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RAMBLES OF A RUBE

A Collection Of Writings
By
William Arthur Milan

“TI love the far flung rolling hills,
The sweep of grassy plain,” Rambles Of A Rube

William Arthur Milan (Pop) 1882 - 1947
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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



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

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.



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 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



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.) 1, Robert, married Anna Matus July 17 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.

Art Milan and his six boys, (I-r) Dave, Bob, Jim, Art, Lawrence, Dan, and Tip (Clifford)



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 (I-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 (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.
wE 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.



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 5, he insisted on celebrating his birthday
September 10", perhaps a better day for gathering folks together under the prairie sky.

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”.



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.”



Title: A LESSON

Format: * Typed
* Script

“He envies not his feathered kin,”



& LE3SON,

Heed the lesson of the aparrow,
. ¥Who needs nol reap or BoOWV,

But finds sufficient sustinence
Wherever he may gzo.

He thinke not of the morrow as
_8ufficient for esch day

Ara the avils and the blessings
Be finda along his way,

He adores ths blesssed sunshine, -
Hew cheaerily he sings, '

80 thankful for the happlness
That just mere living bringa.

He envies not hia feathered kin,
He meetas from day teo day;

The brightinese of his plumege nor
The swestneas of his lay.

He lives and laets his brother live,
That esach might living bhe

A compliment to the Keasper
Tho rulees their destiny.
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Title: A PRAYER

Format: » Transcribed

* Script

“QGrant that our hearts be cleansed”

Carving by Arthur’s son Dave Milan
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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.”

14
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Title:

Format:

A RUBE’S LAMENT

* Typed

“Give me again the simple life,”

W. Arthur Milan, Ghost Pine farmer

16



ST

& RUBE'S LAMENT.

I'm tired of life in the ecity,
0f hurrying hives of men
Qf the rushing yon and thither,
The hurrying back sagain,

Of" s4he cold dead eyes that see not,
In the facee lean and gaunt

And mirrowed deep in their ahaddws
The nameless fear of want,

I am sieck of the life of the Jones'
¥ith their artificisl lifa;

The endlese willing of workesrs,

The ceasalese struggle and strife,

I waary of sounds of traffie,

Cf the consiant din and hlare,
Of the fetld breath ef motors,
Of the blinking,blinding glare;

Where Mseter in hia limousine,
Rolle on in amug content, :
Where Toiler slowly homeward plods
To hie erowded tenement,

¥hare the youth are born in hondage,
Chained %o the chariot wheal
Qf an ageold soulless syatem
4nd never can know the feol,

Of the lure of wide horizona,
Of a mpew life juat ahasd,

Lhne timeeclock just & memory,
The skackles of serfdom shed;

Or the call to strenge adventure,
Beyond & bend in the trail,

That brings toithe vliew new vistase
Like scenes from & fairy tale,

The siren’s blast but an eche,
Thet comes from = prison wall

And drowned in the full crescendo
0f & mountain waterfall,

levraw)
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Give me the dlstant rolling hills,
When the sun comes o'sr & rise
4nd give me the wooded valleys
bnd the pesks againet the skies.

I long for a sweep of meadow,

In the cool sweet brsath of morn,
The golden fielde of ripening grain,
The ruatle of growing corn,

The whistle of quail in the alders,
The song of a noisy brook,

Tha network of dancing shadows,

In 2 lasfhound shady nook.

Give me again the simple life,

The grip of a calloused hand,
Browned by the kiss of wind and ‘sun
4néd strong &= an iren band,

Travel the continente over,

Or trek %o rainbow's end,

You'll find the tressure you're sesking,
Back howe in the heart ofs friend.

e e ke A e e
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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

19



An Ode to Maggie,

In the morning bdright and early

When your feeling c¢ross and surly, -
Your bdrain befogged witn worries of the night
And your nerv®s sare roughed and reggy

And you take one look at Maggle

It surely doesn't help your appetite.

Slowly poking 'mid the ruin

0f a breakfast that was brewin',

But new ie burnt beyond the use of manjg
In blissful ignorance of her sins

Jhe 1dly listens to the itwins

And wondere i€ it'e little Dave ‘or Dan,

After hours of grind and grating

She announces "breaxfast waiting®

And groping 'mid the smoke you find a chair
And probing 'mong the cinders

With your tenmper torn to fliaders

Serensely she is humming "I'1l1l be there,"

When the meal is o'er sand snded

And the wvariocus odore blended

Bhe calmly sits amid the grit and grims,
While she gently strokes her wattles

And gazes on thse bottles.

And wonders if it "aint" their fesding times,.




Title:

Format:

AN OLD PROSPECTOR*

» Transcribed
* Script

“He was always called “Old Jim”.

29 9
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An OId 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.

22
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Title: ARISE

Format: * Transcribed
* Script

“The world is filled with gladness”

25



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 i1s 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

1 " KEITH SANITORIUM, CALGARY. ALBERTA.

“We doff our hats to all out at the SAN.”

29



At The San,

When you're fesling rough and rocky,
Andé youtenot eo ecoy and cocky,

And have'nt got the pep you had befere,
And you teke = pick me uppser,

Juet before you eat youw supper,

It doean't seem to kelp you anymere,

Though your weight your slowly lesin,
Though you've cut out all your boozin';
And cards and women have no more appasl;
While your getting lean and lanky,
Fealing srabby, croee and cranky,

And sure that you have had a dirty deal,

80 you get an exray taken,

Of your bellows and your bacon,

The dostor tells you softly man to man,
That the »ally old tubercles,

Have you geoing ' round in eircles,

You('ll ha ve to take & journey to the San,

Juat a little short vacation ,

One of not too long duration,

Alittle matter of & year or nere;
While your fleah is all aguiver

And ther's gooseflsah en your liver,
Your mind iz busy adding up the scors,

While your heart is pittapatiing
And your knees are ratia tatting
&Ad chunks of ice play tag along your spine;
¥haen your friend aaks how you're feeling,

While your head is roundly reeling,

You anewar'de ''? why I'm just feeling fina'l,
At the San, with your poesssesions,

¥hile a grist of mad obsgssions,

Are milling madly milling in yeur hesd,

While you read the regulations, '

'Midat a floock of strange sensafions,

You try to think just what the nurse has said,
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At the San,-contlinued.

You are feeling really rotten

And no doubt you have forgoiten,

And don't know he¥f of what it'e all about,
As you lay there sadly meping

And against all hopea are hoping,

Thet you'll escape her gentle bawling out,

You ait up loud , 15!! elating,

On the progress you are making,

While nurse is eyeing through an open craock;
In the midet of your oration,

You are due for a deflation,

When she says¥get down flat upon your back®,

In the merning bright and early,

¥When you're feeling sour and surly,

Just when you want to esleap a little more,
With gloom dripping from his wattles,

And his srm orsm full ef bbttles,

The orderly comes stomping throggh the door,

And our nurses may God blese thenm

And mey Providence caress them,

For eerviece end for gentle loving eare;
Though they have the soule of martyrs,
From their cape dewn to their garters,

Yet most of them keep getting in our halr,

The docbkor comer with measured pace,
With wooden smile upon his fase,

¥ith s8illy grin we tall him we are m finej

You loeok down youf 4 robeosie,
While he makes his!diagnosis;
While you are seftly whispering’ ‘ninety nine,”

Orderlies are 2 dizzy lot,

Like somathing that the c¢cat has brought,
From oup the dewy grass upen the lawa,
While it'e true they often grieve us,

In vain efforts to reslisve us,

We got the moet relief when they are gone,
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AT THE SAN, (eentinued)

Now the days ere quickly paessing,

With our gessiping and gassimg,

An order comes that almost mekes yéu fres;
From your bed you will be walking

. And along the halls be stalking, _

They tell you,you may go to number thres.

Now you know,when you're bed ridden

And 90 many things forbidden,

You sure appreciata the thinge you have
And there's nothing ln creation,

Cen give you more elation,

Than just that little journey to the Lav,

Now the time 1is going faster,

You have passed the great disaster

And feel %that you at last are on your way,
And with every new promotion,

You will eomehow gat the notion,

That you are getting bettsr svery day.

Boon you reach the big pavillion

And be feeling 1lke a million,

With more freedom te wander and to roam,

Soen your days of longing ended

And your broken health be mended

And in your heart the song of"Home Sweet Hcma.

And when ¢omes the day of leaving,

There will not be much of grieving,

But for the kindly sculs you lesve behind,

For you would gladly share your joys,

#ith theee gallant girls aamd boys,

For thsy re the kind of friends you rarely find;

And while'round this eubjsct poking,,

¥e will lay aside the joking

And give the praise tham,ﬁue*nurftdtl&xmaaﬁ
To the doctors and the nuraes,

¥ho may rate our love and curaes,

#e doff our hate to all out at the SAN,
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Title:

Format:

CHEER UP

e 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 [ 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 [ wake and wonder how you are
Y our 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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CITY LIFE.

I don't like this gol derned city

And it shorly is a pity,

To see 8o many people in one lump.

I am goin'back to my old cabin

And the neighbore friendly gabbin,

ihere I can eit and whittle on a etump,

\

And I am eavin'all my stories,

Of my regular nightly forays,

7411 all the boys are at the Ghost Pine Store;
Bet they'll think that I am deceivin'

And it does sound past believin'

I stayed out 'till ten and sometimes more,

Wal this city life's allurin)

But you've got to be endurin',

My corns are shorly burnin'on these streets.
What with motor horns asnortin' :

And the populace cavortin',

I would be more at home ahoein'beets,

But Me likes this city cookin'

And she never tires of lookin'

And once she got a hair do by a Miss

And it was so slick and wavy, i
That I'll tell you now by gravy,

That she was almost sweet enough to kiss,

Once,I recollect I kissed her,

But she always claime I missed her,
'Twae back in nineteen nine,or ten;
When I see these young folks neckin'
Gosh,it makes me young,I reckon

I'11 ask Ma if ehe wants to try again,

Then one ni%ht whenl was frisky

And I knew 'twase kinda risky,gacis/—

I thought I'd take Ma to a pisdume show,

Now it aint I want to holler,

But it cost dern near a dollar;

If I'd a known <=seemer,I would'nt go;
! Ao iAds

27
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CITY LIFE.----(continued.)

. Wal you know I'miquite a spender,
I did'nt want to offend her,
Besides the show turned out a lot of mush
And I set there just astairin',
Ma wae mad at me and glarin',
She sez°I did,Isez I didn't,blush,

Wel Ma'e quick upon the trigger,

8o the best thing I could figger,

Wae get her home before we had a fight,

80 I talked to her right soothin!,

But her dander kept on oozin'

And e0 we fit most all that gol dern night,

Got to watch these city slickers,

In your dealin'es and your dickers,

Or they'll get their hooks right in your meat,
And they'll take you for a hurdle,

From your necktie to your girdle,

fou'll find yourself a settin'on your seat,

But I fooled them all by thunder,

hen Ma sewed my wallet under

Neath my clothee,in & piece of her old skirt
And it worked just fine and dandy,

'$411 I bought some peanut candy,

@osh, I had to pull my undershirt,

tall. thern ddset Pt

I must “vedse-yosthomsold follers,

Who think thf¢r such great hellers

And give them just a bit of good advise,

Not to let them slickers trip we'e.,

Or by gum they shore will etrip ge'f7

‘hets when you're playin'cards or rollin' dice,

There wee one night I remember,

'€was the sixteenth of November, =
I lost her all down to a single dime-<g
Gosh, I guess I'd beet be foggin,

Or by ?eek she'll crack

-4
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Title:

Format;:

CLARA ARVIDSON AND
RICHARD SPRY*

» Transcribed
* Script

“Your apron strings will bind him to your side”
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Clara.

Richard
Spry

Clara Arvidson and Richard Spry*

1.
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.
Will you take this charming woman
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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AVENTIDE,

W¥hen evening comeéa to the valley
Then the worksadey choree ara done
The sky ie fingered with crimson,
The hills say goodnight %o the eunj

Then sofily the shadows mingle
¥ith daytimeds lingeriang light
&nd dusk is born te the union
And swathsed in the raiment of night,

Right like a winigtering angel

¥ho smoothes o'er the furrows of care,
Through the restfull hours of silence,
Like ailenssa, that comes after prsyer,

The atare like tall altar candles
Thet tower to & Hesvenly haelght,
¥hon lighted by trsmbling teper,
Iathe hand of an acolyte

And nigh o'er the slesping valley,
Like watchfires that atesdily burn
Through the long night'a ailent wigil,
They sweit the morrow's return,

LI I BN B L B N N A ]
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Title:

Format:

GYPSY TRAILS

* Typed

“Where all is calm and still.”
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GYPSY TRALLSY ..

