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A YOMLDsER VEPTERAN.

( a Comedy.)




THE VETERAN,

When I first met Kennedy he was not a Veteran,but a yeuns; full-
chested,athletic young Englishman with bright eyes,perfect teeth,a hearty
lavgh and a famine-begetting appetite.

He had been born to Cricket & Poot-Ball rather than to Portune, and
Fate had landed him at 26 & Halifax. Here family influence had placed
him in a Bank where he counted the hours and the money . He had the name
of being honourable and hot-tempered - so far resembling both Brutus and
Cassius.- and was unreservedly called a good fellow.

At the time of which I write we were thrown together in the chambers
of a mutual friend called Grahame, and for several succeeding years renewed

our intercourse in various places in the Lower Provinces where the Bank

he gerved had Agencies. Acquaintance répened into friendship,and the

pleasure with which I began to look forward to meeting him was only forgot=
ten in the g d o iy
-bEpuiniohe- charm of his wholesome company in long walks,drives,or fishing
excursions when we got together,

Both of us were then young enough to understand what was amiss
the World and to be ready to prescribe remedies. We discussed many

- from trout-flies to Britains Foreign Policy - but perhaps we were

eloquent upon Matrimony. I remember that now.

fond 5 :
Kennedy was feerrn of life and movement and delighted in Society
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dancing.He was a favourite in Halifax,where he 'went everywhere' as

the saying goes and in the smaller places to which the Bank sent him:knew

everybody'. I owe many a pleasant evening to his friendly introductions.
There was one in particular - in Elderslie - where he took me to the
hougse of the Presbyterian Minister,Mr Craigie,whose genial welcome and
pretty daughter accounted for my friends intimacy with the FPamily - for
Kennedy was a 'Churchman' as he called it,howbeit he swore like a trooper
at times. And I remember that now.
A few years later my visits to the Lower Provinces became more like
those of Angels 'few & far between',and,consequently,I saw less & less
of my old chum.
* One morn I missed him on th'accustomed hill." In other words I
learned at the Bank that he had left Nova Scotia. Where had he gone?
No one knew. Afterwards I enquired from mutual friends at the Club.
He had disappeared without a word of warning or farewell. He was natura
-1y suspected of'being in trouble’and perhaps of taking money. Examin-
ation showed his accounts to be correct. No reason for his conduct could
be discovered. The § days wonder subsided,and Kennedy was seldom in
the thoughts of any but his immediate friends.

It was with one of these that I sat smoking some two years later

when Kennedy's name came up. In deed it was Grahame. * 0,by Jove "
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he said," I can tell you something about him, le's gone into the Army. —
Enlisted" he added seeing me about to question him. " You remember Bswwxie
Durnford of the 94th dont you ¢" I did not. " Well,he has just returned
from leave. He saw Xennedy in Chatham. Was going into the barracks -
sentry saluted - thought he knew him - and,by George it was Kennedy." "
Private - Royakh Artillery. Wasn't it rum?" " Did he spcak to him?" I
asked. " O,Yes ofcourse." Well,what came of it 2" " He's a devilish
good sort Wemm Durnford and as Kennedy would tell him nothing - indeed he
pretended it was a case of mistaken identity - he wrote to his Pamily in

Norfolk and they got his discharge somehow and now Alfred's off to Austral

-ia." " What to do there ? I asked rather aimlessly. " Sheep farming.

He got married before he went",he added reflectively.
my own
He filled his glass absently and when I did the same for syeedS
apologised profusely and resumed his story. " Did you know the Stinsons ?"
he asked. Yes 6 I had dined there once or twice. Do you remember their
Governess Miss Cambray?" No. " A smart girl - not pretty but devélish
1
good figure. Left here to go home to England soon after Kennedy bolted.
Well,he married her." ¥ That was sensible" I said," if she's a decent

girl."” " 0,the girl's all right" he hastily interposed," but it was a

rum start." How so ?2 " I enquired.
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Grahame rose and stirred the fire for a moment,then stood poker
in hand gazing unwinking at the answering tongues of flame. Turning sbwy
abruptly he looked across the room over my head - put down the poker -
took a sip of whiskey & water and looking curiously at me said slowly -
»* Tt was a damned rum start." I answered nothing and we smoked a while
in silence. " You knew Alfred pretty well didn't you ?'"-I nodded.—
" Better than most fellows 2" " Yes ﬁ I said. ¥ Why"?
I'11 tell you " he continued " only promise me that you'll never breathe
a word of it, "

" You remember Miss Craigie of Elderslie 2" I did. Didnt she marry
Peterson ? " Yes " said Grahame "she married Peterson - but - she married
Kennedy first ." " What" I said,"Impossible."”

" Tt's damned odd " continued Grahame grimly - " but she did."

What do you mean?" I asked ineredulously. " When Kennedy skipped out "
continued he " The Bank people asked Andrews and me to go through his thaw
things to find a clue to his whereabouts. Devélisb decent of the Bank

was n't it ¢ But they always liked Kennedy and knew that we were hig \wie

"

friends. Well,we opened his Desk- there it is over there ( pointing

1
behind me where he had glanced before ) that brass-bound thing. We found

one of those secret drawers that every one knows how to open and here was

the marriage certificate- in proper form - signed and witnessed and all.
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* When was it dated 2" I asked. " Some time in '74 - while he was

stationed in Elderslie." * Then he must have been married before he
took me to the house ?* " Yes,they were." * And the Governor didn't know

" 0,Yes hed did " said Grahame,” he married them. His name is on the
document. " " gainted Maria " I said - " were they ever divorced ? "
¥ No,not much," * And when did she marry Peterson ?" * Just before
Kennedy disappeared. " v Good God." Is the old man dead then ? "

" No,quite the contrary. It was he who married her to Peterson. %

* Well,is SHE dead I asked hopefully. " No ! said Grahame," I saw in the
papers the other day that she had had a baby." There was a long pause.
I looked at Grahame but could say nothing. He,as he refilled our glasses,
only asked

* It was a damned rum start,wasn't it "
# # # # # #

This happened long ago. My friend Grahame has gone
behind the great curtain perhaps to meet Mrs Peterson who preceeded him.
Their deaths and the dispersion of the other sharers in the comedy have
at last loosened my tongue upon what has long been a secret subject of

speculation.

