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giving himself freely with recklessness of geiiit:;, to winds and

waves and tiiies; caring for nothiit;-. 15 \:^v.y iS the stars were

abovo him. He walked among men, aniitng writi .s, among
verbal varnishers and veneerers, iiuung lit^ii'"}' •^"i Inicrs and

tailors, with the unconscious majesty of .n inlique p')d.

He was the poet of that divine democracy whicu gives equal

rights to all the sons and daughters of men. He uttered the

great American voice ; uttered a .song worthy of the great

Republic. No man ever said more for the rights of humanity,

more in favor of real democracy, of real justice. He neither

scorned nor cringed, was neither tyrant nor slav(\ He asked

only to stand the equal of his fdlows beneath the ^'reat flag of

nature, the blue and stars.

He was the poet of Life. It was a joy simply to breathe. He
loved the clouds; he enjoyed the breath of morning, the twi-

light, the wind, the winding streams. He loved to look at the

sea when the waves burst into the whitecaps of joy. He loved

the fields, the hills; he was acquainted witi' the trees, with

birds, with all the beautiful objects of the earth. He not only

saw these objects, but understood their meaning, and he used

them tliat he might exhibit his heart to his fellow men.

He was tlie poet of Love. He was not .ishamed of that

divine passion that has built every home ii; Uie world; that

divine passion that has painted every picture and has given us

every real work of art ; that diviiie passion that has made the

world worth living in and has given some value to human life.

He was the poet of tiie natural, and mught men iOt to be

ashamed of that which is natural. He w ; »,ot only the poet

of democracy, not only the poet of the great Republic, but he

was the poet of the human race. He was not confined to the

limits of this coutitry, but his sympathy went out over the seas

t ill the natio ' >: ihe earth.

He stretched li his hand and felt himself the equal of all

kings and of all princes, and the brother of all men, no matter

how higli, no matter how low.

He has uttered more supreme words tha-i any writer of our

century, possibly of almost any other. He was, above all
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