I like a book, & shady nook

. Where daneing shsdows play, . .

A pcented breeze, wide spreading trees
Fhare filtered aur kesme stray,

I like to he,where I can sae
The sun's reflected glare, - _
On peaka thet rise, along the skies
Like some gigantie stair,

Afar from toll, where med men moil,
In cities crowdad. streets; -
Ihrough din snd glare snd fetid air

The pulse of traffic beste,

I'11 leava hehind the grlt and grind
0f Life's eternal mill,

Go round the bend, where aidawalka and
¥herae all is calm and still,

JIV11 moftly steals with rod and reel,
&long the river's rim; ,
I'11 caet my bait,where goldeyea. wait, g
Fhere pike snd pickerel swim, ‘

I'11 croush behind, = bushy hl:nd,
When ducke ere on the wing;
"I4e touch and go,.but I well know
The thrill that it can bring,

I like to bresst the high tide 3 creat.
To hear = motor's chug,

¥hen beating home, through ecud and foam
To sheltered haven, snug,

When fortune faile-'long gypsy trails,
I'11 sleep beneath the sky;

I'l1l find my nsede, where fancy 1eads
&nd let the world go by,

A W P SR e e e on
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Title: HAVE YOU WANDERED? *
Format: * Transcribed
* Script

“Have you wandered down a woodland path”

49



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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I HAVE FALLEN IN LOVE WITH & MEMORY,

I:have fellen in'lbverﬁiﬁh;n'ﬁéﬁéfy;h
That hes liﬁgered,tﬁﬁﬁﬁgigﬁgﬁarb %hr@&éh,;:"'
kipsl that I know'frem the’ leng,long age, =

An eold love that always is new.

Memories, of jaﬁpqyiéét L : _

&né thingS,thaé.i; ua;d te.do; - | | - ' -  i€
.-Moonlight and sleigh rides, | | | | .

Pignies &axd hay ridag;

0l1d dreams that san never coma true.

I've fellen in love with a nemMery
That eomes when the firslight gleams, .
When red embers glow,then again I will go, . o

Back to the pel 'of my dreams,

- I've fallem in love with & MEWOTY.

A memory that seems to recur,

' Where sver she be,is she @peaming of ne,

w el

e T
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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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Im goig beck to where I coms from

Where the honsysuekle smells 8¢ sweet it darn near makes me Biclk,
Ineed to think ny life was humdrum

But I sure have leared a lessont that is bound to stick.

1
There aint no use of ne eomplaining preteandiny
This ecity sure aint no place for & guy like mete end in.

Im going beck to where I come from, where the mocking bird is

Singing int the lilsec bush,

Tused to go down to thre station
Every evening just to wateh the pull wman train come #» rollin in,
Apd then one night thet great temptetion , got the best of me and

drove me to & life of esin,

Itook my het and fourteer dollars , and I went tugugh 2ll the troubles
. of this life that always follows when your riekh and huntint romance,
But my h&%ing deys are over lIcan tell you that.

Imet a man from Kensas e¢ity abd he winked at me -and asked me if
i,d like to step around ,4nd I said*yup’thate what I,z here for
fiohe said he,d teke me to the holtest spotes in town.

He mentioned thinges h,ed have te fix wup
Se he took my fourteemn dollars ,but there must have been & mix wp
Hg,s been gone aince thursday evening and I,ve got a huneh 1,11l never eaee
That guy mno more.

¥hen I get old and have a grandeonl will tell him 'bout my troubles
then just watch his eyes pep out.

The chances are he went beleive me, and he,1l dothe same darr thing
when h,e growed wupbne doubt,

But he sant say 1 did,nt warn him,what will heppen ifhe meets up
With that city guy gal darn him,

Going back to where I sems from
W¥here the mecking bird is simg ing in the lilae bush.




Title:

Format:

INDIAN SUMMER

* Typed

“The rusted plow lies idly”

Harrow cart invented by W. Arthur Milan
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INDIAN SUMMER.

I like the Autumn season,

Yhen Indian Summer oomes,

fhen golden sheavee are gatherad
And busy threehar huma,

When cattle roam the stubble
And foale at rendom play,
4 meandow lark singe blighsly,
Hie farewsll suammer lay.

The aheen of golden pumpkins,
¥hen corn is ir the shoek;
The o0ld dejected scarecrow,
In worn bedraggled smock,

The gnarled trees in the orchard,
¥here romy apples hang, '

The nests among the branches,
Where summer dwellers eang,

Regally the gobbler struts,
Hie plumage to diseplay,
Unmindful of the aeasen
And near Thanksgiving Bay,

Goldenrod like yellow flames,
Along the roadways blaze;
The bright sun's raye ars mellowed,

Through desp blue Autumn haze,

And wild geese winging southward,
Along the airwayse wide;

Wigin the world is filled with echoa
And sounds are amplified,

A bumblebee drones homeward,
%#ith deep familiar boom,
From his dalily foraging,
fhere tardy flowers bloom,

& rusted pimw-Reds, idly

At deep turned furrow's and;-
Against the distant hillside
The multicolors blend, s

The landscape rises skyward,
In distant blue mirsags;

And noisy crows marauding,
In sudden black barrage,

When foriaat leaves &re goldaen,
In ¢hisg far Nerthern c¢lime

And Summer meeme to linger,

Ite Indiesn Suvmmer time,

H
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Title: INSPIRATION

Original Title: HOPE
Format: » Typed
* Script

“New hope is born with each succeeding sun,”
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"INSPIRATIOR™

. — - -

How often through the lonely hours of night,
.¥e ponder o'er the problems of the day,
But wake 1o find that morninga glorious light

Hea gpirited our darksat thoughisz sway.

How often is our deasreat wish unfilied,
Qur sternest efforts oftimes meet defest;
How oft' the fairy cesties thet we build
Fall crumbling into dust sbout our feet.

Yot deep within, some hidden force inspires,
- New hope is born with sach aucceeding sun,
Along the sky the dark cloud swift retires,

We bend with lightened hearts o tasks undone.

¥. A. MILAN,
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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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INTROSPECTION,

¥hen you waken in the morning,
¥hen the day is newly boranlng,

As countless days have come and gone befeore;
¥hen ecme scheme you would be steriing,
Think a moment ere depsarting,

¥hat does the future hold for you in store.

111 the sun at even' setting, .
Find  your aoul at pesce or fretting
O'ar pome trifle, that ie neither here nor therae;
.Will the fruiting of your laboers,
Help your fellowmen &nd nesighbors,
Or will you have denied them of their share,

Count each day & ehinirng jewel,
Or at least a priceless tool,
That worke for you its wealth of weal or woe,
Bs exacting in yeur choosing,
Last in passing yeu are leging,
Fer more than you are gaining as you go.

For eome morning in ite breaking
Sure will find you unswaking,
And sevaered will be all your sarthly ties
And your soul from out its prisen,
Will have ailently arisen
And gone to its rsward or otherwisa.
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Title: IT BEATS THE DEVIL

Format: e Published

-
e
-
s -
-
-
- -
~ -
- -
- -
- ~
- -
- -

“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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| - It Beats the Devil
PART L.
Onee, when the Dévil was roaming about,
Searching the country, in and out,

He travelled theswength of the whole Dominion
For a suitable place, in biz opinion——

An ideal zpot, as yet untaken,

A place that was certainly God-forsaken.
Of ali the country he'd coversd or seen,
Begide the oceans, or in between,

Alberta szeemed fo him the best,

Te found him empire of worry and pest.

He commanded his imps, in thundering tones
Te cover the landscape with bushes and stones.

EHe called to the rivers on every side

T hew their channels deep and wide.

A rved light gleamed in hiz demoniacal eve

i e Wi beopapnered. their soerssy with alkaliooo o

He covered the plains with gravel and zand,
smoothing them' over with careful hand;

Then he let it dry ior a week or two,

While he furned to the work he had still to do.

Diay after day, in the blistering heat,

With never a minute to sleep or eal;
Turning out gopheis and squirrels and mice,
Grazshoppers and bestles and chicken lice;

Mesquitoes and bugs and worms galore,
Were scaitercd about on hiz workshop floor.
Coyotez and badgers, weasels and skunks,
He moulded and made from left over chunks.

Days of ceaseless toil he spént,

Berore it was ready for settlement.

When he had reached the height of his gosl
With every contraption to harrow a soul,

He wrote with the peint of his guivering lance
Hiz ads, te inveigle the immigrants,

He ordered his imps that stood by his side,
To scatter them broadeast, far and wide.

He sat himself down, in grandeur and state

To welcome the strangers at his gate,

As in thew rolled in a ceaseless tide, 67
FPrince and begrar, side by side :

= He smiled when _be nofed the hopeless mix LA e e




U Loanmaeks Bnd  YamEeces anctsedsheviks,
Chinamen, Hinduz, Japanesse,
The Highland Scotch with théir barren knees,

&
Irish, Englizh, Dutch and Fini,
And still they kept on coming in.
Men from Italy’s sunny lands,
Jews and Gypsies in motley “oands.

Buot hiz old heart beat with untoeld Jnya.
When he spotted a bunch of Missouri boys.
Their wagons were loaded with bedding and fools,

They had hogz and chickens and long eared mules,

Women and children and barking hounds,
Old Nick's happiness knawtﬁg bounds,
“Here, you imp, you tend s gate
And mind yvou keep things poing straipht,

“Keep ‘em movin', and peel your eye,
Watch for the fellows from P. E. L

Don’t vou let one of them beggars pass,
They're sure to guesr the whole blamed mass™

“Hi, Missouri, you come with e,

Never yvou mind the Customs’ Fee;

I want you folks to feel at home,

What's vours is mine, what's mine’s hiy oWwfi

“Gosh, it's good to see such yoen,
To be with old-time friends again, g
And so they came in 3 stpaseling stream,

Cher highwa}r and byway wilh wagen and tsa.m.

They all qetﬂed into their natural rots,
Builded their ¢ah|m, their dogouts and huts.
Frosperity reigmed in this chosen land, =
Nature dealt with a lavish hand.

Like a garden it bloomed in the heat of the sum,
When Satan decided to start the fun.

He gathered his imps from far and wide,
From eity and village and countryside.

He bade them scourge them lefl and right,

To harrow and feaze them, day and night,

He lopsed the mozonitoes, the bedbugs and ticks;
The 0. B. T, and the Bolsheviks.

He seattered the Socialists here and there,
Whenever he had one left to spare.

Hiz henehmen were busy with mallet and maul,
Hemming them in with the fariff wall

The grassheppers sang in the blistering sum,
The MNoppartisan Leapue waz firsi begun.

He scourged the land from North to South
With frost and hail and cutworms and drouth.
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But the Hicks all looked on the sunny side .
And kept on reading “ihe Gran Growers§ouide.”
Uil m#uan wWad budl, the amr was Dle, !
1t seewned he didn’t koow wiat o do.

“I*ve run this game since the world began,
I'm here to teu you, man to man,

lt's the Iiist time 1 history Uve peen stuek,
Its the darndesc country L ever struck.

“] turned that bunch from Missourissy- loose
Ano pui 1 ged 13 iheir worst aopusze;
And wuke wnat bunch 1rom. b, oau. L.
1 know there was some of them sure gob by.

#] pan zee it now, when it's all too late,
Thats where L made my big mistake.

Lhe bunch thai got in have heped me more
‘'nan ail of the wnps U've had velore.

“There's another thing that I want Lo say,

It it haon't been tor the U, F. Al

I'd have woll the game with both hands down
In the country and village, i the eity and town.

“Everything seemed to be geoin' so good,

FiLl That cussed BssouTiza, Presidint Wood,

Came ot ihe 1arm with his dreans and s schemes
And upset the gravy and spiled the beans.

#7111 hie me out of this cursed land,

Back to where Meighen made his stand,
1t get away irom tnese hearfiess brutes,
Mo enance in the worid toghet recruits.

“411 lined up like a bunch of troops,
Al wou can hear is ‘Separate roups,
Urgamzanens and ‘Egua Hights,’

Haus kopt me awake toese many nights

“Even the women are out for fair,

With their “Mothers’ Pensions’ and “Child’s Welfarel®
The Juniors tuo, are gathering lorce;

1 guess my work was a littie coarse.

“11l go back East for anciher try,

The atitude bere is away too highl™

he turned away with e shambuge gait
"to catch the tail of an wast-bound rreght,

And ever his shoulder, I heard him say,
“'o hell with Woeed and his U, Fo A"

A
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The train rolled along with its rattle and roar,
Whiie the Lievil he sat in a box car door,
‘Al throneh. fhe night: theoweh the. chill eray dasn, 4
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With fgace that was nDaggard and wWocDIFone.