Montreal 12th Nov. 1865,




THE WOULD~-BE VETERAN.




iy 2 Wem 7 /\Aé/tx Ci) GQ_,(&,Z :

S(L < [l &/

/‘fﬁ;{/{,L f/(,/l/:x_/ G [(/&A/a_l:l\j LL/% M‘ (/f/\ﬂ/« (;:/) 67 2 <D
j/(( /&/461/ L A A e D oy 7 e C’/ILIE»/\),
L/’/I/L:ao P B /L( //‘('{_4-(/ > CL[ 9)
SAearo L. Latio c 142 vk d Aé; s Linv A AN it Kol
s T TR D L/(?11 #

‘b el R g S Tt
o J s g S VG o g & ¢ VL a4
v L¢ /-y-“;g 5 /W \]

/A{ T ()’\_(LQ.,\ (_\.7

e

o/ 1awa /ﬂ
e AT > i

/ A 7 Ll—@/}£—¢1o llL/P /&/C

Ot i 4;/, / /1/‘ AP lf//g g)/rl,x}&

—g //;(/i,,v;;(" Kemé gl //—f’ /Vy«/~4»/ 21
/M/g e /Zu/éz

al«l.(ﬁ?&&w a/jxt(f/’ {

" AL (@ 5 X

<

b TR e g{q;a.:u, /«f{z&f

L Chran el f%g
Comt Vo <o 3 L A / o e

y){'(f/p&o /Lo éé(iuﬁfﬁf («;ZZ/ 3 &SACL'—V(&/;Q Cro o,
/C{(;é& //f;// /éﬂ < oo

e :

Qo Mf /1 g TR é/e (7(,1,4_/17 /Lw /M A//N& O\% £ /
c,/’(at e, o Y ﬂa—//‘v% LR /U g PSR EA K.ﬂ exn /,
(//M&CLLM (.;/’o fé///w ‘l

O «y/um/% 7 ¢ Heol
((u Cl Vo a0 t0g Le S | ’g_,wf‘(zu * :\»-, Pre @

LS

/((W /4/%/& : o

-~

“ / =
Ctid L’f W1+ Cea / /l o 1]
J - f/L A, 4//<_¢“ /:z VAT /zﬂw;‘ /e % fv*},

h’ (4 P & S

A

/ P

(9 2 P ZéCLxL/’ AL é‘r ;( y i tl/;/zﬁ;c/ ‘Qy Z1¢ éul/g'

V o~ CLC,{_‘/VM 0’\/16'4—44/, P2 e S /ﬁ_/Q //léct (’L[/(




/cgﬁ/b/ lfKQ <« < ;/‘i 917/( g /ﬂ/t '/7/*’\WA(0 /Zﬂ /4\0’#’%/0*/ pw

/7
Z—g/w/w\/ 4(;/7,'1/‘ rgkﬁ4/{1 P21 bl/ 41\1 /1'~1/‘4‘~/£’(1 %rf‘ma_,o —
(_fAQ 16114,/8)/ /ffm/ L'IO DA iy /({ l4tr1'\p¢/ K{/‘J
fw&ﬂ L e el i el AR B e
(;C;Q ,/ /\/Lga //k@/ 44240‘;«( é/(ic,/ad&[ /mwo Vx\/,

f) q
(/&/ %v‘m«/lcﬁ(é /Lnx\ A dchv Z e ”'/VVLT D hQZ (2o /'

éfvﬁ\f‘lx{Lt»Lﬁ /fii( Co gy e /V}-/ (){LL amann < A /L[

i

) / '
BU\’M_,Q A e s (YT\_Q/\JI ﬁ,«// S egE Ty /ké’aﬂ_/ oL e g S A =1L

’( IW /Lé = \/’\/Liz (t’vlyia/ai/ (Q 195 % - /K) LU LQ«L i C‘(/kxx,,x \C gt/l(/\/

J
JOLM S S W & /’K»MK (DM/{D S e //’\{M& /\j{\!lauz[«@;, %v’l&w

:/LL7 /‘du,vw /l““»/ /@W%,/ /\Z&éﬁ/a ‘
,)( M%Mmz Fir. g 2 - : (Zx\j G0 SRR [ “ aA

~ ¢ ; 7
(

N SR T
‘7:)/\,& v}/lu P e ow e e A R I R gQLtA
| LR R SRR A P P TR
A (N-a;(l bl sty do &Z iy &w,.t oot s
e o Colnbovtinii faiiss 0 Riivaetile Ry ol

L'L\'\"L (CC&;VO It (’\ Crrany Lu\‘s,p Cz) ¥ed l‘{s( M,F\ i C]»u;:) ?LL‘Z(‘:

)M e s 1o Ceclid (U‘-—‘j\ Tk A e Sl

2o Qo) | o s Che comico A Trans
S BN oy (- Ll Hee D Corsn !
w L A T MBS e Sl i O viinendi S iad el
fw .«J:mvza, XM,{M( ) QW&/M;‘ AN B N folecee

e S v y
//w\/, he b»\.& e &%4 c—m‘,LL( vg,v-—/ ('Z.L-&_cvl’(,
a %uza»é Qv on-< ?\,’a&,lfad [v (v CL~L(/s¢/ﬂLQ %1‘,’4,“¢[—-




; J
Fhe b 4 side <
é@\ﬂ(dczé-—cé:sér ({0 Cruimirta Aﬂ:&duﬁ tscalel: Sads S Tiu
Ma e ~ f‘LQJ (A,'//(’_e, &}/’) lcﬂ/ Q,Lo&vt(:)— gufuu'\/\ 1
Cg% W/&y (E/./ ﬁ/u.,ge/‘) KCQ CQa A o4 D %l/‘/l/l el /1//JCLM,L'1;
gb'w/aé /= ;‘—fv‘««‘ @ cod— >t %/@ . 2 /
/4 S
Aé g—um %{W /m/,yug s D) Ol o A niy e st R hee R
e f[WaJ/( /VW&‘,) sy Rl f,, S BB AT Y P i,
J‘Ae /—e»(go //A/Z /f'&w..!; ﬁ-—/g% ZL /A,lzw.‘»g K/‘/\/WLA(_Q Q’/"’I'XQ//
e R g = o fo Sebivol poa Ceke

b/,(m/v /91/'/4 N Co ﬂ J (‘w‘o[ 4 / £ P D
if/ P AR R VAV 7 /L Caa & ?

