is this the tone of Empire ?’

—Tennyson’s Ode to the Queen.

““We thank thee, Laureate, for thy kindly words
Spoken for us to her to whom we look
A
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With loyal love, across the misty sea;

Thy noble words, whose generous tone may shame
The cold and heartless strain that said ‘ Begone,
We want your love no longer; all our aim

Is riches—#%af your love can zof increase !’

Fain would we tell them that we do not seek

To hang dependent, like a helpless brood

That, selfish, drag a weary mother down;

For we have British hearts and British blood
That leaps up, eager, when the danger calls !
Once and again, our sons have sprung to arms
To fight in Britain's quarrel,—n»of our own,—
And drive the covetous invader back,

‘Who would have let us, peaceful, keep our own.
So we had cast the British name away.
Canadian blood has dyed Canadian soil,

For Britain's honour, that we deemed our own,
Nor do we ask but for the right to keep
Unbroken, still, the cherished filial tie

That binds us to the distant sea-girt isle

Our fathers loved, and taught their sons to love,
As the dear home of freemen, brave and true,
And loving Aonour more than ease or gold !

Many more writers than those above named, in all to a
number which might be roughly placed at three hundred, have
at various times produced really good verse.

A curious Indian song, representing a small but unique song-
literature which has sprung up among the tribe at Caughnawaga
Reservation, near Montreal, since barbaric times, “from the
sheer necessity of singing when together,” was translated
specially for me by Mr John Waniente Jocks, the son of a
Six-nation chief of that Reservation. Mr Jocks, who is a law
student, is of pure Mohawk origin.

A few general remarks are now in order. The present is
an imperfect presentation of Canadian poetry from a purely
literary point of view, on account of the limitation of treat-
ment; for it is obvious that if only what illustrates the
country and its life 2z a distinctive way be chosen, the subjec-
tive and unlocal literature must be necessarily passed over
Fntraining the omission of most of the poems whose merit lies’
in perfection of finish. It is therefore greatly to be desired that
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a purely literary anthology may soon be brought together by
someone. Such a collection was made in 1867, in the Rev.
Edward Hartley Dewart’s ‘Selections,” which have ever
since remained the standard book of reference for that period ;
but it has become antiquated, no longer represents what is
being done, and most of the best authors, such as Roberts,
Miss Crawford, Hunter-Duvar, Talon-Lespérance, and “ Fidelis”
have come into the field since its publication. Two or three
other partial collections have been mnade, the best being Seranus’s
“Canadian Birthday Book,” which affords a miniature survey of
the chief verse-writers, both French and English. The most
remarkable point of difference between the selections of Dewart
and the poetry which has followed, is the tone of exultation
and confidence which the singers have assumed since Con-
federation, for up to that epoch the verse was apologetic and
depressed. Everything now points hopefully. Not only is the
poetry more confident, but far better. A good deal of the best
verse in American magazines is written in Canada.

The arrangement of the present collection has been devised
in order to give a sketch of Canadian things in something like
related order. I have introduced such broad principles of order
as the contributions permitted, grouping them into sections,
which respectively treat of the Imperial Spirit, the New Na-
tionality, the Indian, the Voyagewr and Habifant, Settlement
Life, Historical Incidents, Places, and Seasons. They give
merely, it should be understood, a sketch of the range of the
subjects. Canadian history, for example, as anyone acquainted
with Parkman will know, perfectly teems with noble deeds and
great events, of which only a small share have been sung,
whereof there is only space here for a much smaller share. The
North-West and British Columbia, that Pacific clime of charm,
—the gold-diggings Province, land of salmon rivers, and of the
Douglas firs which hide daylight at noonday,—have been
scarcely sung at all, owing to their newness. Pieces which
take origin from them ought to be remarked as rare. The
poetry of the Winter Carnival, splendid scenic spectacle of
gay Northern arts and delights, is only rudimentary also.
Those who have been present at the thrilling spectacle of the
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nocturnal storming of the Ice Palace in Montreal, when the
whole city, dressing itself in the picturesque snow-shoe costume
and arraying its streets in lights and colours, rises as one man
in a tumultuous enthusiasm, must feel that something of a future
lies before the poetry of these strange and wonderful elements.
Here a word suggests itself concerning the climate of Canada.
Winter is not perpetual, but merely, in most parts, somewhat
long. It does not strike the inhabitants as intolerably severe.
It is the season of most of their enjoyments; gives them their
best roads ; is indispensable to some industries, such as lumber-
ing ; and the clear nights and diamond days are sparklingly
beautiful. Furthermore, the climate is not one but several. In
British Columbia, it is so equable the whole year that roses
sometimes bleom out of doors in January, and cactus is a native
plant. In the Niagara peninsula, grapes and peaches are crops
raised yearly‘in immense quantities, and the sycamore and
acacia are so frequent as to have called out more than one
poem. On the plains, temperature grows milder in proportion as
you approach to the Rocky Mountains.

To omit a bow to the French would be ungracious. Forming
about a fourth of the population, they have a literature which
was within the last generation much more fecund than the
English, and contains remarkable writing. We have devoted
a special appendix to Zpsis werbis specimens of Chauveau,
Sulte, Fréchette, and Le May, leaders who have been very
highly honoured in France. The charming old Chanson
literature, in which numbers of medieval ballads brought
over in past days from the wmiére-patrie are embalmed,
is treated in another appendix, while in our text, the render-
ings of William M‘Lennan are given for some of the best
of them. “Entre Paris and St Denis,” it is to be noted,
preserves a remarkable machinery of sorcery ; the quaintness
and beauty of the others will speak for themselves.

In concluding, I desire to express my sense of shortcoming in
the work, but believe it will be generally admitted that I have
spared no necessary trouble.

The editor regrets to say that through an accidental cause
unnecessary to explain, more MSS. were sent to the publishers
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than the volume required. As no time could be lost the
general editor had no recourse except to undertake the difficult
task of cutting down the matter, which he did in accordance
with his best judgment, but guided by the sole criterion of the
symmetry of the work. Some good poetry originally included
has not found a place owing to the necessary reduction, and
apology is tendered where unintentional injustice has resulted.

Acknowledgments are due to many kind persons, of whom
the principal are duly mentioned in a note of thanks at the close
of the volume.

And now, the canoes are packed, our voyageurs are waiting
for us, the paddles are ready, let us start !

W. D. L.

MONTREAL, September 1888.






ENTRY OF THE MINSTRELS.

From “THE MASQUE OF MINSTRELS.”
ARTHUR ]J. LOCKHART.

THEN came a company of wandering minstrels, without

singing robes and garlands, up to the gate of the
castle, which was opened readily enough to receive them.
They were now only in the court-yard ; but they went on
—their harps in their hands—strengthened by the coun-
tenances of one another, and unabashed by the mighty band
who had gone in before them. They were late in coming,
and the choir of singers was already full ; but of this they
thought no ill, and when questioned of their act, they
answered with a proud humility. They were near the door
of the high hall, and in answer to their summons, it was
thrown open, so that a herald stood before them.

HERALD.
And who be ye?

FIRST MINSTREL.

We be also of the Minstrelsy ; we be Apprentices of the
Muses ; Secretaries of Love; Slaves of Beauty; Apostles
of Desire; Disciples of Truth; Children of Nature; Fol-
lowers of Aspiration ; Servants of Song. We be uncrowned
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kings and queens in the realms of Music, coming to claim
and win our sceptres. Crowns have been won and worn
by others. Admit us.

HERALD.
Nay; ye claim too largely. Whose sons be ye, and
whose daughters ?
SECOND MINSTREL.

We be sons and daughters of fathers who were never
cowards, and of mothers who were never ashamed ; who
loved valour and virtue even as their children love music.
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[—THE IMPERIAL SPIRIT.

HASTINGS.
JoEN READE.

T.

OcTOBER’s woods are bright and gay, a thousand colours vie

To win the golden smiles the Sun sends gleaming thro’ the
sky ;

And tho’ the flowers are dead and gone, one garden seems
the earth,

For, in God’s world, as one charm dies, another starts to
birth.

IL.

To every season is its own peculiar beauty given,

In every age of mortal men we see the Hand of Heaven ;

And century to century utters a glorious speech,

And peace to war, and war to peace, eternal lessons teach.

111
O grand old woods, your forest-sires were thus as bright
and gay,
Before the axe’s murderous voice had spoiled their sylvan
play ;
When other axes smote our sires, and laid them stiff and low,
On Hastings’ unforgotten field, eight hundred years ago.

Iv.

Eight hundred years ago, long years, before Jacques Cartier
clomb
The Royal Height, where now no more the red men fearless

roam !



4 SONGS OF THE GREAT DOMINION.

Eight hundred years ago, long years before Columbus came
From stately Spain to find the world that ought to bear his

name !
V. _
The Sussex woods were bright and red on that October
morn ;
And Sussex soil was red with blood before the next was
born ;

But from that red united clay another race did start
On the great stage of destiny to act a noble part.

VI.

So God doth mould, as pleaseth Him, the nations of His
choice ;

Now, in the battle-cry is heard His purifying voice ;

And now, with Orphic strains of peace he draws to nation-
hood

The scattered tribes that dwell apart by mcuntain, sea, and
wood.

VIL

He took the lonely poet Celt and taught him Roman lore ;

Then from the wealds of Saxony He brought the sons of
Thor ;

Next from his craggy home the Dane came riding o’er the
sea ;

And last, came William with his bands of Norman chivalry.

VIII.

And now, as our young nationhood is struggling into birth,

God grant its infant pulse may beat with our forefathers’
worth !

And, as we gather into ozne, let us recall with pride

That we are of the blood of those who fought when Harold
died.
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ADVANCE OF THE EMPIRE.
Mary BARRY SMITH.

THE march of the years is on, ever on to the guerdon,
And the slow-paced deed and the winged steed are at one ;
Crouching low in the valleys, shadows press like a burden ;
Up on the heights, sun-illumined, we stand in the sun.

Have we not crossed together the Rubicons of the nation,
Shoulder to shoulder marching, a solid phalanx and strong ?
Statesmen, Warriors, Sages, brave ones of every station ?
Here on this height, together, let the cheers be loud and
long !

For from this hill of time, this vantage ground of position,
Look we back o’er the past, and on to the coming years
And the signs of a nation’s life, its Titan-throes of ambition,

The ponderous strength of its toiling, its sweat and tears ;

The laden hulks of its commerce, the glare of furnace fires,
The noise of wheels and spindles and traffic’s ceaseless
hum ;
Its many million aims and the thought that each inspires,
Attest the past is great, but the greatest is yet to come !
For so hath the gain been ever,
Each step in the world’s endeavour;
«Tt is naught; it is naught,” saith the buyer of toil and
thought,
But afterward goeth his way and boasteth the sum.
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So commerce grows to its future, and science, Argus-
visioned,
Searches the earth and the heaven, miracles working still ;
Giants of unguessed power people its fields elysianed,
And magical deeds are wrought by a magical skill.

Marvels electric, sublime—the boast of a science still
bright’ning,
What are the bounds of Empire but the bounds of
thought and skill ? '
England must foremost be, her sails all harbours whitening,
Till the British brain is dull and the British hands are
still.
For the might of thought is believing,
And the might of will is achieving,
And God, who is over us all, hath the Infinite will!
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CANADA TO ENGLAND. ¥
ANONYMOUS.

MoTHER of many prosperous lands,
Thy children in this far-off West,—
Seeing that vague and undefined
A cloud comes up to mar our rest ;
Fearing that busy tongues, whose speech
Is mischief, may have caused a breach,
And frayed the delicate links which bind
Our people each to each,—
With loving hearts and outstretched hands
Send greeting leal and kind.

Heed not the teachings of a school
Of shallow sophists who would part
The outlying members of thy rule;
Who fain would lop, with felon stroke,
The branches of our English oak,
And, wronging the great English heart,
Would deem her honour cheaply sold
For higher prices on the mart,
And increased hoard of gold.

* Appeared in New Dominion Monthly, 1869, with a statement that
it had had a wide circulation ‘‘some years ago.” Internal evidence
shows it to have been written about 1861.
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What though a many thousand miles
Of boisterous waters ebb and flow
Between us and the favoured Isles,—
The “inviolate Isles” which boast thy sway !
No time nor distance can divide
What gentlest bonds have firmest tied ;
And this we fain would have thee know,
The which let none gainsay.
Nay rather, let the wide world hear
That we so far are yet so near,
That, come what may, in weal or woe,
Our hearts are one this day.

Thus late, when death’s cold wings were spread,
And when the nation’s eyes were dim,
We also bowed the stricken head,
We too the eloquent teardrops shed
In heartfelt grief for Azm.

When recent danger threatened near,
We nerved our hearts to play our part;
Not making boast, nor feeling fear ;
But as the news of insult spread
Were none to dally or to lag ;
For all the grand old Island spirit
Which Britain’s chivalrous sons inherit
Was roused, and as one heart, one head,
We rallied round our flag.

And now as then unchanged, the same
Though filling each our separate spheres ;

Thy joys, thy griefs, and thy good name
Are ours, and or in good or ill ;
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Our pride of race we have not lost,
And aye it is our loftiest boast

That we are Britons still!
And in the gradual lapse of years
We look, that 'neath these distant skies
Another England shall arise,—

A noble scion of the old,—
Still to herself and lineage true,

And prizing honour more than gold.
This is oxr hope, and as for you,

Be just as you are generous, mother,
And let not those who rashly speak
Things that they know not, render weak

The ties that bind us to each other.
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EMPIRE FIRST.
Popular Song.
JouN TALON-LESPERANCE— LACLEDE.”

SuALL we break the plight of youth,
And pledge us to an alien love ?
No! We hold our faith and truth,
Trusting to the God above.
Stand, Canadians, firmly stand,
Round the flag of Fatherland.

Britain bore us in her flank,
Britain nursed us at our birth,
Britain reared us to our rank
"Mid the nations of the earth.
Stand, Canadians, &c.

In the hour of pain and dread,
In the gathering of the storm,
Britain raised above our head
Her broad shield and sheltering arm.
Stand, Canadians, &c.

O triune kingdom of the brave,
O sea-girt island of the free,
O empire of the land and wave,
Our hearts, our hands, are all for thee.
Stand, Canadians, &c.
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THE CANADIANS ON THE NILE.
WiLriam WyeE SMITH.

O, THE East is but the West, with the sun a little hotter ;
And the pine becomes a palm, by the dark Egyptian water :
And the Nile’s like many a stream we know, that fills its
brimming cup,—
We'll think it is the Ottawa, as we track the batteaux up !
Pull, pull, pull! as we track the batteaux up !
It’s easy shooting homeward, when we’re at the top !

O, the cedar and the spruce, line each dark Canadian
river ;
But the thirsty date is here, where the sultry sunbeams
quiver ;
And the mocking mirage spreads its view, afar on either
hand ;
But strong we bend the sturdy oar, towards the Southern
land !
Pull, pull, pull ! as we track the batteaux up!
It’s easy shooting homeward, when we're at the top!

O, we've tracked the Rapids up, and o’er many a portage
crossing ;

And it’s often such we’ve seen, though so loud the waves
are tossing !
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Then, it’s homeward when the run is o’er! o’er stream, and
ocean deep—
To bring the memory of the Nile, where the maple shadows
sleep !
Pull, pull, pull! as we track the batteaux up!
It’s easy shooting homeward, when we’re at the top !

