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The Cover Page

The Cover Page of this book is a torn corner found among W. Arthur Milan’s papers. The 
twenty-five  poems listed in his  Contents  were typed, we believe, by his youngest daughter,
Jean, after he moved  back to Three Hills prior to his death, September 30, 1947.

We know W. Arthur Milan stored boxes of his writing in the basement, leaving us to wonder if 
these  specific poems were selected because they held profound personal memories.  On close
examination  they provide philosophical reflections of experiences from  Waumandee  to  Gypsy 
Trails, from rube to  family man.  It appears very little escaped his perceptive observation.

We are pleased to extend this collection beyond the initial twenty-five poems in W. Arthur 
Milan’s  Contents  by incorporating other works he kept in a large folder.

  Laura Smith, nee Milan
Gerald Roden



 

  

 

William Arthur (Pop) Milan 

 

 

Art Milan was born December 5, 1882, at Hancock Minnesota, the fourth child of eight 

children: Agnes, Lawrence, Emma, Arthur, Marie, Louis, Francis and Cecilia who died at 

infancy.  

 

In 1905, a Mr. Brocklebank was shipping several cars with livestock, household good and 

equipment.  There was room for Dad’s team and wagon, so he shipped with him, riding 
the train and looking after all the livestock as payment for his trip. 

 

On his first night in boomtown Calgary, he blew out the lamp in his hotel room and could 

see stars, as the roof wasn’t finished.  To get some cash, he did day work for Shaw 

Brothers, delivering coal, wood, lumber and gravel.  He said he was known as the man 

with the gray team having the only matched gray team in Calgary at the time.  He also 

said his team was the only one that could pull a yard of wet gravel off the riverbed 

without doubling up, hooking another team ahead. They would also move railway cars. 

  

A Brief Biography of 

William Arthur Milan 

 
Based on the biography  

written by his son, 

Robert Milan  

printed in 

The Spirit of Ghost Pine 

 

 

Ghost Pine Community Group.  

The Spirit of Ghost Pine, Friesen 

Printers, 1990, pp. 648-649 
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Art married Laura McGhee on 

January 29, 1913. (I remember 

Mrs. Ruby telling about herself 

and some girls out riding and 

they met Art Milan.  After they 

talked and parted the girls were 

making some remarks.  One 

said, “I’d hate to scrub his big 
winter underwear!”  It was 
Laura McGhee and she ended 

up doing just that.)   

 

Their son, James was born 

January 4, 1914.  He married 

Eileen MacGowan July 2, 1938.  

(See their story in The Spirit of 

Ghost Pine.) They had Franklin, 

Laura, George and Mary 

Elizabeth (Betty). 

 

Clifford (Tip) was born January 

31, 1915.  He went missing 

overseas in March 1943.   

 

Laura Lenora was born July 22, 

1916.  She died December 21, 

1928. 

 

Laura (McGhee) and Art Milan’s wedding 1913 
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He filed for a homestead at New Brigdon, near Oyen, and spent time in that area.  He

gave up this homestead only to file in the Ghost Pine district in 1907. (I might add that 

Fred Meyer, while visiting Dad, remarked that he had bought and was farming the quarter

Dad gave up.)  By the summer of 1908, he had a fourteen by sixteen foot long shack with

a sod roof and dirt floor.  In July, his brother, Lou, came up from the States and took out

his homestead.  They cut firewood for Shaw brothers the winter of ‘08 and ’09.  This
wood was shipped to Calgary. (That is when the scrub board, now in the Three Hills 

museum, was made and put to use.)  He was able to put a wooden floor in his shack 

before his mother, Ann, and brother, Francis, came up from the States in 1909.  Francis 

started school at Sarcee with Mr. Bible teaching.

When Dad’s first crop was ready to thresh a rain delayed them a day and a half.  When
threshed, he had 135 bushels of wheat. However, the teams had eaten so many of his oat

bundles, there wasn’t enough left to bother threshing.  Dad told  of his mother having to 

carry her bread to Bible’s to bake in their  oven,  as his little stove wasn’t big enough to
cook for a crew.



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Art Milan and his six boys, (l-r) Dave, Bob, Jim, Art, Lawrence, Dan, and Tip (Clifford) 
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Sometimes around 1914 or 1915, Dad traded homesteads with Walter Dawn who had 

NW-6-31-22-W4, which was later part of the Mount Vernon district.  (When I asked him

why  he traded, he said he didn’t like packing the whole yard on his boots every time it 
rained.) In 1917, he bought Dave Dixon’s half-section.

Gladys was born November 16, 1918. She married Albert Roden on May 4, 1940.  They 

had Ronald, Gerald and Keith. Albert died in July of 1956.

In 1920, Vera was born, but only lived six years. Robert was born in 1922. (See  his story 

in  The Spirit of Ghost Pine.)  I, Robert, married Anna Matus July 17th, 1945. We had

twelve children: Judith, Janet, Marion, Teresa, Kathleen, John, Joseph, James, Stephen,

Patrick, Anna Marie and Michael.

A model T. car was bought in 1921 and, in 1922, Dad bought a Fordson tractor and also 

bought a Moody threshing machine in partners with George Andrews, Floyd Price and 

George Leet.

Dad and  Mother’s first twins were born on January 10, 1924, Daniel and David. Dan
married Marie Hansen in June 1946. They had seven children: Martin, June, Sally,

Arthur, Norman, Mary and Ellen.  Dan died in July 1984.  Dave married Hazel Morash in

July 1946. They had five children: Elaine, Susan, James, Geoffreion and Derek.  Dave 

and his wife separated.



 

 

The twin girls were born on September 4, 1925 – Agnes and Mary. Mary lived twenty-

four hours. Agnes lived for twenty-three days.  Phyllis was born on October 22, 1926.  

She married Peter de Beaudrap.  They had eleven children: Louis, Richard, Annette, 

Donald, Paul, Patricia, Roger, Laura, Maurice, Edward and Josephine.  

 

It was at this time that Dad bought a Model T. one-ton truck. 

 

 

 
 

  The Art Milan Family1983 (l-r) Robert, Gladys, Jean, Dan, Phyllis, Lawrence, Dave 

 

Lawrence (who was called Johnny till his marriage and his wife used his given name) 

was born on November 26, 1928. He married Helen Bandura on June 20, 1951. 