A “Brakie” in passing on the top of the car
Heard through the rumble, § jangie and jar,
“the sound oo a voice, by emotion deep surved,
And these are the things he told me he heard.

Am I shanghied and buffaloed and ostracised
By a bunch of “Rubes” that are organized?
Am I stk king of the nether spacej

Have 1 lost my hold on-fhe human race?

Must I admit I am down and out,

Bustepyand buneoed and put to rout?

'l tell the world I have one card yet, :
A game that will make #hem swear and sweak

1} trim their whiskers, Il tell wou that,
11l eall an election at Medicine Hat,

T’ll line up my Imps, & tormidable horde,
In every constilucney, district and ward.

I'll gather my forees; I'll call the reserve;

T'll give them a taste of the stufl they deserve.
He rose to full height, for the Devil was sore;
His tail lashed the dust on the box car floor

The die was cast. He had stacked his eards
When he dropped to the ground in the railroad yards
He gathered a.ound him his gibbering grist
f Conscrvative, Liberal and Sceialist.

B 5 L 0k s e s e i TR S e e e T
He stamped with his feet that were cloven amd cledt,
He ‘phoned and he wired till the cables were hot,
Until his head office at Ottawa got

He gave them instructions, he read them the law
il the foam fell in flecksfrom his slobbering jaw,
A eandidate chosen, of hiz selection,

The stage was all set for the coming election.

The day rolled arcund as time wore on,

The Devil was out at the peep of dawn.
Hiz pockets were filled &ﬁjcl{mnpurts of (Gold,”
He pulled off the stunt thit %was ancient and old.

He eursed them, ecarvessed them, counseled, eajoled:

How often, how often the story’s been told

How the “Rubes"” were all there in their jeans and eravats,
In wagonz and buggies and old democrats,

In “Lizzies™ and “Flivvers” that wabbled and roarved;
On horseback and muleback, o comical horde;
Walking, and riding in rattling rigs;

On bicycles, trieyeles and rickety pilgs;

By oxfeam and buckboard, by gas and by steam,

How they rolled to the pells in a smothering strear.
The Devil was worried, his heart was full sore,

He never had seen such a turnout before. 70



How the sweat fairly dripped from the end of his beak,

how the jounts' in his tan we.e 50 dry tney wouwdd sgueak.
Wwhen tie voics were au counced, when the day was du done,
Bow the news travened 1ast Loar the rarmers had won,

How the Devil collapsed when the news came to him,
How he hovered ior gays awng deaunrs ey brim,
There was welping and wallng or ‘vories and Grits,
Lhe Socialsts Jaoung 1o Toas and im zics

There was hurrying and scurryizg with bottle and jug;
They wet him apg sweat him in pianket and rug,

Bur alack and a.as, he was sinking 2o 1ast

That they ieared the reign or thelr monzrch was past.

The M. IFs. weie there with pencil and pad,

Treir mein was dejected, their counteénances sad.

whe Uhicopractors sdjusced with bacds and with wrists,
Lsiecpaths pounded with elbows and 11518

Epeeialists gpathercd, of renown and reliance,

‘Luey ped oot the doctrine of “Cnriztian Science,”

Anu as they assemiued n o pigs and on rows,

From whence they had hailed we:e's no one that knows.

Yot over it zll a biack pall had spread

When word-lsousd Torbh anad g e wog dead

The liags arvom their nall masts woked gloomily down
{rn the sad hearted peopse 01 LITaWa TOWIL

Many passes were issued, all business waz stopped,
A i, Juiey chunk Ivom the revenue was lopped.
Lomautuees fssembied, Commoton was g,
Lhey wourd bury their patron 1n pomp and o state.

Big men and small men, lean men and fat

¥were dispatehed with all haste to Medicine Hat
The town 1nat survived i spute of ks name
had suddemy Spruntg nlo NLAMOUS 1ame.

The ecrowds came 5o fast that it worried the cops,
Lindetakers woere grinning and beking their cuops.
They washed him and spaved him and powdered his nose,
LThey swathed his appendsge in swauding clothes,

They polished his horns in “Three-in-One” oil;

“They ad up his tresses in ringlet aod coil.

‘They hid his oid hoois from the-eyes of the crowd,
They dressed him in broadelodk, 10 dicky and shroad.

When their work was all finished, their joy was so great,
They leit him to siumber in grandoer and state.

In the meantime the councus loregathered to pick

The ones who were worthy to cairy Uid Nick,

They warred and they wrangled, they hemmed and they hawed,
Lhey jibbered and janpied and jabuered and jawed.
*Pist out o1 the mees tne six that they choze

1. PR T | o
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To carry ihe casket and walk at the fronf
Was a LVoiy, & Grit and & Socialist runt,

An I W. Ww., an apostle of Nick,

A Non-partisan heeier and a red Bolshevick.

2t was one left, a friend fried and true,

The ginle that had founded the 0. B. UL

So they fixed him a handie on the end of the box,
Vwhere in zackeloth and ashes, in shoes without sox

-
He could mourn in conteniment, as much as he pleaszed,
"Pill his grief it was sated and his heart it was eased.
Old Satan wasz carried with slow martial tread
To the piace where the “Hatters” had buried their dead.
-

The grief of the mourners, in rank and in file,
Was viewed by the farmers with snicker and smile
While they sat on the fences and dangled their toes
With finger and thumb at the end of their nose.

They buried him deep, with the Hat's drifting sand,
While they wept at the loss o the country and land.
And there at the graveszide, close by hizs head,

They placed a big demijohn, so it is said.

And on it was written & warning for us,

An epitaph fitting the “Qrnery Cuss,”

“Here lies the body of Old Nicklos Satan,

That the farmers who've gone and those are wailin®™

Go back to your farms, to your hors and your chickensa,
Forget that the country is goin' to the dickens,

Forget the white lights, the lure and the loof,

Go back where there’s room for to grub and to root,
And remember this warning is for your own good,
For my Curse is on Gardiner, Crerar and Wood."

RS,

PART IIIL.

When the last rites were over, the last prayer way said,
They turned away sadly from the grave of their dead.

But they halted in fear when a rumble was heard,

When the whole valley trembled and shuddered and stirred,

When out Trom the erest of the newly made mound

Came old Nicklez Satan with a eurze and a bound.

Wiz face it was livid, hig dicky awry,

While the red flames of Hades flashed from his eve.

Hiz shroud was bespattered, bezpotted and rent,
His tail was all twisted and battersd and bent.

Tte multitede fell on its face in the dust

While the Devil he grolee glareg and he eussed.
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What do vow. medn by this mavdlin stuff?

Arise and away . with. your groauing and guff, . °

He sprang in amopgst them . sashing and tearin'

Like a buig MNova Sconan when he's cnolon’ a Herrin'. g

Qut of my sight with your pomp and your pelf,
You'd make a real dewvil azhamed of-himse:i. : A ik
And rememper, to answer my beck and my. call, 4

For these hayseeds are .orowding our packs to the wall.

And 1 want yvou to krow, beforg you depart,
That this bye-eiection was only @ slart.

It’s all cut and dried, and soon you will see,
Who's running this Frovinee, the farmers or me.

I'll call an election that will make them szee red,
That will jar henty Wood irom his heels to hiz head.
To think 1or a moment they can stand in my way
YWwith their insigmicant U, . Al

This heard the children, of Satan begat,

In his prim resurrection at Medicine hHat
He buried his old tail like a propeilor screw
And away to the city of Edmonion tlew.

And there in the Capital city he reigned,

il the good will or the governipent rained,

le anncinted their heads with eocoanut oil,

He blessed the good works of Stewart and Boyle.

He counseled, he threatened, he teased and he blamed,
Lintil a general eiection they boldiy plociaimed.

“(zod pity the farmer, my hour has soruck,

I'll nag them and drag them through mure and muck.

I'll make them repent for the trouble they've been,

I'll teach them that still 1 am master oI meh.

Theyve been hammerin® and ciammerin’ 1or months and for years
But I'll drop a g wrench in the mad'st of their gears."”

"I'was thus that the Devil would talk to himself,
A habit acqguued while residing in Gueiph,

When things at the Capitan Cuiy were iramed,
And all or the government ecandidates named,

He hied him to Calgary, barrel, lock and stock,

Yo his suite at the wop of the Heraid Block.
g,w,rfﬁ rreat editorals in peace be cowd write,

And pe in the midst of the fray and the tight.

Ho the Calgary Herald, on the square and the lewvel,
Was the tirst printing plant that could boast a real Devil
He called in the lmps who were brewing the. beer,

He bade them be patient, to be of good cheer,

To stay on the job a little while longer, 73
In the meantime te make the stuil a bit stronger.
He wired his distiliers all over B. C.
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To fill every drug store, every dugont and cellar;
And be sure that a cartoad was biued to Drumheiler.
Fe called his bootleggpers, 3 mided sort of ciew,

he smeded and he tasted their brands of “Home Brew."

ile strangled and stuttered and heollered “Encugh;™

1 can't add a thing to that eurfed stuff.

In the meantime the farmers would sit in convention,
And the way that they functionud is worthy of mention.

MNominations were open "fur*fmeand for all,

For oid men and.young men, short men and tall
For men from the Teothills, the brush and the bogs,
Men ihat were frésh from slopping their hogs.

‘I
Men Frpm the ranges, the va.l]eg:; and. hills, "
Men fr New Brunswick who beeathed through their gills.
Men from the Northlands with pistol and poke,
Men from the Wheatlands, busied and brole.

Men from Ontario, bewhiskered codgers,

Enown far and;wide as famous stump dodgers,

In dickey amd derhy, with pantaloens creased,
Expounders of lmowledge, wise men fiom the East

All were assembled in gala array,

Men that were true to the old ['. ¥, A.

President Wood in his jumper and feans,

Was tinkerin' -zound among the machines.

Wielding the ladle of pep and of Fape, o
Cluonging Fha avlar et opfing foeno . D0 ‘
"Till the day of election, 15th of July,

When the' country was- sizzlin' blisterin’ dry.

A day that was picked by the monarch of Hades,

A fact that is known to the gents and the Iadies.

The Devil was worried, he was weak and all in,

His face was all wrinkled, was haggard and thin.

But he ordered his Imps te pass out the booze,

To make ne distinetion "tween Gentiles and Jews.
The doctors were packing the thickest of pads,

The druggists had visions of heliday gads.

But the fibes were all “next" in their wiseacre way,
And stayed-with: the pump for the most of the day.
When the polls were all closed and the ballots all checked,
The hopes:of old Satan were mangled and wrecked. :

IFor the news soon had traveled by wire and by mail,
That the farmers had ticd a hard knot in his tail.
Some Tolks may ask me, “What iz the rest?”

But Il pull down the blinds, for I think it is best.

For the sake of the yvoung Tolks and the old folks as well,
fe’ll say “Au revoir” to the monareh of hell

The ahove poem was eompiled the Mount Vernon Loeal
of the Unitéd Farmers of Silber:a 'hree Hills, Alberta.
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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
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CALGARY STAMPEDE. I924,
JUST THINKIN.'

I'1l esddle old Baldy to-morrow

4nd pack a few things that I need
And take the %rail olar the prairie,
For town and the big. Stampeda,

I'11 mest the bhoys from the Twe Dot
And hende from the Broken B, .

Qld Joe Blake from the Rolling R,
And Naal from the CGirscle O,

Qld Jake Long from the‘&nchor Bar
And the boye from the Lazy 4;

Old pals of the open renges,

'Way bask in the bygone day;

W¥hen life on the open prairie-

Wag free sag the wind in the hills
Whan each day brought to the rider,
Its meesasure of dangsr and thrills,

e counted our herdes in thousands,
&4nd rods with & cereless rein,
Bafore the daya of the fances

And the fields of golden graia.

RBefore the daye of theHomer,"

Vhen the Indisans rosmed st will,

The gleam of their fires at twilight
Would shine from & distant hill,

And down elong the Little Bow,
Rhaere the balm-of,gilesds grew,

- Where geiftly se & shadow,
8ped the Blackfoot'a birch csnoe;

¥here the suocke of many lodgss,
Drifted low across the land
And the children of hie psople
Builded tepeses out of e&snd.

¥hen the bBuffalo atill was with us
&nd the country wild snd new
4néfrom milem sround we'd gather
For an o0ld time bhsarbecua,

Townight,forgotten memories,
Bash one clearar than the last,
feem to follow fast the other,
Like & pegeant of the past,

Bringing escenes and recolleciiocns
Of many & hygone deed,

That will be plsinly featured

In Calgary'es big stampede.

LR L R X F R R X N

76



Title:

Format:

KNOWLEDGE

* Typed
* Script

“KNOWLEDGE, priceless gift of heaven”

James Milan
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KNOWLEDGRE.

