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Feg, 9th, 1894, ]

.to level what can never be levelled, that is

vil:;lil();an ability .and character, the wild
azinne of Utop}an communities,.the leg.ls-
fon 8 out of existence of distinctions writ-
form:p(fm fghg protozoa, these grotesque
¢ ew':i) Socialism have seriously refarded
true ide Bceeptance of principles w.hlch' are
helph?lnd which might be made infinitely
even o But.what great, true principle
and h’_'et 8ot itself woven into buman life
“’tOl‘y_ without struggle, without mis-
bideoy ation, without harmful and even
think tsh exaggeracjon? We Prote_stz_mts
warg e Reformation was a spl.en(}u! on-
liberg move, the restoration of individual
BOnal{' of bel}et: and, therefore, direct per-
% mor esPOnalblhny.to God ; but can we for
the wi}e;t forget or ignore the great excesses,
ance, g extravagancef;,. the narrow intoler-
Page; ofe l]t])t‘ut‘al fanaticism which stain the
Thy modt ® history of that great movement.
% polit; ern world suns itself in the light of
. istm] liberty never known before in
the Reg ory of man, but have we forgotten
the Wilgn of Terror, the horrible butchel:les,
No, g anarchy of the. French Revolunop.
it we"e can be no birth without travail.
with po?‘i' w1th' religious liberty, as it was
With aOl.lcal llberfy, 80 it is bound to be
Whie, thcml and industrial freedom, for
ing gng (zmass.es of our people are yearn-
exh‘emea ruggling now.  You cannot avoid
Viewg ! YOU cannot help extravagant
eing’ yuotufcannot prevent vigionary theories
ahﬂdmss orward : th(.ay are the necessary
hing sunc]!'m by the brightening and broad-
van 1ght of any great movement for the
belp, oy uent of the race, But what you can
who ee]at every earnest and thoughtful man
our oy ;: the responsibility of the present
thay, o150t to help,ig the miserable cowardice
o thl_ow.itself to be pushed back on
Policy sio 028w of the laissez faire
that ¢ "ply because of the distorted forms
¥ can g "iY 8reat principle must assume ere
forceful faﬂt get itself made concrete as a
bringam 8ctor in actual life. And this
Worg) fetto. hat I may call the practical
“Upromg 18 article, T believe that a
Y ko l“ty lies upon all men who have
who 100kwb8dge of social questions, all men
Preseny 1 eneath the surface or beyond the
bound o our, all men who are in any way
f‘fll()‘v meth,nk for the nation and for their
theq, in t;], % 8upreme duty, I say, lies upon
%hay . '® Present industrial crisis, And
Plage, that duty 9 Tt is, in the first
Pregq i Técogniza the evils of the
Plagy to Ndustrig} dystem and in the next
for ror. carch éarnestly, bravely, patiently
424y for those avils, Briefly to re.

Bte, th evi vils,  Briefly to re-
e Tnergq i ?Vl seems to me to consist in
ml‘:ghy uneven distribution of

@ on og the operations of industry
8% comp; n that large scale which our
Latxon'i‘hr.ender at once possible

r . 18 plan of conducting

:}:e Viciiai‘zﬁdgs rge scale “has multiplied
o Nch of trade and made the labor-
ployre. O likely to be th t of
top O en be thrown out o
anprf"eﬂ it hag Y crushing out small en-
a timg to 8 Con_ﬂl'gned the laborer for
wa ¢ abiding position of being
8¢ carner; it keeps the
t“"Vatioge? on the ragged edge of pos-
® edycg; 1t does this while all the
Civire 100 of the masses, the pro-
e lorg M lization " po £ 1
g Wakg , higt increase of genera
-"“tur ¥ for him gher status an increasing
lmpere ng g and one which his whole
y Btivg) Umstances more and more
Rocl, POlitical T.ﬂmnd. And in this view
ery thay tberty becomes miore of a
esing ; ‘“to confer the
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status of freedom upon workmen merely to
have them overwhelmed in an unequal
struggle with capital is to make their free-
dom a farce.”

Such, it seems to me, are the evils with
which our Angle-Saxon civilization is faced.
I plead, then, that thoughtful men, men of
light and leading, should frankly and fully
recognize these evils ; and I further plead
that they should clearly see that the lower,
mechanical law of supply and demand must
be regulated and supplemented by the higher
ethical law which lies at the base of social-
ism ; the law that recognizes the mutual
obligation of man to man above and beyond
all calculation of interest and advauntage,
The individual has rights, to deny this
would be tyranny; society has rights, to
deny this would be anarchy. The re-asser-
tion along moderate lines of man’s social
as against his individual rights and obliga-
tions, such seems to me the true solution of
the vexing and pressing problems of the
day. Call it socialism if you like—hard
names never killed the truth yet—but if
some careful and moderate application of
these social principles is not soon found and
brought to bear very widely upon our legis-
lation, then I cannot but feel that the grav-
est danger, aye, it may be even dire disas-
ter, awaits that Anglo-Saxon civilization,
which is the common pride and glory of the
two great peoples of England and America.