They had eight girls: Lynn, Vera, Iris, Fay, Hope, Cherry, Loretta and Gail. 

 

 Joyce Jean was born on August 30, 1930.  She married Dennis Burns on January 26, 

1952. They had two children, Patrick and Lorna.  Jean and Denny separated. 

 

On June 24, 1933 my mother, Laura, died. Dad married Christina Burnett in November 

1937.  In the fall of 1944, he left the farm, renting it to me, Robert, and moved to 

Calgary, getting a small confectionery store.  He sold the house quarter to Albert and 

Gladys Roden along with the east quarter of the Dixon place in the fall of 1946.   

 

Arthur, known to many as Pop, moved back to Three Hills and died September 30, 1947.  

Throughout his life, Art recorded the joys and sorrows of family and friends in his poetry. 
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CATALOGUE 
TITLE FORMAT 

A Lesson Typed Script   
A Prayer Transcribed Script   
A Rube’s Lament Typed    
An Ode To Maggie Typed    
An Old Prospector* Transcribed Script   
Arise Transcribed Script   
At The San Typed    
Cheer up Transcribed Script   
City Life Typed    
Clara Arvidson And Richard Spry* Transcribed Script   
Eventide Typed    
Gypsy Trails Typed    
Have You Wandered?* Transcribed Script   
I Have Fallen In Love With A Memory Typed    
I’m Going Back* Typed    
Indian Summer Typed    
Inspiration Typed Script   
Introspection Typed Script   
It Beats The Devil   Published  

Just Thinkin’ Typed    
Knowledge Typed Script   
Life In The City Typed    
Morning Transcribed Script   
Never Again Typed    
No Soap Typed    
Northern Lights* Transcribed Script   
Oftimes The Day Is Long* Transcribed Script   
Our Back Yard Typed    
Our Grocer Man Typed Script   
Our Hollyhocks Typed    
Our Old Tin Lizzie Transcribed Script   
Priceless Keepsakes* Transcribed Script   
Rambles Of A Rube Typed Script   
Rambles Of A Rube No.1 Typed    
Reveries Of A Bachelor Transcribed Script   
Stop! Look, Listen Typed Script  
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CATALOGUE (continued) 
TITLE FORMAT 

Sundown Typed  Published  
Supplication Typed Script   
The Better Half  Typed    
The Call Of The Canyon Typed    
The Deserted Ranch Typed Script   
The Forgotten Graveyard Typed Script   
The Hall Of Fame Transcribed Script   
The Menace Typed Script   
The Old Boys Typed  Published  
The Old Trail Typed Script Published Music Video 
The Second Honeymoon Transcribed Script   
The Simple Joys Of Living Typed Script   
To Mother Typed    
To Our Forefathers Typed    
Two Standards Transcribed Script   
Waumandee Typed Script   
Wayne King and His Kitchen Troubadours** Transcribed Script   
Welcome Stranger Typed    
What Does Home Mean To You? Transcribed Script   
What Is Home? Transcribed Script   
When Love Is Dead Typed Script   
When Your Wife Is Cross Typed Script    
Why Typed Script   
Wilfred Evans and Evelyn Jonson* Typed    
Winter’s Glistening Landscape* Transcribed Script   
Yesterdays Typed    

 

*   Indicates words from the poem have been selected to name untitled work.  

**   Indicates Radio Drama 

Transcribed  Indicates work transcribed by Laura Smith, Arthur’s granddaughter, from original 

manuscripts. 

 

 

** RADIO DRAMA  Arthur Milan’s writings extended beyond poetry. The radio drama, “Wayne King And His 
Kitchen Troubadours”, presented at the Mt Vernon School Christmas Concert (circa 1937), is 
another example of community-focused work. The script is from his grandson, Gerald Roden. 
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ARTHUR THE MUSICAN 

Although remembered for his poetry, Arthur Milan was also a self-taught musician.  His 

daughter, Gladys, wrote in her memoirs, “He had a good ear for music ... learning his first 

tunes listening to his mother whistle. He played Irish jigs and lilts and the modern music 

he liked. In the early days he played solo for dances.”  Later, his eldest sons, James and 

Clifford, and a neighbour joined Arthur on stage.  Together they had a 

“… regular studio orchestra in one grand colossal and  
stupendous combination of soul stirring harmony and rhythm.” 

       Wayne King And His Kitchen Troubadours 

 

James often reminisced about playing with his father and brothers in the family band.  

They enjoyed sharing their love of music at dances and other community events.  It was 

more than a sideline, it was time together, a part-time job that brought in extra money and 

filled the evenings with levity, as Gladys stated, "in spite of the bereavement in our 

home.”  Those who heard Arthur play would agree with Gladys, “He was the music”. 
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HISTORY OF THE COLLECTION

Following the death of William Arthur Milan in 1947 James Wyatt Milan, his eldest son,

inherited this collection of writing.  In 1959, the folder of Arthur’s papers was given to 
James’s eldest daughter, Laura Eileen Milan. In order to share Arthur’s poems with
family, Laura scanned the poems in 2021.  This project evolved when Gerald Roden, son

of Arthur’s daughter, Gladys, offered to edit and digitalize the collection.

ARTHUR THE POET

Laura has fond memories of her grandfather, known to her as Pop. He was a tall thin man

who unfolded himself when he stood. He was gentle and quick to laugh. She often visited

his home in Three Hills where hollyhocks grew along the back fence. On one occasion 

his youngest daughter, Jean, was sitting at the kitchen table typing the poems as Pop 

leaned against the counter making comments and corrections. This animated exchange 

resulted in pages being pulled from the typewriter and words vigorously erased before

typing resumed.  Jean’s typing has been included as scanned documents. Laura 

transcribed the remaining script work, indicated in Format as  “Transcribed”.

Arthur was often asked to speak at concerts, celebrations and community gatherings 

sometimes pulling papers from his jacket pocket and at times adlibbing; always bringing

a laugh. From Laura’s perspective Pop took great pleasure in sharing his creative talents

with family and friends.  Born December 5th, he insisted on celebrating his birthday 

September 10th, perhaps a better day for gathering folks together under the prairie sky.