Beasting back aaroas the ages,
What hae history's pages told?

Hae the wiedom of the seages
Given aught eur lives %o mold?

From the dumk of cave and grotio,
Through the 11ngarin% migte of night,
¥het hse ever heen man's motto
Ip hie ever upwerd flight?

Whinece the motive,thet, enthralls him
In his struggle towsrd his goal?
Vhose the voiece that aver calle hinm

Teo the haven of hia soul?

¥hat hee been his zreel incantive,
In his jourpey down the yoars,-
Ever esger,yet attentive
To the leaaona of his aaara?

ENOWLEDGE,priceless gift of haaven,
Nourished by each peseing age;

KNO?LEBEE avar God’s own lesvan,e~
Man's immortal haeritage,

In each age and ganeration,
Man hes given of hie store
Adnd in pamesing,venaeration
For the millione gone befora,

The torch of knewledge,eons burnesd;
Men-to-man'a immartal bond, -

OQur knowledge of Life's mysterisa learned,
We pass to legions still beyond.

Kith the flight of swiftest awallow,
fime is flying,fleeting fast;w

Lesve some merk for those who follow,
In the track where you have passaed,

Life is but & moment with ue-
Maeagured by the leaguea of time,

Bulin passlng much can give us,
If wa meke our lives sublime,
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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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Life In The City.

I'm tired of life in the e¢ity,
Of hurrying hives of men.

Of the ruehing yon and¢hither,
The scurrying beok ageain;

Of the cold dead eyee that see not,
In the facee worried and gaunt,

And mirrored deep in their shadows
The namelese. fear of want,

Iim eiek of the sight of the Jonea's
Fith their artificiasl life,

The endlese milling of workere,
The ceameless struggle and gstrife,

Iveary ef sounds of traffic ,
Of the constant din esd blare,

Of the fetid bresth of motors,
Of the blinking dlinding glare,

Fhere Master in his limousine,
Rells on in smug eontent;

Where Teiler elowly homeward plods,
To his e¢rowded tenement. '

¥Vhere thée youth are born in bondage,
Chained to the chariot whesl,
Of en age o0ld soullens ousme ,
& ALnd never can know ths feel ,

e
Of the lure of wide horizens,
Of ¥Be new life just ahead;

Thatime clock just a memory,
THe shacklea of eerfdom shed,

Orthe lure of strange adventures$,
Beyond a bend in the trail,
That bringe to your view new vielf§,
Like scenes from a fairy tale,

The sirens blaet but an eche,
Thet soundes from & prison wall,
And drowned in the full c¢rescendo,
Of & mountain waterfall,

Give me the distant relling hille,
¥hen the sun ¢omes over the rise;
And give me the wooded valleys,
And the peeks againat .:the skies,
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Title:

Format:

MORNING

» Transcribed
* Script

“Where in the realms 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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NEVER AGAIN.

That moving dey ies here azain
Kith it's worries and confusions,
It's knuekle busting tasks to do,

#ith it's blisters and eontusionm;

If ever I do move again,

Here's a truth,I will not maesk it,
They'll take me from my next abode,
In an undertsker's basket.
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Title:

Format:

NO SOAP

* Typed

“Our hands were always red and rough,”

Gladys Milan
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*NO S0AP,

¥e usad to wash our neck and eara-
Nor thought we much about it,
Our clothes stayed whits for years and ysars
And no one zmeemad teo doubt it;
Our hsnds were alweys red and rough,
Our noszes. bright and shining,
Qur hides wers alwaye thick and tough,
Our beesuly fast declining;

In ignorant blisa we toilad aleng,

- Life's problems all ware simple,

He met.the-deawn with smile and song,
Nor worried e'er a pimpls,

Our Grendma rubbed with doubled fiet,
But now: her work is l1ightaer;

These super soap tycoons insist,
Her weesh le four shadas whitar.

Qur Grandpap bathed. bui once a weak,
A& corn cob made his lather,

He never dreamsd of static agueak,
Nor heard such frothy hlather,

He never knew a bsauty bath,
0f gupersuds and bubblas,

Now it takes an osteopath,
To iron out our troubles,

It seeme to take a lot of dope,
T> make a man goap congclous,
Ko doubt it takes e 1ot of soap,

To serub our hacka snd haunche

But just the seme I'd like to get,
4 programme of my choosin,

Though 'round my dial I fume and fret,
I cen't lose Doctor Susan

I tune my eet in vain 1o get
My favorite aong or show,

-I bresk into & clammy sweat-

#hen my epeeker hlarss *B.0.0

%hen Sundey comes oh joy profound, -
In bliasful glee I grope;

From Frieco to Caps Cod I bound,
You guessed it right,no secsp.
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Title: NORTHERN LIGHTS*

Format: * Transcribed
* Script

“The Northern lights like maidens dance”

91



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.
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Title:

OUR BACK YARD

Format: * Typed

“I wish that I were a poet”
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OUR BAGCK Y&4RD.

I atand at the kitchen window
&nd gaze at our 0ld back yard,
&nd wish that I were a poet,
Or 8 simple country hardj

Phat I could psint & word pieture,
& true idyl of my dreanm,

Thet I might speak in e language,
That i2 worthy of ny thense,

1 uould.aing of blue eyed Susane

ind of poppliee ' nodding hesade,
Of pesnsiea with fairy feaces,
£1] tucked in their dewy beds,

I'd write an ode to the lilies,
Te the rich chrysenthe mums,

To the beauity of the asiers,
When chilly &utumn comes;

To the iris and the srocus,

To bright tulips by the fsnce,”
¥here the morning gloriee wandar,
Their foliage dark and dense;

To the hedgerow's yallow blossona,
Where bees hum soft and low,

An enchenting emerald backdrep
For my privete floewer show,

L sonnet to the lilly pond,
Where the sparrows love to come
There,eplashing, querreling,gossiping,
In e mad delirium,

To twittering of feathersd kin,
In the welecome light of dawn,

To the robin in his red vest
As he hopa acroass the lawn,

I wieh that I were a post-
I turn away with & sigh

And leave the mong to another,
Someone more gifted than I,
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OUR BACK YARD,

"1 etand at the kitchen window
And gaze at our old baek yard,

And wieh thet I..were s poat, '
Or a simple sountry bard;

“That I could paint & word picture,
A true idyl of my dream,
Thet I might epeak in a language,
‘hat ie worthy ef my theme.

I would ?ﬁ?&ghof blue syed Suaans
And of popples nodding heads,

Of penmiea with fairg-faces,
A1l tucked in their dewldy beds.

rea ods

I'd write suw® Liwms to the lilies,
To the rich chrysanthemums,

To the beayty of the aeters,
When c¢hilly Autumn comas;

T3 i and srgoureg—

bright tulipe by the fence,
Where the morning glories wander,
Their foliage dark and denss;

To-bhe hedgerow's yellow blosaons,
Whare bees hum soft and low,

An enchanting emerald backdrop
For my privete flower show,

A sonnet to the lilly pond,
¥here the sparrows love t¢o coms

And,. splashing,quarreling,gossiping,

In 8 mad delirium;

‘Teo ;éggggggqgf;ﬁhﬁtv fasthered kin,
In the welcome light of dawn,

To the robin in his red vest,
As he hops across the lawn,

I wieh that I were & poet_-~-
I turn away with a sigh

And leave the song to another,
Someone more gifted than I,
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Title:

Format:

OUR GROCER MAN

* Typed
* Script

“Our grocer is a mighty man,”

W. Arthur Milan in front of his store in the
Kensington, neighbourhood of Calgary

100



OUR GROCER MAN,

Our grocer is: a=mighty men,

He rune c¢ur country store,

He alwaye. @eyo"Good def -my.ldaar,"
¥hen I go in hie doer, .

‘He atands behind his eouniter there,

A grim and harried soul,
He iries his best to pey hia dabte
But is slwaye in the hole,

His scrawny arms gre long and lean,
Hie heir ie thin and coarsae,

Hias Roman nose large end ‘red,

His face logks like s horamae,

His denim shirt is glazed with dirt,
Hie wesk old eyes are brimming, '
The dueky edge along hie nails,
Bespeeks their need of trimming.

Year insyear out,from dawn'to;dusk,
He does whom e'er he can,
He sterss the whole world in the face

~ Though he owes most aevery man,

The c¢hildren trooping home from school
Peess through his open door

knd leave thée&r ghastly litier there
Upon his splinterad floor.

He serves them all .the best he can,
Hie features long and sadwe

With gleeful shoute .of joy and mirth,
They drive him all but mad,

He paesez out the bars and gum
With mesasursad tread and slow,

He bende bhensesth the counter whila
Ha cuepee soft and low.

His fece is wreathed in grizzly smiles,
As patrons come and goO,

Be ducks out back- to scratch his back.
Je guffers from B.O,

And when his busy day is o'er,
He counts his meager dough,
He mumbles through his loossned platas,

"#her does the dern stuff go."

‘He swings his sncient door hard shut,

Turne out hie asingle light
And wends his weary homeward way
In silence and in fright,.

15,
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He goes on Sunday to the kirk,
I+ is his only choice, .

He listens to the choir acraech
He hears his deaughter's voice,

She screeches louder than .the rew=t
For she haeg screeched for years,
From bass to high falsetto

And never stripped her gears,

He lietenz to the psrson preach,

His sermon long end deep

¥hose gentle tones have eased his bones
And lulled him fast aelaep,

Dream on dreeam on ithou nobkle prince,
Through midday's .eweltering heat
While your underwear is showing
Through the fabrie of your seat.

Awake,awake thuu noble sire
From celestial drsams sublime,
For the meeting house 1z empty

4nd'tie long past dinner time.: ‘

On Sunday afternoon at home,
Hies week's work nobly done

He sits upon his latiiecéd porch
Barefooted in the sasun,

He pute his feet upon the rail,

His world seems &ll in tune,

Hig good wife from the kitchen brings,
Hie fevorite old spittoon,

He dozes in his easy chair,

Hie worries all bkehind,

But overhesd the morrow hangs

With ceaceless daily grind,

He dearly lovee hies fellowman
And wishes him no 1ill.

But why ia %hunderation don't
He pay his blasted bill.
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He goes on Sunday to the kirk,
I+ is his only choice, .

He listens to the choir acraech
He hears his deaughter's voice,

She screeches louder than .the rew=t
For she haeg screeched for years,
From bass to high falsetto

And never stripped her gears,

He lietenz to the psrson preach,

His sermon long end deep

¥hose gentle tones have eased his bones
And lulled him fast aelaep,

Dream on dreeam on ithou nobkle prince,
Through midday's .eweltering heat
While your underwear is showing
Through the fabrie of your seat.

Awake,awake thou noble sire

From celestial drsams sublime,

For the meeiling house 1l& eumpty
And'tie long past dinner time,: ‘

On Sunday afternoon at home,
Hies week's work nobly done

He sits upon his latiiecéd porch
Barefooted in the sasun,

He pute his feet upon the rail,

His world seems &ll in tune,

Hig good wife from the kitchen brings,
Hie fevorite old spittoon,

He dozes in his easy chair,

Hie worries all bkehind,

But overhesd the morrow hangs

With ceaceless daily grind,

He dearly lovee hies fellowman
And wishes him no 1ill.

But why ia %hunderation don't
He pay his blasted bill.
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Borrowing,trusting,sorrowing,
Onward through life he goes
The illa-6f Hisceompetitors
Is no skin off his noes,

Thanks,thanks my worthy friend

For the lessons thou hath taught,
For the service thou hast rendered
And the groceries I have got,

Dream on my gallant merchant princs
Of pomp.and power and pelf, ,
Put your dreams beneath the counter
For you just kid yourself,

104



K anith kil Ao Lhvesiliii e
A gerrr awed Awssced —aoeid
%1%4&4 W‘J’M%JM




7 |
%”ZMWW Wm
itk grlosfat, ahoeiti 3f gy ool it

By clsiveliase Suts —smad

A panged Mﬂ",%z, MM%W

Mt feribo Heneath Fhe et ot de

s ][ b T e st il 7'% prsiles
(24 /rﬂ/ﬁww Cosrze asdl o
Me dicehs sl Bach — 4 5ecvatsh £io fock

B e s /ZM afdé/ P f‘»”)"c‘/b
“Sltere Apeo e A — elily W’.’ !

