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PROMIiVENT CANA DIA NS.-XI.

ALEXANDER M'LACHLAN :THE BARD OF AMARANTH.

ALEXANDER MCLACHLAN was born in the year 1820, in the village o
Jelinston, Renfrewshire, Scotland. is father wvas a inechanic, and himother was of a good local family. Bothi possessed a good deal of Scottisicanniness and sturdiness of character. The poet was largely self-educated
Rie was fond of reading, and gained at an early age a goodly acquaintanc(
with history and current literature. For some years he foliowed tailorin1for a livelihood. He took an active interest in the Cbartist inovement, aiit was an empliatic agitation against oppression and wrong. Many of hearly efforts iii verse were full of synipathy for those who were struggliný
for more freedonm, ani were tinged with bitter denuniciations of those whecwere forging new chains for Britishi freenien. ln 1840 hie emigrated teCanada, and went to work on a farni. In his poemn, The Emigrant, legraphicaily and truthfully describes the pleasures and pains, the toits andstruggles, of an early settier. Lu 1861 hie published a smnail volume of hispeems, which were appreciated by many of his iiterary friends, but, on thewhole, did flot receive the recogtnition their merit deserved. In 1874 asecond and targer edition. of his works was given to the public. Thisissue commanded some attention froiit many who had ijever heard of hirnuntil this tirne. The press began te take notice of bis poems, and gavenîany of theni a place in the l'poets' cerner." At this time the poetrevisited his native land, and delivered a nuinber of lectures and a(ldresseson Canada and on varicus literary subjeets. These showed bim to bie awell-read man. On his return to C'anada hie agaiin went te the plougli
and tothe Muse. His farîning'cwas not a success, largelyhbecause of tbe
The writer knows Iimi to be the aîost genial of men. Hie has a pawkyhumeur of a sympatletic nature. There is no Ildourness " about himi,for hie is fuit of humian synipathy andi of an abicling faith. in the future well-being of our race. ihere corne up te me the racy anecdotes, the Scottishand Irish baltads. and shrewrt philosophy, wlîich hie poured out withgreat unction and ready memeory, as we drove through weeds ani overcountry roadsi to gether. 0f a truth he is net a mere rhymester, but a
voritable peet.

The Greek root for the word poet means a composer, a maker, a creator.The true peet bas a creative individuality, as (listiflet in its peculiarities
and outiines as is eacb buman face. The lucre cepyist of style, whosemodes of utterance and verbal imitation înay ape in laine rhymes anl ante-cedent son of tbe Muse, is ne peet any more tban is tbe mechanie wbomakes a structure front a model lie had neyer planned. lis echees of thegreat thouglits of the minds which butrii witb peetic ardeur are faint anddoomed to die away. To sucli egutitii versiliers there ii nlot born thatnative Muse wbose giowiîig apocalypse cf seng is illed with geins cf beauty,
whicb,

r (lu the ontstretehel linger of ail tite,
Sparkle forever.

Jingting rhynîes may be pleasant te the car, and sîneoth mensures maycommand attention, but if a seul lias net been breatbed into the nostrils cf
any sucli creation, it is ne clîild cf inimortality. Unfertunateiy nowadays
young climbers cf Parnassus, or criticat literary prigs, tee often cevet anifait in love with the werdy ioltingte&8s cf tbe transcendental seheel, sefashionable te-day. The gtery cf these peetic Bunthornes is te dilute anidea-good eiiouglî in itsetf-until it is lest sigbt cf in a werdy rhyrnc, ora vapid sentimentalism. It is sickening and maddening te, sec " theguano mountains cf cant and rubbishi," or te read the windy and gusbing
prattie cf inane versifiers and would-be peets seeking temporary neteriety
in the "lpoets' cerner " cf senie newspaper, or launching eut inte ai thcgay trappings cf bookdlom. Some rhymers vainly imagine if they can raveabout Ilrosy-fingered mcmn," or "lazure skies," or "the thunder's crash andthe lurid lightnings' flash," tbat a divine ajtatu8 bas in seme fortuitous wayfallen upon tbem, and that the gif t cf peetie propbecy or lyrie power basdescended upen them, wbicli tbe world must cf necessity applaud anidadmire, and whidb wili be rend with raptureus pleasure by gyencratiens yetunhorn. There is no doubt a sert cf rbythinic mnusic iii soîne nook or crannyo' f the seuls cf sucb, wbîch even in miediecrity is net te be condemned, if
kept within reasenable beurids. The ccntrast between these classes andthe true peet is striking wben gauged by that best cf ail tests, nainely, tbeeffect their works make upon our affective and emotionai natures, however
diverse tbese may be in original construction. Tbe true peet clothes every-
thing he descants upon with pathos, beauty, or sublimity. is natural bent
cf mmid may urge him. te seek tbese in psycbicai iman or in externat nature,but lie searches and finds. The phenomena cf man's inner nature niay
attract bis attention, or lie may sing in rapture cf the sparkling dewdrop,the beautiful flowers, the rippling brook, the roaring cascade and cataract,tbe hoary mountains, or the spangied heavens. Lt matters net if it be the
tragie Muse in wbich is delineated human passion iii its deepe8t earnest-
ness-the coînedy fuit cf glee and gladness-tbe epic, graphie in its grace-fut mneasures, or Runie rbynîes recording doing and darîng in the ages cflegend and chivalry-or lyrie seng, fit for barp and ladies' bowr,-alt fuît
cf inspiration and musical thouglit.