	
  

 

 

 

 

 

 AN ADDITIONAL POEM 

Among the collection of Art’s poetry was a packet of published poems clipped from 

newspapers including a poem written by his daughter, Phyllis, after her brother Clifford 

(Tip) was reported Missing in Action the spring of 1943. 

 

 

Reported	
  Missing	
  

	
  

By	
  Phyllis	
  Milan	
  

St.	
  Joseph’s	
  Convent,	
  Red	
  Deer.	
  

	
  

He	
  is	
  over	
  there	
  somewhere;	
  

But	
  where	
  we	
  do	
  not	
  know	
  -­‐-­‐-­‐	
  

Maybe	
  living,	
  maybe	
  dead,	
  

Maybe	
  sick	
  or	
  low.	
  

	
  

We	
  can	
  only	
  trust	
  in	
  God,	
  

Praying	
  for	
  His	
  Will.	
  

But	
  Mother	
  of	
  all	
  Sorrows,	
  

	
   Keep	
  him,	
  guide	
  him	
  still.	
   	
  

	
  

Where	
  he	
  is,	
  he’s	
  lonely.	
  

For	
  love,	
  and	
  home,	
  and	
  all,	
  

Dear	
  Mother	
  of	
  all	
  Sinners,	
  

Please,	
  don’t	
  let	
  him	
  fall!	
  

	
  

Keep	
  him	
  smiling,	
  Mary.	
  

Guide	
  him	
  in	
  his	
  race.	
  

But	
  most	
  of	
  all,	
  dear	
  Guardian,	
  

Keep	
  his	
  soul	
  in	
  grace.	
  

	
  

We	
  trust	
  him	
  fully	
  to	
  you,	
  

Sweet	
  Star	
  of	
  the	
  Sea.	
  

Please	
  watch	
  o’er	
  him	
  tenderly,	
  

Keep	
  his	
  soul	
  with	
  Thee.	
  

	
  

We	
  kneel,	
  and	
  humbly	
  beg	
  you.	
  

Guardian	
  of	
  the	
  Foam,	
  

Take	
  him,	
  keep	
  him,	
  guide	
  him,	
  

Lead	
  him	
  safely	
  “HOME.”	
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Title:     A LESSON 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

      

 

 

       

                         

  

“He envies not his feathered kin,” 
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Title:     A PRAYER 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

             

  

 
           “Grant that our hearts be cleansed” 

                Carving by Arthur’s son Dave Milan          

13



A Prayer 

 

Give us, oh Heavenly Father,  

In this our hour of need,   

The will to do our duty 

In thought, in word, and deed. 

 

Grant that our hearts be cleansed, 

Lured from the lust of gain; 

Grant that thine only beloved Son 

Shall not have died in vain. 

 

Give us grace to mould our lives 

In accord with Thy great plan; 

Plant the seeds of eternal love 

Deep in the heart of man. 

 

Grant that Thy sacred teaching 

Shall be our beacon light, 

To guide us through the gathering gloom 

Through falling shades of night; 

 

That we may know within us 

That Thou art ever near, 

When the last great roll is sounded 

We’ll answer, “I am here.” 
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Title:     A RUBE’S LAMENT 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

      

“Give me again the simple life,” 

 

                                 W. Arthur Milan, Ghost Pine farmer  
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Title:     AN ODE TO MAGGIE 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

         
“She idly listens to the twins, 

   And wonders if it’s little Dave or Dan” 

               The twins, Dan and Dave Milan 
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Title:     AN OLD PROSPECTOR* 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
“He was always called “Old Jim”.”  
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An Old Prospector*  

 

Once I knew an old prospector 

When I was a young cowhand 

I met him in a desert town 

In that wild and lonely land.  

He seemed to think a lot of me 

And I thought a lot of him. 

I never knew his other name 

He was always called “Old Jim.” 

 

I lowered him gently down 

Crossed his hands upon his breast 

Hands that were calloused and brown 

I lowered his pack beside him 

A pack that was faded and old 

Filled with the fruits of his labor 

Bright nuggets of purest gold  

I stood a moment in silence 

I thought of the cruel fate 

The led him to fortune’s fountain 

A fortune that came to late. 

 

I buried Jim’s pal beside him 

I knew he would want it so 

For he loved that faithful burrow 

Far better than I could know. 

 

Wastelands they wandered together 

Sharing the luck of their quest. 

Now that journey is ended 

They sleep here in silent rest. 
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Title:     ARISE 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

	
  “The world is filled with gladness” 
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Arise 

 

I stirred in the depths of my pillows –  

What sound is this that I hear, 

Which comes on the breath of the morning 

With music so soft and clear? 

 

‘Tis the chimes in the old cathedral, 

“Arise” is the theme of their lay,  

“For Jesus of Nazareth is risen, 

And this is the Easter Day. 

 

The sepulcher door is opened, 

The stone is rolled away, 

And Jesus is gone to his Father, 

And this is our festive day. 

 

Glory to God in the highest,” 

Is the message they seem to bring, 

And it seems in the infinite distance 

The voices of angels sing. 

 

The world is filled with gladness, 

With hope that will never die, 

For Christ our redeemer suffered 

Even for you and I. 

 

It seemed as the bells ceased ringing 

Their tidings of joy and mirth, 

That the gladness the reigned in Heaven 

Has echoed o’er all the earth. 

 

     Finis 
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Title:     AT THE SAN. 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 
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“We doff our hats to all out at the SAN.”
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Title:     CHEER UP 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  “The day is long dear heart when you are ill” 

 

                                        Laura Milan, nee McGhee 
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Cheer Up 

 

The day is long dear heart when you are ill 

Each hour an age it seems when we’re apart 

The house to me seems oddly strange and still 

And sadness is the tenant of my heart. 

 

I miss the smile that I have grown to know 

The luster of your eyes I love so well 

The wellspring of our joy seems ebbing low 

A longing grips that words can never tell. 

 

At night I wake and wonder how you are 

Your spirit seems to ever hover near 

So near, so near and yet it is so far 

Pray God that may you be well my dear. 
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Title:     CITY LIFE 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    

 

 

 

 

 

  “Till all the boys are at the Ghost Pine Store” 

 

 General store and post office, Ghost Pine Alberta 

           Postmaster:  Clifford Milan February 1936 – March 1943 

                                        James Milan April 1941 – February 1943   
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Title:     CLARA ARVIDSON AND 

    RICHARD SPRY* 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

      

 

  

	
  	
  	
  “Your apron strings will bind him to your side”	
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Clara Arvidson and Richard Spry* 

 

    1. 