106



. : sl Ly /ﬂwuf& fé/f-ﬁ(f =
M /W‘%’% %W ,#0’5%? //éﬂ'"/ﬂé‘/bﬂ/‘;&"( z_,a—a,(/
: JQ I Wm,e_ e G M Ll

* : / /

/% 69 o -A’Jrc,/zfrpd’/ i 4"” ,g‘iL ,.ép‘; /
v&'mfizm _* &L 7
/VZZ —//JLM M ﬁﬁ-a/bbﬁ—%(:?w e @

She weteccheo bovoler oy b rpoi
ot whe A0 otk rr gt Ao —pearo

A1 M ./47— W W2

awd —mevEe _/Q/—bf/t;/ﬁ/w

- N LealZiee e /GW/W;MA
Moy Atrraort Losvig ared Aeeso

%’{i‘ﬁ-@ﬁ E/Vﬂé '%&é/&* -%a/z/f ZM&Q{ '&gffk&vp
dnd Aotedt %o, Sl aqleap

Aee doted teve ovcol olsctid Hrse
etk Haciioe Aol Aog aZmicls

107



DAtk ceadcleas Aaily o vesed

108



MW/M,%WM%

Bk »M)/ﬁv% o Aty kel

ey : \ M/M A :
Fhe tba Dj Ao eorepeti s
"‘j{ A /M@V“wi % L9 —2réee

hps S bt nrr G AT 0% ﬁa\.ﬁ,&' /‘ZLHO(.L"M

Mi«“ 2% 7‘2/1/% %ZMPD\L “JWQ/W){ Wu

' cearnd R '

109



Title: OUR HOLLYHOCKS

Format: * Typed

“They nod their heads in gossip”

Laura’s vines on the farm.
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QUR HOLLYHOCKS

Our hollyhocks look lovely
There,aleng the garden wall,
Draped in their leafy mentles

And so slendsr,sbreifa: snd tall;

Blushingly they hang their heads,

Fhen
Like
Cr a

- They

When
They

2. zaphyr stesals & kiss,
bashful eld Aunt Mamia,
shy swaet country Misa:

ned their heads in goaaip;
the neighbors pass them by,
give & world of plsasure,

For the spece they occupy.

Of all the 16ve1y flowsers,

Thet

grow eleng our block,

I think that none are grander,

Phan

the good oléd hollyhook.
L ! - 9T,
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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 1 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 1s 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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RAMBLES OF A RUBE

Title

» Typed
* Script

Format

“I love the sunlit flowery glades”
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RaMBLES OF A RUBE.,

I love the f&rflung re}ling hille, :
-The sweap of grassy plain, ' b

The vista of verdant valleyea, .
Qceans of waving grain. '

Idle gosuip of foreat leaves
¥han breezee wander threugh;

To lie end wateh the fleacy elouda,
Adrift sorocss the blus,

Like ships that mall sn errsnt course,
Ecross wids shorelass saas, .

But to chamge thelr destination
With every vagrant bredke.

I love the sunlit flowery gladaeas,
The cocl grean shady dells,

The chatter of s stony brook,
The mtory that it tells,

Of tangled,silver treils thatlead
¥here man hee weldom trod,

Of distaent hinterlands thel breathe,
Beneficence of God,

Of castarects that leap end play
Againet the canyon'a wall

Wheare,from creg to creag wild echos
Resoung the eagle‘a eall;

Cf snowelsed peaks that plerce the mky,
Where green hued glacliere glesm,

The rocoftop of a celd deed world,
Fhere silence reigne supreme.
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Title: RAMBLES OF A RUBE NO.I

Format: * Typed
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“Have you followed the flight of an eagle?”
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RAMBLES OF & RUBR, '
Aok
Have you known the glory ef sunrise
Fhen dew drops like diesmonds shins,
From the grsss,the flowere and hadgarows,
Frem the hemleck,alder amd pine?

Bave you heard the music of Nature
In the dewn of awakening day,

Or breatihed of the incence of haaven
In the fragrance of new mown hay?

Have you followed the flight of an eagle?
The course of a homing bee? :
The bellying mails of & eaceoner :
While tacking its way to the sea?
Have you seenithe beauty of sunset,
¥ith ite erimeon amber snd jade
In this living and changing picture,
The hand of The Artist Hew Hade?
Immaculate blending of colores,
No mortal ean evar portraye
Like a prayer of benediectien
At the end of a weary day.

e S v A S T
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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 | 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
130



ﬂjl M J ?,M B B .-f;-;' o ¥, _ ’

£ > : . &-{/ﬁ Qj :
ﬁ bad 20 o _Fo coealilf, To /a.wr_.ﬂ_..-':
M G0 Lo mbate Wl?,f-{ WW

T o e : tiigo I _Foaved
S mﬁ+ a parlAcae — Lora kL

131




132




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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STOP! LOOK, LISTEN.

You boest of your verdant pastures,
Your herds of superior strain,

Ths breadih of your boundless scres
4nd your oeeanas of golden grain.

You atudy the latest methods

To husband your stock and your aeil,
But what have you done to lessen
The long hours of ceasless toil?

¥hat of the wives and the mothers,
Bho battle a mygrisd ceres? -
¥het of your efforts to lighten
The burden that surely is theire?

To you,is ahe wife or chatiel,

Qr like the dumd beasts in their pen?
Does she share your vaunted virtue?
¥hat anewer?You fathars of men,

Give her,har abare with full measure
And welgh in the balance the coatb;
Lest in your blindneas you stumble,
&nd the treasures you value are losat,

She shsres you hopes and ambitions,
She bears her full share of your toil;
Do give her uore love and devotien,
Than you give teo your stock and soil.

Remembar a word soft spoken,

A whisper of love in her sar,
Can sherten the dey in passing,
Or banieh 2 aigh or a tesar,

love ia the lifs of = wonman,

80 share in her fears and her joya;
Give har thinge that you promieed,
¥hile she mothers your girle and boys.

e i B O¥? W e e kO -
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Title: SUNDOWN

Format: * Typed
* Published

“We bid farewell to bygone things”

Nora and Clifford Milan
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SUNDOWN,

e travel down the road of life
And we read at every bend,

On the feided lettered road signs,

That our journey nears its end.

Looking htckuard to old lsndmarks,
The scenes of our virileyears,
Fhile our eyes grow dim and misted,
With the salt of unshed tears,

e bid ferwell to bygome things-
The things we loved the best,
And counting the painted mileposts~

e journey into the West,

There estill ié the golden sunset
With ite ever changing hues

Of erimeon, rose and amber,
With ielende of brightest blues,

Like a lamp set in a window-
To light the way to our goal,

To smooth the course of our journey,
Like balm to a weary soul,

The sun drops down behind the hill,
The tides of our lives run bow,
While death loome out of the shadows,
There still is the after glow,

The after glow of memories,
Locked in the vault of our heart
And traaaured, a8 priceless keepsaskes,
17411 comes the time to depart.

Let us pause here by the roadside
And rest ere we cross the bar,
For ona last look at the highway,
O'er which we have traveled so far,

Open the journal of Conscience,

Turn back the pages with care,
Read me again from the record

The things that are writtem there,
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SUNDOWN (econt. pé. 2 )

Qur record of bold achisvment,
Of victoriee nobly won-

Of tasks that we ably mastered
And tasks that we left undone,

Kind worde that we lei{ unspokene-
And lived t¢ rue aad ragret.

Somethings we cherdsh forevsr,
Somethings we fain would forget,

Vile rumors we spod, swiftly winging
With spesed of carrier dove,
Wounds we left raw and blesding,
In hearts of those that we love,

Of strangers we met at crossroads,
And known for a little while,
Who gave us new faith and courage,

Over many 2 weary mi}e,

Pilgrime who stemd by the roadside,
O%>r burdened with sorrow and care,
Ve grested like friemds forgottien
And humbly shouldered our shere,

Neighbors we loved and respestad,
Neighbors who filled us with hate,
Forgive our trespasses Father,
Before it is yet too late,

Let us close the book good neighbor,
For little is left to say.

If you'll help me thru the turastile-
I guess I'l1l be on my way,

The shadows grow ever dseper,
Light from the .heavens has flown,
I'11 shoulder agein my burdene
Travel the last mile =lone,

With family and friemnds around me,
The lest fond farwells are said,

I drift through the vale of shadows-
Tp the valley of silent dead,

And come to the seat of Justice
will the deep toned voice of Geod,

Pponounce these words in my judgmente
As I pass beneath the rod,

'§id sounds of great rejoiecing,
And chant of heavenly horde-
"yell done good faithful servani-
Enter the joy of the Lord"?
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_SUNDOWN!
B o0

The following poem was com-
posed by W. A. Milan, an old-
timer in the Orkney district, hav-
ing moved to the area in 1908.
Mr. Milan has since passed away
and wrote the poem while in
Baker Sanitorium in Calgary.

We travel down the road of life
And we read at every bend,

On the faded lettered road signs,
That our journey nears its end.

Looking backward to old land-
marks,

The scenes of our virile years,

While our eves grow dim and
misted,

With the salt of unshed tears.

We bid farewell to bygone things,

The things we loved the best,

And counting the painted mile-
posts,

We journey into the West.

There still is the golden sunset
With its ever changing hues,

| Of erimson, rose and amber,
[With islands of brightest blues.

llee a lamp set in a_window,
To light the way to our goal,

| Ta smooth the course of our

[ journey,

' Like balm to a weary soul.

i

| The sun drops down behind the

| hill,

| The tides of our lives run low,
While death looms out of the

; shadows,

| There still is the after glow.

| The after glow of memories,

| Locked in the vault of our heart,
| And treasured, as priceless keep-
L sakes,

| *Till comes the time to depart.

| Let us-pause here by the road-

‘ side,

|And rest ere we cross the bar,

: For one last look at the highway,
| O’er which we have travelled so
I far.

’Open the journal of Conscience,
Turn back the pages with care,
Read me again from the record
The things that are written there.

' Our record of bold achievement,
Of victories nobly won,

Of tasks that we ably mastered,
And tasks that we left undone.

Kind words that we left unspoken,

And lived to rue and regret,

Some things we cherish forever,

Some things we fain would
forget.

| | vile rumors we sped, swift

In hearts of those that we love.

winging
With speed of carrier dove;
Wounds we left raw and bleeding,

Of strangers we met at Cross-
roads,

| And known for a little while.

Who gave us new faith and
courage,
Over many a weary mile.

Pilgrims who stood by the road-
side,

O’er burdened with sorrow and
care,

?We greeted like friends forgotten
- And humbly shouldered our

share.

Neighbors we loved and

respected,
Neighbors who filled us with
hate;

' Forgive our trespasses Father,
| Before it is yet too late.

Let us close the book good
neighbeor,

For little is left to say.

If you'll help me thru the turn-
stile,

I guess I'll be on my way.

The shadows grow ever deeper,
Light from the beavens has

flown,
P’ll shoulder again my burden,
Travel the last mile alone.

Wh family and friends around
me,

The last fond farewells are said.

I drift through the vale of
shadows,

To the valley of silent dead.

And come to the seat of justice,

Will the deep tomed voice of God,

Prorounce these words in my
judgment,

As 1 pass beneath the rod:

'Mid sounds of great rejoicing,
And chant of heavenly horde—
“Well done good faithful servant,
Enter the joy of the Lord."

]

Tuberculosis attacks people of |
all ages but middle-aged and |
older men are its most frequent
vietims in Canada.

—®
Realism will at length be found
to surpass imagination, and to
suit and savor all literature.
—Mary Baker Eddy
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Title: SUPPLICATION

Format: * Typed
* Script

“Give me light where all is darkness”
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SUPPLIGATION,

Deer Lord,in THy boundless mercy-
Deliver me from THy wrath;
Direot my faltering footeteps,
In the etraight and narrew paih,

Plsce & amall lamp in the window,
Where I may see ita raye,

That I may not miss the turning-
4% the parting of the ways,

Thou knowest mine every weakness,
Thou knowest mine every need,

Oh bow gladly would I follew,
In the path where Thou wouldst lead.

Give me light where sall is darkness,
Give me warmth where alliia cblg,

Let me reet with Thea my Shepherd,
In the shelter of Thy fold.
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Title: THE BETTER HALF

Format: * Typed

“It’s wisest to obey her.”

Laura Milan, nee McGhee
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THE BETRER HALF,

Ye married men in secrat yen,
To ke the lord and master;

He grin and gleat,and reck the boat
In face of dire dimsegaster;

But woman'ls wilea,hsve cramped our styles
4nd fouled our fondaest wishes,

We fumeg &nd fret.and swesar and swaat,
But still we wash the dishes.

The seme old jekes,on merriad folks,
Haeve tiled we up in stitchea,

But just the same,the little dama,
Btill wears the sama cld britches.

8inse Adam ate,the apple beit-

s

That heiry old betrayer,
Tha wmorld sround,ell men have found,
Ite wisest to obey her,
- .
¥g rant and reve And slur and slave,
Ne metter how we floul her,
¥ith all her sins, she always wins;
He cannot do without her,

She pouts and purre,in sllks and furs,
Theres's ne wman cen outguess har,

She rolls her eyes and gobs and sig hs,
Ah whet's the usd,Ged blees her.

