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RUPERT BROOKE
•ively." (Thb wu only when he wcu InminR. U(rr ho bersmr an uram-
plUwd diver.) "ThMl we luml tii go b«-k and (red. mnii'limM in the Oirhanl
and •omrtimea in the Old VicaniRt' (ianlm. on rggt and that particular lirand

lA honey referred to in the '(irantrhester' i>oem. In tliune duyn he alwi.y«

dmaed in Ibeiaine way: rricket nhirt antl lniuM-r> and no «tiKkinu»; iu fail,

'Rupert'i mobile too' were a lubjett for the adminitinn of \m friendi."

Ilrooke occupied binuelf mainly with writing. Poema, remarkable for a happy
ponUneity nuch aa rbamrteriied the work of T. E. Drown, the Manx poet, ap-
peared in the (hmmtman, the Cambrulgr Rmru: the Nalimt. the Eiit/luik Amnr,
and the lyeatmimler OtaeUe. Students of the "I^robkrni Page" in the Saturday
WetlmintUr knew him aa a brilliant competitor who infuied the pun'ly academic
with the very ipirit of youth.

To all who knew him, the man himwlf was at leaat aa important aa his work.
"Al to his talk"— I quote again from Mr. Somcraet—"he was a spendthrift.

I mean that he never saved anything up as those writer felliiwa so often do.
He was quite inconsequent and just rippknl on, but was always ready to attack

> careless thinker. On the other hand, he was cJtrcnicly tolerant of fools,

even bad poets who are the worst kind of fooU—or rather the hardest to bear-
but that was kindness of heart."

Of his personal appearance a good deal has been said, "One who knew him,

"

writing in one of the daily i^pers, said that "to look al, he was part of the youth
of the world. He was one of the hondsomest Knglishmen of his time. His
moods seemed to be merely a disguise for the radiance of an early summer's
day."

Mr. Edward Thomas speaks of him as "a golden young .\pollo" who nude
friends, admirers, adorers, wherever he went. " He stretched himself out, drew
his fingers through his waved fair luiir, laughed, talke<l indolently, and sdmiied
as much as he was ailmireil. ... He was toll, brood, and easy in his move-
ments. Either he stooped, or he thrust his hcod fornord unusually much to
look at you with his steody blue eyes."

On Mr. H. W. Nevinson, who, in a Beeting editorial capacity, sent for Brooke
to come and discuss his poems, he made o similar impression:

"Suddenly he came—an itstonishing apparition in any newspaper office;

loose hair of deep, browny-gold; smooth, ruddy foce; eyes not gray or bluish-

white, but of Uving blue, really like the sky, ond as frankly open; figure not very
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