Clara.  Will you take this man before you 

  Who swears he will adore you 

  Who swears aloud in deep and solemn tones. 

  Whose voice is sweet, enchanting 

  When he’s not wild and ranting 

  It fairly chills the marrow in your bones. 

 

    2.  

  Do you think that you can tame him? 

  Promise that you will not maim him 

  Nor cripple him nor otherwise deface 

  That you will love, obey and nourish him 

  And never fail to cherish him 

  Like any member of the human race. 

 

    3. 

  Through the bleak years you have sought him 

  And at long last you have caught him 

  Your apron strings will bind him to your side 

  When he is sour and old and sticky 

  He will always be your Dicky 

  And I will make you now his happy bride. 

    

    1.  

Richard  Will you take this charming woman 

Spry  And defend her as a yeoman, 

  Against the world and all its ancient ills, 

  When the road is tough and muddy. 

  Will you always be her buddy 

  And pay and pay and pay the endless bills. 

 

    2. 

  In the dark hours of the morning 

  When your bed you are adorning 

  And fain would get your much befuddled rest 

  From you dreams you swift awaken 

  Every nerve is shaken, quakin’ 

  The little dicky bird has fouled the nest. 
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    3. 

  Promise when these troubles threaten 

  Though all things are soppin’ wetten 

  And you little wife will cry and cry and cry 

  When your life seems glum and gooey 

  And your love nest has gone phooey 

  Think you, that can croon a lullaby? 

 

    4. 

  Though your fate be free from thistles 

  There will always be the missiles    

  The rolling pin and possibly the broom 

  If you wish to risk your bacon 

  And the chances that you’re takin’ 

  I will have to change your status to a groom. 

   

 

    Presented at Clara’s shower. 

    Clara Arvidson and Richard Spry married in 1940 

    The Sprit of Ghost Pine pg. 767 
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Title:     EVENTIDE 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The sky is fingered with crimson,” 
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Title:     GYPSY TRAILS 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  
   “Where all is calm and still.”   
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Title:     HAVE YOU WANDERED?* 

 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 
    
   “Have you wandered down a woodland path” 
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Have You Wandered?* 

 

Have you wandered down a woodland path 

Adown a silvan corridor 

And watched the filtered sunlight play 

Along the leaf strewn forest floor. 

 

Have you heard the leaves low gossiping 

When news of their world is cast 

By zephyrs that gently whisper 

Or hurricanes withering blast. 

 

How the oriole builded his nest 

High up a sycamore limb 

Of five little furry babies 

That his Mrs. had given to him. 

 

Of the rabid raid the magpie made 

In the shadows of evenfall 

And left bereft that treasured nest 

O the tragedy of it all. 

 

Talk of a family of flying squirrels 

In the hole of a riven oak. 

Of the old frog who lives in the bog 

Of his crotchety wheezy croak. 

 

The chirr of the thrust in the thicket 

The whistle of quail in the wood 

Of the newly weds who just moved in  

A lusty red squirrel and his bride 

 

From grey dawn until eventide 

Things we like to remember  

Things we wish to forget 

When the tides of life run low. 
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Title:     I HAVE FALLEN IN LOVE  

    WITH A MEMORY 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

   
                   “ Where ever she be, is she dreaming of me,” 

                                                                                        

                                                                              Laura Milan, nee McGhee 
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Title:     I’M GOING BACK* 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
    “Where the mocking bird is singing in the lilac bush”  
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Title:     INDIAN SUMMER 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 “The rusted plow lies idly”  

    

        Harrow cart invented by W. Arthur Milan	
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Title:     INSPIRATION 

 

Original Title:    HOPE 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    •  Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  “New hope is born with each succeeding sun,”    
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Title:     INTROSPECTION 

 

Original Title:  MEDITATION 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 “Help your fellowmen and neighbors” 

 

  Milans and McGhees picking berries    
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Title:     IT BEATS THE DEVIL 

 

 

Format:     • Published 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 “To hell with Wood and his UFA” [United Farmers of Alberta]  
  
W. Arthur Milan was a member of the Mt. Vernon U.F.A. credited with compiling  

the poem, It Beats The Devil. While there is no proof that Arthur penned this poem,  

its meter, style, vocabulary and perspective are manifested in his collective work. 

 

It Beats The Devil depicts a turning point in Alberta's political history, ushering in the 

U.F.A. as the provincial government 1921 – 1935. Part 1 of It Beats The Devil was 

recited by Three Hills resident, N.F. McKinley, at the U.F.A. 1923 Annual Conference. 

At that time, print copies of the poem could be purchased though the U.F.A. central 

office for 25 cents. 

 

Two print copies of the poem were included in W. Arthur Milan’s collection. 
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Title:     JUST THINKIN’  

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

      

   

                        
         “In Calgary’s big stampede”  

     

             Straws Milan, great-grandson of Lou Milan 

            Lou was W. Arthur Milan’s younger brother  
   

75



76



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Title:     KNOWLEDGE 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 “KNOWLEDGE, priceless gift of heaven” 

     

                 James Milan 
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Title:     LIFE IN THE CITY 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

            

 

 

 

 

“Give me the distant rolling hills.” 

 

         From the top of Sarcee Butte looking west 

               W. Arthur Milan’s homestead on left, below horizon 
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Title:     MORNING 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

      

“Where	
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  the	
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  of	
  boyhood	
  fancy,”	
  

	
  

	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
   	
   	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  James	
  Milan	
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Morning 

 

Have you ever arose in the morning, 

And felt those wondrous thrills, 

The sound the depths of your being, 

As the sun comes o’er the hills, 

 

When the sparkling dew of heaven 

Shines from the growing things, 

And know the joy of living 

That the breath of morning brings? 

 

The twitter of the birds in the woodland, 

The murmur of falling streams, 

Bring back forgotten memories 

Of home and boyhood dreams, 

 

Where in the realms of boyhood fancy 

You painted the future years 

With colors of brightest rainbow, 

And never a thought of tears. 