And it yet may come to pass, that the hearts and hands so
ready
May be sought again to help, when some poise is off the
steady !
And the Maple and the Pine be matched, with British Oak
the while,
As once beneath Egyptian suns, the Canadians on the
Nile!
Pull, pull, pull! as we track the batteaux up!
It’s easy shooting homeward, when we’re at the top!
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II.~.THE NEW NATIONALITY.

DOMINION DAY.
“ FIDELIS.”

WitH feu-dejoie and merry bells, and cannon’s thundering

peal,

And pennons fluttering on the breeze, and serried rows of
steel,

We greet, again, the birthday morn of our young giant’s
land,

From the Atlantic stretching wide to far Pacific strand ;

With flashing rivers, ocean lakes, and prairies wide and free,

And waterfalls, and forests dim, and mountains by the sea ;

A country on whose birth-hour smiled the genius of
romance,

Above whose cradle brave hands waved the lily-cross of
France ;

Whose infancy was grimly nursed in peril, pain, and woe ;

Whose gallant hearts found early graves beneath Canadian
SNOW ;

When savage raid and ambuscade and famine’s sore distress,

Combined their strength, in vain, to crush the dauntless
French noblesse ; )

When her dim, trackless forest lured, again and yet again,

From silken courts of sunny France, her flower, the brave

Champlain.
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And now, her proud traditions boast four blazoned rolls of
fame,—

Crecy’s and Flodden’s deadly foes our ancestors we claim ;

Past feud and battle buried far behind the peaceful years,

While Gaul and Celt and Briton turn to pruning-hooks
their spears ;

Four nations welded into one,—with long historic past,

Have found, in these our western wilds, one common life,
at last ;

Through the young giant’s mighty limbs, that stretch from
sea to sea,

There runs a throb of conscious life—of waking energy.

From Nova Scotia’s misty coast to far Columbia’s shore,

She wakes,—a band of scattered homes and colonies no
more,

But a young nation, with her life full beating in her breast,

A noble future in her eyes—the Britain of the West.

Hers be the noble task to fill the yet untrodden plains

With fruitful, many-sided life that courses through her
veins;

The English honour, nerve, and pluck,—the Scotsman’s
love of right,—

The grace and courtesy of France,—the Irish fancy bright,—

The Saxon’s faithful love of home, and home’s affections
blest ;

And, chief of all, our holy faith,—of all our treasures best.

A people poor in pomp and state, but rich in noble deeds,

Holding that righteousness exalts the people that it leads ;

As yet the waxen mould is soft, the opening page is fair ;

It rests with those who rule us now, to leave their impress
there,—

The stamp of true nobility, high honour, stainless truth ;

The earnest quest of noble ends; the generous heart of
youth ;
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The love of country, soaring far above dull party strife ;

The love of learning, art, and song—the crowning grace of
life ;

The love of science, soaring far through Nature’s hidden
ways ;

The love and fear of Nature’s God—a nation’s highest praise.

So, in the long hereafter, this Canada shall be

The worthy heir of British power and British liberty ;

Spreading the blessings of her sway to her remotest bounds,

While, with the fame of her fair name, a continent
resounds.

True to her high traditions, to Britain’s ancient glory

Of patient saint and martyr, alive in deathless story ;

Strong, in their liberty and truth, to shed from shore to
shore

A light among the nations, till nations are no more.
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CANADA.
CuarLES G. D. ROBERTS.

O CHiLp of Nations, giant-limbed,
Who stand’st among the nations now

Unheeded, unadorned, unhymned,
With unanointed brow,—

How long the ignoble sloth, how long
The trust in greatness not thine own?
Surely the lion’s brood is strong
To front the world alone !

How long the indolence, ere thou dare
Achieve thy destiny, seize thy fame,—
Ere our proud eyes behold thee bear
A nation’s franchise, nation’s name ?

The Saxon force, the Celtic fire,
These are thy manhood’s heritage !

Why rest with babes and slaves? Seek higher
The place of race and age.

I see to every wind unfurled
The flag that bears the Maple-Wreath ;
Thy swift keels furrow round the world
Its blood-red folds beneath ;
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Thy swift keels cleave the furthest seas;
Thy white sails swell with alien gales;
To stream on each remotest breeze
The black smoke of thy pipes exhales.

O Falterer, let thy past convince
Thy future,—all the growth, the gain,
The fame since Cartier knew thee, since
Thy shores beheld Champlain !

Montcalm and Wolfe! Wolfe and Montcalm !
Quebec, thy storied citadel

Attest in burning song and psalm
How here thy heroes fell !

O Thou that bor’st the battle’s brunt

At Queenston, and at Lundy’s Lane,—
On whose scant ranks but iron front

The battle broke in vain !—

Whose was the danger, whose the day,
From whose triumphant throats the cheers,
At Chrysler’s Farm, at Chateauguay,
Storming like clarion-bursts our ears?

On soft Pacific slopes,—beside

Strange floods that northward rave and fall,—
Where chafes Acadia’s chainless tide—

Thy sons await thy call,
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They wait ; but some in exile, some

With strangers housed, in stranger lands ;—
And some Canadian lips are dumb

Beneath Egyptian sands.

O mystic Nile! Thy secret yields
Before us; thy most ancient dreams

Are mixed with far Canadian fields
And murmur of Canadian streams.

But thou, my Country, dream not thou !
Wake, and behold how night is done,—

How on thy breast, and o’er thy brow,
Bursts the uprising sun !



(r882.)

W. D. LIGHTHALL.

THE CONFUSED DAWN.

W. D. LiGHTHALL.

YOUNG MAN.

WHAT are the Vision and the Cry
That haunt the new Canadian soul ?

Dim grandeur spreads we know not why
O’er mountain, forest, tree and knoll,

And murmurs indistinctly fly.—

Some magic moment sure is nigh.
O Seer, the curtain roll !

SEER.

The Vision, mortal, it is this—

Dead mountain, forest, knoll and tree
Awaken all endued with bliss,

A native land—O think !—to be—
Ty native land—and ne’er amiss,
Its smile shall like a lover’s kiss

From henceforth seem to thee.

The Cry thou couldst not understand,
Which runs through that new realm of light,
From Breton’s to Vancouver’s strand
O’er many a lovely landscape bright,
It is their waking utterance grand,
The great refrain, “ A NATIVE LAND !”
Thine be the ear, the sight.

21
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NATIONAL HYMN.
W. D. LIGHTHALL.

To THEE whose smile is might and fame,
A nation lifts united praise

And asks but that Thy purpose frame
A useful glory for its days.

We pray no sunset lull of rest,

No pomp and bannered pride of war ;
We hold stern labour manliest,

The just side real conqueror.

For strength we thank Thee : keep us strong,
And grant us pride of skilful toil;

For homes we thank Thee: may we long
Have each some Eden rood of soil.

O, keep our mothers kind and dear,
And make the fathers stern and wise ;
The maiden soul preserve sincere,
And rise before the young man’s eyes.

Crush out the jest of idle minds,
That know not, jesting, when to hush ;
Keep on our lips the word that binds,
And teach our children when to blush.
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Forever constant to the good
Still arm our faith, thou Guard Sublime,
To scorn, like all who have understood,
The atheist dangers of the time.

Thou hearest !—Lo, we feel our love
Of loyal thoughts and actions free
Toward all divine achievement move,

Ennobled, blest, ensured, by Thee.
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FROM ¢’85.”
BARRY STRATON.

SwaLL we not all be one race, shaping and welding the
nation?
Is not our country too broad for the schisms which shake
petty lands?
Yea, we shall join in our might, and keep sacred our firm
Federation,
Shoulder to shoulder arrayed, hearts open to hearts, hands
to hands!
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SONG FOR CANADA.
CHARLES SANGSTER.

Sons of the race whose sires
Aroused the martial flame
That filled with smiles
The triune Isles,
Through all their heights of fame !
With hearts as brave as theirs,
With hopes as strong and high,
We'll ne’er disgrace
The honoured race
Whose deeds can never die.
Let but the rash intruder dare
To touch our darling strand,
The martial fires
That thrilled our sires
Would flame throughout the land.

Our lakes are deep and wide,
Our fields and forests broad ;
With cheerful air
We'll speed the share,
And break the fruitful sod ;
Till blest with rural peace,
Proud of our rustic toil,
On hill and plain
True kings we’ll reign,
The victors of the soil.
But let the rash intruder dare
To touch our darling strand,
The martial fires
That thrilled our sires
Would light him from the land
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Health smiles with rosy face
Amid our sunny dales,
And torrents strong
Fling hymn and song
Through all the mossy vales ;
Our sons are living men,
Our daughters fond and fair ;
A thousand isles
Where Plenty smiles
Make glad the brow of Care.
But let the rash intruder dare
To touch our darling strand,
The martial fires
That thrilled our sires
Would flame throughout the land.

And if in future years
One wretch should turn and fly,
Let weeping Fame
Blot out his name
From Freedom’s hallowed sky ;
Or should our sons e’er prove
A coward, traitor race,—
Just heaven! frown
In thunder down
T’ avenge the foul disgrace !
But let the rash intruder dare
To touch our darling strand,
The martial fires
That thrilled our sires
Would light him from the land.



WILLIAM WYE SMITH. 24

HERE’'S TO THE LAND.
WiLLiam WyYE SMITH.

HERE'’s to the Land of the rock and the pine:
Here’s to the Land of the raft and the river !
Here’s to the Land where the sunbeams shine,
And the night that is bright with the North-light’s quiver !

Here’s to the Land of the axe and the hoe!
Here’s to the hearties that give them their glory ;—
With stroke upon stroke, and with blow upon blow,
The might of the forest has passed into story !

Here’s to the Land with its blanket of snow,—

To the hero and hunter the welcomest pillow !
Here’s to the land where the stormy winds blow

Three days ere the mountains can talk to the billow !

Here’s to the buckwheats that smoke on her board ;
Here’s to the maple that sweetens their story ;
Here’s to the scythe that we swing like a sword ;
And here’s to the fields where we gather our glory !

Here’s to her hills of the moose and the deer;
Here’s to her forests, her fields and her flowers ;
Here’s to her homes of unchangeable cheer,
And the maid 'neath the shade of her own native bowers !
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CANADA NOT LAST.
W. D. LiGHTHALL.
AT VENICE.

Lo! Venice, gay with colour, lights and song,
Calls from St Mark’s with ancient voice and strange :
I am the Witch of Cities! glide along
My silver streets that never wear by change
Of years ; forget the years, and pain, and wrong,
And every sorrow reigning men among ;
Know I can soothe thee, please and marry thee
To my illusions. Old, and siren-strong,
I smile immortal, while the mortals flee
Who whiten on to death in wooing me !

AT FLORENCE.

Say, what more fair, by Arno’s bridg.d gleam,*
Than Florence, viewed from San Miniato’s slope
At eventide, when west along the stream
The last of day reflects a silver hope ! —
Lo! all else softened in the twilight beam :(—
The city’s mass blent in one hazy cream ;
The brown Dome 'midst it, and the Lily Tower,
And stern Old Tower more near, and hills that seem
Afar, like clouds to fade, and hills of power
On this side, greenly dark with cypress, vine, and bower !

* ¢¢Sovra’l bel fiume d’Arno la gran villa.””—DANTE.
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AT ROME.

End of desire to stray I feel would come,
Though Italy were all fair skies to me,
Though France’s fields went mad with flowery foam,
And Blanc put on a special majesty.
Not all could match the growing thought of home,
Nor tempt to exile. Look I not on RoME,—
This ancient, modern, medisval queen,—
Yet still sigh westward over hill and dome,
Imperial ruin, and villa’s princely scene,
Lovely with pictured saints and marble gods serene !

REFLECTION.,

Rome, Florence, Venice,—noble, fair, and quaint,
They reign in robes of magic round me here;
But fading, blotted, dim, a picture faint,
With spell more silent, only pleads a tear.
Plead not! Thou hast my heart, O picture dim !
I see the fields, I see the autumn hand
Of God upon the maples! Answer Him
With weird, translucent glories, ye that stand
Like spirits in scarlet and in amethyst !
I see the sun break over you; the mist
On hills that lift from iron bases grand
Their heads superb |—the dream, it is my native land !
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AN ODE FOR THE CANADIAN CONFEDERACY.
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

AwAKE, my country, the hour is great with change !
Under this gloom which yet obscures the land,
From ice-blue strait and stern Laurentian range
To where giant peaks our western bounds command,
A deep voice stirs, vibrating in men’s ears
As if their own hearts throbbed that thunder forth,
A sound wherein who hearkens wisely hears
The voice of the desire of this strong North,—
This North whose heart of fire
Yet knows not its desire
Clearly, but dreams, and murmurs in the dream.
The hour of dreams is done. Lo, on the hills the gleam !

Awake, my country, the hour of dreams is done !
Doubt not, nor dread the greatness of thy fate.
Tho’ faint souls fear the keen, confronting sun,
And fain would bid the morn of splendour wait ;
Tho’ dreamers, rapt in starry visions, cry,
“Lo, yon thy future, yon thy faith, thy fame!”
And stretch vain hands to stars, thy fame is nigh,
Here in Canadian hearth, and home, and name ;—
This name which yet shall grow
Till all the nations know
Us for a patriot people, heart and hand
Loyal to our native earth,—our own Canadian land !
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O strong hearts, guarding the birthright of our glory,
Worth your best blood this heritage that ye guard!
Those mighty streams resplendent with our story,
These iron coasts by rage of seas unjarred,—
What fields of peace these bulwarks well secure !
What vales of plenty those calm floods supply !
Shall not our love this rough, sweet land make sure,
Her bounds preserve inviolate, though we die ?
O strong hearts of the North,
Let flame your loyalty forth,
And put the craven and base to an open shame,
Till earth shall know the Child of Nations by her name !
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COLLECT FOR DOMINION DAY.
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

FaTHER of Nations ! Help of the feeble hand,

Strength of the strong ! to whom the nations kneel !
Stay and destroyer, at whose just command

Earth’s kingdoms tremble and her empires reel !
Who dost the low uplift, the small make great,

And dost abase the ignorantly proud ;
Of our scant people mould a mighty state,

To the strong stern, to Thee in meekness bowed !
Father of unity, make this people one!

Weld, interfuse them in the patriot’s flame,—
Whose forging on Thine anvil was begun

In blood late shed to purge the common shame
That so our hearts, the fever of faction done,

Banish old feud in our young nation’s name.
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A BLOOD-RED RING HUNG ROUND THE
MOON.

“BARRY DANE”—JouN E. Logan.

A BLOOD-RED ring hung round the moon,
Hung round the moon. Ah me! Ah me!
I heard the piping of the Loon,
A wounded Loon. Ah me!
And yet the eagle feathers rare,
I, trembling, wove in my brave’s hair.

He left me in the early morn,
The early morn. Ah me! Ah me!
The feathers swayed like stately corn,*
So like the corn. Ah me!
A fierce wind swept across the plain,
The stately corn was snapt in twain.

They crushed in blood the hated race,
The hated race. Ah me! Ah me!
I only clasped a cold, blind face,
His cold, dead face. Ah me!
A blood-red ring hangs in my sight,
I hear the Loon cry every night.