J.o DD O'MEARA,
e —e—

WALT WHITMAN, POET AND
PROPHET.

“The hero can be poet, prophet,
king, priest or what you will, according to
the kind of a world he finds himself born
into,”” says Carlyle.

The past year has taken from us a hero
who was both prophet and poet, though
many of us perhaps fail as yet to fully re-
alize how true and marvellous a voice is
silenced with the passing of Walt Whitman,

Theré are no gloomy threatenings in this
prophetic voice, but promises innumerable,
of grand, lofty and glorious destinies, to
be fultilled without failure or possibility of
failure. But it is of the hero as a poet we
would speak just now,

Poet he was, in the deepest and truest
sense of the term ; and though sometimes
his singing may sound strangely harsh, or
passages taken alone appear uncouth and
tuneless to unaccustomed ears, yet, listen-
ing a little longer and a little more intent-
ly, the full power and beauty of the song is
heard and understood.

He hag earned the title over and over
again, is a poet's voice and none other
that sings in ““ The Song of Myself : ”

“ T am he that walks with the tender growing
night,

Tcall to the Karth and the sea half held by
the night,

Press close bare-bosomed Night—press close
magnetie, nourishing Night !

Night of the south winds-—night of the large

few stars !

nodding Night--mad, naked summer

Night !”

And again, where the bird cries out through

the night for its lost mate :

¢ O, madly the sea pushes upon the land,
With love, with love. :

Still,

Low hangs the moon, it rose late,

Lt is lagging—O, T think it is heavy with love,
with love.
* * * * *

¢ Shake out carols !

Solitary here, the night’s carols !

249

Carols of lonesome love | death’s carols !
Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning
moon |

O under that moon where she droops almost

down into the sea !
O reckless, despaiving carols.

But soft ! sink low !

Soft ! Iet me just murmur,

And do you wait & moment, you husiky-nois'd
sea,

For somewhere I believe 1 hear my wmate re-
sponding to me,”

But to be understood, the bird song must

be read entire,

It is easy to say, « Let us talk of Walt
Whitman,” but we might as well say,
‘ Come, lot us talk about the growth, grop-
ings, hopes, fears, passions, sympathies
heights, depths and hidden yearnings of a
human soul.” The one is about ag possible
as the other. In speaking of his book he
8RY8 :
¢ Camerado, this is no book,

Who touches this, touches a man.,”

Perhaps the charm that is first felt
by the reader is our poet’s unwav-
ering trust and belief in all that is.

His intense sympathy reaches out to the
ends of the earth, glorifying the meanest
and most sordid things of life. Wruly with
him “nothing is common or unclean.” He
believes in man and in the destiny of man.
He will have no despair,failure or hopeless-
ness. For him such things do not exist.
“Forever alive, forever forward,
Stately, solemn, sad, withdrawn, bafiled, mad,
turbulent, feeble, dissatisfied,
* * E3 * *
They go! they ! T know that they go,
know not where they go,
But | know that they go towards the best —
towards sumething great.”
His belief and love for his fellows enfolds
them from birth till death and then beyond.
Though he spoke 8o often and so lov-
ingly of the great mystery which he has so
lately solved, our hero had no morbid yearn-
ing for death, While lifc was his, he re-
verenced it as asacred and glorious posses-
sion. He not only lived in the best and
noblest sense of the word, but rejoiced and
exulted in the power that was within him,

but 1

“Joy in the ecstasy of life !
Enough mervely to he ! enough to hreathe !
Joy ! joy ! all over joy 17
And again,

1t scems to me that everything in the light
and «ir ought to be happy,

Whoever is not in his cothin and dark grave
let him know that he has enough,”

He was indeed “in love with life and
raptured with the world.” Yet, with all

~his praising of this glorious life he seemed

to rest upon the thought of something more
beautiful, more satisfying, more to be de-
sired. And this was death. It had for
him no terrors, nothing but the further un-
folding and revealing of a perfect plan.
Nothing repulsive, dark o#-fearsome. He
tells us :

“ No array of terms can say how mwuch at peace

I am about Ged and about Death.”

And,

Do you not see, 3, my brothers and sisters,

It is not chaos or death-—it is form, union,,
plan,

It is oternal life, it is happiness.”

In speaking to ‘“One about to Die” he
ends with the words,

] ‘“ There is nothing to be commiserated ,
I do not commiserate, I congratulate you,™

It was Sir Edwin Arnold, I think, who