.y’é /
"/". 7 3 2
fht alé /(’&,Z/\ CE Q.‘k/ s’ :‘/y/ J‘L(C/[* V(A.A:@ v CALla~s .

ﬂl/p( /(14, A~ /7{&'/, Z,\;) l,,\/Jé SO G S s '/QLQ/M/

7 St
a/o /{Lﬂct}/g A A m»/lto /q_,,//{,z 1) 6"/ o (’/(/&QQ,‘L‘L I

g

UL A e e e et e Ve S L DGR GO

The farder 9rmmelic g otte [fra Aacpbton Phitle
Ao wie oo ik eapivs i e ey (eatioa 2oz
ﬂuc(uzj coont froetens Coy ’//kb/ P e D i e
o ol e D e oo j&f’ e S VRBIE oo
0 DI ERY AT * B /Wx‘ ol /a¢w/7 Aoein
\A/C/btﬂft»y et q/a—M PG O R 0 P gl & R

%M, s THA co wP elie g LGl V&W//@/ gmrx D /é4,1_
%1&6 /Ae A/‘-*I/‘»i /W Ce o /4 at Coreesra M"Q LAz (pq,,/(

&X}LMA«,/ il A A e W/\Q/‘Q{/)—e o e Precar i
\%7)44 I’)«/ /A—‘/\/:; o Ae/a /l LAt JLJ 3 M—él,? /‘44/\,; 8. 5

(el once Ko M{L44L‘7 e P e 7? S £ N




e

ol LL:-() O/(/M / —/Ad /3 A e AR /Ao ’SZ%QQ///;’

L/M(L14/

éz/ L e - /1&./14‘ -~ /{L/z //1'1/148_ e €2 0 D 2 2 /« 25
(// 5 / -~ i / \jz) % /? f e
éll/ K{/’l %tle './ /%o v LS o %ﬂl /W J £

(2[1 ) /d‘ (f&'m.? ‘/’/}/ﬂ(_)")/i/-‘/g % 4 L/'éﬁe < [)/ aﬂ Ve X® 4 /yﬂD M ,/

/7

7







a
y i bl
A Bt




| MCVJ?M/ wr\,{c];uafv fr‘l'm - f(«Qnder )
Aff&M‘ir\f mrovjﬁv t Moﬁﬂ'{t’\ﬂ Mij“,
Iv\ ([ouf‘ darék Iwog@, an l'i'\sfﬁmf‘ LY /M/owr
NifC - bovn from 0{- focce vam&f— loe weisf!

#ow la (»{-{"w 2o doles

I fi’q— o gl chin , I Konu

| blom/ in st dedafian /fh'((rr buth <

| ﬁ/ve me 2 domce wa_w;v' /mg ags .

H’VW \Iaoufz tt&w, I AMT‘rjlfoswio*
Mot medtoimg  frrom 1S Sl

| lo wvetfote . whow oh — rpo fossing

0,\,/\@., Hopteed G{,\/\K(&’ glw; U dne

" 7 4
fhe (fVQU@L@b /







LETTER_FROM GRENFELL

In my old-letter rendezvous tonight,

I meet Sir Wilfred Grenfell once sgain;
His firm pen mastering the envelope,

The vermont postmark and the crooked stamp,
And all my mind, with loved autocracy.

And suddenly his urgent figure rises,

His hand outstretched to greet humanity,

A wealth of silver hair, a boyish smile,
His eyes aflame with singleness of heart.

I hear him gpeak with rich and free belief:
"The Kingdom of Heayen's on the Leabrador,
And may be universay some great day,

With peace on earth - God grant it may be soon!®

And I have found his immortality

Graven on rocks, sung by the wind and sea.
Told in the strength and stubborn hope of men
and women in the outports of the world.

One August midnight I remember so,

Our ships discovered his St. anthony;

As though on tiptoe to an altar-place,

I erept about the sleeping mission town.

The polar star breasthed down a healing light,
The understanding mountaing wrapped it 'round,
Comfort came streaming from the guardisn sea,
And peace from Wother Earth. 8St. anthony -
Saint of lost things - here I could find my soul!l
Those handicrafts of wood and tusk and segl -
Rough miracles of craftsmanship displayed -
Were more than copies of a skilled design;
They were the pattern of new will and life;
The hospital a symbol of the soul

Reborn to struggle in the northern night;

The orphanage a cradle for the mind;
Workshops to bring new purpose and belief

To spirit more than to apprenticed hand -

The northern lights of toil and sacrifice.

How I remember that cruise pilgrimsage

Along his sea-whipped coast! Leif Ericsson,
Cabot, Corte Real and Frobisher,

Cartier and Hudson, Davis and Jolliet,

John Knight and Captain Cook; Moravian saints,
And Grenfell, greatest humanist of all -
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Bach with his different path to truth,
Compassed this grandeur in his own brief time.
I saw the bright surora of their éress
Outlive all ships that ever hailed Belle Isle,
Survive the rock and sand, the wind and tide,
The earth itself, and all the ses of stars.

