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"WHOSE ASHES ARE ON
BOSOM OF COLUMBIA

Legacy of Heroic Verse
Left by Soldier-Dreamer -
Stamped as Immortal
by World Authorities

Joseph Andrew Galahad, the cavalryman-poet.

A{’RIL?I.?,’:IS'Z?

Nay—write fot me no wewd obtuaries
With weary. mournful tune and dirgelilbe time
For of such, though limned with grief. none real grief

carmnes;

Grief's not a thing of ol Crief is sublime—
Of tragedy and bitlerness born, slow

Libe vulures—feeding om the heart.

Grieve not for me—gnieve nol!

1 know!

| am not dead.

The body s o transient, useless thing
* Which | have laid away. . Bat far ahead
My spirit leaps—still left alive to sing
You many songs vou've heard not from me vei
Fll smg them high and clear—lest you forget

And sngng. o | go. among vou here,

Sometimes you'll catch an echo from my voice—
And know with subtle heart that | am near

Then you will lay pour requiems, from choice.
Asnide upon an old and anusued shelf.

My epeiaph? . . .
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Galubad was well and favorably known
to some of the most noled ecritivs and
publishers In the world. ‘His poems have
attracted universal attention The first
volume of them is now on the pres: and
will soon be released. Already they have
appeared Iin some of the leading mags-
zinex of the country Life was the [irst
publication to take him up seriously and
this woekly has glven scores of his verses
to the public Others have appeared in
the Northh American Review, Poelry, the
Dalineator, the Bookman, the Lyric West,
the Writer, Country Magazine, the Mid-
west Bookman, the American Legion
Weekly and Contemporary Verse. The
last named publication dedicated its July
number to Galahad Contemporary
Verse says

»
A Manm Whe Lived His Poetry.

The record af Joe Galabad's life can be
rummed up very briafly. Hes was borr Sep-
tember 30, 1538 His mother died of con-
sumption whean he was born, and seven
soars later his father. The boy was thus

left with ooly coe near relative, a hadf-
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He went

soulh in a vain attemptl to save his life, and

finally,

aller several operatlons,

Jame to

his slster at Portland, Or.. in 1414, Here,
finding that the normal life of & man was
donied him, he dullt- up for himself & life
of the spirit. Lying on his death-bed in al-
most continuous ugony for threes years, ha
recorded his convictlon thal every. moment
of life was good, that friendship wus =
miracie, and that God's dispensation was
true and righteous alogether For with
the Increased suffering came an increased
exaltatlon of the splrit. Thus when he died
on the 13th of last Aprll, his character
sesmoed-only-moragermanent thanbeforedo
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The Tent Maker's Pupil.
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You, who must remain
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depart—keep this In
once departed, may retarn

Hemember me—"tis all I ask
And never fall, for I will know!

1 am bui one who's done with task—
I came like water, and Hke wind I go.
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I charge you, while
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The road i= short
Prink! For, once
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birth—
shall

Drink—the wine of life Is sweaet;
And T shall watch just how You fare

From my high tomb. And, I repeat—g
Drink!—for you know not why you Eo,

nor where!

And say—"Heg wouid not have me Weep,
Since for us all, when task is done,

Weo gee the gager shidows cresp—
Whethar the cup with.sweat or bitter run,

heart the pain
yestarday
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every
in Jdust is
hour, and

“Nor may 1
That Hves In
Since he, who now
Ahode hilx destined
wny."

vou—do not grieve for me—

1 sha!l not waks to hear ¥ou pass
But in your heart, In mamory,

Turn down an empty glass!
—Joseph Andrew Galahad.

i beg

the wriltten
whom we

hiny by
immortal Jos
whom we stil]l love
poems are nearly all
blography, Lthe heroic Interpratation of his
sufferings and his triump® “The XKnife'
describing an operation, appeared ™ the
North American Review for Xay, 1480, and
at once brought a letter from John Mase-
field, which Joe called his V. C. From then
on he never doubted his mission.  He came

Lhose who Knew
word. It was the
lrad come to jove

His impertant

of us
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“to us in the fall of that year and we had the

"“Vanguard” In
1821 The

privilege of publishing
March, and “Argosy” In August
latter won the gredtegt und deepést ré-
sponse of any poam We have ever brought
out, the issue being exhausted at once
Everyvbody wanted: to know the man. to
write and tel] him that he had given 4 new
largeness, a new glow to their lives. Hun-
dreds of people were waiting for his first
volume. !

What was it in this man’s poetry that
swept us along with him ss we had not
been swept by any poet of America in this
generation? Bimply, wWe are sure, that he
wrote what-he lived, physically and spirit-
uwally. He wrote with fervor and color, with
a wirile rhythm. yat with simble modesty
and a suggestion of humor =&&% to the
triviality of all his bodlly ills. His Sstory
wus ong that
Saddened our lives yrt made it great to live

Who of us had suffered &s ha dld. and
who of us could as Indomitably affirm hiz
bellef in the glory of humsan destiny?

The letter from Masefield alluded to

RIVER

that Galahad iliked to refer to as his
V. C. was as fgllows:

Boar’'s HiIL
1521,

Uxford, Engiand, Juns 11,
how much
this ad
ing this
day reach

don't

quite know
your 1€ is real, nor the
dress w >u, but T am
oun thea of ¢ ¢ it miLy some
tha author of “The Knife'

i th good many
writlen ¢or i
rad r

4 Hke to
S8y that it Is the or
ag truo as it iz feeling.
done!

The best

have
com-
of that poem, but 1

joli their nu and to
s poem of the kind, and
Well done! Waell

pecple
1 ate ¥ou on
aness

ber,

of good luck to ¥
Your i

¥,
JOHN MASEFIELD.

In his recollections Galahad tells of the
urge to write even when a boy. As far as
known his first real poem was written at
the age of 12 during a competition staged
by The Oregonian and Galahad won the
first prize. Regarding one of his earliest
poems he says:

“When 1 was a very litile shaver 1
used to love poetry passionately. T had &
sort of an inherent something that told
me when it was real and fine—and when
it was only cheap imitation. I never had
the @tiucatiqu I would have liked to have
had, since my health necessitated remov-
ing me from school when I was In the
eighth grammar grade. I can remember
poems coming my way when I was only
10 years old.

Inspiration Comes When Youngster.

“I wrote a little two verse thing con-
cerning an old bridge that had been taken
down and repliaced by a modern steel
structure. I had never seen such a bridge
nor known of such an instance — but
there was in my young mind s clear pic
ture of the whole thing and the fesling
of regretl at seeing the beauty replaced by
unromantical steel The verse began—
“They Qave taken the ohd bridge down
They have blasted the arch of stone:
They have carried the steel from

town, ete.

“My feelings weare the feelings of
£ child—nor were the words of the verses
the words of a 10-year-old child But
the picture came to me—and the words
came out of the air ke a voice speaking
clearly.”

Always close to the fountain of inspira
tion during his entire [fe, in his last
days Galahad mist have come near the
head of our being He speaks of thi:
again:

I mentioned, 1 believe, the fact that
my schooling was limited, all the educa-
tion I have I secured by my own effort
after I became 2 man. But I have suf-
fered from limited opportunities, even
so, and there is so much that is unknown
to me. There are many words that are
perhaps common to the more fortunate
people who are edncated to a high de-
gree—but thess words are unknown to
me. Now hers—ofteén in speaking to ma
those men ‘over there' use words I have
never even heard of. The first time jt
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