O AN e R -
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Title: THE CALL OF THE CANYON

Format: * Typed

“I hear the cascade’s might roar”
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THE CALL OF THE CANYON,

I hear the eall of the canyon

And the whiaper of glade and glen,
The thunder of avalanches,

That echo and echo again,

I hear the cascade's mighty roar,
As it spuee from a caveran's gloom
&nd dashed in shimmering rainbows,
In a welter of epray and apums,

gnim?khaar atranges haunting music
Of the wind in the alpine ftrees;

The lure of a mistic valley, .
With its treasure of mystarias, ~

I hear the call of the canyon,

Through the wind,the rain and the miat,

Like a hand that ever beckons,

F

4 volice I can never reasiast,

I am going back to the mountains,
Where regged foothill and dome,
Speake in & language familiar,

4 langusge of boyhood and home,
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Title: THE DESERTED RANCH

Format: * Typed
* Script

“The old chuckwagon seems to brood”
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THE DESKRRTED RANCH.

The rench house is drear and lenaly;

Puat on the window panes;

The grasa grows .leng in the roadways,

The pathways and the lanes;

The waedalgrol 'round the bunkhouse doer,

The heert with eadnens fills,

4e spnge of vanished cowboye seen

To ec¢ho from the hills,

The old blackamith shop is silent,

The anvil rings no acre;

The greund squirrel digs his burrow thers,

Beneath the garthen floor,

The swallows build their mudded nestis,

Undar the sagging eavss,
A garter anske glides ailently
Among the fellen leaves,

The rude corrals are empty now,
¥here once the cattle milled,
The dust has. long since settled
&nd all is strangely stilled;

The rusted branding ireona hang,
Along the stabls wall,

A weathered bridle on a peg
Nithin an empty atall;

A riding boot,a broken apur
. Upen the littered floor,

& buffalo skull gkthiebon herns,
Abeve the open door.

The old chuckwag@n seeme to brood,

Beneath the leafless iraes,

The tattered remnante of ites tep, -

Careessad by every breeze,

To brood of Autumn roandup days,
When buay day wae dons

4nd wreanglsys 'reund the campfire,

Talea of é&dventure spun;
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Tales of the grim old stagecosch daya,
When life waes rude and raw, '
Yhon the man who lived the longest,
Was quickest on tha draw;

¥hen the range waas wide and open,
Bhe Indiane roamed at will,

And his council fires at twilight,
Shone from a distant hill,

Where are the ones whe lsbored here?
Those rangeland pionsers, -

¥ho blazed the rutted, winding trails,
That lead teo yesteryears.

They grazed their herds on wild frontisrs,
(An Empire un surveyed.)

From the Rockies sheltered foothille,
To the busy martes of trade.

They wrote the sega of their quast,,
Upen our history's page,
Begueathsd to those who followed,
A pricaless heritage,
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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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THE FORGOTTEN GRAVEYARD.

¥ho sleeps beneath thesa sunken mounde?
These long forgotten gravea- :
&re they the tombe of ones beloved,
Or sapuleurae of alaves?

Whare are the haa:ta that once here mournad,
¥ho gnce knelt hare in prayer?

Have othar lovas usurped their placs,
That they ne longer eara?

While backward, forward,slomly ewings
The creaking iron gate-

Like the wail of eome lost spirit,
¥ho saarches for his mate,

A spider idly_spine hies web
4dcrose the Book of bjfse, _

Atop & laaning stone that marka
The grave of once loved wife;

The broken palings ofthe fance,
Once 'roynd this plot aligned,

Are like vows once itruly spoken-
How soon are loet to mind.

And there esmong the tangled grewth,
Whare dank vines interlace,

4 tiny mound by weeds o'ar grown
¥ith nayght to mark i{s place,

Save 8 lonely wseping willow
¥hosa hranches unconfined,

Beeme not to weap for {those who sleep,
But for thoese left bshind,

&nd here amid there shamblep stands
4 shaft of purest white,

Like gome fair flower that dares to bloom
Hhare vengence wreake 1ts spite;

'Round its base hright flowers,
Epehrines this hallowed tomb

And te share with those less favorsd,
The fregrance of their blgom,

Béyond 8 aunken mound is sesn,
In contragt with the other,

4 dim inseription can be rasd-
"Hemory of aur Mothar,®

Upon 8 fallen eross that lies
kslant 8 moss grown mound,
" bike some pad mourner who wesps
Fece downward on the ground,
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dnd here sloee by thie sorry plot,
& new made greve rough-:ecast,

Bespsaks new sorrow for some hesari,
Fhere late some soul hss pessed,

Agroas 8 low hedge still beyond-
In damp unhelleowed ground,

Lona autessts from their fellowmen
The friendlees poar e®e found;

No grandiose reguism sald, .

¥hen thease low tombes were asaled;
He grend monument is raisaed,

Te those in Poiter’a Filald;

They lived,they leved,they lost,thay disd
“And dying laft behind,
No legeecy of pounda or pence=
False passsport .ef mankind,

They needz must sleep in. plnce apart,
beat they econteminate .

The very earth wherain there liese
The honem of melfatyled graat.

Here lie tha benes of loved ones gone,
hecrose the @reet Divids,

The rich,the poer sre numbered here
&nd slesping aide by side~

Dreem not of Earth'as vils riches,
Or trophies of tha chase,

Nor yat of high position gainsed
Or werth of power of place,

No longer find .they need of theae .
Rude aymbols of mans lust,

But silently in dresasmlesas aleap,
They moulder into duat.

Blood hrathers in a2 common lot, .
Beneath a common god-

The petty barriers .of casts,
Can find no place with God.

Life the givar,Daath the resaper-
Man is but a shambling cled.

Peace be with each silent slesper,
*Till his aaul returns to Ged.

I B T R VRN Y
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THE HALL OF FAME

Title:

* Transcribed

* Script

Format:

“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

‘ 1

e 2 “aaWESS

“Let each grasp the hand of his neighbor”

James, Robert and Clifford Milan
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S

T1THE HEBNACE.

Rl A R T

Have you ever stopped to ponder,
Ag you hurry on your way,

Just what's the cause or reason,
Of the world's unrest to-day ?

It's only the same old reason
That coused the fall of man,
Down through the long past ages,
Here since the world began.

It saps at the strength of the nations,
It weakens the hearts of the brave;

From the innocent gomes of childhood
1t follows us on %o the grave.

Ilizn was created master
And given his own I’rea will;
All the blessings of earth are his
To have and enjoy his fill,

All men were created equal,
In the eyes of =2n all wise Host,

But in these strenuous days of modern times
The original plan is lost,

Bach man is judged and classified

In the modern world to-day
By the amount of gold he's gaihered,
From bis neighbors along the way.

And ever as the world rolls onward,
Heoch man grabs what he can,
While we dream of a glorious future,
And the brotherhood of man §

Bach man owes to his neighbor
A debt that he must repay;

But while he forces his weaker brother down,
He forgets there's a judgement day.

He forgets the honest toilers
i7ho have helped him to gain his hold
He has reached the "geais of the mighty",.
Forgot are his friends of old }

He crushes the lives of his fellowmen,
In his greed to reach his goal,w

"What profiteth a man if he gain the world
And lose his immorial soul %

We raise up our golden idols
On the altors of pride and vice,
While the lives of our innocent children
Are offered in szcrifice,

The sing of the wilful father

e suffers in his generation
For vhat a past generation has done.

¥ e s

The words of the loving Master
Fall upon deafened ears,

While the world rolls om in mockery,
On through the passing years.
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TLOVE VY nNelipnbor 48 wysellile

The Tides of our lives ebb fast,
but the tiankle of pgelden cymbals drewn,
The l1living Voice of the past.

Ve curse in our hours of anger
To find that our geld is dressj
Je forget the hours of ageny
- That were suffered on csitary's Cross.

We build our gilded temples
Jnd peint with Ihe TERger o prbde
To the mam:ats to our religua
And feel that we're sanct ie&;

But the wail of the wideged mother,
As she weeps at the ¥ier of her dead,
The cries of the homeless children
Forgotten, alone and unfed,

bring back to our deadened conscience
The memories of deeds undone, '
vhile we wasted the golden hours
With our work only just begune

e boast of our civilization,

- e live by our man made laws,
dhile the world lies torn and bleeding
In the grip of the demon's clawse

The flower of the nations menhood fell
At the point of the enemy®s laonce;
2 mother®s son was left '
On the uloodesoaked fields of Frances

Five long years they fought and fell,
fhat the nations might be free:
Five long years in the pits of hell,
They fought for "Demeoer-cy” (%)

lillions of lives were glven, .
Countless lie cold and still,
While 2 message rings down the ages.

"Rem@uber thou shalt not kill",

The solution seans hard to mastor,w
‘hile the wise men of every ana

Are searching, the key lies hidden
In the hollow of each man's hand §

What is this terrible menace.

That darkens the sun in our skies,
That ‘takes as a tell im its passing

‘the brightness from out of our lives ?

Sin is the craven mmste&
Who crawls from his darlened den,
To slaughter the angels of mercy,

Wnile he scouries the souls of memd

He stands at the bars of justice,
He smiles 2t the dooming lnmell,
And sceffs at Lhe fallen simner,
Ao he's dragged to his dungen celle.

He fawns at the feet of the nations king,
45 he sits on his gilded throng;

He jostles the arm of the toilew,
Ag he sits in his humble homes
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THE HNBENWNACE

T o

He lurks at the side of the maiden,
48 she blossoms to womanhood,
And laughs with the joy of satan,
As she falls from the ways of the good.

He takes Cod's fairest virgins

From the homes of tenderest care,
From the arms of their loving mothers,

To be drowned in the pits of despair,

He enters the homes of the nations,
Farting its husbands and wives,

Blasting the lives of its children, '
On the weakness of man He survives,=

Breaking the sacred promise
That was given for better or worse,
Until death do us part, was it spoken,
Only to end in a curse.

That has shattered the homes of the napions,
Ihat has cpWshed with a terrible force.

In the law that was sanctioned by catan,e
In the law that is known as divorce!

The comsmands of the heavenly Father
Dovm through the zges ring,

While the golden god of liammon
Relgns a8 our sovereign king }

"The mills of the geds grind slowly,
but they grind exceedingly small®,w
The roads to our geoal are many,
But the end is the same for us alles

Let us open the shutters of wiselm:ii
. Let the "Light of tThe World" eRine in,
Lot us 1ist to the voice of conscience,
Which knows not the way of sin,

Let each grasp the hand of his neighbor,
ind lead to 2 better ways

Then the riddles of eaprlh are ended -
Solved in a2 single day !

W v s W

Se
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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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CALGARY &Tang:ﬂx.

THE QLD BOIYS.

"HowdyYboys of the ranges,

‘Freah from the wide lonaly waysj

You bring us & breath of the prairie
We knew in the olden days.

¥ouaetir up embers 6f memory

Quicken the heart in itz beat

At sight of your chapps and sombraeros
The c¢link of your spurs on the strest.

You bring back old recocllectieons,
¥henths renge was as wide &e the iview
In fanecy again wa travel '
Back o'ar the old treile we knew.

The plteh of en unbroken brenko,
The dust in the wake o¢f the hard,
The clatter of hoe¥es on gravel
&nd the songs of the preiriae bird.

The lure of the iutumn roundup,
The bunch at the big corral,
The wave & battcred Steteon
In 4he hand of a feithful pel,

The sheen of the pesks at sunsat,
The ¢ld pinto mare and her foal,
Be dsys we loeltered together

In cemp by the big water hols,

The work a2t the branding flre
Ite measure of frolic end fun,
The measure of vengeancs or jueitice
In the bark of s&n old sixzgnn, '

The sight of the old chuck wagon,
The aroma of baeon and beans,

Tha clang of the angle at aunup, -
The hoxe trail,and sll that it means,

The charge of a bull in the offing,
The whirr of & long lariat,

The oder of swesat and leather

hre thinge we can never forgat,

We'll he &t the show with the Mra.

So.ride'em streight up like & man,

Go down in the dust if you have to,
But stiek'em as long &8 you can,

¥e¢ glve you the glsd hand of welcome ;
There's reom for your horse in the shed;
There's alwaye & loaf in thagrub bex
And somevhera we'll fix yom a bed.

— i TV ek W W R W mm o o EEWR

W.A,MILAN,

1928,
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[ Poetry

{ THE OLD BOYS

| Howdy! boys from ithe ranges,
Fresh from the wide lonely ways:
You bring us a breath of the prairie
We knew in the olden dajya.