Now Labrador's a rock-bound league of heaven
Because of Grenfell. Even the mind of sea,
Heayy with iceberg thoughts, remembers him;

The Pole Star burns the brighter, and the moon's
Hore golden on the tickle and the stone;
Summer's a greater miracle of flower;

Greener the moss that knew his tireless feet;
And Audubon repaints beyond the shades,

More glorious dynasties of Arctic birds...

Grenfeil's high soul is lord of Labrador -
Holding in fief the folk of Forteau Bay,
St. Hary's River, Battle Harbour weay,

Carturight and Northwest River, Harrington...
Thelir boats and huskies faithful to his hand.
They follow channels to eternity

Their rubber-booted, oilskinned Saviocur knew;
And on the snowy westes of all their lives,
They mush their lonely ‘'komatiks' of hope

On timeless trails of a Christ-in-mocassins!




In my old-letter rendezvyous tonight,

I meet Sir Wilfred Grenfell once again;
His firm pen mastering the envelope,

The vermont postmark and the crooked stamp,
And all my mind, with loved autocracy.

And suddenly his urgent figure rises,

His hand outstretched to greet humanity,

A walth of silver hair, a boyish smile,
His eyes aflame with singleness of heart.

I hear him speak with rich and free belief:
"The Kingdom of Heaven's on the Labrador,
&nd may be universay some great day,

With peace on earth - God grant it msy be sooni®

And I have found his immortality

Graven on rocks, sung by the wind and sea,
Told in the strength and stubborn hope of men
And women in the outporis of the world.

One August midnight I remember so,

Our ship discovered his St. Anthony;

As though on tiptoe to an alter-place,

I crept about the sleeping mission town.

The polar ster breathed down a healing light,
The understanding mountains wrapped it 'round,
Comfort came streaming from the guardian ses,
And peace from Mother Earth. St. anthony -
Baint of lost things - heré I could find my
Those handicrafts of wood and tusk and seal -
Hough miracles of craftsmansghip displayed -
Y%ere more than coples of & skilled design;
They were the pattern of new will and life;
The hospital a symbol of the soul

Beborn to struggle in the northern night;

The orphansge a cradle for the mindg;
Workshops to bring new purpose and belief

To spirit more than to apprenticed hand -
The northern lights of toil and sacrifice.

How I remember that cruise pilgrimage

Along his ses-whipped coast! Leif Ericsson,
Cabot, Corte Real and Frobisher,

Cartier snd Hudson, Davis and Jolliet,

John Enight and Captain Cook; Moravian saints,
And Grenfell, greatest humanist of all -




Each with his different path to truth,
Compassed this grandeur in his own brief time.
I saw the bright aurora of their dream
Outlive all ships that ever hailed Belle Isle,
Survive the rock and sand, the wind and tide,
The earth itself, and all the sea of stars.

Fow Labrador's a rock-bound league of heaven
Because of Grenfell. Evyen the mind of sea,
Heayy with iceberg thoughts, remembers him;

The pole Star burns the brighter, and the moon's
More golden on the tickle and the stone;
Summer's a greater miracle of flower;

Greener the moss that knew his tirelesgs feet;
And Audubon repaints beyond the shades,

llore glorious dynasties of Arctic birds...

Grenfell's high soul is lord of Labrador -
Hokding in fief the folk of Forteau Bay,

St. Mary's River, Battle Harbour way,
Cartwright and Forthwest River, Harrington...
Their boats and husgkies faithful to his hand.
They follow channels to eternity

Their rubber-booted, oilskinned Savicur knew;
And on the snowy wastes of all their lives,
They mugh their lonely ‘komatiks' of hope

On timeless trails of &8 Christ-in-mocassins!




LETTER_FROM GRENFELL

In my old-letter rendezvous tonight,

I meet Sir Wilfred Grenfell once again;

His firm pen mastering the envelope,

The Vermont postmark and the crooked stamp,
And all my mind, with loved autocracy.

And suddenly his urgent figure rises,

His hand outstretched to greet humanity,

A wealth of silver hair, a boyish smile,
His eyes aflame with singleness of heart.

I hear him gpeak with rich and free belief’:
"The Kingdom of Heaven's on the Labrador,
And mey be universay some great day,

With peace on earth - God grant it may be soon!"

And I have found his immortality

Grayven on rocks, sung by the wind and sea.
Told in the strength and stubborn hope of men
and women in the outports of the world.

One August midnight I remember so,

Our ships discovered his St. Anthony;

As though on tiptoe to an altar-place,

I crept about the sleeping mission town.

The polar star breathed down a healing light,
The understanding mountains wrapped it 'round,
Comfort came streaming from the guardian sea,
And peace from Mother Earth. St. Anthony -
Saint of lost things - here I could find my soul.:
Those handicrafts of wood and tusk and segl -
Rough miracles of craftsmanship displayed -
Were more than copies of a skilled design;
They were the pattern of new will and life;
The hospital a symbol of the soul

Reborn to struggle in the northern night;

The orphanage a cradle for the ming;
Workshops to bring new purpose and belief

To spirit more than to apprenticed hand -

The northern lights of toil and sacrifice.

How I remember that cruise pilgrimage

Along his sea-whipped coast! Leif Ericsson,
Caebot, Corte Real and Frobisher,

Cartier and Hudson, Davyis and Jolliet,

John Knight and Captain Cook; Moravian saints,
And Grenfell, greatest humanist of all -




Each with his different path to truth,
Compassed this grandeur in his own brief time.
I saw the bright aurora of their dream
Outlive all ships that ever hailed Belle Isle,
Survive the rock and sand, the wind and tide,
The earth itself, and all the sea of stars.

Now Labrador's a rock-bound league of heaven
Because of Grenfell. Even the mind of sea,
Heayy with iceberg thoughts, remembers him;

The Pole Star burns the brighter, and the moon's
More golden on the tickle and the stone;
Summer's a greater miracle of flower;

Greener the moss that knew his tireless feet;
And Audubon repaints beyond the shades,

More glorious dynasties of Arctic birds...