 

Pictures you idly painted, 

By the hand of a master made, 

And hung in the hallo of memory, 

Where the colors will never fade. 

 

As you stand lost in reveries, 

In the first glad golden rays, 

You turn with a sigh from the picture 

And thoughts of other days.  

   

 

   Finis 
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Title:     NEVER AGAIN 

 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 
  “That moving day is here again” 

 

                                                             Milan and McGhee children  
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Title:     NO SOAP 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

  

      

  “Our hands were always red and rough,” 

 

          Gladys Milan 
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Title:     NORTHERN LIGHTS* 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
  “The Northern lights like maidens dance”     
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Northern Lights* 

 

The silken swish of Northern lights 

Along the dusky sky 

The enchanting chimes of sleigh bells 

The night owl’s eerie cry. 

 

The Aurora Borealis 

From out his Northern lair 

Is like frozen music 

Suspended in mid air. 

 

The Northern lights like maiden’s dance 

Along their stage on high 

Against the ebony backdrop 

A ballet in the sky. 
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Title:     OFTIMES THE DAY IS LONG* 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

    

 

 
                              “Oftimes the day is long the heart is sad” 
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Oftimes The Day Is Long* 

 

Oftimes the day is long the heart is sad 

The lowering clouds are tinged with somber hue 

Our thoughts are of the things we might have had 

If ever to ourselves we had been true. 

Dim memories come to haunt our passing days 

From out the limbo of forgotten things 

We wander in the gloom of darkened ways 

While ’round us conscience mantle coldly clings. 

Salvatious path somewhere we left by choice 

For careless ways down which we lately trod 

We turned our deafened ear to conscience’s voice 

Who whispers to our souls of peace and God. 

 

95



96



	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

	
  

Title:     OUR BACK YARD 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
           “I wish that I were a poet”     
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Title:     OUR GROCER MAN 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 
            “Our grocer is a mighty man,”  

 

                  W. Arthur Milan in front of his store in the  

                        Kensington, neighbourhood of Calgary 
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Title:     OUR HOLLYHOCKS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
        “They nod their heads in gossip”  

 

                             Laura’s vines on the farm. 
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Title:     OUR OLD TIN LIZZIE 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
             “Some sheltered spot in a grassy plot, 
               Shall be her earthly grave” 

               

           W. Arthur Milan’s Old Tin Lizzie 
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Our Old Tin Lizzie 

 

I’ve drained out her radiator, 

I’ve jacked up her wheels from the floor, 

I stepped softly out in the twilight, 

And closed up the garage door; 

 

And I left her to rest for the winter, 

Alone where she’s cozy and warm, 

Away from the snows of the winter, 

From the ravage of wind and storm. 

 

She’s only an old “tin lizzie”, 

That shows the marks of wear, 

Only a little old flivver, 

Not worth the bother and care. 

 

Yet round her cling the memories, 

Which time can ne’er efface, 

And deep within my hear I know, 

That none can fill her place. 

 

Every dent in her battered body, 

Every scratch  - aye everyone, 

Brings back to me some treasured memory 

Of times that are past and gone. 

 

‘Twas my wedding day that I bought her, 

How my heart was filled with pride, 

As we sped home in the gloaming, 

Just I and my bonnie bride. 

 

The hours we spent together 

The sorrows of time can’t mar, 

The first happy days of wedlock 

In our little old Ford car. 

 

And then through the years when the children came 

How our joys were multiplied! 

And the blow of our first great sorrow, 

When dearest little Jessie died! 
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The trips that she made in the darkness, 

For neighbor, doctor and nurse; 

The time she was decked in mourning, 

And used for a baby’s hearse. 

 

She’s only an old tin lizzie, 

That shows the marks of wear, 

Only a little old flivver, 

Not worth the bother and care. 

 

But each wound is a star of service, 

Each scar a victory won, 

Every rattle and knock in her motor 

A herald of duty done. 

 

She’s only and old tin lizzie, 

A dead inanimate thing; 

Yet I love the feel of her pulse beats, 

And the memories they always bring. 

 

The joy on the children’s faces 

When I whispered, “We’re off for a ride.” 

How my hear beats full within me, 

As I gaze with a father’s pride. 

 

We’re only old fashioned country folks, 

Content with our simple things, 

Glad in our hearts for the blessings, 

For the joys that living brings. 

 

I know she is old and battered, 

And near the end of her road; 

Not many days are left to her, 

To carry her precious load. 

 

For the sake of the joys she brought us, 

Fro the service she gladly gave, 

Some sheltered spot in a grassy plot, 

Shall be her earthly grave. 

   

    Finis. 
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Title:     PRICELESS KEEPSAKES* 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 “One last look at the highway”      
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Priceless Keepsakes* 

 

The afterglow of memories 

Locked in the vault of our heart 

Are treasured as priceless keepsakes 

Till comes the time to depart. 

 

Let us stop here by the roadside 

And rest ere we cross the bar. 

One last look at the highway 

O’er which we have travelled so far. 
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Title:     RAMBLES OF A RUBE 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 
   “I love the sunlit flowery glades”  
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Title:     RAMBLES OF A RUBE NO.1 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 
    “Have you followed the flight of an eagle?”    
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Title:     REVERIES OF A BACHELOR 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
       “These simple things, the ties that bind” 

 

                                    Jean, Phyllis and Lawrence in the potato 

               patch with Dan, Robert and Dave Milan    
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Reveries of a Bachelor 

 

At last on fortune’s heights I stand, 

With wealth and power at my command, 

In waning years of age to find 

Life’s priceless treasures far behind. 

 

The love I once so lightly spurned 

Upon memory’s scroll is deeply burned, 

The wound I gave a loyal heart, 

When scorned the thrust of Cupid’s dart. 

 

Youth’s warm fires of love I quenched, 

That alone ambition be entrenched, 

To lead me on to wealth, to fame, 

With none to share my honored name. 

 

No welcome smile greets my return, 

While deep within my soul doth burn 

The yearning for the things I tossed 

In life’s discard, a paradise lost! 

 

No homely sounds of joy or mirth, 

Naught but the embers of my hearth. 

Ah, God! that I might live again 

Those precious years I spent in vain! 

 

To have the things I cast aside 

Upon life’s swiftly ebbing tides, 

A women’s love, a fond embrace, 

A child’s caress, a father’s place. 