* ¢ Indian corn” is Maize.
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THE DEPARTING OF CLOTE SCARP.
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

It is so long ago; and men well nigh

Forget what gladness was, and how the earth
Gave corn in plenty, and the rivers fish,

And the woods meat, before he went away.
His going was on this wise.

All the works
And words and ways of men and beasts became
Evil, and all their thoughts continually
Were but of evil. Then he made a feast.
Upon the shore that is beside the sea
That takes the setting sun, he ordered it,
And called the beasts thereto. Only the men
He called not, seeing them evil utterly.
He fed the panther’s crafty brood, and filled
The lean wolf’s hunger ; from the hollow tree
His honey stayed the bear’s terrific jaws ;
And the brown rabbit couched at peace, within
The circling shadow of the eagle’s wings.
And when the feast was done, he told them all
That now, because their ways were evil grown,
On that same day he must depart from them,
And they should look upon his face no more.
Then all the beasts were very sorrowful.
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It was near sunset, and the wind was still,

And down the yellow shore a thin wave washed
Slowly ; and Clote Scarp launched his birch canoe,
And spread his yellow sail, and moved from shore,
Though no wind followed, streaming in the sail,
Or roughening the clear waters after him.

And all the beasts stood by the shore, and watched.

Then to the west appeared a long red trail

Over the wave; and Clote Scarp sailed and sang
Till the canoe grew little like a bird,

And black, and vanished in the shining trail.
And when the beasts could see his form no more,
They still could hear him, singing as he sailed,
And still they listened, hanging down their heads
In long row, where the thin wave washed and fled.
But when the sound of singing died, and when
They lifted up their voices in their grief,

Lo! on the mouth of every beast a strange

New tongue! Then rose they all and fled apart,
Nor met again in council from that day.

37
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CHANGE ON THE OTTAWA.

GEORGE MARTIN.

1L

ONwARD the Saxon treads. Few years ago,
A chief of the Algonquins passed at dawn,
With knife and tomahawk and painted bow,
Down the wild Ottawa, and climbed upon
A rocky pinnacle, where in the glow
Of boyhood he had loved to chase the fawn ;
Proudly he stood there, listening to the roar
Of rapids sounding, sounding evermore.

I1.

All else was silence, save the muffled sound
Of partridge drumming on the fallen tree,
Or dry brush crackling from the sudden bound
Of startled deer, that snorts, and halts to see,
Then onward o’er the leaf-encumbered ground,
Through his green world of beauty, ever free.
Such was the scene—no white man’s chimney nigh,
And joy sat, plumed, in the young warrior’s eye.

I.

No white man’s axe his hunting-grounds had marred,
The primal grandeur of the solemn woods,
When Summer all her golden gates unbarred,
And hung voluptuous o’er the shouting floods,—
Or when stern Winter gave the rich reward,
All suited with his uncorrupted moods,
For all was built, voiced, roofed with sun and cloud
By the Great Spirit unto whom he bowed.
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1V,

The grey of morn was edging into white,

When down the rugged rock the Indian passed,
Like a thin shadow. Soon the rosy light

Lay on the maple leaf, the dew-drops cast
A lustrous charm on many a mossy height,

And squirrels broke out in chatter, as the blast
Swayed the tall pine tops where they leaped, and made
Grand organ-music in the green-wood shade.

V.

Again the Indian comes—some years have rolled—
Down the wild Ottawa, and stands upon
His boyhood haunt, and with an eye still bold
Looks round, and sighs for glories that are gone ;
For all is changed, except the fall that told,
And tells its Maker still, and Bird-rock lone ;
Sadly he leans against an evening sky,
Transfigured in its ebb of rosy dye.

VI.

He sees a city there :—the blazing forge,
The mason’s hammer on the shaping stone,
Great wheels along the stream revolving large,
And swift machinery’s whirr and clank and groan,
And the fair bridge that spans the yawning gorge,
Which drinks the spray of Chaudiere, leaping prone,—
And spires of silvery hue, and belfry’s toll,
All strike, like whetted knives, the red man’s soul.
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VII.

Wide is the area of the naked space
Where broods the city like a mighty bird,
And the grave Sachem from his rock can trace
Her flock of villages, where lately stirred
The bear and wolf, tenacious of their place,
And where the wild cat with her kittens purred ;
Now while the shades of eve invest the land,
What myriad lights flash out on every hand !

VIII.

The dead day’s crimson, interwove with brown,
Has wrapped the watcher upon Oiseau Rock,

And o’er him hangs bright Hesper, like a crown,
As if the hand of Destiny would mock

His soul’s eclipse and sorrow-sculptured frown !—
Thick as wild pigeons, dusky memories flock

O’er the wide wind-fall of his fated race,

And thus he murmurs to his native place:

IX.

“ Here dwelt within the compass of my gaze,
All whom I ever loved, and none remain
To cheer the languor of my wintry days,
Or tread with me across the misty plain ;
A solitary tree, the bleak wind strays
Among my boughs, which moaningly complain ;
Familiar voices whisper round and say,
Seek not 1o find our graves ! Away! Away/
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X.

“The sire who taught my hands to hold the bow,
The mother who was proud of my renown,

On them no more the surly tempests blow,
How little do they heed or smile or frown,

The summer’s blossoms or the winter’s snow !
With them, at last, I thought to lay me down,
Where birds should sing, and wild deer safely play,

And endless woods fence out the glare of day.

XI.

“Friend of my youth, my ‘ Wa-Wa* Height,” adieu !
No more shall I revisit thee, no more
Gaze from thy summit on the upper blue,
And listen to the rapid’s pleasing roar ;—
I go,—my elder brother !—to pursue
The Elk’s great shadow on a distant shore,
Where Nature, still unwounded, wears her charms,
And calls me, like a mother, to her arms.”

XI1I.,

He ceased, and strode away ; no tear he shed,
A weakness which the Indian holds in scorn,
But sorrow’s moonless midnight bowed his head,

And once he looked around—Oh! so forlorn'!
I hated for his sake the reckless tread

Of human progress ;—on /s race no morn,
No noon of happiness shall ever beam ;
They fade as from our waking fades a dream.

* ««Wa-Wa,” the Wild Goose.
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From “TECUMSEH.”—Acr 1., SCENE 2.
CHARLES MAIR.
LEFROY.

This region is as lavish of its flowers
As Heaven of its primrose blooms by night.

This is the Arum, which within its root

Folds life and death ; and this the Prince’s Pine,
Fadeless as love and truth—the fairest form
That ever sun-shower washed with sudden rain.
This golden cradle is the Moccasin Flower,
Wherein the Indian hunter sees his hound ;
And this dark chalice is the Pitcher-Plant,
Stored with the water of forgetfulness.

Whoever drinks of it, whose heart is pure,

Will sleep for aye ’neath foodful asphodel,

And dream of endless love.

There was a time on this fair continent
When all things throve in spacious peacefulness.
The prosperous forests unmolested stood,

For where the stalwart oak grew there it lived
Long ages, and then died among its kind.

The hoary pines—those ancients of the earth—
Brimful of legends of the early world,

Stood thick on their own mountains unsubdued.
And all things else illumined by the sun,
Inland or by the lifted wave, had rest.
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The passionate or calm pageants of the skies
No artist drew ; but in the auburn west
Innumerable faces of fair cloud

Vanished in silent darkness with the day.

The prairie realm—vast ocean’s paraphrase—
Rich in wild grasses numberless, and flowers
Unnamed save in mute Nature’s inventory,

No civilised barbarian trenched for gain.

And all that flowed was sweet and uncorrupt.
The rivers and their tributary streams,
Undammed, wound on for ever, and gave up
Their lonely torrents to weird gulfs of sea,

And ocean wastes unshadowed by a sail.

And all the wild life of this western world
Knew not the fear of man ; yet in those woods,
And by those plenteous streams and mighty lakes,
And on stupendous steppes of peerless plain,
And in the rocky gloom of canyons deep,
Screened by the stony ribs of mountains hoar
Which steeped their snowy peaks in purging cloud,
And down the continent where tropic suns
Warmed to her very heart the mother earth,
And in the congeal’d north where silence self
Ached with intensity of stubborn frost,

There lived a soul more wild than barbarous ;

A tameless soul—the sunburnt savage free—
Free and untainted by the greed of gain,

Great Nature’s man, content with Nature’s food.
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THE ARCTIC INDIAN’S FAITH.

Taomas D’Arcy M‘GEE.

We worship the Spirit that walks unseen

Through our land of ice and snow;

We know not His face, we know not His place,

But His presence and power we know.

Does the Buffalo need the Pale-face word

To find his pathway far?

What guide has he to the hidden ford,

Or where the green pastures are ?

Who teacheth the Moose that the hunter’s gun

Is peering out of the shade?

Who teacheth the doe and the fawn to run

In the track the Moose has made?

Him do we follow, Him do we fear,

The Spirit of earth and sky ;

Who hears with the Wapits’s eager ear

His poor red children’s cry ;

Whose whisper we note in every breeze

That stirs the birch canoe ;

Who hangs the reindeer-moss on the trees

For the food of the Caribou.

The Spirit we worship, who walks unseen

Through our land of ice and snow ;

We know not His face, we know not His place,

But His presence and power we know.
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TAAPOOKAA: A HURON LEGEND.

CHARLES SANGSTER.

THE clouds roll o’er the pine-trees,
Like waves that are charged with ire;

Golden and glory-hued their crests,
Ablaze with a gorgeous fire.

The sun has gone down in splendour,
The heavens are wild with flame,
And all the horizon is burning
With colours that have no name.

And over the mighty forests
The mystical hues are spread,

As calm as the smiles of angels,
As still as the peaceful dead.

And the lake, serene and thoughtful,
And the river, deep in dreams,
And the purple cliff in the distance,

Are robed with the glory gleams ;

Until earth seems a sacred temple,
Where spirits of light have trod,

Where man should not dare to enter,—
Too sacred for aught but God.
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Calm eve over lovely Huron,
Calm eve in the sombre wild,

And over the rude bark wigwam
Of the swarthy forest-child.

There’s a gathering of the red-men,
Of their youths and maidens fair,
Of the mothers of braves and heroes,
And the feast is spreading there.

From the banks of Cadaraqui,
From Niagara’s solitudes,

Where the song of the Water Spirit
Rolled vast through the primal woods.

From Superior’s rocky defiles,
Her grand and rugged shores,
From Utawa and blue-waved Erie,
Came the Chiefs and Sagamores,

Bringing gifts from the distant lodges,
Rare gifts for the lovely bride,—
Taapookaa, the fairest maiden
That ever for true-love sighed.

Taapookaa, the loved, the lovely,
No beauty was there like hers,

And through all the tribes of the forest
The Braves were her worshippers.
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But where is her young Sioux lover,
The pride of her trusting heart?
The Brave that her love hath chosen,

Whose life is of hers a part ?

Away from the bridal revels,
Away from the feast he roves,
Alone over lonely rivers,
Alone in the lonely groves!

Taapookaa must wed another,
The chief of a neighbour tribe ;
Neither force nor friends can save her,
Neither tears nor prayers can bribe !

For this have the Chieftains gathered,
Great Chiefs from the wilds afar;

They have prayed to Manitou freely,
And saluted the Bridal Star.

All things for the feast are ready,
All ripe for the revelry,

And the bridegroom chief is waiting,
But Taapookaa, where is she?

Like the zephyr that tends the flowers,
That bendeth but may not break,
So, lightly, her footstep treadeth
The cliff o’er the calmy lake.
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The stars are all weeping for her,
The moon hath a look forlorn,
For the beautiful maid, all blushes,

All blushes, and truth, and scorn!

The breeze hath a mournful cadence,
A sigh for the fairest fair ;

It cooleth her maiden blushes,
And fingereth her jetty hair.

Like a tragic queen she standeth,
On the jagged cliff alone;

All nature has paused to shudder,
And the stricken forests moan.

A prayer for her young Sioux lover,
That wanders the wilds forlorn,

And she leaps from the cliff, all daring,
And maidenly truth, and scorn.

At night when the stars are shining,
And the moon, with silvery hue,
Illumines the lake with radiance,
Is seen a white canoe.

Two shadowy forms within it,
Two faces that seem to smile,—
The maid and her brave Sioux lover
Returned from the Spirit-Isle,
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THE CAUGHNAWAGA BEADWORK-SELLER.
W. D. LiGHTHALL.

KanawAk1,— By the Rapid,”—
Low the sunset ‘midst thee lies ;
And from the wild Reservation
Evening’s breeze begins to rise.
Faint the Konoronkwa chorus
Drifts across the currents strong ;
Spirit-like the parish steeple
Stands thine ancient walls among.

Kanawaki,—* By the Rapid,”—
How the sun amidst thee burns!

Village of the Praying Nation,
Thy dark child to thee returns.

All day through the palefaced city,
Silent, selling beaded wares,

I have wandered with my basket,
Lone, excepting for their stares.

They are white men ; we are Indians:
What a gulf their stares proclaim !
They are mounting ; we are dying :
All our heritage they claim.
We are dying, dwindling, dying !
Strait and smaller grows our bound :
They are mounting up to heaven,
And are pressing all around.
D
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ZThou art ours,—Ilittle remnant,
Ours from countless thousand years,—
Part of the old Indian world:
Thy breath from far the Indian cheers.
Back to thee, O Kanawéiki !
Let the rapids dash between
Indian homes and white men’s manners,—
Kanawiki and Lachine!

O, my dear! O Knife-and-Arrows !
Thou art bronzed, thy limbs are lithe ;
How I laugh when through the crosse-game
Slipst thou like red elder-withe !
Thou art none of these palefaces !
When with thee I’ll happy feel;
For thou art the Indian warrior
From thy head unto thy heel!

Sweet the Konoronkwa chorus
Floats across the currents strong ;
Clear behold the parish steeple
Rise the ancient walls among !
Skim us deftly, noiseless paddle :
In my shawl my bosom burns!
Kanawiki,—* By the Rapid,”—
Thy own child to thee returns.
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THE INDIAN’S GRAVE.
Bisaor G. J. MOUNTAIN.

BRrIGHT are the heavens, the narrow bay serene ;
No sound is heard within the shelter’d place,
Save some sweet whisper of the pines,—nor seen
Of restless man, or of his works, a trace :

I stray, through bushes low, a little space :
Unlook’d for sight their parted leaves disclose :
Restless no more, lo! one of Indian race;

His bones beneath that roof of bark repose.

Poor savage ! in such bark through deepening snows
Once did’st thou dwell—in this through rivers move ;

Frail house, frail skiff, frail man! Of him who knows
His Master’s will, not thine the doom shall prove :

What will be yours, ye powerful, wealthy, wise,

By whom the heathen unregarded dies?
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WAHONOMIN.* —_INDIAN HYMN TO THE
QUEEN.

FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT.

GREAT mother! from the depths of forest wilds,
From mountain pass and burning sunset plain,

We, thine unlettered children of the woods,

Upraise to thee the everlasting hymn

Of nature, language of the skies and seas,

Voice of the birds and sighings of the pine

In wintry wastes. \We know none other tongue,

Nor the smooth speech that, like the shining leaves,
Hides the rough stems beneath. We bring our song,
Wood-fragrant, rough, yet autumn-streaked with love,
And lay it as a tribute at thy feet.