Grenfell's high soul is lord of Labrador -
Holding in fief the folk of Forteau Bay,

St. Mary's River, Battle Harbour way,
Cartwright and Northwest River, Harrington...
Their boats and huskies faithful to his hand.
They follow channels to eternily

Their rubber-booted, oilskinned Saviour knew;

And on the snowy wastes of all their lives,
They mush their lonely 'komatiks' of hope
On timeless trails of a Christ-in-mocassins!




LETTER FROM GRENFELL

In my old-letter rendezyous tonight,

I meet Sir Wilfred Grenfell once again;
His firm pen mastering the envelope,

The vermont postmark and the crooked stamp,
And all my mind, with loved autocracy.

And suddenly his urgent figure rises,

His hand outstretched to greet humanity,

A wealth of silver hair, & boyish smile,
His eyes aflame with singleness of heart.

I hesr him speak with rich and {ree belief:
"The Kingdom of Heaven's on the Labredor,
Ané may be universay some grealt day,

With peace on earth - God grant it may be sooni®

And I have found his immortality

Grayen on rocks, sung by tue wind end sea,
Told in the strength and stubborn hope of men
And women in the outports of the world,

One August midnight I remember so,

OQur ship discovered his St. Anthony;

As though on tiptoe to an altar-place,

I crept about the sleeping mission town.

The polar star breathed down a healing light,
The understanding mountains wrepped it 'round,
Comfort cume streaming from the guardian sea,
And peace from Mother Earth. St. Anthony -
Saint of lost things - here I could find my soul!
Those handicrafts of wood and tusk and seal -
Roughk miracles of craftsmanship displayed -
Were more than copies of a skilled design;
They were the patiern of new will and life;
The hospital & symbol of the soul

Reborn to struggle in the northern night;

The orphanage & cradle for the mind;
Workshops to bring new purpose and belief

To spirit more than to apprenticed hand -

The northern dights of toil and ssascrifice.

How I remember that cruise pilgrimage

Along his sea-whipped coast! Leif Ericsson,
Cabot, Corte Real and Frobigher,

Cartier and Hudson, Davis and Jolliet,

John Knight and Captain Cook; Moravian saints,
And Grenfell, greatest humanist of all -




Lach with his different path to truth,
Compassed this grandeur in his own brief tim
I saw the bright aurora of their dream
Outlive all ships that ever hailed Belle Isle,
Suryive the rock and gudl, the wind and tide,
The earth itself, and all the sea of stars

Now Labrador's & rock-bound league of heaven
Because of Grenfell.. Even the mind of sea,
Heavy with iceberg thoughts, remembers him;

Tne Pole Star burns the brighter, and the moon's
lMore golden on the tickle and the stone;
Summer's a greater miracle of flower;

Greener the moss that knew his gkdzlﬁmu feet;
.Anlu éﬁ.u}- \Ab"‘n e }ai%to bg‘;"(}}id uaxﬁ :a:i w::’

More glorious dynasties of Arctic birds
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And on the snowy wastes all their liyes,
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On timeless traisl of s Christ-in-mocassins!




Poems read by R.H.Cardine, (H.Q.,M.D.No.4)

when guest at Pen and Pencil Club,
Saturday,September 27th,'4l.




CHICAGO STORY

Do you remember how in the firelight

We had taken tea, and how the hearth

Was a glowing island. All else was darkness.
We had been walking on the bleak avenue

As daylight faded and the snow

Lost pointed shadows in the merging grey,
While long streamers of night spread slowly
Over the lake,

Do you remember the warm welcome

Of the fireside, the mellowness

Of well-brewed tea, and the scones.

Do you remember we talked a little. Brief phrases
Tempered by silence, enrighed by meditation;

And how, suddenly, this cameo was shattered

By noisy visitors prattling of art,

And scandal, and the war.

I shall always reverence

The memory of Sundays in Chicago.

Oh, I know there will be others in the years to be,

Even as others came before, each with it's own richness.
But these had their own quality; brought peace

And respite in a time of turmoil, and love

Where there had been nons.,

R.H.Cardine.

B




POST-BROADCAST INTERLUDE

How still the moment

After the air-voice ceases,

And minds absorbing the day's history

Pause wondering.

How quiet the body

When it feels the fierce heartache

O0f a bombed homeland, knowing

That places remembered will be seen no more.

Qulet too, the moment

When the great speech, ending,

Leaves but a wordless void.

Stilled time;

Till new-gleaned thoughts and stumbling thoughts
Shatter the poised silence.

Voices come from England

In the quiet hour at the day's end,

Like music strained and softened, phrases
On muted strings,

And undertones of dull percussion

fystic with pulsing power,

Drums inslstent, muffled, urgent,

Charge yet the vibrant air.

Voices, always voices heaping

Word on word to bulld our house of cards,
The tale of war,

Reginald H.Cardine
Montreal 22.7.41




Seated appropriately

Before a background of “1:w14;

In a very plant-filled window,

Your Ped-;old hair

Strikes the right note amid the green.
New-world bkve in a timeless eden.
Sunlight falls rightly, obliquely
Beside you,
Lighting, at a
Your grey-blue ;
Making high-lig Lfﬁ and shadows

On your creame=f{ail

Smoke from your clgaretie ises llike lncense.

of your head

poised bottle,
a&e>3lo 3?&'”’ﬂn-3 ern
h be&u u

You rearrange yourself;

Drape yourself anew against the setting,
And sr ile.

Your smile dancds about the

Hovers in the alr walting

10 break into myriad little

Scattering shadow.

I feel I should say something electric,
Breathe tenderness brilliant, poetic,
31Nj overwhelmed I mouth 1dtit udes

And recline awkwardly.

The scene settles leaving a crystalized

And the sun uets.

that erystal always
£0 p-

of my wife
afternoon,

Re.HesCardine

lontreal July 1941




We have known you

In all the scintillating glitter

Of cheap allure,

We have seen your suave insistent neon
Entlce the unwary, and loved you,
Mundane courtesan of millions,

Bven for this,

But not by this

Do we remember you, our London.