In the midat cf se mucli that is vapid and trashy in machine-made
pcetry, it is refreshîing te read the simple, direct, and unassuming
iays cf Alexander MeLachlan. 11e wnites in honest phrases cf muchbeauty and deep feeling frem the pure love cf giving vent te hisimaginings. As wetl attempt te check the morning seng cf the ]ark
or tbe murmur cf a nîcuntain bumn in its pathway te the sea. Helias longed after and peemed into wbat (t'oetbe calta ' the open secret"

within tbe range cf ail, b'ut sought for by the few. It is Nature'5
mysterieu4 boo0k, the titie page cf whicb is scarcely read by the mymiads cf
humanity-te divine idea, wbichi Ficlite says is "lthe profound deep "cf wbich few knew the appearance, but is te some extent witbin the reach
cf ait. MeLacihan feels tint, atnd in aimost every line cf earnestness themeis anl aura cf sadness, a frctting for more knowiedge cf the unseen, and anurgent searchi for soine key te uniock the duor cf the great uaknown. Wesec tbis in such sweet fragments as iIfystery with its Il heart-throbs cfanguisb." The seeker after trutbi and liglit wails in baîf despair:

Nfly4tcry! Mystery!
Ail j,, a ntlystery.

]\[,utitainaîîd valieY, ivt,,ellautl aud ïtreai,,
Man'.s tr,,ublel history,
Nlati's mocrtal tlestiny,

'o tbIut a phiase of the soul',, tr',uibled dreamu.

XVe perceiveý the saine tonginigs anti grepings iii
ICnows T Iake iiuch ail extract ns the folewing

l'rem dleep t,, detp, fr,,u, d,,ubt te douhit,
WVhile the night stili Ileeper gruwst

WVho kn,,ws the tteaniiug of thi,, life?
Wlieîî a voice replie,!, Who, ku,,ws

Shalh it aliway. he a ttiyrtte'y?
Are there une t,, liut the veil

Ko,, ui ne atiht of the land! îe ieft,
(1h the port t,, %Vhii wesai I

I ',or ,hipîrekluari uer, ,lrj en about
Iiy eî ery îvîîd that bl<,ws:

t,, thiere al haveîî of re,,t at ail?!
And! a vtice replies, WVh ku,,,,vs

0why hlave wc 1, ''gilng infillite,
And affectiou,, deep au,! high;

And! gi, 'ni dî'eauî, of inim,,rtal things,
If tiîey are Itit honi t,, die?

tbe dark in W)w

Are they bit \Vl-,-ipthat gleatti
Wlîere the îleally night.,,hade grews ?

Do)~ tlîey endl lu du,3 anl ashes ail?

anThe peet must hiave been untier a cleud when drawing sucli sad Dictumesndwhen framing sucli hypetbeses cf man and cf bis destin Y. Lt iscbeeming te see standing in front cf tlipse sombre forebodings, sudh emphatic
convictions as those in the fine mnograpli, Xan.

A sî,ark frein the Eterîtal eauglit
A livi ng, lovitig thing o f th,'utglit.
A tniraele iu lue j,, wrougit!

A being tîtat eau nover (lie,
More wonlerful than eartît anti sky,
A teor t,, iyself anl J.

My spîirit', sweep) will have nu bunt,
0, 1 shtaîl utail the tîeep) profunttl
A terr,,r vjth a glory ertwned!

And froit, ti i,,st and titun free,
Ahl gl,,rifietl, tîtese eye,,sîcîli ses
TIhe Ai l All eternahly.

T[hle batlad Mary IVWhite would not tic discredit
is lunian experience in-

te Tannahill. There

Lt e,,tthdîa be love, but
A staiîele,,s delight

Vh iei, thîrilled thruugh my besoin,
My ,lear M~hary White.

Aýnd OI! do, ye e'er tîîink on me,
Mary White?

0, tîten, dueq the tear blin' ycîîr e'c,
Mary White?

Or lîae ye laîtg wak'd frac
That spell c'dthlight,

Anl left nie still dreautiiîg,
My ,lear Mary White ?

Externai nature is, hiowever, our poet's uIost naturat theme. Hie revelsin.it, and like the truc limner that lie is, rejoices in singing its praises andpainting its giomies. XVhat can be fluer than these two stanzas fmem,
May /

'The catareet', horn
Has awakerietl the nîcru.

I-ler tresses are dripping with <lew:
0 hîîsh tlîee, and hark!
'Tis her herald the lark

That's singhttg afar lu the binte,
Lt,, happy heart', rushng,
Iu 9trains wildly gushing,

That reaeh te the revelling earth:
Andl sinks thrcngh the tleep,,
0f the s,,îl till it leaps

Jute raptures far deeper than inirtît.

0 erewn me with flowers,
'Neath the green spreatling bewers,With the gem,, and the jewels May bnings.
lIn the light cf lier eyci,
And tîte deî,tî cf hier dyci,

We'hI scîlle at the puirpie cf Kingd.
We'll t rew off etîr years,
With thteir serrow,, and tears,

Aîîd time will net number the heurs
We'11 spemîd in the wooda
Where ne serr,,w intrudes,

\Vith the streams, and the 1,irtls, and the flowers4.