You stir up the embers of memoxy,
And quicken the heart in its beat

AL sight of your chapps and som-
brero,

mclmxc;tyourmnmthem&

You dring back the old reocollections

When the range was as widc as the
view,

And In fancy again we wiil travel .

Back o'er the old trails we knew.

The pitch of an unbroken broncho,
| The dust in the wake of the herd,
The clatter of hoofs on the gravel,
The songs of the pralrie bird.

The lure of the autumn roundup,
The bunch in the big corral,

The wave of a battered

In the hand of a falthful

The sheen of the peaks at sunset,
The old pinto mare and her foal,
The days that we loitered together)
In camp by the big water hole.

The work al the Dbranding fire,
With its measure of frolic and fun,
The meter of vengeance or justice
In the bark of an old six gun.

The sight of the old chuck wagmn,
The aorma of bacon and beans,

The clang of the angle at sunup,
The home trail,—and all that i
means.

The charge of & bull in the ofl

The whir of the long lariat,

| The odor of sweat and new leather:
t These are things we can never forget,

We'll be at Lthe ahow with the Missis,
80 ride ‘em strajght up like a man,
Go down in the dust i you have to,
Bui stick 'em a3 long as you can,

We give jou the glad hand of wel-
ocome;

There's room for your horse in the
shed;

There's always & loaf in the grub

box,
And somewhere we'll {ix you a bed
W. A. MILAN.
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Title: THE OLD TRAIL

Format: » Typed
* Script
* Published
* Music Video

P . ’__,_;.
LA W ety

“There’s an old trail through the pasture”
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THE OLD TRALL. o es

There's en old trail through the pastura
. Nhere remeins the virgin sod,
& megment of the leng,long trall

Over which gur pionasrs trod;

These rugged souls who pamsed this way,
Whoae ranke are thinning fast,

In memory pess in swift review
Like some pagesnt of ihe past,

Ah how many recollections
Thet old . trail brings to mingd
Ofthe a2truggles and tha victeries
And the hopes lorg left behind;

I ean eee the old trail blazer
A9 he climbe the distant grade,
I can eea the hosta that follow
Inithe treck thet he has made, -

I cen Bee the #searletl rjider,
Qlear upon ay memory's mcroll
As he rides into the sunsat
On his lonely, long patrol.

Hare the o0ld chuckwagon rattled
'To some distant rendezvous,

To the dip tanks and the roundup
On the rangees that we knew;

¥here the cowboys from the ranches
Vied in feats we can't forget
In the smoke of branding fire
And the whlrr of leriat.

I can aee the youth just starting
Out aslong life's many tripe,

84411 his mothsr'a kiss at parting
Seems to linger on hisz lips,

Sacredableaain§a that she gave him,
Every mother's son onece knew

¥hen the ties of home were severed,
For sdventure strange and new,
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I cen faee the FoRLALAL: hpidﬁ$r°°m
Journeying %omeward with his brids,
To hie homestead and his cabin,
Far acroas the countryside.

Fairy castles they ere-building,
&s they slowly wend their way,
Heve their cestleas been dismantled,
Have they fallen in. deeay?

Ah how oftern I in faney, ,
Live sgsin these scenes long past
And recall to mind the fages
W¥he slong théat trsil have passed.

But enuogh of these 2ad reverias,
Let ue sing in lighter vein,

¥e'll turn the dark eloude imeideout
 And lsugh ae we lsughed again,

Let's journey .back down momory's lane
Bnd relive familier scenes,

& whiff of the open prairie, - L gl

Of cvffee,bscon and besns,

Let us dansce mgaln in the kitchen)
iho ia the one te forget?

How we reced Lo get a partner
¥hen they called the minuet.

The wall of the oldtime fiddle,
The twang of the old banmjo,
The vibrant voice of the celler,
Tha 1lilt of the heel and toe.

Remember the long horned ox taam
¥ho busted the virgin sod,

The muttered imprecstion
Tou sounded at every rodl

Remember the heelfly season,
When water wee in the szlough
¥here the oxen wiled the houre away

While you cusesed the long dey through?

=,

——
; -
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The time you hsuled your first whaat out,

When trails were rutted and rough
And the wreck thst was your budget
¥hen 1t greded six end tough?

The whine of the .blesk nor'wester,
The crunch of wheels in. the snow,

The way you bregged of your drivers
And your flapijscks of aseur dough?

The old soupbone you loansd your friena

¥hen larder wee lean and small
ind by his wanten cuesednens,
'Twas ruined beyond recell?

You mind the time the preacher came
For three Sundayas in a row

How it slmest wrought disaster,
When your gzrub was getting low?

But you killed the old red rooater
ind molded 8 huge croguette

And sometimes when you gently burp
The taate seems to linger yet.

The old black sow ithst ﬁte.the’aggﬁf~r~

The time she Jumped the fence,
Only & few daye left to hatch
ind they ocoet you thirty centac?

"The good old days of the homestsaed."
fihat memories those werde racall,

The pough hewn sheck with asodded roof,
¥here the weeds grew over all

ind when the reine of summer cane,
The water came trickling through,

| Here and there over bed and board

1% hammeraed its mad tatto,

The freighting daya,the estopping house
A&nd dinnar &t Pdﬁdy Springe,

The open fire beside ithe trail;
Old bygones:that memory brings,

192




Time rolle relentlessly onward,
Taking each year of ita tell,

Like esctore we pags frem the picture
In one lasat scene of our role,

Nelghbors we loved and respected,
Friends that were long tried and true,

Palas whom we weighed in the bslance,
Proved to be gold through end through;

Friendse that etoed by in eur-sgerrew,
Gained. from. gripief theiT Rénde- -

New etrength to meet the tomorrow
No matter what the demanda,

Down through the ysers we have journeyad,
Oftwiimes the trail wea in doubt,

84%ill,when the way waa the darkest,
Always the latehstring was out,

& losf was there in the grub box,
"*Welcome,"was there on the mat,
Room feor your horae in the ztabls;

Home,where you hung up your hat,

Old traile,now lozt and forgotten
-You builded thia empire of wheat,

You knew the languege of wagen wheels,
The rythmn of merching feat,

I may traval o'er grand auper hizhwaye,
Ovar plein, over mountein snd lasa,

Bui that old crooked treil through the pasture
¥ill heve awaaetest memorise for me,

WA, MILAN,
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MILAN, Arthur
by Mr. Arthur Milan

THE OLD TRAIL

There’s an old trail thru the pasture,
Where remains the virgin sod -

A segment of the long, long trail
Over which our pioneers trod.

These pioneers who came this way,
Whose ranks are thinning fast,

In memory pass in swift review -
Like some pageant of the past.

Ah! how many recollections
This old trail brings to mind,
Of the struggles and the victories,
Of the hopes long left behind.

I can see the old trail blazer
As he climbs the distant grade.
I can see the hosts that follow
In the track that he has made.

I can see the scarlet rider,

Clear upon my memory’s scroll,
As he rides into the sunset

On his lonely, long patrol.

Here the old chuckwagon rattled
To some distant rendezvous,

To the diptanks and the round-up
And the ranges that we knew.

Where the cowboys from the ranches
Vied in games we can’t forget,

'Mid the smoke of branding fires,
And the whir of lariat.

I can see the youth just starting
Out along life’s many trips,
Still his mother’s kiss at parting
Seems to linger on his lips

Sacred blessings that she gave him,
Every mother’s son once knew,
When the ties of home were severed
For adventures strange and new.

I can see the youthful bridegroom
Journeying homeward with his bride,
To his homestead and his cabin
Far across the countryside.

Fairy castles they are building
As they slowly wend their way.
Have they long since been dismantled?
Have they fallen in decay?

Ah! how often I, in fancy
See again these scenes long past,

94

And recall again the faces
Who along the trail have passed.

Let’s journey back down memory’s lane
And recast familiar scenes;

A whiff of the open prairie,
Of coffee, bacon and beans.

Let us dance again in the kitchen.
Who is the one to forget

How we raced to grab a partner

When they called the minuet?

The wail of the old-time fiddle,
The twang of the old banjo,

The vibrant voice of the caller,
The lilt of the Heel-and-Toe.

“The good old days of the homestead”’.
What memories those words recall -
The rough hewn shack with sodded roof,

Where the weeds grew over all.

And when the rains of summer came
The water came trickling thru,

Here and there o’er bed and board,
It hammered its mad tatoo.

The freighting days, the stopping house,
And dinner at Paddy Springs,

The open fire beside the trail,
Just bygones that memory brings.

Time rolls relentlessly onward -
Taking each year of its toll -

Like actors we pass from the picture
In one last scene of our role.

Neighbors we loved and respected, -
Friends that were long tried and true -

Pals whom we weighed in the balance -

Proved to be gold through and through.

Friends who stood by in our sorrow -
We gained from the grip of their hands
New strength to meet the tomorrow,

No matter how stern the demands.

Down thru the years we have journeyed
Oft-times the trail was in doubt,

Still when way was the darkest -

Always the latch-string was out.

A loaf was there in the grub-box,
““Welcome’’ was there on the mat,

Room for your horse in the stable,
Home-where you hung up your hat.

Old trails now lost and forgotten,-
They builded this empire of wheat.
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They knew the language of wagon wheels,
The rhythm of marching feet.

I may travel o’er grand super highways, -
Over plain, over mountain and lea, -
But the old crooked trail thru the pasture

Will always hold memories for me.

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 20" 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.

“Let’s journey back down memory lane”

Norman Milan

Click on photo to open
The Old Trail Music Video
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=or5shyEYbk4

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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THE SIMPLE JOYS OF LIVING,

& garden of gorgeous blossome-
The dronse of & homing bhase,

The quiet hours of evening,
Strsaing of an cld malody.

Opening buds in apringtime-

Fog on the ersst of a hill,
The tinkle of running water,

The ¢all ef the whip-poor- will.

¥hispering leaves of the foreats
Stareg in the heevans sbova,

The velvet gresen of & mesadow,
Voices of thosze thai we love,

The laughter of happy children,
The welcome ahade of 2 tree,

Bvar ohanging hues of sunaet,
4nd the woodland symphony.

o Patter of rain on the shingles,
- ' The cleap of & friendly hend,
_ The echo across the velley,
The hresk of waves on the sand,

The will to be up and doing,

The thought of & tesk well dons,
Reat st the end of the furrow,

The krowledge of victory won,

fcod,that we find in each other,

The fruits that our efforts bring,
Juet the simple ioys of living,

Wa fan find-in-everything,

P T e M -

223



JUBT JOYS OF LIVING

e WA Milan.

A garden of besutiful floﬁers,
The drone of a homing bes,

The quiet hours of evening,

The straing of en old melody.

The opening buds of springtinme, :
The vies from the crest of a Aill 5
The winkle of running water, ¥
The cadl of the whip-poor-will.

-

The whispsering ieaves of the forsst,
The stars in the heavena sbove,
Just the green of the mesdows,
The veices of those thet we love.

The lsughter of happy children, _
The shade of e wide spresding tree,
The changing hues of aumaset,
The woodlsnd symphony.

The patier of rain on the zhingles,
The clasp of a {riendly hand,

—%he: deaught from-a-spring ab—-the- auyridﬂkm-**~h"w*'"**”*““
The break of the weves on the sand.

The will t¢ be up snd doing,
The thought of a task well done,
. The rest at the end of the furrow,
‘The knowledge of victory won.

The good thet we find in each oiher,

The fruits that cur efforts widl bring,
The myrisd joys of Jiving,.

That we find in everything.

e e e e e —
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t e Cgiin of e meadows,
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Title: 70O MOTHER

Format: » Typed

“Your tender care we’ve known”

Laura and W. Arthur with children,
Nora, Clifford and James Milan
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To Mother,
You gave us life,you gave us faith;
Your tender care we've kmawn.
The tendrils .of your mothsrlove,

Around our hearta h;vs grown,

Through youthful years,you guided us,
Our toddling feotateps led;
fe see your faaa in dreame again,

Abeve our trundle bded,

Your tollworn hendes have labored long,
To make our lives rsplets;
Your. strength of heart and will ne'er knew

The meaning -of defaeats

The basloved wrinkles of your breow,
Thet care alona bestowsn, |

The lonely vigils that you kept,

Only & mother knows,

Goed grant nao act of eure shall mar,
The ideals that you sought,
Nor lemmen by the mereat tithe

The joys that time has braught.

The years have c¢ome and gone dearhesart,
Our thoughte return to pay,
The homage thet ies sver yours,

Forever and a day.
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Title: T0 OUR FOREFATHERS

Format: * Typed

“They came, these hearty Irishmen”

W. Arthur Milan’s father-in-law,
Wyatt Woodruff McGhee
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TO QUR FOREFA4TIRS,

Thare'e & far off little valley,
'Mid .Wisconsin's hazy hille,
fhare mur ferefathers meltled
'Mong ita sheltered rocks and rills,

The red men ¢alled it Wsumendee,
The choice of an Indian maid,

A name 0 be long remembered,
Like musiec whan goftly played,

bike ovsrtura softly muted,
Whan the maeastro takes hie cue,
The curtsins of Time are perted,
On scenes our forefathera knew.