We your children

Yeel you as an infant a lost mothepr,
e were your own and loved youj

You were our owns

The blue note of twilight

That is smoke over rooftops

Will always mean London,

And & crocus in springtime

Recall all your gardens and quiet squares,
Tea-time and firelight, and the friendly cheer
Of a favoured pub~bar,

"hen grey mist

Evanescent and lovelyvells the sunlight
We shall remember,

Remember sutumn sunsets over the river;
Tall chimneys etched on fadlng daylight,
And the call of tug-boat sirens

In the deepening gloom,

R.H.Cardine
Hontreal 6.9.41
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A Protest

on the occasion of the proposed election
of §S-r -ndr-w M-cPh--1

Me=re-c C=ll-n

~dn-nd Dy-nn-t and

J-hn H--r-

to office in the Pen & Pencil Club.

And who is Nobbs that he should come

To make the Pen & Pencil hum

And strike a worthy chairmen dumb
With revolution?

A bloody man whose heart is set

On camouflage and bayonet

7ill really he must quite forget
The constitution!

And who are those for whom he seeks
Through Sandwell and his shady chigues
All place and power for thirty weeks
of blind submission?
To 8it at ease while you and 1
Must drain our tubes and ink-pots dry,
Exhaust our clay, to gratify
Their mad ambition!

He asks you first to choose today
One who, for all his friends may say,
Bartered his very beard for pay;

And has no blushes
Who could not corner or combine
Cement, tobacco, banks or swine
Yet stands amid the knightly line

At all the crushes.




o Py

aapes from the cedarn deeps
Of the rock of the mossy mould,
heart is one with the heart of the Sun
and celd
dark hills take from the brake and the
The running mist and
vainly they cover each feathered lover
His eye can still pierce through
farthest beurne of the blinking morn
reads like pirit of light
As over the miles of the hil. and the isles
He
And now
z0lden bar
the wind
sweeps and hangs like a star

-~ I VN = ~

the sword that he warred en, Lord
the air and him
e of the blast

nd the heaven is

is the scorn

ST 11T
CABUre

ufiTeld

vagsal air

in his heart like a breath,like a dart,

) tremulous one, thou art his!
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and to gibe at

AN EXPHRRIMENT, as an attempt to know nature by means
nature does not know:

He has the temerity to remark, apropos of

MENDEL 'S LAW Barring bees, and given a sufficient number
of generation’ you can generally find
what you are looking for.

He is even more captious in describing

BEUGENICS as pessimism doing its bestj, or how to im-
prove everybody when you think nobody
can be improved.

He has evidently some small experience of law. Perhaps he

is waiting an unconscionable time for the distribution of an inher-

itance, which will account for this somewhat acid definition of

AN BEXECUTOR as one who is always in Burope.

He must, toco, have seen a trial itself, for he remarks that

AN EXPERT WITNESS is one whom it costs a considerable sum to
contradict.

in his day, a useful amount of public service, for he

A COMMITTEE 2 L1k allk walk.

There runs through much of his remarks a gentle irony of

scepticism, as when he says of

OMNIPOTENCE that it is the power to avoid the fine
of one's limitations.
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It is in a somewhat sterner mood that he calls

A HYPOCRITE one whose preaching is superior to my pract-
ice. .

Apparently he means dgui accuse,
confesses, with some beating of the breast, that
%"\;{g‘;,,@

A BORE is anybody who prevents seneewesekes from
being a bore.

You may have made up your minds by this that he is a bache-
lor, and quite too critical to be tamed to domestic uses. But he
must have some susceptibility, or he would never have paid his homage

to

BEAUTY the presence of an exceptional guantity
of something that isn't there.

You see that he can look on things under their aspect of eternity.
Whether that is a marriageable virtue is another matter.

<

he next goes deeper into the things of this world.

CONSTANCY I have heard him aver, is an authorised im-
pertinence.

Is this bitterness, or only a playful perversion of logic, as thusi-

"An authorised constancy is not impertinent. An unauthor ised con-

stancy must be impertinent". Is this a divided heart, or only an

undistributed middle?

And that you may be quite > that there is a flame some-

wila




guess his attitude to

/OMEN'S RIGHTS
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HONI SOIT

-

I keep telling myself
That there is nething improper
About negligee garters,

But myself keeps asking me,

If there is nothing improper about negligee garters,
Vhy do all these women

Insist on wearing them -

For they do not seem to have any function

Save that of being improperd

THE BODY HMFRGENT,

WVhen I was young

A body was a thing that ncbody talked about
Except when it was dead ==

And then you have to talk about it

A bit

Until it is buried.

As I grew older

I surmised

That people had bodies

Even when they were alive,

It seemd that a body

Must be scmething

That fitted in between the clothes and the soul
-« Qutside the soul

But inside the clothes,

But to-day

A soul is a thing that nobody talks about
(Even when it dis alive),

And clothes

Ate a thing that has almost ceased to exist,
And the body

Is everything.

But it hasn't anywhere to fit in,




JANUARY

frosted flowers upon the window grow

through the branches of the avenue

sun engraves upon the glittering snow
& - o o {&]

damascene of silver and of bluee.

the witeh Winter lays her cool caress
On worlds of sunny skies and windless day
he hearth we hear the kettle

lream our daydreams over logs ablaze.

Qr, when
Wrapt in warm furs i gay sleigh we break

-

The trance that holds the woods so still and wh

-

Slumbering beside ; ice-enchanted lake.
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As in dreams

Once and again

The eager heart repels
7

fears and impalpable phantasies,

50 breathless

UPQm the ﬁgfiﬁdbl()ﬂ,m, drif“’&iﬁg‘ trails

t ]

Buffetted wayfarers
We struggle with snowswirls

O

Of February gales,

(E R E B N E = N




Our gentle alchemist, the sun

Dissolves each snowfield to a silvery lagoon.

