

















Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night
(poem by Walt Whitman)

Vigil strange I kept on the field one night;
When you my son and my comrade dropt at my side that day,
One look I but gave which your dear eyes return’d with a look I shall never forget,
One touch of your hand to mine O boy, reached up as you lay on the ground,
Then onward I sped in the battle, the even-contested battle,
Till late in the night reliev’d to the place at last again I made my way,
Found you in death so cold dear comrade, found your body son of responding kisses
(never again on earth responding,)
Bared your face in the starlight, curious the scene, cool blew the moderate night-wind,
Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly around me the battlefield spreading,
Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet there in the fragrant silent night,
But not a tear fell, not even a long-drawn sigh, long, long I gazed,
Then on the earth partially reclining sat by your side leaning my chin in my hands,
Passing sweet hours, immortal and mystic hours with you dearest comrade —
not a tear, not a word,
Vigil of silence, love and death, vigil for you my son and my soldier, ...
Vigil final for you brave boy, ...
Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed just as the dawn appear’d,
My comrade I wrapt in his blanket, ...
And there, bathed by the rising sun, my son in his grave, in his rude-dug grave I deposited,
Ending my vigil strange with that, vigil of night and battle-field dim,
Vigil for boy of responding kisses, (never again on earth responding,)
Vigil for comrade swiftly slain, vigil I never forget, how as day brighten’d,
I rose from the chill ground and folded my soldier well in his blanket,
And buried him where he fell.
1865

Burnaby Mountain Song: Eurydice
(poem by Renée Sarojini Saklikar)

Bright girl of the mountain you sang me, eager for the Inlet's arms
The bus we rode in close, the trees rose

(Mountain where I lived, mountain where I died)

Searching by the jade rock, the still pool,

The trees nodding yes

find me I called you.

(Mountain where I lived, mountain where I died)

My death gathered news,

My songs stored cool, carved in rock,
rough-hard-soft-Time burrowed up
Soil its own ambience,

and I, shade no more.

Your entangled voice, the twang of pipes,

and Five crows to cry bitumen, bitumen
Cracks deep enough to contain

The great hum of the world

Tunnel into; emerge,

Although gossamer, although shade, grey-pewter-silver and green
All living things must be seen.

Mother at her wheel, Axis and shift

Endless night, greyest drift

Sister at her loom, rain descends, the Inlet sighs,
(Mountain where I lived, mountain where I died,)

Out of earth an arrow, carved of these woods,
My lap a bowl of moss
No officer cagey enough for my salmon berry bush



