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W hich would warm the blood and
Make the feasts more glad and m erry.

On the sands the growing children,
Braves and klootchmen yet to be,

Played the livelong day in gladness, 
Gladness tha t the sun was shining,

T hat sum m er days yet lingered,
T hat the w inter time had come not,

T hat the sands were warm and level,
For the hearts of children ever

Take small heed of what has come not; 
T hink  they only of the present,

Of the present and its pastim es—
Never th ink  they on the future.

Ah-de-dah! T hat tim e is past now.
W here are now those m erry people?

W here the laughter and the singing,
W here the joy, the peaceful pleasures?

W ho beguiles the darksom e winter
W ith  the legend, song and dancing,

W ith the tales of days long gone?
W here are they who peopled

All the shining sands of Hwulch?
Skyue, w ith its ten ts of cedar,

Shacks of shake and cedar bark,
M ight reply and, m ournful, tell us

W here the D H A D  have pitched their tents. 
But the graves of Skyue speak not,

Like their people they are silent,
Silent for their tongues are quiet,

Quiet with the dust tha t sleepeth 
Its long, last, eternal sleep.

S kyue’s surges sadly sighing,
Tell of days tha t used to be,

Tell of strength  and war and prowess,
Tell of love and n ights of dream ing

W hen the moon was at its fullest.
O ’er the graves the yew trees m urm ur

Cadences of grief and sorrow,
Like the tender, tender crooning

W hich the doting m other m aketh 
To her babe, in barken cradle,

Drowsy w ith the slum berous singing. 
W here are now the m erry people