Sweet~running maple sap!

You sing of frosty night and balmy day,

And sweet is the.wind

That brings the robin to our Horth

Over a new home in bare branchese.

Q

S0 our hearts too

Must dare a new adventurees

8800008009




Bobolink and thrush,

Aerial pilgrims,
Chant in the orchard
Plainsong of spring.
Is there in the South
Altar more beautiful
Than apple branches
Twined in reredos

Of lilec and maroon?

And now the river
Bursting its cerements

Reverberates

Gospel of resurrection,
Here, here
In April

Are

L




Dawn of pearl and of i
Prom the amethyst ==~
stained with

chrysoprase --

Midday veiled with gauze

Spun from turquoise --

Afternoon sapphire

Skies to admire --

=

ve a chalice full,

Crystal cool --

And as a moonstone, light

T

With dim lustre, Night.

@& & 6690006




JUNE.

Bareheaded, barefoot, baresoul June

Rollicking in with & rosy bouguet,

Humming away at the

Dances alo

of
coral in cream,
eyes with glint of

ugh from the

éed2oe s oe Qe
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Flake upon

Falls the heartache,

Only for a

The Indisn

the old year

lack good ch

@900 CG e




sweet perfume

deep azure that
ondy by innumerable

world of pl

win
tree-tops to the path below
pattern laces with the clear moonlight

shedows of the branches on the snows

where the icicles ng from the eaves

L2

Dropping their erys pi 3 to the ground

I see the throne that only he achieves

Vho wins a queen by all the fairies crovmed.

Was that a sleigh

ha, ell or & magic note
~

-o.‘.
Played in a dream to hearts that understand?
Surely I hear there with the dancers float

The clash of cymbals #x in an elfin band.
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typewriters

tap, tay ap tap,

a peel of vellow light
pourg out of & rza,u shade
water out ef a watering=can.
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The Poet.

Descend, my muse, mmd from steep Parnassus' heigh
And teach me how to sing the thlGFS plight

F
&

Of him whose genixﬁ never comes to light

7411 he be sped.

For Genius is a 1": ‘ 1
And no advantage t

When he is dead.

Oh'. teach me how to sing
Whose worth is never recogn

E'en in the grave.
Oh'. let me save
Solme memory, in this

va
O0f those far off and half

Homeward I

The glimzering 1 3y bef re his sight.
He hopes to come abaln aqou“~

Because knows)he has not

Let

T2

il

Ior
Beca

"
-

or him

1 ] >
Chiaroseu:

\JOﬁuC nted
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»nﬂ

I
To groan

4

LNas -? te I: €1 ; ] . and us A. 'JO]’le.

unsold.
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can hold,
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Decon
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ionnaire.

\pollo! Send me down another lMuse
Less overworked and with more modern views

o e

d Muse (Vers libre)

This Wide Domain

s bang chock full of Genius, financial, miliyary

Most of it,

4d

Has not yet been appreciated.
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Exhibit P.D.g., being an open letter of
sorts addressed to His Lordship -

O dear Judge Lazure, ‘“we're showing you now ...",
We're fed to the teeth with this trial - and how!

We're tired of the lawyers®' ifs, ands, and buts;
If we get much more, we shall all go nuts.

We don't need to wait till the Jjury's harangued,
For all of us think the accused should be hanged.

We're sick of the case, it's getting us down,
Sick of Defence, and sick of the Crown.

The Prosecutor is betting his shirts
That the dozen of us succumb as he "flirts",

014 Barbasol sure will sink Anderson's ship,
And Baldy O'Donnell just gives us the pip.

We gather old Bertrand thinks he is so wise
That it will be pie with us easy guys.

And as for that war-horse, old fuzzy Monette,
He's full of old prunes, we think he's all wet.

O'Donnell and Bertrand, Fauteux and Monette,
And Barbrove too - we hate the quintette!

Their cutest remarks we think are all lousy,
Their bullying wisecracks make us all drowsy.

We're sick of the gloom and the smell of the Taft,
Suggest it be bombed to blow up the graft.

We're tired of meandering mile after mile
Through garbage and slums in slow double file,

We mustn't look here, we shouldn't look there -
We oughtn't to think, for that isn't fair!

We soon won't remember Jjust which is which -
Accused or the jury - or the son of a bitchl!
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KINSMEN QUARTER CENTURY DINNER.
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"I'M ALWAYS CHASING RAINBOWS"

I'm always chasing rainbows
Watching clouds drifting by

My schemes are just like all my dreams,
Ending in the sky

Some fellows look and find the sunshine;
1 always look and find the rain,

Some fellows make a winning some time,
I never even make a gain

Believe me; I1'm always chasing rainbows
Waiting to find a little blue bird in vain.

o e ke Ty R Rk

®TOOT, TOOT, TOOTSIE{! GOOD-BYE™

Toot; -Toot, Tootsie;, Good-bye!
Toot, Toot, Tootsie don't cry,
The choo choo train that takes me,
Away from you no words can tell

How said it makes me,
Kiss me, tootsie and then,
Do it over again,
Watch for the mail, I'11 never fail
If you don't get a letter
You®ll know I'm in jail,
Tut; Tut, tootsie don't cry
Toot, Toot, Tootsie Gpod-byel
T O 2

"THE DARKTOWN STRUTTERS' BALL"

I1'11 be down to get you in a Taxi, Honey,
You better be ready about half past eight
Now dearie, don't be late,
I want to be there when the band starts playlng
Remembe r when we get there, Honey,
The two-steps, 1'm goin? to have 'em all,
Goin' to dance out both my shoes,
When they play the "Jelly Roll Blues",
Tomowrow night at the Darktown Strutters' Ball.
R L T Ry S R Rt T

"THE WEST, A NEST & YOU DEAR"

The West; a Nest and you dear;
Oh what a dream 'twould be -
A cozy little cottage
" Beside the western sea
And who knows some day maybe
My dreams will all come trpe“
A cradle and a baby
The West; a Nest and You.
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No. 5 - CANADIAN HISTORICAL THEME.

