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Charles Sangster, the IlCanadian
Wordsworth," was born at Kingston, July
16, 1822, of UJ.E. Loyalist stock. Like many
.Ilother youtb of bis day, bis schooling was

raleagre and had to be suppiemented by
liard.earnedî seif-education in early mnan-
hood. Poverty, too, was bis lot and poor
lis lemnained ail bis days. H1e helped make
the cartridges which battered the Prescott
W"Idniî in 1837. For soine ten or

tevyears, hie filled an humble post in
14e6 Ordnance Office in Kingston, in 1849
Wenat West to Amberatburg, where hie edited
the Courier for about a year. The death
0' the Publisher of this paper lef t him no
alternative but to return ta Kingston,
*here he worked in the office of the Whig
'0' another long period of ten or twelve
Yers. In 1864 hie joined the Daily News,
*n'd in 1868 was appointed to a position in
the Civil Service in Ottawa. From this hie

letred in 1886, owing to ill health, and re-
sidedl in Kingston until bis death last
4ttUnn. His publications are two, viz. :The
8e, lau>rence and the Saguenay and other

018,185t;, and Hesperus and other Poeins
«Ind Lyrics, 1800O. Botb of these volumes
were well received by the press and
clitic of the day. Oliver Wendell Holmes,
Jean Ingelow, Bayard Taylor and many
Othela represent the outside critics, while

llCanada was cbarmed by the work o! its
~ltPOet. Thos. McQueen, a brother poet,

Prof6550,. Daniel Wilson, (the late Sir
1niel Wilson), William Lyon Mackenzie

%ild Dr. Dewart were among the many
enadians wbo welconied, with generous
jit.180oSang8ter's contributions to our young

hales Sangster was an ardent lover of
'nur lytife, witb the lowly and

limleinliean intense patriot and of a
d6Ply religious nature. 0f bis poems,

thledealing witb natural, live scenes in
nature, appeal perhaps most strongly to bis
leaders. Amlong the poems by Sangster, in
the Old School Readers, the one whicb used
t0 cbai us children most was IlThe
ltaPid,' and 1 reinember bow the words in-
etIuctively came to my mind when years
%fterwa,.ds 1 went down the St. Lawrence.

Ail peacefully gliding,
Th nThe waters dividing,
idolent batteau moveci slowly along,

The rewers, lighit-hearted,
From sorrow long parted,agiidthe duil moments with laughter and

QP.1ahM for the Rapid 1that rnerrily, merrily,

se""sud leàps on its tertuous way
?len 1%e will enter it, cheerily, cheeril,
P164ed with its freshiess, and wetr with its

spray.,,
The8 lest of this beautiful poem is doubt -
SkriOwn to every Canadian, and ail will
&"Iwith me that it bas the spontaneity
o IOPeetry and shows, as weIl, a poet in

th~orugh sympathy with bis subject.
1 have said that Sangster loved live
IlteeOr nature a8tir. A cbarming i-

%tleO of this is the poeta, 'l<A Nortbern

th 6  "the martial rune
ofth Norse-King4llarpist bold

*!t itfi very animated chorus.

haeand gay is that Norse king gray,
'<1 limbs are both atout and strong;

e 8e is as keen as a faîchion's sheen
e Oiseeps to avenge a wrong.
.~urora'sdance is his merry ("lance,

i8 eathrough the starry fields;
e t'a linger f alls upon Odin's hallsj he crash o f a thousand shields.

j Chorus.
"le hi !'for the storm,
The .0tr tom

That ruaketh the stars grow dim
Not a nerve sha 1 fail.
Not a he-art shaîl quail,

When he rolîs lis grand old hynin.

A second water scene wbicb is faitbf nI
to nature, tbough the opening stanza is
somewhat weak, is IlEvening Scene," from
tbe banks o! the iDetroit river.
There lay the island with its sanded shore,

The snow-white lighthouse, like an Angel-
friend,

Dresscd in lis' fairest robes, and evermore
Guidimg the mariner te somc premiscd end.

And down behind the forest trocs, the sun,
A rrayed in bu rning spîcudors. slewly rolled,

Like to some sacriticial urn, o'errun
Xith tliming, hues of crinison, bloc and

And round about him, f old on fold, the
clou ds,

Steeped in some rainbow essence, Iightly
fell,

Draped in the living glory that enslhrouds
is xnighty entrance to his occan. shell.

The woods were tlashing back his gorgeons
light,

The waters glowed boneath. the varied green,
Evun te the softened shadows all was bri.ght,

avon's snmile was hlending with the view
terrene.