 

These simple things, the ties that bind, 

The common blessings of mankind, 

Which yet earth’s riches ne’er hath bought, 

Without which blessings life is naught. 

 

Lost are these things forever more, 

Unless, perchance up on the Shore, 

Where life’s tide gently ebbs and flows, 

I meet again my mate. Who knows? 

 

   Finis 
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Title:     STOP! LOOK, LISTEN 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
          “What of the wives and the mothers”  
                                                     

                                                                       Laura Milan, nee McGhee and  

      mother-in-law, Anna Milan, nee McQuillan 
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Title:     SUNDOWN 

 

Format:     • Typed 
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 “We bid farewell to bygone things”    

           

                                                                                       Nora and Clifford Milan  
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Title:     SUPPLICATION 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
            “Give me light where all is darkness” 
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Title:     THE BETTER HALF 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
   “It’s wisest to obey her.”  

 

          Laura Milan, nee McGhee 
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Title:     THE CALL OF THE CANYON 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
       “I hear the cascade’s might roar”  
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Title:     THE DESERTED RANCH 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  “The old chuckwagon seems to brood”     
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Title:     THE FORGOTTEN GRAVEYARD 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 
          “Peace be with each silent sleeper” 

               

              W. Arthur Milan’s paternal uncle,  

        William Milan, D. 1908 

                   Waumandee, Wisconsin 
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Title:     THE HALL OF FAME 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
  “A circle of silent figures”   
 
      RAF Bomber Command Memorial,  

          London, UK  
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The Hall of Fame 

         May 20, 1921. 

 

There stands in the nation’s capital 

In a place apart, alone, 

A circle of silent figures 

In models of silent stone. 

 

The nation’s idles here enshrined, 

Around whose stainless names are twined 

The laurels of an honored place 

Among the heroes of the race. 

 

In silent council there, they stand,  

Grave sentinels of their native land, 

Whose likeness lives in sculptor’s art, 

Whose memory lived in the nation’s heart. 

 

Whose falcon eyes no longer see, 

Yet guide us in our destiny, 

Who left, in passing from this earth, 

A heritage of priceless worth; 

 

Whose deeds are writ on history’s page,  

These guardians of a passing age, 

Whose noble efforts, whose honored name, 

Hath placed them in the Hall of Fame. 
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Title:     THE MENACE 

 

Original Title:  THE JOYS OF SATAN 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 

 
           “Let each grasp the hand of his neighbor”  

 

             James, Robert and Clifford Milan 

165



166



167



168



169



170



171



172



173



174



175



176



177



178



179



180



181



182



183



184



185



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Title:     THE OLD BOYS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Published 

 

 

 

 

 
         “The whirr of a long lariat”  
 
            Baillie and Tanner Milan, 

                             great-grandsons of Lou Milan 

      Lou was W. Arthur Milan’s younger brother  
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    THE OLD TRAIL  

Format:        • Typed  
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        • Published  
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“There’s an old trail through the pasture” 
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Ghost Pine Community Group.  
The Spirit of Ghost Pine, 
Friesen Printers, 1990, pp. 94-95
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The Old Trail  

 

Music Video 
 

Norman Milan is a singer songwriter from 

Calgary Alberta, the son of Dan and Marie Milan.  

  

Norman commented, “My grandfather, Arthur 

Milan, wrote this poem in the 1940’s chronicling 
his recollections as  an early 20th century 

homesteader, farmer, friend and family man on 

the Alberta prairie.”  
  

Approximately eighty years after Arthur  

Milan penned the poem, The Old Trail, Norman 

put it to music creating a video and picture 

montage, which he posted on YouTube for all to 

enjoy.  

  

  

                                           

  

 

 

                                                                                    

                                                                                  Click on photo to open  

                                                                                        The Old Trail Music Video 

“Let’s journey back down memory lane” 

                                          Norman Milan 
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Title:     THE SECOND HONEYMOON 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 “Just my sweetheart wife and I” 

 

              Wedding of W. Arthur Milan and Laura McGhee  

                                                                          January 29, 1913 
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The Second Honeymoon 

 

The summer breezes are calling 

And all nature is in tune 

We’ll leave the city far behind 

And go on a honeymoon. 

 

We’ll travel light and travel long 

And forget our social bonds 

We’ll travel back to pioneer days 

And just live like vagabonds. 

 

We’ll search for a verdant valley 

Where, beside some silver stream, 

We’ll lie upon a mossy bank 

And just dream, and dream, and dream. 

 

We’ll make our bed of balsam boughs 

Out under the azure blue 

And count the twinkling stars at night 

And our dreams will all come true. 

 

Bathe in wine of a crystal pool 

Where the willows bend and sway 

Down our river of golden dreams 

Our troubles will drift away. 

 

We’ll follow some bright babbling brook 

To its source in hinterland 

I will whisper, “Pal I love” 

As we wander hand in hand. 

 

We’ll scale some towering rocky crag 

Far up to it’s rugged crest 

Up where the scented breezes blow 

Where the eagle builds her nest. 
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We’ll wonder through the fragrant pines 

And across a grassy lea 

We’ll share the joy of feathered friends 

In their woodland symphony. 

 

We’ll find again a trysting place 

At the sleep river’s bend 

We’ll plight anew our troth dear heart 

On out to our journey’s end. 

 

We’ll lie upon a grassy sward 

And watch the clouds drift by 

Through the lazy rays of summer 

Just my sweetheart wife and I. 
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Title:     THE SIMPLE JOYS OF LIVING 

 

Original Title:  JUST JOYS OF LIVING 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
              “The laughter of happy children” 

 

          James Milan berry picking with the McGhees 
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Title:     TO MOTHER 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
       “Your tender care we’ve known”  

 
                          Laura and W. Arthur with children, 

                                                                                   Nora, Clifford and James Milan 
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Title:     TO OUR FOREFATHERS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

   

           

               

   “They came, these hearty Irishmen” 

 

                                         W. Arthur Milan’s father-in-law,  

                                                    Wyatt Woodruff McGhee 
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Title:     TWO STANDARDS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
                    “Some fragile flower that’s lost its bloom 

                      And, trampled ‘neath the hurrying feet” 
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Two Standards  

         Dec. 1921 

 

Along life’s pathway oft’ we meet, 

In the glare of noon or the darkest street, 

Some fragile flower that’s lost its bloom 

And, trampled ‘neath the hurrying feet 

Of Virtue, waits its doom. 