4 haven for souls o'ar hurdened,
This valley of virgin sod,

Where evargraeen of the foresat
Wae freeh from the hand of God,

Yhey came,these hearty Irishmen,
To thie goal of dreamful quest,
The Hogans end the Tierneys,
And the Milanes and the rest.

Staunch hearts that willed to vietory,
The seed of a virile race,

Who toiled at their simple labors,
Nor vied they for power or placse,

CGontent in their new found freadom=
The lot of the common man,

The salt of the sarth's vast millions,
Since time and the world bagan,

Rough handa that ware sver raeady,
To aid in a neighbore need;

Strong arms that were sure and staady,
In defence of clan or cread,

They lived in ignorance,unachooled,
By the measgure of our tinmae,

Yet, who c¢an sey in his wisdomn,
That they lived not lives sublimae,

They sarnasd but & meager pittance,
Bubt mz2tzd sack one his sharej;
They gave. pf their msager. hﬁgr&inga

Oft/ when their cupboard was bars,

They knelt in the .field mpd regdway,
Whern Angelus bells were rung;
Their hesrte wers weighted with morrow,
When Requiem mass wes aung.
230



They founded an inlend empire,
¥ith credles, axes and plows;
Labored to earn their daily brasad,
In aveat of thaeir honeat brows.

The ancient implements they wrought,
Are long moldersd and laid away,
Like the rugged hands that bere them,

Through atruggles of yeeterday,

Te vheir memory, highest honers;
To their suffering, sureesse;
To their bones, be rest eternal;
To their soule,ferever pesce,

<

T e v e e e A
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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 €’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 ¢’er exist.

233



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

Format: * Typed
* Script

“O Waumandee, my Waumandee,
What music is thy name.”

Irish Valley, Waumandee, Wisconsin
Site of the Milan Farm
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RAUMANDEE.

0 Waumendee,my Wesumandsas,
¥hat mueic ia in thy name;

The ehoiea of 8 tribal ehiaftain
Before the paleface canma.

I hear the wind in the maples,
The brown lsavea fluttering fall,
The rushing of ewollen watera,
The Jacksnipe's piping cell;

The chant of peinted warriors
In their age old tribal dsnce,
The twang of a loosened bowsiring,
The swish of & speading lance;

The whiapar of dusky lovera

. Down a shedy eeorridor; --

The rhythm of dancing shadgwa:r
On the leafstrewn foreat floor;

1 hear the c¢ry of the wolfpack
In a a2tarless winter nighi,

The lonely honk of wrild geesa
In hurrying, homeward flight;

The rustle of stealthy footfalls,
Hhen the couger stalks his pray

And the resp of laborad breathing
Of a wounded etag at hay,

I hesr the dip of & paddle

Whera the leughing water apilla,
The rumble of distant thunder

Apnd ite acho through the hills-

Like muaic of muted tom toms,
The code of primstive man

That sounded through cave &nd grottoe,
For the calling of the clan,.

I cen haar the brook's loeud chatisr,
The 1ilt of =« wild bird's aong,

¥histle of gqueil irn the bracken
When evening shadows are long.

I hear the volees of minstrels
In 28 wild sweet symphony,

fhen your hallowaed name is spoken,
Waumandee, my Raumandee,

~June I947,
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HAUMANDEE.

¢ Wsumandes,my Weumandea,
What augle ia in thy nams;

The choice of tribal chieftein,
Befora the Eaceﬁ-cama.

I hear tha wind in the msples,

The brown leaves fluttering fall,
The rushing of ewollsn watlers,

The Jecksnipe's piping call;

The chant of palnied warriors
In their age o¢ld tribal dsnce,
The twang of s loosenad bowstring,
The swish of a apeeding lance;

The whisper of duszky lovers
In a shedy corridor,
The rhpthm of dencing ahadows »

., fn the lepf strewn forast floor;

Aa
*?Ba curdl ng ery of the wolfpack

In s starlese winter night,
The lonely honk of wild geess
In hurrying,homeward flight}

The rustle of atealthy footfalls,
Then the couger stalks his prey
And the rasp of labored hreathing,

Of e wounded stag at bsy.

I hear the dip of a paddle
Where the laughing water spills,

The rumble of distent thunder ‘
And its echo through the hills, : '

Like music of muted tom LomBwr

The code of primetive men,
That soundad_nhrouuh cave and grotto,
For the F#r¥i M the glanj R

s g 2 ttd e il
Tgh%ﬁ'éhaiiaf"of a sfﬁ%rillﬁ b

The lilt of a wild bird's song;
¥histle of queil in the bracken,

When evening shedows are long,

I hear the voices of minatrels
"$nawild sweet symphony,

When your hallowed neme is epoken,
Haumendes,ny Wsumandee,
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Title:

Format:

WAYNE KING AND HIS
KITCHEN TROUBADOURS**

* Transcribed
* Script

“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
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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.

l.

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 [ 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. 1 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" 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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KELOOME BTRANGER.

"Hi Cowhoy."we're glad to see you,
You'r welcome no doubt ahout that;
The jangle of spure on the pavement,
Your bootes and your tem gallon hat,

You bring s breath of the prairies,

Of the hills and deep sheltered dsles,
The echo of crag and c¢anyon,

The vista of long winding trails;

Of long deyes we spent Iln the saddle,
Aroma of bacon and beans,

0f evenings we espent'round the csmpfire,
Cf friendehip and all thet it means.

You bring haeck dim memories,forgotten,
Of renges as wide as the view,

You bring back old daye of the roundup,
&nd feaces and Plaoes we knew,

The old bunkhouse door ewings opan,
And the corral gate is ajar,

Just ride in and welcome stranger,
Ra know we have ridden afar,

.............. C4ALGARY BTAMPEDSE.
I945,
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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 1s 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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WHEN LOVE IS DEAD.

We strive for what the future holds,
Close wrapped beneath her shining folds.
When fortune knocks we quick respond,
To mistic lure of things beyond:
4nd buckling on our sword and shield,
Full armoured for the battlefield
We swiftly follow in her train
And blinded by our lust for gain,
Too oft' she leads to desert lands
4nd lost emong the shifting sands
Of selfishness and diecontent,
Our priceless yeara of youth illspent,
We pause,and slowly turning back
Along the once alluring track,
Wa oftimee find upon the sod
The rarest jewels o'er which we trod.
The angel of @ontentment weeps
Beside the bier of Love who sleeps
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Nor wakens &t our touch,to life, -
W#a reap the bitter fruite of strife.

For what is Life if not were Love

In all the world or e'en abovel

We walk with weighted feet of lead
Behind the bier of Love,when dead

And weeping o'er her tomb salt tears,
Alone we journey down the years,

And searching o'er the world and o'er
#e find Contentment nevermore;

OQur happiness,our joy profound,
Lies buried deep in Love's green mound,

W o G T e M TS e
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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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WHEN YOUR WIFE IS CROSS.
Don't the day seem long and weary,
And your life seem dull and dreary,
When the woman that you married is cross?
When her brow is drawn and wrinkled
And her heir all mussed and crinkled;
It makes & fellow figure up his loss,

Don't the sunshine loose its luster = = _
And the resson seems is just her

And great big thistlee grow along your path,
Don't your soul juet seem to shrivel,

And you feel juest like the"divil,"
When you're the object of her rightcoua wrath?

And don'tilife seem werm e&nd roasy,
And your home seem bright and coay
&nd everything seems surely worth your while,
For you know how much you mise her,
And you juet can't help but kies her,
Wihen she greete you with a loving little emile.

S - - -
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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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L} 88

Is it our pride of posasaion,
Or ia it our lust fer geld,
That drives in & maddening racae,
With ayes uneesing and cold?

Is.4% smbition'a flaming fires

. In our heerts, thsat bura and haunt?

Is it the demon jawklousy!? : .
Ur the nameless fasr of want!?

Ingtinet of self preservatien,
Inkbers in esch clen and pioad?
Or the mirthlepre joy of oonquest,
Or ie it our soulless greed:?

Fhy do we mtend with idle handa

At the side of life's rough rosd
Apd idly watch while our maeighbor
- Ie bowed 'meath his overload?

¥hy do we snser at his weakness?
Deny him atrength we could share?

Look on his woes with indifference,
Lesve him &lona in diapair?

Fhy do we laa?a his bones to bleach
Upon failure's shifting sanda?

. And why do we leave hie loved onea-

%o mercy of alien handa?

Can this be our vaunted liberty,
The thame of & freeman's boast?
la thie the civilization.
We tend to the savage hoat?

Dosen arrors Yie in the system?
Is it ourselves that are wrong?
"We scorn the week in his atruggle
While glory goes to the stroaghl,

In tha zcheme of world creation
Were all thinge thus decreed?

Have we atillaed the voice of conmcience
In worship of Mammen's creed?

Are all our actions roreordained?
Are our efforte ell in vain?

¥e but pawns in the geme of life,
And moved by a master brain?

276




¥HY, (cont'd,)

¥e hoard up our golden treasures, r
We dole with & miser's hand,

Yhile the grim, gsunt form of hunger,
8till stalks through ouwr favored land.

Whet profit, these hoarded fertunaes
At the dawn of judgment day?

Think you that your deede &re reconed
By treseure you've storaed away?

Store up thy tressures in heaven,
¥here thou canet forever feoeal
That moth nor rust can e'er corrupt,
Nor can thieves bresk through snd steal’,
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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

284



-

e
Wilfred;

r

Bvelyn:

Will you tais this winsome lassie,

And be mindful of her chassis,

To have, to hold, to cherish evermors;

Alwasys guide and guard and fend her-

Naver go forth on a bender--

Nor break the midnight stillness with jyour snore?

Will you keep on bill and cooin!

When you bank roll-ie ia ruin,

And thorne among the feathers of your nest,
When each morning you awsken

To the same old eggs and bacone-

To things your tummy never would digsst?

Will you think you have a bargain

W¥hile you narksn to her jargon,

Harping, always harping, on her clothes?
¥ill you lave her in 8eptemdber,

Through the bleak days of December,

E'en though she have a pimple on her nosa?

Thoupgh you are nerved to take this chancs

“Qf lesing both your shirt and Hants,

I think your swfully foolieh on the whole,
I will marry you with pleasurs,
Leave you to repent at leisurs,
And--may the Lord have merey . on your sould

Will you take this gay prince charmiag,

And assist him with hie farming--

Will yo.a nourish, will you cherish and obay?
", A

Wwill you curry, coab, and clean hiam,

Proamise you will mnever bean aim,

And sometimes you will let him have his say.

Promise that you'll toe the line,

Anc keep you cold feet off nie spine

No matter ig its forty-two belowl '
You'll mend his overalls and smocke,
And kesp the budget off the rocks,

And never, never ask him for his dough.

That you'll be gentle, kind, and mesk,

And feed him hash but once a wesak,

E'en though his system craves for mutton atew.
You'll never bs arn Amsazon,

But make him keep his 'jamas on--

No matter if the atmosphere ig blue,.

Kesp his picture in your locket,

Keap your aand out of his pocksil;

And let him keep on eating with his knife,
If you think that you can stend him,

{Now that you at last g4id lend him,)

I'11 take a chancs, and make you man and wifel



Title: WINTER'’S GLISTENING LANDSCAPE*

Format: * Transcribed
* Script

“When snow lies over all”

W. Arthur and Clifford Milan

286



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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YESTERDAYS,

Oh juast to be & hoy sgain,

To be bsck in Mother's kitchen
The ¢ooky jar on 1owiy_shelf,
¥here I could always help myself,

Ho dangar of a awitchin',

To open thal' old kitchen door

And poller'lMom what's cookin';'
et by the‘sweatnaaé of ite émell,
¥hy I coul&'naaflyralwaya:tell

Without the job of lookin!,

To mee sgain that old brown jar
4nd the big white beans sscakin';
Home cured bacon in the épidﬁr,u
Big fet jug of appla cider,

Them were the days no jokinld, .

Home maﬁa butter and crusty bread;
I can feel my mouth adroclint,
Strauba;rg shortocaksa,brable jam,
Apple dumplinga snd spicy ham,_:_vm

Them were the days no foolim',

I've semplaed the food of many lands,

ﬁfepared ky chafe and by rookias
From 'Frisco to Liechester Square,

Th&raia nevar & one whocCan comparas
¥ith Mother's cakes-imd cookiesn,




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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