But should it vex thee thus to hear us sing,

Sad in the universal joy that crowns

This year of years, and shouldst thou deem our voice
But death-cry of the ages that are past,

Bear with us—say, “ My children of the woods,

In language learnt from bird and wood and stream,
From changing moons and stars and misty lakes,
Pour forth their love, and lay it at my feet;

The voice is wild and strange, untuned to ear

Of majesty, ill-timed to fevered pulse

Of this young age, and meteor-souls that flash

* ¢ Wahonomin” is an Indian cry of lamentation.
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New paths upon night’s dome ; yet will I hear
This singing of my children ere they die.”

Great mother! thou art wise, they say, and good,
And reignest like the moon in autumn skies,
The world about thy feet. We have not seen
Thy face, nor the wild seas of life that surge
Around thy throne ; but we have stood by falls,
Deep-shadowed in the silence of the woods,
And heard the water-thunders, and have said,
Thus 1s the voice of men about our Queen.
What is the red man but the forest stream,

The cry of screech-owl in the desert wilds?
This flood that overflows the hills and plains

Is not for us. Back, Westward, Northward, ay,
Up to eternal winter ’neath the stars,

Our path must be in silence, till the snows
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And sun and wind have bleached our children’s bones.

The red must go ; the axe and plough and plane
Are not for him. We perish with the pine,

We vanish in the silence of the woods ;

Our footsteps, like the war-trail in the snow,
Grow fainter while the new spring buds with life.

Great mother! the white faces came with words
Of love and hope, and pointed to the skies,

And in the sunrise splendour set the throne

Of the Great Spirit, and upon the cross

Showed us His Son, and asked a throne for Him.
Their speech was music ; but in camp at night
We brooded o’er the matter round the fire,

The shadowy pines about us, and the stars,
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Set in the silent heavens, looking down.

We brooded o’er the matter days and years,

For thus each thought and thus each spake in words :
“We children of the woods have lived and died
In these our forests, since the first moon tipped
Their thousand lakes and rivers with her beams,
Pale silver in the fading sky of even.

Our fathers’ faces kindled in the glow

Of setting suns ; they read the starlit sky ;

They heard the Spirit’s breathing on the storm,
And on the quaking earth they felt His tread ;
But never yet the story of His Son

Was wafted to them from the sighing woods,

Or bird or stream. Our fathers’ God is ours ;
And as for these new words, we watch and wait.”

Great mother ! we have waited days and years,

Thro’ spring and summer—summer, autumn, spring ;
Brooding in silence, for anon we dreamed

A bird’s voice in our hearts half sung, “’Tis true.”
We listened and we watched the pale face come,
When, lo! new gods came with them—gods of iron
And fire, that shook the forests as they rushed,
Filling with thunder and loud screeching, plains,
Mountains, and woods, and dimming with their breath
The shining skies. These new gods, who were they,
That came devouring all, and blackening earth

And sky with smoke and thunder? We knew not,
But fled in terror further from the face

Of these white children and their gods of iron ;

We heard no more their story of the Son,

And words of love. Their own lives were not love,
But war concealed and fire beneath the ash.
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Thus ever now the burden of our speech :—
We perish with the pine tree and the bird,

We vanish in the silence of the woods,

The white man’s hunting-ground, it is not ours;
We care not for his gods of iron and fire ;

Our home is in the trackless wilds, the depth
Of mountain solitudes, by starlit lakes,

By noise of waters in the unchanging woods.

Great mother! we have wondered that thy sons,
Thy pale sons, should have left thy side and come
To these wild plains, and sought the haunts of bears
And red men. Why their battle with the woods?
Whither go they upon the gods of iron,

Out of the golden sunrise to the mists

Of purple evening in the setting west ?

Their lives have scarce as many moons as ours,
Nor happier are. We know not what they seek ;
For death’s cold finger chills their fevered life,

As in the wilds he stills the meanest worm,

And death flies with them over all their paths,

And waits them in the heart of wildest waste ;
They cannot break his power. Forgive these thoughts
If, as they rise like mists, they dim the gold

That zones thy brow. They came to us at night,
As we have sat in council round the fire;

They seemed the echo of the sighing pines

Far in our soul. One evening rose a chief,
White-headed, bowed with years, one hand on staff,
One on death’s arm, preparing for the way.

“ My sons,” he said, “these people are not wise,
We bide our time, and they will pass away ;

Then shall the red man come like a bird in spring,
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And build the broken camp, and hunt and fish

In his old woods. These people pass away ;

For I have thought through many nights and days
And wondered what they seek ; and now I know,
And knowing, say these people are not wise.

They found these plains beneath the burning west,
And westward, ever westward, still they press,
Seeking the shining meadows of the land

Where the sun sleeps, and, folded ’neath his wings,
The happy spirits breathe eternal day.

But T have lived thro’ fivescore changing years,
And I have talked with wintry-headed chiefs,

And I have heard that kingdom is not reached
Thro’ woods and plains, but by the bridge of death.
This people is not wise ; we bide our time.”

Great mother! they have told us that the snows

Of fifty winters sleep around thy throne,

And buds of spring now blossom with sweet breath

Beneath thy tread. They tell us of the sea,

And other lands, where other children dwell ;

Of mighty cities and the gleam of gold,

Of empires wider than the shining plains

Viewed from giant hill, that lift thy throne above

The clouded mountain-tops. They tell us, too,

Of wonders in the home of man ; of gods

Of iron and fire made servants, and of fire

Snatched from the clouds to flash man’s swiftest
thought ;

But these are not for us. The forest flower

Droops in the haunts of man ; it needs the sky,

And smokeless air, and glances of the sun

Thro’ rustling leaves. We perish with the woods.
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The plains are all before thee. Send thy sons
To plant and build, and drive thy flashing gods,
Startling the forests, till, like ocean’s bounds,
Thine empire rolls in splendour from wide east
To widest west, broad fields of gold for thee
And thy white children ; but our spirits wait
Amid the silent ages, and we pass

To where our fathers dwell, by silent streams,
And hunt in trackless wilds through cloudless days.
The wheels of thy great empire, as it moves
From east to west, from south to icy north,
Crush us to earth. We perish with the woods.

Great mother ! if the changing moons have brought
Thee nearer to the darksome bridge that spans
The gulf between this and the eternal day ;

If thy path and thy children’s be the same,

And thy feet follow where thy fathers went,
Perchance thy soul upon earth’s utmost verge,

The eternal sky about thee, and the deeps
Unfathomable beyond,—perchance thy soul,
Grown weary with the fever of thy life,

May yearn for song of bird, and sighing pine,

And silent meditation of the woods ;

Perchance, when, looking back from infinite skies
To restless man, thy soul, too, echoes, “ Why?”
“Where?” and “ Whither ?” and thy heart may love
This death-song of thy children, ere they pass
With birds and forests to the silent land.
Perchance the white face told us what was true,
And love and hope wait by the throne of God.
The ruffled lake gives out but broken gleams

Of the clear stars above ; so, restless life
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May be the troubled reflex of the skies.

The world rolls onward, ever on and on,
Through clouded vast and moans of dying years,
Into the depths of sunset; but the light

Blinds our dim eyes, we cannot see the goal.
The spirit of the world is not for us;

We perish with the pine tree and the bird ;

We bow our head in silence. We must die.
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WABANAKI SONG.
77. CHARLES G. LELAND.

Now I am left on this lonely island to die—

No one to hear the sound of my voice.

Who will bury me when I die?

Who will sing my death-song for me?

My false friends leave me here to die alone;

Like a wild beast, I am left on this island to die.

I wish the wind spirit would carry my cry to my love !

My love is as swift as the deer; he would speed through the
forest to find me;

Now I am left on this lonely island to die.

I wish the spirit of air would carry my breath to my love.

My love’s canoe, like the sunlight, would shoot through the
water to my side ;

But I am left on this lonely island to die, with no one to
pity me but the little birds.

My love is brave and strong; but, when he hears my fate,
his stout heart will break ;

And I am on this lonely island to die.

Now the night comes on, and all is silent but the owl. He
sings a mournful song to his mate, in pity for me.

I will try to sleep. I wish the night spirit to hear my song ;
he will tell my love of my fate; and when I awake, I
shall see the one I love.

I am on this lonely island to die.
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WABANAKI SONG.
Z7. CHARLES G. LELAND.

CoME, my moo sarge, let us go up that shining mountain,
and sit together on that shining mountain ; there we
will watch the beautiful sun go down from the shining
mountain.

There we will sit, till the beautiful night traveller arises above
the shining mountain ; we will watch him, as he climbs
to the beautiful skies.

We will also watch the little stars following their chief.

We will also watch the northern lights playing their game of
ball in their cold, shiny country.

There we will sit, on the beautiful mountain, and listen to
the thunder (Badankac) beating his drum.

We will see the lightning when she lights her pipe.

We will see the great whirlwind running a race with
betchi-vesay (squall).

There we will sit, ’till every living creature feels like
sleeping.

There we will hear the great owl sing his usual song, Zeeg-
lee-goo-rvul-tique, and see all the animals obey his song.

There we will sit on that beautiful mountain, and watch the
little stars in their sleepless flight. They do not mind
the song, Zeeg-lee-goo-wul-tigue ; neither will we mind it,
but sit more closely together, and think of nothing but
ourselves, on the beautiful mountain.
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Again, the Zeeg-lee-goo-wul-tique will be heard, and the night
traveller will come closer to warn us that all are
dreaming, except ourselves and the little stars. They
and their chief are coursing along, and our minds go
with them. Then the owl sleeps; no more is heard
teeg-lee-goo-wul-tigue ; the lightning ceases smoking;
the thunder ceases beating his drum; and though we
feel inclined to sleep, yet will we sit on the beautiful,
shining mountain.



62 SONGS OF THE GREAT DOMINION.

CAUGHNAWAGA SONG.
(Rinonwes, rinonwes, Rakent.)

77. JoEHN WANIENTE JOCKS.

CHORUS.

I LovE him, I love him, father,—
That young man !

MAIDEN.

Well, father, what is thy word ?
My spirit is now to marry.

FATHER.

Ashamed be thou, my child,—
Thou whom I hold my little one,—
Thou are yet too young ;

Thou canst not get thee thy food.

MAIDEN (77 the words of the Chorus)

I love him, I love him, father,—
That young man.
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FATHER.

Hard drinks he, he thou lovest ;
Great tears this would later make thee shed.

CHORUS (passionately).
I love him, I love him, father,—

That young man.

FATHER.

Thou askest for food ; he will show thee a bottle.

CHORUS (softly).

Yet I love him, I love him, father,-—
That young man.
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IV...THE VOYAGEUR & HABITANT.

THE OLD REGIME.
(Lrom “Song of Welcome.”)

“SERANUS.”

YET survives a strain,

One of saddest singing,
Chant of Habitant,

On the river ringing ;
Born in olden France,
All of dame and dance,

Brought with golden lily.
From the distant pines,
From the northern waters,
From hardy sons and toiling daughters,

Salutation ; Salutation !

REcIT.

Strange visions of a land beyond the sea,
The quaint old towns and farms of Normandy,—
The land he never saw and ne’er will see !

Strange visions of a life as bright and gay
As his own now is quiet, dull and gray,—
The many-coloured life of Yesterday !
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Strange visions of a past still dimly dear,
Since he, the toiler, cannot but revere
The past he may not see, nor feel, nor hear!

And strange for us the other sudden thought,
How without dreams that float across the foam
Of gray Atlantic, float, and float, and flash

At length on shores of Gallic name and fame
Into the actual glitter of old time—

We hold among our best possessions still,

F’en here in new and northern land—a past ;
We have not many ruins, it is true,

And those we have, pray daily, but in vain,

For friendly green that grows not gratss here.
Not more than scraps of history, they have said !
They are enough to interest, kindle too,

If wisely we have learned to love our land,

But not enough to bore—no pedants here.
Here—tower and tropby, mound and monument,
The cairn and cuneiform of an Old World

Give place to Nature in her purity.

But what we have, we cling to. We would keep
All dear tradition ; be it picturesque,

In the old voyageur with gay festoons

Of floating ribbons, happy, noisy, free ;

Or polished, in the careful cavalier,
Fresh-furbelowed from out his sunny France ;
Heroic, in the story of Vercheres ;

Or dark, in that of dismal Beaumanoir.
Through the long years we see as in a dream—
And will not part with it—the Old Régime.

Powdered tresses and rich brocade,
Stately matron and charming maid ;
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Flashing steel and stubborn rust,
Blood for blood and thrust for thrust ;

Hand on heart in the good old style,
Courtly lips on lips without guile ;

The young sweet land of La Nowuvelle France,
Knew it all by a strange sweet chance ;

All the charm of the dainty dressing,
All the force of a gay professing.

Cuorus.—And still we seem
As in a dream,
To watch the Old Régime,
The Old Régime !

Crowned Quebec on her Citadel
Fierce wild tales of her youth can tell ;

Tales of ghosts that still pursue
Scenes of riot and bloodshed too;

Tales of dark stains on the flooring,
Tales of woman’s wild imploring ;

The young sweet land of Za Nouvelle France,
Had its share of Old World romance ;
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But sobered by Time are sword and gown,
And quiet reigns in the grey old town.

Crorus.—Yet still we seem
As in a dream,
To watch the Old Régime,
The Old Régime !
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MALBROUCK.
(Old Chanson.)
7. WiLLiaM M‘LENNAN.

MaALBROUCK has gone a-fighting,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Malbrouck has gone a-fighting,
But when will he return?

Perchance he’ll come at Easter
Or else at Trinity Term.

But Trinity Term is over
And Malbrouck comes not yet.

My Lady climbs her watch-tower
As high as she can get.

She sees her page approaching
All clad in sable hue:

“ Ah page, brave page, what tidings

From my true lord bring you?”
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“The news I bring, fair Lady,

Will make your tears run down ;

“Put off your rose-red dress so fine
And doff your satin gown ;

“ Monsieur Malbrouck is dead, alas !
And buried too, for aye ;

“ T saw four officers who bore
His mighty corse away.

“One bore his cuirass, and his friend
His shield of iron wrought ;

“The third his mighty sabre bore,
And the fourth—he carried nought.

“ And at the corners of his tomb
They planted rose-marie ;

““ And from their tops the nightingale
Rings out her carol free.

“We saw, above the laurels,
His soul fly forth amain ;

“ And each one fell upon his face
And then rose up again.
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‘““And so we sang the glories
For which great Malbrouck bled ;

“ And when the whole was ended
Each one went off to bed.

“T say no more my Lady,

Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
I say no more, my Lady,
As nought more can be said.”
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A LA CLAIRE FONTAINE.
(Old Chanson.)
Z7. W. D. LiGHTHALL.

UnTo the crystal fountain
For pleasure did I stray;

So fair I found the waters
My limbs in them I lay.

Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall T love alway,

My dearest ;
Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall I love alway.

1I.

So fair I found the waters,
My limbs in them I lay;
Beneath an oak tree resting,
I heard a roundelay.
Long 1s it, &c.

II1.

Beneath an oak tree resting,
I heard a roundelay,
The nightingale was singing
On the oak tree’s topmost spray.
Long is it, &c.
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Iv.