 

In the garden of some mother’s heart 

She grew to maidenhood apart, 

To bloom beneath some sheltered ledge 

Back from the thorns of life’s rough hedge, 

A model of Dame Nature’s art. 

 

Perhaps some scion of noble breed 

Hath lured her to her thoughtless deed, 

By plighted word or hell born schemes,  

This idol of her girlhood dreams  

To shun her in her hour of need. 

 

Bowed beneath the wastrel’s yoke, 

(The bonds of love and friendship broke) 

The laurels of a mother’s pride 

The joys of motherhood denied, 

On Slander’s cross are crucified. 

 

Across the desert of life’s span 

She struggles on how e’er she can, 

The prey of every soulless brute, 

Branded as a prostitute, 

With faith nor trust in any man. 

 

Though beats within a heart sublime, 

Chained by the shackles of his crime, 

Stunned by the blows of Virtue’s fist, 

Her soul within doth writhes and twist; 

No chance for her can e’er exist. 
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When low on Mercy’s throne she kneels, 

She her shrinking shoulder feels 

The hand of Worldly Judgment laid; 

And cowering in her fear afraid, 

The fountain of her hope he seals 

Because she was a hopeless maid! 

 

No beacon light her course to guide 

A derelict on life’s surging tide, 

She sinks beneath the social wave 

To darkness and a nameless grave 

This victim of a wanton knave. 

 

While he in all his craven power, 

To sate the lust of an idle hour, 

Upon the altar of his vice 

Hath lead her to the sacrifice, 

Beneath tendrils of Love’s bower. 

 

And tiring of his erstwhile mate, 

Upon the jagged rocks of Hate 

He hurls her from his warm embrace, 

From heights of his exalted place, 

Among the shadows of Disgrace. 

 

And gloating or his wanton deed, 

Like buzzards, in their hunger, feed 

Upon the carrion of their breed, 

Gorged upon his ghoulish feast, 

The demons on his soul unleashed.  

 

He turns to pastures still unshorn, 

His heart by basest Passion torn, 

Along the grooves by Time deep worn, 

To the portals of a palace great 

Where Innocence doth rule in state, 

Her sanctity to desecrate. 
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Yet he may rise to the Heights of Fame,  

No breath of censure mars his name, 

Forgot, the past, his nameless child 

The shrine of Innocence defiled,  

The victor in a man’s own game. 

 

The immortal laws of God defied, 

The hands of Justice firmly tied, 

He chooses for himself, a bride  

Some virgin in her soulful pride, 

Who loves to linger by his side 

In the shadow of Love crucified. 

 

The world smiles on this ghastly sight; 

The man in all his sovereign might 

Doth reign the victor in the fight, 

And writes his verdict in his laws 

To loose the grip of Justice’s claws. 

 

The standard of his creed or clan 

Is not to shun, to bar or ban, 

But grants to him his chosen place 

Among the freemen of his race, 

Because he was a man! 

 

Into the world a child is born,  

Cradled in the lap of scorn, 

Suckled on the breast of hate, 

Crushed between the cogs of fate, 

In the dawn of life’s young morn. 

 

Denied the ties of blood or kin, 

Conceived within the gates of sin, 

A father’s curse, a mother’s shame; 

Her soul deep seared by passion’s flame, 

A pawn in life’s remorseless game, 

Adrift upon the winds of chance,  

With these for her inheritance,  

Because she’s born without a name. 

         Finis 
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Title:     WAUMANDEE 
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    • Script 

 

 

 

 

 
  “O Waumandee, my Waumandee, 

    What music is thy name.” 

              Irish Valley, Waumandee, Wisconsin 

                                   Site of the Milan Farm    
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“Now folks I want you to meet a little lady who has

  brought with her, her boarderino an ancient

instrument in an entirely new role.”

Gladys Milan



Wayne King and his Kitchen Troubadours 

 

Good evening ladies and gentlemen, this is radio station X.M.A.S.  

broadcasting our annual request program. I am glad to see so many here in 

the studio tonight as we have a real treat for you and the folks out on the air 

for we have with us a number of guest artists of world renown along with 

our regular studio orchestra in one grand colossal and stupendous 

combination of soul stirring harmony and rhythm. 

 

1. 

 

Our first celebrity of international fame who has delighted the hearts of 

thousands in the capitals of Europe and Africa with the static like strains and 

moaning melodies, ladies and gentlemen, 

Hank Ricbiscoff. 

 

2 

 

And now I take great pleasure in presenting to you a great American 

character who took the country by storm in the past and who is still 

considered something of a whirlwind.  He will bring to you strains of 

melody and harmony of syncopation and prostration, which is seldom heard 

out side of the most exclusive circle. You will remember Alexander’s Rag 

Time Band? Well this is Alex himself, 

Alex Alexander. 

 

3. 

 

The next artist is that notable sounder and expounder of ancient and classical 

music.  He was unable to bring his piano with him so has kindly consented 

to do his pounding on the drum. I might say this is a specially made 

instrument and gives forth a most pleasing tone, 

Mr. Paderrurski 

 

4. 

 

We also have with us here in the studio another great artist of international 

fame who has gladdened the hearts of the nation with his music.  He needs 

no introduction from me.  If I am not mistaken he wrote that fine old ballad, 

If you Knew Susie, As I Knew Susie, 

Philip Sousa 
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5.  

 

Now folks I want you to meet a little lady who has brought with her her 

boarderino an ancient instrument in an entirely new role.  It has been played 

upon for ages and its music has caused our mothers and grandmothers many 

a heartache and backache.  Ladies and gentleman, 

Shirley Temple. 

 

6. 

 

Our next artist is one whom you will all recognize, a local product, a home 

brew as it were.  One who is accomplished in many lines of music and 

entertainment, who has kept us from our beds and awakened us in the spirit 

of by gone days.  Our old friend, 

Si Hopkins 

 

7. 

 

We have a large number of requests, which have come in since our last 

broadcast and regret that we will not have time to play them all but will do 

the best we can with the time at our disposal.   

