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RUPERT BROOKE
at once m impressive a personality and so ineviUble an appeal to the affection
of every one who Icnew him, while there has not been, I think, so grievous a loss to
p-x-lry smce the death of Shelley. Some of us who knew him may live to be
old men, but life is not likely l„ give us any richer memory limn his; and the
passion and shapely /.est that are in his work wiU pass safely to the memory
of p.,,lerity." Mr. Wilfrid Ciibson's tribute took the form of a short poi-m called
The Going:"

He's gone.

I do not understand.

I only know
That, as he turned to go
And waved his band.

In his young eyes a sudden glory shone.
And I was dazzled by a sunset glow—
And he was gone.

Mr. lAseelles Abereroml.ie, now perhaps the greatest of our younger poets and
a warm personal friend of Brooke '.s. wrute at greater length:
'"And the worst friend anil enemy is but Death" . . . \nd if these

poor limbs die, safest of all.' So ended two of the five sonnets, with the rommon
title 1914.' which Rupert Brooke wrote while he was training, between the
Antwerp expedition and saiUng for the JEgc^. The*, sonnets are incomparably
the finest utterance of English poetry concerning the Great War. We knew the
splendid promise of Rupert Brooke's earUer poetry; these sonnets are the brief
perfection of his achievement. They are much more th.in that: they are among
the few supreme utterances of English patriotism. It was natural, perhaps, that
they should leave all else that has been written about the war .so far behind It
is not so much that they are the work of a talent scarx:ely. in its own way. to 1«-
equalled to-day: it was much more that they were the work of a poet who had
for his material the feeling that he was giving up everything to fight for England
-the feehng. I t. ink. that he was giving his life for England. Reading these
five mmari, now. it seems as if lie had in them written his own epitaph. I Iw-
lieve he thought so him.self; a few words he said in my last talk with him makes
me Ix-heve llial-now At any rate, the hLstory of lileralur,-, .,o full of Fates
e«.niisite irooo-s, has nothing more poignantly irnnic, and nothing at the same
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