The nightingale was singing
On the oak tree’s topmost spray :—
Sing, nightingale, keep singing,
Thou who hast heart so gay !
Long is it, &c.

V.
Sing, nightingale, keep singing,
Thou hast a heart so gay,
Thou hast a heart so merry,
While mine is sorrow’s prey.
Long is it, &c.

VI.

For I have lost my mistress,
Whom I did true obey,
All for a bunch of roses,
Whereof I said her nay.
Long s it, &c.

VII.

I would those luckless roses
Were on their bush to-day,

And that itself the rosebush
Were plunged in ocean’s spray.

Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall I love alway,

My dearest ;
Long is it I have loved thee,
Thee shall I love alway.



76  SONGS OF THE GREAT DOMINION.

EN ROULANT MA BOULE.
(0ld Chanson.)
77r. WirLriaMm M‘LENNAN.

BeHIND the Manor lies the mere,
En rvoulant ma boulé ;

Three ducks bathe in its water clear,
En roulant ma boulé.

Rouli, roulant, ma boulé roulant,
En rvoulant ma boulé roulant,
En roulant ma boulé.

Three fairy ducks swim without fear :
The Prince goes hunting far and near.

The Prince at last draws near the lake ;
He bears his gun of magic make.

With magic gun of silver bright,
He sights the Black but kills the White.

He sights the Black but kills the White :
Ah! cruel Prince, my heart you smite.
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Ah'! cruel Prince, my heart you break,
In killing thus my snow-white Drake.

My snow-white Drake, my Love, my King;
The crimson life-blood stains his wing.

His life-blood falls in rubies bright,
His diamond eyes have lost their light.

The cruel ball has found its quest,
His golden bill sinks on his breast.

His golden bill sinks on his breast,
His plumes go floating East and West.

Far, far they’re borne to distant lands,
Till gathered by fair maidens’ hands ;

Till gathered by fair maidens’ hands ;
And form at last a soldier’s bed.

And form at last a soldier’s bed,
En roulant ma boulé ;

Sweet refuge for the wanderer’s head,
En roulant ma boulé.

Rouli, roulant, ma boulé roulant,
En roulant ma boulé roulant,
En roulant ma boulé.
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GAI LE ROSIER.
(0ld Chanson.)
7r. WiLLiaM M‘LENNAN.

BeHIND my aunt’s there groweth
A wood all greenery ;
The nightingale’s song filleth
Its glades with melodie.
Gai lon la, gat le rosier,
Du joli mois de maz.

The nightingale’s song filleth
Its glades with melodie ;

He sings for maids whose beauty
No lover holds in fee.

He sings for maids whose beauty
No lover holds in fee;

For me he singeth never,
For my True-love loves me.

For me he singeth never
For my True-love loves me;
He joins no more the dancers,
Alas! he’s far from me.
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He joins no more the dancers,
Alas! he’s far from me ;

A prisoner ta’en while fighting
In distant Germanie.

A prisoner ta’en while fighting
In distant Germanie ;

“ What wilt thou give, sweet maiden,
An’ I bring him back to thee?”

“What wilt thou give, sweet maiden,
An’ I bring him back to thee?”
“T’ll give thee all Versailles,
Paris, and St Denis.

“ Tl give thee all Versailles,
Paris and St Denis,
And the crystal fount that floweth
In my garden clear and free.”
Gai lon la, gai le rosier,
Du joli mois de mai.
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ENTRE PARIS ET SAINT-DENIS.
(Old Chanson.)

Z7. WiLLiaAM M‘LENNAN.

"Twixt Paris fair and St Denis

The dance was up one day,

And all the ladies of the town

Looked on in brave array.
Sur la feuille ron, . . . don don don,
Sur la joli’, joli’ feuille ronde.

And all the ladies of the town

Looked on in brave array,

All save the Princess fair, who glanced
Adown the dusty way.

The Princess fair cast wistful looks
Adown the dusty way,

And soon she saw her messenger
Ride from where Nantés lay.

She saw her faithful messenger

His way from Nantés wing ;

¢ Now, messenger, from Nantés town
What tidings do you bring ?”
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“ Now, Messenger, bold Messenger,
What news from Nantés fair?”
“The only news I bring, fair Dame,
Your lover bade me bear.

“The only news I bring is this :
Your lover bade me say,

That he has found a sweetheart new,
Choose you a gallant gay.

“ Choose you another gallant gay,
For I've a sweetheart rare.”

“ Now is she wiser far than I,

Or is her face more fair?”

“ Now is she wiser far than I,

Or is her face more fair?”

¢ Although not near so fair as you,
Her wisdom’s past compare.

“ Her beauty is not like to yours,

But secret lore she knows ;

She makes the snow, she makes the hail,
She makes the wind that blows.

¢ She makes the wind that blows so free,
She makes the snow so fine;
At midnight hour, within her bower,
She makes the sun to shine.

F



82 SONGS OF THE GREAT DOMINIOMN.

“She makes the sun to shine again

At midnight in her bower ;

And on the borders of the sea

Makes rosemary to flower.”
Sur la feuille ron, . . . don don don,
Sur la joli’, joli’ feutlle ronde.
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MARIANSON.
(0ld Chanson.)
77. WiLLiaM M‘LENNAN.
“An! Marianson, my beauteous dame,

Where is your lord and master gone?”

“ My lord rides to the battle-plain,
I know not if he’ll come again.”

“ Ah! Marianson, my lady fair,
Lend me your rings of gold so rare.”

“In the iron chest beside my bed,
You'll find the rings,” she sweetly said.

“ Now, Goldsmith, fashion me with care
Three golden rings of metal rare.

Three golden rings of fashion rare,
Like those that Marianson doth wear.”

When he receives his golden rings
Upon his steed he lightly springs.
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The first he meets upon the road
Is Marianson’s haughty lord.

“ Fair greeting now, bold cavalier,
What tidings do you bring me here?”

“Of tidings new I bring you none,
Save of the Lady Marianson.”

“Ah! Marianson, my lady fair !
She’s faithful aye, I'll boldly swear.”

“I say not ‘yes,’—I say not ‘no,’
But see—the rings from her hands of snow.”

“You lie! you lie! bold cavalier;
My wife is faithful, far or near.”

His wife stood on the ramparts high ;
She saw her lord ride wildly by.

Her heart stood still with a sudden fear
When she marked his face as he drew anear.

“ Now, mother, show our new-born child,
Its grace will calm his anger wild.”
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‘““ My son, behold your son and heir ;
What name wilt thou give the babe to bear?”

He cried, “I'll give the child a name
That will fill its mother’s life with shame.”

He has seized the infant in its mirth,
And thrice has dashed it to the earth.

And Marianson, that lady fair,
He has tied to his horse by her golden hair.

Three days, three nights, he rode like wind,
And never cast a look behind.

Till, at close of the third long night,
He turned and looked on that awful sight.

“Ah! Marianson, my lady fair,
Where are your golden rings so rare?”

“In the iron chest, beside my bed,
You'll find the rings,” she sadly said.

He has ta’en the keys with an evil grace,
And has found the rings in their hiding-place.
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“Ah! Marianson, my lady fair,
You shall have the best chirurgeon’s care.”

“'The best chirurgeon I would crave
Is a fine white sheet for my quiet grave.”

“Ah! Marianson, my beauteous dame,
Will God e’er pardon all my shame?” *

‘ My death is pardoned now,” she smiled,
“ But never that of our helpless child.”
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THE RE-SETTLEMENT OF ACADIA.
ARTHUR WENTWORTH EATON.

THE rocky slopes for emerald had changed their garb of
gray,

When the vessels from Connecticut came sailing up the bay,

There were flashing lights on every wave that drew the
strangers on,

And wreaths of wild arbutus round the brows of Blomidon.

Five years in desolation the Acadian land had lain,

Five golden harvest moons had wooed the fallow fields in
vain ;

Five times the winter snows caressed, and summer sunsets
smiled,

On lonely clumps of willows, and fruit trees growing wild.

There was silence in the forest, and along the Uniac shore,
And not a habitation from Canard to Beauséjour,

But many a ruined cellar and many a broken wall

Told the story of Acadia’s prosperity, and fall !

And even in the sunshine of that peaceful day in June,

When Nature swept her harp, and found the strings in
perfect tune,

The land seemed calling wildly for its owners, far away,

The exiles scattered on the coast from Maine to Charleston
Bay.
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Where, with many bitter longings for their fair homes and
their dead,

They bowed their heads in anguish, and would not be
comforted ;

And like the Jewish exiles, long ago, beyond the sea,

They could not sing the songs of home in their captivity !

But the simple Norman peasant-folk shall till the land no
more,

For the vessels from Connecticut have anchored by the
shore,

And many a sturdy Puritan, his mind with Scripture stored,

Rejoices he has found at last his “garden of the Lord.”

There are families from Jolland, from Killingworth and
Lyme ;

Gentle mothers, tender maidens, and strong men in their
prime ;

There are lovers who have plighted their vows in Coventry,

And merry children, dancing o’er the vessels’ decks in glee.

They come as came the Hebrews into their promised land,

Not as to wild New England’s shores came first the Pilgrim
band,

The Minas fields were fruitful, and the Gaspereau had borne

To seaward many a vessel with its freight of yellow corn.

They come with hearts as true as their manners blunt and
cold,
To found a race of noble men of stern New England mould,
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A race of earnest people, whom the coming years shall teach
The broader ways of knowledge and the gentler forms of
speech.

They come as Puritans, but who shall say their hearts are
blind

To the subtle charms of Nature and the love of human-
kind !

The Blue Laws of Connecticut have shaped their thought,
tis true,

But human laws can never wholly Heaven’s work undo.

And tears fall fast from many an eye long time unused to

weep,

For o’er the fields lay whitening the bones of cows and
sheep—

The faithful cows that used to feed upon the broad Grand
Pré,

And with their tinkling bells come slowly home at close of
day.

And where the Acadian village stood, its roofs o’ergrown
with moss,

And the simple wooden chapel with its altar and its cross,

And where the forge of Basil sent its sparks towards the sky,

The lonely thistle blossomed and the fire-weed grew high.

The broken dykes have been rebuilt a century and more,
The cornfields stretch their furrows from Canard to Beau-

séjour,
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Five generations have been reared beside the fair Grand
Pré

Since the vessels from Connecticut came sailing up the
Bay.

And now across the meadows, while the farmers reap and
Sow,

The engine shrieks its discords to the hills of Gaspereau ;

And ever onward to the sea, the restless Fundy tide

Bears playful pleasure yachts and busy trade ships side by
side.

And the Puritan has yielded to the softening touch of time,

Like him who still content remained in Killingworth and
Lyme ;

And graceful homes of prosperous men make all the land-
scape fair,

And mellow creeds and ways of life are rooted everywhere.

And churches nestle lovingly on many a glad hillside,

And holy bells ring out their music in the eventide ;

But here and there, on untilled ground, apart from glebe or
town,

Some lone surviving apple-tree stands leafless, bare and
brown.

And many a traveller has found, as thoughtlessly he strayed,

Some long-forgotten cellar in the deepest thicket’s shade,

And clumps of willows by the dykes, sweet-scented, fair and
green,

That seemed to tell again the story of Evangeline.
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AT THE CEDARS.
DuncaNn CAMPBELL SCOTT.

You had two girls, Baptiste,
One is Virginie

Hold hard, Baptiste,
Listen to me,

The whole drive was jammed,

In that bend at the Cedars ;

The rapids were dammed,

With the logs tight rammed

And crammed ; you might know
The devil had clinched them below.

We worked three days—not a budge !
‘“She’s as tight as a wedge,
On the ledge.”

Says our foreman,

“Mon Dieu! boys, look here,
We must get this thing clear.”
He cursed at the men,

And we went for it then,
With our cant-dogs arow ;

We just gave “he yo ho,”
When she gave a big shove
From above.
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The gang yelled, and tore
For the shore

The logs gave a grind,
Like a wolf’s jaws behind,
And as quick as a flash,
With a shove and a crash,
They were down in a mash.
But I, and ten more,

All, but Isaac Dufour,
Were ashore.

He leaped on a log in front of the rush,
And shot out from the bind,

While the jam roared behind ;

As he floated along,

He balanced his pole,

And tossed us a song.

But, just as we cheered,

Up darted a log from the bottom,
Leaped thirty feet, fair and square
And came down on his own.

)

He went up like a block,

With the shock ;

And when he was there,

In the air,

Kissed his hand

To the land.

When he dropped,

My heart stopped,

For the first logs had caught him,
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And crushed him ;
When he rose in his place
There was blood on his face.

There were some girls, Baptiste,
Picking berries on the hillside,
Where the river curls, Baptiste,
You know,—on the still side;
One was down by the water,
She saw Isaac

Fall back.

She didn’t scream, Baptiste ;
She launched her canoe,—

It did seem, Baptiste,

That she wanted to die too,
For before you could think,
The birch cracked like a shell
In that rush of hell,

And I saw them both sink

Baptiste !!

He had two girls,

One is Virginie;

What God calls the other,
Is not known to me.
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ROSE LATULIPPE.
(A French-Canadian Legend.)
“ SERANUS.”

THE story or ballad of Ma’amselle Rose,
Surnamed Latulippe, as the story goes.

Seventeen hundred and forty, I’'m told,
The winter was long and dark and cold.

The frosts were hard, and the snows were deep,
Lake and river were wrapped in sleep.

The days so short, and the food so dear,
At Christmas-time made sorry cheer.

The drifts piled high, and the roads left bare,
Made New Year’s Day a slow affair.

Vet Noel and New Year’s as Paradise were
To Lent with its vision of fasting and prayer.

And lively girls like Ma’amselle Rose,
In her dark-blue skirt and her scarlet hose,
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All over the country felt the same,

With their restless feet and their eyes of flame,

Striving to make the most of their fun
Ere Mardi-Gras should behold it done.

The day before has Ma’amselle Rose,
Standing on tip of her little toes,

Petitioned her father with modest glance
To let her give—a little dance.

And here we know just what came about,
For Rose, too cunning to beg or pout,

At once 1s accorded—so frank, so sweet,
Who could refuse her P—the wished-for treat.

Great were the preparations then,
The asking of girls, the finding of men ;

For partners are rare in this wild new land,
Where girls grow as ripe and ready to hand

As in any tropical island or town
(Lying becalmed ’neath a starry crown,

Rich with clustering fruit and flower,
With gaudy creeper and glowing bower),
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Though few are as fair as Ma’amselle Rose,

In her dark-blue skirt and her scarlet hose.

As for Mardi-Gras—cie// What a day,
The wind it blew this way, that way,—

All ways at once, you would have said,
Till the snow was whirled far over the head,

And towards the evening a storm uprose
Which frightened all save Ma’amselle Rose.

The windows rattled—what did she care?
She was upstairs plaiting her long brown hair.

The watch-dog howled, but she did not hear,
She was hanging an earring in either ear;

And, thinking of onyx and filigree,
And musing, of these, which shall it be,

She hardly observes old Mere Marmette,
Who has come in a tremble to look for her pet.

Old Mere Marmette, with her withered face,
Under the cap with its starched white lace,

Just as one sees, in a cold March wood,
An old brown leaf with its snowy hood
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Pushed back a little, that one may know
Will melt full soon the frost and the snow.