On these the parting day poured downi a
stream

0f radiant, unimaginablc light
Like ;a in somne celestial spirit dreain

A thousand rainbows melt upon the sight,

Setting the calm horizon ahl ablaze
With spiendors stolen. from thc crypts of

heaven,
Dissolvinig îvith their magie liat the inaze

0f clonds that nestie te the brest of even.

And down on tiptoe came the graduai Night,
A gentle twilight first, with silver wings,

And stili from out the darkenin1ý intinite
Came shadowy forms, like deep imaginiligs.

There wvas no light iii ail the brooding air,
There ivas no darkness yet to blind the

eyes,
Btît through the space interminable, there

Natuira and Silence passed in solemiu guise.

With tbis poemn is linked another on a
similar subject, viz '<Night in the Thou -
sand Isles."

And now 'tis nighit. A myriad stars have
coule

To cheer the earth and sentinel the skies.
Thc full-erbed moon irradiates the gloonm,
And fils the air with light. Each isiet lies
Immnersed in shadow, sof t as thy dark eyos
Swift through the sinnous patli our vessel

glides,
Now hidden by the massive promonteries.
Anon the bubbling silver from its sides
Spurnîng, like a wildbird whose home is on

the tilles,
Here nature holds bier Carnival of Isies.

The poet wbo sings se lovingly o! these
beautiful scenes was born a poet. But not
alone doces hie sing o! bis country's beauti-
fui scenery, but ber beroes dlaim bis allegi-
anca. Of bis patriotie paells perhaps the
1Brock," is the best. It was written

for the inauguration of the new monument
to Brock on Qnrenqti)n Heights.

Raise high the monumental stone
A nation's f ealty is theirs,
And we are the rejoicing heirs,
The honoured sons of sires whose cares
We take upon us unawares,

As freely as our own.

We boagt not of the victory,
But render bornage, deep and just,

To his-to tîmeir-immortal dust,
Who proved se worthy of their trust.
No lofty pile lior scnlpturcd bust

Cati herald their degree.

Generally speaking, bowever, Sangster
was far less successful in bis patriotie pieces
than in bis descriptions o! nature.

Jean Jngelow singled ont two poes
as especially pleasing to ber, "The Wren"
and Il Young Again." Here is the first:

'Piil V.lIN.

Early each spring thc little wren.
Camne scolding to lis niest of mess

'Ne knew him by his peevish cry,
11e always sung so vcry cross.

His quiet little mate would lay
Her eggs in peace and think ail day.

He was a sturdy hittle wren.
Anid when ie came in spring, wc knew,

Or seemed te, know, the tlowers would grow
To please hini, where they always grew,

Aniong, the rushes cheerfully
But net a rush so straiglit as ie!

Ahi summer long that hîttle wren
Would chatter like a saucy thing

And in the bush attack the thrush
That on thc hawthorn. perohed to sing

Like many noisy little men,
Lived, bragged and feught that littlc wren.

Another beautiful little poem is tha
entitled ",The Little Shoes." The following
is the second stanza wbicb shows that the
author was a lover o! cbildren:

I see a face se fair, and trace
The dark.blue eye that flashed. se clcarly
The rosebud lips, the finger tips
She learned to kiss -O, far tee dearly
The pearly hands turned up te mine,
The tiny armus my neck caressing
Fier smile, that madec our life divine,
Her silvery laugh-her kiss a blessing.

And the t hird verse is juet as cbarming

lier winning ways, that made the days
Elysian in their grace se tender,

Threugli whicli Love's child our seuls beguiled
For secming ages starred withi splender

Ne wonder that the angel-heirs
Did win our darling's life's-joy from us,

For sIc was theirs-net ail or prayers
Ceuld keep lier freni the Land cf Promise.

I have said that Sangster's was a deeply
religions nature. Indeed it wonld almost
seem ait tinies that he strained a point ta,
bring in a religious idea. One poemal how-
ever, bas tbe spontaneity whicb cornes from
a religious, poetic neart, and of this 1 give
the opening and cloing ýtanzas.

THE KTAIIS.

The stars are heaven's iniisters
Right royally they teach

(iod's glory and omnipetence,
Ini wondreus lowly speech.

Ai elequent witli music, as
The tremblings cf a lyre,

To lin that hiath an ear te hear
Tlbey speak in werds cf lire.

O heaveln-cradled mysteries,
What sacred paths ye've trod-

Bright jewelled scintillations froin
The chariot-wheels cf God.

Whien in the Spirit He rode forth,
With vast creative aim,

These were His foetprints left behind,
To magnify His name

There are so many beauties in Sangster's
poems and so much evidence in theni o! the
true inspired poet that it would seem almoat
ungenerous te caîl attention to defects.
Through the circurastancos o! bis early li! e
be laboured under great disadvantages,
whicb, revealed themselves in many a hait
and limping uine. The adjectives are not
always just as appropriate as they might be,
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