UNITED CHURCH RAILROAD TO HEAVEN.

The United Church train is come at last,
She is rumbling through the land,

I hear the bell and whistle,
She is coming close to hand.

I hear the car wheels rattle,
She is straining every nerve,
And ag I loek I see the light,
She is coming round the curve.

For after all it seems to me,
It is God's inspired plan

To spread abroad to the world at large,
His love to sinful man.

May no .blind sidings hold her,
Mey she have right of way,

To prove to all the sons of men
That she has come w sty.

And as she travels forward,
Mey all men surely see,
That Jesus is their Saviour,

The sinners' Perfect Plea,

When to our Temminal Station

This train has pulled us through,
To the Eternal City

With all the good and true.

At home in Heaven with Jesus
Our Saviour and Qur Friend,
We shall spend the eternal ages
In bliss that ne'er will end.

S.B.dJd "













"I lisped in numbers, for the numbers came."
- Alexander Pope.

"Literary members are to furnish verses for
the Annual Festival measuring 6" by 4™ to be attached

"W
YR Ehe magus. - Minutes of the Pen & Pencil Club.

Here is a verselet six by four,
Nothing less and nothing more.
Within these bounds I've made it fit
Whichever way you measure it,

Top to bottom, side to side,

Not too tall and not too wide;

And, strange to say, it isn't hard
To write such verselets by the yard.

In point of fact, I've lots to state
To justify a six by eight.

I could meke measures lightly trip
Right through an almost endless strip
And smugly contemplate the whole
Wound tightly in a memmoth roll.
(True, that might furnish an excuse
For some obscure improper use!)

But poets most enjoy themselves

In writing solid twelve by twelves,
For that provides them, all complete,
With what they feel they must have - feet.
For instance, Alexander Pope

(You've heard of him, I fondly hope?)
Never felters, never lumbers,

Just because he lisped in numbers.
Hence there grew his lasting fame

As the numbers came and came
Trailing like some vast wistaris

Cver an enormous arees

First in pairs and then in braces
Reaching to the highest places.
Every number sleek and prime

Up to every trick of rhyme.

Not for him the vulgar fraction,

Not for him the halting action.

Let him, then, be our example.

Mey I offer as a sample

Cf the sort of thing I mean

Six by something like sixteen

(Which is this screed's present length)
Going on from strength to strength?
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And who's the second name that taints
Your ballot-paper? - Holy Saintsi
A man who, Jjudged by what he paints,

Is ice incarnate.
We should be flattered I suppose
While Cullen swabs the walls with snows
And frozen whisky turns the nose

To shining garnet.

As for the man that tekes our cash
0 for the courage to be rash
But I've not paid him, and the lash
Does seem & blunder.
And Yet I think it should be said
Our stock of Scotch is limited
Who has the keys while we're abed
I often wonderg

And last, the scribe t0o write our runes
I ask you, do you love lampoons?
His victims are not fed with spoons

On milk and honeye.
Do we want rhymsters romping round
Racking our minutes to the sound
O0f rivald rancour? I'll be bound

He thinks it funny.

Damn it, I say, but Nobbs is madl

If architecture ails the lad

(Praqueir, of course, is just as bad)
Damn architecture!

Down with reform! Down, down, Says 1,

With all this modern, hue and cry!

And down with beer! For I am dry
After my lecturel
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rie and apricot -
We love them not, we hate them not.

ol

Of all the wvictuals in pot or plate,
There's only one that we loathe and
We love a hundred, we hate but one,

And that we'll hate till our race is run -

TR AT DI T
isiad x.rITLU l'I._‘L}JJ ;_\G.'

You we hate with a lasting hate,

And never will we that hate abate.
Hate of the tooth and hate of the gum,
palate and hate of tum,

the millions who've choked you down,

In country kitchen or house in town.

Ve love a thousand, we ha but one,

s

With a hate more hot than the hate of the Hum -

BREAD PUDDING?







Dear Earle {( or Mr President), your laudable activities
In\stfrring sluggish members into airing their proclivities

(/By ‘'members'y be it understood, I mean the human entity
And not the bits assembled for establishing identity

When Juggernaut has claimed another victim in the street
And turned Tom, Dick, or Harry into scattered chunks of meat]

This rounding=-up of men of parts ( I slip back into metaphor)
Unnerves me; that is what I send this hasty,rambling letter for,

The Cockney rhyme is evidence of utter inability
To do the thing that should be done with orthodox facility,

But then my jaded Fagasus, he neither feeds nor romps on
The luscious mead that makes his steed bring higher flights to Thom(p) son

Whose fealty to the Muses will p'raps overlook the blame
Attaching to the adding of a letter to his nage,

I cannot sing in accents sweet of bloom and silk and ribbon
The maiden vow and tender blush that mark the verse of Gibbon;

And all the: things:that bite and: seratch and sting and tear and nip man
Can never spur me to the heights serenely paced by Chipman,

Nor can I plumb the deeps of thoughtiexplored by diver Cox

Perpending stately steamers leaving well-appointed docks,

Not mine the skill to saunter glist'ning,sleek and debonair
Through all the realms of learning like that doughty sage *raquair,

My modest penny candle pales and faints before the beacon
That gilds the acrobatics of the facile pen of Deacon,

And as I ponder fruitlessly the placing of a vowel
I hear the merry quip that spells consu@é%e ease for Howell,

No; absent from my cradle was a fairy with a spell
To make the rapier that performs the fifth-rib thrusts of Bell,

And ﬁéced with your musicians, Mr, President, and artists,
I am as some poor grenadier among the Bonapartists,

But still I have some spark of pride that prompts me to assert
That under stress I can be spry, in fact, almost alert,

I rise to some occasions and can sometimes find solutions
To junior cross-word puzzles; could they rank as contributions ?
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