“O Rose, chérie, did you not hear me call?
I fear for you, child, and I fear for us all!

"Tis the wildest night the Curé has known,
And to hear that good dog howl and moan

Is enough to drive one on to one’s knees,
Though there, to be sure, we all might freeze

Such a night as this!” “Why, how you talk !”
Says Ma’amselle Rose, as she stops in her walk

To drape her flowered Indian shawl,
Thinking it makes her look quite tall

“ Mon Dien! you talk,” says Ma’amselle Rose,
With her laughing eye and her petulant pose,

“ As if we had not seen nights as dark,
Or had never heard old Pierrot bark!”

Then to the window quick she flies—
“ 1,00k, Mere Marmette, look, look, what eyes !

What a figure ! what grace ! what a noble steed !
Now, who can it be? Now who, indeed?”
G
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“Ciel/ 1 know not! Some stranger bold—

The town is full of such, I’'m told ;

And Rose Latulippe, look you, do not forget
The last advice of your old Marmette,

Dance, dance, little Rose, dance all you like
Till the midnight hour from the clock shall strike ;

But to dance after twelve to-night is a si7,
Whether with stranger or kith or kin.

And the Curé says—” “I know, I know,
Good mother Marmette, you tease one so !”

And with in the mirror a flying peep,
Away to the dance flies Rose Latulippe.

Already the guests are gathering all
In the long low room and the narrow hall,

Where hang the rude sticks and the stout raquettes,
And the great fur coats in patches wet

With the falling snow, that still outside
Is whirled aloft in an eddying tide !

There are the tenants from west and east,
From north to south, all bidden to feast
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On pités, and fowls, and ragofits immense,
All at their generous Seigneur’s expense.

And here is old Jacques, the blind habitant,
Who can sing you the whole of Ze Juif Errant,

And play on his fiddle such tunes so gay,
As Le vent frivolant, and J’ai tant dansé.

And now all the Seigneury forms in a line,
Then the Grande Proménade with an air so fine,

One can hardly believe it is “ homespun grey ”
And ¢ bottes sauvages” who are leading the way.

And next they engage in a merry round dance,
Imported, of course, direct from France,

Which must surely gladden our gay little Rose,
In her dark-blue skirt and her scarlet hose.

But where is Rose? In the window seat
She seems to have found a cosy retreat,

And with her the stranger, tall and bold,
From her window she saw alight in the cold.

His eyes flash fire, and his brow is stern,
Yet his words with a thrilling music burn.
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He knows her name, he has called her Rose,

Till her cheek with a brighter crimson glows ;

He takes her hand, he holds it fast,
And into the circle they slip at last.

Then who so happy as little Rose,
While her red cheek redder and redder grows !

Again and again they dance like this,
And once has the stranger stolen a kiss,

That has almost frightened our brave little Rose—
Like a shudder of fire through her frame it goes—

Till the girls all stand in a whispering ring,
And deem it the very strangest thing,

That Rose should have known this cavalier,
And finish by deeming it very gueer,—

As girls in all ages somehow do
When they have not been courted too.

But Mere Marmette is troubled still,
She follows her pet about until

The stranger has thrown her a wicked glance,
That might have sent her into a trance,
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Had she not quickly crossed herself,
And gone on washing and drying the delf;

For now, the feasting and supper all done,
Is the very height of Mardi-Gras fun.

Soon it will be the midnight hour,
When to dance or play will be out of the power

Of all good Catholics, young and old,
Who wish to remain in the Church’s fold.

But so proud and happy is Ma’amselle Rose,
In her dark-blue skirt and her scarlet hose,

With the stranger’s arm around her waist,
And her hand on his shoulder lightly placed,

That when he beseeches for one turn more,
She slips on his arm out through the door

Into the dim and narrow hall,
Where creep the long shadows up the wall.

And lo, in a minute or less, that same Rose,
Surnamed Latulippe, as the story goes,

In the stranger’s arms is spinning around
To a strange and diabolical sound,
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Which cometh from no known instrument,
As old blind Jacques, in his corner intent

On a big pork pité, very well knows :
Alas for poor little Ma’amselle Rose !

For presently, louder than Rose quite likes,
The tall old clock on the staircase strikes.

“Mon Dien!” she cries, ¢ you must let me go ;
"Tis twelve and after !” “Nay, nay, not so !

I have you; and hold you, and fold you tight,
You are mine,” says the stranger, “from to-night.

Dance, dance, little Rose, a word in your ear,
You are dancing with Lucifer, what dost thou fear?”

The Curé! the Curé! He takes it all in,
From Rose, in her peril of horrible sin,

To Mother Marmette and the aged Seigneur,
The whispering girls and the dazed voyageur.

And breathing a hurried and silent prayer,
And making the sign of the cross in the air,

And saying aloud, “ The Church hath power
To save her children in such an hour.”
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He taketh the maiden by both her hands,
Whilst Lucifer dark and discomfited stands ;

Snorting and stamping in fiendish ire,
He gains his steed with the eyes of fire,

Who gives one loud and terrible neigh,
And then in the darkness thunders away.
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ADIEU TO FRANCE.
(Lrom ‘“ De Roberval.”)
JouN HUNTER-DUVAR.

ApIEU to France! my latest glance
Falls on thy port and bay, Rochelle ;

The sunrays on the surf-curls dance,
And spring time, like a pleasing spell,

Harmonious holds the land and sea ;
How long, alas, I cannot tell,

Ere this scene will come back to me!

The hours fleet fast and on the mast
Soon shall I hoist the parting sail ;
Soon will the outer bay be passed,
And on the sky-line eyes will fail
To see a streak that means the land.
On then! before the tides and gale,
Hope at the helm and in God’s hand.

What doom I meet, my heart will beat
For France, the debonnaire and gay ;
She ever will in memory’s seat
Be present to my mind alway.
Hope whispers my return to you,
Dear land ! But should Fate say me nay,
And this should be my latest view,
Fair France, loved France, 7y France, adieu.
Salut a la France! Salut!
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SONG OF THE AXE.
IsABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

HicH grew the snow beneath the low-hung sky,
And all was silent in the wilderness ;

In trance of stillness Nature heard her God
Rebuilding her spent fires, and veil’d her face
While the Great Worker brooded o’er His work.

“ Bite deep and wide, O Axe, the tree,
What doth thy bold voice promise me?”

“T promise thee all joyous things,
That furnish forth the lives of kings !

“ For ev’ry silver ringing blow,
Cities and palaces shall grow !”

¢“ Bite deep and wide, O Axe, the tree,
Tell wider prophecies to me.”

“ When rust hath gnaw’d me deep and red,
A nation strong shall lift his head !
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“His crown the very Heav’ns shall smite,
Zons shall build him in his might!”

“ Bite deep and wide, O Axe, the tree ;
Bright Seer, help on thy prophecy!”

Max smote the snow-weigh’d tree, and lightly laugh’d.
“ See, friend,” he cried to one that look’d and smil’d,
“My axe and I—we do immortal tasks—

We build up nations—this my axe and I!”
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FIRE IN THE WOODS ; OR, THE OLD SETTLER’S
STORY.

ALEXANDER M’LACHLAN.

WHEN first I settled in the woods,
There were no neighbours nigh,
And scarce a living thing, save wolves,
And Molly dear, and I.
We had our troubles, ne’er a doubt,
In those wild woods alone ;
But then, sir, I was bound to have
A homestead of my own.

This was my field of battle, and
The forest was my foe,

And here I fought with ne’er a thought,
Save “lay the giants low.”

I toiled in hope—got in a crop,
And Molly watched the cattle ;

To keep those “ breachy” steers away,
She had a weary battle.

The devil’s dears were those two steers,—
Ah, they were born fence-breakers !

And sneaked all day, and watched their prey,
Like any salt-sea wreckers.

And gradually, as day by day,
My crop grew golden yellow,

My heart and hope grew with that crop,—
I was a happy fellow.
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That crop would set me on my feet,
And I’d have done with care ;

I built away, the live-long day,
Such “ castles in the air ! ”

I’d beaten poverty at last,
And, like a little boy

When he has got his first new coat,
I fairly leapt for joy.

I blush to think upon it yet
That I was such a fool;

But young folks must learn wisdom, sir,
In old Misfortune’s school.

One fatal night, I thought the wind
Gave some unwonted sighs,

Down through the swamp I heard a tramp
Which took me by surprise.

Is this an earthquake drawing near ?
The forest moans and shivers ;

And then T thought that I could hear
The rushing of great rivers ;

And while T looked and listened there,
A herd of deer swept by,

As from a close pursuing foe
They madly seemed to fly.

But still those sounds, in long deep bounds,
Like warning heralds came,

And then I saw, with fear and awe,
The heavens were all aflame.
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I knew the woods must be on fire,
I trembled for my crop ;

As I stood there, in mute despair,
It seem’d the death of hope.

On, on it came, a sea of flame,
In long deep rolls of thunder,
And drawing near, it seem’d to tear
The heavens and earth asunder !
How those waves snored, and raged, and roared,
And reared in wild commotion !
On, on they came, like steeds of flame
Upon a burning ocean.

How they did snort, in fiendish sport,
As at the great elms dashing ;

And how they tore 'mong hemlocks hoar,
And through the pines went crashing ;

While serpents wound the trunks around,
Their eyes like demons gleaming,

And wrapped like thongs around the prongs,
And to the crests went screaming !

Ah'! how they swept, and madly leapt,
From shrinking spire to spire,

"Mid hissing hail, and in their trail
A waving lake of fire !

Anon some whirlwind, all aflame,
Growled in the ocean under;

Then up would reel a fiery wheel
And belch forth smoke and thunder !
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And it was all that we could do
To save ourselves by flight,
As from its track we madly flew,—
Oh! ’twas an awful night!
When all was past, I stood aghast,
My crop and shanty gone,
And blackened trunks ‘mid smouldering chunks
Like spectres looking on !

A host of skeletons they seemed,
Amid the twilight dim,

All standing there in their despair,
With faces gaunt and grim ;

And I stood like a spectre too,
A ruined man was I,

And nothing left,—what could I do
But sit me down and cry ?

A heavy heart indeed was mine,
For I was ruined wholly,
And I gave way that awful day
To moping melancholy ;
I lost my all, in field and stall,
And nevermore would thrive,
All save those steers,—the devil’s dears
Had saved themselves alive.

Nor would I have a farm to-day,
Had it not been for Molly,

She cheered me up, and charmed away
My moping melancholy ;
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She schemed and planned to keep the land,
And cultivate it too ;

And how I moiled, and strained, and toiled,
And fought the battle through.

Yes, Molly played her part full well;
She’s plucky, every inch, sir!

It seemed to me the ¢ deil himsel’ ”
Could not make Molly flinch, sir ;
We wrought and fought, until our star

Got into the ascendant ;
At troubles past we smile at last,
And now we’re independent !
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BURNT LANDS.
CuARLES G. D. ROBERTS.

ON other fields and other scenes the morn
Laughs from her blue,—but not such scenes are these,
Where comes no summer cheer of leaves and bees,
And no shade mitigates the day’s white scorn.
These serious acres vast no groves adorn ;
But giant trunks, bleak shapes that once were trees,
Tower naked, unassuaged of rain or breeze,
Their stern grey isolation grimly borne.

The months roll over them, and mark no change ;
But when spring stirs, or autumn stills, the years,
Surely some phantom leafage rustles faint
Thro’ their parched dreams,—some old-time notes ring
strange,
When in his slender treble, far and clear,
Reiterates the rain-bird his complaint,
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ACRES OF YOUR OWN.
ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN.

HERE’s the road to independence !
Who would bow and dance attendance?
Who, with e’er a spark of pride,
While the bush is wild and wide,
Would be but a hanger-on,
Begging favours from a throne,
While beneath yon smiling sun
Farms, by labour, can be won?

Up! be stirring, be alive,

Get upon a farm and thrive !

He’s a king upon a throne

Who has acres of his own !

Tho’ the cabin’s walls are bare,
What of that, if love is there?
What although your back is bent,
There are none to hound for rent;
What tho’ you must chip and plough,
None dare ask, “ What doest thou?”
What though homespun be your coat,
Kings might envy you your lot!

Up! be stirring, be alive,

Get upon a farm and thrive !

He’s a king upon a throne

Who has acres of his own !
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Honest labour thou would’st shirk—
Thou art far too good to work?
Such gentility’s a fudge,
True men all must toil and drudge.
Nature’s true Nobility
Scorns such mock gentility ;
Fools but talk of blood and birth—
Ev’ry man must prove his worth !
Up! be stirring, be alive,
Get upon a farm and thrive !
He’s a king upon a throne
Who has acres of his own !
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FroMm “MALCOLM’S KATIE.”
IsaBELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

TuE Land had put his ruddy gauntlet on,

Of Harvest gold, to dash in Famine’s face.

And like a vintage wain, deep dy’d with juice,
The great moon falter’d up the ripe, blue sky,
Drawn by silver stars—Ilike oxen white

And horn’d with rays of light.—Down the rich land
Malcolm’s small valleys, fill’d with grain, lip-high,
Lay round a lonely hill that fac’d the moon,

And caught the wine-kiss of its ruddy light.

A cusp’d dark wood caught in its black embrace
The valleys and the hill, and from its wilds,
Spic’d with dark cedars, cried the whip-poor-will.
A crane, belated, sail’d across the moon ;

On the bright, small, close link’d lakes green islets lay,
Dusk knots of tangl’d vines, or maple boughs,
Or tuft’d cedars, boss’d upon the waves.

The gay enamell’d children of the swamp

Roll’d a low bass to treble tinkling notes

Of little streamlets leaping from the woods.

Close to old Malcolm’s mills, two wooden jaws
Bit up the water on a sloping floor;

And here, in season, rush’d the great logs down,
To seek the river winding on its way.

In a green sheen, smooth as a Naiad’s locks,
The waters roll’d between the shudd’ring jaws
Then on the river level roar’d and reel’d
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In ivory-arm’d conflict with itself.

“Look down,” said Alfred, ¢ Katie, look and see
How that but pictures my mad heart to you;

It tears itself in fighting that mad love

You swear is hopeless—hopeless—is it so?”
“Ah, yes !” said Katie, ‘“ask me not again.”
“But Katie, Max is false ; no word has come,
Nor any sign from him for many months,
And—he is happy with his Indian wife.”

She lifted eyes fair as the fresh grey dawn

With all its dews and promises of sun.

“0, Alfred !—saver of my little life—

Look in my eyes and read them honestly.”

He laugh’d till all the isles and forests laugh’d.
“O simple child ! what may the forest flames
See in the woodland ponds but their own fires?
And have you, Katie, neither fears nor doubts?”
She, with the flow’r-soft pinkness of her palm
Cover’d her sudden tears, then quickly said :

“ Fears,—never doubts, for true love never doubts.”
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From “MALCOLM’S KATIE.”
IsABELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

THE South Wind laid his moccasins aside,

Broke his gay calumet of flow’rs, and cast

His useless wampun, beaded with cool dews,

Far from him, northward ; his long ruddy spear
Flung sunward, whence it came ; and his soft locks
Of warm fine haze grew silver as the birch.