 

Miss Eli Spry of Regina requests, “Where is my wandering boy tonight”. 

This number has also been requested by Mrs. Jane Anderson, Mrs. Geo. 

Andrews, and Mrs. Arvidson, all of the city of Calgary.  We regret that we 

have been unable to get the orchestration of this number and will have to 

substitute with one that comes from Andrew Anderson entitles, “My Swiss 

miss misses me.”  Never mid Andy she’ll be coming round the mountain. 

Play Boys 

 

8. 

 

Charles Cook of Hollywood California requests, Oh Lord if you can help me 

for goodness sake don’t help that bear. A friend requested I can’t dance 

(pause) I got ants in my pants and dedicates it to Oscar Arvidson.  Mrs. 

Floyd Price requests, The Old Bay horse ain’t what he use to be.  I am sorry 

but our time is getting short we will combine these request in that rollicking 

two step Red Wing. 

Play Boys 
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L.J. Milan of the Sarcee Reservation requests, that little log cabin on the 

plain.  Dedicated to Albert Amell. This number has also been requested by 

Henry Potts of Lethbridge and dedicated to Jack Hill and Orville Write.  

Here she comes.  

Play. Play. 

 

And now folks while the orchestra is enjoying a short rest, I take great 

pleasure in introducing our guest soloist, that well-known artist of screen 

and radio,  

Kate Smith 

 

There have been so many requests for the following number that time will 

not permit me to read them but I am sure you will all enjoy this rendition of, 

There’s a Tavern in the Town. 

Play Boys Play 

 

I regret that we have time for only one more number and I have chosen Mr. 

Orville Wright’s request.  We wants, “Whiskey In the Jug” and dedicates it 

to Norm McLeod and Art Milan on the anniversary of their 64
th

 birthday.  

Congratulation boys. O.K. Orville your order coming up,  

“Whiskey in the Jug”. 

 

You have been listening to radio station X.M.A.S. broadcasting their annual 

request program from their studios in Mt. Vernon building on a wave band 

of 1600 kilocycles.  We will be in the air again at this same time next year.  

Good night and a Merry Xmas and Happy New Year. 
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Title:     WELCOME STRANGER 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                    “ “Hi cowboy”, we’re glad to see you” 

 

                        Baillie Milan, great-grandson of Lou Milan,  

              W. Arthur Milan’s younger brother  
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Title:     WHAT DOES HOME MEAN TO YOU? 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
       “The laughter of children, too?” 

 

            Gladys and Nora Milan  
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What Does Home Mean To You? 

 

What is the meaning of home to you? 

What does the word convey? 

Is it the place you long to be 

At the end of a dreary day? 

 

Or is it a peg where you hang your hat 

To wait, when the darkness comes? 

Is it a mansion somewhere on the heights 

Or a hovel somewhere in the slums? 

 

Or is it just a number  

In some crowed tenement, 

Yet holds your sweetest treasures, 

Where life’s best hours are spent? 

 

Does it mean the love a faithful wife? 

The laughter of children, too? 

The only rift in a clouded sky 

Where the sun is shinning through? 

 

Or is it a room in a boarding house, 

With ceiling dark and low, 

Where you wend you weary footsteps, 

When there is no place else to go? 

 

Does it mean the love of a mother, 

Who listens throughout the years, 

For the sound of a step that never comes, 

With eyes that are dimmed with tears? 

 

Or is it only a vision  

A memory of long ago; 

That burns through the years as a vestal light, 

With a tender and constant glow?  
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Title:     WHAT IS HOME? 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 
        “Home is a haven of perfect rest, 
            If we give our best in its making,”   
                        

            W. Arthur and Laura Milan at their farm 

           with Arthur’s mother, Anna Milan, 

                                                                                         and seven of their children  
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What is Home? 

 

Home is a house with walls and roof, 

Ever it means what we make it, 

A haven of rest or sweatshop of toil, 

It can only mean how we take it. 

 

Home is a yoke with galling chains, 

Binds with fetters of duty, 

If our cross is an irksome load, 

Were blind to its blessings and beauty. 

 

Home is a garden of wonderful soil, 

Where the fruits of the future are growing, 

Whatever the yield when harvest comes, 

Is gauged by the seeds we are sowing. 

 

Home is a haven of perfect rest, 

If we give of our best in its making, 

A beacon that lightens the darkest path, 

As the sun through the fog banks breaking. 

 

Home is an anchor with chain of gold, 

That is forged by faithful hands, 

Which holds us safe in the harbor of love, 

Though the wild waves beat the strands. 
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Title:     WHEN LOVE IS DEAD 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 
     “We oftimes find upon the sod 

         The rarest jewels o’er which we trod.” 

 

                A day on W. Arthur Milan’s farm 
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Title:     WHEN YOUR WIFE IS CROSS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 “When she greets you with a loving little smile” 

 

                            Laura and Robert Milan 
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Title:     WHY 

 

Format:     • Typed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 

 

 
       “Why do we stand with idle hands 

            At the side of life’s rough road”    
 
             W. Arthur Milan’s one cylinder tractor  
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Title:     WILFRED EVANS AND  

    EVELYN JONES* 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 
  “Will you take this gay prince charming 

    And assist him with his farming”  

 

 

         W. Arthur Milan on his farm 
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Title:     WINTER’S GLISTENING LANDSCAPE* 

 

Format:     • Transcribed 

    • Script 
 

 

 

 
        “When snow lies over all”  

 
       W. Arthur and Clifford Milan 
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Winter’s Glistening Landscape. 

 

I love winter’s glistening landscape 

Its silver starlight sheen 

When snow lies over all 

When the moon is riding high 

 

I love winter’s glistening landscape 

Moonlight, a million gems 

That sparkle from field and hedgerow 

Like fairy diadems. 
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Title:     YESTERDAYS 

 

Format:     • Typed 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  “To open that old kitchen door 

     And holler ‘Mom what’s cookin’.“ 

 

     
                 Nora and Phyllis Milan 
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FINIS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
     “The wail of the old time fiddle, 

        The twang of the old banjo,”  
       The Old Trail 

 

                                                                                         W. Arthur Milan’s violin and bow 

                                                                                              Restored by his granddaughter,  

                                                                                                    Betty Coxworth, nee Milan 
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