
‘Twas the time before Christmas, when all through the land… 
Corners were missing, confusion at hand. 
Marks on the ground, could no longer be found.  

 
Evidence of the past, did not seem to last.  
Some were deemed lost with the passage of time. 
And the meddlers had meddled, the land was unsettled. 

 
Friends became foes with no monuments secure, 
No Peace to be found, the cadastre unsure. 

 
The family was nestled before hearth and fire, 
When out near the fence, there arose such a clatter, I sprang to the deck to see what was the matter, 

 
When what to my wondering eyes did gain? 
A man marking boundaries in the public domain.  
That moment I knew… a Surveyor by name. 

 
More rapid than eagles the courses they came, as the humble Surveyor called each distance by name. 
“Now Vera and Arpent, Rod and Chain”, we go to find line and mark them quite plain. 

 
The courses were laid and distances met, 
Across the broad valley to the stone that was set,  

 
The stone that was found had been hidden by time. 
He ran the lines and bounded his way,  
All the way round to the beginning point, they say.  

 

 

 
Marks were found, restored to their place,  
He set his caps, secure, for posterity’s sake. 
He marked the line plainly for all to see.  
The only thing left was to draw up the plat and tend his aching knee. 

 
The cold and snow he left behind him. 
He knew he must eat… but was simply content to get off his feet.  
He changed his wet clothes and warmed up his skin and that’s when he knew, the map must begin. 

 
With the findings he noted, and boots on the mat,  
He sipped his hot coffee and drew up his plat,  

 
His footsteps were large as he crossed that last hollow,  
He leaves his marks for others to follow.  



His work not complete ‘till all was in order, 
His map now enshrined in the book of the Recorder, 

 
The commission fulfilled, the boundaries now settled,  
Confusion was gone, despite those who meddled. 

 
In the time before Christmas, Peace was at hand.  
Foes were again friends throughout all the land.  

 
My humble prayer for my fellow surveyors,  
Take heart your high calling, in you the public does trust. 

 
May your lines be clear and monuments found! 