His wigwam of green leaves began to shake;

The crackling rice-beds scolded harsh like squaws ;
The small ponds pouted up their silver lips ;

The great lakes ey’d the mountains,—whisper’d “ Ugh !
Are ye so tall; O chiefs?” “ Not taller than

Our plumes can reach,”—and rose a little way,

As panthers stretch to try their velvet limbs,

And then retreat to purr and bide their time.

At morn the sharp breath of the night arose

From the wide prairies, in deep-struggling seas,

In rolling breakers, bursting to the sky ;

In tumbling surfs, all yellow’d faintly thro’

With the low sun ; in mad, conflicting crests,
Voic’d with low thunder from the hairy throats

Of the mist-buried herds ; and for a man

To stand amid the cloudy roll and moil,

The phantom waters breaking overhead,

Shades of vex’d billows bursting on his breast,
Torn caves of mist wall’d with a sudden gold,
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Reseal’d as swift as seen,—broad, shaggy fronts,
Fire-ey’d and tossing on impatient horns

The wave impalpable,—was but to think

A dream of phantoms held him as he stood !

The late, last thunders of the summer crash’d
Where shrieked great eagles, lords of naked cliffs ;
The pulseless Forest, lock’d and interlock’d

So closely, bough with bough, and leaf with leaf,
So serf’d by its own wealth, that while from high
The moons of summer kiss’'d its green-gloss’d locks,
And round its knees the merry West Wind danc’d,
And round its ring-compacted emerald

The South Wind crept on moccasins of flame,
And the red fingers of th’ impatient Sun

Pluck’d at its outmost fringes,—its dim veins
Beat with no life ; its deep and dusky heart,

In a deep trance of shadow, felt no throb

To such soft wooing answer ! Thro’ its dream
Brown rivers of deep waters sunless stole ;

Small creeks sprang from its mosses, and amaz'd,
Like children in a wigwam curtain’d close

Above the great dead heart of some red chief,
Slipp’d on soft feet, swift stealing through the gloom,
Eager for light and for the frolic winds.

In this shrill Moon the scouts of winter ran

From the ice-belted north, and whistling shafts
Struck maple and struck sumach, and a blaze
Ran swift from leaf to leaf, from bough to bough ;
Till round the forest flash’d a belt of flame,

And inward lick’d its tongues of red and gold

To the deep tranced inmost heart of all.

Rous’d the still heart,—but all too late, too late !
Too late the branches, welded fast with leaves,
Toss’d, loosen’d to the winds ; too late the Sun
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Pour’d his last vigour to the deep dark cells

Of the dim wood! The keen two-bladed Moon

Of Falling Leaves roll’d up on crested mists ;

And where the lush rank boughs had foiled the Sun

In his red prime, her pale sharp fingers crept

After the wind, and felt about the moss,

And seem’d to pluck from shrinking twig and stem

The burning leaves,—while groaned the shudd’ring
wood !

The mighty morn strode laughing up the land,

And Max, the labourer and the lover, stood

Within the forest’s edge, beside a tree,—

The mossy king of all the woody tribes,—

Whose clatt’ring branches rattl’d, shuddering,

As the bright axe cleav’d moon-like thro’ the air,
Waking strange thunders, rousing echoes link’d
From the full lion-throated roar to sighs

Stealing on dove-wings thro’ the distant aisles.

Swift fell the axe, swift follow’d roar on roar,

Till the bare woodland bellow’d in its rage

As the first-slain slow toppl’d to his fall.

“ QO King of Desolation, art thou dead?”

Thought Max, and laughing, heart and lips, leap’d on
The vast prone trunk. “ And have I slain a King?
Above his ashes will I build my house ;—

No slave beneath its pillars, but—a King!”

1t was not all his own, the axe-stirr’d waste.

In these new days men spread about the earth,
With wings at heel,—and now the settler hears,
While yet his axe rings on the primal woods,
The shrieks of engines rushing o’er the wastes,
Nor parts his kind to hew his fortunes out.
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And as one drop glides down the unknown rock,
And the bright-threaded stream leaps after it
With welded billions, so the settler finds

His solitary footsteps beaten out

With the quick rush of panting human waves,
Upheav’d by throbs of angry poverty,

And driven by keen blasts of hunger, from

Their native strands,—so stern, so dark, so drear !
O, then, to see the troubl’d, groaning waves,
Throb down to peace in kindly valley beds,

Their turbid bosoms clearing in the calm

Of sun-ey’'d Plenty,—till the stars and moon,

The blessed sun himself, has leave to shine

And laugh in their dark hearts! So shanties grew
Other than his amid the blacken’d stumps ;

And children ran with little twigs and leaves,
And flung them, shouting, on the forest pyres,
Where burn’d the forest kings,—and in the glow
Paus’d men and women when the day was done.
There the lean weaver ground anew his axe,

Nor backward look’d upon the vanish’d loom,
But forward, to the ploughing of his fields,

And to the rose of Plenty in the cheeks

Of wife and children, nor heeded much the pangs
Of the rous’d muscles tuning to new work ;

The pallid clerk look’d on his blister’d palms,
And sigh’d and smil’d, but girded up his loins,
And found new vigour as he felt new hope;

The lab’rer, with train’d muscles, grim and grave,
Look’d at the ground, and wonder’d in his soul
What joyous anguish stirr’d his darken’d heart

At the mere look of the familiar soil,

And found his answer in the words—* Mine own />
Then came smooth-coated men, with eager eyes,
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And talk’d of steamers on the cliffbound lakes,
And iron tracks across the prairie lands,
And mills to crush the quartz of wealthy hills,
And mills to saw the great wide-arméd trees,
And mills to grind the singing stream of grain;
And with such busy clamour mingled still
The throbbing music of the bold, bright Axe,—
The steel tongue of the Present, and the wail
Of falling forest,—voices of the Past.

Max, social-soul’d, and with his practised thews,
Was happy, boy-like, thinking much of Kate,
And speaking of her to the women-folk ;
Who, mostly, happy in new honeymoons
Of hope themselves, were ready still to hear
The thrice-told tale of Katie’s sunny eyes
And Katie’s yellow hair, and household ways ;
And heard so often, ‘ There shall stand our home,
On yonder slope, with vines about the door!”
That the good wives were almost made to see
The snowy walls, deep porches, and the gleam
Of Katie’s garments flitting through the rooms.—
And the black slope, all bristling with burn’d stumps,
Was known amongst them all as “ Max’s House.”

O Love builds on the azure sea,
And Love builds on the golden sand ;
And Love builds on the rose-wing’d cloud,
And sometimes Love builds on the land.

O if Love builds on sparkling sea,
And if Love builds on golden strand,
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And if Love builds on rosy cloud,—
To Love, these are the solid land.

O Love will build his lily walls,
And Love his pearly roof will rear,
On cloud or land, or mist or sea,—
Love’s solid land is everywhere !
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THE SECOND CONCESSION OF DEER.

WirLriam WYE SMITH.

Jonn TompkiNs lived in a house of logs,
On the second concession of Deer;
The front was logs, all straight and sound—
The gable was logs, all tight and round—
The roof was logs, so firmly bound—
And the floor was logs, all down to the ground-—
The warmest house in Deer.

And John, to my mind, was a log himself,
On the second concession of Deer ;—
None of your birch, with bark of buff—
Nor basswood, weak and watery stuff—
But he was hickory, true and tough,
And only his outside bark was rough ;—
The grandest old man in Deer !

But John had lived too long, it seemed,
On the second concession of Deer!
For his daughters took up the governing rein,
With a fine brick house on the old domain,
All papered, and painted with satinwood stain,
Carpeted stairs, and best ingrain—
The finest house in Deer!
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Poor John, it was sad to see him now,
On the second concession of Deer!
When he came in from his weary work,
To strip off his shoes like a heathen Turk,—
Or out of the company’s way to lurk,
And ply in the s/Zanty his knife and fork—
The times were turned in Deer !

But John was hickory to the last,
On the second concession of Deer !
And out on the river-end of his lot.
He laid up the logs in a cosy spot,
And self and wife took up with a cot,
And the great brick house might swim or not—
He was done with the pride of Deer !

But the great house could not go at all,
On the second cencession of Deer;
"Twas mother no more, to wash or bake,
Nor father the gallants’ steeds to take—
From the kitchen no more came pie nor cake—
And even their butter they’d first to make |—
There were lessons to learn in Deer !

And the lesson they learned a year or more,
On the second concession of Deer !
Then the girls got back the brave old pair—
And gave the mother her easy chair—
She told them how, and they did their share—
And John the honours once more did wear
Of his own domain in Deer !
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THE SCOT ABROAD.
SirR DanierL. WILSON.

Os, to be in Scotland now,
When the yellow autumn smiles
So pleasantly on knoll and howe ;
Where from rugged cliff and heathy brow
Of each mountain height you look down defiles
Golden with the harvest’s glow.

Oh, to be in the kindly land,
Whether mellow autumn smiles or no.
It is well if the joyous reaper stand
Breast-deep in the yellow corn, sickle in hand ;
But I care not though sleety east winds blow,
So long as I tread its strand.

To be wandering there at will,
Be it sunshine or rain, or its winds that brace;
To climb the old familiar hill;
Of the storied landscape to drink my fill,
And look out on the grey old town at its base,
And linger a dreamer still.

Ah'! weep ye not for the dead,
The dear ones safe in their native earth ;
Their fond hands pillowed the narrow bed
Where fresh gowans, starlike, above their head
Spangle the turf of each spring’s new birth
For the living, loving tread.
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Ah'! not for them : doubly blest,
Safely home, and past all weeping ;

Hushed and still, there closely pressed

Kith to kin on one mother’s breast
All still, securely, trustfully sleeping,

As in their first cradled rest.

Weep rather, ay, weep sore,
For him who departs to a distant land.
There are pleasant homes on the far-off shore ;
Friends too, but not like the friends of yore
That fondly, but vainly, beckoning stand
For him who returns no more.

Oh, to lie in Scottish earth,
Lapped in the clods of its kindly soil ;

Where the soaring laverock’s song has birth

In the welkin’s blue ; and its heavenward mirth
Lends a rapture to earth-born toil—

What matter! Death recks not the dearth.
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THE FARMER’S DAUGHTER CHERRY.

IsaBELLA VALANCEY CRAWFORD.

THE Farmer quit what he was at,
The bee-hive he was smokin’:
He tilted back his old straw hat—
Says he, “ Young man, you’re jokin’!
O Lordy !—(Lord, forgive the swar)—
Ain’t ye a cheeky sinner?
Come, if I give my gal thar,
Where would yox find her dinner?

“Now, look at me ,; I settl’d down
When I was one and twenty,
Me, and my axe and Mrs Brown,
And stony land a plenty.
Look up thar! ain’t that homestead fine?
And look at them thar cattle :
I tell ye, since that early time
T’ve fit a tidy battle.

“Tt kinder wrestles down a man
To fight the stuns and mire :
But I sort of clutch’d to thet thar plan
Of David and Goliar.
I
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Want was the mean old Philistine
That strutted round the clearin’;
Of pebbles I’d a hansum line,
And flung ’em, nothin’ fearin’.

“They hit him square, right whar they ought ;
Them times I /Zad an arm !
I lick’d the giant, and I bought
A hundred acre farm.
My gal was born about them days,—
I was mowin’ in the medder,
When some one comes along and says,
“The wife’s gone thro’ the shadder!”

“Times thought it was God’s will she went—
Times thought she work’d too slavin’;
And for the young one that was sent,
I took to steady savin’.
Jest cast your eye on that thar hill
The sugar bush just tetches,
And round by Miller Jackson’s mill,
All round the farm stretches.

“’Aint got a mind to give that land
To any snip-snap feller
That don’t know loam from mud or sand,
Or if corn’s blue or yaller.
T’'ve got a mind to keep her yet ;—
Last Fall, her cheese and butter
Took prizes ; sakes! I can’t forget
Her pretty pride and flutter,
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“Why, you be off! her little face
For me’s the only summer;

Her gone, ’twould be a queer old place,—
The Lord smile down upon her!

All goes with her, the house and lot,—
You’d like to get ’em, very !

I'll give ’em when this maple bears
A bouncin’ ripe-red cherry ! ”

The Farmer fixed his hat and specks,
And pursed his lips together ;

The maple wav’d above his head,
Each gold and scarlet feather :

The Teacher’s honest heart sank down,—
How could his soul be merry?

He knew—though teaching in a town—
No maple bears a cherry.

Soft blew the wind ; the great old tree,
Like Saul to David’s singing,
Nodded its jewelled crown, as he
Swayed to the harp-strings’ ringing ;
A something rosy—not a leaf—
Stirs up amid the branches ;
A miracle may send relief
To lovers fond and anxious !

O rosy is the velvet cheek
Of one ’'mid red leaves sitting !

The sunbeams played at hide-and-seek
With the needles in her knitting.
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“ QO Pa!” —the farmer prick’d his ears ;
Whence came that voice so merry ?

The Teacher’s thoughtful visage clears,—
“The maple bears a cherry !”

The Farmer tilted back his hat :
“Well, gal—as I’'m a human,
I'll always hold as doctrine that
Thar’s nothin’ beats a woman !
When crown’d that maple is with snow,
And Christmas bells are merry,
TI’ll let you have her, Jack—that’s so !
Be sure you’re good to Cherry!”
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A CANADIAN FOLK-SONG.
WiLrLiaM WiILFRED CAMPBELL.

THE doors are shut, the windows fast,
Outside the gust is driving past,
Outside the shivering ivy clings,
While on the hob the kettle sings,—
Margery, Margery, make the tea,
Singeth the kettle merrily.

The streams are hushed up where they flowed,
The ponds are frozen along the road,

The cattle are housed in shed and byre,
While singeth the kettle on the fire,—
Margery, Margery, make the tea,

Singeth the kettle merrily.

The fisherman on the bay in his boat
Shivers and buttons up his coat ;

The traveller stops at the tavern door,

And the kettle answers the chimney’s roar,—
Margery, Margery, make the tea,

Singeth the kettle merrily.

The firelight dances upon the wall,

Footsteps are heard in the outer hall,

And a kiss and a welcome that fill the room,

And the kettle sings in the glimmer and gloom,—
Margery, Margery, make the tea,

Singeth the kettle merrily.
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THE PIONEERS.
WiLLiam Douw LIGHTHALL.

ALL you who in your acres broad
Know Nature in its charms,

With pictured dale and fruitful sod,
And herds on verdant farms,

Remember those who fought the trees
And early hardships braved,

And so for us of all degrees
All from the forest saved.

And you who stroll in leisured ease
Along your city squares,

Thank those who there have fought the trees,
And howling wolves and bears.

They met the proud woods in the face,
Those gloomy shades and stern ;

Withstood and conquered, and your race
Supplants the pine and fern.

Where’er we look, their work is there ;
Now land and man are free :

On every side the view grows fair,
And perfect yet shall be.

The credit’s theirs, who all day fought
The stubborn giant hosts ;

We have but built on what they wrought,
Theirs were the honour-posts.
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Though plain their lives and rude their dress,
No common men were they ;

Some came for scorn of slavishness
That ruled lands far away ;

And some came here for conscience’ sake,
For Empire and the King;

And some for Love a home to make,
Their dear ones here to bring.

