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Rupert Brooke.

The Dead Poet

WRITTEN IN MEMORY OFTRl'l’lZR'I BROOKE.

When I grow old, they'll come to me and

say:

Did you then know him in that distant
day,

Did you speak with him, touch his hand,
observe ‘

The proud eyes' fire, soft voice, and light
lips' curve?
And 1 shall answer:
friend,
Call to my

amend,
And count up all the mectings that we
had,
And note his good, and touch upon his
bad.
When | grow older and more garrulous,
I shall discourse on the dead poet thus:
I said to him. he answered unto me
He dined with me one night in Trinity.
I supped with him in King's. Ah,
pitiful
The twisted memories of an ancient fool

This man was my

memory, add, 1mprove,

And sweet the silence ol a young man
dead!
Now [ar in Lemnos sleeps that ;;«er‘l’Il
head,
Unchanced, serene, foresver yosng and
strong, '
Lifted above the chanees that helong
To us who Live, for hie shall not grow old
And only ol his vouth there shall be told
Mavioal storios, triae and wondions Lol
As of a4 eond whose victue never tails,
Whose hint Dadl never  waste,  eyves
et L,
Al whose clear boamn shadl not he
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Brigade. He took part in the movement
for the relief of Antwerp, and shortly
afterwards set sail with onc of the first
divisions for the Dardanelles. It s
said that he suffered from sunstroke.
At all events he was taken ill, as an effect
of blood-poisoning, on the way from
Alexandria to Gallipoli, and becoming
rapidly worse, was removed from his
transport to a French hospital ship.
There, although given the tenderest care
he died within a few hours. His heart
was not with Greece, as was that of
Byron—Tliterally buried at Missalonghi
—pbut his body found its last resting-
place on the Greek island of Lemnos,

forty miles from the Dardanelles, the
island so long occupied by Number
Three Canadian Hospital, in charge

of doctors and nurses from Ontario.

It seemed that the poct-soldier had a
premonition of his death. After his de-
parture from England several of his
poems were published, and among them
this, the song of a patriot, of a home-
lover:

“1f I should die, think only this of me:
That there's some corner of a foreign
field

That is forever England. There shall be

In that rich earth a richer dust
concealed,;

A dust whom England bore, shaped
made aware,

Gave, once, her flowers to love, her
ways to roam,
A body of England’s breathing Inglish
air;
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns
of home. '

“And think, this heart, all evil shed away,

A pulse in the cternal mind, no less,

Gives somewhere back the thoughts by
Fongland given;

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy
as her day;g
laughter,
gentleness,
In hcearts at
heaven.

And learnt  of friends; and

peace, under an Fnglish

Acain, in more thippant  mood,  but
still homesick, he wrote, apparently from
somewhere i a German atmosphere:

Just now the lilae 1= in bloom
All Dhetore my Little room;
And inomy Hower-heds, T think,
Soule the carnation and the
Al down the borders, well 1
The poppy and the pansy Blow,
Oh! there the chestnuts, sunoer throueh,
Pestde the river“make tor vou ‘
\ tunnel of cicon eloom, and Iy
Deeply above, aad green and deep
Fhe stream nmivsteiions ghides Deneath
Green as a dream o decpy as death
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Still guardians of that holy land?
The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream,
The yet unacademic stream?

Is dawn a sccret shy and cold
Anadyomene, silver-gold?

And sunset still a golden sca

FFrom Haslingfield to Madingley?

Ani after, ere the night is born,

Do hares come out about the corn?
Oh, is the water swect and cool,
Gentle and brown, above the pool?
And laughs the immortal river
Under the mill, under the mill?
Say, is there Beauty yet to find?
And Certainty? and Quiet kind?
Deep meadows yet, for to forget
The lies and truths and pain?. oh! yet
Stands the church-clock at ten to three?
And is there honey still for tea?

still

Homesick for England, and yet he
went out to seck the solution of the
Great Mystery undaunted, looking for-
ward to a wonderful world in which we
shall, in his own words:

“Spend in pure converse our eternal day;
Think each in cach, immediately wise;
Learn all we lacked before; hear, know,

and say
What this tumultuous body now
denies;
And feel, who have laid our groping
hands away;

And see, no longer blinded by our eyes.”’
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Upon the verv face of his “Letters
FFrom America”, it is evident that Rupert
drooke judged us of the Western Con-
tinent superficially. The letters are those
of a tourist, hurrving through, recording
surface impressions, yet occasionally  he
sees deeply,  whether to scathe or to
svmpathize, and  everywhere  there s
the touch of the poet, even, indeed, at
intervals, of the fine humorist.

