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As I flipped through its pages, I came across "Vestigia". Bliss Carman, a Canadian, wrote this poem in the summer of 1919, following a long walk through the woods and hills of the Catskill Mountains in New York State. I used a scripture text from Revelation today because Carman used the poem with the added meaning of revelations. 

I took a day to search for God,
And found Him not. But as I trod
By rocky ledge, through woods untamed,
Just where one scarlet lily flamed,
I saw His footprint in the sod.

The first stanza describes Carman's search and subsequent discovery of God in nature.

This guide uses Bliss Carman's "Vestigia" as an example. If at all possible, it is recommended that you research background information before so much as reading the poem. Every tidbit of information from the poet's style to the era of the work's publication can be useful during an analysis. Any biography of Bliss Carman (1861-1929) should reveal that he was a reputable Canadian poet of the turn of the century. His verse is melodious, suggestive, and visually imagistic. Carman's most popular collection of poetry is Songs from Vagabondia (1894). After having done research, you should now be more aware of the context of the work (which in this case was provided to you) and therefore more qualified to analyse it.

Rhyme scheme: AABBA

He searched to find his faith in himself and in his beliefs.

But when he went down the most dangerous path he could find, and risked his life, he found a trail or a hint of hope.

He finds God where he least suspected it, among the birds and in the air, he can hear him.

Suddenly noticed that God creates a Heaven for us all, and we only need to find it

Vestigia
I took a day to search for God,
And found him not. But as I trod
By rocky ledge, through woods untamed,
Just where one scarlet lily flamed,
I saw his footprint in the sod.
Then suddenly, all unaware,
Far off in the deep shadows, where
A solitary thrush
Sang through the holy twilight hush--
I heard His voice upon the air.
And even as I marveled how
God gives us Heaven here and now,
In stir of wind that hardly shook
The poplar leaves beside the brook--
His hand was light upon my brow.
At last with evening as I turned
Homeward, and thought what I had learned
And all that there was still to probe--
I caught the glory of His robe
Where the last fires of sunset burned.
Back to the world with quickening start
I looked and longed for any part
In making saving Beauty be...
And from that kindling ecstasy

I knew God dwelt within my heart. 

http://web.cocc.edu/cagatucci/classes/eng104/modernism.htm