First staunch men left, for Britain’s name,
The South’s prosperity ;

And Highland clans from Scotland came—
Their sires had aye been free ;

And England oft her legions gave
To found a race of pluck;

And ever came the poor and brave
And took the axe and struck.

Each hewed, and saw a dream-like home !—
Hewed on—a settlement !

Struck hard—through mists the spire and dome
The distance rim indent !

So honoured be they midst your ease,
And give them well their due;

Honour to those who fought the trees,
And made a land for you !
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“ROUGH BEN.”
(An Incident of the North- West Rebellion.)
KATE B. SiMPSON.

“STARVED to death,” sounds kind o’ hard, eh?
But its true’s I’m holdin’ this ’ere knife,

An’ thet woman dumped in the grave to-day
Jes’ starved to death, sir, 'pon me life.

Ye wonder how in a land o’ plenty,
Where even Injuns wallop around

With their belts a-loosened of overfeedin’,
Fur a poor white critter grub ain’t found.

Well ; y’see ther’s starvin’ deeper’n eatin’,
An’ thet ther’ woman we slid to-day

Ain’t died o’ want of bannock and bacon ;
No/ but a durned sight crueller way.

S’posin’ ye sit on the fence rail, mister,
Fur I ain’t agoin’ to plow nor sow.

See them there oxen—¢ G’long, ye beggars ! ”—
(The flies is eatin’ their heads off) “ Whoa!”

Wal’, some three years ago’r—no matter—
When this yer’ place w’ant much to see,

Me and Bill Martin and Bo’lin’s brother
Cum’ an’ squatted, jest whar’ we be.
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An’ by'm’bye other folks, hearin’
Land in the great Nor-West had riz,
Cum’ pourin’ in top o’ one another,
Each squatter claimin’ a patch as his.

An’ among the lot thet came tom-foolin’
Was an English chap as had no right

To ’speriment with a Nor-West winter :
The fool bro’t his sister an’ took up a site.

Wal’, he pitched his tent (twas a waggon cover),
An’ thar’ they lived all summer thro’,

An’ managed some way by winter cummin’
To knock up a shack,—jest them thar’ two.

They didn’t mix with the folk’ses gen’l,
But kep’ in like, an’ read fine books;
An’ after a spell the lad got ailin’,
With worrit an’ fretted an’ pinched like looks.

An’ soon he stopped goin’ out to water

The cattle (two head o’ steer he’d brought),
I see’d the gal a-tryin’ to lead ’em,

An’ I up an offers to guide the lot.

She wasn’t proud with me, sir, never,
Her little hand ’ud lay in my own

Like a grasshopper’s wing on an acre of fallow ;
An’ her eyes? my God ! they’d melt a stone.
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Wal’, he pinched, an’ coughed, an’ nigher’n nigher,
What s/e, cryin’, called “ Death’s Angel” cum,
An’ off he went like a snuff o’ candle,
A-takin’ a homestead beyond the sun.

We plowed him in—when the sun was settin’—
On’y us na’bours around, you see;

An’ we left him covered, an’ her a-cryin’
Sumthin’ about “ Come back to me!”

An’ the cattle died—1I’m blest if they didn’t,
Contrairy like—an’ the claim he owned,

An’ plow’d an’ sow’d ’th his two gent’s handles,
W’ant worth a durn when the Injuns cum.

I found her sittin’ and kinder cryin’

By the hill as whar we had rolled him in ;
Lookin’ so peaked an’ white an’ ghost-like

I felt like wishin’ she wus with him.

Wal’' ! the cattle wus dead, the ground w’ant ready,
An’ the Injuns threat’nin’ every day,

To hang our wigs to the belts as held ’em
Chock full o’ 7o#-gut, spite o’ Hudson’s Bay.

All at onc’t T see’d her trouble,
"T'was want o’ wimmin to cuddle her in,
An’ the nearest petticoat, too, by thunder !
T hirty miles off—an’ ske lived by sin.
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An’ sooner’n tAat, I’'d—wal’, I’d give her
The best T owned, sir, my land an’ life :

It was shelter, you see, an’ Injuns comin’
Jest frightened her into a-bein’ 7y wife.

Oh! ye may star’ and handle yer shooter,
But, afore high God, she was dear to me;
I toted her back to my old log cabin,
An’ worshipp’d the groun’ she walked—an’ she?

Wal’, she #77ed to smile an’ call me * Benny,”
When all my life I'd been called “ Rough Ben,”

An’ I carted her roun’ like you’d a luckpenny ;
An’ th’ Injuns? oh, Gov’'ment settled them.

Ye mind the troops cum marchin’ up here,
An’ the garrison we wus all shut in,

An’ among the red-coats thet came paradin’
Was as handsom’ a chap as ever I seen.

An’ while we popped at the redskins’ top-knots,
Them soldier fellows as saved our lives

Cum marchin’ into the wood-pile barracks,
An’ what did I see with my own two eyes,

But my little girl as I took under cover
Grow red an’ white and fall like a star,

When out from the file that peart-faced stranger
Shot like an arrow to whar’ she war?
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Uncle, sez I, or cousin, mebbe,
As went to school whar’ she got them books ?
But when /e kissed my ga/ 1 ¢ tumbled,”
And shook like the leaves that shadder the brooks.

An’ then an’ thar’ I larned her story

(Too late! for now she was straight my wife),
For the parson sed ’twas for ever an’ ever,

An’ her nor me couldn’t alter our life.

Wal’, that evenin’ I left them airly
(I'm a-goin’ to lead a duck, I sed),

But I know’d that wench’s heart was breakin’,
An’ I gave her a chance to skip ’th the lad.

But she didn’t—1 found her thar’,
Mendin’ an’ bakin’ the usual way;

But a look in her eyes ther’ was like unto
A threat’nin’ rain on a summer day.

He’d gone an’ left her to me as took her
Jest fur to give her shelter and care

(I know’d ’f the brother ’d lived, she’d never
A-looked at me, mor'n them oxen thar.)

Somehow she kinder wilted, an’ never
Ask’d no question, but sort o still ;

With thet look o’ hunger a-eaten’ her heart out-—
Thet's the kind o’ starvin’ is sure to kill.
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I fetch’d the best of eatin’ an’ drinkin’

As wus to be bo’t in them times out here ;
But the days went slidin’ into winter,

An’ mister, with snow-fly an empty cheer.

She slid away from me sort o’ quiet,
W’ never a moan, but “ Benny, good-night!”
An’ me an’ the neighbors, as allus loved her,
Tuck’d her beside him, jest out o’ sight.

An’ the soldier-lover thet left her starvin’,
I’d like to put a ball through his hide.
What? honor! another’s!! You loved her!//
My God ! Youw're the chap for who she died /

Gimme your hand, and here above her,
Altho’ she zoxs mine by a parson’s swar’,
I hain’t no right to that gal’s ashes,—
She died for you, an’ you left her thar’.

Me and me oxen’s movin’ westward,
You and the gal’s best left alone ;

She’ll rest contenteder ; good-bye, I'm goin’;
The claim is your’n, go claim your own.
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“THE INJUN.”
(An Incident in the Minnesota Massacre of 1862.)
JouN E. LocAN—‘ BARRY DANE.”

YE say the Injuns all alike,
A bad an’ sneakin’ lot ;
An’ 2’int no use for nuthin’,
So the cusses should be shot?

Well, p’raps they is, an’ p’raps they a’int,
A lazy, wuthless crowd ;

Yet durn my skin ef I kin see
Why white men chin so loud.

Ef some o’ them poor devils kicks
’Cause things a’int run quite squar’,

Ar’ jumps an Indian agent’s ranch,
An’ yanks his bloomin’ har,

Thar’ a’int no thought uv causes,
An’ no one cares a cuss,

It’s jes’ call out the Blue Coats
An’ give ’em somethin’ wuss.

Thar’s good an’ bad in Injun,
An’ thar’s good an’ bad in White ;
But, somehow, they is always wrong,
An’ we is allus right,
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But I'm an old, old timer,
T’ve jes’ bin here so long,
That I kin mostly allus tell
The ones that’s right an’ wrong.

An’ ye can bet yer sainted life,
When things get steamin’ hot,
That some white fool or knave has lit
The fire that biles the pot.

Ye think the Injun isn’t squar’ ?
That’s jes’ whar’ ye mistake ;
Fer bein’ true to them that’s true
The Injun scoops the cake.

Fer I kin tell ye what occurr’d
Way back in ’sixty-two,

When things in Minnesota State
Wuz lookin’ kinder blue.

The Sioux wuz up an’ on the shoot
A-slingin’ round their lead,

An’ scalpin’ every mother’s son
That wuzn’t bald or dead.

Thar’ warn’t a livin’ Yankee—
Ar’ lots wuz brave an’ bold—

That would have crossed them plains alone
For a waggon load uv gold.
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Cause why ? We know’d the Guv’'ment
Wuzn'’t treatin’ Injuns fair ;

That’s why they riz an’ painted things,
An’ raised the settlers’ hair.

That summer a fur-trader
Came up from Montreal,

An’ on his way to Garry
He landed at Saint Paul.

An’ all the guides an’ hunters said
He couldn’t cross the plains,

Fer them thar’ painted devils
Wuz layin’ low fer trains.

He only laffed, and said, he know’d
The Injuns all his life,

An’ he wuz goin’ to mosey through
An’ take along his wife.

An’ she, you bet, wuz plucky,
An’ said she’d go along,

Fer Injuns only went fer them
As allus done ’em wrong.

Now I should smile, ’twuz riskey—
An’ all the fellers sed

The chances of their gettin’ through
Warn’t wuth an ounce uv lead.
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But sure’s yer born they started,
Right out the northern trail,

Aboard a praree schooner,
With a Texan steer fer sail.

An’ right a-top that creekin’ cart,
Upon the highest rack,

That trader nailed a bloomin’ rag—
An English Union Jack.

So thar’ he’d gone an’ done it,
Es stubborn as a mule

An’ knowin’ fellers said we’d seen
The last of that damn fool.

They wuzn’t long upon the trail
Before a band of Reds

Got on their tracks, an’ foller’d up,
A-goin’ to shave their heads.

But when they seen that little flag
A-stickin on that cart,

They jes’ said, “ Hudson Bay. Go on.
Good trader with good heart 1”

An’ when they struck the river,
An’ took to their canoe,
"T'wuz that thar’ bit uv culler
That seen ’em safely through.
K
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Fer thar’ that cussed little rag
Went floatin’ through the State—

A-flappin’ in the face of uv death,
An’ smilin’ right at fate.

That wuz the way them ’tarnal fools
Crossed them thar’ blazin’ plains,

An’ floated down the windin’ Red
Through waves with bloody stains.

What give that flag its virtoo?
What’s thar’ in red an’ blue,
To make a man an’ woman dar’

What others daesn’t do?

Jes’ this-—an’ Injuns know’d it—
That whar’ them cullers flew,
The men that lived beneath them
Wuz mostly straight an’ true.

That when they made a bargain,
"Twuz jes’ as strong an’ tight
As if ’t were drawn on sheep-skin
An’ signed in black an’ white.

That’s how them Hudson traders done
Fer mor'n two hundred year;

That’s why that trader feller crossed
Them plains without a fear.
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An’ jes’ so long es white men
Don’t try some little game,

To euchre out the red man,
So long he'll act the samé.

But when the men beneath that flag
Tries any monkey ways,

Then, good-bye, old time friendship,
For the Injuns goin’ ter raise.

But jes’ believe me, onst for all,
To them that treats him fair,

The Injun mostly allus wuz,
And is, and will be, square.
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SHAKESPEER AT DEAD-HOS CRICK.
(A Romance of the North- West.)
Joun E. LocaNn—¢ BARRY DANE.”

IT wuz way out west o’ the praree,,
Whar the mountins begins to raise,

Pokin’ holes in the snowy blankets
Uv clouds that acrost ’em lays.

We wuz washin’ down in the gulches,
An’ the culler wuz commin’ well ;

An’ the fellers wuz crowdin’ from east and west,
Till the place wuz es full es hell.

I've bin in some dandy places,
Whar things wuz a kinder hot;

But I never, in my hul mortal days,
Struck so near to the real old spot.

It aint no use to tell yer
The names uv the boys that wuz thar;
But they wuz the hardest crowd uv pills
That ever wuz straight an’ squar.

I mean thar warn’t no skulkin’,
An’ shootin’ behind a plank ;

Er plantin’ a cold-deck up on a pal,
An’ standin’ in with the bank.
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Thar wuz plenty uv cold-decks planted,
An’ plenty uv shootin’ done ;

But the fust wuz all in the way uv biz,
An’ the other wuz straight es a gun.

Ef thar wuz a row, it wuz up-an’-up,
An’ the fust that draw’d cud bark,

An’ we gen’ly lifted the other chap,
An’ planted him out in the dark.

But I wuz agoin’ to tell yer
A thing that occurr’d one night,

Jes’ to show yer the kinder chaps them wuz,
In their trew an’ proper light.

The biggist strikes wuz by Dead-Hos’ Crick,
An’ thar, on a summer’s day,

We wuz all at work, when we heerd the bells
Uv the mule teams up the way.

In another minit they come in sight,
A-joggin’ down the road ;

An’ T reckon it made them boys’ eyes stare
To see what they had fer load.

They was sittin’ on trunks an’ boxes,
Arn’ bumpin’ right along,—

A gal, four men, an’ a woman,
An’ the gal wuz singin’ a song,
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An’ lookin’ es pleased an’ happy
Es if ridin’ a Pulman car;

An’ when she ketched sight uv the boys’ red shirts,
She hollered out “ Thar they are.”

An’ kep’ on clappin’ her little han’s,
An’ laffin’ jes’ like a bird ;

I guess them boys jes’ thought that laff
The sweetest they’d ever heard ;

Fer they all quit work, an’ foller’d
Them teams, with their starin’ eyes,

Till they turned the corner at Tucker’s dam,
An’ then, I think, the skies

Grow’d jes’ a trifle darker,—
Though the sun wuz a kinder strong,—
An’ T noticed that some o’ the younger boys
Didn’t work, that day, so long.

When I come down from the gulch that night,
I was tired an’ wet an’ mad ;

Fer I hadn’t got quite the pile o’ dust
That I thought I oughter had.

An’ when I come to the “ Dead-Hos’ House ”
(The biggest bar in the town),

The boys wuz standin’ in threes an’ fours
A-jawin’ each other down.
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I hadn’t heerd no shootin’,
An’ no one was givin’ chin ;

An’ they all wuz lookin’ so ser’us like,
That I couldn’t take it in.

So I jes’ turns into the bar an’ calls
For a finger uv whisky white,

When the shinger sez, es he antied the stuff,
“Er ye goin’ to the show to-night?”

An’ thar, hung up on the bar-room wall,
Ar’ printed in black an’ yeller,

I reads the bill uv the play that night:
It wuz Shakspeer’s play “ Otheller.”

I knowed it es soon es I seen the name,
Fer I'd seen it onct before

Way down in Frisco, in ’62,
The year I jined the war;

But the boys know’d nuthin’ better
Than the snidest nigger show,

Er a dance hall in behind a bar,
With a faro bank below.

So them wuz the player people
That passed us that