It 15 interesting to “sce oorsels as
ithers see us, " through the spectacles of
this laughter-loving  yvoung nelishman.

Scarcely has he set foot upon our Western

shores  than he writes: “The American
by race walks better than we  (the
[onelish more  frecly, with a taking
swing, and  almost  with ¢race. How
much ol this is due to living in a de-
mocracy, and how much to cearing no
braces, it is very diticull to determine ',
(CThe italies are ours)., He <peaks here
of the onted States of Aneriea, and vet
o=t of the eriticisms that moay he levelled
at “the Sitates" may ted equal mark
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The Great ILakes arouse his poetic
soul:

“There is something ominous and
unnatural about these great lakes. The
sweet flow of a river, and the un-
friendly restless wvitality of the sea,
men may know and love. And the
little lakes we have in lurope are but
as fresh-water streams that have married
and settled down, alive and healthy and
comprehensible. Rivers (except the
Saguenay) are human. The sea, very
properly, will not be allowed in heaven.
It has no soul. It is unvintageable,
cruel, treacherous, what you will. But,
in the end—while we have it with us—
it is all right; even though that all
rightness result but, as with France,
from the recognition of an age-long feud
and an irremediable lack of sympathy.
But these monstrous lakes, which ape
the ocean, are not prover to fresh water
or salt. They have souls, perceptibly,
and wicked ~ones.”—Then follows a
delightful description of Lake Ontario.

Toronto strikes the avriter as “a
clean-shaven, pink-faced, — respectably
dressed, fairly energetic, unintellectual,
passably sociable, well-to-do,
school-and-"varsity sort of city.”
Winnipeg, upon the whole, pleases him.
He finds there ‘“‘better manners,” ‘' more
friendly, more hearty, more certain tg
achieve graciousness, if not grace
He takes his drive, it is true, at the am-
bition of the ‘“‘true Winnipeg man”,
who, gazing on his city, is “fired with
the proud and secret ambition that
it will soon be twice as big, and after
that four times, and then ten times
5 "but he recognizes, in the
flourishing Western atmosphere, 'another
“timid prayer’’ that something different,
more worth while, may also come out
of the city.

Then he drifts into this

“It is generally belicved in the ‘West
that the East runs Canada, and runs
it for its own advantage. And the East
means a very few rich men; who contro
the big railways, the banks, and  the
Manufacturers’ Association, subscribe
to both political partics, and are generally
credited with complete control over the
Tariff and most other Canadian affairs.
Whether or no the  Manufacturers
Association does arrange the Tar
and control the commerce of ‘fﬂf“ada' it
is gencrally believed to do so. The only
thing is that its friends say that 1t acts
of Canada'

observation:

n the Dbest interests i
its enemies  that it acts 1n tllyC best l'a
terests of the Manufacturers AssoClé

many 10

tion. Among its cnemics are
the West."” )
(To be continued).
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mind to write to mé&

Be sure ye
IFor aft 1 think o'hamc¢;
When watchin’ in the trence
[t a' comes bhack agamn.

I see ilk ane aboot the hoose,
The folk gaun oot and in,
It's then [ weary maist o 4

3 2 e hame.
For a wee bit screcd Irac ham

I at nicht,

Ye canna think what jov it gres
To them that's far aw.t,

Whene'er they sce a letter
Wi’ e'en a line or twi.

It cheers ghem up, it helps

come,

them on,

It mak' them brave azen.
Ye widna credit what it foes,
A wee bit screed frae ha
ek to says

There's maybe no sie
But jist it lets me
That ye're a’ weel, and
Ave gaun aboot at ha s

ilka aneé

‘

A sprig o' heather, or & W,
A photo o' the glen, .
Jist onything that brina= to R
v | hame

The wee auld hoose
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